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"Oh my god, this is the best Halloween party ever," Allison said, as she touched up her eye shadow in the bathroom mirror.
"I hope so, I've been planning it forever." Kaylee adjusted the blouse on her costume to show off her breasts better, and checked out Allison in the mirror. "I like your I Dream of Jeannie costume. Are you gonna be rubbing Adam's magic lamp tonight to see if a genie squirts out?"
"Gross!" Allison said, and they both laughed. "Your Little Red Riding Hood costume's hot. I bet if Billy has his way you'll be Little Red riding wood."
'I hope so! If Billy doesn't fuck me at least once tonight, I'll go crazy."
"Tramp," Allison joked. "I'm sure Billy will give you a treat."
"He better, or I'll trick him and find someone who will!"
They finished fixing their costumes and headed back downstairs to the Halloween party. Kaylee's house was decked out with all sorts of spooky decorations and props, and the front room was wall to wall with their friends and classmates from college.
"Wow," Allison said, as they weaved through the crowd. "There are so many people here! I know they're in costumes, but I don't even recognize half of them."
"Friends of friends, I guess. The more the merrier!" Kaylee handed Allison another glass of Halloween punch.
"Thanks. I'm already so friggin' buzzed, what's in this stuff?"
"Everything!" Kaylee laughed and grabbed an old straw broom that was leaning in the corner and pretended to ride it.
"That's so cool! It looks really old, where did you get it?"
"My mom took me to a bunch of antique stores to look for cool Halloween stuff. I didn't want to have boring old pumpkins and ghosts and paper decorations. I wanted authentic looking stuff, like it was from a real haunted house. We found that broom, some creepy old paintings, a cauldron, antique candle holders, and some other stuff."
"And all the candles you used to light each room look so wicked, they make the house seem real Halloweeny. You're lucky your mom helped you out, my parents would never let me have a party."
"Yeah, they're pretty cool. They're still here, hiding in the bedroom until the party's over and I tell them they can come out."
Allison laughed. "And Chris? Is he here too?"
"My brother? At a party? The only parties nerd boy likes are LAN parties. He's up in his bedroom playing on his computer and he told me 'we're not allowed in his room'. I think he's worried he might lose the virginity he's been guarding for 19 years."
"Who wants to lose their virginity?" Billy, Kaylee's boyfriend, had snuck up and grabbed her from behind.
"I would, if you hadn't already taken it!" Kaylee grabbed his cowboy hat and put it on her own head.
"Well, maybe I'll take Red Riding Hood's instead" he said, as he reached underneath her skirt and squeezed her ass.
Allison spotted her boyfriend Adam, dressed in a pirate costume, and waved him over.
"Hey, there's something cool I want to show you guys in the rec room downstairs," Kaylee said.
The four of them took their drinks downstairs and found some guys arguing over football in the rec room. Kaylee ordered them back to the party and locked the door behind them. She dimmed the lights in the room, and Allison noticed there was a ring of lit candles surrounding a spooky cauldron in front of the fireplace.
"What are you up to?" she asked.
"I thought we could use a little Halloween atmosphere." Kaylee turned on the CD player and sweet, sexy music poured out.
"That doesn't sound like the Monster Mash," Allison teased, as Kaylee pulled Billy to the carpet and started making out with him.
"I told you," she said, "if I don't get some I'm gonna go crazy."
Allison felt embarrassed watching Billy slide his hands beneath her best friend's costume. But Adam wasn't bothered, and pulled her down on the carpet so they could join them.
Adam kissed Allison and fondled her breasts through her costume. She turned her head and noticed Kaylee sliding her panties off. Adam rubbed his erection against her mound as they both watched Kaylee push Billy's pants down as far as she could. He kicked them off and Allison couldn't help but stare at his cock. She had seen it lots of times before, but was still impressed with how big it was. She was envious as Kaylee guided it into her pussy.
Allison looked away, but Adam was still watching her best friend get fucked.
"Hey!" she said, turning his head to look at her instead.
"Sorry." He pushed his pants down, freeing his own stiff cock.
"We shouldn't," she whispered, as she grabbed his shaft and started slowly stroking it.
"Why not? They aren't gonna complain." He tried to push her panties down but she pulled them back up.
"I don't know," she said, still slowly pumping his prick while watching Billy stuff his thick pole in Kaylee. "It's kind of creepy in here."
As she looked back at the cauldron, she started when someone slammed against the door, and then banged on it when they realized it was locked.
"We're busy! Go away!" Adam was on all fours above Allison, enjoying the feel of her jacking his cock while he watched Kaylee getting fucked hard.
Billy had turned her over and was banging her from behind, when he finally groaned he was close.
"Oh yeah..." Kaylee moaned, "fill me with cum, baby."
Billy kept pounding her hard because that's the way Kaylee liked it. His hips smacked against her round ass as he drilled his huge shaft in and out of her tight pussy. Kaylee's c-cup sized breasts swayed beneath her as he bounced her back and forth. She reached her hand out to steady herself against the fireplace and accidentally knocked over one of the candles -- it struck the cauldron as Billy exploded in her.
Allison was startled by the unearthly moan Kaylee let out, and swore the cauldron had started to glow. As she slowly turned her head to look at them, Allison felt her blood run cold -- Kaylee's eyes were glowing with the same golden light as the cauldron.
"Kaylee?" she whispered. "Are you okay?"
Kaylee mutely pushed Billy away and started crawling toward them, staring at Adam's cock as he fucked Allison's hand.
"Oh my god!" she cried. "Get your pants on!"
Adam got to his knees and tried to pull his pants up, but Kaylee lurched forward and grabbed his erection.
"Let him go!" Allison cried, as she went to push her away. But before she could, she was pulled between Adam's legs and dragged across the room. She looked up and saw Billy holding her. He had the same golden, glowing eyes, and she was surprised to see his cock was already fully erect again.
"Let me go!" Allison yelled, as she kicked at him and twisted back toward her boyfriend. Kaylee was on her back with her legs spread as Adam, who had always dreamed about it, pushed his cock into her tight opening.
"What are you doing?! Adam!" She struggled to get free to stop them, but Billy had her arms pinned to the floor and was using his knee to spread her legs. She fought to get free and screamed at him to get off her, but he was in a trance as he ripped her panties off. She thought of all the times she had fingered herself, pretending it was Billy's big bat, but now all she wanted to do was get Kaylee away from Adam.
"Help me, Adam!" She could hear him grunting as he fucked Kaylee on the carpet behind her.
As Allison struggled, she could hear people outside the room banging on the door. She was going to cry out for help when the lock broke and a dozen costumed partygoers poured into the room. Some of them cheered while others pulled out their cell phones and recorded the couple screwing in the middle of the party.
Two of the guys noticed Allison trying to push Billy away and quickly grabbed him. They couldn't believe how strong he was as they tried to pull him off of her. As they grappled with him, Allison crawled free and ran to lock herself in the bathroom. As she closed the door, she saw Billy had broken loose and dragged a giggling girl dressed as Lara Croft down beside him.
In the bathroom mirror, Allison saw her makeup was ruined from crying. She couldn't believe what Adam had done -- with her best friend! She checked for her cell phone to call her dad to come and get her, but it was missing; it must have fallen out during the battle with Billy. Something banged against the door, startling her.
She turned to yell that the bathroom was occupied, but hesitated as a premonition of danger swept through her; the doorknob slowly turned back and forth. When it finally stopped, she tiptoed forward and switched off the light. Beneath the door she could see the shadow of someone waiting silently on the other side. And then, in the darkness, her blood froze as she heard the doorknob turning again. Allison wondered if it was Adam looking for her, wondered if she should whisper his name. She slowly got down on all fours and bent down to look under the door; a golden, glowing eye stared back at her.
Allison shrieked and suddenly the door crashed back and forth, nearly torn off its hinges as the creature on the other side tried to force it open. She stumbled back from the door, sure that the lock was going to snap any second, and tumbled over the toilet in the dark. She fell backwards onto the bathtub; the side hit her hard right between the shoulder blades and knocked the wind out of her. As she slowly regained her breath, she saw that the door had held. The shadow on the other side was gone.
Allison hid in the dark, and pressed her hands to her ears to try to stop the noise. The bathroom ceiling shook with the sound of running, pounding feet, and shrieks and screams echoed through the walls. After a while, the sound of panic had died down and all she could hear was sweet, sexy music playing. She crept to the door and put her shoulder against it in case she had to force it shut. As quietly as possible, she peeked out.
A Halloween orgy had broken out in the rec room. A guy in a Viking costume was pillaging the pussy of a blonde in a sexy kitty cat costume, while a woman wearing a witch costume rode a guy dressed as a fireman, bouncing up and down on his hose. Six other costumed couples were in various positions as they also fucked on the floor, all with the same golden, glowing eyes. The creepy cauldron glowed even brighter than earlier.
Her hand trembled as she tried to open the door without making a sound. She was sure they'd hear her heart pounding as she snuck past, but they were oblivious as she crept through and went upstairs. The hallway door was open and when she looked toward the living room she saw it was the same as downstairs. A classmate of hers from college, dressed as Prince Charming, was going at it with a girl dressed as a sexy nurse while his girlfriend, who had come as Snow White, was on her knees sucking off a guy beside him.
Allison quietly went down the hallway toward the back door and noticed Kaylee's parents' bedroom door was open; the sound of bedsprings squeaking rhythmically came from within.
She was shocked when she peeked inside and saw the bed bouncing up and down as a guy in a lumberjack costume drove his log in and out of Kaylee's mom while a second guy filled her mouth. On the floor beside them, a girl in a Lady Gaga costume was on her hands and knees as Kaylee's dad played hide the salami behind her. All five had golden, glowing eyes.
Allison tiptoed past the door but Kaylee's dad spotted her, pulled his meat out of Lady Gaga, and stood up. As he walked past the bed, the two guys fucking Kaylee's mom also stopped and followed him.
Allison looked back as the three of them entered the hallway, their cocks pointing toward her like heat-seeking missiles. They followed her as she sprinted for the backdoor. The only way out was through the kitchen, and when she got there she saw two costumed guys with their backs to her. She hoped they'd help her, but then she saw their glowing eyes reflected in the kitchen window.
As they turned her way, she ducked down the other hallway. But she knew she was fucked -- it was a dead end. She rushed to the bathroom at the end of the hall and tried to climb through the window, but it was too small. Trapped, she locked the door, turned out the light, crawled into the bathtub, shut the curtain and made herself as small and quiet as possible. All she could hear was Kaylee's father's footsteps as they neared the bathroom door.
Alec was watching the football highlights on the eleven o'clock news when the doorbell rang.
"That can't be a trick-or-treater this late," he thought, but grabbed the bowl of candy anyways.
His wife, Andrea, always told him not to buy Halloween candy, as the neighborhood kids were all too old now. She knew the only reason he bought it was so he could eat it all. But he was glad he had some candy this night, as he opened the door for three of the sexiest trick-or-treaters he had ever seen.
"Trick or treat!" they cried.
Alec knew one of the girls, Emma. She was the same age as his daughter, Allison, and lived across the street from them. In the summer, she liked to tan in her front yard in her tiniest bikini and he liked to hide behind the living room curtains so he could watch her unseen. She was a beautiful half-Asian with long, black hair and her naughty nurse outfit, which teasingly showed her white panties, pushed her small breasts up enticingly. Her two equally hot friends were dressed as a slutty schoolgirl and a sexy elf.
"Hi, Mr. Carson," Emma purred, "I hope you don't think we're too old for you to give us some candy." She loved teasing him because she'd seen how often he watched her from his window.
Alec cleared his throat and tried to sound cool. "No, you're not too old at all, you're the perfect age. You girls all go to the same college as my daughter, Allison?"
"Yeah," Emma answered while her friends nodded, "We're on our way to Kaylee's Halloween party now."
"Oh, cool." Alec said, as he filled their bags with half his bowl of candy. "And your costumes look really...nice. I should have asked you to do some tricks."
"You should have," Emma teased, and her friends giggled.
Alec noticed all of their costumes were short enough to show their panties, and he couldn't help watching their perfect little bums as they strutted away. Emma looked back and smiled when she caught him checking them out; she whispered to her friends and they all giggled as they disappeared into the darkness.
"If you see Allison, remind her she has to be home by 1 a.m.!" he called after them.
Alec, who was now in his early forties, hoped he still had what it took to get girls like that, but his wife always said he was dreaming and called him a 'perv' when she'd catch him looking at them. He turned out the lights and ran to the living room window to see if he could watch them as they walked down the street, but they were gone.
He had only been watching TV for ten more minutes when he heard a shriek from outside. Thinking it might be more girls headed to the Halloween party, he ran to his bedroom and kept the lights off as he peeked out the curtains.
Alec felt like he had won the peeping Tom lottery when he spotted a completely nude girl with wavy, brunette hair walking barefoot down the middle of the road. She had long, athletic legs and big, grapefruit-sized tits. He could see her erect nipples and the trim between her legs as she walked purposely past the streetlights. She turned to look his way, and he realized it was his daughter's best friend, Kaylee.
"Oh man," he thought, as he watched her round ass disappear into the darkness, "she must have gotten way too drunk." He was getting ready to chase her down to take her home, or maybe bring her back to his house until she sobered up, when he heard noises below the window.
Alec pressed his face against the glass so he could see down, and saw a couple fucking on his lawn. They were in the shadows, so it was hard to see them, but they looked like a couple of college kids. He ducked back so they wouldn't see him watching and then slowly peeked out again, trying to make sure the girl wasn't Allison. And then he noticed his wife's car parked in the driveway.
"Fuck!" he thought, as he shut the curtains. "If she catches me watching them screw she'll murder me." He tried not to look guilty as he left the bedroom and called her name, but she didn't answer. The bathroom, kitchen and living room were all empty so he opened the front door to see if she was sitting in the car, but she wasn't.
Alec went outside and could hear the two kids still fucking below his bedroom window; he figured if he snuck completely around the house, he could watch them from up close without being seen. He had completely forgotten Kaylee. As he was sneaking around the side of his house, he noticed bags of groceries scattered on the grass. And then he saw his wife.
Andrea was on her back with her legs spread, her jeans off, and her underwear around one ankle as a kid in a college football jacket pumped his cock in and out of her. Alec could see the kid's big balls slapping against his wife's pussy and -- assuming he was attacking her -- was getting ready to jump him. He paused when he heard his wife.
"Oh...fuck, yeah...fuck, yeah!" Andrea moaned. "I love your cock...you're such a fuckin' stud Steve...unnh...fuck me good!"
Alec walked around them and saw it was Steve, the 20-year-old student he paid to mow the lawn, fucking his wife on his lawn. "What the hell are you doing, Andrea?!"
"Oh my god, Alec!" she cried, as she opened her eyes and discovered him watching them.
He went to grab Steve and pull him off his wife, but someone grabbed him from behind, pulled him backwards and threw him down hard on the grass. He looked up and saw it was Emma and her two friends, but now their eyes were golden and glowing.
The slutty schoolgirl and the sexy elf pinned his arms down as Emma stood over him. From his point of view, he couldn't be blamed for noticing she was no longer wearing panties. He was staring at her neatly trimmed twat when she lifted her naughty nurse outfit over her head, exposing her small breasts and tiny, dark nipples.
"What are you doing?" Alec whispered, worried his wife would catch him looking at her while she was naked. He tore his eyes away from her hot body, thinking he must be dreaming, and looked between her legs to check if his wife was okay. Andrea had her legs wrapped tightly around Steve and was in bliss as he hammered her hole.
Alec struggled again to break free, but was amazed at how strong these girls were. He was always pointing out to his wife how big girls' breasts were getting nowadays because of all the growth hormones they put in food, but all she'd say was 'quit staring at their tits'. Alec couldn't think of any other reason how these girls could be so strong.
"Emma, what are you doing? Don't!" he said, as she reached down and grabbed his pant legs.
With one yank, she tore off his jeans and boxers, revealing his embarrassingly erect cock. He was too shocked to struggle as she walked forward and positioned herself above him. She squatted, with one hand on his chest and one hand around his cock, and forced her tiny pussy down onto it. Alec knew his cock -- eight inches long and thick -- was bigger than average, but he still couldn't believe how tight she was as she rode him. He thought his wife would kill him if she saw him fucking their neighbor's daughter, but could only hear her moaning as Steve came in her.
Alec knew he was in big trouble when he saw Andrea get up and walk toward them, but she only watched with golden, glowing eyes as Emma rode him like a cowgirl.
"What the fuck is wrong with her -- with them?" Alec thought. Emma was bouncing up and down on his balls, and he couldn't believe after all of the times he'd dreamed of fucking her he was thinking of making her stop. But Alec had a hunch that if he came in her, like he wanted to, his eyes would be glowing too.



He twisted and bucked, trying to throw her off, but she rode him like a bucking bronco. He could feel his nuts tightening as she coaxed his cum to the surface. He strained to free his arms but her two friends had him pinned.
"What the hell are they putting in food these days?" he thought. "Why are they so strong?!" Alec was still fighting to get free when he heard a slurred voice.
"Right on, dude!" a drunk yelled, as he walked up the driveway with a beer in each hand to watch them. "What's with everyone getting it on tonight? How do I get a piece of this action?"
The two girls pinning Alec's arms let go, stripping off their costumes as they walked toward the drunk. Andrea, still naked from the waist down, also turned and walked toward him.
"All right," the drunk slurred, "now this is a fucking Halloween party!"
Alec seized the opportunity and quickly rolled Emma off; he had to tightly squeeze the head of his cock to prevent himself from coming.
The drunk cheered, unable to believe his luck, as Andrea and the now naked schoolgirl pulled him to the ground. The other girl, also naked, yanked his pants and underwear down around his knees and tried to stroke his drunk-dick hard.
Alec was trying to get away when an iron grip grabbed his leg; he looked down and saw it was Emma, her golden eyes burning as she crawled after him. He jerked his foot away from her, grabbed his pants and ran off down the street.
As he hid behind a hedge and got dressed, Alec knew something strange was going on. He was still in good shape and, he thought, good looking, but he knew when a 19-year-old girl as hot as Emma wants you to fuck her you're either dreaming or a millionaire. He pulled out his cell phone and called Allison, but it rang a few times and went to voice mail.
"Hi honey where are you?" he texted, frustrated she hadn't picked up. "Please call me right away!!!"
Alec waited a minute and, when she didn't reply, decided to head to Kaylee's house to find her. He was rounding the hedge when he spotted three half-naked girls walking down the middle of the street.
Their eyes glowed in the dark and they were all wearing partially removed costumes. He was ducked down, waiting for them to pass, when he heard another girl coming from the opposite direction.
"Hey guys! Sorry I'm so late," she said. "I hope the party isn't over already! My asshole parents wouldn't let me come so I had to sneak out."
The girl, blonde haired and dressed as a sexy angel, walked toward her friends and discovered they were all half naked. "Wow, looks like I missed all the fun! Are you guys on something? Can I have some?"
She shrieked when they grabbed her and forced her to the pavement in the middle of the street. "Hey! Watch my wings!" Two of the girls pinned her shoulders down while the third one got between her legs and pulled her white satin panties off.
"Oh my god," the girl whispered, "someone's gonna see us!" She let out a loud gasp as her friend lay down, wrapped her arms around her bare legs and started to lightly lick her pussy.
Alec could feel his pants tightening as he watched her squirming while her friend tongue fucked her. The little angel pulled the top of her outfit down and made one of her friends suck her nipples while her other friend teased her clit. She moaned loudly and clamped her friend's head between her legs, her little body trembling as she shook with an orgasm. And then all four of them stood up and continued walking down the street, all half naked and with golden, glowing eyes.
Alec was watching them go when he heard a voice behind him loudly whisper his name. He turned and saw his neighbor, Pam, standing in the shadows of her garage.
"Oh my god, Alec! Do you know what's going on?" she asked, after he had snuck over to join her in the garage.
"I'm not sure, but it's dangerous out there. It's like all the neighborhood kids have become...sex-crazed zombies!"
"Oh my god! They're all undead?!"
"Not that kind of zombie; they're more like automatons with one purpose -- sex!"
"I know! I was driving home and saw two boys and a girl having...hanky-panky. I got out my car and told them they should be ashamed of themselves, and they started chasing me, with their...things sticking out! I ran home to tell Paul, but he's one of them too!"
She led Alec quietly inside her house and silently motioned for him to peek into the living room. He saw Pam's husband Paul, wearing only a pajama top, pounding his prick into their Asian exchange student, who had her nightie scrunched up around her waist and was bent over the couch. Both of them had the same golden, glowing eyes.
"She must have become one of those...sex zombies, and attacked him," Pam whispered.
Alec agreed with her, even though all the men in the neighborhood knew -- because Paul told them -- he fucked every Asian exchange student Pam arranged to stay with them.
"I'm worried about Philip," she whispered, " he went to a Halloween party down the street."
"So did Allison, I'm going there to get her, Come with me and we'll find your son too." He was headed toward the front door when the doorbell rang.
"Don't answer the door!" Alec whispered. He led her down the hallway and they peeked out the side window. A pizza delivery driver, naked from the waist down, was standing outside.
"Maybe he's a friend of Philip's?" Pam whispered.
"Look at his eyes, see how they glow?" Alec whispered. "They all have those eyes. And pizza delivery drivers normally wear pants." He motioned for her to follow and they went back and out through the garage.
Pam was nervous so Alec held her hand as they warily crossed the neighbor's front lawn. They looked down toward Kaylee's house and could see couples fucking amid the fake tombstones decorating the front yard.
"We should go around the high school and try to sneak in through the backyard, there's too many of them out front," Alec said.
They skirted the bright lights of the parking lot and followed the chain link fence past the tennis courts. As they passed the portables they saw movement between the corrugated metal buildings.
Three naked college kids were in the shadows; one girl was riding a guy's cock while another rode his tongue. Pam hesitated, wondering if it was her son, until one of the girls turned her head and stared at her with glowing eyes.
Alec pulled Pam by her hand, and as they ran he looked back and saw the golden-eyed trio in pursuit. They turned right and fled down a corridor between the school buildings, and had almost reached the end when four shadowy figures appeared, blocking their way. Their golden, glowing eyes cut through the darkness.
Alec and Pam turned and tried to run back the way they had come, but the other three zombies had followed them -- they were trapped. He ran to a door on the side of the school and pulled the handle, but it was locked.
"Oh my god," Pam cried. "I'm going to die!"
"I don't think so, unless they fuck you to death!"
Pam's eyes opened wide in surprise, and she started when Alec pushed her down on all fours.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"Maybe they'll leave us alone if they think we're like them," he said, as the zombies moved toward them from both ends of the corridor
Pam gasped as he tugged her skirt down around her knees, taking her panties with it. She was embarrassed, as she knew her ass was a lot bigger than it used to be. She looked back and stared wide-eyed at Alec's half hard cock as he pushed his pants down.
"Don't worry, I'm only going to pretend," he whispered as he started to dry hump her, his long dick swinging back and forth between her legs.
Pam bit her lip, trying not to cry out in fear, as he simulated sex with her, but their play fucking wasn't working, and the sex-mad monsters surrounded them.
As Alec had been bouncing his cock between Pam's legs, pretending to fuck her, he couldn't help but get hard. She could tell and let out excited little gasps every time his knob brushed against her pussy.
"We've only got one chance. I'm sorry, Pam," Alec whispered, as he slowly pushed his thick shaft into her sopping hole.
Alec got half his length into her and stopped to watch the sex zombies. They'd hesitated when he first entered her, but when he stopped they walked toward them again.
He gave Pam's pussy, which was tighter than he expected and surprisingly wet, two more strokes, and they stopped again. "It's working," he whispered, "they think we're like them!"
"Uh huh..." Pam groaned, as she tried to remember the last time her husband had made love to her. Her eyes rolled back as Alec started to fuck her with long, steady strokes, she'd never had such a huge cock inside of her.
Alec watched, as the zombies seemed to lose interest in them and wandered away. He tried to slow down so he wouldn't come, but Pam had braced herself against the pavement and was plunging her pussy against his pole.
"Whoa...whoa!" he groaned. "Good job, Pam...you fooled them. But if you don't slow down you're going to make me come, and I don't think that'd be good for either of us."
"What about me?" she asked, as she slowed down but continued to ride his cock. "Can I come?"
Alec remembered the cute little angel, remembered what had happened after she came over and over on her friend's tongue. "I don't think that's a good idea. I think if either of us come we'll end up like them."
"Damn," Pam whispered, as Alec pulled his cock out of her.
They stood up and dressed, both still flush with the sensation of being so close to coming. Sneaking quietly to the end of the corridor and peeking around the corner, they saw the coast was clear. They were walking along the pathway when two shadows emerged from the bushes dead ahead of them.
Alec grabbed Pam to protect her as she cried out in fright. As they stepped into the light, he saw that it was two college kids in matching prison inmate costumes; he was relieved to see neither of them had glowing eyes.
"Mrs. Miller?" the boy said. "I thought that was you getting..."
"Josh?" Pam went red with embarrassment as she realized her son's best friend had been watching her and Alec. "Where's Philip?"
"I don't know...he might still be trapped inside the Halloween party. Susie and me were outside smoking a -- I mean, having a beer. And when we went back, it was chaos! They were all grabbing and screwing anyone and everyone they could. Some chased us, so we ran over here and hid in the bushes. They were looking for us when they saw you guys."
"I think the safest thing'd be for you two to stay here," Alec said. "Stay hidden, and don't come out unless it looks like things are normal again."
"We'd rather come with you," Josh said. "You know, safety in numbers. And I want to help you guys find Phil."
Alec wasn't sure, but he didn't have time to argue so the four of them snuck across the school playing field to the back of Kaylee's house. He reached over the fence to unlatch the rear gate and they crept into the backyard.
As they looked around, they saw a couple doing it doggie style on the outside patio. Alec recognized Kaylee's mom, and the cowboy riding her from behind was her daughter's boyfriend, Billy.
Alec signaled to the others to be quiet, hoping they could all sneak behind them and up the back stairs without being noticed. They were quietly walking past when Pam stopped. She was looking through an open sliding door into the basement, where a fuckfest was taking place. Josh had seen her stop and was quietly sneaking back to get her when she spoke aloud.
"Philip? Is that you?"
A naked guy was standing with his back to her. He had a girl's legs locked around his waist while her arms were tightly wrapped around his neck. As he turned at the sound of Pam's voice, she saw it was her son, and he was bouncing the girl, who was dressed as a princess, up and down on his erect cock. Both of their eyes glowed golden.
Pam was speechless as she watched Philip plunging the petite princess' pussy onto his big, stiff penis. She had been positive her son, who was only nineteen, was a virgin. Now, she wasn't sure.
Billy and Kaylee's mom had also heard Pam and now they, along with all the other sex zombies downstairs, were moving toward the four of them.
"Oh my god, Pam! Run!" Alec yelled, but he knew they were surrounded.
She didn't hear him; she was mesmerized as her son let the girl down, and then walked slowly toward her with his erect penis pointing at her like a missile.
Susie, Josh's girlfriend, was terrified, but she remembered how the zombies at the school had been fooled. She quickly fumbled at Alec's pants and tugged them, along with his boxer briefs, down to his knees. Her eyes were wide with fear as she quickly bent over and started sucking his cock, praying the zombies wouldn't hurt her.
They stopped when they saw her blowing him and turned back toward Pam and Josh. Finally realizing the jeopardy she had put them in, Pam backed away in fear until Josh grabbed her.
He knew Susie had the right idea. He quickly forced Pam -- his best friend's mom -- down on her knees and, after quickly pushing down the front of his pants, shoved his prick into her mouth.
Pam was paralyzed with fear and could only watch Josh's eyes as he fucked her face. The sex zombies stopped and watched as both Alec and Josh got their cocks sucked.
Pam didn't know what to do; it had been so long since she'd given her husband a blowjob. Her mouth was a tight seal around Josh's stiff pole as he pumped it between her lips. She glanced to her right and realized Philip was standing right beside her, his own stiff cock inches from her mouth.
Meanwhile, Susie had squatted in front of Alec so she could blow him better. She realized the faster she sucked, the more the sex zombies seemed to lose interest. She rolled her tongue around the head of his cock and used her hand to jerk him quickly in and out of her mouth. She was only eighteen, but she had sucked Josh's big dick often enough to get pretty good at it. But his cock wasn't as thick as this one and she was having a hard time getting her mouth around it. As she looked up at Alec's face, she could tell he wouldn't be complaining.
Alec couldn't believe how good it felt, having this beautiful teenager bobbing back and forth on his fuckstick. But he had to grab her head to slow her down. "Not too fast," he whispered, "or you'll make me come."
Susie wanted to suck even faster, she wanted to taste his cum, but she nodded and reluctantly slowed down.
Pam, on the other hand, was speeding up. She'd been watching Susie blow Alec and tried the same technique, quickly pumping Josh's prick with her hand while she sucked on him. She was getting excited as she eyed her son's cock, hanging so tantalizingly close. She didn't hear Josh begging her to slow down as she pumped him faster and sucked him harder. And as he filled her mouth with hot, sticky cum, she felt herself falling away, like she was in a dream.
Alec knew Josh was going to lose it, and yelled at Pam to slow down. But when he saw her pull the kid's cock out and cum ran down from the corner of her mouth, he knew they were both lost.
"No!" Susie cried, and tried to get up to help her boyfriend. But Alec saw the sex zombies all turn back toward them and quickly convinced her to get back on her knees and keep sucking. Tears ran down her face as he stroked his cock in and out of her mouth and as she watched her boyfriend, his eyes golden and glowing, disappear into the basement.
Philip also wandered back inside and was followed by his mom, who watched him with her own hungry, glowing eyes.
When the coast was finally clear, Alec popped his cock out of Susie's mouth, amazed he hadn't blow his load, and tried to comfort and calm her.
"We need to figure out what happened, find out why everyone is...attacking each other. Maybe there's a way to change everyone back to normal, but first I need to find my daughter."
Susie nodded and held his hand tightly. As they crept up the back stairs, Alec looked through an open sliding door and saw there was no one in the kitchen. The hallway leading to the front of the house was also empty, but the floor was littered with discarded Halloween costumes.
As they walked through the kitchen, Alec whispered loudly. "Allison! Are you here?"
When there was no answer, they went to the hallway and peeked toward the living room, where the Monster Mash was still playing. A guy in an astronaut costume was blasting a girl dressed as Pocahontas into outer space, and as he fired his rocket into her teepee, the flickering shadows of couples fucking by candlelight danced across them.
There was a doorway halfway down the hallway; Alec heard the steady squeaking of bedsprings coming from it. Susie waited as he crept forward and peeked into the room. He recognized Kaylee's dad, but couldn't see the face of the girl he was on top of and ball deep in. But he could see a Wonder Woman outfit on the floor and he knew Allison had worn a genie costume.
He tiptoed back to Susie and they went in the opposite direction. The door to the bathroom at the end of the hallway was open and the light was off. He inched toward it as Susie fearfully squeezed his hand and tried to pull him back. He whispered into the darkness: "Allison!"
He reached around the doorframe and turned on the light; the bathroom was empty. He was turning to leave when he noticed the shower curtain was closed. Creeping near, he pulled it back -- the bathtub was also empty.
Alec knew now he had to see who the girl on the bed was, had to know it wasn't Allison. Susie squeezed his hand tightly as he led her back down the hallway. A closet door creaked menacingly behind them and she started at the sound. Hiding behind Alec, she pressed her face tightly against his shoulder as they watched the door crack open.
"Dad?" a voice whispered from inside.
Alec threw open the closet door as Allison stepped out and tightly hugged him. "I've tried calling and texting you," he whispered. "Where's your cell phone?"
"I think it fell out downstairs when I was trying to get away from Billy."
"Thank god you escaped!" Alec remembered what Billy had been doing to Kaylee's mom in the backyard. "What the hell happened here?"
"I don't know!" Allison said. "We were downstairs...fooling around, and all of a sudden Kaylee got this crazy look in her eyes, and the cauldron started glowing, and Adam and Billy were -- "
"Wait a second, what cauldron was glowing?"
"One of the Halloween decorations Kaylee and her mom got."
"One of those plastic cauldrons?"
"No, an antique one. It was really old, and black, and when Kaylee touched it...it started to glow, and everyone went insane."
"Where is it?"
"Downstairs in the rec room."
"We've got to get the cauldron, to see if it's got something to do with why everyone is acting so weird."
"No," Susie pleaded. "Let's get out of here!"
"If we get the cauldron, we might be able to turn Josh back to normal," Alec whispered. "You girls better stay near me, in case we run into trouble."
They both nodded and were frightened as they followed him down the hallway to the basement door. They could still hear the bed bouncing up and down in the bedroom as they quietly went down the stairs, passed a room full of costumed couples fucking, and neared the rec room.
Alec peeked through the open doorway. He saw a girl, about nineteen, lying naked on the floor while a guy fucked her. Five other guys were around her and she was sucking one and jacking off two others while the rest watched. Alec didn't know how many other guys had come and gone, but her face and tits and stomach were covered in cum like she was the belle of the bukkake festival.
Behind her, in front of the fireplace, Alec could see the cauldron. It was small, the size of a bowling ball, and glowed with the same eerie, golden light haunting the eyes of the sex zombies.



"I've got to get the cauldron," he said.
"Are you crazy, Dad? There's six of them in there!"
"You mean seven. You girls stay hidden. I think...I hope...the males only attack females."
He entered the room, walked quickly to the cauldron and picked it up. As he'd hoped, no one had noticed him. Allison was peeking around the corner, and he gave her a relieved nod. As he walked back across the room his foot caught on something, and the cauldron crashed to the floor as he fell forward.
He looked back and saw that the bukkake girl had stretched out and grabbed his shoe with one hand. She pushed the other cocks away from her and tried to get to Alec, but couldn't as the guy fucking her was still holding her legs as he pumped his pole into her hole. As Alec ran out of the room, picking up the cauldron on the way, the other zombies followed the girl's eyes and spotted Allison in the doorway.
Alec grabbed her hand and she grabbed Susie's and the three of them ran up the stairs with a mob of sex zombies after them. As they reached the top of the stairs, they looked to their right as a naked girl and Kaylee's dad came out of the bedroom and headed their direction.
Alec hoped to get out through the living room, but copulating couples blocked their escape. Allison took them upstairs toward Kaylee's room, but she could see through the open bedroom door that a pack of naked girls were locked together tongue to pussy on the floor. She quickly opened a door to her left and they ducked inside.
As her dad shut the door behind them, Allison realized they were in Kaylee's brother Chris' bedroom. He was wearing headphones while playing Call of Duty on his computer and was completely oblivious to them. She touched his shoulder and he jumped in fright.
"Allison! You scared the shit out of me," he said, as he took off his headphones "I told Kaylee you guys aren't allowed in my bedroom!" He realized she wasn't alone and put on his glasses so he could see Alec and Susie better.
"What happened? Why's your dad here?"
"Oh my god, Chris!" Allison cried. "You don't know what's going on? Your sister...your parents...we've all got to get out of here!"
"Why? Is the house on fire or something? I told them not to light so many candles!"
"No! Its not on fire, it's worse! Everyone has become sex-crazed zombies!"
"Pardon?"
"Zombies! Horny, fuck-crazy zombies! There's girls out there...I don't even want to tell you the things they'd do to you if they caught you!"
"Like what?" Chris said, as he reached for the door to see if she was pulling his leg.
Alec was too late to stop him as he opened the door and the four naked girls from Kaylee's room walked in. Chris backed away from them when he saw their glowing eyes, not knowing what to do. He was trapped with Susie on one side of the room while Allison and her dad were stuck on the other.
Panicking, Susie quickly grabbed Chris' belt and fumbled to undo it while shouting, "Quick, Allison! Stick your dad's cock in your mouth!"
Allison's mouth fell open in shock as she quickly looked at her dad, who shrugged his shoulders and acted like he didn't know what Susie was talking about.
Alec was panicking as he looked for a way to escape, knowing, with only his daughter close, sex wasn't an option.
Meanwhile, Chris, who had only seen naked girls on the Internet, brushed Susie's hand away and heroically stepped forward. He held his arms away from his sides and walked briskly toward the sex zombies, yelling, "I'll save you guys, run!" The four girls immediately grabbed him and dragged him to the floor while they tore his clothes off.
"No!" Susie cried, as she watched the girls yank off his pants, and stroke and rub his cock and balls while they all fought to climb on top of him.
Alec took one last look at Chris, thinking he had never seen anyone braver -- or happier -- and pushed Allison and Susie toward the open window. They climbed onto the roof and dropped to the lawn beside the house. Moving between the neighbors' houses, cauldron in hand, they managed to get home without being seen.
They were walking up the front steps when Allison said, "Mom?"
Andrea was lying on her side on the lawn across the street while their neighbor Tom, who was lying behind her, held her leg up and stuffed his dick into her pussy. Even from this far away, Alec could see their glowing eyes.
"Allison," he said, as he pulled his daughter into the house, "the only way to help your mom is to figure out a way to stop this...madness!"
Once inside, the three of them closed the curtains and locked all the doors. Allison went to her room, changed into jeans and a t-shirt, and ran to join her dad and Susie in the den.
Alec lifted the glowing cauldron, which was heavier than it looked, so he could examine it. As he held it up, he could see the old cauldron's base was inscribed with glowing letters. He couldn't read the words because they were in Old English, but was able to use the Internet to translate:
When the sacred time of Beltane is nigh The vessel fills with the goddesses' eye Run 'round the Maypole and run to the fields Reseed the Mother 'til the darkness yields When Beltane is done and Baal-fires lie cold The cauldron will sleep, the earth will turn gold
"Oh my god," Allison whispered, "the cauldron knows about mom!"
"I think 'Mother' probably refers to Mother Earth," Alec said. "It sounds like some sort of...fertility ritual."
A short while later, after a quick search of the Internet, he learned he'd been correct.
"This cauldron was supposed to be used at Beltane, which is a pagan festival that took place in the spring. In ancient times, couples would have all-night orgies in the fields believing that it would guarantee good crops. Maybe this cauldron was used to ensure everyone was an...eager participant? But Halloween falls on Samhain, which occurs six months before Beltane. And the poem says the cauldron won't sleep until Beltane is done..."
"Which means they're going to be screwing until next spring?" Allison asked.
"Not if I can help it. If using the cauldron at the wrong time of the year is what made everyone go crazy, maybe there's a way to, I don't know, cancel the spell?"
He was trying to google the information when the doorbell rang. The girls waited nervously while Alec went toward the hallway.
"Don't answer the door!" Allison whispered.
Alec turned and held his finger to his lips for silence. He crept to the end of the hallway and peeked around the corner. A naked girl was outside the front door, pressing her breasts against the frosted door sidelight and trying to see in. As he watched, she stuck her hand through the mail slot and her fingers reached out toward him as if she knew he was there.
Alec looked behind him and could see the terror on the girls' faces as they waited by the den. He got on his knees and crawled toward the dark living room. The girl pressed her face against the glass and tried to see in, while she tried the lock again and slowly dragged her nails down the door.
Alec peeked through the curtain and could see her looking toward his bedroom window. He knew her instantly by her flawless nude body -- Kaylee. Her head whipped around as if she had read his mind, but he ducked down an instant before she saw him. His heart was pounding as he crawled back to where he could see the front door, as she kept putting her fingers through the mail slot, beckoning him. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, she heard a car coming down the road and disappeared into the darkness. After making sure she was really gone, Alec headed back to the den.
"Who was it?" Allison asked.
"Another zombie," he lied, "a girl in an angel costume. She's gone now."
The girls waited in the den, jumping every time they heard a shriek outside, until Alec finally found some information that seemed helpful.
"This one site written by this Wiccan...this witch, says the druids used to perform a ritual to signal the end of Beltane. Maybe if we can re-create the ritual, we can end this curse?"
"I'll help," Susie said. "What do we have to do?"
"Well first it says we need the vessel of the goddess. I think that means Kaylee, you said she was the first one to get the glowing eyes. And we need some rose oil."
"There's some in Mom's bathroom," Allison said.
"Okay, good. And earth -- we can get some from the yard. But it says we also need a phallic symbol, something to represent a maypole...Allison?" Alec realized his daughter had disappeared.
"She ran off down the hallway," Susie said.
They both came out of the den as Allison came out of her bedroom with a huge, transparent, purple dildo.
"Dad, please don't ask," she said, as Alec stared open mouthed at her.
"Umm...yeah," he said, clearing his throat, "Take it to the den, we need to put it in the cauldron while we perform the ritual. We've got everything we need now -- except Kaylee."
"But how are we gonna find her?" Allison asked.
"The last time I saw her she was heading toward the parkway. But I don't think the problem is going to be finding her, it's going to be getting her back here."
They cautiously opened the front door, and when they looked across the street they saw Andrea and Tom were gone. They snuck across their neighbors' lawns and were looking for Kaylee, when they heard the frightening sound of fucking.
Alec peeked around the side of a house. A woman in a barmaid costume was braced against the wall as her boyfriend rammed her from behind. Her skirt was bunched up around her waist and he had her blouse pushed up so he could squeeze her tits while he banged his tool into her ass. He groaned as she talked dirty to him and begged him to fuck her harder.
"Holy shit!" he cried, when he noticed Alec and the two girls enjoying the show from the side of the house. His girlfriend hurriedly pushed her skirt and blouse down while he pulled his pants up.
"I'm glad we found you!" Alec said, relieved they weren't sex zombies.
"Well, I'm not," the guy said, as his girlfriend turned her back to them and tried to do her bra back up. "How about a little privacy!"
"Oh, you don't understand," Alec said, "we want to join you!"
The boyfriend checked out Allison and Susie, but his dark-haired girlfriend lit a cigarette, looked Alec up and down, and then shook her head to show she wasn't interested.
"Sorry, man," he said. "You guys are gonna have to do the threesome on your own, we're tired and headed home."
"Threesome? Oh, no! When I said we want to join you, I meant for protection. We're looking for a lost girl."
Alec told them of the cauldron and the curse and, though disbelieving at first, the couple, Brody and Gabriella, saw ample proof while they walked that he was telling the truth. The five of them saw couples fucking on lawns, on the road, on cars and -- once -- even on a roof.
No one answered when Brody called 911, and they wondered where the police were until they saw the reassuring flash of red and blue lights. They jogged to the end of the street and saw a police car parked sideways in the middle of the road. Through the open backdoor they could see a police officer on his back while a girl in a Tinker Bell outfit lifted herself on and off his baton. His female partner was bent over the front of the car with her gun belt around her ankles as a guy in a skeleton costume gave her the bone from behind.
Alec led the group away from the flashing lights. He knew now that it was up to them to put a stop to this madness. He didn't know how far the cauldron's spell could spread, but he thought it was possible -- if they failed -- the neighborhood, the city, the state, the country and possibly the entire planet could all end up sex zombies.
They turned onto a side street and spotted a heavy, middle-aged man in a business suit behind a naked girl bent over the hood of his car. Allison instantly knew it was Kaylee and went to run to her.
Alec quickly caught his daughter and told her to stay with the others while he went closer. He carefully crept near and recognized the businessman, Sam, from the local Block Watch meetings.
Sam was an overweight salesman in his early fifties, and his pants were in a heap around his ankles as he banged Kaylee from behind. His fat stomach smacked against her round ass as he pumped in and out of her, and he wheezed while he tried to grope her tits. Kaylee reached back and pulled his hips toward her, trying to get him to fuck her faster. As Alec approached, he realized Sam's eyes weren't glowing.
"Sam!" he whispered, "are you okay?"
""Jeezus!" Sam cried, as he looked back at Alec. "You nearly gave me a heart attack Carson! I thought you were my goddamn wife!"
"You've got to get away from the girl, Sam!"
"Are you kidding me, Carson? I came home and this little darling was buck naked in my driveway," he said, grunting as he kept driving into Kaylee. "I think she's on Ecstasy or something, her eyes are all weird. She couldn't wait to get at my pecker, started grabbing it, pulled my pants down...bent over my car and spread her cheeks to show me her little fuckhole."
"Sam! You don't understand -- she's dangerous!"
"Only if my wife catches me!" he laughed. "I know this girl, she's twenty. She's legal."
"You don't understand!" Alec said, as he reached to pull Sam away. "You've got to stop!"
"Are you kidding! This girl's got a body like a porn star, I'll never get a chance to nail a sweet piece like this again!" He grabbed Kaylee's shoulders and groaned as he drained his balls into her.
Instantly, they both stopped and simultaneously turned to look at the others with golden, glowing eyes. Sam, with his tiny, stiff penis sticking straight ahead and his pants still around his ankles, shuffled toward the girls. Kaylee turned and strode purposefully toward Alec.
"Oh fuck!" Alec said, as he backpedaled away and turned to run.
Brody grabbed Gabriella's hand and they ran away with Allison, but Susie was petrified with fear as Sam shuffled toward her with his terrifying, glowing eyes. Alec stopped when he saw Susie was in trouble and turned to run back, but Allison got there first.
"Hey, pervert!" she cried, and as Sam turned her way she lifted her t-shirt and flashed her perky tits at him. He immediately changed direction and shuffled after Allison. Brody ran back and grabbed Susie's hand and pulled her away.
"I'll lead Kaylee back to our house," Alec called. "Try to lose Sam and meet me back there!"
Brody ran with the three girls through front yards and down side streets, but they were forced to stop when they saw four half-dressed men slowly walking up the road. They hid behind a fence while they waited for an opportunity to sneak past the sex zombies.
Allison grabbed the top of the fence and was trying to peek over when she was suddenly slammed sideways to the ground. Sam, who had finally kicked off his pants, had caught up and had her pinned under his bulk. He crammed his hand under her t-shirt and roughly squeezed her tit while his other hand grabbed her crotch through her jeans.
She screamed and punched and kicked while she tried to fight him off, but he was too big and too strong. He forced her pants and thong underwear down around her knees and was lifting her legs up when Brody threw a right cross that dropped him like a bag of dirt.
"Oh my god, thank you!" Allison cried, as she covered her pussy with her hand and pulled her jeans back up.
Brody peeked over the fence; the other sex zombies had heard the commotion and were heading toward their hiding place. "Give me your purse," he whispered to Gabriella. She handed it to him and he pulled out her lighter and a bottle rocket. As he lit the firework, it screamed high over the sex zombies' heads and exploded with a bang behind them. They all turned and, while they were wondering where the noise had come from, Brody led the three girls across the street and back to Allison's house.
Alec had been worried they wouldn't be able to lure Kaylee back to the house, now he was more worried by how single-mindedly she had followed him home. He had to keep jogging ahead to stay out of her reach, while making sure he didn't accidentally run into any other zombies. As she strode purposely after him, Alec couldn't stop thinking of how hot she looked bent over Sam's car and wishing that it had been him behind her. As she followed, Kaylee's burning eyes seared into him like they could read his every thought.
When they finally reached his driveway, the golden-eyed temptress bent over Andrea's car and spread her ass cheeks invitingly -- exactly as Sam had described.
Alec's cock twitched, but he backed into his house and Kaylee's eyes flared as she followed him inside. He was at the top of the inside stairs when Kaylee came through the door on all fours, and crawled up them like a kitten with her mouth open for some milk. Worried she would get too close, he stumbled back into the kitchen and went to the dining room. From this vantage point she wouldn't be able to corner him; he could see her whether she came through the kitchen or the living room.
But she didn't come from either direction. He waited more than a minute before carefully peeking into the living room and realizing that she was gone. He couldn't see her outside so he headed down the hallway toward the bedrooms.
Alec crept down the hall, and as he passed the den he looked in. Kaylee wasn't there and, he realized in horror, neither was the cauldron. He ran into the den and searched around the desk; the cauldron was gone, they wouldn't be able to complete the ritual.
His mind raced as he wondered how he and Allison could escape: Andrea's car! The keys should still be in her jeans outside. He turned to leave and saw Kaylee.
She had hid behind the door and now she stepped out, cauldron in hand. As she leered at Alec, both her eyes and the cauldron seemed to glow brighter. She shut the door. Alec made one last prayer: "Once I'm a sex zombie, don't let my daughter find me."
The front door was wide open but the house was as still as the jack-o'-lantern on the porch. Allison quietly tiptoed up the inside stairs. She assumed her dad had opened the front door but, if he did, where was Kaylee. And what if it had been her mom who had opened the door instead?
She crept down to her parents' room to check if her mom had come back, but the bedroom was empty. She walked back down the hall, past her own dark bedroom, and looked left to the den. The door was closed. She moved closer and heard a scraping sound on the other side. Her hand trembled as she reached for the doorknob.
Brody heard Allison's scream and bolted down the hall. He pushed past her as she blocked the doorway to the den and saw Alec lying on his back with Kaylee on top of him. He was struggling to throw her off, but she'd straddled his chest backwards so her bare bum was inches from his face while her vice-like thighs clamped his arms against his sides. She was pushing his pants down when Brody grabbed her and tried to wrestle her off of Alec.
Kaylee immediately grabbed at Brody's own shirt and pants, trying to tear them off, but the girls rushed in and all four of them pinned her down on the carpet.
Allison yelled at her as they fought to hold her down, hoping she'd recognize her voice, but she could see her best friend only desired one thing while possessed by the cauldron's magic.
As the others held Kaylee, Alec ran to his desk and gathered up the tools and components to perform the ritual. Allison was grappling with one of her legs while Susie lay on top of the other, pinning it to the floor. Gabriella was struggling to hold her left arm while Brody grabbed the right.
He pulled Kaylee's arm tightly against his chest; she watched him with pleading eyes as she twisted, yearning to break free. Her flawless skin looked luminescent, as it glowed and shone with the same golden aura as her haunting eyes. His gaze drifted up her long, shapely legs as they pushed and pulled against the two girls fighting to hold them. He saw the curve of her inner thighs gliding gently to her inviting wetness and, as she writhed, he journeyed across the beautiful sweep of her flat tummy and traced along her ribcage until he drifted over the contour of her firm, beautiful breasts. She arched her back and her erect, pink nipples reached toward the ceiling, aching to be touched.



Gabriella had finally got Kaylee's left arm under control by pinning it to the floor and putting her whole weight on top of it. She looked over to see how Brody was doing and was shocked to see the other arm free.
Brody was on his knees, arms hanging limp and in a trance as he watched Kaylee. With her one free hand, she had undone his pants, pulled out his hard cock, and was jacking it as fast as she could.
"Brody!" Gabriella cried, still fighting to hold the left arm beneath her. "Someone help him!"
Alec, seeing the three girls struggling to keep Kaylee down, dropped the ritual components and wrenched Brody away from her bewitching touch.
Brody didn't know what had happened, the last thing he remembered was holding Kaylee's arm. Now he was laying on his back with his pants half off and his throbbing cock, which had been two strokes from exploding, stiffly standing straight up. He glanced at the girls and saw they were both staring at his pole, with Allison giving him a quick wink of approval. His ears turned bright red as he stuffed his boner back in his boxers and pulled his pants up. Kaylee's arm was still stretching out for him, so he grabbed it and pulled it to his chest again. He looked guiltily at Gabriella and saw her staring at him like he'd done it on purpose.
"Kaylee almost made you one of them," Alec warned. "Don't stare at her body, the cauldron seems to give her the power to mesmerize men."
"Please...don't give him any more excuses," Gabriella said coldly, as Brody looked up at the ceiling and his ears went redder.
Alec began the ritual. He placed the cauldron on the floor and gently dropped a lit teacup candle inside. He sprinkled some earth around Kaylee's body and read the first incantation from the page he'd printed from the Internet. The cauldron glowed brighter.
"It's working!" Allison cried.
Alec sprinkled rose oil on Kaylee's naked body and read the second incantation as she squirmed, trying to get loose. The cauldron glowed even brighter.
Alec tried not to touch his daughter's dildo as he dropped it inside the cauldron and read the third incantation. Nothing happened. Alec read the incantation one more time, even though he was sure he'd said it correctly. Still, nothing happened.
Susie looked up when she heard a noise -- the ominous sound of footsteps as a shadow appeared in the hallway.
"Omigod!" Allison whispered. "We forgot to lock the front door!"
Susie let go of Kaylee's leg and ran to close the door to the den. She almost had it shut when a hand stabbed through the opening and seized her wrist. Susie screamed in terror as Allison's mom burst through the door.
Andrea grabbed her around the waist and pulled her tightly against her. She couldn't break free as Andrea pulled her down to the carpet and tore off her Halloween costume. Susie whimpered as she tried to push Andrea's hand away, but was helpless as her white cotton panties were pulled down. The panties, with two hearts pinned together by an arrow, were her favorite and she had worn them as a surprise for Josh. She was frozen in fear as Andrea slid her hand down and lightly rubbed her middle finger back and forth across her teen clit, and when she leaned over and licked and sucked her tiny, erect nipples she couldn't help but arch her back.
"Don't panic, Susie!" Alec called to her, "We're nearly done the ritual! Hang on -- as long as you don't have an orgasm you'll be okay!"
"Fuck," Susie thought, "that isn't gonna be as easy as it sounds." Allison's mom's tongue was teasing her nipples while her fingers did magic tricks between her legs. She watched as Andrea dipped two fingers in her pussy and they came out soaked with her juices.
"You'd better hurry!" Susie yelled.
Alec wished he could help her but knew they couldn't interrupt the ritual. He tried the incantation again, but the cauldron still didn't glow brighter.
"I don't understand," he said, trying not to panic. "The instructions say to stick the phallic symbol in the vessel -- I put it in the vessel!"
Allison realized what he'd done wrong. "Dad, can you hold Kaylee's leg?"
Alec switched positions with her and tried to pin down the kicking leg. Gabriella had jumped on Kaylee's other leg when Susie had tried to shut the door, and Brody had both her arms pinned behind her head. She kept arching her back and looking back at him with her mouth open, her eyes begging him to slide his cock in. He quickly looked up at the ceiling.
Allison went to the cauldron, took her dildo out, and ran her tongue around the head before sucking on it a few times, getting it nice and wet with her saliva.
"Why the hell did you do that?" Alec asked his daughter.
"Oops...force of habit." Embarrassed, Allison quickly continued. "I think the reason the incantation isn't working is because the cauldron isn't the vessel -- Kaylee is!"
"Kaylee?" Alec said, not understanding until he noticed Gabriella spreading Kaylee's legs while his daughter knelt between them.
Allison slid her favorite dildo into her best friend -- not for the first time -- and made a twisting motion with her wrist as she stroked it back and forth. Alec read out the third incantation as Kaylee contorted in pleasure. The cauldron glowed brighter again.
"We're almost done!" Gabriella cried, trying to hold Kaylee's leg as she twisted and ground against the dildo. "What's the next step?"
Alec hadn't mentioned it yet, as he wasn't sure how she'd react. "Brody has to screw her."
"What? Are you kidding me?" she said, glaring at her boyfriend as if it was his idea. "No way...I 'm not going to allow it!"
"Someone has to have intercourse with her to get the cauldron to the final stage. And then come in her to complete the ritual!"
"Then you can fuck her!" she said.
"I can't do that," Alec whispered, worried his wife would hear him. "She's Allison's best friend!"
"Well, Brody's my boyfriend!"
"Gabby!" Brody interrupted. "Quit being so fucking jealous! You saw what it's like out there. We have to help them end this -- any way we can!"
Meanwhile, Susie's moaning was getting louder. Andrea had moved down as Susie parted her legs, her panties now around one ankle, and was slowly licking her tongue up and down between Susie's pink pussy lips, tasting her sweet nectar. She softly flicked her tongue out, teasing her clit.
"Goddamnit," Susie moaned, "where did your mom learn to eat pussy so good!" She couldn't help herself as she grabbed Andrea's head and lifted her hips to give her tongue full access.
Allison continued to tease her friend with the dildo as the others argued over who was going to fuck her. Unexpectedly, Kaylee started to chant.
"Oh jeez, they can talk!" Gabriella cried.
Alec looked over at the cauldron and was horrified to see the chanting was making its bright glow fade. "She's dispelling the ritual, someone shut her up!"
Brody held Kaylee's wrists down with one hand and tried to clamp his other over her mouth, but she broke free of his grip and immediately started undoing his pants again. He covered her mouth with one hand while he tried to keep his pants up with the other. She was too strong though as she pulled his hand away and tugged his pants down, once again freeing his throbbing erection.
"Brody!" Gabriella hissed, as she saw how excited he was.
He reached down to pry Kaylee's hands off his cock but she started chanting again. He clamped his hands back over her mouth and she grabbed his cock again. He was fighting a losing battle.
Alec was still struggling to hold Kaylee's leg as he watched the cauldron fade, but her chanting abruptly stopped and the cauldron glowed brightly again. "You did it!" he said, "You stopped her from -- "
As Alec turned around he realized why Kaylee had stopped chanting. She'd pulled Brody close enough to get her mouth on him and was bobbing up and down on his swollen shaft. He had a panicked look on his face as he tried to push her away, but her arms were locked around his waist.
"Don't make her stop!" Alec said. "As long as her mouth is...busy, she can't chant to dispel the ritual. Hang on -- we'll be finished soon!"
"You'd better hurry up!" he groaned, as Kaylee worked his cock over like a woman possessed.
"You'll have to do it, Dad," Allison said, as she pulled the sopping dildo out of Kaylee. "You've gotta fuck her!"
"Are you sure, honey? I know she's your friend."
"Do her, or we're all gonna be sex zombies!"
Alec could hear Susie moaning desperately in the hallway as his wife's tongue pushed her to the edge. And he could see Brody's eyes rolling back as Kaylee furiously jacked his cock into her mouth.
"Hurry up and fuck her!" Gabriella cried.
Allison knew there was no other way. Her dad purposely looked away as he pushed his pants and boxer briefs down. She could see Gabriella was as surprised as her when they saw how big her dad's cock was. Getting him hard to fuck Kaylee obviously wasn't going to be a problem as his eight-incher was completely erect and really, really thick. His cock was definitely bigger than Adam's and maybe even bigger than Billy's.
The girls spread Kaylee's legs for Alec. He quickly kneeled between them and went to stick his cock in, but as she bucked and twisted he couldn't line it up with her hole. He had to put both of his hands on her waist to hold her down. He lifted one hand to guide his rod inside her but she started bucking again and he needed both hands to pin her down. His pole was bouncing around her opening as he tried to thrust it in without using his hands.
Gabriella saw he needed help and quickly reached out with her free hand and grabbed his cock. She squeezed it and gave it a few strokes, even though it was plenty hard, and guided him into Kaylee's pussy.
Her golden eyes smoldered as she watched Alec penetrate her. As he started pumping his thick cock in and out of her, she sucked Brody's smooth shaft even faster and he could see her eyes glowing like a sunrise.
Gabriella read out the final incantation. Nothing happened.
Alec hadn't noticed, as he'd entered paradise. "Oh my god," he thought, as he plowed her perfect pussy. "Sam was right, she is a fucking sweet piece of ass."
Gabriella quickly read the incantation again and still nothing happened.
"Dad!" Allison cried, as she grabbed his shoulder to get his attention. "We need to put the dildo back in her!"
"No," he groaned, "I'm supposed to fuck her...let me know when I can come!"
"You've got to turn her over, Dad! Get her on top of you!"
Alec wasn't sure what Allison had planned, but he was too far gone to argue. He reached his arm underneath Kaylee and kept his cock inside her as he rolled over until she was straddling him. Once she was on top, she slammed herself up and down on his thick stick. He pulled her down to him, crushing her firm breasts against his chest and lifting her ass in the air. Brody's cock had come out of her mouth when she rolled over and, even though she hadn't started chanting again, he stuck it back in. Gabriella couldn't resist reaching out and fondling Kaylee's breasts as she watched her bouncing her up and down on Alec's big pole.
Susie was wiggling her ass on the carpet as she ground her pussy against Andrea's mouth. "Oh fuuuuuck...I'm cumming!" she moaned.
Allison quickly sucked the dildo a couple more times and placed the head against Kaylee's ass. She had put her favorite dildo in every one of her best friend's holes, but not this one. She pushed, twisting the dildo as it stretched her virgin asshole and finally slid in.
Allison nodded at Gabriella, and she read the final incantation. Instantly, the cauldron flared with a blinding light.
"Now, Dad!" Allison cried. "Come in her now!"
Alec had his hands on Kaylee's hips and was driving her onto his swollen cock as his daughter worked the purple dildo back and forth in her ass. He looked back and saw Andrea and Susie coming toward them, both of their eyes glowing golden.
Alec groaned as he felt a new sensation. "Oh, fuck...that feels great," he said.
Brody, who was getting the best blowjob of his life, looked behind Kaylee and saw that Gabriella had reached back and was rubbing and kneading Alec's big balls to help him come while she played with Kaylee's yummy breasts.
The sight of his girlfriend pleasuring another man instantly pushed him over the edge. He knew he was going to come and tried to pull out but Kaylee was a step ahead of him; her hand moved like a snake as it seized his shaft and kept him from escaping between her lips. She bobbed one more time and he unleashed his load.
"Hurry!" Gabriella cried, as Brody's eyes turned golden. He slid his cock out of Kaylee's mouth and turned in Allison's direction.
Alec couldn't believe how tightly Kaylee's pussy was squeezing his cock as she drove herself up and down on it. Gabriella was frantically working his balls as she begged him to come. Alec felt himself falling away, like he was in a dream.
He flooded Kaylee's cumbox, and a fountain of golden light erupted from the cauldron and filled the den. As the light faded, the cauldron was black and cold again.
Andrea stopped. She looked around and realized she was inside her house -- and completely naked. The last thing she remembered was Steve fucking her beside the house; it had surprised her because he knew not to come over unless Alec wasn't home. She also wondered why her mouth tasted like pussy.
Kaylee wondered why her mouth was filled with the sticky taste of cum, and was astonished when she realized the huge cock inside her was Allison's dad's. And when she looked back and saw her best friend plugging her favorite dildo into her ass she was completely bewildered.
"Holy shit, I must have got pretty fucking wasted last night!" Kaylee said. "That really was the best Halloween party ever!"
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He stumbled in the darkness, picking his way through the stand of birch trees. Leaning against one of the pale trunks, he paused, hands on his knees, and tried to catch his breath. A black sedan crawled down the road, and he threw himself flat on the cold, hard ground as they combed the woods with a handheld searchlight.
As the beam sliced past him, he could see his breath suspended in the cold night air. But the SS troopers hadn't spotted him, and they drove away down the road to continue the hunt.
He lay on the frozen forest floor, too exhausted to stand. He was surprised the Nazis had found his abandoned motorcycle so soon, and wondered if they'd discovered the driver's corpse.
He wanted to close his eyes, wanted to rest his aching body, but even though he'd already come so far, he knew he had so much farther to go before he could sleep. He forced himself to his feet and brushed the dirt and the dried, yellow birch leaves from his dark suit. As he reached the edge of the woods, he saw the lights of the village he'd sought in the distance.
Watching to see if there were any sentries on the streets, he rubbed the stubble on his face and ran a hand through his thick, dark hair. "Cal," he thought, "first thing you're gonna do when you're safely back in England is get a hot shave and a haircut."
Cal adjusted his uniform jacket, which had been altered so he appeared to be a civilian, and slicked his dirty hair back, trying to make himself invisible as he entered the German-occupied village.
He moved like a shadow through the quiet, cobblestone streets until he reached the church, its steeple towering above the small town. "Why couldn't my contact have been a priest," he thought, "it would've made things so much easier." Using the church as a waypoint, he followed the street it was on until he found the building he'd been searching for.
When he saw the three troopers smoking in front, he wondered again why his contact had to be in a brothel, of all places. He waited and watched the soldiers, thankful that they were Wehrmacht and not the SS goons hunting him.
A dark-haired woman dressed in a three-quarter-length skirt with a thigh-high slit and a half-buttoned blouse strolled out of the building and asked one of the soldiers for a cigarette. She was offered three and took one. While waiting for a light, one of the soldiers tried to grab her breast and she slapped his hand away. As his companions laughed, she took him by the hand and led all three of them back inside.
Hoping it would seem less conspicuous than sneaking in the back door, Cal casually walked in the front like any other paying customer. As soon as he did he wondered if he'd made a fatal mistake. The bar was littered with German soldiers and prostitutes; he was the only civilian in the place.
But, to his surprise, none of the troopers took a second glance at him; they were preoccupied by plenty of beer, tits and ass.
He sat at a table by the back wall and waited as the bartender warily eyed him before heading his way. Cal wondered if this was his contact. But then the front door opened and three men strode in -- he knew immediately they were SS.
The leader wore a black leather greatcoat over his uniform and Cal could see the silver death's head on his peaked cap. They signaled to the bartender and he hurried over to them.
Cal knew it was all over; there would be no more escapes. When he'd crawled in the dark through the narrow tunnel, he'd promised himself that he'd never allow them to put him back behind that barbed-wire fence. And he intended to keep his promise. He scanned the bar looking for an untended weapon, wondering how many of the bastards he could take with him. Suddenly, a steely grip seized his shoulder.
A German sergeant, with his suspenders down and his gray tunic unbuttoned so that his undershirt showed, glared at him.
"You will come with me," the sergeant slurred in German, and pulled him to his feet.
Before Cal could protest, he was dragged upstairs toward the second floor. He stumbled along, knowing it was the sergeant or the SS. "Where are we going?" he asked in his best German.
"Your Deutsch is terrible," the drunken sergeant said, "but it's better than my Norwegian." He laughed and slapped Cal hard on the back.
Cal was thankful he remembered any German at all. He'd spoken it with his grandparents when he was a boy, as they'd refused to learn English even after they'd emigrated. But they'd died when he was young and his German had faded along with his memories of them. However, it was amazing what a stay in a stalag could do as a refresher course.
"What is your name?"
"Hammerschmied." Cal lied, giving the original German version of his last name. "But they call me Hammer."
The sergeant threw open a door, walked into the room, grabbed a bottle of aquavit from the side table, took a deep swig and handed it to Cal.
He took the bottle, but was far more interested in the dark-haired, doe-eyed girl lying naked on the bed and watching them.
"I need your help, Hammer," the sergeant said. "I hope you hold your liquor better than my friend." He pointed to a passed out corporal, wearing only his underwear, facedown on the floor on the far side of the bed.
The sergeant took off his tunic and unbuttoned his trousers. "I paid her for myself and my friend but, now that he has had too much to drink, she will not give me my money back. So you will take my friend's place and fuck her for him."
"How old is she?" Cal asked the sergeant, as he watched him remove his holster.
"I am eighteen," she said in French, before he could answer.
"Bah, enough talk!" The sergeant climbed naked on the bed and playfully slapped the girl's tiny ass.
As he hung his Luger from a chair on the far side of the bed, the sergeant tried to focus his blurry eyes on Cal. "What are you waiting for?"
Cal undressed and listened as the SS banged on a door down the hall; a woman screamed as they entered and searched the room. Once he was naked, he turned toward the bed as the young girl stared wide-eyed at his huge erection.
"Now I know why they call you Hammer!" the sergeant laughed. "Let me go first, before you ruin her!"
He grabbed her legs and dragged her across the mattress toward him. He rubbed the helmet-shaped head of his cock against the dark thatch of hair between her legs, and when he pressed forward the tender lips of her pussy parted easily for him. As he pumped his stiff shaft in and out of her wet hole, he reached a hand out and squeezed her small breast, feeling her erect nipple pressed against the palm of his hand.
The girl let out a soft moan on every one of the sergeant's thrusts. As he fucked her, she looked up at Cal and whispered something in French. When he didn't understand, she reached out, wrapped her small hand around his thick cock and pulled him closer.
Cal kneeled on the bed beside her and felt the warmth of her tongue as she licked the underside of his cock. She wrapped her lips around the knob and started sucking on it, and he laced his fingers through her hair and slowly pumped his swollen shaft between her lips. She had a tiny mouth and Cal's huge cock was stretching it by the time he had half his length inside her. When he pressed against the back of her throat she gagged and he pulled out, his cock wet from her willing mouth.
"There's one thing the French are good at," the sergeant said, as he drove himself in and out of her pussy, " they train their women well."
She ignored the sergeant and focused on Cal, her tiny tongue circling the head of his cock as she pumped her cool hand along his swollen length. She tried to get more of his cock in her mouth, but gagged again and had to pull him out when he got too deep.
Her spit slipped off of Cal's purple knob as she reached under and fondled his rock-hard balls. He hadn't been with a woman since that young nurse in London, weeks before his plane had been shot down. He knew he wouldn't last long.
Someone hammered on the door, startling both Cal and the young French girl, but the sergeant didn't miss a stroke. He was still pumping away between her legs when the SS barged into the room.
"Mein Gott! What is -- " The sergeant froze when he realized the intruders were SS troopers.
The officer in the leather great coat stepped forward and calmly picked the sergeant's gray tunic up off of the floor. He rubbed the cloth between his fingers as he calmly eyed Cal and the sergeant before shifting his gaze to the Luger and second uniform draped over a chair on the far side of the bed. He took the door and pulled it toward him, as if checking to see if there was anyone behind it, but merely hung the tunic off a hook on the back of the door.
Without saying a word, he signaled to the two troopers and they followed him outside, shutting the door behind them as they went down the hallway to check the next room. They hadn't noticed the passed-out corporal lying naked on the floor on the far side of the bed.
"SS!" the sergeant laughed. "They don't even notice a naked girl unless she is blonde-haired and blue-eyed!"
Switching positions with Cal, he wrapped his fingers through the girl's hair as he rubbed his cock all over her face before finally forcing it through her lips.
Cal's heart was racing as he wondered if the SS would realize their error and return. Knowing he had no choice but to wait until they left, he walked to the far side of the bed. The sergeant tensed as he neared his Luger, but Cal reached over it and grabbed the bottle of aquavit.
He took a drink and nearly choked on the foul-tasting liquor. He was still coughing, with the sergeant laughing at him, when the young girl took the bottle, easily took a huge swig and went back to sucking the sergeant's cock.
"She holds her liquor better than you, Hammer!" he roared.
"Let's see how she holds this," said Cal, and moved between her legs.
The petite girl groaned as he plunged his thick prick into her tiny hole. He only had half his cock inside her and he could see her pussy was already as stretched as her mouth had been. He rubbed his fingers through her damp bush until he found her clit, and rubbed the little button as he slowly pumped his cock in and out of her.
The sergeant was still fucking her face, and she moaned around his shaft as her pussy got stuffed. He groaned that he was going to come and, as she tried to pull away, he held her head fast while he emptied his load in her mouth.
When he was spent, he backed away, cum dripping from the tip of his cock, and took another swig of aquavit as he tried to focus on the action on the bed.
Cal grabbed her narrow hips and pulled her small body underneath him, while she wrapped her hands around his neck to hold on as he fucked her hard and fast. The old bed rocked back and forth, banging against the wall as her cries echoed through the room with every thrust of his thick pole.
He could feel the tension, the fear and the despair that had mounted since his desperate escape melting away as he lost himself inside her. Their bodies rocked in unison as he drove his cock as deep as he could. Finally, his balls tightened and he pulled out, shooting hot cum onto her taut stomach. She grabbed his shaft and kept pumping him until he was finished, and then he collapsed beside her, both of them covered in a thin sheen of sweat and struggling to catch their breath.
The sergeant saw the puddle of cum on the flat of the French girl's belly and laughed. "My friend, you need to clean your gun more often!"
As the sergeant put on his uniform, the girl cleaned herself up and dressed the passed-out corporal. Throwing him over his shoulder, the sergeant staggered toward the door. "You two can share the rest of the bottle -- you have earned it!" he said, and left the room laughing and singing.
The girl stretched her naked body across Cal, her firm breasts pressing against his chest as she retrieved her cigarettes from the far nightstand. She struck a match, took a deep drag and offered the smoke to Cal. He took it, and listened while she used his cigarette to light a second for herself. The SS were gone; Cal knew he had to find his contact before they returned. "Do you speak English?" he whispered.
Her eyes opened wide in surprise and she nodded.
"I need your help, I'm looking for a man named Max who is supposed to be here. Do you know him?"
She shook her head no, but then suddenly realized who he meant and laughed. "Oh, Max! Yes, I can take you to Max."
After they both dressed, she led him down the hallway and down the outside stairs to the back lane. After checking to make sure no German soldiers were nearby, she crossed the alley and knocked on the cellar door of the building opposite.
From the other side of the locked door, a muffled voice questioned her in Norwegian. She whispered through the painted wood and stepped back as it opened an inch, and a cold blue eye scrutinized Cal from the depths of the doorway. The door abruptly swung open and an arm reached out and seized him by his dark jacket, dragging him into the shadows of the cellar. As the door shut behind him, the young French girl hurried back to her room and her next customer.
Cal was off balance and banged the top of his head against the lintel as he was pulled into the low cellar. He clapped his hand to his skull to try to stop the pain, and when he looked up he was staring into the barrels of four rifles.
"Who are you?" the man asked. "Why are you looking for Max?"
Cal hesitated, hoping they were the local resistance. If they weren't, no lie would save him, so he told the truth.
"My name's Calvin Hammer. I'm an American pilot with the RAF, and I've escaped from a German prison camp in Sagan. I was told to find a man named Max and that he could help me get to Sweden and to safety."
"You can't be him," a woman whispered, looking like she'd seen a ghost. She lowered her rifle and picked up a folded newspaper from the table.
"You're dead."
Cal was speechless as he read the account: fifty prisoners shot while trying to escape. He scanned down the list of the dead and was stunned to see his own name.
"They made a mistake," he said, "they've shot the wrong man. Or maybe the Gestapo is lying about it for propaganda purposes?
"I'm the real Cal Hammer -- Flight Lieutenant Calvin Hammer! Can you help me?"
The woman stepped closer and saw the desperation in his eyes; she knew he was telling the truth. "We can," she said, as she hugged herself against him. "I am Maxine, my friends call me Max."
As they brought him food and drink, he explained the details of his long, dangerous journey to Norway. The narrow escapes, the close calls, the people who'd helped him during his flight from Germany. He told them how he'd snuck on a ship bound for neutral Sweden and his dread when he realized it was actually bound for German-occupied Norway. Now, he needed to find a way across the border to Sweden, and back to England.
The partisans removed a false wall in the cellar that hid a small room with a bed in it. Cal fell into it and slept restlessly, knowing he still had many more miles to run. When he woke the next morning, Maxine was waiting at his bedside with bread and hot soup.
Maxine watched Cal dip the heel of the loaf into the clear, flavorless broth. "I need a favor from you," she said.
Cal knew he wasn't in a position where he could help anyone, and watched her warily. "What kind of favor?" he asked, through a mouthful of bread.
"I want you to take my sister, Astrid, with you, to England."
"Your sister? I don't even know if I can get myself to England."
"You can, we have already made contact with the British. A plane will be landing at a hidden airstrip just over the border sometime after midnight. I want you to take her with you on the plane."
"I don't know if there would be room and, even if there was, the decision would be the pilot's, not mine."
"I know, but please promise me you'll try to take her with you. If you don't, she'll die."
"I've been lucky to make it this far without getting killed, if I take your sister we'll both end up dead."
"And what do you think will happen to me if the Gestapo learn that I helped you escape? I've risked my life for you, but you won't risk yours for me?"
Cal sighed, knowing she was right. "Fine, I'll take her with me. But I ain't making any promises! Where is she?"
"They are holding her captive in an SS facility on the far side of the town."
He dropped the half-eaten hunk of bread into the broth. "Are you crazy? How are we supposed to rescue her from an SS prison?"
She held his hand, trying to calm him down. "It's not a prison, it's a brothel. And we don't have to rescue her, I need you to help me convince another to do it for us."
"And who do I have to convince?"
"Wolfgang Kepler -- an officer in the SS.
"Please, let me explain!" Maxine continued, as she saw the flabbergasted look on Cal's face. "My sister is being held prisoner in a brothel that is exclusively for use by the SS. She is not dark-haired like me; she has blonde hair and blue eyes and is their Aryan ideal. They have imprisoned her so they can use her to breed the future for the Third Reich.
"Kepler's job is to find women for the brothel, and he often comes here looking for suitable candidates. I want to make a deal with him so that he will free Astrid and bring her here, so you can take her with you."
"What kind of deal? Money?"
"No, Kepler has needs of a more...sexual nature. He has agreed to have Astrid released if he can watch you and I have sex."
"Why would he do that? Why would he risk everything just to watch two people fuck?"
"Because," she whispered, "he believes you're my brother."
"Jeezus!" Cal said, pushing his broth away. "What kind of a sick bastard would get off on watching a brother screw his sister?"
Maxine took a deep breath. "I can't even begin to tell you the stories I have heard about his...tastes. Believe me when I say that his obsession with incest is the least of his perversions."
"I won't do it," Cal said. "It's sick!"
Maxine grabbed his face in her hands and forced him to look into her eyes. "Calvin, you're not really my brother! Don't worry about what goes on in the depths of his depraved mind while he watches us. You were under my roof less than half an hour before you were fucking Sophie, and you didn't even know her name; is it so hard to force yourself to make love to me?"
Cal removed her hands. Maxine was an attractive woman; dark hair framed her beautiful face and her soft curves accentuated her full breasts.
"Why would he believe I'm your brother? I don't even speak Norwegian."
"He doesn't want to have an intellectual debate with you, he wants to watch you fuck your sister. I don't think he expects a lot of talking."
Cal reluctantly nodded in agreement, and Maxine leaned forward and kissed him on his mouth.
"But first," she said, backing away from him, "you definitely need a bath."
Later that evening, Cal paced the floor of Maxine's room, feeling like a new man after finally getting a shave and a bath. It had been so long since he'd last showered, that he was sure some of the dirt he'd washed off was from the tunnel. As he butted out his fourth cigarette in the ashtray, he heard footsteps coming down the hallway. The door opened and Maxine walked in, with Wolfgang Kepler at her heels.
Kepler was a toad of a man. As he removed his scarf, revealing a heavy double chin, he watched them with beady, too-close-together eyes while he nervously flicked his tongue across his thin lips. His fat fingers undid the buttons on his leather greatcoat, which was stretched tightly over his wide frame, and he placed it with his peaked cap on a hat rack in the corner of the room. He said something in Norwegian to Cal, who simply nodded in greeting.



An SS trooper was on guard outside the door, and he shut it behind them. Kepler sat on a chair and smoothed out his impeccably neat uniform, waiting for the show to begin. He spoke again in Norwegian to Cal, and laughed at his own joke while awaiting his response.
"What do you expect my brother to say?" Maxine asked Kepler in German. "He thinks you are sick for forcing us to do this unnatural thing, and wanting to watch it. If he spoke, you would not like what you heard. You know you are a monster..."
Kepler's eyes gleamed and a small self-satisfied smile crossed his thin lips. "Very well," he said, in a high-pitched voice, "get on with the show."
Maxine and Cal stood on opposite sides of the bed, watching each other as they undressed. He admired her full breasts as she unhooked and removed her bra and her gaze drifted between his legs as he took his pants off. They climbed onto the bed together and were about to embrace when Kepler interrupted in German.
"Kneel, so you are facing me," he commanded Cal. "And you, get behind him and grab his cock," he instructed Maxine.
She did as told, and wrapped her hand around Cal's thick prick, jacking it toward Kepler, feeling it stiffen in her hand.
Kepler took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his forehead, his eyes never leaving Cal's naked body as Maxine reached around and stroked his hard cock. "Now suck him," he commanded, "but both of you turn sideways so I can see him in your mouth."
Maxine followed his directions to a tee, kneeling in front of Cal and taking his big hammer between her lips. She sucked on his knob and then slowly slid her mouth over his shaft, making sure Kepler had an unobstructed view.
He shifted in his chair as he watched the two of them, his beady eyes locked on Cal's thick pole as he pumped it in and out of Maxine's mouth. Suddenly, Kepler jumped to his feet and threw his handkerchief on the floor.
"What is the meaning of this ruse?!" he cried.
Maxine was startled, and pulled Cal's prick out of her mouth. "What do you mean?"
"This is a ruse! No brother would penetrate his sister's mouth so willingly!"
Maxine hesitated before finally answering. "You're...you're right, we lied."
"I knew it!" said Kepler.
"When I told you this was our first time? It isn't -- my brother has been fucking me since I was barely eighteen."
Kepler's eyes gleamed as he rubbed his sweaty palms together. "With your parents in the next room? Your brother would take you?"
Maxine nodded.
Kepler sat back down, his hands trembling with excitement. "Show me. Show me what he would do to you while your parents slept."
Maxine did as instructed, acting out the fantasy for Kepler by getting on all fours while Cal moved behind her. He brushed the head of his cock along her hairy slit and then pushed forward, parting her lips and penetrating her pussy. She gasped and clenched the sheets as he pumped his prick into her from behind.
As Maxine's beautiful breasts swung back and forth while Cal pounded her from behind, Kepler watched her face.
"I can see it," he whispered, "I can see the truth in your eyes! You were eighteen, innocent, not knowing how your older brother lusted for you. He snuck into your room after dark, and made you get on your knees as he forced himself into you from behind. At first it hurt, but soon, as you got used to his size, you loved it. And even after all these years, you still lust for your brother's cock!"
Maxine nodded, trying to hide her disgust as she played along with Kepler's perverted fantasy. But she wasn't acting when she grunted with every one of Cals' thrusts, moaning as he filled her pussy.
Cal had focused on Maxine, trying to tune Kepler out. Her ass slapped against his hips as he pistoned his cock in and out, trying to get this farce over with as soon as possible. Finally, he felt his balls tightening and knew he was going to come. Before Kepler could object, Cal pulled his cock out and shot a thick rope of cum over her ass and onto the small of her back.
Maxine tried to catch her breath, looking over her shoulder as Cal coaxed the last of his cum out of his cock. "When will you bring my sister?" she asked Kepler.
He picked up his handkerchief and smiled as he wiped the perspiration from his brow. "Fraulein, I promised you that I would do everything I could to help your sister, and I have. But, unfortunately, your sister does not want to leave."
Maxine jumped to her feet. "What the hell are you talking about? We had a deal!"
"I am sorry, but she is very happy there and does not wish to leave," he said, with a lewd smile. "You would not want me to force her to do something she does not want to, would you?"
"You lying piece of filth!"
Kepler's eyes narrowed as the smile left his face. "Fraulein, you would be wise to remember your tongue when speaking to an officer of the SS. Otherwise, you may lose it."
Tears ran down Maxine's face as she kneeled beside the bed and grabbed her clothes, but as she stood up she pulled out a hidden pistol and leveled it at Kepler.
"You'll get my sister out, or you'll get a bullet in your head."
Fifteen minutes later, Kepler's staff car was rumbling down the road with Cal behind the wheel. He was dressed in the driver's SS uniform, while the driver was bound and gagged in Maxine's room.
She was in the backseat with a pistol on Kepler.
"This is crazy," said Cal. "We can't just drive into an SS facility. How are we supposed to get past the guard post?"
Kepler opened his mouth to concur with Cal, but Maxine shut him up by pressing the muzzle of the gun against his temple. "Keep your cap low and let me worry about that," she answered.
As the guard post came into view, Cal saw the sentry move into the middle of the road, signaling for him to stop.
As he slowed, the sentry didn't look Cal's way once. He was open-mouthed as the car pulled up and he saw Maxine in the back seat, with her blouse open and her full breasts and erect nipples on display. He didn't even notice the pistol firmly pressed into Kepler's crotch.
He saluted Kepler, who stared straight ahead and didn't answer, and signaled for the gate to be opened.
They parked the staff car at the side of the building, which looked like a small hospital. As they made their way inside and headed to Kepler's office, the halls were surprisingly empty except for an occasional nurse.
"Where is everyone? Where are the guards?" said Cal.
"Why guard a whorehouse?" said Maxine. "Any SS here are too busy burying themselves between the legs of Norwegian sluts."
They reached Kepler's office and as soon as he unlocked the door Maxine shoved him inside. He grabbed a clipboard and his fat fingers trembled as they ran down the list of names, looking for her sister. He glanced up at Maxine and her hand was rock steady as she aimed the pistol at his head. Finally, he found the information he'd been looking for, and told Maxine that Astrid was in room 12.
Cal left her guarding Kepler and made his way toward Astrid's room. A month on the run had taught him how to blend in and he used these skills as he passed two nurses and a soldier in the hall. He came around a corner and saw her room was dead ahead.
The door to the room next to Astrid's was ajar and Cal peeked in. A young blonde girl, who was barely eighteen, was naked on her hands and knees on the bed as an SS officer in his forties fucked her hard from behind. Cal crept past the doorway and quietly snuck into room 12.
As he shut the door, he saw another young girl, about nineteen, with golden blonde hair in pigtails and pale blue eyes, lying on the bed.
She looked nervously at his SS uniform and pulled her blanket up. "What do you want?"
Cal crept to the side of the bed, worried that the soldier next door would hear him through the thin walls. "I'm not a soldier," he whispered, "your sister sent me to help you escape."
"My sister? I don't have a sister."
Cal did a double take, he was sure this was the right room. "Isn't your name Astrid?"
"No, I am Kirsten." She sat up and was only wearing a thin nighty, her nipples poking against the fabric. "There was another girl here this morning, but she was moved to the maternity ward."
"Maternity?"
"Yes, she is pregnant."
All of a sudden, Kirsten's eyes opened wide in alarm as she heard light footsteps coming down the hallway. "The She-Wolf is coming!"
"The She-Wolf? Why do they call her that?"
"Because she steals the children as soon as they are born, raising them as her own for her SS masters!" She quickly fumbled at Cal's belt, trying to undo it. "Quick, you must take your clothes off!"
"Why?"
"She will know you are not SS!"
Cal inspected his SS uniform. "How the hell will she know that?"
"If she looks in here, and you have not forced yourself between my legs -- she will know you are not SS!"
Cal watched as she quickly undid his belt and pulled his pants and underwear down, feeling like he should be stopping her. But as the footsteps sounded nearer, a fear crept over him. He quickly took off his tunic and crawled into the small single bed beside Kirsten as she took her nighty off.
A noise from the wall made Cal look as a small viewing panel slid open, and a cold pair of blue eyes watched them. Kirsten quickly straddled Cal, blocking him from view.
"Don't look," she whispered, "it is the She-Wolf!" As she straddled Cal, she felt him growing hard between her legs, and she rubbed her small blonde bush back and forth along his length.
"Please forgive me," whispered Kirsten," but she will be suspicious otherwise." She reached between her legs, stroked his cock a few times and guided his pole to her pussy. Biting her lower lip, she lowered herself onto it, moaning as it stretched her tight hole wide.
When it was completely inside her, she finally let her breath out. Trying to relax, she slowly rode up and down his swollen cock while peeking over her shoulder to see if the She-Wolf was still watching.
The sheet had slipped and she had a full view of Kirsten's tiny ass as she slid up and down Cal's huge shaft, which looked like it was splitting her in two.
He was amazed at how tight Kirsten was; he knew she was only a teenager, but he assumed that, working in an SS brothel, she'd be well broken in. She grabbed his hands and held them against her petite breasts, letting him tease her nipples as she rode him.
They both heard the viewing panel slide shut and Cal expected Kirsten to hop off his cock, but she didn't. She reached behind and played with his balls as she bounced up and down on his shaft.
"Hey," he moaned, "you better stop, or you're gonna make me come."
"I want you to come inside me," she said. "I pray that you'll get me pregnant."
"What?" Cal tried to hold her hips to stop her from bouncing up and down.
"My father abandoned me here, hoping that an SS soldier would impregnate me and marry me. He told me he couldn't take care of me any more, and that it was my only hope. But I'd rather be dead than carry the offspring of one of these monsters...they've killed my friends! If you get me pregnant, I will be put in the maternity ward and they won't be allowed to touch me."
Cal looked into her eyes and saw them welling with tears. "I'm not making any promises, but I'll do my best." He shifted his hands to her small, firm ass and she renewed her assault on his cock, bouncing up and down while his swollen balls smacked against her.
Kirsten closed her eyes and braced herself against his chest as she repeatedly impaled herself on his thick prick. His shaft was slick from her pussy juices; as she trembled with a mini-orgasm, she threw her head back and let out a long, low moan.
Cal knew he was close and he slammed her up and down on his cock, groaning as he finally filled her tight hole with cum. She collapsed exhausted beside him, and used one hand to stroke his half-hard cock lovingly while she pressed her other hand against her pussy so his load wouldn't leak out.
Cal was staring into her beautiful blue eyes as she fondled his balls, when he suddenly remembered why he'd come to her room.
"Dammit," he said, as he jumped up and threw the SS uniform back on. "Which way to the maternity ward?"
Kirsten sat up and his cum dripped out from the blonde thatch between her legs. "Can you take me with you too?" she whispered.
Cal wished he could. "I'm sorry, it's too risky. You're probably safer here."
She nodded, as her eyes welled up with tears again. "What is your name?" she asked. "In case I'm lucky enough to get pregnant, I want to be able to tell my child who their father was."
"Cal," he said. "Cal Hammer."
He hurried down the hall but kept looking back toward room 12, wishing he could have brought Kirsten with him. But he knew he was already pressing his luck bringing Astrid along.
Cal remembered the list of names from the newspaper; so many had died. He knew he had to escape for them. If everyone died the escape would have been in vain, but if even one could find freedom...
When he finally reached the maternity ward, he saw three nurses talking by the nursing station. As he watched, a tall, beautiful blonde woman approached them. She was dressed in a tight gray jacket and skirt with a leather belt around her waist and a cross strap across her body. A swastika armband completed her uniform, and Cal spotted the SS lightning bolt logo on her lapel -- he knew she had to be the She-Wolf.
She barked orders at the nurses and they scurried back to their duties. She looked in Cal's direction but he quickly ducked out of sight. When he looked back, she was gone. He snuck down the hall checking names on the doors, and couldn't believe his luck when he found Astrid's name on the second one.
He ducked into the room and saw a beautiful girl watching him from the bed.
"Yes?" she said, idly twirling her dirty blonde hair.
"Are you Astrid?"
"Yes."
"Your sister has sent me to rescue you."
"I have told Maxine to leave me alone," she said, rolling her eyes. "I have made my decision, I am staying here!"
"You want to stay in an SS brothel?"
Astrid gaped in astonishment. "She told you this was a brothel? This is a Lebensborn!"
Seeing the confusion on Cal's face, she continued. "I'm not a prisoner here -- I want to be here! I'm pregnant with my fiancée's child. But Maxine refuses to accept this, because he is an officer in the SS. They protect us here, all of us mothers. This is the safest place for me to be until my child is born, and we can both be rejoined with my beloved, Dieter."
"But...there were other girls," he said, remembering Kirsten.
"Yes, but they are not prostitutes. They are women who have been chosen, and they come here of their own free will."
"Great," he said, realizing this had all been a huge mistake. "Do you mind coming with me and telling your sister that?"
"Maxine is here?"
"She's holding an SS officer hostage...assuming she hasn't shot him yet."
He helped Astrid out of bed and could just see the curve of her belly starting to show; he knew she had to be at least four months pregnant. He helped her into her housecoat and led her away from the maternity ward back to Kepler's office. As they walked, they didn't see the shadow stalking them.
When they reached Kepler's office, Cal cautiously opened the door and saw Maxine still had her pistol trained on the SS stooge.
"Maxine, are you crazy?" cried Astrid, as she pushed past Cal into the office.
"Astrid, I'm begging you to go with this man," said Maxine, "he'll take you to England, where you'll be safe!"
"I don't want to leave, my child and I will wait here for Dieter."
"Astrid, you are a fool! As soon as the child is born they will take him away from you. And what if Dieter never comes back? What if he is killed? Do you know what the people will do to you when they discover you had a child with the enemy? You will be shunned and driven from our village -- or worse!
"Go to England, give birth there and start a new life with your child. When the war is over you can come back and look for Dieter...or me."
Suddenly, the door flew open and the She-Wolf burst into the room, a Schmeisser machine pistol in her hand. Cal threw his hands up as she aimed it at him, but when she spotted the gun in Maxine's hand she turned the pistol on her.
Maxine switched her aim to the She-Wolf, and when she did Kepler made his move. He slammed into her and knocked her to the ground, sending the pistol skidding across the floor. As he sprawled across her trying to grab it, Cal launched himself at the She-Wolf.
He grabbed her pistol and wrenched it toward the ceiling in case she squeezed off a shot. Her strength was incredible as she fought with him for the gun. She went to kick him in the shin so he pulled his leg back, and as he did she twisted and drove her other leg up and into his groin. Cal reached his hand down to lessen the blow, but grimaced as she rammed her knee into his crotch. She wrenched the gun free, but before she could aim it at him he blocked her with his left hand and landed a hard right cross on her jaw. She crumpled in a heap to the floor.
Cal hated to hit a woman, but he knew she'd been tougher than half the men he'd fought. She was conscious but dazed and, before she could recover, Cal snatched the gun from the floor beside her. Glaring up at him with her steely eyes, she rubbed her aching jaw.
He turned the gun on Kepler just as he was wrapping his fingers around Maxine's pistol. "Let go of that gun, or you're dead, Kraut."
Kepler looked into the barrel of the Schmeisser and then slowly backed away, while Maxine retrieved her pistol and covered him.
"Oh my god," cried Astrid. "Please, leave before the guards arrive -- they'll kill you both!"
Maxine turned to the She-Wolf while still keeping her pistol leveled on Kepler. "Tell my sister what you're going to do with her baby as soon as it's born."
When she didn't answer, Maxine aimed the pistol at her breast. "Tell her! Tell her what you do with all the children you Nazi bastards breed here!"
The She-Wolf's cold eyes burned with hatred for Maxine. "We take them where they will be safe."
"Where? Tell her where you take them!"
"Back to the Fatherland, far from the fighting."
"And the mothers? Do they get to go with their children?"
She quickly glanced at Astrid, and then stared icily at Maxine.
"Answer me!"
"No...the mothers must stay here."
"But...that's not true," said Astrid. "Dieter promised me...he promised me I could go with our child. He wouldn't lie to me..."
Maxine turned to comfort her sister and the second her guard was down Kepler lunged for her gun. She tried to wrestle it away, but was fighting a losing battle until Cal pistol-whipped him with the Schmeisser.
Kepler collapsed unconscious to the floor, an ugly purple bruise on the back of his neck.
"We have to get out of here now!" Cal grabbed a lamp off the desk, tore the power cord loose, and used it to tie the She-Wolf up.
"You cannot take her," she growled. "She is with child. We will hunt you down and kill you -- we will bring her back! You --
Cal forced Kepler's handkerchief into her mouth to shut her up. He grabbed the leather greatcoat and the three of them left the room, shutting the door behind them. As they ran down the hallway, Maxine held Astrid's hand while she held her other hand against her belly, tears streaking her face. They got to the intersection and Cal turned right.
Maxine stopped and pointed to the left. "The exit is this way."
"Go to the staff car and wait for me. I need to get someone."
Kirsten sat up with a start when Cal burst into her room. "Put this on," he said, throwing her the greatcoat. "You're coming with me."




Cal led Kirsten down the hall, hoping anyone they passed wouldn't find it strange to see a half-dressed teenager wrapped in an SS officer's coat. And he was right, as a German guard came around the corner, nodded at Cal, and walked past her without blinking an eye.
But they hadn't gone more than three steps when he realized he knew that face.
"Hammer?" the sergeant said.
Cal shoved Kirsten through the doorway and dove after her just as a stream of bullets from the sergeant's MP40 submachine gun traced a line of death above their heads.
Cal leaned around the doorway and fired off two shots from his machine pistol as another burst from the MP40 tore chunks of wood from the door jamb. "Sarge," he yelled, "I thought we were pals?"
"You will call me Feldwebel, not 'sergeant'," he cried, "and you are a spy!"
Cal knew if they stayed long enough in the room they'd be trapped. He signaled for Kirsten, who was crouching beside a filing cabinet, to wait there.
He ran and dove into the hallway opposite the door as a hail of bullets tore through the wall above him.
"Hammer! Come out with your hands up or I will kill the girl! Hammer?"
Cal listened as his footsteps came closer, and then stepped toward the hallway and ducked back as the sergeant's submachine gun traced an outline on the far wall. And then he heard what he'd been waiting for -- the telltale click of an empty magazine being disengaged.
Cal stepped around the corner just as the sergeant was slapping a new magazine into place. Before he could pull the operating handle back into position, Cal squeezed the trigger on his pistol once and the sergeant slumped lifelessly to the ground, a bullet through his heart.
Cal grabbed the submachine gun and called for Kirsten. As they ran out the front door to the staff car, he heard guards running toward the building from the nearby barracks.
There was no time for introductions as Cal shoved Kirsten into the backseat with Maxine and Astrid. They ducked down as Cal hopped behind the wheel and gunned the car toward the sentry post with the MP40 beside him on the front seat. He slowed down when he neared the gate and saw a guard approaching the car.
Cal leaned out the window. "Hurry, they're in Kepler's office!"
The guard's eyes narrowed when he heard the driver's poor German. He raised his MP40 into the firing position as he cautiously approached, while Cal's hand subtly slid toward the submachine gun on the passenger seat. The guard glanced into the back seat and his eyes went wide in alarm as a shot rang out, and he collapsed dead.
Maxine looked at Cal in the rearview mirror, the Schmeisser machine pistol in her hand still smoking. "Drive," she said.
A siren wailed from the Lebensborn and echoed through the night as they swerved around the guard post and raced toward the Swedish border. Cal kept checking for signs of pursuit, but none appeared. Maxine told him to slow down when they were half a mile from the border.
"We'll never make it past the checkpoint," she said. "Drive the car off the road and into the woods, we'll have to go the rest of the way on foot."
Maxine led the three of them through the forest toward the border; the only sound in the darkness was the crunch of the dead, frozen leaves beneath their feet.
After only a few minutes, Maxine motioned for them to stop. "Do you hear that?"
As they listened, they heard the rumble of a troop transport in the distance. They watched as the truck rolled past with two SS staff cars following close behind. Once the vehicles had disappeared into the dark, Maxine signaled for them to keep moving.
They hadn't gone far when they heard the vehicles returning, their headlights crawling along the dark road.
"They know we never crossed the border," said Maxine. "It won't be long until they find the car.'
"How long until the rendezvous?" said Cal.
"Not long...I just pray that they didn't bring the dogs."
The four of them hurried through the woods, and a short while later they discovered an abandoned farm, with an old barn silhouetted against the moonlit field.
"This is it," said Maxine, "we are across the border and in Sweden now. The plane should be overhead soon, when we hear it I'll light the signal fire."
"Sweden?" said Kirsten. "They're neutral, so the Germans won't cross the border, right?"
"Have borders ever stopped the Nazis?" said Cal.
Kirsten shivered and hugged herself against him for warmth. "It's so cold out here. Can we go in the barn until the plane arrives?"
Five minutes later, two Wehrmacht soldiers crept stealthily from the woods. One of the soldiers adjusted his steel helmet as he signaled to the other to flank the barn. He crouched with his MP40 at the ready as he entered the shadow-filled structure.
Cal and the women lay on the cold ground on the edge of the field watching the building while the soldiers searched inside. "See?" whispered Cal, as Kirsten shivered beside him. "That's why we're not hiding in the barn."
"They must not have dogs or there would be a lot more than two soldiers after us," said Maxine. "The patrol must have split up to search the woods."
As they watched, the soldiers came out of the barn and continued off into the darkness and the woods beyond the field.
"They're gone," pleaded Kirsten, as the cold wind bit into her flesh. "Can we wait in the barn now?"
Cal knew the three girls were freezing, and his teeth chattered as he shivered on the frozen earth. "Let me check first, don't move until I get back."
Cal crept into the barn and waited just inside the door as his eyes adjusted to the dark. He took a single step forward, and then heard a scrape from his left. He spun with his machine gun at the ready, as a snort came from the shadows.
In the last stall, an old horse watched him warily.
"Hey, boy," he whispered, as he brushed his hand up the bridge of the big roan's nose. "Got one just like you on my farm." Cal stroked and scratched the plow horse's neck and back, feeling his shaggy winter coat, and was flooded with memories of home. "I've gotta go, but you make sure you stay safe -- watch out for Nazis."
The horse whinnied in agreement.
Cal saw a ladder leading toward the hayloft and slung his MP 40 over his shoulder as he climbed up to check it out. He had just pushed his head through the opening when a cold steel muzzle pressed against his temple.
"Keep coming up," a voice whispered. "Touch your trigger and you will be dead."
Cal couldn't believe he'd been so careless! After he'd come so far, only to be captured minutes from finally escaping. He climbed up to the hayloft and, as instructed, laid his submachine gun on the ground and stepped over it, walking forward with his hands in the air.
"Turn around," the voice said, and as he did he looked into the cold, blue eyes of the She-Wolf.
She kicked the MP40 behind her as she kept her machine pistol trained on Cal. Her aim was rock-steady; she didn't know the meaning of fear.
"What have you done with her? Where is the pregnant woman you kidnapped?"
"I didn't kidnap her, I'm with her sister and we're rescuing her."
"You are endangering her and her child, I will not allow you to do that."
"I'm not, I'm rescuing her!"
"I don't believe you. Why would you risk your life to save this girl, who carries the child of your enemy?"
Cal reached toward his jacket but froze when she aimed the gun at his face. "Can I show you something?" He slowly unbuttoned his stolen SS uniform to reveal he was still wearing the shirt he'd worn when he escaped the stalag underneath. The She-Wolf kept her pistol on him as he tore the stitches of the shirt and pulled a small scrap of paper out that had been sewn into and hidden in the lining. He'd carried it through the war, through his internment and through his escape; he called it his lucky charm.
Cal cautiously held it up toward the She-Wolf -- it was a black and white photo of a little girl.
"That's my kid, her name's Janie. I'd never let anyone take her away from me. And I ain't gonna let anyone take Astrid's kid either."
The She-Wolf lowered her pistol an inch or two, trying to see the faded photo better. A beam of moonlight sliced through a broken board in the ceiling of the barn, and Cal stepped into it as he held out the photo for her to take. As soon as she reached for it, he launched himself into her.
The pistol clattered noisily into the shadows as Cal pinned her to the hay-strewn floor.
"You tricked me!" she cried.
"Yeah," he said. "You didn't leave me much choice, She-Wolf."
She stopped struggling and tears filled her eyes. "Don't call me that," she whispered.
Cal tightened his grip on her wrists and pinned her hips to the floor with his own in case this was a trick.
"My name is Ilsa, I hate it when they call me the She-Wolf!
"You think I steal babies from these women, but I don't -- I send them where they will be safe from harm. I was a nurse when I first came to the Lebensborn, but I met a soldier and ended up having his child. They tried to send me back, told me to take my baby to safety. But I thought I was being a good German, and stayed where the Fuhrer needed me.
"There was a bombing raid...and my son was killed; I cannot watch another child die. These Norwegian girls, they will never be allowed to move to the Fatherland and the SS will never let them keep their babies. So I do everything in my power to send the children to live with their German grandparents. Otherwise, they'll end up in an SS orphanage. And I keep all the records, so that after this madness is over -- if they survive -- the children may have a chance to be reunited with their parents again.
"But the SS troopers and officers who visit the Lebensborn...they are not like you. You would risk your freedom, your life, to help this girl? I do not think they would risk anything, for the sake of an unborn child who wasn't their own."
Ilsa surprised Cal by suddenly lifting her head and pressing her lips against his. He pulled back in shock, and saw the heartbreak in her eyes. And the tears for the child she'd lost.
She shifted her weight beneath him and felt his hardness pressing between her legs. Ilsa gasped as he pressed his mouth against hers and their tongues locked together. As he kissed her hard, she reached for his pants and quickly undid his belt.
Cal unbuttoned her gray jacket and pushed her white blouse up, exposing her large, pale breasts. He leaned down to suck her erect pink nipples as she tugged his cock out and stroked it, moaning as his tongue teased her breast.
He knew they didn't have a lot of time, so he moved between her legs and pushed her skirt up as she pulled her underwear down.
Ilsa's eyes were on his stiff cock as he guided it toward her tufted blonde bush. She sighed as he parted her swollen pussy lips and pushed his thick prick into her opening.
"Ja, ja," she moaned, as he pumped her pussy. She grabbed his ass with her hands and arched her back, encouraging him to fuck her even deeper. She writhed beneath him and her long, blonde hair fell loose as he slammed his big pole in and out of her sopping hole.
Cal watched her face as he fucked her. She was in a state of bliss with her eyes closed and her mouth open, moaning as she squeezed her breasts together and tweaked her nipples.
Suddenly, he stopped and she opened her eyes in alarm. "What is it?"
Cal put a finger to his lips, and the two of them held their breath as they listened.
Finally, Ilsa heard a faint drone in the distance. "An airplane!"
"Not just any plane -- that's the sweet sound of a DH.98 Mosquito, and my ticket home!"
She grabbed Cal around the neck and pulled him close, their mouths locked together as he renewed his assault on her pussy. He knew it was almost over. He broke the kiss and raised himself up on his arms, his hips slapping against her pale thighs as he pounded in and out of her. He groaned as he fired a load into her, and she pulled him close to kiss him one last time.
"I hate to run," he said, as he jumped up and got dressed, "but I've got a plane to catch!"
Ilsa pulled her blouse closed, cum dripping out of her pussy, as she watched Cal disappear down the ladder. Before he left, she heard him downstairs saying goodbye to the horse.
Maxine was standing and watching as Cal came running from the barn. "What took so long?" she asked. "We were worried that something had happened to you."
"I'll explain later, the plane's coming!"
"I know," she said, "I can hear it. I need to light the signal fire!"
As Maxine ran toward the field, Cal looked back at the barn just as Ilsa disappeared, with one last look at him, into the shadows of the woods.
Suddenly, a shot rang out from the far side of the field and Astrid screamed as Maxine pitched forward.
Cal crouched and whispered, "Wait here and keep your heads down!" In his excitement over the plane, he'd forgotten his submachine gun in the hayloft. On the far side of the field he saw the two German soldiers returning. It was one of them that had shot at Maxine from the woods.
Cal ducked down and ran around the scrub at the far end of the field. A cloud had drifted across the moon, but he could tell that Maxine was no longer where he'd seen her fall. The two soldiers crept along the edge of the woods, watching the field for any sign of her.
Cal closed in on them, trying to move quietly through the trees. But a dry leaf crunched beneath his foot and he quickly hid behind a birch tree. He listened as the soldiers moved toward him, seeking the source of the sound.
One walked past the tree and Cal grabbed his rifle, wrenching it out of his hands. The young soldier went to lunge at him but Cal drove the rifle butt into his ribs, sending him to the ground.
A rifle roared from his left, and Cal quickly spun and shot the second soldier dead as the first soldier staggered to his feet, holding his ribs. When he saw his fallen comrade, he drew his dagger and ran toward Cal, who raised his rifle and pulled the trigger. He swore when it jammed, and swung but missed the soldier as he tackled him to the forest floor. Cal held the soldier's knife arm in a grip of steel, but he could feel his strength weakening as the blade slowly moved closer. He glanced to his left and saw Maxine lighting the beacon in the field, and listened, as the roar of the plane's engines grew louder.
Maxine hadn't known whether she should help Cal or light the beacon, but she knew if the plane missed the rendezvous they'd all be dead. Now that the fire was lit, she ran toward the woods with her pistol drawn, and saw two shadows locked in a life and death struggle in the trees. As she reached the edge of the field, she saw one of the shadows slowly stand.
Cal walked toward her through the pale, silver trees and dropped the blood-red knife on the dried yellow birch leaves.
He hurried with her back to where Astrid and Kirsten waited, and the four of them watched as the small, two-engine plane taxied to a stop on the hard grass field.
The navigator climbed out of the plane and saluted Cal as he got near. "It's an honor to meet you Flight Lieutenant Hammer. Now, let's get you home safe and sound!"
Cal grinned as he looked at the plane. "I've never seen a prettier Mossie in my life," he shouted, trying to be heard over the engines. "I hope she's got room for three more!"
A shocked look crossed the navigator's face when he realized Cal expected him to take the women as well. "I was told we were taking one, even if I wanted to take you all we couldn't. The four of you might be able to squish in, but there are only three extra oxygen masks. We have to climb to nearly 10,000 feet to avoid Luftwaffe patrols. You wouldn't survive at that altitude without oxygen."
"I will stay behind," said Maxine, "please take Astrid, as you promised."
"You're all getting on the plane," said Cal. "I'm staying behind."
"I can't allow that, sir," the navigator said. "My orders are to bring you home."
"Even if I went up on that plane, I wouldn't make it down." Cal gingerly pulled open his jacket, and the women gasped as they saw his blood-soaked shirt.
"Oh my god!" Maxine cried. "The shot I heard in the woods..."
Cal pressed his hand against his abdomen. "I'm done for...get these women out of here, I don't want my escape to have been for nothing."
The navigator gave Cal a sympathetic look. "Yes, sir!" he said, and gave him one final salute.
Maxine and Astrid both hugged him, tears streaking their faces, until the navigator pulled them away and loaded them into the Mosquito.
Kirsten pulled him close and kissed him softly on the lips. "I hope I am pregnant," she whispered, "so I can tell our child what a hero their father was."
Cal brushed a tear from her cheek and handed her to the navigator, who loaded her into the modified bomb bay. He climbed back into the cockpit, and Cal returned the pilot's salute as they roared down the field and disappeared into the night sky.
As the engines faded into the distance, he heard shouting from the woods behind him. The rest of the German patrol had heard the plane and spotted him. He ran to his right, past the end of the field and into the birches as rifle shots ricocheted through the branches.
He heard the barking of dogs in the distance; they must have gone back to the barracks to get them to assist the search. Cal knew he had no chance, but he ran; it was all he knew how to do.
He was stumbling by the time he reached the road. The soldiers were closing in on all sides, like the walls of a tunnel. Adrenalin coursed through his body, and he thought he was going to be sick. He held his hand up to hide his eyes as a car came around the bend of the road and froze him in its headlights.
The door opened and he heard a familiar voice.
"Don't try to run, you'll never be able to escape," said Ilsa, as she stepped out of the staff car with her pistol drawn.
The barking of the dogs was getting nearer, and as Cal looked back he could see flashlight beams coming through the woods.
As she walked toward him, she looked up as a plane flew overhead toward the west.
"Is that them? Are they safe?" she asked.
Cal nodded, still hunched as he tried to catch his breath.
Ilsa lowered her pistol when she got closer and saw the blood staining his shirt. "Mein Gott! You are shot!"
"Naw, I'm fine." Cal lifted his shirt -- he was unwounded. "The blood is from one of your guys who tried to get me with his pigsticker...he lost."
"But if you are not wounded...why are you not on the plane?"
"Wasn't enough room," he said. "And I wasn't gonna leave one of the girls behind."
Ilsa holstered her gun and grabbed his hand, pulling him toward the car.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"Like you said, I am the She-Wolf, and a she-wolf protects her mate." She opened the trunk and helped him climb in.
The car roared off toward the Swedish border, and Cal heard the barking of the dogs fading into the distance. As he bounced in the pitch-black trunk, he fumbled in his pocket to make sure it was still there. Once he found it, he held his lucky charm close and, though it was too dark to see her face, he kissed the faded photo of his daughter, knowing he'd see her again soon.
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Katy silently sprinkled the last of the sparkling dust across the snow and looked up at the clear, night sky, watching for reindeer. Seeing the sky empty except for stars, she turned to admire her handiwork; the blanket of snow wrapped around her house shimmered with the silvery dust. As she trudged back through the powdery snow, her breath freezing in front of her, she stopped to admire her snowman.
His eyes were the same bright blue buttons she'd used for every snowman since she was a little girl, and he wore a red and green scarf wrapped around his neck to keep him warm. And Katy couldn't help but smile as she looked down at his giant prick made of snow.
Her older sister, Lauren, thought it was hilarious to sneak out and put a penis on Katy's snowmen and it had become an unofficial Christmas tradition. Even though Lauren no longer lived at home, Katy could see that this year had been no exception.
As Katy admired his frozen flagpole, she thought her sister had outdone herself this year. The snowman's wintry whopper was at least ten inches long, thick and sticking straight up; she could never figure out how her sister made the frosty fucksticks so big without them falling off.
Lauren had also taken the pebbles that made up the snowman's mouth and circled them in an O, as if he was having an orgasm, and moved his tree-branch arm to his frozen banana to make it look like he was jacking off. Katy put the arm back in its proper position and rearranged the pebbles into a warm smile.
"I wish you were my boyfriend, with your beautiful blue eyes and your beautiful smile. You don't look like the type of snowman who'd cheat on his girlfriend with her best friend. And you've also got...that." She looked down at his giant snow staff and bit her lower lip. Katy reached out her fingers and gently brushed them against the tip, wondering if cocks actually came in that size and, if they did, if one would even fit inside her tiny pussy.
Opening the bag of reindeer dust, she spotted a tiny bit left in the corner. She turned the bag upside down and sprinkled it all over his icy erection until it sparkled.
"I wish you were real...then I'd never be lonely at Christmas again," she whispered.
Katy walked up the back stairs and stamped the snow off her boots outside the back door. Taking one last look at the yard, amazed at how the dust had made the snow sparkle, she headed inside to get warm.
As she took off her boots and threw her pink scarf on the kitchen table, her mom came into the kitchen and handed her a steaming mug.
"Did you use it all, honey?" her mom asked.
"Yeah, I sprinkled all the stupid dust."
"Don't be like that, Katy. You love spreading magic reindeer dust around the house to make sure Santa doesn't miss us!"
"When I was, like, seven. I'm eighteen now. What's this?"
"Hot cocoa. I always make it to warm you up after you've finished sprinkling the dust."
"Cocoa? Why can't I have rum and eggnog like Lauren?" she asked, as they walked into the living room where Katy's sister was hanging the stockings while their dad rummaged underneath the Christmas tree.
"Because you can't drink until you're twenty-one," her dad answered, as he sorted through the pile of presents.
"That's crazy! I'm old enough to have sex, but not old enough to have a drink?"
"You're not allowed to have sex either," he added.
Katy rolled her eyes. "How old am I supposed to be before I'm allowed to have sex?"
"Thirty...no, thirty-five!" her dad answered.
"Ha ha," she said, as her mom and sister gave her sympathetic smiles and tried not to laugh.
"Please, can I have just one rum and eggnog?" pleaded Katy.
"No, I'm serious, you're too young. And besides, I think we're all heading to bed now anyways." He cleared the Christmas snacks from the coffee table and headed toward the kitchen.
"What? Why? It's not even midnight!"
"It will be in five minutes," her mom said. "You'd better get to bed so Santa will come."
"He already came. Dad put all the presents marked Santa under the tree an hour ago."
He turned and saw his wife glaring at him. "You said to put all the presents out!"
"Not those ones!" she whispered through clenched teeth.
"You guys go to bed. I need Katy to stay up a bit and help me with Aaron's present," Lauren said, as she kissed her mom good night.
"Okay, but don't stay up too late. You girls need to be up early so you can open your gifts, and then I'll make Christmas breakfast for everyone. Tomorrow's going to be our best Christmas ever!"
As she closed the bedroom door, Shannon walked to the far side of the bed and put her glasses down on the nightstand.
"Why would you put out the presents from Santa before they were asleep, Tom?"
"Honey, Katy's eighteen now -- she quit believing in that Santa stuff ten years ago. I don't know why you made her freeze her ass off spreading reindeer food all over the yard."
"Not reindeer food -- reindeer dust. Oh, Tom, I wish you could've seen the tiny, old lady who sold it to me; she looked like a little elf. She was so cute! I was in her curio shop and she promised me the dust would make Christmas magical again. And that's all I want, for things to be like they used to be, when we'd all spend Christmas together."
"Honey, we're still going to see them every Christmas, but you can't keep treating them like they're little kids, they're grown-ups now."
"Katy isn't, she's only eighteen."
"Well, Lauren's twenty-two and Tyler's nearly twenty."
"I know...I wish he'd stayed home for Christmas Eve."
"He'll be back in the morning to open presents. He just wanted to spend the night with his friends."
"But all five of us are supposed to spend Christmas Eve together, it's tradition."
"Well, there's one tradition we can make sure to keep up," he said, and gave her a wink.
'You are so bad," she said, trying to hide a smile. "You must have been on Santa's naughty list a lot."
"If I was, my name was right below yours." He watched as his wife grabbed a plastic bag from under the bed and hid it behind her back.
"I bought something that's going to make your Christmas Eve treat even more special. Get him ready for me."
After she left the room, Tom undressed and got into his pajama bottoms. He lay on the bed and pulled his cock out, stroking it hard for when his wife got back.
Every Christmas Eve, as his present, Shannon gave him a hummer. This blowjob was special though, as it was the one night of the year when she'd let him shoot in her mouth and swallow his cum. He loved the naughty twinkle she'd get in her eye when she'd open her mouth, so he could see she'd been a good girl and drank every drop. As he lay on his bed beating his meat hard, he could hear his daughters' voices through the walls.
They were in their brother Tyler's room. With him out for the night, Lauren and her boyfriend would be sleeping in his bed.
The door was closed as she went to the closet and pulled out a huge gift-wrapped box.
"Wow! Who's that for?" asked Katy.
"Aaron, of course!" Lauren smiled as she dragged it to the middle of the bedroom.
Katy was amazed at the size of the present. "What did you get him? A dishwasher?"
"Oh, yeah," her sister laughed, "that's what every guy dreams of getting for Christmas."
Lifting the gift-wrapped top off of the box, Katy saw it was empty. "What's supposed to be in it?"
"Me."
Lauren opened her housecoat to reveal the sexy Christmas outfit she'd been hiding underneath. A tiny bikini top with a huge, red ribbon covered her breasts while a skimpy red skirt just hid her white satin panties. White, thigh-high stockings and red heels completed the outfit.
"Wow, you look amazing!"
"Thanks! I hope Aaron likes his present," she said, as she adjusted her breasts in the tight top.
"Damn, I wish I looked like you!"
"What are you talking about, you look exactly like me. When we go shopping people think we're twins."
"I mean I wish these looked like yours!" Katy squeezed her small tits through her sweater as she stared at her sister's high, round breasts. "Mine are like little lemons; your boobs are like big oranges and mom's are like cantaloupes! When are my tits gonna get as big as yours?"
"I'm four years older, you'll catch up."
"I hope so," Katy said, as she pushed her breasts up and together to see if they looked larger. "I wish I'd asked Santa for bigger boobs."
She went to the box, climbed in and squatted down to see if she fit. "What do you do when he opens the box? Jump out and scare him?"
Lauren gave her sister a naughty smile and pointed to a round hole neatly cut into one side of the box.
"What's that for?" said Katy.
"That's where he puts his candy cane so I can give it a lick."
Katy stared wide-eyed at her sister, and then she opened her mouth and bobbed her head back and forth at the hole and they both laughed out loud.
"You are so bad!" whispered Katy. "You're going to blow him here? With mom and dad sleeping in the next room?"
"Well it wasn't my first plan, I'd meant to do it at my apartment. But Mom kept begging me to stay over for Christmas Eve. I didn't want to, but she's an expert at making me feel guilty."
"I know," said Katy. "She had a huge fight with Tyler when he said he was spending the night at a friend's house."
"How did he escape?"
"Dad got in the middle and told Mom that he wasn't a kid anymore, and it was his decision where he wanted to spend Christmas Eve. But he did make him promise to come home in the morning to open presents. Mom finally agreed, but I heard her crying after he'd left."
"I know, Mom's obsessed with us spending Christmas Eve together. I only agreed because she said Aaron could stay over too. I didn't want him spending Christmas Eve alone, and now you guys can finally meet him.
"Help me get this box into the living room. I want him to find me wrapped under the tree."
Shannon had heard her daughters talking in Tyler's room as she snuck downstairs to Katy's bedroom to change. After she'd undressed, she opened the sexy elf outfit she'd bought online and held it up to look at it. Seeing how small it was, she checked the package it had come in.
"A size ten?" she thought. "I e-mail them that my measurements are 38DD and they send me a size ten?"
Wearing only panties and with the elf tunic over her head, struggling to force it down over her ample breasts, she felt a chill breeze blow through the room. She lifted the top up far enough to peek underneath and was shocked to see a muscular, naked man standing in the doorway.
He had pale, bluish-white skin and short, spiky blonde hair with bright blue eyes and his only clothing was a red and green scarf. But his most striking feature was the huge hammer hanging between his legs, and Shannon couldn't stop staring at it.
Realizing she was still standing with her arms above her head while wearing nothing but panties, as he stared curiously at her huge tits, she quickly dropped the elf outfit and crossed her arms over her breasts to cover herself up.
"Are...are you Aaron?" she asked.
He gave her a warm smile and entered the bedroom.
"I'm Lauren's mom, Shannon...you shouldn't be down here."
As he walked toward her, her mouth fell open in shock as she saw his cock start to stiffen and thicken. "Oh my...that's a...wow.
"Like I said," she stammered. "You really shouldn't be down here alone...with me."
He walked toward her and, as she backed away, she toppled backwards onto her daughter's bed. He stood right in front of her, his enormous erection inches from her face. She'd never seen a cock so big...so hard. As she stared at it, she thought it glittered.
Shannon felt like she was in a trance as she looked up into his cold, blue eyes and knew this wasn't Aaron. She wasn't even sure if he was human, but she sensed something magical about this beautiful stranger.
His skin sparkled like ice, and she let out a small gasp when he reached down and touched the curve of her breast with his cool fingers. He watched her in wonder, as she slowly lowered her arms so he could explore her body further.
As he touched her, Shannon savored his cock with her eyes and figured it was at least ten inches long. She wrapped her hand around it and slowly rubbed the head against her erect nipples, surprised at how cool his cock felt.
"Do you like that?" she whispered.
He smiled and cocked his head to one side, as if he didn't understand.
He removed her hand and she watched as he repeated her action, rubbing his hard cock against her soft breasts. And then he lightly brushed his knob against her warm lips. She couldn't resist flicking her tongue out and licking the tip as it slid by.
"You want me to teach you, don't you?" she whispered, as she squeezed her breasts together and rubbed his thick pole between them. She looked up at his brilliant blue eyes, and saw they were filled with wonder, as if he'd never felt pleasure before.
He went to brush his cock across her lips again, but this time she enveloped the cool head in her warm mouth. Watching his eyes as she sucked on his knob, she used both hands to slowly pump his smooth shaft between her lips. Shannon loved how his pale cock sparkled and his pre-cum tasted like melted snow.
Her beautiful stranger reached down and caressed her large, pillowy breasts and brushed his fingertips over her sensitive pink nipples.
Shannon felt like she was floating through a dream as the huge cock stretched her mouth. The skin was so smooth as she licked her tongue along the underside while he probed her throat. She was bobbing up and down on it, trying to get as much of the monster into her mouth as she could, when he unexpectedly pulled out. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and tried to catch her breath.
She leaned back as he mutely moved on top of her, his big bat hanging between her legs, and she could see the curiosity in his eyes, as if he was experiencing all of this for the first time.
As their eyes met, she nodded in understanding, slid her panties off and put them on Katy's end table. She had no fear of being discovered, and gazed into his magical blue eyes as she spread her legs and guided him into her opening.
Katy's tiny bed creaked and squeaked as he pumped his colossal cock in and out of her mom.
Upstairs, as the two girls carried the glory hole gift box to the Christmas tree, Lauren was starting to have second thoughts.
"I hope Aaron doesn't get weirded out that I'm doing this at my parents' house, maybe I should have just stayed home tonight."
"And leave me here alone with them?" said Katy. "You and Tyler are lucky you're old enough to do what you want. I'm stuck here every Christmas Eve and can't even have a drink. They treat me like I'm still a little kid."
"I know, that's why I came over, to keep you company. And to put a giant ding dong on your snowman."
"I saw it! Is that how big your boyfriend's is?"
"Ha! I wish!" Lauren put some Christmas music on and turned the volume low.
"Oh well, at least he's rich."
"Rich? Why do you think Aaron's rich?"
"The BMW you drove here in. That's his, right?"
"Yeah, but it's only a lease." Lauren turned on the TV and changed the channels, trying to find the one with the yule log.
"How's he getting here if you have his car, taxi?"
"Yeah, he had to go to his company Christmas party. He wanted me to go with him but understood when I told him what Mom was like at Christmas. The party's supposed to be over by midnight so he should be here soon."
Lauren peeked out the curtains.
"Oh my god, Katy! The reindeer dust looks amazing. The way it sparkles against the snow...it's like being in a magic snow globe!"
"I know, right? Mom used to give me a bag of oats and sugar with glitter in it to sprinkle before I went to bed. I don't know where she got this stuff, but it's way cooler!"
Lauren watched the dazzling snow and smiled, she knew this Christmas Eve was going to be special. As she watched out the window, a taxi pulled up out front.
"He's here! I'm getting in the box, let him in and tell him his present is in the living room -- and then make yourself scarce. He's about to get an x-rated Xmas!"
Lauren climbed into the box and closed the lid as Katy ran to the front door.
She waited for a knock and, when there wasn't one, cracked open the door and realized the taxi had left. Her boots were by the backdoor so she walked out onto the snow-covered front walk in her fuzzy slippers. The snow sparkled as if it was reflecting the stars.
Katy looked down the street and noticed the interior light was on in Aaron's BMW. She tramped down the unshoveled sidewalk and saw the door was ajar and he was passed out on the back seat.
While trying to decide whether she should try to wake him up or go get her sister, Katy spotted something on the floor of the car -- a half-empty bottle of gin. Hoping to get a Christmas drink after all, she quietly climbed across the back seat and was stretching down to grab the bottle; she was surprised when he suddenly grabbed her and pulled her backwards on top of him.
"Hey, Lauren," he slurred, "I'm sorry I'm so late, baby. Don't be mad at me." He reeked of booze.
"Wait -- " Katy said, but was startled when his cold hand slid under her sweater and squeezed her bare tit. She could feel his hardon pressing against her ass.
She grabbed his arm to pull it out from her sweater, but he slid his other hand down her stretchy pants, under her panties, and rubbed her trimmed pussy. Katy barely stifled a moan; she hadn't been touched like this in so long.
"How about a quickie?" he whispered, as he groped her while softly kissing her neck.
Katy closed her eyes as he touched her and visions of sparkling snow danced in her head. She reached her arm back and pulled the car door shut.
She couldn't help herself as she lifted her bum and reached underneath to feel how big his cock was. Katy knew she should stop, but wanted to play with him a bit while she had the chance.
Aaron pushed his pants down to give her better access, and she wrapped her hand around his pole and sighed as she pulled on it. He pushed her pants and underwear down to her knees and ground his hot tool against her cool ass.
His erection popped up between her legs and Katy trapped it, squeezing her smooth thighs against his hard cock. Grabbing it by the head, she pulled it toward her, rubbing it against her pussy.
Meanwhile, Tom was lying in bed wondering why his cock wasn't being sucked. He'd thought when his wife left she'd be right back, but now he was wondering what was taking her so long.
He got up to look for her, and also grabbed her Christmas present from under the bed. He'd managed to wrap it, but was hoping Lauren could use some ribbon and tie a nice bow on it.
Walking down the hall, he noticed the front door was open. He checked outside and smiled when he saw the snow sparkling from Katy's reindeer dust. After he shut the door, he went to Tyler's room and was surprised Lauren wasn't there. He left the present on the dresser and went to see if they were down in Katy's bedroom.
While walking past the living room, he noticed a new present under the tree -- a huge gift-wrapped box with a small hole in the front. The lid of the box shifted, and he knew who was hiding inside.
"Shannon,' he thought. "So this is her Christmas surprise!" He tiptoed to the box, pushed his pajama bottoms down, and shoved his stiff cock through the glory hole.
Downstairs, Shannon's legs were sore from being spread so wide while her magical stranger punished her pussy with his huge cock. Panting, she told him she needed to change positions, and he watched curiously as she got on all fours and looked back, desperate for him to fuck her some more. He pressed his cock against her and she guided it into her sopping pussy, clutching her daughter's sheets and clenching her teeth as he hammered her from behind.



At the same time, Katy was on her back while her sister's boyfriend held her on top of him, rubbing his cock between her legs. He shifted underneath her, and she felt his cockhead press against her tight, wet hole. She froze with her mouth open in a silent moan as his thick cock slowly parted her swollen pussy lips and slid into her opening. Once inside, he held her tits while he fucked her fast and she couldn't help moaning with each thrust.
"Shh," he said. "You're going to wake the neighbors. You're so noisy tonight." As he squeezed her tits, Aaron thought they seemed smaller than normal and he wondered if it was because she was on her back.
"Oh...fuck, Lauren...your pussy is so fucking tight tonight," he said, as he kept thrusting into her.
Katy quickly sat up, his cock still inside her, and tried to catch her breath.
"What's the matter, babe?" he asked, as he slid his hand under her sweater to rub her back.
Katy held her head in her hands. She knew she should stop, he was her sister's boyfriend, but being fucked by him felt so good; she felt...compelled to continue. Footsteps crunched on the snow outside and she looked up as her brother, Tyler, staggered past the car. Ducking down onto the seat so he wouldn't see her, she heard the front door of the house open and close as he went inside.
Aaron moved behind her and, before she could get off her hands and knees, slid his erect cock back into her pussy. She had to bite her lip as he fucked her hard from behind, and held on to the car seat as her head banged against the car door.
By the Christmas tree, Lauren was crouching in the box wondering what was taking her boyfriend so long when a hard cock appeared through the glory hole.
"Finally," she thought.
Lauren smiled as she wrapped her hand around the shaft, stroked it and whispered, "Merry Christmas," and heard the same whispered back.
She circled her tongue around the head of the cock a few times and then started to slowly suck the tip before letting the rest of his pole slide into her warm mouth.
"Wow," she thought, "his cock is way thicker than normal." She was happy to see he was enjoying his present, and wondered what he'd tell his friends when they asked what he'd got for Christmas.
Tom stood in the living room with his pajamas down around his ankles, as the willing mouth on the other side of the glory hole sucked him. He could tell his wife was really into it this year. Usually, she preferred the slow, sensual approach to oral sex. But tonight she was attacking his prick like she was a teenager again. He had to brace himself against the box as she wildly sucked his cock. He wondered if she'd taken a blowjob class or something.
Lauren furiously jacked the shaft into her mouth as she sucked on the knob. His cock felt so big, so good in her mouth. She tried to deep throat it but gagged, it was too long. As she bobbed back and forth she felt the cock stiffen, and then it erupted hot cum into her mouth.
Lauren was surprised, as Aaron had never come in her mouth before; he always warned her. But it was his Christmas present, so she took the load like a pro, swallowing it all while still stroking and sucking and hoping for more.
But she wished he hadn't come so soon, she wanted so badly to get fucked by this big cock. Her hand was between her legs, as she'd pulled her panties aside to play with her pussy while she blew her boyfriend, who still hadn't gone soft. She was surprised when his cock popped out of her mouth and disappeared through the hole. After waiting a second to see if he'd stick it back in, she lifted the lid to peek -- the room was empty.
Tom ran into the kitchen, pulling up his pajamas to hide his hardon. He'd heard someone coming through the front door and was worried it was one of his daughters, but realized it was only his son, Tyler. He was just about to steer him to his bedroom to make sure he didn't discover his mom in the box in the living room, when a naked man walked out the back door.
"Who the fuck is that?" thought Tom. Half naked, he grabbed Katy's pink scarf off the table for warmth, and chased after him, holding up his pants with one hand as he raced barefoot down the back stairs and through the cold snow.
"Hey! Hey, you!" he yelled, thinking he was going to kill this guy if he'd just come from Katy's room.
The pale-skinned man stopped but didn't turn around, and Tom felt a numbing sensation as he grabbed his shoulder.
He was frozen. Completely paralyzed, Tom stood in the backyard like a statue with one hand reached out in front of him and one at his waist, with his pajama bottoms piled around his feet. He no longer felt the cold even though he was completely naked, with his still fully erect cock sticking straight out in front of him. The snow around him magically circled up like a whirlwind, and buried him beneath a wintry blanket.
Back in the living room, Lauren climbed out of the box and wondered where Aaron had gone. She checked to see if he was in the bedroom and was surprised to find her brother fully clothed and asleep on the bed.
"Get out of here!" she said, shaking Tyler awake. "We're staying in your room, remember? Mom said we could."
"Where am I supposed to sleep?" he drunkenly asked, as his blurry eyes tried to focus on his sister's toned body in her sexy Santa's little helper outfit.
"Wow, sis, you look fucking hot!"
"Get out!" Lauren said, and tried to cover herself up.
Tyler staggered down the hall to his parents' room to find out where he was supposed to sleep, hoping his mom wasn't still mad at him for going out on Christmas Eve. When he saw their bed was unoccupied, he fell backwards onto it and passed out again.
Downstairs, Shannon was lying on Katy's bed with her long red hair splayed around her head, trying to catch her breath while her legs trembled from being fucked so well. Now that the stranger was gone, she felt like it had all been a dream, and couldn't understand why she didn't feel guilty at all.
She knew the stranger was magical, but in more ways than one. He'd made her come twice with his giant cock, and then pulled out and walked toward the back door without coming once himself.
Looking at Katy's alarm clock, she realized she'd been down in her daughter's bedroom for nearly ten minutes. Shannon was surprised her husband hadn't come looking for her and hoped he'd fallen asleep. She headed back upstairs, wearing only her panties, and covered her breasts as she hurried down the hall to her bedroom.
Shannon shut the door until it was nearly closed and saw the outline of her husband sleeping on the bed in the dark, arm across his face. She left the light off, as she didn't want to wake him -- yet. He'd fallen asleep waiting for his Christmas Eve present and she wasn't going to disappoint him. Climbing quietly onto the bed, she carefully undid his belt and unbuttoned his fly.
Meanwhile, Katy was on her knees in the back seat of the BMW as Aaron fucked her from behind. He laced his fingers through her auburn hair and gently pulled it, arching her back as he pounded his cock into her.
"Hey," he said. "Did you get your hair cut? It seems shorter."
Katy bounced harder on his cock in answer, and he soon forgot the question. She knew this was wrong, she remembered how hurt she'd been when she'd found out her boyfriend had been fucking her best friend.
But she didn't feel guilty, she felt like she was lost in a magical dream, and she loved it. Katy had gone out with Jon for almost a year, but he'd never fucked her like this. She was used to two-minute quickies in back rooms at parties, not being rode for ten minutes like she was a hobby-horse. She could see why Lauren liked older guys.
Aaron was slamming her ass against his hips when he finally groaned that he was going to come.
"Oh, shit!" Katy thought, and looked over her shoulder at him. "Don't come inside me, I'm not on the pill!"
"Who the hell are you?" Aaron pulled his cock out of her and tried to stop himself from coming, but it was too late. He couldn't hold it back and, not wanting to get it all over his car, pushed Katy down on the backseat while he fired cum all over her tiny ass.
Aaron fell back against the car door, his spent cock hanging between his legs. "Oh, no. You're not -- "
"Hi, I'm Katy," she said, looking back at him while she rubbed his hot cum against her smooth bum.
At the same moment, Lauren looked in the backyard but only saw Katy's snowman, standing like a silent sentinel on the shimmering snow carpet. Then she went and looked out the front window and didn't see Aaron there either. Going back to Tyler's bedroom, she texted him: "Where are you?"
"I'll be right there," Aaron replied, as he watched his girlfriend's little sister pull her undies back on.
Katy gave him a shy smile. "Do you think I could have a sip of your gin?"
After leaving the car, Katy went around to the back of the house, hoping she wouldn't run into Lauren and have to explain where her and Aaron had been. As she kicked her fuzzy slippers through the powdery snow, she took a sip from the bottle of gin and made a yucky face. She sniffed at the bottle, thought it smelled like a Christmas tree, and took another sip.
Sneaking around to the backdoor, Katy did a double take when she realized her snowman had moved. She trudged through the snow and saw someone had also replaced his red and green scarf with her pink one.
And there was a giant candy cane sticking out where his snowman cock used to be. The thick, striped candy cane even had a penis-shaped head. She looked back at the house and wondered if Lauren had bought this as a joke. She grabbed the candy cane and tried to pull it out and, when it didn't budge, she put her foot against the snowman and pulled as hard as she could.
Tom stood there frozen, trying to scream to his daughter to stop. She had her foot against his leg and was pulling on his erect cock as hard as she could. Relief surged through him when she finally gave up, and he was thankful that his prick was still attached.
Catching her breath, Katy saw her snowman's bright blue button eyes were gone. In their place, someone had put brown buttons that were the same color as her dad's eyes. And the pebble mouth she'd returned to a smile was now a frown again.
Katy took another swig of gin and couldn't get over the terrible flavor. Hoping the candy cane would take the bad taste away, she bent down and gave it a long lick.
Tom was surprised to see his daughter drinking, but was shocked when she bent down and ran her soft tongue along the length of his erect cock. Why was she doing this, why wasn't she helping him?
And then he glanced over and caught his reflection in her bedroom window. He saw her standing in front of a snowman, and realized he'd somehow magically been transformed into one!
The candy cane did take the bad taste of the gin away, so Katy gave it another big lick. As she wrapped her hand around the thick striped stick, she wondered if she'd be able to suck a cock this big. She crouched in the cool snow and licked the head a few times -- it tasted so good. Stretching her mouth around it, she started to bob back and forth, pretending she was giving her snowman a blowjob.
Tom could only watch as his baby girl sucked his cock. He struggled unsuccessfully to move his arms, not sure if he wanted to push her away or grab her head and fuck her mouth.
In her bedroom, Shannon wished her husband had got into his pajamas like she'd told him to, and was surprised to see he hadn't worn any underwear. She carefully pulled his half hard cock out and ran her tongue along it as it stiffened in her hand. She slowly stroked him, and was amazed at how stiff he was -- he hadn't got this hard since he was a teenager. After gently tonguing his balls, she wrapped her mouth around his cock and sucked it lovingly.
He woke up and put his hand on the back of her head to keep her mouth on his cock. He was really, really hard. Shannon kept sucking until he exploded in her mouth; she swallowed and swallowed -- so much cum! She could tell her husband liked his Christmas present by how quickly he'd gone off; he normally lasted much longer.
When Tyler opened his eyes, he thought he was still at the party. He didn't remember passing out, just waking up and discovering someone was sucking his cock. He wondered if it was his best friend's little sister; she was always giving him the eye.
Whoever it was, she was a fantastic cocksucker; he thought she'd be mad when he unloaded in her mouth without warning, but she just moaned around his cock and swallowed every drop. Her soft tongue felt great as it cleaned his knob off. Tyler was just about to thank her when he heard his mom whisper, "Merry Christmas, honey."
He sat up in shock and, as he watched her big tits bounce out of the room, realized she was only wearing panties. Finally remembering that he'd passed out in his parents' bed, he wondered where his dad was. Maybe they'd had a fight and he was sleeping on the couch? Tyler felt like he was already dreaming as his head fell back and struck the pillow.
Lauren was in Tyler's bedroom waiting for her boyfriend when she noticed a present on the dresser.
"Just like when we were kids!" she thought. Her mom always left a present in their rooms so they'd have something to open when they woke up Christmas morning. Lauren saw it was after midnight and decided she was going to unwrap it now. The gift tag was in her dad's handwriting, and she was puzzled by the message: "For a very naughty girl, make sure you open this present where no one can see you!"
Lauren tore off the wrapping paper and was shocked when she looked inside. She checked the tag again to see if she'd opened someone else's present by mistake.
In the box was a giant, purple vibrator. As she turned it around, amazed at how lifelike it looked, she realized there was more in the box.
Lifting out the cards, she saw they were sexy coupons. She read them and saw there was a coupon for kisses, one for a full body massage, one for a night in a motel, one for a tongue lashing and another that allowed her to ride his cock as hard as she wanted.
She looked on the other side of the coupons and saw someone had printed a photo of an erect penis. As she looked closer, she realized the picture had been taken in her parents' bedroom -- that was her dad's dick!
She couldn't believe this present was for her; it had to be a mistake. The present must have been meant for her mom.
Lauren's pussy was still soaked from sucking off her boyfriend, and she hoped he'd be back soon; she needed to be fucked so badly. She turned the vibrator back and forth, and wondered if there were batteries in it.
Once she found the switch, she turned the sex toy on and felt it vibrate against her palm. And then she brushed it against her nipple and trembled as she felt a tingle. Lauren checked to make sure the door was closed, and leaned back on the bed as she slowly rubbed the vibrator against the front of her panties.
Her legs shuddered with pleasure as she played with herself. She wet her lip with her tongue and let out a soft moan as she pulled her panties aside and dipped the vibrator into her pussy. Leaning across the bed, she grabbed one of the pictures of her dad's cock. She held it in the air and her eyes wandered over every inch as she fucked herself with her new purple toy.
In the backyard, Katy was on her knees in the snow but didn't feel the cold. The sky was clear and all the stars were shining, while moonlight fell on the reindeer dust and made it sparkle as if it were magic. The night air was crisp and cool and the only sound that could be heard was Katy's wet mouth as she sucked on her candy cane.
She couldn't believe how real it felt and how wet her pussy was getting from the feel of it in her mouth. When she closed her eyes, she swore it felt just like a real cock. She stroked her hand up and down the candy cane, enjoying how smooth and hard it felt.
If Tom's eyes could have moved they would have been rolling back in his head. His little girl was stroking his shaft as she bobbed her tiny, warm mouth on his knob. He couldn't move, but he could feel every touch...every lick...every sensation. After blowing his load in the living room, he thought he wouldn't be hard again until the New Year; now he felt like his cock wouldn't ever go down again.
He was relieved when Katy finally stopped sucking on it. Part of him wanted her to come back and finish him off, but the rest of him was glad when she turned to leave. But then she stopped and, checking to make sure no one was around, pushed her stretchy pants down.
Her dad watched as Katy backed up against him, pulled her panties to one side, and held the end of his cock in her hand as she slid her wet pussy back and forth on it.
Katy looked between her legs; she must have been off balance -- she could have sworn the candy cane cock twitched. She didn't notice that the snowman's pebble mouth was now shaped like an O, not the frown it had been a minute ago. She balanced herself with one hand on the snow and one hand on her knee as she slowly backed onto the snowman's stiff cock.
Tom felt like he was going to come just from watching his little girl slide herself onto his pole. He felt every inch enter her as she slowly filled her pussy with his thick cock. When she was halfway, she couldn't take any more and began to slowly ride him, bending her knees to bounce up and down on his frozen fuckstick. In the reflection from the downstairs window, he saw her push her sweater up, playing with her tiny tits as she rode his candy cane.
Inside the house, Shannon's panties were wet as she went to the kitchen to get a drink to wash the taste of cum out of her mouth. While passing Tyler's bedroom, she heard Lauren moaning in pleasure and assumed Aaron had finally arrived.
Shannon was surprised after the pounding she'd received in Katy's room that she was still so horny. She loved sucking Tom's cock every Christmas Eve, but once he came he was always out cold until the next morning.
As she listened at the bedroom door, she slid her hand into her panties and was teasing her clit while she listened to her daughter coming on the other side. Shannon was fingering herself to an orgasm of her own when she heard someone lightly knock and open the front door.
"Hello? Lauren...Katy?"
Shannon didn't recognize the voice, but it was obviously someone who knew her daughters. She pulled her hand out of her panties and covered her tits as she ran into the living room, looking for a place to hide.
As she crouched beside the couch, she wondered why there was a huge, empty gift box in front of the tree. Realizing she could still be seen where she was, she quickly climbed into the box and pulled the lid shut.
Aaron closed the front door behind him and crept down the hallway, trying not to wake Lauren's parents. He still couldn't believe he'd fucked his girlfriend's little sister by mistake -- he didn't think he was that drunk.
Before Katy had left his car, she'd told him that Lauren was waiting for him in the front room. Nearly fifteen minutes had passed while he tried to sober up, and he didn't expect her to still be there, so he was surprised when he saw the closed gift box still waiting in front of the tree.
As he walked up to it, the box shifted and he realized Lauren was still in it. Amazed, but thankful that he was still hard after coating her sister with cum, he pulled his prick out and poked it through the hole, hoping she wouldn't taste Katy's pussy on his cock.
Shannon was hiding inside with her hands over her breasts. She wasn't sure why the giant gift box was in the living room, but she noticed the air hole and thought maybe Tom was giving her a puppy for Christmas and had planned on putting it inside in the morning?



She was shocked when an erect cock poked through the hole and she heard someone whisper, "Merry Christmas." What did he expect her to do? She couldn't see well in the dark without her glasses, so she got a little closer and saw how stiff it was, how near it was. She could smell that he'd just fucked someone, as he was so close that she could've touched him with her tongue; her hand dipped back into her panties.
Aaron wondered why Lauren was hesitating, wondered if she suspected something. And then he felt her kiss the tip of his cock and give it a little lick. She took just the cockhead in her mouth, and softly sucked him even harder.
His girlfriend was giving him the most sensual blowjob he'd ever received; she normally liked to suck him fast and hard, getting him ready to fuck her. But this time she was going nice and slow, sucking and licking and teasing his cock until he was ready to explode. He steadied himself against the box as she pushed him toward the edge.
At the same time, Katy bounced back and forth on the candy cane cock, amazed that it felt so much like a real one. Her panties were around one ankle and lying on the snow as she looked back at her frosty fuckbuddy.
"Oh," she moaned, "your candy cane feels so good Mr. Snowman. I wish you wouldn't ever melt, so I could sneak outside every night and ride your big stick." She kept bouncing back and forth and quivered as a tremor ran through her. "Unh...you're gonna make me come!"
Suddenly, Katy let out a loud gasp and trembled as she came all over her dad's cock. She slid off the stiff stick and saw it was slick with her sweet juice. "Wow, what a mess."
Tom watched, frozen with pleasure, as Katy gave him a lewd smile and wiggled back into her panties. She gave him a kiss on the cheek and rubbed his candy cane one last time as she ran into the house. His cock ached from not being able to come.
Meanwhile, Lauren was in her brother's bedroom teasing her clit with the vibrator and trembling with mini-orgasms as she looked at pictures of her dad's cock, secretly wishing he really had meant this present to be for her. Tilting her head back, she was just about to come again when she heard a familiar moan from the living room.
Aaron felt his balls getting tight, as he was about to blow his load for the second time tonight. He started when he heard Lauren's voice behind him.
"Aaron? What the hell are you doing?"
He looked over his shoulder and was shocked to see her standing there, wrapped in a blanket. He looked down at the box in dread, wondering if her little sister had tricked him again.
Lauren stormed past him and tore the lid off the box. She was shocked to see her mom on her knees, her chin glistening as cum spilled out of her mouth and down onto her big tits.
"I'm sorry, honey," she lied. "I thought he was your dad."
"Mom..."
"Mom? Your mom!" Aaron quickly stuffed his dripping cock back into his pants. "I thought it was you in there, Lauren, honest!"
"You already came in my mouth once, but you thought you could come back for seconds and I'd still be in there?"
"What are you talking about?" Aaron said, starting to get really confused. "I just got here."
"What do you mean...you just got here? I saw your cab outside fifteen minutes ago."
"I was too drunk, I went and passed out in my car."
Lauren was stunned. If he'd just got here, who'd come in her mouth?
"I think...I think you'd better leave," she said.
"Lauren -- "
"Please," she said, pointing toward the door, "just go."
She watched out the window as Aaron stood on the snow-covered street and called a taxi. Her mom came back into the living room after cleaning cum off her face and tits.
"Honey, I'm so sorry. This has been the craziest Christmas Eve ever." Shannon still wasn't sure what had come over in the box, wasn't sure why she'd had the sudden urge to suck the strange cock.
"Its okay mom, I understand -- you thought it was Dad, right?"
After her mom kissed her forehead and went to bed, Lauren sat on the couch wrapped in a blanket as she stared at the Christmas tree lights. She remembered climbing out of the box to look for Aaron and finding Tyler in the bedroom, and she knew -- she'd blown her brother!
Outside, Tom watched Katy close the back door and, as soon as it shut, he felt the spell break and was exhausted as he fell to his knees in the sparkling snow. Completely naked except for the pajama bottoms around his ankles and the pink scarf around his neck, he looked down and saw his cock was still purple and throbbing from fucking his daughter. He pulled his pants up and tried to hide his raging hardon as he went inside.
Back in her bedroom, Shannon could still taste Aaron's cum in her mouth even after she'd brushed her teeth. As she climbed into bed beside her husband, worried he might be able to smell it on her breath, she lay with her back to him and didn't give him a good night kiss.
Tyler woke up as his mom came back into the room and watched her naked silhouette as she crawled into bed with him. He lifted the blanket and saw she was still only wearing panties. Hoping his dad was asleep in the living room, he moved toward her and put his arm around her waist.
Shannon was surprised her husband was awake, and was even more surprised when she felt his huge erection press against her ass. It had been a long time since he'd been able to get hard again so soon after being sucked. She reached behind and slowly rubbed her hand against his stiff cock.
"Take your pants off," she whispered.
Tyler couldn't believe how fast this was going. He was nervous as he removed his jeans, but figured his mom wouldn't be telling him to get naked if there was a chance they'd get caught. He reached around and squeezed his mom's big tits while she reached behind and played with his cock and balls.
"Mmm...you're so hard," she whispered. "Did you like your Christmas present? Did you like having your big dick sucked until you came in my mouth?"
"Uh huh," Tyler groaned, as his mom jacked his cock while he kissed her neck just behind her ear.
Shannon moaned; she loved being kissed there. Her husband's cock was so hard that she wondered if he'd slipped Viagra into his eggnog. Her pussy was soaked from her wild night and was getting wetter.
Tyler watched as his mom slid her panties off and reached behind so she could rub his cockhead against her nice, round ass and sopping pussy.
"You like that?" she whispered.
"Uh huh."
"You want to put your big cock in my pussy?"
"Uh huh."
She lifted her leg and slid his pole into her from behind. Her pussy was still sore from the pounding she took in Katy's bedroom, but his cock was too stiff to refuse. As he thrust into her, he played with her tits as if it was the first time he'd felt them.
"Oh, that feels so good, honey," she moaned.
Tyler just grunted as he fucked his mom hard from behind. After a couple of minutes, he rolled her onto her stomach and pounded her from the prone position. His mom's ass kept bouncing forward as his hips slammed against her, and he tried to drive his swollen cock as deep as possible.
Shannon clutched at the sheets as she moaned into her pillow. After so many years of giving on Christmas Eve, it was nice to finally receive. She felt like she was being fucked senseless as she fumbled in the dark for the dresser drawer, feeling inside it for a small bottle she kept there. Her husband was stuffing her stocking so good that she wanted to give him a second Christmas treat.
"Pull out for a second," she whispered.
When he did, she squirted Astroglide onto her hand and used two fingers to rub some on her sphincter. By the thin line of light shining underneath the bedroom door, she could just make out her lover's silhouette as he kneeled on the bed, waiting. She reached for his swollen shaft and rubbed Astroglide all along the length.
Tyler didn't know what his mom had planned, until she got on all fours and pressed his knob against her backdoor and, with a groan, backed up until the head of his cock was inside her. He couldn't believe the first girl he fucked in the ass was going to be his mom.
"Go slow," she groaned, as he pushed his cock inch by inch into her snug chute. The lube helped, but his cock was definitely one size too large for her ass. She unclenched her teeth and tried to relax as his balls finally pressed against her.
Putting her hand against his hip to make sure he didn't go too deep too fast, she slowly slid her bum back and forth on his thick stick, wincing as it stretched her wide.
"Unh...your cock is so fucking swollen," she said, as she got more used to his size and started to pick up the pace. "You like that, honey?"
"Oh, Mom...it feels fucking incredible!"
Shannon scrambled forward in blind panic, gasping as her son's cock popped out of her ass. She pulled the sheet up to cover herself and fumbled in the dark to turn on the bedside lamp.
"Tyler!" she cried. "What are you doing in here?! Where's your dad?"
"Dad? I don't know -- sleeping on the couch?"
"I mean, why were you...what are you doing in my bed?" she whispered.
"I was waiting for you...and then you told me to take my pants off."
"I didn't...I mean...why didn't you say something, tell me that it was you?"
"I figured you knew it was me after you, you know, sucked me off."
Shannon was shocked -- that's why his cock had been so hard! But where was her husband? She watched Tyler, kneeling between her legs and waiting, his thick shaft slick from being in both her pussy and her ass. She could see how she'd mistaken him in the dark for his dad; he was just as big. And his balls were so swollen, and she'd already made him come once tonight...
Down the hallway, Tom was trying to hide his hardon with his hands as he walked back toward his bedroom.
"Dad?"
He looked in the living room and saw Lauren wrapped in a blanket and sitting on the couch near the Christmas tree.
As he walked in, wearing only pajama bottoms and a scarf, Lauren hid the photo of his cock she'd been looking at.
Tom tried to hide his erection, which refused to go down, and sat on the couch beside his daughter.
"Why are you up, still waiting for your boyfriend?"
"No, he's not coming for Christmas," she said, as she stared at the box by the tree and wondered where her brother was.
Tom followed her eyes and was embarrassed when he realized he hadn't put the glory hole gift box away.
"Oh, damn! Forget you ever saw that, it was your mom's Christmas present to me."
Lauren sat up and, as she looked back and forth between her dad and the box, everything became clear.
"Dad...it was me in the box, not Mom."
"No," he said, refusing to believe the truth. "It was your mom...your mom was in the -- "
"Dad," she whispered, "you came in my mouth."
Tom felt like the room was turning sideways. Had he really stuck his cock in both of his daughters tonight? "Honey...I didn't, I mean...how -- "
"It's okay, Dad," she whispered, as she went to put her hand on his leg and accidentally brushed her fingers against his hardon. "I liked it."
Lauren could see the uncertainty in his eyes. He was still shivering from being outside, so she straddled his lap and wrapped the blanket around them both, pressing her near naked body against him for warmth. She shuddered as she lowered herself and felt his throbbing cock press against her mound. She ground her panties against his stiff pole and her dad tilted his head back, his mind reeling from pleasure as he opened the blanket to let some light between them.
Tom saw she was only wearing white panties and a red ribbon across her breasts. His gaze drifted up her toned, beautiful body to her long auburn hair, which spilled across her bare shoulders. He looked into her eyes as she reached her hand down and pulled his pajama bottoms back, admiring his big, stiff cock.
Seeing no sign he wanted her to stop, she reached her other hand down and massaged every inch of his cock and balls. Tom pulled the bow and her top fell open, revealing her firm, round breasts. As he pulled her close and sucked on her swollen nipples, Lauren wrapped the blanket around them.
She leaned close and whispered, "I want to cash this in," and handed him the sexy coupon that allowed her to 'ride his cock as hard as she wanted'.
She pulled her white satin panties to one side and rubbed the head of his cock against her clit, and then pressed it against her pussy and slid down his pole.
Tom felt like Goldilocks; Katy's pussy was too tight, but Lauren's was just right. She put her hands on his shoulders and steadied herself as she bounced up and down on his cock.
Downstairs, Katy was changing into her nighty and getting ready for bed when she saw someone standing in her doorway. She was happy to see his bright blue eyes again, and to see that he'd got his red and green scarf and beautiful smile back. But his penis was way bigger than when it had been a candy cane.
"Mr. Snowman," she said. "Did you miss me? Is that why you came in from the cold -- you wanted to come inside where it's warm?"
As he walked toward her, Katy wondered if having her pussy wrapped around his candy cane cock was like wearing a magical hat and had somehow brought him to life.
He stood in front of her and gave her a warm, reassuring smile as he reached out and brushed a lock of her auburn hair back behind her ear. She nervously bit her lip as she gently brushed the soft palm of her hand against the tip of his huge hanging cock.
"Does it still taste like a candy cane?" she asked, as she gripped his cool shaft and bent down to give it a lick. He stopped her and looked up as if he could see through the ceiling. Katy let out a surprised squeal as he threw her over his shoulder and walked back upstairs.
In the bedroom, Shannon knew this had to be a dream; she'd never been unfaithful to her husband, yet tonight she'd already sucked three other guys' cocks, including her son's. She felt like she was trapped in some sort of naughty snow globe, and every time someone shook it she had to have sex. She felt the snow swirling again and knew she couldn't resist the storm any longer.
Tyler was waiting and hoping and, as she leaned back on her pillows, still covering herself with a sheet, she beckoned him closer. As she reached out her hand and gently massaged his swollen balls, she could see how much he was enjoying it.
"I'm sorry we argued earlier, sweetie. You were right, you're a man now."
"I'm sorry too, Mom," he moaned, as she caressed his cock. "I didn't mean to make you sad."
"Let's go to your bedroom," she whispered. "And you can make it up to me."
"I think Lauren's sleeping in there."
Shannon wondered where Tom was; she remembered how she'd heard Lauren getting fucked in her room, and knew it wasn't by her boyfriend.
"Wait here," she said. "I want to see if your sister knows where your dad is."
As she walked down the hall, she heard the now familiar sound of her oldest daughter being fucked, but this time it was coming from the living room.
She peeked in and saw Lauren was with someone on the couch, a blanket around her as she straddled him and bounced on his cock. Shannon wondered if it was Aaron, until she recognized the blue pajama bottoms piled around his bare feet.
Tom felt the heat trapped under the blanket dissipate as it was pulled away, and his heart stopped when he realized his wife had caught them. Lauren babbled an apology as she scrambled to get off her dad but her mom stopped her with a gentle hand on her shoulder.
"Don't," she said. "I'm not angry with either of you. I don't know why, but seeing the two of you together makes me feel...happy.
"Tyler, come in here," she called.
Tom was stunned when he saw his son come around the corner, totally naked and trying to cover his hardon with his hands.
"We want to know if we can join you, and make this a Christmas Eve to remember."
Tom didn't know how he could argue with his wife and son when they'd just discovered him ball-deep in his daughter. He looked at Lauren and, when he saw that she was willing, nodded.
Tyler walked over and stared at her as she sat naked on her dad's lap.
"Wow, Lauren, you're so beautiful."
She blushed and reached out to touch his cock, stroking it while her dad started bouncing her up and down on his pole again.
Shannon got on her knees beside them and slid her hand down the inside of her husband's leg, caressing his balls while she grazed her daughter's pussy on every down stroke.
"Honey, remember you said you were going to make me feel better?" she said to her son, and bent over the couch.
Tyler went to join his mom but his sister stopped him, and sucked on his cock a few times to get him ready.
He reluctantly popped his cock out of his sister's mouth and kneeled behind his mom, gently spreading the cheeks of her ass. "Mom, do you think I can stick it in your bum again?"
Shannon was embarrassed when she saw the shocked looks on both Tom and Lauren's faces. "Okay," she told Tyler, "but you'll need to go get the lube."
He opened his hand and showed he'd already brought the purple bottle with him.
Lauren and her dad both watched as Tyler poured clear fluid down his mom's ass crack and rubbed it into her opening with his index finger. He then rubbed the rest of the lube all over his cock, pressed the tip against her, and slid his shaft in. Soon his balls were smacking against her as he rammed her from behind.
Shannon was squeezing her husband's hand tightly and groaning as her son filled her ass while her daughter bounced up and down on his cock beside her.
Tom grabbed Lauren's firm ass as she rode his cock and slid his index finger into her tight sphincter.
She grabbed his hand before he got past the first knuckle. "Don't even think about it," she teased. "That hole's out of bounds!"
The groans and moans and gasps and sighs mixed with the Christmas music coming from the stereo and drifted toward the doorway, where Tom saw that they were being watched.
The creature that had frozen him outside was standing there with Katy in his arms -- a shocked expression on her face as she watched her family fucking in front of the Christmas tree.
Tom pulled Lauren off and covered her with the blanket while Tyler popped his cock out of his mom's ass and tried to hide beside his sister on the couch.
Tom took a step toward the creature. "Katy! Get away from that...thing!"
"Wait, Daddy! He's my snowman! He came to life."
"He's not your snowman, he's some kind of monster. That wasn't him you were with in the -- " He stopped, wondering if he'd said too much.
Katy got down, stood protectively in front of her snowman, and pleaded with her dad, watching him for some sign of understanding. She looked into his hazel eyes, recognized something, and looked past him until she saw her pink scarf discarded by the couch. And then she realized his erection, still glistening from being buried in Lauren's pussy, was shaped exactly like her candy cane cock.
Katy searched her dad's eyes for the truth. "Was it you?" she whispered. "Were you the snowman in the backyard?"
He grabbed her hands and squeezed them. "I'm sorry, Katy. I was trapped. I tried to warn you, to stop you, but I couldn't speak or move!"
"I didn't want you to stop me, Dad," she said. "I don't want this night to ever stop. In the backyard, that was magic. And so is he. He's my magic snowman, and this is why he came to life, so we can all have fun together."
Tom hesitated, unsure of what was real and what wasn't, and wondered if he was dreaming.
Shannon walked over and took his and Katy's hands. "This was my Christmas Wish," she said, "for the five of us to spend Christmas Eve together."




Lauren walked over and pulled her father back toward the couch. "Don't worry about Katy, Dad, she's a big girl now. But I still need you to take care of me."
Shannon smiled at Tyler as she got back on all fours, and patted the couch beside her for Katy and her snowman to join them.
Once the snowman was sitting on the couch, innocently watching them all, Katy straddled him. She reached underneath and tried to get his huge pipe in her pussy but her legs were too short and his cock was too long. So she stood on the couch and squatted, trying to line it up. That was when her mom helped out and grabbed the snowman's enormous pole and aimed it at her daughter's opening.
Katy tried to lower herself onto it but it felt like it was going to tear her apart, it was too big.
"One second, honey," her mom said, grimacing as Tyler stuffed his stiff cock back into her ass. She leaned over and coated the snowman's cock with Astroglide, getting it nice and slick.
"Now see if it will fit," she said, as she aimed his missile at her daughter's pussy and told her to try to relax.
Katy did as her mom instructed and felt the head of his cock stretch her pussy painfully wide before it slipped inside. It was so big it made her weak in the knees, and she slumped against the snowman. He held her tiny ass as he lowered her on and off his cock, while her mom watched and gave him a warm smile.
Even though he only had a little over half of his ten inches into her, Shannon could see how stretched Katy's tiny pussy was and remembered what it had been like downstairs when that monster cock was plowing her. She knew how her daughter felt, as Tyler stretched her painfully wide as he fucked her ass.
Katy threw her head back and moaned in ecstasy as the snowman plunged her on and off his cock, which was covered in her wetness. Exhausted, she climbed off his ten-inch tool and collapsed on the couch beside her mom.
"Oh, is your kitty sore from trying to take that big torpedo, honey? Come here and let mommy kiss it better."
As her son battered her backdoor, Shannon pulled her panting daughter closer and lovingly kissed her pussy. Katy let out a soft moan at the touch of her mom's tongue, so Shannon licked her daughter's delicate pussy and nuzzled her tiny bud. As she dipped her tongue inside her daughter, she could taste the snowman's cock.
Katy slumped back on the couch, with her nightie pushed up so she could tease her nipples, while her mom was between her legs making her feel better. She looked across her mom's back and saw Tyler eyeing her naked body as he pumped away on their mom's ass.
Tom needed to change positions, so he had Lauren get down on all fours beside her mom. As he moved behind her shapely ass, he rubbed his cock against her virgin butthole.
"Uh, uh," she said, putting her hand over her butt. "If you want to stick it in someone's ass, you two better change places."
She looked over at her brother hopefully. "Do you want to switch, Tyler?"
He admired his sister's sweet body. "Sure, no problem."
After his dad moved out of the way, he moved behind her and eased his cock into her pussy, which was almost as tight as his mom's ass. Lauren let out a soft groan as he filled her with his big dick.
Tom went to move behind his wife, but she stopped him.
"Make sure you let Katy play too," she said.
Tom looked at his youngest daughter, who was watching him from the couch with one foot resting on her mom's back as she tongued her pussy.
"Do you want to play?" he asked. "Like we did in the backyard?"
Katy didn't say a word; she only nodded.
He lifted her nighty over her head so she was completely naked, and then scooped her up around her waist and put her down beside her sister. When they were bent over naked they looked like twins, with their long auburn hair cascading down their backs.
"Is everything okay?" her dad asked, as he moved behind her.
Katy nodded and nervously watched him over her shoulder, and whimpered as he pushed his thick cock into her tight pussy.
Katy knew he wasn't nearly as big as her snowman, but he was still her daddy. She let out tiny moans and whimpers as he reached under and fondled her small breasts while he pounded her from behind. He fucked Katy fast, but Tyler was fucking Lauren faster.
Her beautiful breasts bounced back and forth as he hammered her pussy, her moans echoing the smack of his hips against her ass. She cried out, begging him to fuck her harder.
Shannon squeezed Lauren's ass as she watched her son's thick pole pump in and out of her. She nearly told Tom to take it easier on Katy, but realized her youngest daughter -- eighteen now -- was old enough to tell him herself if he was fucking her too hard.
And then she noticed the snowman sitting on the couch, watching them all curiously while his huge cock stood straight up like a flagpole.
"I'm sorry," she said to him, "I shouldn't be ignoring a guest."
She crawled between his legs and sucked on his thick stick, managing to deep throat about seven inches before she gagged and had to pull it out. Figuring he was plenty hard, she assumed the same position Katy had and squatted on his huge cock. But, unlike her daughter, she managed to get nearly all of it inside her. She pushed a nipple into his mouth and he sucked it as she rode his jackhammer.
Her entire family watched her, amazed at the fucking she was getting. She was impaling herself on the snowman's titanic tool and cried out as she came all over it. Tom was worried she was going to wake up the neighbors.
Watching his wife get hammered was too much for him as he pulled his cock out of Katy and spewed cum all over her tiny ass. As he came, he saw she'd already creamed all over his shaft.
Tyler grabbed his sister by her shoulders and slammed her against his hips until he couldn't take any more. As Lauren cried out that he was making her come, he stood up and fired a rope of cum that splattered high on her back and stuck in her hair.
Meanwhile, Shannon was slumped exhausted against the snowman, her legs weak from coming all over his shaft.
"For the love of Christmas," she whispered, "please come!"
The snowman wrapped his arms around her waist and started to drive her up and down on his cock again while she let out little moans and whimpers like Katy.
Tom realized his cock was still hard, even though he'd just blown his load. It hadn't gone down all night. He moved beside Katy, who'd been watching her mom get fucked, and wrapped his hand in her hair, turned her head and slid his stiff tool between her lips.
Katy sucked on her dad's cock and could taste both his cum and her juices. He didn't taste like a candy cane anymore.
Tyler had fallen back exhausted on the carpet, but his cock was still standing straight up. Lauren crawled over and slid him into her mouth, as she sucked and tried to make her little brother come a second time.
Shannon was shrieking again as the snowman fucked her senseless and suddenly she threw her head back and let out a massive moan. Her family stopped what they were doing and watched as she fell sideways off the snowman's cock and his snow white cum oozed out of her pounded pussy.
"About fucking time," she gasped.
She crawled off the couch and onto the floor beside her family and begged for a time out as the snowman followed her, his pole still rock hard.
"Lauren, honey? Next year, don't make the snowman's cock so fucking big!"
Shannon looked around and realized all three cocks were still fully erect. "Holy jeez," she said. "How many times do we have to make you guys come before you're done? We've got to get up and open presents in a few hours."
Miles above, an ancient sleigh swept across the starry sky. The jolly old gent driving the team of reindeer looked down and saw a house circled with sparkling dust. He nudged the elf beside him and pointed down.
"Why aren't we stopping there? A child has left a beacon for us!"
"No children there," the elf squeaked, as he checked a giant red book. "They're all grown up and don't believe in you anymore."
Santa circled the sleigh closer and his eyes opened wide when he got a better look at the reindeer dust.
"Oh, no! Someone's been a naughty elf!"
They hadn't heard the prancing and pawing of the reindeers' hoofs as they landed on the roof, and they hadn't heard him as he bounded down the chimney.
Santa had a twinkle in his eye as he watched the six bodies twisted together on the floor like a Christmas wreath, bringing each other holiday joy. Katy's dad was between her legs teasing her tiny clit while his other daughter licked his pole. And Tyler played with Lauren's pink pussy while his mom sloppily sucked on his shaft.
Santa gasped when he saw the sixth link in the festive daisy chain.
"You're a naughty, naughty snowman!" he exclaimed, and when he laughed his belly shook like a bowlful of jelly.
Five stunned faces stared at him in disbelief, all of their mouths wet from pleasuring each other.
"Holy crap!" Katy cried. "It's Santa!"
* * *
"Well? Were they naughty or nice?" the elf asked when Santa eventually climbed back out of the chimney.
"Definitely naughty!" Santa answered. "An age-old elf who decided she didn't want to make toys for children anymore, and wanted instead to make toys for adults, gave the mother one of them -- a pouch of enchanted dust. The dust's magic made sure the whole family -- including their snowman -- spent a very, very naughty Christmas together!"
"Really? Can I go look?"
"No! We have toys to deliver," he said, glaring at the elf.
He looked down sheepishly, but stole a quick peek back at the house as Santa drove the sleigh into the clear night sky.
* * *
Katy stretched her arms, surprised that it was morning already. She didn't even remember going to bed. The last thing she remembered was sprinkling reindeer dust on her snowman, who she'd just had the naughtiest dream about. She went upstairs and saw her mom making coffee in the kitchen.
"Merry Christmas, honey," she whispered. "Be quiet if you go in the living room, your brother's sleeping on the couch. He must have come home from the party after we went to bed. Why don't you go see if your sister's awake."
Katy quietly opened Tyler's bedroom door and saw Lauren sleeping soundly. There was a present on the dresser and she picked it up, but her dad came up behind her and grabbed it out of her hands.
"How did that get in here?" he said, and hid it behind his back as Katy tried to read the gift tag. "It's not supposed to be out. I need to put a, umm...ribbon on it.
"Merry Christmas, angel," he said, as he kissed Katy on the cheek and went to wake her sister up.
Katy went in the living room and, after using her sleeve to wipe off her dad's kiss, turned on the Christmas tree lights. She threw open the curtains and heard her brother swear at her as he pulled a pillow over his face to hide his hangover from the glare.
"Oww... my brain hurts," Tyler groaned. "How did I get home?"
Katy was surprised when she looked out the window. "Hey! Who moved my snowman?"
He was in the middle of the front lawn with a huge grin on his face. His giant penis was missing, but someone had built a snowwoman beside him and placed his tree branch arm around her.
They all waited while Dad crawled under the tree to start handing out presents and Mom brought them mugs of coffee.
"Did you sleep well, honey?" she asked, as she handed one to Lauren.
"I did, I feel fantastic," Lauren said. "I just wonder what happened to Aaron."
Shannon went over to her son and hugged him tightly, kissing his forehead to soothe his hangover.
"I'm so glad you're home for Christmas morning."
"Me too, Mom, but don't talk so loud," Tyler whispered.
As Tom handed out the gifts, Shannon couldn't remember giving him his present the night before. But she was sure when she'd woken up she could taste cum in her mouth.
"What did you put in that eggnog last night?" she asked.
"I wish I knew," Katy griped. "But 'I'm too young to drink'."
They all laughed as she pretended to pout and asked if she was old enough to drink coffee yet.
Lauren pulled out her phone and tapped a message to her boyfriend. "Hey u, what's your excuse for last night?" she wrote, wondering why he'd never showed up.
"Sorry," he replied, "I don't know how that could have ever happened."
Lauren smiled, she'd figured he might get too drunk at the party and not show up. "It's cool," she texted, "can u come for Christmas breakfast?"
"R u sure? You're not still mad at me??"
"A little, but you can make it up to me."
"So is Aaron coming over?" her mom asked. "I can't wait to finally meet him!"
Lauren was perplexed when she saw his next message. "He is...but he wants to know if he can talk to you alone?"
"Me, what about?"
"Says he needs to apologize for what happened in the living room last night?"
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My name is Dylan, and I'm a rapist...or at least I thought I was. Lying there in the dark, pretending to be asleep and listening for the tell-tale crackle of a police walkie-talkie from outside my apartment door, I wondered if Samantha was still in her bedroom. Wondered if she'd called the cops to tell them her roommate had raped her, or if she'd fled the apartment and was banging on our neighbors' doors, desperately trying to find someone who'd help her.
I couldn't believe I'd gotten so angry...so out of control...that I'd pinned her down on her bed, tore off her panties and fucked her.
Samantha wasn't even supposed to be my roommate; Trevor was my roommate and she was his girlfriend. But I could never figure out why a nice guy like him went out with a girl like her.
Samantha was hot -- there was no doubt about that. She had long, silky blonde hair that she kept pulled back from her beautiful, heart-shaped face and tied in a ponytail. And she was always walking around the apartment in tight yoga pants that showed off her toned thighs and her small, sexy ass, and wearing tiny tees that barely contained her mouth-watering tits. But Samantha was a bitch.
Trevor loved art and was taking graphic design at college. But she was always harping on him to change his major, telling him he'd never make money and that she didn't plan on wasting her life with a broke loser. I wasn't surprised when he dumped her, I just didn't realize he was going to dump her on me.
When he moved out I assumed Samantha would be leaving too, but she stayed in the room and made it her own. I didn't need the hassle of trying to find a new roommate during the middle of the term, so I let her stay. And Trevor had told me her parents were rich, so I knew paying the rent wouldn't be a problem.
Wow, was I wrong. At first, she seemed like a great roommate, never coming out of her room unless she had to use the bathroom or the kitchen. I tried to be sociable and invited her to watch movies with me, or to hang out with my friends when they came over. But she always gave us the cold shoulder; I was lucky if I got a good morning or a good night.
My girlfriend hated Samantha and kept telling me to kick her out, but I had rent to pay and no time to look for a new roommate. And, like I said, she spent so much time in her bedroom it was like having an apartment to myself.
The only time I knocked on her door was on the last day of the month, as I was always chasing her for rent. As far as I knew, Samantha didn't work, so I assumed her parents were sending her the money. To make things easier, she suggested that I give her my half of the rent and she would just give our landlady a post-dated check for each month.
Her arrangement exploded in my face just after school ended, as I was getting ready to go backpacking through South America with my girlfriend. My landlady, who lived outside of town, unexpectedly dropped by the apartment and informed me that I was being evicted.
I was stunned when she told me Samantha hadn't paid our rent in over six months! When I asked her why she hadn't called me as soon as we'd missed the first month's rent, she said that she had. My 'girlfriend' Samantha had told her that I'd been laid off but would pay the back rent as soon as possible. She called every month after that, and Samantha stalled her with a new sob story every time.
I apologized to my landlady for the misunderstanding, thanked her for her unbelievable patience, and promised her she'd have every cent owed to her by the end of the weekend. Taking me at my word, she agreed to let me stay in the apartment. After she left, I shut the door and slammed my fist through the wall.
I've always taken pride in paying my debts and never owing anyone anything. When Samantha got home, I went ballistic.
She kept backing away from me, trying to calm me down while claiming the checks had been lost in the mail, or that there must have been a mix-up at the bank.
I told her I didn't want to hear her any more of her lies, I wanted to know where the five thousand dollars I'd given her in rent over the last seven months was. She just bawled her eyes out and kept apologizing, telling me she'd get me my money.
I asked her if she was a crackhead, or a gambling addict or something, and she just kept crying, shaking her head no. And then I yelled that something must be wrong with her -- that she was obviously fucking mental -- and then she really went nuts.
Samantha threw punches at me and screamed that she'd get my money -- all of it! I shoved her away from me, and warned her that if she was lying again, she'd regret it. With tears pouring down her face, she ran to her bedroom and slammed her door shut.
I should have kicked her door open and thrown her out right then, but I knew if I did I'd never see my money. And when Monday came, she had yet another excuse.
This time she claimed her mom was sending her the money, but she wouldn't have it until the end of the week. I shouted at her that I was sick of her bullshit, and that Friday would be too late! We'd be evicted by then, and we'd both be homeless.
Samantha lost it again, shouting at me that she'd never be homeless and running to her room. When she slammed her door over and over, I was convinced -- she was crazy!
I knew my landlady wouldn't wait until Friday; I would have been evicted by then. So I went to the bank and, after withdrawing every cent of my savings, I had just enough to pay all the back rent owed, both Samantha's share and mine.
I gave her all of the money I'd saved for tuition and all of the money I'd saved for vacation -- my dream of backpacking through South America was over.
My girlfriend was furious, as we'd been planning the trip for over a year. She couldn't understand why I'd paid Samantha's share of the rent or why I hadn't reported her to the police for fraud.
I tried to explain that it was my name on the lease, so I had to pay the rent. And I didn't want Samantha going to jail -- I wanted my money back.
I asked if we could postpone the trip until the following summer, but she said she was going with or without me. And she warned me: if I wasn't on the plane when it left, don't bother waiting at the airport for her when she gets back.
Friday night I was in my bed, wondering if her plane had landed yet and wishing that I were in the seat beside her.
But Samantha had ruined everything. Her lies had nearly got me evicted, had put my education at risk, and had cost me both my vacation and my girlfriend. When I heard the front door open, and heard her sneaking in a little after midnight, I was ready to punch a hole through my pillow.
Samantha had promised she'd have my money today, and I intended to collect.
Wearing only my boxers, I stormed down the hallway to her room and slammed her door open.
"What the hell?" she cried, as she tried to cover up her tits. She'd been in the middle of undressing for bed, and was only wearing a tiny pair of purple lace panties. "Get out of my room, Dylan!"
"I will, as soon as you give me my money."
She turned her back to me, trying to hide her nakedness. "I don't have it yet."
"Are you fucking kidding me? You said your parents would send you the money by today -- I need the ten thousand dollars you owe me!"
"I only owe you five thousand dollars!"
"You owe me ten thousand -- I had to pay your half of the rent too!"
"Well...you shouldn't have. I didn't ask you to."
"Don't you fucking understand, it's my name on the lease so I had to pay it all! I'm not going to let my landlady get screwed over just because you're some kind of scam artist!"
"I'm not a -- "
"Well, you're some kind of a fucking mental case! You're a fucking thief and you're fucking crazy!"
"Fuck you!"
"Fuck yourself! When are you going to get me my fucking money?"
She tried to cover her tits with one arm as she bent down and reached for her clothes. "I can give you five hundred dollars next month."
"Five hundred...you've got to be fucking kidding me!" I screamed, as I kicked her clothes out of her hands.
Samantha nervously backed away from me. "I'm sorry...I don't have your money."
"I thought your parents were loaded?"
"Who told you that? My Mom isn't rich, and my Dad's dead."
I didn't know if I could believe a single word that came out of her mouth. "Samantha, I need the money you owe me! Call your mom and get her to take out a loan or something."
"She can't! They lost everything back when the market crashed. She barely makes ends meet now, she can't help me!"
"Well I can't make ends meet either -- you stole my money! You didn't pay the rent and you stole my fucking money!"
The upstairs neighbor hammered on the floor, and yelled for us to be quiet.
"I should kick your fucking ass out right now!" I whispered.
"You can't, I don't have anywhere to go."
"You think I care? I hope you end up living in a fucking dumpster!"
"Fuck you!" she screamed, and ran at me, teeth clenched, swinging and punching at me like a wild woman.
I grabbed Samantha's wrists and forced her back on her bed, landing heavily on top of her as the neighbor upstairs pounded again on the floor.
Tears streamed down her face as she fought to get free. And I was glad; I wanted her to feel hurt, like she'd hurt me. I pinned her to the bed with all of my weight, and she arched her back, her nipples pressing against my bare chest as she writhed beneath me, struggling to break free.
I used my knees to keep her legs spread so she couldn't gain any leverage and, as she twisted and struggled, her crotch ground against me and made my cock hard.
Samantha felt it pressed against her pussy and her eyes went wide with fear. I didn't care; I wanted to scare her...I wanted her to be afraid of what would happen if she didn't pay me.
I held her down on the bed, as she struggled to push me off, and my face was inches from hers as I growled, "Give me my money you crazy bitch!"
She turned her face away, sobbing. "Take my stuff instead: my movies, my books, my iPod."
"Are you kidding me?" I said. "I don't want your fucking junk, it's worthless -- you're fucking worthless!"
I pinned both her wrists with one hand as I reached down and grabbed her waistband. "The only thing you've got worth anything is between your fucking legs!" I said, and tore her panties off.
Samantha gasped, as she realized she was now completely naked and the only thing between her cunt and my cock was a thin layer of cotton. And as she renewed her struggle to get out from underneath me, and I pressed forward to keep her arms held down, my cock broke free from my boxers.
The swollen head rubbed up and down her slit as she struggled, and she sobbed as she turned her head and squeezed her eyes shut. I wanted her afraid, I wanted her upset, so I ground my stiff prick between her legs and forced them even wider, but I'd only planned to scare her, I never intended to take it any farther.
Until she whispered, "Please, just don't come inside me..."
I wish I'd left her room right then, but I still wanted to hurt her more, punish her more, for stealing from me and betraying the trust I'd placed in her.
I shoved my boxers down and forced the head of my cock between her pussy lips. Samantha was tight and dry and cried out as I rammed my prick as deep as I could, clenching her teeth while I fucked her. I kept pulling back and thrusting into her as hard as I could, trying to push her right through the bed.
She kept whimpering as I assaulted her pussy, her eyes squeezed shut and biting her lip as I slammed into her with full force. I held her down by her throat as I reached up and groped her breast; her nipples were rock hard.
Samantha put her hands on my chest and looked between her spread legs. Her mouth was open and her eyes were wide as she watched my thick pole pounding into her, fucking her like a jackhammer.
I hammered her as hard and fast as I could, trying to make sure she didn't enjoy a second of it. She was like a rag doll as I pinned her down to the bed and fucked her harder than I'd ever fucked a woman before, her bed slamming against the wall with each thrust.
As she watched me, gasping and giving out sharp cries as I pounded her, I could feel my balls tightening. I should have come inside her, should have ignored her only request. But I didn't, I pulled out and shot a thick rope of cum that splattered across her taut stomach.
She moaned as the hot, sticky fluid landed on her.
I looked down at Samantha, naked on the bed, covered in cum, her eyes wide with fear and her pussy swollen and raw. I couldn't say a word. I went to my room and fell on my bed in the dark, instantly regretting what had happened. Mad at myself for losing control.
I was sure that Samantha would call the police; she'd tell them I'd raped her, and she'd have plenty of evidence. I knew I wouldn't argue if they came for me, I knew I could have stopped if I'd wanted to. She didn't say no, but she didn't say yes.
I didn't know how I'd be able to face my friends or my parents or my ex-girlfriend if they discovered what I'd done. And I didn't know how I could face Samantha in the morning.
When I opened my eyes I was surprised to see daylight, and I was surprised that I was still in my bed and not in a cell. I tiptoed out of my room and saw that Samantha was already up, sitting on the couch and drinking coffee.
I didn't know what to say, I couldn't even look her in the eye. But I knew she was watching me as I poured my coffee. And I knew there was only one thing I could do.
"I'm moving out," I said.
Samantha sat up in surprise. "Why? I told you I'd get you your money."
"I just figured...after what happened last night."
She leaned back and took a sip of her coffee, watching me over the rim of her mug. "It's okay," she said. "Let's just forget it ever happened."
"Are you serious? After what I did to you...you can just forget about it?"
"Well, I'm not going to forget about it, but I'm not going to tell anyone what you did either...you didn't hurt me. And I need a place to live and I need a roommate. I promise I'll pay you back all of your money. Please, don't move out."
I couldn't figure Samantha out. After I'd held her down and fucked her, I thought she'd hate me, or at the least be afraid of me. But it was just the opposite. She started coming out of her room more often, was actually polite, and even watched a movie with me once. I thought she'd changed. I should have realized she hadn't.
The end of the month came and I asked her for her half of the rent and the five hundred dollars she'd promised me. I couldn't believe my ears when she told me she didn't have either!
I slammed the book I'd been reading down on the coffee table. "Are you fucking kidding me? After everything we went through last month, you have the nerve to tell me you can't pay the rent again?"
"I'm sorry! I haven't been able to find a decent job, and I can't ask my Mom for money!"
"Samantha, I can't afford to pay the whole rent! Between that and the food and the bills, I barely have enough to survive. Why would you think you could keep living here when you knew you couldn't pay the rent?"
She brushed her hair behind her ear, sat down on the couch beside me and put her hand on my thigh. "Why can't I just pay the rent like I did last month?"
I did a double take. "Are you serious? You didn't pay me any rent last month!"
"But...when I let you have sex with me...I thought that made us even."
"When you let me...you thought that was the rent?" I said, as I shoved her hand away. "That wouldn't even cover the interest on what you owe me! I don't need sex from you, I need my fucking money!"
Tears welled in Samantha's eyes and she ran to her room, embarrassed and hurt. I noticed that she'd left her door open, but there was no way I wanted a repeat of last month; I didn't want her thinking she could trade a piece of ass for the rent.
I had no choice, and paid my landlady the full amount. I wanted so badly to kick Samantha out. All I wanted was a roommate who would just pay their share of the rent on time. But I also wanted to get the money she owed me, even though I was starting to think that would never happen. I also noticed that she was not only living in my apartment for free, she was now eating my food too. I couldn't afford a charity case. I had to find a way to convince her to do whatever it took to get my money.
When she came in late from the library the next night, she quietly locked the front door and tried to sneak to her room. I paused the movie I was watching and called her into the living room.
Samantha knew I was still steaming over the money she owed me, and she tried to change the subject. Picking up the DVD case off the table, she said, "Soylent Green? I never heard of it, is it any good?"
"You wouldn't like it," I said, and took the case out of her hands.
Standing up, I pointed to the couch. "Sit down, I've got something to say to you."
She sat as instructed and looked up at me nervously. "Please, don't kick me out," she whispered.
"I need you to understand me," I said. "I want all of the money you owe me -- every cent. Not only the ten thousand dollars you already owe me, but also all of the money you're costing me now in rent and food. Our lease is up in four months, if you don't get my money by then, I'll throw you out and sue your ass off!"
Samantha nodded. "I promise, I'll get it for you."
I laughed and shook my head. "I wish I could fucking believe you, but I know I can't. So, until you pay me, you're not my roommate -- you're furniture."
"What do you mean...furniture?"
"You're furniture. This is my apartment -- all of it -- even your room and everything in it. As long as you stay here, and don't pay me the money you owe me, you're not my roommate -- you belong to me. You're going to do all the cooking, cleaning, laundry...anything I tell you to."
"What do you mean...anything?"
"Anything," I said, and started undoing my pants.
Her eyes went wide and she tried to back away from me.
"That's the deal. I get to do anything I want, or you move out and let me know where to pick up my money. So are you in," I asked, and nodded toward the front door, "or are you out?"
Samantha stared at my stiff, swollen cock, and answered by opening her mouth partway.
I stepped forward and forced her mouth fully open when I stuffed my thick shaft between her lips. She went to put her hand on my hip to slow me down and I knocked it away. I grabbed her ponytail, pulled on it to tilt her head back, and slid my cock down her throat. She gagged when I went too deep and tried to back away, but I grabbed her head and stuffed it down her throat again.
Her eyes were bugging out as I pounded my prick between her stretched lips. I didn't even let her suck me; I just fucked her mouth in the middle of the living room. I could feel her sliding her tongue along the underside of my cock as I pumped it between her lips, and if I went any deeper my balls would have been bouncing off her chin.
I was in control, not her. I made her keep her hands at her side as I held her head and abused her mouth until I was ready to come. I pulled my cock out and she gasped for air, watching my eyes as I jacked it toward her face. When I blew my load, cum shot all over her chin and neck and down her front and onto the couch.
"Hey!" she said. "You got cum all over my shirt!"
"You mean my shirt. Until you pay me, everything you own is mine. Clean this mess up," I said, and went to bed.
I lay in the dark almost wishing she'd call the cops. At least when I was in jail I'd have a new roommate. But I knew that I couldn't let her get comfortable with the current arrangement. I had to make sure she'd want to pay me back as soon as possible, as I needed the money if I was going to be able to keep going to college next term. After forcing her to suck me off, I was sure she'd be speed dialing her mom and begging her for the money.



But when I woke up the next morning, everything appeared to be back to normal. After checking the living room, and seeing she'd cleaned up all the cum, I went to her bedroom, but she wasn't in there. Her shirt was tossed on the floor and, when I picked it up, I saw it was covered in dried cum. And then I heard the shower start.
She was startled when I jerked the shower curtain open and stepped into the tub behind her, completely naked.
"Wh -- what do you want?"
"I want to use my shower."
"But, I'm already using it."
"Like I told you last night, this is my shower. You're furniture, if you want to use my shower, you can use it when I'm in it. But you better be fast, because I don't take half hour showers like you do."
Samantha hurriedly shampooed her long, blonde hair as I stood behind her. I watched the hot water run down her sleek back and through the crack of her perfectly curved ass. My cock was getting erect, and she jumped when I moved forward and let it brush between her legs.
I turned her around, grabbed her hand with the soap in it, and told her to wash me. She nodded and soaped my whole body, everywhere but my swollen cock. I pushed her hand down toward it and she pulled away.
"I already got you off last night," she said.
"I don't think you understand -- you're furniture now. You've got about as much say as the coffee table. Until you pay me my money, your hand, your mouth, your cunt and your ass are mine."
"If you try to stick it in my ass, I'll...I'll leave!"
"Then you'd better get my money before I'm tempted to. Because, until you do, I'll use you however I want to, and you'll get me off as many times as I tell you to. If you're not happy with that deal, you're free to get the fuck out any time you like. Now clean my cock."
Samantha nervously soaped my balls and my erection, and then moved back to let the shower wash me clean. She went to get out of the tub and I stopped her, and told her she hadn't finished. I wrapped her hand around my rock-hard shaft.
"I said clean my cock."
She finally understood and started jerking me off as I played with her firm, round tits, which were a perfect handful, and groped her ass. She gasped as I slid a finger into her wet pussy and just jerked me faster, trying to get it over with. Finally, I grunted off a stream of cum and she kept pumping me and squeezing my swollen balls until I was drained. Then I got out of the shower, without even a thank you, took her towel and went to my room.
The first week of our new arrangement Samantha avoided me as often as she could, cleaning when I wasn't around and leaving food for me as she ran out to study at the library, instead of her room. I couldn't stop her from going out, she wasn't a prisoner, but when she was at home I made sure to remind her of her place.
When I was watching football Monday night, I made her suck me off on the couch during halftime. And one morning before I went to work, right after she'd made me breakfast, I bent her over the dining room table, pushed her pants halfway down and fucked her before she could sneak away to the library.
I knew by the end of the week Samantha had accepted the situation when she came home late and I was already in bed. She didn't even wait for me to ask, she just came into my room, undressed, straddled my cock, rode me until I came, and then went to her bedroom to get some sleep.
She seemed to think that the best way to control the situation was to try to keep my balls drained. It became her morning ritual to suck me off in the shower or kneel in the tub while I fucked her from behind. And it was working.
I hadn't been so drained in my life, even when I had steady girlfriends they never made me come as often as Samantha did. I was starting to enjoy our arrangement, but that didn't change the fact that I needed my money. I knew that she needed another reminder that she still had to pay me. I didn't want her to think that her pussy and mouth was paying off her debt.
My friend Cameron often came over to play video games and watch old seventies sci-fi movies. I know he thought Samantha was smoking hot; she couldn't stand him. So I invited him over and we were hanging out in the living room when she came home from the library.
When she walked in and saw Cameron, who waved hello, she ignored him and turned to go to her bedroom. I could see she was apprehensive when I ordered her to get her ass back in the living room.
I told her we needed a couple of beers and Cameron was amazed when she actually brought them. Samantha went to leave but I stopped her.
"What do you need now?" she asked.
"Take your top off."
Cameron and Samantha both froze, neither believing what they'd just heard. She knew I often forced her to strip, but never when anyone else had been around.
She turned to go to her room.
"Where the fuck are you going?"
"Umm, to take my top off, like you told me to?"
"Take it off here, in front of us."
Knowing she had no choice, she reluctantly pulled her tight, long-sleeved shirt over her head.
Cameron had no idea what was going on, and tried to pretend he was more interested in the video game we were playing while sneaking peeks at Samantha's luscious tits, pushed up invitingly by a sexy pink bra with a little white ribbon on the front.
"Take off your bra too," I said.
Cameron's jaw dropped as he turned to look first at me and then at Samantha, who was pleading with her eyes for me not to make her do this.
"You know the deal," I said. "Or did you find a way to pay me back?"
I turned back to the video game, racking up kills on Cameron's motionless character as he sat frozen on the couch, watching Samantha unhook her bra.
As it slid off her shoulders, she brought her hands up to cover her firm, round tits.
I paused the game and looked at Cameron, who must have thought he was dreaming.
"Move your hands," I said. "Show Cameron your tits."
Samantha slowly lowered her hands and looked down, embarrassed as Cameron gawked at her gorgeous globes.
I hooked my hand through her waistband and pulled her closer. When I went to unbutton her jeans, she quickly pushed my hand away.
"Dylan, please," she whispered.
I knocked her hand away, unbuttoned her jeans and slid them to the floor.
Samantha tried not to meet Cameron's eyes, but he wasn't staring at her face; his gaze was firmly on the little triangle between her legs, barely covered by her matching pink panties.
"Dylan," he said. "Tell me the truth, I'm dreaming, right?"
I laughed. "Nope, you're wide awake, Cameron."
"Then what the hell is going on, why is Samantha letting you undress her?"
"You remember the movie Soylent Green?"
"With Charlton Heston?"
"Yeah...you remember the best part of the movie?"
"When they find out they're really eating people?"
"No, the best part -- the furniture."
Cameron nodded. "Oh yeah, the girls...the furniture. You're right, that was the best part."
"Well, Samantha and I have an arrangement. She's my furniture."
Cameron's jaw dropped. "No fucking way!"
"Yep, Samantha owes me a lot of money, and she's agreed that, until she pays, I can do anything I want with her."
I told Samantha to turn around and, when she did, I slid her panties down. I reached up and squeezed her firm butt cheek. "She's mine to do whatever I want with...isn't that right, Samantha?"
She half turned her head and nodded.
"You mean...anything?" said Cameron.
I dipped my finger between her legs and she gasped as I brushed her wet pussy. "Anything."
I ordered Samantha to sit between us on the couch. She was red with embarrassment as she crossed her legs, covered her tits with her hands and leaned against me, trying to get as far away from Cameron as she could. I smiled, knowing my plan was working; she hated being on display, and I knew she'd be trying to get my money as soon as possible.
I started to play the game again while Samantha hugged my arm, trying to hide her nakedness against me.
As she leaned over, Cameron wasn't paying attention to the game; he was looking at the curve of her beautiful ass and trying to get another glimpse between her legs. He reached out his hand and tentatively brushed his fingers along her hip toward her ass.
"Dylan," he said, as she tried to twist away from his touch, "maybe we can work out a deal? I'll help pay off her debt, and I get to use her too?"
Samantha's eyes went wide with fear and I knew things were spinning out of control. I was just trying to make her uncomfortable, I didn't mean for it to go this far.
"Uh, no thanks. Samantha has to pay off her own debt."
"Please, dude." He reached out to touch her tit and she slapped his hand away. "I'll give you five hundred bucks if you make her blow me. Hell, I'll give you two hundred if you just tell her to give me a handjob. You don't know how many nights after seeing her here I've gone home and -- "
"Cameron," I said, cutting him off before he could finish. "She's not for sale."
I told him it was time to go and, as I steered him toward the front door, he kept pleading with me and raising his offer as he tried to get one last glimpse of Samantha.
After he'd left, I went back in the living room and, as she was picking up her clothes, she thanked me.
"What are you thanking me for?" I said, as I pulled her clothes out of her hand and pushed her back down on the couch.
Samantha instinctively started to undo my belt so she could pull my pants down. "Thanks for telling him I wasn't for sale."
"I told him you weren't for sale," I said, as I stuffed my stiff prick into her mouth. "That doesn't mean I won't rent you out if you don't get my money soon."
Her eyes went wide as I pumped my pole between her lips. Her soft tongue worked my cock over while she jacked my shaft with her hand. After a few minutes of sucking, I pulled my tool out from between her wet lips and bent her over the couch.
"You can't let your friends fuck me," she moaned, as I rubbed my knob against her swollen pussy from behind. "Our deal is that only you get to fuck me."
"Our deal is that I get to do anything I want with you until you pay me my money. So you'd better get it soon, or there will be a lineup of my friends outside your door waiting to get sucked and fucked."
I rubbed the head of my cock against her sopping slit until it was wet with her pussy juice. Then I rubbed it in little circles against her tight, virgin sphincter.
"Dylan, please...not there," she said, and tried to push my cock away.
I knocked her hand back. "I told you Samantha, I can do whatever I want with your body. If you don't pay me soon, you're going to find out what it's like to get fucked in all of your holes at the same time."
I dipped my cock between her legs and rammed it inside her cunt. She moaned as I drove her against the couch and started to bang away. She reached back to place a hand on my hip to stop me from going too deep, but I grabbed both of her wrists and held them behind her back. She was helpless as I fucked her hard, my hips smacking against her pale ass.
Her cheeks were turning red from the pounding I was giving her, and she moaned as I fucked her harder and harder. I let go of her wrists and she clutched the cushions of the couch while I grabbed her shoulders and pistoned my cock in and out of her tight hole.
Samantha kept thrashing her head from side to side as I hammered her until her ponytail came loose. Her long blonde hair was splayed across the couch and she groaned, her toes curling, as I drove deeper and deeper. Finally, I felt my balls tightening.
I quickly jumped up and spun her around to face me as I jacked my cock toward her face. She had expected me to come on her tits, and was surprised when I crammed my cock between her lips. My prick was slick from being in her cunt and she licked and sucked her juices off my swollen shaft as I fed it to her.
I groaned as I filled her mouth with cum. She gagged as my hot load hit the back of her throat and tried to pull away, but I didn't let her.
"Swallow it all," I said, as I forced her to keep sucking my cock.
Samantha's eyes watered as she choked on my cum. Her mouth was stretched around my thick cock and she tried to breathe through her nose as she struggled to get it all down. When I finally slid my drained cock from between her lips, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth to show me she'd swallowed every drop.
"Go have a shower and get cleaned up," I said, as she tried to catch her breath. "And then come sleep in my bedroom, I've got to get up early for work and I want to fuck you again before I leave."
After that, I made Samantha sleep in my bed every night and the morning blowjob in the shower became the morning fuck. If she woke up first, she'd suck my cock hard and ride me like a cowgirl. If I woke up first, I'd tease her pussy until she was wet and slide my pole into her while she was still sleeping. It became a game for both of us to see how far we could get before waking each other up.
I fucked or got sucked by Samantha night and day, in every room of our apartment. But no matter how many times I used and abused her body, she didn't seem at all interested in paying off her debt. She hadn't offered me a cent since our arrangement had started, and I eventually stopped asking her. I'd learned that there were more important things in life than money. Sex with Samantha was the hottest action I'd ever had, and I was starting to worry that she'd actually pay me back and end our arrangement.
So I was taken aback when she came home one night and told me she'd found a way to get some of my money. I thought she'd taken a job as a waitress; I was shocked when I learned how she planned to earn it.
"Cameron caught up to me as I was walking home," said Samantha. "He said he'd pay you two thousand dollars if he could spend the night with me. And I know you need money for your tuition..."
I was speechless. Samantha was the sexiest and most beautiful girl I'd ever been with, and there was no way I was ever going to share her with anyone else. I knew she'd never truly been mine, but I worried about what our arrangement was doing to her, if she was so desperate to get my money that she'd sleep with Cameron.
"Forget about it," I said, "our deal's over."
Panicking, she dropped to her knees and fumbled with my belt. "I'm sorry, Dylan, I'll get you all of your money...I just need more time! Don't kick me out, you can do anything you want with me -- anything..."
I pulled her hands away and brushed a loose lock of her hair behind her ear. "Samantha, you've paid your debt. You're not furniture anymore -- you're my roommate. The money you owed me...I'd been saving that for my vacation. But these last two months with you have been the best two months of my life. I can always earn more money; this summer was priceless."
Samantha blinked, as if she didn't understand. "But...won't you kick me out? If I can't pay my rent?"
"Well, if you can come up with rent -- without sleeping with Cameron -- that would be great. But if you can't, don't worry about it, I'll make sure you always have a place to stay."
Tears of relief streamed down Samantha's face, and she went to sleep in her own bed for the first time in weeks.
The next morning it felt weird to be showering alone, and not having Samantha on her knees in front of me, fondling my balls while she sucked my cock clean. I came out of the shower only wearing a towel, and was surprised to see a strange woman sitting at our dining room table.
After I'd quickly dressed, Samantha introduced us.
"Dylan, this is my mom, Angela," she said, and excused herself while she hopped in the shower and got ready.
"Nice to finally meet you, Dylan," said Angela. She was beautiful, like her daughter, and well groomed and impeccably dressed.
"I apologize for dropping by your apartment so early, but I've been worried about Sam. I've been leaving her messages, but she hasn't returned any of them, so I flew out here this morning. Has everything been okay?"
"I guess so," I said, with a shrug. "I know there's been some...financial problems that have bothered her, but other than that, she seems fine."
"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that, I know how expensive college can be. But I'm sure that if you need to borrow money, Sam would be glad to help."
I nearly spit out my coffee. "I'm not the one having financial problems -- Samantha is!"
"What are you talking about? Sam has a six-figure trust fund her father left her."
My jaw dropped. "A trust fund? She hasn't paid rent in over nine months, and she owes me over ten thousand dollars -- she told me you guys were broke!"
Angela's eyes went wide with fear and she covered her mouth in shock. "Oh my god...it's back!
"I knew I should have come sooner, but she insisted she was better." Angela stood and looked toward the bathroom, making sure Samantha couldn't hear her. "She must have stopped taking her medication...I knew I shouldn't have let her quit therapy."
"Medication? Therapy?"
"Samantha's mentally ill, she has an anxiety disorder -- peniaphobia."
"What's that?" I said, hoping it wasn't what it sounded like.
"Peniaphobia is an abnormal fear of poverty, and for Sam...the fear can be overpowering. When she was young we were wealthy and lived in a big, beautiful house, but my husband lost it all in the dot-com crash. We were forced to sell everything and, when we moved, Sam had to leave both her school and her friends behind.
"We moved to a tiny one-room apartment and we were very poor. We knew Sam took the loss hard, but we didn't realize how hard until later. When she was nine or ten we started to notice little signs...like hoarding money...refusing to leave her bedroom...and getting very emotional anytime we spent a cent."
Angela paused, took a deep breath, and wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. "We took her to a psychiatrist, and she was diagnosed with peniaphobia.
"Before he died two years ago, my husband had recovered most of the money he'd lost. Even though he made sure we'd be taken care of financially for the rest of our lives, Sam is still terrified of returning to poverty. She has a crippling fear of being poor, and will go to irrational lengths to prevent it...hiding her money...never leaving her room...anything to keep from losing her home again."
"But...if Samantha has all this money...why would she still be afraid of being poor?"
"It's not simply to do with money, Dylan, it also has to do with highly emotional issues like survival, identity, happiness, self-worth and meaning. So many people your age worry about their future, for Sam these fears are tenfold."
As Samantha turned off the shower, Angela took my hand. "Don't worry, I'll make sure you get every cent you're owed, and Sam is going back into treatment immediately."
After the two of them left, I collapsed on the couch. I couldn't believe what a dick I'd been. Samantha's emotional outbursts and strange behavior were a cry for help. But instead of trying to find out what was wrong, or taking care of her, I fucked her in every room of our apartment, forced her to suck my cock almost daily and humiliated her by making her strip in front of my friend.
I was so blinded by my own obsession with money that I failed to see her problems. Now I realized why she'd acted so strangely when it came to her boyfriend, money and food, and why she'd got so upset every time I threatened to kick her out.
Samantha never came home, and the next day her mom phoned me to let me know that she was back in treatment and would be moving out of the apartment. And, as promised, my money was in my account the following Monday -- every cent with interest.
About a week later, the two of them showed up with a moving company to take her stuff away. While her mom talked with the movers, I pulled Samantha aside so I could talk to her alone.



"My mom said she told you about my...problem," she said. "I just wanted to say that I'm sorry for everything that happened...for stealing your money, and not paying the rent."
"Samantha, I don't care about that. I'm the one who should say sorry..."
"For what?"
"I just wanted to say I'm...I'm sorry you're moving out, you were a great roommate and I shouldn't have -- "
"What do you mean?" she interrupted. "We're still going to be roommates."
"But...I thought you were moving out?"
"I am, my Mom insisted on leasing me a luxury apartment right near the college. She's pre-paid all the rent and bills until I've graduated."
"Then how are we going to be roommates?"
"It's a big, empty apartment," she said, smiling as she reached down and squeezed my cock through my pants. "I'm going to need some furniture."
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I was driving to work when the first chords came drifting out of the car radio like a lullaby. And then Cass Elliot's haunting voice followed, singing the words I knew so well.
Stars shining bright above you
Night breezes seem to whisper, I love you
Birds singing in the sycamore tree
Dream a little dream of me
My wife never knew why the song made me cry every time I heard it, but my daughter did. And, as I listened to the beautiful melody, I thought of those long gone, like Walter, Mabel and, of course, Caroline.
Even though it was over twelve years ago, I still remember exactly where I was the first time I heard her voice. I was a twenty-year-old orderly at the Shadywood Care Home and I was leaning against the nursing station as I watched Walter try to make his daily escape.
Sara leaned over the nursing station counter and looked toward the front entrance. "I think you better grab Mr. Williams, Jason, he's almost there."
Walter Williams, who was in his late eighties, clutched the handrail to support himself as he shuffled slowly toward the front door of the care home. It usually took him the better part of half an hour to make his way from the far end of the hall to the main entrance, and now he was less than ten feet from freedom.
"Time to take him back to the starting line," I said, and headed down the hallway with his wheelchair.
As Walter heard me coming, he looked back over his shoulder and waved me away with his free hand. "No...leave me alone," he grumbled. "You can't keep me trapped in here!"
"Come on, Mr. Williams," I said, as I gently removed his hand from the handrail. "Time to get back in your wheelchair."
Walter had always been a big man. He had worked for the railway for decades and, by the time he'd retired twenty years earlier, was one of the most respected men in the company. But most of the people Walter had worked with were long gone, and he was a shadow of the man he'd once been. In his youth, he would have thrown me across the hall if I'd touched him. Now, he didn't even have the strength to push my arm away.
He pleaded with me and cursed at me as I gently but forcibly put him in his wheelchair and took him back to the end of the hall. After I'd locked the wheels and walked away, he lifted himself unsteadily to his feet, grabbed the handrail, and began his long half hour journey anew.
"I feel so sad for Walter," said Sara. "No one ever comes to visit him. Every day, he tries to leave, only to have us bring him back again."
"I don't blame him," I said. "I wish I could escape this place too."
"Shadywood isn't that bad. You haven't worked anywhere else, but some of the homes I've worked at...you wouldn't believe the smell. I like how it's clean here, and the residents are treated well."
"Maybe, but the pay sucks. I'm not even sure if its minimum wage. And Janet makes me work my ass off."
"I don't know about that," Sara teased, as she played with her necklace. "It still looks pretty good to me. But I know how you feel; I had to take a second job just to make ends meet. I'm working downtown Saturday night...maybe after I get off we can get together and do something?"
Before I could answer, she hurriedly continued. "It won't be a date or anything. I know every time I ask, you tell me you don't date people you work with. But I thought maybe we could go out sometime, you know, as friends?"
I was racking my brain for an excuse to say no, when Angie wandered up to the nursing station.
Angie, the head nurse, was a middle-aged Filipino woman with a heart of gold -- except for when it came to teasing Sara. "What are you two lovebirds whispering about?"
Sara turned red with embarrassment. "Angie! Jason and I aren't -- "
"I know, I am just kidding you Sara!" she said. "I need help moving the residents to bingo. I thought Michael was in today?"
"Janet had to lay him off," said Sara.
"Not another one," said Angie. "We are so short staffed as it is. If Janet wants to save money so badly, why doesn't she turn down this heat? It makes my poor skin so dry."
Angie took a jar of Vaseline out of her pocket and rubbed some on her cracked lips. "Bring your boyfriend, he can help us with the residents."
Sara blushed as I smiled and followed her to the elevator. She'd been working at Shadywood as a nursing aide for six months, and had a hopeless crush on me. Though cute and curvy with strawberry blonde hair, she was a year younger than me and still had some growing up to do. And she was right; I'd learned the hard way to never date anyone you worked with.
As we reached the elevator, more than a dozen residents milled aimlessly around it, some no longer remembering why they'd come downstairs in the first place.
I took one resident by his arm while Sara pushed another's wheelchair and we went to the activity room. As we neared it, we could hear someone singing in an unbelievably beautiful voice.
I turned to Sara, who was already watching me. "I thought it was bingo today? Did Janet restart the concert program?"
"No, as far as I know it's still cancelled."
We entered the room and saw her, moving through the residents as she sang, capturing them in her spell. She sang so beautifully, so confidently, that I thought she was a professional that had been hired to sing at the home. But she was dressed in a housecoat like every other resident.
I'd never seen them so quiet, they were completely fascinated as she moved amongst them singing, and touching each and every one of them with her voice. Some of the residents closed their eyes and swayed to the sound, lost in the memories the song rekindled from the embers of the past. I could see the joy on her face as she sang, and as she looked across the room and saw that I was also caught in her spell she smiled radiantly at me.
"Who is that?" I asked Sara.
"That's Mrs. Andrews, she's a new resident here."
"A resident? But she's too young. She's like...twenty years younger than anyone else."
"I know -- I think she's only sixty."
I went to get more of the residents from the elevator, but as I returned the singing stopped and there was a smattering of applause.
I looked through the door and saw Janet talking to Mrs. Andrews.
Janet was the administrator at Shadywood and, ironically, was probably the same age as Mrs. Andrews. She was a stickler for schedules and always hurried around the home with one eye on her watch. The recent budget cuts had put a lot of pressure on her, and she was struggling to maintain a semblance of order at the home.
Janet sat Mrs. Andrews down, gave her a bingo card, and signaled to the caller to start the game. Mrs. Andrews smiled back at me, shrugged her shoulders, and waited for the first number.
I didn't see her again until later that night, as I was taking the residents back upstairs after dinner. Mabel was missing, and Angie asked if I could help find her.
Mabel Gardner was a lovely woman, eighty-five years young, who always had a smile on her face. She wandered the halls of Shadywood endlessly, as she thought she was an employee there, not a resident. And if you asked her how she'd got to work that day she could tell you the bus number, which seat she'd sat in and, sometimes, the bus driver's name. I had no way of knowing if her information was accurate, as she was remembering a bus trip she'd taken sixty years earlier.
Mabel also had an amazing memory for minute details from when she was a child, including the name of the horse that she'd loved to ride around the farm she'd grown up on. But she couldn't remember the names of her family, or that they'd even existed. First she'd forgotten her grandchildren, and then her children, and now she no longer remembered her husband. Her memory had been torn away like pages from the back of a book, with only the beginning left.
She spent her days wandering aimlessly from room to room; unsure why she was here, but knowing this wasn't her home.
I went down the hallway looking into each door as residents, alone in their rooms, looked expectantly at me.
Finally, I looked into a room and spotted Mabel, picking up items on a dresser and looking at each one. I walked in and she was looking at a framed photo of a young woman in a yellow bikini.
She showed me the photo. "Is this me?"
"No, Mabel," I said, as I put the photo back on the dresser. "This isn't your room."
To my left, Mrs. Andrews was sitting on her bed. "Sorry about Mabel," I said, "she has dementia."
"I know," Mrs. Andrews said. "That's why I'm watching her. I want to know what it's like..."
Mabel had picked up another photo and I took it away from her and put it back on the dresser. "She'll take your stuff to her room and then tomorrow, when she wakes up, she'll wonder who left it there and throw it in the garbage."
Angie came into the room and took her arm. "Come on Mabel, I will take you back to your own room," she said, and led the frail old lady down the hallway.
"Sorry again, Mrs. Andrews," I said.
"Please, call me Caroline."
"Okay, my name's Jason. I heard you singing downstairs, you were amazing."
She smiled at me and brushed a lock of her short, silvery-blonde hair behind her ear. "Thank you, Jason."
"Were you, like, a professional singer or something?"
"No, I've just always loved to sing. And now, when I seem to be...forgetting so many things. It's comforting to know I can still remember the words to my favorite songs."
"You were great," I said. "The residents really enjoyed it."
"Well, I don't think the woman who asked me to stop singing liked it very much."
"That was our administrator, Janet...she's kind of OCD about her schedules. If she's got bingo planned to start at two, it better start at two."
Caroline looked around her tiny room, as if realizing for the first time how small it was. "Oh...is that all they do here, bingo?"
"We used to have people come in and do music, singing, line dancing, crafts...that sort of stuff. But Janet stopped it all. I think there's been some budget cuts, and I guess she felt we couldn't afford it."
"So...when there's no bingo, what do they do for fun?"
I shrugged. "Maybe watch an old movie?"
Caroline sighed and smiled at me. "Thanks for your help with Mabel, I'd better get some rest. I hope we can talk again some time, Jason."
"I'd love to."
* * *
About a week later, I was doing my rounds on the second floor when Pearl called me into her room.
Pearl, who was a charming seventy-eight-year-old, had loved to dance. She'd even tried to teach me to foxtrot once. But she'd been ill for some time and was completely bedridden now. After she told me her TV remote was missing, I went to Mabel's room to look for it.
Mabel was sleeping peacefully in her bed and the controller was in her wastebasket beneath a rumpled housecoat. After giving Pearl her channel changer back, I checked the housecoat and saw the name Caroline Andrews sewn into the collar.
Hoping she wasn't sleeping, I knocked lightly on her door.
When she opened it, I saw that Caroline was only wearing a thin cotton nightgown. Her short, silvery-blonde hair was messy, as if she'd been sleeping, and she quickly ran her fingers through it when she saw me standing in her doorway.
"Sorry if I woke you, but I found your housecoat in Mabel's room."
"Thank you, Jason, but I wasn't sleeping, I was just lying in the dark. Can you come in and talk for a minute or two?"
I looked down the hall to make sure Janet wasn't around. "Sure, I can talk for a minute."
I looked around her tiny room and realized there wasn't even enough room for a chair; the only place to sit was on the bed. As I watched her hang her housecoat on the bathroom door, I found it hard to comprehend how Caroline could be a resident at Shadywood. She was so much younger than the rest of them.
She walked over and sat down beside me on the bed, and I quickly stood up.
Caroline laughed. "Jason, I'm not going to attack you."
"No," I stammered, "it's just...it's just that...is this your family?"
I picked up a framed photo from the dresser and she came over and stood beside me. Leaning close, she pointed out the members of her family. "That's my late husband, Bill...my son, Will...my daughter, Julie...my grandson, Michael..."
She stopped, her finger resting on a young girl, no older than three, in the photo. I looked at Caroline and realized she was crying.
"This girl," she said, "I...I can't remember her name...but I think she's my granddaughter."
I placed the photo back on the dresser as she dried her eyes with a tissue and sat on the bed. "If I can't remember their names; how long until I don't even remember them? I'm sorry for crying...but that's the reason I admitted myself here."
I sat beside her on the bed and handed her another tissue. "You admitted yourself here? It wasn't your family that put you in here?"
"No, I admitted myself...I've got Alzheimer's disease, Jason, and its been coming on fast...too fast. I know it's only going to get worse, and I don't want to be a burden on my kids."
"But...you're too young to have Alzheimer's. Mabel has it, and she's twenty years older than you."
"You're sweet," she said, and squeezed my leg. "I have what they call early-onset Alzheimer's, and I'm not that young, I'm sixty. And you're how old, Jason? Nineteen?"
She started to stroke my leg and I jumped up. "Tw -- twenty," I stammered. "I, uh, I better get back to work now."
Caroline stood up and grabbed my hand. "One second, Jason, I wanted to know if you could do me a favor."
I was surprised at how warm her hands were, as the other residents' hands were always so cold. "What kind of favor?"
"I see all those poor people downstairs every day, sitting there looking so sad, so lonely. Their families never come to visit them.
"I was wondering if you could ask Janet if I could sing for them. It will only be a few songs, and I won't even charge," she said, and smiled warmly at me.
I told her I would, and I was just closing Caroline's door when Janet walked out of Pearl's room.
She eyed me suspiciously. "Why were you in that resident's room?"
"Oh, I was just talking to Caroline -- I mean -- Mrs. Andrews, she wanted to know if she could sing for the residents tomorrow."
"I don't know Jason...with all of these budget cuts -- "
"But she'll sing for free," I said, interrupting her.
"Let me finish. What I was going to say...was that with all of these budget cuts, we don't have the staff to properly supervise that kind of activity."
"Sara and I can do it. We're up front anyways, so it'll be no problem."
"I don't know...I want this to be a home for everyone here, and I wish they could get up when they want to, eat when they want to. But we just don't have the resources -- that's why I have to make sure everyone sticks to my schedules. I know people aren't happy that I cancelled most of the activities, but the residents' care has to be my priority."
"Can't you just let her sing once, and see how it goes?"
Janet nodded reluctantly. "Okay, but don't make me regret this."
* * *
The next afternoon, Sara and I were watching Walter attempt his daily escape when Caroline began to sing.
Sara smiled at me. "Do you want to dance?"
"Yes," I said, and waltzed past her and grabbed Mabel and danced her toward the activity room.
Sara took the arm of another resident, and all of the other lonely souls, who spent their days downstairs waiting in vain for long-gone friends, shuffled after them toward the sweet sound.
When she saw me leading Mabel through the doorway, Caroline's eyes lit up and she blew me a kiss to thank me for getting her permission to sing. But the joy in the residents' eyes as her voice took them back in time was the only thanks I needed.
They all applauded politely when Caroline finished her first song, and nodded in agreement as they told each other what a wonderful voice she had.
"This next song," said Caroline, "is for Jason."
I felt embarrassed as nearly every head in the room turned to look or smile at me, I had thought most of them didn't even know my name. I looked over at Sara and she laughed when she saw how red my face was.
Caroline sang Dream a Little Dream of Me, and she was just starting the second verse when we heard a cry from the hallway.
Sara and I raced out of the room -- we'd forgotten about Walter! He'd reached the front entrance and Janet was running out of her office toward him. He took his hand off the handrail to reach for the doors and, as they automatically slid open, he tumbled forward and hit the floor hard.
Janet was trying to help him as he moaned at her to leave him alone.
As I kneeled beside Walter and checked to see if he was injured, Janet tore into me.
"You see? You see what happens when we go off schedule? I told you we didn't have the staff to properly supervise, and now Mr. Williams is hurt!"
"He's fine," I said, and carefully lifted him off the floor and into the wheelchair Sara had run over with.
Janet was livid. "What if he'd got out the door, Jason? What if he'd walked onto the street outside? I'm sorry, but -- until we get more staff -- there will be no more concerts."
As I turned to take Walter, who was sore but unhurt, back to his room, I saw a crowd of residents watching from the doorway of the activity room.
Caroline was at the front of the crowd and, as our eyes met, she mouthed the words 'I'm sorry' to me.
After dinner, as Angie and I were making sure all of the residents were back in their rooms, I knocked on Caroline's door. I wanted to apologize for ruining the show, but no one answered. I opened the door and called, "hello?" as I walked into the room. The bedside lamp was on, but the bed was empty.
Her dresser was covered in framed photos and I noticed the one that Mabel had been looking at the other day. In the photo, a teenaged Caroline flashed a perfect smile at the camera as she sat on the edge of an old wooden speedboat, wearing only a tiny yellow bikini.
Caroline was still a beautiful woman, but in her youth she'd been stunning. Her skin was golden and tanned and her tiny top showed off her full, round breasts. As she leaned forward, I could just see the edge of a pale triangle that marked where the sun hadn't touched her delicate flesh. Her toned legs dangled off the front of the boat so that her toes just touched the water. And her long, straight, sun-kissed blonde hair beautifully framed her angelic face.
I awoke from my daydream when I heard a footstep to my right. Caroline was standing in her nighty at the dark doorway to her bathroom.
She blinked at me as if she'd just woken up.
"I knocked but no one answered," I said. "Were you in the bathroom...in the dark?"
"I'm...I'm not sure where I was." She shook her head to clear away the cobwebs as she walked over to see what I was looking at.
When she saw the photo, she smiled at me. "You're not the first boy to be captivated by that bikini."
She took the photo and stared wistfully at it. "Can you stay a bit, Jason? I'd like some company."
I checked my watch. "Umm...I guess I could stay for five minutes or so."
"That would be wonderful." She patted the bed beside her, and asked me to sit.
Handing me the photo, she leaned against my shoulder. "That was me when I was eighteen. It was the summer of 1961 and we were up at my uncle's cabin -- that speedboat was his pride and joy.
"The lake the cabin was on was so clear and so beautiful, and we'd go up there every year to water-ski and swim. I remember my mother was so proud of how I looked in my new bikini; she insisted on taking that picture.
"Anyways, I was an excellent swimmer and I knew there was a campground at the far end of the lake. Every summer I'd always try to swim all the way to the end, but I never succeeded until that year, and I was ecstatic when I finally made it. I was lying exhausted on the beach, trying to catch my breath, when a shadow fell across me. I covered my eyes to block the sunlight, and looked up and saw the cutest boy I'd ever seen."



Caroline put her hand on my leg and softly stroked it. "His name was Mark, and he was your age. In fact, he looked very much like you.
"We spent the whole day swimming together, and I thought it was the best day of my life. He had to go for dinner, but there was a small, sandy beach halfway up the lake, and we promised to meet there once the moon had risen.
"I snuck away just after twilight in my bikini and swam to our secret beach, wondering if he'd show. When I heard him swimming across the lake, and saw him walk out of the water with the moon shining on his beautiful body...I was in heaven.
"He didn't say a word. He just wrapped his arms around me and kissed me like I'd never been kissed before. My bathing suit was soaking wet, but I didn't feel it with the heat between us." As she talked, she kept stroking her hand higher and higher up my thigh, until her thumb brushed against the tip of my embarrassingly erect cock.
"I'd been kissed by boys, touched by boys, but I'd never been with a boy. I trembled when he slid his hand down the back of my bikini bottoms. And then I slid my hand down the front of his trunks."
I started when I felt her hand slide across my erection. When I didn't say anything, she rubbed it through my pants.
"Mmm...when I felt how hard he was...it felt so good. He pushed his trunks down, and when I saw him naked in the moonlight...he was wonderful. I couldn't stop touching him, stroking my hand up and down his length," she said, as she kept massaging my stiff cock.
"And then he took off my bikini, and we were both naked on our secret beach, exploring each other with our hands and mouths. I can still remember his warm breath on my breasts...his soft tongue on my nipples. We laid down on the sand and he got on top of me."
I could feel Caroline's hot breath as she softly kissed my neck while she told me her story...her hand squeezing my aching cock through my uniform. She lifted my shirt and tried to slide her hand down the front of my pants, but because of the angle she could only brush the base of my cock with her fingertips. I unfastened the button, unzipped my fly and pushed my boxers down as she pulled my cock out.
"He laid me down on the sand," she whispered, as she stroked my stiff pole up and down while I stared at her photo. "And I felt him between my legs, he was so hard...so beautiful. But I was still a virgin -- I'd never done anything like this before. So he took control. He was tender...and loving as he entered me."
Caroline jacked my cock even faster, pumping her hand up and down my swollen shaft. "Once he was completely inside me, after he'd taken my cherry, I felt wonderful. I lay beneath him on that sandy beach, as he pumped...and stroked...and then he..."
I groaned and suddenly cum erupted out of my cock and rolled down the side of her hand like hot white lava while she continued to pump my shaft.
"Yes," she said, smiling as she looked down at her cum-coated hand, "that's exactly what happened."
Embarrassed, I jumped up and grabbed a handful of tissues to clean my cock while she wiped her hand off.
"Did you want to take a shower to clean yourself up, Jason?"
"Uh, no thanks," I said, and hurriedly stuffed my still-dripping cock back into my pants, hoping it wouldn't leave a stain. "I'd better get back to work."
Angie was down the hallway, circling her dry, chapped lips with her finger as she applied a thin coat of Vaseline. Her eyes narrowed when she spotted me leaving Caroline's room.
"I was just...umm...thanking Mrs. Andrews for singing today," I said, and hurried down the hallway in the opposite direction.
Near the end of the hallway, I noticed one of the resident's doors was open. I peered inside and saw a shadowy figure lurking near the dresser. I turned on the light and saw Mabel standing there with a small gold necklace in her hands.
"Mabel, you have to go back to your own room," I whispered, as I walked in and took the necklace from her.
As I led her back into the hallway, I saw Angie talking to Janet at the far end. Angie pointed at me when she saw me, and Janet headed in my direction.
"Jason, what's that in your hand?" she said.
"A necklace," I said, handing it to her. "Mabel was wandering again, I found her in Mrs. Murphy's room and she had it in her hand."
"That's not my necklace," said Mabel.
"I know it's not, but you took it, right?"
She looked at me and I could see the confusion in her eyes as she slowly shook her head. "I didn't take that necklace, you did."
I knew how bad this looked. "Janet, I...I didn't take the necklace!"
She took it from me and put it in her pocket. "You know we've had a problem with theft lately, Jason. Angie said she saw you coming out of a room you weren't supposed to be in with a guilty look on your face. I'll make sure this necklace is returned to its proper owner, but you'd better watch yourself."
* * *
The following afternoon, I was talking to Sara at the nursing station when I saw Caroline exit the elevator. She smiled shyly at me and went into the activity room.
I followed her inside and saw her helping hand out bingo cards. I waited by the wall, and when she was finished she walked over to me.
Checking to make sure none of the residents were near enough to hear us, I whispered, "I'm sorry -- "
Caroline held up her hand to stop me. "I'm the one that should apologize," she said. "I honestly don't know what came over me last night, but I promise it won't happen again."
Her unexpected apology rattled me. "Oh...I was...I was just going to say that I'm sorry Janet won't let you sing anymore. I'd better get back to work," I said, and went to leave.
Caroline quickly grabbed my hand. "Jason, I didn't mean it like that. After what happened in my room...I couldn't stop thinking about you all night. It's been a long time since anyone made me feel the way you do. But I know we crossed a line, and I don't want to get you in trouble."
"It's okay," I whispered. "No one's going to find out."
Caroline let my hand go, and changed the subject when she saw Angie enter the room. "I'm also sorry they're not going to let me sing anymore, but at least we have bingo," she said sarcastically. "All I wanted was to bring a little sunshine into the lives of my friends here."
I looked around the dimly lit activity room. A fluorescent bulb flickered overhead as the residents hunched over their paper bingo cards, dabbers in hand, waiting for their numbers to be drawn. Waiting for the end of the game.
When I walked back into the lobby, Sara waved to me and pointed down the hallway. I was glad to see Walter was feeling better after his fall the day before; he was about ten feet away from the front door.
I grabbed his wheelchair and headed toward him as Janet stood and watched me through her office window.
Walter saw me coming and tried to shuffle faster, weakly waving me away with his arm. "No...stay away from me! Why can't I go where I want to? You can't keep me trapped in here..."
He struggled and tried to push me away as I placed him in his wheelchair, lowered the footrests and put his feet on them. He slumped in the chair, knowing he'd failed again and I'd be taking him back to the far end of the hallway. But I didn't.
I unlocked the wheels and pushed him toward the front entrance.
"Where are we going?" said Walter.
"We're escaping."
As I wheeled him outside he held up his hand to hide his eyes, which were no longer used to daylight. I heard Janet yelling after me, ordering me to bring him back, but I didn't. I took Walter down the walkway and parked his wheelchair beside a grassy stretch with a small garden near it. I sat beside him on a wooden bench and we enjoyed the sunshine.
Sara and Janet came running down the walkway but stopped when they saw us. I was leaning back with my head tilted upward, eyes closed, enjoying the warmth of the sun on my face. Walter was beside me doing exactly the same thing, except tears of joy streaked his face.
After a few minutes, I opened my eyes and saw that Sara and Janet had both gone back up the walkway.
"Well, Mr. Williams, should we head back inside now?"
He nodded, and as I wheeled him through the front door, every head was turned his way. The residents all smiled and nodded at Walter as he went past, delighted that he'd finally succeeded, had finally made his escape.
I wheeled him back toward the far end of the hall so he could start his escape again, but he stopped me.
He looked back over his shoulder, and I thought he was going to thank me. But all he asked was if he could go play some bingo. I nodded and went to turn his wheelchair, but I felt a hand on my arm.
Caroline was beside me. "I'll take Walter to bingo, Jason. Thank you."
I watched as she pushed him toward the activity room, leaning over and softly singing in his ear as she took him away.
* * *
When I came back to work after two days off, I knew I had to talk to Caroline. I hadn't been able to stop thinking about her the whole weekend. But she spent the day sitting with residents, softly singing to them and listening to their stories. She saw me and smiled at me, but I never had a chance to be alone with her.
When I'd finished my rounds that evening, I headed toward her room. I was coming down the hallway when I saw her door open, and was surprised to see Janet come out. She didn't see me as she quietly shut the door and headed in the opposite direction. And then I saw Caroline coming out of Pearl's room.
She saw me and gave me a sad smile. "Pearl's passed away," she whispered.
"When?"
"Just now."
"She died when you were in her room? What were you doing in there?"
"Pearl asked me to stay with her. She knew this was going to be her last night, and she didn't want to die alone."
"You were right beside her...while she died? Wow...I don't think I could do that. Wasn't it...scary?"
"Not at all," said Caroline. "I found it...reassuring. I didn't know Pearl that well, so I was honored when she asked me to stay with her. I sang to her a bit, and after she slipped away, holding my hand, she looked so...peaceful."
Caroline squeezed my hand and I could see tears in her eyes. "Seeing that look on her face...the tranquility...after so much pain...makes me less afraid. In fact, I think the only thing I'm afraid of is dying alone, with no one to hold my hand."
"Did...did you want me to go sit in your room with you for a bit?" I asked. "You know...so you won't be alone?"
She smiled and touched her hand to my cheek. "I don't think that's a very good idea, Jason. It sounds very...dangerous. I need to go tell Angie about Pearl, so she can get her ready and call her family. And you'd better get back to work before Janet catches you."
* * *
The next day, Angie, Sara and I watched from the nursing station as Pearl's relatives left with her belongings, while Janet was in her office, trying to calm down the angry son of a resident whose wedding ring had gone missing.
I'd seen Caroline earlier in the day, but had never found the time to talk to her. Later that evening, as I was helping residents return to their rooms, Sara pulled me aside.
"Have you seen Mrs. Andrews?" she said. "She never came down to dinner."
I took the stairs two at a time as I ran up to the second floor to check her room. I was halfway down the hallway when I heard a resident screaming at someone to get out of his room. Assuming Mabel was on one of her nightly sojourns, I went to take her back to her own room.
I was shocked when I opened the door and saw it was Caroline. She was standing by the dresser with her eyes squeezed shut and her hands over her ears as an old man screamed at her.
"I want a lock on my door, I'm sick of having my things stolen!" he yelled, as I held Caroline tightly and led her out into the hallway. She pushed away from me at first, as if she didn't know me, but as I whispered comfortingly to her I saw recognition slowly flood back into her eyes.
"Jason?" she said, " I couldn't...I couldn't remember where I was."
"Its okay, I'll take care of you," I said, and took her back to her room.
Without turning on the light, I sat her on the bed and she hugged herself against me as I stood in front of her and reassuringly stroked her hair. I could hear her sobbing in the dark.
"Can you stay for a bit? I'm scared that I'll...forget again. I don't want to be alone."
"I'm not going anywhere," I said. "Why don't you sing for a bit? That always helps you to remember."
Still holding me tight, Caroline's voice trembled as she sang.
Say nighty-night and kiss me
Just hold me tight and tell me you'll miss me
While I'm alone and blue as can be
Dream a little dream of me
When she was finished, Caroline kissed my stomach through my shirt and gently pressed her hand against the front of my pants, looking up at me when she felt my cock respond to her touch.
The curtains were open, and by the moonlight I watched her as she unbuttoned my pants and pulled the elastic of my boxers back until my stiff cock sprung free. And then she gently let go of my boxers so that they pinned my erection against my stomach; my cock was long enough that a good two inches stuck out above the waistband.
Still resting her head against my stomach while I stroked her hair, Caroline twirled her tongue around the head of my cock while rubbing the shaft through my underwear. After a few more licks, she tilted her head forward and softly sucked the tip of my cock. Her mouth was warm as she pulled my boxers back and gently bobbed up and down on my cock. I leaned my head back and moaned softly, still stroking her hair while she sucked me.
Caroline took her wet mouth off of my cock and stood up, watching me as she removed her nightgown, and the moonlight illuminated her nude body like that night, so long ago, on that secret beach.
I stripped off my uniform and our bodies melded together in the darkness as we kissed each other for the first time.
I gently lay her back on the bed and she spread her legs as I moved between them. Her body was beautiful, and I kissed her softly behind her ear and then trailed kisses down her neck and to her breasts. They had lost the fullness of youth and were no longer as high as they had once been, but in my mind she was still the girl in the photo.
She held my head against her as I gently flicked my tongue against her nipples, and then she pulled me up and I kissed her again. She sighed when she felt my hardness between her legs and moaned as I slid my length inside her.
"Oh, Jason," she whispered, "I'll never forget this. Not until the end of time."
I raised myself up and thrust into her with long, slow strokes. Her moist heat enveloped me as I drove deeper and deeper. She hooked her legs around me, closed her eyes and tilted her head back in ecstasy. When I looked at Caroline's face, I knew she was no longer at Shadywood; she was back on that beach, being made love to for the first time under the moonlight.
Our bodies were one on that tiny bed. Her hands slid across my body, savoring the firmness of youth, until they reached my hips, and she taught me how to make love to a woman. I wish I could have lasted longer, I wish I could have made that moment last forever, for both of us. But I felt control slipping away. She knew it, and kissed me hard as I flooded her with my warmth. As an orgasm shuddered through her body, she broke the kiss, but I kept kissing her, kissing the tears running down her cheeks.
As we both caught our breath, I admired her still beautiful body as the moonlight highlighted her curves. But then I realized it wasn't moonlight, but fluorescent light that bathed her body. I looked back and realized the door was open and the light was coming from the hallway. And silhouetted against the doorway was Mabel.
"You're not supposed to be in my room," she said, as she nervously wrung her hands while watching us.
I quickly jumped to my feet and pulled my uniform on as Caroline dove beneath the covers while Mabel stared at us, lost and confused.
"Mabel, you're not supposed to be in here," I whispered. "You have to go back to your room."
"You're not supposed to be in my room," she said.
I took her out in the hallway and was leading her back to her room when Janet came around the corner.
"I've been looking all over for you, Jason. Where were you?"
"I was...umm...just looking for Mabel. I found her in Caroline's room."
Her eyes narrowed as she took Mabel's arm. "I'll take her back to her own room. Go help Angie, go do your job."
I nodded and went downstairs. After all of the times I'd chased after Mabel, and tried to make her remember, I found it ironic that I was now desperately hoping she'd forget.
* * *
I wasn't scheduled to work the next day and feared the worst when Janet called and told me to come in for a meeting at 10 am. Had Mabel said something? Had Mabel finally remembered? I arrived at Shadywood ten minutes early and made my way to the second floor.
I was walking past Mabel's room when I noticed Sara was in there with Caroline. She was singing to Mabel while Sara searched her dresser.
They were both surprised when they looked up and saw me standing in the doorway.
"Jason, I thought it was your day off?" said Sara.
I walked in the room and nodded at Caroline. "Janet asked me to come in for a meeting. Why are you guys in Mabel's room?"
"We're looking for Mrs. Andrews' necklace, it's gone missing."
At that moment, Janet walked past Mabel's doorway with a middle-aged man.
Caroline stepped past me. "Will?"
Her son hugged her while Janet walked past them into the room.
"Jason, I said the meeting wasn't until ten! And why are you up here, and not waiting in my office like I told you to?"
"Jason?" said Will, as he eyeballed me. "This kid is the Jason you phoned me about?"
"Please," said Janet, as she stepped between us. "Let's go to my office."
He pushed past her and angrily stabbed a finger at my chest. "No! I trusted you to take care of my mother, and now I find out this kid's been fucking her?"
Sara's jaw dropped as Caroline gasped.
"Will," she said, as she tried to push him away. "You don't understand!"
"You're coming to live with me, Mom, you're not staying here. And you," he said, pointing at me, "I want you charged!"
I felt my life falling apart as doors popped open down the hallway and curious residents peeked their heads out to see what all the yelling was about.
"Jason, is what Mabel said true?" asked Janet. "Are you in a sexual relationship with Mrs. Andrews?"
I was overwhelmed; I couldn't speak, so Caroline answered for me. "Please, it wasn't Jason's fault...I initiated everything. And when Mabel saw him in my room, it was completely consensual."
"Thank you, Mrs. Andrews," said Janet, and turned to me.
"I wish I could excuse it because of your age, Jason, but romantic or sexual relationships between staff and residents are both unethical and unprofessional. Consider your employment at Shadywood terminated, effective immediately.
"And I should also inform you that the police will be contacting you -- "
"Why?" I blurted out. "You heard Caroline. I didn't do anything illegal, we're in love."
Everyone stared at me, not saying a word, until Will finally broke the silence. "Get dressed Mom, we're leaving."
"I'm so sorry, Jason, this is all my fault." Caroline took a step toward me, but her son intercepted her.
Sara gave me a hurt look as she went with them to help Caroline change.
I went to follow them but Janet grabbed my arm. "Jason, the police don't want to talk to you about what happened between you and Mrs. Andrews; they want to talk to you about all of the jewelry that's gone missing. You regularly disappear on your shift without explanation. And now a necklace of Mrs. Andrews has disappeared, and you were the last person seen in her room."



"I didn't steal it," I said. And then I realized who had.
"You...I saw you coming out of her room the other night. And another time I saw you sneaking out of Pearl's room. You're the one stealing the jewelry!"
Janet's mouth opened wide in shock. "I was in their rooms because I was looking for you! How dare you try to turn this around on me -- you're the thief!"
Her eyes narrowed as she stabbed her finger accusingly at my chest. "The police are coming here to arrest you in my office at ten. And when they find the jewelry you stole...I'll be pressing full charges!"
I knocked her hand away. "What do you mean when they find the jewelry...what did you do, plant it somewhere? So you could frame me?"
I pushed past her and went toward Caroline's room. Janet ran after me, grabbing my arm and telling me I couldn't go in there. We'd just reached the doorway when Sara found the missing necklace.
She had been taking out socks for Caroline to wear when the gold necklace fell out from between them.
As Sara picked it up, Caroline clapped her hand to her mouth.
"Oh my god...now I remember...I hid it from Mabel...but I forgot..."
Will held his mom as she sobbed into his shoulder. Janet pulled my sleeve and led me downstairs.
The police were waiting in her office. Even though Caroline's necklace had been found, they were still investigating the other missing pieces of jewelry. But while Janet and I pointed the finger at each other, Sara told them about Mabel.
She told them how many times she had searched through Mabel's wastebasket and found personal items that she'd taken from other residents and thrown away. Often, these items were jewelry. Sara always returned them to the rightful owners, but she suspected that many other items may have been missed and were simply thrown out by accident.
Luckily, the police accepted this explanation as the most plausible, and no charges were pressed against me. But my career as an orderly at Shadywood was over, and when Janet escorted me off the premises, Sara and Angie sadly waved goodbye from the nursing station.
* * *
I tried to forget about Shadywood, I knew it was in the past now, but I couldn't stop thinking of Caroline. I wasn't sure if her son had taken her to live with him or if she was still at the care home. But I had to find out, and a week later I snuck back in to see her.
Janet's office was empty and Sara was at the nursing station. "Jason, what are you doing here?"
"Mrs. Andrews...is she still here?"
Sara nodded.
"I just need to see her. I want to apologize and say goodbye."
"You'll get in so much trouble if you're discovered. The police are still investigating the missing jewelry. Janet wont give up, she still thinks you stole it."
"You know I didn't. Please, it will just take a few minutes."
Sara nodded and reluctantly let me pass.
I cautiously made my way up to the second floor, keeping an eye open for Janet. Caroline was shocked when I entered her room and hugged me tightly. "Oh, Jason, I'm so sorry for everything that happened."
"It's okay," I said, as I kissed her. "Caroline, I want to take you away from here."
"Take me away...what are you talking about?"
"This place isn't right for you. Come live with me, I can take care of you."
"Jason, you know I'm sick. I couldn't live with my own family, how could I live with you?"
"It's different with me, I'm an orderly, I know how to care for you."
"Jason, you know it's not the same."
"Caroline, I love you. Please let me try -- "
She put her fingers to my lips to shush me. "Jason, after what happened between us...my son took me to see my doctor. You and I both know my Alzheimer's is getting worse, and my doctor told me that one of the symptoms is hypersexuality. I hadn't been with anyone since my husband died, and I've never been as aggressive as I was with you. I love you Jason, but what happened between us the other night...that's not me."
I grabbed her hands and kissed them. "It doesn't matter, it's not about sex. I just want to take care of you."
"Jason, you're sweet, but that's why I admitted myself to Shadywood, because I didn't want to be a burden to my family, and I don't want to be a burden to you. I'm happy here, because I know coming here was my decision, no one else's.
"And even if I didn't have this terrible disease, there's too many years between us. I want you to be happy. I want you to get married to a beautiful wife, to have kids, and to spend many happy years with them. I have too few left."
"Caroline, I don't care," I said. "I want to spend those years with you."
"Please, Jason...just go...don't make me have to forget about you, too," she said, and burst into tears.
I held her tight and gently kissed the tears away. "I'll never forget you, Caroline."
"I hope not. I'm terrified, knowing I'm going to forget everyone I've ever loved, but the only thing that makes it bearable is knowing that they won't forget me."
As we parted, I made one final request. "Before I leave...can you sing for me one last time?"
She smiled and sang our song.
Stars fading but I linger on, dear
Still craving your kiss
I'm longing to linger till dawn, dear
Just saying this...
When she finished the song, she kissed me tenderly.
"Before you go, you should say goodbye to Walter. He hasn't been doing well. I know he's a grumpy old man, but he misses you. You were the only one who ever listened to him."
I wiped a tear from my eye and nodded, and went down the hall to Walter's room. I opened the door and Angie was in there adjusting his pillow.
"Jason! You are not allowed to be in the building."
"I just wanted to say goodbye to Mr. Williams."
"No, you must leave!"
"I just want to say goodbye."
"I'm going to get Janet," she said, and hurried out of the room.
Walter was asleep and breathing shallowly as I sat at his bedside. "Mr. Williams...Walter?"
Walter woke up grumbling, and was surprised to see me.
"Oh, it's you, are you back?"
"No, I just wanted to say goodbye. And let you know I'll miss chasing you down the hallway."
He harrumphed and turned away, but as I got up to leave, he held out his hand for me to shake it. "Thank you, Jason...for everything."
As I shook his hand, I felt something wet on my palm. I touched it with my finger and realized it was Vaseline.
"My ring," he said, looking at his hand. "Where's my ring?"
Just then, Janet burst into the room with Angie and Sara.
"Jason, I've called the police," said Janet.
"Good, because I know who the thief is -- Angie stole Walter's ring!"
Angie backed away and put her hand to her pocket. "He is lying, he is the thief!"
"Angie...empty your pocket," said Janet.
When she hesitated, Janet quickly grabbed her, reached in her pocket, and drew forth Walter's Vaseline-covered ring.
When the police arrived, Angie was arrested and charged with the theft of the missing jewelry. When they searched her house, they found a treasure trove of items that she'd stolen from residents of Shadywood over the years. Many of these residents were departed, but their families were overjoyed at having their long-gone loved ones' possessions returned.
Janet thanked me for my help in catching Angie, and apologized for accusing me of the thefts, but stopped short of offering me my job back.
I went to college instead and furthered my education. In time, I forgot about Shadywood, but I never forgot about Caroline.
While at college I met my wife, and we married and had a daughter, Emily, a few years later. After completing my bachelor's degree, I found a great job and moved on with my life, until the day I heard a knock at the door.
As soon as I saw her face I knew who she was, I remembered her from the photograph.
"Hi, Jason?" she said. "My name's Julie. I think you knew my mother, Caroline Andrews?"
I couldn't stop staring; she looked so much like her mother. "Yes," I said, as my daughter hugged my leg, checking to see who was at the door. "I remember Caroline."
"My mom's...not doing well," she said, as she smiled down at Emily. "My brother will kill me if he finds out I came to see you. But my mom...my mom told me all about you...and her. And I just wanted to know if you wanted to see her...before she's gone."
"I'd love to, can I bring my daughter with me?"
Emily and I went with Julie in her car. As she drove, she explained that Caroline had been moved from Shadywood a few years ago to a specialized memory care facility for people in the final stages of Alzheimer's.
"Just to warn you," she said. "My mother probably won't recognize you. I don't think she even knows who I am. You can talk to her, but don't be disappointed if she doesn't answer, she rarely talks anymore."
I held Emily's hand as we followed Julie to her mother's room. When I saw Caroline I almost didn't recognize her. Her beautiful silvery blonde hair had been shorn short and was now completely gray. She'd aged dramatically in the last seven years.
"Hi, Mom," said Julie, as she held Caroline's hand. "I've brought someone to see you."
My daughter and I moved to the edge of her bed, but Caroline didn't respond. She just stared straight ahead and clutched a small doll they'd given her.
"Did you want to talk to her?" said Julie.
I nodded, and she went to leave the room to give us privacy.
"Please, stay," I said, and Julie sat in a chair and smiled sadly at me.
Emily went to one side of the bed and held Caroline's hand. "I like your doll, what's her name?"
But Caroline didn't answer.
I took her other hand and sat on the edge of the bed. "Hi Caroline, it's me, Jason. This is my daughter, Emily. I've told her so much about you, and she wanted to finally meet you. I told her what a beautiful singer you are, and I told her how much you taught me. It's so good to see you again."
But Caroline didn't answer; she just held my hand and stared straight ahead.
So I leaned close and sang our song. And as I sang, Emily joined in. She knew the words by heart; I had sung it to her every night when she was young, as a lullaby.
As we sang, Caroline's head turned slightly toward Emily and her eyes moved as she watched her sing. And on the last verse, her lips parted and she joined in. And Julie cried as she heard her mother's beautiful voice for the last time.
Sweet dreams till sunbeams find you
Sweet dreams that leave all worries behind you
But in your dreams whatever they be
Dream a little dream of me
A few weeks later, Julie phoned and told me that the nurses didn't think Caroline would last through the night. Her brother had moved to another city, and couldn't find a flight that would get him there until the next day. So Julie asked me if I would sit with her and her mother. And I did as Caroline wished, and held her hand as she slipped away.
I never went to the funeral, out of respect for her son, Will, but Julie told me they played Dream a Little Dream of Me.
As I pulled my car into the parking lot at work and switched off the radio, I realized five years had passed since Caroline died. I picked up my briefcase, with the care plans I had been reviewing inside, and went in the front entrance. I walked past the door marked Administrator, with my name underneath, and went to the far end of the hall. I stepped through the sliding doors onto the new patio where Sara was wheeling residents out into the sunshine. They were all waiting as a young girl tuned her guitar, getting ready to play Shadywood's first concert of the week.
Sara smiled when she saw me and said, "You're just in time, Jason, she's about to sing your favorite song."
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The BMW chirped as Jessica pushed a button on the key fob and locked it. Her high heels echoed through the garage as she walked past her father's other two cars, an Audi and a Mercedes, and entered the spacious house.
She crossed the marble floors and wondered where everyone was; the house was unusually quiet. "Hello?" she called, as she made her way up the main staircase toward the bedrooms.
Jessica looked down the carpeted hallway toward her father's bedroom and noticed a flickering light, like candlelight, coming from within.
"Dad?" she called, as she cautiously walked toward the room.
She looked through the doorway and was startled to see his Asian maid, Anna May, and a beautiful blonde-haired woman facedown on the bed. Both of them were naked, gagged and bound, with their ankles and wrists tied together behind their backs.
Jessica dropped her bags and ran over to untie them. "Oh my god," she whispered, "who did this to you?"
Their eyes were both wide open in fear as they struggled and tried to warn her through their ball gags.
As a chill crept down her spine, Jessica realized what they were trying to tell her -- the intruder was still in the house! She spun around and her blood ran cold as she saw a silhouette, standing in the shadows on the far side of the room.
"Dad?" she whispered.
The stranger, a tall, muscular man, completely naked except for a leather mask, stepped toward the candlelight. Jessica first noticed the whip in his hand, and then saw the huge, throbbing weapon between his legs.
"Dad!" she screamed.
Leaving the two women bound on the bed, she kicked off her high heels, ran from the bedroom and raced down the stairs. She was fumbling in her purse for her cell phone to call 911 when she stumbled and fell at the bottom of the stairs, her phone skidding across the marble floor.
Jessica's father, dressed in an expensive suit and tie, bent down and picked up her phone.
"Dad, call 911!" she said. "There's a rapist upstairs, and he's got Anna May -- "
"Jess...calm down. No one's being raped."
"Calm down? We need to -- " She froze when she saw it in his hand -- a leather mask, identical to the one she'd seen on the man upstairs. Her father was part of this!
Jessica scrambled to her feet to get away, but the man in the mask had followed her and he grabbed her from behind.
"Let me go!" she screamed. He clamped his hand over her mouth, and held her tight as she fought to get free.
Her father stood in front of her and pleaded with her to calm down, but Jessica kept struggling to scream as she tried to twist loose from the man's iron grip.
Sighing, he told the man in the mask: "Take her to the room of confinement."
Jessica's eyes went wide with fear as she was carried, kicking and screaming, downstairs.
Her father had told her these rooms were off limits, but she saw that both doors were now open. She was dragged into one -- a carpeted octagonal chamber -- and when she looked up she saw a menacing metal hook in the ceiling.
"No, please!" she said, as the man in the mask closed the door and locked it from the outside. She pounded on the door and screamed for her father, but she knew it was no use -- she was a prisoner.
As Jessica slumped against the door, she could still hear her mother's warning:
"Jess, I know things haven't been going well at school, or with Jason, but you need to be strong and face your problems, not run away...don't go to your father's house. You were so young when he left us, you barely know him. You've always had this idealized image of him, but he isn't the man you think he is. That's why I've never allowed you to visit him; he's got secrets, dark secrets. I know you think, now that you're twenty, that you can do what you want. But you need to listen to me: stay here, finish school...forget about your father."
But Jessica didn't have a choice -- she had to leave. She didn't think her boyfriend loved her anymore, she wanted to quit school and she couldn't handle the pressure her mother put on her. She had to run away. She had to escape.
But now she was a prisoner again, and she closed her eyes and cried herself to sleep in the dungeon.
* * *
A few hours later, Jessica woke when she heard the door unlock. She crawled backwards and pressed herself against the far wall as the door opened, but was relieved to see it was Anna May, untied and dressed in her maid uniform.
Jessica jumped to her feet. "Anna May," she whispered, "we have to escape!"
"Jessica," Anna May said, as she took her hands and squeezed them. "Relax, he will explain everything."
Jessica looked over Anna May's shoulder as her father entered the room.
"Anna May, you can let her go," he said. "I'm sorry I had to lock you in here, Jessica, but you were panicking; I couldn't take the chance that you'd call the police and, misinterpreting what you saw upstairs, put anyone at risk."
"I know what I saw," she said, as she angled toward the open door. "You had them tied up so you and that...that freak could take turns raping them!"
"No one was being raped," said her father.
"Yeah, right. Then why were they tied up naked? Why did you have masks?"
"It was bondage play, honey -- they're slaves."
"Oh my god...slaves? You're keeping them prisoner here?"
"Not that type of slave, they're free to come and go as they please. Let me show you what I mean." He turned to Anna May and, when he signaled with his hand, she gracefully knelt beside him.
"Do you see how she submits to me? When I say slave I don't mean she's my property, I mean that she's willingly given herself completely to my control."
"Why would anyone do that? Why would anyone let you hurt them?"
"Jessica," Anna May interrupted, "your father is my Master. He would never hurt me; he loves me and takes care of me."
She lifted her chin so Jessica could see her silver choker. The character engraved on it matched the symbol on her father's cufflinks. "This necklace symbolizes my devotion to your father."
"But...why were you and the other woman naked? Are you some kind of sex slaves?"
"Jessica," said her father. "It's a little awkward to explain, but I want to be completely honest with you. We do have sex -- all of us -- but Anna May isn't a sex slave. If I ever tried to force her do something she didn't want to, she could stop me with a single word."
"I would never say the word, Master. Never," Anna May interrupted.
He looked down at her. "Slave Anna May, twice now you have spoken without my permission."
Anna May's shoulders slumped as she dropped her head and looked down at the floor.
"You will be disciplined later, return to your duties."
"You don't even let her talk?" Jessica said, as Anna May left and went upstairs.
"Our relationship has rules; she expects me to follow them and I demand the same from her. I'm not trying to punish her, I'm trying to make her better, stronger."
"Stronger? If she was strong she wouldn't be a slave."
"Jessica, relying on others doesn't mean we're weak, it means we're human," he said.
"You know what, it's really late and I know you're confused and probably angry with me. And you're right to feel that way, what happened tonight was one hundred percent my fault. Once I knew you were coming to stay with me, I should have made other arrangements so what happened tonight could have been avoided.
"But I just want to let you know how happy it's made me to finally be able to spend some time with you. When you phoned me out of the blue, I assumed you needed more money. I never expected you to ask if you could come stay with me.
"I know we don't know each other as well as I'd like. When you were younger, I'd fly up to visit you every time you called, assuming your mother would allow it, but you haven't asked to see me in years. Please believe me when I tell you that I love you, and would never do anything to harm you. As long as you're under my roof, I'll always keep you safe.
"But if I've blown it," he said, as he handed her back her cell phone, "I completely understand why. And if you want to leave, I'll buy you a ticket on the first plane home."
After she returned to her room, Jessica felt like she was trapped in a nightmare. She'd fled to her father's because her life was spinning out of control, and she didn't know where else to turn. But now she wanted to escape again, and there was nowhere left to run to. Whether she liked it or not, she was stuck here.
* * *
When Jessica came down for breakfast the next morning, she let her father know she was staying.
"I'm glad," he said, smiling at her. "And I wanted to apologize again for last night. I didn't think you were going to be home until later. This is your home too, Jessica, and it was unfair of me to put you in a situation that made you uncomfortable.
"But that being said, I also can't let your presence make us uncomfortable either. I won't act differently because you're here. So, unless you want to watch Anna May get punished, you may want to go eat your breakfast in the living room."
Jessica froze with a piece of fruit halfway to her mouth. "What?"
"Anna May spoke last night without my permission, and now she will be disciplined."
Jessica watched as her father calmly took off his leather belt and folded it in half. At his signal, Anna May bent over his lap ready to be spanked. He pulled her skirt up; she wasn't wearing any panties.
Jessica's father looked up at her, waiting to see if she was staying or leaving. When she didn't move from her chair, he lifted the belt high in the air, watching his daughter's eyes; she jumped as he cracked his belt across Anna May's ass.
Jessica pulled her knees to her chest and held them tightly, as he cracked his belt a second, third and fourth time; Anna May's ass cheeks had turned crimson red.
"Have you been punished enough, slave Anna May?" he asked.
"No, Master," she said, and he cracked his belt down a fifth time.
Jessica saw tears on Anna May's cheeks, but her eyes weren't sad -- they were excited.
Her father drew the belt back for a sixth swing, but stopped. "You've been punished enough, get back to your duties."
Anna May stood up, disappointed that her punishment had been so brief, and rubbed her sore bum as she went back to cleaning the breakfast dishes.
"Slave Anna May," he said, as he put his belt back on and grabbed his dark gray Canali jacket.
She turned around and, at his command, kneeled beside him once more.
"You've been very good," he said, and took a pomegranate out of his jacket pocket and handed it to her.
Anna May looked at it in wonder, clutched it to her breast and, crying harder than she had when she'd been spanked, whispered, "Thank you, Master!"
* * *
Later that afternoon, Jessica was in her room checking her ex-boyfriend's status on Facebook when Anna May came in to drop off her laundry.
"Anna May, can I ask you a question? Do you like being a slave? And being punished?"
"I like being devoted to my Master, and doing everything I can to make him happy."
"Umm, okay. But isn't it kind of crazy to escape China just to be made a slave here?"
Anna May laughed. "I did not 'escape' China -- I'm from Indonesia."
"Oh my god, I'm an idiot," Jessica said, in the way of an apology. "I shouldn't have assumed you were Chinese."
"It's okay, I'm Chinese Indonesian. My ancestors came from China to Indonesia, which is the most beautiful place in the world, about a hundred years ago. But the native Indonesians -- not all of them, some of them -- hated us, the Chinese. They attacked us...they raped some of us...they beat my father, and they burned my parents' store.
"They sent me to America so I'd be safe, so I'd have a better life. And it was better, at first. But then I realized I'd escaped the violence, but not the racism. And I missed my family so much. My parents couldn't come here, they weren't allowed. I felt lost...lonely...I had no one to talk to, no one to help me. I wanted to go home, even though my parents begged me not to, but then I met your father. He gave me a home. He guided me, protected me, made me stronger...he taught me not to be afraid, and showed me that there are people who can love, not hate."
"By making you his slave?"
"Your father didn't make me his slave -- I asked to be his slave. And when he agreed, he set me free. I hope you can understand, Jessica," she said, as she left to continue the laundry.
"I wish someone would set me free," Jessica thought, as she saw a new text message from her mom on her cell phone.
"Hi honey," the message read, "just wondering why u haven't texted me yet today, like I asked u to? Is something wrong? Is everything okay there? I wish u would come home soon. I saw Jason at the mall and he said he misses u."
"Yeah, right," Jessica thought, as she texted her mom back that she was fine and wanted to stay a few more weeks.
Jason was her ex-boyfriend or boyfriend -- she wasn't sure. She'd met him after high school, and they'd just finished their first year of college when he dumped her. She didn't have to ask why, he was more than happy to tell her: she was fat, she was boring, she sucked (in the wrong way) at sex, etc.
Her friend Sophie obviously gave a better blowjob as he was going out with her by the next day. Jessica begged him to take her back, promising she'd change, but he wouldn't answer any of her texts. She desperately tried to lose weight, even though her friends insisted that 135 lbs wasn't fat for her height. But Jason completely ignored her, and soon all of their mutual friends shunned her too.
So she was surprised a month later when he started sending her texts late at night, telling her how much he missed her. He said that he was still with Sophie, but wondered if he'd made a mistake.
Jason asked her to come over -- Sophie was out of town -- and Jessica foolishly agreed. He fucked her in his bed and, as soon as he was finished, told her she had to leave. She didn't hear from him until a week later when he called to let her know he'd found the panties she'd hidden on Sophie's side of the bed, and told her 'nice try'.
Jessica would pass the two of them in the corridors at college, and see them whispering and laughing at her. Humiliated, she assumed Jason had made his choice. That was why she was so confused when he texted her a few days after and asked if they could talk.
He picked her up a half hour later and drove her to the park, but there wasn't much talking. He asked her for a blowjob and, thinking if he still wanted her for sex she still had a chance, Jessica was soon sucking him off. These 'dates' in the park became a weekly ritual for the two of them, as long as Sophie had a class that night.
Jessica had fooled herself into thinking that Jason was taking her to the park because he still loved her. But he popped that bubble the last time he'd dropped her off, when he warned her that, if she didn't get better at blowjobs, he wouldn't be coming by anymore.
And apparently it wasn't just sex she was getting bad grades in -- she was failing all her classes at school too. In their first year of college, Jason has insisted she sign up for all the same courses as him so they could be together all the time. Now that he'd dumped her, every class was a painful reminder of it. She couldn't focus on the lectures when he and Sophie were sitting only six seats away, snickering every time they'd catch her looking at them.
Jessica finally quit going to classes, and knew she was going to fail. But she didn't care; she planned on dropping out anyways. That was why she'd come to her father's, so she could figure out how to tell her mom that she was quitting school.
But she still hadn't worked up the nerve to do it and, as her phone beeped with yet another message from her mom, she pulled her pillow over her face, and wished she could move to another country like Anna May.
* * *
Later that evening, Jessica was in her room shopping online while listening to tunes on her iPod. She saw headlights out the window and watched as her father's car pulled up. He got out of the car and a beautiful blonde -- the one who'd been tied up on the bed the night before -- followed him inside.
Jessica went out on the second floor landing and watched from the railing as her father walked in. She was surprised to see Anna May kneeling, with her toes touching, eyes lowered, and hands on thighs palms up as she waited for him. She was dressed in leather panties with black silk stockings and matching corset. He gave a signal and the blonde, dressed in a blouse and skirt and with her hair tied up, went downstairs while Anna May followed her father to the kitchen.
Soon, Jessica watched unobserved as her father went downstairs, leading Anna May by a silver chain attached to a large ring on the front of her leather panties. After a while, Jessica wandered downstairs, and she could see the door opposite the room she'd been held prisoner in was open.
She peeked through the door and saw that her father had taken his business jacket off and rolled his sleeves up. The blonde woman, who he called Cassandra, was on her knees beside Anna May wearing a nearly identical outfit, except her stockings, panties and corset were white. Jessica was envious of their beautiful bodies, and hid by the doorway as her eyes drank in every curve. Both of them had long, silky, straight hair, and she watched as Anna May swept her hair up and waited while her father put a silver collar around her neck.
Jessica ducked back as he signaled for the blonde to get to her feet, and led her toward the door. She hid at the end of the hall and watched as he took Cassandra across to the same room she'd been imprisoned in the night before -- the room of confinement. After a few minutes, he returned to the dungeon.
Jessica peeked inside and saw her father watching Anna May undress. Once she was naked, he tied her face down on a table, tying her wrists and ankles to each corner.
Leaving the two of them, Jessica peeked into the room across the hall and was shocked to see Cassandra bound naked and blindfolded. She had a three foot long steel bar tied to her ankles, forcing her legs apart. Another rope bound her arms together just above her elbows, while a third rope went from her wrists to the hook on the ceiling, lifting her arms behind her and into the air, forcing her forward.
Jessica tiptoed into the room and crept around Cassandra. Her long, beautiful legs were spread so wide. As Jessica's eyes drifted up her taut thighs and lingered between them, she noticed her pussy was clean-shaven, and she wondered if she was as excited by being bound as Anna May had been at being spanked this morning. Jessica's gaze wandered over Cassandra's high, firm, round breasts and she saw her tiny pink nipples were fully erect. As she kept walking around her, she eyed her perfect butt, bent over so enticingly. Jessica stopped to admire it, wishing she had an ass like that. She reached out, wanting to touch the ropes that bound her, when Cassandra spoke.
"Master? Is that you?"
Jessica froze and held her breath.
"Who's there?" Cassandra asked, and shook her head trying to remove her blindfold. "Master!" she cried.
Jessica ran out of the room as quietly as she could. She heard her father's footsteps coming toward her, and she quickly ducked into the bathroom down the hall just as he ran across to the room of confinement.
She heard her father trying to calm Cassandra, who insisted someone had been in the room with her. He untied her and took her back to the dungeon.
Jessica waited a few minutes before leaving her place of hiding. She crept back down the hall and peeked around the corner to see if anyone would notice her passing by the door.
Inside the dungeon, she saw Cassandra kneeling in a corner facing the wall while Anna May was still tied to the table. Her father was standing in front of her with his fist in her hair, tilting her head back until her mouth opened while he slowly unzipped his pants.



Jessica quickly closed her eyes and ducked back, before tiptoeing past the doorway and heading back to her bedroom. She lay down on her bed but couldn't fall asleep. She couldn't stop thinking about those blue nylon ropes binding Cassandra, beautiful Cassandra, and wondering what it felt like to be so helpless. And she thought about Anna May, bent over with her ass cheeks red from being whipped. And the look of ecstasy in her eyes every time her Master's belt struck her.
* * *
The next night, after her father had come home, Jessica watched from the second floor landing as Anna May kneeled while waiting for him. But tonight she was still dressed in the maid uniform she'd worn all day, not the sexy slave outfit from the night before. Her father talked quietly to her for a bit and then gave her a signal. Anna May nodded as she stood, and then went to the living room while he went down to the dungeon.
Jessica snuck downstairs again, but tonight both doors were closed. She pressed her ear against the door to the dungeon and heard the crack of a whip, and a man grunting in pain. Was that her dad?
She jumped when Anna May grabbed her arm.
"You mustn't be down here," she whispered. "Your father will be very angry if he catches you. Cassandra said last night someone was in the room with her, that was you wasn't it?"
"I just wanted to make sure he wasn't...hurting anyone."
Anna May took her upstairs, away from the dungeon. "You must respect the boundaries your father has set. If you are not a part of our world, you can never understand how it makes us feel."
"It's just that...when I listened at the door...it sounded like he was in there with a man?"
Anna May paused before answering. "Yes, the Whip is with him."
"I know, I heard. But who is he whipping?"
"No, the Whip is not an object; the Whip is a man. It was him that you saw with Cassandra and I in the bedroom the other night. Your father is his master."
"Oh my god, Dad's gay?"
"No, I did not say that."
"But I thought this guy, Whip, is another one of his sex slaves?"
"The Whip is not a slave. I am your father's only slave, and I am not a sex slave. Both the Whip and Cassandra are only submissives. Your father is the master of all of us, but while I am his slave twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, they only submit to him under this roof. He has no control of them outside of these walls."
"But the Whip is in there now. And I saw you last night, I saw what my father was making you do after he tied you to the table."
"Dominating someone can -- but doesn't always -- involve sex; some slaves have different needs. Last night your father was giving me what he knew I needed. Tonight he is giving the Whip what he needs -- punishment."
Jessica went to her bed but, for a second straight night, couldn't sleep. She was thinking of Cassandra again. She closed her eyes and imagined her bent over in the room of confinement, her long blonde hair hanging straight down, her nipples erect. And Jessica wondered if Cassandra needed pleasure or punishment.
* * *
Jessica came down the next morning for breakfast, and Anna May handed her a bowl of fresh fruit she had cut up for her.
"Anna May told me you were listening at the door last night," said her father, as he looked at her over his newspaper.
"I'm sorry, Dad. I was just curious."
"I know. But the dungeon isn't only mine; it belongs to the others too. It's meant to be a safe place for them, and I won't let you violate that trust."
"You're right...I'm sorry."
"In the future, you are not allowed downstairs -- it's off limits. But I've instructed Anna May to show you the dungeon today, while I'm at work. Hopefully, that will quench your curiosity."
An hour later, Anna May led Jessica down to the dungeon, which had been left unlocked. She wandered around the room picking up and examining different items as Anna May watched. She was surprised at how soft the ropes were, how supple the leather was. She brushed it against her cheek and blushed when she realized Anna May was watching her. She examined the cuffs, harnesses and restraints, and stopped at a large metal x-frame bolted to the far wall.
"What's this?"
"That is a Saint Andrew's cross."
"What does it do?"
"Do you want me to show you?"
Jessica leaned with her back against the cross, as instructed, while Anna May secured the cuffs at her ankles and wrists.
She struggled to get free and was surprised at how tightly it held her. "Okay, let me out now."
Anna May smiled wickedly at her as she examined a table covered in whips, floggers and paddles. She picked up a red and black flogger and lightly whipped the leather tails against her palm while watching Jessica.
"You can untie me now," she said, trying to get free as Anna May approached her with the flogger.
"But I haven't shown you how we use the cross yet."
"Please, just let me go," Jessica said, as she fought to pull her hands free from the cuffs.
"If you really want me to untie you, just say, 'Please set me free, Mistress Anna May', and I will."
Jessica didn't say a word, but her heart raced as Anna May moved uncomfortably close.
She gasped as Anna May slid the leather handle down the inside of her thighs, and took a sharp breath when it came back up and brushed against her pussy through her yoga pants. Closing her eyes, she bit her lip as Anna May slowly slid her hands below her top.
Jessica wished she'd worn a bra as Anna May pushed her long-sleeve tee up until the underside of her firm breasts showed, nearly exposing her rock hard nipples.
"You have a beautiful body," Anna May whispered, brushing her fingers across her nipples through the thin cotton fabric.
Jessica closed her eyes and fought to get free, wishing she could push her top down. She hated people seeing her stomach.
Anna May lightly brushed the flogger across Jessica's abdomen and then dragged the supple, leather tails back and forth over her breasts.
She could see the nervous anticipation in Jessica's eyes as she watched her. Flogger at her side, Anna May waited to see if she'd say the words, waited for that look in her eye. When she saw it, she lightly flicked the tails of the flogger across the soft skin of her belly.
Jessica tensed at the soft blow, and was surprised to feel a tingle of pleasure -- not pain.
Anna May continued to gently flog Jessica, back and forth, watching her face grow flush with excitement with each blow. Stepping close, she dropped the flogger and placed her hand on the inside of Jessica's spread thigh, slowly sliding her fingers upward, sensing the heat between her legs.
Pressing her soft lips against Jessica's ears as her fingers brushed against her pussy, she whispered, "Now I'm going to show you my favorite way to use the cross."
Jessica couldn't take any more. "Please, Mistress Anna May," she whispered, "let me go."
Anna May immediately stopped and undid Jessica's restraints. She was light-headed as she stepped away from the Saint Andrew's cross.
"I am sorry if I scared you, Jessica," Anna May said. "I just wanted to give you a taste of what happens in here. A taste of domination."
"Yeah, no problem, it was great, thanks," she said, and ran up to her room and closed her door, leaning against it with her heart and mind racing. She slid her hand down her pants; her panties were soaked.
Jessica stayed in her room when her father came home, and she heard him talking to Cassandra in the foyer. When they went down to the dungeon, Jessica desperately wanted to follow and find out what her father was doing to her. But she stayed in her room as instructed, with her ear against the floor straining to see if she could hear them in the dungeon, but all she heard was silence.
Eventually, she heard them coming back up the stairs and they walked past her room as they made their way to her father's bedroom. She quietly opened her door and tiptoed down the hallway, he'd only instructed her not to go to the dungeon. Standing outside the bedroom, she could hear both Anna May and Cassandra softly moaning and sighing. The door to her father's bedroom had glass sidelights, and in the reflection she could see the two women locked together in a sixty-nine position while her father watched and drank scotch from a crystal tumbler.
Anna May was on her back, and had her hands wrapped around Cassandra's soft thighs as her tongue teased her tiny pink clit. Jessica had a perfect view of her beautiful pussy, but only watched for a few minutes before she crept back to her room, lay on her bed and slowly slid her hand into her panties.
* * *
The next morning, Jessica watched from the second-floor landing as her father left with Cassandra -- a pomegranate in her hand. She crept downstairs and went to the dungeon, but was frustrated when she found it was locked.
"Anna May, can I ask you a question?" Jessica said, as she walked into the kitchen. "If my dad said it was okay, just so I could see what it's like, could I whip you, you know, gently?"
"Of course not!"
"But I thought you liked getting whipped?"
"I do," Anna May said, smiling as she glanced back at Jessica, "but I can only be whipped if it is my Master's wish."
"Well...would you whip me some more? Soft, like you did yesterday?"
"I could tell you liked it," Anna May said, with a gleam in her eye that made Jessica blush, "but you must forget about it. Master has forbidden you to go near the dungeon."
As Anna May continued to prep dinner, Jessica took her tablet and googled 'master' and 'slave' and 'bdsm' and her eyes savored the black and white images. She knew she had to find a way back into the dungeon.
That evening, when they were all downstairs, Jessica crept along the hallway and peeked around the corner as Anna May received her collar. Her father glanced up and spotted her.
"Jessica, I told you you're not allowed down here."
She stepped through the doorway to the dungeon, and they all turned to look at her. "I just want to watch. I won't make any noise, and I promise I won't tell anyone."
"I've asked you to respect our privacy -- leave now."
"But can't you ask them if I can watch? Maybe they don't mind," she said. "Anna May? It's okay with you, right?"
"Jessica!" her father roared. "I am the Master here, you will not address my slaves!"
He made a hand signal and the Whip dropped to his knees while both women lay prone on the ground, with their heads turned to the left, their legs crossed, and their hands behind their backs as if waiting to be bound.
Jessica's eyes darted between the four of them, master and slaves, and she knew she had to do something, or the door would be locked to her forever. She had to make a choice.
Jessica dropped to the floor beside the two girls and assumed the same position. Their eyes went wide with shock as they watched her. When she realized her head was facing the wrong way, she turned to look to her left and saw her father's feet beside her.
"Jessica, get up," he said.
"I want to be your slave too, Dad -- I mean, Master," she pleaded.
"You can't be my slave, you don't even know what you're asking."
"I do. I want you to train me, teach me...like you did Anna May."
"Jessica, you're not ready."
"Please, won't you even consider it? I need this."
Her father watched her in silence and rubbed his hand across his dark, close-cropped hair before he finally spoke. "Jessica, the decision isn't only mine to make. Go to your room and we'll discuss it, I'll let you know."
An hour later, as she was watching the full moon from her bedroom window, she heard her father's footsteps coming up the stairs. He entered her room, and had her sit beside him on the bed.
"Jessica, I don't think you realize what you're asking of me. Slaves have to give themselves totally and completely to their master -- do you honestly think you could do that with me, your father? Don't you think it would be better, if you're really interested, to find someone else to be your master?"
"Dad, all I've wanted my whole life is for us to be together. I know Mom kept us apart, and I guess this is the reason why. But I trust you and, after talking to Anna May, I know you'd be the best person to train me. I want to be part of your life."
Her father took her hand and squeezed it. "I want to be part of your life too, but even if I agreed, there's a problem. Do you really think you'd be comfortable being naked in front of me? Or seeing me naked?"
"Sure," Jessica lied. "It would be just like going to a nude beach or something."
"Well...I'm surprised but glad you feel that way. I know most people are terribly inhibited about being naked in front of others. But besides that, there is another huge problem -- sex."
"Anna May said there doesn't have to be sex."
"Whether there is or isn't is my decision, not hers, not yours. And my relationship with my dungeon group has always been very sexual."
"But that isn't what I want. I don't need pleasure...I need punishment."
"What are you talking about? Why do you think you need to be punished?"
"I just...when Anna May showed me the dungeon, I could tell that was what I liked."
"Jessica, our dungeon isn't about punishment, it's about discipline. And as Master of the dungeon I control every aspect of what goes on there -- including nudity and sex. As a slave you'd have to obey my every command -- no matter what it was. You may never disobey me."
Jessica hesitated; she couldn't believe that her father would ever try to have sex with her. And she wanted this so badly. "Okay."
"Honey, do you really understand? You'd have to do anything I asked, at any and all times."
"For how long?"
"For as long as you choose to be my slave. We'll have a contract, with rules, and either of us can choose to break the contract at any time. And if you ever don't want to do something I tell you to, you'll have a safeword. But if you choose to use the safeword, I may choose to no longer be your master. Do you understand?"
She nodded her head.
"I really hope you do, Jessica. Because the last thing I want is for you to do this, thinking it will bring us closer, only to have it drive us further apart. I'm going to ask you one last time -- do you really want this?"
Jessica took a deep breath. "I do. I want to be your slave...Master."
* * *
When Anna May woke Jessica, her father had already left for work. She'd slept better than she had in months.
"You must get up and come downstairs," Anna May said, "Master wants you to do yoga with me each morning."
Jessica held her hand over her stomach. "Why, because I'm fat?"
"What?" Anna May pulled the blankets back and saw that Jessica was only wearing panties and a short tee. She let her gaze drift over her breasts and down between her legs. "You are not fat, your body is beautiful. Master wants you to do yoga to help with your meditation and positions."
"Positions?" Jessica asked, as she covered herself back up with the blanket.
"Yes, I will teach you a few of them today, so you will be ready for Master tonight."
Jessica went downstairs wearing her yoga clothes and was surprised to see Anna May sitting cross-legged on the living room floor, completely naked. Her skin was paler than Jessica had expected, and her full, round breasts, accentuated by her small frame, were larger than she'd imagined.
As Anna May stood up and walked toward Jessica, she couldn't help noticing how dark and perfect her small nipples were, and as her gaze drifted between her toned legs she saw her pussy was clean-shaven.
Jessica said, "Umm...why are you naked?"
"Our Master has instructed that both of us be naked while we do yoga."
"I think I'll just leave my clothes on, thanks," Jessica said, crossing her arms in front of her.
After they'd finished a half hour of yoga and a half hour of meditation, Anna May told Jessica it was time to learn some slave positions.
"When you say positions, you mean -- sexual?" said Jessica.
"Many of them are, but not the ones I will teach you today."
"Anna May, my dad -- I mean, Master -- he knows he can't have sex with me, right?"
"The Master can do anything he wants, you agreed to this. Whatever he commands you to do, you must obey."
"He'd force me to have sex with him?"
"The Master doesn't force us, we give ourselves willingly to him. If there is anything you do not wish to give, use your safeword and he will stop."
"And he won't be mad?"
"He will not be mad. But he may no longer agree to be your master."
"He'd punish me, and refuse to be my master if I didn't want to have sex with him?"
"He won't punish you, he would punish himself, and not because you wouldn't have sex with him, but because he asked you to. Master must give us what we want, what we need. If he ordered you to do something, and he was so wrong that you felt forced to use your safeword to stop him, he wouldn't deserve to be your Master. He wants to help us, not hurt us.
"Master loves you very much, Jessica, which is why he agreed to take you as a second slave. Believe me, many have asked and few have been accepted. You must learn to trust his decisions."
Jessica tried to wrap her brain around what Anna May had said while she learned three of the slave positions -- though Anna May said there were many more -- and went to her room to practice them.
* * *
That evening she watched from her window as the car pulled up and Cassandra got out. When she looked up at her window, Jessica smiled and waved to her, but she didn't smile or wave back.
Anna May had told her to wait in her room until summoned, so Jessica sat on her bed and waited. Looking at herself in the mirror, she sucked in her stomach and wondered if the yoga had helped, and pulled her long, wavy auburn hair out of her ponytail and wore it loose like the other two women. Walking closer to the mirror, she turned sideways and pressed her breasts up, wondering if they were as big as Cassandra's.
After half an hour, she was sure they'd forgotten about her. She went downstairs and, when she saw the dungeon door was open and heard them all inside, she walked in. Anna May and Cassandra were both kneeling, legs open and breasts thrust forward, while the Whip handed her father a flogger to test the weight.
"Slave Jessica," he said, "you were told to wait until you were summoned."
Jessica kneeled like Anna May had taught her. "I just -- "
"I didn't say you could speak!" he interrupted. "And you only kneel when I command you to."
Jessica shut up and looked down, unsure if she should get back up or stay kneeling as her Master walked in a slow circle around her. He gave a quick command and Anna May and Cassandra both stood, ready for inspection. Jessica jumped up beside them a second later.
He circled the three of them, watching, and ordered Jessica to strip naked.
Jessica glanced at the Whip, before slowly undressing and placing her folded clothes on the floor beside her. She was still in her bra and panties.
"Slave Jessica, you have disobeyed me," said her Master.
"No, I -- "
He gave a signal and the Whip crossed the dungeon, seized Jessica's arm and pulled her toward the room of confinement.
"No, wait! Please...please, Dad!"
He held up his hand and the Whip stopped and released Jessica.
"Use your safeword if you want me to stop, slave. Do you remember your safeword?"
"Yes," she whispered.
"Then say it."
She shook her head no.
"Say it! Show me you remember. What is your safeword?"
"Daddy," she whispered.
"Do you think you don't deserve to be disciplined, slave Jessica? You disobeyed my command to be naked during yoga, and now you refuse to strip naked again? If you think I'm wrong to punish you, or if you can't be naked in front of me, say the safeword and I'll stop."



Jessica looked down; she knew he was right. "No, Master. I should be punished."
The Whip pulled her across the hall to the room of confinement. She saw the blue ropes and black bars that had bound Cassandra the other night were already laid out, waiting for her. He secured the steel bar to both of her ankles, forcing her legs wide apart, and put a blindfold and ball gag on her. Finally, he tied a rope around her wrists and put it through the ring on the ceiling. When he pulled on the rope it wrenched her arms back, lifting them toward the ceiling and forcing her to bend at the waist.
Jessica was helpless and waited for what felt like an eternity. She heard footsteps in the room; she knew she was being watched. When her blindfold was finally removed, she saw the Whip standing in front of her. He was naked except for his full-faced leather mask; his muscular body was covered with a sheen of sweat and his thick cock hung inches from her face. She closed her eyes and turned her head while he untied her.
Jessica winced and fought not to cry out in pain as he wrenched her arms higher, and then let them down. Her arms were numb as he took her upstairs to her bedroom. She was relieved when he left her alone in the dark and walked down the hallway. She drifted to sleep, and never heard the sounds of sex that drifted through the walls from her Master's bedroom.
* * *
When Jessica joined Anna May for yoga the next day she wore a kimono down, but when they started she took it off and was naked underneath.
"You have such a beautiful body," Anna May said, as she eyed Jessica's firm breasts and pink nipples.
"Thanks," she said, covering her breasts and stomach with her arms. "I didn't realize how weird I'd feel getting naked in front of my dad."
"You must think of him as your Master, nothing else. And that is why he wants you to learn to be comfortable naked, to overcome your shame."
"I'm not ashamed."
"You are," she said, as she continued to admire Jessica's body. "But I don't know why."
In the evening, Jessica waited downstairs in her new slave outfit, as commanded, beside Anna May. When her Master was ready, he hooked silver chains to the metal rings on the front of their leather underwear and led both of them down to the dungeon, where Cassandra and the Whip were waiting.
At his command, all three women stood for inspection. Jessica felt her heart racing as he circled them.
He stopped in front of her. "Strip naked, slave Jessica."
She took a deep breath and obeyed his command. When she was naked, he walked around her, inspecting her thoroughly.
"You must prepare her tomorrow."
"Yes, Master," answered Anna May.
"Get dressed, slave Jessica," he said, and she pulled her leather panties, stockings and corset -- all of them red -- back on.
Jessica let out her breath; she'd passed her first test. When he gave his next command, she kneeled beside the other two women with her legs spread and her breasts thrust forward.
Her Master put on Anna May's silver collar first, and she thanked him. When he grabbed a second collar and walked toward Jessica, she could feel Cassandra's eyes burning into her. As her Master closed the silver collar around her neck, she was surprised at how cool it felt against her skin.
And he finally spoke the words she'd wanted so badly to hear. "Slave Jessica, I am ready to begin your training."
* * *
She lost herself in her lessons the next week, learning positions, obedience and posture. And Anna May prepared her as the Master had commanded.
She told Jessica that all three of them had to make sure their bodies were always clean-shaven, and they were forbidden to cut their hair short. Anna May tried to climb naked into the bath with Jessica so she could shave her pussy but, red with embarrassment, she told her she could do it herself.
Jessica was a quick learner and received extensive training and scant punishment during the first two weeks. Anna May was always helping her in the dungeon, but Cassandra only watched with contempt.
And Jessica had no idea how the Whip felt. She'd seen his cock often enough that she could have sculpted it out of clay, but she'd never seen him without his leather mask. And she always felt a chill when he watched her with his cold, hard-looking gunmetal blue eyes.
One evening, Jessica watched while the Whip bound Anna May naked to the Saint Andrew's cross, so that she was facing the wall. She was surprised when the Whip handed her a light paddle and her Master ordered her to discipline Anna May.
Jessica walked over to her, unsure of what to do, and lightly patted her bare bum with the paddle.
"Hit me harder," Anna May whispered.
Jessica smacked her ass.
"Harder!" Anna May pleaded.
Jessica cracked the paddle against her ass and Anna May gasped. When she saw how red her ass cheek was, Jessica squeezed it with her hand and felt it burning.
Anna May looked back when she felt the cool hand on her ass, and sighed when Jessica's fingers curled underneath and brushed her wet pussy.
"Do you want me to hit you harder?" she whispered, and Anna May nodded yes.
Jessica swung the paddle and Anna May cried out in pain when it struck her ass with a loud slap.
"Harder?" Jessica whispered.
"No, please don't," she panted, a tear at the corner of her eye.
Anna May was untied and the Master ordered Jessica to be disciplined next. She removed her corset and was naked from the waist up, watching the Whip as he bound her wrists and ankles to the cross. She waited in nervous anticipation for the first blow when her Master stopped the Whip.
"Not the paddle -- give the flogger to slave Cassandra, she will discipline slave Jessica."
Jessica looked over her shoulder, and her eyes drifted over Cassandra's beautiful body as she strutted toward her, wearing nothing but high heels, flogger in hand. "Hi," she said, and smiled at her.
Cassandra ignored her, and painfully wrenched Jessica's panties down as far as they'd go.
Jessica tensed as Cassandra's first lash lightly struck her round ass -- it barely hurt at all. And then she second lash was a little harder, she gasped as it smacked against her soft cheeks. She winced as the third lash struck even harder, wrapping around the curve of her butt and stinging as it bit into her hip.
"Ow!" Jessica cried. "Please, don't -- "
And then the flogger sliced through the air and Jessica screamed as the tails curled underneath and cut into her soft flesh.
"Cassandra, stop!" her Master ordered and signaled her to kneel for punishment.
Jessica clenched her teeth, fighting back tears as the Whip dragged Cassandra to the room of confinement and bound her with the strappado and spreader bar.
After Anna May untied and tended Jessica, who was relatively unharmed, the Master sent her to her room to meditate.
When she woke the next morning, he was sitting on the side of her bed. But he made no mention of Cassandra, he simply handed her a black notebook. Jessica flipped through the pages and saw they were all blank.
"It's a journal," he said. "Every day, I want you to write your thoughts, your feelings, the lessons you've learned, anything that crosses your mind."
And that was how Jessica happily spent her days -- writing in her journal, doing yoga, practicing positions and commands, and meditating. And for fifteen minutes each day, Anna May would bind her naked in the strappado beneath the main staircase in the entrance foyer.
Though it made Jessica uncomfortable at first, she grew used to it and was soon walking through the house naked even when not commanded to, often stopping to admire her reflection as she passed a mirror or window.
The only time Jessica would get embarrassed was when she'd be blindfolded and naked in the strappado, wrists bound and legs spread, and she'd hear soft footsteps and know it had to be Anna May, as she was the only other person in the house. Usually, she would simply walk around Jessica, looking at her. But sometimes she'd feel a gentle flick of a tongue against her nipple, or feel her softly blowing on her pussy, watching it get wet.
* * *
Jessica was meditating naked in her room one afternoon, and was startled when her cell phone buzzed. She hadn't used her phone or tablet in nearly a week; she was normally on them non-stop. She checked and saw a text from her mother.
"Hi honey I miss u," the message read. "I thought u would be home by now, is everything ok? We need to get u registered for the fall semester and Jason wants to know why u haven't returned his texts."
Jessica's reply was brief. "I love you Mom, but I won't be going back to school."
She ran downstairs to join Anna May for yoga as her phone rang and rang and rang.
After they'd finished their yoga and meditation, Anna May gave her a long hug. Jessica loved the warmth of her naked body pressed against her.
"I am so happy for you," Anna May said. "Master told me your sexual training begins tonight!"
Jessica tensed. Every night after they'd trained in the dungeon, the Whip always took her to her bedroom to meditate; Anna May and Cassandra stayed in the dungeon for 'advanced training' or went to the master bedroom where she assumed the two men took turns fucking them. Was she really expected to join them?
Later that night, Jessica was uneasy as her Master led the four of them by their silver chains from the dungeon to the master bedroom. They kneeled on the floor at his signal.
"Slave Jessica," he asked. "Are you ready to begin your sexual conditioning?"
She hesitated before answering. "Yes."
Her Master gave a signal and the Whip and the two girls immediately stripped naked and resumed their kneeling positions. Jessica hesitated only a second or two before removing her own clothes, but she knew everyone had noticed. She wasn't sure why she'd hesitated; she'd grown so comfortable with her body that she almost preferred being naked, even with her Master and the Whip in the room. But she'd never been naked at the same time as her father.
And, as if sensing her fear, he gave a signal and Anna May and Cassandra stood and removed his shirt and tie. They were about to remove his pants when he stopped them.
Naked from the waist up, he moved directly in front of Jessica and she tried to look anywhere but at his crotch. She looked up at his chest and noticed he had a tattoo over his heart with the same symbol that was on their lockets and collars.
When he saw her look away from him, he gave a signal to the Whip who walked toward her. Jessica tensed as he draped a blanket over her.
"You are not to move and you are not to remove the blanket, slave Jessica," her Master said. "If you do, you will be disciplined."
She waited, on her knees under the blanket, and heard soft, slurping sounds. She knew someone was getting his cock sucked.
Jessica's mouth went dry wondering if she was next, remembering how her boyfriend Jason had told her she sucked at blowjobs. But then she heard the bed start to squeak, and Cassandra moaning in pleasure.
Unable to control her curiosity, Jessica cautiously lifted the blanket and peeked out. Cassandra was on her knees with her head on the bed as someone held her arms, pulling them back as he slammed his cock into her from behind. She carefully lifted the blanket another inch, wondering if it was the Master, and recognized the Whip's muscular torso, flexing as he pumped away.
But Jessica couldn't take her eyes off Cassandra. She'd never watched another woman get fucked before. When Jessica had been with Jason she'd always hoped he would come as soon as possible. Cassandra, pinned helpless on the bed as the Whip pounded his thick cock into her, looked like she wanted it to last forever. But then she opened her eyes and looked up, glaring at Jessica when she caught her watching. She quickly dropped the blanket back into place.
A second later, the Whip pulled it off her and Jessica saw his thick cock, still slick from Cassandra's pussy, hanging inches from her face. She turned her head away so as not to look at it, and saw her Master was sitting on the far side of the bed, ignoring her, while Cassandra and Anna May kneeled in front of him.
The Whip took her in her bedroom, tied her ankles and wrists to the bedposts and left her there, spread-eagled and blindfolded. Jessica didn't struggle; she knew she deserved to be punished. And she wasn't crying because she was tied up, she cried because she knew she'd disappointed her Master.
* * *
Jessica woke in the early morning light, and discovered she was untied and Anna May was sleeping naked on the floor beside her bed. After she woke her up, she crawled beneath the blankets with her and hugged her for warmth.
"Why were you sleeping on the floor?" whispered Jessica.
"The Master made me watch you all night so I'd learn to teach you properly."
"I'm sorry you were punished too."
"I'm not being punished, I'm being taught. Someone had to watch you anyways, Master would never leave someone tied up and alone." Anna May snuggled closer to Jessica and they went back to sleep hugging each together, legs intertwined.
They were both dressed in their slave outfits and kneeling in position when the Master came home that night, but there had been a change in plans.
"There won't be any training tonight," he said, sighing as he dropped a silver locket on the table. He signaled for them both to stand. "Cassandra won't be joining us any more, she no longer accepts me as her master."
"Why -- " Jessica blurted out, but quickly shut up when she realized she'd spoken without permission.
"Cassandra has a jealous nature. I tried to help her, to change her, but I failed. She couldn't accept my decision to take you as my second slave, Jessica."
"But you already had three!"
"Anna May was my only slave. Cassandra and the Whip are both subs. She begged me to take her as a slave years ago, and I told her I'd never have more than one at a time. When I broke my rule, and took you as a second slave...it hurt her deeper than I knew.
"That night when you came to the dungeon, Jessica, and asked to join us? They all agreed, except for her. She felt that adding you to our circle would detract from the attention that I could give her. But I selfishly ignored her objections and allowed you to join us anyways. It wasn't fair of me to put my needs ahead of hers."
"Well, her loss," Jessica said. "Why can't we train?"
The Master gave a sharp signal and Anna May dropped to her knees. Jessica, slow to obey the command, kneeled beside her.
"That is twice you've spoken without my permission," he said, his voice brimming with anger, "so now you will be punished!"
He didn't even bother chaining them; he grabbed her hand and dragged her down to the dungeon while Anna May followed.
Once inside, he forced Jessica to strip naked and ordered Anna May to bind her to a chair by tying her ankles to the legs and her wrists to the arms. Anna May kneeled and awaited her Master's next command, while he paced the dungeon.
He picked up a flogger from the table and smacked it hard against the palm of his hand, glaring at Jessica, trying to make his mind up about something.
Finally, he walked over to her and pulled on one of the ropes, freeing her right arm.
"Masturbate, slave Jessica."
"What?" Jessica whispered, as both Anna May and herself went wide-eyed at his unexpected command.
"Make yourself come!" he yelled.
"Why?"
"Why do you always question me?" he cried, as he grabbed her long, auburn hair and wrenched her head back.
"You're hurting me!"
"Good," he growled, "say it, say the safeword. Say it so I don't have to be your Master any longer. Prove Cassandra right! Say the safeword so I can let her know she spoke the truth when she said you could never be my slave. When she said you weren't strong enough! When she said I was a fucking terrible master, because I was the only one who didn't realize it!"
He let go of Jessica's hair and screamed in frustration as he went to exit the dungeon. Tears streaked Anna May's face as she kneeled beside her.
"There will be no more training tonight," he said, his back still turned to them, and went upstairs.
"Why is he so mad at me?" Jessica said, as Anna May untied her. "I just asked why? I didn't say I wouldn't."
"He's not mad at you, he's mad at himself."
They both went to Jessica's bedroom and Anna May helped her change out of her slave outfit.
"I...I don't mind doing what he said. I've done it before...it's just -- "
"Jessica," she said, stroking her hair, "I don't know why you don't like making yourself feel good."
"I do -- "
"Then show me," she said, and had Jessica lay naked on the bed beside her.
"Make yourself come," Anna May whispered.
Jessica was nervous as Anna May nodded at her to begin. She closed her eyes as she slightly parted her legs and lightly rubbed her hand against her mound. She gasped as Anna May's warm hand caressed her breast and she parted her legs a little wider.
"That's it," Anna May whispered, as she watched Jessica rubbing her fingers across her clean-shaven pussy. "Now, try it like this."
Jessica opened her eyes as Anna May slipped a finger into her mouth and made her suck on it. She then reached down and curled her finger inside Jessica, who closed her eyes and sighed as Anna May teased her and played with her pussy.
She leaned forward and pressed her mouth against Jessica's and their tongues danced together as her fingers vibrated over her clit.
Jessica broke the kiss and gently bit her lip as waves of pleasure rolled over her. She'd touched herself before, but no one else ever had. Jason had never touched her pussy with anything other than his cock; he'd never used his fingers and never used his tongue.
He had no problem making her suck him, but the one time Jessica had asked him to go down on her he'd said it sounded disgusting.
And now she realized what she'd been missing, kissing Anna May hard and moaning into her mouth, her whole body tensing as an orgasm rippled through her. She pushed Anna May's hand away from her pussy as she tightly closed her legs; every brush of her fingers sending lightning bolts of pleasure coursing through her.
Jessica lay exhausted on the bed, trying to catch her breath, and could only stare at Anna May; it was if she'd lost the power of speech.
"Congratulations," Anna May said, smiling as she gave her a kiss on the cheek. "You just came."
"Holy fuck," Jessica said, "No one's ever made me feel like that."
"That is because your boyfriend doesn't know how to please you like I do," she whispered, and gave her a soft kiss on the lips before leaving her room.
Jessica remembered all of the times she'd made Jason come and suddenly felt like she'd been shortchanged. She'd never felt so relaxed in her life, and she fell fast asleep. So fast that she never heard Anna May's moans through the walls, as her Master rewarded her.
* * *
When Jessica woke the next morning, her father was in his suit and waiting in a chair beside her bed, watching her. She went to kneel but he held out his hand to stop her.
"Jessica, the way I acted last night...I was wrong. And I just wanted to let you know that, if you want to end this -- our master-slave relationship -- you can do so without feeling any blame. Last night was one hundred percent my fault, I was angry about what had happened with Cassandra, and was wrong to ask what I did."
"No," she said. "I need this. I need you. I want you to teach me more."
He signaled a command and she kneeled naked in front of him.
"Anna May told me the two of you trained together last night, slave Jessica" he said, and brushed a loose strand of hair back behind her ear. "She told me how comfortable you've become with your body...and your sexuality. You make me very proud."



He reached in his jacket pocket and handed her a pomegranate. After he'd left, she ran down to the kitchen, cut it open and ate the seeds, thinking they were the sweetest things she'd ever tasted.
* * *
Jessica's sexual training didn't resume until a few nights later, but this time it wasn't with the Master.
As she kneeled waiting for him, she was surprised when Anna May came to her and attached the silver chain to her.
"The Master has commanded me to take over your sexual conditioning, slave Jessica."
"But, I thought...I thought you said you weren't allowed to train me?"
"I do as my Master commands and, as the alpha slave, you and the Whip will obey my commands as if the Master was giving them. And while I am training you, you will call me Mistress Anna May."
"But the Master...shouldn't my Master -- "
"Slave Jessica!" Anna May said, moving uncomfortably close and cutting her off. "Do you not want me to train you? Do you think I'm weak?"
"No...I mean, yes, I want you to train me...Mistress Anna May," said Jessica.
Anna May led her to the dungeon, where the Whip was waiting, and the two of them kneeled as their Mistress spoke.
"Are you a virgin, slave Jessica?"
"No, Mistress."
"How many men have had intercourse with you?"
"Umm, only one," Jessica said, turning red with embarrassment, "my boyfriend, Jason."
"And how many have you sucked?"
She hesitated, as she'd never told anyone about the other time. "Two."
"And what about your ass?"
"What about my ass?"
"Has anyone ever fucked it?"
Jessica was shocked she even had to ask. "No, of course not...Mistress."
"And you've given handjobs?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Show me," she commanded.
Jessica was surprised when the Whip stood up beside her. He unzipped his leather shorts and lowered a flap, exposing his half hard cock.
When Jessica hesitated, Anna May asked, "Do you want to use -- "
"No," she interrupted, before she could finish. She did not want to use her safeword.
Jessica wrapped her hand around the Whip's cock. Her hand was so cold that it felt really warm, and really thick. She started to slowly pump it and felt it growing harder. She looked down and kept stroking it, wondering when it was going to go off and wondering if he'd get cum on her corset. She kept stroking and it got harder and harder; the Whip let out a low groan.
"Whip! Don't you dare come," their Mistress commanded.
Jessica stopped jerking him off; she knew he was about to explode.
"Slave Jessica, I didn't tell you to stop!"
Jessica started, realizing she hadn't, and quickly started tugging on the Whip's thick pole again. His knees trembled, his eyes were squeezed shut, he clenched his teeth and he groaned as he fought not to come.
"Make him come, slave Jessica."
She stroked him faster; his shaft was hard as steel and the head of his cock was dark purple. Her hand was a blur when he finally moaned in defeat and a thick rope of cum spurted out of the end of his cock and splattered on the dungeon floor.
Jessica was wide-eyed as she watched it; his cock was throbbing in her hand as she kept milking cum out of it.
"Whip!" Mistress Anna May cried, "I told you not to come. How should you be disciplined?"
Jessica watched as the Whip dejectedly made his way to the table to select the instrument of his punishment.
"Slave Jessica and I are leaving. You don't deserve to have us watch while you're disciplined. Wait here for the Master; he will soon be down to punish you. Before he gets here...clean up your mess."
As the two of them went back upstairs, Anna May couldn't resist grabbing Jessica's hand and smiling at her. "Oh my god," she giggled, "I have never seen the Whip come so hard, I think you just gave him the best handjob of his life!"
"Really?" Jessica said, remembering how many times her boyfriend had complained, and how good the Whip's cock had felt in her hand.
* * *
The next morning, she was up early and practicing her positions naked before the silvery dawn sky. She was stretched back in a Gorean bow when her Master entered the living room.
"Get dressed slave Jessica, you're coming to the office with me today."
She was surprised but knew not to hesitate. "Yes, Master!" she said and ran up to her room, wondering if she had anything appropriate to wear to an office. At her mom's house, she had a closet full of shoes and clothes; at her dad's, she spent most of her time nude.
She opened her bedroom door and saw he'd already taken care of everything. A beautiful gray sleeveless mini dress was laid out on the bed for her.
Jessica put it on and checked herself out in the mirror, amazed at how well it hugged her curves. She would never have worn a dress this tight before, now she stepped into her high heels and strutted down the main staircase as Anna May smiled at her from below.
"Jessica," she said, "remember that you are still Master's slave. You must obey his commands outside this house just as you would inside."
Jessica nodded, smiling as she walked out to the Mercedes.
As her Master drove down the highway, he looked over at his daughter's long legs.
"That dress fits you perfect."
"Thank you, Master," she said with a smile.
"Pull it up above your waist."
Jessica knew better than to question why, she scooted forward and wiggled her butt so she could pull her dress up, exposing her panties and stockings.
"Take off your panties.
"Today's Monday," he added, when he saw her hesitating. "You know you and Anna May aren't allowed to wear panties on Mondays."
"I thought that was just in the house," she said. He gave her a sharp look, but before he could reprimand her she quickly pulled her dress back down and wiggled out of her panties, leaving them in the glove box.
They pulled into the office parking lot, and as they walked into the building every eye was on Jessica. When they reached her father's office a beautiful dark-haired woman with her hair up and wearing designer glasses greeted them. She was his secretary, Jean.
"Good morning, Michael, and you must be Jessica. I've heard so much about you," she said, and asked if she'd like some tea.
After politely declining, Jessica followed her father into his office.
"Take your dress off," he said.
This time she didn't hesitate; she stripped her dress off and was only wearing black stockings and heels.
"Are you uncomfortable being naked here, where someone could walk in at any moment and see you?"
"No, Master," she lied.
He signaled for her to kneel in the corner and she did, facing the wall nearly naked while he read his e-mails. After twenty minutes, he told her to put her dress back on.
"I have to go to a meeting. You'll stay here on all fours beside my desk and you won't leave my office for any reason. Do you understand, slave Jessica?"
"Yes, Master." She got down on all fours and, as she did, her mini dress rode up so that her ass was completely exposed. As soon as he left the office, she got on her knees and pulled the dress back down. She was trying to figure out how to get down on all fours without her dress riding up when the door opened.
Jean walked in with tea and Jessica quickly stood up and pulled her dress down to cover her bare ass.
"Oh, did you lose something?" Jean asked, wondering why she was on the floor.
"No, I'm fine!" she blurted out. "I mean...I meant to say, no, I didn't lose anything." Jessica smiled to hide her embarrassment, as Jean put the tea on the desk and left the office.
When her Master returned from his meeting a half hour later, Jessica was back in position on the floor and the untouched tea was cold on the desk.
He completely ignored her and started reading a report while she kneeled on all fours beside him, her dress hiked high enough that, if anyone looked, they'd have a full view of her round ass.
And then Jean entered the office. Jessica didn't dare move and just stared straight ahead, frozen with embarrassment, as Jean walked in and took no notice of her.
"Yes, Jean?" her father asked, as if it was perfectly normal to have his half-naked daughter on all fours beside him.
"I just wanted to let you know that your slave disobeyed you as soon as you left your office."
Jessica's jaw dropped and her eyes went wide in alarm.
"I came in to get some papers and she not only had the nerve to stand up, she actually spoke to me without permission."
"What should I do?"
"Punish her, of course!"
"I've got another meeting, Jean. Do you mind disciplining her for me?"
"I'd love to, I'd absolutely love to," she said, grinning wickedly down at Jessica.
She stood in front of her and gave her the command to display herself, but Jessica knew not to move -- only her Master could command her.
"Slave Jessica, you will obey every command Jean gives you as if it were my own, or you will be punished as if you'd disobeyed me personally," he said, and closed the door as he left for his meeting.
Jean gave the same command and Jessica meekly moved to the display position.
"Take off your dress, slut," Jean commanded.
Jessica took the dress off and was naked except for her stockings and heels, the cool air conditioning making her nipples hard. At Jean's command, she bent over her father's desk, with her legs spread and her ass raised in the air.
Jean strolled behind her and caressed and squeezed her ass while Jessica kept her head down, her long auburn hair brushing against the papers on the desk.
She flinched when Jean suddenly spanked her ass with her bare hand. Four more hard smacks left Jessica's cheeks red and hot. She bit her lip, hoping the spanking would continue, but Jean moved away.
She gave another command and Jessica went back down on all fours and pressed her head to the carpet, placed her hands behind her head, spread her legs and thrust her ass into the air.
"So well trained, and such a nice cunt," Jean said, feeling Jessica tense as she rubbed two fingers against her slippery pussy. "I like how they feel when they're freshly shaved."
She sat down on the edge of the desk and commanded Jessica to kneel between her legs.
"You need to learn not to talk unless you're told to," she said, as she let her long, dark hair down and took her glasses off. "I'm going to teach you what a slave's tongue is for."
She lifted her skirt, and Jessica saw her neatly trimmed pussy glistened.
"What are you waiting for," Jean asked, and grabbed Jessica by her hair and forced her mouth against her pussy. "Lick it, slut."
Jessica flicked out her tongue. She'd never tasted a woman before; the other night with Anna May was the first time she'd ever even been touched by a girl.
She stretched out her tongue again and lapped at Jean's pussy, surprised at how wet and sweet it was.
"That's a good slave," she said. "You'll know when you're done."
As Jessica kept tonguing her, Jean tightened her grip on her hair and ground her pussy against Jessica's face.
"Get that fucking tongue inside me," she said. "I wish we were in my dungeon so I could punish you like you deserve!"
As she guided her clit onto Jessica's soft tongue, she noticed her hand between her legs.
"Hey! I didn't say you could touch yourself!" She commanded Jessica to put both hands behind her back, and then sat back with her skirt bunched around her waist as Jessica's tongue lifted her to an orgasm.
Jessica could feel her flooding her mouth, and just kept licking and licking while Jean trembled beneath her tongue and swore at her.
When Jessica looked up at her to see if she was pleased, her mouth wet from her pussy, Jean stroked her hair and ran a soft hand down her cheek. "Such a good pet, your master will have to bring you to work to play with me more often." And then she put her hair up, put her glasses back on, smoothed her skirt down and went back to work.
* * *
After they got home that night, Jessica showered, ate dinner and then waited for her Master to come for her.
But when he came he told her that Anna May would be training her again tonight, and sent her down to the dungeon where the Whip already had her tied to a table, paddling her ass.
When he was done, Anna May was untied and easily switched from slave to Mistress, ordering Jessica to undress and take her place.
"Slave Jessica."
"Yes, Mistress?"
"You've done very well with your sexual conditioning; Jean called and told me how enthusiastic you were today."
"Thank you, Mistress," she said, blushing.
"Tonight," she said, as the Whip stripped naked, "you'll show me how well you suck a cock."
Jessica froze and looked down so she wasn't staring at his thick prick. She yelped when Anna May brought a paddle down hard on her ass.
"You didn't answer me, slave Jessica."
"Yes, Mistress."
The Whip walked up directly in front of her, and when she looked away and closed her eyes her Mistress asked, "Does it make you uncomfortable having him naked, and having his cock so close to you, slave Jessica?"
"No, Anna May -- I mean, Mistress," she lied.
"The Master requires all of his slaves to swallow any cum in their mouth, do you understand?"
"Umm...yes, Mistress," she said, remembering how she'd hated the time Jason had unexpectedly come in her mouth. And how angry he'd got when she hadn't swallowed it, and had let it spill out onto his favorite shirt.
When she'd first been tied to the table she was excited at the thought of being paddled by Anna May, now she found herself pulling against the restraints.
The Whip blindfolded Jessica. She was spread-eagled facedown on the table and stiffened as she felt fingers sliding along her spine and down to her ass. They dipped between her legs and played with her pussy until she was wet. She wondered if it was Anna May? And then a hand grabbed her by the hair to lift her head, and she felt a cockhead being rubbed against her lips. She could taste the pre-cum.
Jessica wondered if it was the Whip? Had anyone else come into the room? Was her Master in the room? Even though she was blindfolded, she tightly squeezed her eyes shut, the safeword at the tip of her tongue. Her mouth was still half closed as he forced himself between her lips. Her boyfriend had always complained about her blowjobs, was always trying to stuff more of his cock into her mouth. And his cock wasn't nearly as big as this one.
Jessica tried to tighten her mouth and use her tongue to hold him back but he pushed deeper into her mouth, causing her to gag. She heard a voice, telling her to relax, but she couldn't. She was too nervous. Finally, he pulled his cock out and she could tell he was jerking himself off as the head brushed against her lips. She was startled when he pushed his cock back into her mouth and emptied his load.
She didn't even try to swallow it, she spat out the cum and heard it splatter on to the floor. She retched on the taste and could feel it dribbling down her chin while tears ran out from beneath the blindfold.
Anna May pulled it off and Jessica could see the Whip standing naked beside her, his cock wet from her mouth and cum still dripping from the tip.
"Are you okay, Jessica...I mean, slave Jessica?" her Mistress asked.
She nodded and apologized, but was still disciplined for her failure to obey. Her Mistress made her sleep naked on the floor of the room of confinement, and when she woke up in the morning the door was unlocked. She went to the kitchen and found Anna May there.
"I'm sorry about last night, I'm terrible at blowjobs."
"That's okay, you're going to be practicing all day."
Jessica looked around. "With who? The Whip?"
"No," Anna May said. "Me."
Late that afternoon, after Jessica had done her yoga, journal and meditation, she went to the dungeon as instructed. She had taken a shower, but never bothered dressing as she still had her silver collar on.
When she walked in she saw Anna May securing a harness around her waist. Jessica was shocked when she turned around and she saw a huge, purple strap-on dildo bouncing in front of her.
"Get on your knees," Anna May said.
"You can't be serious."
"I'll show you how serious I am. On your knees, slave."
Jessica instinctively kneeled. She opened her mouth as the purple monster slid between her lips.
Anna May taught her proper technique, showed her how to relax and how to control her breathing so she wouldn't gag. Within half an hour, Anna May was kneeling while Jessica, who was on all fours, deep-throated her silicone cock with ease.
"You should play with his balls too," Anna May moaned, watching Jessica suck her purple pole. "Pretend you're playing with mine."
Jessica moaned her agreement, slid her hand between Anna May's legs, and discovered how wet her pussy was. Without stopping sucking, she slid her finger along her slit until she found her clit and rubbed it back and forth between two fingers.
Anna May reached behind Jessica's ass and returned the favor, dipping her finger into her swollen pussy and teasing her clit while she used her other hand to keep her head bobbing up and down.
"I wish it was you in there," Jessica gasped, as she popped her mouth off of the strap-on. "It's so much easier with you than with a guy."
Anna May pushed her down on her back, moved on top of her and slipped her tongue into her mouth. Jessica's head was swimming; Jason had never kissed her like this. Anna May pinned Jessica's wrists to the floor, and pressed the head of the dildo against her pussy as they teased each other's tongues. Jessica spread her legs further, and the purple pole was just starting to spread her pussy lips when Anna May suddenly broke the kiss.
She took Jessica's hand and pulled her to her feet, leading her to a bench on the far wall of the dungeon. She sat on the bench as Anna May bound her wrists to the wall. And then she took her legs and bound an ankle to each end of the bench.
Jessica was spread wide open, she could have never opened her legs this far before she'd started yoga. She was bound helpless as Anna May put one hand behind her head, pulling her close and kissing her again, and used her other hand to tease her strap-on cock against her swollen pussy.
Jessica moaned against Anna May's tongue as she felt the head of the dildo stretching her hole, and she groaned as she slid inside. She broke the kiss with a gasp, and Anna May rested her forehead against Jessica's as they both looked down, watching her purple cock disappear between Jessica's legs.
Anna May started to fuck Jessica faster and she moaned with each thrust, slumping against her restraints as mini-orgasms trembled through her. She could feel the big one coming, and as she looked into Anna May's eyes, she knew that she felt it coming too. But just as she was about to push her over the edge, they heard a car in the driveway.
Anna May slid the cream-covered dildo out of Jessica's soaked pussy and quickly undid her restraints. They both ran upstairs, their heads spinning and pulses pounding, and went to greet their Master.
* * *
When they were back in the dungeon that night, her Master personally disciplined Jessica, but when it came time for her sexual conditioning he excused himself again, commanding Anna May to take over.
She had Jessica strip naked and kneel while her wrists were tied to her ankles. The Whip blindfolded Jessica again and a minute later her mouth was filled with cock.
The lessons had paid off and, though she didn't do as well as she did with Anna May, she felt a lot more comfortable as she sucked on his prick. But when her mouth was filled with cum she gagged again, and let it spill out of her mouth and down onto her tits.
She cried and apologized again as the Whip locked her in the room of confinement. She had almost fallen asleep when the door opened and her Master attached his silver chain to her collar and led her upstairs. She was taken naked to the master bedroom, where Anna May kneeled as she faced the corner.



He ordered Jessica to lie on the bed on her back with her legs spread and then he blindfolded her.
She stiffened as she felt fingers sliding over her breasts and instinctively tried to close her legs, but the hands forced them back apart. Jessica's eyes were squeezed tightly shut when she felt the blindfold being taken off.
Her Master was gone and Anna May was smiling down at her. Throwing the blindfold beside the bed she moved back between Jessica's legs. She shivered as Anna May lightly flicked her tongue against her pussy, and then sighed and dropped her head back against the down pillow.
"Oh...Mistress," she said.
"I am not your Mistress tonight," said Anna May. "I am a slave just like you."
Jessica closed her eyes and spread her legs as Anna May went to work, her tongue and fingers teasing and toying with her clean-shaven pussy.
Jessica slid her fingers through Anna May's hair and watched as she planted soft kisses between her legs. And then she tightened her grip and bit her lip as Anna May's tongue parted her swollen lips and invaded her pussy with a renewed intensity, dancing around her clit.
"Oh, Jessica," Anna May moaned. "You taste so good."
Jessica arched her back as she pushed her to the brink of orgasm and right over the edge. She ground her pussy against Anna May's mouth as she came, and she licked up every drop.
She collapsed and lay there panting as Anna May crawled up beside her and kissed her softly on the lips. And then the Master came back from the dungeon with a silken rope, tied the two of them together and they fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms.
* * *
The next morning when Jessica woke up she was still naked in her Master's bed, but untied. She wandered downstairs and Anna May told her to shower and get dressed, she was going back to work today.
At the office, her Master told her she would be acting as his personal assistant and that Jean would show her what to do. Except for lifting Jessica's dress to see if she was wearing panties, she didn't make any reference to their previous encounter.
Jessica was sent to the copy room with an armful of manuals and was shocked when she saw who was using the copier -- Cassandra.
"Wow, look who's here," she said. "The master's new pet."
Jessica put the manuals down and, without saying a word, turned to leave.
"Did you suck your dad's cock yet?"
Jessica froze.
"Oh my god!" Cassandra laughed. "You did!"
When her Dad came back from his meeting he found Jessica hiding in his office and sitting behind his desk.
"Why didn't you tell me Cassandra worked here?" she said angrily. "Couldn't you just fire her or something after she didn't want you to be her master anymore?"
Her father came over and sat on the edge of his desk. "Cassandra was completely justified when she chose to end our relationship. I broke the rules -- not her. It wouldn't have been fair of me to punish her for my mistake. I told her when she ended it I hoped it wouldn't affect our friendship, but I'm afraid it has. And anyways, she's still one of our top account managers -- and I'd hate to lose her."
Jessica knew better than to argue, and grudgingly completed her duties while doing her best to avoid Cassandra.
When they got home that night Jessica went to her room to change and saw the light on her cell phone blinking. She checked the text, expecting it would be another from her mom begging her to come home -- she was stunned to see it was from Jason.
Before she'd come to stay with her father, she'd texted her ex-boyfriend at least once a day, now she hadn't even thought of him in nearly two weeks.
"Surprise Jess its me," his message read. "Flying down to see u on Saturday saw your dads place on facebook cant wait to see it 4 real. And u I miss u 2."
"Fuck," she thought, "It's already Friday!" Jessica didn't even wonder why Jason hadn't asked her if he could come down first, she knew he never let other people's opinions get in the way of his decisions.
But she wondered what her dad -- her Master -- would say. Jessica wasn't sure which scared her more -- that he'd make Jason leave or that he'd let him stay.
* * *
Jessica met him at the airport, spotting him as he made his way past the throng of people waiting at the luggage turnstile.
"Hey, Pork!" he said, as he handed her his duffel bag to carry. "Missed you."
"You know I hate being called that," she said, as she threw the heavy bag over her shoulder.
"Don't get bitchy already, it's just a pet name."
"Why can't you just call me babe, or something?"
"What? Like the pig?" he said, and tried to pinch the thin roll of fat she used to carry above her middle. "Hey, you lost some weight! About time."
When they got to the BMW, Jason let out a whistle of approval. "Give me the keys, I'm driving."
"No you're not. It's my dad's car, so I -- "
"I said give me the fucking keys!" He glared at her as he snatched them out of her hand. "You know I'm a better driver than you, I'm surprised you didn't fucking crash it just driving here."
Jessica slumped in the passenger seat and crossed her arms. As they drove back to the house, Jason only asked about her father. What did he do? How rich was he? Was he going to leave it all to her?
"Can we change the subject?" Jessica interrupted. "Maybe you're interested in how I've been?"
"Hey, I just got here. Don't start acting like a cow already, okay?"
"I'm not! I just -- "
"Don't worry, I'm not mad," he said, and grabbed her hand and pressed it against his crotch. "You can make it up to me."
"What are you doing?" She tried to pull her hand away but he kept it pressed against his erection.
"Come on," he said. "It's been weeks since I've seen you, I've missed you. Pull me out and you can suck me off while I drive. I've never been blown in a BMW before."
Jessica glared over at him like he was a pig and jerked her hand away.
"Why are you looking at me like that? I said I missed you. Fuck...if you don't want to blow me you could at least give me a handjob."
They pulled up out front and Jessica slammed the car door shut and walked toward the front door.
Jason got out of the car and his eyes lit up as he saw her father's expensive house. "Oh, dude! I can see myself living here!" And then he yelled to Jessica. "Hey, you forgot to grab my bag!"
Once they were inside, Jessica took Jason to the living room to meet her father. As she introduced them, she wasn't worried that her dad wouldn't like Jason; she was worried that her Master would give her a command, worried that she wouldn't obey.
But he simply put his newspaper down and stood as Jessica introduced them. He went to speak, but Jason interrupted.
"Hey, thanks for inviting me to stay here, Mike," he said. "I love that BMW, and I love your house!"
"And my daughter, too?"
"Oh...yeah, right!" Jason laughed.
After her father excused himself, Jessica gave Jason a tour of everywhere but the dungeon. When the tour was over, she left him in the kitchen with Anna May while she ran upstairs to change into more comfortable clothes. When she came back down, he was leaning over the table and watching Anna May while she prepared dinner.
"Hey," he whispered. "Did you know your maid isn't wearing panties?"
"You're supposed to be looking at me," she teased, wondering if she was also not supposed to be wearing panties today. She tried to sit on his lap but he pushed her away, saying she was too heavy.
They ate dinner with both her father and Anna May, and Jessica tried not to be jealous as Jason stared at Anna May's tits the whole meal. After dinner, as her father had canceled all dungeon activity until Jason left, they watched TV and then went to bed.
Jason stripped naked and threw his clothes on the floor in a heap as he crawled into bed, but Jessica felt her old fears returning and turned the lights off before undressing.
"Don't worry about it, Pork. I'm used to your body."
Jessica slid into bed beside him, wondering if he'd notice anything different about her after the month of training with her Master. She snuggled up beside him and went to kiss him but he turned away and yawned.
"Why did you decide to come down here?" she asked. "Did you and Sophie break up?"
"Oh, fuck...here we go again. I told you to quit being so possessive. I'm here with you, isn't that enough?
"Look, I'm really tired from the flight," he said, as he pushed the blankets down to his knees. "Just suck me off so I can go to sleep."
Jessica knew her blowjob skills had improved, but she felt strange doing anything without her Master commanding it.
Jason was forcing her head down onto his cock when the bedroom door opened. He quickly hid under the blankets while Jessica lay there nude, watching Anna May silhouetted in the doorway.
She was naked except for black stockings and her silver collar.
"Can I join you two, Jessica?" she asked.
Jessica was stunned by the request; she loved Anna May but didn't want to share. Before she could answer, Jason interrupted her.
"Yeah...fuck yeah, you can join us!" he said, as he moved to the middle of the bed and patted the mattress beside him.
"I thought you said you were tired," Jessica whispered. "I think we should just go to sleep."
"You're always so fucking boring, a girl like you is never going to get a chance at a threesome again. She's fine with it, get in the bed," he told Anna May, but she ignored him and waited for Jessica.
She sat on the bed and struggled with the decision. She hated the thought of Jason touching Anna May, but knew she wouldn't be here unless her Master had commanded it. "Okay," she whispered, and moved over as Anna May closed the door and came to her side of the bed.
"Hey, get over here," Jason whispered, and forced Jessica to trade places with him. He kneeled between the two girls and groped Anna May's breasts.
"Get me ready," he said, and grabbed Jessica by her hair and made her suck his cock while he forced a finger inside Anna May.
If he noticed any change in Jessica's oral skills he didn't say, as he pushed her away after thirty seconds of sucking and forced Anna May's legs apart as he moved between them.
"Fuck, you got great tits," he said, paying her a compliment the only way he knew how. He pulled her closer, stuffed his cock in and within seconds was pumping away. Anna May reached over to try and hold Jessica's hand, but Jason grabbed it and pinned her arms to the mattress as he slapped his hips against her thighs.
The headboard banged against the wall as he pounded Anna May, who couldn't help moaning as he fucked her hard. And barely a minute after he'd started, Jason pulled out and shot cum all over her stomach.
"Sorry I came so quick," he said, as he tried to catch his breath. "You're just so fucking hot."
He crawled over Jessica and lay back down on his side of the bed to go to sleep, as Anna May ran to the bathroom to try to wipe up his cum before it ran all over her.
"What about me?" Jessica whispered. "I thought this was supposed to be a threesome?"
"Sorry, Pork, I'm too tired now," he said, as Anna May returned from the bathroom, and rolled over to go to sleep.
Anna May slid under the covers with Jessica and gently brushed her fingers between her legs. "Do you want me to take care of you?" she whispered. "I don't mind."
"No, I'm tired too," said Jessica, as she pulled Anna May closer. "Let's just go to sleep."
Jessica awoke minutes after dawn when she heard a soft, sucking noise. She looked over and in the early morning light she could see Anna May bent over Jason's waist, her head bobbing up and down.
"What are you doing?" she whispered.
Anna May tried to lift her head, but Jason pushed her back down. "Go back to sleep," he said. "Your maid's taking care of it."
Jessica rolled over and stared at the wall. All she could hear was the soft, slurping of Anna May's mouth on Jason's cock while he encouraged her quietly.
Without any warning, he unloaded his cum into her mouth and groaned in pleasure when Anna May -- like she'd been trained -- sucked down every drop.
When he was finished, Anna May tiptoed out of the bedroom without a word. Jason rolled over and was happily drifting back to sleep when he felt Jessica shove him.
"What the fuck was that?" she whispered.
"What? What's your problem?"
"You fuck my friend, and don't even touch me, and then you wake her up while I'm sleeping and make her suck you off?"
"Well maybe you should ask her for some fucking lessons," he whispered. "If you could fuck and suck like her, maybe I wouldn't have had to start banging your friend, Sophie. Now, go back to fucking sleep."
"Get out of my room," she whispered, "go sleep on the couch downstairs!"
"I'm not going anywhere. Shut the fuck up and go back to sleep!"
"I said get out -- "
Jason swung around, pinned her to the bed by her throat and cocked his fist. "You gonna make me fucking hit you again?" he whispered angrily. "I said shut your fat, fucking mouth and go back to sleep!"
Jessica was paralyzed with fear; she'd seen this look in his eyes before, and knew he meant what he said. Finally, he pushed her away in disgust and rolled over, turning his back to her. She waited until she knew he was asleep and then crept out of her room, tiptoed down the hall, crawled into Anna May's bed, curled against her and cried.
When Jessica woke up, she was alone in the bed and could smell breakfast cooking downstairs. She went down to the kitchen and saw Jason was already dressed and talking to her father while he read his newspaper.
Anna May walked over to give Jason his breakfast, and he discreetly slid his hand up her skirt, smiling as he squeezed her bare ass. She slapped his hand away and stared daggers at him.
He smirked at her and turned as he heard Jessica enter the kitchen. "Hey, sleepyhead, about time you woke up. So, what's on the agenda today?" he asked her. "I was thinking maybe if Mike will let us borrow his Mercedes -- "
"You're leaving today," her father interrupted, without looking up from his paper.
Jason did a double take and shrugged his shoulders at Jessica before answering. "Uh, no. I'm not leaving until next Friday."
"You're leaving today. I've already booked your flight."
"What? Why? What did Jess tell you?" he said, turning to glare at her.
Her father narrowed his eyes as he calmly stood up and walked over to Jason, who cringed as he pointed his finger at him. "She didn't say anything. She's not telling you to leave -- I am."
Jason stood and backed away from him. "I don't know why you're so pissed dude, but you better talk to your daughter and get your facts straight. She doesn't want me to leave, do you, Jess?"
Her father said, "Do you want Jason to stay, Jessica?"
"No," she whispered. "I want him to go."
"Jess? What the -- "
"Don't tell me," her Master interrupted. "Tell him."
She walked over and stood in front of Jason, who was shaking his head, warning her. "I want you to leave -- "
"Jess," he interrupted. "You better think about what you're fucking saying."
"I want you to leave. I want you to go, right now, and I don't want you to ever come near me again. Don't text me, and don't call me -- or my mom -- go!"
Jason stepped angrily toward Jessica but she didn't back up, she wasn't afraid of him anymore.
Her father grabbed his shoulder, and said, "Your things are packed and a taxi is waiting outside. You're leaving now."
* * *
Monday morning came and Jessica went with her father to work. As they drove, he reached over and took her hand.
"Jessica, I hope I did the right thing...asking Anna May to find out if Jason really loved you...and then sending him away."
"Oh...yes, Master," she said, shocked to hear him questioning one of his decisions. "I never wanted him to come in the first place, and I should have known he never loved me. You read my mind when you kicked him out."
"Good. Everything I've...done with you since you came to stay with me. It's because I want to do what's best for you, what's best for everyone."
"You have, Dad. Anna May was right; I feel like you've set me free."
"I hope so, Jessica, because I've been wondering if agreeing to be your master was the right thing to do."
"What? Why would you say that?"
"Cassandra e-mailed me this morning to let me know she's quitting."
"Oh! Well, I guess it's time for her to move on."
"She said she's quitting because of you. She said when she saw you at the office last week, it was too painful for her -- being reminded of what she'd lost."
"But it was her choice to -- "
"You don't understand, Jessica. Cassandra trusted me and I broke that trust. I thought she'd be able to accept you into the group -- I made a mistake. My decision forced her to leave."
"Well, she is kind of a bitch -- "
"Jessica! Please, you're not making this any easier for me. I don't think you realize how much I loved Cassandra, and how much this hurts...
"Years ago, when I first started, I had another slave. I made mistakes, and lost her. I couldn't imagine what I'd do if I lost Anna May too. And you're my daughter -- I can't afford to make a mistake with you."
* * *
After they were back home that night, Jessica changed into her slave clothes and waited on her knees for her Master. But it wasn't he who came for her -- it was Anna May.
She took Jessica's hand and led her upstairs. They went to the master bedroom and blue ropes and a blindfold were already waiting on the bed. Anna May helped her remove her clothes, and then tied Jessica's arms behind her back as she knelt on the bed with her head against the cool satin sheets.
After she was blindfolded, Jessica waited on the bed as Anna May's soft footsteps moved to the side of the bed. The mattress sunk beneath her weight as she kneeled on it, and Jessica felt her fingers trailing across her side. She shivered as they slid over her ass and dipped between her legs. Anna May's fingers teased her clit while her other hand tweaked her nipple. Jessica sighed in pleasure, and then she felt a hard cock poke against the soft flesh of her hip.
Jessica tensed -- it wasn't Anna May on the bed! She stiffened as he slid a finger inside her pussy, and she was embarrassed at how wet she was. He moved behind her and she tried to close her legs. Was it the Whip...was it her father? She tried to crawl forward and he pulled her back, she gasped as she felt his hard cock between her legs.
With one hand on the small of her back, he rubbed the head of his cock against her slit. Jessica bit her lip; she knew this was going to hurt. She wasn't wet at all anymore. As he pushed forward, his knob pressed against her opening, she fell flat on the bed. He grabbed her hips and angrily lifted her back into position, shoving his thick shaft between her legs.
Jessica struggled to pull her hands free of the ropes and to shake the blindfold, and when she felt him entering her she cried, "No...Daddy!"
As he moved away from her, she collapsed on the bed. Footsteps thumped across the carpeted floor and a hand tore her blindfold off. She looked up through her tears and could see her Master standing in front of her, holding the blindfold. He was completely dressed, unlike the Whip beside him; Anna May knelt on the bed, untying Jessica's wrists.
"I'm sorry, Dad," said Jessica, as she wiped her tears. "I didn't mean to use the safeword, I don't know why I said it. I'm fine, I'm not afraid. Please...let's try again. I want to do it again."
There was a lull as her Master watched her, and she pleaded with her eyes for another chance. And then he signaled to the Whip and the two of them left the bedroom, leaving her alone with Anna May.
"Is the Master mad at me?" said Jessica, as more tears welled in her eyes.



Anna May nodded, and wiped away her tears.
"Maybe tomorrow you can teach me how to do it better...with the strap-on? I know I'm terrible at sex, Jason always said so, I don't blame Master for being mad at me."
"Jessica," Anna May whispered soothingly. "That's not why he's mad at you. He's mad because you lied to him. You must always tell him the truth about how you feel, and you are not. How else can he fulfill your needs? You have a safeword for a reason -- he doesn't want to force you to do things you don't want to do.
"I saw the look on your face. I saw you crying beneath the blindfold. Did it hurt? Was he too big for you?"
"No. Yes...I mean, I don't know. I've always been that way. It drove Jason crazy. I want to make them happy...make them come. But when it's inside me, I can't relax; I just want it to be over as soon as possible. Maybe I just don't like sex?"
"It's not that you don't like it," Anna May said. "It's as if you are afraid of it. Jessica...is it because you're worried that one time it will be your father?"
"What? No...I, mean...I don't know."
"It won't be," Anna May whispered. "It's always been the Whip. Your father has never touched you, and he never would. He's never even been in the room."
Jessica felt the tears spill over and roll down her cheeks as Anna May hugged her.
"Let me make you feel better," Anna May said, and leaned between her legs.
"No," Jessica said, and surprised her by pushing her away. "You're always taking care of me Anna May, let me take care of you for a change."
She pushed her back on the pillows and moved between her legs. As Jessica touched her tongue to her pussy she was surprised at how dark her swollen lips were. She dipped her tongue inside and sighed when she tasted her sweet nectar.
"What if Master finds out that you're going to make me come," Anna May moaned, "without his permission?"
"He will find out -- I'll tell him. We should both be punished," Jessica said, and spread Anna May's legs so she could get her tongue deeper.
When they woke the next morning, with daylight peeking through the curtains, two pomegranates had been left for them on the side table. They ate them on the bed naked, feeding each other the seeds.
* * *
Jessica and her Master drove to work together an hour and a half later, and as her father parked the car and turned off the ignition he put his hand on her leg.
"Jessica, I saw how happy you looked this morning, sleeping in my bed with Anna May...I think I made a mistake last night, when I -- "
"No, Master," she said, squeezing his hand. "That's what I need. Being with Anna May? That's easy. But the other stuff...with the Whip? Anna May was right -- I am afraid. And if I don't have you...pushing me -- I'll always be afraid."
"I'd hate myself if I made you do something that hurt you, made you not trust me."
"Master -- that's why I have a safeword. It was a huge relief to be able to use it last night."
He nodded. "I've just been wondering lately -- with you already having come so far since you've been here -- maybe it's time now for you to go back home, back to your friends, back to school."
"What? This is my home; you and Anna May are my family! Don't send me away, Master."
"I just want you to be happy."
"I am happy," she said. "Happier than I've ever been."
He smiled and nodded, but he knew there was something missing.
Jessica was filing correspondence in the cabinets on the wall opposite her father's office later that day. She stopped at one letter, not sure where to file it, and walked over to ask Jean. As she was talking to her, the door to her father's office opened and a tall, good-looking guy in his early twenties walked out.
She knew he was one of her father's photographers, and as he ran his hand through his dark, curly hair and walked past Jessica, he glanced at her and she saw tears in his eyes. She followed him to the copy room where he was leaning against a table, and as he looked up at her she recognized his cold, hard-looking gunmetal blue eyes.
"Whip?"
He nodded. "Hey, Jessica, it's Matt," he said, and wiped a tear from his eye.
"Hi, umm, Matt. What's wrong?" she asked.
"It's your dad...our Master. He doesn't want to be my Dom anymore."
"What...why?" she asked. When she saw him starting to cry she awkwardly hugged him. She found it funny that she had jerked him off, sucked his cock and almost been fucked by him, but she felt weird giving him a hug.
"Because of Cassandra leaving...he said he's closing the dungeon."
Jessica burst into her father's office and slammed the door shut behind her. He signaled for her to kneel but she ignored him.
"You're closing the dungeon?"
"Slave Jessica -- "
"No, if you're closing the dungeon I guess I'm not your slave anymore!"
"Jessica, I've given this matter a lot of thought, and I tried to tell you my reasons while we were driving to work. Anna May isn't my first slave. There was another...and I made mistakes and hurt her. I thought I'd learned from it, but I promised myself -- if I hurt another -- that I could no longer be anyone's master. I hurt Cassandra, and I nearly hurt you...now its time for me to keep my promise."
"But you didn't hurt me, I used the safeword. And I know you think you hurt Cassandra, but you think you can make up for it by hurting the Whip, and Anna May too?"
"Jessica, I told you...I think it's better if you go back home. You're my daughter, you were never meant to be my slave. And, the Whip -- Matt -- he'll find another master."
"And what about Anna May? Is she supposed to find another master...another home?"
"She won't have to...I'm going to ask her to marry me."
"Oh...wow," she said, and hugged her father. "You're going to make her so happy," she said, wiping away her tears.
"But the dungeon...you love the dungeon. And so do Anna May and the Whip. It's my fault Cassandra left. You guys were doing great until I asked to be your slave."
"Jessica -- "
"Let me talk to her," she said. "You're right, it wasn't fair of me to take her place. I'm going to give it back to her."
"Jessica -- "
"I will go back to school, Dad. Maybe you're right...maybe it is time. And if I leave, Cassandra can come back to the dungeon."
"Jessica, I'm glad that you want to go back to school, but I've already talked to her, she won't change her mind."
* * *
Cassandra was loading files into boxes and looked coolly at Jessica when she entered her office. "Can I help you, slave Jessica?"
"We need to talk."
"Please, why would I listen to anything you had to say?"
"I just need to tell you something -- "
"You know what...bitch? I think I've already heard enough, so why don't you just shut the fuck up?"
Jessica coolly shut the door and locked it behind her. "You know what," she said, remembering Jason. "I'm not going to let anyone talk to me like that anymore."
The smirk left Cassandra's face as she looked into Jessica's eyes and saw a look she'd never seen there before. As she crossed the office toward her, Cassandra took a step back and bumped into her filing cabinet.
The Master was looking out his window and was surprised to see Jessica walk into the office with Cassandra right behind her.
"Hello, Cassandra," he said, "I guess you're here to say goodbye."
She looked down at the floor and didn't say a word.
He looked at Jessica. "What's going on?"
"She's not going anywhere," Jessica said, as she circled Cassandra.
"You're staying?" he asked Cassandra.
But Cassandra, without permission to speak, didn't say a word. Instead, Jessica answered for her. "I had a good talk with Cassandra in her office."
Jessica didn't mention how she'd pinned her against her filing cabinet, her thigh pressed between her legs, sliding her short skirt up. She didn't mention how she'd forced her hand up underneath her blouse, and told her how things were going to be between the two of them. She didn't mention how she'd sat on the edge of the desk, her fingers laced through Cassandra's hair as her tongue worked its magic between her legs.
"I found out that Cassandra's not only a jealous girl, she's a selfish one too. Cassandra doesn't like to share; she wants a Master who is hers and hers alone. Isn't that right, slave Cassandra?"
She gave a sharp signal and Cassandra fell to her knees. "Yes, Mistress!"
"I'm afraid I can't be your slave anymore, Daddy," Jessica said. "I promised Cassandra that, if she agreed to accept me as her Mistress, I'd give her my undivided attention, and all of the punishment she deserves. And you need a lot of punishment, don't you, slave?"
"Yes, Mistress," Cassandra answered.
Jessica gave another signal and she bent down and kissed her shoe.
"You trained her so well," she said, smiling at her father. "But I need to know if I can borrow the dungeon a few nights a week so we can train some more. I'm going to teach her how to be my slave, and she's going to teach me how to be her Mistress."
"The two of you can use it any time you need," he said. "Jessica...Cassandra's lucky to have you as a Domme."
"And now you don't need to close the dungeon," she said. "You wanted Cassandra to have what she needed, and now she does."
Cassandra slid her hand up the inside of Jessica's thigh.
"Bad slave!" Jessica said, as she knocked her hand away and grabbed her by her chin. "Didn't you get punished enough in your office? Do I have to take you back there and discipline you some more?"
"Yes, Mistress," she moaned.
Jessica smiled at her father as she led Cassandra toward the door. "You can tear up her resignation, she isn't going anywhere."
* * *
When they returned home that night, they were surprised to see a taxi driving away from the house. They walked inside and saw a familiar figure talking to Anna May.
"Mom?" Jessica said. "What are you doing here?"
"I've been so worried about you," she whispered, as she hugged her daughter. "You're so thin!"
"Mom, I'm fine."
"I saw Jason," she whispered. "He said your father's keeping you a prisoner here."
"Mom, you know what Jason's like -- he's lying. I love it here, and I'm staying. Dad said -- "
"I'm sorry, honey," she interrupted, "but I can't allow -- "
"Mom!" Jessica said, cutting her off. "Let me talk for once. I know you want what's best for me, and this is what's best for me. I'm staying with Dad, and I'm going to college here in the fall. It's not your choice to make, it's mine."
Her mother was stunned; her daughter had never talked to her that way before.
Jessica's father cut between them and took her mother's hand. "We need to talk," he said, and led her to his study.
"Please, Angela, have a seat," he said, as he sat down.
"No, thank you, I'll stand. What have you done to her, Michael? I've never heard her talk to me...to anyone...like that before."
"Jessica's stronger now," he said. "She's more confident, less afraid."
"Have you been...training her?"
"Yes, she asked me to. And now she's training another."
"She's that strong?" she said. "Strong enough to train another?"
"Angela, you know better than anyone that it takes far more strength to be a slave than a master."
"I just...I always thought it would hurt Jessica, being with you...finding out your secret. You know I didn't want her to come stay with you, even when you said you'd train her, and teach her, but now when I see her out there, when I see how beautiful she is, how strong she is, I see it's the best thing that could have ever happened to her. How could I have been so wrong?"
He looked into his ex-wife's tear-filled eyes and saw a look, a love, he hadn't seen there in years. He didn't know if she would remember the signal, it had been so long since she'd seen it, or if she would even acknowledge it, even though she'd been his first, but when he made it she instantly dropped to her knees.
And spoke the words she hadn't said in nearly twenty years. "Thank you, Master!"
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Eric and Daphne pulled into the underground parking lot and he knew she was watching him as he circled deeper and deeper, until he reached his stall.
He backed his black Saturn Sky into his parking space and the thumping beat from the speakers died as he killed the ignition.
In the silence, before he could unbuckle his seatbelt, he felt Daphne's hand on his leg.
"I really appreciate you driving me home from work every night," she said.
Eric looked down at her hand and then met her eyes, knowing he'd see the same look of longing he always saw there. "Daph, we live in the same apartment building. I keep telling you, it's no trouble."
"I just wish you'd let me pay you back by giving you money for gas...or something."
As she slowly stroked his thigh, he said, "I don't need anything, just having your company for the drive home is enough."
"Well, why don't you let me pay you back by taking you out to dinner...maybe this Saturday?"
Eric raised an eyebrow. "Isn't next Saturday Valentine's Day?"
Daphne blushed and squeezed his thigh. "It doesn't mean anything, it's just a Saturday to me. I'll make the reservations, and we can -- "
"Daph, I've told you I just want to be -- "
"Don't say it," she said, pushing her fingers against his lips. "You drive me crazy every time you say you just want to be friends. Why can't we be more than friends?"
Eric felt her other hand sliding up his thigh, and she rubbed her palm across his crotch; her fingers wrapped around and squeezed his half-hard cock when she felt it through his pants.
"Whoa!" he said, pulling her hand away from his quickly stiffening shaft. "Daph, I mean it, I just want us to be friends. Can't you accept that?"
"Yes, of course, friends..." But Daphne wanted to be more than friends. If she had her way, Eric's pants would've been around his ankles with her head bobbing up and down in his lap.
Ever since she'd met him when he'd moved in nearly a year ago she'd been infatuated with him, but he just wasn't interested in her. And Daphne couldn't understand that; every boy she'd ever met had been interested in her.
But no matter how many times she'd tried, Eric had resisted every move, every seduction, and always kept the buffer of friendship between them.
"If you really want to take someone out on Valentine's Day, why don't you ask Saul?" he said.
"Saul? Saul from work? He's nice I guess, but -- "
"He's crazy about you, give him a chance."
"You won't give me a chance..."
Eric reached over and put his hand just above Daphne's breast, near her heart. "I mean give him a chance here, not in bed, and I think you'll be surprised."
Daphne trembled beneath Eric's touch; she didn't know why it drove her so crazy. "Okay," she whispered, reaching up to hold his hand in place. "I'll give him a chance. But if it doesn't work out...you owe me."
* * *
Daphne returned to her apartment and Eric returned to his, a small bachelor suite on the nineteenth floor.
For the price he paid, the apartment was painfully small. But what Eric was paying for was the view. From here he could look down on the city as if from the heavens. At night it looked like a sea of lights, with lives crisscrossing back and forth below him.
As he held his hand up to the window, feeling the cool night air on the other side, he caught his reflection in the glass. He'd love to have given Daphne a chance. She was the most beautiful girl he knew, with an amazing body and a touch that was electric.
When they'd got off the elevator Eric knew that she'd glanced down at the bulge in the front of his pants, and knew he was still stiff from her touch in the front seat of his car.
But how could he explain to her that when he dreamed he didn't dream of her, he dreamed of pain.
And now that he sat at his desk, looking at his laptop, his cock was hard again. But this time it wasn't from Daphne; it was from the black and white images sliding across the screen.
Images of women bound with ropes, twisted into every possible position, gagged and blindfolded as they submitted to their masters, and let them use their bodies for their pleasure.
Eric was sure that if he told Daphne his secret she'd eagerly submit to him, letting him bind and dominate her, using her body in any way he could imagine.
But he wasn't sure if that was what he really wanted. When he dreamed of pain, he dreamed of his own pain. And wondered what it would feel like to be bound, to be at the mercy of another. Never knowing if they would give you punishment or pleasure.
He was determined to make a date with a dominatrix, wanted to learn the art of submission...and pain...from an expert. And he'd been googling ads looking for one nearby that could fulfill his needs.
Images of men bound, their bodies being teased by beautiful latex-clad mistresses...being punished beneath their high heels and whips. These were the images that filled his head as he undressed, neatly folding his clothes before he crawled naked into his bed.
Sleep came swiftly and Eric dreamed, but tonight the dream was different.
There was a storm outside and he could hear the rain beating against his window, but above it he heard a dreamy voice singing, calling to him like a siren.
Eric sat up in his bed and rubbed his eyes, trying to cast off the shackles of sleep. Like a prisoner he rose from his bed and was pulled toward the siren's song.
Was it coming through the walls? He didn't feel like he was asleep, he felt like he was awake and the music was coming from the apartment next door.
But the song was too beautiful, too dreamlike, as if it came from another world. And now he heard more than one voice singing.
The sirens' call pulled him to the wall of his apartment, and he saw himself standing naked in the full-length mirror.
The sweet sound seemed to be coming from beyond the mirror. Eric stepped forward and in the semi-darkness banged against a small end table.
As he struck the table it thumped against the wall, and the face of the mirror rippled like a pool of water.
Eric reached forward to touch the glass and his fingers dipped through the cool surface, sending rings like water on a pond rolling across his reflection.
Now he knew he knew he was dreaming, and as he stepped through the mirror he heard the sirens' song even clearer.
Beyond the mirror there was only darkness, with an infinite amount of pinpricks of light shining in the dark like stars. He felt like he was afloat on a shipless ocean with the night sky all around him.
The sirens' song called him toward one of the stars and he glided toward it, as if carried by wings.
But then he heard another voice, a second siren calling dreamily to him from the beyond.
Eric stopped, torn between the dream sirens. The first ones called to him, begging him to come to their Mistress, while the second siren sang of love, and her search for it.
Something flew toward him out of the darkness -- a butterfly. It flitted about Eric's head and tried to get him to follow, to lead him toward the dreamy voice of the second siren.
But the other sirens' voices grew even stronger, and their song, though irresistibly sweet, was no less sad than sweet, and lapped Eric's body and soul with a fatal lethargy.
And as their song carried him toward them, he looked back as the butterfly and his keeper's siren song faded into the darkness.
Eric saw the pinprick of light he was being drawn irresistibly toward grow into a portal, and as he went through it he stepped out of a mirror into a chamber.
He had no idea how he knew it was a chamber, as the walls couldn't be seen, but as the sirens' song faded, their prey successfully lured across the sea of night, he knew he was being watched.
"Hello?" Eric said.
As if in answer, a blonde-haired woman stepped forward from the darkness. Eric's eyes drank in every inch of her -- the dominatrix of his dreams.
She was wearing a tight, black leather corset dress that barely contained her full, perfect breasts and was high enough to reveal her matching leather panties. Black glovelets were wrapped around her wrists, and a pair of black high-heeled leather boots stretched up mid-thigh, completing her outfit.
Eric could see the soft skin between her boots and panties was pale white, as if it rarely saw the sun, and as his eyes drifted up her body, savoring every inch, he spotted a silver collar around the pale skin of her neck.
If her body had fulfilled every one of his fantasies, her face shattered them. He had never seen anyone so beautiful...her beauty was otherworldly. Her perfect, heart-shaped face was framed by long, silky blonde hair that cascaded across her shoulders from twin ponytails that rose from the top of her head like horns.
But as Eric watched her, she wasn't watching him. She looked over her outfit as if it was the first time she'd ever seen it, and when she finally looked up at Eric, standing there in his nakedness, her eyes saw through him and she smiled wickedly.
The dominatrix turned her palms face up and lifted them, and the walls were revealed around her in the form of a dungeon, complete with every instrument of punishment Eric had fantasized about.
She turned to examine them, running her fingers curiously along their lengths, and Eric could see the back of her dress was open and laced together so that he had a full view of her flawless ass.
Her fingers drifted over the different whips, floggers and paddles hanging from the wall and she glanced back at him, as if trying to decide how she should punish him first.
"Who are you?" said Eric.
She didn't speak but, as if in answer, he heard the sirens' voices whisper: "We seek her, but she is lost to the shadows..."
The voices were all around Eric, as he said, "Who? Who is lost?"
He went to walk toward the dominatrix and nearly stumbled as something pulled at his foot. Looking down, he saw that both of his legs were shackled to the floor.
He reached down to try and free himself, but invisible hands grabbed his wrists and pulled his arms painfully up and above his head, binding him to the Saint Andrew's Cross that had appeared behind him.
He struggled against his bindings as the dark dominatrix strutted toward him, a black and red flogger in her hands. She reached her fingers up to touch her silver collar and it vanished, reappearing around Eric's neck, its weight cool against his skin.
Eric knew he was in a dream but, as he felt the bindings cutting into his flesh, the pain felt so real.
Suddenly she was right in front of him, so close that he could feel the unnatural heat of her body in the cold chamber.
Her hand caressed his smooth, well-muscled chest and she brushed her fingers lightly against his nipples, exploring his body. She pressed her cheek against his and sighed, as if she'd gone ages without knowing the touch of flesh.
Sliding her right hand across his taut stomach and down across his groin, she dragged her long fingernails across his swollen erection.
She smiled at him and dragged the tip of her tongue across her lip in anticipation. Stepping back, she held up the flogger, testing its weight in her hand.
Eric felt a faint flicker of fear. "What are you going to -- "
She reached out and twisted his nipple hard, silencing him with a scream of pain.
Eric had dreamed of pain before, but never anything like this. He squeezed his eyes shut and clenched his teeth as she drew back the flogger and whipped it forward.
Eric tensed for the blow but the first strike of the soft leather tips flicked almost painlessly across his skin. He let out his breath, but caught it again when she struck a second blow, just a little bit harder.
She gave him a naughty, knowing smile as she whipped the flogger back and forth across his skin. Starting at his chest, she struck him over and over, each stroke harder, each stroke lower.
He could feel the pain now, intensifying as the tails of the flogger inched down toward his crotch. As a blow sent stings of pain arcing across his abdomen he started to grow afraid.
How was it going to feel when she struck lower with the flogger? His abdomen was strong enough to take the blow, but his cock and balls were so tender, so sensitive. How would it feel when those leather tails curled beneath him and bit into his soft flesh?
She was inches away from his cock, which hung heavily down between his spread legs, and Eric clenched his teeth and closed his eyes, trying to will himself to wake from the dream...from the nightmare.
He heard the flogger as it whistled toward him, and he screamed as the tails cut painfully into the soft flesh of his ass.
Eric opened his eyes in shock and realized he'd somehow been turned around, and was now facing the cross; his mystery mistress was behind him, twisting the flogger for another blow.
As it cut into him again, Eric cried out: "No! I can't take any more...please...Mistress."
She already had her arm back, aiming a third stroke, but she stopped and dropped the flogger to the stone floor.
She stepped close to him and pressed her body against him from behind, the cool leather of her dress soothing against the raw skin of his well-whipped ass.
Reaching her hand around, she found that his cock was completely erect. She sighed as she wrapped her fingers around it and started to stroke it.
Eric moaned as she pumped his shaft, and felt his balls tightening as she jacked her hand back and forth, faster and faster. He knew he was about to come, and groaned as he closed his eyes, ready for release.
Suddenly he was free, his bindings and the cross were gone and he slumped to the floor, his cock painfully erect and throbbing. His Mistress stood above him, giving him a look that let him know he wasn't allowed to come -- yet.
Eric sat on the floor, dizzy and trying to catch his breath, when somewhere in the distance, beyond the mirror, he heard the other dream siren calling, looking for him.
Before he could look toward the mirror his dark Mistress grabbed his chin and forced him to look up at her. Smiling, she held out her other hand and offered him a pomegranate.
Eric felt hungrier than he'd felt in his life. He tore through the skin with his teeth, tearing off a jagged piece of flesh so he could see the sweet seeds beneath.
He was about to eat but hesitated, and held out the opened pomegranate toward his Mistress, offering her the first taste.
She smiled sweetly at his offer, shaking her head no as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. On the soft pink flesh, six pomegranate seeds glowed like rubies.
She grabbed his hair and wrenched him close so that her mouth was right by his ear, and hissed, "Neverborn!"
* * *
Eric bolted upright in his bed, the word echoing through his head. Neverborn...never born...never borne. He could still feel the sting of her lash, the pain of her touch.
His heart was pounding through his chest and he was soaked in sweat. He kicked off his blankets, trying to cool himself down, and fell back on his pillow.
Eric had dreamed of domination before, but never anything like that. The pain had felt so...true.
He looked at his alarm clock and saw the time was three thirty four.
He needed more sleep and closed his eyes, still not sure if he'd had a dream or a nightmare.
Eric knew he was starting to dream again when he heard the faint song of his dream siren, telling him to wake from the dream.
And then he opened his eyes; he was still in his bed. But in the darkness he could see a shadow...a silhouette...someone or something was crouching at the foot of his bed.
Eric felt panic crawling over him as he tried to sit up, tried to reach for the light, but it was as if invisible arms were pinning him to his bed.
He freed an arm and reached out in the darkness, a weight on him as he struggled for the light switch. And then he felt something seize his arm. Blind panic tore through him as he tried to pull away, and it tried to pull him off the bed, into the darkness.
Eric awoke screaming; it had only been a nightmare. But then he felt it -- something was still holding his hand.
He yanked it away and scrambled back across his bed as he fumbled for the light switch.
When he turned it on he saw her, a dark-haired girl kneeling beside his bed.
"Who the fuck are you?" said Eric. "How did you get in my apartment?"
She grabbed his leg to try to calm him down. "Don't be afraid. I'm here to serve you, Master."
Eric jerked his leg away and blinked his eyes as they adjusted to the light. The girl was stunningly beautiful, maybe even more beautiful than the dominatrix of his dreams, and he realized she wasn't a girl -- she was a woman.
She wore a small, dark top made of black feathers that barely covered her large, full breasts, which were out of proportion to her small frame. And as she kneeled, he saw the only other thing she wore was a tiny pair of black silk panties.
When she saw him admiring her, and felt his gaze sliding across her soft, exposed skin, she swept her long, black hair back over her shoulder so he could see her breasts better.
Eric looked into her dark, shining eyes and saw the look of longing, the same look Daphne had.
"What do you mean...you've come to serve me?"
"Exactly that. I want to serve you as a slave, with you as my Master."
Eric had e-mailed and chatted online with others interested in the BDSM lifestyle, and wondered if she was one of them, if she'd somehow learned where he lived.
He followed her gaze to between his legs and, realizing he was completely naked, yanked the sheets up.
"How did you get in my apartment? And what are you doing here at three thirty in the morning?"
"Anything you want me to, Master." She laid her hands palms up on her thighs and thrust her breasts forward.
"No, I mean -- "
They both started when the light unexpectedly went out, and they were both illuminated only by the faint glow of the city lights outside the window. The rain was still beating down, but above it they heard the soft song of the sirens, searching for him, calling him back to his dark mistress.
The girl's dark eyes went wide with fear, as she looked to the mirror and then back to Eric. "Don't listen, Master. Don't go to her, I can give you what you need."
Eric started to sit up and she quickly climbed on to the bed and straddled him, pinning him down with her weight. He could feel her heat pressing against his hardness through the thin sheet.
The warmth of her body felt amazing as she lowered herself against him, but he felt himself falling away from her.
Eric felt as if his soul had left his body and was being carried toward the sirens by their song. "Get off me, slave," he said, in an empty voice, and she had no choice but to obey.
He stood up and she saw he was under their spell...under her spell. She had to do something, so she sang.
As soon as Eric heard the enchanting sound he stopped and looked at her, as if seeing her for the first time; the girl couldn't have been much older than twenty, but her voice was timeless.
The sirens' spell broken, Eric realized he knew whom she was, the second siren who'd called to him in his dream.
She smiled and a tear ran down her cheek as she sang, and saw the recognition in his eyes. She held out a closed hand to her Master and, as he gently pried her fingers back, a butterfly flew free and circled him.
But the song from the mirror grew stronger, and beckoned him again, and no matter how passionately she sang he couldn't resist it. He stepped toward the mirror and she grabbed his hand, trying to pull him back from the darkness.



Eric fought against her, trying to get free, and she cried, "Master, wake up! Wake up!"
* * *
"Wake up! Eric, wake up!"
Eric bolted upright in his bed; it was daylight.
"About time!" Daphne said, her hand still on his shoulder. "I've been shaking and shaking you trying to wake you up, I was starting to get a little worried."
"I was having the strangest dream," he said.
"I can tell...I hope it was about me."
Eric looked down and realized his cock was completely stiff, sticking up straight like an arrow and tenting the thin white sheet.
Embarrassed, he tried to cover it with his hand. "What are you doing in my apartment?"
"We're late," she said. "When you didn't come to get me I came here instead and knocked and knocked. After you didn't answer, I went and got the spare key you gave me to hold. I know you told me not to use it, but I was worried about you."
"Thanks," he said, looking at the clock and shocked to see he'd slept in by over an hour. "Shit, I've got to get dressed, we've got to get going."
He went to get up and realized Daphne was still sitting on the edge of his bed, watching him.
"Umm, do you mind turning your back while I get dressed?"
"Sorry," she said, as she stood and faced away from him.
But she'd positioned herself so that as he got out of bed she could see him perfectly in the full-length mirror.
Daphne had never seen him naked before, and what she saw made her catch her breath. He was everything she'd imagined. If desire had a name, she thought, its name was Eric.
He was built like a champion swimmer, with broad shoulders and a lean, perfectly muscled body. As he got out of bed he stretched, and Daphne felt flushed as every inch of him was put into perfect definition.
He shook his fingers through his wavy, dirty-blonde hair and rubbed his hands across his face.
But Daphne wasn't looking at his face. Her eyes were between his legs.
When she'd felt his cock in the car she knew it was thick, but now...seeing it in all its glory...she never realized how long he was. Even half-hard, he was nearly as big as most of the guys she'd been with.
Based on what she'd seen jutting up beneath the sheet, and what she was looking at now, she guessed he had to be at least eight to nine inches long...and thick.
She was fantasizing about what it would be like to be beneath him, what it would be like to be fucked by that beautiful cock, when Eric turned to grab his clothes from the dresser.
"Holy shit!" she said.
Eric turned to see what was wrong and quickly covered his cock with his hands as he saw Daphne coming toward him.
She turned him sideways and he winced in pain as she brushed her fingers across his ass cheek. "Oww, that stings!" he said.
"I bet it does," said Daphne, turning him to get a better look at his butt as she rubbed her hand soothingly across both cheeks. "What the hell were you up to last night?"
Eric turned his back to the mirror and looked over his shoulder, as she removed her hand he saw the marks.
Angry red lines crisscrossed his ass -- whip marks from a flogger.
Eric stared at them disbelievingly. How were they possible? He'd only dreamed of the dominatrix -- hadn't he?
As he checked out his ass in the mirror, Daphne was checking out his cock again.
It was so near, and so beautiful. She dreamed of touching it again, of feeling it growing hard in her hand.
"Umm...Daph?" said Eric. "What are you doing?"
But she didn't hear him. As if in a trance, she had her hand wrapped around his thick cock, slowly stroking it back and forth.
"Daph!" he said, prying her hand off his shaft, "Please don't..."
Daphne stepped back, staring at her hand in disbelief, and her eyes went wide as she looked at Eric, unable to comprehend how her hand had ended up around his cock. "Oh my god...I didn't mean to...I mean, I didn't even know I -- "
"It's okay," Eric said, pulling up his boxer briefs and tucking his stiff cock inside. "Let's just forget about it. We've got bigger things to worry about, like getting to work before we're both fired."
* * *
A flimsy excuse of car trouble and a promise to make up the extra hour got them off the hook for being late, but the next seven hours passed painfully slow for Eric.
He couldn't stop thinking about the dream...or dreams. How could there be whip marks on his ass if it was only a dream? Had he clawed his own ass in his sleep? Was the damage self-inflicted?
Eric went to the washroom, locked the door and pulled down his jeans until he could see the marks on his ass, and then he got the feeling again.
The same feeling he'd had all day whenever he passed a mirror...as if someone was watching him.
He tentatively reached out his fingers and touched the mirror's surface. When he felt cool glass against his fingertips, nothing more, he shook his head and realized how crazy he must have looked.
Eric knew it had only been a nightmare, he'd had them before, he knew how real they could seem and how the memory could linger for days. And the marks...he must have scratched himself on something in his bed.
He pulled up his pants, checked his hair in the mirror and opened the door. But as he turned off the light and left the room, he never heard the faint siren song searching for him from the other side of the silvered glass.
When their day was done, Daphne met him by his car.
"Did you ask Saul?" said Eric.
"Huh?"
"Saul. Did you see if he wanted to go out with you on Valentine's Day?"
"Oh fuck, I completely forgot..." How could she remember, Daphne thought, when all day she hadn't been able to stop thinking about Eric's cock, wondering how it had ended up in her hands, and wondering how she could get it there again.
She promised she'd ask Saul tomorrow and as they drove home together they were both quiet, their minds elsewhere.
* * *
Eric closed his laptop. Tonight he hadn't done his usual search. Hadn't looked for depictions of bondage...snapshots of submission. He wondered if those were what had fueled his nightmare of the dream sirens.
With nervous anticipation he stripped naked, neatly folded his clothes and crawled into bed. Lying on his side in the semi-darkness, he couldn't help watching the mirror.
Eric's head nodded for what seemed to be only a few seconds, but as he looked around his apartment it seemed...different. And as he listened, he could just hear the faint song of the sirens drifting through the mirror, beckoning him.
But between him and the mirror, kneeling, she waited for him.
The girl with the dark hair, kneeling completely nude with her back and shoulders straight, her chest out and belly in, her head up with her eyes averted toward the floor, and knees spread with her hands on her thighs, palms up. On her shoulder perched a butterfly.
When Eric rose from the bed she didn't move, but the butterfly flew toward him, fluttered by his ear, and whispered, "Omnia vincit amor."
Unsure of what he'd heard, Eric turned to the butterfly but it was gone. "I'm dreaming again, aren't I?"
"This is only one of your dreams," she said.
And then they heard it together, the sirens' song growing louder, beckoning him toward their dark mistress.
"I know you dream of pain," she said. "But don't go to her...give me your pain, Master."
"Why do you keep calling me that?"
"Because you are my Master and I am your slave."
As she said the words, she raised her dark eyes and he saw pinpricks of light reflected there, like the ones he'd seen beyond the mirror. And as he stepped closer, and her eyes shone brighter, the song from beyond the mirror grew fainter.
"Who are you?" he said.
"I am your soul...your breath of life."
"I mean...what's your name?"
"I have no need of a name, I exist only to serve you."
"Then...what do I call you?"
"Slave."
Eric looked down at her and, now that she was naked, realized the full measure of her beauty. Every curve was perfection, from the soft glide of her hips to the radius of her full breasts.
Slave...the word lingered on his lips. He reached down and trailed a finger across her erect nipple, and with a touch the bond was made.
"Rise, slave."
"Thank you, Master," she said, and rose to her feet.
Eric sensed something around his neck; he was wearing the silver collar again. He reached his fingers up to touch it and, as he did, it appeared around her neck.
When she felt its weight, she reached up her hands to hold it, closed her eyes and sighed in pleasure as the cold of the metal comforted her.
As she opened her eyes and held out her hand, she said, "Can we begin, Master?"
Eric took her hand but hesitated. "Begin what?"
"The domination."
He looked around his small apartment, and noticed the clock said three thirty four. "Where? Here?"
"No, beyond the mirror." She pulled his hand and they stepped through together.
As they stepped into the darkness beyond, floating on a sea surrounded by a million pinpricks of light, he heard the dream sirens' song, calling him.
She squeezed his hand. "You'll be able to resist them, as long as you're with me."
"And what about you," Eric said, "will I be able to resist your song?"
"I hope not, as I sing a song of pleasure, while they sing a song of pain."
"But...who are they...who is she?"
"They were her servants, and she was their Mistress, but they failed her, and now they would give you to her as penance."
"And she's out there somewhere in this...darkness?"
"Darkness? Oh, Master, have you been blinded by your dream of pain?"
She leaned close, and Eric closed his eyes as she kissed him on both.
And when he opened them, instead of darkness, there was light, an infinite amount of light. The pinpricks had become doorways, golden doorways of every size and shape. And as the light from them flooded the nothingness around Eric he saw that he and his slave were floating in the space between the doorways, as if carried by invisible wings.
Seeing the bewildered look on her Master's face, she pulled him toward one and he saw Daphne on the other side.
She was lying in bed with the sheets and blankets pushed down. Naked, her hand was between her legs, and she tilted her head back and moaned as she pleasured herself.
"She is dreaming of you."
Eric was astonished to realize he was looking at her from the other side of the mirror above the dresser in her bedroom. "Why is she dreaming of me?"
His slave smiled at him. "Any girl who met you would dream of you."
"And if she looks at the mirror, will she be able to see me watching her?"
"No, we watch, but we are never seen."
She pulled him away from Daphne's mirror and as they went to other doorways they watched other lovers, other lives as they passed before their mirrors.
Lovers seen from the mirror above a bed, a couple lying together at the edge of a pond, two teenagers in the backseat of a car, caught in the rearview mirror.
"Anyone who is near a mirror? We can see them?" he said.
"Anyone who casts a reflection, on a mirror, on a pond, in your world or any world, we can see." She pulled him toward the tiniest doorway, and he could feel the love as a young mother cradled her newborn son and kissed him for the first time, and he watched her from the reflection in her infant's eye.
"And they don't know we're watching?" he whispered, gliding back from the tiny doorway.
"They can't see us, but sometimes they will sense us, sense that they're being watched, like you did at work today when I was watching you."
Eric felt overwhelmed as he slowly turned in a circle and saw the infinite number of doorways, the infinite number of lovers. "But...where are we?"
"In the space between."
"The space between what?"
"Lives."
Seeing the confusion on his face, as he struggled to wrap his brain around everything she'd told him, she pulled him close. "Do not think of them, Master, think of yourself. Remember that this is only a dream -- your dream."
"A dream...but it seems so real," he said, and looked into her eyes. "Why do you keep coming to me in my dreams? And why do the others keep calling to me?"
"Because you dream of pain...and we both want you to taste it; in our own ways and for our own reasons."
She led him to a doorway and they stepped inside. Eric looked around and saw they were in a small, windowless room. The only furniture was a wooden table in the center of the room, but on the walls were manacles, bindings, ropes, paddles, floggers, whips and other instruments of bondage and pain.
"Is this your dungeon?" said Eric.
"No, this is the home of a woman who has bought all of these things because, like you, she dreams of pain. But she has never found anyone to share it with, never had a chance to punish anyone other than herself.
"I crept into her room earlier tonight and sang softly to her as she slept. She won't awake until you do, Master, and everything you dream of she'll dream of too."
Eric paced the room, exploring the wall's wares with his hands, flexing them, feeling their weight. "You said earlier you both had reasons for calling to me in my dreams. What's your reason?"
"I am your slave, what reason can there be other than it pleases you?"
But the bond had been made, and Eric knew his slave wasn't lying, but he knew she wasn't telling him the whole truth.
"There is another reason," he said, stepping close to her, both of them naked. "Tell it to me now."
"Master, I cannot -- "
Eric wrenched her arm as he spun her around and pushed her down hard on the tabletop. She grunted as he forced her down, crushing her breasts against the cold, polished surface, her ass in the air as she bent over the table.
She tried to get back up and he pushed her down, keeping his hand between her shoulder blades as he kicked her legs apart.
Eric had taken a flogger from the wall with red and black tails. He slapped them gently against her ass.
"Will you tell me what I want to know? Tell me why you come, singing to me in my dreams? Or do I have to punish you?" He snapped the flogger against her ass a second time, a little harder, and she whimpered softly against the blow.
She tried to get up again but he held her down, and she whispered, "You must punish me, Master."
Eric looked down at her, bent over the table with her arms sprawled in front of her and her legs spread wide, ready for him, and he knew she was right.
He flogged her, each soft flick a little harder than the last, each blow aimed at a different part of her soft skin. The tails kissed the cheeks of her ass, the tender insides of her thighs, and the sensitive spot between her shoulder blades.
His slave moaned and gasped as he punished her and kept her face down on the table, so that she'd never know where the flogger was going to land next.
Eric leaned over her to sweep her long, dark hair away from her shoulders, exposing them for the next blow from the flogger, and as he did, his fully erect cock brushed against the inside of her thigh and she moaned in anticipation.
He reached his hand down between her legs and rubbed two of his fingers between the swollen lips of her pussy; she was soaked.
He dropped the flogger on the table close to her head and she started at the unexpected bang the hard handle made when it struck the wood.
Moving directly behind her, he kept one hand on the small of her back as he rubbed the head of his cock against her opening. She lifted herself on her tiptoes to give him better access.
"Are you ready to be punished, slave?"
"Yes, Master," she moaned, trying to back up on his cock, but unable to as his hand pinned her to the table.
He slid his cock forward, teasing her by rubbing the thick head between her lips and flicking it downward as it brushed her clit.
She wiggled her ass, begging him to fuck her. "Master...please."
"Tell me the reason. Tell me why you sing to me in my sleep, and come to me in my dreams."
"I cannot..." She reached back with her hand, trying to guide his hip forward.
Eric grabbed both of her arms and pulled them behind her back. "Then it's time for your punishment," he said, and drove his cock inside her.
She gasped as his thick pole parted her pussy lips and spread her wide. He pulled her arms, arching her back and sliding her along his shaft until her ass met his hips. She moaned; his entire length was inside her.
Eric let go of her arms, but she kept them behind her back, helpless as he put one hand on her hip and one hand on her shoulder and rocked his hips back and forth, working his thick cock in and out of her aching pussy. Aching because it had been so long...
"Oh, Master," she groaned as he fucked her, starting slowly and gradually increasing the force and tempo, as he did with the flogger. "It's so good, even better than I...better than I dreamed of."
Eric couldn't talk; it was everything he could do just not to come. Her skin was flawless, milky white everywhere except where the flogger had left its soft red kisses, and as he looked down at her beautiful, round ass, raised in the air to meet his thrusts, he could see her pussy wrapped tightly around his cock, as if she never wanted to let him go.
"Are you enjoying your punishment, slave?"
"Yes," she moaned," you punish me...and fuck me...so well."
"Well, it's your fault you're getting fucked so well, I couldn't resist this perfect ass any longer," he said, squeezing her ass cheek as he drove his cock even deeper. "But I've never flogged anyone before, not even in a dream. I just tried to do it like she did."
His slave's eyes went wide with fear, and she gripped the sides of the table to try to brace herself as he kept slamming her back and forth, fucking her harder than ever. "Like who did?" she moaned.
"The other one. The other...dream siren."
"You've seen her?"
Eric stopped pumping, but his cock was still inside her as she slumped on the table, trying to catch her breath. "I dreamed of her last night. She came to me or, I guess, I went to her."
"Those marks I saw on you today...the six lashes...were those from her?"
"Yeah...in my dream she tied me up and flogged me, like I did to you. And then she grabbed me and said -- "
"By the gods," his slave whispered, "she spoke to you?!"
"Uh-huh...she said, 'Neverborn'. Do you know what that means?"
He couldn't see her face, and didn't notice the tear that rolled down her cheek. "Please tell me that you didn't eat anything she offered you..."
Eric tried to remember if he'd eaten any of the pomegranate seeds. "No...she offered...but I don't remember eating any."
His slave knew she couldn't risk waiting any longer. "Master, say that you choose me."
"Choose you? Choose you for what?"
He pushed away from her, and as his cock slid out she tried to squeeze her pussy, tried to keep him inside her, but sighed as his cock swung free. "Just say the words, say 'I choose you' and we can share your dream of pain together...forever."
"Forever? You mean until I wake up. This is just a dream, right?"
She turned and kneeled in front of him, stroking her hand back and forth on his slick shaft. "Yes...just a dream. But if you say the words I'll come to you every night, singing my song. I'll be your slave, and your dream will be my dungeon."
Eric didn't know if he could say the words, didn't know if he could choose her. The feeling of power, the feeling of domination when he'd had her bent over the table, having his way with her with both the flogger and his cock, had been amazing.
But he couldn't stop thinking of the other dream siren, his Mistress. Last night she'd only given him a taste of domination, and he wondered what it would be like to drink deeper from her cup of pain.
His slave gazed up at him, trying to read her Master's mind, and as she did she kept stroking his stiff cock and saw how purple the head was. Knowing she'd been a poor slave by talking on the table when she hadn't been given permission to, and not letting her Master come like he needed to, she tried to make amends.



Raising herself up, she wrapped her mouth around his cock. Eric forgot all about his dark mistress and wrapped his hand through his dream siren's dark hair, encouraging her as her lips slid back and forth on his shaft.
She smiled as she looked up and saw how much her mouth was pleasing her Master, and flicked her tongue gently against the underside of his cock as she pumped his shaft with her hand.
Pulling her back onto his cock, Eric held her head with both hands as he fucked her mouth. She moaned around his length and tried to relax her throat as he went deeper and deeper.
Eric felt her fondling his swollen balls as he tried to force as much of his cock as he could between her soft, wet lips, and both of them knew he was about to come.
She bobbed faster and faster on his cock, pushing him toward the edge, and as he tightened his grip on her hair he knew he didn't have to ask, she was his slave.
He squeezed his eyes shut and with a groan he flooded her mouth with cum, feeling her cheeks tighten as she sucked and sucked, draining his cock of every drop.
Desperate not to let any escape her lips, she struggled to swallow his load. And as she did, Eric could hear his heart pounding in his ears...thump, thump, thump.
* * *
Thump, thump, thump. Eric woke with a start. Thump, thump, thump! Someone was knocking at his door.
He looked at his clock and, when he realized how late it was, knew it was Daphne. He went to pull back the sheets and saw they were stuck to him.
It had only been a dream -- a wet dream. A load of cum was stuck between him and the sheets. He quickly wiped his cock on the sheet and hid it under the blankets; he'd have to clean up the sticky mess later.
Daphne's fist was swinging back to bang again when he opened the door. "Fuck, I slept in again. Sorry!" he said.
Daphne didn't say a word; she was speechless as her eyes drifted down between his legs. Eric had been so rattled by the wet dream and the realization that he'd slept in again, that he'd answered the door completely naked.
She leaned in to watch his ass as he ran to the bathroom to get ready. As she entered his apartment and shut the door behind her, she heard the shower start.
Daphne walked in the front room and saw the messy bed. Figuring she may as well make herself useful while she waited, she pulled back the blankets to make it for him while he showered.
She froze when she saw the mess beneath the sheet, knowing instantly what it was.
Daphne looked toward the bathroom, listening as Eric sang in the shower, and wondered if he'd been thinking of her when he'd made it. She'd made a similar stain on her sheets last night when she'd made herself come dreaming of him, but hers hadn't been nearly as messy.
As she pulled the sheet up, she could see his cum was still wet and sticky and knew it hadn't been on the sheet long. Was that why he didn't answer? Was he still jacking off while she was pounding on the door?
Daphne lifted the sheet from the bed and looked at the sticky mess. Sweeping her long auburn hair over her shoulder so she wouldn't get any cum on it, she held the sheet close enough to take a sniff and, when she couldn't smell anything, turned to make sure Eric was still in the shower.
She flicked her tongue out and took the tiniest taste of his cum. Her eyes went wide in surprise. She'd swallowed cum before, but none had ever tasted like this.
She took a long lick, scooping a thick glob of cum off the sheet with her tongue. The flavor was amazing...so sweet. She didn't know what Eric had been eating to make it taste so good, but she knew she didn't want to share it with anyone.
Daphne licked and licked until it was all gone, cleaning his cum from the sheet, and then desperately wondered how she could get some more, preferably right from the source.
Eric came out of the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist and grabbed his clothes.
When he saw the bed was made, he turned to Daphne. "Oh shit...the sheet...did you -- "
"I cleaned it all up," she said, sliding the tip of her tongue across her lip. "The sheet is in the clothes hamper. I hope you were thinking of me when you made that mess."
"Daph," he said, as he went in to the bathroom to change, "I told you I just want to be -- "
"I know -- friends, we're just friends," she said as he shut the door.
She walked over and listened at the door as he dressed, and said, "But friends can still be close to each other...make each other feel good...instead of getting yourself off, you could call me and I could come over and lend a hand...or a mouth..."
"What did you say Daph?" he cried. "I can't hear you with the fan going."
"Nothing," she shouted, and leaned her forehead against the door.
* * *
Eric was pleased when Daphne told him that she'd asked Saul out for dinner on Valentine's Day and he'd accepted, but she didn't seem pleased that he seemed pleased.
He knew she had a major crush on him, but he just wasn't interested in being anything other than friends. And now, as he sleepwalked through his day unable to think of anything other than his two dream sirens, he wondered how any girl could interest him again.
Eric barely remembered the drive home, dropping by Daphne's apartment to get some leftovers she'd saved him, or even what they were. The world around him seemed secondary to the dreams that would come, and he was anxious to close his eyes and see who tonight would bring.
After undressing for bed and neatly folding his clothes, he was halfway under the covers when he stopped. He looked at the near wall where the full-length mirror stood sentinel, and felt as if he was being watched. Was he already dreaming, or was the dream real?
Traffic murmured from the streets below as he walked toward the mirror, and tentatively reached out a hand toward it.
Nothing. His fingers found nothing but cool glass. He pressed his face against it, hoping he could see something on the other side, but only saw his reflection. As he stepped back he saw the marks his hands and nose had left on the glass, but then those too faded away.
Crawling into bed and closing his eyes, he let sleep overcome him
* * *
Eric sat upright, more than half asleep, and looked around his apartment. He knew what time it was before he even looked at the clock -- three thirty four.
The streets below were silent as he swung his legs out of bed and checked the room. He was alone. Tonight he hadn't dreamed at all.
He walked back to the mirror and tentatively reached his fingers out. Just before they touched the glass he stopped, listening. He heard something, like a whisper.
Eric pressed his fingers against the glass and watched as they passed through as if breaking the surface of a pond. Stepping forward, he fell into nothingness, into the beyond.
He was on the other side of the mirror, with a thousand upon thousand doorways beckoning him. He found Daphne's by memory and saw her sleeping soundly. Drifting to another, he saw the dungeon he'd been in the night before.
A naked woman was bent over the table in the exact same position that Eric's slave had been, and a man was behind her with the red and black flogger in his hand, thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy as she moaned with each stroke.
From across the beyond, he heard the sirens' song, and he knew they were calling him, summoning him to his dark mistress. But he hesitated, as a far away window beckoned him.
Drifting to the doorway, he saw he was looking through a reflection of a pool far under the earth. Someone was lying on the edge of the pool.
As Eric focused his eyes he could see it was his slave, slumped on her side with an opened golden box lying empty beside her.
Was she dead? Eric went to step through the portal but it moved away from him. He glided toward it on invisible wings, but the golden doorway moved even further and further away.
And then Eric realized the doorway wasn't moving away from him, he was moving away from the doorway. Looking over his shoulder, he saw that he was being pulled toward another opening, and he knew who was waiting for him.
He fell through the doorway and rolled as he hit the floor hard. Lying on his back and trying to catch his breath, he heard the sirens' song stop.
"We have found him," they whispered. "We have found him for you Mistress. And in atonement we have brought him. Are you happy?"
As the voices echoed around him, desperate for an answer, Eric saw her step out of the darkness.
Her body was as stunning as he remembered, but her outfit was different this time.
She was wearing black high heels with matching stockings, and black garters that stretched up to red, satin panties. From the waist up she was completely naked, and her long blonde hair was in a single ponytail that trailed down her back.
As she strutted toward him Eric went to get up, but she drove her foot into his chest and forced him back to the cold, stone floor, her high heel biting into his flesh.
"You will learn not to hesitate when I summon you, slave."
When Eric didn't answer, she ground the point of her heel into his chest.
"Yes, Mistress!" he answered, wincing in pain.
"And where is your collar, slave?"
He touched his naked neck and realized it was still with his own dark-haired slave.
"I'm...I'm sorry Mistress, I don't have it."
She smiled down at him as she shook her head in disappointment. "It doesn't matter, I have another; collars are like slaves, easily replaceable."
As she pulled her hand from behind her back and Eric saw the silver collar she held, he wondered if it was the same one, wondered if she'd retrieved it from his slave.
"Did you do something to her?" he said. "Did you give her that golden box?"
She tilted her head down toward him and her eyes turned cold. "Who is this girl you speak of?"
Eric wondered if he'd said too much, but then realized he couldn't, he didn't know anything. "I...I don't know."
"And who are you, Neverborn?" She leaned closer, searching his eyes as if she could find the answer there.
"Neverborn? What does that mean...why do you call me that?"
She ground her heel down, and he was sure she was going to break through the skin. "I'll call you anything I want, slave. But if you thought you deserved a name, what would it be?"
"I do have a name...Eric."
She leaned even nearer, all her weight on her heel as she pinned him against the floor, and he felt as if her eyes were also piercing him. "Is that your real name? Or are you hiding secrets?"
Before Eric could answer she stepped off of him, and he clamped his hand to his chest, groaning as he massaged his palm against the indent left by her heel.
The dark dominatrix signaled with her hand and, even though Eric had never seen the signal before, he instinctively knew to kneel.
When he did, she stepped forward and lifted his chin. "Why do you dream of pain, slave Eric? Do you think that pain will bring you pleasure?"
"I...I don't know, Mistress."
"Well it will," she answered. "I have spent half my existence in pain, and I can tell you that when you finally feel pleasure again...it's intoxicating. I've also learned that the greater the agony, the greater the ecstasy, and when I'm done punishing you, the simplest comfort is going to feel like rapture."
No one heard Eric's screams, his cries of agony. His dark mistress dished up exquisite tortures in her dungeon, increasing the pain with each new torment so that his previous suffering almost seemed like joy.
But he could have stopped it if he'd wanted to. She'd whispered a word to him, and told him the pain would end as soon as it escaped his lips.
But Eric wouldn't break and, not counting the sobs, cries and screams that burst forth from the depths of his soul, didn't say a word, as every twist, every slap, every sting, every blow, every agony pushed him closer and closer to the breaking point, but never quite far enough.
His dark Mistress knew exactly how to slide him along the razor thin edge of pain, giving him all she knew he could handle but not an ounce more. He screamed, yelled, squirmed, winced, grimaced and panted until the only thing he felt was the absence of pain.
When she finally released him he pooled to the floor like liquid, every muscle of his body numb with suffering. He knew this couldn't be a dream; no one could have slept through a nightmare like this.
She stepped across him, her legs straddling his battered body, and he groaned, "no more..."
"I'll tell you when I'm finished, and I'm not finished yet, but I think you've earned a reward. After taking all that punishment you deserve a little pleasure. And after all the hard work I did, giving you what you needed, I think I deserve some too."
Eric leaned over, wincing in pain as he moved, and kissed her shoe. "Thank you, Mistress."
As she lifted her arms above her waist, palms up, invisible hands slid her panties down and she stepped out of them. The same invisible hands caressed his body, their soothing touch easing his pain, and as they moved down to his cock and stroked it, he grew hard for his Mistress.
She smiled approvingly at his thick cock, standing straight up like an arrow and aimed at her pussy. Squatting down in her high heels, she grabbed his shaft and guided it to her opening. To keep her balance she placed one hand on Eric's chest and he winced, his entire body still consumed by pain. But as she lowered herself onto his cock he felt the pain wash away.
Pleasure cascaded through his body as her tight pussy slid down his pole, and his Mistress moaned as her ass rested on his thighs, and every inch was inside her.
"By the gods," she said, her head slumping forward as a tremor of pleasure shuddered through her, "It's been so long."
She lifted her hips and slowly started to bounce on his cock. Eric groaned in response, she was so tight, so warm.
"What do you say, slave Eric?" she moaned, as she rode his thick stick.
"Thank you...Mistress."
And she was right, after all of that pain, the pleasure was almost too much to bear. Eric was in ecstasy as she plunged up and down, impaling herself on his cock. He grabbed her hips and drove her down even harder, fucking her even faster.
"Ungh," she grunted, as he went deeper than she expected. "Do you like fucking your Mistress, slave?"
"Oh, fuck...yes...yes." Eric tilted his head back and closed his eyes, lost in pleasure as she rode his swollen cock.
"Then say the words, Neverborn."
"What?" he said, looking up as she increased her tempo, rocking back and forth on his big pole.
"Say you choose me."
He'd almost forgotten about his own slave, forgotten how she'd asked the same question.
"What do you mean?" he moaned. "What do you mean 'choose you'?"
"Choose me," she said. "You want pain, and I can give it to you. Choose me and pain and pleasure like you've never known will be your reward for eternity."
Eric was finding it hard to focus on what she was saying. He could feel his balls tightening and, as if sensing it, she reached behind and squeezed them as she rode his cock.
Leaning down, she whispered in his ear, "I'll let you come if you choose me. And all I ask in return is that you tell me how you did it."
"Did what?" he said, and then groaned; he knew he was going to come.
But she suddenly lifted her hips until his cock slipped out of her pussy. Grabbing his balls, she pulled on them with one hand while her other hand squeezed the head of his cock, preventing him from coming.
"I didn't say you could come, slave!" she growled.
Eric groaned in pain and clenched his eyes shut...her hands were squeezing him so tightly...he needed to come so badly.
"Tell me the path," she whispered. "Lead me to the doorway and I'll let you come."
The pressure was incredible; Eric knew her hands were the only things holding back his explosion.
"What doorway?" he groaned.
"The doorway to your world."
Eric didn't know what she was talking about, he only knew one thing -- he needed to come. His cock and balls ached for release, but she had them gripped like a vise.
And then, unexpectedly, she relaxed her grip. Eric groaned in relief as a shot of cum fired out of the end of his cock, and then another and another.
He kept his eyes clenched shut and arched his back as his balls emptied their load, gasping as she worked her hand up and down his shaft, milking every drop.
* * *
Eric opened his eyes and let out a moan; it was daylight. He knew he wasn't dreaming anymore but he was still coming, he could still feel her warm fist pumping his swollen cock.
But as he reached out his hand and wrapped his fingers through a soft head of hair, he realized it wasn't a hand wrapped around his cock, it was a mouth -- Daphne's mouth.
"Oh, fuck...Daph," he groaned. "What are you doing?"
She didn't answer. She didn't say a word. She just kept bobbing up and down on his cock, sucking down every drop of his sweet cum.
Figuring he'd slept in again, Daphne had brought the spare key. And when she saw him covered in sweat, twisting and turning on his bed in the throes of a nightmare, she knew she shouldn't wake him up.
But as she sat on the edge of his bed watching him, and saw the bulge beneath the blankets...
She'd lifted them up and couldn't believe how swollen his cock was, how purple it was. No wonder he'd made such a mess the day before. She reached her hand beneath the blanket and felt him; he was so hard it must have hurt.
Pulling the blankets and sheets back until his cock was completely exposed, Daphne was surprised to see it spring straight up. She didn't think she'd ever seen a cock so stiff. As she leaned closer, she could see a huge drop of pre-cum oozing from the tip.
Watching Eric to make sure he was still sleeping, she leaned across him and slowly licked the head of his cock.
The taste of the pre-cum on her tongue swept through Daphne like a drug. She closed her eyes to savor the taste, and when she opened them again another huge drop had formed.
Adjusting her position so she wouldn't wake him up, she leaned across Eric again and rolled her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting the tip. But this time she kept going, and wrapped her lips around her best friend's knob.
When she'd first started sucking him she'd barely been able to fit her mouth around his thick cock. But once she'd got the hang of it she was easily sliding her lips halfway down his length.
His cock felt amazing in her mouth, such a perfect fit. She felt like Cinderella.
Eric was still tossing and turning in his nightmare as she sucked him and she started to wonder if he'd ever wake from it. She was also starting to wonder if he'd ever come; her jaw ached from sucking him for so long. But there was no way she was stopping until she got what she wanted.
And now he'd delivered it. A hot mouthful of the same sweet, sticky cum she'd licked off his sheets the day before. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she drank it down; she'd never tasted anything like it.
Her whole body relaxed as she pumped his shaft and tried to get down every drop; it was like a drug and she was addicted...she couldn't get enough.
"Oh my god," Eric said, moaning as he pulled Daphne's mouth off his cock and fell back onto his pillow.
"Daph...you know you shouldn't have been doing that."
"You said you just wanted to be friends and that's all we have to be," she said, licking her lips to make sure she'd got every drop of cum. "But there's nothing wrong with making your friend feel good, is there?"
Eric closed his eyes and tried to gather his thoughts. Had he really been with his dark mistress? Had he really stepped through the mirror? Or had it just been a nightmare, with the pleasure at the end courtesy of Daphne.



"Can you get me something to clean up the mess?" he said.
"What mess?"
Eric looked at his cock and realized it had been sucked clean. "You swallowed it all?"
"Every drop," she said with a smile. "And every time you want to come, I want you to let me know. I want you to let me swallow it."
She leaned her body against him and whispered, "I want your cum so bad."
Eric sat up on his elbows and stared at her in disbelief. "Daph...what's got into you? You do remember you're going out with Saul tomorrow night, right?"
"I know," she said, squeezing his cock and hoping there was just one more drop. "But your cum...it's amazing. I don't know if you've ever tasted it -- "
"I haven't," he interrupted, and pulled her hand away from his cock.
"The taste," she continued," the feeling it gives me...it's indescribable."
"Daph, we're still friends, but I need you to give me my spare key back."
She nodded in understanding, but he could see the hurt look on her face. Hesitating for a second, she pulled it from her pocket and slowly handed it back to him. "I'm sorry, Eric. I didn't mean for it to happen, but I couldn't stop myself."
"You're my best friend, Daph. And I'm taking the key away because I don't want anything to change that."
As she nodded again, tears welling in her eyes, he looked over her shoulder. "Is that yours?"
She turned to look and wiped a tear from her eye. "What?"
"The pomegranate by the mirror," he said, "is that yours?"
She walked over and picked it up. "No, but I can cut it open if you want to share it for breakfast before we go."
"No!" he said, and jumped out of bed and snatched it out of her hand.
"Fine," Daphne said, "you don't have to share. Are you still going to drive me to work? Or do I have to start taking the bus?"
"What? Of course not, you're still my best friend and always will be." Eric was completely naked but, seeing as how she'd just sucked his cock dry, didn't see any reason to try to hide it.
He pulled Daphne close, hugging her head to his chest, and she wrapped her arms around him as if she was never going to let him go.
"I'm not going to lie to you," he said. "When I woke up and you were sucking on me, it felt amazing; I've never come so hard.
"But it just...isn't meant to be that way between us. I can't explain why, I just know. I'm not saying this to hurt you -- I never want to hurt you -- but I don't want to be your boyfriend, your lover or your fuckbuddy...I want to be your friend.
"And I hope you realize some day that of the four choices, the last one is by far the best for both of us."
Daphne nodded her head and hugged him tighter, and as he leaned down and kissed her soft, auburn hair, he knew she was crying.
Eric tilted her head back and saw the tears sliding down her cheeks, and he kissed her softly on her lips, a kiss she would remember until her last breath, and said, "I love you, Daph."
And as he went to the bathroom to get ready, pomegranate in hand, she wiped her tears and knew that he was right, they were meant to love each other, not be lovers.
Inside the bathroom, Eric flicked open his straight razor and made six gentle cuts along the flesh of the fruit. Prying it open he saw the seeds within, glowing like tiny rubies.
The dream was real. This was a gift from his dark Mistress, a reward from beyond the mirror. But if the fruit had found it's way to him, how long would it be until she followed.
Eric pried the seeds away from the membranes with his fingers and turned them in his hand, watching them pulse with life, tempting him. He remembered the nightmare, remembered his dark Mistress demanding that he lead her to the doorway to his world. And then he looked at the glowing seeds in his hand, pulsing like a beacon.
Eric turned his hand over and watched the seeds tumble into the toilet. Breaking apart the rest of the pomegranate, he threw the remainder of the seeds and broken flesh into the porcelain bowl. And then, after pushing down the silver handle, he watched as the white flesh and blood red seeds swirled round and round until they finally disappeared.
Clear water flooded back into the bowl, and Eric checked to make sure every trace of the pomegranate was gone. But as he looked at the water, and saw his own reflection, he knew he was being watched.
* * *
As they drove to work together, Eric was lost in thought. His dream of his dark mistress was like nothing he'd ever experienced, and even though he'd seen the pomegranate he couldn't believe his dream of pain was real.
No man could have taken the brutally sweet punishment that she'd dished out. And even though the taste of pain was still fresh, his body didn't bear any marks like it had the last time he'd stepped through the mirror.
Eric also wondered about his beautiful slave, lying on the edge of the pool by the mysterious golden box. Was she asleep? Was she dead? He didn't know if you could even die in a dream, but he knew as her Master he needed to find her, needed to care for her.
And as he remembered her soft skin, her silky hair, Eric felt more relaxed than he had in weeks, but as he glanced at Daphne, he suspected it had more to do with the blowjob she'd given him than any dream.
Daphne was watching him, and wondered if he was being so quiet because he was still thinking about what she'd done. "I never thought I'd have to say this to any guy...but I just wanted to apologize again for sucking you off this morning."
Eric took her hand and gave her a warm smile, and she blushed as he said, "Apology accepted."
And then, still holding his hand, Daphne said, "What does Neverborn mean?"
Eric pulled his hand away and gripped the steering wheel, fighting to keep his focus on the road. "Who...I mean, where did you hear that?"
"From you. This morning when you were dreaming, and I was...trying to wake you up...you kept mumbling it."
"I don't know what it means, or why I said it, but -- and don't tell anyone else about this -- I've been having these crazy nightmares about sirens."
"Police or ambulance?"
"Huh?"
"Are you dreaming about police or ambulance sirens? I did a psychology course at college and we did a section on dreams. I think sirens mean that you're ignoring something in your waking life...or that your alarm clock is going off."
Eric smiled, wishing it were that simple. "They weren't those kind of sirens. They were the singing kind...you know...women."
"I can imagine what you've been dreaming about doing with them, based on the massive erections you keep waking up with."
Eric blushed. "Yeah, the dreams have been pretty realistic. This morning when you were sucking on me...I was dreaming that I was screwing one of them."
Now it was Daphne's turn to blush, and she brushed a lock of her auburn hair behind her ear. "Well, dreaming of sirens isn't unheard of; Dante dreamed of sirens."
"Dante?"
"The Italian poet...wrote the Divine Comedy..."
"Yeah, I know that...I think...I meant, how did he dream of sirens?"
"Well, he didn't dream of them. He wrote about a dream of them in the nineteen canto of Purgatory."
"Did he say what the sirens looked like?"
"There was only one. She was a deformed hag, but she transformed before his eyes into a vision of desire."
"They can change how they look?"
"She didn't change; what changed was Dante's perception of her. It's all about how we perceive sin. We initially see it as ugly, but when the change happens it isn't because sin has in itself become less ugly, it's our perception of it that makes it so."
"I'm not sure I understand," said Eric, trying to remember everything the sirens had said and done in his dreams.
"It's sort of like watching porn. We know there's something wrong about it but we gloss over it, even tolerate it, and in the end deny it to be wrong at all. We come to think of it as beautiful, and once we've given it this pretense of right and beauty, we're powerless to escape it."
"You mean like bondage?" Eric said. "How some people think there's something wrong with it while others find it beautiful?"
"Wow. That's kind of random but, yeah, I guess so...what made you think of that?"
"I don't know...just because of the weird dreams I've been having I guess."
"Tonight you're definitely coming over for dinner. I'm cooking and I won't take no for an answer. I want to hear everything about these dreams."
* * *
Dinner was wonderful; Daphne was an amazing cook. Eric helped her take the dishes in the kitchen and offered to wash but she refused, telling him to relax in the living room until she was done.
He went to turn the TV on but hesitated, seeing his reflection in the glass of the big screen. Again, he had the feeling of being watched.
Standing, he went to the bathroom and shut the door. He reached out his fingers and touched the mirror...glass. That was all it was, silvered glass.
He shook his head, wondering if he was going crazy, but he knew his dreams had to be real...they had to be.
He turned on the tap and washed his hands and face, and as he dried them he watched his reflection in the mirror. Narrowing his eyes, he leaned closer to the glass...and saw a face.
Stumbling back he fell against the far wall. "Who's there?" he whispered.
As he watched, he saw her face coming through the mirror, as if surfacing from a pool -- his dark-haired slave girl.
And as her head emerged from beyond the mirror her full breasts followed, her erect nipples breaking the cool surface. She was naked except for her silver collar, and as she leaned her head and torso halfway through the mirror she reached out for Eric with her hand.
Eric took it, and when he did he was drawn through the mirror into the beyond.
Looking back through the portal, he saw Daphne enter the bathroom, searching for him. But she couldn't see him through the mirror.
Eric drifted away from the portal, still holding his slave's hand, and said, "I saw you sleeping by a black pool, with a golden box by your side."
She tilted her head sideways and looked at him strangely. "That wasn't a doorway, that was a memory, of a long, long time ago when I searched for a lost lover. I haven't slept, or dreamed, for a very long time."
Eric looked around. "And this...this is real? It isn't a dream?"
"Dreams are real."
"Okay, but, what I mean is...am I awake?"
"Not yet, Master, but you will be. You must come with me; she's hunting for you. But I can take you to a safe place, where you can't hear her song and she won't be able to find you."
She took his hand and they glided past the endless doorways, near and far, and Eric felt drawn to every one. But she squeezed his hand and pulled him forward until they reached a golden doorway, and stepped through it into a stone chamber.
The chamber had no windows and only one door, not including the doorway they'd come through, an oval-shaped gilded mirror. The simple furnishings were carved from stone and were draped with rich red blankets and littered with red satin pillows.
"What is this place?"
"This is my home -- Helicon."
Eric went to look around but she grabbed his hand. "Master, you must choose soon. Time is running out."
"Tell me why, tell me why I have to choose."
"I can't."
Eric gave the same hand signal his Mistress had given him, and his slave immediately kneeled.
He stood in front of her, hands on his hips. "I order you to tell me why I must choose, slave."
She slumped her shoulders, and shook her head no.
"You must tell me, I am your Master!"
Eric saw twin tears rolling down her cheeks, as she looked up at him and nodded.
"Then you will tell me?"
She sadly shook her head no, and when she opened her mouth he saw two gold coins on her tongue.
Eric took one of the coins, but before he could take the other she closed her mouth. When she opened it again, the coin was gone. "I cannot say, Master. It is forbidden. Even if I tried to speak the words, all that would come out of my mouth would be gold."
Eric turned the coin over in his fingers, staring at it in wonder. The coin appeared to be ancient, and he believed the marks were Greek.
"Please, Eric, you must choose."
"Between what?"
"Between me and her...between pleasure and pain."
He turned away, deep in thought, and glanced back at her over his shoulder. "But she brings me both."
"I can bring you both too, Master. But when she gives you pain it is for her own pleasure; my pain and pleasure is all for you."
"Who is she? Can you tell me that?"
She hesitated, waiting for the taste of gold, but when it didn't appear she nodded.
"Is she a siren?"
She shook her head no. "The sirens serve her."
"Then who is she?"
"She is the bride of death."
Eric felt a chill as his blood froze cold. "Death...she wants to kill me?"
"No...she wants to use you. As her slave you would have to obey her every command. And she would command you to show her the way to your world, the way past the mirror."
"She wants to bring death into my world?"
"Death is already in your world; she wants to escape death."
"And what about you...what do you want?"
She shook her head. "I cannot say, Master."
Eric walked around the room, and as he did, he felt like he'd been here before. He lifted a pillow knowing what he'd find: a ball gag and a length of rope.
"I am your only Master," he said. "If you cannot speak, it will be because I do not allow it."
He walked back to her and she tilted her head as he secured the ball gag in place. Bending her over a stone slab, he worked swiftly with the rope, his fingers tying unknown knots with practiced precision.
When he'd started to bind her he felt like a sculptor working in the dark, but now that he was finished he saw the true beauty of his creation.
His slave was kneeling before him, with ropes wrapped tightly across her shoulders and breasts, and her arms behind her, with her forearms and wrists bound together and tied to her ankles.
She was helpless as he lifted her in his strong arms and carried her to a stone sofa. He held her against him as he leaned back against the pillows, resting her on his lap so that she faced him, straddling his cock.
"You are my slave, I can do anything I want with you."
She nodded, even though she knew it wasn't a question, but a statement.
Eric reached his hands behind her and squeezed her beautiful ass, sliding her forward along his stiff cock until her breasts were near enough to kiss.
He flicked his tongue across both of her nipples, and as he blew softly on them they grew erect. Sucking on them, he grabbed her hips and rocked her back and forth, feeling her pussy sliding against his shaft, making it slick with her juices.
Continuing to tease her nipples, he lifted her ass up high enough so that he could guide his cock to her opening, and she groaned through the ball gag as he forced her down.
Her tight pussy was spread wide as her Master shoved his thick pole deep inside her. She was helpless as he bounced her up and down, the only noise in the stone chamber was the sound of their bodies slapping together.
Eric reached behind his slave, watching her eyes the whole time, and grabbed the ropes that bound her. She winced as he wrenched them down, using them to drive her on and off his cock. Her head slumped forward and she let out a low moan, not from the pain, but from pleasure.
"Tell me," he said.
When she shook her head no he fucked her even harder, impaling her on his cock and listening to her stifled cries through the ball gag. Her bound breasts bounced up and down as he mercilessly drove her down on his shaft as hard as he could, pushing them both towards the edge, but then he stopped.
She slumped forward, resting against his shoulder, exhausted from being fucked so well, and then she heard it too -- the song of the sirens.
Her eyes went wide as she shook her head, trying to shake the ball gag loose. When Eric removed it she gasped for air, and then twisted around to look at the mirror.
"No," she said. "She can't find this place, she doesn't -- "
And then she turned to stare at Eric. "Master, did you see her again...in your dreams?"
"Last night," he said, "I dreamed of pain. And she was the one who brought it."
"And did you eat anything?"
"Not in the dream..."
"What do you mean?"
"When I awoke there was a pomegranate. I think she left it for me."
"She is near," she whispered. "Did you eat any of it...even one single seed?"
"No, I cut it to pieces and got rid of it." But then Eric remembered.
When he'd been driving to work with Daphne, he'd felt something sticky on his hand, and when he'd put his knuckle to his lips he'd tasted it, the taste of pomegranate. Some of the juice from the seeds must have dried on his hand when he was cutting it up.
"I just had a taste, the tiniest taste."
"Oh no, Eric," she whispered.
And then his dark mistress appeared, stepping through the mirror.
Her eyes smoldered with rage when she saw the two of them. "How dare you share your body with another...without my permission!"
She grabbed his slave by her dark hair and wrenched her off his cock, tossing her hard to the floor.
She struggled to get to her feet, but she was still tightly bound. And when she tried to talk, tried to warn her master, she tasted the two gold coins on her tongue.
The dark mistress grabbed Eric by his hair and forced him to his knees. "You accepted my gift...you chose me. You're mine now."
She dragged him back through the mirror and through the beyond, and he watched as the doorway where he'd left his slave faded away like a memory. All of the doorways faded as his dark Mistress carried him home, to the dungeon.
* * *
Once they were inside, she forced him down on the cold stone floor. "How dare you love another...how dare you love anyone other than your Mistress.
"Neverborn you may be, but you are still only a mortal, and so is she. How can you compare her to me, a Goddess? Lick my boot, slave, show me how sorry you are."
"Yes, Mistress," Eric said, and crawled forward and licked her boot. As she watched, he trailed kisses up her leg until he reached the top of her boot, halfway up her thigh.
Glancing up he could see her pussy, perfectly shaved and glistening with anticipation. She nodded her consent and he reached up with his tongue, licking her. She wrapped her fingers through his hair as she hiked her leather dress up and guided his tongue across her swollen pussy and clit.
Moaning in satisfaction as her slave pleased her, she finally pushed his head away and turned around, facing the table as she leaned against it.
He waited, unsure what was expected of him, but then she showed him.
She grabbed his hair and pulled his face between the cheeks of her ass. He could smell her musk as he circled his tongue around her puckered hole. She sighed as he swirled his tongue around, licking it and tickling it with the tip.
"Mmm...very good, slave. Now, I think I'd enjoy a little penetration."
Eric stood up; his cock was rock hard. He stepped near, wondering which hole his Mistress wanted fucked first.
She turned angrily around and shoved him away, glaring at his throbbing erection. "You thought you could penetrate me? I'm a Goddess!" She reached back and felt the orifice he'd just tongued so well. "This hole is sacred."
She forced him to kneel on the floor, eyes down as she circled him. Finally, she spoke. "Get up, slave, it's time for some penetration."
Eric looked up and his eyes went wide in fear. Around her waist was strapped a sinister looking dildo. It was dark purple, huge and had a nasty curve.
"Bend over the table, slave Eric, so your Mistress can fuck you."
Eric swallowed hard; he knew that thing would tear him apart. He'd never even let a girl stick a finger in his ass.



His dark dominatrix was growing angry as he made her wait, but he tried to stall for time. "Mistress, let me please you some more...with my tongue."
He reached for her leg and she kicked his hand away. "You'll be punished for talking without permission, slave Eric, but there is one thing you can do with your tongue."
"Yes, Mistress," he said, getting to his knees, "anything."
She leaned forward and grabbed his hair, pressing the strap-on dildo against his lips. "Lick my cock...suck it...get it ready for your ass."
Eric knew he had no choice; he stretched his lips around the cold shaft, gagging as she forced it deep. He tried to wrap his hand around it, to stop her from going deeper, but she slapped it away and ordered him to keep his arms at his sides.
He struggled to suck it, wondering how Daphne had made it look so easy this morning.
His Mistress saw how he could barely get his mouth around it and smiled. "If you can't get it in your mouth, imagine what it's going to be like when I'm fucking your ass. It's going to hurt, slave Eric, it's going to hurt a lot...probably the most pain you've ever felt. But imagine the pleasure that will follow."
Eric's jaw ached, and he wondered if he'd even survive being torn in two by her monster cock.
"That's enough," she said, and went to push him away.
But Eric didn't want to stop, he kept on sucking knowing that as soon as he stopped, it was going to be in his ass.
His Mistress kneed him away and he gasped for air as the dildo popped out of his mouth. She told him to bend over the table, and when he tried to run the invisible hands seized him and threw him face down on it.
He felt them wrenching his legs apart and pulling his arms across the table; the same position he'd had his slave girl in two nights earlier.
"No, Mistress, please..." He felt the dildo pressing against his virgin hole, and shouted his safeword.
But she ignored it. He said it over and over but she ignored it as she pressed forward, and he groaned as he felt the tip of the dildo stretching him wide.
She leaned over him and hissed in his ear. "Do you want me to stop, slave?"
He nodded urgently.
"Then show me, Neverborn, show me the path to your world!"
He knew he could do it, knew he could easily take her back to Daphne's mirror, but he dreaded the consequences. "I don't know the path," he lied.
"That's too bad," she said, as she spread the cheeks of his ass wide. "You dreamed of pain, and now I'm going to give you more pain than you ever dreamed of." She was just getting ready to thrust her hips forward, to bury her dildo to the hilt in Eric's ass, to rape him as she was once raped, when a butterfly landed on the table.
She stopped in puzzlement, and then heard a voice behind her.
"Set him free, Persephone."
The dark dominatrix spun around and saw the slave girl, untied now.
"Who are you? Who dares speak the name of the Mistress of the Underworld?"
The slave girl stepped into the light. "Can it have been so long that you've truly forgotten me? Once you lent me a box that was supposed to hold the secret of your divine beauty, but you tricked me..."
Persephone's eyes opened wide as they flooded with recognition. "Psyche?"
Psyche nodded and stepped toward Eric, who didn't understand what was going on or recognize either of their names. "Command your sirens to release him."
"No, the Neverborn is mine. I found him...he chose me. He's going to show me the way back, the way back from the Underworld."
"He is not a Neverborn."
"He is, I can sense it. He lives in the world, but he has no mother or father."
"What are you talking about," said Eric. "I've got a mother and father."
Persephone stepped toward him and gave him a patronizing smile. "Then tell me their names, Neverborn."
Eric went to talk, but his memory of them suddenly seemed like a dream; he could see their faces, but he couldn't remember their names.
"You see," she said, glancing at Psyche, "he is a Neverborn. His soul has journeyed to the world through the beyond, and he entered through a mirror, not a womb."
"I am his soul," Psyche said. "And his parents are Heaven and Earth."
When Persephone heard the words she stared at Psyche, and then slowly turned to Eric as it all came clear. "Then he is..."
Psyche nodded and Persephone swept her arms upward, her spell instantly replacing her dominatrix outfit with a plain white robe, and commanded her sirens to release him.
Eric stepped away from the table and rubbed his sore limbs. "I don't understand...who are you? And my parents...my life...why can't I remember?"
Psyche stepped forward and caressed his cheek. "I have chased you across Eternity, through the gates of the Underworld as Worry and Sadness whipped and tortured me. And when we finally found each other you told me you'd love me until the end of time. But that is a long time to wait, and you eventually dreamed a dream of pain. After all of the pleasure you'd brought, you wanted to taste the other side of the coin.
"Can't you see them, Eric, waiting there in front of you? Hasn't your sight returned yet? Shall I blindfold you and burn you with hot oil from a lamp again, will that be enough pain to make you remember?
"Or shall I have you stung by bees, to remind you that even the smallest creature has inflicted more pain than you ever did.
"You have to remember me, my love, you gave me immortality.
"The poets wrote odes to us. 'Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind'. Close your eyes, Eric, and remember."
He still didn't understand what was going on, but he closed his eyes. And when he did, his mind was opened; he could see the doorways, the mirrors looking into infinite lives, infinite loves, calling him.
He saw Daphne at dinner with Saul, and knew she was waiting for him.
And then he saw the bow and the quiver of arrows, floating in front of him, and he reached out blindly and wrapped his hand around them, feeling their familiar touch.
When they appeared in his hand, tears flowed down Psyche's cheeks and Persephone kneeled before him.
Rushing forward to wrap her arms around her eternal lover, Psyche cried, "Eros!"
Eros pulled her close and kissed her hard, all of his memories returned. "I'm sorry I left you, Psyche, but I felt as if I was fading away, being forgotten. Once, I was a god, but now I'm just a myth, a story. I needed to feel something...anything...and I thought if I could be mortal for just a year, if I could feel their pain."
"I know," she said, "that's why Venus wouldn't let me tell you the truth, tell you who I was. But when I told her Persephone had found you she let me come, and told me to wake you from your dream of pain.
"And to let you know that they haven't forgotten you Eros, they still worship you as Cupid. Today is your day, and they await the sweet sting of your arrows."
Psyche brushed the back of her fingers across her lover's cheek. "Always remember...Omnia vincit amor -- Love Conquers All."
* * *
Daphne leaned against the inside of her door and couldn't help smiling. She was surprised at how well the date had gone.
At first she thought she'd made a mistake, as it seemed that there wasn't any spark between her and Saul. But halfway through dinner it hit her like an arrow through the heart. He laughed and the way he laughed made her laugh.
He took her hand and didn't let go until he kissed her goodbye outside her door. She'd been tempted to invite him inside, but figured she'd better save something for the second date.
On the table, still unopened, was the Valentine card she'd bought for Eric.
Daphne still wasn't sure what had happened to him the night before. He'd disappeared while she was doing the dishes and at first she was hurt, that he'd take off without saying goodbye, but she knew that wasn't Eric. He couldn't hurt anyone.
She assumed he'd gone back to his apartment; she knew he hadn't slept well lately because of his weird dreams and figured maybe he'd just desperately needed some rest.
But when she'd knocked on his door this morning to give him his card, he hadn't answered. She wondered if he'd had Valentine's plans of his own, but she checked the underground parking and his car was still in its stall.
After returning to her apartment to get the spare key, she remembered he'd taken it back. She was so worried she'd nearly canceled her date with Saul. But after what had happened the morning before, she knew she had to give him his space. At least until after her date was over.
She picked up his card and went and knocked on his door, and felt a surge of relief when she heard him coming down the hallway to answer it.
Daphne stepped back in surprise when a tall stranger answered the door.
"Hi, can I help you," he asked.
"Umm...I need to talk to Eric," she said, looking past him at the strange furniture in the apartment.
"You've got the wrong apartment, no Eric here." He went to shut the door but she quickly put out her hand to stop him.
"Wait a second...my best friend lives here. Eric!" she cried into the apartment.
A woman came walking down the hallway. "What's going on, Frank?"
He looked at Daphne like she was crazy. "This girl thinks some guy named Eric lives here."
"He does live here!" Daphne said, fighting not to cry. "I just saw him yesterday..."
The woman, seeing how upset she was, stepped past her husband and tried to calm Daphne down. "Maybe you're on the wrong floor? Your friend can't live here -- we've been renting this apartment since last June."
Daphne staggered back in disbelief, the card tumbling to the floor.
She turned as the landlady, Violet, came walking down the hallway.
"Violet! What's going on, why are these people in Eric's apartment?"
The landlady blinked in confusion. "Eric? Who is Eric, Daphne?"
She squeezed her head between her hands; she thought she was going insane. "Eric, he lives here! You see us come in from work together every day. I brought him a Valentine!"
She grabbed the envelope and tore it open, wanting to show them the heartfelt message she'd sat up half the night writing him. Sobbing, she let the card tumble to the floor -- it was blank.
* * *
Saul waited for Daphne to get better, to be released from the hospital, but no one was sure what had caused her breakdown. No one knew who this Eric was, the mystery man that she claimed drove her to work each day.
They showed her the personnel records, showed her there was no Eric. And when Saul explained that it was he, not this Eric, who gave her a ride to and from work every day, she refused to believe him.
But Saul waited; he wouldn't give up on her. They'd driven to work together for nearly a year before she'd finally agreed to go out with him, so he could wait a little longer...wait for her to remember, to wake up from her dream.
And that was what Daphne eventually convinced herself it must have been, a dream. The proof was there; Eric had never existed anywhere but in her mind. But he had seemed so real...so good...almost too good to be true.
When she was finally released and saw that Saul was still waiting, and hadn't given up on her, she knew she'd found her true love. They were married three months later.
He was glad that she was back to normal, glad to see that she'd given up her delusions of 'Eric'. But he didn't notice when she'd bring home books on dreams and books on mythology, highlighting the chapters on the sirens. Or when she'd bring home works by Virgil, Dante and Shakespeare, poring over them like they were roadmaps.
One night she'd stayed up well after Saul had gone to bed, falling asleep with a copy of A Midsummer Night's Dream on her chest.
When she opened her eyes the room was dark, but she felt as if she was being watched. She was fumbling half asleep for the light switch when she saw a silhouette crouched in the corner of the room, beside the mirror on the wall.
She was just about to scream for her husband when she heard his voice, heard him whisper, "Daph."
Daphne leaped out of her chair and fell into his arms. "Eric," she cried, tears streaming down her face. "I knew you were real, I knew I wasn't crazy."
"Daph," he said, kissing her tears away. "It was only a dream."
"What do you mean?" she sobbed, brushing her fingers against his cheek to make sure he was real.
"My name isn't Eric, it's Eros."
"Eros...the God of Love?"
He nodded. "Yes, and the time I spent with you was a dream, one that I'll never forget. But when the dream was over, everyone was meant to forget that Eric ever existed, and everyone did, except for you."
"I could never forget you."
"I know," he smiled, "no one alive will ever know that I once walked your world but you. For that morning when you crept into my bed and knew me, and tasted me, you gained the gift of memory."
"Good, because I don't want to ever forget you," she said, hugging him tightly. "And if this is a dream I don't want to ever wake up, I love you."
"I love you, too," he said, "that's why I returned, because I never had the chance to say goodbye."
Daphne squeezed him tighter, she didn't want to let him escape again. "Don't say goodbye. I don't want you to ever go. I missed you so much."
Eros held her close, and kissed her soft auburn hair as he brushed a lock behind her ear. "I must go. As I always told you, we were not meant for each other.
"Saul loves you and you love him, and the two of you were destined to be together. You can never forget me now, because of the morning we spent together, but you need to try not to think of me. Enjoy your life with Saul, have children, and live your life to its fullest."
Daphne stared up into his eyes, and in their dark depths she could see golden doorways. "Will I ever see you again?"
"You will never see me again in this lifetime, but you will see me in your dreams. And every time you do, remember -- dreams are real."
He kissed her softly on the lips and, as he did, she closed her eyes and fell into a dream.
Laying her gently back in the chair where he'd found her, Eros leaned close and whispered in her ear:
"Live your life well, Daphne. And when life brings you pain, don't despair, for when you draw your last breath, and close your eyes for the last time, I will return for you, and we will be together forever in the beyond."
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Booklovers was a bookstore owned by a man who loved books. Unfortunately, he loved them too much.
He couldn't say no to anyone looking to sell or trade, and eventually the bookcases were filled double deep with books of every type by every author. When there was no room left on the shelves, he stacked unsorted boxes of books in front of them until you could barely see the bookcases, let alone move down the aisles.
Unable to browse through the books, or even reach them, the customers stopped coming. But the books didn't.
Box after box was brought to the store, and when he'd try to explain that he couldn't buy any more books, their owners would give them to him for free. No one saw any value in books anymore; they just wanted to get rid of them.
He should have refused the books or dumped them right into the recycling bin, but he couldn't -- he loved books too much. He piled the boxes on top of each other until they nearly reached the ceiling, one teetering stack after another. Eventually, he realized that he'd end up buried beneath the books, and locked the door and put up a For Sale sign.
For weeks the bookstore stayed dark, while new boxes of used books kept piling up outside its locked doors. And then, one rainy morning, the neon sign that said Booklovers flashed to life again.
A woman named Miriam had bought the store for the princely sum of one dollar, and a promise to take over the lease and -- most importantly -- keep the bookstore open.
And it was only a few weeks after that Aaron discovered the store. Every aisle was filled with a chaotic mess and most people, walking through the door for the first time, would have immediately turned around and left.
But as soon as Aaron saw the stacks and stacks of boxes of books, he knew there was something valuable within. What he didn't know was that he was about to discover the greatest treasure of his life.
However, no one said finding buried treasure was easy, and Aaron knew it was going to take a lot of work to unearth any gems in this hoarder's heaven.
The jewels he was digging for were first editions; preferably ones marked Burroughs, Steinbeck, Fitzgerald or even Tolkien. Unfortunately, every stone he uncovered was of the common variety -- Robbins, Sheldon and Grisham. Sometimes he thought if he had to sort through one more box of Danielle Steel novels he'd pull a pile down on top of himself and end his misery.
Aaron had made a hobby of searching for rare first editions, but he never kept them; even though he loved books, he loved money even more. He didn't really think he'd get rich prowling old bookstores, but it was a decent second income and he loved the hunt.
Most of the first editions he did find were lucky to fetch a hundred bucks on Ebay, but he'd once found a rare first edition of Gone With the Wind, which he'd sold to a private collector for five thousand dollars.
He hadn't found anywhere near that big a score at Booklovers, but he knew the books he was hunting for wouldn't be found in the boxes out front, they'd be back behind the red curtain. That was where Miriam kept the boxes that had never been sorted through, not even by the original owner.
And tonight he was finally going to get a chance to search them, a chance to see if any rare jewels were waiting to be discovered.
Aaron pushed open the bookstore's front door and the bell above it jingled.
Miriam was sitting behind the counter in front of her computer, and as she spun her chair around and saw Aaron she smiled.
"You're here," she said.
"Of course, did you think I wouldn't be?" Aaron had brought Miriam a coffee and went to put it on the counter for her, but there was no space as books were stacked a foot high from end to end.
As she stood and took it from his hand, she said, "I just thought a good-looking young man like yourself would have something better to do on a Friday night than spend it with a bunch of old books and an old broad like me."
"Are you kidding?" Aaron said. "I couldn't wait to spend the night with you, and Molly of course."
He pushed open the swinging door beside the counter and Molly waddled toward him. She was a half-blind thirteen-year-old cocker spaniel. When she got close and sniffed Aaron, her tail wagged.
"I'm so glad she likes you," Miriam said, as Aaron scratched behind Molly's ears. "She couldn't stand Harold."
Harold was the sorter that Aaron was replacing. He was retired and a long-time customer of Booklovers, and Miriam had recruited him to help tackle the seemingly never-ending stacks of books that needed to be sorted. Exhaustion had eventually set in, and Harold had told her he needed a break.
"I'm glad Molly likes me, too," Aaron said, and stood up as she headed back to her small dog bed underneath Miriam's desk to go back to sleep. "And I wanted to say thanks again for letting me help sort."
"Well I remembered you asked before, but I was worried there wasn't enough space for three sorters back there," she said, nodding at the red curtain. "And besides, you're much better looking than Harold."
Aaron smiled, knowing that Miriam's flirting was harmless. At sixty, she was more than twice his age, and he knew she thought of him like a son.
She'd been married to her husband for thirty-five years, but they'd never been lucky enough to have children. The two of them had met in a bookstore and it had always been his dream for them to own one of their own. But he'd died before he could achieve his dream, so Miriam had decided to keep it alive. She'd bought Booklovers in his memory, and her and Molly had made the store their home away from home.
"Shall we get started?" Miriam said, as she opened the door beside the counter, stepped out, and then carefully made sure to shut it again to make sure Molly didn't get out.
"You bet." Aaron grabbed his coffee and followed her toward the red curtain.
"You know the deal," she said, "you help me sort the books, and if there are any that you want you can have them for one dollar each. But once you start on a box you have to keep sorting until each book is in its proper place, either on the shelf or in the recycling bin. Ask me if you're not sure where they go, but don't start a new box until the one you're sorting is empty."
Aaron nodded his head. "No problem. When you say a buck a book, you mean hardcovers too?"
"Any book -- even a first edition," she said, and gave him a knowing smile.
Aaron felt a wave of guilt. He'd bought half a dozen first editions from Miriam and always paid the price she asked, never haggling. However, he'd sold every one for ten times what he'd paid on Ebay, and always felt as if he'd cheated her.
As if she'd read his mind, Miriam said, "I bought this bookstore because I love books, Aaron, not because I was hoping to get rich. And even though I may not have a lot of money, one thing I do have is a lot of books.
"When I took over Booklovers, I never realized how much work it would take to make this place resemble a bookstore again. And I don't think I could have done it without the help of friends and customers like you. So if you find a book you want -- any book -- I'm more than happy to let you have it for a dollar as thanks for your help. Because believe me, in this store, one less book is always a good thing."
Miriam pulled back the red curtain and Aaron's jaw dropped. He'd seen the three-high stacks of boxes that still lined every aisle in the front of the store, but he'd never seen anything like this.
Carton after carton of unsorted books were stacked ceiling high on and around temporary wooden shelves.
Seeing the shocked look on his face, Miriam said, "And there's even more in the storage locker!"
Aaron ran his hand along the countless cardboard boxes. "Wow, I never realized there were still so many books back here."
"You should have seen it when we started, we couldn't even move down the aisles. And I've already filled two dumpsters with textbooks and cookbooks. I wish I could get a third sorter, but I still don't think there's enough space back here."
"No, this is perfect," Aaron said. He didn't want anyone else digging through the boxes before he had a chance to.
"What night does the other sorter come in?" he said.
"Oh, she's already here."
Aaron was surprised; he didn't think there was anyone else in the store. Miriam led him around the corner, and on her knees in the next aisle, surrounded by stacks of sorted books, was a young woman with long brown hair pulled back in a ponytail.
She only glanced up for half a second before burying her nose in another box of books.
"Emily," Miriam said, "I'd like you to meet Aaron, he'll be helping with the sorting."
Emily stood up and, though she was wearing a baggy sweatshirt and no makeup, Aaron thought she was cute.
A lock of her hair had come loose. Without putting it back into place and without a smile, she said, "Hi. When's Harold coming back?"
"I'm not sure," Miriam said, "but until he's feeling better, Aaron will be taking over his sorting duties."
"In Harold's row, right? I don't need his help in my row."
"Yes, Emily," Miriam said, and turned to Aaron. "You'll be sorting the aisle we were just in, and Emily will work in this aisle. But I'm sure she'll be glad to help if you have any questions."
Aaron saw Emily watching him and her look said it all: "Stay out of my boxes."
She went back to sorting books as Miriam and Aaron went back to the aisle they'd just been in.
"Emily's a little shy," Miriam whispered, "but once you get to know her, you're going to love her."
Aaron raised an eyebrow. "I don't think the problem is going to be whether I like her or not, I don't think she likes me."
"Are you kidding? I don't think I've ever heard her say 'hi' to anyone before."
As soon as Miriam went back to the front counter, Aaron pulled the first box down and tore it open like a kid on Christmas morning. But when he discovered the box contained nothing more than a few textbooks and an assortment of battered Stephen King paperbacks, he felt like a kid who'd opened his present and discovered socks.
He immediately grabbed down a second box and prepared to tear it open, but when he looked at the stack of books already piled on the floor around him he remembered Miriam's directions and figured he'd better take care of them first.
As instructed, he dumped the textbooks in the recycling bin and took the paperbacks to Miriam. After she'd narrowed the stack of King novels down to the ones that she didn't already have at least five copies of, Aaron stacked them on the shelves, threw the rest in the bin, and went back to open another box.
While he sorted through it, he tried to peek through the shelves and boxes at Emily. He wasn't interested in her though, he was interested in the boxes she was sorting through.
Aaron just knew, with his luck, that the treasures he was hunting for would be on her side of the aisle, not his. So the next time she took a handful of books out to the shelves he went to talk to her.
When she saw him coming down the narrow aisle she was in, she tried to head in the opposite direction but stacks of boxes blocked her escape.
Turning back to him, trying not to make eye contact, she said, "You're in the wrong aisle." Seeing the confused look on Aaron's face she pointed at the book in his hand. "Mystery is in the next aisle, that's where books written by Parker go."
"Oh," Aaron said, "I actually came over to introduce myself again. I didn't really get a chance to say hi earlier."
"Oh," she said, brushing the loose lock of hair behind her ear and giving him a quick smile. "Hi again."
"Here, let me help you with those."
As Aaron went to grab the stack of books in her arms, Emily stepped back and clutched them to her chest. "I don't need any help!"
"Okay," he said, holding up his hands, "sorry for asking. Anyways, I also wanted to check and see what you're looking for."
"Pardon me?"
"When you're sorting the books, what type are you looking for? Romance? I can let you know if I find any in my boxes, if you want."
"I'm not looking for romance...I mean, romance novels. I'm not looking for anything -- I just love books. Can I get by?"
"Oh, sorry," Aaron said, and backed out of the aisle so she could get past. "I actually collect twentieth-century first editions, so if you find any of them could you let me know?"
She nodded her head, and hurried past him back to her aisle.
Aaron sorted box after box of books but never hit paydirt once; when Miriam let them know she was closing for the night, he went to the counter empty handed.
But as Emily came out of her aisle, he saw she had a stack of books between her arms. "Need a hand?" he said.
"No, I'm fine."
As she placed them on the counter and Miriam counted them, Aaron scanned the titles and was amazed at the mish mash of books she'd selected. There was no rhyme or reason to it, everything from fiction to children's books to a textbook on small engine repair. But at the bottom he spotted an old dust jacket and reached for it.
"That's mine!" Emily said, and tried to grab his hand.
But Aaron quickly pulled the book away, and as he did the stack spilled over and one of the books tumbled to the floor before Miriam could stop it.
Emily cried out as the hardback flipped open and landed on its spine, splitting it.
"Shit, sorry," Aaron said, and bent down to pick up the broken book.
But before he could, Emily grabbed it and an old black and white photo that had fallen out of it. Tucking the photo back in the book, she put it on top of her pile and grabbed the book Aaron had taken back out of his hand.
"Sorry about breaking your book, want me to check the shelf and see if there's one in better condition?" Aaron said.
"No," she said, as she paid Miriam fifteen dollars. "I want this one."
Aaron knew he shouldn't have grabbed her book without asking, but he recognized the jacket; it was a Modern Library first edition of Travels with Charley by Steinbeck. He knew it was probably only worth a couple of hundred bucks, but he'd specifically asked her to tell him if she found any first editions, and she'd promised she would.
Wondering if she was also selling books on Ebay, he followed Emily to the parking lot.
"I thought you weren't a collector?" he said.
"I'm not," she said. "I just love books. All kind of books."
"I can tell, quite an assortment. Are you some kind of hoarder or something?"
She glared at him, resentment in her eyes. "No! I told you -- "
"Just joking!" Aaron said, holding up his hands to calm her down. "But I saw that Steinbeck book you bought, and I actually need that for my collection. Can I buy it off of you?"
"It's not for sale," she said, clutching the stack of books to her chest.
"I'll give you twenty bucks for it."
"No. I don't want to sell it."
Aaron smiled; she obviously knew how much it was worth. "Okay, how about fifty?"
"No! Please quit asking."
"Look, you're not going to get more than a hundred for it on Ebay, I'll give you that much right now."
Emily's mouth fell open and her eyes went wide in shock. "Ebay? You think I'm selling these on Ebay? These books are mine now, I'd never let some...stranger have them."
Before he could say another word, she got in her car, slammed the door and drove away.
* * *
The next week didn't go much better for Aaron. He didn't find anything worth more than a few dollars, but every night Emily found at least a dozen books that interested her.
He tried to look at her stack, tried to see if there was a pattern to the books she chose, but any time he came near her aisle she hunched over her pile like a dog guarding a bone. He knew he had to find a way into her good books.
The next night he went down her aisle to talk to her. She was hunched over a box, sorting it, and when he got near she reached for her stack of books and covered them protectively.
"Don't worry, I'm not going to steal your books. I've got more than enough of my own to plow through," he said, gesturing at the never-ending stack of boxes. "I was just heading out to grab a coffee, and thought I'd check to see if you wanted one?"
"No, thanks," she said.
"Are you sure? Because I don't mind, it's my treat."
Emily bent over the box, her attention back on the books. "I said I don't want a coffee."
When Aaron returned, he brought her a coffee anyways. "Just in case you change your mind," he said, and left it on a shelf near her.
Emily glanced up, but Aaron had already returned to sorting books.
When he came back from shelving a stack of Dean Koontz novels, he saw Emily had moved the cup of coffee to a shelf far away from her. After she bought her books and left for the night, he checked the cup. It was still full -- she hadn't taken a single sip.
Aaron dumped it in the garbage, the message received loud and clear -- Emily didn't want to be friends. As he went to leave, and petted Molly goodbye, Miriam gave him a sympathetic smile.
"Don't judge her by one cup of coffee," Miriam said. "Emily is a sweet girl."
Aaron shrugged his shoulders. He'd tried. But he really wasn't that worried or even that interested. He was here to find books, not friends. And it was obvious that Emily wasn't keen on helping him find either.
Which was why he was surprised the next night when he looked up from some books he was shelving and saw Emily standing there, holding out a cup of coffee toward him.
"I thought you didn't like coffee?" he said.
"I don't, I only drink tea. I -- I tried to tell you, I can't stand the smell of coffee, it makes me nauseous, it -- "
"It's cool," Aaron said. He could see how nervous she was. "It was my fault -- I shouldn't have bought you one after you told me not to."
"I know," she said, twisting her sweatshirt around her finger, "but I still should have said something. I spend most of my time at home, alone with my books. And now that I've been coming here...I'm still getting used to being around people, around friends."
Aaron stood up, smiled at her and took a sip of the coffee. "It's perfect, thanks."
For the first time, he saw her smile. And when she did her eyes lit up and he had a hint of just how beautiful she really was.
"I -- I was also wondering if this was one of the ones you were looking for?" She took her hand from behind her back and held out an old hardcover book.
Aaron took the book from her and as he slowly turned it over, and saw the tan cover and the black embossed signature on the face, he knew immediately what it was -- a first edition of For Whom the Bell Tolls by Hemingway.
"Are you kidding?" he said. "You don't want this?" He knew, even without the dust jacket, that the book was easily worth a couple hundred dollars.
"No," she said, smiling again when she saw how excited he was. "I'm not a collector."
Aaron was so anxious to get the book back to his stack that he didn't even wait for Emily to back down the aisle so he could get by.
He went to squeeze past her and, with the row being so narrow, their bodies became wedged together.
"Sorry," Aaron said, and went to move back.
But before he could, Emily blushed and said, "It's okay," and let him squeeze past.
Her breasts were pressed against his torso, and as he slid his body across hers, careful not to spill his coffee, she put her hand on his hip to steady him.
Aaron was so excited about his book that he didn't even notice as his crotch ground against hers, but Emily did.
She let her hand trail down his hip as he went past and exited the aisle. And as Aaron smiled back at her and thanked her again, Emily tugged at her sweatshirt and wondered why the bookstore suddenly seemed so warm.
When Miriam saw the book she congratulated Aaron on his find and charged him one dollar. And when the book sold the next day for one hundred and seventy five dollars, he went to give half of the money to Emily.



"You sold it?" she said, a crestfallen look on her face.
"Well...yeah," he said, as he tried to hand her the money.
Emily shook her head and refused to take it. "But I found the book for you. I gave it to you because I thought you collected them?"
The last thing Aaron wanted was for her to be mad at him again. If she was, she might not tell him about the next first edition she uncovered. So he lied. "I do collect them, but when I went home and checked my books I saw I already had that one. And I knew a guy who really wanted it for his collection, so I sold it to him."
Emily slowly nodded in understanding. "I -- I guess that's okay then. I just wanted to make sure the book went to someone who really needed it."
"It did," Aaron lied. "It did."
* * *
Emily's disappointment was short-lived, and as the weeks went by he could feel a growing chemistry between them. Now when he needed to get down an aisle that she was already in, she didn't back away to let him get to where he needed to go. Instead, she turned to face the bookcase, and as he squeezed behind her both of them couldn't help noticing the feel of his crotch sliding against her round ass.
And if Aaron had to let her pass, he'd lean back against the bookcase and, facing him, she'd slide her body across his. When their eyes met she'd blush, smiling at the contact.
One time she was in an aisle and standing right where he needed to go. Without waiting for her to move, Aaron went directly behind her and reached up to put the book on the shelf.
Emily didn't move as his body pressed against hers, forcing her against the bookcase. She could feel his hardness pressed against her ass, and so could he.
After the book was in its place, Aaron put his hand on her shoulder. She lingered for a heartbeat, glancing back at him before breaking the contact and hurrying back to her aisle. After she left, Aaron adjusted his cock in his pants and wondered why the bookstore suddenly seemed so warm.
The very next night, he was sorting through a box of books when Emily wandered over and handed him an old copy of The Pearl by Steinbeck.
"I want you to have this one," she said.
Aaron flipped open the cover and his eyes lit up when he saw it was a first edition.
"But I don't want you to sell it."
"Oh," Aaron said, as the dollar signs dancing in his head slowly faded away.
Seeing the disappointed look on his face, she said, "look inside."
He flipped through the pages and saw there was something in between, a Valentine's Day card.
"You got me a valentine?" he said. "Aren't you, like, a month early?"
"No," Emily said, blushing with embarrassment. "It's not from me. I found it in the book."
Aaron pulled it out and saw it was a really old one from the forties, and on the back was written: "For Esme -- from Jerry."
"I love these old books and their stories," Emily said. "Not the stories written in them, but the stories of the books themselves. A girl named Esme must have owned that book, and she kept that valentine as a bookmark. Seeing it there makes me wonder what happened to them. Did they fall in love? Did they get married and have a family?"
"And you want me to have it?"
"Yes, I don't want the book to get bought by some stranger who'll just throw the valentine in the garbage. If you don't want it, I'll take it."
"No," Aaron said, smiling at her. "I'll treasure this book, and the valentine, forever."
After Emily had paid for her books and wished him and Miriam good night, Aaron took his book to the front counter, waiting for his change while he petted Molly.
"Indian food," Miriam said, as she handed him four dollars.
Aaron looked up. "Pardon me?"
"Indian food," she said. "Emily loves Indian food. You know, just in case you ever want to ask her out for dinner or something..."
Now it was Aaron's turn to blush. "I think she just wants to be friends."
"And do you just want to be friends?"
Aaron laughed. "Is this a bookstore or a matchmaking service?"
"You'd be surprised at what can happen in a bookstore," Miriam said, and gave him a wink.
* * *
A week later, Aaron was sorting books in his aisle when he heard footsteps approaching.
He assumed it was Emily, but as he looked up a smoky voice said, "Wow, you're cute!"
Aaron looked up and saw a beautiful blonde watching him from the end of the row. She had wavy, shoulder length hair and was wearing black yoga pants with a form-fitting tee. As he stood up, she walked over and introduced herself.
"Hey, I'm Chloe. I thought some old guy helped sort the books. I didn't expect to find someone like you here."
"Hey, I'm Aaron." He brushed his hand against his thigh to remove the dust from the books, and held it out.
As she shook it, her eyes drifted down his body. When they reached his crotch she glanced up, biting her lower lip as she smiled at him. "Maybe you and me should sort together? And you can, you know, show me how to do it?"
She looked over Aaron's shoulder as Emily peeked around the corner, wondering whom he was talking to.
By the time Aaron turned to look, she'd already ducked back out of sight.
"Is that your girlfriend?" Chloe said.
"No, she's just a friend. I don't have a girlfriend."
Chloe gave him a naughty smile, and said, "I'm glad to hear it."
Miriam explained to Aaron that, with him and Emily making such a large dent in the stacks, she felt there was finally space for a third sorter. Chloe often came to the bookstores on Thursday evenings, bored and looking to kill time, so Miriam asked her if she wanted to help.
But while Emily insisted on having her own aisle to sort, Chloe didn't want to be anywhere other than beside Aaron.
She sorted her books right next to him, and any time she found one she thought he might like she leaned her body close to him and asked if he was interested, smiling as he blushed every time she said it.
And every time he was in an aisle, Chloe found a reason to go down it. When she'd pass him, she always made sure to slowly glide her sexy ass across his crotch, smiling back at him.
"Tight, huh?" she said.
"Pardon me?" he said.
Chloe smiled as she caught him checking out her ass. "These aisles...they're so tight."
When she came back Aaron went to let her pass, but this time she stopped and placed her hand on his chest, looking down at his crotch. "Looks like your pants are getting tight too," she whispered.
She laughed when she saw him blush, but as she passed in front of him, squeezing her body against his, she let her hand trail down his chest and brushed her fingers across the bulge on the front of his pants, giving him a knowing smile.
Aaron went back to the box of books they'd been sorting, not sure what to say to Chloe; he'd never met anyone so forward.
"Sorry if I embarrassed you," she whispered, "but I like big ones, and it felt like you've got a big one."
She was just sliding her hand along his thigh, toward the outline of his stiff cock, when Emily poked her head around the corner to let them know that the store was closing.
Emily took her books to the counter and Aaron was behind her. He hadn't talked to her once the whole night. Miriam was counting the books when Aaron said, "I know it's late, but did you want to grab something to eat?"
Smiling, Emily turned to say yes, but quickly turned back around when she realized he was talking to Chloe.
"That sounds like it'd be a lot of fun," she said, glancing down at his crotch, "but I should really get going home."
"Did you need a ride?" Aaron said, not even noticing Emily as she quietly left the store.
"Not tonight, but I'd love a ride next week," she said with a wink.
* * *
The next week came, and when Aaron got to the bookstore Chloe was already there, sorting books and putting aside ones she thought he might be interested in.
She'd worn the same black yoga pants as the week before, but the tight top she had on was different, and highlighted her high, full breasts. Being January, Aaron knew it was cold outside, but he wasn't sure if that explained why her erect nipples were straining against the fabric. When Chloe caught him looking at them, she gave him a naughty smile.
He knelt to check the books she'd put aside, but she covered them with her hand. "What are you going to give me for them?" she said, as her eyes drifted down to the bulge in the front of his pants.
"You are such a tease," he said, and took the books from her as she leaned her body against him and laughed.
Emily was down the aisle they were headed to, and Aaron wondered why she looked different than normal. As she smiled at him, he realized she was wearing makeup and had taken her hair out of the ponytail. She'd also ditched the baggy sweatshirt for a beautiful, oversized cream-colored knit sweater, and was wearing black leggings with brown knee-high leather boots.
Aaron tried to back out of the narrow aisle, but before he could, Emily said, "It's okay, I can get by," and went to squeeze past him. As she slowly slid by, her body pressed tightly against his, she smiled and said, "After we're done tonight, did you want to go get a tea...or something?"
"Sorry, I've already got other plans," Aaron said. He actually didn't, but he was hoping that Chloe would take him up on the rain check from the week before.
As Emily left the aisle, head down, she glanced up at Chloe, who raised an eyebrow and half-smiled when their eyes met.
Once she was gone, Chloe sauntered down the aisle and pressed her ass against Aaron's crotch as she pretended to look for a book.
"Now, where was that..." But when she felt Aaron's cock stiffening through his pants, she smiled and said, "Oh, there it is."
She slid her hand behind her and rubbed his cock through his pants. "You do have a big one," she whispered. "You'd better be careful with that in here, you never know where you might end up poking some poor girl."
Chloe placed her hands against the opposite shelf to brace herself, and then ground her ass against Aaron's crotch.
"I think you'd better adjust yourself," she whispered.
Aaron reached in his pants and shifted his swollen shaft so it was pointing straight up.
Chloe leaned back so his cock was between her cheeks like a big hot dog and rubbed her ass up and down on it. Peeking down the aisle to make sure no one was coming, she took his hands and pushed them up under her tee.
She wasn't wearing a bra and her firm breasts fit perfectly in Aaron's large hands, and as he squeezed her tits, he could feel her erect nipples pressed against his palms. Chloe moaned as he played with her, and she kept rubbing his cock between the cheeks of her ass.
"You're so fucking stiff, let me suck it," she whispered.
"Let's leave here, and go back to my place," he said.
"No, I can't wait." She turned and lifted his shirt up so she could see his cock, which was sticking up above his waistband. She rubbed her finger against the tip, feeling the slickness of his pre-cum. "It doesn't look like you can wait either."
"Let's go out to my car," Aaron whispered, stifling a groan as Chloe slid her hand down his pants and squeezed his shaft.
"No, I want to do it here, in the bookstore," she said.
"Are you crazy? We can't do it here."
"Why? Are you afraid we'll get caught?"
"Yes, aren't you?"
"Not at all. I like being watched." Her hand was completely down the front of his pants, playing with his cock and balls.
Aaron didn't know what to say. He wanted her to suck his cock so badly, but was still worried that Miriam or Emily might catch them.
They heard footsteps coming and Chloe quickly pulled her hand out of his pants and tugged her tee down, which had been pushed up so that her tits were completely exposed.
When Emily came around the corner, Aaron had a book in front of his crotch, hiding his throbbing hardon. But Chloe made no attempt to hide her rock hard nipples, which were straining against the thin fabric of her tee, and Emily couldn't help noticing them. She also couldn't help noticing how close together they were in the aisle, as Chloe gave her a smug smile.
"Umm...I was just going to get a tea, and was wondering if you wanted me to grab you one, Aaron?" Emily said.
"Yeah, that would be great," he said, "and can you get one for Chloe too?"
Emily glanced at her, and then turned and left without answering the question. Seconds later, they heard the jingle of the bell as she left the store.
Aaron checked around the corner to make sure Emily was gone, and saw that Miriam was in the back of the store; there were no customers and she was using the opportunity to sort through some boxes of old magazines. When he turned back around, Chloe was already on her knees and undoing his belt.
She smiled up at him as she pulled his thick cock out of his pants. "Mmm...you do have a big one."
Aaron didn't answer, he just grabbed the bookshelves on either side of him for balance as she dragged his pants down around his knees, while still pumping his cock with her other hand.
He knew they had to make this fast, and so did Chloe. She leaned forward and engulfed his shaft with her mouth, and within seconds was bobbing quickly back and forth.
Her lips were wrapped around his cock as she slid up and down his length, and she moaned as she felt him growing stiffer.
Aaron's breathing was ragged and his head was spinning as he fought not to moan out loud. He had an ear open for the telltale jingle of the bell above the door, which would let him know Emily had returned, but in the silence of the bookstore the sounds of Chloe sucking his cock seemed deafening.
Stifling a groan as she pushed him toward the edge, Aaron went to put his hand behind her head, and as he moved it a paperback tumbled off the shelf.
Chloe started at the sound and pulled her mouth off his cock, gasping for air. She looked up at Aaron, her eyes filled with lust as she pumped her hand up and down on his spit-covered shaft, and said, "Your cock is so fucking huge!"
Aaron simply nodded and, holding her head between his hands, his fingers wrapped through her wavy blonde hair, slid his pole back between her lips. As he pumped away, fucking her mouth, Chloe felt how full his balls were and knew he was about to come.
Even though she looked up and nodded to let him know it was okay, Chloe's eyes still widened in surprise when Aaron groaned and filled her mouth with cum.
His own mouth was open in a silent moan and he felt as if his knees were going to buckle as Chloe swallowed his entire load. She let out a satisfied sigh as she kept sucking his cock, hoping for more.
He pulled his shaft from between her lips with a wet pop, and as he pulled up his pants and did them up she licked her lips and whispered, "That was a big one!"
Aaron walked out from the aisle, glad that Emily hadn't returned yet, and spotted Miriam sitting at her computer less than fifteen feet from where he'd just been sucked off.
He'd been so focused on Chloe's oral skills that he hadn't even heard her return from the back of the store. He had no idea how long she'd been sitting at her desk, and wondered what she'd heard.
Miriam glanced over her shoulder when she heard them coming out, and the look she gave him let him know she'd heard everything.
And if she had any doubts about what he and Chloe had been up to in the aisle, they were erased when she came around the corner licking her lips, tugging her shirt down and giggling at Aaron.
The bell jingled at the front of the store and Emily walked in with three teas, she'd conveniently forgotten Chloe's.
She smiled as she handed Aaron his tea, but the smile disappeared when he turned to Chloe and gave her the first sip, telling her they could share it.
Emily didn't see the two of them again until the end of the night, when she was paying Miriam for her nightly stack of books.
As he helped Chloe on with her coat, Aaron said, "Did you want to go get something to eat? Or, if you don't feel like going out, we can go back to my place and I can cook us something?"
"Mmm, sounds delicious," she said, her eyes traveling down his chest toward the outline of his cock, "but I really have to get going. Thanks for the tea...and everything else."
Chloe said goodbye to Miriam and Molly and left the store, disappearing into the night.
As the door swung closed, Emily said, "I thought you already had plans for tonight?"
Aaron had forgotten that Emily had already asked him out earlier. "Oh, yeah, my friend bailed," he lied.
"Well, it's not that late, I wouldn't mind getting something to eat."
Aaron glanced at the door, and said, "You know, I really do have to get an early start tomorrow. But maybe we can go out next week?"
Emily smiled, and said, "That would be great." But then the smile faded from her face. "Crap, I forgot -- I won't be here next week. My brother is coming by to talk about some stuff. Maybe the week after that?"
"Sounds good." Aaron wished both of them good night and made sure to pet Molly goodbye, but as he headed out the door and the bell jingled above him, his mind was on Chloe.
* * *
When the bell above the door rang a week later to announce Chloe's arrival, Aaron dropped the books he'd been sorting and headed out to greet her. He hadn't been able to stop thinking about her, and had been kicking himself for not getting her cell number.
Her lips curved into a smile when she saw him and, after greeting both Miriam and Molly, she followed him through the red curtain.
As soon as it swung shut behind them, she spun Aaron around, locked her arms around his neck and crushed her lips against his.
The kiss had caught him by surprise, but he soon recovered and wrapped his arms around her waist as they explored each other's tongues. His head was swimming from her kiss when she took his hand and put it on her ass, underneath her skirt.
As he squeezed the firm flesh, kneading it with his fingers as she moaned into his mouth, he realized she wasn't wearing any panties.
Sliding his hand between her legs he felt the soft, slippery folds of her pussy, and as he rubbed his fingers back and forth she ground herself against his stiff cock.
Aaron broke the kiss with a gasp and stepped back, his heart pounding. "Let's leave early," he whispered, "and go back to my place."
Chloe stepped close and rubbed his prick through his pants. "Why leave?"
Aaron knew Emily wouldn't be in tonight, but there was still Miriam and the odd customer to worry about. "We can't do anything here."
"Are you kidding?" she said. "Why do you think I made sure to wear a skirt this week."
She reached for his belt and was undoing it when he pulled her hands away; the curtain opened and Miriam peeked in.
"It's slow tonight so I thought I'd grab us some coffees." Miriam half smiled at the two of them, as they stood so close together that they were touching, and she couldn't help noticing that Aaron's pants were undone. "I'll make sure to lock the door so that no one disturbs your...sorting...until I get back."
When she heard the door lock, Chloe went back to work on Aaron's pants, pushing them down around his ankles along with his boxers.
He knew they didn't have a lot of time, so he pushed her up against the shelf, his mouth pressed against hers.
As they kissed, Chloe worked his cock and balls with both hands while he pushed her top up.
He lowered his mouth to her breast and was teasing her nipple with his tongue, when she said, "We don't have much time -- fuck me."
Aaron grabbed her ass and as he lifted her up with his strong arms, she locked her legs around his waist. Holding her with one hand, as she wrapped her arms around his neck, he reached underneath and guided his stiff pole to her opening.
Chloe moaned as he lowered her onto his shaft, and the shelves behind her rocked as he bounced her up and down on his cock.



Aaron couldn't believe how good it felt to be inside her, she was so wet, so tight. But he didn't have the strength to fuck her for long like this and she knew it.
As he let her down, she grabbed a two-high stack of boxes and bent over for him. He moved behind her, pushed her short skirt up around her waist, and slid his cock back into her pussy.
"Oh, fuck...that feels so fucking good!" she groaned. No one else was in the bookstore; she knew she didn't have to be quiet. Moaning enthusiastically, Chloe begged Aaron to fuck her harder, fuck her faster, as he pistoned his cock into her from behind.
Her cries of pleasure echoed off the shelves, the books the only witnesses as Aaron's hips slapped against her ass, driving his cock deeper and deeper. She grabbed the shelf beside her to steady herself as his piledriving action threatened to knock her forward, and moaned as his pounding pushed her over the edge.
Aaron looked down and saw that she was coming all over his cock, and he knew that he was about to come too.
Then he heard the curtain open.
Chloe's moans had been so loud, and he'd been so consumed by his own passion that he hadn't even heard the bell above the door.
Aaron looked over his shoulder just as the tray with the three teas tumbled from Emily's hand.
As they hit the floor and exploded all over the unsorted boxes of books, Aaron pulled out of Chloe and scrambled to pull his pants and underwear back up. "Emily, what are you doing here?!"
She didn't answer. Her mouth was open in shock as she looked at the two of them. Aaron was frantically trying to tuck his cock back into his pants, but Chloe was still bent over with her skirt above her waist, and laughed when she saw the look on Emily's face.
Turning, she ran toward the exit.
"Emily, wait!" Aaron cried, but it was too late, she was gone.
"Let her go," Chloe said. "We're not finished, you didn't come yet."
But then they saw Miriam coming through the door with a tray with three coffees in her hand. As Aaron ran out to talk to her, Chloe sighed in disappointment and pulled her skirt and top back down before fixing her hair.
"Why is the door unlocked?" Miriam said.
"Emily was here!" Aaron said. "She saw us..."
"Oh no," Miriam said, not even having to ask. "I forgot I gave her a key before so she could come in and do some extra sorting. She texted me when I was getting the coffee to say that her meeting was over and she was coming to the store, but I didn't think she'd get here so soon."
"She wasn't even supposed to be here this week! How was I supposed to know she'd just walk in like that?"
"Well, the text said she was coming to meet you; you told her last week you'd take her to dinner."
"Oh, fuck. I thought she said we'd do that next week."
"I'm sure she doesn't want to do it at all now, but you should still talk to her and apologize."
Aaron was nodding his head in agreement when the bell jingled and a customer walked through the door.
As soon as she saw him, Chloe gasped. "Oh my god! Mark, what are you doing here?"
"Hey, hon, I dropped by the meeting and was surprised to see you weren't there. They said you hadn't been coming by lately, and one of the women said she saw you coming in here?"
"Yeah, the -- the meetings just weren't working for me," Chloe said. "I needed a break, so I've been coming here, volunteering to sort books."
Forcing a smile, she turned and said, "This is Miriam, the owner of the store. And this is Aaron, one of the other volunteers."
Stepping toward him, the man said, "Hey, I'm Mark -- Chloe's husband."
The sentence hit Aaron like a bullet to the brain, but he instinctively reached out and shook his hand. As Mark introduced himself to Miriam, Aaron realized why Chloe was always in such a hurry to get home.
He glanced at her and her eyes pleaded with him for understanding, but he turned away and saw Miriam was also watching him to see his reaction.
"Is that what you wore tonight?" Mark said, eyeing his wife's short, sexy skirt.
"I left my coat in the car," she said, tugging her skirt down and praying that he didn't discover she wasn't wearing panties, or notice that she wasn't wearing her ring. "I'm actually done for the night. We should go."
As she followed her husband toward the door, Chloe looked back and said, "Goodnight Miriam, 'night Aaron."
When he replied, he saw her husband glance back over his shoulder at him with an untrusting look.
After they were gone, Aaron turned to Miriam and said, "I've just made a huge fucking mistake."
Miriam handed him his coffee and said, "I could have told you that even before we found out she was married."
* * *
When Aaron showed up the next night, the first thing he did was head to Emily's aisle to see if she was there. He was surprised to see Chloe kneeling by a box, sorting books.
She was wearing the same skirt as the night before, and as soon as she saw him she leaped to her feet and tried to wrap her arms around him.
Pushing her away, he said, "Where's Emily?"
"She called Miriam and said she can't help sort anymore, so I'm taking over her aisle. Now we don't have to worry about being interrupted," she said, and went to rub his cock through his pants.
Aaron grabbed her hand and stopped her. "Chloe -- you're married."
She pressed her body close to his and whispered, "Don't worry, baby, he doesn't suspect a thing. We're not going to get caught."
Aaron stepped back. "You think that's what bothers me -- getting caught? Chloe, I would have never touched you if I'd known you were married. When I shook your husband's hand last night...only minutes after you and me had been...I felt like the biggest piece of -- "
"It's not like that," she interrupted. "I don't even love him anymore. The only reason Mark and I are still together is for our kids."
"Oh, great, you've got kids too. All that matters to me is that you're still married, and you should have told me that."
"Aaron," she said, and as she tried to move toward him he took another step back. "I want to be with you. Mark hasn't touched me in months, and if he tried to I wouldn't let him; you're the only man I want to be with. Please, he'll never find out about us."
"Chloe, I don't know about other guys, but I can't be involved with a married woman."
"Then -- then I'll talk to Mark, and tell him I want a divorce."
"Look, Chloe, what I'm really trying to say is, I can't be involved with a woman who would cheat on her husband."
The instant he said the words he could see how deeply they'd hurt her. "It's not like that," she whispered, "I love my husband, but I love you too."
"Chloe, I -- "
"Please, just let me talk. The reason I come to the bookstore on Thursday nights is because that's the night I'm supposed to go to my meetings...my A.A. meetings. Honestly, the first time I found this place I wasn't even looking for it, I was looking for somewhere to get a drink.
"When I'm at home with my family, with my kids, all I used to want to do was get drunk. But now that I've met you, I don't get those urges anymore; you're all I think about."
"Chloe, I'm glad that you're trying to deal with your problem, but it sounds like you're just replacing one problem with another. You and I can't be together -- not now, not ever. I hope you beat your addiction, but you're only going to find a way to beat it at those meetings, not in this bookstore."
"Maybe -- maybe we can just be friends? I can come by your apartment, and visit?"
"I'm sorry, but I don't think that's a good idea."
" I think I'd -- I think I'd better go." Chloe tried to wipe away the tears that rolled down her cheeks, but there were too many. Grabbing her coat, she hesitated before turning to Aaron and hugging him tightly. "I'll never forget you," she whispered.
He hugged her back and, kissing the top of her head, said, "Go to your meeting, and good luck."
As she left the store, and thanked Miriam for everything, Chloe took one last look back at Aaron and, smiling through her tears, waved goodbye.
* * *
When Aaron returned to the store a week later neither Chloe nor Emily were there. When he went to her row he saw a new sorter there, an old man.
Miriam introduced him to Harold, the sorter that he'd originally replaced, and said, "Try not to chase him away too."
Aaron tried to throw himself back into the hunt for first editions but his heart wasn't in it. He couldn't stop thinking about Emily and wondering why, after the mistakes he'd made, it was her being punished. She was the one who loved books, not him.
Aaron passed Harold as he headed toward the counter, and when he got there Miriam was trying to quiet Molly, who was barking madly.
When she finally got her to stop and made her lie on her dog bed, Miriam said," I don't know why this damned dog always barks at poor Harold, I think she's getting crazy in her old age. What did you need, Aaron?"
Aaron smiled at Molly, who was quietly growling in Harold's direction, and said, "I've been thinking...and maybe I shouldn't be coming here to sort anymore."
Miriam's jaw dropped. "Are you kidding me? You chase away all my other sorters and now you're going to leave me too?"
"But that's the reason I'm leaving. You can call Emily and tell her that I'm gone, and then she can come back here. She loves this place."
Miriam sighed. "You don't have to leave, Aaron. Just go talk to her, tell her you made a mistake and that you're sorry."
"You -- you really think she'd listen to me?"
"It can't hurt. I'm sure she can't like you any less than she already does."
"Thanks, that really makes me feel better."
"Go talk to her, but no matter what she says I still need your help sorting. You can't leave Molly and me alone here with Harold."
After Miriam gave him Emily's address, Aaron left the store and drove over to her house. Night had already fallen and stars littered the clear winter sky. Aaron shivered as he walked down the street; a cold snap had hit the area recently, and temperatures had fallen so low that Miriam had been forced to bring space heaters to the store to try to keep it warm.
Aaron found the address he had been given, an old wartime house, and he was surprised when he knocked and a man answered the door.
"Umm...is Emily home?" Aaron said.
"Yeah, who are you?"
"Uh...a friend from the bookstore."
"Oh, great," he said, rolling his eyes, "another booknut. Emily, there's someone at the door for you!"
As he was waiting, Aaron looked down the hallway and saw boxes lined up along the wall as if someone was packing to move. Emily came around the corner, wondering who could possibly be looking for her, and when she saw Aaron the smile left her face.
"What do you want?" she said.
"Hey, I just stopped by to -- sorry, but I have to ask, is that your husband?" Aaron said.
Emily was surprised by the question. "No, I'm not married, but I wish I was so I could divorce him...that's my brother."
Aaron breathed a huge sigh of relief. He could feel the warmth from inside the house and, shivering on the porch, he said, "Can I come inside to talk?"
Emily half-closed the door so all the heat wouldn't escape and shook her head. "I don't think that's a good idea."
"Oh...well, I just came by, I mean, I was just wondering why you haven't been at the bookstore." As soon as he said it, he knew he couldn't have said anything stupider.
She glared at him. "There's nothing there that interests me any more."
"I just wanted to let you know that...Chloe's gone."
She paused. "Why would I care if she was there or not?"
Aaron rubbed his hand through his hair. "Well, I just thought, maybe -- "
"Like I said," Emily interrupted, "there's nothing there that interests me anymore. You should leave now, I have to go."
"Wait," Aaron said, and put his foot out to stop her from shutting the door. "I know the way I treated you was wrong, and that's why I'm here -- to apologize. I totally understand why you don't want to be friends any more, but I just wanted to let you know that if you want to come back to Booklovers you can, I'll leave. You won't ever have to see me there again."
Emily didn't answer; she just stared at him. Aaron moved his foot from the doorway, and when he did, she said, "I'll never come back to that store again," and shut the door.
* * *
Aaron didn't want to go back to Booklovers either; the memories of what had happened with Chloe and Emily were too fresh, too painful. But he didn't want to disappoint Miriam too, so he went back to sorting, back to endless boxes of James Patterson novels.
He hadn't had any luck finding first editions, and was convinced that the book gods were punishing him for his actions and that sorting through box after box of junk was his penance.
Opening one box, Aaron discovered a stack of old Nancy Drew novels from the forties. He wasn't sure if girls even read this type of book anymore, and knew he'd have to ask Miriam what she wanted him to do with them. He was pulling them out when a photo slid out from the pages of one of the books. It was an old black and white photo of a middle-aged woman, and on the back "Aunt Mabel" was written in pencil.
He flipped open the front of the book and saw an inscription: "To Cathy, Merry Christmas 1946, Love Aunt Mabel."
He looked in each of the books and saw that Cathy's aunt had given her one as a present every year for eight years. She must have been too old for Nancy Drew when the last book was given, but the collection was a snapshot of her childhood.
He could picture her lying in front of the Christmas tree, in the years before television, eagerly turning the pages and being swept away by the adventure within. He wondered what had happened to her and how the books had ended up here. And then he remembered Emily and the photo that had tumbled out of her book, and the way she'd lovingly taken the broken book home.
Miriam was surprised when she saw he wanted to buy them. "I didn't know you were such a big Nancy Drew fan. I've got boxes of them if you're interested."
"No, thanks, just these ones," Aaron said.
He drove over to Emily's house and saw that her brother's car wasn't there. So he left the books on her porch and rang the bell, running away into the dark like he was ten years old again and playing nicky nicky nine doors.
He watched from hiding as Emily opened the door and, surprised to see the stack of books on the doorstep, curiously picked one up and opened it. When the photo fell out she caught it before it could hit the ground, and then, carefully sliding the photo back into the book, picked up the stack and took them inside.
Returning to Booklovers the next night, Aaron rifled through the boxes of unsorted books with a renewed enthusiasm. But this time he wasn't looking for first editions, he was looking for photos, bookmarks, flowers -- anything that may have been forgotten inside of a book.
And over the next few days he found a marriage certificate, forgotten between the pages of a worn copy of War and Peace; a handwritten poem in a collection of poems by P. K. Page; an old postcard in a book of fairy tales; and a hotel cocktail napkin with a name and a room number on it tucked inside a copy of Tropic of Cancer.
Aaron left all of these, one by one, on Emily's porch, along with numerous other books with flowers, feathers, leaves, baseball cards, photos and locks of hair hidden between the covers.
Every time Emily opened the door and found a new book, Aaron was already out of sight. But he watched from hiding as she hunted through the pages to find the treasure within, and even from far away he could see the joy in her eyes as she lovingly clasped the book and its contents to her chest and took it inside.
On a Thursday night in early February, Aaron was hunting through the boxes for another book for Emily when a folded letter fell out from between the pages of one. He was tucking the letter back inside the book to give it to her, when out of curiosity he opened the old letter and read it. He scanned through the simple love letter and thought it would be perfect for Emily, but he froze when he reached the end and saw the signature: "J.D. Salinger."
Aaron was stunned. He knew this was it, the treasure he'd always hoped and hunted for; if this letter was authentic, it would easily be more valuable than all of the first editions he'd ever found combined.
Miriam had gone to get coffee, so he went to her desk to use her computer to check the signature. Molly brushed against him, sniffing at his jeans, and he petted her.
Aaron googled the signature, and as he searched through the pages he heard Molly barking at the back of the store. He turned around and realized he'd left the gate open; she'd wandered out and started barking as soon as she found Harold. Checking to make sure the front door of the store was closed and she couldn't get outside, Aaron went back to his search.
As he scrolled through the pages, he found images of other Salinger letters and saw the signatures matched -- the letter was authentic! Aaron securely tucked the letter back in the book, and as he did he heard Molly, barking and barking at the back of the store.
"Leave Harold alone, Molly" he yelled. When she wouldn't shut up, he turned around and realized she wasn't barking at Harold.
An orange glow was coming from the far aisle, and as Aaron watched an ominous tendril of smoke curled around the top edge of the bookcase. He ran to the aisle and as he looked around the corner he flinched back from the heat, the row was engulfed in flame.
"Fire!" Aaron cried, and ran to the far aisle where Harold was still sorting books. "There's a fire! You've got to get out of here!"
After making sure that Harold was safely out the front door, Aaron ran back behind the counter and grabbed the fire extinguisher Miriam kept there. But as he turned and saw the wall of flames consuming the far aisles he knew it was too late, the fire was out of control. And then he realized he didn't hear any more barking.
"Oh fuck, Molly!" Aaron ran through the burning red curtain and headed down Emily's aisle, the farthest from the blaze. Once he reached the far end, he headed toward the fire, searching for the half-blind dog.
The heat was indescribable and as he hunched over, coughing and choking from the smoke, he found her huddled in a corner, cringing in terror from the flames.
Aaron swept her up, and as he did she whimpered and crawled into his arms for safety. He headed back the way he'd come, but as he looked down Emily's aisle he could see the flames had swept across it, blocking his path; he'd have to find another way out.
Violently coughing from the thick smoke, Aaron held Molly tightly as he headed toward the rear of the store. He'd never been back here before, but knew there had to be an exit.
He spotted it between stacks of unsorted boxes, and as he burst through it into the cold night air the flames roared behind him.
Aaron fell to his knees in the back parking lot, his eyes stinging and his ears ringing as the fire alarms in the neighboring stores blared.
"It's okay, Molly, it's okay," he said. The frightened dog whimpered as she licked his chin and cheeks and Aaron, still coughing from the smoke in his lungs, headed toward the front of the building.
Miriam spotted him as soon as he came around the corner and rushed toward him; tears of relief streamed down her face.
"I'm okay, we're okay," Aaron said, as Molly scrabbled into the outstretched arms of his owner, who squeezed her tightly and kissed her over and over.
"I was so scared when Harold said you were still in there." Miriam leaned against Aaron's chest, and he hugged her and Molly against him as she sobbed her thanks.
"Is this him?" a paramedic said, and took Aaron away to examine him.



Miriam turned as they left and, with the book-fueled flames bathing her and Molly in a fiery orange glow, watched as Booklovers and her dream burned to the ground.
Aaron, seated on the back of a paramedic truck and wearing an oxygen mask, also watched as the flames snuffed the life out of the bookstore. And he realized that his dream of finding buried treasure inside was also over.
In his panic to get Harold to safety, he'd forgotten the Salinger letter on Miriam's desk and it had been destroyed in the fire. But that wasn't Aaron's only disappointment.
He knew that he wouldn't be able to find Emily any more books with mementoes hidden between their pages, and he wouldn't be able to make amends for what he'd done. Booklovers was the only place she'd ever been happy; he'd taken that away from her, and now it was gone.
* * *
The story in the papers the next day called Aaron a hero for saving both Harold and Molly from the fire, but he knew it was his fault that the store had burned down. He hadn't shut the gate when he was using Miriam's computer, and Molly had wandered out, half-blind, and knocked over one of the space heaters.
Aaron went to her house and apologized to Miriam, but she refused to let him blame himself for the fire. The store had only cost her a dollar and she was just thankful that no one had been hurt.
"I still feel terrible about it," Aaron said, "I know it was always your dream to own a bookstore."
"And I achieved my dream," Miriam said. "I can always find another bookstore, but I could never find another Molly."
With her beloved cocker spaniel sleeping nearby, Miriam kissed Aaron on the cheek and said, "Don't worry about me, and don't forget Emily."
Aaron couldn't forget her; he'd gone by her house to talk to her, but in his guilt over the fire he hadn't been able to work up the nerve to knock on her door. While there, he'd also noticed a For Sale sign on the lawn, and wondered if it was his fault that she was moving.
Aaron figured the fire was a sign. In his greed to profit from the letter and his lust for Chloe, he'd destroyed any hope he ever had with Emily. His only wish was that he could give her one last memento.
He went home to his small apartment and as he sat in his chair, staring out the window at the falling snow, he glanced at his bookcase and saw a book lying on its side at the end.
It was the copy of the Pearl that Emily had given him, and as he opened it and looked at the Valentine card inside he knew that she should have it, one last gift from Booklovers.
As soon as it was dark, Aaron went to her house and crept up the front stairs to leave the book near the door. He was just reaching for the doorbell when the door opened.
Emily stood in the doorway, framed by the light within. "I knew it had to be you," she said.
"I just couldn't let those books go to some stranger," Aaron said, "and I knew you'd take care of them."
He picked up the copy of the Pearl and gave it to her. When Emily saw the cover, she said, "I gave this to you as a present. You don't want it anymore?"
"You should have it," he said. "Booklovers burned down."
"I know, I saw the picture of you and Molly in the paper. They said you're a hero."
"I'm not a hero, the fire was my fault. And now that the books are all gone, I wanted you to have this one so you'll remember Booklovers...so you'll remember me."
"Aaron, I love every single book you brought me, and every time I look at them I'll think of you. Are you sure you really want me to have this one?"
"Yeah, you know me, if I keep it I'll probably just end up selling it on Ebay," he said.
Emily opened the book and smiled when she saw the card inside. As she pulled the old valentine out and admired it lovingly, she said, "Is this for me?"
"Yeah, the book, the card, it's all yours."
"No, I mean, is this my Valentine?"
"Huh?"
"You do know what day it is today, don't you?"
In his hurry to bring Emily the book, Aaron had completely forgotten -- it was Valentine's Day. After what had happened with Chloe and her, he hadn't even thought about the day, knowing he'd have no one to spend it with. But as he looked up and saw the smile on Emily's face, he realized he'd been wrong.
"Uhh...yeah, Happy Valentine's Day," he said. "Did you -- I mean, would you go out with me? You know, for Indian food or something?"
Emily smiled as she closed the book, the card inside, and hugged it against her chest. "I thought you'd never ask."
The food was delicious and as they ate they talked, the first real conversation they'd ever had. They shared their love of books, their favorite authors, and discovered they had more in common than they'd ever suspected.
And as Aaron held her hand and walked her back up the snow-covered path to her front door, Emily said, "I had a great night, and I love my present, but...if there's really something happening here, you know, if you really like me, can we just go slow? I'm not Chloe."
"I'm glad you're not," he said. "Am I allowed to ask for a kiss good night?"
"It's a little forward," she joked. "But seeing as how I forgot to get you a valentine, I guess I owe you one kiss."
Emily stood on her tiptoes as Aaron leaned down and kissed her. As their lips melted together, he pulled her body tightly against his and the two of them forgot the cold, lost in each other's arms.
When they both reluctantly ended their passionate embrace, Emily gazed up into his eyes and whispered, "It's cold out here, I think you'd better come inside after all."
Once inside the warmth of her house, Aaron saw the boxes lining the hallway and remembered the For Sale sign. "Are you moving or something?"
"Yes...but I don't want to. My mother left the house to both my brother and me, and now he wants to sell it. I don't want to leave. I don't want to have to find another home for me and my books."
As she saw Aaron turning into the living room, Emily warned him, "You were right before, I am kind of a hoarder."
His jaw dropped as he stepped into the living room -- there were books everywhere. But it wasn't like with other hoarders, there were proper bookshelves from floor to ceiling and all of the books she'd found were lovingly stored on them. And as he moved room to room, he saw the same shelves on every wall, in every hallway; thousands and thousands of books lined every inch of Emily's home.
"I thought you weren't a collector!" he said.
"I'm not, but each one of these books is special. Every one has a special memory, a special memento in them."
She led him to a shelf and as she ran her fingers fondly across their spines and turned to look at him, he could see the love in her eyes.
"My dad was in the army, and we moved all of the time when I was young. My mom knew how tough it was for me to make friends, only to lose them as soon as we moved again, so she'd buy me books and tell me they'd be my friends.
"But one year, when I was a teenager, we had to move yet again. And when I went home to pack my books they were all gone. My father had donated them, saying that they were too heavy to keep moving from town to town. He didn't understand why I cried so hard, and promised to buy me new books when we got to our new home. But the books would never be the same, I'd hidden mementos inside the pages of every one so I'd remember the places I'd lived, the friends I'd known. And now they were all gone.
"So every time I find a book with a message or a memento inside I keep it, just in case a young girl like me comes looking for her books one day, so I can give them back to her."
A tear rolled down Emily's cheek, and Aaron hugged her against his chest.
"But my brother is selling the house now, and wants me to get rid of all my books again," she said.
Aaron kissed her soft, brown hair, and said, "I don't want you to have to get rid of all of your books, but the girl who owned those Nancy Drew books is never going to come back for them, and I'm sure she didn't want them to end up here. Her aunt gave her the books for her to enjoy, and I'm sure she'd want another little girl to enjoy them like she did.
"Books are supposed to be read, Emily, not hidden away."
"But these books are special," she said.
"No, they're just books, it's what's inside them that's special; the mementoes, the memories. And they need to be shared with others, not hidden away here. Maybe another aunt will see the inscription in the Nancy Drew books and buy them for her niece. Or maybe someone will find the postcard left there, and be inspired to go on a trip. It's great that you saved all these books, but don't save them to keep them here, save them so that someone else can enjoy them as the people who loved them before did."
"I'd like that," she said, "but can we discuss it some more tomorrow? Valentine's Day isn't over yet."
Emily led Aaron by the hand upstairs to her bedroom. He was surprised to see that the only books in her room were the ones on a small shelf above her bed -- all of the books he'd left her on the porch, with the copy of the Pearl and the valentine that had been hidden inside leaning against the end.
Emily slid her hands beneath his shirt, and as she slid it up he lifted his arms and pulled it over his head. She trailed soft kisses across his chest as he undid her jeans and slid his hands down the back, feeling her smooth ass as they kissed.
After they'd completely undressed each other, they crawled into the warmth of her bed.
Aaron moved beside Emily and saw the nervous expectation in her eyes. He kissed her softly on the lips and then moved down her neck, trailing soft kisses toward her breasts.
The soft flesh yielded to his touch, and her nipples grew erect against his tongue. Sliding under the blanket, Aaron planted kisses down her side, and when he kissed her on the soft spot just above her hip she squealed in delight.
"Don't! I'm ticklish there," she said.
Aaron smiled at the sound of her laughter. "Let's see where else you're ticklish."
He disappeared beneath the blanket, and Emily trembled with anticipation as he moved between her legs.
She gasped at the first touch of his tongue, a gentle flick against the soft folds of her delicate pussy, and leaned her head back on the pillow.
After the first few tentative licks, Aaron's tongue delved deeper, parting her lips until he found her swollen clit.
Emily closed her eyes and arched her back, moaning as his mouth sent shivers of pleasure coursing through her body.
Aaron spread her thighs as he teased her pussy, softly flicking the tip of his tongue against her tiny clit. She tasted wonderful, and as he savored her sweet juices he listened to the music of her gasps and moans as she came against his mouth.
When he moved back up her body she grabbed him and kissed him hard on the mouth, her tongue as deep inside as his had just been in her pussy. Her face was flushed and she was breathing hard, the waves of pleasure from her orgasm still not having subsided.
Emily reached her hand between his legs and, when her fingers wrapped around his stiff shaft, stroked him fast. "I want to suck you," she whispered.
"Not yet," Aaron said, and moved between her legs.
As his hard shaft pressed against her opening, he asked, "Are you okay?"
Emily quickly nodded yes, and Aaron entered her.
She gasped as his thick cock parted her lips and slid slowly, so slowly, into her tight pussy.
Once he was a couple of inches in, Aaron waited, letting her get used to his size. Emily lifted her head off the pillow and looked between her legs so that she could see how good it looked, having his beautiful cock buried in her pussy, and then nodded for him to keep going.
Emily moaned as he pushed his length inside her, his thick shaft stretching her tiny hole wide. She wasn't a virgin, but she'd never felt like this.
As Aaron slowly pumped his cock in and out, Emily tossed her head from side to side on the pillow, a second orgasm flooding her body.
He could feel how tight her pussy was, but she was so wet that he fucked her easily, rocking his hips and giving her long, full strokes with his thick shaft. He loved watching her face as she came and knew he was close to coming too, but he didn't want their night to end yet.
Aaron pulled out of her and fell on his back beside her, wanting to change positions.
But Emily immediately slid down his body and wrapped her mouth around his cock. She'd wanted to suck it for so long, ever since she'd first felt it against her ass when he pressed up behind her in Booklovers.
His big dick stretched her tiny mouth, but she loved the feel of it as her lips bobbed up and down his shaft. And she could feel his hand behind her head, letting her know exactly how he liked to have his cock sucked. As her tongue teased him, Emily could taste the juices from her pussy that coated his length, and as he got even harder in her mouth she wondered what his cum would taste like.
But Aaron didn't give her the chance to find out. Placing his hand on her shoulder to stop her, he whispered, "Come here."
Emily reluctantly let his beautiful cock slip free from her mouth, and gave it one last lick before turning around.
"Get on top of me," Aaron said, and as she straddled him he pulled her down to kiss her again.
After breaking the kiss, Emily looked between her legs as Aaron lined up his cock with her pussy. When she felt his tip against her opening, she lowered herself, shuddering in pleasure as his cock filled her again.
Emily kept her head down, watching his thick cock disappear between her legs as she rode it. Her small twin-sized bed, the same one she'd had since she was a teenager, squeaked as she bounced up and down; Aaron was the first guy she'd ever shared her bed with.
He grabbed her beautiful, round ass and rocked her back and forth on his pole, and Emily cried out in pleasure as he fucked her even faster, even harder. He felt his balls tightening and knew he wasn't going to last much longer.
"Can I come inside you?" he said.
"Yes...oh, yes," Emily moaned.
Aaron groaned as he released inside her, and Emily collapsed against his chest, a third orgasm surging through her as she felt the warmth of his cum flooding her.
As she lay exhausted against his chest, Aaron kissed her soft brown hair and whispered, "Happy Valentine's Day."
* * *
When he woke up Sunday morning, Emily was curled up against him and sleeping soundly. A ray of sunlight peeked in through a part in the curtains and illuminated the bookshelf above their heads.
Aaron looked up at the old valentine that Emily had pulled out and left propped up against the books. He smiled, thinking that a valentine's card that had brought love to someone sixty years before was now bringing love to someone again. He remembered the inscription: "For Esme..." and then it hit him.
Quickly sitting up in the small bed, careful not to wake Emily, Aaron grabbed the card and looked at the back: "For Esme...from Jerry."
It had been over a week since he googled his signature, but Aaron instantly recognized the handwriting and realized who Jerry was -- Jerome David Salinger. And now he knew why the name Esme had sounded familiar; Salinger's most famous short story was, "For Esme -- With Love and Squalor."
Emily was still sound asleep as Aaron padded naked out of the room. If the card had been in the bookstore, and the letter that had been destroyed had also been there, could there have been more?
As he went downstairs, he remembered that the copy of The Pearl that the card had been in was the Modern Library edition. The book he'd found the letter in had also been a Modern Library edition. He searched Emily's bookshelves, his eyes sliding across the spines, seemingly arranged with no rhyme or reason. And then he found them all together on the same shelf, ten Modern Library classics; right beside the first edition of Travels with Charley that Emily had refused to let him buy.
Aaron pulled down one of the Modern Library books and as soon as he opened it he found a letter, signed, "J.D. Salinger." He pulled down each of the books and there was a letter in every one.
After the first letter had been destroyed in the fire, Aaron had searched the Internet to find out what it might have been worth. He discovered that over a decade ago nine letters from Salinger had been found and sold for nearly one hundred thousand dollars. But rumor had it the letters were given to Salinger, and he destroyed them.
Now Aaron had found ten more letters and a valentine card signed by the notoriously reclusive author. With Salinger deceased, and if they were written to the real Esme from the story, Aaron knew this collection would be priceless.
He also knew that Emily had found the letters, that was why she'd bought the books, but she had no idea who they were from or how much they were worth.
This was what he'd always been searching for, the holy grail of all first edition treasure hunters. He knew he could take them and she'd never know. There were thousands of books in her house; she had no way of remembering what was in each one. The letters were worth a fortune, and he knew he couldn't put them back.
Aaron went to the hallway and hid them in his coat pocket, and then tiptoed back upstairs to get his clothes.
After dressing, and with Emily still asleep, he found some paper and wrote her a note, starting with: "Emily, I'm sorry..."
When he finished the note, he carefully left it beside her bed and, just before he left, he took back the old valentine card he'd given her.
When Emily woke an hour later she was surprised to see Aaron was gone. But as soon as she read the note, she knew why.
A pang of sadness struck her when she noticed he'd taken the valentine too, and she wandered downstairs to her books, wishing there was some way to keep them. But she knew what Aaron had said last night was right, she had to get rid of the books, had to make sure they could be enjoyed again.
She picked up the copy of Travels with Charley and flipped it open. Inside there was a napkin from a road side cafe, signed, "Janet, so nice to meet you -- John Steinbeck." She knew the note was probably worth a lot of money, but she couldn't bear the thought of selling anything in her collection.
Emily closed the book and knew it would be the first one she'd get rid of; she'd give it to Aaron. Her fingers wandered across the Modern Library books beside it, and she realized they were out of order. She always put similar books in alphabetical order, and she wondered who'd been looking at them. She was about to pull one down when she heard a car pull up outside.
She opened the door and saw Aaron and another man coming up the walk.
"Morning, Emily, this is my friend, Matt. Did you get my note?" Aaron said.
"Yes, you said you were sorry you couldn't be here when I woke up, but you'd be back in a few hours. I'm actually surprised you're back so soon. Where did you go? To get coffee?"
"No, I had to go see Matt to have him look at something. And now I'm back -- to let you know that you're rich!"
Emily blinked in surprise and laughed. "Did I win the lottery or something?"
"Basically, yes! Matt's an expert in first editions and correspondence. I found some letters in your books that were all written and signed by J.D. Salinger, and they're worth a fortune!"
"But they're -- they're not mine," Emily said. "They belong to whoever left them in the books, we have to find them and give them back."
"I knew you'd say that," Aaron said, "so I searched the Internet while Matt was looking at the letters and found out some information about the woman the letters were sent to -- the real Esme. She lived near here and died childless a few years ago. All of her possessions were donated -- the letters are yours Emily."



She put her hand to her mouth, and Aaron saw her eyes welling with tears.
"Sell the letters and you can keep your house, buy your brother out," he said. "All of these books can stay here if you want them to.
"And if you sell the letters to a museum, everyone can read them and remember the woman who was the real Esme. Because you saved her books, she'll never be forgotten."
Emily nodded and wiped away a tear. "I'd like that, but there's someone else I want to help too."
* * *
Three months later, the neon sign flashed to life again. Aaron and Emily smiled when they saw the word Booklovers reflected in the glass.
Emily felt Molly brush against her leg, and reached down to pet her as Miriam came out from the back and walked across the new, spacious, brightly lit store.
"Are we ready to open?" she asked.
"We are," Emily said, and smiled as she looked around the store and saw all of the books she'd collected lining the walls, ready to be loved by a new generation of readers.
"Molly and I can't thank you enough for this, for letting us be part of your new bookstore," Miriam said.
Aaron stepped forward and hugged her, knowing she was about to start crying again. "Miriam, we keep telling you this store isn't ours, it's yours. Emily and I are part-owners, but this bookstore belongs to you, and Molly of course."
Before Miriam could protest, Emily said, "You wouldn't let us give you the letters back, but they belonged to you too. And that's why we used the money from them to buy this building and reopen the store, to give you your dream back."
"But you should have used the money to keep your house," Miriam said.
"I didn't need to. With this store the books have a new home, just like I have," Emily said, and squeezed Aaron tightly.
"And by working here, I can keep hunting for first editions in any collections we buy," he said.
Emily ran her hand lovingly across one of the glass display cases near the counter that contained all of the mementoes she'd found hidden between the pages of her books. Now they, and their memories, would be preserved forever.
Miriam unlocked the door and a small line of friends and old and new customers walked in to congratulate the three of them.
After a short time, their very first customer brought a book to the counter. As Miriam rang it up, he looked at the neon sign and said, "Booklovers? Did you name if after the store that burned down?"
She smiled and nodded at Aaron and Emily, who were hand in hand on the far side of the store as they chatted with Harold. "No," she said, "I named it after them."
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Must Love Dogs -- that's what the ad had said, and I do love dogs. But I had no idea that those three words would unlock the door to the strangest sexual adventure of my life.
At the time, the sentence that had really caught my eye was the next one: "Only women need apply." I was no equal rights lawyer, but I was pretty sure employers couldn't discriminate based on sex. And I really needed a job, and dog walking was a perfect one for me.
I was looking for something to fill the months until firefighter tryouts in the fall and, confident I was going to pass, wanted a job that wasn't long-term and also gave me lots of fresh air and exercise.
I'd worked as a dog walker the summer before, and had the time of my life doing it. Girls from the local college looking for part-time work staffed the doggy daycare I worked at, and I fucked at least half of them before the summer was over.
But when I showed up at this place, it wasn't anything like the dog daycare I'd worked for the year before. First of all, there was the name -- Doggy Style. I'm sure it was a reference to dog grooming, but all it made me think of was my favorite position for fucking. And secondly, there were no dogs.
Most doggy daycares I'd seen were always in big buildings with yards for the dogs to run free in, or warehouses that had been converted to have a play area inside. And there was always barking, lots of barking.
But this place was more like a lawyer's office, with the only sound being the soft, piped-in music that filled the waiting room. However, it did have one thing in common with the last place: young, cute college girls idly waiting around for a dog to walk.
The woman behind the counter was only a few years older than me, probably about twenty-five. She had her head down looking at her monitor, and as I leaned over the counter I could see right down her low-cut black blouse. She glanced up and caught me staring at her tits, but didn't blink an eye. "Hi, I'm Olivia, can I help you?" she said.
"Yeah," I said, and went to pull out my resume. "Hey, I just got to ask, how come there's no dogs here?"
Olivia smiled politely and said, "We're a dog walking agency, not a dog daycare. Our clients call us when they need their dogs walked, and we immediately dispatch a Doggy Style girl to their home. Now, how can I help you?"
I flashed her a smile and dropped my resume on the counter. "I'm here to apply for the job."
She didn't even look at the resume; she just arched an eyebrow and looked me up and down as if she'd never seen a man before.
"You should have just e-mailed your resume."
"I know, but I wanted to come and apply in person, and find out why you aren't hiring men."
"Oh, so you do know how to read...Brandon," she said, glancing at my resume before pushing it back toward me.
"Come on, just give me a chance," I said. "I've worked as a dog walker before. I'm strong enough to handle the big dogs no problem, and I can walk, like, six dogs at the same time."
"I'm sorry," Olivia said, "but when our clients call they expect a Doggy Style girl to come knocking at their door. Let's just say you're...unqualified."
As she gave me a patronizing smile, I couldn't help noticing her piercing green eyes and model good looks; her features were flawless, and she had lustrous, shoulder-length straight black hair. With that face and that body, I knew I'd have to get this job, if only so I could put her right at the top of my "to fuck" list.
I'd played lacrosse since I was twelve, over a decade, and was in great shape from it. I'd always had the looks that attracted the girls, and once they saw and felt my muscles they were usually hooked. I glanced to my right as a curvy, blonde dog walker flashed me a smile, and mentally added her to the list too.
Deciding it was time to pull out my physical resume, seeing as how she wouldn't even look at the paper one, I leaned over the counter and flexed my bicep. "Touch it, see how strong I am."
Olivia laughed. "You've got to be kidding me."
I was just about to change tact, and start begging for the job, when her cell phone rang.
I stepped back from the counter and waited while she spun her chair halfway around and whispered urgently into her phone. As I waited, the blonde received a text and stood up to leave.
Walking right up to me, she reached out and squeezed my bicep. "Mmm...very nice," she said. "I hope you get the job so we can 'work' together."
Before I could stammer a reply, she went to leave. As she walked away, she looked back over her shoulder; when she caught me staring at her perfect ass, she blew me a kiss.
It was nice to know one woman still appreciated me, I thought, as I adjusted my cock in my jeans. I looked back to the counter and saw Olivia, patiently waiting for me to finish staring at the blonde's bum.
"Sorry, I -- "
"Those muscles you've got," she interrupted, "you know how to use them?"
Seeing the dopey look on my face, as I had no idea what she was talking about, she said, "Do you know how to fight?"
"Uh...yeah," I said, "I played lacrosse for ten years. Why?"
"We're not the kind of dog walking service you're used to. But if you want a job, I've got one for you."
* * *
Ten minutes later I was standing on a front porch over in the valley. This was one of the nicer parts of town, where everyone had a perfect lawn and an expensive car. My beat up Integra was definitely out of place in the driveway.
Olivia had told me not to bother knocking so, quietly opening the front door, I went inside.
One of the dog walkers was having trouble with a client, and she'd sent me to get her to safety. I wondered why she hadn't called the cops, but when she told me her reasons I understood why.
I walked softly into the living room, where family photos lined the mantle above the fireplace. I was checking them to see if I knew anyone, when I heard the rhythmic squeaking of a bed from upstairs.
Taking the stairs two at a time, I moved quickly down the hallway until I reached the door the noise was coming from. Placing my ear against it, I could hear the client freaking out.
"Take it you little fucking whore...take it all...and as soon as I come, I'm gonna rip your fucking head off!"
After finding the front door open, I was surprised that this door was locked. But I easily smashed it open with my shoulder, splintering the doorjamb. I wasn't worried about the damage.
All I could think about was the damage I was going to do to this guy, who I thought was raping some teenage dog walker on the other side of the door.
I can't even begin to describe what I thought when I saw what he was raping -- a panda bear.
He was naked and on his knees on the bed with the large stuffed animal bent over in front of him, pounding his cock into a slit between the toy's legs while choking the shit out of it, literally trying to rip its head off.
He started, and spun around as the door crashed against the wall. "Who the fuck are you?!" he yelled.
He was covered in sweat and his eyes were glazed; he looked wildly at me as he tried to hide the stuffed animal by throwing it over the far side of the bed.
On the nightstand nearby, I could see lines of cocaine laid out on a small mirror with an assortment of pills beside it. There was nobody else in the room.
"Where's the girl?" I said, taking a step forward.
He jumped off the bed and took two steps toward me. He looked to be in his late thirties or maybe early forties, but he had a cut physique and by his tattoos and haircut he looked military.
"Get out of my fucking house!" he screamed. "Or I'll fucking kill you!"
"Where's the girl?" I said, adjusting my stance as I clenched my fists.
He took another step forward, and when he shifted his weight I knew he was about to take a swing.
I'm sure if he hadn't been so coked out I never would have got the first shot in so easily, but as soon as it landed I knew I'd broken his nose. While he was stunned, the second shot got him just to the left of his chin and he was out before his head hit the side of the bed.
"Julia?" I called.
A few seconds later, I heard a soft voice call from behind a door on the far side of the room. "Who's out there?"
"My name's Brandon, I'm the guy Olivia sent."
I heard the lock turn, and the door cracked open an inch as she peeked out to make sure it was safe. As she stepped out from the en suite washroom, she looked me up and down as if she wasn't sure I was real, and then glanced over and saw her client on the floor. "Holy shit! What did you do to him?"
But I couldn't answer; all I could do was stare back at her. And it wasn't just because she had one of the most beautiful faces I'd ever seen. It was because of what she was wearing. She was in a panda suit that made her look like the stuffed toy's mother, and was carrying the costume's head under her arm.
Seeing the stunned look on my face, she waddled over to the far side of the room where her clothes -- including her bra and panties -- were lying on the floor near the defiled teddy bear.
As she picked them up, she looked at her client, slumped against the end of the bed. "Is he going to be okay?"
"Yeah...I think so. I just punched him."
"Why did you have to punch him?"
"Uh, because he was about to punch me?"
She shook her head at me. "Just punch first and think later -- that's always the answer, isn't it?"
Before I could argue, she started to remove her costume. She had just slid it past her bare shoulders when she saw me staring.
"Can you wait outside while I change?" she said.
I knew it was going to be a while before stuffed-toy boy woke up. "Sure, yell if there's any trouble."
But once outside the door, I couldn't resist sneaking a peek through the doorway.
Her body was so sweet. She was athletic but on the small side, which was how I liked them, and barely over five feet tall and no more than a buck twenty.
As she wiggled out of the costume her perky tits bounced -- they were small but perfect. And when she stepped out of the costume and bent over to pull her panties back on, she flashed an ass that no man could say no to.
She pulled her panties up her toned legs and as she snugged them into place against her neatly trimmed pussy, she glanced up and caught me looking. I smiled apologetically, but she just shook her head again as she pulled her bra on and hooked it closed.
Walking around the room, she picked up her costume and the stuffed panda bear and put them in a duffel bag. She handed it to me to carry, and then went to the nightstand and opened the drawer; pulling out a wallet, she took a handful of hundreds from it.
Dropping it on the floor beside the client, she headed past me and I followed her ass as it bounced down the stairs toward the front door.
As we drove off in my rusted Integra, I apologized for not having a nicer car.
"A car's a car," Julia said, pulling her long, tawny brown hair back into a ponytail. "I'm not about appearances."
And as I looked at her, I could tell she wasn't. She was in a tee shirt and jeans and didn't have any makeup on. She was the kind of girl who was so naturally beautiful she didn't need it.
I knew I'd also have to add her to my list before the summer was up.
Trying to flex my arm as I held the steering wheel, I gave her what I thought was my most endearing smile.
"I could tell you were scared back there...you okay now?"
She turned to look at me and, as I gave her a reassuring wink, rolled her eyes.
"I wasn't scared," she said. "I was just worried when I saw all the drugs he was doing. I wanted Olivia to get me out of there, not send someone over to punch his lights out."
I knew the client was lucky that it had been me who'd shown up and not Olivia. She'd been so angry after getting the call from Julia that I'm sure she would have ripped off his head if she'd had the chance.
"We were both just really worried for you, and if you want to stop and get a drink or something to help calm down...my apartment's right near here."
"You're kidding, right?"
"I'm just offering because I figured, you know, after everything that just happened you might want a place to chill..."
"And maybe I can thank you for rescuing me once we get there? You know, get naked and let you fuck me while I'm bent over your couch and telling you how you're my hero?"
I tried to keep an eye on the road as I glanced over at her, not sure if she was joking or not.
"Because if you want to it's no problem," Julia said. "But you might want to hit a bank machine first to get the four hundred bucks it'll cost."
I did a double take. "You expect me to pay you?"
"Olivia did tell you what we do here before she sent you, right?"
"Uh, yeah...she said you guys were using the dog walking business as a cover for some kind of escort service?"
"It's not a cover, it really is a dog walking business. We just give girls who are interested a chance to make some extra money from clients who are looking for...special services."
"So some guy calls you looking for someone to walk his dog, and you ask him if he wants a blowjob too?"
"Believe me, when you're a young, cute girl -- you don't have to ask. When Olivia and I started this business, all we wanted to do was make extra money for school by walking dogs. But thanks to porn, most guys assume any time some cute college girl shows up at their door they're about to get a handjob. So one time, Olivia decided to see if they'd put their money where their mouth was."
"And did they?"
"You saw our office didn't you?"
I nodded -- it was a nice office. And looking at Julia, I could easily see why guys would pay four hundred a poke.
"But your customers...are they normal guys? Or like the freak I just rescued you from?"
"He's not a freak, he's just got different tastes. No matter what the fetish, it all comes down to sex."
"But fucking a teddy bear...and wanting to hide your beautiful body beneath that suit? That's definitely crazy."
"Umm...thanks," she said, brushing a loose lock of hair behind her ear. "He's what they call a plushie, or plushophile. He's normally harmless, but today he had all that blow and those pills. I've never seen him like that before. I don't know if he's got a problem with his wife or -- "
"Yeah," I interrupted. "I think he's got a problem. He likes to stick his dick in his kid's stuffed toys."
"They're not his kid's stuffies, they're his."
"So his wife knows he likes to..."
"No, I hold onto them and bring them over for 'dates'."
Now I'd heard it all, I just shook my head and drove.
* * *
Thanks to my fortunate timing, I ended up working for Olivia and Julia full-time that summer. My main duty was dog walking, usually the big boys like Great Danes and Pyrenees.
But I also did double duty as a driver, not only taking them to and from jobs, but also making sure that none of the girls had any problems with their clients. They felt a lot safer knowing I was a text away, and I kept hoping one of them might thank me with their lips around my cock. But none of them would take the bait.
And the girl whose mouth I really wanted around my cock wasn't interested in the least. Julia told me that guys like me only knew how to do two things -- fuck and fight -- and she didn't want either.
I tried to convince her I didn't like fighting, but in lacrosse you learn to defend yourself. I never started fights but -- like the panda-pumper found out -- I usually finished them.
And I wasn't a dumb guy. I would have been at college on a scholarship if I hadn't torn my knee in my final year of lacrosse. With my playing days over, I decided to become a firefighter, and I knew you didn't make the cut there unless you had both brains and brawn. I'd been taking courses for the past year to get ready for the firefighter exam, and I had no intention of failing.
As far as the fucking goes, nobody's perfect. When I played the game we always had female fans that we called stick bunnies hanging around the arena, and I realized early on that I could take my pick of the litter. And now that I was driving all these cute college girls around, the temptation was too strong to resist.
Unfortunately, their willpower seemed to be a lot stronger than mine. Every one that I tried to get back to my apartment politely declined. And any time I hinted at a friendly handjob or blowjob in the back seat of the car, they laughed and told me they weren't allowed to give away freebies.
I figured if I had to pay for it, I might as well save my money for Julia. I was sitting home on a day off trying to figure out how long it would take me to save four hundred bucks when a text appeared on my phone from her, telling me to come to the office.
When I walked into Doggy Style and nodded at Olivia, sitting behind the counter, I was amazed that anyone could think a place that nice was a dog walking service. I'd asked them before how they expected to fool anyone when the IRS came calling and they'd both just laughed.
Apparently I didn't realize how lucrative dog walking could be. Low overhead, minimum wage and no benefits apparently equaled big profits. And they were booked solid. In fact, many of the girls were genuine dog walkers, not escorts, and had no idea of the second business Olivia and Julia were running behind the scenes.
I found that out the hard way when I had to quickly backtrack after asking one confused girl if her parents had any idea of what she did for a living.
I walked into Julia's office and quietly shut the door behind me as she sat at her desk with her glasses on, reading her monitor.
When she saw me she quickly took her glasses off and fixed her hair, before closing her laptop.
"You should leave them on," I said. "Even though I didn't think it was possible, they make you look even sexier."
"Good to know. If you ever come up with that four hundred bucks to fuck me I'll make sure to charge you extra to wear the glasses."
"Don't I get some sort of employee discount?"
"Oh, that reminds me. I don't sleep with people I work with."
I smiled, trying to come up with a witty comeback, but couldn't; I was speechless, realizing I'd been saving my money for nothing.
Seeing the dumb look on my face, she smiled and continued. "So I know how you fight...how well do you fuck?"
If it was possible to be more speechless, I was.
"Not me," she said, trying to pull me back down to earth. "We have a client looking for a special service, and as soon as they called I thought of you."
"Umm...a female client, right?"
"Naturally, she -- oh, I'm sorry, did you prefer men?"
"No, I just -- "
"I was just wondering, because you're surrounded every day by all these cute college girls, and you haven't screwed any of them yet, have you?"
Not for lack of trying, I thought, but said, "I'm like you, I don't sleep with people I work with."
"Mmhmm...of course you don't," Julia said.
I knew that she'd probably expected me to get flustered when she asked if I was gay -- the usual male response. But honestly, the topic had never bothered me. Even though I was straight, my best friend from the lacrosse team wasn't, and I'd always got along great with him and his friends.
"I was just asking if the client was female because I didn't realize we had any that were interested in that kind of...service."
"We only have one," she said, "and she normally requests one of our girls. But she has a fantasy she'd like fulfilled, and I figured you could use an extra two hundred."
"Two hundred? Why do I only get two hundred when everyone else gets four hundred? This is discrimination!"
"Do you want the job or not?"
I hesitated before answering. "I guess so, but do I get to see what she looks like first?"



"And that's why you only get two hundred," Julia said.
* * *
As I arrived at the house and pulled the duffel bag out of my trunk, I knew I should have demanded more money. Julia said I was being paid to fuck the woman, but she'd never mentioned this.
When she told me the woman had a fantasy, I'd assumed it involved a bubble bath and a bottle of wine, not the gear inside the bag I lugged toward the back porch.
Julia said not to bother knocking, so I went in and changed in the kitchen. The client was supposed to be waiting at the bedroom at the end of the hallway, so I headed down there with some difficulty; knocking two pictures off the wall and praying I wasn't in the wrong house.
No one came out to investigate the noise, so I assumed we were alone. I turned the knob and saw her lying on the bed, dressed in a very sexy, very revealing outfit.
She opened her eyes and sat up, and said theatrically, "Oh no, who are you?"
I knew this had to be the right house. Any other woman who'd been sleeping and woken up to a guy dressed up like a mascot in a giant fur suit would have screamed to high heaven.
But she only backed up on the bed and asked, "What are you going to do to me, you...you beast?"
I'd been told not to talk under any circumstances, so I sort of growled. I felt like an idiot as I lifted my arms and tried to act like I thought a wolf would act. In hindsight, I probably looked more like Frankenstein, waving my arms in front of me menacingly.
I wasn't sure what the outfit she was wearing was supposed to be, maybe Little Red Riding Hood? But it was damned sexy and so was she.
The satin top barely contained her full, firm tits. And I could just see her panties peeking out beneath her short skirt. Seeing where my head was looking, she parted her long, lean legs. Her face was beautiful, framed by thick auburn hair that cascaded over her shoulders. And her eyes went wide as she looked at the front of my suit.
Seeing her almost naked in that outfit, waiting for me -- actually paying me -- to fuck her, had me rock hard. And, as I was naked underneath the costume, my thick cock had sprung out the slit in the front of the fur suit.
"Oh," she gasped, "what a big...naughty beast."
I couldn't understand why a woman as hot as this one had to pay to get fucked, but I assumed it had something to do with the costume. And I really had no idea what the fuck I was supposed to do to fulfill her fantasy, but I figured if she was Little Red Riding Hood and I was the big bad wolf...
I pounced on the bed and landed on top of her, pinning her to the mattress beneath my furry costume.
Her eyes rolled back in her head as she rubbed her hands all over the suit, and felt my hard cock pressed between her legs.
There wasn't much I could do other than push her bra aside and grope her perfect tits while rubbing my erection against her satin panties.
She moaned as my furry paws caressed the soft skin of her breasts, brushing against her nipples, and she arched her back to press her pussy against my cock.
I figured I was the big bad wolf, so I switched into character. I shoved her back down on the bed and growled as I hooked a paw through her panties and tore them off.
Her eyes went wide with what I assumed was feigned fright. "What are you doing, you -- "
If I wasn't allowed to talk, I didn't need her asking me questions. I covered her mouth with one paw, while I grabbed her shoulder with the other and thrust my cock inside her.
Her pussy was ready for me and I slid in easily. She moaned as my thick prick plunged deep inside her, and I could feel her mouth gently biting my paw, clenching it between her teeth as I stroked my cock between her legs.
As I pumped away, her tight pussy felt fantastic wrapped around my cock. The only thing close to sex I'd had since I'd started at Doggy Style was when the cute blonde had squeezed my bicep on my first day. And I took out all my pent up energy on my client.
She wanted the big bad wolf, so I gave her the big bad wolf. I fucked her hard and fast, banging the bed against the wall. I'm not sure what was louder, the thumping of the headboard or her screaming and moaning as I pounded her.
But I knew no one else was home, they would have come out when I knocked half the pictures off the wall trying to make my way down the hall in the wolf costume. And I could just imagine what someone would think if they walked in the room now, and saw her lying half-naked on the bed with a guy in a furry mascot outfit between her legs, pumping his dick in and out of her twat.
She gasped when I flipped her over and pushed her head down into the pillow while keeping her ass in the air. Her pussy was covered with white cream, and I knew that she'd been coming all over my cock.
Julia had asked if I knew how to fuck and I did. My lacrosse teammates and I'd got plenty of practice with all of the teenaged stick bunnies that hung around the arena after every game.
And I used all of my skills on my client as I banged her hard from behind. She collapsed on the bed like a rag doll as I fucked her senseless, and I had to adjust myself to fuck her from the prone position, the suit slapping against her round ass as I drove my thick eight incher deeper than ever.
I was sweating like a horse under the heavy suit, but Julia had told me that under no circumstances was I to take it off until the job was finished.
But I knew I was almost done. I could feel my balls tightening, and the way that she laid limply on the bed as I slammed my pole in and out of her pussy told me that she'd got her money's worth.
I pulled my cock out and fired two thick shots of cum; one landed high on her back and the second splattered across the right cheek of her ass.
She didn't move, she was exhausted and so was I. I would have thanked her for the great fuck if I'd been allowed to talk, but I knew I had to get out of the unbearably hot suit.
I headed back down to the kitchen, leaving her to clean up the mess, and stripped out of the costume. I had a towel in the duffel bag that I used to wipe off my sweat, and then I quickly dressed and took the bag with me out the back door.
I wasn't worried about payment, Julia had already told me the client had paid by credit card. And as I crossed the yard I glanced back at the house and saw her at the window, naked, watching me leave with a look of lust in her eyes like an animal.
* * *
For my first time servicing a client, I thought I'd done pretty well. That's why I didn't understand when Julia came running out of the office waving her hands in the air.
"I just got off the phone with the client, what the hell were you thinking?" she said.
"What do you mean? I did what you told me to...with the suit. Oh my god -- please tell me that was the right house."
"It was the right house," she said, "just the wrong fantasy."
"What do you mean? She was Little Red Riding Hood and I was the big bad wolf."
Julia did a double take. "Well, that explains a lot. She wasn't Little Red Riding Hood, she was Beauty and you were supposed to be the Beast!"
Seeing the uncomprehending look on my face, she continued. "She wanted you to be romantic and seduce her; you fucked her like an animal!"
"Well, how was I supposed to know that, you didn't tell me anything other than to make sure to wear the stupid costume!"
"Didn't you recognize her outfit? Haven't you seen Beauty and the Beast?"
"Is that the one with the blue Genie?"
"No, that's Aladdin! Beauty and the Beast is the one with the singing teapot!"
"Oh, fuck...I did see that one. Is she mad?'
"I guess mad isn't the right word -- she actually gave you a hundred dollar tip. She was just...surprised."
My eyes lit up. "A hundred dollar tip! Pretty good for a first timer."
The curvy blonde was getting a chocolate lab ready for his walk; she smiled at me and gave me a congratulatory wink.
Julia wasn't nearly as impressed. She opened the duffel bag and quickly backed away when she got a whiff.
"Phew! You better use that hundred bucks to get this thing dry cleaned."
"Me? Why should I have to pay for it?"
"If you don't, I'll find someone else to play the Beast next time."
Even once she was back inside her office, Julia could still hear me bitching from the parking lot outside as I dragged the bag to my car to take the costume to the dry cleaners.
* * *
I didn't hear from Beauty, whose name was actually Madeline, until a week later. She called and asked how much it would cost to have me for an overnight visit. Olivia took the call and told her it was six hundred dollars plus expenses.
I told her I wanted a lot more than that if I was expected to be in the suit the whole night.
I was surprised when she told me to head over to Madeline's house as I was. She didn't want me wearing the suit -- yet.
I was even more surprised when I got to her house and Madeline, fully dressed but just as sexy as when she was naked, opened the door, wrapped her arms around me and slipped her tongue into my mouth.
I know I'd already fucked her hard and bathed her in cum, but it still felt strange to be kissed so intimately by someone I'd never even really met.
After a good ten seconds, she finally broke the kiss. "It's so good to see you again, Brandon." She slid her hand down my chest and across my stomach, feeling my muscles through my shirt, until her hand reached my stiff cock, which she squeezed through my jeans. "Looks like you're happy to see me again, too."
I was really happy, and really horny. I would have fucked her for free right there on the carpet if she hadn't already paid. I pushed her in the house ready to get the show started, when I saw Julia sitting on the couch.
"What are you doing here?" I stepped away from Madeline and tried to hide my erection.
She raised an eyebrow as she looked up from it to my eyes. "The same thing as you -- Madeline hired me for an overnighter."
I couldn't believe I was going to get paid to fuck two of the hottest women I knew. "Great! So are the three of us going to start here or in the bedroom? And who wants to go first?"
Madeline tried not to smile, but Julia laughed out loud. "You're dreaming if you think you get to fuck me. Like I said, you can't afford me."
"But...I thought she hired both of us to -- "
"She hired me for a friend of hers, I'm just driving there with the two of you."
"Driving?" I said. "We're going somewhere?"
Madeline stepped in to explain. "You're both coming with me to a hotel downtown where there's a convention I'm attending. Julia is a surprise from me to a friend; you'll be staying with me."
She nodded at the hallway. "Mind carrying the bags?"
I looked down the hall and realized when she said bags -- she meant bags. There were three huge duffel bags, and I had an uneasy feeling they all contained furry costumes.
"Umm, those won't fit in my car," I said.
"Don't worry, we'll be taking my G550." She handed me the keys. "You do know how to drive stick, don't you?"
* * *
After we'd reached the hotel, we left the Mercedes with the valet and checked in. When we finally reached our room and were inside, Julia said goodbye.
She hefted one of the duffel bags over her shoulder, and when I offered to carry it for her she just tightened her grip.
"I'm fine," she said, "I'm stronger than you think. Maybe I'll see you down on the convention floor, I just hope I'll recognize you."
Before I could ask what she meant, she disappeared down the hallway as Madeline shut the door.
"Before we go down to the convention, we should both shower. You go first," she said.
"Don't you want to have one together?" I asked hopefully.
"Maybe later," she said, with a naughty smile. "For now, just go get your big cock nice and clean. You're going to be using it as soon as you get out."
I hopped in and took what was probably the quickest shower of my life. I think the only thing I washed was my cock and balls.
When I got out and toweled off I saw a white bathrobe was waiting for me, so I put it on and headed back out into the suite.
I can't say I was surprised when I saw a cat -- or at least someone dressed up in a costume to look like a cat -- crawling on all fours around the room.
I watched her as she rubbed up against my leg and purred and knew it had to be Madeline.
The white-furred kitty cat paced across the carpet and patted a chair, indicating for me to sit down.
As I sat on the chair she walked on all fours around it, rubbing herself against me. When I instinctively petted her, she meowed in appreciation.
I couldn't see her face, but I thought I recognized Madeline's ass as she wiggled while crawling around me. Finally, she stopped in front of me and laid her head on my lap, rubbing it against my crotch as I scratched her ears.
She moved her head back and forth until my bathrobe fell open, exposing my half-hard cock. I was surprised when I felt her warm tongue lick up my length.
I leaned over and realized the head of her outfit only partially covered her face, and that the lower third was open, letting her use her mouth.
And use it she did, lapping at my cock and balls like a cat hungry for milk as I stroked her head.
I started when the door to the bedroom opened and Madeline came out dressed in an identical white bathrobe. I quickly pushed the kitty away, who let out a frustrated meow, and quickly closed my bathrobe.
"Fuck, I thought it was you in there!" I said.
"I don't wear fursuits," she said, "but don't you want to play with my friend?"
"Uh...yeah, I guess so," I said, trying to hide my embarrassingly swollen cock. "But I thought since you paid for me, that you -- "
"I'm paying you to play with both me and my friends...you don't mind do you?"
"No," I said, as the costumed cat snuggled up against my cock again.
"Then give the kitty some milk," she said.
I opened my bathrobe and as soon as I did she went for it. But this time she didn't lick my cock; she wrapped her mouth around it and I felt her warm lips sliding halfway down my length as her tongue lapped at my shaft.
I leaned back in the chair as the girl in the kitty cat costume bobbed up and down on my stiff shaft, making soft mewing noises as she did.
I looked over at Madeline and mouthed the question: "Julia?"
To my disappointment, she shook her head no. But I could tell by the look on her face that, whoever it was, she was enjoying the show.
Madeline put her feet up on her chair and let her bathrobe fall open as she teased her neatly trimmed pussy with two fingers, watching me and the kitty put on a performance for her.
And honestly, whoever was in the suit was putting on a hell of a show. I groaned as her mouth worked me over, and then she popped me out of her mouth and rubbed her two surprisingly soft furry paws up and down my shaft as she lapped at my big balls.
I heard Madeline moan and looked over to see her fingers were a blur on her clit, her eyes locked on the kitty cat as her furry paws jerked me off.
The costumed kitten let go of my cock and turned away from me with a seductive meow. She reached underneath her suit and I heard the tear of Velcro as an opening appeared in the suit between her legs.
I got on my knees and spread the opening and could see her pretty, shaved pussy beckoning me. I moved behind her and rubbed the head of my cock against her slit as she meowed and tried to back onto my cock.
But I teased her and Madeline both, the two of them aching to see and feel my cock buried inside. Finally I gave them their wish, and slid my cock inside the opening and into the kitty's tight pussy.
I heard a groan from the chair and knew that Madeline had come.
But I wasn't ready to go yet. Even though my cock was throbbing and ready to explode from being sucked so well, I wanted to enjoy this.
I slid my thick prick in and out of her with long slow strokes as I rubbed my hands over every inch of her costume. She bounced in appreciation on my pole, trying to meow but unable to as she sighed and moaned while I filled her pussy with cock.
I could feel her trembling through the costume and knew by the pitch of her gasps that she was coming as I fucked her. I knew it was time to join her, and started pounding her faster.
Madeline had been slumped in her chair, still gently fingering her pussy after already coming once watching the two of us fuck. "Spooge on her."
Seeing the confused look on my face, she said, "Shoot your cum on her fur."
It seemed like a terrible thing to do to such a nice costume, but I was too far gone to argue and Madeline was paying for this...
I slid my cock out of her kitty pussy and half stood with my hand on her shoulder as I jerked my cock toward her back. Seconds later cum sprayed out all over her fur and both she and Madeline moaned in appreciation.
I fell back on the chair exhausted, and had one final surprise as the kitty cat crawled over and licked my cock clean -- every drop of cum.
When she was finished, she stood and started removing her costume. As she stepped out of it, her skin glistening with beads of sweat, I finally saw what she looked like.
She was Japanese and had a tiny body similar in size to Julia's. And while she wasn't anywhere near as beautiful as her or Madeline, her flawless body gave them both a run for the money.
She saw the look of awe on my face as I admired her body and smiled shyly at me. It felt kind of funny having her standing naked in front of me, even though we'd just fucked each other's brains out. It was the same feeling I had after I'd fucked Madeline and then been kissed by her. It was almost like there were two different people -- the one in the fur suit and the one outside of it.
"You'd better go shower, Akiko. As soon as Brandon's recovered from playtime, I'm getting him dressed and taking him down to the con."
She nodded at Madeline and then placed her hand on my shoulder. "Thank you," she purred, and carried her costume into the washroom to clean off the cum.
I heard the shower start, and wearily got to my feet so I could get dressed. As I grabbed my jeans, Madeline said, "You're not wearing those."
I was confused until she led me to the bedroom and I saw it on the bed -- a giant fox costume.
"You're kidding me," I said. "You want me to wear that here...in the hotel?"
"Of course. What else would you wear?"
"I don't know...a blazer? If I wear that downstairs they'll call the police."
"Brandon, this is a furry convention."
"A what?"
"A furry convention...for furries. Nearly every person down there is going to be in a fursuit like this."
I looked at the costume, looked at her, and looked at the costume again. "You've got to be kidding me."
* * *
As she led me through the lobby, I could see that Madeline hadn't been kidding. The lobby was filled with people here for the Furfest convention. The ordinary hotel guests looked stunned as they watched the con attendees walk past.
I spent every day surrounded by dogs, and now I was surrounded by them again -- except these ones walked on two legs, and were more like cartoon characters than canines. And there weren't just dogs, there were foxes, wolves and others that looked like dogs, but probably weren't...hundreds of them.
Like me, many of them were being led around by what they called 'handlers'. Madeline was my handler, and she explained to me as I got into my costume, or 'fursuit' as she kept telling me to call it, that she never wore a fursuit. She was what they called a 'furvert' and just loved being fucked by guys -- and girls -- in furry outfits. She also, as I saw upstairs, loved watching while others in fursuits had sex.
And as I looked around the lobby, I realized she must be in heaven. "Holy shit," I said in a muffled voice, "all of these people are going to be getting it on together after the show?"



"Shh! I told you, you're not allowed to talk," she whispered. "And no, only a small percentage of them, like Akiko and me, are drawn to the sexual side of furry. The rest of them just dress up because they love the feeling of wearing the fursuits, or love animals and cartoons; most of them aren't naked underneath like you."
"Great," I thought, hoping my cock wouldn't pop out again like it had at Madeline's house. But this fursuit was far superior to the one I'd worn then. It had Velcro like Akiko's, and had a small battery-operated fan inside that kept me cool.
I was actually enjoying the anonymity as I walked around the floor with Madeline. Honestly, if I hadn't been in the fursuit and anyone I knew had seen me there, I probably would have died of embarrassment.
But I was learning to appreciate the time and love that some of the people at the con put into their fursuits and costumes, pointing out ones to Madeline that I liked.
And there weren't just people in full body fursuits. Some people were dressed up in makeup like extras from Cats, while others simply wore a tail on a belt or fur paws. Others carried around hand puppets or plushies, and I prayed they didn't do to them what I saw Julia's client doing to that panda bear.
Some of the suits cost hundreds of dollars and some must have cost thousands. And while most of the suits were unisex, some had been designed and padded to show that the fursuit was definitely female in nature.
As I checked them out, I saw one I really liked. I stopped so suddenly that Madeline hadn't even noticed and had to come back to get me.
When she saw who'd captured my attention, she laughed. "That's Liru, I'm sorry to say that I don't think you're her type."
I didn't know what her type was, but I prayed that it was muscular ex-lacrosse players in fox fursuits.
The woman dressed as Liru, who I later learned was a character from an anime, was strutting around the con floor with every eye on her.
She was a petite, beautiful blonde with her hair in a ponytail and wearing two wolf ears on top of her head. The only thing containing her ample tits was a thin brown ribbon with a brass ring in the center wrapped tightly around her chest. Around her hips were the tiniest short shorts I'd ever seen a girl wear; they were green with a yellow foxtail trailing down from her ass. And to complete her outfit she had thigh-high white boots, and gloves that made her look as if she had wolf paws.
"She's supposed to be a werewolf," Madeline said.
"I'd shoot a silver bullet into that," I said, as I watched her perfect butt sway across the con floor, her tail bouncing with each step.
"Shh! You're not supposed to talk."
Madeline took my paw -- I mean my hand -- and led me across the con floor to meet her friends.
They were all in fursuits but she knew each of them by name. I only remember some of them...Foxbunny...Chris the Wolf...Furbo...there were too many to remember.
But Madeline knew them all and, even though they never talked, she understood each and every one just by their gestures. She introduced me to all of them as Big Bad Wolf -- even though I was in a fox suit -- and let them all take turns petting and scratching me.
After leaving them, we made our way back through the crowd, the majority of whom weren't in fursuits, and admired all of the amazing artwork -- most of it furry related -- that was for sale at the con along with other merchandise.
A voice came over the loudspeaker that there was about to be a panel and all of the attendees scurried in that direction. But Madeline took my hand and led me to the elevator.
"We're going to visit my friend," she said. We were the only ones on the elevator, and she undid the Velcro on the front of my suit and slipped her hand inside, leaning against my fur and playing with my cock as we went to the ninth floor.
She'd barely had a chance to tease me by the time the elevator opened, but I was already rock hard. After giving one last playful squeeze, she zipped the Velcro shut and took me down the hall. She knocked on a door and a guy I'd met downstairs -- Chris the Wolf -- opened it.
As we came into his hotel room, Madeline helped me to sit down on the edge of the bed while Chris removed his own costume.
He was a good-looking guy and I instantly knew he was gay. Like I said, my best friend is gay and I was pretty good at spotting them, and it wasn't like he was trying to hide it.
He told me how much he loved my costume and when, with Madeline's permission, I took my own head off, he told her how cute I was.
"Hands off," she said. "I found him first."
After taking off his fursuit, Chris was only wearing tighty whities. But after changing in a lacrosse locker room for over a decade, male nudity didn't faze me in the least.
But what he did next sure did. Putting on his paws, he came up behind me and started to scratch my ears and neck...very affectionately.
And it wasn't because he was a guy that I felt uncomfortable; I would have felt the same if it was a girl. It felt very strange to have someone wearing furry paws grooming me like a mother chimpanzee.
"Do you like that?" Madeline asked.
"Yeah," I lied, "the scratching...it's nice."
"It's called skritching," she said. "And it's Chris' furry way of showing you he likes you."
"I do," he whispered in my ear, and finally made me blush.
Both of them laughed when they saw how red I got, and Chris tossed his paws on the bed and went to make us drinks.
"Did you like my present?" Madeline asked.
"Oh my god," he said. "Thank you. Julia is amazing -- she's so much fun!"
"Julia?" I said. "You paid for Julia to spend the night with him?"
Madeline smiled. "I told you Brandon, not everyone wants to have sex with furries."
I glanced at Chris, and went even redder when he winked back at me.
Madeline said, "I hired Julia to be a playmate for Chris, someone he can dance with and be furry with. The furs are like a big, extended family but, believe it or not, some people in the furry community can be kind of...weird."
"You're kidding me," I said with a deadpan delivery.
"We're not all weirdos," Chris said, knowing I wasn't a true furry. "At least no weirder than someone who dresses up in a costume to go to a football game. I wouldn't be caught dead at a football game, costumed or not."
"And look at cosplay and comic cons, people dress up to go to those and get their photos in the paper and on the Internet. Dress up in a furry outfit and people only want to take your photo so their friends can laugh at you," Madeline added.
"Part of the problem is people like myself, who love the sexy side of furries. But honestly, I bet the number of people like me in furry fandom are probably one in a hundred."
"Weirdo," Chris teased, and we all laughed.
"Speaking of weirdos," I said, "where's Julia?"
"Didn't you see her down on the con floor?" Chris asked me. "She was the one in the suit scratching your ears."
I searched my head trying to remember which one that was...there were so many people in fursuits down there...was she the raccoon?
"So what about Liru, the sexy werewolf?" I said. "Does she like the 'sexy side' of furry?"
"Does she?" Chris said sarcastically. "She's practically the queen of the sexy side!"
"So she..."
"Like a bunny," Chris said.
Madeline saw my ears perk up. "Don't start getting excited. Like Chris said, she's the queen of the furry community and she's very loyal to her subjects. Someone like you, who isn't a true furry, wouldn't interest her at all."
"But I'm in a fursuit," I pleaded. "How could she know I'm not a furry?"
"It takes more than a fursuit to be part of the furry family. You kept talking downstairs, and couldn't even stay in character!" she said.
"Okay, okay, I get it -- no more talking," I said, and pretended to zip my mouth shut.
Madeline looked at me skeptically, and said, "You're still not fucking Liru."
* * *
After we'd had our drinks and cooled down a bit, we decided to head back down to the con. It was getting late and we knew they'd be closing it down soon, but Madeline wanted to take one last tour of the floor.
As the two of us were going down in the elevator, Madeline asked me if it bothered me that Chris was gay. When I told her about my buddy, who I'd been friends with since childhood, and how I figured he was gay before he did, she nodded in understanding.
"A lot of guys in the furry community are gay, or think they're gay," she said. "That's why I brought Julia, so Chris can play without worrying about getting hit on. There aren't a lot of women at furry cons, and I figured I'd be too busy yiffing your brains out."
"Yiffing?"
"That's what we call what you were doing to me in your big bad wolf suit the other day.
"And besides, a lot of the guys only think they're gay, and then they meet a furry girl. I'm sure our friend, Liru, has turned more than a few who thought they were gay straight."
We were walking down artist alley, which had already closed for the night, when we heard a commotion from the far end of the hall.
When we got near I could see what was causing the commotion. And I was honestly surprised it hadn't happened earlier.
A wedding had been taking place in a nearby room, and as the guests spilled out into the hallway with their drinks, they'd met the furries.
Some of the guests were in Marine dress uniform, so it must have been a military wedding. But they weren't the only ones yelling at the furries, their women were too.
"You're a bunch of fucking freaks," one drunken woman slurred.
"Go back home you faggots," a drunken Marine called.
"What's with the fur suits?" another asked. "You guys are into bestiality? You want to fuck animals?"
Madeline tried to hold me back, but I pushed toward the front. I knew I wouldn't be able to fight very well in my fursuit, if it came to that, but if push came to shove I wanted to be ready.
I wasn't worried about the 'faggots' as the drunk had called them. My friend was one of the toughest guys on our lacrosse team, and Chris looked like he could handle himself, too. But for all I knew some of the fursuits might have girls in them -- maybe Julia or Akiko -- and I didn't want some drunk taking a swing at them assuming it was a guy inside. If they wanted to punch someone, they could punch me.
Some more Marines came out of the wedding and were trying to defuse the situation. They knew their friends were way too drunk and they were trying to calm them down and pull them back into the wedding, as more and more stragglers from the Furfest wandered over to see what the argument was about.
I got to the front of the crowd and could see that a few of the fursuiters had removed their heads and were arguing with the wedding guests, trying to defend their friends.
And then Liru stepped to the front of the crowd and the tone of the drunkest wedding guests changed; insulting comments changed to ones degrading her for being with them.
I could tell that most of the rowdies were too drunk to be harmful, but more and more guests were starting to pile out of the wedding to see what the yelling was about and I knew this was about to escalate.
I wasn't worried too much if there was a fight. Numbers were on the furries side and even though I'm sure the majority of them weren't fighters, I knew with guys like Chris and a few of his friends in the crowd we'd be able to handle ourselves.
What really worried me was the aftermath. I knew if there was a brawl the furries would be blamed and they'd never be able to hold a con in this hotel, or this town, again.
I knew I had to find a way to defuse the situation. At the front of the wedding crowd were the two mouthiest people, a middle-aged drunk and his wife. I knew any time there was a brawl in lacrosse you always grabbed the mouthiest guy first, so I headed right for them.
I'm sure none of the furries knew who I was when I burst through the crowd, and I'm sure that, after heaping verbal abuse on them and no one doing anything about it, the wedding guests weren't expecting trouble from them.
I flipped off my fox hat and, as it fell to the floor, I grabbed the mouthy guy with both hands and pulled him toward me. A roar went up from the crowd, and as the Marines and his wife tried to separate me from him, the other furries surged forward and held them back.
He didn't recognize me at first but I recognized him, and I even remembered his wife from the photos I'd seen. His broken nose had healed nicely.
"Remember me?" I said.
His hands were locked on my wrists, trying to break my grip, and he blinked drunkenly at me in confusion as he tried to place me.
"I'm the guy that broke your nose," I said, leaning close so he could hear me over the tumult around us. "You were probably too coked out to remember, but it was when you were fucking that stuffed panda bear."
His wife was five feet away, fighting to get through the crowd, and kept yelling, "What did he say? What did he say?"
Her husband's eyes went wide as he recognized me, and I could see the color draining from his face. I hoped he wasn't going to puke.
"Julia's here too. I'm sure she'd love to meet your wife," I said.
He looked nervously over his shoulder at his wife, who was getting nearer, and let go of my wrists.
I yanked him even closer, so that my mouth was right by his ear, and said, "Take your drunk buddies, and your loud-mouthed wife, and go back to your wedding and leave my friends alone...or I'll tell every one of them what you were doing when you got your nose broken."
I shoved him away, and he turned and held his wife back as she tried to get at me.
As he pushed her away, he glanced back over his shoulder at me, and I knew I'd won. "You know what," he said, "they aren't worth it, they're a bunch of fucking freaks. They ain't worth our time."
Straightening the front of his suit jacket, he led his wife back inside and the Marines who'd already been working to defuse the situation pushed the other drunk guests back inside after them.
As the door shut to the wedding hall, a roar of victory went up from the furries.
"What did you say to him?" Madeline asked as she grabbed me.
I tried to answer her, but she couldn't hear me as furries mobbed me, skritching me. And at the front of the crowd was Liru, who hugged me tightly as she planted a kiss on my lips.
Another roar went up from the crowd, and I saw Chris the Wolf and his friends cheering for me, and wondered if Julia was with them.
After what seemed like a million pats on the back and a thousand scratches behind the ears, the mob of furries finally dispersed, drunk with victory.
We went to the hotel bar where more furries and even a few ordinary hotel guests bought me drinks. Eventually, feeling no pain, Madeline dragged me back to the room.
"You were great," she said, finally putting my head back on. "My big bad wolf."
When we got to the room the lights were on, and I was surprised to see that it was occupied.
"A couple of friends wanted to come up and thank you personally," she said.
Sitting on a chair was Liru, and Akiko was back in her kitty cat costume as she prowled around her legs.
"Thank me?" I said, as Liru scratched the kitty behind the ears and she meowed.
"But I get to thank you first," Madeline said, and started to strip.
As she removed her clothes, I went to take off my fursuit but she stopped me. "Oh no, the suit stays on."
She dragged me in the bedroom and flopped me down on the bed. Without wasting any time, she undid the Velcro and had my half hard cock out.
She knelt on the bed and started to suck me hard, and as she bent over I saw Liru standing in the doorway, eyeing my cock approvingly. Akiko also came in and padded to the side of the bed, pretending to clean her paws as she watched Madeline blow me.
When I was hard enough she straddled me, and moaned as she impaled herself on my swollen shaft. Placing her hands on my chest, she started to bounce her ass off my furry thighs, humping up and down on my cock.
Her big, beautiful tits were bouncing up and down as she rode me. And as I grabbed her ass she leaned forward, rubbing her nipples against the fursuit as I thrust my cock up into her. She was moaning with pleasure, and I wasn't sure if it was from the feel of me buried in her pussy or the feel of the fur against her skin.
I felt fingers on my swollen balls, and looked up to see Liru standing behind Madeline, caressing them as she smiled at me. "Don't come yet," she said, "I haven't given you your reward yet."
Just having her say that nearly made me come, and I leaned to the side to get a better look at her body while still slamming Madeline back and forth on my thick cock.
She was coming over and over from the combination of fur and being fucked so well. Exhausted, she rolled off of me and said, "Your turn, Liru."
"Well, I was thinking we should have a fur pile, but I want the suit off," Liru said. "I want to see who I'm thanking."
She helped me to remove it, and once I was naked I watched as she removed her costume in a slow striptease. The only thing she left on was the wolf ears and the thigh-high boots. Her pussy was clean-shaven, and her body was perfection personified.
As she lay on the bed beside Madeline, I kneeled between her legs and she guided me inside her tight pussy. My thick cock stretched her wide, and as I lay on top of her, fucking her, she ran her fingers through my dark, shaggy hair.
I picked up the pace and she hooked her ankles behind my knees to hang on. She moaned and clawed at my back as I hammered my big pole in and out of her hot little hole. Pulling me close, she wrapped her arms around my neck as she kissed me hard, moaning into my mouth as I pounded her. My head was swimming as her tongue danced with mine, but I broke the kiss and asked her if she wanted to change positions. She said, "No, I want you to come inside me."
So, as requested, I fucked her even harder and, with the bed rocking back and forth and Madeline's hand squeezing my muscular ass, emptied my load inside Liru.
She arched her back as she came with me and didn't let me go, squeezing me tightly against her as my cock drained inside her pussy.
When she finally released me we collapsed together on the bed, completely spent. Her erect nipples looked beautiful and I reached out and teased one. She trembled when I touched it, her body still so sensitive from coming.
I looked down and saw Madeline move between her legs, lapping up my cum like a kitten as it oozed out of Liru's sweet pussy.
She sighed as she wrapped her fingers through Madeline's thick, beautiful hair and held her mouth against her pussy, making her tongue her clit until she came a second time.
I sat up and saw Akiko was still kneeling beside the bed, watching; I'd forgotten completely about her.
"Sorry, I guess you wanted to thank me too, didn't you?"
She hesitated for a second, and then slowly nodded.
I got on my knees beside Liru, and turned her head so I could slide my half hard cock between her lips. She eagerly sucked me, moaning around my stiffening cock as Madeline's tongue teased her towards a third orgasm.
When Liru's mouth had me nice and hard and ready for round two, I left both of them locked together on the bed and went to the living room.
Akiko peeked on all fours around the corner, as if wondering where I was going. But I had gone back to the chair where she'd sucked me off earlier and patted my leg for her to come.
She padded across the floor in her kitten fursuit toward me as I sat naked on the chair, but this time she didn't bend over on all fours in front of me. She suddenly stood on two feet and walked toward me, straddling me on the chair.




I heard the Velcro tear as she grabbed my cock and, without wasting any time, guided me into her opening. She felt even tighter than before, and I held her furry hips as she slowly rode up and down on my thick pole.
She groaned as I stretched her tiny pussy, and put her hands on my shoulders to steady herself as she increased the pace. As she bounced up and down on my cock, I felt my balls tightening and was surprised that I was about to come again so quickly. I also wondered if she expected me to spooge on her outfit again.
But then she suddenly stopped. "Fuck this is hot," she said, and pulled her head off.
I was stunned as I stared at her -- Julia was in Akiko's outfit.
"Surprise," she said, and started to ride up and down on my cock again.
I grabbed her hips and went as deep as I could, and we both moved to kiss each other at exactly the same moment.
Our tongues were locked together as she rode me, and then she suddenly broke the kiss with a loud moan; biting her lip and feeling her legs buckle as she came all over my cock.
I held her in place as she slumped limply against me, and I bounced her up and down on my still swollen shaft, feeling her perfect ass through the soft kitten costume.
She leaned close and whispered in my ear, "I want you to come inside me, too."
And I did, I filled her with cum. And as it leaked out, I knew poor Akiko, who was down the hall partying with Chris, was definitely going to have to get her suit cleaned again.
The bed wasn't big enough for the four of us, so Liru gave us the key to her room while she spent the night with Madeline.
When I woke up the next morning, the first thing I did was roll over to make sure it hadn't all been a dream. I smiled when I saw Julia sleeping soundly beside me.
The second thing I did was go to the bathroom to see if there was any Tylenol. Apparently, I'd been given one too many free drinks.
When I came back, Julia was sitting up in bed. She was naked from the waist up and her small breasts looked beautiful in the morning light.
I gave her a naughty smile. "Want me to put on the fox costume again?"
"Not a chance," she said, "that thing gets you into too much trouble."
"You're the one who's going to get into trouble, didn't you know you're not supposed to sleep with employees?"
"You're right...you're fired."
She squealed as I hit her with the pillow, and before she could retaliate I pinned her to the bed.
As she looked up, searching my eyes, she said, "I used to come watch you."
"What?"
"When you played lacrosse, I used to come watch you."
"No way."
She nodded. "My dad loved the games and he'd always take me, and I had the biggest crush on the star player."
"Me?"
"Yes, you," she said, smiling. "But then we went to one game, and you got into a fight with this guy from the other team. Everyone was on their feet, they were screaming so loud."
"Did I win?"
"I don't know. I couldn't watch. Seeing you throwing punches, and not knowing if you'd get hurt...or hurt him, I couldn't stand it. I couldn't stand the violence. I stopped going to the games with my dad after that.
"And when you came to the house to save me that day, I recognized you as soon as I came out of the bathroom. But then, when I saw how you'd beat him up..."
"I didn't start it, he -- "
"I know, I know," she said. "I just hate violence, for any reason. And last night, when it looked like everything was going to get out of control, and you grabbed him; I was so scared. But when everyone thought you were going to punch him, and you talked to him instead and broke up the fight without anyone getting hurt...I've never felt so relieved, and so happy, in my life."
"And that's when you decided to ask Akiko if you could borrow her fursuit?"
"I didn't have to ask, she brought it to me to be cleaned after you got cum all over it."
I knew I should have quickly changed the subject, but said, "Why would she bring it to you?"
"I made that suit for her. I didn't think I'd ever tell anyone this, Brandon, especially you -- but I'm a furry."
As I sat up and looked at her to see if she was joking, she pulled the sheet up to cover her bare breasts. "So, when you say you're a furry...you mean you dress up sexy like Akiko and Liru...or you're a furvert, like Madeline?"
Julia laughed. "First of all, I think you've got a mistaken representation of the furry community if you think the majority of them are anything like the three women you just named. Liru and Madeline are, like, goddesses of the sexy side of furry, and there aren't many like Akiko hiding beneath the fur.
"The majority of furries are just ordinary people who love the power and pleasure of fur. And even though many first put on the fursuit because they're seeking anonymity, I think what they eventually find, ironically, is a feeling of acceptance as part of the furry community. And that's what I love about it."
"Why would you want to be anonymous?" I said, as I slid beneath the sheet and curled my body behind hers. "You're beautiful."
"That's exactly why," Julia said. "I've got this friend, we've been best friends since we were little kids, and whenever we'd go out guys would be all over me, but no one would even talk to her. Eventually, she just quit going out, and I felt so bad for her.
"So I told her we should try doing something different, and then she told me a secret. She'd already found something different -- she wanted to be a furry. I'm not going to lie, when she first told me about it I thought she'd lost her mind. But she was my best friend and I wanted her to be happy, so I told her I'd try it too.
"We had so much fun making our first fursuits, and when we went to the convention together we had a blast. It was so great being together with her and not being judged by our looks. Beneath the fur we were both the same, and everyone there treated us as equals. I never realized that people could be so open and friendly, so accepting of others, until I became a furry."
"So, that panda suit you were wearing the first day I met you, that's your fursuit?"
Julia nodded. "I'm not a real escort like Olivia and the other girls. He was my only client. And all I ever did was sit beside him in my fursuit while he fucked plushies."
"You've never had sex with him?"
"No, I've never had sex with anyone while wearing a fursuit -- until you."
"So, you're not an escort? But...I always see you at the office?"
"Yeah, doing the accounting."
"But Madeline paid you to come to the convention with us."
"No, I'm sorry, but I asked her to lie to you. She never paid me; I was already coming to the con. I just asked her and Chris to pretend I was his escort because I didn't want you to know I was a furry."
"If you didn't want me to know, why did you put on Akiko's suit and come to my room?"
"I'm still not sure why I did it. I know when I saw you break up the fight I wanted to grab you and kiss you, but Liru got there first. And I was so jealous, of her and all the other girls."
"What? There hasn't been that many." Realizing I was probably making my situation worse, I quickly added, "I never slept with anyone from Doggy Style!"
"I know you haven't," Julia said, "and I've got a confession to make. After we hired you, I told all the other girls that they'd be fired if they were caught having sex with any of our male employees."
"And I'm the only male employee."
Julia smiled sheepishly and nodded.
"So you weren't planning on sleeping with me, but didn't want me to sleep with anyone else either?"
"I'm sorry, I don't know what I wanted. I couldn't stop thinking about you, but I just wasn't sure if we'd be right together. That's why I decided to send you to Madeline's, to try and convince myself that I didn't have any feelings for you. But tonight, after Akiko brought me her costume and told me what the two of you had done, and after I watched you with both Madeline and Liru, I felt like I was being torn apart. And then when you were lying together on the bed, and she kissed you...and I wanted to claw her eyes out...that's when I knew."
"Knew what?"
And that's when Julia hit me hard with the pillow.
* * *
When Madeline dropped us off, Julia gave her the bad news that she wouldn't be able to share me anymore. She completely understood, but wanted to know if she could still take me to furry cons as the big bad wolf. Julia reluctantly agreed -- as long as she could chaperone.
The furry community was a small family and they always remembered me from the Furfest, even though I never saw our plushie-loving friend again. And though she wasn't allowed to do anything other than skritch me, Madeline always had Liru and Akiko to play with.
Julia sold Olivia her half of Doggy Style and I quit too. We rented a house together, and ended up opening our own small doggy daycare, with her running the business and me walking the dogs.
But in the fall, Julia had to run it herself when I passed my exam and was accepted as a firefighter. I was nervous my first day at the fire hall, but it was a pleasant surprise to discover that one of the firefighters was a friend -- Chris the Wolf.
Initially, I was only part-time at the hall and still had time to help with the doggy daycare. But I knew I'd eventually be full-time and that Julia would need help.
So we put out an ad. But this time we didn't specify whether you had to be male or female, we just had one prerequisite: Must Love Dogs.
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Jack Stroker tilted his head back and moaned. His suit jacket was on the floor beside him, his tie was thrown back over his shoulder and his pants were around his ankles. And between his legs, a blonde teen in a schoolgirl outfit was bobbing up and down on his cock.
Her wet lips worked halfway down his shaft before sliding up and down again. Placing his hand behind her head, he gently tried to force her down even further, trying to get more of his thick pole into her mouth.
She gagged as he hit the back of her throat, and gasped for air as she pulled back from his spit-covered shaft. "It's too big, Daddy."
Shelby Stroker pumped her fist up and down her father's thick prick, feeling it throb between her fingers. She glanced up at his face, and when she saw the look in his eyes she smiled shyly.
"It's okay, babe," he said, as he guided her mouth back onto his cock. "You're doing fine."
As she twirled her tongue around his big knob and slid her lips back down his shaft, he gently combed his fingers through her long, honey blonde hair.
Shelby dipped her fingers under her short schoolgirl skirt; her pussy was so wet from sucking her dad's stiff pole. She teased her tiny clit as she sucked him even faster, wanting him to come, but he surprised her when he suddenly pulled his prick out from between her cock-hungry lips.
She wiped her wet mouth with the back of her hand as he hooked his hands under her armpits and lifted her onto his desk. They were alone together in his home office, and she leaned back onto her elbows as he spread her thighs, revealing her bare pussy.
He smiled down at her when he saw she didn't have any panties on beneath her school uniform, and shuffled between her legs, his pants still wrapped around his ankles.
Shelby gently bit her lower lip as she saw his throbbing erection aimed like a heat-seeking missile at her tiny hole. "Is it going to hurt, Daddy?"
"No, babe," he said, as he rubbed the head of his cock against her swollen pussy lips and saw how wet she was. "It's going to feel great."
She tensed, clutching at the edge of the oak desk as his big knob pressed against her opening.
As he was about to penetrate her, he cocked his ear toward the driveway and said, "Did you hear a car?"
Shelby hadn't heard anything other than the thumping of her heart, as she got ready for her daddy to fuck her. "I don't think so. Why, is Mom home?"
"No, it's fine. We just have to be fast." He lined up his cock against his daughter's tight hole, and was just about to try and shove it inside when they heard footsteps from the hallway.
The two of them looked at the doorway just as Donna Stroker walked through it.
Her jaw dropped when she saw her husband, pants around his ankles, getting ready to fuck their teenaged daughter on his desk.
"Oh my god! What the hell do you think you're doing?!" she cried.
Her husband fumbled for his pants, trying to pull them up. "It's not what it looks like, honey, honest!"
Donna crossed her arms and arched an eyebrow. "It's exactly what it looks like -- you're trying to screw Shelby. I told you that you weren't allowed to fuck her until tomorrow, but you just couldn't wait."
While her husband sheepishly tried to tuck his throbbing erection back into his pants, Donna noticed her daughter trying to tiptoe behind her toward the door.
"And where do you think you're going, Little Miss Cock Tease?"
"Umm...to change?" Shelby said.
"I should hope so, I'm surprised that old school uniform even fits you anymore. You've had it since you were sixteen, and that was over two years ago."
Shelby looked down at her uniform. "It still fits me perfectly."
"Not here," Donna said, as she gently cupped one of her daughter's large, firm breasts, which were straining against her white, two-sizes-too-small schoolgirl shirt.
"I'm surprised you were even able to button it up, with how big your boobs have gotten." She spun her daughter around and looked at the back of her uniform. "And your skirt is so small it barely covers your ass. Where are your panties?"
Before her daughter could answer, Donna pushed her up against the desk. As Shelby leaned over it, she lifted her skirt, exposing her perfect, round bum. Running her hand across the smooth cheeks of her ass, Donna dipped two fingers between her daughter's legs.
"You're really wet," she said, sounding surprised.
"Uh huh," Shelby moaned, as her mom teasingly rubbed her swollen pussy lips. "I was sucking on Daddy...that's what got me going."
"Well, I'm glad the two of you were having fun," Donna said, as she smacked Shelby's bare bottom and pulled her skirt back down. "But we've planned too long and too hard for tonight, and we can't afford to blow it now by having your father shoot his load too early. The two of you will have plenty of time to fuck tomorrow, but for now we need to focus on getting ready for dinner with your boyfriend, Greg."
Shelby glanced back at her father, who couldn't take his eyes off her ass, and smiled as she went to her room to change.
He also went to leave, but his wife grabbed his arm.
"You couldn't wait just one more day? You had to try to stick it in her now?"
"I couldn't help myself," he said. "When she came in my office to show me her old school uniform, and sat on my lap...I'm sorry, honey."
"Well, good, you should be. You know how important tonight is for her, and it isn't going to help if you can't play your part. For tonight to be a success, we're going to need this big boy in perfect working order," she said, and squeezed his still stiff cock through his pants.
"I would've been fine," he said. "Even if I had come, my cock would have been hard as a rock again by dessert."
Donna laughed. "In your dreams. You're not nineteen any more, and I saw how hard you came the last time Shelby sucked you off. You would've been out of commission until lunchtime tomorrow."
She picked his jacket up off the floor, shaking her head at him as she brushed dust from the sleeve. "Go take a shower," she said, "a cold one. And stay out of our daughter's bedroom!"
As he headed down the hallway, Donna returned to the kitchen. The bags of groceries she'd bought for dinner were still on the counter where she'd left them after hearing her husband's moans coming from his office.
She was putting the food away when she pulled out the bottle of red wine she'd bought to have with dinner. She knew Shelby and her boyfriend, Greg, were only eighteen, and wondered if she was a bad mother for letting them drink when they were still underage. But, knowing a little alcohol would suit her purpose, she forgave herself and put the bottle on the side table.
She heard her husband singing in the shower as she walked down the hallway, and as she reached her bedroom she figured she better get changed.
She stripped naked, neatly folded her clothes and left them on top of the dresser beside the television. Walking in front of the mirror, she stopped to admire her body.
Brushing her long, auburn hair back over her shoulder, she swiveled from side to side as she checked herself out in the mirror. Her ass wasn't as firm as when she was Shelby's age, but it was still nice and round, and her breasts, though not as high as they once were, still drew a lot of appreciative glances when she went to the mall. Even though she'd gained nearly twenty pounds over the last twenty years, she thought they only made her look curvier.
And as she looked at herself in the mirror, Donna realized why her husband wanted to fuck their daughter so badly; Shelby's body was exactly like hers when she was eighteen.
* * *
Donna remembered the night she had fallen in love with Jack. She was eighteen and had been getting fucked hard in her bedroom -- but not by him.
They had both grown up in the same neighborhood and had even graduated from the same high school. But though they knew each other's names, they had never said a word to one another, not even hello.
The night that fate brought them together, Jack was on his way home half-drunk from a friend's place when he walked past Donna's house.
He knew that she lived there with her mom, and Jack had heard stories about Donna's mom. One friend claimed to have knocked on her door one time, offering to mow her lawn for twenty dollars.
She took him up on his offer, and after he was finished she gave him his money and a nice tip -- a blowjob on the back porch. Even though no one believed the story, saying it sounded too good to be true, Jack decided he had to see for himself what this supposedly cock-crazed cougar looked like.
He ducked into the yard and made for the shadows of the trees, hoping that no one had seen him. Figuring Donna's mom's bedroom window would be in the back of the house, he snuck along the side, hopped a five-foot tall fence and dropped into the backyard.
Jack crept out toward the back lawn, but quickly ducked down and flattened himself against the back of the house when the motion detector flooded the yard with light. Once it went off, he inched along the back wall, cautious not to set off the sensor again, and peeked in the first window he came to.
As soon as he looked through the curtain he realized it wasn't her mom's bedroom, it was Donna's. And she was lying on her back on the bed, completely naked, with a man twice her age pounding his cock in and out of her pussy.
At first Jack thought it might be her dad, but then he remembered that Donna's mom was a widow, which was why his friend had offered to mow her lawn.
Pressing his eye to the window, Jack peeked between the slightly parted curtains, listening to Donna's enthusiastic moans.
This wasn't the first time he'd peeked through a bedroom window, and wasn't the first time he'd watched others fuck. It was, however, the first time he'd known the person getting fucked.
He watched as the man made Donna get on all fours and started banging her from behind, and Jack did what he always did when he went peeping and found something like this -- he started undoing his pants.
Pushing down the front of his boxers, he pulled his stiff cock out and started to stroke it as he watched Donna get fucked. He wished that her bed faced another direction, as all he could really see was the man's ass as he hammered her. While trying to see if there was a mirror in the bedroom, hoping to see the reflection of her bouncing tits or the look on her face as she got fucked, he heard a footstep behind him.
He turned and saw a middle-aged woman aiming a baseball bat right at his head.
"Oh, fuck," Jack said, and threw his arm up to protect himself.
"Who are you?" the woman hissed. "What are you doing back here?"
"I'm a -- I'm a friend of Donna's," he lied, as he tried to sneak his stiff cock back into his pants.
When she saw what he was doing, and spotted his erection, she said, "You were peeping!" Pressing the bat against his chest to make sure he didn't try to run, she pulled his hand away from his prick.
Jack backed into the wall, his heart pounding as the woman stepped close to him and kept the bat pressed against him. She was more than twice his age, and he assumed she was Donna's mom.
He flinched as she reached for his genitals, but sighed in relief when she stroked her cool hand back and forth on his warm shaft.
"Mmm, you must have been watching them for a while," she said, "you're really stiff."
Jack swallowed; he wasn't sure what he was supposed to say. He'd assumed that she'd already called the police, now he wasn't so sure.
"How old are you?" she whispered.
"Eigh -- eighteen."
"You've got a really big dick for being only eighteen."
"Umm...thank you?"
Bending at the waist, she leaned down and took his swollen cock into her mouth.
Jack leaned back against the wall, paralyzed with fear as she sucked him off. His greatest fear being that he'd say or do something to cause her to stop sucking.
As she bobbed up and down on his cock, moaning with approval as his shaft grew thicker in her mouth, Jack carefully turned his head and peeked in the window.
The man was on his back as Donna straddled him -- now facing the window -- her head tilted back in bliss as she rode his long cock. Jack had a perfect view of her big, beautiful breasts as they bounced up and down while she got fucked.
He glanced down at the wet-mouthed MILF, on her knees now as she lustily sucked his thick pole, and he knew the story was true; this had to be the woman who handed out blowjobs on her back porch to eighteen-year-old boys like she was offering them a glass of lemonade.
"You're -- you're Donna's mom, right?" As soon as Jack said it, he realized he'd just made his greatest fear come true.
Gasping for air as she popped his throbbing cock out of her mouth, the woman said, "I thought you were one of Donna's friends?"
"I -- I am," he said.
"Then why would you think that I was her mom?"
Dragging him by his hand, as he struggled to pull his pants up while his boner bounced in front of him, she took him through the basement door and into the house. Once inside they made a quick right turn and, as she pushed open a door, walked into Donna's bedroom.
When she saw Jack she cried out in embarrassment, hopping off the man and scrambling beneath the blankets to hide her naked body. Her partner wasn't nearly as modest.
With his slick cock standing up like a flagpole, he propped himself up on his elbows and said, "What's going on, Nancy?"
"I found this kid peeping at the two of you outside."
Donna's eyes went wide with shock. "You were watching me through my bedroom window?"
Jack, who'd fortunately fumbled his prick back into his pants before entering the room, swallowed nervously, too embarrassed to speak.
"Yeah, he was watching the two of you, and that's not all he was doing. He said he's a friend of yours. Do you know him?"
"Sort of," Donna said. "He's Johnny Stroker."
Jack's face burned red as the man on the bed laughed at the name. He'd always hated being called Johnny. It was a boy's name, not a man's, and it made him sound as if he spent the day beating off in the school washroom. He was just glad his parents hadn't called him Dick.
"My name's Jack," he said. "That's what everyone calls me now."
The woman raised an eyebrow and glanced down at his bulge. "Well, your first name might have changed, but you're obviously still a Stroker."
The man on the bed, seeing Jack burning with embarrassment, stopped laughing and said, "So why'd you bring him in here, Nancy? Were you hoping he'd be your playmate while I'm with Donna?"
Nancy stepped close to Jack and leaned her body against him. She put her lips near his ear and he breathed in her fragrance, as she whispered, "Do you want to play with me, Jack?"
"Uh huh," he moaned, as her hand slipped between the two of them, rubbing his stiff cock through his pants.
The man turned to Donna, and said, "Do you mind if they join us, honey? Or do you want them to use your mom's bedroom?"
She saw Jack's eyes, watching her over Nancy's shoulder, and slowly nodded her head in consent. "They can join us."
The man grabbed Donna and her blanket fell away as he pulled her back onto his lap. As she reached between her legs and stroked his cock hard, she glanced at Jack, wondering if she'd made the right decision. But as she lined the man's stiff shaft up with her glistening pussy and lowered herself onto it, all of her doubts melted away.
Nancy, suddenly self-conscious of her age, turned the bedroom light off while she undressed. But Jack could still see Donna's perfect breasts, illuminated by the light from the hallway, bouncing as she rode her partner's pole.
Nancy was naked now and lifted Jack's shirt over his head, letting her hands slide across his youthful chest before helping him take his pants off. When they were both undressed, she led him to the bed.
The man rolled Donna onto her back on the far side, giving Nancy and Jack some room, without pulling his cock out or missing a stroke.
As he pounded away on her tight teen pussy, he was watching Nancy and she was watching Jack.
"Do you want me to suck you some more?" Nancy said, as Jack moved on top of her.
He shook his head no; he didn't think he could get any harder. Rubbing his cock between her legs, he was amazed at how wet Nancy was. With the tiniest thrust he slid inside, and she moaned as she pulled him tightly against her.
Jack felt her breasts press against him as he rocked his hips, stroking his shaft in and out of her pussy.
And she turned her head as the man leaned over, while still fucking Donna, and kissed her.
Jack glanced over at Donna, who was hanging onto the man's shoulders as he pounded her, and, even though her face was lost in the shadows of the bedroom, was sure she was watching him.
Nancy released her hold on Jack as he pushed himself up so he was balanced on his hands and knees, and she gasped as he started to fuck her in earnest.
Her tits were bouncing crazily as Jack slammed his cock in and out of her, and she grabbed them to hold them still, hanging on as he pushed her toward the edge.
Beside them, the man picked up his pace, matching Jack's rhythm, and the headboard hammered against the bedroom wall as they fucked the two women in unison.
The man broke first, nodding at Donna as he groaned, "I'm gonna come, darling."
As he popped his twitching cock out of her soaked pussy, Nancy quickly reached over and jerked him off until he shot a puddle of cum onto Donna's stomach.
Jack's mouth was open in a silent moan as he fucked Nancy harder and faster, the bed squeaking beneath them as he drove her into the mattress. Finally, he also moaned, "I'm gonna come."
And Nancy cried out, "So am I," and clawed at his back as he drove her over the edge.
Not sure if he was supposed to come inside her or not, Jack followed the man's lead and pulled his cock out. But before he could jerk himself off, Donna reached over and wrapped her cool hand around his throbbing shaft, stroking him as he fired cum all over Nancy's tits.
Jack felt dizzy, and had to put his hand on the headboard to balance himself as Donna kept milking his cock. The other two didn't say a word; they just smiled at each other as they watched her lovingly stroke Jack's thick shaft.
When she finally, reluctantly, released him, the man said, "Wow, that's a lot of cum. Looks like you found a keeper, darling."
"Mmhmm," Nancy said. "The funniest part is, when I found him outside, he thought I was Donna's mom."
"No way. That's hilarious." Nodding at Jack, the man said, "I guess since you just fucked my wife, it's a little late for introductions. But I'm Donna's Uncle Alex, and this is her Aunt Nancy. It's nice to meet you, Jack."



Jack just stared, stunned at the admission; he glanced at Donna, and when he saw the mortified look on her face he knew it was true. Hurriedly grabbing his pants and pulling them on, he said, "Umm...thanks, I gotta go." Before they could stop him, he grabbed his shirt and shoes and ran out the back door.
"Oh my god," Donna said, as the back door slammed shut. "Why did you tell him who you were?"
Alex and Nancy had always been her favorite aunt and uncle, and her fondness for them had only grown greater when, on her eighteenth birthday, the three of them had dressed up and went to the most elegant restaurant in town. When the meal was finished, they surprised her by taking her back to their hotel room and having her for dessert.
When the magical ménage a trois finally ended the next morning, Donna was terrified that her mother would discover what they'd done. But they told her she knew everything; she was the one who'd arranged it, as a birthday present for her beautiful baby girl.
And now, every time she had to go out of town, she always invited Alex and Nancy to visit and...take care of their niece.
But Donna knew that, while incest was a huge erotic fantasy for a majority of people, anyone who actually admitted to making the fantasy come true was automatically branded a sexual deviant.
Now, knowing they'd just revealed her family secret to Jack Stroker, she figured her life was over.
Seeing her tears, her uncle pulled her close and hugged her warm body tightly against his. "Hey, don't cry, everything's going to be fine," he said, as his wife snuggled close on the other side of their niece and pulled the blanket over the three of them. "He would have eventually found out anyways, and I know he won't tell anyone."
"How do you know?" Donna sniffed.
"Because if he did, he'd never be able to see you again."
And Jack did want to see Donna again. In fact, he went back the very next night. But this time, instead of sneaking through the back yard, he knocked on the front door; he was surprised when he saw who opened it.
Donna wasn't at her house. She was in her car, taking her aunt and uncle to the airport so they could catch their flight back home. But Donna wasn't driving the car, her Aunt Nancy was.
She glanced at the rearview mirror and saw her husband in the reflection. Even though he was staring right at her, she knew by his slack jaw and the look of bliss in his half-lidded eyes that he didn't see her. So she sat up straighter, just far enough that she could see her niece's wavy auburn hair as her head bobbed up and down in her favorite uncle's lap, giving him a going away present.
Donna didn't get home until just after nine. Before they left, her aunt and uncle had told her she should try to find out where Jack lived so she could see him again. But she didn't have to look far.
When she walked into the living room she saw him sitting on the couch, his pants and underwear around his ankles as her mom enthusiastically sucked his swollen cock.
"What the fuck?!" Donna said.
Jack and her mom both started; neither of them had even noticed her enter the room.
As he quickly tried to pull his underwear back up, her mom tried to push them back down. "It's okay, honey," she said. "Aunt Nancy told me all about your new friend. I was just making him comfortable until you got home."
This wasn't the first time that Donna had caught her mom giving one of her boyfriends a blowjob...or a handjob, or a quick fuck...but it was the first time Donna had been jealous.
She ran downstairs, and as she went Jack jumped up from the couch, trying to stay out of her mom's reach, and pulled his pants back up.
"You're still so stiff, honey," she said, "let me finish you off first."
He forced his painfully erect cock back into his boxers and said, "I -- I think I'd better go talk to Donna."
Reluctantly, her mom agreed.
Jack went downstairs and found Donna crying in her bedroom. He apologized, but she didn't blame him; she knew it was her mom's nature.
He sat beside her on the bed and tried to comfort her, and as he awkwardly hugged her he learned why she was really crying.
Donna told him that she liked him; she really, really liked him. But now, now that he knew what her family was like, and that she was a willing participant, she wondered how he could ever like her.
Jack told her that her uncle's surprising admission had shocked him, and his first instinct had been to flee. But once he was home, alone in his bed, he couldn't stop thinking about her. Ironically, when he finally worked up the courage to come back to her house, he wondered how, knowing that he'd been caught peeping through her bedroom window, Donna could ever like him.
But she told him that when her aunt had dragged him into her bedroom and told them what he'd been caught doing, it didn't turn her off -- it turned her on. Donna loved being watched. And as they snuggled closer together, alone at last in her bedroom, she undid his pants and finished what her mom had started.
They were married just over a year later and, during that time, Jack had become a true member of the family.
With Donna's consent, or more like encouragement, he'd fucked and been sucked by her mom more than a few times, and when her aunt and uncle returned they were happy to see that their niece's enthusiasm for their visits hadn't diminished.
Donna's favorite game for the four of them to play involved Jack hiding in the closet with Aunt Nancy on her knees in front of him, her mouth wrapped around his cock, while he peeked through the slats in the bifold doors and watched Uncle Alex hammering his favorite niece from behind.
But after Donna had become Donna Stroker, and her and Jack's two children were born, the family games stopped. Her aunt and uncle had to move across the country for work and, though they still wrote regularly, they hadn't visited in years.
Donna's mom, now Grandma, had regularly come by their new home to see her grandson, Chase, and granddaughter, Shelby, and, occasionally, Mommy would take her two children to the park to play so Grandma could have some alone time with Daddy. But Donna's mom had remarried a few years ago and, reluctant to let her new husband discover the family secret, she now limited her visits to spending time with her grandchildren.
So Donna and Jack had settled into a relatively normal relationship as their children grew, but now that their son and daughter were nineteen and eighteen, respectively, things had obviously changed.
* * *
Jack was in the shower, rinsing shampoo out of his hair and trying not to think about how good his daughter's mouth had felt around his cock. He knew that he shouldn't have tried to fuck her; he knew that she wasn't ready, but he couldn't resist. Donna kept saying he'd get to fuck her tomorrow, but he knew, if tonight didn't go as planned, that tomorrow might never come.
He turned off the shower, opened the curtain and grabbed his towel. After rubbing the soft, cotton cloth back and forth against his short, dark hair, he wrapped it around his back and dried his arms, cock and legs. When he was finished drying off, Jack draped the wet towel over the curtain rod and stepped out of the bathtub.
Modesty may have been an issue for some families, but it wasn't for the Strokers. Jack walked down the hallway completely naked, heading to his bedroom to get dressed.
As he walked past his daughter's room he glanced in and saw Shelby, sitting on her bed wearing only a long t-shirt and listening to music on her headphones.
When she saw him looking, she teasingly parted her legs and flashed her pink pussy at him.
Jack's jaw dropped as he pretended to be shocked, and Shelby laughed as she hopped out of bed to take her turn in the shower.
He walked into his bedroom and saw his wife sitting on the bed, gently massaging skin cream onto her legs.
"Getting ready for the big night?" he said.
"Mmhmm," she said, as she squirted more moisturizer into her palm. "I just hope everything goes as well as we've planned."
"It will; don't worry." Jack pulled on his pants and grabbed the dress shirt that she'd laid out for him on the bed.
As he buttoned the shirt up, he grabbed the clicker and turned on the television on the dresser. The screen flickered to life and Jack stepped back to check the picture.
"Almost time for our favorite show," Donna said. On the screen was an image of their daughter's bedroom -- centered right on her bed.
Donna walked to the mirror and checked her outfit, a blue, satin knee-length dress with a pleated, surplice neckline that highlighted her full breasts.
"Wow!" Jack said, as she smiled at him in the mirror and swept her soft, reddish-brown hair back over her shoulder. "You look amazing, honey."
"Thanks," she said, "let's just hope our daughter's boyfriend likes it as much as you do."
"Honey, with what's under that dress, what isn't there to like?"
"You are so sweet." Donna kissed her husband softly, and as she glanced up at the television, she said, "What's that in front of the camera?"
"I don't know...it looks like a wire or something."
"Shelby's still in the shower. I'll go check it out," she said.
Donna walked down the hallway and past the bathroom. Peeking through the open door, she saw her daughter's silhouette through the shower curtain, as she soaped her breasts and between her legs.
Heading into Shelby's bedroom, Donna went to the teddy bear on her dresser with the nanny cam hidden inside. Lying in front of it was the wire they'd seen -- the charging cable for their daughter's iPod.
Donna moved it to the side and waved at the teddy bear, knowing her husband was watching her from their bedroom. Then she went to the bathroom where Shelby was just toweling off.
She leaned in the doorway and admired her daughter's beautiful body. Shelby had never been tall, but the baby fat she'd always complained about had blossomed into heavenly curves in the last few months, and Donna thought she looked perfect.
"Are you nervous about tonight?" she asked her daughter.
Shelby bent over and let her long, dripping, honey-blonde hair hang down, and then wrapped a towel around her head and threw it back. "A little," she said.
Wearing only the towel wrapped around her damp hair, Shelby walked naked across the hallway to her bedroom.
Her mom followed her, and said, "You just need to relax, lie down on your bed for a minute."
"Why?"
"Just lie down, honey."
Shelby flopped face down onto her bed, her curvy ass tantalizingly in full view of the hidden nanny cam.
Donna caressed her daughter's round bum. "You've got such a beautiful little bubble butt."
Shelby, resting her head on her arms and enjoying her mother's soft touch, said, "Daddy calls it bubblicious."
"I'm sure he does," Donna said, as she glanced at the teddy bear and knew he was watching them. "Roll over honey, let me give you a massage."
Okay," Shelby said, as she rolled over, "but don't you want to do my back first?"
"There's not enough time, and I know how you love Mommy's front massages," she said, and moved on to the bed with her daughter.
Shelby lifted her arms behind her head and stretched, involuntarily arching her back in anticipation as her mom slid her warm hand down her cool thigh.
"Your dress looks really nice, Mom."
"Thank you, honey," she said, and leaned down and flicked the tip of her tongue against her daughter's erect nipple.
Shelby gasped in pleasure, and felt her whole body relax as her mom began to caress her big, firm breasts, softly kissing them as she teased the nipples with her tongue.
Without further foreplay, Donna trailed kisses across her daughter's tummy and moved right between her legs. "We don't have a lot of time. I want to make sure you're completely relaxed for when Greg gets here."
Shelby didn't say a word, she just nodded as she squeezed her breasts together and spread her legs wider.
Donna gently kissed and then lightly licked her daughter's soft pussy. It felt so delicate against her tongue, and as she dipped it between Shelby's soft folds she noticed the first warm taste of nectar.
She couldn't help moaning as she lapped at her daughter's sweet juices, starting to flow as she gently licked her tender pussy, and then flicked her tongue out in search of her clit.
When she felt the tiny bud pressed against the tip of her tongue, she just held it there as her daughter writhed against her, grinding her pussy against her mouth.
Placing her hands on the inside of Shelby's thighs, she spread her legs even wider and held her down as she teased her swollen clit with soft flicks of her tongue.
Shelby threw the wet towel on the floor, her damp hair splayed across her pillow as she moaned, "Oh fuck, I love your massages, Mommy."
Donna just smiled and kept teasing her daughter's sopping pussy and, when she thought she was ready, went to slide a finger inside.
Shelby tensed at the first touch of her finger, and immediately grabbed her hand.
"It's okay, honey. It's just one finger, and I'll be gentle...relax."
As Shelby swallowed and hesitantly let her mom's hand go, Donna tried again to slide her index finger inside. She was surprised to feel how tight her daughter's tiny hole was, and she wasn't even at the second knuckle when Shelby tensed again and, clutching at the sheets, tried to twist away from her.
"It's okay, it's okay," Donna said, as she quickly withdrew her finger and replaced it with her tongue.
"I'm sorry, Mom. I hope I'll be better later, when Greg's here."
"You will be, honey, you're just nervous. You know if you stick to our plan everything will work out perfect," she said. Knowing her daughter would never be able to come now, Donna gave her sweet pussy one last tender kiss, and stood up and wiped her mouth with the damp towel. "You should get dressed, he'll be here soon."
As she went to leave the room, taking the towel to hang it in the bathroom, Donna glanced at the nanny cam. She knew her husband had watched the show; he could never resist watching. She just hoped he hadn't come.
Once dinner was ready and in the oven, Donna told Jack to set the table and told Shelby to text her boyfriend, Greg, and find out how much longer he was going to be.
She headed back down to her bedroom to double-check her makeup, wanting it to be perfect for Greg, when she noticed the door to her son Chase's bedroom was open.
Peeking inside, Donna saw that everything looked normal. Shelby must have borrowed something from her brother's room and forgot to close the door.
But instead of shutting it, Donna entered his room, wishing that her son was there; he'd only been back at college for a few weeks, but it felt like months. As she walked around his room, picking up small mementoes and smiling at their memories, she saw a shirt on the floor on the far side of the bed. He must have forgotten to throw it in the laundry when he left. She picked it up off the floor and cautiously sniffed at it; the familiar scent of her son filled her senses.
Donna fell back on his bed and, as she held his shirt against her face, recognized the aroma of his body wash. As she smelled it, she closed her eyes and remembered the day she caught him in the shower.
* * *
It had happened less than two months ago. The Strokers lived in a small three-bedroom house and only had one bathroom that they took turns sharing. So it wasn't uncommon for one family member to be in the shower while another one brushed their teeth or used the toilet.
And that's what Donna had been doing. Needing to pee, she'd gone into the bathroom while her son, Chase, was taking a shower. He'd graduated the previous year and had been attending college, but was home for the summer break.
"It's just me," she called through the shower curtain. "Don't worry, I won't flush."
After she'd finished, Donna bent down to pull her panties up, but over the sound of the shower she heard a soft, barely discernible, "whap, whap, whap," coming from the other side of the vinyl curtain.
Unable to control her curiosity, she quietly pulled back the curtain and peeked into the shower. Immediately, the clean aroma of her son's body wash filled her senses. His back was to her, but it was obvious what he was doing; his head was tilted back, with his left hand hanging at his side while his right hand was busy in front of him, stroking his cock.
Donna felt a rising heat between her legs as she ducked back and let go of the curtain. She'd caught glimpses of her son's cock plenty of times when he'd been getting out of the shower or walking to his bedroom, and knew he had a thick, nice-sized one like his father. But she'd never seen it hard and never seen it up close. He had to know that she was sitting right on the other side of the curtain, and she wondered if he was jerking off for her benefit.
He groaned from inside the shower, and with the "whap whap whap" noise getting louder and faster, she couldn't resist sneaking one more peek.
Donna pulled back the curtain a little farther while her other hand snuck down between her legs, her panties still around her ankles. She could see Chase's head was slumped forward, and all of the muscles of his back and right arm were tense as he jerked his cock.
She ducked back as he turned to glance over his shoulder, but if he'd spotted her, he didn't say...and he didn't stop.
Pulling the curtain back again, she peeked inside. Chase had turned around so that the shower was behind him. His head was tilted back into the spray, with his eyes closed and his mouth half open as the pulsing water cascaded over his young, hard body and the vapor curled around his legs. And she had a perfect view of his fist as it pumped back and forth on his thick shaft, making his big balls bounce.
Donna thought her son's huge cock was beautiful, just like his father's. But it had been a long time since she'd seen Jack's so hard...so erect.
Chase's hand was a blur as he stroked his pole; he groaned, and every muscle in his body tensed as he came. Donna gasped as thick, white cum jetted out from the tip of his cock, and she trembled, two fingers teasing her clit as she pushed herself over the edge.
She couldn't help moaning as she came, and the second she did Chase's eyes popped open; Donna saw the shock on his face when he realized she'd been watching him.
She ducked back, tugged the curtain closed and pulled up her panties as she hurried back to her bedroom.
Donna went to work but couldn't stop thinking about her son's thick cock. Just before noon, she made a quick phone call and booked off sick.
She knew that Chase was home alone, and when she walked in the house she found him sitting in the family room, playing video games on his Xbox.
"Hey, Mom, how come you're home so early?" Chase said.
"I was feeling funny so I only worked a half day."
"Oh...do you need me to get you anything?"
"Not right now, thanks, I think I'll feel better once I'm in bed," she said with a weak smile, and headed upstairs to her bedroom.
Chase kept playing his video game, the volume from the gunfire so loud that the windows were vibrating.
About ten minutes later, Donna came back down wearing her housecoat. "Chase, honey, can you turn that off?"
Hitting pause again, he said, "Sorry, was it too loud?"
"Yes, but that's not why I asked you to turn it off. We need to talk, and it'll be better if we talk in your bedroom," she said, and headed down the hallway.
Chase followed his mom down the hall, with an uneasy feeling that he knew what she wanted to talk about.
When he walked in she told him to lie on his bed, and when he did she shut the door and sat down beside him.
Chase was only wearing cargo shorts and a loose t-shirt, and he swallowed nervously as he said, "What's wrong, Mom?"



"Nothing's wrong, honey, but the reason I came home early today was because... I wanted to talk to you about what happened this morning in the bathroom."
"Umm...what do you mean?" Chase said, playing dumb.
Donna put her hand on his thigh and gently squeezed it. "You know what I mean. You were masturbating while I was in the bathroom with you."
Chase looked like he was going to faint. "I -- I didn't know it was you on the other side -- "
"Honey, it's okay," she interrupted, and stroked her hand up his thigh. "Why would I be mad at you for making yourself feel good? It makes me happy when you feel good." Her hand moved higher up his thigh, her fingertips sliding beneath the hem of his shorts.
Chase glanced down at her hand and swallowed again. "I'm just so used to...every morning in the shower I -- "
"You don't need to explain, I know what boys do when they're taking long showers. And even though it's fine if you want to get yourself off while I'm watching, I need you to make sure that -- "
"Wait a second...what did you just say?"
Donna smiled and slid her hand up the leg of her son's shorts until her fingernails grazed against his balls. He wasn't wearing any underwear. "I said it's okay to play with yourself while I'm watching."
Chase's eyes were half-closed and his mouth hung open as his mom brushed her fingers against his stiffening cock. He couldn't talk.
"That's why you were jerking off when you knew I was right on the other side of the shower curtain, right? You wanted me to watch?"
Chase let out a soft moan as his mom squeezed his stiff shaft, and nodded.
Donna pulled her hand back out, and said, "Let's see how bad the problem is." Undoing his cargo shorts, she pulled them down around his knees.
His erect cock sprang free, standing straight up for inspection. Chase gasped as his mom's cool fingers encircled it, feeling how thick it was.
She pumped it up and down a few times, sliding her tongue across her upper lip as she said, "How many times a day do you get yourself off?"
"Umm...twice, usually."
"Well, there's your problem right there. A big cock like this has to come at least three times a day, especially when you're only nineteen."
Chase wondered if he was dreaming, and was suddenly worried that he'd wake up.
"Do you have a girlfriend at school who helps take care of this big boy for you?"
Chase shook his head. "No," he groaned, as she massaged his swollen cock, "there's one girl, but she's just my fb.
"Fb? What's that stand for -- Facebook?
Chase laughed. "Naw, fb means she's my fuck buddy."
Donna raised an eyebrow and smiled at her son as she fondled his full balls with her other hand while still stroking him. "Do you make her suck this big torpedo?" she whispered. "And then pound her little pussy?"
Chase nodded, slackjawed as he watched her work over his cock and balls.
"Mmm...that sounds like fun. Can I be your fuck buddy, too?"
Chase gulped. "Wh -- what?"
"While you're at home, so you're not stuck jerking off alone in the shower, maybe you and Mommy could be fuck buddies?"
His head was spinning, and not just from the handjob. Chase slowly nodded his agreement, even though he still wasn't sure his mom knew exactly what she was agreeing to.
Donna smiled warmly at her baby boy and started to jerk his cock even faster. "I'm going to make you feel so good," she whispered.
As he watched her hand crank up and down his shaft, Chase groaned, "What about Dad...and Shel?"
Donna was also watching her son's shaft, sighing in pleasure as she saw how purple his cockhead was getting as she jerked him off. "Your sister can't know anything about this, and you let me worry about your dad."
Chase fell back on his pillow, moaning as his mom stroked him faster and faster. She slid her other hand under his shirt, exploring every inch of his muscular torso with her fingers as she pumped his thick cock. His toes were twitching as she pushed him closer and closer to the edge.
Donna knew what his toes meant; her husband did exactly the same thing just as he was about to come. Worried about how much and how far her son was going to shoot, she said, "I wish we'd taken the blanket off the bed first, I just washed it."
Chase, barely able to get out more than a few words, said, "Let me...take it off then."
"No, I've got a better way to make sure you don't make a mess." Bending down, she wrapped her mouth around his cock.
Chase tilted his head back and closed his eyes; he let out a long, low moan as he savored the sweet sensation of his mom's wet lips working up and down his swollen shaft.
"Oh, fuuuuck," he groaned, clutching with both hands at the blanket as his toes started to twitch again.
But just as he was about to go off, she suddenly popped his cock out of her mouth, breathing heavily as she watched him with lust-filled eyes.
"Why did you stop?" Chase gasped, as his purple knob twitched, ready to explode.
"I'm sorry, honey, but you've got my pussy soaked." She stood up and let her housecoat slide down to his bedroom floor; she was completely naked underneath. "Do you mind if I put just a few inches of your cock inside, just to see how it feels?"
Chase's eyes slid up his mom's body, he didn't think he'd ever seen anyone so beautiful. Her neatly-trimmed pussy glistened in anticipation of his thick cock, which was still standing straight up from being sucked, and as his eyes traveled across the curve of her hips they lingered on her full breasts. "No, I don't mind, that -- that'd be amazing," he said.
"Stay on your back," she said, "but turn sideways on the bed so your legs are toward your dresser."
"Why?" he asked.
"Just do it," she said, "it'll be better."
Not wanting to argue, Chase did what he was told. As his mom straddled him and lowered herself, trembling with desire, onto his thick pole, he didn't even notice his old teddy bear sitting on the dresser, watching her ride his cock.
When Jack got home that same night, Donna immediately dragged him to their bedroom. He was the person she'd called that morning, and she'd told him everything that had happened with their son in the bathroom.
Sensing his excitement, and knowing how he loved to watch, she suggested that she get out the old nanny cam, hide it in Chase's bedroom and try to convince him to let her give him a handjob on his bed. When she asked Jack if he'd like to watch that, he whispered yes into the phone. Neither of them had expected it to go so well and Jack, who watched the video while she sucked him off, was obviously pleased with the results.
While he'd never let a stranger touch his wife, he had no such reservations when it came to family. He got more enjoyment out of seeing Donna take their son's big cock than she'd got from actually taking it.
However, the old nanny cam was a nuisance as it had no sound and could only record, not transmit. So Jack went out that same night and came back with a new wireless cam that would send a signal to a receiver in their bedroom, letting them watch a live feed on their television.
Donna tossed and turned all night, unable to stop thinking about how good it had felt to get fucked by her son. She woke up just after dawn, and snuck out of her bedroom. She loved how perfectly Chase's cock fit in her mouth, and wanted to suck him while he was still sleeping.
She was smiling as she quietly opened the door to his bedroom, but her smile disappeared when she looked inside.
Chase was sprawled on the bed with the blankets pulled back, completely naked and sound asleep. And between his legs, softly sucking on his thick cock, was his little sister.
Shelby started when she saw her mom. But before she could panic, Donna held up her hands to let her know everything was okay and then put her finger to her lips.
Donna carefully shut the door behind her, and signaled for Shelby to stay where she was.
Gingerly crawling onto the bed beside her son, Donna glanced at her daughter and could see the confusion in her eyes. And then Donna wrapped her hand around Chase's stiff cock, still wet from Shelby's mouth, and leaned over and started to suck it.
Shelby's jaw dropped. She wasn't sure what was going to happen when her mom caught her blowing her brother, but she'd never expected this.
She kneeled on the bed, watching her mom lick and suck her brother's cock until he groaned in his sleep. Donna froze, watching to see if he was going to wake up. When he didn't, she smiled at Shelby, put her hand behind her head and guided her daughter's mouth down to her son's swollen shaft.
She was still sucking on him when he woke up with a start, shocked to see his mom beside him and his sister between his legs. Donna whispered good morning and kissed him on the lips, and made him lie back down so his little sister could finish what she'd started.
Shelby took her brother as deep into her throat as she could, sliding her wet lips up and down his thick shaft. She'd only been sucking for a few minutes when he clasped his hands behind her head, keeping her mouth wrapped around his cock as he emptied his load down her throat. Shelby struggled as she tried to take it all down, as Chase grunted and bucked his hips toward her mouth. She started to gag, and as he pulled his cock out a thick mix of cum and saliva spilled out of her mouth and all over his cock and balls.
Her mom asked her if she was okay, and she smiled and licked her lips as she nodded yes.
In the other room, Jack was furiously pounding his prick as he watched the feed from the hidden camera, and saw cum dripping out of his daughter's mouth. He groaned, and came just as the bedroom door opened.
"I wondered if you were watching," Donna whispered, as she shut the door and grabbed some tissue to clean up the mess.
"Did you know?" Jack gasped. "Did you know that her and Chase were -- "
"No, apparently this morning was the first time. Chase caught Shelby playing with herself a few days ago in her bedroom and, in return, let her watch while he masturbated. And things just escalated from there. The morning I caught him in the shower -- he thought I was Shelby."
"And that's why he was masturbating? He wasn't doing it for you?"
Donna shook her head no.
"So...does this change anything?"
"Not for me, unless you want it to. We can still keep the camera hidden in Chase's room, and I'm assuming you don't mind if Shelby joins the show."
Jack quickly shook his head; he didn't mind.
And neither did Shelby. The discovery that her mom and brother were having sex together had blindsided her. But once she recovered from the initial shock, she became an enthusiastic participant.
Unfortunately, there was only five days left before Chase had to head back to college. His mom and sister took turns sucking and jerking him off, but only Donna was willing to let him fuck her.
Shelby wasn't ready or willing to take their relationship to that level, but would lie naked on the bed beside her mom and watch as her brother pistoned his cock in and out of her until they both came.
Sunday finally arrived and Chase had to return to college. Donna was planning on driving him alone, but asked Shelby if she wanted to come along.
"There's nowhere to sit," Shelby said, "the back seat is full with his stuff."
"Honey," Donna said, "you can sit on your brother's lap."
And as the small car zoomed down the interstate taking Chase to college, that's where Shelby was. Sitting on her brother's lap, his stiff cock pressed between the cheeks of her beautiful, round ass as his hands roamed freely under her t-shirt.
Shelby moaned as he teased her nipples and squeezed her firm breasts, and was glad that her mom had told her not to wear a bra or panties.
"Mmm, you sure have big tits for such a tiny girl, Shel," Chase said.
Donna glanced over and smiled as she saw her son's big hands exploring his little sister's body. "We've got about an hour until we're there," she said. "Why don't you let your brother's big cock get some air?"
Shelby arched her back, lifting her bum off her brother's lap as Chase pushed his jeans and boxers down around his ankles.
Donna looked over as Shelby sat back down so that Chase's stiff pole was jutting up between her bare thighs. Reaching over, she grabbed the head of her son's cock like a gearshift and gave him a playful squeeze.
"I think you better give your brother something to tide him over until the next time you see him."
"What do you mean?" Shelby said.
"Why don't you let him fuck you, and ride his cock while I drive?"
Shelby swallowed. "I don't know. It's kind of awkward, and people driving by might see us."
"No one's going to see, just make sure to keep your t-shirt down. And sitting on his lap is the perfect position."
Before his little sister could object, Chase reached his hand around and unbuttoned her short shorts.
Shelby lifted her ass and he pushed them down. As she stepped out of them, she leaned back against her brother and he spread her legs, rubbing his stiff cock against her soft pussy.
Donna looked over at her daughter, and noticed she had her eyes tightly closed. "Are you okay, honey?"
"Uh huh," Shelby said, swallowing nervously as Chase rubbed his knob up and down her slit.
"Lean forward," he said.
Shelby complied, and bent forward so that her forearms were resting against the dashboard.
Chase lifted his sister's beautiful round ass in the air, and lined up his cock with her opening.
When he was pressed up against her, he held her hips and went to lower her down, but she stiffened and grimaced as he tried to enter her.
Chase pulled her harder, trying to force his cock inside her but she was too tight and dry.
"It hurts," Shelby cried, and pushed her hand against his chest to prevent him from trying again.
Donna shot a worried look at her daughter. "What hurts, honey? Is he too big?"
"I didn't even get it inside," Chase said.
"It just -- I don't want to do it," Shelby said.
"That's fine, honey. You don't have to do anything you don't want to. I just thought -- "
"I mean...I like what we do," Shelby said. "I like sucking Chase and making him feel good. It's just...it's just awkward in the car."
"It's not a problem," Donna said. "I completely understand." And then, glancing over at Chase's still throbbing cock, she said, "Can you take a turn driving, honey?"
A few minutes later, the car was zooming down the highway again; Shelby was behind the wheel while her mom was in the passenger seat, moaning and trying not to hit her head on the roof as she bounced up and down on her son's cock.
When they finally pulled up to the college twenty minutes later, they both had their pants back on and Donna had cleaned up all of the cum he'd pumped into her pussy.
"I'll miss you," she said, and any passerby that noticed the kiss they shared would have never guessed they were mother and son.
Donna and Shelby had driven back with the radio on, and neither one of them had mentioned what had happened with her and Chase. But as Donna had watched her daughter, and had seen the way she'd kept her arms and legs crossed the whole ride home, staring out the window and watching the road roll by, she'd known there was something wrong.
* * *
Donna was so wrapped up in her memories, sighing as she smelled her son's shirt and remembering how long it had been since she'd touched him, that she hadn't even heard her husband come into the bedroom.
She opened her eyes and blushed when she saw him standing at the edge of the bed, watching her. "Sorry," she said, feeling a damp heat between her legs as she tossed the shirt into the laundry hamper. "I was just thinking about Chase."
"I could tell by the smile on your face." Jack held out the necktie she'd left on their bed for him and said, "Do I really have to wear this thing? We're not even going out."
"You don't have to...I just thought it would be nice, seeing as how I got it for your birthday and you haven't even worn it yet."
Jack sighed and turned around. "Can you tie it for me?"
Donna smiled and moved behind her husband, reaching beneath his arms as she tied a simple four-in-hand knot.
As she was adjusting the tie, Shelby came into the bedroom wearing a beautiful red sleeveless mini dress.
"Oh, honey, you look beautiful," Donna said.
Shelby flashed a smile at her father and hugged her body against him. "Do you like it, Daddy?"
Jack kissed her on the top of her head as he caressed her round ass through the red dress. She wasn't wearing any panties. "If, for any reason, this kid sees you in this dress and doesn't want to fuck you...you come right to my room and I'll show you exactly how much I like it."
Shelby smiled as she ground against her daddy's cock, feeling it swell, but then her mom separated them.
"That's enough," she said. "You already almost made your father go off earlier -- don't start teasing him again."
Shelby gently bit her lower lip as she stepped back and saw the swollen outline of his stiff member, and then flashed her eyebrows at him, giggling as her mom pushed her back toward her bedroom.
Donna dragged her husband back to their own bedroom. "Am I going to have to lock you up until tomorrow? Or are you going to behave tonight?"
"It wasn't me," he said. "It was her -- both times!"
Donna shook her head. A month ago her husband had insisted their daughter was a sweet, innocent virgin. Now he was trying to get his cock inside her every time she bent over.
Jack sat on the edge of the bed and watched the television; the hidden camera was showing Shelby in her bedroom, admiring her red dress in the mirror.
At Donna's suggestion, they'd moved the teddy bear to their daughter's bedroom right after Chase went back to college. He'd never realized, until he hid it on her bookcase, how often teenage girls touched themselves, and he watched every day as Shelby had her daily masturbation session, and masturbated right along with her. Of course, that was before she'd started sucking his cock each morning.
The doorbell rang, and Shelby turned around just as Jack turned off the monitor.
Donna reached the door first and smiled when she saw her daughter's boyfriend, Greg, through the peephole.
She opened the door, and said, "Hey, you, you're right on time."
He had flowers in his hand, and held them out. "I -- I got these for you, Mrs. Stroker."
"For me? You are so sweet," she said and, before he could react, pulled him close and hugged him.
Her breasts were pressed against his chest, and as he breathed deeply of her perfume, he said, "You look amazing tonight, Mrs. Stroker."
"Thank you," she whispered in his ear.
Donna could feel his hard-on against her hip, and she shifted so that it pressed right against her pussy. She sighed as she slowly ground against it, and whispered, "Don't call me Mrs. Stroker, Greg. Call me Mom."
When he heard Shelby coming down the hallway, he broke the cock-stiffening hug and nervously backed away, hoping his throbbing erection wasn't obvious.
Donna turned around as Shelby appeared, and said, "Look what your sweet boyfriend brought me dear, flowers." As she handed them to her daughter to smell, her other hand was behind her, rubbing Greg's swollen shaft through his pants.
"I'd better go put them in some water," Donna said, and took them to the kitchen.
Shelby went to hug her boyfriend, and when she felt how hard his cock was she glanced down at his obvious bulge and gave him a puzzled look. "What caused that?"
"I'm just really excited about...you know, later."
Shelby's eyes lit up and, checking to make sure her parents weren't watching, gave his cock a squeeze. "I am too, but you have to promise to be patient with me."
"I will be," he whispered, "I told you before, I never want to hurt you."



She pulled him close and kissed him, making sure that his hard-on was pressed right against her pussy. When her mom called them to dinner, her dad was already sitting at the table and waiting.
After they'd eaten, Greg helped clear the table and Donna took every opportunity she could to accidentally brush her ass against his crotch, smiling as he blushed in embarrassment.
She was headed back to the kitchen when her husband caught her wrist and gave her a look.
Donna sat on his lap, and whispered, "Honey, don't start getting jealous. You know this is all part of our plan."
"I can't help it," he said, "that kid keeps eye-humping your tits and bumping his boner against you every chance he gets."
"Well, that 'kid' may very well be your future son-in-law, and I don't remember you complaining when my mom welcomed you to the family."
"I just -- "
"Shh, just think of Greg as part of our family. And remember, if this all goes as planned, you're the one who's going to be getting a special thank you from our daughter tomorrow," she said, and rubbed her ass against his stiffening cock.
Shelby came out from the kitchen. "The dishes are all in the dishwasher, Mom. Greg and I are just going to go to my room to listen to music and...stuff."
"That's fine, honey. Your father and I will be in our bedroom, there's a show we want to watch."
And once Jack and Donna were in the bedroom, the show began. They watched the monitor as the nanny cam caught Greg kissing their daughter on her bed, and helping her take off her red mini dress. She was completely naked underneath, and he pushed her back on the bed as he licked and squeezed her big, beautiful breasts.
Donna helped her husband out of his pants, and stroked his cock as he watched Shelby's boyfriend slide down between her legs.
"You like her boobs, don't you, honey?"
"Only because they remind me so much of yours," he said.
"Are hers as nice as mine were at that age?"
"Yes...I mean, no! Yours were better -- I mean, they're still better!"
"Liar," she laughed, and gave his cock a playful squeeze.
On the screen, Shelby sat up and pushed Greg back on the bed. Tugging down his pants, she leaned over and started sucking him off.
Following her lead, Donna took her husband's cock in his mouth; he groaned as he watched the show on the screen, and imagined that he'd switched places with Greg.
As she glanced up and watched her daughter suck her boyfriend's cock nice and hard, Donna remembered what had happened the last time they'd watched them.
* * *
It had been two weeks earlier, and only two days after Donna and Shelby had driven Chase back to college. Greg had just returned from volunteering for six weeks over the summer, and had texted Shelby to see if he could come to see her.
"Is everything okay with you and Greg?" Donna said, as her daughter put her phone back in her pocket. "I know when he left you said that things weren't going that well."
"We'll see," Shelby said. "I love Greg, I mean...I'm crazy about him, but I just...I just feel like I can't make him happy."
"Oh, honey, that's not true. I've seen the way Greg looks at you, the way he makes you laugh, the two of you are perfect together."
"We get along great when our clothes are on, it's when they're off that there's problems."
Donna blinked in surprise. After watching the way her daughter took care of her brother's cock, she couldn't believe she'd have any problems in the bedroom. But before she could ask her what was wrong, Greg knocked on the door.
When she opened it and saw him, Donna hugged him tightly and he blushed when she kissed him on the cheek. "Welcome back, Greg, I missed you."
"Thanks, Mrs. Stroker, I missed you guys too."
"Greg, honey, don't call me Mrs. Stroker. Call me Mom."
Shelby rolled her eyes and dragged her boyfriend away. "He's already got a mom, Mom, he doesn't need another."
As they disappeared into Shelby's bedroom to rekindle their relationship, Donna went to the bathroom to relax in the tub. When her bath was over, and she was heading down the hall in her housecoat, she wondered if the two of them wanted any snacks.
She was just about to knock on the door when she heard Shelby softly giggling on the other side as Greg whispered to her. Donna knew what those sounds meant, and headed quietly down to her own bedroom, knowing they needed some alone time.
Which was why she was shocked when she opened the door to her own bedroom and saw her husband watching them on the monitor.
"Jack! I told you that you weren't allowed to turn that on tonight, you need to respect your daughter's privacy."
"Respect her privacy? You sucked me off this morning while we watched her finger herself."
"That's different." Donna took the towel from her wet hair and hung it on the back of the door before draping her housecoat over a chair. Raising an eyebrow when she saw her husband's hand bopping up and down beneath the blanket as he watched the show, she picked up the remote to turn off the television. But she froze when she saw what was happening on the screen.
Greg and Shelby were both naked and about to fuck. He was on top of her and she had her hands on his hips, watching as he went to guide his stiff cock inside her.
But every time he'd push forward, pressing his knob against her pink pussy lips, Shelby would tense and push him away. Greg whispered to her as he tried to remove her hands from his hips and thrust forward again, but she grimaced in pain and twisted away from him, trying to close her legs.
Desperate to finish what they'd started, he forced her legs apart, begging her to cooperate, but she squirmed away, and squeezed her legs shut as she covered her pussy with her hand.
Greg went to comfort her but she flinched at his touch. Hanging his head, he pulled his pants on, picked up the rest of his clothes and went to leave.
Donna glanced over her shoulder at her husband, and saw he was just as concerned as her. "I have to go help," she said, and grabbed her housecoat and ran out of the room.
Jack watched the monitor; his daughter was still alone in her bed, curled up and crying. After another minute passed, wondering where his wife was, he decided he'd better go make sure their daughter was okay. But then Shelby suddenly got out of bed, pulled on an oversized t-shirt and hurried out of her room.
The next thing he knew, she burst through his bedroom door.
Her cheeks stained with tears, Shelby said, "Where's Mom?"
"I don't know, honey. What's wrong?" Looking to her left, his eyes went wide when he realized the television on the dresser was still displaying a perfect view of her messed-up bed.
Hoping she hadn't noticed, he casually reached for the clicker on the far side of the bed to turn it off, but before he could grab it, Shelby climbed in beside him and crawled under the blanket. "Oh, Daddy," she sobbed, as she held herself against him and cried against his chest.
"It's okay, babe, it's okay." He stroked her head and kissed her honey-blonde hair, the clean scent of her shampoo filling his senses.
She hugged herself against him the same way she did when she was a little girl, with her arm across his chest and her thigh across his waist as if she never wanted to let him go. But she wasn't a little girl anymore, and he could feel her heat against him as his stiff cock pressed into her soft thigh.
Jack swallowed, wishing his erection would go down. But the reason he was so hard was because, only a few minutes earlier, he'd been stroking his cock while watching her suck her boyfriend off, and it wasn't helping that she was now beside him, wearing only a thin t-shirt and with her soft skin against his flesh.
As Shelby sniffled against him, his chest wet where her cheek touched it, he reached the arm trapped beneath her for the clicker, still hoping to turn the television off before she realized he'd been spying on her.
Thinking he was uncomfortable with her weight on his arm, she shifted her position and moved across his body, her breasts pressed against his chest as her thigh rubbed against his stiff cock. And then she froze, as if she'd just realized what that hard thing poking into her soft skin was.
Their eyes met, both of them fully aware that his thick shaft, pressed high against the inside of her thigh, was only inches from her exposed pussy. He swallowed, expecting her to move away, but she settled her body against him and lowered her head to his chest, listening to the thumping of his heart as his hard cock throbbed in unison against her smooth skin.
In the meantime, Donna was down in the laundry room. When she saw what had happened, her first instinct was to stop Greg. She wasn't sure what went wrong in the bedroom, but she knew her daughter cared too much about this boy to just let him walk out of her life.
She'd rushed down the hallway and caught him just as he was about to leave through the laundry room into the garage.
"Greg! What's wrong, why are you leaving so soon?"
"Oh...uh, nothing Mrs. Stroker. Shelby just wasn't feeling well, so I thought I'd better go."
He was just opening the door when Donna pushed it shut with one hand while holding him back with the other. "Greg, don't go...not yet."
He looked at Donna and his mouth fell open. When she'd turned to shut the door her housecoat had come undone, and he could see that she was completely naked underneath. His eyes lingered on her neatly trimmed pussy before wandering up across her hips to her full breasts. Her wet hair clung to her shoulders and when he met her eyes he quickly looked away.
Donna didn't close her housecoat; she stepped closer and said, "What happened between you and Shelby?"
Stealing peeks at her full breasts while she gently placed her hand on his hip, Greg stammered, "I -- I don't know, anytime I try to...I mean, we try to -- "
"I think there's a problem that needs to be taken care of," Donna whispered, and pressed her hand against his pants, rubbing the outline of his stiff cock.
Greg groaned at her touch; he needed to come so badly. Sliding his hand beneath her housecoat and around her waist, he pulled her closer.
Donna sighed as her body pressed against his, and she fumbled with his belt, trying to get his pants undone.
"I'm crazy about your daughter," Greg said. "But anytime we try to get intimate, she pushes me away."
"I saw -- I mean, I know," Donna said, as she pushed his jeans and boxers down and massaged his swollen shaft and balls. "A young boy like you needs a nice, warm pussy wrapped around his cock, but I don't think Shelby's ready for that yet. So you just need to be patient, and let me take care of this big boy until she's ready to."
Back in the bedroom, Shelby and her dad were locked together beneath the blanket. His stiff cock was still pinned beneath her leg, and as she caressed his chest with her soft hand, listening to his heartbeat, she slowly worked her way down to his stomach, and then slid her fingers lower.
Jack had been rubbing her back with his hand, savoring her touch as she explored his body for the first time. He moved his hand lower, pulling her t-shirt up around her waist as he massaged the small of her back. And then he slid his hand even lower, caressing her smooth ass as he palmed one of her ass cheeks and pulled her tighter against his body.
Shelby couldn't help moaning when she felt his strong hand squeezing her bum, and she shifted her leg, rubbing his stiff shaft against her soft skin. She lifted the blanket with her arm, stealing a peek at her father's thick cock as she caressed the inside of his thigh with her hand.
Jack groaned as she teased him, her fingers agonizingly close to his swollen flesh. But even though she was slowly rubbing her thigh against his cock and balls she never touched him with her hand, it was as if she was waiting for permission.
So he gave it to her. Reaching beneath the blanket, he took his daughter's small hand and placed it on his shaft. Instantly, her fingers curled around it and she sighed as she started to stroke him.
Jack closed his eyes as Shelby slid her leg lower, so that her hand could explore every inch of his cock. He'd completely forgotten about turning off the television.
And as Shelby massaged his swollen balls, feeling how big, how full they were, she glanced over her shoulder and saw her bedroom on the television screen. "Were you watching me, Daddy?"
Jack's eyes popped open and his heart nearly stopped. "Babe, I never meant to -- "
"It's okay, Daddy, I know about the camera in the teddy bear. I just meant, were you watching when Greg and I were..."
"Wait a second...you know about the camera?"
"Mmhmm," Shelby moaned, as she pressed the heat between her legs harder against him and kept rubbing his stiff prick with her hand.
"And you...you knew I was watching?"
"Uh huh...Mommy told me how you saw me sucking on Chase, and how you made yourself come watching me. And she told me you wanted to watch me some more, and asked me if you guys could put the teddy bear camera in my bedroom."
"And you said yes? You wanted me to watch you while you played with yourself?"
"Uh huh," Shelby said, as she kept stroking his stiff pole up and down, fast then slow, barely able to get her fingers around his thick shaft. "Mommy told me to pretend like I didn't know I was being watched, but I like to be watched...especially by you."
Jack groaned as he pulled his daughter closer, kneading the soft flesh of her ass as she jerked him off.
"That's my problem, Daddy. I like boys a lot. I like to touch them...and suck them...and make them come. And I love it when Mommy tells me how much you come when you're watching me. But when boys try to...get inside me, like Greg did...I get scared."
"What do you mean? Are you a virgin...and you think it's going to hurt?"
"No, I'm not a virgin, but the first boy I was with...it wasn't very nice."
"I'm sorry, babe, the first time should be special," he said, and slid his hand up her side, pushing her t-shirt higher.
Shelby stopped what she was doing, pulled her shirt up until her tits were completely exposed, and then wrapped her hand back around his cock.
Jack moaned as he squeezed his daughter's spectacular breasts. They were so big...so perfect. Leaning over, he flicked his tongue against her erect pink nipple.
Shelby groaned at the touch of his tongue and started to jack his thick shaft even faster, and parted her legs as his hand slid down between them.
As his fingers explored her wet pussy, sliding between her swollen lips, Shelby pumped him even harder, wanting to see him shoot. "Are you going to come, Daddy?"
"Fuck, yeah," he groaned, as he explored every inch of her tight teen body with his hands and tongue. "Just keep doing what you're doing, and daddy's gonna come."
Back in the laundry room, the dryer was rocking, but not from the load of laundry tumbling inside it. Donna was bent over the vibrating appliance, her housecoat bunched up around her waist as Greg hammered her from behind.
"Oh, fuck, that feels so good," she moaned.
Greg couldn't talk; it was all he could do not to come. His pants were still down around his knees, where Donna had pushed them while she sucked on him.
And now that he had his cock inside her, inside his girlfriend's mom, it took all of his concentration not to empty his load.
Donna braced herself against the dryer as Greg fucked her hard. He'd told her that Shelby had sucked and jerked him off countless times in the months that he'd known her, but for some reason she wouldn't let him near her pussy.
Donna knew how badly young boys like Greg needed to come. That was why she'd chased him down to the laundry room; she knew she couldn't let him leave when his cock was still so stiff. She also knew he wouldn't be satisfied with her mouth, he was hungry for pussy -- so she gave him his fill.
Greg had only ever fucked one other girl, the one he'd lost his virginity to. But she was a girl; Donna was a woman. And as he held her hips, her ass slapping against him as she bounced back and forth on his aching cock, Greg felt like he was the one being fucked.
Donna kept glancing back over her shoulder at him, a look of lust in her eyes as she impaled herself on his cock, driving him toward the edge.
Finally, Greg couldn't hold on any longer, and groaned, "Mrs. Stroker...I'm gonna come."
Donna tossed her wet hair back and moaned as he flooded her pussy with cum. Holding his hips with her hands to make sure he didn't pull away, she kept riding his cock until he was spent.
When she finally let him go, Greg went to step backwards and, with shaky legs and his pants still around his knees, stumbled and fell back against the wall.
Donna smiled as she helped him back to his feet, and said, "Don't call me Mrs. Stroker, honey. Call me Mom."
She cleaned him off and, after helping him do his pants up, gave him a kiss on the cheek and sent him home. After cleaning herself up, she went upstairs to talk to Shelby. Surprised to not find her in her room, Donna went back down the hallway to her own bedroom.
She was stunned when she opened the door and saw her daughter, naked except for the t-shirt pushed above her breasts, snuggled against her father with her little hand furiously pumping his big cock.
They both started when Donna opened the door, and Jack quickly pulled his daughter's hand away and yanked the blanket back over both of them.
Donna went to the bed and lifted the cover; Shelby had pulled her t-shirt down, but not far enough to cover her glistening pussy. And her hand was inches from her father's swollen cock. "What are the two of you up to?"
Jack swallowed hard. "I was just...I mean, Shelby came in here because she was upset and -- "
"I can see how upset she is."
Donna wasn't mad, just surprised. She could hardly blame her husband if he wanted to be with their daughter; she'd been letting their son fuck her brains out for the last month.
Walking over to the bed and sitting beside Shelby, she said, "What happened with Greg, honey? Wouldn't you rather be doing this with him?"
"Yes, but...when we try to have sex it just...it just doesn't work."
"What do you mean, it won't fit?"
"No...I mean, yes. I just get so afraid that it's going to hurt, and I tense up...and get all dry and tight."
Donna dipped a finger between her daughter's legs; her pussy was soaked. "Well, you're plenty wet now."
"I know," she said, as she glanced at her father. "But that only happened when I came in here and...touched Daddy."
Donna watched Shelby's hand as she reached out and squeezed her father's thick shaft. "So it's playing with your dad's cock that's making you so wet?"
"Uh huh," Shelby moaned, as her mom kept sliding her finger back and forth between her swollen pussy lips.
"And you don't get this wet with Greg, or other boys?"
Shelby shook her head no.
"What about your brother, Chase?"
"I'd get kind of wet when I sucked on Chase, but not wet enough for him to stick his thing in. Not wet like I get with Daddy."
Donna remembered the car ride and the pained look on Shelby's face as her brother tried to get his cock inside her.
"Do you think you're wet enough now for Daddy to try to put his thing inside you?"
Shelby swallowed nervously as she looked down at her dad's thick cock. She could barely get her hand around it and had already been wondering if she could get her mouth around it; she was worried that if he tried to get it into her tiny pussy it would split her in two. But she had to try. She'd do anything not to lose Greg. She looked at her mom and slowly nodded okay.
"And what about you?" Donna said to her husband. "Are you okay with sticking your cock in your daughter?"




Jack saw Shelby was waiting for his answer. He thought of all the times he'd jerked off while watching her, and fantasized about fucking her. And he knew she wanted it; if Donna hadn't come back her hand would have already been covered in cum.
Then he remembered. "Where were you, by the way? I thought you were going to Shelby's room."
Donna hesitated before answering. She'd planned on telling them, both of them, just not so soon. "I...umm...I went to find Greg."
"What did he say?" Shelby said. "Is he mad at me?"
Donna shook her head no as she nervously bit her lower lip, and looked first at her husband and then at her daughter. "I'd never do anything to hurt either of you, but...Greg and I just had sex in the laundry room."
"You what?" Jack said, as Shelby's jaw dropped.
"Greg cares about Shelby so much, and I want him to be part of our family. When I saw what happened in your bedroom, I knew I had to stop him for your sake, honey. I had to make sure he didn't go home angry, or disappointed."
"So...so you let him fuck you?" Shelby said.
Donna nodded. "I was worried that if I didn't take care of him he'd find another girl who would. I only did it because I care for him, and I care for you."
Shelby sniffed, tears welling in her eyes. "I guess it's only fair," she said, "seeing as how I can't take care of his needs."
"Oh, honey," she said, "you're going to be able to take care of all of his needs. We just need to figure out why you get so tense, so afraid. Greg has a nice-sized cock, but there's no reason why your pussy shouldn't be a perfect fit for it."
"And what about you?" Donna said, turning to her husband. "Are you okay with what I did?"
Jack slowly nodded. He trusted his wife completely, and knew everything she did was out of love for either him or their children. "Like you said, he's kind of family...almost...and I guess that makes it okay. He wouldn't be the first son-in-law who had a thing for his mother-in-law."
Donna leaned across her daughter and kissed her husband. "I love you," she said. "Now let's get your big cock inside Shelby while she's still wet."
Jack moved above his daughter, positioning himself between her spread legs as she reached down and stroked him hard.
"Don't hurt me, Daddy," she said, as she put her delicate hand on his hip. "Promise me you'll stop if I tell you to."
"Of course, babe, I promise," he said, and lined up his big pole with her tight hole.
"Tease her a bit, first," Donna said, and wrapped her hand around her husband's cock and teased it like a big dildo against her daughter's tiny clit.
Shelby shifted and gently bit her lower lip as her daddy's big knob teased her pink pussy. She could feel her juices flowing, and whispered, "Try to stick it in."
Donna let go of Jack's cock and watched nervously as he lined up his thick shaft between their daughter's spread legs.
As soon as he pressed forward, his knob stretching her tiny hole wide, Shelby clenched her teeth and clutched at the sheets.
"Relax," Donna said, and stroked her daughter's honey-blonde hair.
Jack tried to push forward again, and Shelby arched her back. "It hurts!"
"Honey, he's not even inside you yet."
Shelby's heart was thumping in her chest as she tried to catch her breath.
Donna gave her husband a look and he backed away. "Honey, calm down and relax. Just close your eyes and let Mommy make you feel good."
Shelby listened and closed her eyes, and gasped as she felt her mom's tongue lightly brush against her nipple. As she gently caressed her breasts and kept teasing her with her tongue and lips, Donna reached down and lightly started to tease Shelby's tiny clit with her fingers.
While she played with her daughter's pussy, she signaled to her husband to move up the bed.
He kneeled beside Shelby's head, and Donna said, "Why don't you suck Daddy for a bit, and see if that makes you feel better?"
Shelby opened her eyes, and when she saw her father beside her, waiting patiently with his thick prick hanging in front of him, she parted her lips.
Jack slid his swollen cock into his daughter's mouth and she closed her eyes again, softly sucking him as her mom teased her nipples and clit.
Moaning around her dad's stiff shaft, she swirled her tongue around the head, tasting his pre-cum.
Donna could feel how wet her daughter's pussy was getting from sucking her father's cock. She looked up at Jack, who was slowly fucking Shelby's mouth, and signaled for him to get back between her legs.
Shelby pouted as her daddy took her new suck toy away, but kept her eyes closed as her mom teased her toward an orgasm. She felt little jolts of pleasure arcing through her, and her small frame trembled as her mom's fingers danced against her clit. But then she felt her pussy overwhelmed by a different sensation, and a wave of pleasure shuddered through her body.
Shelby arched her back and moaned, as her mom's touch made her come and an electric sensation stretched her wide.
Her eyes popped open and she looked between her legs, where her dad was forcing his thick shaft inside her tiny hole.
"It's okay, honey," Donna said, seeing the fear in her daughter's eyes.
Her dad stopped where he was, with two inches of his throbbing cock inside his daughter's unbelievably tight pussy.
"Just relax, you're doing great," Donna said.
"No more," Shelby groaned, both hands on her dad's hips. "Don't put it in any more!"
"He won't. It's just a few inches like you wanted. How does it feel?"
Shelby looked between her legs, where her dad's huge cock was stretching her tiny hole painfully wide. "It feels...good," she moaned.
"Do you want him to see if he can stick in a little more?"
Shelby grimaced as she quickly shook her head no. "That's enough," she said, and collapsed in relief when her dad pulled his cock out.
Jack moved beside his daughter to comfort her. "Are you okay, honey? I don't want to hurt you."
"You didn't, Daddy," she said, as fresh tears rolled down her cheeks.
"Then why are you crying, honey?"
"Because I've been terrified of ever letting anyone stick it in me...until you, Daddy. When I saw you...when I saw that you were actually inside of me, and that it didn't hurt, I've never felt so happy in my life."
Shelby lay between her parents as they both hugged her tightly, and when she finally stopped crying, Donna said, "You should go back to your bedroom so you can get some sleep, honey. But first, I think you'd better thank Daddy."
After Shelby finished thanking her father, and had cleaned all of his cum off of her hand, she kissed him good night and went back to her bedroom with her mom. Jack watched on the monitor as they sat on her bed and talked. And when Shelby finally went to lie down, Donna tenderly spread her daughter's legs and gave her pussy a special good night kiss.
When she finally returned to their bedroom, crawling into bed after turning off the light, Jack said, "Shelby told me that she knew about the teddy bear camera...she knew that I was watching."
Donna turned her head and whispered to her husband in the dark. "I didn't tell you because I know how you like to watch, and thought it would turn you on even more if you thought she didn't know."
"And Chase? When I was watching the two of you, did he know?"
Donna snuggled against her husband and rested her head on his chest. "Honey, did you really believe that either of them wouldn't notice that their old teddy bear was suddenly back in their room after fifteen years? Of course he knew. I told him the first day that I couldn't be with anyone, not even him, unless you were okay with it. And I told him the only condition was that you got to watch. Obviously, he agreed; he was so anxious to fuck me I think he would have done it on the front lawn if I asked him to. And Shelby...apparently our daughter is a little bit of an exhibitionist; when I told her how you loved to watch, she couldn't wait to give you a show.
"I couldn't invade either of our kids' privacy without them being okay with it first, I love them too much to ever do that. Are you mad at me for not telling you the truth?"
"Not at all," Jack said, as he gently kissed the top of her head. "It's actually a huge relief. I was having second thoughts about what we'd...about what I'd been doing. I think the only reason I went along with the hidden camera in the first place is because I trust you so much."
"I'm glad," Donna said, "because I love how we love to make each other feel good. I know most families aren't like ours, but I wouldn't trade the Strokers for any other family in the world."
The next day, Donna took her daughter to see their family doctor and she told them Shelby's problem sounded like vaginismus, an involuntary tightening of the vagina during attempted intercourse, and told them it was most likely related to her first, less than enjoyable, sexual experience.
Luckily, treatment success rates for the disorder were nearly one hundred percent. And over the course of the next week, Shelby's mom helped her with the relaxation techniques and Kegel exercises that had been recommended by a specialist. She also helped her with her vaginal dilators.
The dilators were essentially a collection of progressively sized, smooth, comfortable mini-dildos designed to lightly stretch the pelvic floor muscles.
Shelby was initially uncomfortable with even the smallest tampon-sized dilator as her mom tried to insert it, and kept working on her exercises and relaxation techniques. But they soon discovered an even better relaxation technique than the ones the doctor had recommended.
To make her more comfortable, Shelby was in her parents' bedroom. She was naked and on her back on the bed, using her dad's lap as a pillow while he stroked her hair to relax her. At the same time, Donna was gently trying to insert the dilator while teasing her daughter's swollen clit with her tongue.
As she gently rocked the dilator back and forth, not forcing it as she tried to ease it into her daughter's tight pussy, she noticed that Shelby had turned her head and was rubbing her cheek against her dad's cotton underwear as he played with her breasts.
While she was brushing her face back and forth across his stiff length, enjoying the feel of it against her skin, he popped out of the opening on the front of his boxers.
His knob looked huge right in front of her face, and when she saw a drop of pre-cum at the tip she flicked out her tongue and tasted it.
Jack watched as his daughter teased the tip of his cock, and then moaned as she leaned forward and wrapped her mouth around it.
Donna watched as Shelby sucked on the head of her dad's cock, and then gradually worked her lips down his thick shaft.
As she bobbed her head back and forth, making little purring noises as she sucked her daddy off, her mom gently spread her legs wider.
Donna could see her daughter's pussy was glistening, and when she went to insert the dilator she was surprised when it slipped easily inside. Quickly changing to the next size up, she went to insert it and, even though Shelby groaned as she felt it penetrating her, was thrilled to see it also disappear inside her snug pussy.
Shelby moaned around her daddy's cock as he held her head down, fucking her mouth. And she kept twitching, feeling mini-orgasms trembling through her as her mom worked between her legs, tonguing her clit while she stroked the dilator back and forth in her tiny hole.
And when Jack groaned and filled his daughter's mouth with cum for the first time, she came too.
Donna quickly pulled the dilator out as Shelby clamped her legs shut, her first real orgasm tearing through her as she struggled to swallow her dad's load. Donna quickly moved beside her daughter, holding and stroking her as she trembled at every touch.
"Mmm, you did great, honey," she said as she kissed her daughter's hair. "And I think I've got an idea on how to get Greg's big cock where it belongs, in your pussy."
The next day, Shelby had called Greg and invited him to dinner. He was reluctant at first, after what had happened between the two of them and what had happened in the laundry room, but he was just as anxious as Shelby to make their relationship work. And if Donna's plan worked as well as she hoped, her daughter's problems would soon be a thing of the past.
* * *
Back in the bedroom, Donna moaned; her husband's cock was so stiff it was stretching her mouth. When she glanced over her shoulder to look at the monitor, she saw why.
Shelby was sprawled naked on her bed, spreading her legs as Greg moved between them and got ready to fuck her.
Donna quickly jumped up; her eyes glued to the screen as she wiped her mouth and grabbed her housecoat.
Jack slid below the blankets, thankful that he hadn't come in his wife's mouth; his cock had a date with Shelby.
On the screen, their daughter was shifting on the bed, trying to get comfortable as Greg positioned his stiff pole against her swollen pussy lips. But as soon as he tried to penetrate her, it was obvious there was a problem.
Every time he pushed forward, Shelby grimaced and her whole body tensed. Eventually, he slumped his shoulders, knowing this still wasn't going to work, and flopped on the bed beside her, staring at the ceiling. She leaned over, talking to him, and then hopped out of bed, pulled on a t-shirt and left her bedroom.
Shelby met her mom coming from the other direction down the hallway.
"What did you tell him?" Donna whispered.
"I told him I thought Chase had some lube in his bedroom that would help, and told him to wait while I looked for it."
"Good girl," Donna said, and quickly kissed her daughter as they passed each other.
Donna waited a few seconds, and then went into Shelby's bedroom, while her daughter went to join her father. Everything was going as planned.
Two minutes later, Shelby was on all fours on her parents' bed, sucking on her dad's stiff cock while he worked a dilator back and forth in her tight pussy, trying to help her relax. They were both watching the screen as Greg sat nervously on the bed, ears alert for his girlfriend's return, while Donna sat beside him, her hand beneath the blanket and obviously wrapped around his cock.
The blanket bounced up and down as she kept his cock hard, and his eyes rolled back in his head as he slipped a hand inside her housecoat and played with her breasts.
"You better get back in there," Jack said, as he reluctantly pulled his cock out of his daughter's mouth and the tiny dildo out of her pussy. "You're ready now, and I don't think your boyfriend is going to last much longer if you don't get your mom out of there."
Shelby smiled as she gave her dad's thick shaft one last squeeze, and then ran out in the hallway and yelled, "Mom! Can you come here for a second?"
Jack watched the screen as Greg jumped at the sound of his girlfriend's voice, and then Donna gave him a quick kiss and left him on the bed, the blanket tented in front of him.
As Shelby rejoined him a few moments later, Donna came back to the bedroom to see if their plan had worked.
She nervously watched as her daughter quickly spread her legs and guided her boyfriend between them. Her pussy was soaking wet from sucking her dad's cock and Greg was hard as a rock from Donna's handjob.
Shelby grimaced as he eased forward, pressing his knob against her opening, and then gasped in relief as his shaft slipped inside her. She pulled him close and kissed him hard, and then nodded her head for him to continue. Greg slowly, ever so slowly, slid his cock inside, and Shelby's mouth opened in a silent moan as he stretched her wide.
When he was halfway in she put her hand on his chest to make him stop. And after she relaxed for a few seconds, she nodded again and he slowly pumped his hips, his cock half inside her as he slowly fucked her.
Donna clapped her hands in excitement as she watched them make love, while her husband had his hand beneath the blanket, stroking his stiff cock as he watched his little girl get fucked.
But seconds later Shelby made Greg stop, shaking her head and telling him to pull it out. After a quick kiss on the lips and a few whispered words, she left him high and dry again and headed out to the hallway as her mom appeared from her own bedroom, pulling on her housecoat.
"What's wrong?" she whispered.
"I don't know," she said, "it was going great. But then I started to think about it too much, and it started to hurt again."
Donna put her hand between her daughter's legs and felt her pussy. "You're not wet enough," she whispered. "Go suck your father some more, and I'll try to keep Greg busy."
Shelby nodded and headed down the hallway.
When he saw his daughter enter the bedroom, Jack immediately slid over to make room and pulled back the blanket so she could keep blowing him.
But Shelby slid beside him and said, "Daddy...if you don't mind doing it...I think I'd get even wetter if you rubbed it against my pussy."
Jack was surprised at the request, but wanted to help. "Sure, babe," he said, and quickly moved on top of her.
Spreading her legs as wide as they'd go, he sat on his knees between them, his heavy cock hanging only inches from her tender pussy.
Without waiting for him to start, Shelby grasped his shaft and started to tease her clit with his knob, using it like a big dildo.
Jack looked down at his baby girl, squirming on the bed as she stroked his cock against her tiny pussy with one hand while squeezing her breast with the other, and felt himself getting even harder as he saw how wet she was getting.
In the other bedroom, Greg was shocked to see Donna sneaking into her daughter's bedroom again.
"Mrs. Stroker," he said, swallowing nervously, "you can't keep coming in here. Shelby will catch us."
Donna, desperate to put him at ease, said, "It's okay, Greg, she knows I'm in here with you."
"She -- she does?"
"Yes, honey, she told me what the two of you are trying to do, and the problems you're having. She just went to look for more lube in the bathroom. And while she's looking, she wanted me to make sure you didn't go anywhere."
Greg stiffened as Donna rubbed his swollen cock through the blanket.
"Is that okay, honey? My touching you like this?"
He quickly nodded, his ears alert for any sign of Shelby's return.
"You fucked me so well in the laundry room last week," she whispered, "I don't know what I'd do if I thought you didn't want to share this beautiful cock with me too."
Greg didn't answer, he just moaned as she slid her hand under the blanket and squeezed his stiff shaft.
Donna took his hand and placed it between her legs, letting him explore the folds of her pussy. "See how wet you get me?" she whispered.
In the other bedroom, Jack was trying to watch two things at once. In front of him, Shelby had progressed from rubbing her clit with his prick and was now trying to get the head of his cock into her wet pussy, moaning as she felt it stretching her tiny hole wide. And on the television screen, he was shocked to see his wife had straddled Greg and, even though her housecoat blocked the view, was riding him like a cowgirl.
Donna hadn't planned on letting her future son-in law fuck her again so soon, but she'd got too turned on knowing that her daughter was sucking off her dad while they both watched her give Greg a handjob. And now she was dying to get fucked.
He'd got so stiff and his cock looked so big, she just had to feel it in her pussy one more time. But now that she was bouncing up and down on his pole and he had her housecoat open, sucking on her nipples, she knew she'd made a mistake.
She reached behind, and when she squeezed his swollen balls she knew the poor kid was about to blow his load. Donna reluctantly let his cock slip out of her soaked pussy as he groaned in disappointment.



If she had her way he would have filled her with cum, but she knew the plan was for him to fill her daughter instead. Wondering what was taking Shelby so long, and knowing that if she touched Greg's cock again it would go off, Donna stalled for time.
"Taking your big cock makes me thirsty," she whispered, as Greg squeezed his aching shaft, desperate for release. "I'm going to go get us a drink."
After she left, Greg shook his head. He felt like he was going insane. He'd been lucky not to get caught the first time he'd fucked his girlfriend's mom in the laundry room, and now he was fucking her right on his girlfriend's bed, knowing that she might walk back in the room any second. He loved Shelby, and didn't want to do anything to hurt her, but he found her mom impossible to resist.
Wondering what could be taking Shelby so long, and hoping for his sake that she'd get back before her mom did, Greg pulled his pants on and went to check the bathroom.
He was surprised to see the door open and the light off, but then he heard moaning coming from down the hallway.
Greg tiptoed down to her parents' bedroom, and his jaw dropped when he peeked through the doorway.
Donna was just coming back from the kitchen with a glass of ice water for Greg when she spotted him by her door.
He was staring into her bedroom and she knew he'd caught Shelby sucking off her dad. Worried about what he'd do next, Donna hurried down the hall to try to calm him down.
But Greg didn't hear her coming toward him; he was too busy watching the show in the bedroom. And too busy beating his cock.
Donna was shocked when she realized his pants were open and he was masturbating just outside her bedroom door. When he heard her he started, and when their eyes met she instantly recognized the guilty look in his eyes. Her husband had the exact same look the first night she'd met him -- the eyes of a voyeur.
He was obviously more worried that he'd been caught peeking than worried about what he'd seen. He went to stuff his throbbing cock back into his pants but Donna stopped him and pulled it back out.
Stroking it for him, they both peeked through the door and her eyes went wide when she saw what was happening on her bed.
Shelby was on her back with her legs in the air, hooked over her father's arms as he plowed her pussy. Her back was arched and she was clawing at the sheets as her father filled her with long, slow strokes.
"Oh, fuck, Daddy," she whimpered. "Fuck me more...fuck me more."
Donna was amazed. Yesterday her daughter had just progressed to the largest vaginal dilator and now she was taking her dad's entire cock, which was far longer and thicker.
But the doctor had told them that a large part of vaginismus was mental, and apparently Shelby had got over her mental block.
Seeing that Greg's eyes were glued to the show, Donna dropped to her knees and started to suck him. As she bobbed back and forth on his incredibly stiff cock, she could hear the mattress bouncing behind her.
The queen-sized bed creaked underneath Shelby and her dad as he slammed his thick cock in and out of her. He was worried after all of the problems she'd been having that he should go slow, but she kept grabbing his hips and telling him to go faster.
"Are you sure you're okay, babe?"
"Oh, yes...oh, fuck, yes...your big cock feels so fucking good in my tiny pussy, Daddy!"
Jack started to fuck her even harder, and she wrapped her arms around him and tried to hang on. Her breasts were crushed against him and they were both covered in a thin sheen of perspiration, as she planted soft kisses on his neck while he plunged his thick cock in and out of her.
But he couldn't keep up the pace and, panting from the adrenaline coursing through his body, pulled his slick pole out and tried to catch his breath.
"Get on your hand and knees," he gasped. "I need to change positions."
"Are you sure?" she said, as she followed his instructions. "I've never tried this position before."
"Trust me, you're going to love it."
And as soon as he slid his cock in, Shelby realized she did. Her mouth fell open and she moaned as his size filled her.
"Are you okay?" he said.
"Uh huh," she groaned.
Jack loved the view. Her tight pussy was wrapped like a sheath around his thick shaft, and her beautiful bubble butt was pressed against his hips. Reaching underneath, he grabbed her full breasts and used them to rock her back and forth on his cock. And soon her ass was bouncing against his hips as he impaled her on his pole.
"Oh, fuuuck, Dadd-eee!" she cried, as her moans of pleasure echoed off the walls.
He looked down and saw his swollen shaft was covered in her cream; she was coming all over his cock.
He knew he was near the finish line. He straightened up and grabbed her hips, driving her on and off his cock faster and harder as she shouted incoherent cries of pleasure.
Finally, he couldn't take any more and, with a groan, he pulled his cock out and fired a thick shot of cum that landed halfway up her back and a second one that splattered against her ass.
She moaned as she felt the warm liquid on her cool skin and collapsed on the bed, having just enjoyed the best fuck of her life.
They both turned their heads as Donna stepped through the door and half-closed it behind her.
"Mom," Shelby gasped, "it worked. Dad got every inch of his -- "
"I saw, honey," she said, as she kissed her daughter on the top of her head and grabbed tissues to clean her up. "I was watching the two of you from the doorway. You were amazing; I'm so proud of you.
"But there's someone else who also needs a turn. Come in here, Greg."
Shelby nervously covered herself with the blanket. While her dad was fucking her senseless, she'd completely forgotten about her boyfriend.
Donna looked toward the door as her husband pulled his boxer shorts back on. "Greg?"
But Greg wasn't there. When Donna had stopped sucking him off and went in the bedroom to congratulate her daughter on taking every inch of her father's huge cock, Greg had spotted the television monitor.
As soon as he saw it he realized that Mr. Stroker had not only seen him trying to fuck his daughter, he'd also just watched him fuck his wife.
When Jack opened the bedroom door, Greg was already at the far end of the hallway, getting ready to run.
Donna stepped in front of her husband, realizing what was going on. "Greg, Mr. Stroker knows what you've been doing with me, he has from the start."
Not exactly reassured by her answer, or the way her husband was looking at him, Greg took another cautious step backwards.
But then Shelby stepped between her parents, and walked naked down the hallway and took his hand.
"It's okay, Greg," she said. "It was all part of my mom's plan...you with her...me with my dad."
"Plan? Plan for what?"
"Their plan so we can be together. We both know that I...had a problem. But, thanks to their help, I'm over it -- I'm ready now."
"Ready? You mean, ready to..."
Shelby smiled and nodded. Taking Greg's hand and flashing a smile at her parents, she led him into her bedroom and shut the door.
Donna hugged her husband as she watched them disappear. She knew Greg was a part of their family now and that their secret would be safe -- he was a Stroker.
She led her husband back into their bedroom, and as he sat on the bed she turned the television off.
"They need some privacy," she said. "And after everything that happened tonight, I'm sure I don't need to tell you how badly I need you to fuck me."
But as she pulled his boxers down, she saw that he was completely limp. She flopped his flaccid cock from side to side as he gave her a guilty look.
"This is why I told you not to fuck Shelby until tomorrow! You were just supposed to get her ready for Greg. What am I supposed to do now?"
"Maybe if you suck me for a bit?"
"Are you kidding me? I saw how hard you came. This little guy is going to be asleep until morning."
Jack didn't say anything; he knew she was right -- he'd poured every ounce of his sexual energy into fucking his daughter.
"So Shelby gets to have both you and Greg, who'll probably fuck her repeatedly tonight, and I don't get anything?"
"Sorry. Want me to get out one of those dilators?"
Donna hit him with the pillow. "Go to sleep, I'll go see if there's something dirty on Netflix."
As she turned off the light, Donna headed down the hallway and listened at her daughter's door. She didn't need a hidden camera to tell her what was happening on the other side; the squeaking of the bed and her daughter's sighs and moans told her everything.
Donna was tempted to knock on the door and ask if she could join them, but knew this was Shelby's night.
She was just about to head to the living room when she noticed Chase's door was open and his light was on. She was stunned when she looked through the doorway and saw her son throwing his backpack down beside his bed.
"Hey, Mom," he said. "A friend was driving down this way, so I thought I'd tag along and surprise you."
Donna didn't think she'd ever been happier to see anyone in her whole life, and gently bit her lower lip when she saw the size of the bulge in the front of his pants.
"Oh, honey, you have no idea of how glad I am to see you." Letting her housecoat slide to the floor, she slowly closed the door behind her.
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Piper snuck into the dimly lit Experimental Quantum Physics Laboratory and, after checking to make sure no one was around, cautiously lifted an instrument from the far counter.
"Digital probe?" she thought, as she tried to read the label in the dimness. "Who the hell are they probing with this thing?"
A flash of light startled her and she dropped the fragile instrument, wincing as it smashed on the hard floor.
Peeking through the window behind her into the dark chamber where the flash had come from, Piper was surprised to see an old wooden wagon in the room. There was a dark shape bundled on the floor of the cart, and she took a step backward when she realized it was a man.
"Hey, security?" she whispered into the phone. "Yeah, it's me, Piper. I'm up in the fifth floor lab, some homeless guy has snuck in here."
Suddenly, the phone was snatched out of her hand and she saw the stranger towering over her. He was dressed in filthy, brown rags and his dark hair and beard were wild and unkempt.
"Security?" he said into the phone. "This is Professor Carl Gates. False alarm, the janitor didn't recognize me in the dark."
As he hung up the phone, Piper stared at him in disbelief -- he was Professor Gates! But no wonder she hadn't recognized him. When she'd seen him talking in his office with two women half an hour earlier, he'd been clean-shaven and wearing a shirt and tie.
She peered closer, knowing it had to be a fake beard but amazed at how real it looked. And then she stepped on a piece of glass and noticed the shattered instrument by her foot.
"I...umm...accidentally broke your probe," she said.
The professor picked it up. "It's a digital strobe, not a probe."
"Well, whatever it is, I just picked it up and -- "
"It doesn't matter," the professor said.
"It matters to me, and I'm going to pay -- "
"I don't care about the strobe!" the professor shouted, and slammed the broken device down on the counter.
Piper stepped back, startled by his violent outburst.
He turned to look at her, and she could see the despair in his eyes. "I'm sorry," he whispered, "I shouldn't have done that."
"It's okay," Piper said, slowly backing away. "I should be getting back to work anyways. I'll, uh, just lock the door on my way out."
The professor watched as she turned to leave, but as she walked away an idea flickered in his head, turning the shadows of despair into a glimmer of hope.
"Wait!" he cried. "You've got to help me."
Piper turned around and pointed a finger at her chest. "Me?"
He hurried toward her, and she backed away when he got too near.
He stopped and held up his hands to reassure her. He knew he must have looked and sounded like a madman, and the look in her eyes confirmed it. He took a deep breath, and said, "What I'm about to tell you is going to sound unbelievable, and you're going to think I'm crazy, but please let me finish before you say anything.
"I've invented a time machine, and I need you to come back in time with me to help rescue Professor Elizabeth Carr."
Piper rolled her eyes. "Ha ha, I get it...real funny. Who put you up to this, the guys down in security? Are they watching me now?" she said, looking for hidden cameras.
The professor narrowed his eyebrows in confusion. "Is who watching us?"
"I don't know, you tell me. You're the one dressed up as Doc Brown, with the wild hair and the time machine, getting ready to take me 'Back to the Future'."
"Who?"
"You know...Doc Brown...'Hello, McFly?'"
The professor stared at her, completely bewildered. "I have no idea what you're talking about, but I'm serious -- I have a time machine and I want you to come back in time with me."
Piper crossed her arms; fine, she'd play along with the practical joke. "Okay, when do we leave?"
The professor blinked, surprised at how easily she was convinced. "You believe me? You believe I can actually travel through time?"
"Sure," she said sarcastically. "Why? Is it dangerous? Are there dinosaurs?"
"No...I mean, yes, there were dinosaurs, but we won't be traveling back that far. And while actual time travel is very safe, I just can't guarantee that the...umm...times we travel to will be."
Piper smiled and nodded, impressed at how convincing he made it all sound. And the professor rambled on.
"My assistant, Deidre Hopkins, and Professor Elizabeth Carr accompanied me on the maiden journey. Deidre was...lost, and Professor Carr is stranded in the first century. I desperately need your help to rescue Betty; the dangers for both her and the time stream are incalculable if we don't bring her back to our time as soon as possible."
Piper pretended that she was hanging on to his every word. As soon as he stopped talking, she said, "Great! Where's the time machine? Let's go!"
The professor sighed in relief; for a second he'd thought she hadn't believed him. He led her back into the testing chamber and clambered onto the wooden cart. Kneeling, he glanced up at her and she could see the excitement in his eyes. And as he pulled the floor of the wooden cart back, a hidden, gold-plated console was revealed.
As Piper stared at the polished controls and flashing indicators in wonder, the professor exclaimed, "Behold, the time machine!"
She knew it was all a hoax, but she was amazed at how authentic the console looked. "So...this thing can take us back in time right now?"
"Yes...but there is one more thing I need your help with, and when I ask please don't be offended; I assure you it's absolutely necessary."
"Okay...what is it?"
"I know you're going to be offended when I ask. Please promise me you won't leave?"
"I promise -- I won't leave! What is it?"
The professor took a deep breath. "I need you to masturbate me first."
As Piper stormed out of the chamber and strode across the lab, the professor raced after her.
"Please, you promised, don't leave!" he said, as he chased after her. "It doesn't have to be me. I could get someone your own age if you prefer. But, of course, I'd need you to make them ejaculate with your mouth -- and there'd have to be more than one of them."
Piper spun around, her mouth wide open in shock and a disgusted look on her face. Before he could say another word, she plugged her ear buds back in, switched on her music, and gave him the finger as she stomped out of the lab.
He intercepted her in the hallway and pulled out one of her ear buds. "Please! I apologize...look, I really do need your help, and I was an idiot to ask you what I did. You don't have to do anything, except promise me you'll wait for me here. I'll be back very soon, and I desperately need you to come back in time with me."
"Oh, you bet," she answered sarcastically," I'll make sure not to go anywhere."
He ran off down the hallway and Piper, fighting back tears, was glad to see him go. She'd always thought Professor Gates was quiet, polite and even cute in a nerdy way. But now she felt like an idiot for not realizing he was just like all the other professors, who assumed that -- because she was only a janitor -- she was young, dumb and easily filled with cum.
A half hour later, Piper was waxing the floor at the far end of the wing when the professor returned, showered and shaved and accompanied by three drunken frat boys and a woman dressed like a hooker.
"Piper, I'm so relieved you're still here," he said. "Please wait until we've finished in my office, and then I promise I'll show you what I said I would."
One of the drunks leered at Piper. "I'll show you mine too, baby. You coming to the party, sugar tits?"
The professor grabbed him by his shirt and glared at him. "No, she won't be! And if you don't watch your mouth, neither will you."
The drunk went to slur an apology but was cut off by the professor, who steered the four of them into his office and closed the door.
Piper had finished and was coiling the power cord around the floor waxer, when she heard whooping and cheering from the office. She crept to the door, cracked it open an inch, and peeked in. Her jaw dropped when she saw the party going on inside.
The woman was completely naked and bent over the back of the couch, sucking off the drunken frat boy standing behind it. His two friends had their pants down and were kneeling on either side of her as she stroked their cocks. And the professor, who'd removed his pants and neatly hung them over his office chair, was behind her -- hammering his cock in and out of her pussy.
Piper ducked out of sight, but after a minute of listening to the moans and groans filling the office she couldn't resist sneaking another peek.
The woman was sprawled on her back on the couch now, trying to take care of all four cocks at once. The professor was between her legs, stroking his pole into her sloppy hole. Seconds later, he groaned that he was going to come.
Piper blinked in surprise as he quickly pulled out of the woman, slid a condom onto his cock and filled it with cum. As one of the drunks took his place between her legs, the professor carefully laid the full condom on his desk and came back with a beaker. He waited patiently, watching the frat boy fuck her hard until he groaned that he was also going to come.
The professor quickly kneeled beside him and held out the glass beaker. "Make sure you ejaculate into this."
The drunken student grunted as he stroked his cock and shot cum into the container. As he milked the last few drops from his shaft, he said, "Dude, you're not gonna drink that, are you?"
The professor went red with embarrassment. "Of course not!" he said, clearing his throat. "This is strictly for scientific purposes."
"Yeah, right!" Piper thought, as she ducked back behind the door. She listened as the other two frat boys took their turns fucking the worn-out woman, and blew their loads in the beaker.
Piper turned her head when she heard someone running away from the lab. She was looking to see who it was when the door opened behind her.
She turned around and was startled to see the professor standing right in front of her, completely naked. She swallowed nervously as her eyes traveled down his toned chest and abs to his thick, hanging cock.
She turned away in embarrassment. "Damn," she thought, "aren't professors supposed to be skinny...and not so fucking hung?"
Piper, who had just turned twenty, knew Professor Gates was old -- probably in his mid-thirties -- but she could see why all his female students had crushes on him.
The professor grabbed a lab coat and quickly pulled it on. "I'm sorry, I didn't intend for you to see me like that; I thought you were waiting in the other room."
As he grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the lab, Piper saw he was holding the beaker full of semen.
"So, before you go back in time you wanted to...what? Have one last gangbang? And you're keeping that as a souvenir?"
The professor blushed as he answered. "That woman is a professional escort and the three students were...paid volunteers. There was nothing intimate about that encounter for myself. And you'll soon see that it was unavoidable."
He entered the testing chamber, and as she followed him inside, he spun around to face her. Staring into her eyes, he asked, "Are you still willing to travel through time with me?"
Piper nodded. She still didn't believe the time machine worked, but she was dying to see what he planned to do with all that cum.
"Then I'll need your iPod, cell phone, ID card and anything else that will seem out of place in the past."
When she handed them over, the professor locked them in a cabinet with his own possessions.
He walked over to the time machine, unscrewed a lid on the console, and carefully poured all of the semen he'd collected into the receptacle.
"I'm no scientist," Piper said, "but why are you pouring cum on the time machine?"
The professor smiled; he knew how ridiculous it looked. "I'm actually pouring it into the time reactor, and you're going to have to trust me when I tell you that it's absolutely essential. I can't explain the exact mechanics to you now, but the secret to time travel is locked within this vital fluid."
The professor screwed the reactor lid shut, and went through his mental checklist as he programmed the controls of the time machine. When everything was set, he stepped back and smiled at Piper. She could see the anticipation and excitement in his eyes.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
She nodded, and was surprised when he pulled her tightly against his body. As she looked up into his eyes and put her hand on his chest, he pressed a button on the console and they vanished in a bright flash of light.
* * *
Piper blinked, trying to get rid of the spots dancing in front of her eyes as her retinas recovered from the intense flash. When they finally adjusted, she saw they were in a field of grass and the sun was rising. She could smell the cool, fresh morning dew.
The professor still had his arm wrapped around her slim waist, and she pushed away from him as she tried to make sense of what had just happened. How could she be outside? How was it morning already? And then the realization dawned on her.
"Oh my god," she cried, "you gave me the date rape drug!"
The professor laughed. "Trust me when I tell you that I didn't drug you or rape you; we've just traveled to the past!"
"But...it's not possible," she said. "You really expect me to believe we went through time...and this is where the university used to be?"
"Of course we went back in time," the professor answered, "but we're not where the university will be -- we're in Russia."
While Piper wandered around the cart in stunned disbelief, he pulled some clothing out of a compartment and handed it to her.
"This was Deidre's, I think it will fit you."
Piper scrunched her nose as she sniffed at the plain, brown robe. "You want me to wear this?"
"Yes, we'd look very strange wearing twenty-first century clothing. Traveling in peasant clothing should allow us to move relatively unnoticed through the centuries."
Piper shook her head. She still couldn't believe they'd gone back in time; everything still looked the same. "Is there going to be dinosaurs?" she asked.
The professor laughed out loud. "I highly doubt it; I've checked the chronometer and we're in the year 1764."
"But...I thought you wanted to go way farther back than that?"
"Professor Carr is trapped in the first century where, I should point out, there still won't be any dinosaurs. But, unfortunately, the time machine is incapable of jumping more than one hundred years at a time."
"But didn't you just say we went back, like, three hundred years?"
"Two hundred and fifty years, to be precise. Apparently, the time jump actually starts one hundred and fifty years in the past, as we were unable to journey to any year later than 1863. My theory is that this is some sort of time barrier, which prevents people from encountering themselves or any near relative during time travel.
"I actually thought we'd be in the year 1763, there must have been some problem with the reactor fuel."
"You mean the cum?" she said.
"Specifically, the spermatozoa contained in the 'cum'. I don't have time to explain it now, but there are many factors that influence the strength of the nuclear reaction and resulting time explosion. Anyways, we need to gather more reactor fuel as soon as possible."
Piper crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. "When you say 'we', you better mean you. Can't you just jerk off into the reactor thingy?"
"The time reactor would work if I masturbated into it, but the time jump would be relatively small. We would have to make nearly two hundred jumps, which would take far too long and greatly increase the danger for both us and Professor Carr."
"And would be an awful lot of whacking off."
"Yes. Anyways, we need to get changed before someone comes along and discovers us." The professor moved to the far side of the cart, removed his lab coat, and changed into the worn peasant clothing.
Piper pulled off her sweatshirt and yoga pants and was only wearing a bra and panties when she caught the professor peeking at her. "Hey!" she cried, trying to cover herself up.
"I'm sorry," he said. "But you have to take those off too. Your underwear would seem very unusual if they were discovered."
Piper hid behind the cart and pulled down her Hello Kitty panties, and the professor politely turned his back as she unhooked her bra. If he had been looking, he would have noticed how beautiful she looked as the early morning sunlight reflected off her iridescent, auburn hair and highlighted her full, round breasts. Lifting the robe above her nude body, she put her arms through the sleeves and pulled it down over her head. The robe was tight as she slid it over her chest and let it fall until its hem brushed against her bare feet.
The professor put their clothes in a hidden compartment, checked the coordinates on the console, glanced up at the morning sun, and slid the cart's false floor in place to conceal the time machine. "We need to head east," he said, and started pulling the cart.
As they traveled along a path in the woods, Piper felt her senses reawaken after years of being buried in an urban sprawl. She drank in the fresh air like a forgotten fragrance, and closed her eyes to savor the music of the forest, as insects buzzed past and birds chirped in pursuit. And when she looked at the sky...she wasn't sure she'd ever seen that shade of blue in the city.
"Did we really go back in time?" she asked. "I'm not hypnotized or something?"
The professor smiled proudly. "Yes, we've really gone back in time."
"But how is that even possible?"
"Like I said earlier, I'd love to explain all of the mechanics of time travel to you, but I'm afraid it would take a very long time and, even then, you probably still wouldn't understand how it worked."
"Is it like...a flux capacitor or something?"
"A what?"
"You know, like in that movie -- " Piper bit her tongue, worried that if she kept talking she'd sound dumber than she already felt.
"Sorry, I don't watch a lot of movies, but I'll try to explain it as simply as I can. Essentially, time is like a tapestry, and if we can create an Einstein-Rosen bridge we -- "
"Wait, what's that?"
"An Einstein-Rosen bridge? It's a -- "
"No, before that. What's a tapestry?"
The professor glanced at Piper to see if she was serious and, when he saw she was, he took a deep breath. "I can see I'd better start over.
"Time is like a carpet that stretches back to the dawn of our universe, while the future is like a carpet waiting to be woven. Physicists have long theorized that if the carpet could be folded back so that it touches itself, one could travel between these two points -- essentially going back in time. And that is what my time machine does; it generates a time explosion that folds the carpet back and creates a wormhole."
"What about the future?" Piper said. "Can't you bend the carpet thingy forward to see what it's like?"
"No. The reasons are varied, but basically we can only travel backward in time, never forward unless it's to return to our point of origin."
"Pointy what?"
"Point of origin -- the place and time that we actually entered the time stream. After twenty-four hours without a jump the time machine will automatically return there, that's how I ended up back in my lab when you discovered me."
Piper nodded, pretending to understand. "Wait a second, how come we didn't appear naked, like in Terminator?"
"Well, the reactor produces a time warp in the near proximity; anyone and anything -- including clothing -- inside that proximity will be shifted through time."



"Like in the Rocky Horror Picture Show?"
"Pardon?
""You know," Piper said, and sang, "Let's do the Time Warp againnn..."
He winced at her off-key rendition. "I'm sorry, I don't spend a lot of my free time watching movies."
"Oh, uh, neither do I. But what I really don't get is how you discovered you had to put...you know...spermatawhatza in it."
"It's pronounced spermatozoa. There was an embarrassing but ultimately fortunate accident one night when I was working in my lab -- alone -- and unintentionally ejaculated on the time machine prototype. From that accident, I discovered that spermatozoa cells, like stem cells, had beneficial properties that had previously been unknown. Locked in these cells are what I call time nuclei, and the reactor splits these, just like in nuclear fission, to create a time explosion."
Piper stared blankly at the professor; everything he'd said had gone right over her head. But she was pretty sure he was telling her that the time machine ran on cum. "So if you aren't going to jerk off, how do you plan on getting more...time machine fuel?"
"That's why I set the time machine to bring us here, to eighteenth century Russia. If my information is accurate, Yekaterina Alexeevna is in a town on the other side of these woods."
"Who?"
"Catherine the Great."
"Who?"
The professor sighed. "You really need to start reading more books and watching less movies. Catherine the Great was the Empress of Russia, and one of its most renowned and historically significant leaders."
Piper slowly nodded her head. "Oh, yeah...I think I just watched a show about her on the History Channel. So, how does it help us if she's in this town?"
"I intend to have intercourse with her."
Piper laughed out loud. "Are you kidding me? You think you can just get an audience with the Queen of Russia, and then ask her if you can screw her? Wouldn't it be easier to find a farmgirl and a haystack?"
"Probably, but like I said earlier, the time jump would be too small. We need to make the largest possible time jumps so we can get back to the first century as quickly as we can. And for large time jumps, we need famous people."
Piper was perplexed. "What does it matter if they're famous or not?"
"We discovered, accidentally, that the more historically significant the person is, or will be, has a direct correlation to the quality of the time nuclei. We were in eighteenth century France when Professor Carr went into a village to collect material for the time machine. When she returned, we put it into the reactor and discovered that the semen was twice as potent as any we had previously used. We went back to the village to investigate, and discovered that the young lieutenant who had bedded her was none other than the future emperor Napoleon."
"Oh, I just watched a documentary on him too!" Piper said. "But, he was famous; you're not. What difference does it make how or where you come?"
"Again, its very difficult to explain. But it's related to the point of conception."
Piper's jaw dropped. "You're going to get the queen pregnant?!"
"No, the point of conception -- not actual conception. Professor Carr, through exhaustive research, discovered that the semen she gathered through oral manipulation was more potent than any gathered through manual manipulation. And semen gathered through actual intercourse was the most potent of all."
"Wow...sounds like she really liked doing research."
"Yes. She did. Needless to say, the most potent material is that produced through sexual intercourse between two historically significant people. So the fastest way for us to go back through time is for me to attempt to copulate with as many famous women as I can which, I fear, may be more difficult than it sounds."
"Oh, don't worry," Piper said, "it sounds plenty difficult. But you said two famous people. You aren't famous -- are you?"
"Not yet, but if the time machine's readings of my semen are any indication, I will be."
Piper crossed her arms and looked him up and down skeptically. "Well, I still don't think you've got a chance. If I was you, I'd keep looking for bowlegged farmgirls."
The professor sighed. "Look, this isn't easy for me either. Let's just say...sex isn't one of my strong points."
"Yeah, right," Piper thought, remembering the escort's cries of pleasure as he hammered her on his office couch.
He continued. "Professor Carr took it upon herself -- as a historical scholar -- to enter villages and towns to gather material for the time machine. She was very good at...collecting, and often brought back more material than we could even use. There was no need for Deidre or myself to be involved. Other than the recent encounter in my office and the initial...accident, this will be my first contribution to the time reactor."
Piper arched an eyebrow, and said, "Well, don't expect me to go looking for any contributions."
"Of course not," he said, as they exited the woods and saw a village in the distance. "You have to stay here and guard the time machine."
Piper waited by the cart while the few weary-looking villagers who passed her on the path minded their own business. Twilight was fading when the professor finally returned.
"Well, did you get to see the Queen?" she asked.
"Not even close," the professor answered. "I tried to talk to the guards at the main gate, but didn't realize how rusty my Russian is. I could barely understand them, but they made it pretty clear that, if I didn't leave, the only part of the castle I would be seeing was the dungeon."
"So that's it?" Piper said. "We went back in time and all I got to see was trees?"
"Not quite," the professor said, and pulled a knotted condom, full of semen, out of his pocket. "We're not going back yet."
"Gross! Is that yours? Or some other guy's?"
"Mine, of course! I didn't get in to see the Empress, but fortunately for us she wasn't the only woman in the village."
"So...a farmgirl?"
"I wish. I stopped at an inn to buy us some food and was approached by a...woman of ill repute."
Piper made a disgusted face, and said, "You screwed a 300-year old hooker? Eww...good thing you wore a rubber."
"Unfortunately, I didn't put on the condom until after we had intercourse."
"Umm, doesn't that sort of defeat the purpose?"
"For our purposes? No. Professor Carr discovered through her thorough research that any type of barrier between the two subjects seems to inhibit the time nuclei. She approached three young shepherds on a hill one day and, when she discovered they had sheepskin condoms, had them wear them while she masturbated them. We were quite disappointed when we put the material in the time reactor and found it completely inert.
"We also, as she often collected more than we needed, tried to save the semen for future time jumps, but time travel also seems to render the time nuclei inert."
"Wow," Piper said. "Sounds like Professor Carr was quite the cum collector. I can see why you need to rescue her so bad. What about your assistant? Aren't we going to rescue her too?"
The professor fell silent. He looked up at the stars, and when he looked back at Piper she could see tears welling in his eyes. "I'm afraid that...Deidre died."
Piper's eyes went wide with shock. "Died?! I thought you said she was lost. You told me time travel wasn't dangerous!"
"It isn't, it's completely safe. Deidre's death was...a terrible accident."
"What do you mean, how did she die?"
"I really don't want to discuss it, the memory is still very painful," he said, wiping his eye with his sleeve. "But I promise you, I won't let the same thing happen to you, Piper."
He slid back the false wooden floor and adjusted the reactor's time controls. Turning toward Piper, he said, "I just need to make sure you're in the proximity," and pulled her tightly against him as he pressed the button.
* * *
Piper tried to blink the spots away from in front of her eyes, wishing she'd remembered to shut them. She looked around the grove of trees they were in and bent down to pick up one of the golden maple leaves littering the forest floor.
"Are we in Canada?" she asked.
The professor checked the time machine's readouts. "No, we're in Pennsylvania...in the year 1724."
"So -- let me guess -- you're going to go find the Queen of Pennsylvania?"
The professor raised an eyebrow. "There's no royalty around here, and I doubt there's anyone famous either."
"So, who's supposed to help you make goo for the time machine?"
Piper noticed the professor glancing at her; she knew the look in his eye. "Oh, no. Don't even think about it! There's no way I'm helping...get you off. If that's what you wanted, you should have brought that hooker instead."
"I didn't realize how difficult it would be for me to find famous women or, for that matter, any women to help me. Professor Carr made it seem so easy. It would make things so much easier if you'd just let me -- "
Piper crossed her arms in front of her. "No. Way."
The professor sighed; he knew his only hope was to find a whorehouse. He left Piper by the cart and headed off down the path in search of the nearest town. As soon as he was out of sight, she followed. She had no intention of spending her time journeying through history guarding the time machine.
When she caught up to the professor, while still making sure to stay out of sight, he was talking to an old, gray-bearded farmer and trying to get directions to the nearest town.
Piper watched as the farmer shook his head and signaled for the professor to wait while he went into his small log house. When he came back out a young woman, who appeared to be his daughter and was probably no older than nineteen, accompanied him.
The girl had wispy blonde hair tied up under a white bonnet and a white apron over her dark dress. The professor nodded at her in greeting, but she kept her head down and didn't make eye contact.
Piper was too far away to make out the conversation clearly, but thought the farmer was trying to convince the professor to have his daughter lead him to town. At first he politely refused, but when the farmer kept insisting he finally relented. The two men shook hands, and Piper watched as the professor led the young girl down the path away from the small farm that was her home.
They hadn't gone far when the professor pulled her to the side of the path by a large oak tree. Piper moved closer, trying to see what they were doing, and was shocked when she realized the professor had pulled his cock out and was wrapping the young girl's hand around it.
He looked both ways down the path to make sure no one was coming as the girl, who kept her head down the whole time, obediently stroked his shaft hard. After no more than a minute, he had her turn around, bending her over as she leaned against the trunk of the oak tree.
Piper snuck closer trying to get a better view, and watched as he bunched the girl's dark dress up around her waist. She didn't have anything on underneath and he held her hip as he lined himself up with her hole.
The girl glanced back over her shoulder, gently biting her lower lip as she waited for him, and moaned as he slid his cock into her pussy. Once he was completely inside he leaned over and whispered something to her. When she nodded, he started to pump his cock in and out of her with long, slow strokes.
The girl was slumped against the tree trunk as he fucked her, and even from far away Piper could tell she was enjoying every second of it.
She braced herself against the tree trunk and started humping her pale ass back against the professor, impaling herself on his pole. And as he picked up the pace, hammering his thick cock between her legs, her moans echoed through the trees.
There was a movement to Piper's right and she spotted the old farmer sneaking down the trail, heading toward the sounds of fucking. She was just about to shout a warning to the professor when the farmer stopped, hidden behind a nearby tree. He obviously had no qualms about the professor fucking the girl, as he pulled his pecker out and tugged it while he watched them.
The professor held the young girl by her shoulders as he slammed his swollen shaft in and out of her. Piper could hear her tiny ass slapping against the professor's hips as he pounded away. Finally, he pulled out of her and whipped a condom onto his cock, groaning as he filled it with cum.
The girl wrapped her arms around him and kept kissing him while he tried to pull his pants up. Piper checked down the path and saw the farmer, who'd shot his load while watching them, also tucking himself back into his pants.
The professor was apologizing to the girl, who was pleading with him to take her with him, when he spotted Piper peeking out from behind the log. He finally convinced the girl she couldn't come with him, and sent her reluctantly walking back home. Neither of them had noticed the old farmer who had quickly retreated back the way he had come. Once the girl was out of sight, the professor headed to Piper's hiding spot.
"What the hell are you doing?" he said. "I told you to stay with the time machine!"
"What the hell are you doing? Imagine if that farmer caught you fucking his daughter!"
The professor gave her a puzzled look. "His daughter? That was his wife."
"His wife! That's sick, she's only twenty and he's like...a hundred!"
"She's actually eighteen and the daughter of a neighbor -- a quite common arrangement for these times. I told him I was heading to town to find a prostitute. And he insisted that I pay him and use his young wife instead."
"He should have paid you," Piper said. "I think he enjoyed it more than you did."
The professor, embarrassed to learn that both Piper and the farmer had watched him fuck the young blonde farmgirl, didn't say a word as they headed back to the time machine.
He was relieved to find it safe and sound where they'd left it. "You have to listen to me and stay with the time machine," he said. "If someone finds the cart and decides they need it more than we do, we're in big trouble. We'll be trapped here forever if the time machine reverts back to its point of origin without us."
"Well, I didn't come back in time just to guard a cart while you get your rocks off. I thought I'd be meeting famous people, and seeing the pyramids and stuff!"
The professor threw up his arms in frustration. "It's a time machine, not a round the world cruise! I'm trying to get back to rescue Professor Carr and, seeing as how you refuse to help me out, you're stuck guarding the time machine while I find women who will!"
"So that's why you brought me back in time? You thought you could bend me over against a tree and fuck me like that farmgirl? Is that it?"
Ignoring her, the professor opened the reactor, poured the pale fluid inside and screwed the lid shut. When he was finished he leaned against the cart, and looked at Piper. "That's not why I asked you to come."
"Then why? Why ask me? I'm only a janitor!"
He stepped close to her and held her by her shoulders. "Piper, I'd be lying if I told you the fact that you're young and beautiful didn't influence my decision to bring you along. But, you're not just a janitor. I've watched you as you've cleaned my lab, my office. I've seen the way you look at the instruments, the wonder in your eyes. I know that look. I've seen it in my student's eyes; I saw it in Deidre's eyes. You've got a hunger for knowledge, a thirst for the unknown. And to me, that's more valuable than any college degree. But the main reason I asked you, was because I knew you'd say yes."
Piper stared at him, speechless. And when he reached out and pulled her near, she closed her eyes as he pushed the button.
* * *
Piper opened her eyes and heard the bleating of sheep. A flock grazed nearby on the hillside they'd appeared on. She followed the professor to the top of the hill and saw a valley on the other side, with a small village beside a river.
"Are we still in Pennsylvania?" she asked.
"No, we're in Lincolnshire, England. In the year 1684," he said.
"And there's some famous chick that lives in that village?"
"No. A famous man."
"Oh my god. You're going to screw a -- "
The professor cut her off. "No, I'm not. This is the home of the genius that is both my hero and inspiration -- Sir Isaac Newton. And before you ask, no, he did not invent the fig newton."
"Ha ha. I saw a show -- I mean, I read a book about him. He's the guy that got hit on the head with an apple."
"So the story goes. Anyways, I never had the opportunity to meet him the last time I was here, so I'm determined to do it now."
"Umm, do we really have time for this? Shouldn't you be...you know...making fuel for the time machine?"
"We have at least twenty-four hours before the time machine reverts to its point of origin and travels back to our time. I just want to see if I can meet him, and then we'll find a woman I can pay to...assist me."
Piper held her hand up to shield her eyes from the sun as she surveyed the town below. "You think there's a whorehouse in that little village?"
"If there isn't, I'll take care of it myself. Don't worry, I'll come up with material."
They hid the cart in a small copse of trees, and on their way into the village the professor spotted the home of a seamstress and bought more appropriate clothing for the two of them, paying with counterfeit silver shillings he'd brought along.
When they reached Woolsthorpe Manor, Newton's birthplace and home, the footman at the door refused to let them in. The professor had read that Newton was notoriously cantankerous with visitors, but pleaded his case as a visiting scholar from the American colonies.
While he argued, Piper stepped back to get a better view of the manor house and noticed she was being watched from the upper window. Moments later, a well-dressed man in his early forties came down the stairs and instructed the footman to let them in.
The professor instantly recognized him from his portrait and bowed. "It's an honor to meet you, Sir Isaac!"
Newton scoffed at him. "Sir? Do I look like a knight to you? Your ignorance shows that you obviously are from the colonies."
The professor burned with embarrassment when he realized his slip -- Newton wouldn't receive his knighthood until nearly twenty years in the future.
But Newton's demeanor completely changed when he introduced himself to Piper. She blushed when he took her hand, bowed down, lightly kissed her knuckles and told her she was the most beautiful woman he'd ever laid eyes on.
After the introductions were completed, with the professor and Piper posing as siblings, Newton invited them in for dinner and tea.
Piper knew Newton was a famous scientist, but she'd always pictured him as an old man with a white wig. The real man was nothing like she'd imagined; he had strong, handsome features and eyes that watched her with a burning intensity. He couldn't stop looking at her and she couldn't stop staring at him; he was the most famous person she'd ever met.
Oblivious to their flirting, the professor talked non-stop about how he admired Newton's writings, while making sure to remember not to mention any works that hadn't been written yet. Annoyed by the professor's fawning, and looking for an opportunity to be alone with Piper, Newton offered to let him browse through his personal library.
"This is an unbelievable opportunity!" the professor whispered to Piper. "The papers in his library may be the beginnings of the Principia Mathematica. Is there any possible way you could keep him busy for a while?"
Piper smiled. "Umm...yeah, I don't think that's going to be a problem."
While the professor went to the library, Newton took Piper for a walk in his garden. She could tell that he was enamored with her, but she could also tell he was really shy, maybe even a virgin.



As they walked, Newton pointed out different plants to her, stealing a glance every time she looked away. When she caught him looking, she gave him a warm smile.
He nervously cleared his throat, and said, "I've never met a woman like you, Piper. You're like a creature out of time, a free spirit such as I have never met. Would it be possible -- if properly chaperoned, of course -- that I might see you again? And that maybe on our next walk, I might hold your hand?"
She leaned back against a tree and smiled at him. "You can hold my hand now."
Newton reached for it, and was shocked when she pulled him close and softly pressed her lips against his.
As they embraced in the leafy shadows of the tree, Piper felt him growing hard against her hip. She'd never met anyone as famous as him, and wondered how big a jump his cum would take the time machine.
If he'd been surprised when she kissed him, he was stunned when he felt her hand rubbing him through his breeches.
"Oh, Piper, your boldness is intoxicating," he whispered. "But what if your brother discovers us?"
Piper smiled, thinking that the professor was probably wishing that he were the one alone in the garden with Newton. But she only said, "He won't mind."
She smiled shyly as she lifted the front of her dress, and Newton thought his heart was going to stop when she lifted her petticoats and he saw she wasn't wearing a shift. But he nearly had a stroke when she started to unbutton his pants.
And then Piper, completely ignorant of seventeenth century dating customs, pushed his pants down around his knees and guided his stiff cock toward her wet, waiting pussy.
Newton had never been with a woman, but instinct took over. He pumped and pumped into Piper while pinning her against the tree. She wrapped her hands around his neck to hold on and begged him to fuck her faster.
Newton couldn't believe her forthrightness, but did as instructed. And as he banged her back and forth against the tree, an apple shook loose and fell.
He spotted it and the scientist in him wondered aloud. "Why do they always fall straight down?"
"Unh...I don't know," she moaned, thinking he was asking her a question, "gravity?"
Newton's mind reeled; he was in a state of euphoria as he filled Piper's pussy with cum, but all he could think of was that one word -- gravity.
"Oh, shit!" Piper cried, as she pushed him away and used her hand to try to keep his cum from leaking out between her legs. She gingerly tiptoed back to the garden table, dumped out her tea and squatted while Newton's load leaked out into the teacup.
He was dumbfounded as he watched her. "I'm sorry if I've offended you, Piper. I was swept away by your passion. I promise you, that if you find yourself with child I will marry you and care for both you and our baby!"
"Yeah," she said. "I'm not sure how that'd work out."
Piper straightened her dress and headed back inside, where she found the professor rifling through papers in the library. She excitedly showed him the teacup, but he was appalled when he saw its contents.
Glaring at Piper, he threw the papers down on the desk and angrily whispered, "When I told you to keep him busy, I didn't mean by spreading your legs. You and Professor Carr are going to get along well!"
Piper was stunned by both the outburst and the accusation. "I was just trying to help, you keep telling me how important it is for us to take big time jumps," she whispered. "And we're not going to get anywhere with you fucking hookers and farmers' wives!"
The professor didn't say a word; he just simmered with anger as he stared at her and then at the teacup. Snatching it up, he hissed, "We're leaving!" and headed out the door.
Newton watched as the two of them disappeared down the walkway. He knew by the professor's sullen disposition that he'd somehow discovered what had happened in the garden. Newton was ashamed of his actions, but knew that Piper had inspired him like no other. He would have neither passion nor weakness for a woman again; none would ever equal her.
Piper chased after the professor as he stormed over the rise ahead of them. "I'm sorry, I didn't know you'd be so mad!"
The cart was still safely hidden in the small copse where they'd left it. When the professor poured the teacup's contents into the reactor, he read the gauge and slammed the side of the cart in frustration.
"You idiot! You took him past the point of conception!" he said.
"Oh my god," Piper whispered. "I'm pregnant?"
"No, you're not pregnant, but you didn't make him pull out when he ejaculated! If you let him release inside you, the time nuclei are rendered inert!"
"Oh...well, I didn't know. I thought I was helping -- "
"Well, you weren't!" he said, cutting her off. "In future, let me worry about fueling the reactor." The professor slammed the false floor into place, concealing the time machine. "I have to go find a prostitute, try to stay with the cart...and try to keep your legs closed until I get back."
Piper wiped her tears with her sleeve as she waited alone in the dark, still stinging from the professor's bitter, hurtful words. When she finally heard him return, clumsily feeling his way back through the pitch-black woods, she called out to him so he could find his way back to her and the wagon.
He pulled the hidden panel back, slamming it against the side of the cart. The lights from the console on the time machine illuminated his face, and Piper could see that he was still fuming.
As he unscrewed the lid to the time reactor, Piper said, "I want to go back."
He stopped, the lid half undone. Without looking up, he said, "What are you talking about?"
"I want to go back...to my own time."
He took a deep breath, and said, "Well, you can't -- we can't! I'm taking this time machine back to rescue Professor Carr. And if you're not near when I push the button, you can stay in the seventeenth century; I'm sure Sir Isaac can find a bed for you."
The professor filled the time reactor and twisted the lid back into place. He adjusted the controls for the next jump, and as he glanced up he saw Piper standing away from the cart, arms crossed as she sullenly watched him.
"You'll be glad to know," he said, "that because of your screw-up I was forced to find the only thing close to a prostitute in the village. A one-legged ex-whore who asked me to 'stick it in her arsehole' as she thought her other hole might have 'the itch'."
Piper uncrossed her arms and squeezed her hands together. Taking a step closer, she swallowed and said, "I'm sorry, like I said, I didn't know..."
He didn't say a word; he just continued to make the final adjustments to the time machine. She moved to get closer to him like the earlier time jumps, but this time he didn't pull her near -- he just pushed the button.
* * *
Things didn't get any better on the other side of the time warp. Because of the poor quality of the fuel the reactor only jumped them twenty-seven years. Piper waited as instructed at the cart while the professor went in search of another whorehouse. He succeeded and soon returned with better material.
As he was filling the reactor, Piper couldn't hold back the tears any longer. "I don't know why you're so mad at me," she cried. "It's not like I screwed up on purpose, I was just trying to help."
The professor stopped what he was doing, turned to Piper and wiped a tear from her cheek. "You're right. You didn't screw up -- I did. I had no right to say the things I said, and you don't deserve to be treated the way I've treated you. I've just been...incredibly frustrated that the time jumps have been so short. And after losing Deidre, I'm afraid of what the consequences might be if we're too late to save Professor Carr. However, that's still no excuse for the way I've acted. I'm sorry, and if you still want to go back, we'll go back."
Piper sniffed and wiped her tears with her sleeve. "No," she whispered, "I want to go with you." She stepped closer and hugged herself against him, and waited for him to push the button.
* * *
They appeared in a grassy glade with a hill on the far side. After concealing the console on the time machine, the professor told Piper he was going to go climb it and take a look.
"Are we back in the States?" she asked.
"No, we're still in England."
"And are there Indians in England?"
"Indians? You mean Native Americans? Not in 1617 England. Why do you ask?"
"Because that girl watching us looks like one."
The professor was startled to see a beautiful, dark-haired girl staring at them from the near side of the glade. She must have seen them appear. The professor was alarmed, expecting her to run away in fear, but was surprised to see her wander through the tall grass toward them. When she neared, he could see there was no fear in her eyes, only curiosity.
She walked up and lightly touched Piper's shoulder, as if to make sure she was real, and said, "Has Michabo sent you with the light to take me home?"
The professor blinked in surprise, he knew the name, but had never expected to hear it here. "Michabo...the Algonquin creation deity? Who are you?"
"The name they call me is Rebecca Rolfe," she said.
The professor silently repeated the name, hoping the feel of it on his lips would jog his memory. And when he looked up at the dark-eyed girl, astonished, Piper knew he'd remembered the name.
"It...it's not possible," he said, as the native girl wandered around the cart, running her hand along the polished wood.
"Who is she?" Piper whispered. "A famous inventor or something?"
"You'd know her better by her other name -- Pocahontas."
Piper's eyes lit up. "Oh my god! I loved your movie!" she cried, and hugged the surprised Indian princess tightly, not letting go until the professor pried her loose.
He led Piper far enough away that they couldn't be heard. "I'm afraid that the real Pocahontas is a far cry from the fictional version. If my memory serves me correctly, she'll soon die."
"No, that's not right," Piper said. "I've seen the movies -- both of them -- her and John Smith lived happily ever after!"
"Yes, I've seen the movies too and it's actually John Rolfe that she lived happily ever after with -- that's why she gave her name as Rebecca Rolfe. But, unfortunately for her, there won't be a happily ever after. She'll soon board a ship back to the New World, but will never complete the voyage. Some said she died from smallpox or pneumonia, I always imagined that she was so homesick she simply lost the will to live."
Piper gasped and clapped her hand to her mouth. "Oh, no! We have to take her back to her home with the time machine!"
"We can't!" the professor whispered. "And please, keep your voice down. If we took her anywhere in the time machine she'd eventually revert to her point of origin -- here! And I don't even want to think of the possible implications of her -- or any others we meet -- discovering that time travel actually exists. Trying to help her could put all of our lives in jeopardy!"
"But going around screwing famous people is okay?!"
"The so-called butterfly effect would only result from a significant change to the pattern of history. Say, killing William the Conqueror...or revealing the secret of time travel! Millions of people have sex every day, so I doubt that one sexual encounter could be significant enough to change history!"
"Well...what if you got the Virgin Queen pregnant or something?"
"I highly doubt that Queen Elizabeth the First was a virgin, she was called the Virgin Queen because she chose not to marry. And there is zero chance of my getting her, or anyone we meet, pregnant. Conception isn't possible between time travelers and the people they encounter in the time stream. Professor Carr tested that theory exhaustively. If any time traveler would have gotten pregnant -- it definitely would have been her."
Pocahontas bent over to pick a flower in the glade, and when Piper saw the way the professor stared at her she started to shake her head. "Oh, no. No way! Don't even think you're going to have sex with her -- I won't allow it!"
The professor, trying to get her to keep her voice down, whispered, "Piper, I'm thrilled that you've met one of your historical heroes. But it seems senseless, if I have the chance, to pass on any opportunity to have her help me fuel the time machine. The semen she helps me produce could send us back eighty years!"
Piper gave him an icy stare. "If you touch her, I'll tear your prick off and send it back eighty years all by itself!"
For the next few hours, the professor waited quietly by a tree while Piper and Pocahontas talked. When she finally had to leave, she stood to go and wished them well. Piper watched as she walked into the twilight and then turned to the professor, eyes red from crying, and hugged him.
They slept in the cart, huddled together for warmth. When they awoke at dawn, the professor said they needed to make a small jump just to make sure they didn't unintentionally return back to their own time.
"A small jump?" she asked. "How do we do that?"
"I'll simply masturbate and we'll use that to fuel the reactor."
"Well, after you were such a gentleman with Pocahontas, the least I can do is help."
The professor was surprised she'd changed her mind and had finally agreed to lend a hand. "That's wonderful. Thank you, Piper. You know, if you'd actually be willing to give me a -- "
"Do you have another condom?" she interrupted.
"No, I actually ran out," he said, as he started to undo his pants. "Professor Carr used up most of our inventory and I forgot to bring more, but if you just -- "
"There's one now," Piper cried, and jumped off the cart and ran towards the road.
The professor watched in stunned silence as a horse-drawn haycart came over the rise. Piper ran to the road and talked to the driver, who reached down and pulled her up on the seat beside him. They talked for a few minutes and he could see Piper leaning close to the young farmer; it took him a second to realize she was actually giving him a handjob.
The professor pretended to be watching a bird in the opposite direction, and only turned around when he heard Piper returning. She proudly held out her cupped hands, filled with the farmer's cum, and the professor gave her an appreciative smile.
"That's excellent, Piper," he said, as he opened the reactor and had her pour it in. "But the reaction created by the contents are cumulative, so it still makes sense for me to add my own fluid."
"Oh, of course!" Piper said.
The professor climbed on the cart, kneeled near the open reactor and started to undo his pants. "Would you mind...umm..."
"Of course not," she said, and turned her back.
The professor masturbated silently, too embarrassed to let her know that he'd been about to ask her to give him a handjob too. Strictly for scientific purposes of course, as he knew cum produced by another's hand had proven to be twice as potent as material produced by masturbation.
She didn't even know he'd finished until he pulled her back against him and pushed the button.
* * *
Piper opened her eyes and they were in the yard of an abandoned farmhouse. "Where, or when, are we now?" she said.
"We're outside of Rome in the year 1597. I had actually hoped to go even farther back to try to meet Lucrezia Borgia, and see if the legends about her sexual appetite were accurate, but this will have to do."
"Uh huh," Piper said, trying not to let on that she had no clue who he was talking about. "But what if people still lived on this farm and saw us?"
"That's another impressive quality of the time machine. When it creates a time warp it can detect the presence of life -- human life -- on the other side and only opens warps to locations where no one is near."
"Then how did Pocahontas see us?"
"I actually have no idea, the time machine should have detected her presence. The only thing that shocked me more than her seeing us appear was learning who she was. The odds of our randomly meeting someone as historically noteworthy as her are about the same as winning the lottery. It's definitely something that bears further investigation."
"So, what now? Whorehouse? Or is there someone famous nearby?"
"We've got no way of telling if there is anyone famous -- or destined to be famous -- nearby. We'll have to look for a bordello, and this time I want you to travel with me. Sixteenth century Rome is no place for a young woman to be alone."
"What about the time machine?"
"This farm is littered with abandoned carts, so I'm hoping it'll be fine. I'm more worried about keeping you safe."
"That's sweet," she said, smiling, "but I'm still not going in the whorehouse."
When the professor finally convinced her to enter the bordello, it wasn't anything like Piper expected, as the inside seemed more like a tavern or inn. They sat down at a table and adjusted their seventeenth century clothing, trying to blend in.
A serving maid brought them a loaf of bread and a jug of wine. Noticing a ruffian angrily arguing with a noble on the far side of the room, the professor, in poor Italian, asked who they were. He'd hoped the noble might be someone famous; he was surprised at her answer.
The professor leaned close and whispered to Piper. "See that scoundrel on the far side of the bar, arguing with the nobleman?"
"The what?"
"The scoundrel...the jerk, yelling at the rich looking guy."
"Oh, yeah...what about him? Is he famous?"
"He is -- or will be. His name is Michelangelo Merisi."
Piper gasped. "I saw a Discovery Channel show on the Sistine Chapel, its ceiling is beautiful!"
"Not that Michelangelo. This one is better known as Caravaggio."
"Well, not that I don't want to help out, but you should ask the waitress if you can order a hooker. He looks kind of...violent."
"You don't need to worry, as I don't think he'll be much help to us -- he was homosexual."
"Gay? He looks too mean to be gay," Piper said, as she watched Caravaggio run the nobleman out of the tavern. "But if you did get his help with your...fuel. Would that even work?"
"It's never been put to the test, and I know I personally won't be the one finding out if it does or doesn't. Let's see if the serving maid can find me a girl."
The professor was just about to flag her down when he spotted Caravaggio, who had noticed them staring at him, heading their way.
He spoke quickly to them in Italian and the professor, who had a hard time understanding him because he spoke so fast, said, "I think he's asking where we're from?"
"Oh!" Piper answered. "We're American!"
"You idiot!" the professor whispered. "America won't even be settled until the next century!"
He apologized to Caravaggio, explaining that Piper was a little drunk, and told him they were English.
Caravaggio laughed loudly and spoke passionately to Piper.
"What's he saying?" she said.
The professor translated: "He says that you are very beautiful and he wants to know if he can sketch you."
"Wow! Won't that be worth, like, a ton of money to a museum?"
"I'm sure it would be, but only if we bury it and dig it up four hundred years from now. We can't take anything forward in the time machine unless it's from the future, like us. The sketch would simply remain behind here, in its own time."
"Damn! Well, tell him he can still sketch me," she said, starting to feel a little tipsy from the wine. "Too bad he's gay. He's actually kind of cute in a criminal sort of way."
Once they'd agreed to the sketch, Caravaggio called to a pretty, olive-skinned girl on the far side of the room who brought over two jugs of wine. He put his arm around her and headed upstairs, gesturing for them to follow.
"He's bringing a waitress to serve us?" Piper asked.



"Apparently, the rumors of his preference for men have been greatly exaggerated," the professor said. "She's his girlfriend!"
The four of them went upstairs to Caravaggio's studio, where he had Piper recline on a pile of pillows in the center of the room. The professor and Caravaggio's girlfriend, Giuliana, sat on a sofa and drank wine while they watched Caravaggio sketch Piper.
Caravaggio had drawn for about an hour, and the four of them had drunk nearly all the wine, when he walked over and talked quietly to the professor.
"What's he saying?" Piper said.
"He wants to know if you can take off your clothes, he wants to sketch you nude," the professor said, feeling light-headed from the wine.
Piper was already half drunk, and smiled at Caravaggio. "Well, why doesn't he ask me then?"
"Because I told him earlier that you were my wife, and he wants my permission."
Piper gave the professor a sly smile. "And what did you tell him I'd do, darling husband?"
"I told him you'd take your clothes off."
Piper wasn't normally shy, and was feeling even less so from the wine, but she still felt awkward undressing while three pairs of eyes burned into her. She tossed her clothes aside and leaned back on the pillows, while Caravaggio and Giuliana whispered to each other and tried not to laugh.
Piper quickly covered her breasts. "What is it? Why are they laughing at me?"
"They've never seen a woman your age without hair...down there," said the professor.
"Oh!" Piper blushed, and covered her neatly trimmed pussy with her hand, but Caravaggio walked over and gently removed it so he could continue sketching her.
The professor couldn't keep his eyes off Piper -- she was stunning. Her copper-brown hair framed her face beautifully, and as his eyes wandered from her full breasts to the soft curves of her hips he thought she was perfect. He leaned a little to his left to try to sneak a peek between her legs, thinking it was getting very warm in the studio, when he felt a gentle touch at his waist.
Giuliana flashed her dark eyes at him, and slid her fingers down the front of his pants, sighing in pleasure when she wrapped her hand around his cock and felt how stiff he was. It was obvious that he was getting aroused by the sight of Piper sprawled naked on the pillows in front of him, and Giuliana just figured she'd add to his enjoyment.
The professor swallowed nervously; he'd read of Caravaggio's intense jealousy and murderous rage. He could only imagine his reaction if he discovered his girlfriend's hand crammed down the front of his pants. He was whispering for her to let go and urgently trying to pull her arm away when she called out to Caravaggio.
The professor froze in fear, but her boyfriend only glanced their way, smiled when he saw what was happening and gave the professor a nod of approval. Piper, on the other hand, was open-mouthed as she watched in surprise while Giuliana pressed herself against the professor, their lips locked together as she pushed his pants down to free his cock. She was still watching the action on the couch when Caravaggio abandoned his sketch, crossed the room and got down on all fours between her open legs.
Piper let out a soft gasp as he kissed her instep, her calf and then the inside of her thigh. She'd never seen eyes like Caravaggio's; they smoldered as he watched her, awaiting her command. She gave him a subtle nod and he bent forward and gently kissed the softness between her legs. The wine was making her head swim, so she stretched out on the pillows as Caravaggio devoured her, and moaned as she felt his tongue tease her tender pussy and dip deeper in search of her clit. And as she tilted her head back and looked toward the couch, she watched as Giuliana pumped her slender hand up and down the professor's thick cock.
The professor leaned back as Giuliana stroked his cock and planted soft kisses on his neck and ear, whispering to him in Italian how she wanted to watch him come. But he knew he couldn't waste this opportunity. He pulled her hand away and lifted her dress over her head.
On the floor, Piper's body was trembling -- apparently Caravaggio was an artist with his tongue too. She heard a soft groan from the sofa and saw the professor and Giuliana were both completely naked, with her sprawled on her back and him on top as he worked his swollen cock in and out of her pussy. Caravaggio was also watching them from between her legs, and when he glanced up at Piper he gave her a mischievous smile.
She didn't need a translator to tell her what his look meant. He had her get on all fours and she glanced over her shoulder, gently biting her lower lip when he pushed his pants down and she saw how hard his cock was. He slid easily into her soaked pussy, and she moaned as he filled her with his entire length. She braced herself against the pillows, her full breasts swaying beneath her as he fucked her with practiced strokes, and turned to look at the sofa where she saw the professor watching her as he pounded Giuliana, who was biting a pillow to stop from crying out.
Caravaggio, obviously enjoying the foursome, called over to the professor.
"What did he say?" Piper moaned, while also looking for a pillow to bite.
"He wants to know if I want to switch places with him," said the professor.
Piper nervously licked her lips as she looked over and watched his thick pole plunging in and out. "Oh...do you?"
Their eyes met, and he could see she was waiting for him to answer. But he tore his eyes away, back to Giuliana, and said, "I think we better stay focused on why we're really here. Don't let him get to the point of conception."
"And...then what," Piper said, trying to concentrate while being hammered from behind. "Jerk him off into a wine jug?"
"Of course not," the professor answered, now fucking Giuliana with faster, shorter strokes. "He might find that insulting. Just let him come in your mouth, and then spit it into the wine jug."
"What? Has the blowjob even been invented yet?'
"You don't need to give him oral sex, just wait until he's ready to go and have him ejaculate into your mouth."
Piper reached between her legs and squeezed Caravaggio's balls, she knew he was getting close. "Are you going to tell him that's the plan?"
"I'm pretty sure that if you offer, he won't need much prompting."
"And are you going to come in her mouth, too?"
"Of course not, she might swallow it. I'll just use a wine jug, too."
The professor came first. When he suddenly pulled out and grabbed the empty jug Giuliana was surprised, but she grabbed his cock and jerked him off into it, shooting cum inside.
Caravaggio, watching what they were doing, laughed and told the professor he didn't have to worry about getting his girlfriend pregnant. He then turned his concentration back to Piper. She'd been playing with and massaging his balls while he fucked her so she could tell when he was going to come. When she felt them tighten up and heard him groan, she quickly spun around and opened her mouth.
The professor was right -- Caravaggio didn't need any prompting. Though surprised for a second, he quickly recovered and slid his cock between Piper's lips. His legs trembled and his hips bucked as he held her head in place and shot a huge load against the roof of her mouth. Piper squeezed his cock and sucked on it, making sure she got every drop. When the professor hurried over with the jug, she leaned over and let the mouthful of cum spill into it.
Caravaggio and Giuliana were both spent as they lay on the sofa and watched Piper and the professor dress. They had offered for them to stay for the night and another round of pleasure, but the professor politely declined. Caravaggio smiled and shook his head as he watched them leave with the cum-filled jug, and as they went out the door he called after them.
"What did he say?" Piper asked.
The professor smiled. "He said he's going to put you in his next painting -- you've inspired him."
* * *
When the cart appeared with a bright flash in the forest, they were both exhausted. Piper fell asleep in front of the professor, with his arms wrapped around her to keep her warm, and when they woke it was late morning.
The professor had awakened first and when Piper opened her eyes she saw him sitting on the side of the cart, watching her. She smiled at him as she stretched, and then looked at the woods around them.
"Is this, like, Sherwood Forest or something?" she asked. "Am I going to meet Robin Hood?"
"I highly doubt that -- as he was fictional. But we're actually not far from Nottinghamshire...in England."
"Oh...gotcha. How far back did we go this time?"
"We've jumped eighty years, the material we collected was excellent," he said with a smile. "We're in the year 1517."
"Eighty years? Is that good?"
"The time machine can make jumps as far as one hundred years, but eighty years is still very good."
"Did you ever get enough...material...to make a hundred year jump?"
"I haven't personally, but Professor Carr regularly did."
"Oh...wow. She sounds like quite a girl. And I was actually wondering about her. I know you said she's trapped in the past, but why are we in such a rush to get back to her? Isn't she, like, suspended in time? Can't we just reappear there a second after you left her?"
"I know what you mean," the professor said, "but the time machine's accuracy is already very limited and we'll be lucky if I can land it in the same month, let alone the same year that I left her there. And I'm sure I don't need to explain to you the risk that every second she spends trapped in the past poses to both our own timeline and, potentially, our very existence."
"We'd better get back to work then," Piper said. "Any famous people around here we can 'meet'? Maybe another artist and his girlfriend?" she said hopefully.
"I believe the only historically significant person you'd have heard of would be King Henry the Eighth."
"Eww. Didn't he chop all his wives' heads off? And isn't he, like, fat and gross?"
"No, and -- at this time -- no," the professor answered. "I believe it was this year when he would have first met Anne Boleyn, so in addition to not yet having chopped her head off, he was still relatively thin.
"But I don't think we'll be meeting either of them. Even if we knew where they were, I'm sure we wouldn't be able to get anywhere near them. Nobles waited months to get an audience; we only have twenty-four hours.
"You'd better stay with the cart," the professor told Piper, "while I see if I can locate a professional to help me out."
She quickly jumped down from the cart. "Wait, I want to help. Let me see if I can find another farmer or something."
"You don't have to do that, Piper. You did more than enough in Rome. I don't want you to feel like you're not doing your part. And besides, it might be dangerous."
"Which is exactly why I should be the one going while you stay with the time machine. If something happens to me, you can still go back to rescue Professor Carr, but if anything happens to you -- "
"Piper, I won't put you at risk."
"I'll be fine," she said. "If Professor Carr could do this, I can too."
The professor was reluctant to let her go, but he knew she was right. "If you don't find anyone in a half hour, you come right back here."
"I won't even be that long. I'm just going to go for a short walk to see what I can find. If I don't find anything soon I'll come right back. And I'd better take that empty wine jug, just in case I find someone who needs a handjob."
As he watched her disappear down the path, the professor called after her, "You'll collect better material if you can convince them to let you give them a blowjob!"
Piper had walked about a mile when she heard a horse whinny. Walking toward the sound, she spotted a stable through the trees. As she neared the fence, she saw a young stable boy feeding the horses oats. When he looked up she waved, and ducked under the fence and crossed the corral.
"May I help you, miss?" he said.
Piper gave him an inviting smile. "You can, I was hoping you might show me around inside."
He wasn't sure what she could possibly want to see in the stables, but he couldn't say no to such a pretty girl. He took her inside and was surprised when he turned and saw how close she was standing to him
"What's your name?" Piper asked.
"Thomas." He tried to take a step back but bumped against the wall of the stall.
"How old are you, Thomas?"
"Eigh -- Eighteen," he stammered.
"Do you like girls?"
He blinked. "Of -- of course."
"Do you like me?" she asked, taking a step closer.
He quickly nodded.
"Want me to make you feel good?" she whispered, as she rubbed her hand across the stiff outline bulging his rough wool pants.
He swallowed nervously, and gave her another nod.
Piper gave Thomas a wink and sidled up alongside the young stable boy. She loosened the rope holding his worn pants up and slid them down just far enough to expose his stiff cock, and tugged on him while he groaned and braced himself against the stall.
Piper remembered how quickly the young farmer on the hay wagon had gone off, and she wanted to make sure she did as the professor had instructed.
Thomas' prick was pointing straight up as Piper got on her knees in front of him.
"Wh -- what are you doing?" he asked.
"Shit!" she thought, "I knew the blowjob hadn't been invented yet!"
Piper tried to reassure the stable boy. "I just wanted to see it up close, and give it a little kiss."
She flicked her tongue against the underside of his cock head and thought his knees were going to buckle. She flicked it again and again and with each tiny lick Thomas moved his cock closer until the head was pressing against her lips. Piper wrapped her mouth around it and started to suck, while he closed his eyes and let out a loud moan. She felt his balls and knew he was going to go off in about five seconds. She felt around her for the empty jug and was startled when she touched a bare foot just behind her.
Piper and Thomas were both embarrassed when they realized another stable boy, Thomas' older brother Henry, had been watching them. Piper tried to get up but Henry grabbed her shoulder, gently forced her back down, and pulled out his own cock.
Piper licked her lips and glanced up at him. "You're going to have to go second." She resumed sucking Thomas' swollen shaft and, as she predicted, it was a matter of seconds before she was pumping his cum into the wine jug.
She'd barely finished with his brother when Henry reached down and grabbed her hand. He wrapped it around his prick, with his hands clasped on top, and started to furiously fuck it.
"Whoa!" Piper said, yanking her hand away. "That must be the old-fashioned way. Why don't you let me show you how good I just made Thomas feel?"
Piper had just coaxed Henry into her mouth when she heard footsteps and looked behind her to see a third stable boy.
"Who the hell is that?" she asked.
"That's me older brother, Fergus," Henry answered.
"Oh, no," Piper groaned. "How many brothers do you guys have?"
A half hour later, the professor leaped down from the cart as he saw Piper returning. "Any luck?"
"Oh, yeah," she said. "I found a stable. Do we have anything to drink? I've got this terrible taste in my mouth -- I don't think they've invented the bath yet."
The professor looked into the wine jug and was astonished to see it was a quarter filled with cum. "All of this came from one stable boy?!"
"Five, actually. Luckily for me, the other four brothers were out gathering wood."
Piper rinsed her mouth with water and spat it out as the professor loaded the material into the reactor. As he watched the gauge rise, he tapped it as if he didn't believe the reading.
"Are you sure there were only five boys, not ten?" he said.
"Why? Are you hoping I'll go back for more?"
"No, but this is amazing; the reading on the gauge is twice what I'd expect it to be."
"What does that mean?"
The professor turned, looking her up and down as if it was the first time he'd seen her. "It means that you're going to be historically significant!"
Piper wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Probably for inventing the blowjob."
* * *
The peasant girl ran frantically through the tall grass. When she stopped to catch her breath, she ducked down and looked back at what was left of her village. Flames rose like bonfires from thatch roofs, and mounted soldiers chased down villagers fleeing the carnage.
Only twelve years old, she'd managed to slip away unseen; her older sister hadn't been as lucky and now the dying village was her grave. As she ran over a hillock, she desperately prayed for God to save her. Suddenly, there was a bright flash in front of her and two figures appeared like angels; she dropped to her knees before them.
Piper and the professor were shocked to see a child so close to the time warp. Piper lifted the girl up and, when she saw how terrified she was, hugged her tightly. The professor saw the black smoke and scrambled to the top of the hill to get a better look.
"We have to get out of here -- now!" he said.
They pulled the time machine through the tall grass to a nearby wood. The girl followed them and, once they stopped, kneeled to pray in front of them.
The professor gently interrupted her and asked her name.
"Je m'appelle Jeanne."
The professor's eyes widened in surprise; he backed away and checked the date on the chronometer -- 1424. Leaning close to Piper, he whispered, "As unbelievable as it might sound, I think this girl is Joan of Arc!"
Piper turned to stare at him and, hoping she didn't sound like an idiot, said, "Who?"
"She tried to drive the English out of France and ended up being burned at the stake for heresy. They called her the Maid of Orleans; she was a folk hero to her people and is, literally, a Saint."
Joan was kneeling behind them, thanking them for saving her and telling them how beautiful they were.
The professor pulled her back to her feet.
"You must escape!" he told her in French. "Run from the English soldiers, but don't be afraid. I can see how brave you are; you will do great things for France."
Tears streamed down Joan's face as she smiled and nodded at the professor. He pointed far across the fields and she got up and ran, away from her village. Behind them, the professor heard a shout from the hill.
An English archer, standing at the crest, raised his longbow and took careful aim at the fleeing child.
"No!" the professor shouted, as he ran out from cover and waved his arms frantically at the soldier.
The archer stopped and pointed at the grove of trees the professor and Piper were hiding in. As he pointed, two horsemen appeared from behind the hill and spurred their mounts into a gallop toward them.
The professor backed toward the woods, his face going pale. "Oh, no. We've got to get out of here now!"
He ran to the cart and pulled back the floorboard. There was no time to adjust the controls, he kneeled by the reactor and pushed his pants down.
Piper watched as the soldiers closed in on them while the professor desperately masturbated, trying to fuel the time reactor. The archer on top of the hill had given up on Joan, as she ran across the field, and instead fired an arrow toward the cart.
The professor screamed in pain and clamped his right hand against his head as the arrow plowed a furrow across his skull.
Piper watched in horror as he slumped forward with blood pouring from a gash in his scalp and down the side of his face.
They could hear the riders shouting out battle cries as they neared the woods. The professor tried to switch hands, but pain and dizziness overwhelmed him -- they were out of time.



Suddenly, Piper knelt beside him.
"Its okay, you're going to be fine," she said, trying to hold him upright while she grabbed his cock and started stroking it.
"You can do it, professor," she whispered, and he let out a loud groan as she pumped his shaft hard. "Come on...come for me," she whispered in his ear, "shoot some cum for me."
The riders were shouting at them and she heard the hammering of the horses' hooves as she stroked him faster and faster. Her hand was a blur on his cock when he finally groaned and exploded cum all over the time machine. Desperately hoping that her aim had been true and some had landed in the reactor, Piper smacked the button.
Joan watched from her hiding place on the far side of the field. She was terrified as the English bore down on the woods, where she saw her rescuers kneeling together on the cart and praying for salvation. When she saw the bright flash of light and watched them disappear she knew she'd been right -- they were angels!
Tears streamed down her face again as she looked heavenward into the bright, blue sky and knew that God has sent the angels, Saint Michael and Saint Catherine, to save her. She remembered Saint Michael's words, and swore that she would be brave and that she would do great things for her country. She wouldn't be afraid of the English, and would restore France to its glory!
* * *
Piper tried to catch the professor as he fell forward onto the cart, but he slumped unconscious onto his side as blood oozed from the wound in his scalp. In a panic, she rifled through the compartments until she found a first aid kit, and did her best to bind his wound and stop the bleeding.
Wondering where and when they were, she scanned the time machine's controls until she saw the date 1274 on a digital readout. The rest of the indicators were a mystery to her. Fearing discovery, she slid the false floor into place and covered the professor with a blanket to try to keep him warm.
Piper knew she needed to find help soon. She looked around and saw they were on a mountain path and a light snow was starting to fall. She shivered from the cold as she ran to the front of the cart and tried to pull it up the path. As she struggled forward, one of the wheels became stuck in a frozen rut. She fought to free it, but stopped when she spotted mounted silhouettes appearing through the falling snow.
Piper had no choice but to face the approaching riders. As they neared, she saw they were leading a caravan and cautiously approached them.
"Please, can you help me?" she called. "My friend's hurt bad. We're Amer -- I mean, we're English."
The lead rider was incredulous as he looked down at her and shouted back to the caravan. She wondered if he was Italian, as it sounded as if he was speaking the same language that Caravaggio had.
Piper ran back to the cart and waved the rider over. When he neared and saw the professor lying wounded and unconscious, he turned and spurred his horse back to the caravan.
Piper was trying to wake the professor when three riders returned. One was the lead rider and another appeared to be a doctor, as he immediately climbed on the cart to examine the professor's wound. The third spoke to Piper in thickly accented English.
"I am Niccolo. You are English? How did you and your friend end up here, on the road to Cascar?" he said.
Piper bit her lip, not sure how much she should say. "Umm...we're lost?"
"Lost! I should think so. Your friend is badly injured and you are nearly frozen. You will travel with our caravan, we will leave the cart behind."
"No!" Piper said. "We must bring the cart! If you don't bring the cart, I -- I can't go with you."
Niccolo reined in his horse. He'd seen many strange things as he traveled the Silk Road, but none stranger than these two half-naked English along the Roof of the World. He knew by the look in the woman's eyes she wouldn't be swayed; he signaled to a rider to bring the cart.
Piper stayed with the professor while the doctor cleaned and stitched the wound, and then bandaged him. The doctor signaled to her that he needed rest, so she left the tent and followed Niccolo across the caravan's encampment. He guided her to a tent of her own and she soon fell into a deep sleep.
When she awoke she wasn't sure how many hours she'd slept. Niccolo brought her fresh clothes and food and drink. Piper thanked him and asked where they were.
"We are leaving the Pamir Mountains and following the Silk Road to Cascar," he said.
Piper hoped she didn't sound stupid. "No, I mean, like, where on Earth are we?"
Niccolo did a double take. "We are in the land of the Mongols -- China. We are on our way to the court of Kublai Khan."
"Khan?" she thought, trying to remember the Star Trek movie she'd watched about him.
At her request, Niccolo took her to see the professor, who still hadn't awakened. Piper was starting to get worried. She couldn't remember what would happen if they didn't use the time machine soon enough, and wondered if she'd be able to operate it on her own if absolutely necessary.
As she wandered through the encampment, trying to remember all the things the professor had done each time he activated the time machine, she heard soft sobs from a tent.
Piper peeked in and saw a young man about the same age as her, twenty years old. When he spotted her at the entrance he quickly wiped his tears and sniffled, hoping she couldn't tell he'd been crying. She cautiously entered the tent and, when he didn't object, kneeled on a pillow beside him. She knew they couldn't understand each other, but the boy had the same look in his eyes that Pocahontas had -- he was homesick.
She gently brushed his hair away from his face and pointed to herself. "Piper."
"Pi-per," he repeated, and pointed to himself. "Marco."
"Marco," she repeated with a smile.
And he answered, "Polo."
"Marco Polo?!"
He nodded and smiled.
Piper knew she'd heard of him, she just wished the professor were awake so he could explain to her why. She peeked outside the tent to make sure no one was near, and asked Marco if he was homesick.
He couldn't understand her, but he recognized the tone and nodded.
"And lonely?" she asked.
He hesitated, still unable to understand, but nodded anyway.
Piper snuggled her warm body against him. "I'm lonely too," she whispered.
The professor woke with a start and tried to sit up but was overwhelmed by pain and dizziness. The doctor spoke to him in Venetian and the professor could just barely understand as he told him that he was going to be fine.
Piper ducked into the tent and, when she saw the professor was awake, rushed over and hugged him while she softly kissed his head.
After the doctor left the tent so they could be alone, Piper told the professor where and when they were, how long he'd been unconscious, and that the time machine was safe. And then she told him she'd met Marco Polo.
The professor winced as he tried to concentrate. "You must be mistaken, there's no way we could be in 1274, or that you've met Marco Polo. That would mean we traveled one hundred and fifty years -- the time machine can't jump that far."
"Oh, I definitely met Marco Polo," she said, pulling a small teacup out of hiding and showing the professor the sticky contents. She left out the fact that she was pretty sure she'd also taken his virginity.
The professor held his head, trying to ignore the pain as he struggled to understand how they could have possibly traveled so far into the past. And he also couldn't figure out how they kept encountering famous people so easily. First Pocahontas, then Joan of Arc and now Marco Polo -- the odds were astronomical.
He wondered if their historical significance was somehow drawing the time machine toward them, but knew it was something he wouldn't be able to investigate until he returned to his own time, and until his head didn't hurt so much.
He groaned in pain as he struggled to his feet, and Piper helped him stand. "We need to get to the time machine and put the material you gathered in the reactor. I need to check the readings."
Niccolo pleaded with them to stay until the professor completely recovered, but he insisted they couldn't. They had already lost too much time on their journey, and he was grateful when Niccolo offered them a horse to pull the time machine.
Once the horse was yoked to the cart, they went back down the Silk Road the way they had come. Piper saw Marco watching her sadly from his tent as she left, and she blew him a kiss goodbye.
Once they were out of sight, the professor pulled back the false floor and poured the teacup's pale contents into the reactor. When he saw how high the gauge went, he knew the fluid had to have come from Marco Polo or someone else equally historically significant.
But he was still puzzled. Professor Carr's research had proven that the time machine couldn't make a jump farther back than a century -- but they'd just traveled one hundred and fifty years back in time. He knew he had to investigate further, but he knew if they didn't warp soon the time machine would return to their own time. Piper was petting the horse when he called her over, and she hugged him and held him steady while he reached for the button.
There was a bright flash and the horse stood alone in the middle of the road. She looked around and whinnied, sensing something was strange, before trotting back down the road to the Polo family caravan.
* * *
Piper loved how warm the sun felt after the cold of the mountains. She twirled in the grass field, tilting her smiling face toward the sun, and thought she'd never been happier in her life.
Meanwhile, the professor checked and double-checked his instruments. They were all in working order, with the chronometer indicating they were now in the year 1190. He was positive the readings were correct, and the scientist in him knew there was only one way to learn what had caused the time machine to travel one hundred and fifty years in one jump.
They had to recreate the conditions of the second to last jump, to see if they could duplicate it. He excitedly called Piper while taking his pants off.
When he looked up and saw the shocked expression on her face, as he stood there completely naked from the waist down, he quickly tried to cover his stiffening cock with his hands.
Piper laughed. "Oh, now you're shy!"
"I apologize. In my excitement, I forgot myself. It's just that the only variance I could think of that could possibly explain the extraordinarily large time jump was your masturbating me! If we could just duplicate those conditions to see if -- "
Piper held her hand up to stop him. "I think you already tried that line on me the first time I met you in the lab."
The professor stammered in embarrassment. "Well, I...I don't want to make you do anything that you're uncomfortable with."
"I'm just teasing you." Piper moved his hands and caressed his cock, feeling it thicken while she stroked it. "I'm always willing to help in the name of science."
The professor nervously tried to explain why this was necessary but she stopped him again.
"Shh...you had me at 'extraordinarily large.'"
Piper kneeled in front of him and sucked on the head of his cock, smiling when she saw him watching her. She ran her tongue up and down his length and, when she thought he was ready, stretched her mouth around his thick pole and tried to get as much of his cock in her mouth as she could. Now she knew she'd never been happier in her life.
The professor lovingly combed his fingers through her hair as she sucked him off. His theory actually required her to only masturbate him again, but there was no way he was going to tell her that now. She bobbed back and forth on his stiff pole while massaging his balls; his knees were weak from the sensation. He just prayed that Piper's oral ministrations would produce the same results her earlier handjob had. But he resigned himself to the fact that, if the readings weren't the same, he could always request that -- strictly in the name of science -- she give him another handjob later.
Piper moaned as she felt his cock swelling in her mouth. She pumped him faster and was surprised when he grabbed her head and held it, groaning as he filled her mouth with cum.
When he realized what he'd done he apologized, worried that in his excitement he'd ruined the experiment. He was relieved when Piper leaned back, smiling as she showed him the load of cum in her mouth. He led her over to the time machine, and they watched each other eyes while his cum dripped off her tongue and into the reactor.
"Wow," she said," that was a lot of cum. I bet this time jump will be so big that we'll see cavemen chasing dinosaurs."
The professor started to speak, but bit his tongue. He simply pulled her tightly against him and pushed the button.
* * *
Piper cheered. "Woohoo! A new record!"
The professor was astonished as he read the chronometer. He'd never imagined such a large time jump was possible, and could only conclude it was related to their status as time travelers combined with their supposed historical significance.
"I can't believe we actually jumped three hundred and seventy five years!" He smiled and laughed as he watched her celebrating. "The chronometer is correctly indicating that we're now in the year 815 -- unbelievable!"
Piper grabbed his hands and tried to get him to dance with her. "I want to go for the record! I want to do the biggest time warp ever!"
He laughed. "What do you mean?"
"You should fuck me, professor! Fuck me and see how far back we jump!"
The smile left his face and he suddenly pulled his hands away from Piper's grasp. "You must never suggest that again," he said.
She looked at him and his face was ashen. "Why?" she whispered. "What's wrong?"
"I'm sorry, Piper, but we can never, ever do that. There can be dangerous, if not tragic, consequences if two time travelers dare get that near the point of conception. And I can't take that risk with you."
"How do you know? Did Professor Carr -- "
"Please," he interrupted, "just trust me. I know."
She nodded her head okay, and they sat together in the back of the cart, holding each other tightly and not saying a word. After an hour had passed, he let her know he was ready and leaned back as Piper's head gently bobbed up and down in his lap. And minutes later, in a flash of light, they were gone.
* * *
Piper sat up and stretched her arms to greet the sunrise. On the cart beside her, the professor was still sleeping. They'd slept the night wrapped in each other's arms beneath the ancient oaks of Roman Britain.
She carefully snuck beneath the blanket and gently pulled his pants down to free his cock. She softly sucked on it, and he moaned in his sleep as he grew longer and thicker and harder.
His eyes blinked open and he groaned when he realized her lips were wrapped around his aching shaft again.
"Whoa!" he said, pulling his cock out of her disappointed mouth. "You've sucked me off four times since yesterday, I need a break."
She kept stroking his hard cock with her hand, and smiled naughtily at him with her wet mouth. "He doesn't look like he wants to take a break."
"He doesn't, but I do. I never knew time travel could be so...draining."
"Just a short break then, but I want you back in my mouth as soon as we're finished breakfast."
"I'm serious!" the professor laughed, as Piper pretended to pout. "I hate to disappoint you, but you can't give me any more oral sex. The chronometer says that we're in the year 65 AD. We only need to go back fifteen more years, so I'm going to have to take care of things myself; your naughty little mouth is a little too good at powering the time machine.
"Mmm...I'm just trying to make up for lost time," Piper said, as she snuggled closer to him. "Back at the lab, when you came out of your office and I first saw you naked...I couldn't stop thinking about your cock, and about how much I wanted to suck it."
"So why didn't you?"
"I'm shy."
The professor rolled his eyes, and Piper's laughter echoed through the trees as he tickled her.
Soon after, the professor went into the forest to search for food while Piper found a stream and washed their clothes. She hung their robes on the yoke of the cart to dry in the sun as the professor returned with handfuls of walnuts and blackberries.
The professor used a stone to crack a walnut open for Piper, and said, "When we get to the year 50 AD, where Professor Carr disappeared, you'll have to remain with the time machine."
"Okay, do you think it will be hard to find her?"
"Possibly, we only have twenty-four hours before the time machine reverts to its point of origin. If for some reason I don't return, don't look for me, promise me you'll stay with the time machine."
Piper nodded, but wasn't sure if she could.
* * *
Piper hated being left out. When the professor had masturbated to fill the time reactor, he'd insisted she couldn't touch his cock.
She found this incredibly frustrating, so she reached under his shirt and teased his nipples while she pressed her breasts against him and whispered naughty encouragement in his ear as he jacked off. Once he was coming, she quickly grabbed his cock and pumped his cum into the container; she loved the feel of his thick shaft in her hand.
The year was now 60 AD -- only one more jump before they reached their destination, the year 50 AD. They had stayed in Roman Britain and the time machine was in the middle of a meadow near a stream. The professor had taken a rest and was now masturbating again on the back of the cart.
Piper leaned close and whispered in his ear. "Are you thinking about me? Thinking about how nicely my mouth fits around your big cock? Mmm...I want to suck you so badly. I can't wait until we get back to our own time so you can fuck me with that big stick."
The professor couldn't take any more of her naughty talk; she smiled when she saw the reaction it was having on him. He beat his prick furiously, and the head of his cock turned purple. Piper's job was to have the container ready to catch his cum, but she couldn't resist reaching under and squeezing his balls to feel how tight they were getting. He moaned at her touch, so she kept playing with them as he jacked off. When he let out a loud groan, she quickly grabbed the container and aimed his cock while he shot cum inside.
The professor fell back on the cart exhausted. "I'm glad we're nearly there. I think I'm out of fuel."
"You better not be, you said you'd save some for me!" Piper leaned over to the reactor and poured cum inside. The gauge immediately lit up and rose, until it reached the top and glowed with a pulsing light.
"Umm...is it supposed to do that?" she asked.
The professor turned around and groaned in frustration. "No...it's too strong, it must have been from you touching me."
"You said not to touch your cock; I was playing with your balls."
The professor laughed. "I'm not complaining, but I think next time you better keep your hands to yourself until I'm finished."
They cleaned out the reactor with some rags and then walked over to the stream to wash the sticky cum out of them.
"Such a waste," Piper said.
A hare loped past and startled them, and when they turned around they were shocked to see a gray-cloaked figure climbing onto the cart.
"Hey! Get away from there!" the professor shouted, as he sprinted toward him.
The stranger's face was cloaked in shadow, but as he looked back they saw a golden torc around his neck. He kneeled to look at the time machine, reaching out and cautiously touching the console, but started when a low horn blared in the distance. The mysterious figure took one last look at Piper and the professor before leaping off the cart and running across the meadow toward the trees.



"How could I be so stupid?" the professor said, as Piper caught up to him. "I can't believe I didn't hide the time machine!"
He quickly pulled the false floor in place and had her help him pull the cart toward the trees. They had nearly reached them when they saw a man come stumbling out of the woods.
A Roman centurion staggered toward them. As he neared, they could see he was bleeding from multiple wounds. Piper rushed to help him.
"Let him be!" the professor said. "We have to get out of here!"
"We can't leave him, he needs help!"
The professor reluctantly helped her lift him on the cart and they covered him with a blanket. Piper wiped his head with the wet rag from the river and he half opened his eyes as he spoke.
The professor, who could barely understand the soldier's Vulgar Latin, translated: "He's telling us to flee -- Boudicca is coming!"
As they pulled the burdened cart, the professor hurriedly told Piper about Boudicca, the ancient Briton warrior queen who had led her people, the Iceni, to a series of victories over the Romans before finally being defeated.
"At one point she even burned ancient London to the ground, and killed over 50,000 people," he said. "Whichever direction she's heading, we want to make sure we're going the opposite way."
But when they reached the edge of the woods he could see they'd already gone the wrong way. A chaotic mass of Britons armed with crude weapons swept across the plain in front of them to the south. The Roman soldier had passed out from the pain, and the professor pulled a blanket over him to hide him while the procession passed.
A roar rose in the distance and rippled through the rebel force. Piper and the professor watched as three wicker chariots pulled by ponies rode alongside the horde of Britons, who chanted Boudicca's name.
The professor climbed on top of the cart to get a better view. As he watched the chariots ride past, he was stunned when he spotted the lead rider; she was nearly ten years older and her hair was much longer than when he'd last seen her, but there was no mistaking her face.
"Oh my god," he shouted to Piper. "Boudicca is Betty Carr!"
The professor helped her up on the cart as the chariots thundered past so she could get a better view, and Piper said, "I thought you said she needed to be rescued? She looks like she's doing pretty good to me!"
The professor shouted, so that Piper could hear him over the roar of the mob. "I'm not sure what's happened, but these people seem to think she's the real Boudicca! We need to find a way to get near her, so I can talk to her!"
The professor watched the surging human mass between them and Professor Carr, trying to spot a safe path through. On the far plain, a woman in a gray dress ran out in front of the chariots and waved them down. As the chariots reined to a halt, the woman said a few words and then pointed right at Piper and the professor.
They watched as the chariots wheeled around and led a group of spear-wielding warriors in their direction.
"Umm...they don't look too friendly," Piper said. "You sure we shouldn't start heading in the other direction, like you said earlier?"
The professor glanced nervously at the mob, which had now taken notice of them, and knew they couldn't escape if they tried. Not wanting to alarm Piper, he said, "If Professor Carr, as Boudicca, is truly in charge, there shouldn't be any danger for us."
As her procession reached the far edge of the mob, Professor Carr reined her chariot to a halt while her warriors cleared a path through the crowd. Her eyes met the professor's, and as they narrowed he knew she'd recognized him.
The first of the warriors broke through the crowd and rushed toward them, and the professor moved in front of Piper to protect her. When the warriors were all through, they surrounded the cart with their weapons raised menacingly, and the woman who had pointed them out walked up to the professor and yelled at him in an unknown language.
Before he could say anything, she reached into the cart and tore the blanket away. The crowd roared and went into a frenzy when they spotted the Roman centurion lying unconscious in the back.
The professor tried to protest, but he and Piper were quickly seized and bound with ropes at their wrists. The woman in the gray dress tied them to the back of the cart, and ordered the warriors to pull it to an encampment on the far side of the plain.
Piper was terrified as the cart lurched away, nearly pulling her off her feet. The professor was trying to talk to her but she couldn't hear him over the screams of the crowd as they tried to get at her, trying to fight past the wall of warriors to tear at her hair. She barely ducked a stone thrown at her head, and as they led the cart past the woman she recognized as Professor Carr, she tried to call to her, hoping she'd remember her from when she'd cleaned her office at the university. But if she knew her she didn't show it, and her eyes burned with contempt as she watched her pass.
When they finally reached the camp, their arms felt as if they were about to be pulled from their sockets and their throats were choked with dust. Thousands of Briton warriors and their families filled the camp, and Piper and the professor were taken to a high-walled tent.
They were thrown down on the dirt floor in the otherwise unoccupied tent. Both of them were bound and four warriors were left to guard them. The smell of roasting meat drifted through the tent from outside, but when the professor asked for food and water the guards ignored him. And when he tried to whisper to Piper he got a hard kick in the ribs, letting him know to keep silent. She turned to look at him and he could see the fear in her eyes, but he tried to reassure her by mouthing, "It's going to be okay." She smiled weakly and nodded, and he knew she was putting her trust in him. Finally, after what seemed like hours, another warrior came and led them all across the encampment to a huge tent at the center.
As they were shoved inside, they looked around and saw it was much larger than the one they'd been held captive in. There was a large carpet in the center of the room and a couch covered in animal skins and pillows. Resting on the couch was Professor Carr, who was being waited on by servants while four guards flanked her.
"Elizabeth...Betty. It's me, Carl!" said the professor.
"You will address me as Boudicca," she said in perfect English. "Why have you come back, Carl?"
"Why? We're here to rescue you! To take you back to our time, Betty!"
She scoffed at him. "Do I look like I need to be rescued? My place is here. In our time, I was just a professor of history. Here I'm a goddess of victory!"
The professor shook his head. "You're not -- the real Boudicca is."
"I am the real Boudicca. Don't you understand? I'm not changing history -- I'm fulfilling it. Can't you see how similar the names sound -- Boudicca...Betty Carr? Isn't it obvious? There was no Boudicca, until I traveled through time and created her!"
The professor blinked, wondering if she could possibly be right. "But, even if that's true, if you stay...you'll just get killed by the Romans, like she did!"
Professor Carr sat up straight and her eyes gleamed with a wild fanaticism. "No. The Roman General Suetonius defeated the historical Boudicca in the Midlands; I intend to lead my armies away from there and to lead the Romans on a march of attrition across Britain. Nero will soon grow weary of our rebellion and will withdraw his troops from my lands, and I will begin my rule as Queen Boudicca!"
"You can't change history!" the professor argued. "Rome controlled Britain for nearly four more centuries. If you change that -- if you change the future -- you could jeopardize your very existence!"
Professor Carr laughed. "That's your future, not mine. I will stay here and create a new tomorrow!"
He tried to step toward her and the warriors stopped him. "But when the three of us first went back in the time machine, we agreed that none of us would interfere with the past. If I'd known that you'd do something like this, I would have never brought you!"
"You? Brought me? I'm the one who did all the work so we could travel through time. Look what happened the one time you decided to help."
She looked at Piper. "Did he tell you what happened to Deidre?"
Piper nodded. "Yes, she died."
"And did he tell you that he is the one who killed her?"
Piper glanced over at the professor, and as he met her eyes he quickly shook his head to let her know it wasn't true.
"I didn't kill Deidre," he said, "you know her death was an accident!"
Before Professor Carr could continue, he said, "Let us return then. Let Piper and I go back with the time machine, and you can stay here."
Professor Carr sneered at him. "And have you stalking me through time? Have you going back even farther to try to ruin my plans? You know I can't do that, Carl. I'm sorry to have to inform you that you're both scheduled to be executed when the sun rises."
As Piper gasped, the professor cried, "You can't kill us! You're not a murderer, Betty!"
She suddenly stood up, glaring at him. "Betty Carr is no more; I am Boudicca!" She stabbed her finger accusingly at him, and said, "You have been sentenced to death for aiding the enemy. Bring in the prisoner, Vendicina."
The woman in the gray dress, the one who'd first pointed them out on the cart, stepped forward and walked to the entrance of the tent. At her signal, two warriors brought in the captured Roman soldier and threw him down on the floor. It was obvious that he'd been badly beaten.
"He will die alongside you tomorrow, and your corpses shall be left as a warning to others who try to aid the Romans," said Professor Carr.
"Please, Betty," he begged. "You know you can't stay here...come with us. If you don't want to go back to our time, we can keep traveling together even farther into the past."
She sat back down on her intricately carved, tortoise-shell inlaid, Roman sofa. "Why? Why would I leave when I have everything I could ever desire here?"
Professor Carr merely glanced at a slave girl and she immediately rushed to pour her wine.
"These slaves," she said, as she slowly ran her fingers down a slave's muscled torso until they brushed against the outline of his cock, "fulfill my every need.
"I never had this power at the university. No student ever offered to fuck me for a better grade. Not like all those young girls who happily spread their legs to pass your class."
"That never happened!" he said angrily. "Those were...terrible rumors."
"So that wasn't Deidre -- your student -- who was jerking you off in the lab when you first got cum all over the time machine?"
"It wasn't like that," he said, with a nervous glance at Piper. "Deidre and I were in love."
"Well then you should be very happy, as you'll soon be reunited with her."
A messenger appeared at the entrance and the servant, Vendicina, relayed the message to Professor Carr.
She listened and then smiled at the professor. "The Roman general is making his move. I'm sure he wonders how I know what he's going to do before he does."
At her signal, the warriors grabbed Piper and the professor and led them back to the tent they'd come from. Night had fallen, and the glow of fires lit the encampment. And as the professor passed them, he saw the Britons surrounding the fires had painted their faces with blue woad, preparing for battle. When they finally reached the tent, they were shoved inside and the unconscious Roman soldier was tossed down on the hard dirt floor to join them. Two warriors stood inside the entrance of the tent guarding them, spears at the ready.
They hadn't been in the tent long, when the servant, Vendicina, appeared and signaled for the two guards to step outside to talk.
Knowing it might be their only opportunity to escape, Piper and the professor both fought to free themselves. She clenched her teeth as she twisted and pulled her arms and legs, struggling to get loose.
"It's no use," the professor whispered, "We're tied too tightly!"
"I can get free," she grunted. "I saw how they do this in the movies."
Before the professor could argue, he looked over and saw the Roman soldier, who had been feigning unconsciousness, had managed to free himself from his own bonds.
He was sneaking over to untie them when they heard voices approaching from outside. He quickly stepped over them, crawled under the far side of the tent, and fled.
"Motherfucker!" Piper whispered, renewing her own attempts to free herself. She struggled and struggled and had just pulled one hand free when Vendicina ducked back inside.
Piper tried to hide her free hand but it was too late, Professor Carr's servant had spotted it. She scowled at her and drew an iron dagger.
"No!" the professor cried, as he fought to free himself.
Vendicina put her knee against Piper, growled something in Celtic, and then slashed the knife down.
Piper gasped as the dagger cut through her ropes, freeing her.
Vendicina was speaking rapidly as she moved to cut the professor loose.
"I do not understand you," the professor said in Latin. "Do you speak Roman?"
"Yes," she answered, in the Vulgar Latin commonly used by the Romans.
"Thank you! But why are you freeing us?"
The woman tugged the neck of her robe down to reveal a golden torc hidden underneath. "Andrasta, goddess of victory, has sent me to overthrow the one who has usurped my name."
"Usurped your...you're the real Boudicca?!" said the professor.
"Yes," Boudicca answered. "I was with the Druids at Mona when the trees told me she was using my name to lead a revolt. I came to her as Vendicina, and have hate in my heart for her after I have seen how she treats my people -- she is worse than the Romans. She says she will free my people, but I know she will enslave them. She would have us flee, but we shall fight. I will lead my people, and drive the legions from Britain!"
"So, you're going to kill her?" the professor asked.
"I planned to, until I prayed to Andrasta for guidance and her hare led me to you."
The professor blinked in surprise. "That was you we saw by the river, climbing on our cart?"
"Yes, when I saw the golden chariot of the war goddess, I knew that you had been sent to take the usurper away!"
"We can't do that," the professor whispered, "unless we have our...golden chariot."
"It is right outside," Boudicca said. "I knew you would need it, so I had warriors loyal to me bring it here. Many in this camp are secretly sworn to me, including the guards outside this tent."
The professor grabbed Piper's hand. "The time machine is right outside!"
"Good! Let's get out of here!" she said.
"We can't, unless we take Betty with us."
Piper threw her hands up in frustration. "Are you kidding me? You heard her -- she's crazy! She'll never agree to come with us!"
"She doesn't have to agree. If we can just get her in the proximity of the time machine when we push the button, she'll automatically be pulled back through time with us."
Piper shook her head. "I don't want to travel through time with her, can't we just send her back to 2014?"
"No, the only way to do that would be to jump the time machine forward in time, but we don't have reactor fuel powerful enough for that."
"I thought you said it can't go forward in time?"
"It can't travel to the future, but it can jump ahead in time to where it first entered the time stream. That's essentially what happens if it doesn't jump in twenty-four hours; that's how I returned the last time. But we can't wait that long, we need to jump now.
"We should be able to power the reactor to jump back to the year 315 BC. Maybe once she's away from here I can talk some sense into her."
"Maybe? She wants to kill us!" Piper cried. "If we take her back at all, we have to take her back to our own time! She's too dangerous to leave anywhere else!"
"We can't! There's no material powerful enough to allow the reactor to do a reverse jump all the way back to our time."
Piper nervously chewed on her lower lip, and said, "What if you fuck me? Could that cum be powerful enough?"
The professor squeezed her shoulders and sighed. "Piper, I told you to never ask me to do that. When Betty said I killed Deidre? She was telling the truth.
"Deidre was my student, but we were in love. That's why I asked her to come back with me through time. But as we traveled Betty was the one collecting all the fuel for the time machine, and Deidre felt guilty and thought we should help. I knew time was directly linked to the point of conception, but had no way of knowing what would happen. She asked me to make love to her, with the intent of fueling the time reactor, but I went past the point of conception. I accidentally came in her...there was a look of terror on her face...and then she was gone."
"Gone?" Piper whispered.
"Vanished, as if she'd never existed. That's why we can't do it -- I won't risk losing you too, Piper. I promise you, the first thing I'm going to do when we get back to our own time is make love to you. But don't ask me to do it now."
"But we have to!" Piper said. "It's our only hope. And if she changes the future...we may never have the chance to be together."
He pulled her close, searching her eyes, and whispered, "Piper, I can't lose you too."
"You won't lose me. I know you'll be careful. But we have to power the time reactor and take her back! It's the only way to save our future...maybe everyone's future."
The professor squeezed Piper's hand as he turned to Boudicca.
"We have to perform a...fertility ritual to give the chariot power. Can you make sure no one interrupts us?"
She nodded and whispered commands to the guards outside while Piper and the professor undressed.
Piper lay on her back and the professor could sense her nervousness as he kneeled between her legs.
He leaned down and kissed her, and her lips trembled. "Don't be afraid, I promise I won't let anything happen to you."
"I know," she whispered. "I trust you."
Piper reached between his legs, while still staring into his eyes, and stroked his cock hard.
Meanwhile, Boudicca untied her russet hair and let it tumble to her waist as she began a Celtic incantation.
"She's praying for our success," the professor said, as Piper rubbed the head of his cock between her soft pussy lips.
She was tight, but wet enough that he slid easily into her, and Piper bit her lip to stifle a moan as he completely filled her. As he pulled out, she grabbed his hips and pulled him back, helping him pump in and out of her.
"Oh, fuck...that feels so good," she whispered.
"Uh huh," he said, fucking her with a steady rhythm while Boudicca swayed and chanted around them. And as the chanting increased in pace so did he, his hips slapping against Piper's thighs as she moaned loudly and begged him to fuck her faster.
Boudicca reached in a pouch and ritualistically tossed seeds around them, chanting even faster, while the professor increased the speed of his thrusts to match the tempo of her incantation.
He fucked Piper as fast and hard as he could, desperately wanting to come. And she wrapped her arms tightly around his neck to hang on as he pistoned his cock in and out of her, and cried out as an orgasm rolled through her body.
The professor could feel his balls tightening as he fucked her. He was just about to warn her that he had to pull out so he could come, when she locked her legs tightly around him and kissed him hard on the mouth.
He frantically tried to push Piper away but it was too late, and his body tensed as he filled her with cum. He saw a look of terror in her eyes as she felt his warmth flooding her, and instantly -- just like Deidre -- she vanished into nothingness. Her existence erased.



The professor reached out as if he could catch her and then fell on the floor where she'd just been, hammering his fist against the earth in frustration. "No...Piper. No!" he cried.
Boudicca grabbed his shoulder. "The sacrifice has been made -- she is with Andrasta now!"
Tears streaked his face. "No...I failed her...I told Piper I wouldn't, and I did."
Boudicca pulled him to his feet. "Don't let her sacrifice be in vain."
"You don't understand. Without her, without the ritual...I can't use the golden chariot to take the false Boudicca away."
"Andrasta will guide us!" she said. "While we still breathe, we are not beaten!"
She helped the professor to get dressed and concealed him in a cloak as she took him, led by her warriors, across the encampment.
The professor was in a fog as he stumbled through the dark. Both Piper and Deidre were dead because of him; he wished he'd never invented the time machine.
Boudicca opened a tent and guided the professor inside. The tent was dimly lit, but the professor saw two young women sitting cross-legged on skins that covered the earth floor. Boudicca spoke to the girls and they both kneeled and bowed before the professor.
"These are my daughters, they will care for you until I return," she said.
The girls offered him food and wine but the professor had no desire for either. Boudicca's daughters, both no older than twenty, shared the same wild, untamed beauty as their mother, but the professor only thought of Piper. He lay back and pictured her face, praying that he'd never forget it, while the girls cooled his head, arms and legs with damp cloths.
He was startled when Boudicca woke him up, and he asked how long he'd been asleep.
"Not long," she whispered.
As he regained his senses and his eyes adjusted to the dim light, he realized that he was now completely naked and that Boudicca's daughters, kneeling beside him, were also nude.
"Andrasta guides me," Boudicca said, as she let her robe fall so that all she was wearing was her golden torc. "The three of us will help you complete the ritual; we will lend our strength to the golden chariot."
The professor was speechless as he stared at Boudicca, the light flickering off of her full breasts and burnished red hair. He started as one of her daughters touched his erect cock, which she'd gently stroked hard as he slept.
Professor Carr had to be stopped, but the professor couldn't shake the crushing weight on his heart from what had happened to Piper. "I -- I don't know if I can do it."
"Andrasta wills it," Boudicca said, and straddled the professor. She placed her hands against his chest and lifted her ass while her daughter reached underneath and guided his cock to her opening. When she felt the head of his cock pressing against her, she lowered herself onto it.
As his thick shaft parted her swollen pussy lips and stretched her wide, she shuddered from a jolt of pleasure, and moaned to one of her daughters, "Let the ritual begin."
The professor was halfway inside Boudicca and her daughter was just letting go of his stiff pole when they heard cries of alarm from outside. Boudicca hesitated a second, and then reluctantly lifted herself until his cock slipped out.
"I must go and see what's wrong," she said, and pulled her robe back on. "My daughters will complete the ritual."
They both rushed to straddle him but the younger one won. She smiled down at the professor and then lifted her tiny ass triumphantly, so her sister could guide his cock inside her.
Her older sister, disappointed at being left out again, stroked his shaft and teased her younger sister by brushing his cock head back and forth across the tiny folds of her tender pussy. Her little sister kept trying to push herself down on the professor's prick each time it touched her, but kept missing.
In frustration, she pulled her sister's hand away and reached between her legs to grab his cock and aimed it at her tiny opening. She smiled victoriously at the professor, but her smile disappeared as she lowered herself onto his throbbing cock, groaning as he stretched her painfully wide. She was so tight that all she'd got in was two inches when her mother burst back into the tent.
"They've caught the Roman centurion that escaped," she cried, as her daughters jumped up and grabbed their clothes. "And they know that you and the girl are gone too. We need to get you out of here before you're discovered!"
"No!" The professor jumped up and stopped the youngest daughter from dressing, squeezing her firm ass as he pulled her lithe body against his. "We need to complete the ritual, we need to power the time machine!"
Boudicca was puzzled by the professor's strange words. "What is this tyma sheen?"
Before he could answer, there was a cry of warning from outside the tent and a clash of steel.
The professor let the girl go as she and her sister ran to the far side of the tent. Boudicca rushed outside and he pulled on his pants and followed.
"There you are!" Professor Carr screamed, as warriors loyal to her battled Boudicca's followers in front of the tent. "I thought you might be near this."
The professor realized she was standing on top of the cart. As he watched, she crouched down and slid back the false floor. The crowd fell back in superstitious fear as the controls on the golden panel glowed in the dark night.
"I'll never go back!" Professor Carr cried, as she raised a spear above her head. "And neither will you!"
The professor didn't even have a chance to cry out before she drove the spear down. Sparks and shards burst out from the time machine in an explosion of light and the twisted metal screamed as she plunged the spear through the reactor and splintered the bottom of the wooden cart.
And the crowd circling the wagon watched uneasily as Professor Carr threw her head back and laughed maniacally in triumph.
"Has she destroyed it?" Boudicca asked. "Has she destroyed Andrasta's chariot?!"
The professor watched as the time machine's console faded and went dark, and he knew he was trapped in time forever. "Yes, it's ruined."
Boudicca let out a Celtic war cry and raised her sword as she tore her robe down, baring her breasts for battle. In answer to her cry, both of her daughters, also bare breasted and armed with short spears, emerged from the tent and flanked her. Warriors loyal to the true Boudicca drew their own arms and surged toward Professor Carr, while her devoted followers tried to force them back.
The professor saw a sword from a fallen warrior lying near and picked it up, testing its weight as he watched Professor Carr panicking on the cart.
She screamed at the crowd, trying to convince them that she was the true Queen of the Iceni, and not Boudicca. But a murmur had rippled through the Britons when Boudicca's daughters had appeared; they knew she was the true queen. The warriors trying to protect Professor Carr, still refusing to believe they'd been deceived, were forced into a tighter and tighter defensive circle as they fell.
Knowing that she'd lost the crowd and her vision of glory, she cried out to the professor, "Carl, save me! Tell them we'll leave!"
The professor clenched the sword tightly, wanting to make her pay for Piper and Deidre. But, in his heart, he knew only he was to blame, and refused to be responsible for any more deaths.
He dropped the sword and tried to get to Boudicca and her daughters, who were moving like Furies as they hacked and slashed at the warriors protecting the usurper.
"Don't!" he cried. "Don't kill her!"
Boudicca looked back at him in triumph; he could see her eyes were filled with a wild bloodlust as she cried: "Andrasta! Warrior goddess and goddess of victory! I am Boudicca -- true queen of the Iceni! Hear my cry! We have paid your price! We have made the sacrifice! Destroy the usurper!"
Suddenly, as if in answer to her call, the ground rumbled beneath their feet. No one knew what was happening, including the professor, and then there was a blinding flash.
The professor squeezed his eyes shut and threw his arm up to shield them from the glare, and when he cautiously opened them he saw they were standing in a circle of light. As his eyes adjusted to the brightness, he saw two cloaked figures floating at the center. He looked around and saw that everyone, except for Professor Carr and himself, was frozen like statues.
"No! Don't let them take me!" Betty cried, and struggled to pull the spear free from the heart of the lifeless time machine.
He stepped toward the celestial beings. Was one of them Andrasta?
The two entities pushed back their silvery-white hoods. The first was a middle-aged man -- about ten years older than the professor -- with dark, curly hair. The second was an old woman with a lined face and silver-hair. She drifted toward the professor, her feet floating two feet above the ground, and when she saw his face clearer she gave him a warm smile.
He knew her instantly, and his eyes filled with long overdue tears. "Deidre!"
She held the professor's head in her hands and wiped his tears away. "I've searched for so long, Carl. I'm so happy to have finally found you."
Professor Carr let go of the spear and stumbled off the cart toward them, but the man glided forward and stopped her by calmly taking her hand.
The professor felt the lines on her face and searched Deidre's eyes. When he'd last seen her, barely a week ago, she had been twenty-three years old. "What happened to you?" he whispered. "Where have you been?"
"In the far future. We come from the year 2253. When you and I crossed the point of conception, an anomaly was born in the time stream and I was drawn through it."
Tears welled in his eyes. "Deidre, I'm sorry I failed you...I'm sorry I couldn't save you!"
She stroked his cheek and gave him a reassuring smile. "But you did save me, Carl. I went back with you to the past seeking something I could never seem to find in my own time. And when I ended up in the future, I was more frightened and lost and alone than ever. But then they found me and took me to a sanctuary. And when the holodoc examined me, and told me I was pregnant, I knew I'd found the happiness I'd been seeking."
The professor blinked away his tears. "Pregnant?"
She smiled warmly and said, "Carl, this is our son, Noah."
The professor was speechless as he turned to stare at the dark-haired man, who was still holding Professor Carr's hand.
Noah had the same warm smile and the same eyes as his mother. "Hello again, Father."
"There isn't much time, Carl," Deidre said. "Noah is a time traveler like yourself, but I am not. The anomaly corrupted my point of origin; I cannot remain in the past long and will return to the future soon. We've come here to rescue you and Professor Carr, and to return you to your own time."
"Not yet, Deidre. Please, I want to talk to you, and to Noah," he said.
"You will talk to Noah. You have met him before and you will meet him again. But this is the last time we will ever see each other. He brought me back here because I wanted to look upon you one last time, and because I wanted to let you know I have always loved you and always will. Remember me as I was."
"But you can't go yet," the professor sobbed. "I didn't just fail you, I failed Piper too. You have to take me with you...you have to help me find her!"
Deidre glanced at Noah and saw the look of alarm in his eyes.
"Piper?" Deidre whispered. "Piper Gates? You've already met her?"
"Yes, but Gates is my last name, not hers..."
Noah spoke up. "Father, Piper Gates will be indirectly responsible for the death of millions in the future."
Deidre continued before the professor could protest.
"In the future, Carl Gates will be remembered as the first and greatest of the time scientists. But your invention will be both a blessing and a curse. Countries will go to war for the secrets of time; and they will use them to destroy each other. Millions of lives will be wiped out of existence by the time the wars are over, and time machines will be banned. But it won't matter, through genetic engineering the time nuclei will unintentionally be eliminated from human DNA. Noah, as he shares our DNA, is the last of the time travelers -- there will be no more after him.
"Piper Gates will be your wife, and after your death she will use her authority to allow the time machines to be weaponized -- starting the Time Wars. Millions will die, Carl, if you save Piper."
The professor squeezed her hands tightly, and pleaded for them to understand. "No, I know Piper, you don't. She couldn't...she wouldn't do that! I know from your perspective it's history. But my history -- our history -- is still unwritten. We can make our own future! We can work together to make sure the wars of your time never happen, at least, in our future."
Deidre looked at Noah and then back at the professor. "I'm sorry, Carl. We can't take that chance."
* * *
In a flash of light, the professor and Betty were back in the testing chamber in his lab. Noah and Deidre were gone. Before he could stop her, Professor Carr stumbled to her feet and ran off down the dimly lit hallway.
He clutched his head in disbelief, he'd achieved his goal and saved Betty, but now both of the women he loved were gone forever.
He looked around the testing chamber and realized with a start there was a cart behind him. He stood up and pulled back the false floor, the time machine was intact!
He was examining the controls, wondering how the machine had survived and returned, when there was a warm glow behind him. He turned and saw Noah holding Piper in his arms; she was unconscious and wrapped in his cloak.
"I have done as you wished, Father. I have found her and brought her back to you."
The professor took Piper from his arms and held her tightly. "Thank you, Noah...I mean, Son. But what your mother said...is it true? Will millions die because of this...because of Piper?"
"As you said, Father, the future is still unwritten. We move forward through time with free will; nothing is predestined. But every choice we make writes our history, whether it be good or bad. It is up to you to enlighten her so she will make the right choice when the time comes."
Tears of relief rolled down the professor's cheeks. "Thank you, Noah. Thank you for saving her."
"I have not, I have only brought her back -- only you can save her. The anomaly sent her to 2243 and corrupted her point of origin. But you can still reset it to this time if you cross the point of conception again before her current self enters the time stream. Otherwise, she will be lost in time forever."
"Before her current self?" The professor hurried to the lab window and saw Piper standing in front of himself at the end of the hallway as he put on his lab coat, and behind them he could see the escort and the three drunken students getting dressed in his office.
"You must both cross the point of conception soon. Farewell and good luck Father, I will see you in time."
The professor closed his eyes as Noah vanished in a flash of light.
He gently shook Piper, and as she regained consciousness and saw him she crushed herself against him in a hug.
"Oh my god," she cried. "I thought you were gone forever."
The professor heard footsteps coming toward the lab and quickly pulled Piper into the instrument storage closet with him.
"What is it," she whispered. "What's wrong?"
He gestured out the closet's small window and saw the look of amazement on her face when she saw herself entering the testing chamber.
"We've come back to before we actually left in the time machine," he whispered. "But we need to cross the point of conception before they leave, or you'll be trapped in the future forever!"
"Then do it," Piper whispered, as she quickly pulled her robe off.
The professor pushed his pants down and was desperately pulling on his cock, racing to get it hard.
Piper could see the panic in his eyes, the fear of failure. "Relax," she whispered. "Calm down and try to breathe normally." She removed his hand and stroked his cock while massaging his balls.
Peeking out the window, he could see himself in the lab, unscrewing the lid on the time reactor.
Piper put her hand on his chest and could feel his heart thumping; turning his face from the window, she kissed him softly on his lips. "Only think of me," she whispered, "not them. Just relax and we'll be fine." She squatted in the cramped closet and wrapped her lips around his half-hard cock.
As he watched her bobbing back and forth, stroking him quickly, he closed his eyes and tried to shut everything else out and to think of Piper, only of Piper. He let out a soft moan as he felt his cock stiffening in her warm mouth.
Piper also felt it, and eagerly flicked her tongue against the tip of his cock a few times before sucking him even faster.
The professor glanced out the closet window and saw Piper handing her phone to himself in the other room. He knew there wasn't much time.
He pulled her to her feet, lifted her leg for better access, and lined his stiff cock up with her opening. Their eyes met, and Piper nodded and whispered, "Fuck me."
The professor leaned against her, feeling her breasts crushed against his chest as he drove his thick cock inside her. Piper stifled a moan as he buried it to the hilt, and had to bury her face in his shoulder so she wouldn't cry out in pleasure as he fucked her hard.
But he kept looking back over his shoulder at the window, wondering how much time they had left before it was too late. And as he worried, his cock started to soften.
"No no no," Piper desperately whispered in his ear, "focus on me, Carl. Focus on me. You promised to fuck me with your big cock as soon as we got back, and I need you to keep that promise now."
He nodded, squeezing her soft ass as he drove himself up into her.
"Oh your cock is so fucking huge," she whispered, "and it feels so fucking good. When we were in Rome...and Caravaggio asked if you wanted to switch...I was hoping you'd say yes, and fill me with your big pole. And when I finally felt how perfectly it fit in my hand...and in my mouth...and you let me suck it over and over...you don't know how badly I wanted it inside of my pussy...it felt so good when you fucked me, baby...fuck me again."
The professor had his eyes closed, envisioning everything she was telling him as he stroked his stiffening cock in and out of her tight hole.
She was surprised when he suddenly pulled out and had her turn around, and she gasped as he pressed her against the wall, slamming his cock into her from behind.
His frenzied fucking was pushing her toward the edge, and she stifled moan after moan as he held her throat with one hand while he wrapped his hand around her waist and impaled her on his thick cock.
The professor glanced out the window and his eyes went wide with fear when he saw he was reaching out to pull Piper towards him.
"Come in me...come in me now," Piper begged.
And he did. He filled her with cum and she moaned out loud a split second before the time machine disappeared with a bright flash in the chamber beyond.
Piper collapsed back against him, covered in a thin sheen of sweat and trying to catch her breath. "Did it work?" she panted.
"Oh, it worked," he said, holding onto her tightly as he smoothed her damp hair back and kissed her cheek.
"What now?" she asked.
"We go in my office, pull out the hide-a-bed and get some well-deserved rest," he said. "And the first thing we're going to do when we wake up is go online; there's a famous painting by Caravaggio you're going to want to see."
"Why?" Piper said.
"Because you're in it."
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Joe hefted the metal cylinder and, for the first time in a long time, smiled. He knew the cylinder's contents were worth their weight in gold. Of course, a chemical analysis would still have to be done, but his instinct and experience told him he'd found what he'd been hunting for.
He opened his backpack, carefully placed the cylinder inside with the rest of his gear, and zipped it shut. As he slung it over his shoulders, he looked up at the gray, overcast sky and knew there were only a couple of hours of daylight left. He had to get out of the forest. Had to find a place where he could get a cell phone signal.
Joe knew that if he didn't get word of his discovery to his employer by tomorrow's noon deadline, the cylinder's precious contents wouldn't be worth their weight in mud.
A sound came from the brush on the game trail behind him, and he silently kneeled and wrapped his hand around his rifle. Still on one knee, he leveled the barrel as a figure emerged from the path.
A young woman, her dark hair in pigtails, limped toward him. Her eyes went wide with alarm when she saw the weapon aimed at her.
Joe blinked in surprise as he quickly lowered the gun. "God damnit, I thought you were a bear! What the hell are you doing way out here?"
She put her hand to her chest, trying to calm her pounding heart. "I'm hiking. You scared the shit out of me!"
Joe's eyes narrowed in suspicion. The girl had on hiking boots and a small backpack, but otherwise was only wearing a small pair of khaki shorts and a tight, baby blue t-shirt; far too little gear for her to be wandering, completely alone, this deep into the wilderness.
"Who are you with?" he said.
She took a sip from her water bottle, and said, "Me? No one, I'm hiking alone. I came in by the -- "
"No, I mean who are you with. What organization?"
"Huh?"
"You expect me to believe you just happened to stumble upon me in the middle of nowhere?" he said, and strode toward her.
She took a step backward, trying to balance on her good ankle. "Look, I think I'm lost. If you can just show me -- "
Joe reached out and grabbed her backpack strap, yanking it off her shoulder.
"Hey! What the fuck are you doing?" she said.
"Let's find out who you really are," he said, turning away to shield the backpack as she tried to grab it back.
He held out his elbows to fend her off as he tore open her pack, digging for her identification. And then he saw it, a metal cylinder just like the one in his own backpack.
"Well, well," he said, "funny thing to take hiking."
"Leave that alone!" she cried, punching his back as she desperately tried to grab the cylinder.
He unscrewed the cap, and when he looked inside his face went pale. The contents weren't what he'd been expecting, but he immediately recognized them.
"Give that back," she cried, as she pulled it free from his hands, "that's my father!"
"I'm -- I'm so sorry," he said, as he watched her carefully screwing the cap back into place, making sure not to spill any of the ashes.
"Are you fucking crazy?" she said, tears streaming down her face as she carefully put the cylinder back into her backpack.
Joe wondered if he was. He'd only been back on the job for a month and he could already feel the old paranoia returning. "No, like I said...I'm sorry. The work I'm doing out here...it's very sensitive, and there are people who -- "
"I don't give a fuck what you're doing out here," she said. "Just show me what direction I take to get out of here."
"Get out?"
"Yeah...get out. That's what I was trying to ask you before you fucking attacked me. I'm lost...I hurt my fucking ankle...I just want to get out of here."
Joe went to help her put her backpack back on but she twisted away from him.
"Hey, it's cool," he said, holding his hands up to show he meant no harm. "I shouldn't have grabbed your pack like that...I've just been under a lot of pressure. I'm actually heading out now too, so if you want I can take you out with me. I'm Joe, by the way."
She hesitated, and then reluctantly nodded as she wiped the tears from her cheeks. "Okay...I'm Kailey."
"This way, Kailey," he said, and headed down the game trail.
He hadn't gone more than fifty feet when he looked back and saw her limping, trying to catch up to him. He walked back and said, "Put your arm around my shoulder, I can help support you while we walk."
She shook her head as she took a step back from him. "I'm okay. I'll keep up."
Joe knew the look in her eyes. She had the same fierce determination his daughter had. He knew she'd rather crawl back than admit she needed his help. He stepped off the path and found a large, fallen bough. He stepped on it to break off a four-foot length, and then stripped off the smaller branches. He leaned on it to test its strength, and when it didn't give he handed it to her.
"Thanks," Kailey said, and continued down the path using the walking stick for support.
They walked through the forest in silence until Joe finally broke it. "Is that why you're out here? To spread your father's ashes?"
She glanced up at him, wincing in pain as she stepped over a large root, and he could see the bitterness in her eyes. He knew she was still angry over what had happened earlier, but she finally answered him.
"He said he wanted his ashes to be spread somewhere that made me think of him. And I remembered how he used to bring me here camping when I was little. But I got lost, and I didn't want to leave him somewhere that I'd never be able to find again."
Joe nodded in understanding. "Once we're back at the road I can drive you to your car. There are some clearings I saw on the way up that might be a nice place to spread the ashes. I can show you them if you want?"
Kailey agreed, and looked up when a tiny raindrop struck her cheek.
More raindrops struck the soft forest floor around them, and Joe stopped to pull out his rain gear.
As he pulled it on, he saw Kailey just watching him, hugging herself to keep warm in her shorts and t-shirt. "Didn't you bring any rain gear?"
She shook her head no.
"You really shouldn't go hiking without being prepared for rain."
She gave him a patronizing smile, and said, "Thanks. I'll remember that for next time."
Joe looked up at the dark sky and knew it was going to be a wet one. He took his Gore-Tex jacket off and tried to hand it to her. "Here take mine."
She shook her head no.
"Please, take it. You'll get soaked without it."
The rain was coming down harder, and she squinted as the drops hit her face. But she still shook her head no, and said, "I don't want your jacket. I just want to get out of here."
Joe sighed as he put it back on and headed down the path. The forest was growing darker and the rain had become a downpour. He continually had to stop as he waited for her to catch up, soaked and limping behind him.
After an hour he checked his watch; they'd only gone half as far as he'd hoped. At this rate they'd never make it out of the woods by nightfall.
He shifted his backpack, feeling the weight of the cylinder inside, and checked his cell phone -- still no signal.
He'd hoped to make his report tonight, hoped to confirm his findings. But he knew if he was up early enough he'd still have time to make it out to his truck by mid-morning. The deadline wasn't until noon.
"What's wrong?" she said, when he stopped in front of her.
"We're going to have to look for a place to camp tonight. With the speed you're going we won't be out before it's dark," he said.
"Camp? How are we supposed to camp?"
"I've got a small one-man tent and sleeping bag. You'll have to share them with me."
She laughed out loud. "There's no fucking way that's happening."
"Listen, I'm trying to help you," he said. "There's no way we'll be out before dark and we can't keep moving once night falls."
He had to shout so she could hear him over the rain, which had turned into a torrent. She was completely drenched and was shivering. Biting her lower lip as she tried to decide, she said, "What about the cabin?"
Joe wasn't sure he'd heard her correctly over the pounding rain. "What did you say?"
"When I was trying to find my way out I came across a cabin. Maybe we could spend the night there?"
"A cabin? Why didn't you go there for help in the first place?"
"It didn't look like anyone was there, and if someone was there...I didn't feel comfortable knocking on their door when I was all by myself. I figured if I kept going I might find a place where I could get reception on my cell phone and call for help."
"No cell phone reception out here," he said. "Can you find your way back to the cabin?"
"I think so." She limped past him and said, "Follow me."
* * *
Night was just falling when they finally reached the cabin, silhouetted in a clearing. The windows were dark and they hurried beneath the overhang to get out of the never-ending rain.
There was a note on the door and Joe pulled a small flashlight from his pocket to read it.
"What's it say?" she asked, as she tried to stop her teeth from chattering.
"It's from the owner. He says we're welcome to use the cabin, but to please leave it the way we found it."
She nodded in understanding as Joe pushed open the unlocked door.
He swept his flashlight around the single room and saw it was unoccupied. The only furnishings were a table, two chairs and a small bed.
There was a lantern on the table and Joe quickly pumped the handle, turned the fuel valve and lit it with his lighter. As the mantle caught with a white-hot flame, light flooded the small cabin.
Joe adjusted the brightness and moved to the wood-burning stove. There was firewood, kindling and old newspapers stacked nearby and he soon had a fire going.
As he closed the cast iron door, he looked back and saw Kailey still standing, soaked and shivering, by the door. Her dark pigtails were dripping.
"You've got to get out of those wet clothes," Joe said.
She shook her head. "I don't have any dry ones, I'll just sit by the fire."
Joe reached in his backpack, careful not to disturb the cylinder, and pulled out his extra pair of thermal underwear and a dry fleece shirt. "Put these on," he said.
She shook her head again. "I'm fine."
He stepped toward her and held out the clothes. "You're not fine. You're freezing and you need to get warm. Put these on."
Before she could say another word he shoved the clothes into her arms and turned his back.
Joe had meant to give her some privacy, but as he looked up he realized he could see her reflection in the cabin's small window. Before he could say anything, she'd already pulled her wet t-shirt off.
He tried to look away. He was twice as old as Kailey and had a daughter about the same age, but he couldn't help watching as she unhooked her bra and slid it off, revealing her small, pert breasts.
He felt his cock stiffening as he watched her bend over, pushing her shorts and panties down. His eyes were drifting along the curve of her perfectly shaped ass when she suddenly glanced over to see if he was looking.
Joe quickly averted his eyes, staring at the bed and hoping she hadn't noticed him watching her reflection.
If she had noticed, she didn't say anything. And a few seconds later she told him he could turn around.
Joe was a foot taller and a hundred pounds heavier than Kailey's five-foot nothing, buck-ten frame, and his oversized clothes dwarfed her.
He fought back a smile and tried not to laugh as she posed for him with a smirk on her face. His long underwear hung baggily on her tiny frame and the legs were so long that they stretched over her bare feet like slippers. The sleeves on his fleece shirt dangled from the ends of her arms and he stepped forward and rolled them back until her slender hands peeked out.
"Is that better?" he said.
She nodded as she pulled up the oversized long johns, trying to keep them from sliding down, and said, "Thanks."
He turned to pick up her wet clothes but hesitated when he saw her soaked bra and panties.
Sensing his embarrassment, she scooped them up and hung them off the bedposts to dry, and then laid out her shirt and shorts on the floor in front of the wood stove.
Joe didn't know why he was so embarrassed at seeing her panties. He regularly did his daughter's laundry and folded and put away her underwear all of the time.
He checked the shelves and found cooking utensils but no food. He filled a pot with water and set it on top of the wood stove to boil.
Fifteen minutes later he handed Kailey, who had her feet tucked underneath her as she kept warm on a chair in front of the wood stove, a steaming mug with a spoon in it.
"What's this?" she asked, taking a quick sniff.
"Instant chicken noodle soup," Joe said.
Kailey made a face. "Umm, I'm a vegetarian."
"Well, I'd be surprised if there's any meat in there. I think it's just bouillon. And it's all I had left in my pack -- it's either that or plain crackers."
She sniffed the soup again and took a small sip, and then a bigger sip.
"Good?" Joe asked.
Kailey glanced up and nodded yes, but as she went to take a third sip she spotted a white chunk floating on top and picked it out with her fingers and wiped it in disgust on the edge of the table. "Was that chicken?" she asked.
Joe answered, "They say it is, but I'm honestly not that sure."
She held the cup, enjoying the warmth in her hands. "Anyway, this is nice...thanks."
"Not a problem," he said, and sat in the other chair, sipping his soup while he watched the flames through the wood stove's grate. He glanced over at Kailey and noticed her necklace had a small frog for a charm.
"You like frogs?" he asked.
"Huh? I don't know, why? Is that what you're cooking next?"
He laughed. "No, I just noticed your necklace."
"Oh!" she said, blushing with embarrassment as she lifted the pendant to look at it. "Yeah, I guess, but that's not why I have this. My friend gave it to me. It's from an environmental thing called 'How to Boil a Frog'."
Joe's eyes narrowed. "You an environmentalist?"
"Me? No, not at all. I mean, I want to help the environment and stuff, of course, but I don't do all the things my friend does. He belongs to all these different groups...you know, save the planet, save the whales...that sort of stuff."
"He's your boyfriend?"
Kailey smiled and shook her head no. "We're just friends, he gave me the frog so I'd remember to recycle."
"What does recycling have to do with a frog? Is that like Woodsy Owl? You know, 'Give a hoot -- don't pollute'?"
Kailey laughed. "I have no idea what you're talking about, but the frog isn't just about recycling, it symbolizes what we're doing to Earth. We've got too many people using up too little planet, much too fast. 'How to boil a frog', is a metaphor for what we're doing to our planet, and to ourselves.
"It's like, if you want to cook a frog you don't put it in boiling water, it'll just hop out. You put it in cold water and then turn on the heat. The frog doesn't realize that the water is getting hotter until it's too late. And we're the same, with what we're doing to our planet, we won't realize the danger we're in until it's too late."
Joe smiled. "You remind me of my daughter. She's always telling me the same stuff. But I think we're getting better, you know, with recycling and stuff. I think our planet's going to be okay."
"Oh I know it will, it's not the planet that I worry about, it's us. Earth is still going to be around long after we're gone, just like in that movie Wall-E. It's humanity that's in trouble, not the planet."
Joe arched an eyebrow. "I thought you said you weren't an environmentalist. Anyway, I don't think it's quite as serious as you're making it sound, or that you need to be that worried. I'm a lot older than you, but I'm sure we'll both be long gone before anything like that ever happens."
"Probably, but I still think we should start taking steps now to try to stop it. I don't think it's fair for us to leave a mess for future generations to clean up," she said.
"I agree," he said, "but it isn't like your generation is the first to try. My parents were both hippies and they were fighting to save the planet way back before either of us were even born."
"Oh, that's so cool," Kailey said, and looked wistfully at her backpack. "My dad was kind of a hippie too."
Joe leaned over and grabbed her pack. Before Kailey could object, he reached in and pulled out the canister containing her father's ashes.
She jumped to her feet. "What are you doing with -- "
But then she stopped, and watched as Joe reverently placed the canister on a shelf above and behind the wood stove. "I thought your father might like to enjoy our shelter too," he said.
Kailey's eyes welled with tears, and she smiled. "He'd like that. He'd really like that."
Joe sat back down as she wiped a tear away with her sleeve, and leaned over and reached for her sore ankle. "Let's take a look," he said.
She quickly jerked her foot out of his reach and hugged her legs against her. "I'm fine."
"Oh, sure, I was only..." Joe shut up. He could only imagine what was going through her mind, trapped alone in this cabin with a man twice her age that she barely knew.
He stood up and moved his chair a few inches farther away from hers. "Are you done with your soup?"
She nodded and handed him her empty mug.
After he put the dishes on the counter he sat back down and they were both silent as they watched the flames leap and listened to the firewood crackle inside the cast iron stove.
Joe watched as Kailey undid her pigtails, leaned over and combed her fingers through her silken black hair, which shone like obsidian. She saw him watching, and sat up and swept her long hair back over her shoulders. As he opened the grate to put some more wood on the fire, she said, "Thanks."
Joe glanced up at her and for the first time noticed the color of her eyes, a beautiful shade of jade. "For what?" he said.
"For, like, everything. The clothes, the soup...rescuing me." She listened to the rain drumming down on the cabin roof, and said, "I can't imagine where I'd be right now if I hadn't been lucky enough to find you out there."
"Glad to help," Joe said. "And I'm sorry again for the way I grabbed your backpack."
"Yeah, you did kind of freak me out a bit," she said.
"It's just with the job I do...you get kind of paranoid," he said.
"Your job? I thought you were out here hunting?"
"I'm hunting, but not for animals. The rifle's just for protection; I'm a geologist."
"So what are you hunting for, rocks?"
"Not rocks, coal."
Kailey blinked in surprise. "Coal?"
Joe nodded. "For a mine. There's a ridge near here and, if the samples I found today show what I think they're going to show, we'll be mining coal from it."
Her jaw dropped. "A mine? They're going to buy these woods and tear them up?"
"They don't have to buy them; they already own them. The company I work for has controlled the mineral rights for a while, but every geologist they've sent into this area has had their samples come back negative. The mineral rights expire at noon tomorrow and the company isn't sure if they should renew them or not. That's why they hired me. I've got a reputation for finding coal where others can't."
"And did you?" Kailey whispered. "Did you find coal?"
Joe nodded. "A huge seam. I don't know how no one else spotted it before."
Kailey tucked her feet underneath her and crossed her arms. "But...coal, why do we need coal? Can't people just use electricity?"
Joe smiled. "Where do you think the electricity comes from?"



"Umm...dams?"
"Well, in some places it does, but nearly half our power comes from coal."
"But my friend, he was telling me how dirty coal was, and what it's doing to our environment."
"Unfortunately, it's a necessary evil. Big cities need big power, and coal is cheap and plentiful."
"But why do we need so much energy?" Kailey asked.
Joe smiled and pointed his finger right at her. "When I was a kid there were six people in my house and we shared one TV and one phone. Now, every person in every home has their own TV, their own phone, their own computer, iPods, Xboxes, Playstations, DVD players...you name it!"
"Well, I don't need that stuff," she said.
"You don't, but everybody else does. On the list of wants for most people your age, wanting to save our planet is right at the bottom."
She slumped forward with her head in her hands. "I know...I just wish there was a better way. Coal causes so much pollution."
"Yep, but it's the cheapest. And money's all that matters to most people."
"And what happens when the coal runs out?"
"I guess we'll have to find other alternatives for power."
"Then why aren't they doing it now?" Kailey said with a shrug. "If we know we're going to have to find alternatives anyway, why destroy our planet first -- let's find them sooner rather than later."
"Well, I'm sure they're looking, but in the meantime we need coal," he said.
"But coal...that's exactly what my friend warned me about. I didn't even realize he was talking about here, I thought he was talking in, like, third-world countries. He was saying how coal is causing catastrophic climate change, and then there's all the pollution and health problems it causes...like cancer."
As soon as she said the word a silence fell over the room. The wood popped in the fire as the rain fell outside, and Joe twisted his wedding ring as Kailey looked up at the canister on the shelf.
"That's what killed my dad...cancer," she said.
Joe crossed his arms, and said, "I'm sorry, but I doubt coal had anything to do with that."
"No, but I'll do whatever it takes to make sure that no one else has to go through what we went through."
"Kailey, I know what you and your dad went through -- "
"Do you?" she said. "If you did, I don't think you could do the job you do."
"Hey, don't start blaming me. It doesn't matter what either of us do -- it won't make a difference."
Kailey blinked at him in disbelief. "So we just give up? We just sit by and watch the human race die?"
"We're not going to die from coal."
"Not just coal, but it's part of it. Global warming, overpopulation, pollution, corporations...can't you see it? We're the frog, and the planet's about to boil and we don't even realize it.
"You've got a daughter, don't you want to save the planet for her?"
"Why do you keep asking me if I want to save the planet? I'm just one man -- nothing I do is going to make any impact."
"But it would," she said.
"How?"
She reached over and grabbed his hand, squeezing it. "You could start with these woods -- don't tell them about the coal, don't let them build a mine here."
Joe pulled his hand away. "Kailey, it's only one mine, and once the coal is gone the miners will be gone."
"When, in a hundred years? You know what they'll do, you know the damage and destruction that strip mining will do to these woods, slicing them open and bleeding them for coal. It's going to pollute the ground water, it's going to destroy the salmon streams and ruin the entire habitat for the wildlife when they cut down the trees.
"I mean, look around us. Look at this cabin, and the woods around it. It's so beautiful, so peaceful. But if you take those samples back, you'll be signing the forest's death warrant."
Joe sighed. "Kailey, this forest is beautiful, but there are others. The people I work with need to feed their families; they need these jobs and are counting on me to find more work for them. And I need the job too, I have a daughter to think of."
Kailey laughed bitterly. "You think this is good for your daughter? You think what you're doing is helping her future? Well it isn't -- it's destroying it! If you really loved her you'd -- "
Joe suddenly jumped up and his chair fell backward, slamming against the wooden floor.
"Don't ever say I don't love my daughter! You think I'm not worried about what the future has in store for her? Or for her children? That's why I'm doing this -- for her! I quit this business a year ago because I was sick of all the bullshit that goes on with the environmentalists, all the shit you're talking about. But I came back because I need the money to make sure she gets the education she needs.
"And you know why I'm doing that? Because I made a promise! You think you're the only person who has lost someone?" He tore open his shirt and Kailey shrank back as he thrust his hand close to her face, holding the gold ring on his necklace between his thumb and forefinger.
"This is my wife's wedding ring. And you know why I'm wearing it? Because she's dead. Cancer -- just like your dad. But before she died, I made her a promise. I promised her I'd take care of our daughter, and that's what I plan on doing!
"Paying for my wife's care ate up every cent of our life savings, including the money we'd saved for our daughter's education. And knowing that...knowing that damned disease wasn't just going to take her life, but had taken her daughter's future too...that tore my wife apart. So I promised her, swore to her that I'd get the money back. And tomorrow morning I'm going to keep my promise. I'm marching out of these woods and phoning in my report. And the bonus I get is going to make sure my daughter gets the education she deserves, the one her mother always wanted her to have. I'm sorry I can't help you save the world, but I need to take care of my family first!"
Kailey watched him in stunned silence as he picked the chair up and slowly breathed in through his nose and out through his mouth as he tried to calm down.
"I'll be leaving at first light. I'm going to sleep now," he said.
He crawled into his sleeping bag on the floor and turned so that he was facing the bed, with his back toward Kailey. She quietly got up and turned off the lantern. The only light in the cabin was the soft glow from the embers in the wood stove.
Joe heard the bed creak as she stepped over him and crawled beneath the blankets, and he rolled over onto his back, feeling the weight of his wife's wedding ring on his chest and the weight of a tear rolling down his cheek.
He wasn't sure how long he'd lain there when he heard Kailey's voice whisper, "Are you asleep?"
He looked up and saw the silhouette of her head looking down at him. He waited a moment before whispering, "No."
She reached down and felt for his hand. When she found it she squeezed it. "I'm sorry for what I said. I never should have said you didn't love your daughter. And I'm sorry about your wife."
Joe nodded and wiped away a tear with his other hand. "Thanks," he whispered, and squeezed her hand back. But when he went to let it go she held on.
"Come sleep in the bed," she whispered.
"I'm okay down here," he said.
"It's cold on the floor. You'll be warmer in the bed."
"I'm fine, my sleeping bag is -- "
"Joe, get in the bed."
He lay there for a few moments, thinking, and then he finally stood up and she lifted the blanket and slid over to make room. The bed was small, barely a twin.
As he climbed in and pulled the blanket over him, she turned her back to him and he could feel her bum against his hip.
He laid on his back beside her, this girl half his age, listening to the rain drumming off the roof. The embers in the wood stove were burning low and the cabin was nearly dark.
She shifted beside him, trying to get comfortable on the small bed, and he shifted toward the edge to make more room for her. But she reached over with her hand and put it on his leg to let him know he didn't need to move.
"There'll be more room if you sleep on your side," she whispered.
He went to turn onto his side so he'd be facing away from her, but she stopped him.
"I meant the other way," she whispered.
Joe turned, facing her, uncertain of what to do as he lay behind her, carefully trying to avoid touching her. But she snuggled back against him, and he felt her warmth.
He tentatively wrapped his arm around her waist and she took it, sighing as she pulled it tightly against herself.
Joe's senses reeled. He hadn't been with a woman or even thought about one since his wife had died six months earlier.
And now he had this beautiful twenty-year-old curled up in front of him. He could smell the cleanness of her skin and hair and felt her soft, supple curves as they pressed against him. He listened to the soft rhythm of her breathing and wondered if she was already asleep.
She seemed so small in front of him, with his strong arm pinning her protectively against his body. Only a thin layer of cotton separated them, and he could feel the soft coolness of her ass seated against his crotch.
He tried to move back but she tightened her grip on his arm, keeping it close to her.
Joe tried to think of other things...coal, mathematical formulas; he even tried to recite the periodical table in his head. But it wasn't working.
He felt his cock thickening against the smooth curve of her ass, and he didn't dare move in case the feel of it rubbing against her soft skin made him grow harder. But it didn't matter; he was soon completely erect.
She shifted against him in her sleep, rubbing her bum against his stiff shaft, and she froze. He went to move back and she squeezed his arm, keeping him against her.
The rhythm of her breathing had changed, and he knew she was awake. He shifted his hip trying to get some space between them, but she pressed her butt back against him.
And slowly, ever so slowly, rolled her hips, grinding her ass against his hard length.
"Kailey," he whispered.
She answered him by taking his arm and sliding it up beneath her shirt until his hand was cupping her soft breast.
Joe squeezed it, and groaned as he ground his cock against her ass.
Kailey sighed as he tweaked her erect nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and planted soft kisses behind her ear and down her neck.
She twisted around and put her hand behind Joe's head, pulling him close until their lips met.
He kissed her long and hard, their tongues locked together as their hands explored each other's bodies, his hand caressing her firm ass while her hand slid down the front of his underwear.
She sighed as her fingers wrapped around his thick shaft, feeling its heat. She slowly stroked her hand up and down, savoring his size and hardness as it slid against her palm.
Joe groaned as she rubbed his cock, and kissed her even harder.
But she broke the kiss with a gasp, and the smoldering glow from the wood stove was reflected in her eyes as she slid down his body.
She pulled his long johns down just far enough to free his swollen cock, and she slid her tongue down its length and gently lolled it against his full balls. She loved the taste as she slid her tongue back up his hot flesh and flicked a drop of pre-cum from the tip.
Joe ran his fingers through her silky smooth hair, and groaned as her mouth enveloped him. He could feel the heat as she worked her soft lips halfway down his rock-hard shaft, and then slid them up again.
He listened to the wet noises she made as she sucked his cock, and when he put his hand behind her head she tried to get as much of him in her mouth as she could. And he felt the heat of her throat as his shaft slid down it.
She pulled him out with a gasp, tried to catch her breath, and then attacked his cock with her mouth again.
Joe groaned, and reached down to squeeze her ass as she bobbed up and down on his swollen shaft. He slid his hand down the back of her long johns and, without stopping sucking, she pushed them down around her knees to give him full access. When his fingers dipped between her legs and started to explore her pussy, she moaned around his thick cock.
Joe was amazed at how tight and how tender she felt, as he gently played with her wet lips and slid his finger down, searching for her clit.
When he found it he lightly circled his finger against it, feeling her twitch beneath his touch.
She pulled her mouth off his cock and pumped it a few times. "Oh fuck, that feels good," she whispered.
She went to suck him again but he stopped her. He pulled her up so her head was resting against the headboard, and then he slid down between her legs.
Kailey gasped at the first flick of his tongue and then sighed, loving the feel of his strong arms wrapped around her thighs, keeping her legs spread.
Joe lapped at her delicate pussy, amazed at how sweet she tasted. And he planted soft kisses on the inside of her thighs as he worked his way toward her clit.
She gasped as soon as his tongue touched it, and as he teased it she grabbed him by his hair, holding him in place as she ground her pussy against his mouth, making sure he hit all the right spots.
Kailey arched her back, her nipples erect, moaning as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge. And when he finally drove her over she tried to clamp her legs shut, but Joe wouldn't let her. His strong arms forced them apart and he kept teasing her pussy with his tongue as she cried out in pleasure, thrashing her head back and forth as she came over and over.
"Oh fuck, I can't take anymore," she begged, trying to push his head away. And when he finally relented she collapsed on the bed, her head tilted back as she tried to catch her breath.
He moved on top of her and pressed his mouth against hers. She could taste her juices on his tongue as he explored her mouth, and she whimpered when his hard cock brushed against her clit.
Kailey looked between her legs and saw his thick shaft aimed at her tiny hole. She reached down and grabbed it, rubbing his knob back and forth against her slit until it was slick.
And then she lined his cock up with her opening and put her hand behind Joe's hip, pulling him forward. She moaned as she felt him parting her swollen pussy lips, and as he slid inside her she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close.
Joe kissed her again, gently this time, and savored the feel of her as she enveloped his shaft. Once he was completely inside her, he waited a moment, letting her get used to his size. She was incredibly tight and he knew he was stretching her wide.
The rain had stopped outside, but he could hear a heartbeat thumping and wasn't sure if it was his or hers or both of theirs in tandem. He slowly started to stroke his cock in and out with long, gentle thrusts.
By the faint glow from the wood stove he could see Kailey's face; her head was tilted back and her mouth was open while her eyes were shut. She was in a state of bliss, and her ecstasy was etched on her features.
Joe looked down and saw his wife's wedding ring swinging back and forth on his necklace as he fucked the twenty-year-old sprawled beneath him.
He grabbed the ring and clenched it gently between his teeth, holding it there as he kept stroking his cock in and out of Kailey. But as he felt the smooth band with his tongue, he squeezed his eyes shut and couldn't help thinking about his wife.
Kailey opened her eyes and looked up. One of Joe's tears had fallen and landed on her breast. She put her hand to his chest, felt his heartbeat, and whispered, "Are you okay?"
Joe opened his eyes, and gazed at Kailey through his tears. And in that instant he remembered the other promise he'd made to his wife. When he'd held her hand in her hospital bed and she'd made him swear that after she was gone he'd move on, that he'd find someone else.
The ring tumbled from his mouth and stopped, suspended between them. He nodded at Kailey, and said, "I'm okay," sniffling as he brushed the tears from his cheeks.
"Want me to turn around?" she asked.
Joe nodded and moved back as Kailey got on all fours in front of him.
He moved behind her and she groaned as he sheathed his thick cock in her tight pussy once again. He held her hips as he slowly started to fuck her, and she gently bit her lower lip as she bounced on his cock.
The old bed creaked as it rocked back and forth.
"This bed might break," Joe said, as he pumped his cock in and out of her.
"Who cares?" she moaned, as she braced herself against the headboard and slammed herself back and forth, impaling herself on his thick shaft.
Joe had stopped pumping, and just watched Kailey's beautiful ass bouncing against his hips as she humped back and forth on his cock, driving herself to another orgasm.
She groaned as it rolled over her like a tidal wave and then slumped to the mattress, completely exhausted. "Holy fuck, Joe," she gasped, "I can't take much more...please hurry up and come."
"Sure, babe." Kailey was lying completely flat on the mattress, face down with her legs spread, and he was above her in the prone position. She moaned as he fucked her with long strokes, but as he picked up the pace they became shorter and shorter.
Her ass was bouncing off the bed and she was frantically clutching the sheets as he pistoned his thick cock in and out of her. Finally, he groaned, "I'm gonna come."
"Come on my back," she gasped.
And he did. He whipped his cock out of her soaked pussy and fired a thick shot of cum that landed halfway up her back, the second shot landed in the small of her back and the rest rained lightly on her beautiful ass.
"Oh, wow," she gasped, feeling the hot liquid on her cool skin. "That's a lot of cum."
"Uh huh," Joe gasped as he sprawled, completely exhausted, beside her. "It's been a while."
Kailey glanced over at him and saw his chest rising and falling as he tried to catch his breath. And resting on his chest was his wife's wedding ring.
She leaned over, careful not to let any of the mess on her back spill off onto the mussed-up blankets, and softly kissed the ring. And then she kissed Joe.
* * *
When he woke up the next morning the first thing he did was reach out to Kailey's side of the bed, only to discover it was empty.
Last night felt like it had been a beautiful dream, but he smiled as he stretched and looked up at the bedposts where her bra and panties were still hanging. And then he noticed the long underwear and shirt he'd lent her bunched up at the foot of the bed. The cabin door was open and sunshine and fresh air were streaming through.
Joe pulled on his long johns, walked sleepily through the open door and did a double take; Kailey was bending over fifteen feet in front of him, doing yoga completely naked in the morning sun.
"Hey, sleepyhead," she said, smiling back at him through her legs.
"Do you always do that completely naked?"
"Why not? We're part of nature, so why not be natural?" She stretched, smiling as she felt the warmth of the sun's rays against her skin while morning mist wandered through the shade of the trees. "There's a river near here, want to go for a dip?"
He laughed. "Are you crazy? That river's glacier fed; you'll catch pneumonia."
"Wimp," she said, as she walked up the stairs and wrapped her arms around him. He hugged her back, and as she explored his skin with her fingers and played with his chest hair, she said, "I was actually hoping you'd be naked too, so we could really enjoy the outdoors this morning, if you know what I mean."
Joe kissed her softly on the top of her head as his rough hands felt the smoothness of her back and shoulders. "You're amazing," he said, "but we really need to get going."
"No, we can't leave yet," she whispered, as she locked her arms around his waist and pressed her cheek to his chest.



"We have to, it's nearly -- "
She rubbed herself against him and felt his cock stiffening in response. "Mmm," she purred. "I don't want to leave until we break that bed."
Joe laughed. "The sign on the door said not to break anything."
"I'll leave him money to buy a new one."
Joe checked his watch; they did have a little extra time. "We'll have to make it quick, let me start the coffee first."
"Yay! I'm just going to go down to the river to wash up, I'll be right back."
Joe watched her as she headed off naked through the trees. She glanced back over her shoulder, and when she saw him watching she wiggled her bum teasingly.
As she disappeared from sight, Joe closed his eyes and drank deeply of the piercingly fresh forest air. He savored its cool cleanness and listened to the sounds of the woods around him; the whisper of the wind through the trees and the soft whistle of the whiskey jacks as they searched for their morning meal. He could hear the river she'd mentioned in the distance and imagined it's clean, white waters tumbling over boulders that had sat undisturbed for millennia.
Joe went back inside the cabin and put his backpack on the table to get out his instant coffee. As he reached his hand inside the pack and touched the cool metal soil sample cylinder, he stopped.
He looked around the cozy cabin at the cast iron stove that had kept them warm last night and the small bed where they'd slept together, and smiled at the memory. And then he spotted Kailey's father's urn, still sitting on the shelf where he'd left it.
He walked over and nodded to it. "Morning. Kailey never told me your name, but I'm Joe. I just wanted to tell you that I think your daughter's beautiful and that you did a great job raising her. If the rest of this generation is anything like her, I think our planet's in pretty good hands."
He went back to his bag, pulled out the soil sample cylinder and smiled. Minutes later, Kailey appeared through the trees.
She was rubbing her arms trying to stay warm as she hurried back to the warmth of the bed, and her skin was covered in goose bumps from the dip she'd just taken in the icy river. She had a grin from ear to ear as she raced naked through the trees, and she saw Joe waiting for her with the cylinder in his hands.
As she hurried up the porch steps, he wrapped his arms around her and tried to warm her up.
"You're freezing!" he said.
"The river was really c-c-cold...it was fantastic!"
"Well, let's get you back into bed and warm you up," he said.
She eagerly nodded.
"And after that, maybe we can go for a walk and find somewhere nice near here to spread your father's ashes," he said.
She shivered as she looked up at him and the smile disappeared from her face. "I don't want to leave him here, not now. I don't want him to see what's going to happen to these woods when your company comes."
Joe gently stroked her cheek with the back of his hand. "They won't be coming."
She blinked in surprise, not sure she'd heard him right. "What do you mean?"
"I destroyed the sample and grabbed a new one from the side of the cabin. They won't be mining any coal here. Not if I can help it."
Tears of joy streamed down Kailey's face as she crushed Joe with a hug and pressed her lips against his. "Thank you," she whispered.
"Thank you," he said, "now let's get you back in bed where it's warm."
She hustled back into the cabin. "If we're staying, should I make a fire?"
"Sounds good," he said, and went to straighten the bed and fold the clothes she'd left crumpled up at the end.
And as he was folding them he spotted it -- the edge of a picture frame peeking out from between the bed and the wall.
He pulled out an old framed photograph, and as soon as he looked at it he realized he knew the man in the picture. He also recognized the girl.
Kailey had loaded the wood stove with some old newspaper, kindling and wood. "Joe, where's your lighter? I need it to -- "
As soon as she saw what he was holding, she fell silent.
"You're Wayne Smith's daughter?" he said.
Kailey sheepishly nodded yes.
Joe stared at the picture. Kailey couldn't have been more than ten years old as she held her father's hand, proudly standing in front of this very cabin. "And this place? It's yours?"
A tear rolled down Kailey's cheek as she forced a smile and nodded again.
Joe stared at the picture, stunned. Wayne Smith was one of the leading environmentalists against coal. For years he'd been battling the company Joe worked for. But he'd died over three months ago from the cancer he'd claimed coal mining had given him. And then Joe realized what had happened.
"When you ran into me yesterday...that wasn't an accident. It was all planned...everything, the ankle, the cabin, the --
"Oh my god," he whispered, "I'm the frog."
"What?" Kailey said.
"I'm the frog, aren't I? Everything that happened between us last night...I'm the frog, and you were boiling me. Turning the heat on so slow I didn't even realize what was happening. All just to stop me from turning in my findings on time."
She put her hand on his arm and shook her head. "It wasn't like that, Joe."
"Please, Kailey," he said, pulling his arm away. "Look at you and look at me. You're so young and I'm so...old. When you took me in that bed last night it was for one reason and one reason only -- hoping I'd destroy the samples. And your plan worked, you turned on the heat so smoothly I never knew what was happening."
Kailey grabbed his hand with both of hers and squeezed it, refusing to let go when he tried to pull away again. "Joe, when my dad was alive he was the one who protected these woods. He had a friend at the company you work for who made sure the samples they found here always came back negative. And it was that friend who told me you were coming out here. And I did follow you into the woods to lure you back here. And I did lie about my ankle; it's fine. But I brought you back here to talk, that's all. I just wanted a chance to try to convince you not to let them destroy this forest. This cabin is mine, but the woods aren't. No matter what a piece of paper says, they belong to everyone, not some mining company. But what happened last night...between you and me -- that was something else. That was special."
Joe rolled his eyes. "Don't try getting me back in the pot again."
"Please, Joe. Just like you made a promise to your wife, I made a promise to my dad. I promised him I'd do anything I could to save these woods. But not that. I'd sacrifice almost anything to protect this place, but I draw the line at sacrificing my self respect. You and me last night? That was real.
"And I know you. I know you wouldn't destroy those samples just because we'd slept together. Was it really something as simple as sex that made you want to give it all up? I know it wasn't Joe; you did it because of what you saw outside...the trees, the birds, the river. And you did it because of something you saw inside...inside of you, Joe, that told you what you were doing was right.
"You promised your wife you'd take care of your daughter's future, and when you destroyed that sample, you kept your promise."
Joe sat on the edge of the bed, and as he hid his head in his hands, the tears flowed.
Kailey sat beside him and he sobbed when she hugged him.
He looked up with red eyes and wiped his tears with his sleeve. "You're right. It was my decision, and mine only. And it was right. No matter what happened last night or what happens in the future, it was right.
"I never even wanted to go back to this, I was only doing it for my daughter. But there's other ways. Other companies I can work for."
He stood up and said, "Let's get dressed. I'll take you back to the road."
Kailey smiled. "I don't need you to lead me, Joe. I've walked these woods a thousand times."
"Oh...okay. Well, I should get going then," he said.
She squeezed his hand. "Don't go yet. I missed the picture that you found, but when I hid the rest of them I also hid the food, it's all in a cache nearby. There's more than enough for us to stay here for another few days."
Joe sniffed, and said, "Why?"
Kailey wrapped her arms around his neck and stood on her tiptoes as she kissed him. "Because I still want to break that bed."
* * *
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Thump thump thump. Three knocks at the door.
Ken glanced at his watch -- 11 pm. He knew anyone banging on the door this late had to be looking for his daughter.
"Kaylee! The door's for you!" he yelled.
A second later, his wife, Grace, shouted from the bedroom, "Kaylee's out with Allison!"
"Chris! The door's for you!" he yelled, calling for his son now.
Thump thump thump. Three knocks at the door.
"Chris! Get the door!" He leaned over to try to see up the stairs. His son's bedroom door was closed, and he knew he was probably playing his computer with his headphones on and couldn't hear him.
Ken grumbled as he grabbed the controller and hit pause. He wasn't upset because he now had to answer the door. He was upset because he'd been watching this movie for an hour and a half, waiting for the "occasional scenes of nudity" the warning had promised, and hadn't even seen a boob yet.
Thump thump thump. Three knocks at the door.
"Get the goddamned door!" his wife shrieked from the bedroom.
"I'm getting it!" he yelled. He was stunned when he opened it and saw who was waiting on the other side.
Three breathtakingly beautiful blondes were standing there, and they weren't just blondes -- they were triplets. Every inch of their flawless faces and bewitching bodies were identical, right down to their clothing. At least, if you could call what they were wearing clothes. All three were dressed in diaphanous green gowns that were thigh-high, sleeveless and completely transparent.
Ken's jaw dropped as his gaze drifted down their nubile bodies to their sweet little breasts, and he noticed their tiny pink nipples poking against the delicate fabric. And as his eyes wandered lower he could clearly make out the downy blonde mounds between their legs.
"Umm...hi, can I help you?" he asked, as he nervously licked his lips.
He assumed they were looking for his daughter; there was no way his son had friends that looked like these three lovelies.
They had an uncanny beauty and fine features framed by long, golden-yellow hair that swept back over their pale, delicate shoulders. Their bright blue eyes sparkled like stars and their red lips, the same shade as roses, were slightly parted, revealing flawless, crystal-white teeth.
One of them stepped toward him, and as she reached out her slender hand to touch his face he instinctively ducked back out of reach. "He has been blessed," she said.
Ken definitely felt blessed as he eyed their slender, youthful bodies; they were essentially naked. Figuring them to be the same age as his daughter, he said, "You girls are looking for Kaylee, right?"
The second one stepped forward and said, "We seek that which must be found."
The third walked in behind the other two and soundlessly headed up the stairs to the second floor.
"Hey! Kaylee's not up there," he said.
He was confused as he looked at their outfits. They weren't wearing wings, but it was like they were dressed up as Tinker Bell for a Halloween party and had shown up six months too late.
He barely remembered the party his daughter had thrown, as he and his wife had passed out early on from too much wine, but it must have been wild as the house smelled like sex for a week after.
However, he did remember there was one cute teen there dressed like Wonder Woman, and for weeks after he had the most vivid dreams of pinning her naked body to his bed while he fucked her senseless.
He sheepishly told his wife about them and she was embarrassed to admit she'd also had naughty dreams after the party. Except in her dreams their daughter's ex-boyfriend Billy was fucking her from behind in the backyard. They were taken aback when they realized that, in both of their dreams, the kids had the same golden glowing eyes.
But there was nothing wrong with these girls' eyes; they were blue and indescribably beautiful. Ken felt a tinge of guilt as he eyed their tantalizing tits, and he glanced over his shoulder to make sure his wife wasn't watching.
He was just turning back to tell them he had no idea when Kaylee was going to be home, when the closest one suddenly reached out and rubbed his stiff cock through his pajama bottoms.
Ken froze at her touch and felt the warmth of her hand as she squeezed his swollen shaft.
"He is ready," she said.
Ken swallowed in nervous anticipation, wondering what they thought he was ready for. And then she reached out and touched his cheek and he felt himself falling away as if he were in a dream.
Upstairs in his bedroom, Chris put his headphones down on his desk. He'd heard the banging at the door and his dad calling him to answer it, but he knew it had to be Kaylee's friends; all his friends were online.
He went into the hallway to see who it was and his mouth fell open when he looked down toward the bottom of the stairs. Two scantily dressed blondes were standing in front of his father, who was taking off his pajama bottoms.
"Dad? What's going on?" Chris said.
All three of them turned their heads to look at him at the same time, and Chris felt a chill run down his spine when he saw his father's eyes. They were glowing golden, just like in his dream. The dream where four of his sister's friends broke into his room and held him down as they took turns riding his cock.
He heard a footstep behind him and spun around. His eyes went wide with fear when he saw the uncannily beautiful blonde reaching out to touch his cheek. And as her fingers brushed his skin he felt himself falling away as if he were in a dream.
Downstairs, Grace was still sitting on her bed trying to finish her book. When she heard footsteps coming down the hallway, she said, "Who was at the door, honey?"
Her husband slowly pushed the bedroom door open and she was surprised to see he was naked from the waist down. But a cold fear crept over her skin like a spider when she noticed his golden glowing eyes.
"Ken," she whispered, "you're scaring me. What's going on?"
But her husband didn't answer, he merely moved aside and she gasped when she saw her son step through the door. He pulled his t-shirt over his head and was now completely naked. She didn't even notice his golden eyes; she was too busy staring at his stiff cock, jutting in front of him and aimed right at her.
"Oh my god, I'm dreaming...I have to be dreaming," she said, as her husband climbed on the bed and pinned her arms down while her son reached underneath her nightie and pulled her panties off.
And as the three ethereal blondes strutted down the street away from the house, they paid no heed to her cries as they echoed from the open doorway.
* * *
Alec closed the lid on the cardboard box, wrote "kitchen" on the top with a black felt marker and looked at the empty room around him. He still couldn't believe that at this time tomorrow, the first of May, the house he'd called home for the last twenty years would belong to someone else.
But even though he'd lost his home, and lost his wife, he still had his daughter, Allison. And that was enough for him.
He grabbed another empty box, put it on the counter and grabbed a wine glass from the cupboard. He was wrapping it in newspaper when the doorbell rang.
Alec started at the sound, the glass tumbled from his hand, and he swore as it shattered on the linoleum floor. Of all of the things he was going to miss about this house, the doorbell wasn't one of them. He used to love the sound of its chime, but now it only filled him with fear.
He crept to the living room window and peeked out from between the closed curtains, wondering who could be at his door this late. A redheaded woman he'd never seen before was standing there, and when she suddenly looked up at the window he instinctively ducked back.
Alec shook his head in frustration. Quit being so jumpy, it's over. The cauldron's hidden, Allison's safe. You've got nothing to be afraid of.
He peeked out the window again and saw the woman looking up at him. When she smiled and waved -- and he saw her eyes were normal -- he let out his breath and waved back.
Alec opened the door and she nodded her head in greeting. "I saw the light on. I hope it's not too late," she said.
He smiled and shook his head. "No, it's not a problem. How can I help you?"
As she started to talk, he glanced over her shoulder and noticed three girls crossing his neighbor's lawn. There was something about the way they moved that was eerily familiar, and he heard them knock on the far door -- thump thump thump. The door was just opening when he saw a hand waving in front of his face.
"Excuse me? Did you hear what I just said?"
Alec blinked his eyes and focused on the woman on his doorstep. "Shit. Sorry, I was, I mean...what did you need again?"
She smiled patiently and started over, and as he listened he couldn't help noticing her piercing green eyes. "I said that my name is Moira Breckenridge. I phoned a neighbor of yours because she bought something of mine from an antique store...something that shouldn't have been there in the first place. She remembered buying it but she said she didn't know what had happened to it, and said your daughter might know."
"Allison? What is it that you're looking for?"
"A cauldron. An old iron cauldron."
Her words sent an icy chill down Alec's spine. "I -- I don't know anything about that, and neither does my daughter."
"Are you sure?" Moira said. "Your neighbor said she thought your daughter might have taken it home after a Halloween party?"
Alec started to close the door. "Honestly, I wish I could help you but I don't -- "
He froze, his fear escalating as he stared over Moira's shoulder.
She turned to see what he was looking at. Across the street, three women were standing near an open doorway. And as soon as she saw them she knew she'd seen them somewhere before. But they weren't what had caught Alec's attention.
A beautiful dark-haired girl was walking across the lawn. She was completely naked and her eyes blazed with a golden light. And as they watched she lifted her hand and pointed right at Alec's house.
"Oh god, not again," he whispered.
"What's wrong with her eyes?" Moira said. As she watched, the three women turned as one to see where the girl was pointing.
When Moira saw their faces and the luminescence of their skin she realized with a shock of recognition where she'd seen them before. They stepped off the porch and walked across the lawn, their weight not even bending the blades of grass. And as they moved closer, she felt a growing sense of unease.
"Get inside!" Alec cried, and pulled her through the door. As she stumbled past him, he quickly turned the deadbolt and ran to check the window.
"We can't let them catch us," he said. "If they do, we'll be just like them."
"We could never be like them," she said, and ran to the kitchen.
She desperately threw open the doors on every cabinet and realized they were all empty. "Oh my god," she cried. "Where are your pots and pans?"
"Packed...we're moving. Why?"
She ran to the living room and tore open every box she could find marked "kitchen." As she looked out the window, she saw the three otherworldly blondes crossing the street.
Moira tore open one box and triumphantly pulled out an iron skillet.
While Alec looked on in confusion, she ran downstairs and crammed the handle of the heavy frying pan through the mail slot, leaving it stuck in the front door.
He looked out the window and was surprised to see the three strange women stop, and slowly back away from the door.
"What did you do?" he asked.
"Iron," Moira said. "They won't go near iron."
"They? You know them?"
"I know of them," she said, and pulled a small, leather-bound notebook from her purse. She flipped through the book until she found a folded piece of paper, and unfolded it and handed it to him.
The paper was a print of an old painting, probably a hundred years old. But in the painting the exact same three women were pictured walking hand in hand from a forest glade. The painting was titled, "Sisters of the Sidhe -- John Duncan 1911."
"Sid-hay?" Alec said.
"It's pronounced Shee," Moira said.
Alec looked at the image again. "This painting is dated 1911. Does that mean they're a hundred years old?"
"They are far older than that," Moira whispered. "They are part of a supernatural race older than Man. Have you ever heard of the faerie folk?"
"Like Tinker Bell?"
Moira smiled and shook her head. "Not quite. The Sidhe are an ancient race that are said to dwell beneath the earth in fairy mounds. Did you know that tonight is known as Beltane, and that the barrier between our world and the spirit world is said to be at its weakest tonight?"
Alec nodded; he knew that word. "Beltane -- it's written on the cauldron."
Moira blinked in surprise. "The cauldron? I thought you said you didn't have it."
"I have it -- it's hidden."
"But...the cauldron doesn't have writing on it."
Alec, who remembered the glowing letters as if they were seared into his brain, simply nodded and said, "Yes, it does."
She was just about to ask him where it was when she glanced out the window and realized the front yard was empty.
"Oh my god," she whispered, "they're trying to find another way in!"
Moira raced past Alec into the kitchen and threw open the cupboards, thankful that he hadn't packed the food yet. Grabbing a box of salt she ran to the back door just as the Sidhe were reaching for it. But before they could turn the handle she poured a line of salt across the threshold. They stared at it as if mesmerized and slowly backed away.
Alec looked at her in amazement. "How did you know how to stop them?"
"I'm a professor of history at the college," she said. "I specialize in ancient and medieval pagan beliefs."
"Wow," Alec said. "I could have used you last Halloween."
Moira narrowed her eyes in confusion, not sure what he meant. Movement from the balcony caught her eye, and she saw the three Sidhe step back and join hands. As she watched, the three women turned into three glowing balls of light and drifted away into the darkness.
"What the hell was that?" Alec said, blinking in disbelief.
"Just one of their many forms, that of the Will-o'-the-Wisp," Moira said. "They're gone."
Alec slumped against the wall in relief as he watched them disappear, and said, "It isn't over. This is just the start."
"What do you mean?" Moira said.
Alec pulled her to the front window and pointed across the street.
The neighbor's curtains were open, and Moira could see the young girl with the glowing eyes. She was straddling someone on the couch, and from her motions and the look on her face it was obvious that she was riding his cock.
Moira was confused as she looked back at Alec. "What did they do? Cast a spell on her to make her have sex with her boyfriend?"
"That's not her boyfriend," he said. "There's only one other person who lives in that house -- her father."
Moira's eyes went wide with shock as she looked back across the street and watched the golden-eyed girl humping up and down enthusiastically on her unseen lover's lap.
Alec shut the curtains, and said, "The same thing happened last Halloween. The cauldron caused all of the kids in the neighborhood to turn into sex-crazed zombies."
Moira blinked in surprise. "My cauldron? How?"
He told her about the Halloween party. Told her how his daughter Allison's best friend, Kaylee, had thrown the party, and how her mom had found the cauldron in an antique store and bought it as a harmless prop for the bash.
But when Kaylee accidentally touched the cauldron as her boyfriend fucked her she released an ancient magic that had lain hidden in the iron vessel for centuries. A golden glow poured forth from the cauldron and Kaylee and anyone she came in contact with became golden-eyed sex zombies.
His daughter was trapped in the house and Alec had to brave a horde of fuck-crazy college kids to rescue her. And it wasn't until long after they'd made their escape, with the help of a few other friends they'd met that night, that Alec had finally been able to break the spell and save his daughter from the curse of the cauldron.
Moira was spellbound as she listened to his story. If she hadn't just seen the three Sidhe trying to get into his house, she would have never believed it. "Oh my god," she said. "You must have been terrified. Is that why you're moving? Because of what happened that night?"
Alec shook his head. "No, I'm moving because my wife and I...we just divorced."
"Oh, I'm so sorry."
And so was Alec. Last Halloween he'd fought all night to save his family, only to have it torn apart the next morning.
His wife, Andrea, had been one of the first to fall to the curse, and he'd discovered her at the side of their house being fucked by Steve, the twenty-year-old who mowed their lawn.
When the cauldron's evil spell was finally broken, the only ones that remembered what had happened were the ones who'd helped break it: Alec, his daughter Allison and their friend Gabriella. Everyone else who'd been consumed by the magic of the cauldron, everyone else who'd become golden-eyed sex zombies and taken part in the frightful fuckfest, had no recollection of what had happened. Everyone except his wife.
The next day Andrea told him how embarrassed she was that he'd seen her getting fucked by Steve. But no one had told her about Steve.
And then Alec realized the truth. The reason she remembered was because they'd already been fucking before the cauldron's magic had been activated.
When confronted with the truth she admitted the affair, and then she made another admission -- she didn't love Alec anymore.
The divorce had been quick, and she hadn't even asked her daughter whom she wanted to live with; she knew how much she loved her father.
But Andrea did want her half of the house, her half of the home she'd torn in two. Alec had no choice but to give it to her, and now he was one day away from taking his daughter to their new home.
Moira could tell by the pained look on his face that she'd hit a sore spot, and she tried to change the subject. "What did you mean when you said this is just the start?"
"The cauldron, it warned me about tonight," Alec said.
"My cauldron? What do you mean it warned you?"
"The writing on the side. It said that it would reawaken at Beltane. But with the move, and everything else going on, I forgot that it was tonight."
"But I keep trying to tell you, my cauldron didn't have any writing on it."
Alec sighed; he could never forget those cryptic words. "You can only see the writing when the cauldron is activated, golden runes appear on the side."
Moira's jaw dropped. "Do you know what they said?"
Alec closed his eyes and recited the words he would never forget:
"When the sacred time of Beltane is nigh
The vessel fills with the goddesses' eye.
Run 'round the Maypole and run to the fields
Reseed the Mother 'til the darkness yields.
When Beltane is done and Baal-fires lie cold
The cauldron will sleep; the earth will turn gold."



Moira was stunned. She'd owned the cauldron for years, and had never even suspected its secret.
"I think that's why they were trying to get in here," Alec said. "I think they were after the cauldron."
"It's here?"
Alec nodded. "I hid it in the attic. I thought it would be safe there."
"Can I see it? I want to see this writing."
"Sure," he said, and led her down the hall and pulled down the ladder to the attic. As he nervously climbed the rungs, he pushed open the door, expecting to see a golden glow.
But there was nothing. The attic was empty.
"Oh no," Alec said. "The movers were here yesterday, they must have taken everything in the attic to the storage locker!"
"Including the cauldron?"
"Oh fuck," Alec said. "That's why the Sidhe left. They know where the cauldron is. I have to get it before they do, otherwise I'll never be able to stop the curse."
"I'll come with you," Moira said. "I'll help."
"Thanks," Alec said, as he hurried down the hallway and grabbed his car keys and cell phone. "But first, I need to warn my daughter."
* * *
Alec and Moira reached the twenty-four hour storage locker facility just before midnight. He punched in his key code at the main gate and it slowly swung open. They parked near the building and as they entered the lights, controlled by motion detectors, flickered on.
Alec checked his phone. Allison hadn't answered when he called and she still hadn't replied to any of his texts. He tried to stay calm, tried to convince himself that she was out of the cauldron's reach. But he knew if the magic had reawakened, none of them would be safe.
He instinctively took Moira's hand, and she didn't object as he led her up the stairs to the second floor. He quietly pushed the door open and looked down the hallway, checking to make sure the three Sidhe weren't waiting for them.
When he saw the hallway was empty, they cautiously tiptoed down the eerily quiet corridor. He'd half-expected to see a golden glow coming from his locker, and now that he saw how normal everything seemed, he wondered if the cauldron was even in there.
He fumbled with the key as Moira nervously watched in both directions. The padlock snapped open and Alec opened the door. The cauldron was sitting right on top of a box marked "books."
Alec grabbed it, puzzled. The cauldron was completely cold; there was no golden glow. There was no golden writing.
"This should be glowing," he said. "But if it isn't the cauldron causing it this time, then it's -- "
"The Sidhe," Moira answered.
Just then they heard footsteps on the stairs, and turned to see a shadow approaching.
"They're here!" Alec whispered, and grabbed the cauldron and quickly ran around the corner.
But the next hallway was a dead end; there was no escape. Alec pressed himself against the wall with Moira beside him as they heard the footsteps getting closer. A shadow appeared on the wall, lengthening as it got near, and Alec readied himself, the iron cauldron clutched in his hand like a weapon.
And as a figure appeared, he swung it above his head, ready to attack.
The man flinched back and threw his arms up protectively. "Whoa, Alec!" he cried. "It's me, Brody!"
"Holy fuck, Brody!" Alec said. "You scared the shit out of me!"
"Sorry," Brody said. "We got your text and came down here right away. The gate was locked so I hopped it in case you needed help. Gabriella's waiting in the car."
Moira's heart was pounding. "This guy's a friend of yours?"
"Yeah," Alec said. "Brody and his girlfriend Gabriella helped complete the ritual that dispelled the cauldron at Halloween, so I called them in case I needed their help again."
Brody looked at the cauldron. "I thought you said it was happening again? Why isn't it glowing?"
Alec turned the cauldron over, wondering the same thing. "I'm not sure. These weird women were trying to get in the house to get it. So I automatically assumed they -- "
And then he went pale, as the realization dawned on him. "Oh my god...it isn't the cauldron they're after...it's my daughter!"
* * *
Allison screamed. And then Kaylee screamed and both of them laughed.
All around them their friends were screaming too, shouting and howling as they danced around a huge, blazing fire.
The Beltane bonfire was a local college tradition, and every year students hiked into the woods to the old abandoned quarry on the last day of April for a dusk to dawn ritual of drinking, dancing, drumming and fucking -- and not always in that order.
Over a hundred kids were twisting and swaying as they circled the huge fire burning at the center of the quarry, but Allison and Kaylee weren't among them. They were taking a break and sitting on the edge of the firelight, shadows flickering across their faces as they watched their friends dance around the flames to the beat of the drums.
But it wasn't only the pounding of drums fueling the frenzied mob that circled the bonfire. Other kids were banging sticks on the stone floor while others lightly clanged bottles together as everyone whooped and hollered.
Allison smiled as she watched her friends go wild. Some of them had stripped down to their underwear or less, and many of them had smeared their bodies and faces with bright red body paint.
She'd been apprehensive about coming to the bonfire after what had happened last Halloween, but Kaylee had finally convinced her to come. Of course, Kaylee had no reason to be afraid; she had no memory of what had happened that night. She only remembered waking up with a cock in her pussy and a dildo in her ass.
Kaylee hadn't seen the dildo again since that night, but she still dreamt of feeling her best friend's dad's thick cock in her pussy one more time.
She slumped half drunk against Allison's shoulder, and said, "You should call your dad and tell him to come to the party."
"Tramp," Allison teased. She knew exactly why Kaylee wanted her dad there.
"I can't help it," she said, as she drunkenly slid her hand up and groped Allison's breast through her t-shirt. "His cock felt so fucking good inside me."
Allison gently pulled her hand away, and checked her cell phone to see if her dad had called. She was surprised to see there was no signal.
"Wait here a minute. I'll be right back," she said.
"Where you going, baby?" Kaylee slurred.
"I'm just heading to the top of the quarry to see if I can get a signal on my cell phone. I want to text my dad and let him know I'm okay."
"Tell him to come to the party!" Kaylee yelled.
Allison ignored her friend who, ever since the night he'd fucked her, had been begging her to invite her dad to every party they went to. She walked around the edge of the quarry, keeping a wide berth from the bonfire, and headed up the sloping rock face that led out.
As she climbed to the top, hoping to get a signal, she glanced back and saw Kaylee had passed out, and was curled on her side and hugging her empty cider bottle. But as Allison's gaze drifted back past the fire she noticed something strange -- three blondes, dancing hypnotically around the flames.
Allison froze. There was something about their skin, their hair, and the way the firelight flickered off it and made it seem golden. And as they danced around the bonfire with wild abandon, the other kids followed their lead.
What had once been a mob of drunken, half-naked college students whooping and hollering as they ran in circles around a fire was now a seething mass of undulating flesh.
Allison instinctively stepped back into the shadows, suddenly afraid of being seen from below.
She watched from the dark, as one of the blondes suddenly leapt through the blaze and the fire caught at her billowy green outfit.
The flames flared up around her like a mantle on a gas lantern, and as they died out she was revealed to be completely unharmed, naked and glowing.
Allison was filled with an icy fear as she hunched low, trying to stay hidden, and crept along the top of the quarry as she frantically tried to get a signal on her cell phone.
Below her, the other two blondes had also danced through the flames and had their clothes similarly consumed. The crowd circled around them as if in a trance, and when the three women threw their hands in the air simultaneously a second bonfire roared to life.
The crowd howled and Allison shivered at the unearthly sound.
And then she remembered Kaylee, who was still curled up on her side and completely oblivious to the events going on in front of her.
Allison had reached the top of the quarry. She knew the edge of the woods was only a few hundred yards away, and every ounce of her being screamed for her to run to it. She had to get away...she had to call her dad. But she knew she couldn't leave her best friend behind.
She ducked down as she hurried back along the granite face, trying to keep to the shadows. She nervously glanced back at the fire and saw everyone had stripped completely naked.
Allison watched as one of her friends from school jumped between the twin bonfires and landed in a feral crouch; his head snapped up and her heart stopped when she saw his eyes, his golden glowing eyes.
The three blondes danced in a circle, wildly whipping their hair around as every one of the dancers followed the first between the bonfires and emerged, their eyes filled with the same burning glow.
Allison crept over to Kaylee and shook her. "Wake up!" she whispered. "We have to get out of here!"
"Hmm?" Kaylee mumbled, her eyes half open. "Is your dad coming?"
"No, he's not coming, but we -- "
She stopped, afraid to move or even make a sound. All three of the blondes had stopped dancing at exactly the same moment and turned as one to stare at them.
"She is blessed," they said in one voice, and their words echoed off the stone walls surrounding them.
"Oh my god, Kaylee! We have to get out of here!" Allison cried, as she tried to get her to stand.
The terror in her best friend's voice suddenly sobered her up, and Kaylee blinked as she saw the three dark figures approaching, silhouetted by the backdrop of the Beltane bonfire.
"Who are they?" Kaylee whispered.
"I don't know, but I bet it's got something to do with the cauldron!"
Kaylee scrambled to her feet and Allison grabbed her hand. "This way!" she said, and pulled her toward the edge of the quarry.
Kaylee tried to run, but was betrayed by her empty cider bottle. She stepped on it and felt her feet go out beneath her as she stumbled face first to the cold, hard earth.
Allison turned around to help, just as the eerie trio surrounded her best friend.
"Allison!" Kaylee cried, and desperately reached out for her.
But it was too late. She could only watch as they placed a crown of flowers on Kaylee's head. Instantly, her eyes blazed with a golden light, and the panic that filled them only seconds before was gone.
The three women looked curiously at Kaylee's eyes, and then removed the crown from her head. "She is not the one," they said in an unearthly harmony.
And then they turned as one toward Allison, and carried the crown toward her.
So she ran, scrambling over the rocks of the quarry and only looking back once, when she saw Kaylee stripping off her clothes and joining the dance between the bonfires.
* * *
Alec shut the car door and joined Moira, Brody and Gabriella as they stared at the ominous outline of the dark woods looming in front of them.
"Allison's in there?" Gabriella said.
Alec nodded as he checked his phone -- still no answer from his daughter -- and said, "There's an old quarry at the heart of the woods. All the kids party there. That's where she said she was headed with her friends tonight. I remember going up there once when I was her age, and I remember having this weird feeling the whole time...like something was watching me."
Gabriella shivered at the thought, and squeezed her boyfriend's arm as they headed into the dark woods. They hadn't gone far before they made out an orange glow through the trees.
"That's the quarry," Alec said. "They must have a fire going. We'll have to go around the far side to find a safe place to climb down."
They picked their way through the pitch-black woods with Alec leading them, and Gabriella clutching Brody's arm while Moira carried the cauldron.
The thick canopy of the forest blocked the moonlight and they could only make out deep shadows as they moved through the trees toward the firelight.
"Shh!" Alec whispered. "Do you hear that?"
They all listened, and from their left they heard a soft rustling sound. Alec went to move toward it and Gabriella grabbed his arm.
"Don't!" she whispered.
"I have to," he said, "it might be Allison."
They followed him as he crept toward the rhythmic sound, and as they got closer they knew it was coming from right in front of them. Alec cautiously pulled out his cell phone and turned on the built in flashlight.
The beam swept across the forest floor in front of them and he saw a young dark-haired girl, about nineteen, naked and on all fours with her head face down.
By the noises and the movement of her body it was obvious that someone was fucking her from behind. Alec was just raising the beam above her back when she looked up at him with golden glowing eyes.
Gabriella screamed, startling Alec and causing him to drop his phone. As the light went out he saw the dark outline of the girl standing up, only her eyes visible.
"Run!" Alec cried, and the four of them ran, stumbling through the dark.
Brody was in the lead, pulling Gabriella behind him. He was just about to burst into a clearing when Alec screamed at him to stop.
Brody threw the brakes on, but Gabriella ran into him from behind and sent him stumbling forward. He lunged for a tree and wrapped his arms around it just before he went off the edge.
His heart was pounding as he looked down. He was less than six inches from the edge of the quarry and a sixty-foot drop to the granite below.
"Stay back," he warned Gabriella as she hurried forward to help him. Alec stepped past her and held out his hand, and Brody took it as he pulled him back from the steep edge.
"You have to be careful in here," Alec said. "One wrong step and you're done for."
"Did you see it?" Gabriella whispered.
"What?" Alec said.
"The thing...the thing behind that poor girl."
"What are you talking about?" Alec said, as he looked back to see if they'd been followed.
"I couldn't make it out completely, it was like a man...but with antlers." Gabriella turned to her boyfriend, and he hugged her as she shivered in fear.
"It's the veil," Moira whispered. "The veil between our world and theirs is at its thinnest right now and faerie creatures are starting to cross over."
Before explaining more, she suddenly stepped forward and pointed down into the quarry. "We're too late -- they're here."
They looked down and saw the three Sidhe moving around the bonfires while half the kids danced and half the kids fucked on the quarry floor below.
"Look for Allison," Alec said, as he searched the orgy. "She's got blonde hair."
Gabriella spotted a curvy brunette that looked familiar, and said, "Is that Kaylee?"
Alec spotted the girl she was pointing to, the one with the perfect breasts riding a naked guy like a cowgirl at the edge of the fire. "Yeah, that's her."
His heart sunk. He'd hoped that somehow Allison had never made it to the quarry. But he knew if Kaylee was here his daughter had to be too.
"Here they come," Brody said, and pointed over Alec's shoulder.
They all turned and saw them at the same time, a cluster of golden glowing eyes moving through the trees toward them.
Alec had warned Moira in the car what would happen if they were caught; he told her how the kids pinned their victims down and fucked them until they turned into golden-eyed sex zombies just like them. "How do we escape?" she said, clutching the cauldron tightly.
"We don't," Alec said.
She turned around, not understanding, as he started to quickly undo his belt.
"What are you doing?" she said.
"I've done this before. We have to make them think we're the same as them."
"How?" she said, and glanced over to her right where Gabriella was already on her knees, fumbling with Brody's belt.
"It's the only way," Alec said, as he unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down so his half-hard cock swung free.
Moira's eyes went wide and she took a step backwards. "You've got to be kidding me."
But she looked beside her where Gabriella was already sucking Brody's cock, and knew they weren't kidding.
"Please," Alec said, as he put his hand on her shoulder and tried to get her on her knees. "If you don't do this we'll end up just like them. And I can't let that happen, I have to find my daughter and keep her safe."
Moira looked at him and could see the desperation in his eyes, and she looked down at his cock as he slowly pushed her to her knees.
She heard a footstep behind her and looked over her shoulder as the first one emerged from the woods, a naked twenty-year-old covered in red paint. She couldn't help noticing how sinisterly his eyes glowed, or how stiff his cock was.
He was reaching out for her when Alec suddenly grabbed her head and forced his own cock between her lips.
"Mmmpph," Moira gasped, as his swollen shaft stretched her mouth wide. She glanced behind her and saw the bewitched boy had stopped, his hand inches away from her as he watched her.
Alec knew from past experience they had to make it seem real. He held Moira's head and slowly fucked her mouth, her eyes wide as she looked up at him.
Moira couldn't believe this was really happening. She'd only met Alec an hour earlier and now his cock was in her mouth. She wanted to be shocked...offended...but all she could think of was how thick he was, and how stiff his shaft felt against her tongue. Her lips were already wrapped around him, so she started to suck.
She closed her eyes; she'd almost forgotten how much she loved to suck cock. She'd broken up with her boyfriend six months earlier, and he'd been so angry that he'd sold her collection of pagan collectibles -- including the cauldron -- to an antique store. This was the nearest she'd come to sex since then, and she knew she wanted more.
Alec also closed his eyes, trying not to think about how soft her hair felt, or how warm her mouth was, or that thing she was doing with her tongue. He knew that if he came they'd both be golden-eyed sex zombies just like the ones chasing them.
She gently fondled his balls, feeling how full they were getting, and moaned as she swirled her tongue around his head, savoring the feel of the smooth skin. She bobbed back and forth, working her lips as far down his shaft as she could handle, when he suddenly pulled his cock out.
"Whoa!" he gasped, his knob purple and his cock twitching. "Careful, you almost made me come," he groaned.
Moira was surprised when she looked around and realized they were alone. The deception had worked; the sex zombies had been convinced they were the same as them and wandered away. She blushed as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and glanced over at Gabriella, who gave her a knowing smile.
"Sorry," Alec said, as he helped Moira to her feet, "but if any of us comes we'll end up just like them."
"Oh, uh...yeah, I understand," she said, "I was just trying to fool them."
"Uh huh," Alec said, as he tucked his swollen cock back into his pants. "You almost fooled me too."
Gabriella tried not to laugh as Brody picked up the cauldron and handed it to Moira.
"You have to be careful," he said. "I don't remember it, but one of those golden-eyed zombies got me last Halloween. But last time it was all because of the cauldron, what's causing it now?"



"It has to be the Sidhe," Moira said. "Something to do with Beltane."
Brody said, "Beltane, wasn't that written on the cauldron?"
"Yes, I bought it from a curio dealer who said it had been used in ancient Beltane rituals, but I never believed it until Alec told me what happened at Halloween."
"And by ancient ritual, you mean a massive orgy?"
"No, Beltane isn't what you think it is. It's an ancient pagan festival that celebrates the time of year when everything comes alive, glorious and bursting free from the earth. And it's also a celebration of fertility, sex, passion and life."
"Uh huh," Brody said, glancing at the fuckfest in the quarry below. "They're definitely passionate."
Moira smiled. "Not just that kind of passion; a passion for life, a love of the earth, and a time for renewal. Some will argue, but it's not a coincidence that Earth Day falls only a week before Beltane. Both of them represent the hope for a re-greening of the planet, and are a chance for people to show their love for Mother Earth, and to thank her for everything she does for us."
"I'll thank her by planting ten trees every Earth Day if she just helps me find Allison so I can get her the hell out of here," Alec said.
Moira took his hand, and said, "Don't worry, we're going to find her. And she's going to be fine."
Alec gave her hand a squeeze. "Thank you. And thanks for all your help, I'd be a goner without you."
When Moira blushed, and brushed the dirt off her knees, he quickly added, "I didn't mean like that! I meant with your knowledge, and with the...with the Sidhe!"
Moira smiled and squeezed his hand tighter. "I understand. Now, let's find your daughter."
Alec led the four of them around the edge, trying to get near the entrance to the quarry. They could see the glow of the twin bonfires to their right as they kept an eye out for movement in the darkness ahead of them.
And that was when they saw the lights coming toward them. Alec said, "What are those, flashlights?"
He went to step forward and Moira clutched his arm to hold him back. "Those aren't flashlights," she whispered.
The three glowing balls of light glided swiftly between them and transformed into the Sidhe.
Alec and Moira stumbled away in one direction while Brody pulled his girlfriend in the other.
The Sidhe turned as one toward Gabriella. "She has been blessed," they said.
One of them lifted her hands and there was a crown of flowers in them. And she stepped toward Gabriella to place it on her head.
Brody knew they were cut off; there was no way past the Sidhe back to Alec and Moira.
"Run!" Alec cried. "We'll meet you in the quarry!"
Brody nodded and pulled Gabriella as they fled into the woods, plunging into the unknown darkness.
While two of the Sidhe pursued, one turned and strode toward Alec and Moira.
He pulled her hand and she turned to run, but her foot caught on a root and she tripped, falling hard to the ground.
Alec reached out a hand to help her up, but it was too late.
The Sidhe was above her, reaching down to touch her cheek. But just before she brushed her cold fingers against her pale skin, Moira suddenly thrust the iron cauldron toward her.
She hissed as she recoiled in fear, and as Moira scrambled to her feet and thrust the cauldron toward her a second time, she backed away again. She glared at Moira with her piercing blue eyes, and then raised her arms and transformed back into a Will-o'-the-Wisp, floating away to follow her sisters.
"That was so close," Alec said, and hugged Moira tightly against him. Her heart was thumping and he rubbed his hand against her back to calm her down. Her body felt so good against him, he hadn't hugged anyone like this since his wife.
And then he suddenly realized what he was doing. "Sorry," he said, as he embarrassedly let her go. "I didn't mean to grab you like that...I just -- "
She smiled and brushed a loose lock of hair behind her ear. "It's okay, I didn't mind...but we'd better find your daughter."
* * *
Brody held Gabriella's hand as they ran blindly through the dark woods, and kept his other hand in front of his face as branches whipped at their flesh and roots tried to trip them.
When they didn't see the glowing lights pursuing them any more they stopped and tried to catch their breath, as adrenaline coursed through them.
"What did they mean?" Gabriella gasped, her heart still pounding in her chest. "What did they mean when they said I'd been blessed?"
"I have no idea, they -- wait, did you hear that?" he whispered.
They crouched down and tried to hide as something appeared from between the trees, moving in their direction. Brody pulled Gabriella close; her heartbeat so loud he thought the whole forest would hear it. The shadowy figure crept into the small clearing ahead of them, and as the moonlight kissed her blonde hair he recognized her.
"Allison?" Brody whispered.
She started at the sound of his voice, but when he appeared from the darkness and she saw his face she rushed forward to hug him.
"Oh my god," Allison said, squeezing him tightly. "I'm so glad to see you. What are you doing here?"
Gabriella wrapped her arms around both of them and whispered, "Your dad brought us. We've come to get you out of here."
"My Dad, where is he?"
"We don't know, we got separated," Brody said. "I think he's heading toward the quarry."
"We have to go back there too," Allison whispered. "We have to save Kaylee."
Brody nodded, and then ducked. "Did you hear that?" he whispered.
And then they saw them; golden glowing eyes surrounding them, coming toward them.
"We have to do the same thing we did before," Gabriella said, and pulled Allison down beside her.
Allison narrowed her eyes in confusion. She had no idea what Gabriella was talking about. She tried to get up to run but Brody grabbed her shoulder and pushed her back down to her knees.
Her eyes went wide with fear when she saw the golden eyes getting closer, but they went even wider when Brody pulled his cock out and placed it inches from her mouth.
"We have to suck him," Gabriella whispered, as she slid her tongue along her boyfriend's swollen shaft. "We have to make them think we're like them."
Allison hesitated, unsure, but Brody placed his hand behind her head and gently pulled her lips to the side of his shaft.
She flicked out her soft tongue, and when she glanced up she saw Brody nodding at her to keep going. She ran her tongue along his length like his girlfriend was doing and Brody stroked her hair in approval.
"It's not working," Gabriella whispered as the sex zombies kept coming closer. "We have to suck him."
Without waiting to see who was going to go first, Brody grabbed Allison's head and slid his cock between her wet lips. She sucked him softly and glanced at Gabriella, who nodded to let her know it was okay and moved her mouth beside hers.
Brody pulled his cock out of Allison's mouth and slid it between Gabriella's lips. But as she sucked him and Allison reached up and fondled his balls, he realized it wasn't working. The golden eyes were still coming toward them.
"They're going to grab whichever one of you isn't sucking me," he whispered. "We have to try something else. Get on your back, Allison."
She hesitated, but he knew he had no time to explain and pushed her down to the forest floor. Gabriella knew right away what his plan was, and hiked her skirt as she straddled Allison's face.
She was surprised to feel Gabriella's thighs beside her head, but was shocked when she felt Brody undoing her jeans.
With one quick pull he tugged them down, and when she felt him hook his fingers inside the waistband of her panties she lifted her bum and let him slide them off too.
Gabriella looked back over her shoulder, silently watching as her boyfriend kicked his pants off and lined his stiff cock up with Allison's pussy.
Brody looked up at his girlfriend, hoping she realized there was no other way. And as she whispered, "do it," he slid his cock inside.
Allison moaned as he filled her, and Gabriella was mesmerized as she watched her boyfriend fuck another woman for the first time.
But the spell broke as she heard a footstep in front of her and turned around just as three zombies neared her.
Gabriella reached down, pulled her panties to one side and lifted Allison's mouth between her legs.
Her senses were filled with the smell and feel of Gabriella's tender pussy, and her tongue automatically flicked out and licked the soft folds.
Gabriella bit her lower lip, trying not to moan, and the zombies stopped, watching as Allison teased Gabriella's clit while Brody plowed her pussy.
Allison tilted her head back, trying to focus on the sweet taste on her tongue but having a hard time concentrating because of the thick cock pumping between her legs, sending jolts of pleasure through her.
She stifled a moan, hoping she wouldn't come, and hung on to Gabriella's legs while her boyfriend plunged his pole in and out of her.
Gabriella rubbed her pussy against Allison's mouth, and then reluctantly let go of her hair. "We can stop now," she whispered, "they're gone."
But all Allison could do was moan. Brody had heard what his girlfriend had said, but hadn't slowed down.
Gabriella glanced back over her shoulder and saw Brody was still feeding her long strokes. Brody had a beautiful cock and knew how to use it, something Allison was finding out first hand.
Gabriella whispered, "You know you can't come in her yet, honey. But when this is over, we'll have her come to our apartment and she can spend the night."
Brody nodded and reluctantly slid his cock out of Allison's pussy, but as he glanced up at Gabriella his eyes filled with fear.
She spun around and saw the three Sidhe standing in front of her.
"She is blessed," they said in unison, and the center one placed a crown of flowers on her head.
"No!" Brody cried, as Gabriella's head tilted back, and her eyes blazed golden.
Brody stumbled backward, dazed, as Allison scrambled out from between Gabriella's legs just as she reached down to grab her hair.
Allison stood up just in time, and grabbed Brody as he moved forward to try to help his girlfriend. "No, Brody. It's too late, you know it's too late!"
The Sidhe reached out and took the crown from Gabriella's head, and said, "She is not the one."
And then their eyes locked on Allison. "She has been blessed. She is the one."
Brody had failed Gabriella; he wouldn't fail Allison. He grabbed her hand, and they ran.
* * *
Alec and Moira crouched in the brush, listening and watching.
The quarry below was eerily silent, but they could see the flickering shadows against the granite walls of young bodies locked together in every possible position.
Alec prayed Brody and Gabriella had escaped. He didn't know what the Sidhe wanted with her, but he was sure it wasn't good.
He took Moira's hand and led her quietly near the entrance to the quarry. He couldn't see well enough from here to tell if Allison was part of the mass below. He needed to get to the upper ledge so he could get a better view.
Unfortunately, there were already a half dozen golden-eyed kids sucking and fucking on the ledge. He hid behind a fallen log with Moira.
"Let's wait here for a minute," he whispered, "and see if they leave."
She nodded and lay down in the shadow of the log on the soft forest floor. Alec moved behind her, also trying to stay hidden behind the fallen tree trunk. Moira placed the cold, dark cauldron in front of her.
"I just don't understand how this can be happening again," Alec whispered. "The curse of the cauldron hasn't been reawakened; how can their eyes be glowing?"
"Their eyes are glowing because they're under the spell of the Sidhe. You saw how they tried to touch me. At Halloween they used the cauldron as a vessel to let their magic flow into our world, but now they don't need it anymore as they've actually crossed through from their world into ours," Moira said.
"But why?"
"I have no idea, perhaps when Kaylee awakened the magic in the cauldron, she woke them too."
Alec felt a chill run down his spine at the thought, and prayed his daughter was miles from the quarry.
He wrapped his hand around Moira's waist and pulled himself closer. She couldn't see what was going on in the quarry because of the log in front of her, but it was the log behind her she was more concerned with.
Alec's swollen erection was pressed against the soft flesh of her ass. She shifted, subtly rubbing her bum against it. He thought she was uncomfortable and went to pull his hand away, but she grabbed it and held it in place.
Alec could feel the curves of her body pressed against him like they were pieces in a puzzle. He buried his face in her thick hair and immersed himself in her scent as she arched her back and pressed herself against his thick cock.
"If they come across us like this," Moira moaned, "we won't have time to get away."
"Did you want to move?" Alec said.
"No," she whispered, "but we should make sure we're ready in case we're discovered."
"What do you mean?"
Moira answered by unbuttoning her jeans and sliding them down past her knees.
"Good idea," Alec whispered, and pushed his own pants and boxers down.
She settled back against him, rubbing her panties against his hard shaft.
"These should come off too," he whispered, and slid her panties all the way down.
Moira gasped softly as she felt his heat pressed against her bare flesh, and she ground her ass against his cock.
"I'm going to see if they're gone," Alec whispered, and raised himself up on one arm to peek over the log. The kids were still there.
But as he'd raised himself up, he'd shifted his weight against Moira, and as her legs parted his thick shaft slipped between them.
"Uhh," she moaned, feeling his cock brush against her soaked pussy.
"Shh!" Alec said, if you make any noise they'll know you're not one of them.
She nodded her head while biting her lower lip, his cock still trapped between her legs.
Alec slowly went to pull his cock out, but she put her hand on his hip, stopping him. So he slowly pushed it back in again, rubbing it against her pussy.
She squeezed his leg and shifted hers to give him better access.
"Maybe you should just put a few inches in...in case they surprise us," she whispered.
He nodded, and she stifled a moan as his thick pole parted her swollen pussy lips.
Moira wanted to scream like the girls had screamed. Wanted to join the kids around the bonfire and celebrate Beltane by riding Alec's beautiful cock. She felt his hand slide under her sweater to caress her full breasts, and she put her hand on top of his and held it there while he slowly stroked his cock in and out.
"Are you sure we can't come?" she gasped in a ragged whisper.
"Uh huh," he moaned, barely able to talk because her pussy felt so good.
"Then let me know if you're getting close," she said and slowly started to hump her pussy back and forth on his cock.
Alec sighed and planted soft kisses on her neck as he squeezed her breast and played with her erect nipple.
He could hear her breath quickening, and he quickly reminded her that she couldn't come either.
"Damn," she moaned, and slowed down her pace.
Alec raised his head to peek over the log to see if the kids were still there and Moira, misreading the situation, turned her head and pulled his mouth to hers.
Their tongues locked together and she turned so they could face each other as they kissed passionately in the dark. Moira's head was swimming as she felt his strong hands wrapped around her, pulling her so close it felt like they were one.
She slid her hand between them and was stroking his cock, getting it ready to go back in her waiting pussy, when a chill wind swept through the woods.
Alec broke the kiss. "What was that?"
Suddenly an even stronger wind gusted through the trees and one of the bonfires blew out, throwing half of the quarry into darkness. And then a voice whispered through the trees: "Cailleach!"
Moira quickly sat upright and pushed her top down as she hurried to pull her pants up.
"What is it?" Alec said.
Moira looked at him, fear in her eyes. "Oh my god, I've just realized why the Sidhe are after the girls!"
"Why?"
"Cailleach is coming; they're looking for a May Queen!"
Alec sat up and pulled his own pants up. He noticed the kids had all disappeared from the top of the quarry.
"Who is Cailleach?"
"Cailleach is the old crone. In Celtic myths she is the one who brings winter and the May Queen is the one who brings the spring. The May Queen must do battle with the hag or we'll be plunged into an eternal winter.
"You said that Kaylee was the one who started the ritual at Halloween, that must make her the reigning May Queen. The Sidhe are looking for her to have her battle the hag."
"Battle the hag? And what happens if she loses?"
Moira met his eyes, and he could see the fear in them. "She'll die," she whispered.
Alec peeked over the edge of the quarry, trying to find Kaylee again. He saw her twirling naked around the bonfire, her golden glowing eyes turned up to the stars.
"There she is!" he said.
When he pointed her out Moira scooped up the cauldron. "We have to get her away from here!"
They hurried out onto the granite ledge at the top of the quarry to head down the path at the far side to the bottom of the quarry where the bonfire was.
"If that second bonfire goes out, spring may never come again," Moira said.
Suddenly two figures burst from the woods to their left.
"Dad!" Allison said and ran forward to hug her father.
He squeezed her tightly, but was embarrassed when he realized she was only wearing a t-shirt and was naked from the waist down. He rubbed her back soothingly, letting her know everything was going to be okay as he arched an eyebrow at Brody, who was also only wearing a shirt.
Brody covered his hanging cock in embarrassment when he noticed Alec and Moira staring at it; it was obvious how he and Allison had fooled the sex zombies they'd encountered.
Alec quickly introduced Moira to his daughter, and said, "We have to get Kaylee."
"They already got her, she's one of them," Allison said. "We have to break the spell."
"No," Moira said. "We have to help your friend before they crown her the May Queen."
"They already tried to crown her," Allison said.
"What do you mean?" Moira asked.
"The three women put a crown of flowers on her head but then took it off. They did the same thing with Gabriella."
Moira blinked in confusion. "Gabriella? What does she have to do with this?"
"She helped us break the spell on Kaylee," Alec said.
"Oh my god," Moira whispered. "Who else helped break the spell?!"
Alec nervously pulled his daughter a little closer. "Just Allison."
Moira's eyes went wide. "Oh no...she's the new May Queen. She's the one they're looking for!"
Just then the voice whispered through the trees again, closer this time. "Cailleach!" and the cold wind clawed at them like bony fingers.
Allison looked at her father and he could see the fear in her eyes. "What's that mean? What's going to happen to me?"
Alec hugged his daughter as she shivered against him. "Nothing's going to happen to you. I won't let it."
Moira swallowed nervously as she watched them. She knew what would happen if they caught Allison. She knew if she was forced to fight the old crone of winter she could lose far more than just a battle. "We need to get out of here -- now!"
Alec nodded and was just getting ready to leave when he saw them, three lights drifting through the trees toward them. And then they heard their voices, "She is blessed. She is the one."



They were trapped. Behind them there was a fifty-foot drop to the quarry floor below, and ahead of them were the Sidhe.
"Use the iron," Alec said. "Use the cauldron to keep them back!"
"It won't keep them all back, and as soon as one of them places the crown of flowers on her head the transformation will be complete," Moira said.
They backed toward the edge of the quarry and they could see golden-eyed kids dancing around the bonfire down below.
"There must be a way," Alec pleaded, as the lights surrounded them, trapping them along the top edge of the quarry. "There must be a way for me to protect her!"
Moira knew the old folk tales of how faeries would come to steal babies to make them a changeling, and how a father would wrap his infant daughter in his shirt to protect her. But Allison wasn't an infant, and the Sidhe were more than just fairies.
But Moira remembered even older tales, older rituals, passed down from the days before the Romans came. And she knew it was Allison's only hope.
"Only one thing can protect her -- your love."
"But I do love her..."
"That isn't what I mean...you must make love to her."
Alec blinked at her, wondering if he'd heard her right.
Moira looked back and saw the faerie lights were getting nearer. "It's your only hope," she said. "In pagan times, when a girl was on the verge of becoming a woman, it was believed that the faerie folk would try to come and claim her while she slept. So a father would protect his daughter by claiming her first, letting them know that she was under his protection. I honestly don't know if it will work or not, but if you don't do it, and they make her their queen, Allison could die!"
Alec froze, he felt his daughter shivering against him. The lights were coming closer to the edge of the woods and the night was growing colder.
Their eyes met. "Allison, I -- "
"Please, Daddy," she whispered. "I'm so scared. I don't want to die."
He looked at Moira, desperately hoping there was another way but she slowly shook her head no. And then he glanced down at Allison, who whispered, "Please, Daddy," again as she started to undo his pants.
"Honey," he whispered, as she slid her hand into his underwear and squeezed his thick shaft.
"You have to do it, Dad. You have to do it to protect me. And it won't change anything. I'll still be your daughter and you'll still be my father. And we'll still love each other."
He saw the lights getting closer, and nodded as she pushed his pants and underwear down, letting his thick cock spring free. She quickly lay down on the cool granite as he kicked off his pants. And as he moved on top of her she spread her legs.
Moira walked over to Brody, who was watching in stunned disbelief as Alec got ready to fuck his own daughter.
"There is one more thing that must be done," she said, and leaned close and whispered in his ear.
Alec got down on his knees between Allison's legs as she quickly pulled her t-shirt off. She was completely naked except for her ankle socks, covered in dirt from running through the woods. Her breasts were beautiful in the moonlight and his eyes glided down her taut body to the glistening triangle between her legs.
"We have to hurry, Daddy," she said, as she saw the lights reaching the edge of the woods.
She wrapped her cool fingers around his thick cock, and it only took a few pumps of her hand to get him rock hard. She rubbed his huge knob up and down her tender slit and when their eyes met she nodded to let him know she was ready.
Alec knew they didn't have much time and he pushed forward, groaning as he felt his cock parting his daughter's sweet pussy lips.
She was so tight, and she moaned and reached out and grabbed his ass to pull him deeper inside her, feeling her tiny pussy stretch as she tried to accommodate his big cock.
She looked to her left, biting her lower lip as she tried to get used to his size, and saw the three women appear at the edge of the woods, the crown of flowers in one's hand.
"She is blessed," they said. "She is the one."
Alec was also watching them as he gave Allison long, slow strokes of his thick eight-incher.
And he was surprised when he looked to his right and saw Moira on her back with Brody between her legs, fucking her with the same steady stroke.
"What are you doing?" he whispered at her.
"I'm sorry, Alec," she moaned, as Brody filled her with his cock. "It's the only way."
He was trying to figure out what she meant when Allison pulled his hips, trying to get him to fuck her. "Hurry, Daddy. There isn't enough time. I know you want to be gentle, but you can't be. Fuck me hard. Make yourself come."
He knew she was right, so he picked up the pace and started to hammer his stiff pole in and out of her tight little hole.
Allison tilted her head back and cried out in pleasure as he hit all the right spots. Her senses were reeling as her father impaled her with his thick shaft, she'd never been fucked by a cock this big.
Alec had been watching between her legs, watching as their flesh met and she took him inside. The moonlight licked at her body, highlighting her erect nipples and the look of bliss on her face.
Moira looked over, surprised to see how hard he was fucking his daughter, but she knew they had the right idea.
"Just like they're doing," she said, and sprawled out on the granite, "fuck me harder...faster," she moaned as Brody's hips slapped against hers.
Moira hadn't been with a man since her boyfriend had left her, and she'd been close to coming when Alec had his cock inside her earlier. But she knew this time Brody was going to push her over the edge. She moaned and reached out for the cauldron just as the three sisters approached Allison.
She looked up and saw the three of them closing in on her, the crown of flowers in their hand. She knew they were out of time.
"Daddy! Please...please come in me," she moaned.
And Alec did. With a grunt he emptied his load into her tender pussy, filling his baby girl with a torrent of cum.
Allison moaned as she felt her father's warmth inside her and hugged him tightly, not wanting to ever let him go.
The three women stepped back, the ancient charm of protection thrown up by a father's love for his daughter holding them at bay.
And then they turned as one when Brody groaned and came inside Moira.
Her head was tilted back in bliss as his thick cock pumped cum inside her and she felt herself coming at the same time.
And then Alec noticed it. Moira's hand was holding on to the cauldron, and as soon as Brody came the cauldron burst forth with a familiar golden glow.
"A new queen has been chosen," the three said at once, and stepped toward Moira.
Brody staggered back, his cock covered in her cream, and his eyes glowing golden. And all of the golden eyes in the forest and all of the golden eyes in the quarry below turned as one to watch as the Sidhe placed the crown of flowers on Moira's head.
She didn't resist, she smiled as a golden ring arced out from the crown of flowers like a halo, and when she slowly stood her eyes glowed green, like the first bloom of spring.
The three Sidhe kneeled before their May Queen as she rose, and said as one, "Cailleach comes."
"No!" Alec cried. He'd wanted to save Allison, but the price Moira had knowingly paid was too high.
As if she'd read his mind, Moira turned to him and said in an unearthly voice, "A father's love would only have protected her for so long, Alec; a new queen had to be chosen to keep her safe. I have taken your daughter's place -- I will battle Cailleach."
"No, Moira...please!"
Frost appeared on the branches around them and they knew the old crone of winter had come. An icy wind blew through the quarry and the naked lovers all huddled together for warmth as the bonfire flickered and nearly went out.
"Beltane is nigh; the time has come," Moira said, and as she raised her arms golden light poured out of the cauldron in a torrent. And as it washed over Alec, he felt himself falling away like he was in a dream.
* * *
Alec opened his eyes. He was lying in fresh green grass at the edge of the quarry. As the sun rose above the trees, its morning light turned the white granite golden. Birds were singing above him.
Allison was curled up against him on one side and Kaylee was curled up beside him on the other. All three of them were naked. Both girls mumbled in sleepy protest as he went to get up, and as he stepped away from them they huddled closer and wrapped their legs together as they shared a soft kiss and drifted back to sleep.
He looked around the quarry and saw new grass was everywhere around the pale, mica-flecked stone. Couples were sleeping in the dew and on the far side he saw Brody and Gabriella wrapped safely together in each other's arms.
He went and woke them up and was relieved to see their eyes were no longer glowing.
"Is it over?" Brody said.
"I think so. It looks like Moira won, but at what price?" Alec said.
He went back and woke up the two girls, and as they opened their eyes and looked at him he knew they'd all had the same dream, a dream where the three of them had spent the night as part of an orgy beside the bonfire, with both girls taking turns repeatedly riding his thick pole, which never seemed to go down.
Alec embarrassedly tried to hide his stiffening cock, and whispered, "Stay here. I'm going to try to find Moira."
He climbed to the top of the quarry and shouted her name into the woods. As if summoned by his call, she appeared from between the trees seconds later. She staggered toward him, naked and weak, the crown of flowers still on her head.
Alec ran over and grabbed her just as she fell to one knee, exhausted. He pulled her up and she wrapped her arms around his neck, barely hanging on. "You did it," he said. "We won!"
She slumped her head against his shoulder, and said, "Did we? The Sidhe are gone."
"Thank god."
"No, Alec," she said, tilting her head back and searching his eyes to see if he truly understood. "They're gone forever. The cauldron called them back for the first time in a century, called them across the veil. But when they saw what we've done to our world since they've been gone...they told me that they wouldn't be back, and neither would Cailleach."
"That's a good thing, right?"
"Cailleach and the May Queen, Samhain and Beltane, Winter and Spring; they represent the balance, Alec, and our world is out of balance. In ancient times, the creatures of the faerie world acted as guardians of the Earth and taught us to embrace it, to be one with it. But we stopped listening, and now they've given up on us, now they've all gone beyond the veil forever."
"But last night...the cauldron...it wasn't good; it was evil."
"Was it Alec?"
They turned and looked at the green floor of the quarry below where the couples, who had slept the night wrapped in each other's arms, were slowly awakening.
Nubile young women, their naked bodies intertwined in their lovers' limbs, opened their eyes and sat up, shaking off the blanket of morning dew. And as they stretched and looked to the east, they smiled as they felt the dawning sun of a new day spread its golden warmth across them.
"That is what the Sidhe would give us," Moira said. "But the faeries are no longer the boogeymen that haunt the night -- sex is. When they said we were blessed, they were right. We were blessed by the power of the cauldron, and the freedom it gave us to cast off the inhibitions society shackles us with.
"Last night, when they put the crown on me...I could see it so clearly. I could see how afraid we've become of sex, and how we fill our children with our fears. I mean...I don't want what happened last night to happen every night. But we need to teach them about sex and what it can do to you, what it can't do to you. Instead, we teach them abstinence."
She slumped against him again, dizzy. "I don't know why I'm saying all this...all I know is that we need balance, Alec, the world needs balance. And that's what the magic of the faeries gave us. Last night, as the May Queen, I saw our world through their eyes...and it terrified me."
She picked up the cauldron, which was cold and lifeless. "I don't know if we'll ever be able to call them back across the veil again, but I think we need their magic now more than ever."
Alec saw a tear roll down her cheek and he pulled her close and kissed the top of her head.
"We can start saving the world tomorrow," he said, "but for today, I just want to let you know how thankful I am that you saved my daughter."
She looked up at him and he pressed his mouth against hers, and she whimpered as he pulled her close, crushing her body against his.
They heard a footstep to their right and they both blushed like teenagers when they realized Allison had been watching their passionate kiss.
She beamed when she saw how happy her father looked, and he and Moira opened their arms, inviting her in and hugging her naked body between theirs, keeping her warm.
Allison smiled at Moira. "Thanks...for everything," she said.
"It wasn't just me," Moira said. "It was your father, and Brody and Gabriella too."
She nodded and smiled at the couple, as they waved up at them from the quarry below.
"So...my Dad and I are supposed to be moving this afternoon. Did you want to come over and see our new place?"
"I don't know, am I invited?" she asked Alec.
"Are you kidding me?" he said, as he hugged both of them tightly. "You're part of this now."
Thanks for taking the time to read my story. I hope you enjoyed it. And just a final reminder that this is an entry for the Literotica Earth Day contest so, if inclined, please don't forget to vote! ~ Seanathon
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"And they were both naked...and were not ashamed." Genesis 2:25
He woke with a violent start, and burst forth from the cold, dark liquid that enveloped him. He couldn't see in the smothering darkness, but he could feel something latched onto his face, its tentacles constricting around his head.
He panicked as he blindly clawed at it, tearing at its rubbery flesh as he tried to rip it loose. Finally it gave, and he wretched as he pulled it away and felt its tail slithering out from deep in his throat; with an anguished cry, he wrenched it free and threw it into the darkness.
He took a deep lungful of air, savoring the sensation of it filling his lungs, and listened to his heart pounding in the eerie darkness as the delirium faded and the first rays of memory pierced the fog blanketing his brain.
He was in space.
"Cabin light on," he said, and a faint blue glow illuminated the interior of the small, windowless, capsule.
He was sitting waist deep in a pool of golden liquid in a stasis pod in the center of the capsule. The stasis mask he'd torn free from his face was hanging down the side, its straps broken. He stood up and beads of golden liquid rolled down his naked body as he stepped from the pod.
There was a storage compartment on the side, and he pulled a neatly folded, light gray jumpsuit from it. He put it on, zipped it closed and bent over to grab the black boots from the compartment.
A wave of dizziness rolled over him and he grabbed the side of the pod for support. He shook his head, trying to clear away the final few filaments of fog that still blanketed his brain, and then pulled the boots on.
His memory was returning. He'd been in deep sleep, but had no idea how many days, months or even years had passed since he'd left the space station. He looked around the cabin and saw a red light flashing on a console.
Red was bad. He remembered that. The light should have been green if he was awake.
He leaned over the console and stared at the warning light. Something was wrong, that was why the ship's quantum computer had woken him from deep sleep. He touched the screen and the monitor woke with a silvery glow.
The chronometer showed that he'd been traveling for a little more than two hundred days since he'd left Earth's orbit. But he knew that, with the time distortion caused by wormhole travel, there was no way of knowing exactly how much time had passed on Earth.
He slid the screen sideways and a star chart appeared, showing that he was now on the other side of the wormhole, a section of deep space far from the nearest solar system.
Everything appeared to be going as planned; why was the warning light on? He slid the screen again to check the ship's indicators, making sure all systems were working correctly and that the craft was still on course. When he saw the readout he blinked, not believing it, and wondered if the deep sleep delirium was still making him imagine things.
He checked the indicator again: ship velocity zero. He knew the reading was impossible. The craft should have been plummeting through space at more than twenty-five thousand miles an hour. How could it be motionless?
Looking at the start chart again, he saw he was in an empty sector of space; there was nothing to land on. And if the mission had been successful and the spacecraft had landed, the light would have been flashing green, not red. He sighed in frustration, wishing there was some way to see outside of the ship. But he knew there were no windows or external cameras; they weren't considered necessary for the mission he'd been sent on.
He tapped a corner of the screen to check the external sensor readings, and leaned closer to make sure he was seeing them right. The temperature and atmosphere readings were exactly what he would have expected to see if he'd landed on a HET class planet -- habitable, extra-solar, and terrestrial -- and the ship definitely wasn't moving. He had to be on solid ground.
Tapping commands into the console, he tried to override the controls on the quantum computer to take a new bearing; either the star charts were wrong or the galactic positioning sensors weren't working right. But it was pointless, the protocols they'd put in place specifically for him prevented anyone inside the capsule from being able to override any of the ship's navigational systems.
He banged his hand off the console in frustration; if the ship didn't realize that it had landed, he'd never be able to initiate another launch sequence. Even if he had somehow stumbled across a HET class planet, he'd never be able to leave. Never be able to let them know that his mission had been successful. He was marooned.
He stared at the escape hatch, knowing that if he opened it and the ship's sensors were wrong and the star charts were right, and he was still in deep space, he'd die instantly. He'd already cheated death once, could he cheat it a second time?
The survival belt was mounted to the wall, and he took it and fastened it around the waist of his jumpsuit. He then tapped a button on the console and a weapon compartment slid open. He removed the disruptor pistol from inside and attached it to his belt.
He tapped a command into the screen, telling the computer to open the outer door. There was no protocol against opening it in deep space; the scientists could have never imagined one would be necessary as opening the door there would mean certain death.
The command was delayed a few seconds as the cabin adjusted to the outside pressure, and then the door quietly slid open.
He staggered back as sunlight flooded the small capsule. To his eyes, so sensitive after more than eight months of utter darkness, the light was blinding.
But as his eyes adjusted to the glare, the colors outside came into focus. He stepped through the opening and the first thing he noticed was the sky, which was a brilliant azure blue. Around the capsule was a lush forest, filled with wild, alien flora. The strangely shaped leaves of the plants and trees were all shades of green and purple, and vividly colored red and yellow flowers dotted the forest floor.
The explosion of color was a shock to his senses. The bleak colors of Earth were nothing compared to the wild palette of the alien landscape before him.
He knew there was life in this forest, he could hear it. Insects buzzed through the trees and winged creatures, similar in size and shape to the birds on Earth, flew overhead. He wished he could have compared it to a wild forest back home, but the only ones he'd ever seen had been sealed for their protection in terra-domes.
Climbing down from the capsule, he took his first step on the alien planet. The ship's sensors had already confirmed the temperature, radiation and atmosphere were all acceptable; now he had to find the most important thing -- simple, beautiful and oh-so-precious water.
He knew it had to be here. He refused to believe that a forest as spectacular as this one could grow without it. He just had to find it. He turned around, wondering which direction to head in. There were no remote sensors on the ship, nothing he could take with him to help look for water.
The craft had been designed for one purpose, to find a HET class planet, and he was the guinea pig, the canary in the coal mine that would explore the planet. If he survived, the sensors in his suit would send a signal back to the ship, the ship would return through the wormhole -- with or without him -- and a pulse signal would be sent to Earth, letting them know a habitable planet had been discovered.
But the green light had never turned on. The craft's landing systems must have automatically activated as soon as its sensors detected that it had entered an atmosphere. But as far as the ship was concerned, its navigation system operating off the information provided by the star charts, it was still drifting through outer space.
He shook his head in disbelief. How could Earth's astronomers have missed something like this? It was light years away, but still well within the area of the galaxy considered observed space.
He grabbed a spear-head shaped leaf from a nearby branch and tore it in half, hoping its physiology would give him a clue to where he might start looking for water. He looked up from it to see if there were clouds in the sky, and saw a movement in front of him.
Something was on the other side of the tree. He dropped the leaf and drew his pistol, slowly backing away toward his spacecraft.
Then he saw her, shyly peeking out from around the tree trunk. He shook his head, sure that he had to be dreaming. But he knew there were no dreams in deep sleep, and the sounds and colors of this world were too vibrant, too real.
The girl stepped out from behind the tree and tilted her head as she watched him with an untamed curiosity.
She was completely nude, and by Earth terms, he would have described her as looking to be in her late teens. But no earthly words could capture her indescribable beauty. She stepped through the grass toward him, her gently tanned body perfect in every way imaginable and her long, tawny hair, bleached blonde by the sun, tumbling down her back. Though she was half a head shorter than him, her legs were long and lean. But he'd be lying if he said he was looking at her legs.
Her full, firm breasts were flawless and he couldn't take his eyes off them as they bounced toward him. She was a vision, and her ethereal beauty and stunning form made it impossible to look away.
As she closed to within ten feet of him, he leveled the pistol at her chest and said, "Stay back!"
But if she knew the danger she was in, she didn't show it; she just flashed a disarming smile at him and kept coming.
His finger tightened on the trigger. She looked so human, but he knew she couldn't be. Fearing her appearance had to be an illusion, he imagined her arms morphing into tentacles as her jaw slowly distended, revealing a maw of razor sharp teeth just before she devoured him like a Venus flytrap.
She was so close now. The weapon trembled in his hand. She reached out for it and he quickly pulled it away, out of reach behind his back. If her appearance was an illusion it was a damn good one; he couldn't kill something that looked like her.
She was right in front of him; her naked flesh inches away from the fabric of his jumpsuit. He could smell her scent, like wildflowers, and he didn't think he'd ever smelled anything so beautiful in his life.
She leaned close, sniffing at his uniform while he inhaled deeply of the exotic aroma of her hair, intoxicated by the heady perfume, and then she wrinkled her nose and stepped back, still staring curiously at his uniform.
When she'd first come toward him and he'd seen her body he didn't think anything could be more perfect; now that he saw her face, he realized he'd been wrong. Her soft lips and perfect teeth drew him in, but what really captured his attention were her eyes. As they stared softly at him from beneath her long lashes, he noticed they were hazel and had turned golden in the sun. And he could see there wasn't a speck of fear in them.
She flashed her beautiful smile again and he felt like his heart was going to melt. But then it skipped a beat instead, as she reached out and gently slid her slender fingers across his chest, feeling the fabric.
He glanced down and saw that she was running them across the name tag sewn on the front of his uniform, tracing the letters.
"Caleb," he said, reading the tag. "That's my name, Caleb."
She glanced up at him, watching his lips move, and then repeated, "Kay-leb."
"You can talk! That's right," he said, and pointed to himself. "Caleb."
She then brushed her fingers above her breast, the same place a name tag would have been if she'd had any clothes on, and said, "Hannah. Name is Hannah."
Caleb blinked in surprise. "You speak my language?!"
She tilted her head in confusion, not understanding the word.
"Like me, you can speak like me?"
She smiled and pressed a finger against his lips and then against her own. "Talk," she said.
Caleb's mind reeled. How was it possible that she looked so human and spoke his language? Ancient legends hinted that Man had first come from beyond the stars. Was it possible that they'd ended up on this planet too?
"Who...I mean, what are you?" he said.
"Hannah is daughter."
"Yes, I know that. I mean...umm..." Caleb was finding it hard to concentrate on what he wanted to say. She was still running her hand across his uniform, fascinated by the feel of it, and as she touched him he couldn't help stealing a peek at her firm, high breasts with their beautifully upturned nipples, and sneaking a glance down her flat stomach toward the tawny patch between her legs, glistening in the sun.
She kept running her hand across the breast of his uniform, captivated by the strange surface. And then, as if to emphasize the differences that were confusing her, she took Caleb's hand and placed it on her own breast.
His pulse quickened as he felt the soft but firm flesh, her erect nipple pressing into his palm. And as he gently squeezed her full breast she stroked her fingers across his flat, muscular chest.
"Different," she said, glancing down at his hand, which was still caressing her firm, perfect tit.
"Uh huh," he moaned, "we're different."
She ran her hand down his uniform, letting it slide lower, toward his waist. "What is it?" she said.
He let go of her breast and glanced down, hoping she wasn't referring to his rapidly stiffening cock. But then he realized she was talking about what he was wearing.
"This is my uniform," he said, swallowing nervously as her fingers traced up across his Adam's apple and then returned down his chest. "You know...clothes."
She shook her head at the strange word.
"Clothes...this is what we wear on the planet I come from. Don't your people wear clothes?" he said, secretly thankful that -- if they did -- she wasn't wearing any now.
She bent down, picked a purple flower and placed it behind her ear. "No wear clothes. Wear flower."
"It's beautiful," he said, and smiled at her. But behind his smile he couldn't help thinking how primitive the people of this planet had to be if they hadn't even learned to wear animal skins and furs yet.
She reached toward him, pulling at the fabric of his uniform. "Take off clothes."
Caleb blushed as he pulled her eager hands away, and said, "I can't do that. I have to leave them on."
"Why? Why wear clothes?"
"They...umm...they keep me warm," he said.
She blinked in confusion at his answer, and then turned her heart-shaped face toward the sun, smiling as it gently caressed her skin with its golden rays. "Warm," she said.
"Yes, I realize it's warm here...very warm," he said, sweating under his uniform. "But that's not the only reason I'm wearing clothes."
He was about to say he also needed them for protection, but he realized the flimsy fabric the jumpsuit was made of wouldn't protect him from a sharp stick. "I just...I just wear them because I need to."
She shook her head, unable to make sense of his answer. "Take off clothes."
"No, I -- I can't."
"Take off clothes," she repeated, as her hands slid across his uniform, trying to figure out how to remove it. Then her hand slid below his belt, brushing against his swollen cock.
She started when she touched it, taking a step back in disbelief, and then pounced on it like a kitten that had spotted something moving beneath a blanket.
"What is it?!" she said, pressing her hand against his crotch with unconcealed curiosity.
Now he really blushed. "It's my...umm, you know...my penis," he whispered, as if afraid someone would hear him.
"Pee-nizz?" she repeated, trying to pronounce the strange word while her hand squeezed him through his uniform, exploring every inch.
"Uh huh," he moaned, as she massaged his stiff flesh through the soft fabric. "You know...a penis. A cock."
"Cock," she said, enjoying the feel of the strange word in her mouth. She used her finger to trace the outline of his erection, unable to take her eyes off of it. "Take off clothes. Show Hannah cock."
Caleb glanced around. He had no idea what the males of her species were like, but he guessed that they wouldn't appreciate finding their first visitor from outer space alone with one of their women, showing her his hard-on. "Yeah, I don't think that's a good idea," he said reluctantly.
But she wouldn't be dissuaded. "Show Hannah cock," she repeated, and tried to tear away the fabric covering his crotch.
"Whoa, gentle!" he said, surprised at her strength. "You're going to tear more than the uniform."
She stepped back, gently biting her lower lip as she kept staring at his obvious bulge. "Please, Hannah will be gentle. Show Hannah cock."
Caleb glanced around again. It seemed like they were alone. A little part of his brain, probably the part connected to his penis, reasoned that if he showed it to her he might be able to convince her to lead him to water. Besides, she was obviously curious, and definitely persistent.
He took a deep breath and checked a third time to make sure they were alone. With a nervous smile, he started undoing his belt.
He knew it was stupid to feel self-conscious about being naked when she was standing completely nude in front of him, but he still felt awkward as he slowly unzipped his jumpsuit.
Hannah instantly stepped forward, her eyes sparkling with excitement as she slid her hand inside. He couldn't unzip it fast enough for her and she forced her hand down, squealing with delight when it wrapped around his stiff cock.
"Gentle," he moaned.
Now that her hand was already in his jumpsuit, he didn't bother undressing any further. He just stood there, nervously keeping an eye out for unexpected company as Hannah's cool hand explored his cock and fondled his balls.
But she didn't want to just touch it, she wanted to see it. "Take off clothes," she said, her blonde hair soft against his chest as she leaned against him, trying to peek down the front of his uniform.
Caleb nodded. Her touch was driving him crazy, and his cock was throbbing in her hand. He was just pulling his right arm out of the sleeve when they heard it.
A horn sounded in the distance. Loud and long, like a foghorn warning of unseen danger. She started at the sound, and turned to look in the direction it came from.
"What is it?" Caleb said.
As the horn sounded a second blast, she yanked her hand out of his jumpsuit. And by the time the third blast had sounded she was already running back through the trees toward it.
"Hey, wait!" Caleb cried, pulling his uniform back on as he ran after her.
He was only seconds behind her, but she was soon outdistancing him as she raced through the woods with an animal grace while he stumbled behind her, tripping over roots while branches whipped at his face.
She was disappearing into the distance. He could see she'd reached the edge of a clearing ahead and he called, "Hannah, wait!"
At the sound of her name she stopped and looked back at him, waiting for him to catch up to her. When he did he fell to his knees, sweat beaded on his forehead as he gasped for air and tried to catch his breath.



Her breast rose and fell steadily and only the faintest sheen of sweat showed on her smooth skin. It was as if she'd strolled through the wood instead of leaping across it like a gazelle.
"Why did you run?" he said. "What was that noise?"
"The makers summon the daughters back to the temple."
"Wait...who is, I mean...what?"
"Hannah must go," she said. "This place is forbidden."
Caleb looked around, a growing sense of unease taking hold of him. "Forbidden...why is it forbidden?"
She didn't answer; she simply turned and took off again, running across the large meadow. Caleb chased her through the tall alien grass, as high as his chest, and as they ran he kept looking back, fearing that something might be gaining on them. But when she reached the far edge of the meadow she stopped, so suddenly that he nearly ran into her.
"What's wrong," he said, with a final glance over his shoulder to make sure no alien beast was about to have him for dinner. "Why did you stop?"
"Hannah is here now."
"Here...what do you mean here?"
"In the grove."
He looked around them. Nothing looked any different than it had on the other side of the meadow. "What are you saying...this place isn't forbidden?"
"No, not forbidden. The grove is Hannah's home."
But as he spun around he could see no walls, no signs, nothing to differentiate this place from where they'd started. "How can you tell that we're in this grove?" he said.
She stepped past him and pointed. "The boundary."
Caleb blinked in surprise. He'd run past in such a panic he hadn't even noticed it: a six foot-wide swath of grass completely flattened in a straight line across the meadow like it had been crushed beneath an invisible wall.
He stepped forward and ran his hand through the air above the swath; the hair on the back of his hand instantly stood on end.
An energy shield, Caleb thought. They're using some kind of force field to keep creatures out...or is it to keep them in? He turned and studied Hannah more closely; her people weren't as primitive as their lack of clothing made them seem.
"Who put up this boundary?"
"The makers," she said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.
"The makers? And they say it's forbidden to go past here?"
"The makers command the daughters not to leave the grove."
He was about to ask why, when she suddenly started walking away again.
"Hey, where are you going?" he said, hurrying to catch up to her.
"To the temple."
"Why?" he said, as he tried to keep up with her quick stride.
"The makers have summoned the daughters."
"No, I mean, why have they summoned you?"
"Hannah does not know."
"Is it because of me?" he said. "Are they summoning you because of me?"
She turned back to him, confusion in her eyes. "What does Caleb mean?"
"Did they see me land? Did they see my ship land?"
"Land?"
"Yes, land. I'm not from here."
"Hannah knows. Caleb is from the forbidden place," she said.
"No, I'm not. I'm not even from this planet. I come from up there," he said, and gestured toward the sky.
Hannah blinked as she stared into the sky, where strange birds flew overhead. She grabbed his shoulder and spun him halfway around, "Where are Caleb's wings?"
He turned back and grabbed her shoulders, forcing her to look into his eyes. "Hannah, I'm serious. I come from far above the sky, from far above the stars; I'm from another planet, called Earth.
"I flew here in the silver ship you saw, and I've been sent here on a mission, a very important mission. That's why it's important that you tell me everything you know. These makers you keep talking about, are they the rulers of your people?"
She frowned, not understanding what he was saying.
"Do they rule your people...tell you what to do?"
She nodded. "The daughters obey the makers."
"And what are they like, these makers, are they like you?"
She shook her head no. "The makers have long, gray hair. At night, when the daughters sleep, the makers come out of the temple."
"They only come out when you sleep?"
She nodded.
"Then how do you know what they look like?"
"Hannah woke up and saw a maker once, walking past the daughters through the dark toward the water."
The word hit him like a thunderbolt. Caleb squeezed her shoulders tightly. "Did you just say you know where there's water?!"
Hannah nodded, confused as to why he was so excited.
"You have to take me there -- right now!"
She shook her head. "Hannah must go to the temple."
"No!" he said. "I need to find the water, and I can't do it without you. Please take me there, take me to the water before you go to this temple."
Hannah hesitated, unsure.
"Look," he said, desperate to convince her, "you said yourself that you don't know why these beings you call the makers are calling you back. What if it's because they know you went to the forbidden place? What if they mean to punish you?"
Hannah scrunched her eyebrows. "Punish? What is punish?"
"You know...hurt you...take you away."
Hannah started at his words, her eyes filled with fear as she stared back in the direction of the temple.
"What is it?" he said. "What's wrong?"
"The makers have already taken some of the other daughters away," she whispered.
"Why would they do that?"
"Hannah does not know. Does Caleb think the makers punish the daughters? Will the makers take Hannah away?!"
"Hey, calm down," he said, hearing the rising panic in her voice. "As long as you stay with me, no one is going to take you away. I'll protect you. Why don't you just take me to the water, and then we can go to the temple together to find out what these makers want."
She hesitated for a few moments, weighing her choices. Finally, she said, "The water is not far. Hannah will take Caleb there."
He let out a relieved sigh, and as she turned and headed through the trees he followed her. He wasn't sure, even if he found water, of how good his chances were of getting a message back to Earth. But he was sure of one thing -- to have any chance at all he'd have to keep far away from the temple and the mysterious makers waiting inside.
They walked through the wood for nearly ten minutes, and Hannah hardly said a word the whole time. Finally, Caleb broke the silence.
"So you, umm, didn't see me...my ship, I mean...falling from the sky?"
Hannah looked back over her shoulder at him and shook her head.
"Then why were you even in the forbidden place?"
She hesitated before finally answering, "Hannah just goes there sometimes."
"Why do you do that...just curious?"
"Ker-yuss?" she said, struggling to pronounce the curious word.
"Yes, curious. It means...eager to learn...wanting knowledge."
She looked back at him, still not sure what he meant.
"Like this," he said, gesturing toward his crotch. "When you first found it you were curious...curious to see what it was."
Hannah turned around, and a sparkle returned to her eyes. She'd been so distracted by the unexpected summons to the temple that she'd nearly forgotten about her new toy.
"Cock," she said. "Hannah wants to see cock. Take off clothes." She immediately reached for the zipper and this time, Caleb didn't stop her.
He'd been trying to stay focused on his mission as they walked. But he'd found it increasingly impossible as he watched her sexy, heart-shaped ass sway back and forth in front of him as he followed her. His cock had responded accordingly, and now all he could think about was how good it had felt when her hand had been down the front of his jumpsuit, touching him.
He fumbled with his belt, unable to tear his eyes off her perfect body, and got it undone just as she pulled his zipper down and past it.
His stiff cock sprang out of his jumpsuit, and she squealed as she stepped back, like she'd spotted a snake. But her fear of the unknown was quickly overwhelmed by her curiosity, and she reached forward and pulled his jumpsuit down far enough for his swollen shaft to swing completely free, hanging heavily in front of him.
Her eyes were wide as she stared at the thick length. "Caleb has a tail!" she said.
He laughed, and said, "It's not a tail. Tails are on the back. This is my cock. Don't you...umm...don't you want to touch it again?"
She nodded and tentatively reached out her fingers toward it.
Caleb's cock twitched in response, aching for her touch. But then his ears, always extra sensitive when he had his cock out, heard something.
The sound had been so faint when they'd been walking that he'd mistaken it for the wind through the trees. But now that it was closer, and now that they weren't moving or talking, he heard it more clearly: a distant, ominous rumble, echoing through the woods.
"What's that?" he asked, as he reluctantly pulled Hannah's hand off his cock and quickly zipped his jumpsuit back up. He'd never heard a noise like it, and wondered if some sort of alien machinery was rumbling toward them.
Hannah pouted as he put his cock away, and then turned to see what had captured his attention. She listened, and said, "What does Caleb mean...the river?"
Caleb's eyes went wide at the word. "A river -- we're near the water?!"
She nodded. "Hannah has brought Caleb to the water."
He ran past her, weaving through the trees as the roar grew louder. He stumbled and rolled down a bank but didn't stop, leaping back to his feet as he kept running forward. And when he burst forth from the trees and saw the sight before him, he felt a surge of joy and relief.
When he'd told her to take him to the water, he'd expected to find a thin trickle or maybe a rivulet. But he'd never expected this. A river raced past him, its water white where it tumbled over dark, half-covered boulders. It was no more than thirty feet across, but to Caleb the sight was awe-inspiring.
He raced to the water's edge and threw himself down on the bank. Cupping his hands together he took a drink of the precious fluid and now, even more than when he first saw Hannah, he prayed that this wasn't some form of deep sleep dream. He hadn't even thought to ask her if it was safe to drink, but as he drank the cold, clean water he thought he hadn't tasted anything sweeter in his life.
Hannah was beside him and he looked up at her, a huge grin on his face as he felt the spray from the river, cool on his skin. "This is amazing!" he said. "I've never seen so much water in my life!"
"There is no water where Caleb is from?"
He shook his head, still in disbelief, and smiled. "Not like this. I mean, there once was, a long time before I was born. But fresh water doesn't just run wild like this on my planet. It's all safely stored and hidden away in artificial aquifers."
"Hidden...why?"
"Well, to make sure no one takes it of course."
She wasn't sure if she'd heard him right. "Take water?"
"I know it probably sounds crazy to you, but on my planet water is more precious than anything. So to me, seeing all this...it's amazing!"
She smiled. "Hannah is glad Caleb is happy."
She took his hand and led him farther down the river. Soon, it leveled out and deepened and the roar of the rapids disappeared behind them.
She reached forward and started to unzip his jumpsuit. "Take clothes off. Swim."
Caleb took a quick step back as he glanced fearfully at the river. "In there? No, I mean...I can't. I don't know how to swim."
She smiled. "Hannah will show Caleb how to swim. Take clothes off." She reached for his zipper but he knocked her hand away.
"Stay away from me. I'm not going in there -- I'll drown!" he said, his eyes filled with fright as he watched the dark river crawl past.
"Fine, Caleb does not have to swim, but take off clothes. Hannah does not like clothes."
He shook his head, clutching his jumpsuit as if it was some sort of talisman that would protect him from the river's depths.
"I won't take them off," he said, taking a step further back from the bank and away from her. "I know wearing them seems strange to you, but I'm keeping them on...I'm keeping them on."
Hannah eyed him with disappointment and turned to the river. She splashed into it and on her third step launched herself into a shallow dive and knifed into the cold, clear water. She reappeared downstream, surfacing with her wet hair glistening in the sun and smiling at him like swimming was the most natural act in the world.
Caleb followed her down the bank as she swam easily against the current, finding eddies and pools to rest in. A tree had fallen across the river and as she neared it she reached out and grabbed one of its branches. Holding on, she let the current lift her as she languorously stretched out in the water on her back, with only her breasts breaking the surface.
As she lazily drifted there, holding onto the end of the branch while the river glided past her, Caleb saw something stir in the shadow of the fallen tree. The dark shape moved from the darkness into the light, its metallic flesh catching the sun as it headed right for Hannah.
"Hannah!" he cried, but her head was tilted back into the river and she couldn't hear him. He quickly drew his disruptor pistol, knowing he'd only have one chance to make the shot. The weapon's aim assist caught the creature's movement and the pistol shifted in his hand as it locked onto its target. He fired and the disruptor beam blasted the alien menace, knocking it sideways as it floated lifelessly to the surface.
Hannah heard the shot and spun around in alarm to see what had caused the noise. A look of shock crossed her face when she saw the silvery body appear and she stood up in the waist-high water, splashing toward it to grab it before it floated past.
She was confused as she held the small creature, no longer than her forearm, in her hands. The disruptor beam had left no wound, but the creature was dead.
"What did Caleb do to fish?"
"Fish? That's a fish? It -- it was coming right toward you. I thought it was going to hurt you, so I killed it."
A look of horror crossed Hannah's face. "No!" she cried, as she held the lifeless creature in the water, moving it back and forth, as if she thought it could come back to life in her hands. "No kill."
The river caught the fish and pulled it free from her hands, taking it to its watery grave.
She watched it disappear and then turned back to Caleb, who was still standing on the bank holding his disruptor pistol.
"No," she said. "No kill!"
Caleb stammered as he tried to apologize. "I -- I didn't know what it was. I thought it was going to -- "
She was on him in a heartbeat, and her hand locked on the barrel of the disruptor pistol.
"Careful!" he said, shocked at how quickly she'd moved. He tried to pull the weapon away, worried that it might go off and hurt her, but her grip was like a vise. And then she wrenched it in the opposite direction, easily tearing it free from his grip.
Caleb winced as he grabbed his fingers; she'd nearly broken the one on the trigger when she'd pulled the pistol away. And then he watched in amazement as she turned her anger on the weapon, clenching her teeth as she squeezed it in her fist.
His jaw dropped as the casing cracked, and he heard the carbon fibers splintering as the disruptor crystals inside shattered into pieces. Then, with one final display of Amazonian strength, she crushed the pistol in her hand and it exploded into harmless fragments.
He stared at her in disbelief. He'd seen those weapons withstand hammer blows, but she'd shattered it like a light bulb. Her strength...her speed...was incredible.
Her appearance was so human-like, that he'd nearly forgotten he was on an alien planet. He'd already seen a glimpse of her people's technology, now that he'd seen a glimpse of their power he knew more than ever he had to get back to his ship. Had to find a way off this planet so that he could send a signal back to Earth to let them know what he'd found.
Hannah took a step toward him and he quickly took two steps back, stumbling as he fell backward onto the grassy bank.
She stood over him, her wet hair plastered to her face, with her eyes filled with sorrow as she shook the last few fragments of the destroyed weapon from her hand. "No kill, Caleb. No kill."
He nodded quickly in agreement, and she reached down and lifted him effortlessly to his feet.
"Hannah leave now...go to temple."
He saw the sadness in her eyes as she turned to go, and he hurried after her, trying to explain.
"Hannah, please. I only killed the fish because I thought it was going to hurt you." When she ignored him and kept walking, he added, "Besides, it's only a fish. If you hadn't let it go we probably could have eaten it."
She spun around, a shocked look on her face. A tree was nearby, and she stepped toward it and plucked a purple fruit from a low-hanging branch.
"Eat fruit. No eat fish," she said, thrusting it toward Caleb.
He took the fruit cautiously, turning it around as he sniffed it. "You eat these?"
She nodded and picked a second fruit for herself. Her teeth bit into the succulent flesh and she sucked at the juice inside.
Caleb cautiously took a bite, and as the sweet flavor flooded his mouth his eyes went wide in surprise.
"Good?" Hannah said.
"Good? It's amazing!" he said, as the juice trickled down his chin.
Hannah smiled as she reached out and wiped the juice from his chin with two fingers, and then put them in her mouth and sucked them clean.
Caleb stepped toward the tree to pick her another fruit, but stopped when he heard shouts from farther downriver.
"What's that?" he said. "Is it the makers?"
"No," Hannah said, cocking an ear toward the voices. "It is only the daughters, swimming at the waterfall."
She led Caleb along the river until they reached a point where it seemed to disappear into thin air over the edge. They'd reached the top of the waterfall, and Caleb's eyes were filled with wonder as he watched the seemingly endless flow of water churn over the edge and tumble twenty feet to a pool below.
"It's amazing," he said, "and so beautiful."
Hannah pointed to the pool beneath them and he ducked back as he saw the swimmers below, the source of the shouts they'd heard.
She went to call out to them, but Caleb quickly clamped a hand across her mouth.
"Wait!" he whispered.
"Why?"
Caleb glanced at the pool below. He knew he had to get back to his ship, had to tell Earth about this planet. But his instinct told him that wasn't going to be as easy as it seemed, and right now secrecy was his only weapon.
"I just -- I just don't want anyone else to know about me yet," he said. "I'm a stranger here, and there's still so much about your world I don't know. Can you do that for me? Can you keep me a secret for now?"
She eyed him carefully, listening to her friends in the pool below, and then gave him a playful smile. "Will Caleb take off clothes? Show Hannah cock?"
He nodded yes and, after checking the girls down below to make sure they couldn't see him, nervously smiled at her as he started undoing his belt.
"Then Hannah will keep Caleb secret," she said, and reached out for his zipper.
As she unzipped his uniform, he moved a leafy branch aside, giving him a clearer view of the pool below. Four naked, nubile girls were swimming in it, and they all appeared to be in their late teens to early twenties like Hannah.
She already had her hand down the front of his jumpsuit, wrapped around his thick shaft. Her other hand was trying to tug his outfit down past his waist.
"Careful," Caleb whispered, as he pulled his arms out of the sleeves of his uniform.
"Take clothes off," Hannah said.
"That's far enough," he said, holding his uniform just below his hips, ready to pull it up at any second if they were discovered.



"No," she said, and tried to pull the uniform all the way down to his boots.
"Yes," he said, clutching his uniform around his thighs as he kept nervously glancing around. "Sorry, but I'm a little uncomfortable being completely naked, especially when we're...like this."
"Like what?" she said, as she kneeled in front of him, trying to get a closer look at his cock.
"Let's just say that where I'm from, if anyone else caught us like this, with me half naked and you doing what you're doing...I'd get in a lot of trouble."
"Trouble?"
He nodded. "Where I come from, being naked outside like this gets you arrested."
She stared up at him, not sure what he meant.
"Don't worry about it," he said, trying to stifle a moan as she played with his rapidly stiffening cock. "Let's just say I'm glad we're not on my planet."
He looked down at the pool, where two girls were still swimming in the cool water. But that wasn't what had caught his attention. He was watching their two friends, who'd moved to a large, flat rock at the water's edge.
One had long, dark hair and was lying on the rock, letting the sun's heat dry her body. And as she stretched out on the rock, with her eyes closed and her legs spread, her hand was tangled in the hair of her friend who was eagerly licking her pussy.
The second girl was still half in the pool, and Caleb could see the water gently lapping at her perfect ass as her tongue lapped at her friend's swollen clit.
The dark-haired girl arched her back, her nipples erect and her mouth open as her friend's tongue worked its magic between her legs. Overwhelmed with pleasure, she tried to push her head away, but her friend only wrapped her hands tighter around her thighs and pulled her closer as she renewed her oral assault.
Her moans echoed across the pool and she clamped her thighs against her friend's head as she came. Hearing her excitement, Hannah stood up to see what he was watching.
"Caleb likes how the daughters kiss?"
He arched an eyebrow. "We kiss a little differently on my planet. We kiss on the lips."
Hannah smiled. "Daughters kiss like that, too. But the special kiss feels better."
"I bet it does," he said. "We like to give each other 'special kisses' where I'm from, too."
Hannah stepped back and looked unsurely at his equipment. "How?"
His cock twitched in response to her question. "Do you...umm...do you want me to show you?"
She nodded, flashing him an eager smile.
Caleb, still keeping an eye on the pool below, placed his hand on her shoulder and guided her back to her knees.
"Put your hand on my cock again," he whispered. When she did, he wrapped his around hers and pumped it gently back and forth a few times.
"That feels good?" she asked, seeing the look on his face.
"Uh huh," Caleb moaned.
She kept pumping his cock, stroking it back and forth as she watched his balls bounce. Then he put his hand behind her head, guiding it closer.
"I'm going to teach you how to do the special kiss," he said.
She nodded, wide-eyed as his cock got closer to her face.
"Keep doing what you're doing with your hand," he said, "and then put the tip in your mouth and suck on it like you did with that fruit, gently, like you're trying to get the juice out. But don't bite...just suck."
She nodded again, opening her mouth as he slid the head of his cock between her lips. She moaned as his size stretched her mouth wide, but she did as instructed and sucked on the end like it was a piece of purple fruit, swirling her tongue around the tip the whole time.
Caleb groaned as he ran his fingers through her silky blonde hair, watching her pump his shaft as she sucked him. He glanced down to the pool and saw the two girls on the rock had switched places, while their two friends kept swimming in the pool, seemingly oblivious to their moans.
As he watched the girl on the rock, her hand wrapped in her friend's dark hair as she ground her swollen pussy against her tongue, he slowly started to rock his hips back and forth. He was so focused on the action below that he didn't even notice he was doing it, but every stroke pushed more and more of his cock between Hannah's lips.
She'd let go of his shaft, and had her hands braced against his thighs, trying to keep her balance as he fucked her mouth.
Finally realizing what he was doing, he tore his eyes away from the pool and stopped. "Sorry," he said, pulling his cock from her mouth with a wet pop as she gasped for air.
But Hannah didn't want him to stop; she'd loved the sensation of sucking on his cock. With a look of lust, she wrapped her lips around his length again, bobbing back and forth as she tried to fill every inch of her mouth with his thick shaft.
Caleb groaned in approval, his head tilted back as she pushed him closer to the edge. She sucked him faster and faster, one hand jerking on his cock while the other reached up to caress his chest.
He knew he was about to come. He tried to pull away but she didn't let him, grabbing the back of his thighs as she kept her lips locked around his cock.
Hannah thought she knew what was coming. She'd given her sisters many special kisses and loved that moment when they squealed in pleasure and desperately tried to push her head away, every lick of her tongue exquisite torture. She also loved the taste of the sweet juices that flowed like honey when they came, but she'd never expected anything like this, as Caleb flooded her mouth with a thick load of cum.
He'd called her curious before, and she was. She savored the feel of it in her mouth, the taste, and she desperately tried to swallow every drop. But his cum seemed to keep coming and coming.
Caleb moaned and his knees nearly buckled as his hips kept pumping forward, shooting shot after shot into Hannah's willing mouth. Finally, she couldn't take any more and she pulled her lips off his cock with a gasp, cum spilling over her lip and down her chin.
"Did that feel good?" she asked, trying to catch her breath.
He staggered back a step, dizzy with pleasure. "You have no idea," he said with a laugh.
Hannah wiped his cum from her mouth and leaned back on the grass, resting on her elbows. Spreading her legs, she said, "Now Caleb will give Hannah special kiss?"
When he looked between her thighs, he thought he saw heaven. His cock, so completely drained moments earlier, twitched back to life in response.
Hannah's body was perfect, the sun kissing every golden curve, and her downy, blonde pussy glistened from the excitement of sucking on him.
Caleb dropped to his knees and was crawling toward her as she gently bit her lower lip in expectation.
He glanced toward the pool and saw all of the girls were out of the water now, with a pale redhead lying on her back while all three of her friends took turns giving her pleasure. But the four of them suddenly stopped and stood up. Seconds later he heard what they'd heard; someone was coming up the trail and calling a name -- Hannah.
She stood up and peered over the waterfall. Caleb grabbed her and pulled her back down, making sure they couldn't be seen from below.
As they watched, an auburn-haired woman emerged from the wood at the edge of the pool. She was completely nude and went to talk to the four girls who'd recently been swimming, but Caleb couldn't hear what they were saying over the sound of the waterfall. When she finished talking, they nodded and headed down the trail she'd just come along. She went to follow them, but just before she disappeared she took one last look back -- right at the top of the waterfall.
Caleb ducked down, hoping she hadn't spotted him. After a few moments, he checked again; she was gone.
"Who was that?" he asked.
"Noa," Hannah said.
"Why's she looking for you?"
She stood up and shrugged. "Maybe Noa wonders why Hannah did not go to the temple."
Caleb stood too and pulled up his jumpsuit. He knew he had to get back to his ship, had to figure out a way to send a signal back to Earth. "Hannah, I know I said earlier I'd go with you to the temple, but -- "
She hit him so fast that he didn't even realize what had happened. All he remembered was the impact; the crushing, painful blow of her shoulder launching him off the top of the cliff and sending him plummeting toward the dark pool below.
He hit the water hard, and it knocked the air out of him as he plunged into the dark depths of the pool. But the shock of the cold water quickly brought him to his senses, and when he realized where he was terror bubbled within him.
As Caleb frantically clawed at the dark water, trying to pull himself back toward the surface, forgotten memories flashed like lightning through his brain. He remembered their hands, holding him down as the golden liquid filled the stasis pod, and he remembered their laughter as he screamed, panicking as the liquid steadily rose above his mouth and nostrils. When he was completely submerged, he'd thrashed back and forth in the pod, fighting to break free, but they were too strong. And when he finally couldn't hold his breath any longer, unable to fight the urge to take one last gasp of air, a searing pain knifed through his throat and lungs and he was drowned in darkness.
Darkness...Caleb's eyes filled with panic as he looked up and saw the light of the pool fading above. His hands and feet swept futilely through the rising bubbles, and he felt himself being drawn deeper into the depths, his jumpsuit billowing around him like a shroud. His side ached with a stabbing pain. His lungs were about to burst.
The water exploded in front of him, a white jet of bubbles that knifed down from above. He felt hands grabbing at him, and then he was being dragged back toward the surface, back toward the light.
Caleb gasped for air as soon as his head broke free from the water, taking a deep lungful as Hannah, with one arm tightly wrapped around his chest, pulled him toward the edge of the pool. He heard another explosion of water behind him and looked back to see another girl powering through the water towards them.
He was helpless as Hannah dragged him onto the rock that the other four girls had been laying on only minutes earlier.
She kneeled over him and swept her wet hair back over her shoulder. "Caleb is hurt?!"
He shook his head no, still trying to catch his breath, his heart pounding. But he was hurt. Every time he took a breath he felt a shooting pain in his right side, right where he'd been hit. He looked up as the other woman, the one that had knocked him from the top of the waterfall, stepped naked from the pool. Her auburn hair looked black when it was wet and she wrung the water out as she walked toward him.
Hannah held her arm across his chest, shielding him. "Please, Noa, Caleb is friend."
Noa stood above him, the sun was behind her and he had to squint to see her. "Is this why Hannah did not answer the temple's summons? Outsider is not friend -- outsider is from the forbidden place!"
"No, Caleb is not from the forbidden place. Caleb is from -- "
"All outside the grove is forbidden," Noa said, cutting her off. "Hannah must take outsider to the temple, to the makers."
Hannah looked down at Caleb and gently brushed his wet hair back from his face. "Noa is right. Caleb must come to the temple."
"No," Caleb groaned. It felt like his ribs were broken. He knew he'd waited too long. He should have returned to his ship as soon as he found the river. "I need to go back, Hannah," he said, and tried to sit up.
Noa put a foot on his chest and shoved him back down. "No, outsider must come to the temple!"
He cried out in agony as his back hit the rock hard, and clenched his teeth as a wave of pain rolled over him.
"Caleb is hurt! Let me see," Hannah said, and unzipped his jumpsuit.
Noa stepped back, her eyes narrowed in suspicion as Hannah pulled his clothes down around his waist. There was already a dark, purplish bruise on the side where Noa had hit him with her shoulder, and he winced in pain as Hannah touched it.
"Come to temple. The makers will help Caleb," she said.
He shook his head no, but Hannah was already pulling off his boots. She poured the water out and threw them aside. Grabbing the legs of his uniform, she went to pull his jumpsuit down.
"Hey!" he said, trying to hold it up. "I need this."
"No," Hannah said. "No clothes." With a yank she pulled the wet uniform off and tossed it aside, where it landed in a wet pile.
Caleb tried to cover his cock with his hands, but Noa had already spotted it.
Her jaw dropped and her eyes went wide with shock. "Outsider has a -- "
"Cock," Hannah said, as she pulled his hand aside and comfortingly caressed it.
Noa took a step back, as if she feared it would attack her.
"Do not be afraid, Noa. Come and touch cock," Hannah said.
"No," she said, shaking her head. "Outsider is different. Outsider must come to the temple and see the makers."
"I can't," Caleb whispered to Hannah. "I'm hurt too bad. I have to get back to my ship."
Noa had overheard him. She glared as she said, "Outsider must come to temple now! Will Hannah disobey the makers?"
Her head hung down in shame, she said, "Hannah is sorry, but Noa is right. Caleb must come to temple. Hannah will take Caleb back to forbidden place after."
"No, I -- "
But her mind was already made up, and he grimaced in pain as Hannah pulled him to his feet and tried to put his arm around her shoulders.
"I'm okay," he said. "I think I can walk on my own."
Hannah led the way out from the pool and Caleb followed her. Naked and hunched over, he kept one hand over his genitals and his other hand pressed against his sore ribs, every step sending a jolt of pain stabbing through his side. Noa followed behind the two of them, and he felt her eyes burning into his back as she watched his every step.
They followed a worn path through the trees for about ten minutes before they came to the rim of a large valley that the river tumbled down toward and continued through. In the center, sitting all alone, he saw a domed, circular structure with dark green walls.
"Is that the temple?" he said.
"Yes," Noa said, and shoved him in the back. "Keep moving."
Caleb winced as he stumbled forward, and Hannah held his arm for support as they continued onward.
The valley was dotted with giant trees and wild alien vegetation carpeted its floor. The area around the temple, however, had been completely cleared. He'd expected to see a small village or some sort of dwellings nearby, but there was no other sign of civilization to be seen. Other than the birds flying overhead, they were the only thing moving in the valley.
"Where's everyone else?" Caleb said. "Where are the rest of your people?"
Hannah looked down toward the valley floor, and also seemed surprised at the complete lack of movement.
"It is strange that no daughters are near the temple," she said.
Caleb said, "Maybe they're all inside?"
"No," Hannah said, "no one ever goes inside the temple. It is forbidden."
He blinked in surprise. "You've never been inside?"
"Not since the birth day," she said.
"The what?"
"The birth day. The day the daughters emerge from the temple."
"Emerge from the temple?"
"Of course," Noa said, "that is where daughters are made."
Caleb stopped, trying to process what she was saying. They seemed so human; right down to their belly buttons. "What are you saying? These makers...they made you?"
Hannah smiled as she nodded her head, as if he finally understood. "The makers made everything. They created this grove for us; the trees, the river, the fish and the birds, the sky and the stars."
Caleb couldn't believe what he was hearing. Earlier, Hannah had told him the makers were gray-haired fiends that crept out after dark to steal girls and drag them back to the temple. But now she was describing them as some sort of divine beings. He was about to ask another question when a jolt of pain arced across his ribs.
This one was worse than all the ones before. His knees buckled and he fell forward, clutching at his side as a wave of pain rolled over him. Thinking he might pass out, he rolled onto his back and lay naked on the grass.
Hannah hurried to his side. "Caleb is hurt?"
He looked up at her and nodded, his teeth clenched as he took shallow breaths and tried not to move.
"I can't go on. I think my ribs are broken."
"Noa will carry outsider to temple," she said, and bent down to pick him up.
"No," he said, wincing as he tried to push her hands away. "Please, I just need to lie here...until it stops hurting so much."
Hannah shoved her away from him. "Noa has hurt Caleb!"
"Hurt me?" he groaned. "She nearly killed me."
A flash of anger crossed Noa's face. "No! Noa would never kill -- never!"
"I know," Caleb said, holding up his hand to calm her down. "I didn't mean it. It's just a saying where I come from. I just need to rest...please."
Noa paced around him, staring at the ugly bruise on his right side. Hannah sat back down beside him and stroked his hair, trying to comfort him. When she saw it wasn't working, she slid her hand across his torso and down between his legs.
"Hannah knows how to make Caleb feel better," she said, and started fondling his soft cock.
He nearly told her to stop, he was in too much pain, but he was surprised to find it actually was making him feel better. He started to relax as she stroked him, and took a deeper breath.
A spasm of pain knifed through his ribs and he coughed violently, making the pain even worse. In complete agony, he rolled onto his side and doubled over as a second cough crashed through him. And something moved. His eyes popped open and he took a deep breath -- the pain was gone. He gingerly felt his side as relief flooded through him. The rib must have only been dislocated, not broken, and popped back into place when he coughed.
"Caleb is okay?" Hannah said.
He nearly said yes, but then he saw Noa, watching him, her eyes still filled with distrust. He knew she would take him to the temple at the first sign that he was feeling better. And he knew he wasn't ready to go there yet.
He let out a fake groan and fell back onto the grass, pressing his hand against his still tender side. "It still hurts," he lied, "and I think that cough made it even worse."
Hannah had her hand on his leg, watching him with concern in her eyes.
Caleb glanced down at her hand, and said, "You can...umm...keep trying to make me feel better if you want."
It took her a second to realize what he meant, but when she did she flashed him a playful smile and wrapped her hand back around his cock. Now that he wasn't distracted by the pain in his ribs, he quickly responded to her touch.
Noa watched in amazement as his cock grew thicker and longer while Hannah stroked it.
"What is happening to tail? Did outsider hurt tail, too?" Noa asked, wondering why the head of his cock had grown swollen and purple just like the bruise on his side.
Hannah shook her head. "Not tail -- cock. And Caleb feels good when Hannah does this," she said, proudly pumping his pole up and down.
Noa moved closer, kneeling beside him and resting her hand on the inside of his thigh as she watched, fascinated, while Hannah jerked him off.
"Does Noa want to try?" Hannah said.
She quickly shook her head no, but kept her eyes on his thick length as Hannah knelt down and started sucking on it.
Caleb groaned as her mouth wrapped around his shaft and his hand, which had been squeezing Hannah's firm ass while she played with his cock, slid beneath her and between her legs.
She moaned around his thick pole as he teased her, brushing his fingers across her tender folds while reaching for her clit. Her pussy was so smooth, so wet and so ready.



Hannah moaned in disappointment when Caleb suddenly pulled his cock out from between her lips. Sitting up, she wiped her wet mouth with the back of her hand. "Was Hannah doing the special kiss wrong?"
"No," he said. "You were doing it good...too good. I only stopped because I thought you might want me to teach you something else. Another way we give pleasure where I'm from, besides the special kiss."
She nodded eagerly. "Hannah wants to learn."
He moved toward her and brushed her blonde hair back from her face. "We call this making love, and it feels better than anything else."
She reached her hand between his legs and slid it back and forth along the length of his swollen cock. "Love," Hannah said. "Yes, make love."
"Lie down," he said, and Hannah obeyed.
Caleb spread her legs, so focused on the beautiful triangle between them that he barely noticed Noa pacing around them, her eyes narrowed in suspicion as she watched him.
He put one hand on Hannah's hip and held his stiff shaft with the other. He rubbed it up and down between her swollen lips, getting it slick with her juices, and then circled the knob against her clit.
Hannah moaned as he teased her tender pussy, loving the feel of his hard cock as he rubbed it between her legs.
Caleb knew she was ready. He lined the head of his cock up with her tiny hole and thrust forward.
Hannah gasped in surprise and scrambled backward as fast as she could, trying to get away from him.
"It's okay, I'll be gentle," he said. Grabbing her ankle, he tried to drag her back, his cock twitching in anticipation.
Hannah kicked his hand away and covered her pussy with her hand. With a shocked look, she said, "No, it is forbidden!"
He blinked in surprise. "Forbidden...what's forbidden?"
"This is our sacred place," Hannah said, her hand cupped over her delicate mound. "Nothing may penetrate it."
"Well, I wasn't going to...I mean, I was, but -- "
"It is forbidden," Noa said, stepping between him and Hannah and glaring at the sacrilege between his legs. "The makers command the daughters to never let it be violated."
Caleb covered his cock, uncomfortable with the hostility in Noa's eyes as she stared at it, and went to kneel beside Hannah.
"I'm sorry if I scared you," he said, "but I saw what your friends were doing at the waterfall, giving each other the special kiss...giving each other pleasure. That's good, right?"
Hannah nodded.
"Well, this feels even better. I didn't realize there'd be anything wrong with trying to give you pleasure. If you'd just let me show you -- "
"No, it is forbidden!" Noa interrupted. "Do not listen to the outsider's lies, Hannah."
She gently bit her lower lip as she stared at his swollen cock, still aimed directly between her legs. "It brings pleasure? When the cock is in the sacred place?"
He nodded. "More pleasure than you could ever imagine."
She gingerly moved her hand away from her pussy, and nodded. "Show Hannah, make love."
Noa tried to move between them. "No, Hannah, the makers have forbidden it!"
Hannah pushed her away, and said, "Then the makers must be wrong. Why is it forbidden if it will give Hannah pleasure? The makers say it is good to give and receive pleasure."
Noa's jaw dropped, astounded at the heresy she was hearing. "Hannah is being tricked; do not believe the outsider's lies."
"It is Hannah's choice, not Noa's," she said, and reached for Caleb's hand.
"It is forbidden," Noa said, but Hannah was no longer listening to her.
She pulled Caleb close and kissed him softly on the lips. "Making love...is good?" she said.
Caleb nodded. "Lie down. Let me show you."
She did as instructed and lay back on the grass, soft as a bed beneath her. The sun blanketed their naked bodies with its warmth, and Caleb moved into position on top of her as she spread her legs for him. "It might hurt a little at the start, but it will get better," he said.
Hannah nodded, and he thrust forward slowly, ever so slowly, as her tender pussy parted before him. As he entered her, she winced in pain and grabbed his hips to stop him.
"It'll just hurt for a second," Caleb said.
Hannah nodded and closed her eyes.
He pushed forward again, and she grimaced as he stretched her painfully wide. Her pussy was so tight that he barely got half his length inside before he stopped again, letting her get used to the feel of having a cock inside her.
Hannah's mouth was half open in a mix of pleasure and pain. She tilted her head forward and looked between her legs, amazed that his huge cock actually fit in her tiny hole. Noa still had her back to them, but kept sneaking glances back over her shoulder, watching.
"Are you okay?" Caleb said.
Hannah nodded, trying to relax and enjoy the feeling of having her tiny pussy stuffed with cock. "Is this making love?"
"No, this is," he said, and leaned down to kiss her as he slowly started to rock his hips back and forth.
Hannah groaned as he fucked her with a steady rhythm, and she clawed at his back as the pain slowly faded to reveal the pleasure underneath. She gasped as his length probed her, touching her in places she'd never been touched before, giving her pleasure like she'd never felt before.
As Hannah cried out and moaned, sprawled out on the grass as Caleb fucked her harder and faster, Noa watched.
To Hannah it was pure bliss, her body locked together with Caleb's like they were one. But to Noa's eyes, it was something completely different.
She saw Caleb, grunting like a beast as he slammed his swollen cock between Hannah's legs, punishing her sacred place. She watched as he arched his back over and over, driving his cock deeper and deeper, with a look of pure pleasure etched across his face.
Noa's eyes went wide, and suddenly she was on Caleb's back, her arm wrapped around his neck as she wrenched him off of Hannah.
Caleb's legs kicked at the grass as he tried to pull her arm loose while she dragged him backward. But it was locked around his neck like an iron bar, her strength unbelievable, and as it crushed his windpipe he could feel consciousness slipping away.
Hannah jumped up and ran toward them, fighting to pull her arm away. "Noa, stop!"
With a growl, she flung Caleb away, sending him sprawling across the grass.
Hannah ran to his side to make sure he was okay and then glared back at Noa. "Why does Noa hurt Caleb?!"
"The outsider has tricked Hannah," she said, her eyes flaring with anger.
Caleb sat up, trying to catch his breath. "I didn't do anything, I -- "
"The outsider is not hurt," Noa said, pointing her finger at his side accusingly. "The pain was a lie!"
Caleb froze; he'd been so focused on Hannah he'd forgotten to keep up his act.
Hannah looked at him, realizing for the first time that he was sitting and breathing normally, with no signs of pain. "Caleb is not hurt?"
He put his hand to his bruised side. "I -- I was, but when I -- "
Hannah let out a surprised gasp, and looked down between her legs as the thick load of cum he'd fired into her only seconds before Noa had pulled him away finally trickled out.
"There is the proof!" Noa said, pointing to the mess between her legs. "The outsider has violated the sacred place, and lied and tricked Hannah.
"And Hannah has also disobeyed the makers, and done the forbidden. Hannah must go to the temple too!"
Hannah glanced up at Caleb, and he saw the guilt and shame in her eyes as she tried to wipe away the sticky, incriminating mess between her legs. He went to move toward her, but Noa intercepted him.
Her hand locked around his wrist like an iron manacle. "The outsider will come to the temple, and answer to the makers."
"Okay," Caleb said, knowing he had no choice now. "But Hannah didn't do anything wrong. I was the one who made the mistake."
Noa shook her head. "Hannah has disobeyed the makers twice, now. It is forbidden to go past the boundary and forbidden to violate the sacred place; Hannah has done both."
"No," he said, "it's my fault she -- "
"Stop, Caleb," Hannah said. "Noa is right. Hannah has done what is forbidden, and must go to see the makers."
Noa yanked him forward and Hannah followed behind them as they headed naked toward the temple. He knew he had no hope of breaking free from Noa's grip, but he wished he could go back to console Hannah, who was walking fifteen feet behind them with her head hung in shame.
Noa's words, her accusations, were ringing in his head. But then one rang louder than the rest. "Wait a second," Caleb said, slowing down. "You said Hannah went past the boundary. How did you know that?"
Noa glared at him and pulled him hard by the wrist, forcing him to keep up.
As he stumbled behind her, he continued: "She never said she'd been there. Maybe you suspected that I came from there, but she could have met me in the grove. Why were you looking for her? And when you came toward the pool, why were you only calling her name, not anyone else's?"
Noa glanced back over her shoulder at Hannah, and hissed at Caleb, "Silence!"
Hannah hurried up until she was beside them. "Caleb is right. Why was Noa only looking for Hannah?"
Noa glanced between the two of them and, unable to tell a lie, said, "Noa heard the voice of the makers. It told Noa that Hannah had disobeyed and gone past the boundary. The voice said an outsider was there too, and commanded Noa to bring Hannah and the outsider to the temple."
Caleb felt a rising fear. The makers had known he was here all along. Somehow, they must have detected his ship entering their atmosphere. "Why do they want to see me? What are they going to do with me when you bring me there?"
"Noa does not need to know why. Noa is a good daughter. Noa obeys. Noa always obeys."
"But what -- "
"Silence!" Noa said, and pulled him toward the temple.
The three of them walked in silence, and Noa kept a firm grip on his wrist. As they neared the temple, the structure began to take on an eerily familiar shape. Though covered in thick, alien vines, he could see the walls were made of metal, not stone. And there was something white on the walls -- writing.
Caleb yanked his wrist free from Noa's grasp and ran toward the wall, with both girls following right behind him. He tore the vines aside to see the writing better, and his jaw dropped when he realized what the letters spelled -- they really had taken him to the Temple!
The large white letters had faded over the years, but he could still clearly make out the vessel's name on the hull: SS Temple. He remembered the name, the Temple was a generation ship named after Earth's 42nd president, James Temple. But he also remembered that it was supposed to have been destroyed centuries ago.
"What is it?" Hannah said, tracing her finger along the strange characters.
Caleb said, "This ship -- the Temple -- it's from my planet!"
They both looked at him in confusion.
"It's like me," he said, pointing up toward the sky. "It came down from the stars."
Noa shook her head. "The outsider lies. The outsider came from the forbidden place, but the temple has always been here."
Caleb stepped back so he could get a better view of the ship. He knew this was just the tip of the iceberg. The bulk of the generation ship was buried in the ground beneath it, accessing the planet's resources. "Don't you see? This explains why you're so like me -- you're human! And I bet the makers are just like me, too; you must all be descendants of the original crew."
Hannah was bewildered, but Noa's eyes welled with tears as she kept shaking her head. "No, the outsider lies. Noa is a daughter of the temple. There was nothing before the temple. The outsider is not the same as the makers!"
She grabbed his wrist again and squeezed it so hard he thought she was going to break it. The crushing force drove him to his knees.
"Okay...okay!" he groaned. "You're right...just take me inside...it's time for me to meet your makers."
Noa nodded. "Yes, it is time."
As she led him toward the entrance to the Temple, Caleb wondered -- if both Hannah and Noa really were human -- how they could have become so strong, so fast. He knew the original crew must have died off centuries ago; could they really be their descendants, or something more? But those were questions that would have to be answered later. For now, all he was worried about was finding the Temple's quantum computer.
If the quantum computers in the Temple were still operational, he might be able to access his ship remotely and bypass the protocols that were keeping him stranded on this planet. He could escape and return through the wormhole, letting Earth know what he'd found.
Noa pointed to her right and he saw the doorway to the Temple, open and waiting.
Caleb stepped through and looked around in awe. He'd never seen the inside of a generation ship before, only read about it. He'd never realized they were so huge.
He turned around and saw both Noa and Hannah standing on the other side of the doorway, peering curiously inside.
"Come on," Caleb said, gesturing them inside. But both of them quickly shook their heads no.
"It is forbidden," Noa whispered.
"Didn't the makers tell you to bring Hannah and me to them?"
Noa said, "Yes, but -- "
"Then you'd better do as you're told," he said, and grabbed Hannah's hand and pulled her through the doorway.
Noa watched as he led Hannah into the Temple and disappeared down the corridor. She wrung her hands, unsure what to do, and then ducked through the doorway and ran after them.
Caleb looked back as Noa caught up to them, and the three of them continued down into the depths of the vessel.
He was still in awe of the size of the ship, but Hannah and Noa were in awe for a different reason. Neither of them had ever been inside the Temple before, and as they walked naked down its hallowed halls, keeping their arms wrapped around themselves for warmth, they looked around nervously, wondering where the makers were. The cold steel felt strange beneath their bare feet and the artificial light paled in comparison to the bright, warm sun they were used to.
But Caleb was at home here, and as they walked he examined the controls and consoles that lined the walls of the vessel. They were centuries-old technology, but everything still appeared to be functioning perfectly. He wasn't surprised, the generation ships had been designed before wormhole drives had been perfected and were intended to travel through the depths of space for millennia, the only way possible at that time to cover such massive distances.
He found a schematic of the ship on the wall and traced his finger along the corridor they were in. The room he was seeking was up ahead. He turned to head toward it and then looked behind him; Hannah and Noa were gone.
He ran back the way they'd come, checking every side passage and doorway. He hadn't gone far when he glanced in a doorway and saw the two of them, staring at row upon row of golden pods inside a large chamber.
Hannah looked up when she saw him, and stepped close to one, touching the foggy glass as she tried to see into the amber liquid within. "What is it?"
"Stasis pods. Designed for long distance travel...they help you sleep," Caleb said, trying to explain it in terms she'd understand. He'd never seen so many before. Most long distance ships carried four or less; the Temple had more than a hundred.
"So people are sleeping inside?" Hannah said.
Caleb shook his head. "No, the pods are programmed to wake their occupants as soon as a habitable planet is reached. The person sleeping in that one would have got out years ago."
Hannah leaned closer, trying to peer inside. When she saw the face on the other side she screamed and stumbled backwards, trying to get away.
Caleb caught her, and she hugged herself tightly against him. "Hey, hey, there's nothing to be afraid of," he said, stroking her hair.
When she reluctantly let him go, he stepped toward the pod, expecting to see a corpse within: the only possible explanation as to why its occupant was still inside. But as he wiped the glass to get a clearer view he was shocked to see the person inside was alive, a young dark-haired female. There was a stasis mask on her face and golden liquid swirled around her.
"It is Rebekah!" Hannah cried. "Rebekah is dead!"
Caleb shook his head. "No, she's just sleeping. How do you know her?"
"Rebekah is one of those that the makers took away," Hannah said.
He stared at the face, frozen behind the glass. Hannah had been right; the makers had taken the girls. But why?
Hannah ran her fingers frantically across the smooth glass, looking for some way of opening it. "Please Caleb, wake Rebekah up."
He examined the ancient stasis pod controls on the wall, looking for an override command, and said, "I'll try."
"Please don't," a voice behind them said, "You'll ruin all of my hard work."
Caleb spun around. An old woman was standing by the doorway to the pod chamber. The spacesuit she wore was a design that hadn't been used in centuries, and her long, gray hair was tied back in a neat bun.
He instantly covered his cock with both hands while Hannah covered her pussy.
Noa, recognizing the voice of the Maker, threw herself to the floor of the chamber and pressed her head against the cold metal.
The old woman sighed, "Please, Noa. Get up from there; it's cold."
She scrambled to her feet. Still keeping her eyes downcast, she said, "Noa obeys the Maker. Noa has brought Hannah and the outsider!"
"I know you do, Noa, and thank you for bringing them here as I asked."
Turning her gaze on him, she said, "Welcome to the Temple, Dr. Caleb. My name is Dr. Bell. Dr. Jessica Bell."
Caleb looked at her in astonishment when he recognized the famous name. She was part of the ill-fated crew of the Temple, supposedly dead for centuries.
"You...the Temple...you're both supposed to have been destroyed in a galactic storm!"
"I'm glad to hear it," she said. "That means at least part of our plan worked out as intended."
"But...even if you weren't destroyed, how can you still be alive after three centuries?!"
"You have to remember Dr. Caleb, that our vessel didn't have the wormhole drive that powers your craft. I spent more than two and a half of those centuries in deep sleep."
He blinked in surprise. "You...you know about the ship that brought me here?"
"I do," she said. "As soon as your spacecraft entered our system the Temple picked up its signal, detailing every aspect of your voyage."
As she spoke to him she noticed Hannah, her head down as she tried to hide her nakedness.
"Hannah, my beautiful daughter," she said, as she stepped toward her and brushed her hand against her cheek. "Why do you hide your body in shame?"
She looked at the floor, and tears flowed down her cheeks. "Hannah has disobeyed the Maker. Hannah has done what is forbidden. Please don't punish Hannah."
"Nonsense," said Dr. Bell, as she brushed the tears from Hannah's cheek and pulled her head to her shoulder. "I would never punish any of you, my dear. The rules we made are only meant to keep you girls safe. I would never be angry at any of you for breaking them, just disappointed if you were somehow hurt in doing so."
Hannah sniffed and hugged herself against the old woman. Stepping back, she looked her up and down, and said, "Why does the Maker wear clothes? Hannah does not like clothes."
"Please, stop calling me that. Call me mother. And yes, I'm afraid I do wear clothes. Not for any vanity, mind you. I'm as proud of the body that nature gave me as you should be. But as the years pass I find this ship colder and colder; this suit is the only thing I have to keep me warm."
"But why stay in here?" Caleb asked. "Why not go outside then, if you're cold?"



"I would love to," she said, as she smiled proudly at Noa and brushed a hand against her cheek. "Nothing would warm my heart more than to leave this place and spend the rest of my years with my daughters. But my time is growing short; every second is too precious to waste when there is still so much more work to be done."
"And the girls," Caleb said, nodding at the occupied stasis pods. "Are they part of your work?"
"Not in the way you think, Dr. Caleb. I know it appears as if the girls are in suspended animation, but they are not."
"What do you mean?"
"I think it would be better if I start at the beginning," she said.
"Three centuries ago, a philanthropist who'd learned of my work in genetics approached me. He told me of a theoretical astronomer who'd discovered a planet more than four light years away that he believed to be capable of supporting life or, more specifically, human life.
"His plan was to gather up one hundred of the Earth's leading scientists and visionaries into a group -- one half male and one half female -- and transport them by generation ship to the planet, more than two and a half centuries distant by the technology available for space travel at that time.
"Of course, generation ships were meant to find HET class planets, which we intended to do. However, ours was a one-way trip. If successful, we had no intention of returning to Earth to let the people know of our new planet. We'd seen what humanity had done to the old Earth and we had no plans of letting them destroy a second one.
"Our vision was to create a new Earth, populated by our offspring and taught not to repeat the mistakes our ancestors had made. To cover our tracks we erased all information pertaining to the planet in the interstellar archives and databases, so that it would appear as empty space on any galactic charts. And when we reached the edge of Earth's system we sent back a false distress call, followed by a signal that we knew could only be interpreted as the destruction of the Temple by a galactic storm.
"And then we settled in for our long journey, a two-and-a-half century long dreamless sleep. But while we'd left Man behind, we should have known that we could never leave behind the evils that men do.
"One of the men woke up early, two years earlier than planned. And he overrode the controls to wake up one of the other passengers, a very beautiful young woman who looked exactly like Hannah.
"Hannah's mother?" Caleb said.
The old woman smiled. "In a way, but...please...let me continue.
"He woke her up and told her that the ship's stasis support systems had failed during the long voyage. Her boyfriend -- he'd been so young, so handsome -- was now a skeleton in an otherwise empty pod.
"He told her that they were the only ones who'd survived, told her that, like Adam and Eve, they'd have to repopulate this planet on their own. In her grief, she believed him, and for the next month he had his way with her.
"But she started to notice things. The men were all dead, but what about the women? All of our pods were still filled with golden liquid. Our readouts showed we weren't dead -- we were still in deep sleep.
"She was too close to the truth, so he attacked her. Stabbed her in the neck with a vial of the same golden liquid that kept the rest of us in stasis, and after she blacked out he returned her to her pod.
"Because she was right, there hadn't been a failure of the ship's stasis support systems -- they'd been sabotaged. He'd intentionally programmed them to shut down all of the men's pods a month after we went into deep sleep.
"He knew we were headed to paradise, and he didn't intend on sharing it with any other men. He then woke up the next woman and told her the same lie. And when she saw through it he attacked her too, forcing himself on her before finally injecting her and returning her to her pod.
"Like a fiend he worked his way through the women. Some of them he didn't even bother waking up. The ship's recordings show him climbing into their pods, having his way with them while they were still in deep sleep.
"My god," Caleb said, "he must have been a monster."
"He was, and we were trapped alone in the depths of space with him. But one of the women he woke, she suspected the lie as soon as he spoke it. And when he came at her with the needle, she was ready for him. She wrestled it from his grasp and managed to plunge it into his own neck. She wanted to kill him, but she knew he was the last man. For the sake of humanity and our new Earth, she spared him and returned him to his pod."
"Was it you?" Caleb said. "Were you the woman?"
She shook her head and smiled sadly at him. "Unfortunately, no. I wish I had been though. I wish I could have taken the place of every single one of those women, so none of them would have been forced to suffer through the pain he inflicted upon them. But he never tried to wake me up. Can you guess why, Dr. Caleb?"
When he didn't answer, she sighed, and said, "That monster was my husband. And it was my fault that every other man on this ship was dead."
Caleb shook his head. "You can't blame yourself for what he did."
"Oh, but I can. You see, he should have never even been on that voyage in the first place. When he told each woman how he'd play Adam to their Eve, no greater lie was ever told. For one of the prime requirements for our new world was fertility, and it was my job as chief geneticist to test every candidate and make sure they were suitable. But I lied. I knew my husband was sterile and, thinking I couldn't live on a new world without him, I falsified his fertility records.
"We'd only been married for two years, but he fooled me, oh, how he fooled me. I never knew the nightmare that slept beside me, never realized the pain he would cause.
"But that's in the past. By the time we landed here he was dead; you are the first man to ever step foot on our planet."
Caleb glanced at Hannah and Noa. "But if there were no men, how..."
"How were our daughters born? Right here," she said, and tapped one of the golden pods.
"What do you mean, they're clones?" Caleb said.
"No, they were conceived, but these pods were their wombs. Have you ever heard of parthenogenesis?"
Caleb shook his head. "My field was hydro science."
"The word means 'virgin birth'. Normally, forty-six chromosomes are necessary for life; one half of them from the mother and one half of them from the father. With parthenogenesis however, it's possible to combine two female eggs to provide the forty-six chromosomes necessary for life.
"It took me decades to perfect the process, but eventually, using eggs from the other women who landed here with me, I created embryos and used the pods -- "
" -- to create children!" Caleb said, as he turned to stare at both Noa and Hannah.
Dr. Bell smiled proudly. "Precisely, and aren't they beautiful? Made in our very image, but better...so much better.
"When I restructured their DNA during the parthenogenesis process I made a few changes. We would no longer be the weaker sex. I discovered a way to make them faster...stronger."
"What about the others?" Caleb asked. "The other women who landed with you, are they all...gone?"
"Sadly, yes. I'm the last survivor of the Temple. The rest of them died years ago, the last just a few years after the first girls were born. Alone with my work, I couldn't spare the time to play with them, to teach them.
"They were forced to live on their own, to survive on their own. I would watch them from the ship's monitors, and relied on the girls to care for new daughters as they emerged from the Temple. But I was never able to spare them the time, or the love, that they deserved. I was never able to be a real mother to them.
"I wanted to, but I couldn't. After what my husband had done, I knew I had a debt to the women of the Temple to make sure that our original vision of a new Earth succeeded. And I knew for it to succeed, my work would have to go on after I'm gone.
"That is why I have chosen those four girls in the pods. My time is growing short, so I have adapted the stasis support systems to input data from the knowledge banks of the Temple directly into their brains, allowing me to give the four of them a lifetime of learning in less than a year. When they emerge from those pods they will be able to run the generation ship on their own, so that it will keep producing children long after I'm gone."
"But you don't need to worry about that anymore," Caleb said. "I can use my ship to send a signal back to Earth. Settlement ships can be here within a year."
"I'm afraid that's not possible," the old woman said.
"But it is," he said. "I can use the Temple's quantum computer to override the one on my ship. Then I can go back through the wormhole and let Earth know about this planet."
Her voice turned icy cold. "You misunderstand me, Dr. Caleb. What I mean is that I won't let it happen."
"But you have to -- even if those girls know how to run the pods after you're gone, this place will never survive. With only females being born, the population will die out as soon as the generation ship breaks down or runs out of power. It will only be a matter of centuries before your new Earth is wiped out of existence."
"Maybe so, but I would rather have my daughters enjoy a few centuries of paradise than an eternity of hell."
Caleb blinked in confusion. "What are you talking about?"
"I'm talking about men, and how I won't let them poison this place. You know, Dr. Caleb, that the last man I saw was my husband. Why is it my bad luck that the next man I meet had to be a murderer too?"
Her words hit him like a thunder bolt, stunning him. She knew.
"Did you think I wouldn't find out, Dr. Caleb? Like I said, as soon as your ship entered our system it automatically broadcast a warning about its passenger -- you."
Hannah glanced between the two of them. "What is...murderer?"
The old woman gave her a look of pity. "There is a snake in our garden, my dear, and I don't mean that thing between his legs. I'm afraid your friend is a killer, Hannah. And he has killed many, many people."
"No!" Caleb said. "It wasn't like that, I -- "
"Please, Dr. Caleb!" the old woman shouted. "Don't try to feed me your lies, too! I recognized the spacecraft as soon as I saw it on my screens as a convict ship."
She glanced at Hannah and Noa, and said, "You see, girls, the old Earth is a very, very bad place. They're not only killing their own planet, they like to kill each other too. So to kill two birds with one stone, as the old saying goes, they've come up with a solution for both problems.
"They've designed deep space capsules called HET ships to search for habitable planets. But knowing that such a voyage is essentially a suicide mission, as no ship has ever returned, they came up with a novel approach to find volunteers to man the ships -- they use inmates who have been sentenced to death for their crimes against their fellow men.
"If their mission fails, they get a slight reprieve before their eventual death sentence is carried out in the depths of space, and if they succeed they're promised a pardon."
"I'm not a murderer," Caleb said.
The old woman laughed, her eyes filled with disbelief. "I saw the readout myself: Damian A. Caleb -- charged with over three thousand counts of murder -- and found guilty on every single charge. I believe they call that genocide."
"No," Hannah whispered, shaking her head from side to side. "Caleb would not kill."
He turned to Hannah, hoping to explain, but before he could speak the old woman continued:
"Do you know what I did when they woke me up and told me what my husband had done, Dr. Caleb? I went to his pod and opened it. I knew the other women wanted to keep him alive, thinking that we couldn't survive without a man. But I knew we could; nature always finds a way. So I strangled him...strangled him to death with my bare hands.
"I was his executioner, and now I feel no guilt at being yours too, carrying out a sentence long overdue."
She reached behind her, and when her hand came back around she aimed the weapon in it at his chest. Caleb instantly recognized the disruptor pistol. The gun was ancient but he knew, if functional, it would still be lethal at this range.
He put his hands in the air. "Please, listen to reason."
Dr. Bell shook her head. "Move away from him, Hannah. My hands are old, and a little shaky."
Hannah tried to move closer to him but Caleb put his arm out, pushing her back. "Please, Dr. Bell," he said, "don't shoot.
"I know people died -- many, many people died -- but I didn't murder them. You have to understand, it was an accident...a tragic accident. Please let me explain."
He turned to Hannah, and said, "I told you before that on my planet, we don't have water like you do here. We once did, but we took it for granted, and we realized too late that water was the most precious resource we had. By the time we did, ninety percent of it was undrinkable. It's funny now, but they used to think the biggest problem facing Earth was overpopulation; we fixed that.
"It was my job, as a water scientist, to try to figure out how to make the water usable again. And my people desperately needed a solution, as thousands of people were dying of thirst every day. I was working on a compound that would have made the polluted water drinkable again, a compound that made sure a drink of clean water wasn't a perk only the wealthy could enjoy.
"But the government wouldn't approve it. They demanded another year of clinical trials, and until those were completed actual human trials were out of the question. And all of this time, more and more people were dying of thirst every day.
"The bureaucracy, the red tape that the government made us wade through, drove my assistant crazy. She figured that, if these people were going to die anyway, why not give them the option of trying our compound? I refused. I could see her logic, but I couldn't risk any illegal trials being discovered and having our funding pulled.
"My assistant didn't care. She refused to sit idly by while thousands died; she was sure we'd perfected the compound. But I still said no, I knew we couldn't risk releasing it without at least one successful human trial -- so she gave me one.
"She took a vial of toxic water, so toxic that one sip would have killed any human, and she added our compound to it. The water cleared, the toxins vanished. But I told her there was still no way of telling if it was safe. So she drank it...she risked her life and drank it. I watched helplessly, horrified to see her put her life on the line to prove her point. But it worked. The water was safe. I can't describe how we both felt, not only relieved that she'd survived, but knowing the lives that our discovery would save.
"She was so excited, but I knew her demonstration meant nothing. The government still wouldn't approve the trials without further testing. So she took matters into her own hands. Without my knowledge, she produced a batch of the compound and sent it to a refugee camp, telling them it would make the water safe for them to drink.
"And then she got sick. It was weeks after she'd drank the vial, but we both recognized the symptoms right away as water poisoning.
"Because the compound hadn't removed the toxins, it had just temporarily neutralized them. And somehow, when the compound worked its way out of her system, the toxins remained. She died. Thousands of people in the refugee camp died.
"I went from a savior to a monster overnight. I was sure I could fix the compound, I just needed more time. But there wasn't any more time. Someone had to pay the price for what had happened. I told them the truth, but they didn't believe me and found me guilty of the murder of my assistant and all of the victims in the refugee camp.
"They sentenced me to death and forced me into the convict ship. But I'm not a criminal...I'm not a murderer."
The old woman gave him a look of pity. "I believe you. It's sad that so little has changed on Earth in the three centuries since I left."
Caleb felt a flash of hope. "So you'll let me return to my ship? If I don't send that signal, if I don't let them know about all the water here...our people are doomed."
"They are no longer my people, and they were doomed long before we were even born, Dr. Caleb. And while I sympathize with your plight, I'm afraid I still must do what's necessary," she said, and raised the disruptor pistol.
Hannah recognized the weapon as similar to the one Caleb had killed the fish with and rushed forward. "No, no kill!"
But he held out his arm and pushed her away, out of the line of fire. "Stay back, Hannah. I don't want you to get hurt."
"And neither do I, Dr. Caleb," the old woman said. "You seem like an honorable man, but the sins of your sex seem to follow you. You have been on our planet less than a day and you have already taught my daughters shame and tempted them with your lust.
"I thank the stars that the Temple detected you when it did, so I could send my other daughters and the younger girls to the far end of the valley, away from you and your taint -- the taint of Man."
She steadied the disruptor and aimed it at his chest. "If I don't do this, others will follow you here. I'm sorry, but it's the only way."
She fired the pistol and as the gun flashed Caleb instinctively threw his arms up in a futile effort to protect himself. But nothing hit him. At first he thought she'd missed, and then he lowered his arms and saw Hannah lying lifelessly on the floor in front of him.
He knew instantly what had happened. Hannah must have moved toward him at the last second, and Dr. Bell, who'd probably never fired a disruptor pistol in her life, hadn't realized the weapon's aim assist had locked onto her instead of him.
"No...no!" she screamed. "You see what you've done!" She raised the pistol, ready to take a second shot at Caleb, and he knew this time she wouldn't miss.
But then Hannah moaned in pain. They both looked down at her in amazement; no human could withstand a full force blast from a disruptor pistol. Then Caleb remembered -- Hannah was much more than human.
"Hannah!" the old woman cried. With a surge of relief, she lowered the pistol and hurried to her daughter's side.
Caleb knew this was his chance. He ran toward the doorway and hit the interior door control on the way out. The door slid shut behind him and he raced naked down the corridors of the Temple, heading for the quantum computer control room he'd seen on the schematic.
He heard the whoosh of the door opening behind him, but he wasn't worried; he knew he was far enough ahead that the old woman wouldn't be able to get a shot off at him. Then he heard her shout: "Noa, stop him!"
Caleb looked back in fear. He heard Noa's bare feet pounding down the corridor as she pursued him faster than any human possibly could.
He looked back and saw her coming around the curve of the corridor, her eyes narrowing as soon as she saw him, like a hawk seeking her prey.
Caleb had reached the control room. He ducked inside and slammed his palm against the interior door control. But just before it slid completely shut he saw Noa's fingers appear, curling around the side of the door. He cringed, expecting the force of the hydraulic door to amputate them. But it didn't. And slowly, inexorably, she started to pull the door open again.
Caleb's jaw dropped, he knew the hydraulic force on that door had to be nearly a thousand pounds. But Noa was stronger.
He raced to the quantum computer console. He knew he only had seconds before she'd be through the door. He tapped commands into the screen and was relieved to see his spacecraft's data appear on the monitor. Dr. Bell hadn't terminated the connection after linking to his ship's onboard computer.



The protocols appeared on the screen and he quickly typed in commands, removing them one by one. He looked back over his shoulder and saw Noa's face in the doorway, her teeth clenched and the strain obvious as she squeezed one arm and a shoulder through, forcing the door even further open.
A huge, hissing sound startled him; she'd broken the door's hydraulic system. She easily slid the destroyed door open and stepped inside the chamber. He frantically typed, trying to override the last of the protocols as Noa paced toward him. He just needed a few more seconds. "Noa, don't -- "
He slammed into the side wall and slid to the floor, stunned. Noa had thrown him more than fifteen feet. As he shook his head, and tried to get back on his feet, he said, "Noa, please let me go, I'm trying to help my people."
She shook her head. "The outsider lies. Noa obeys the Maker."
She moved toward him and he tried to lunge past her toward the console. But she was too fast. Her arm wrapped around his neck like a python and he gasped as she cut off his air supply. He clawed at her arm with his hands, trying to pull it loose, desperately kicking his bare feet as he tried to get free.
And then Dr. Bell appeared in the doorway. Her gray hair had come loose and was wild, just like the look in her eyes. "Good girl, Noa," she said. "Now hold him while I take care of him once and for all."
Caleb tried to twist out of Noa's stranglehold but it was hopeless. The old woman raised the disruptor and he saw the telltale twist of the barrel as the auto aim locked onto him.
"Goodbye, Dr. Caleb," she said, and went to squeeze the trigger.
And for the third time, Hannah saved him. Appearing out of nowhere, blindingly fast, she grabbed the gun and forced it upward, causing the disruptor blast to shoot just over Caleb's shoulder, directly into the quantum computer control panel.
"No, Hannah, what are you doing?!" the old woman said, as the gun was twisted out of her hand.
"No kill," Hannah said, and crushed the disruptor pistol in her bare hand, shattering it into a pile of useless fragments.
Panic filled the old woman's eyes as she looked into the control room and saw the damage the disruptor had done, the main control panel arcing with energy as plasma surged across it. And then she saw Noa, still holding Caleb tightly around the neck while he frantically kicked, struggling to get free as his face turned blue from the force blocking his windpipe.
The old woman stepped toward him, her hands outstretched as if she was strangling him herself. "Yes, do it Noa. Take your arm and squeeze. All of this is his fault. He's come here and ruined everything for us. Make him pay, Noa. Make him pay. Just one good squeeze...break his neck...kill him. Kill him!"
Noa had been concentrating on Caleb, making sure he didn't get loose. But when she heard the old woman's words she looked up at her, unable to believe what she was hearing. "No," she whispered, slowly shaking her head back and forth. "No kill."
She let go of Caleb and he slumped to the floor of the chamber, desperately gasping for air.
"What are you doing?" the old woman screamed. "Kill him...kill him!" She rushed toward Caleb, determined to finish the job herself.
But Noa grabbed her around the waist, stopping her. "No, the Maker is wrong. Noa obeys, but Noa will not kill."
The old woman twisted in her arms, trying to get free, tears streaming down her face as she pounded her gnarled hands against Noa's chest, screaming at her to let her go. But then she suddenly stopped, grimacing in pain as she clutched at the center of her chest and crumpled forward.
Noa quickly laid her on the cold steel floor, and Hannah rushed to her side.
"What is wrong?" Hannah said. "Is the Maker hurt?"
As they worried over her, Caleb got back to his feet. He could see the quantum computer screens flickering and he knew the system was about to fail. He hurried to the control panel; he knew he only had seconds. He typed in the last few commands and hit send. He watched as the protocols on his ship dropped just as the quantum computer failed and emergency lights flashed on in the control room.
Hannah and Noa were both trying to comfort the old woman who was on her back, clutching her chest as she tried to breathe. And all she kept saying over and over was, "It's over...it's all over."
Caleb knew he had to get back to his ship. Now that the protocols were down the green light would be on. If he didn't get back in time the capsule would leave with or without him, taking the information its sensors had gathered and sending them back to Earth. He headed to the doorway, but just before he stepped through it he took a last look back at Hannah.
She looked up and saw him and knew by the look in his eyes he was leaving. Smoothing back the old woman's hair, she glanced at Noa and then stood up.
"Where does Hannah go?" Noa said.
"With Caleb," she said, and walked across the room and took his hand.
He led her out of the Temple and they ran naked together across the valley floor, through the grass as they headed back toward the waterfall. And the whole time they ran he watched her, and wondered how he was going to tell her.
They were on the path out of the valley when they heard the horn. Three blasts from the Temple, summoning its daughters home.
"What does it mean?" Hannah said.
Caleb shook his head. "I don't know." But he wondered if it meant the last of the makers was dead.
They finally reached the waterfall and Caleb went immediately to the flat rock to grab his uniform, still lying where Hannah had tossed it. The jumpsuit was still wet, but he hurried to put it back on.
"No," Hannah said, trying to pull it off. "Hannah does not like clothes."
"I need it," Caleb said. "I have to wear it during takeoff."
Hannah blinked in confusion. "Takeoff?"
He nodded, sitting on the rock as he pulled his boots back on. "I'm going home, Hannah. I have to let my people know this planet is here. It's their only hope."
She nodded. "Caleb will take Hannah home?"
Caleb felt a lump in his throat as he zipped his jumpsuit up. "I wish I could Hannah, but I can't -- there's only one pod."
"Then stay with Hannah," she said, as a tear rolled down her cheek. "Take off clothes and stay."
"I can't...but I'll be back, I promise."
She nodded and tried to force a smile, but then they both turned as they heard footsteps pounding toward the pool.
A dozen naked daughters appeared and circled Caleb and Hannah, making sure they didn't leave the waterfall. Moments later, Noa appeared, carrying the old woman in her arms.
Caleb glanced nervously at the women surrounding him. "Please, Dr. Bell, you have to let me go."
She shook her head weakly. "I can't let you go."
"Even if you kill me, others will come and -- "
She held up a hand to stop him. "You still don't understand. You can't go because you have to stay here. You need to stay with the daughters."
"What are you saying...you're not going to kill me?"
She shook her head. "There will be no more killing, Dr. Caleb. Noa was right...and I was wrong. I'd ask you to forgive me, but I know my actions back at the Temple were unforgivable. I thought I'd left the sins of Man behind me, but they were inside of me the whole time. And now it's time to rectify my error.
"It appears as if you are a necessary evil, Dr. Caleb. The shot from my disruptor has destroyed the main control panel of the Temple's quantum computer. Noa managed to pull the four girls out in time, but all of the life pods have failed."
"The golden liquid?"
"All inert."
"Then let me return home, let me tell the people of Earth about this place. There's more than enough water for everyone. We can all live here together."
She shook her head. "You know as well as I do the time distortion risks associated with wormhole travel. By the time you return here there is a significant chance that everything, including all of these girls, will be long gone."
He felt a pang of regret as he glanced at Hannah, but he looked at the old woman and said, "When you were marooned here, you dedicated your life to correcting the mistakes you made. Now I've got to go back to Earth and do the same thing; I have to atone for the mistakes I've made. I can't abandon my people."
"And what about your child...can you abandon your child?"
He blinked in surprise. "My what?"
"The Temple is a generation ship, Dr. Caleb, designed to populate planets. The life sensors detected Hannah's moment of conception as soon as it occurred; she's pregnant with your child."
As he turned to stare at Hannah, who had no idea of the significance of what had just been said, the old woman continued. "When the people of Earth falsely accused you, did they give you a chance to atone for your mistakes? No, they sentenced you to death and jettisoned you into space without a second thought. Your debt isn't to the people you left behind, Dr. Caleb. They doomed themselves through both their inaction and greed. Your debt is to humanity, and what better way to repay it than by giving it a second chance here."
He took Hannah's hands and squeezed them, and she smiled back at him, wondering why there were tears in his eyes.
"But how can it survive," he said, "with only one man?"
"You mean one man and a hundred Eves," she said.
"A hundred what?!"
"A hundred Eves -- and those are only the ones of age. I sent them and the younger daughters to the far end of the valley as soon as you arrived. With your chromosomes, and ample time, you can easily populate this planet. How does the old saying go? Be fruitful and multiply, Dr. Caleb, replenish this planet."
"But...after I'm gone...how can my children -- "
She shook her head, letting him know not to worry. "The same process I used to adjust their DNA to give them their advanced physical abilities also dealt with the recessive gene. It isn't gone, but it will be centuries before it reappears."
Caleb turned to look at Hannah, weighing his choices. She squeezed his hand and said, "Caleb will stay?"
He took a deep breath, nodded, and smiled as he removed his clothes for the last time.
The old woman smiled too. "Now that the protocols have been removed, your ship is already sending out a signal letting Earth know that you have left the vessel. If you don't return, they will be sure to send others to investigate. But if we launch the ship back into space they may assume the signal was an error, ignoring it as the capsule continues as programmed on its mission into deep space."
"But if the ship launches empty, it's programmed to automatically return to Earth."
"It won't be empty," she said. "I will be its occupant."
He shook his head. "I can't let you do that. It's a suicide mission."
"My time is done here anyways. You saw me in the Temple. My heart is failing me. If anything, being in the ship's stasis pod will prolong my life, not shorten it.
"And you need to stay here. I don't know if you saw the force field on your way in, but it's generated by the Temple, and when the Temple fails, so will the force field.
"This world isn't clothed in civilization like Earth, but it's no Garden of Eden either. This is a wild, untamed planet and there are dangerous creatures beyond the boundary. You need to stay here and teach these girls -- teach your children -- how to survive.
"Teach them not to repeat our mistakes. Show them the good that we're capable of, not the evil."
* * *
When the capsule lifted off and rocketed skyward, Caleb, Hannah, Noa and the women who'd come with her from the Temple watched from the top of the waterfall; the rest of the daughters watched from the valley below.
As he'd placed her naked in the pod and went to put the stasis mask on her face, she stopped him and cried as she told him to take care of her daughters. But they weren't tears of sadness they were tears of pride.
Caleb had also placed his uniform, and the sensors within, in the capsule with Dr. Bell. On the off chance that a signal from the ship did reach Earth, they would assume it was a false reading when the next signal showed the ship back on its original course.
After the ship had disappeared, and the women had dried their tears, they gathered shyly around Caleb, all of them naked.
"So...umm...how are we going to do this?" he asked, looking at the daughters surrounding him, all curiously eyeing his quickly stiffening cock.
Hannah tilted her head to one side. "What does Caleb mean?"
"Well...I just thought that...I mean...I should start teaching everyone how to...you know," he said, and nodded down toward his cock.
Hannah arched an eyebrow and Noa smirked.
With a seductive smile, Hannah stroked his arm while Noa brushed up against his other side, pressing her breasts against him.
"The daughters want to teach you some things first," Hannah said.
"Oh yeah?" he said, his cock springing to attention. "Like what?"
"Like how to swim!" they all shouted at once, and Hannah and Noa laughed as they threw him off of the waterfall toward the pool twenty feet below. He looked up as he fell backward toward the water and saw all of the girls, with Hannah and Noa at the lead, gracefully diving off the cliff after him. And as he hit the cold, dark water, and felt it envelop his naked body, he couldn't stop smiling.
*
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* * *
Welcome to Transylvania! Vampires, Werewolves, Witches and Ghosts -- do you believe?
I still remember the poster with those exact words written on it, printed in ghoulish green letters on an ominous black background. The poster was the first thing I noticed as I exited the plane and set foot on Transylvanian soil for the first time.
Did I believe? Well, I certainly didn't believe in vampires or werewolves. And witches? I guess I wouldn't have flown thirteen hours across the Atlantic on a last-minute flight to the other side of the world if I didn't at least believe in their possibility. But ghosts? I've always believed in ghosts.
I was two years old when my father died. My mother, haunted by the memory of him, decided that she could no longer stay in the home they'd shared, so she took my older sister and me with her to live in an old two-story house that she'd rented on the outskirts of town.
She'd went there hoping to come to terms with her sorrow, but with two children that she now had to raise on her own she had little time to mourn. She had her hands full getting my sister ready for first grade and, of course, taking care of me.
I was too young to remember, but she told me that I never stopped talking; even after she'd put me to bed I wouldn't shut up. She'd sit downstairs in the living room, drinking her evening tea, and smile as she listened to the baby monitor and heard me babbling away, having long, animated conversations with myself, all alone in the darkness of my upstairs bedroom.
She never thought anything of it until I started going to playschool. The teacher had told us to draw a picture of our family and I drew my mother, my sister, myself and a boy with bright red hair.
When my mother came to pick me up and saw the drawing on the classroom wall, she asked me if that was supposed to be my father, who'd had black hair. I told her no, it was my best friend. Assuming I meant someone in my class, she smiled as she looked around at the other boys and asked me which one he was. But I told her my friend didn't go to school -- he lived in my bedroom.
My teacher told her not to be worried; it was common for children to have imaginary friends. But my mother told me later the drawing had sent a chill down her spine. She'd always felt an unease about the upstairs room, and didn't like going up there alone, but had tried to convince herself it was only her imagination.
That evening she let me sleep downstairs in her bed with her, but when she woke up in the dead of night I was gone. And then she heard me in the upstairs bedroom -- laughing as if I was playing with someone.
The next night she made me sleep in her bed again and told me that I was not, under any circumstances, to go to the upstairs bedroom. When she woke in the middle of the night she was relieved to find me still sleeping beside her. But then she noticed something else -- smoke.
By the time the fire engines arrived the house was engulfed in flames. My mother, my sister and I had all got out in time and were huddled together across the street in our nightclothes as we watched the firemen throwing out hoses to battle the blaze that was devouring our home. As we watched the hungry flames lick out of the doorway and shattered windows, a fireman came frantically running toward us.
His eyes wide with alarm, he cried, "How many more children are in the house?!"
My mother blinked in surprise and said none; all of us had safely escaped.
He glanced back at the dying house, and then said, "But what about the boy? The boy with the red hair in the upstairs window!"
When the sun rose the next morning there was nothing left of the house but charred timbers, blackened bones of the home that had once been there. We went to live in a small, two-bedroom apartment, but my mother couldn't stop thinking of the house, couldn't stop thinking of that upstairs bedroom.
A family friend told her she should see a psychic and my mother, desperate for peace of mind, finally agreed. And the psychic, who knew nothing of the fire, took one look at my mother's palm and told her that a restless spirit was searching for her -- a spirit in the form of a boy.
My mother was terrified. She'd never believed in psychics before, but now she was begging this one to tell her what to do. And she told my mother that she had to flee, and that only a large body of water could prevent the ghost from following us. So my mother picked the largest body of water she knew and took us across the Atlantic Ocean to our new home, America.
She didn't tell me that story until I was a teenager. I don't remember the red-haired boy. I barely even remember the house. But listening to her tell that story, hearing the tremble in her voice and seeing the fear in her eyes...I guess that's why I've always believed in ghosts.
Oh, and there's one other reason how I know ghosts are real. I don't want to ruin the end of this story, but let me give you a little hint. By the time this story is over, I will have already died.
But enough about that, let's go back to the beginning of this story, the beginning of the end. After getting off the plane at Sibiu International Airport in late October, I traveled to the city of Brasov by rail.
The train was packed with tourists on their annual pilgrimage to Brasov and a site sacred to all horror film fans and Halloween aficionados -- Dracula's castle.
Of course, the castle didn't really belong to Dracula. Its true name is Bran Castle and it's a national monument and landmark in Romania. However, it's marketed as having once been the famous fictional vampire's home. There's no evidence that Bram Stoker knew anything about the castle when he researched his story (without ever having left England), but that hasn't stopped more than half a million fans from around the world from flocking to it every year.
But I wasn't headed to Brasov to find a vampire; I was going there to find a witch. My problem, though, was that I had no idea where to start looking. The gypsy woman had told me the witch's name, but other than that I had nothing and, honestly, like I said before, I wasn't sure if I even believed in witches. But now, with my wife's very life at stake, I knew I had no choice other than to believe.
I stepped off the train and stared around the station as a flood of tourists washed past me, murmuring with excitement at the realization that they were about to spend Halloween in Transylvania.
And the city was ready for them. Romanians had come to rely on tourism for money after the fall of communism, and the people of Brasov were no exception. The station was full of vendors hawking Dracula-related merchandise and sightseeing companies pushing Halloween parties and tours.
I passed by them, ignoring their sales pitches and brochures. I had no interest in Halloween; I needed to find a witch. But as I hurried through the crowded station, a voice rose above the din.
"Come see the real Transylvania! Journey through the dark woods and across the mystical mountains that have inspired the legends! Starting in the scenic village of Magura -- "
The name cut through the clamor like a knife. I pushed my way past a girl carrying a backpack two sizes too large for her and found the man I'd heard.
"Excuse me," I said. "Did you say your tour starts in Magura?"
"Yes," he said in thickly accented English, as he eagerly handed me a brochure with a giant brown bear on the cover. "The tour starts in the beautiful village of Magura. From there we..."
I didn't hear what he said next. I barely heard anything after the word Magura. I'd never even heard of the town until one day earlier, when the gypsy woman had told me the witch I was seeking would be found there. But now I knew it was the one place in the world I had to be.
"I'll take it," I said, interrupting him. "I'll take the tour."
"That is wonderful," he said, beaming with surprise at my enthusiasm. "There is a map to Magura on the back of the brochure. The tour starts tomorrow at ten and -- "
"No!" I said, cutting him off a second time. "I need to get to Magura today. I want to start the tour now."
He smiled and shook his head. "I'm afraid that is impossible. It is already too late in the day, and there are still three more spots on tomorrow's tour that I need to fill."
I pulled out my wallet. "How much is it?"
"The tour? It is 200 lei, but that includes -- "
I held up my hand, I didn't need his spiel. "How much is that in dollars?"
He did a quick mental calculation. "About sixty dollars."
I pulled three one-hundred-dollar bills out of my wallet and pushed them into his hand. "There, I'll book the whole tour. Can we leave now?"
He blinked in surprise at the money and hesitated for a second, as if he was about to refuse it. But then he quickly nodded and stuffed the bills into his pocket. "Of course, we can leave immediately. Do you have luggage?"
I hefted the small carry-on, all that I'd packed for the last minute flight, and showed it to him.
With a surprised look, he said, "That is all that you have brought?"
I nodded. "It's all I'll need."
He introduced himself as Andrei, and it wasn't long before we were in his small red car, driving through the narrow, cobblestoned streets of Brasov on our way out of the city. As he drove, he said, "Pardon me for asking, but why are you so anxious to get to Magura?"
"I need to find someone there."
He shrugged his shoulders. "I am not complaining, but three hundred American dollars is a lot of money. You could have taken a taxi there for a fraction of that."
"I don't just need you to get me to Magura. There's something I need you to help me with once we get there."
He glanced over at me. "Help you? Help you with what?"
I nervously twisted my wedding ring, wondering how much I could say without sounding completely crazy. Finally, I just said it. "I need you to help me find a witch."
Andrei burst into laughter. "A witch? That is why you are in such a rush to get to Magura -- to find a witch?"
"Please," I said, desperate to convince him I wasn't like the others who came to Transylvania, chasing after stories spawned in the imaginations of second-rate writers and wishing they were true. "This witch is real. You have to believe me!"
He put up his hand, fighting to control his laughter. "Please do not misunderstand me. I simply meant that if you wish to find a witch, you do not have to travel all the way to Magura."
"Then you...you really do believe me? You believe that witches are real?"
"Of course," he said, pointing out the window. "There's one right there!"
I glanced toward the sidewalk, where a small kiosk was loaded with Dracula-themed t-shirts, mugs, key rings and postcards. Walking past it was a laughing, dark-haired girl in a sexy witch costume, complete with short skirt, striped leggings and black, pointy hat. Her boyfriend was walking beside her, and as he caught me gawking at her from the car window he glared back at me.
"Not her," Andrei said with a laugh. "There!"
I looked toward where he was pointing and just past the kiosk, below a large billboard offering guided tours of Dracula's castle, there was a yellow door with a red eye painted on it.
"I don't understand," I said. "What is it?"
"That is where the witch is. That is her shop."
"Her shop? Wait -- you're actually telling me there's a real witch inside there?!"
"Of course," he said, as he parked the car. "Romania is full of witches. But they are not like the witches in your American movies. They do not fly around on broomsticks. They are more like...fortune tellers. But if you are lucky you might find one who can cast a spell or remove a curse for you," he added with a wink.
The tall, brightly-painted medieval buildings that lined both sides of the narrow cobblestoned street were packed tightly together, blocking out the late afternoon sun and cloaking the sidewalks in shadows. In the distance, a faint peal of bells echoed from a church. I approached the door to the witch's shop and couldn't help noticing the cracked and peeling paint, and the small sign in the velvet-curtained window that let me know she accepted both Visa and MasterCard.
I turned to Andrei, and said, "But the witch I'm looking for...I was told I'd find her in Magura."
Andrei shook his head. "I have lived there all my life. Trust me -- there are no witches in Magura. But this witch, Alisia, she knows all of the other women who practice her craft. If the witch you are seeking is anywhere in Transylvania, she will know where to find her."
We went inside and a heavy-set woman with dark hair greeted us. She wore a low-cut black gypsy dress that showed off her ample cleavage, barely concealed by a thick golden necklace of moons and stars. Andrei spoke a few words to her in Romanian and she smiled and nodded in understanding.
She waved her hand toward a table, covered in the accoutrements of her trade, and invited me to sit down. As I did, she clasped both my hands comfortingly in hers and said in heavily-accented English, "I am sure I will be able to perform any service you require -- and very affordably, might I add -- but tell me, who is this witch that you think you must find?"
I'd written down the name as soon as the old gypsy woman had told it to me, to make sure I'd remember it. But I hadn't forgotten it; the name was seared into my memory. I took a deep breath, and said, "Matusa Ildiko."
As soon as I spoke the name, the witch's pleasant visage twisted into a mask of fear. She jerked her hands away from mine as if suddenly realizing I had the plague. Just as quickly she recovered, smoothing her dress down as she forced a smile and said, "You are mistaken. There is no witch in Transylvania by that name."
"Please," I said, digging in my wallet for the piece of paper with her name on it to make sure I'd pronounced it right. "I was told I'd find her in Magura, and her name is Mat -- "
She slammed her palm against the table to silence me. "Never speak that name again in my house!" she shrieked.
I looked at Andrei, and saw he was just as bewildered as I was. Reaching into my wallet, I pulled out a hundred-dollar bill and tried to hand it to her. "Please, you obviously know -- "
"Get out!" she screamed, waving my money away as if it were cursed. "Get out of my house!"
Andrei and I stumbled back out onto the sidewalk as she slammed the door in our face and bolted it shut.
"I am so sorry," he said. "Witches always act strangely, but I have never seen anything like that! Did you want to see if I can find another witch in Brasov? Maybe she will know the woman you seek."
"No," I said, shaking my head. "I think we should continue on to Magura."
The witch hadn't told me anything, but her reaction had. Ever since the moment I'd decided to leave my dying wife's side and fly to Romania I'd been tormented by the fear that I was making a huge mistake. Her mother and my sister had begged me not to go, told me I had to be losing my sanity if I believed the ravings of an old gypsy. They pleaded with me to stay, so I could be with my wife when the end came.
But I'd refused to just wait helplessly by her side, waiting for her life to be over, because there was something that neither my sister nor my mother-in-law knew, something else that the old gypsy had whispered to me. A secret from my past that told me what she said was true.
And now I knew that the witch I was hunting was real. The violent response that just the mention of her name had provoked had confirmed it for me. But as we drove away from the other witch's shop, the closed sign now hanging in her window, I remembered the look of fear on her face and worried, if I found Matusa Ildiko, just how dear the price for her aid would be.
* * *
Magura was less than half an hour away, and as we neared the rustic village I felt as if I was entering a hinterland between folklore and reality. The picturesque landscape was a scattered collection of cottages and tumbledown barns, with haystacks dotting the nearby mountain meadows before they gave way to the dark forests and brooding mountains that surrounded the remote hamlet.
A narrow road wound through the village, and as we followed it a horse-drawn cart rattled past in the opposite direction. Andrei gave the driver a friendly wave and then pointed toward a small two-story cottage in the distance with wood smoke drifting lazily from the chimney.
"This is my house," he said. "But I am afraid that it is too late in the day to start the tour. Have you made any plans?"
"Plans?" I said, echoing him.
"Plans for where you will stay while you are...looking for your witch."
I shook my head. I didn't have any plans for where I was going to stay. As a matter of fact, I didn't have any plan at all. The gypsy had told me to travel to the village of Magura and that was what I'd done. But she'd also told me to find the witch Matusa Ildiko and, now that I was here, I realized that wasn't going to be as easy as it seemed.
I was still rattled by the frightened reaction to her name in Brasov. And this village was tiny and Andrei, who'd lived here his whole life, had never heard her name before. I had no idea who -- or what -- I was looking for, and the weight of nearly twenty-four hours without sleep was starting to bear down on me. As much as I didn't want to, I knew I would have to wait until tomorrow to continue my hunt for the witch I'd traveled to Transylvania to find.
"Is there a lodge or some kind of B&B here?" I asked, turning to look at the cottages that dotted the small village.
"There are...but the reason I asked whether you had made plans," Andrei said, "is because I do have a small guest room in my house that is available for the night. And of course there will be breakfast in the morning. It is nothing fancy, but -- "
I held up my hand to cut him off. "I'll take it. I don't need fancy."
"Wonderful!" he said, and turned the small car into his dirt driveway. Once we were parked, he grabbed my duffel bag and gestured for me to follow him inside.
I entered the cottage and felt like I'd stepped into a Brothers Grimm fairy tale. Stout oak beams underpinned the ceiling while rough plaster lined the walls, and an ancient wood stove filled the room with comforting warmth. As I ducked through the doorway, I couldn't help noticing a dried bunch of garlic nailed above it.
There were two women in the room, one young and one old. Both of them happily welcomed Andrei home and, when they noticed me behind him, nodded in greeting.
"This is my bunica, my grandmother," he said. "She lives with me. And this is my neighbor, Adriana. She has been keeping my bunica company while I have been working on my tour business. It is actually very new and I am afraid that, other than you, I have not had any customers. It seems that tourists are far more interested in seeing the fictional Transylvania than the real one."
I said hello to Adriana and she bowed politely. She was dark-haired, in her mid-twenties, and beautiful. Andrei then introduced me to his grandmother and she nodded and said something in Romanian to me.
"She is glad to meet you and welcomes you to our home," Andrei translated. "I'm afraid she doesn't speak English anymore; she had a stroke a few years ago and completely forgot how to speak the language."
"That's too bad," I said. "It's very nice to meet you Bunica."



She smiled a toothless grin and nodded as if she understood, then gestured for Andrei and leaned toward him as he translated for her.
I took a seat at the wooden table, which appeared to have been handmade from planks from an old barn, as Adriana started to prepare dinner and Andrei reached into a cupboard and pulled out a bottle.
He poured four glasses, and as he handed one to his grandmother her eyes sparkled in anticipation.
"It is pálinka," Andrei said, "a traditional Hungarian fruit brandy."
He gave a quick salute in his native tongue, welcoming me to their home, and then the four of us drank. I shot the contents of my glass and grimaced as the fiery liquid scorched my throat. The three of them laughed as I coughed uncontrollably.
"You are supposed to sip it!" Andrei said, as I shook my head, trying to regain my senses as the warmth from the powerful concoction rippled through me.
As he leaned forward to refill my glass, I said, "Do you think your friend, Adriana, might have ever heard of Matusa Ildiko?"
As soon as I said the name, his grandmother glanced up from her brandy and said, "Ce este sta?"
Andrei told her what I'd said and her face came alive with excitement. She reached across the table to squeeze my hand and started talking rapidly in Romanian. As she spoke, he translated.
"She says that Matusa Ildiko is a powerful witch, and a terrible source of retribution. She says that if a woman thinks her husband has been unfaithful, she prays to the witch and tells her to come visit him in his sleep.
"Of course, if she is wrong the witch will not come. But if the husband has truly been unfaithful, he will never wake again. Matusa Ildiko will ride him in his dreams until he is dead."
I suddenly felt dizzy and wasn't sure if it was from her story or the brandy. I wasn't sure what I'd expected to find, but it certainly wasn't anything like what she was describing.
"Does your grandmother know anything else, like where she can be found?"
Andrei shook his head. "You do not understand. Matusa Ildiko is not real. She is a legend...a fable. The story my bunica is telling you is an old wives' tale, designed to keep faithless husbands from straying too far."
Adriana, who'd been listening to the conversation as she chopped carrots and turnips on the sideboard, joined in. "Yes, a fable! Now I remember where I've heard that name."
I listened as she explained that she'd read of Matusa Ildiko when she was a young girl, in a book of fairy tales and legends written by Benedek Elek, who apparently was Transylvania's most famous storyteller. But he'd published his book more than a century earlier. The Matusa Ildiko he'd written of had to be long dead.
"But the gypsy said I'd find her here, right here in Magura. Maybe there's some other witch nearby who has taken her name?"
"There is no one else by that name," Andrei said. "I am afraid this gypsy you speak of has sent you on a fool's errand. Perhaps she read the same book that Adriana did and found the name there?"
My shoulders slumped as I twisted my wedding ring. Had I been a fool to listen to the gypsy's words? Had I raced halfway around the world only to discover I was chasing a phantom from a storybook?
Andrei's grandmother saw me playing with my ring and smiled a toothless smile, cackling with laughter as she babbled.
"She sees you are married," Adriana said. "She says she hopes you are a good husband, or Matusa Ildiko will come and visit you."
Was I a good husband? My wife was back home in the States on her deathbed and I was in Transylvania clutching at straws, chasing after a fairy tale and foolishly thinking that somehow it could help her.
The gypsy who'd appeared at her bedside had made it all sound so believable. Travel to the village of Magura and find the witch Matusa Ildiko. Only then will you and your wife be together again.
That was all I wanted, just to be together with her again. To wake up in the morning in our own bed, sleeping on my side with her curled up in front of me. To press my face into her soft blonde hair and lose myself in it, and hear her giggle when my nose tickles her neck and have her try to move away from me, only to have me wrap my arm around her waist and pull her back. And to feel her wrap her arm around mine as I hold her close, surrendering herself to me as I kiss her softly behind her ear and whisper that she's mine, always to have her whisper back forever.
The memory of it filled my senses and sadness overwhelmed me. "I think I'm gonna go to bed."
"You will not eat dinner?" Andrei said.
I shook my head. "I'm not hungry. I'm just tired, really tired."
"Yes, of course. Let me show you to your room and you can get some rest. Tomorrow we will get up early and start the tour. The beauty of the Carpathians will make you forget all about your witch."
I nodded but I knew there would be no tour. As soon as I was rested I had to get back to Sibiu, back on a plane to the States. I'd been a fool to leave in the first place, a fool to think that there could be any truth in what the gypsy had said. I knew it was desperation that had made me believe, but now I had to make amends. I had to hurry back to my wife's side, even if only to say goodbye.
The room and bed were small, but they were all I needed. I stripped down to my boxers and t-shirt, crawled under the quilt and closed my eyes as the last rays of the autumn sun faded behind the village's mountain backdrop.
* * *
When I opened my eyes again the room was dark and the house was silent. I was lying face down on the bed, and it took me a second to realize the quilt that had been covering me was gone. Thinking it must have fallen off while I was sleeping, I groped blindly toward the darkness beside the bed.
And that was when I felt it...a chill, an unnatural cold which sent a shiver through me as soon as I felt its touch. A shiver that unlocked the doors of memory and released a remembrance of the last time I'd felt it: the ominous chill that told me a red-haired boy was crouched in the darkness at the foot of my bed, waiting for me to wake up.
I squeezed my eyes shut, just like I'd done when I was little and thought I could wish myself back to sleep. But this time I was praying, praying that this was just a dream I'd soon wake up from. As if in answer to my prayers, a nightmarish sound whispered through the dark. The sound of the floorboards creaking as something moved toward me from the foot of the bed.
I tried to turn my head to look, though terrified of what I might see, but a nameless fear had paralyzed me like an invisible weight pinning me to the bed, stopping me from seeing who -- or what -- was coming. All I could do was moan, a weak fear-filled moan that pleaded for the thing in the dark to go away and leave me alone.
And then I sensed its weight, felt the mattress sink and heard the springs groan as something crawled onto the bed behind me. I felt its hot breath on my neck as an odor like freshly turned earth, tinged with the sweet tang of dead, decaying leaves, filled my nostrils.
Terror filled me as I tried to will myself awake, knowing this had to be a nightmare. And then the thing moved on top of me. I felt its weight press me into the mattress, its skin cold and damp against my fevered flesh as it pinned me down, its long, stringy hair dragging across my shoulder blades as it moved up my body, scraping its long, claw-like fingernails along my side.
I could sense its mouth opening as it hovered above my neck, and then a ghostly voice hissed in my ear, "Who dreams of me?"
Her voice sounded like an echo whispered across the centuries, but I couldn't answer. I couldn't move, let alone talk, as the cool weight of her naked body pressed me deeper into the mattress. I tried to turn my head, tried to see her face, but I was helpless as she traced her fingernails back down along my hip. And as she did, I became dimly aware of her firm breasts, crushed against my back, and her soft lips as they brushed against my ear.
"Who dreams of me?" she whispered again, as her fingernails snuck under the waistband of my boxers and her hand slipped beneath me.
I tried to answer, but all that escaped me was another moan as her cool hand wrapped around my stiff length. For the first time I realized how hard I was and heard her sigh in my ear as she slowly stroked her hand back and forth, savoring my size.
I groaned as she tightened her grip and started to jack me even faster, and for a third time she whispered, "Who dreams of me?"
But I still couldn't answer, no matter how desperately I wanted to. All I could do was lie there helplessly, pinned beneath her as she pumped her fist up and down my swollen length. I felt her hot breath on my neck, her breath coming quicker as she stroked me faster, pushing me toward the edge.
I moaned, and with one final effort tried to twist my head around, tried to see her face. But she gently bit my ear, stopping me, the tender flesh trapped between her teeth as she finished what she'd started, her hand a blur on my stiff shaft.
It had been so long since I'd been touched like that, and the only touch I'd ever known had been my wife's. She was the only woman I'd ever been with and as I closed my eyes I imagined it was her caressing me, stroking me, and I remembered how her hair would smell in the morning as she dangled it in my face, brushing it back and forth and tickling my nose as she tried to wake me up...wake me up.
"Wake up!"
I sat bolt upright in the bed, my wife's voice still echoing in my ears. I was all alone. There was no one else in the room. It had all been a dream.
I stood up, trying to clear my head as I looked out the window. It was still dark outside, but I could tell it would be dawn soon. And as I stared out into the darkness, I couldn't stop thinking about the dream and how real it had seemed. My cock was still painfully stiff, and when I closed my eyes it seemed as if I could still feel her teeth, biting my ear.
I reached up to touch it and was surprised when it stung. I pulled my hand away and was shocked to see blood. My heart skipped; it hadn't been a dream.
Her haunting voice echoed through my memory. Who dreams of me?
And then I remembered Andrei's grandmother, warning me that Matusa Ildiko would visit me in my dreams. Had the witch I'd come here to find found me instead? And if so, where was she now?
Then I heard a noise. A groan, or maybe a moan, faint but growing louder. It was coming from Andrei's room down the hall and I wondered if the creature that had been in my room was there now.
I opened my door and tiptoed down the hall, listening to the noises growing louder. When I reached Andrei's door I pressed my ear against it, and heard a steady stream of moans emanating from within.
I rapped lightly on the door and whispered, "Andrei? Are you okay?"
The room went silent, and then I heard a thump and a bang on the other side. A moment later the door opened and Andrei, obviously naked, peeked out from behind. "Yes, my friend, is something wrong?"
I glanced in the room and blushed with embarrassment as I spotted his neighbor, Adriana, bare shouldered as she pulled up the blanket and flashed me an apologetic smile from his bed.
"No," I said, "nothing's wrong."
He glanced back at Adriana. "I apologize if we woke you. I know it is early, but it is usually best for all if she is headed back home before my bunica wakes up."
"Of course," I whispered. "I just had this..." My voice trailed off. How could I tell them what had just happened to me or, should I say, what I thought had just happened to me? I apologized for disturbing them and, as he smiled in thanks and shut the door, headed back to my bedroom.
I lay there awake in my bed, watching the darkness outside slowly lighten as dawn approached. I heard the soft, rhythmic squeaking of bedsprings from Andrei's room as he and Adriana resumed their lovemaking, and the thought of the two of them together made my heart ache even more to be back at my wife's side again. And then I heard a strange sound below, a creaking as the front door downstairs slowly opened.
I crept to the window and looked out. Someone or something was leaving the house. I could barely make it out as the first rays of dawn crawled over the mountains to the east, but I could see the creature was hunched over and draped in a black, funereal shroud.
Now I knew for sure it hadn't been a dream. The witch had found me just as the gypsy had promised. I ran down the hall and banged on Andrei's door again. He hurried to answer it and I saw Adriana over his shoulder, wearing a frustrated look as she hid her naked body once more beneath the blankets.
"What is it?" he whispered, his voice tinged with a similar frustration.
"I should have told you before, but...something was in my room earlier."
He narrowed his eyes in disbelief. "What are you talking about? You must have had some kind of nightmare."
"No, I swear, something was in my room! And I just saw it going out the front door."
He glanced back at Adriana, concern obvious in her eyes as he hurried to pull his pants on. "I knew I forgot to lock the door," he said, and I moved out of his way as he pushed past me and ran down the hallway.
I chased after him, following as he ran downstairs shirtless and in his bare feet. The door was still ajar and he raced through it, out into the pre-dawn darkness. I hurried after him and as I searched in the direction the creature had gone I spotted it, shuffling toward the forest.
"There!" I hissed, and before I could stop Andrei he sprinted toward the cloaked figure. I chased after him, our bare feet crunching the frosted grass beneath our feet, and when he reached her he grabbed her shoulder and spun her around.
"Bunica!" he whispered, as the old woman looked between the two of us, blinking in confusion.
She had a black scarf over her head and a black shawl wrapped around her. There was a bundle in her arms and Andrei took it, opening it to reveal half a loaf of bread and a chunk of sausage inside. Shaking his head, he wrapped it back up and put his arm around her shoulder to steer her back home.
"I am sorry she woke you," he said to me, as he guided his grandmother back toward the cottage where Adriana, now dressed, was waiting by the front door.
"But where was she going at this time of the morning?" I asked. "And what is the food for?"
"Who knows? Probably thinks she was going on a picnic. The stroke she had has caused her dementia and she often wanders the hallways at night. She must have wandered into your room and woke you. Again, I am sorry."
"It's fine," I said, but I knew there was no way this harmless old woman had been my nighttime visitor.
When we neared the door Adriana hurried out to wrap a blanket around Andrei's grandmother's hunched shoulders. Seeing the bundle of food, she asked her in Romanian where she'd been going. Her answer caught them both by surprise.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing," Andrei said, as he led his grandmother into the house and went to make some coffee. "It's just...she's confused by what we were talking about yesterday, getting all mixed up."
"What do you mean?"
He glanced at me and said, "You must remember, the dementia makes her mind play tricks on her. She gets very mixed up."
"I don't understand."
"She said that she was taking the food to the woods...to Matusa Ildiko. She said that last night when she was looking out the kitchen window, before she went to bed, she saw a girl that she calls 'the witch's servant', standing at the edge of the woods and watching our house."
I sat up in surprise. Could that be who'd visited me?
Andrei saw my reaction and held up a hand to stop me from getting carried away. "Please understand that all of this is only happening in her mind. For instance, she often thinks she hears music outside and insists the band is back, playing on the bandstand, but the bandstand burned down more than seventy years ago. There was no girl at the edge of the woods and there is no witch called Matusa Ildiko."
As soon as he spoke her name, the old woman turned toward me and started chatting animatedly in Romanian.
"What is she saying?" I asked.
This time Adriana translated. "She insists that this girl saved her life many years ago and that she still lives in the forest. There is a circle of stones in the woods where she says women leave offerings to Matusa Ildiko. She was taking the food there so this girl wouldn't be hungry."
I turned to Andrei. "Do you know where these stones are?"
"Please," he said, "these are old wives' tales. None of this is -- "
"Do you know where the stones are?!" I shouted.
He took a step back, startled by my outburst. "Yes....yes, I know where they are."
"Then take me there...please." I tried to calm myself down, and apologized for raising my voice, but I knew there had to be a connection between my visit during the night and the old woman's tale. Time was running out for me and I knew that, if what the gypsy woman had said was true, this stone circle might be my only hope of locating the witch I'd come here to find and saving my wife's life.
* * *
An hour later we were on our way. Adriana was with us and her mother was back at the cottage, taking care of Andrei's grandmother.
Andrei had wanted to proceed with his planned nature tour, but I'd insisted he take me to the circle of stones. He led us across the rolling pastures and down into a valley and, as we headed up out of it toward a stand of beech trees, already dressed in resplendent autumn gold, I realized I was getting the tour anyway.
We hiked through the old-growth forest, a mixture of beech, spruce and fir trees, with the massive, jagged limestone ridge of Piatra Craiului towering above us. Autumn had a firm grip on the forest, its colors everywhere, but the cold shadows stretching beneath the canopy warned us that winter would soon be there.
"I wish you could see this place in the spring," Andrei said, as we wandered into a high alpine meadow and caught the scent of juniper, "the wildflowers are a wonder to behold!"
I listened as he carried on, a sparkle in his eyes and excitement in his voice as he described the lynx, deer and wild boars that still populated the ancient, unspoiled woodlands around us, one of the last remaining wild spaces in Europe, and told me of the great brown bears and packs of wolves that still roamed free in the more isolated corners of the forest.
I listened as he told me of the strange and mysterious beauty of the ancient forests of Transylvania, a beauty that had inspired the myths and stories of supernatural beings and monsters that were now synonymous with the region. He described lonely forest glades, fit only for fairy folk on moonlit nights; isolated lakes where water sprites dwelled; and deep, mysterious caverns, whose depths were said to harbor hordes of evil spirits.
I could tell by the smile on his face he was proud of this place, proud of his home, but I had no time to enjoy the scenery or his stories. "When will we reach the stones?" I asked.
The smile faded from his face. "I don't know what you think you will find there, my friend, but you will be disappointed if you think you are going to find your witch. I have already told you that my bunica's mind...it plays tricks on her.
"The girl she swears she saw last night? She told me that the last time she had seen her was nearly seventy years ago. Her mind...it is like a book that has had its pages torn away...she can remember clearly things that happened during the war, but cannot tell you what she had for breakfast. The girl she thinks she saw, even if she ever really did exist, is now nothing more than a memory."



I swallowed his words hard. I suspected every single one was true. But I'd traveled all the way to Transylvania on the slimmest of hopes and there was no way I was giving up now, even if it meant chasing after a witch from a book of fairy tales or a figment from a confused old woman's imagination.
The three of us left the meadow and Andrei led us deeper into the forest. The trees seemed to grow thicker and the forest seemed to grow quieter. And then we reached the stones.
They were no more than a small, semi-circle of broken boulders, none of them more than three feet high, but it was obvious they were a ruin of something that had once stood there long ago. And we were the only ones there.
Andrei sat on a stone and gave me a sympathetic smile. "You see? No girl. No witch."
I nodded as if I'd never actually expected to find anyone there, but I knew I was meant to find this place. The small, hidden clearing was covered in a shroud of fallen leaves, and the sweet odor of their decay mixed with the earthy aroma of the clearing to create an eerily familiar smell -- the exact same scent that had accompanied my nighttime visitor.
I was sure she'd been real and I was sure that she'd been here. "What are these stones, some kind of ancient ruins?"
Andrei nodded. "There are many of them that can be found in Transylvania, but most are far better preserved than these ones."
"Who made them?"
"The Romans most likely, it is from them that Transylvania gets its name. In Latin it means, Beyond the Forest. But there are some scholars who insist the ruins are even older, perhaps Dacian."
"Dacian?"
"Yes, the Dacians were the people who once ruled this land. But the Romans came and conquered them, subjugating them for centuries until the Huns arrived and took over."
I listened to him talk, outlining the history of his country and people, as I ran my hand over the worn stones, wondering how they were connected to Matusa Ildiko and wondering what to do next.
As I wondered, Adriana reached into her pack, pulled out some food she'd prepared for the hike, and shared it with Andrei and me. I thanked her and the three of us sat down in the stone circle to eat. Adriana watched me as I ate and noticed how I kept craning my neck around, watching the woods.
She smiled and said, "You really think you will find your witch out here, don't you?"
"I -- I don't know," I said. The idea of finding either her or her servant here had seemed a lot more plausible in the dark before dawn than it did now, in the bright mid-morning sunlight. But after the visit I'd had during the night, which I was still trying to convince myself hadn't been a dream, I was determined to keep hunting.
Adriana's thick, dark hair had tumbled down over her shoulder, and she swept it back as she said, "I do not mean to be rude, but can you tell me why you are so anxious to find Matusa Ildiko?"
I leaned back against one of the stones, slowly twisting my wedding ring back and forth. "It's because of my wife, she's...she's in a hospital back home."
Adriana lowered her head in sympathy. "I am so sorry, is it serious?"
I nodded. "She had a stroke a few months ago."
"A stroke?" Adriana said. "But she must be so young?"
"She is, she's thirty, the same age as I am. But they told me a stroke can strike down people of any age. She's been in a coma ever since, but her condition has been steadily worsening. And now the doctors...they say she doesn't have much longer."
Adriana and Andrei both glanced at each other and I could tell they were wondering the same thing: why wasn't I at my wife's side? So I told them.
"It was only days ago that they gave us the bad news. The doctor met with us in her room and told us to prepare for the worst; there was nothing they could do. My mother-in-law nearly fainted and my sister, who'd been there for both of us the whole time, took her outside the hospital to get some air.
"I was alone in the room with my wife and for the first time in my life I prayed, prayed that there was something I could do to save her. And then the gypsy appeared.
"I'd seen her there before. She worked at the hospital and was one of the women who came in regularly to clean the room. She'd always been friendly and was always asking me if there was anything she could get me. But that day...that day was different.
"She came in just like usual, but as soon as she took one look toward my wife's bed I knew something was wrong. She backed up into the sink, knocking everything over, and the look on her face was pure terror.
"I jumped up to help her and then she told me what was wrong, told me why she was looking at my wife's bed like she'd seen a ghost.
"She said there was a man standing beside my wife, cloaked in darkness with no face, and he was waiting to take her away."
Adriana gasped and put her hand to her mouth. "Bau-bau?!"
I blinked at her in confusion, not sure what she meant, but Andrei shook his head. "She thinks you are talking about Bau-bau, he is what you might call the bogeyman. He is supposed to come at night and take naughty children away to his cave. But I do not think that is who this gypsy meant."
I nodded in agreement; I knew exactly who she meant. I continued: "The gypsy told me this dark man -- who I couldn't see -- was waiting by my wife's bedside, waiting to take her away. And then she grabbed my hands and her words...the way she spoke them...sent a chill through me. It wasn't like she was talking; it was like someone was talking through her. She told me that there was only one way my wife and I would ever be together again. I had to travel to the village of Magura and find the witch Matusa Ildiko."
Adriana shivered as she listened to my tale. "But Matusa Ildiko...she is only a folktale."
"So people keep telling me, but last night I...I thought I dreamt of her. And then this morning when your grandmother said that she'd seen her servant, and now these stones. It just feels like everything is leading me toward her."
Andrei shook his head in disbelief. "Please, my bunica's mind plays tricks on her. And you are hearing and seeing what you want to believe. But believe me -- Matusa Ildiko does not exist. She never did. Go home and be with your wife, not only for her but for your family. I do not mean to be harsh, but I think it was foolish to leave her side to chase this gypsy's tale."
Adriana nodded. "He is right. You can never trust a gypsy."
I shook my head. I knew every word the gypsy had said was true because this wasn't the first time I'd crossed the dark man's path, and this wasn't the first time he'd come to take someone I'd loved away. And as I sat there in that ancient ring of stones, this was the story I told the two of them.
My mother was a strong woman. It wasn't easy moving across an ocean and building a new home for the three of us but she'd done it, and all on her own. She made every sacrifice that life demanded of her and gave us every ounce of her love. So much that, by the time my sister and I both finally moved out on our own, she was left all alone. For whatever reason she'd never remarried after my father died. She'd loved, but had never fallen in love again.
But it didn't seem to bother her. She had her friends and, of course, she had us. But in her mid-fifties I started to sense a change. She seemed distracted and sometimes even confused. Favorite dishes that she could cook with her eyes closed now had a different taste, their exact recipe no longer etched in her memory.
Both my sister and I noticed but none of us said anything. Even when we started to see other little warnings, signs that she was starting to forget how to do even the simplest tasks correctly. We put it down to age and thought we could just help her, but then something happened that I couldn't help her with.
I came over to visit her one day and, not realizing I was there, she came tiptoeing out of the kitchen. But not as if she was trying to be quiet, more like she was worried about setting off a landmine. When she saw me standing in the living room she looked as if she'd seen a ghost, but once I spoke to her and she recognized me she calmed down.
At first she denied it, but I knew that something was wrong and insisted she tell me why she'd been acting so strangely. And when she did I laughed at first. She said she'd been...seeing things. And when I asked her what type of things, she said: "Do you see them?"
I looked around the room in confusion, wondering what she was talking about, and then she told me. She said there were little men running around the room, small men, about six inches tall. Kind of like those troll dolls that used to be popular, naked with fuzzy hair and huge grins on their faces. And that was why she'd been tiptoeing out of the kitchen; she was worried she was going to step on them.
At first we thought it was funny. My sister would play along, pretending she could see the tiny men too as she tiptoed around the house. We weren't sure what was wrong with our mother. We just thought her mind was playing tricks on her. We had no way of realizing just how unfunny the final trick it had planned for her would be.
One day I went to visit her and she seemed frightened. Her hair was wild and her clothes looked like she'd been sleeping in them. Wanting her to take a shower, I tried to pull her up from the couch but she refused to budge. I thought she was worried about stepping on the tiny men. Then she whispered: "Do you see him?"
That was the first time she told me about him -- the dark man standing by the bottom of the stairs. She described him as having no face, at least, not one that she could see. But she knew he was watching her, waiting for her.
She refused to go anywhere near the stairs, including the bathroom right beside them. And when I went to stand where she said he was, hoping to prove it was all in her imagination, she just stiffened and whispered: "He's standing right beside you...looking at you."
Things were getting worse. We knew she couldn't stay in that house. So we moved her to a small apartment in a two-story building near where my wife and I had just moved in. At first she seemed to be doing better, she told us she wasn't seeing things and we hoped things had changed. But they hadn't.
About a month later a neighbor I'd given my cell number to in case of emergency called me. She'd smelled smoke from my mother's apartment, but when she'd gone over and knocked on her door my mother had refused to answer. By the time I got there both the firemen and policemen were already there, banging on her door and telling her to open it. But she was on the other side, as smoke poured out of her apartment, screaming for them to go away. They were afraid to smash the door down, knowing she was on the other side, but were getting ready to do just that when I intervened.
It took a minute before my mother remembered who I was, and when she did she tentatively cracked open the door to let me in. I held her as the firemen rushed in and put out the fire, which luckily turned out to be just a pot burning away on the stove.
The fire was out, but fear still filled my mother's eyes. As she clung to me she finally admitted why she'd been terrified to open the door. She'd peeked out the spyhole and seen who was standing and waiting behind the crowd banging and screaming for her to unlock the door -- the dark man.
He'd found her, and now that the door had been opened, my mother refused to ever set foot in that apartment again.
We'd been taking her to doctors since her problems had begun, and it was soon after the fire that they finally gave us their diagnosis. She had something they called Lewy body dementia. They told us that the hallucinations were a common symptom of the illness, and told us the prognosis wasn't good.
For her own protection we put her in a facility designed to care for people with her disease. And as it got worse they were forced to put a lock on the door to her room to keep her in. She screamed and cried for them to let her out, and one of the nurses told me it broke her heart not being able to let my mother leave her room. But I knew her terror wasn't because she was trapped in there, it was because she was trapped in there with him.
Her decline was depressingly fast and it was barely a year after we'd been forced to put her in there that she passed away. The staff told me they'd done everything they could to make her comfortable and that she'd died alone during the night. But I knew she hadn't been alone, she'd had one last visitor.
When the gypsy told me about the dark man watching and waiting for my wife I knew exactly who she meant, her description was identical to the one my mother had given me. And I knew there was no way I was going to just sit idly by and let him take one more person that I loved away from me.
As I finished my story I touched my cheek and was surprised to find a tear. I hadn't even realized I'd been crying. With all the tears I'd wept the last three months, I hadn't thought there were any left to shed. I stood up and followed Andrei and Adriana. Both of them were quiet as we headed back to Magura, but there was sympathy in their eyes. Sympathy for my pain, the love I had for my wife obvious, and sympathy for the misguided hope I'd placed in a gypsy's words.
* * *
When we reached Andrei's house, Adriana's mother was waiting on the porch. "I'm sorry," she said, "I tried to stop her but she wouldn't listen."
We went inside and found Andrei's grandmother, on her knees as she searched through old books and photos that were scattered across the floor of the kitchen.
"Bunica, what are you doing?" he cried.
The old woman smiled up at us with her toothless grin and stabbed a gnarled finger at a curled black-and-white photo as she chattered her reply in her native tongue.
Andrei listened with a stunned expression, and then turned to me. "She says she has found her."
He picked up the photo and Adriana and I gathered close as we peered at it together. The photo was black and white and showed five scared young Romanian girls, all in their teens, flanked by four men in uniform.
"Are those Nazis?" I asked.
Andrei shook his head. "No, they were the Iron Guard, Romania's own Nazis."
His grandmother leaned in and pointed at the girl in the middle, letting us know it was her. And then she pointed at the girl at the far left and told us she was the girl she'd seen at the edge of the forest the night before, the servant of Matusa Ildiko.
I stared at the photo. All of the girls looked so young, so innocent. And the girl she'd pointed to, her face was hidden by her scarf, but her eyes were haunting.
Andrei asked his grandmother where she'd found the photo and she explained that a friend had given it to her after the war. He'd found it in the offices of the Iron Guard after they'd been destroyed and had recognized her.
When he asked her how come she'd never shown it to him before, a sadness washed over her face and, as she turned to stare out the window as if it was a portal through time, tears welled in her eyes. As she told her story, Andrei translated.
"They came to the village one day, the Iron Guard. They told everyone they were looking for collaborators, but when the only people they rounded up were four teen-aged girls, the people knew what they were really looking for."
"Four?" I interrupted. "But there are five girls in the photo."
She nodded as if she'd understood my words, and continued as her grandson translated.
"As they marched the four of us back to their headquarters, a place we all feared, she appeared in our midst. She came out of the forest with a black scarf tightly wrapped around her face and, without a word, stepped into line with us. We had no idea who she was and were amazed the Iron Guard hadn't even seemed to notice her appearance.
"They took us to the small house they had commandeered and were using as their base and marched us into the cellar. But before they did they forced us to pose for this photo, as a trophy.
"We had no idea who this strange girl was, as we'd never seen her before. But we were all terrified and had no time to worry about where she'd come from, we were far more afraid of what was about to happen to us at the hands of the Iron Guard.
"We could hear them upstairs, getting drunk, and she just sat there not saying a word...waiting.
"And when they finally opened that cellar door, and we knew they were finally coming to get us we all screamed. But not her. She stepped right in front of the four of us, shielding us from them. And when she pulled her scarf aside...the look on the faces of those men...I have never seen a look like that before or since."
"What did she look like?!" I interrupted, and made Andrei translate.
His grandmother shook her head wearily. "I do not know. I only saw her eyes...such beautiful eyes...but when she removed her scarf her back was to us. And they took her -- only her -- and left the rest of us in the darkness of the cellar. At first it was quiet upstairs, deathly quiet. And then we heard the most terrible noises. Oh, the screams we heard."
"You heard her screaming?" I asked.
"Not her. When the sounds finally stopped, one of the girls worked up the courage to go check the cellar door. It was unlocked. We went upstairs and it was terrible, so terrible. There was blood everywhere and the Iron Guard...they were all dead, every single one of them. I tell you, I would not wish their fate on anyone, but those men...they deserved it."
"And the girl?" I asked. "What happened to the girl?"
She didn't need her grandson to translate; she knew what I wanted to know. In a hushed whisper, she told us that by the time they'd gone upstairs she was already gone.
"But...what happened?" I asked Andrei. "Did the girl grab one of their guns? Did she shoot them?"
He tried to ask his grandmother, but the sparkle had returned to her eyes. She rambled on in Romanian, telling him how Matusa Ildiko had answered their prayers and come at her servant's call to punish the bad men. And swore she'd seen the girl -- not a day older than when she'd last seen her seventy years earlier -- watching from the edge of the forest the night before.
"It is impossible," Andrei said, more to himself than anyone else, "she would be an old woman by now."
But his grandmother continued, shaking her head as if she'd read his mind, and insisted that thanks to the magic of Matusa Ildiko the girl was eternally young. And now that she'd seen her again for the first time in more than half a century she had to repay her for what she'd done for her and the other girls. That was why she'd been taking the food to the circle of stones, where she was sure she was waiting for her.
Andrei didn't even bother telling her that we'd been to the stones and hadn't seen any girl. He knew she wouldn't remember if he did. Instead he led her to sit at the table while he prepared dinner and Adriana picked up the memories scattered across the kitchen floor one by one.
* * *
It felt strange later that night, as I lay in bed, to turn on my tablet and read a message from my mother-in-law. I felt as If I was moving farther and farther away from the world of reality and toward the world of fable -- but I still had wireless.
Her e-mail pleaded with me to come back. She thought I'd done what I'd done because I didn't know how to deal with everything that had happened. I could picture her tears as she wrote that she didn't know how to deal with it either, but that both of us had to. And she told me that now more than ever my wife -- her daughter -- needed me by her side.
I apologized for leaving them alone and told her I'd be back as soon as possible. But I knew I couldn't return until I'd found who I'd come to find, the witch Matusa Ildiko.



Andrei had pulled me aside after dinner and told me not to put any weight in his grandmother's words. He told me how her stroke had erased parts of her memory, and how her imagination now filled in the blanks. He said there probably had been a girl, and he believed that something terrible had happened in that house. But he did not believe it was anything supernatural, just one more of the many horrors the Second World War had spawned.
He reminded me that there was no such thing as vampires, werewolves or ghosts. And he insisted there was no such thing as witches either, no matter what I wanted to believe.
But I knew the next morning I'd be returning to the circle of stones, and I didn't plan on coming back until I'd found the witch or her servant. And as I lay back and closed my eyes I imagined a girl with haunting eyes waiting at the edge of the woods, watching, and a dark man beside my wife's bed, waiting and watching her too.
* * *
When I opened my eyes the bedroom was dark. The room was unnaturally cold and, shivering, I turned toward the window to see if it was open.
She was standing there, the girl from the photo, looking as if she'd stepped directly from it and into my room. Standing in the shadows with her black shawl wrapped around her shoulders and a black scarf wound around her face, watching me with the same haunting eyes.
"Who dreams of Matusa Ildiko?" she whispered, and the moonlight shone in her silvery-gray eyes.
I tried to answer but the paralysis of the night before had returned and had me in its grip again. I tried to move and felt hidden hands seize me, pinning me to the bed. And for the first time, I realized I was completely naked.
She stepped from the shadows, letting the moonlight caress her as she approached the bed. I didn't even need to look, but as I tilted my head forward I saw my cock was embarrassingly erect. Her eyes lingered on it and then she shrugged her shoulders and her shawl slipped to the floor.
She was completely nude underneath and the full moon highlighted every curve. I couldn't help watching her as she glided forward, her steps a whisper against the floorboards as she kneeled on the bed and it sighed under her weight.
My gaze slid across the arch of her back and the curve of her breast as she reached out and dragged her fingernail across my pale thigh.
I gasped at the sensation and she turned to stare at me with those haunting eyes, her face still hidden behind the scarf wrapped around her like a shroud. "Who dreams of Matusa Ildiko?" she whispered again.
I tried to force out an answer, but only a strangled moan escaped my lips. She turned her attention back to the hardness between my thighs and, as she brushed her soft fingertips delicately along my length, my back arched uncontrollably in desire, my body aching for her touch.
She glided onto the bed, sensuously sliding her leg across mine as she straddled me. Her hand was between us, caressing me as she watched my eyes. And in the moonlight her pale skin seemed ethereal.
I knew I had to be dreaming, she kept telling me so, but the dream seemed so real. Her scent filled my senses, a mixture of morning dew and wildflowers. And the feel of her soft, silky skin against my thighs as she slowly rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing her velvety mound against me, was like nothing I'd ever dreamed of.
She leaned forward and pressed her breast against my mouth. My tongue, drawn toward it like a magnet, flicked lightly across her nipple. And as I savored the sweet sensation she leaned close and whispered a third time: "Who dreams of Matusa Ildiko?"
I twisted my head away from her breast, fighting to answer her; trying to tell her how desperately I needed to find her mistress.
But I'd been rendered mute and was powerless as she sat up, still straddling me, and reached behind her as she guided me to her opening. Once I was in position, she lowered herself and sighed as we became one.
The sensation of being inside her seemed so real, yet at the same time so unreal. I'd never felt anything like it. The way her body caressed me as she bounced up and down, her flesh shimmering in the moonlight as she rode my swollen cock, was the stuff of dreams.
And as she increased her pace, working toward a crescendo, she reached up and slowly started to unwind her dark scarf.
Her haunting eyes were locked on mine, and as I watched they slowly started to glow with an eerie green aura. From somewhere deep inside I felt an ancient fear, rising to the surface, warning me to avert my eyes. But I couldn't, her own eyes had already made me their prisoner. I tried to twist my body, tried to turn my face away but she was on top of me, riding me, controlling me.
Mesmerized by those bewitching eyes, unable to look away, I watched as something spawned in their depths, something sinister. But as she pulled the scarf away the malevolence in her eyes suddenly faded, and became unexpectedly soft.
The scarf fell beside the bed and I was gazing into the dark, brown eyes of the woman I loved. The witch's servant was gone and my wife was above me, her hands on my chest and a smile on her lips as she rode me. I went to speak her name but she pressed her finger to my lips to stop me, and then leaned forward and whispered.
Wake up!
I sat bolt upright in the bed and reached my arm out as if she was still there, as if I could wrap it around her waist and pull her close to me. But she was gone; she'd never been there. It had all been a dream, a painfully real dream. My still stiff cock throbbed and my heart ached as I looked around the room, and realized I was alone.
The house was quiet. Outside the window, the first fragments of dawn were piercing the darkness. I sat on the edge of the bed unable to forget the dream. I knew it was my wife's face I'd seen but also knew, before the scarf had fallen away, that there was no way that had been her body. And when she'd been riding me...I'd made love to my wife thousands of times, but never like that.
Don't get me wrong, I'm not saying my dream lover was better, just different. I can honestly say that my wife is the best lover I've ever had, because she's been the only one. We met in high school and, when the time was right, we were both each other's first. We were married within two years and, in nearly ten years of marriage, neither of us has ever had a desire or a reason to stray.
I think when the stroke happened, when she was hospitalized and became comatose and the doctors warned us that there was a significant chance she'd never come out of it, both our family and our friends wondered if I would find someone else. In fact, I think they almost hoped for it, seeing my inconsolable grief.
But I'd never even considered it. Not counting my sister and my mother-in-law, my wife was the only woman in my life, the only woman I'd ever wanted in my life, until now.
I knew the dream had been a message, Matusa Ildiko had sent her servant to visit me in my sleep. She knew I was looking for her, and I was determined to find her. I knew now more than ever that the gypsy's words were true, and that once I found the witch I was hunting my wife and I would finally be together again.
I went to the window, hoping to see a young girl with haunting eyes watching me from the edge of the woods. No one was there, but I was surprised to see a thin dusting of snow had fallen during the night, the first breath of the winter that was coming. And I was surprised to see a light.
The front door was ajar downstairs and the glow from inside the cottage spilled out onto the snow, creating a bright quadrangle that stretched into the night and pointed toward the woods like an arrow. And in that light I noticed something else -- footprints.
I threw my pants on and grabbed my socks and shirt. I hurried past Andrei's room, careful not to wake him this time, and tiptoed down the stairs. I pulled on the rest of my clothing, tied my shoes and hurried into the night, following the footprints like a trail of bread crumbs.
It didn't take long to see who'd made them. Andrei's grandmother was far ahead of me, shuffling through the dark, skeletal beech trees with a bundle under her arm. Seeing her wrapped in her thick black shawl reminded me that I'd forgotten to bring a jacket, but the morning cold didn't bother me; my entire being was aflame with the hope that she might lead me to the servant of Matusa Ildiko.
I caught up with her easily but made sure to keep my distance as she picked her way through the trees. Eventually, she made her way to the circle of stones. She reverentially laid her package in the center, opening it to reveal a loaf of bread and a half-full bottle of brandy. She spoke a few words in Romanian to the stones around her, bowed in thanks and then went back the way she came, a satisfied smile on her wizened face.
She didn't notice me, hidden behind a tree as she passed, and I waited there, shivering in the early morning gloom as the sun rose over the Carpathians and the first daggers of dawn stabbed through the conifers, casting the forest floor in an iridescent glow. The light dusting of snow soon melted and the sounds of the forest waking were all around me, yet still the package sat unclaimed at the center of the stone circle. I'd waited more than an hour, the cold numbing my feet as I rubbed my arms and rocked back and forth, cursing myself for not bringing my jacket.
But I stayed there, waiting, watching for the girl, watching for anyone. And then I heard the first gunshot. I started as it echoed through the trees and a flurry of hidden birds burst from the canopy above me, fleeing to safety. Seconds later, two more shots rang out in quick succession.
They came from my right and I peered in that direction, trying to determine how far away they'd been. I was startled to see something crashing through the trees toward me, and ducked back as a huge brown bear lumbered into the clearing. It roared in pain toward the heavens, blood pouring from its snout, and then collapsed in the center of the stone circle like a sacrifice.
The bear's eyes were half open and its breath was shallow. I spotted two gaping wounds in its left shoulder and knew it was dying. I came out of hiding and stepped cautiously toward it, ready to run if it tried to make one last fatal lunge before death came. But the beast, resigned to its fate, barely noticed me.
I moved closer, awed by the once mighty beast's size and, as its majestic coat rose and fell for the last time, saddened by its demise. I was stretching my hand out to touch its fur when I heard a faint step behind me.
I wheeled around, expecting to see a young girl with haunting eyes, and was shocked to see a rifle aimed right at my face.
I threw my hands up protectively and tried to duck away from where he was aiming. But he stepped nearer, screaming in Romanian as he pressed the cold barrel of the muzzle against my temple.
I froze with my hands in the air, desperate not to make any movement that might alarm him. "Please, I -- I don't know what you want!"
He ignored me as he kept screaming instructions in Romanian and kept the weapon pressed against my skull. As he forced me to my knees, three more men entered the clearing.
"Please," I said, glancing toward them, "I don't want to cause any trouble. Does anyone speak English?"
No one answered, but one of the men hurried toward the man holding me captive and barked at him angrily as he pushed the rifle away from me.
"Thank you," I said, sighing in relief. I went to stand, but the man who'd helped me turned and placed his hand on my shoulder, letting me know to remain where I was.
He spoke calmly to me in Romanian while the first man stood behind him, glaring at me.
"I'm sorry, I don't understand. I'm American."
He nodded, and then pointed to where I was kneeling. "Stay."
I stayed there, on my knees with the first man guarding me while the second man went to check on their companions' progress.
They were obviously poachers and I watched their grim handiwork as they used an axe, long knives and a rusted saw to dismember the dead bear, removing his head and his paws first before eviscerating him and slashing through his entrails to get at the precious organs hidden inside.
I looked away, unable to watch the senseless carnage, but looked up again as the man who'd told me to stay returned. He spoke to me in Romanian, but his meaning was clear. He and the other two men who'd been butchering the bear would be leaving with their illegal bounty, but the first man would be staying and guarding me while they were gone.
"Stay," he said, pointing at the ground, and then went to help the other two carry their heavy load.
I was still on my knees with my hands in the air, not sure if I was allowed to let them down or not. The man guarding me had a smirk on his face as he watched me while his accomplices disappeared through the trees with their bloody bounty.
I wasn't sure if he was guarding me until they returned or if he was just watching me until they were far enough away, in case I tried to alert the authorities. I just hoped, as I glanced at the mutilated beast in the center of the clearing, that there wasn't a third option.
My arms were dead tired from holding them up, and I asked if I could put them down. He answered me by raising his rifle. But then I realized he wasn't aiming at me, he was aiming at someone behind me.
I looked back over my shoulder and my heart leapt when I saw her. She looked exactly as she had in the old black and white picture, exactly as she had in my dream -- the servant of Matusa Ildiko.
I had no idea whether it was Andrei's grandmother's offering or the appalling butchery in that sacred place that had summoned her, but she was there. She stepped into the clearing with a black shawl wrapped around her and a loosely wound black scarf hiding her face.
The poacher barked at her in a low, menacing tone, gesturing with his rifle for her to put her hands up. But she ignored him as she walked toward the carcass of the fallen beast and kneeled beside it, stroking its blood-soaked but still shining coat as if to comfort it.
The poacher moved around me, keeping his gun leveled as he growled orders at her in Romanian. For the first time she seemed to notice him and she stood up, judging him with those haunting eyes.
He said something else to her and she shook her head no. He repeated his order again, his gestures making it obvious that he wanted her to remove her scarf, and she shook her head no again.
He was becoming more and more agitated, yelling at her as she glared at him defiantly from above her scarf. He suddenly raised his rifle to his shoulder, aiming it at her, and I leapt to my feet.
"Hey! You got what you wanted. Leave her alone!"
He pivoted, aiming the rifle at me, and then quickly trained it back on the girl. But not before I'd noticed his eyes. Something had changed in them; the menace I'd seen earlier had been replaced by a hunger.
He suddenly stepped toward the girl, lowering his rifle as he grabbed her scarf and yanked it down. She shrieked as she turned her face to hide it but she was too late, he'd already seen it.
His hand had been in the way, blocking my view, but whatever he'd seen had seemed to momentarily stun him. He stared at her, his mouth agape as she spun away and tried to pull her scarf back into place.
Thinking this was my chance I lunged at him, hoping to grab his rifle, but he was too fast. He sidestepped me as he pulled the rifle back and then drove it forward, crunching the butt into the side of my jaw and snapping my head sideways.
My legs buckled beneath me and I crumpled to the ground, and the last thing I heard before darkness overwhelmed me was the servant of Matusa Ildiko, screaming.
* * *
I'm not sure how long I was out, but when I opened my eyes to bright sunlight my head was pounding from the shot I'd taken. The clearing was quiet, except for the sound of the flies buzzing around the bear's remains. I pushed myself to my feet and realized my left hand was sticky with blood, which surprised me because the beast's butchered body was to my right.
I glanced to my left and horror seized me as I realized where the blood had come from. I scrambled backward, overcome with revulsion, and as I tripped and fell back to the floor of the clearing I frantically scrubbed my hand against the grass, trying to wipe the stain away.
My heart was pounding in my chest as I looked back to where the poacher lay dead, the rifle he'd used to hammer me unconscious lying beside him. His blood was pooled around his lifeless body like a halo and the sheer volume of it sent a second wave of revulsion through me.
I staggered to my feet, trying not to retch, and took a step closer to the body, a feast for the flies that buzzed around it. I half expected to see some sort of gunshot wound but quickly realized where the blood had come from.
The thick lines of black blood around his mouth, nose, ears and eyes were like a roadmap, showing that was where his life had spilled away, pouring out of him in a torrent and soaking into the earth around him. His eyes were still open and his final horror, as he realized what fate had in store for him, was etched on his face like a funeral mask.
I stared at those lifeless eyes and remembered the last time I'd seen them, as he glared at me just before slamming his rifle into my face. And I remembered the wild, possessed look that had filled them, like I'd stepped between a wolf and his prey.
Remembering the girl I glanced around the clearing, but I'd already known she'd be gone. The scene was the same as Andrei's grandmother had described when the Iron Guard had come for her years earlier. And I knew that the witch had come once again to protect her servant.
I looked around the clearing, hoping for some sign of which direction they'd headed in. And that was when I heard voices, coming back toward the stone circle.
I knew it had to be the other three poachers returning, and I doubted that when they discovered their dead friend they'd believe my story that I hadn't killed him, a witch had.
I ducked down as I headed for the far side of the clearing, hurrying past the bundle left by Andrei's grandmother. The offering was untouched, but blood had soaked through the white cloth and into the bottom of the loaf of bread.
I ran into the woods knowing that the sane course of action was to return to Magura, both for my own safety and to alert the authorities to the slaughter in the forest. But I knew there was another life that needed saving, more important to me than my own. So I fled deeper into the forest, heading in the direction the girl had appeared from and hoping it would lead me to her mistress.
Behind me, I heard a cry of alarm as the poachers discovered their friend's dead body. Then I heard a shout and, looking back through the trees, realized they'd spotted me.
I ran, leaping over deadfalls and slapping branches away from my face as I fled higher up the mountain side. I could hear my pursuers behind me. They knew the forest better than I did and I knew it wouldn't be long before they caught up to me.
The route I was following appeared to be more of a game trail than an actual path, and as it led me around the base of a large rock outcrop, temporarily taking me out of their line of sight, I looked around desperately for a place to hide. I don't know how I spotted it, maybe it was luck or maybe it was fate, but I saw a small cave, its mouth almost completely concealed by underbrush.
I threw myself down headfirst and scrambled blindly through the opening on my belly, desperately hoping I wasn't crawling into a bear den or viper nest. I was barely inside when a voice hissed: "Careful!" Then I felt the floor fall away beneath me.



I felt hands grasping at me, trying to save me, and as I clutched at them I felt a sleeve and locked my fingers around it. I held on, hoping to stop my fall, but only succeeded in pulling her down alongside me. We tumbled together through the darkness, her black shawl enveloping me as we slid down the steep rock face until we launched off its bottom lip, plummeting to the depths below.
A second later we hit the cave floor with a sickening crunch and I was horrified to realize that it was her body, twisting beneath me as we fell, that had broken my fall.
"Are you okay?!" I whispered, but she didn't answer me. I put my hand on her breast and leaned close to her mouth to listen; she wasn't breathing.
Panic swept through me. I knew I'd finally found the girl who could lead me to the witch I'd been hunting and somehow, even though it seemed nearly impossible to believe, I'd killed her. Not knowing what else to do, I clenched my fists together like a mallet and raised them above my head, ready to hammer them down on her chest.
And then I panicked again. Was that the right thing to do? I had zero first aid training; everything I knew had been gleaned from reruns of CSI. I ran episodes through my head, trying to figure out how to help her as I pressed my ear against her breast, listening for a heartbeat.
A faint thump echoed through her chest and I sat up, having made the decision that she probably needed mouth to mouth. I couldn't make out her face in the close darkness, so I reached my hand toward the soft skin of her cheek, hoping to guide myself as I leaned close and pressed my lips against hers. But just before I touched her she coughed violently, her back arching as she desperately gasped for air. Sensing the nearness of my hand, she threw her arm up and knocked it away.
"You're okay. You just had a hard fall," I said, and reached my hand back to comfort her.
But she knocked it away again and hissed at me as she pulled her shawl up around her face and scrambled backwards, trying to get away from me.
"Don't look at me!" she cried.
I hadn't been able to see her face at all in the gloom that enveloped us, but as my eyes adjusted to the darkness I could just make out her silvery-gray eyes as they watched me from above her dark shawl.
"Don't look at me!" she cried again, and turned her face to hide it from me.
"It's okay. I'm not going to hurt you." I moved toward her on my hands and knees, hoping to calm her. Then we heard voices from outside.
We both looked toward the mouth of the cave far above us, and listened as the poachers who'd been pursuing me passed it. A sense of relief filled me as their voices turned faint and faded into the distance. When they were gone I turned to look back at her, and she pulled her shawl tighter around her face and ducked away again from me.
I could see her more clearly now. She looked to be a girl barely out of her teens, and without her scarf around her head I could see she had thick, dark hair that tumbled down around her shoulders.
"Please...don't look at me," she whispered.
I cast my eyes downward, trying not to alarm her, and said, "You have to help me. I need you to take me to Matusa Ildiko."
She glanced at me, her eyes flashing. And then she turned away again, staring into darkness as she whispered, "I know no one by that name."
"Please, I know that you know her," I said, as I crawled on my hands and knees toward her. "You have to take me to her. I need her help." Seeing her fallen scarf lying to my right, I picked it up and went to hand it to her.
She shrunk back from me, pulling her feet toward her as she pressed herself against the cold cave wall. "There is no Matusa Ildiko. She is only a legend!"
I tossed the scarf toward her feet, held my hands up to show I meant her no harm and, as she'd requested, kept my eyes turned away. "Please, I know that you serve the witch and her magic protects you. There's an old woman in the village who told me so. You saved her life more than seventy years ago, yet you haven't aged a day since."
A silence answered me, and I cautiously lifted my eyes and saw her watching me over her black scarf as she wound it back around her head.
"Even if Matusa Ildiko did exist," she said, "I couldn't take you to her. You've trapped both of us at the bottom of this cave."
I stood up and turned away from her, staring up the steep rock face toward the mouth of the cave far above. "No, I'll get us out of here. Don't be afraid. There has to be a way."
I moved along the wall, searching the smooth stone for handholds. But there were none and, further complicating things, I discovered the cold of the cavern had turned the tiny rivulets of groundwater trickling down the stone face into icy veins.
"You are wasting your time," she said. "We will never be able to get back to the top."
I shook my head. "No, there has to be a way...maybe if you stand on my shoulders." But I knew as soon as I spoke the words that there was no way she'd be able to reach the top of the rock face. And even if she could, there was little chance she'd be able to climb the rest of the way back up the steep slope toward the cave mouth without sliding back down.
I turned and desperately searched around the cave we were trapped in for another way out, but found none. As panic started to creep in, I screamed toward the opening above for help and waited as my words echoed hopelessly off the walls surrounding us.
"You fool!" she hissed. "No one will hear you unless it is the poachers returning. And you know what they will do if they find us."
An image of their dead friend flashed through my mind. "But she was there," I said, "back at the camp. He attacked you and Matusa Ildiko came and saved you."
She laughed. "You do not know what you speak of."
"No! I do know! I saw what happened back there. It was the same thing that happened seventy years ago with the Iron Guard. I know your witch saved you then and she saved you today. So why can't you just summon her to have her save us now?"
She laughed again, this time even more bitterly. "Is that what you really believe? That a witch swooped in and killed those men? And what do you think will happen now, that she will fly down here on her broom and rescue both of us?"
I blinked in confusion, unsure how to reply. Finally, I said, "Yes, I do believe that...well, part of it at least. And I believe that she can save my wife too."
"Your wife? What does your wife have to do with this?"
"That's why I'm here. That's why I came to Transylvania...to Magura...to find your mistress. My wife is dying, but a gypsy told me that Matusa Ildiko could save her."
A silence filled the cold cavern as the girl watched me, her eyes unreadable. When she broke it, she said, "You are right, the witch you seek does exist. But the gypsy was wrong; Matusa Ildiko cannot save anyone. The only thing she ever brings is death, not life."
I refused to believe her; everything else the gypsy had told me had been true. I fell on my knees in front of the girl, my teeth starting to chatter from the cold of the cave as I pleaded with her. "Please, I need to talk to her. She knows I'm looking for her. She's even visited me in my dreams."
She scoffed. "You have not dreamt of Matusa Ildiko. Only those who desire her dream of the witch."
"No, it's true. She came to me in my dreams twice!"
"Then tell me, what did she look like?"
I went to answer, but then I remembered. "No...wait, it was you. You were the one who visited me in my dreams."
Her eyes went wide with surprise, and she whispered, "How could you dream of me when you have never even seen me before today?"
"I have seen you, in and old black and white photo."
"Any photograph with me in it is a dangerous thing. You must promise me if you ever see it again that you will destroy it!"
As I nodded my agreement, she said, "You are fortunate to have woken from that dream. Tell me, did you see my face?"
"Yes...I mean, no...I saw my wife's face. When you removed your scarf I saw my wife's face."
She turned away from me, staring into the darkness. "There are few men who have ever seen anything other than their own death when that scarf was removed. Your wife's love for you must be very strong if it is her face that you saw."
"It is, and so is my love for her. That's why I need to find Matusa Ildiko -- to save her."
She eyed me thoughtfully as I kneeled before her, shivering in the icy darkness of that hidden cavern. "How can I save her," she said, "when I can't even save you?"
It took me a moment to register what she was telling me, and when I did it took me even longer to believe it. I'd expected the witch I was seeking to be some powerful, ancient crone, not an innocent young girl with haunting eyes. "You mean...you're Matusa Ildiko?"
She bowed her head and hid her face. "Do not call me by that name, it haunts me. I am simply Ildiko."
"But if you're really her...I mean, really a witch...isn't there some kind of spell you can cast to get us out of here?"
"I am the woman you've been seeking, but I am no witch. And there is no magic I can do to save either you or your wife from your fates."
"But there has to be!" I said, refusing to accept what she was saying. I grabbed her wrist, determined to make her listen to me, and gasped as a searing sensation fired through my veins like an electric jolt while her eyes flared with an ominous green glow.
"Do not touch me!" she cried, with a hiss in her voice like a cauldron boiling over onto hot coals as she tore her wrist free and scrambled away.
The bone-numbing cold that had taken hold of me in that dark cavern seemed to melt away, consumed by the heat firing through me. All I could think of was that soft shawl and how it seemed to hug her body, her lithe, warm body. And a sudden urge to tear it away, to have her naked and pinned against the cold stone floor as I fucked her hard nearly overcame me.
I shook my head, forcing the disturbing vision from my mind. And I thought of my wife, knowing I couldn't risk losing the only chance I had to be with her again. I turned toward the girl, whose eyes were once again silvery-gray as they watched me fearfully from above her shawl, like she'd read my mind and knew the dark thoughts that lurked there.
"That you can resist the touch of my skin for even a moment proves how strong your love for your wife truly is," she said, with awe in her voice.
"It is. That's why I need your help. The gypsy who sent me here told me that, if I found you, my wife and I would finally be together again."
She sadly shook her head. "I would help you if I could, but I can't. It is true what I told you before, I am not a witch. I have no magic."
"But just now...when I touched your skin..."
"That is not magic," she spat, "that is the curse."
"I -- I don't understand."
"Long ago a powerful witch put a curse on me to make all men desire me, but any man who acts on that desire will be destroyed."
"You mean like back at the clearing...is that what happened?"
She nodded slowly, as if the memory of it still weighed on her.
"Then maybe this other witch...maybe she's the one the gypsy meant. Maybe you're supposed to take me to her?"
Matusa Ildiko looked at me sadly. "The witch who cursed me is thankfully long gone from this world, but even if she wasn't we still wouldn't be able to get to her. You don't seem to understand that we are trapped in this cave. And I fear what will become of you when the cold of the night comes."
I was starting to understand what she meant. The eerie warmth from touching her skin had faded and a bone-numbing cold had returned to take its place. I squatted in the center of the cave, hunching myself into a ball as I slipped my arms inside my shirt, hugging myself to keep warm while my teeth chattered uncontrollably. A weak sunlight penetrated the cave, partially dispelling the gloom, but none of its heat reached us.
"I am sorry I cannot help you," Matusa Ildiko whispered.
Shivering, I said, "Maybe we should huddle together, to keep each other warm."
She quickly shook her head. "You must not come near me. You were lucky to resist the witch's curse the first time. You won't be able to resist it a second time."
I understood, but my body ached at the memory of her warmth, and yearned to feel it again. Trying to shake the desire from my mind, I closed my eyes and thought of my wife. I tried to picture her beneath the blankets with me, keeping me warm. But the only image that came to my mind was one of her lying cold and lifeless in a hospital bed.
I opened my eyes and knew I had to do something, anything, to stop that from becoming a reality. I stood and stomped my feet, trying to keep warm. And as I did I tried to remember everything the gypsy had said, worried that I'd somehow left something out.
I said, "The gypsy told me there's a dark man near my wife, watching her, waiting for her."
I couldn't see her mouth, but I could tell by her eyes that Matusa Ildiko smiled. "I know that dark man well. I cannot tell you how many nights I have longed for him to come for me. Unfortunately, he is the one man who is immune to the witch's curse and its siren call. Do not be afraid for your wife, when he takes her he will be gentle."
I shook my head as tears welled in my eyes. I was afraid. Afraid of never hearing my wife whisper her love in my ear again, afraid of not feeling the touch of her lips one more time. In that lonely cavern, the pain of her absence felt a thousand times worse than the cold.
Sensing my sorrow, she whispered, "I wish there was a way I could bring the two of you together again like the gypsy said. Many of her folk have the gift of sight, but I am afraid she was mistaken when she told you it was within my power."
She sat up, took off her shawl, and threw it toward me. "Wear this. It is not much, but it may help to fight off the cold."
"But you need to keep warm too," I said, shivering as I bent to pick it up.
She shook her head as she leaned back against the walls, her pale arms bare in her short-sleeved black dress. "The cold of this cave is nothing to one such as I. Put the shawl on."
As I wrapped it around my shoulders I couldn't help wondering at the girl in front of me. She seemed so young, but her voice carried the weight of untold years.
"How old are you?" I asked.
She arched an eyebrow. "How old do you think I am?"
I remembered the book Adriana had told me of, stories more than a century old. "I don't know...one hundred...maybe two hundred?"
"A good guess, but my age is measured in centuries, not years. Do you wish to hear my story?"
I nodded, anxious for anything that could distract me from the cold.
She looked up toward the shadows at the mouth of the cave, like she was looking back through the shadows of time, and began.
"I was born when the Roman Empire still ruled, even though it had already started its slow decline. This land was known as Dacia back then and, even though there were still Roman outposts, most of their legions had already retreated to the crumbling ruins of their empire.
"My father was a powerful lord and history called our people the Ostrogoths. A Roman soldier came one day to visit my family, so long ago that I can no longer remember his name. But he captured my heart and secretly made me his lover, promising me he would take me back to Rome with him.
"But I did not know he already had another lover. A mysterious woman he'd met while stationed on the Dacian frontier, one that was in truth a Thracian witch. And she really was a witch, nothing like the kind found in children's storybooks. She was one with an ancient magic that no longer walks this earth, except through the curse she burdened me with.
"She came to me in the night and accused me of stealing her lover away. She called me a temptress and, as punishment, cursed me. She swore that every man who saw my face or touched my skin would desire me, but promised that any man unfortunate enough to act on that desire would soon be dead.
"Fittingly, the first victim of her curse was the lover who had spurned her, my Roman soldier. I pleaded with him not to touch me; I knew it was dangerous. But he couldn't control himself, her spell was too powerful and I watched his life bleed out in front of me as she took her revenge.
"Soon I realized that every man wanted me, even ones who had been friends or family. One sight of my face drove them mad with lust, drove them to their doom. I fled to the north with my clothes torn and my body bruised, away from my home, away from my people, staying to the woods and hiding my face.
"I lived there, far from the hunger that fills the hearts of all men, waiting for old age to come. But then I realized that the witch's curse wasn't done with me, she wouldn't allow me to simply grow old and die. The women who encountered me in the woods started to notice I'd never aged while they had, and whispered that I was a strigoi."
"A what?" I said.
"The strigoi are ancient creatures from Dacian mythology, evil spirits whose actions made them unworthy of entering the kingdom of Zalmoxis, the god of my people. Immortal creatures that legend eventually transformed into the bloodthirsty creatures you call vampires.
"It didn't help my denials when any man unfortunate enough to cross my path was found dead in a pool of his own blood. I was forced to flee even further north to where I wasn't known, always trying to keep myself hidden.
"But eventually I was discovered. The Romans had left our land by that time but a new master had come to subjugate our people. His soldiers swept me up with a crowd of other young girls and took me to his fortress. They called him Attila."
"Attila the Hun?!" I exclaimed in disbelief.
"Yes, it was a Hun patrol that had captured me. They took me to his wooden palace beyond the Danube to be one of his concubines. Luckily, I'd kept my face covered and they didn't even think to try to remove my veil, their fear of their overlord obviously outweighing their curiosity.
"Unfortunately, the same could not be said for their master. When I was taken to his tent he ordered me to remove my veil, told me I was to be one of his wives. I pleaded with him not to look at me, begged him not to touch me, but he wouldn't listen.
"When they found him the next morning with his life bled out of him I had already fled back to the hills, just a footnote in history.
"I cannot tell you how many winters I lied naked in the snow, praying for the cold to steal my life away. And when the wolves would come and circle me, snarling, I would crawl toward them, offering my flesh to satisfy their hunger. But even they feared the witch's curse, and would eventually howl and slink away.
"I have thrown myself from the highest peaks of the Carpathians, shattering my bones on the rocks below, but even then the dark man turned his back to me and I would awake with my bones knitted together again, my flesh new."
"But why would you want to die?" I said, as an unbidden image of my wife on her deathbed flashed in front of me. "To live forever, isn't that what everybody wants?"
She shook her head sadly. "Think of the pain you feel knowing the one you love will soon die. I have felt that pain a thousand fold. And what did the future hold for me? I couldn't go down amongst the people; the men would have fallen on me like a pack of hounds.
"For more than a millennium I hid in these mountains, watching the world I could never be part of change around me. I saw the Mongols come and then the Turks, and felt the pain they caused my people while I hid in the hills, wishing I could help.
"So I took my knowledge of herbs, some of it ancient and some of it learned, and tried to share it. The women of the villages came to respect me as a great healer and would come to me when they needed help. During the plague, the knowledge I shared saved many. But when the plague was over the men needed someone to blame, so they blamed the witches. And of course, I had to be a witch. What other explanation could there be?



"They hunted me through the woods until they caught me. And when they did they burned me, or at least they tried to. The legends surrounding my supposedly supernatural powers convinced them to wisely leave my veil on, but imagine their terror when the flames burned it away. And the men who had condemned me to die a fiery death condemned themselves instead, consumed by desire as they rushed into the fire, desperate to be with me.
"I can still see the horror in their widows' eyes as they stood around the smoldering remains of the pyre the next morning, weeping for their men, and watched me crawl out naked from beneath that pile of charred sticks and bones, alive and unharmed. That was the day the legend of Matusa Ildiko was born.
"I retreated back to the safety of my Carpathian home and dwelled there far from the superstitions of men. There was the odd hunter or shepherd who was unlucky enough to cross my path, but most knew enough of my legend that they quickly turned back the way they'd come and fled for their lives. And, of course, there were evil men I encountered too, but I felt no guilt when the curse struck them down.
"And while I walked the woods women would still seek me out, leaving offerings at the ancient stone circle with notes begging me to lead their wayward husbands home or punish them if necessary. But there were other women too, ones who still recognized my 'witchcraft' as a healing art and would seek me out, hoping I would share my knowledge.
"I remember one in particular, a handmaid of a countess named Erzsébet Bathory. Have you heard this name before?"
When I shook my head no, she continued. "Her husband, the count, had a mysterious illness that none of his court physicians could cure. Desperate, the countess sent her handmaid, Anna, to seek me out. She'd been warned I was a witch, but she'd also heard of my skill as a healer.
"I was reluctant at first; it had been many years since I had lived amongst people. But Anna's devotion and a lingering desire to see how the world had changed since I'd turned my back on it finally swayed me.
"I warned her in advance that any man who dared to lay eyes on me would meet his doom, so she spirited me back to the castle, hiding me inside a coffin that everyone assumed was meant for the dying count. Once inside the walls, I stayed hidden in Anna's private quarters and taught her everything I knew. But even that wasn't enough to save her master.
"I should have returned to the woods then, but Anna begged me to stay. Tragically, I agreed. What I did not know then was that it was more than my healing powers that had driven the countess to seek me out.
"She'd heard tales of Matusa Ildiko since she was a child, including ones that said I never grew old. And when she saw me, saw how youthful I was, she knew the tales were true. She came to me after her husband's death and ordered me to share my secret, believing it was witchcraft that kept me young. I tried to deny it but she would not relent.
"Fearing the lengths Countess Bathory would go to for the secret of my immortality, I decided to return to my mountain home. Anna agreed, and surprised me by asking me to take her along. I knew that she had fallen in love with me, but I was surprised to find that I'd fallen in love with her too.
"We agreed to leave at first light and spent our last night in that castle together in her bed. I was nervous when she first touched me, but honestly believed that the witch's curse could only harm men. I have never been so wrong.
"I'd forgotten the witch's vow to destroy anyone I loved, and Anna was no exception. Her tongue had barely touched me when the curse surged through me, dooming her. I'll never forget the sound of her wailing, screaming as her life bled out of her. I was still holding her when the doors to the chamber burst open.
"The first person through was the countess and she screamed for her guards, ordering them to seize me. Knowing I couldn't risk being captured, I leapt out the window from a height that would have killed anyone. They must have been shocked when they searched for but never found my body.
"I ran back to the woods determined to hide forever, swearing that my curse would not claim any more victims. But I had no idea that the death toll at the castle had just begun.
"The countess, after discovering me covered in Anna's virgin blood, was convinced she'd uncovered the secret of my eternal youth. And it horrified me years later when I learned of her sadistic crimes. Heard how she bought young virgins from their peasant families with the promise of a better life, only to make them her victims, bathing in their blood in a misguided attempt to unlock my secret.
"I heard when they finally discovered the evil things she had done they walled her in alive in a tower in the castle and left her there to rot. But I couldn't take the chance that my curse would claim any more victims. I have stayed hidden in these mountains now for centuries, hoping to simply fade into legend."
Her story had mesmerized me, but as I stared at her, huddled against the wall, I found it hard to picture her as the witch known as Matusa Ildiko. All I saw was the innocent girl who'd made the mistake of falling in love with the wrong man.
"Isn't there some way you can break the curse?" I asked.
She nodded. "It is the nature of a curse that the caster must always give the victim a chance to be free of it. And that was where the witch that cursed me was at her shrewdest, she said the curse could only be broken if a man that made love to me still loved me when his life was ended. But what man could possibly love a woman who would bring about his doom?"
I thought about the poacher in the woods and the blood-soaked circle around his lifeless corpse. And as I remembered the look of terror on his face I knew she was right -- the curse would never be broken.
I'd been so absorbed in her tale that I'd almost forgotten about the cold. I was glad that I'd stopped shivering, but when I tried to stand I stumbled sideways and ended up sprawled across the cave floor. As I lay on the cold stone, wishing I could just go to sleep and wake up warm, I mumbled, "It's so cold in here..."
Matusa Ildiko watched me, concern in her eyes. "Even in ancient times this cave was known as a dangerous, accursed place. There is an unnatural coldness that pervades it, leading many superstitious villagers to believe it is a passage to the underworld. Others claim it is the lair of Bau-bau, and spin tales to keep their children far from here. Whatever the truth, one thing that is certain is all avoid it. That is why I often use it as one of my hiding places...and how I know it will be a long, long time before anyone discovers us here."
The cold had made my thoughts sluggish, but I glanced up at her as her words sunk in and she saw the slow realization in my eyes.
"You must have known that was the only reason I felt I could safely share my deepest secrets with you," she said. "We both know you will never leave this cave alive."
"No...you're wrong," I mumbled, staggering to my feet. I tried to concentrate, but couldn't seem to make the words come out right. "Out of here...have to...she needs me...my wife needs me."
She shook her head sadly. "It is too late. The cold is already weakening you, slowing your breath, squeezing your heart. I have seen many before you succumb to it. I know how swiftly it can take a man's life."
I shook my head again, starting to get angry. "No, I won't give up...I won't!" Her shawl had been little protection against the bone-numbing, ever-present cold, and I bitterly cast it aside.
She got down on her hands and knees and started crawling toward me. "Let me warm you," she whispered, and a faint green glow appeared in her eyes.
I stumbled backward, my legs starting to buckle beneath me. "Please, I just want to be with my wife again."
"Don't you see?" she said, still crawling toward me as her eyes glowed even brighter. "I realize now that was why you were sent to find me. The gypsy was right."
"Wh -- what do you mean?"
"She said that if you found me you and your wife would finally be together again. Your only mistake was thinking that she meant in the world of the living."
My eyes went wide with fear as the weight of her words sank in. "No," I mumbled, shaking my head as I tried to think straight. "I won't...not yet."
"Let me help you," she whispered. "Freezing to death is a terrible way to die. Let me take away your pain."
"No," I whimpered, trying to back away from her.
"Let me take you to her. No one has walked the paths of the dead more often than I have. I promise you, journey with me there and you and your wife will finally be together again."
I looked up at her, tears flowing across my numb, half-frozen cheeks, and whispered, "That's all I want...just to be together with her again."
"Then make love to me," she said, and brushed her hand against my cheek to wipe away my tears.
The instant she touched me a supernatural heat surged through my veins, as if her touch had infected me with the same green flame that now blazed in her eyes. I knew it was the witch's curse and the cold that seemed to have frozen my very soul dissipated, replaced by a burning desire. I grabbed her hand and pressed it against my face, intoxicated by her touch.
"That's it," Matusa Ildiko whispered, "do not fight it." As I watched, unable to look away, she used her other hand to slowly unwind the scarf covering her face.
I'd half expected to see something terrible, a vision of death that had claimed innumerable victims. But the visage that greeted me was a tableau of innocence, a young girl just out of her teens with flawless skin and angelic features. Her dark, chestnut hair tumbled down around her shoulders, perfectly framing her heavenly face, while her haunting eyes smoldered with an unholy green fire.
I couldn't help myself as I pulled her against me, crushing her lips against mine as her heat seared through me, burning the memory of her on my soul. And as I squeezed my eyes shut and felt her warm body against me, I couldn't help thinking how much her kiss reminded me of my wife's. And I imagined that it was her hair I was running my hand through, her back I was caressing.
Matusa Ildiko broke the kiss with a gasp and I opened my eyes to her fiery gaze. "Your love is so strong," she whispered, "it is so beautiful. No one has ever been able to resist the curse like this before. I know you will not be able to hold out for long...and I know you could never love me when your heart so obviously belongs to another...but it has been so long since anyone has held me, has touched me like this. Try to hold on as long as you can."
She quickly stood and slid her dark dress down to the floor. Stepping out of it, she stood before me like a work of art, a statue of Venus come to life. But even that pale comparison couldn't capture her true essence, for she possessed the same wild, untamed beauty as her homeland.
A hunger consumed me as I pulled her back down and she gasped as my mouth devoured her breast, her back arching as I tongued her nipple and roughly squeezed her ass.
"Please," she gasped, "it has been so long. Try to hold on."
As I fumbled with my belt she tore open my shirt, planting passionate kisses on my chest. I kicked my pants off, the cold of the cave forgotten, and as she pulled me down to the floor I felt as if the most powerful drug in the world had me in its hold. My head swam as I fought to keep control, fought the urge to throw her hard to the cave floor and --
"Do not give in!" she whispered, as she pushed me onto my back and caressed my cheek. "Think of your wife, her love will keep you strong."
I nodded and squeezed my eyes tightly shut as I tried to picture my wife's face, wanting my last thought to be of her. But I was finding it harder and harder to concentrate as Matusa Ildiko slid her leg across mine, straddling me like she had in my dream. She guided me between her legs and sighed as I slid slowly inside her tight opening. "Hold on," she moaned.
A roar filled my ears like an inferno as she rode me, and I could feel the witch's curse hammering at me, trying to break my will. I tried to fight it, painfully biting my lip and keeping my eyes squeezed shut. But it didn't help. I could feel her soft hands on my chest, could feel her warm legs wrapped around me as her ass bounced lightly up and down on my thighs.
And in my mind I imagined I was grabbing that shapely ass with both hands, slamming her up and down on my thick cock. Fucking her as hard as I could, hurting her --
"Hold on! Please, hold on!" she cried.
I opened my eyes, the spell temporarily broken. She was still on top of me but my hands had moved, apparently of their own volition, to her ass. She threw her head back in ecstasy as I drove her up and down on my swollen shaft, her perfect breasts pushed forward as she savored the feel of her first true lover in more than a millennium.
"By the goddesses," she cried, "it's been so long...it feels so good!"
She smiled down at me and her eyes were like burning green pools of flame. And as I fell into them I heard a faint voice whispering above the roar, telling me it was time.
Her smile faded. "Hold on!" she cried, but it was too late.
I twisted around, and she groaned as I slammed her against the cold stone floor. My movements were beyond my control and I heard her whimper in fear as the curse took hold and the beast inside me took over.
It was like I was a prisoner in my own body, watching from within, but I can still remember the primal lust that overwhelmed me as I pinned her wrists above her head and hammered my cock in and out of her. She was writhing beneath me, pain and pleasure etched across her face as she bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan. But what I remember most was her eyes. Not how they pleaded with me to try to hang on for just one more delicious moment, but how they'd turned silvery-gray and haunting again. And I knew the witch's curse had won.
It didn't hurt when it happened. It just felt like there was a rubber band in my head and someone snapped it. And then it was over.
They say that when you die you're supposed to see a light or loved ones waiting for you, but I didn't see anything like that. For me there was just emptiness, like I was floating in some kind of limbo. And then I felt a familiar hand in mine. Matusa Ildiko was beside me.
"Are you dead, too?" I said, but when I spoke it was like a whisper inside our heads.
"I die every time," she said with a sad smile, "but my curse is that death won't keep me. Where you go I will not be able to follow."
"Then why are you here?"
"Because I made you a promise," she said, and then moved her hand in front of us as if she was pulling back a curtain.
On the other side there were shadows, eerily familiar reminders of the world I'd left behind. And as we glided toward them, I realized that we were in a hospital room.
"I told you I would bring you to her," she whispered.
I looked around the room and felt as if I was in a dream. My wife was in the hospital bed and I could see my sister and mother-in-law by her bedside, but they were like shadows and I knew that we were the ghosts there.
"Is she dead?" I asked.
"Not yet, but she soon will be."
I tried to move close to her, wanting to see her face, but Matusa Ildiko held me back.
"Wait, she is coming," she whispered.
As I watched I saw my wife's form start to shimmer and she seemed to change from shadow to solid, from gray to white, as if a veil was being removed. And I saw my mother-in-law stand in alarm, tears streaming down her face as she grasped her daughter's hand and pleaded with her to stay.
And I saw my wife's eyes open, saw her turn to stare at me as if she could see me.
I squeezed Matusa Ildiko's hand and she turned to me. "What's wrong?" she asked. "Isn't this what you wanted, to be together again?"
"Not like this," I cried. "I don't want my wife to die!"
But I knew it was too late. I saw him stepping from the shadows, his long vigil finally over. And as soon as I saw him I knew I'd seen him before. I'd seen him when he'd come to take my father. I'd seen him when he'd come to take my mother. And I'd seen him when he'd tried to take a red-haired little boy who'd refused to go without playing one last time. I knew the dark man well.
I wanted to move. I wanted to stop him. But I didn't know how.
And then Matusa Ildiko let go of my hand, brushing past me as she glided toward my wife. She reached her just in time and sprawled her body across her, embracing her as she shielded her from the dark man.
He hesitated at the sight of her and then slowly backed away, bound to honor the ancient pact he'd made with the witch who'd cursed her more than a millennium ago. And as he retreated I watched my wife's form fade from white to gray, from solid to shadow, and saw her mother's tears of joy as she embraced her daughter, once more in the world of the living, as doctors rushed to her bedside.
At that moment my heart filled with a love for Matusa Ildiko and what she'd done for my wife, and it was as great as any love I'd ever felt for another.
She glided back toward me, and when she reached me she cupped my face in her hands and smiled warmly. "You have to go now. I can go no further. The dark man is waiting for you."
As she smiled at me, she tilted her head, peering into my eyes as if she didn't recognize the love she saw there. And then she felt a hand on her shoulder.
She spun around and saw him standing right behind her. The faceless man, dressed in black. She blinked at him in shock, amazed to finally feel his touch after seeking it for so many centuries. Then he embraced her and she gasped, realizing that the curse had finally been broken.
My love for her, even after she'd brought about my death, had unwound the witch's evil spell.
The dark man turned to go with Matusa Ildiko in his arms, and as they went she smiled back at me over his shoulder and I saw tears of happiness in her eyes. Her long wait was finally over.
They disappeared into the darkness, and then the shadows of the hospital faded away as if the curtain had fallen back. And I felt a chill, an unnatural bone-numbing chill.
"Michael!" Wake up, Michael!"
I opened my eyes and gasped, the cold air stabbing into my lungs. Andrei was above me and I saw a sense of relief flood through him at the realization that I was alive.
"We have to get you out of here, Michael! I'm going to climb back up to the top. When I get there I will throw the rope back down, loop it under your arms and I will pull you up. Do you understand?"
I nodded, but I was finding it hard to concentrate. The cold was so intense that I felt as if even my brain had frozen. I watched numbly as Andrei climbed back up the rope he'd tied to a tree just outside the mouth of the cave.
I couldn't believe I was alive. I felt my face, there was no blood. I looked around the cavern and didn't see Matusa Ildiko anywhere. For a second I wondered if it had been real. Maybe I'd fallen into the cave, hit my head and imagined the whole thing.
But as Andrei threw down the rope and I got ready for him to pull me up I felt something under my feet -- a black scarf.
When I was back in the sunlight Andrei did first aid on me, warming me. He told me how he and others from his village had been searching the mountains all day looking for me, sure that I'd followed his grandmother into the woods. He told me he'd almost given up hope of finding me when something strange happened.
He said, "I was heading back to see if the other searchers had found anything when I saw this young girl in a long white dress, like something they used to wear back in Roman times. I called to her but she didn't answer, she just beckoned for me to follow her. She led me here and, honestly, I would have never spotted the cave if she hadn't pointed it out and gone inside. But when I followed, you were the only one I saw. There was no one else in there. I know this sounds crazy, but...do you believe in ghosts?"



* * *
I know I said at the start of the story that by the time you finished it I would have died, and I did. I just didn't stay dead. I'm not sure if it was because we'd broken the witch's curse that had killed me or because the dark man only had room for one more and, honestly, I didn't care. There was only one thing I wanted.
I was back home by the next day and my wife, finally awake from her coma, cried tears of joy when she saw me.
"My mom told me where you went, said you swore you were going to find a way to wake me up. The doctors still can't figure out what happened. They say it's a miracle."
I nodded my agreement as I held her hand and stroked her face. "Do you remember anything?"
"I remember thinking I saw you...like you were a ghost...and there was this beautiful girl with you. She held me..."
I smiled and whispered in her ear, "You're not going to believe the story I've got to tell you."
We returned to Transylvania the next summer, and now every year we return to lend our support to Andrei and Adriana's efforts to preserve the ancient forests that were a lost, lonely girl's home for so many centuries.
She's gone now, but I know her spirit lives on. Not only in the hopes of young women who go to the forest to seek Matusa Ildiko's aid to send their wayward lovers back to them, or in the tales of a beautiful specter who guides travelers lost in the woods to safety, but forever in my heart.
* * *
Thanks for taking the time to read my story. As mentioned it is an entry for the Halloween contest so, if you enjoyed it, please don't forget to vote! ~ Seanathon.
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* * *
Her heart skipped a beat as she heard the anguished cry from behind the closed door, followed by a heavy thump as something crashed against it. She threw the door open just as he seized the monstrosity again, slamming it hard against the floor.
"Zane, what in heaven's name are you doing?!"
Her son glanced up in surprise, a complicated jumble of straps and fastenings clenched in his fists. "Fuck...sorry, Mom, I didn't know you were home."
"Hey, watch your language! And why are you throwing your Halloween costume around the room?"
Zane gazed at the contraption sprawled around his feet, his eyes filled with frustration. "It was all a big, stupid waste of time. Brooklyn can't go to the dance."
"What? Why not?"
"She hurt her leg at practice," he said, and slammed the harness against the floor in frustration again.
"Calm down!" She knelt and pulled the harness away from him, trying to untangle it. "Just because she can't go doesn't mean you have to miss the Halloween dance."
"Yeah, right! I'm going to look pretty stupid wearing a two-headed monster costume with only one head."
"Why can't you find someone else to go with you?"
"Why bother? The whole point of making this stupid costume was so that Brooklyn would go to the dance with me."
"Oh, really? Because, I thought the whole point of it was to win the charity prize so you could donate it to the animal shelter. At least, that's what you told me when you begged me to help you finish it on time."
"It was...I mean, it is...but this costume is as much Brooklyn's as it is mine. I can't wear it without her."
His mom arched an eyebrow. "Are you kidding me? She didn't help at all. The only way I even got her measurements was by asking her mom to e-mail them to me."
"I know, but she's the only person who can wear it. How am I supposed to find someone else her size when the dance is in less than two hours?"
"What about your sister? She's petite like Brooklyn."
"Aria? Good luck."
"Why not? You and your sister always used to go out together at Halloween."
"That was when we were kids. It's different now. She's changed."
"No, she hasn't."
"You know she has...she's weird now. She never leaves her room. You're wasting your time even asking her."
"Well, I'm going to go talk to her and see if I can convince her to go with you."
Zane rolled his eyes. "Why bother? I don't even want to go with her. I don't want to go at all now."
His mother fixed him with a stern glare. "I spent two weeks working my ass off helping you with that costume. You're wearing it and you're going to that dance, even if I have to strap myself in there with you. Understand?"
He lowered his eyes to the tangled mess sprawled across the floor in front of him, and nodded his head in reluctant agreement.
* * *
Aria was sitting on her bed in her underwear, towel-drying her hair when the door opened. She yanked the blanket up, hurrying to cover her legs.
"Oh my god," she said, "can't you knock first?!"
Her mom flashed her an apologetic smile. "Sorry, honey, I just wanted to talk to you, but I'm so glad to see you're finally wearing your new undies. They look great on you!"
Aria flushed with embarrassment as she pulled the blanket even higher, hiding the lacy bra that matched the tiny pink panties she was wearing.
"I don't know why you even bought me these. I told you I needed ones to wear around the house, not to a Victoria's Secret fashion show."
"Then why don't you and I go to the mall tomorrow, like we used to. You can pick out some different underwear and we can get you some new clothes, too."
Aria shook her head no, and leaned down to grab her hair dryer.
"Wait a second, honey, please...before you turn that on, there's something I want to ask you."
"What?" Aria said, as she circled her thumb against the on switch.
Her mother took a deep breath. "Can you please go with your brother to the Halloween dance tonight?"
She answered with a flick of the switch, and the hair dryer roared to life as she bent forward and let her wet hair hang straight down in front of her like a curtain as she blow-dried it.
"Aria. Aria!" her mother yelled, trying to be heard over the noise.
She rolled her eyes and glanced up as she flicked the switch off, her thumb still firmly pressed against it. "What?"
"Your brother needs you to go with him, it's really important."
"And what am I supposed to go as, the fucking Hunchback of Notre Dame?! You know I can't dance anymore."
"Aria, please, don't start...not tonight. Just come downstairs and see the costume your brother made. He put a lot of hard work into it, but now Brooklyn can't go with him."
"So I'm stuck being his date? Why can't he just go alone like he always does?"
"It's not like that. It's a two-person costume. No one's even going to recognize you when you're inside it."
"What do you mean, like a fake horse or something? I don't want his ass in my face all night."
"Honey, please just come downstairs and see it."
Aria circled her finger on the switch and then shook her head, her decision made. "I'm not going."
"Honey, please -- "
The hair dryer screamed back to life, drowning out her mother's voice, and Aria bent forward, running her fingers through her damp, dark hair as she continued to dry it. But then the fan motor suddenly spun to a stop, and the hair dryer went silent. She glared up at her mother, standing beside the bed holding the plug in her hand.
"Look, I don't know why you never let me talk to you anymore, but this time you're going to listen. First prize tonight is a five thousand dollar donation to a charity of the winner's choice. Your brother worked his ass off on that costume because he really wants to win it for the animal shelter, and he can't do that without your help.
"I can't force you to go to the dance with him, but if you think it's more important to keep sitting in your room and feeling sorry for yourself then your brother's right...you have changed."
She bent over and plugged the cord back in, and the hair dryer startled Aria as it leapt back to life in her hand. And she watched, her wet hair matted to her face, as her mother left the room without another word and shut the door behind her.
* * *
They heard her coming before they saw her, the thump of her cane and the sound as she dragged her foot announcing her arrival. As she limped down the staircase, clutching at the railing, Aria noticed her mom waiting at the bottom. And then she saw her brother.
"Oh, man...it's alive," he said.
Aria ignored his comment and offered her standard greeting instead. "Hey, loser."
"Hey, spaz," he replied with a smile.
As she neared the bottom of the stairs her mother, waiting there in case she needed help, moved out of her way.
Aria gave her a half-smile and said, "So, where's this crappy costume I keep hearing about?"
"Right here," Zane said, and bent to pick up the tangled heap of straps and fastenings.
"What the hell is that?"
"It's a two-headed monster costume. I designed it myself."
"Yeah, I can tell. It looks like shit."
"Aria!" her mother said.
"Sorry...how does it work?"
"It's actually not that complicated," Zane said. "I made it from some of the broken tumbling and spotting harnesses at the gym. Here, let me show you."
He came up behind her and placed the rig over her shoulders, letting the jumble of belts hang down to the floor.
Aria glanced down at the crazy contraption blanketing her, and said, "Wouldn't it be easier to just cut my head off and sew it to your shoulder?"
"Well, it'd be quieter, that's for sure," he answered, as he circled her and tightened the straps around her thighs, waist and torso.
He pulled her cane away and she lunged toward the edge of the table for support.
"It's okay! I've got you." He caught her around her waist, pulling her back against him in a gentle bear hug as he effortlessly lifted her off her feet.
Aria's eyes bugged out in surprise. "What the hell are you doing?!"
"Making sure you're the same height as me. We'd be a pretty funny looking two-headed monster with your head coming out of my armpit."
She swallowed nervously. "You can put me down if I'm too heavy."
"Are you kidding me? I toss girls the same size as you all day long at practice. Mom, can you do us up?"
She hurried behind him, connecting belts and tightening straps. As she did, Aria glanced toward the mirror.
"Oh my god, I look like a giant baby!"
"You are a giant baby," her brother replied.
But she didn't respond; she was captivated by the reflection in the mirror. Her brother was more than a foot taller than her and at least a hundred pounds heavier, with broad shoulders and a powerful chest. And with his thick, muscular arms pinning her small frame against him, she really did seem childlike.
"It's like an adult-sized baby harness," she said, as she stared at the straps crisscrossing her body.
"Exactly," Zane said, and let her go.
Aria gasped, expecting to fall, but realized she was suspended from her brother's body, hanging helplessly in front of him with her feet dangling a foot above the ground.
Their mom stepped in front and inspected the costume. "How does it feel? Is she too heavy?"
"Not at all," Zane said, shifting to adjust the straps around his shoulders. "The harness distributes her weight perfectly."
"Well, it doesn't feel perfect to me," Aria said, as she squirmed back and forth, trying to get comfortable. "It doesn't fit right."
"That's because you're wearing these stupid sweatpants. You'll have to wear something different when we go to the dance."
Aria shook her head. "No, I'm wearing these."
Her mom stepped forward and pulled at the heavy fabric. "They're too baggy. Why don't you wear a pair of your gymnastics shorts?"
"I can't...I got rid of them."
"What? When?"
"A while ago, I didn't need them anymore so I donated them."
"Well, we can find you another pair."
"No! I'm not wearing shorts. I'm wearing these."
Her mom shook her head. "Nonsense, just let me call -- "
"I'm wearing sweatpants!" Aria shouted, as she squirmed to get free of the harness holding her prisoner. "If that's a problem, then find someone else to wear this stupid thing!"
"Calm down, spaz," Zane said, pinning her against him as she struggled. "You can wear whatever you want."
After she finally settled down, their mom helped them complete the costume. There was a giant shirt stretched over a fitted frame, oversized pants that hid the fact there were actually two pairs of legs strapped together inside them and, of course, makeup.
When they stood in front of the mirror again, Aria was amazed at the finished result. The costume really did make them look like a two-headed version of Frankenstein's monster with her head, as she leaned to one side inside the outfit, sticking out beside her brother's. They appeared to be one giant, barrel-chested creature. If it wasn't for her head sticking out, she thought, you wouldn't even be able to tell her body was strapped inside there against her brother's. With the green makeup her mom had skillfully applied, the two of them had indeed been transformed into one -- a two-headed monster, that is.
Zane's arm poked out from the costume's left sleeve while his other arm was inside the suit, wrapped around his little sister's waist as he helped to support her. Aria's right arm was sticking out the other sleeve and she stretched it back across her body, trying to stick her finger inside her brother's nostril.
"Hey, stop that!" he said, laughing as he tried to twist his face away from her.
"Look, Mom, the two-headed monster is picking his nose."
"Pick your own nose," he said, and pinched her side, tickling her inside the costume as she shrieked, squirming helplessly under his powerful fingers.
"That's enough," their mom said with a smile, as Zane finally relented and Aria slumped forward, gasping for air from laughing so hard. "It's time to get you two to the dance."
* * *
As the minivan pulled up in front of the hall, their mom glanced back over her shoulder into the backseat where the two of them were in costume, Aria sitting inside the suit on her brother's lap.
"My two little monsters," she said proudly. "Do you want me to come back at ten when the contest is over, or did you want to stay later?"
"Hell, no!" Aria said before her brother could answer. "Be outside ten minutes early with the car running. As soon as this contest is over, we're out of here."
"Fine. Have fun and stay close to your brother."
"Ha ha," Aria said. "Real funny."
When they'd finally climbed out of the van, both of them waved goodbye as their mom drove away, their arms comically out of sync.
The outfit had thick, heavy boots and as Zane lumbered toward the entrance to the hall, still trying to get used to supporting his sister's extra hundred pounds of weight, he even walked like a monster.
They went inside, registered for the contest, and then headed into the throng of partygoers. Many of them were kids from Zane's college, and the ones that recognized him nodded in his direction.
As they moved through the crowd, the first thing they noticed was how hot it was; the body heat thrown off from the dancing mob of costumed revelers had definitely kicked the temperature up a notch. But the second thing they noticed was the abundance of sexy costumes; scantily-clad witches, cowgirls and kitty-cats, just to name a few. They were one of a select few who'd actually dressed as a monster.
Zane looked around uncomfortably, and mumbled, "This was a bad idea."
"How do you think I feel?" Aria whispered. "Every girl here looks like a porn star and I'm the other half of Frankenstein's retarded, two-headed brother!"
"No, I mean it...this sucks."
Aria couldn't help noticing how everyone kept whispering and pointing at them, and she'd been tempted to hide her head inside the costume as soon as they'd come through the door. But she wasn't sure what had changed her brother's mind. "Why, what's wrong? Am I too heavy?"
Zane sighed. "No, it's just...I told everyone I was coming here with Brooklyn. And now they're going to find out I brought my little sister to the dance instead."
"Yeah, believe me; I'm not too happy about it either."
"I'm actually surprised you even agreed to come."
"Dr. Frankenstein's assistant didn't leave me much choice."
"Yeah, Mom didn't leave me much choice, either."
"Great, now that it's unanimous that neither of us wants to be here, let's get a drink. It's too fucking hot in here."
Zane looked at her in surprise. "A drink? You mean booze?"
"No, I was hoping you'd stick my head in the water fountain...of course I mean booze! There's a bar over there."
He glanced over to where a bartender dressed as a vampire was slinging drinks. "Are you crazy? The sign says you have to be twenty-one. You're only seventeen!"
"I'm eighteen, you idiot. My birthday was last week."
"Oh, yeah. How come you didn't have a party?"
"Because I didn't want a stupid party, but I do want a drink. Carry me over there, that guy isn't ID'ing anyone."
As they neared the bar, Zane whispered, "This is a really bad idea."
"Don't blow this," she hissed.
The bartender looked up at the two of them. "Evening, what can I get you?"
Zane swallowed nervously, his eyes darting back and forth across the bottles behind him. "Umm...a Harvey Wallbanger?"
The bartender's eyes narrowed and he looked between the two of them as Aria forced out the friendliest smile she could muster.
"I'll need to see her ID."
The smile faded from Aria's face. "Look at this costume; does it look like I have anywhere to put fucking ID?"
Zane's jaw dropped as his eyes went wide with embarrassment, but before he could stop her she continued her tirade.
"Half the people here are under age, and you decide to ID us? We're thirty-seven years old you fucking idiot!"
Zane clapped his hand over his sister's mouth, apologizing and hurrying away as she screamed obscenities into his palm and tried to twist around in the harness, giving the bartender the finger.
Once they were far enough away, Zane removed his hand and said, "What the hell is wrong with you? Why did you do that?!"
"What's wrong with me?! Who the hell orders a Harvey Wallbanger? Why didn't you just tell him we wanted two beers?!"
"I don't know...I guess I thought it'd make me sound older."
"Yeah, like seventy-fucking-years-old!"
"Well what about you, why did you tell him we were thirty-seven?"
"Because it's our combined age, you idiot!"
"Oh...well, whatever. If you'd just kept quiet I probably could have got us something."
"If you wanted quiet, you should have got a fake head. Walk us around the room," she said, twisting left and right to look around. "Maybe I can swipe someone's drink while they're dancing."
"I can't walk when you keep squirming," he said. "You're going to make me lose my balance."
"I can't help it; this stupid harness doesn't fit right. It's too tight and it's way too fucking hot inside this thing."
"That's because you insisted on wearing those stupid sweatpants and sweatshirt. If you'd just dress like a normal girl -- "
"Holy shit, Zaner?" a voice said from behind him. "Is that you, bro? That costume looks fucking awesome!"
They turned around and saw a guy dressed up as Hugh Hefner with a blonde girlfriend dressed up as a playboy bunny. Aria couldn't help noticing how the skimpy outfit pushed up her big tits, making them seem even bigger, and she was sure her brother hadn't either. As both of them smiled at her, she had a sudden urge to duck her head inside the costume like a gopher.
"Oh, hey Matt," Zane said, "great interception yesterday. It saved the game for us."
"Thanks man." He nodded at the blonde beside him. "This is Stacy...she's a fan."
She flashed her eyes at him. "Hi, are you on the football team, too?"
Before Zane could say a word, Matt answered for him. "Naw, Zaner isn't on the team. He's just a cheerleader."
"Oh," she said, disappointment tingeing her voice. "I thought only girls were cheerleaders?"
Zane went to respond, but Matt cut him off again. "So, who's this?"
Zane swallowed nervously. "Oh, this is...umm...this is my sister, Aria."
"No way, you came with your sister?"
"Well, Brooklyn was supposed to come with me but she had a bad accident and hurt her leg. So I -- "
"Wait a second," Matt said, "what accident? I just saw Brooklyn, she looked fine."
"Brooklyn's here?"
"Yeah, I just saw her a few minutes ago. Anyways, good luck in the costume contest. Later."
As they walked away, Stacy whispered something in Matt's ear and then glanced back with a smirk on her face. Aria's face would have turned red with embarrassment if it hadn't already been painted green. "Why the fuck did you tell him I was your sister?!"
Zane ignored her, craning his neck left and right, surveying the crowd as he pushed his way through it.
"Where the hell are we going now?!" Aria said.
But he kept ignoring her, weaving his way through a crowd of college kids doing the Monster Mash as he made his way back toward the bar. Aria noticed an unguarded drink on a nearby table and was stretching for it when her brother made a hard left, taking it just out of her reach. She was about to tell him to turn around and go back when he suddenly stopped.



A couple was in front of them, both wearing mummy costumes. The guy looked like a poster boy for steroid abuse, with medical gauze stretched clumsily around his bloated muscles like he'd just escaped from an emergency ward. The girl, on the other hand, had short blonde hair and the few ribbons of strategically placed white cloth she'd wrapped around her sexy curves barely concealed what was hiding underneath.
Zane stared at her in disbelief. "Brooklyn, what are you doing here?!"
She blinked her eyes, stunned by his sudden appearance. "Oh my god...Zane...I thought you said you weren't coming?"
"I thought you said you were hurt. What about your leg?"
"Oh, it's better. I guess I just...umm...sprained it. You know Chad, right?"
Zane nodded. Everyone knew the school's star linebacker. Chad held out his fist and Zane lamely tried to fist bump it with his left hand.
As Chad stared at their costume, a confused look crossed his face. "What are you guys, like, the three stooges or something?"
Aria sneered. "Yeah, genius, we have two heads and we're the three fucking stooges. Curly just went to the can to have a sh -- "
Zane winced, clapping his hand over his sister's mouth. "Sorry! This is my kid sister, Aria. She didn't mean what she just said. I think she's got Tourette's."
As Chad narrowed his eyes, watching her as she glared at him, still swearing into her brother's hand, Zane turned back to Brooklyn.
"But, I don't understand," he said, "if you felt better why didn't you call me? I thought you wanted to win this contest."
She laughed. "Uh, yeah, I do want to win. That's why I didn't want to wear your stupid two-headed monster costume."
Zane dropped his hand from his sister's mouth, no longer caring what she said, but Aria fell silent as she glanced back at him.
"You said you thought this costume could win the contest."
"No, you thought it could win the contest. But this is what people are really looking for," Brooklyn said, and leaned close to Chad as he wrapped his arm around her waist like they were posing for the winning photo.
"People want to look at sexy costumes, not ugly monsters. It's the twenty-first century, now, not the nineteen-fifties. Sorry, Zane."
He swallowed hard, and said, "Yeah, no problem, I understand. Good luck in the contest, I guess."
"Thanks," she said with a half-hearted smile, and pulled Chad's hand as they disappeared into the crowd.
"Oh...my...god," Aria said. "What a bitch!"
Zane wrapped his arm around her waist to support her and headed toward the door. "Don't say that."
"Why not? She is a bitch and the guy she dumped you for is a total douche."
"Would you please quit swearing so much? And she didn't dump me. I mean...it's not like we were ever even really going out."
"What are you talking about? The way you're always talking about her I figured you guys had already done it."
Zane shook his head. "It's not like that, we're just friends. I mean, I like her...I like her a lot...that's why I asked her to go to this dance with me. But, you know, I always see her and Chad talking after practice, so it just makes sense that -- "
"Wait, so you've never even gone on a date?!"
"It's not that easy, you can't just ask out a girl like Brooklyn."
"Uh, yeah, you can. That's why they call it 'asking someone out'. You've got to quit being so afraid to take a chance. If you see something you want, go for it. It's way better to fail than not try at all. But honestly, I think the one who blew it is Brooklyn. You're twice the guy that Chad is, and if she can't see that she's an idiot."
Zane stared at the rafters overhead and sighed. "Look, I know you didn't want to come here in the first place. And now neither of us is having much fun and this costume's way too hot. What do you say we just forget the contest and head home?"
Aria glanced back at her brother as he wiped away a trickle of sweat rolling down his neck, taking the monster makeup with it and revealing the pale skin beneath. She'd tried to ignore the heat, but she couldn't ignore the heartache in her brother's eyes.
"Okay," she said, "let's go home."
Zane tightened his grip around her waist, holding her tight against him as he lumbered toward the exit. And then a voice called out from the crowd to their right.
"Aria? Is that you?"
She didn't hear her name over the thumping bass, but her brother did and turned to see who'd called his sister.
A girl dressed as Pocahontas stepped from the crowd, beaming as she recognized her. "Aria! It is you. Where have you been? It's been so long."
Aria blinked, surprised to see someone she knew. "Oh...umm...hi Wendy. I've just been...you know...home."
"Oh, yeah? That is a fucking awesome costume, by the way."
"Uh, thanks," Aria said. "This is my brother, Zane. He made it."
Wendy smiled at Zane and her eyes went wide with recognition. "Oh yeah, I know you! Oh my god, I didn't know you were Aria's brother. You're on the team, right?"
Zane swallowed nervously. "Uh, no, I'm not on the football team."
Wendy laughed. "Our football team? The one with two wins in twelve games? They suck, but that's not the team I'm talking about. You're a base on the cheerleading team, right?"
"Uh...yeah...yeah I am."
"I watched you guys last week. And you...you were amazing. The way you went from that awesome to that double-down. The strength and control you showed...wow...so impressive. Good luck at the nationals."
"Yeah, sure...thanks."
Turning back to Aria, she said, "And you. It has been so long since we hung out. You should come by the gym."
Aria swallowed, and felt a lump in her throat. "Yeah, I...um...I don't do gymnastics anymore."
"Oh, hell, neither do I. You know...not competitively. But what I meant was that you should come down to the gym and help us out with the Rebound program. You'd be perfect for it!"
"Rebound?" Aria said. "What's that?"
"It's a local charity program that pays for equipment and gym time so kids with a handicap or special needs can learn gymnastics too."
"Handicapped kids? Is that why you think I'd be right for it, because of my accident?"
"Accident? What, you mean what happened at the State Championships? You're all recovered from that now, right?"
"Uh...yeah, sure," Aria said with a weak nod.
"I figured so. But, no, what I meant was that you'd be perfect because I remember how much fun you were. And, of course, you were a great teammate too, always willing to help. That's what these kids really need, someone with a positive attitude and a world of patience. That's why I know you'd be perfect. So, will you come down and check it out?"
Aria nodded. "Maybe, I mean, I've been really busy lately, but I'll...I'll see what I can do."
"Great, I really hope we see you there. Bring your brother too; we're still trying to convince the boys that gymnastics isn't just for girls. And good luck in the costume contest!"
As she waved goodbye and disappeared into the crowd, Zane turned and continued toward the exit.
"Where are you going?" Aria said.
"Outside, I thought you said you wanted to go?"
"I changed my mind, we're not leaving. There's no way I'm letting that bitch Brooklyn win just by wrapping a roll of two-ply across her tits."
Zane shook his head. "I know what you're saying, Aria, but she was right; this costume was a bad idea."
"No it isn't. It looks great. We've got the most original costume in here."
"That's not what I mean, I made it wrong. It is way too hot having two people so close together inside, I should have put in fans or something. I don't think I've ever sweated so much in my life. And I can tell you're cooking too."
"But what if we found somewhere to change and I took off my sweats? That would make it cooler, I mean, if you're okay with that."
"It doesn't bother me. I basically do cheerleading practice every day in my underwear. But what about you, are you okay with it?"
Aria took a deep breath and nodded. "I am if it means winning first place."
* * *
Zane double-checked the door of the designated change room to make sure it was locked. There was a mirror on one wall and a row of lockers on the other, with a sign reminding visitors not to leave any valuables inside.
The costume and harness lay discarded on the floor. He'd already stripped down to his boxers, and was waiting for his sister to do the same. "You're sure you're okay with this?"
Aria hesitated. It was easy for her brother, whose well-muscled body looked like it had been sculpted. She wasn't nearly as confident.
"Turn around," she said.
"Why? I'm just going to see you anyways when we put the costume back on."
"Just turn around...please."
Zane sighed, rolling his eyes as he turned around. He spent all day staring up cheerleader's skirts. He'd seen enough panties to last a lifetime.
Aria glanced at her brother to make sure he wasn't peeking and then pulled her sweatshirt over her head. She was kicking herself now for not changing out of the sexy pink underwear her mom had insisted on buying her. She wasn't sure why she'd even tried it on in the first place.
She draped the sweatshirt over the chair beside her and then pushed down her baggy sweatpants. She was just stepping out of them when she glanced over and caught her brother watching her in the mirror.
"Hey!" she cried, as she snatched her pants up and twisted away, trying to hide the ugly scar that ran from thigh to ankle along the inside of her right leg. "I told you not to look!"
"I -- I wasn't," he said, as he focused on the ceiling, trying not to stare at her.
Aria held onto the chair for support, her head down as she fought against the impulse to cover herself up again. Finally, she said, "Turn around."
He did as instructed, waiting with his back to her. When she finally whispered that she was ready he turned back around and saw her waiting by the chair, one hand braced against it to support herself while her other hand was across her chest, trying to cover the lacy pink bra that barely contained her small, pert breasts. Her weight was on her left leg, and she'd turned sideways toward him to keep her right leg hidden. His gaze glided down her sleek frame, she'd always been petite and he could still see traces of the fit, gymnast's body that had once won championships.
A lock of her dark hair had come loose from her ponytail, and she brushed it back behind her ear as she glanced up at her brother's eyes. "Well, what are you waiting for?"
"Uh, nothing...I was just thinking that this is going to be tougher without Mom's help. This time I'd better put the harness on myself, first."
Aria nodded, watching as her brother meticulously wrapped and connected every strap and belt around his sturdy frame. He then walked behind her, pulled the chair away so he could sit on it, and pulled her toward him.
She nearly lost her balance, but he snaked his arm around her chest and pulled her upright, settling her into his lap while she draped her arm across her leg, more self-conscious of the scar there than the fact that there was now little more between them than the thinnest layer of silk and cotton.
First, he adjusted her so that she was right between his legs, with her firm ass snuggled against his crotch. And then he pulled her close, skin against skin as his strong arm encircled her small waist, holding her against him as he fastened the harness around her midsection and shoulders. Then he leaned into her, bending her forward as he reached around and secured her left thigh. But when he reached for her right thigh she squeezed her legs shut, keeping her hand over her scar.
"Aria, it's okay," he whispered. He put his hand on her right thigh, holding it as he pulled his left leg away. His sister, strapped to him, was helpless as he spread her slender legs apart. He quickly reached down and secured the final harness into place, completely binding her to him.
He asked if she was okay and she nodded, but her eyes were squeezed shut. She didn't open them again until he'd managed to wrestle the over-sized shirt and pants back on, hiding her nearly naked body inside them.
The two-headed monster was whole again, and as her brother walked the two of them toward the mirror Aria checked her makeup.
"It actually isn't too bad," she said, as she stretched her arm across to touch up a tiny spot on his neck where he'd wiped the green body paint away. "Now that we're not sweating so much we should be fine."
"Okay," Zane said with a deep breath. "Let's get back out there and win this thing."
He lumbered toward the stairs and Aria was relieved to find the costume cooler and more comfortable than before. She had mixed feelings about the belts and straps crisscrossed directly against her bare skin, though. Their mother had covered them with soft fabric so they wouldn't rub or chafe, but to Aria they felt like invisible hands, pulling her thighs apart and her shoulders back. But what was really disconcerting was the feel of her brother's hand against her flat tummy, and the butterflies it sent through her.
She twisted in his grip, trying to shift position as he whispered, "Quit squirming," in her ear.
Aria reluctantly agreed, letting her body settle into the harness and trying to relax as it jostled her up and down, her legs swinging back and forth in tandem with her brother's as he trudged back into the crowded hall.
Three scantily clad girls dancing with each other smiled at him as they parted to let him pass, and as Aria twisted her neck to look back at them she realized the tiny, barely-there bikinis they wore were nothing more than strategically placed strips of packaged condoms.
She turned back just as a girl in a Minnie Mouse costume, really nothing more than a red bra, panties, high heels and mouse ears, danced in front of them.
"Hey, Zane," she purred, "looking good."
"Thanks," he said, and tightened his grip on his sister's waist as he clumsily picked his way through the mob.
Aria's eyes swept back and forth as they walked, noticing all the nearly naked girls. It seemed like the theme of the party wasn't Halloween, but ABC -- anything but clothes. And apparently her brother had noticed too.
She stiffened, and whispered, "What the hell is that?!"
"Sorry," her brother whispered back, knowing instantly what she was referring to. He shifted her to one side as he tried to adjust himself, but only succeeded in rubbing his swollen hard-on back and forth against her tiny ass.
Aria's eyes nearly bugged out of her head. "Stop that!" she hissed.
"It's not my fault. You keep squirming...rubbing against me."
"Don't blame me! You're the one who keeps eye-humping every girl we pass. Do something about it!"
"Like what?"
"I don't know...what do you at home when you get a boner?!"
"Would you be quiet!" he whispered. "Everyone's going to hear you. And I...I can't do what I do at home with you strapped in front of me."
Aria flushed with embarrassment. "I didn't mean that! Just make it go down...think of Grandma naked or something."
Zane rolled his eyes. "That isn't going to help, and it's never going to go down until you stop moving back and forth...you keep rubbing your bum against it. Hold still and let me see if I can move it out of the way."
He moved his arm from around her waist and tried to squeeze his hand behind her, but only succeeded in pushing her underwear down, so that his swollen cock was pressed against her bare ass.
Aria's eyes went wide and she frantically pulled her panties back up. She felt like everyone was watching them, and knew exactly what was going on beneath their costume. "Don't do that here!" she hissed. "Go outside where no one can see us."
Her brother nodded, wrapping his arm back around her waist as he clomped toward the door and into the night. And as she bounced up and down in the harness, her brother's stiff pole wedged between the cheeks of her ass, Aria felt like the butterflies in her tummy had grown tenfold.
* * *
Zane had found a bench under a tree beside the hall. He sat heavily down on it, and said, "I think stripping down to our underwear might have been a bad idea."
"No shit!" Aria whispered. With the harness holding the two of them tightly together, she had no choice other than to sit directly on his lap, and his thick cock felt like an iron bar beneath her butt.
"Quit squirming," he whispered.
"I'm not."
"You are. You keep wiggling back and forth."
"Only because your thing's poking into my ass!"
"Sorry," he mumbled, and used his arm to lift her, arching her back as he tried to get his other hand, which he'd pulled inside the costume, between them so he could adjust his cock.
But there wasn't enough space between the two of them with the harness keeping her close, and his hand inadvertently slid down the back of his little sister's panties, pushing them halfway down again.
"Hey!" Aria cried, lurching inside the costume as she pulled his hand off of her ass and wrestled her panties back into place.
"Sorry! It was an accident. Let me try again."
Trying to create more room between them, he leaned back so that Aria was lying flat against him. He wedged his left hand between them, trying to slide it down his boxers, and put his right hand on the inside of her leg for support.
Aria jolted violently and knocked his hand away. "Don't touch me there!" she cried.
Zane noticed other partygoers who had snuck outside for a smoke or a toke looking their way to see what was going on.
"Calm down," he whispered, and was relieved when they finally turned around and went back to what they were doing.
"Sorry," she said, "I just don't like anyone touching it."
"Touching what?"
"My scar...it makes me look like something from a freak show."
"What are you talking about? It doesn't look bad."
"Yeah, right...I saw you staring at it when we were getting changed."
"I wasn't staring at your scar."
"Don't lie, I saw you in the mirror looking at it, seeing how gross it looks."
"No, I wasn't."
"Then what were you looking at?"
"I was...I was looking at you."
As Aria twisted to look at him in the dark, trying to read his face, he said, "You're not the little girl I remember. When I saw you undressing, I realized just how much you've grown up...how beautiful you've become."
"Yeah, right," Aria whispered, swallowing nervously as she shifted against his still hard cock, "no one will ever look at me without seeing this scar, and don't lie and try to tell me there's anything beautiful about it."
"It is beautiful," he said, and she stiffened as he ran his fingers along the inside of her thigh, tracing her scar.
"You should be proud of it. It's like a badge of honor. You told me earlier that if I want something in life I should take a chance and go for it. And when I see this scar it reminds me that's exactly what you did. You knew the risk you were taking when you tried that combination at the state championships, but you knew it was a chance you had to take if you wanted to ever reach the nationals. You could have backed off, could have played it safe, but you didn't -- you went for it. That scar isn't a reminder that you failed, it's a reminder that you tried. And every time I see it, I'm proud of you."
Aria nodded as she looked away from him, pretending to watch her breath in the cool night air as she hoped he wouldn't notice the tears welling in her eyes, the catch in her voice.
Zane went to slide his hand between them and Aria arched her back, ignoring the pain in her right leg as he pushed his cock down, out of the way. She slumped back against him, feeling his chest rise and fall as they watched the stars above them, the music from inside the hall seeming far, far away.
"You ready to go back inside and win this thing?" he whispered.



She nodded. "Let's do it."
Holding her tightly around her waist, he stood up. But they'd barely gone three steps when she felt something hard bounce against the soft inside of her thigh.
"Oh my god, your thing's out!" she hissed.
"Sorry! It popped out the front of my boxers when I stood up."
"Why is it still so stiff?!"
"Why do you think?" he said as he sat back down on the bench, her soft back pressed against his chest, her bare skin against his legs.
He spread his knees and her thighs, harnessed to him, automatically parted, too. She held her breath as he reached between them and tried to steer his stiff length back inside his underwear, but only succeeded in slapping it against the soft inside of her thigh.
"What's wrong?" she whispered.
"There isn't enough room. Can't you lift your bum any higher?"
She arched her back away from him, but the harness kept her close. And now he wasn't just slapping it against her thigh, he was bouncing and rubbing it back and forth against the front of her panties.
"Stop that!" she gasped, the inside of the costume suddenly seeming very warm again.
"Sorry," he whispered, "it's too stiff."
"Yeah, I could fucking tell!"
Zane shifted inside the costume. "Maybe if I loosened some of the harnesses I'd be able to reach it better."
Aria shook her head. "They'll be calling us in for the final judging any time now. We don't have enough time to get them back together again."
"Then what do you want me to do?"
"Shh! Let me think," Aria whispered.
She sat there for a long moment, and then took a deep breath as she tugged back the shirt's neckhole and peeked inside the costume, staring at the pulse-quickening silhouette jutting up like a missile between her legs.
"Did you just check out my cock?!" her brother whispered.
"Just seeing what the problem is." And now Aria knew that it was a big problem; one that was at least eight inches long and thick...so fucking thick.
She hesitated, knowing the risk involved but knowing she had to take the chance if they wanted to win the contest. Finally, she said, "I can reach it better. Maybe I can get it back inside your boxers."
"What? With your hand?"
"No, with my mental powers...of course I'm going to use my hand."
Before her brother could object she grabbed his stiff length, and her breath caught when she realized he was so thick she couldn't even wrap her fingers completely around it. She instinctively pumped it, giving him two quick strokes.
"Sorry!" she said, as he stifled a moan behind her. She hadn't even meant to do it, but it was like her hand had a mind of its own and she blushed with embarrassment.
Her brother hadn't said a word, but she heard his breath coming faster as he tightened his grip around her waist.
Aria closed her eyes and gently bit her lip, trying to concentrate as she arched her back and tried to bend his stiff pole beneath her. But just as he'd done, all she succeeded in doing was rubbing his rock-hard cock back and forth against the inside of her thigh and the front of her panties. With the harness binding them so close together it seemed like there was little hope; he was too big and too stiff.
"You're so fucking hard," she whispered, as her hand pumped up and down his length a few more times.
"That's not helping," he groaned in her ear.
She nodded, dizzy with the sensation of having her hand wrapped around his swollen length while his own hand was pressed against her flat tummy, his pinky brushing against the lacy waistband of her low-cut panties. She arched her back and he lifted her so she could try again. But this time she didn't seemed to be trying as hard. In fact, it seemed like once his cock was pressed against her crotch she just kept it there, rubbing it back and forth.
"Aria..." he moaned in her ear.
Both of her hands were inside the costume now and, still keeping a tight grip on her brother's shaft with one, she used the other to pull her tiny pink panties aside.
Zane gasped as he felt his little sister circling his knob against her soaked pussy, her small hand tightly gripping his thick length as she rubbed him up and down her smooth slit and teased her clit like his cock was her own personal sex toy. His own hand moved higher, sliding beneath her lacy pink bra as he cupped her small, perfect breast, touched her erect nipple.
"Aria...we shouldn't," he gasped.
"I know," she moaned, and licked her lips in nervous anticipation as she guided her brother's thick missile lower, lining it up with her tiny hole.
"Hey, there you guys are!" a voice shouted from their left.
Aria nearly jumped out of her skin, her heart hammering in her chest as she shoved her brother's stiff and swollen cock away like it was radioactive and forced a smile at her friend, Wendy.
"I'm so glad I found you, I was worried you guys might have already left. Your costume's been picked as one of the finalists, so you better head back inside. They're about to start judging."
"We weren't doing anything!" Aria blurted, as if she hadn't heard a word her friend had said. "We just came outside because it's cooler out here."
"Uh...yeah, I figured so. You both look a little overheated. It must be pretty hot inside that costume."
Aria nodded. "Oh fuck, yeah."
Behind her, Zane was trying to hide his embarrassment. He slid his hand down from his sister's breast and tightened his arm around her waist as he stood up. "Thanks for letting us know," he told Wendy, "we're coming in now."
As they followed her friend, Aria tried to catch her breath, still shocked by what had nearly happened. She could feel his heavy cock swinging back and forth between her legs, bouncing against her thighs as he walked. And she started to feel as if his stiff length was the only thing holding her up, like she was perfectly balanced on her brother's steely cock as her legs dangled down helplessly beneath her. But she squeezed her eyes shut, and tried to force the image from her mind as she pulled her panties and bra back into place.
When they were inside, Wendy led them backstage where the other finalists for best costume were waiting, including Chad and Brooklyn.
Chad scowled when he spotted Aria and turned away, as he pretended to be more interested in the costume a sexy witch beside him was wearing. But Brooklyn headed toward them.
"Hey, Zane, I just wanted to apologize for what I said earlier...that is a cool costume and you did a great job on it. And I'm sorry I bailed on you, I hope we're still friends. Maybe tomorrow I can call you and make it up to you? Maybe we can go somewhere...or I can come over?"
Zane took a deep breath. "Thanks, and your costume's great too, but I'm not sure about tomorrow, I might be busy. I'll text you and, if not, maybe some other time."
"Oh...uh, okay," she said, a surprised look on her face as she brushed a loose lock of hair back behind her ear. "Good luck."
"You too," he said, as he watched her walk back toward Chad and the rest of the other finalists.
Aria was about to say something to him when he asked one of the event volunteers walking by, "How long until we have to go on stage?"
"Just a few minutes. We'll be starting the parade soon, and we want you two to go last," she said.
"Is there somewhere private we can make a quick costume adjustment? It won't take long."
The girl pointed them toward a set of dividers back near where they'd entered the backstage area. As her brother carried her toward them, Aria said, "What costume adjustment?"
But Zane didn't answer; he just took her behind the screen. They were barely out of sight of the rest of the contestants and others milling around backstage when he pushed her bra back up and slid his other hand, which was now inside the costume, down the front of her panties.
"What are you doing?" Aria gasped, writhing in the harness as his strong hands explored every inch of her nubile young body.
"I'm doing what you told me to," he whispered in her ear, spreading his legs wide and forcing her thighs apart. "You said I shouldn't be afraid of taking chances...said if I wanted something bad enough, I should go and get it...and I'm afraid I might never get this chance again."
Aria gasped as her brother lifted her, pulling her panties to one side as he lined himself up with her opening. And then she shuddered as he lowered her, and the head of his cock pressed against the tender lips of her pussy and slowly parted them.
"Oh fuuuck," she groaned, biting her lip so that she wouldn't cry out loud. Her pussy was still soaked from playing with his cock outside, which made it easier, but his thick pole was stretching her tiny hole painfully wide.
She grabbed his wrist and squeezed it hard, signaling for him to stop. Zane froze, his strong arms holding his sister tightly against him, with her bra pushed up around her neck and his cock half-buried in her pussy.
"Are you okay?" he whispered.
She nodded, her heart hammering in her chest as she struggled to get used to his size.
"Do you want me to stop?"
She quickly shook her head from side to side. "No...oh fuck no. I'm okay, keep going...just go slow."
He nodded and she grimaced, squeezing her eyes shut, waves of pleasure and pain crashing through her as her brother lowered her inch by inch, impaling her on his thick pole.
Aria gasped, digging her nails into her brother's wrist.
"Are you okay?" he whispered. "Was I going too fast?'
She shook her head, worried that if she even tried to make a sound she'd cry out in ecstasy. She wished she could see inside the costume, wished she could see her brother's cock buried between her legs. She wasn't even sure how much he had inside her, but she felt like he was splitting her in two.
He adjusted his grip around her and slowly leaned forward at his waist until his sister was bent over in front of him, helplessly hanging from the harness with his thick cock plugged inside her. His strength and balance were incredible as he slowly rocked her back and forth, careful not to go too deep as he slid his stiff pole in and out of her tender pussy.
Aria's head slumped forward, weak with pleasure as her brother fucked her like she'd never been fucked before. She kept her hand on his hip as she peeked through a break in the dividers to make sure no one had noticed them. The other finalists were already starting to parade onstage; completely oblivious to what was happening behind the screen.
Aria glanced back at her brother and whispered, "Hurry, they're starting now!"
Zane nodded, tightening his hold on her waist as he fucked her faster, smacking his hips against her beautiful ass as he hammered his thick cock in and out of her snug hole. Every thrust elicited a sharp gasp from his sister, and her eyes fluttered as she felt it building inside her, a slow crescendo that suddenly exploded into a symphony of pleasure.
She squeezed her eyes shut, a whimper escaping her as she bit her lip hard, fighting the urge to cry out loud as she came all over her brother's cock.
He pulled her upright and she groaned as she slid easily down his shaft, his swollen length impossibly deep inside her.
"Shh!" he whispered.
She'd been so overwhelmed by the orgasm rocking through her that she hadn't even heard the footsteps of the volunteer that had guided them behind the screen.
She rapped lightly and then peeked around it. "Are you guys ready?"
Aria couldn't talk; all she could do was smile weakly and nod.
"Great, we need you on stage now."
As the woman turned away Aria took a deep breath, trying to regain her composure. And as her brother tightened his hold around her waist she expected him to lift her, letting his slick, swollen shaft slide free. But she was shocked when he started to lumber toward the stage, with her still impaled on his cock.
"Zane! What are you doing?" she whispered, stifling groan after groan as every heavy step bounced her up and down on his stiff pole.
He didn't answer; he just kept her tightly pinned against his chest, their naked bodies hidden beneath the bulky two-headed monster costume as he walked onstage alongside the other contestants.
Aria held her hand up, trying to shield her eyes from the bright lights aimed at the stage. She couldn't see the faceless crowd, clapping and cheering in approval, but she knew they could see her. When her brother had first carried her out in front of them, his thick cock still stuffed inside her soaked pussy, she'd been mortified.
But now, as everyone kept applauding, she realized just how perfect their costume was. No one knew what was going on inside it except her and her brother. It was their own secret world, and they were its only inhabitants. And as she felt his hand caressing her breast, his stiff cock throbbing inside her, she couldn't help smiling. But if she'd been shocked when he'd carried her onstage, she was doubly shocked now.
Zane's hand slid down from her breast, tightening around her waist. And in an incredible display of strength and control, he lifted his little sister up and down with one arm, working her tight pussy up and down on his cock like she was his personal fucktoy.
The people closest to the stage couldn't help noticing the comical way Aria's neck was bobbing in and out of the costume or the comical way her eyes nearly bugged out of her head on every down stroke but, thinking it was part of the act, they laughed and clapped in approval.
And as they cheered, she felt any apprehension melt away. Her brother's strong arm was wrapped around her waist, and his slow and steady pace was so effortless that no one in the audience had any clue he was fucking his sister right in front of them, the harness positioning her perfectly in place while the oversized suit completely concealed what was happening underneath. And as a second orgasm flooded through her, she smiled weakly and waved to the crowd.
* * *
When the two of them were finally back outside they spotted their mother, waving at them from the minivan. Her eyes went wide with delight as soon as she saw the trophy.
"Oh my god," she said, as Zane pulled the side door open, "you guys won?!"
"We did," he said, handing it to her so she could read the plaque inscribed 1st Place.
"That's so great! I knew you could do it. But you guys must be dying to take that costume off. Why don't you do it now and we can throw it in the back?"
"Uh...no, that's okay," Zane said. "We've already worn it this long, another ten minutes won't make a difference."
He climbed into the van, holding his sister tightly against him, and Aria snuggled into his lap as she settled back against him.
"Wow, you look happy!" her mom said, smiling at her in the rearview mirror. "Did you have a good time?"
"I did," Aria said, flashing a smile back at her, "and they took a picture when we won." She handed it to her mom. It showed Zane beaming, holding the trophy aloft for the crowd as Aria kissed him on the cheek.
"Aww, that's so cute," their mom said, "my little two-headed monster. I bet the animal shelter was excited to hear about the donation."
Zane shifted in his seat. "Umm...we actually decided not to give it to them."
His mom glanced at him in the rearview mirror. "Why not? You kept telling me how much you hoped you could raise money for the shelter."
"I know, but...that was actually more Brooklyn's idea than mine. So, since it was thanks to Aria that we won, I figured I'd let her pick the charity."
"Oh, that's nice. Who did you pick, honey?"
"Umm...it's called Rebound."
"Rebound? I've never heard of it."
"It's a local program that helps disadvantaged kids through gymnastics and I was...umm...I was thinking maybe I might volunteer there. But I'll need some new clothes, you know, shorts and stuff. Do you think we could go shopping tomorrow like you said?"
The look of surprise on her mom's face quickly faded, replaced by a huge grin. "Yes, of course! I'd love that, honey."
As her mom concentrated on the road in front of her, Aria looked back at her brother and smiled. He gave her a wink, both of them knowing that ever since they'd got in the van her hands had been busy beneath the costume, stroking his thick cock hard again.
Her panties were still sticky from his cum, which had flooded her pussy as he'd fucked her onstage. She smiled as she remembered how his whole body had tensed as he came, struggling to keep his composure as his legs threatened to buckle beneath him.
But he had the strength and control of a champion and Aria, rubbing his stiff cock, was hoping for a repeat performance. She squirmed in his lap, pressing his swollen length against the heat radiating from her panties. And as she gently bit her lip, she wondered if her mom would notice her riding her brother's big cock right behind her.
But she wasn't nearly as brave as Zane, so she only played with him, using both hands as his own hands wandered across her breasts and between her thighs. And the whole time their mother was in front of them, watching the road, completely oblivious to what was happening in the backseat.
Aria sighed and closed her eyes, the feel of the harness reassuring as it connected her to her brother. And as she felt his strong hands stroking her soft skin, she leaned her head back against his, one hand slowly pumping up and down his shaft while the other circled his knob, caressing him.
A bottle rocket exploded nearby, and Aria opened her eyes to a dazzling display of fireworks, shooting above the houses two blocks over. The last of the trick-or-treaters had already gone home and the jack-o'-lanterns were dark, but she knew it'd be a while before her neighborhood finally slept, Halloween over. And as she watched a second burst of fireworks light up the darkness she wondered what the rest of the night had in store for the two of them -- her and her own personal two-headed monster.
* * *
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"So, do anyone special for Valentine's Day?"
Craig smiled at the screen, where his sister's image froze for a heartbeat as she waited for his answer, and shook his head. "I just stayed home -- alone."
"Alone? What about that girl Mom told me you've been seeing?"
A clear glass vase, filled with a dozen red roses, was hidden behind the laptop, just out of his sister's view. He couldn't help stealing a glance at them. "Kelsey? She's just a friend."
"That's not what Mom said. She said it sounds like things are getting serious."
He laughed. "I'm surprised she hasn't already planned the wedding. Honestly, Kelsey's just a friend."
"Good...because I was a little worried when Mom told me you were dating a teenager."
Craig rolled his eyes. "You make it sound like she's still in high school. I mean, sure, she's only nineteen so I guess technically that means she's still a teenager, but she turns twenty next month.
"Anyway, it doesn't matter," he said, as his eyes darted once more to the dark red roses behind the screen. "She's not my girlfriend."
His sister arched an eyebrow, as if she wasn't sure she believed him. "Well, like I said...good. I hate thinking of you stuck all alone out there, but you need to find someone closer to your own age. You're too old to be dating someone who's only nineteen."
"You make it sound like I'm fifty. I'm only twenty-nine. Nineteen isn't too young."
"You know it is. Don't try to tell me you forgot the rule: half your age plus seven. That's the limit. And you're going to be thirty this year, which means you're not allowed to date anyone younger than twenty-two."
Craig sighed. "Don't worry, I'm not."
His gaze flicked back to the roses as his sister's image flickered on the screen, her eyes filled with concern.
"You sound so lonely," she said. "Why don't you move back home? Come back to your friends. Come back to us."
He shook his head. "I can't. I need to be here if I'm going to keep this job."
"I understand, and it's getting late. It's after eight here. I better help get the kids to bed." She kissed two fingertips and touched them to the edge of her webcam lens. "We miss you."
"I miss you too. Bye."
Behind his sister, he saw his brother-in-law playfully chasing his niece and nephew around their living room, yelling that it was time to put their pajamas on. And then the connection was broken.
Craig closed his laptop and stared at the glass vase; the water that had filled it two weeks earlier was now long gone. He slammed his fist in frustration against the table, and as the vase jumped the petals broke loose from the dead flowers and fell as silently as tears.
He wiped his eye with the back of his hand. Even without the roses as a reminder, he couldn't stop thinking about her.
He knew Kelsey was too young. He'd known it from the first time she'd smiled at him.
And he wasn't an idiot. He knew, as a server, it was part of her job to be friendly toward any guy seated in her section; you had to flirt if you wanted to get a good tip.
But he'd thought it was different with him. There was something about the way she'd watch him while he was reading the menu, trying to decide what he wanted, and the way she'd brush her sleek blonde hair back behind her ear and blush when he'd catch her looking. Something about the way she'd lean close to him, reading the menu over his shoulder as if she wasn't familiar with the item he was ordering even though he knew she knew every word on the page by heart. So close that her arm brushed against him, so close that his senses were filled with the scent of the sweet perfume kissing her skin.
He ate at the restaurant six or seven times before finally working up the nerve to ask her out, and his heart skipped a beat when she said okay.
She wanted to go to a club. He wasn't sure if you could call it their first date; is it a date when she brings along three of her girlfriends? They'd all danced, both together and with him, and at the end of the night he'd paid for everything, including all of their drinks and the taxis that took the four of them home.
They went out three more times after that, always to a club, always with her friends. Craig hadn't objected; it was better than sitting home alone. But he wanted to spend time with Kelsey somewhere where they wouldn't be surrounded by pulsing lights and a pounding beat he didn't recognize, somewhere where they wouldn't be surrounded by a throng of her friends.
So he drove her home one night, just the two of them, and told her the way he felt. And he thought she felt the same way. At least, that was the assumption he made while they were parked in the alley behind her parents' house, sitting in his car as she gave him a handjob in the dark.
Valentine's Day was a week later. He ordered a dozen red roses and made a reservation for two. And then he invited her with a text -- she said only old people phoned -- but never received a reply. When he went by the restaurant they told him she wasn't there. She'd had the week booked off for months.
He found her on Facebook in a photo tagged Cancún. She was dressed in a tiny white bikini and had a grin from ear to ear as the sun set behind her. Who wouldn't be happy enjoying a romantic Valentine's Day dinner on the beach with their fiancé?
Craig never went back to the restaurant, never answered the texts she sent after she returned. And now he was alone, and as he stared at the dead roses and the unopened box of chocolates beside them he wondered why he hadn't thrown them away.
More than two weeks had passed since Valentine's Day. Tomorrow, February would be gone and so, he hoped, would be the bitter memories of Kelsey.
He shoved the vase full of flowers and the foil-wrapped box into a small, white garbage bag, sweeping the loose petals strewn across the tabletop in after them.
He knew his sister was right. He'd known it every time he'd followed Kelsey and her friends inside that club. He was done with the young ones. And as he headed to take the trash out he did the math in his head and wondered where he might meet a twenty-two-year-old.
He reached for the doorknob and a soft knock from the other side surprised him. His sister had said it was already past eight where she was, and he was three hours ahead of her. Who could be at his door this late? His heart skipped a beat as the answer whispered inside his head -- Kelsey.
He opened the door and blinked in surprise. Standing on the other side, barefoot, was a teenage girl with pale green eyes and tousled auburn hair that tumbled down past her shoulders. He'd never seen her before in his life.
"Hi...can I help you?" he asked.
She gave her lower lip a tiny chew, obviously nervous as she twisted the hem of her long-sleeved tee back and forth with her hands. "Yeah...umm...my name's Beth. You're Craig, right?"
"Yeah, do I know you?"
"No, but you know Liz, right?"
"Who?"
"My aunt, she lives across the hall."
She gestured back over her shoulder and for the first time Craig realized the door opposite his was wide open, warm light pouring out from within.
"Oh, yeah...sure." He was too embarrassed to admit that, though he'd lived there for more than three months, he didn't even know his neighbor's name. "Is something wrong?"
She shook her head. "Nothing's wrong. I'm just...uh...I'm just staying with her for a few days and she's out so I'm, like, all alone. And I was just wondering if -- I mean, I know it's late and all -- but I was just wondering...do you want to come over and have a drink?"
The unexpected invitation caught him off-guard, and Craig couldn't help laughing. "A drink?! You've got to be kidding. Aren't you a little young?"
"No, not at all," she said, sweeping her hair back behind her shoulders as if trying to appear older. "I mean, it's just wine."
For the first time, he noticed the sour smell of it on her breath. And as he looked into her eyes, and saw how she stared back at him just a little unsteadily, it was obvious she'd already had more than one glass.
"Come on," he said, "tell me the truth. How old are you?"
"I'm, uh, I'm eighteen," she said, crossing her arms as she rocked back and forth on the balls of her feet. "And my aunt really is out all night. So what do you say, do you want to come over?"
He stared at her, still not completely convinced she was telling him the truth. She was young -- really young.
"Eighteen?" he asked, still skeptical.
"Uh huh," she said, as she twisted the hem of her shirt again. "It's actually my birthday today. That's kind of why I came over. It didn't feel right spending it all alone and my aunt said you...umm...you seemed like a nice guy."
Craig leaned to his right, looking over her shoulder, and for the first time noticed the cake on the dining room table, a single candle burning.
And as Beth smiled invitingly, he tried not to notice the way her tight yoga pants hugged the soft curves of her thighs, or the way her breasts strained against the fabric of her long-sleeved tee as she pulled it tight, twisting the hem back and forth as she waited for his answer.
He ran his fingers through his hair, honestly hoping he was misreading the situation; maybe she was just hoping to celebrate her birthday with a glass of wine. But every instinct told him to turn around, told him she was too young. His sister's voice echoed inside his head, repeating the rule over and over, but he didn't need to do the math.
"Eighteen?" he said again, hoping he'd misheard her the first time, desperately wishing she was twenty-two.
"Uh huh, eighteen," she answered, flashing her eyes as she gave him a mischievous grin. "And I've got cake. So, what do you say?"
Craig took a deep breath; nineteen had been trouble, he didn't even want to think about eighteen. But he couldn't help himself as he reached into the bag, pulled the unopened box of chocolates out and held it toward her.
"I say...happy birthday!"
* * *
Beth opened a bottle of wine, letting it breathe as she grabbed a second glass from the cupboard. In the living room, Craig checked out her aunt's apartment. It was the same size and layout as his, but that was where the similarities ended.
The lighting, along with a collection of framed photos and art adorning the wall, gave the space an intimacy that his sparsely decorated apartment sorely lacked. And the tasteful assortment of furniture that filled the place, instead of making it feel cluttered, made it feel like home.
He wandered over to a small bookcase and spotted an old photo album sitting on top. He was just picking it up when Beth appeared beside him, handing him a glass of wine as she took the book away.
"Don't bother with that," she said, as she hid the album out of sight on the bottom shelf. "This place is already boring enough. We don't want to waste our time looking at a bunch of old photos of people you don't even know."
"I wouldn't call this place boring," he said. "Your aunt has some great stuff. I mean, look at this thing, I haven't seen one of these since I was a kid."
He ran his fingers along the edge of an old turntable from the seventies, sitting on a stereo cabinet above the rest of the sound system. "Does it work?"
"Yeah, of course," Beth said. "Do you want me to put a record on?"
"Sure."
As she knelt down and started to flip through a stack of vinyl stored on its side in a small wooden crate beside the cabinet, Craig wandered over to the dining room table.
He stared at the plain, round chocolate cake, with no decoration other than a plain pink birthday candle in the center. The candle was already more than half burned down.
"You better make a wish before this thing goes out," he said.
Beth looked up in alarm, realizing for the first time where he was standing. "Get away from there!" she cried out, jumping to her feet as she grabbed his hand and pulled him back from the table.
He blinked at her in surprise. "Whoa! What's wrong?"
She held her breath, watching the cake as the candle's flame fluttered for a moment, about to go out. When it didn't, she exhaled. "Nothing's wrong. I -- I just don't want to blow it out yet. Not until I get my birthday wish."
Craig shook his head and laughed. "Holy shit, the way you grabbed me I thought the cake was about to explode. But I think you've got it backwards, you blow the candle out first and then you get your wish."
"That's not the way it works in my family," she said, as she pulled him back toward the couch and handed him his wine. "Drink up."
He took a sip and tried not to stare at her perfect little butt as she bent over, still searching for a record to play. "So, what is your birthday wish?"
She glanced back and blushed when she caught him staring at her ass. "I can't tell you. That's bad luck."
But as her eyes drifted down and grazed across his crotch, Craig thought he had a pretty good idea of what she was hoping for.
He took a deeper drink of his wine, watching as she pulled a record out of its sleeve and put it on the turntable. He'd spotted an empty bottle beside the counter when he'd come in and he knew, if she wasn't already drunk, she was at least halfway there. And he knew if this was going where he thought it was he needed to catch up fast.
He took another drink, trying to ignore his sister's voice as her whispered warnings crept back inside his thoughts. But then Beth dropped the needle, and the music and wine washed his apprehensions away.
The first few notes floated out of the speakers, and then the unmistakable voice of Karen Carpenter filled the room as she sang Yesterday Once More.
"Wow," Craig said, smiling, "this sure brings back memories. I haven't heard this in eons."
"I'm surprised you even know it," she said. "Aren't the Carpenters a little before your time?"
He laughed. "My time? I'm amazed you even know how to turn a record player on. I can just see you sitting with your iPod, buds in your ears, rocking to Iggy Azalea."
"Who?"
They both laughed and settled back together on the couch, sipping the soft, mellow carménère as they savored the sweet, clear sounds spinning off the turntable.
"When I hear her voice it reminds me of Saturday afternoons," Beth said, "because that was the day my mom always cleaned the house from top to bottom and she always played the Carpenters when she cleaned. God, I can still smell that lemon Pledge. She loved Karen Carpenter's voice."
"Who wouldn't?" Craig said. "It's timeless."
Beth took his glass and set it down next to hers on the coffee table. "Dance with me."
"To this?!" he said, as the needle traced out the first few grooves of Touch Me When We're Dancing.
"Sure, why not?"
"It's just...umm...kind of slow. Are you sure you don't want to put on something a little faster?"
"I'm positive," she said, as she pulled him to his feet. "It's my birthday so I get to pick the song. Let's dance."
Craig took her hand, placing his other hand on her hip like they were back in high school.
"Not like that," she said with a laugh. "Like this."
She stepped into him, wrapping her hands around his waist as she pressed her body against his. He slid his arms behind her, holding her near as they swayed back and forth to the beat, as close together as two pieces in a puzzle.
Beth rested her head against his shoulder and whispered, "Much better."
"Uh huh," Craig answered. He tried not to think about the heavenly feel of her tight, teenage body or the intoxicating aroma of her hair. But it wasn't working and he swore inside as he felt himself start to stiffen.
If she noticed the thick length pressed against her, and he didn't see how she couldn't, she made no sign. But he couldn't help noticing how any time he tried to create even an inch of space between them she immediately hugged herself back against him, keeping as close as possible.
He let his hands slide lower until they were resting on the small of her back, his fingertips just brushing against the curve of her ass, and she sighed against his chest as they rocked back and forth to the music.
And then her own hand drifted down to his hip, lingering for only a moment before she slid it lower, stroking his thigh as she inched closer and closer to the stiff, swollen length trapped between them.
Unable to resist the temptation, he slid his hands even lower, cupping her firm ass and squeezing it. Her response was instant as she swiveled her hips, grinding her body against him. Their eyes met, and when he saw the want that filled hers he leaned close. So close that their lips were nearly touching.
And then the music stopped: the sudden silence jarring as the needle skipped at the end of the record. Craig took a step back and Beth hurried to flip the record over.
But the spell had been broken and as he adjusted himself, trying to hide his obvious erection, he heard his sister's voice: She's only eighteen!
Beth dropped the needle and spun around, her eyes flashing with excitement. She blinked in surprise when she saw he'd sat back down. "What are you doing? Let's keep dancing."
He shook his head. "That was nice, but I think I need a break...and I definitely need more wine. It's getting pretty hot in here."
"Okay," she said, and sat down close beside him. Too close.
He shifted to his right, away from her, hoping she wouldn't notice the hard-on he was trying to hide. "Maybe we should have some cake now?"
She glanced at the candle, now three quarters burned. "Not yet." She took a sip from her wine glass, put it back down and went to move closer to him.
"Beth," he said, holding out his hand to stop her.
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing, it's just...I'm not sure this is right."
"Why? Have you got a girlfriend?"
An image of Kelsey smiling in a white bikini flashed through his thoughts. "No, but -- "
"Then what's wrong? You're a boy and I'm a girl -- nothing could be more right."
She moved a little closer and he leaned away. "Beth, you're making this really hard, and...I think you've had too much wine."
"Don't worry about that. I'm a big girl. I know what I'm doing."
"But that's not the only thing. You're barely eighteen, and I'm --"
"You're what?"
"Beth...I'm twenty-nine."
She laughed. "You say that like you're ancient."
"Compared to you, I am. I mean, the year I was graduating you were literally just getting out of kindergarten."
She smiled and shook her head. "Craig, believe me, your age doesn't bother me at all."
He swallowed hard. "I know it sounds stupid, but there's this rule that says you shouldn't get involved with anyone younger than half your age plus seven. According to the rule, you're too young for me."
"Do I seem too young?" she said, as she moved a little closer. "I think we should both agree to forget the rule, even if it's just for one night. It is my birthday after all."
He tried to respond, tried to come up with an argument, but all he could think about was those pale green eyes and those soft full lips. A lock of her auburn hair tumbled loose and he went to tuck it back behind her ear, and that brief touch was the spark that ignited the space between them.
Beth fell into him, and as she crushed her lips against his Craig knew he couldn't resist her any longer. He ran one hand through her hair as his other hand slid beneath her top, caressing her soft skin as he pulled her tight against his body.
She kissed him hard, their tongues locked together. Her hand slid down to his thigh, seeking the thick length that had pressed against her so insistently when they were slow dancing, and when she found it she squeezed it and moaned into his mouth.



Craig broke the kiss with a gasp and pulled her long-sleeved top over her head. And that was when he noticed it: an angry, bright-red, crescent-shaped scar on the inside of her forearm.
"Ouch! How did you do that?" he said, holding her arm as he examined the tender wound.
"It's nothing," she said, and tried to pull her arm away.
"Nothing? It looks like -- "
"Craig!" She yanked her arm free and hid it behind her back. "You've got a half-naked teenage girl sitting on your lap. Don't you think there are better things to be interested in than my arm?"
He blinked in surprise, as if seeing her for the first time. She hadn't been wearing a bra. And as his eyes drifted down to her breasts, he wondered how he could have ever noticed anything else. They were perfection: ripe and round, full and firm. He wrapped his arm around her narrow waist and pulled her close, enveloping her nipple with his mouth.
She gasped as he teased her with his tongue, but all of her attention was on his swollen shaft as she rubbed him through his pants.
He groaned as she squeezed and kneaded him, her eager hand expertly working his stiff flesh through the fabric. He'd already pushed the back of her pants down and slid his hand inside her panties, groping her bum as he tried to get his own pants off with his other hand.
Beth, anxious to help out, started fumbling with his belt. Trying to ignore the painful looking scar on the inside of her arm, he used his free hand to help her shove his pants and boxers down around his ankles.
As soon as his stiff cock sprang free she wrapped her hands around it, biting her lower lip as she slowly pumped the thick length up and down.
Her eyes were wide as she played with it, gauging its size, feeling how hard it was. And then, without saying a word, she gave him a look that said, want me to suck it?
He answered by wrapping his fingers through her hair and pushing her head down until her mouth enveloped his cock.
Craig slumped back against the couch, his pants and underwear still around his ankles and Beth beside him on all fours, slowly bobbing up and down, slurping and moaning on his thick pole. He'd pushed her panties down so that her ass was completely exposed and he squeezed it as she sucked him.
He wasn't thinking about her age, wasn't thinking about the unwritten rule that said she was too young for him. He was thinking about how firm her eighteen-year-old ass felt, how good her wet, willing mouth felt. And what he was really thinking about was his balls, as she kneaded and fondled them, and how full they were getting. So full they felt like they were about to explode.
"Oh, fuck," he groaned, and pulled his throbbing cock out from between her hungry lips.
"What's wrong?" she gasped, her mouth wet from sucking on him.
Craig groaned again as he squeezed his balls and the head of his shaft, trying to claw his way back from the edge. "Oh my god...I nearly came."
And then a realization hit him, maybe she'd wanted him to come. She was only eighteen. Maybe he'd been naive to assume this was going any further than a blowjob. Last time, he'd been lucky to even get a handjob.
"Unless that's all you wanted," he said. "I mean, I'm not trying to pressure you or anything. And you don't have to do anything you don't want to. It's just -- fuck, sorry, I guess what I'm trying to say is...are we?"
She nodded, smiling at his awkwardness as she leaned back, lifting her legs and sliding her black pants and her tiny pink panties off. And then she settled back against the couch, completely naked, ready for him.
Craig kicked off his own pants and underwear and moved toward her, sliding between her legs, wrapping his arm around her waist, pressing his mouth against her lips. And that was when he noticed -- only for a heartbeat -- as she stole a glance behind him.
He stared back over his shoulder, wondering what she was looking at. But the only thing behind him was the table and the cake, its candle burning low.
"Is everything okay?" he asked.
"Yes," she answered. But her eyes betrayed her, and when they flicked back behind him a second time he knew something was wrong.
And that was when he saw it. Beth hadn't been staring at the cake; she'd been staring at the clock on the wall behind it.
"I'm sorry," she blurted out. "My aunt's going to be home at midnight. We've got less than ten minutes."
Craig's eyes nearly bugged out of his head. "What?!"
He leapt into action, hurrying off her as he scrambled to grab his clothes from the floor beside them.
"No, please, don't go! Not yet," she said, as she grabbed his wrist and tried to pull him back.
"Don't go?!" he whispered, struggling to keep his voice low. "You just told me your aunt's going to be home any minute!"
She shook her head. "No, we've still got time. I know she won't be home before midnight."
Craig's head was spinning. He'd been worried about what would happen if her aunt caught him drinking with her underage niece, he could only imagine what her reaction would be if she caught him fucking her on her couch. "I don't think so."
"Please," she said, as she tried to pull him back again. "I know I should have said something earlier, but I was afraid you'd leave."
"You're right, I would have. That's why I'm leaving now."
"Please, can't you just be fast?" She stole a glance at his still stiff cock. "You said you were already close when I was sucking you."
Craig stared at her in disbelief, trying not to think about her mouth and how nice it had felt wrapped around him, or her perfect, mouthwatering tits and the tiny triangle between her legs, waiting and ready for him.
She must have seen the look in his eye, seen his willpower crumbling. She quickly got onto all fours and bent over the end of the couch, wiggling her ass toward him. She looked back over her shoulder, and said, "What are you waiting for? We haven't got much time."
His cock twitched in agreement. What was he waiting for? Craig shook his head. He knew this was a bad idea, a really bad idea. But seconds later his clothes were back on the floor and he was behind Beth, his hand on her back as he lined his stiff pole up with her tiny hole.
She glanced back over her shoulder, her eyes on his thick cock, still swollen from being worked over by her mouth. And as his knob pressed against her opening she gently bit her lower lip and braced herself against the armrest.
Craig slowly thrust inside her. She was tight. She wasn't a virgin, but she was really, really tight.
She groaned as he split her in two, spreading her tender pussy wide, and her fingers clenched as she clutched at the fabric of the couch. And that was only the head of his cock.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
She nodded, but he could see the strain on her face as she struggled to get used to his size. And then she put her hand on his hip, pulling him toward her as she glanced again toward the clock. "Hurry...please, hurry!"
Craig pushed forward and she groaned again. But this time the groan melted into a moan as she pressed her face into the armrest, biting the couch as she clenched the fabric between her teeth.
Normally, he would have gone slow, let her body relax and get used to his size. But he knew she was right, they were running out of time.
He held her hips in his hand as he slowly rocked back and forth, feeding her his cock. Long, slow strokes at the start, just using half his length. But as she got wetter and wetter, her muffled moans into the armrest meeting every thrust, he increased his pace. The strokes became longer, faster, and soon nearly every inch of his cock was thumping in and out of her sweet, snug pussy.
He glanced at the clock: five minutes to midnight. He worried they were going to run out of time, but he also knew there was no way he could stop.
He drilled forward, going as deep as he could go and then he held it there, his hips pressed against her ass, his cock buried to the hilt.
Beth gasped and arched her back, not sure she could handle his length. "Oh, fuuuuck," she groaned, "so deep..."
But he kept her there, impaled on his cock, his hands on her shoulders. Her pussy clenching and unclenching around his thick length as her fingers clenched and unclenched against the armrest, her long, painted fingernails nearly tearing the fabric.
"We've only got a few minutes," Craig said, his heart pounding in his chest. "I'm going to have to go fast. If it's too much, just say so."
She looked back at him, the tear rolling down her cheek a stark contrast to the want in her eyes. "Don't stop," she whispered.
She braced herself against the end of the couch and he started fucking her again. Faster this time...harder...holding her hips as he used them to bounce her back and forth on his cock, her beautiful ass smacking against him with every thrust.
And every smack was echoed by a sharp gasp as she held onto the armrest like it was a life preserver, the only thing keeping her afloat as the pounding wave of an orgasm enveloped her.
Beth pressed her face into the couch, trying to muffle the long, loud moan that escaped her, still hanging on for dear life as he hammered her from behind, one hand on her shoulder and one hand on her hip as he drove her tight teen pussy back and forth, on and off his swollen cock.
Craig wasn't watching the clock. He only saw Beth: her tousled auburn hair bouncing wildly with every stroke; her right arm sliding from the armrest, too weak to hold on any longer; and her body, limp as a ragdoll as he continued his relentless assault.
But he knew it was nearly over, the end was coming and instead of fighting it he welcomed it, surrendering his body to Beth as she'd surrendered hers to him. He felt it coming, just a few more strokes.
And she felt it too. "Don't come inside me," she gasped, "just in case."
He couldn't speak; he only nodded. And with a groan he pulled out, jacking his cock as he came all over Beth's back.
The first shot fired out in a thick arc and she gasped as it hit her right below the shoulder blades. But before it had even landed a second and then a third shot came spurting out, their twin trails hot against her cool flesh. She collapsed on the couch, trying to catch her breath as Craig hunched over her, his face a mask of concentration as he coaxed the final few drops from his cock, groaning as they splattered against the pale white skin of her bum.
She twisted her head around, trying to see the mess he'd made. "Holy fuck," she said, still trying to catch her breath, "that's a lot of cum."
"Uh huh." He felt dizzy and off-balance after coming so hard, but he leaned over and grabbed a box of tissues from beneath the coffee table to help clean her up.
As Beth took a handful, she glanced behind him. "Oh my god, you've got to get out of here!"
He'd nearly forgotten. He twisted around and his eyes went wide when he saw the time -- two minutes to midnight. He jumped up, pulling his pants on as he snatched up the rest of his clothes. He carried them in a bundle as he hurried toward the door and at the last second he glanced back toward the table, where the candle had almost burned out.
"Do I at least get a piece of cake?" he asked.
"I'll save you a piece," Beth said, and shoved him toward the door.
He opened it and peeked out to make sure the coast was clear. Beth was naked behind him, and as he glanced back at her he had a sudden premonition, as if this was the last time he'd ever see her.
"Beth -- "
But she didn't let him talk; she pulled him close and kissed him hard. It couldn't have lasted more than a few seconds, but the memory of it would last a lifetime.
"Good night, Craig." And she shut the door, a sad smile on her face as tears welled in her eyes.
Caught off guard, he took a step back toward the door. He wanted to knock, wanted to make sure she was okay. But as he glanced down the hallway he knew time was running out. Her aunt could come walking up the stairs at any moment, and he was pretty sure she wouldn't be happy to find her half-naked neighbor standing on her doorstep.
He hurried inside his own apartment, shut the door and locked it. And then he walked toward his couch, dropped his clothes beside it and fell face down on the cushions, exhausted. His phone was on the table beside him. He reached for it and checked the time -- midnight.
He smiled as he thought of Beth across the hall, running around trying to clean herself up, putting her clothes back on and hiding the empty wine bottles and the two used glasses.
He closed his eyes and remembered her pale green eyes, her soft lips. He remembered the feel of her skin against his, the silkiness of her hair, the curves of her body and the taste of her mouth. And as he fell asleep he was happy, happier than he'd been in a long, long time.
He never heard the sound of the needle as it fell on the record across the hall, or the sad, sweet sound of Karen Carpenter's haunting voice as it drifted through the walls, singing of Rainy Days and Mondays.
* * *
Craig opened his eyes, squinting toward the window as March's first sunrise snuck through a part in the curtain. If he'd dreamt he didn't remember it, his thoughts were filled with Beth. The wine from the night before had left a sour taste in his mouth but the memory of her was still sweet.
He stood up, walked to the kitchen, poured water into the kettle and turned it on. He needed a coffee before he could even start to think about breakfast, and all he had was instant.
He sat at the table, waiting for the water to boil, staring at the closed laptop. He could almost hear his sister's voice whispering from it, warning that Beth was too young for him. And as he ran the math over and over in his head his sister's voice kept whispering the wrong answer...eighteen.
But it wasn't his sister that worried him; she was on the other side of the country. Beth's aunt was the real problem. He winced as he imagined what her reaction would've been if she'd come home even a few minutes early and caught him with her teenage niece, bending her over the end of her couch and fucking her from behind as hard as he could.
Eighteen. He poured a cup of instant coffee and sat down to drink it. He liked his coffee black. He sipped it, hoping the jolt of caffeine would erase the numbers scrawled all over the blackboard in his head. But the rule refused to go away; it lingered like the wine, reminding him of the night before.
He turned on his laptop, hoping to take his mind off her. And as he waited for it to boot he took another sip, gazing over the edge of his coffee cup at his sparsely-furnished apartment; it had never felt as empty as it did now.
He pushed the laptop away, and that was when he saw it. He must have missed it the night before when he'd swept the others into the trash. A rose petal.
He held it close, and when he inhaled its lingering fragrance the scent reminded him of Beth. Everything reminded him of Beth.
Craig brushed his hand back through his hair, trying to clear his thoughts, and wondered if breakfast would help. He opened the cupboard. There were six different boxes of cereal inside. He grabbed one at random and put it on the table beside his empty bowl.
And then he opened the fridge and lifted the milk out. He took a sniff and grimaced, and when he was done pouring the lumpy contents down the drain he slammed the empty carton into the sink.
He went back to his coffee cup. The rose petal was still beside it. He picked the petal up, careful not to crush it, and held it close again. And by the time he put it back down, he knew what he needed to do.
* * *
A half hour later he was across the hall, showered, shaved and dressed. He'd made up his mind; he didn't care about the rule. He just prayed Beth's aunt was as open-minded as he was. He wasn't sure what he was going to say if she answered the door and demanded to know why he wanted to take her niece out to breakfast.
He took a deep breath and knocked, desperately hoping that her aunt was either still asleep or, hope against hope, hadn't come home at all. And as he heard the soft sound of footsteps coming toward the door, he whispered, Please let it be Beth.
The door cracked open a few inches, and when he saw the pale green eye peeking out at him he thought for a heartbeat it was her. But the thick-framed glasses were a dead giveaway, and when he spotted the thin streak of silver that ran the length of her frizzy, reddish-brown hair he knew he was looking at her aunt.
"Yes?" she said, peering out at him with bleary eyes.
"Hi, umm..."
"Liz."
"Yeah, hey Liz, I'm your neighbor Craig from across the hall. And I was just wondering if, uh, if I could talk to Beth?"
She closed the door just a fraction, so that even less of her face was visible, and answered, "No."
Craig blinked in surprise. And then he spotted them, still lying where she'd left them: all of Beth's clothes, including her pink panties. And on the table beside them were the two glasses and the empty bottle of wine. Why hadn't she cleaned them up? If her aunt hadn't known what had happened last night, he was sure she had a pretty good idea now that he was knocking on the door.
"Please, I just need to talk to her."
"You can't. Please leave."
He knew she knew; he heard it in her voice. "I know you don't understand. But if you'll just -- "
"You don't understand," she said, cutting him off in mid-sentence. "I can't get her. Beth's gone."
He stared at her in disbelief. She had to be lying. Beth's clothes were still right where she'd left them. "When will she be back?"
"Never," she said, and went to shut the door.
"Wait a second -- please!" he said as he jammed his foot in the way. "I'm sorry, but I have to talk to her."
"No," she said, glaring at him as she tried to force the door shut. "Go away! Please...just go away."
He wedged himself into the doorway, trying to use his shoulder to keep her from crushing his foot. He knew she had to be in there. "Beth! It's Craig...I just want to talk to you!"
"I told you, she's not here!" her aunt cried, pushing against the door from the other side, trying to keep him from opening it any wider.
She reached her arm out, trying to shove him back, trying to push him into the hallway. And as the sleeve of her housecoat slid back he saw it -- a pale, crescent-shaped scar on the inside of her forearm.
His eyes went wide, but his shock at seeing the scar -- identical to the one Beth had -- was nothing compared to her aunt's reaction. She yanked her arm back, hurrying to pull her sleeve down as she tried to hide the telltale scar. And Craig used that opportunity to push the door wide open.
As it slammed against the wall she stumbled backward, pulling her robe tightly closed as she held her hand up, trying to hide her face from him. But he'd already seen it.
Craig walked around her in a slow circle, dumbfounded. She was heavier and even seemed shorter. And her hair was different, thinner, the rich auburn now faded to a dull reddish-brown and streaked with silver. She tried to avoid his gaze, but when he ducked down and peered into those pale green eyes...
"Beth?!"
She spun around, turning her back to him, and pulled her robe higher as she tried to hide her face. "I told you," she whispered, her sad voice muffled by the heavy housecoat. "I'm Liz. Beth's gone. Please, Craig, just go away."
He felt off-balance, as if the room had suddenly been turned onto its side. He had to be mistaken. This couldn't be real. But those eyes...that scar.
He stepped forward and when he took off her glasses she didn't try to stop him. She just stood there, motionless, with her robe clutched tightly around herself as she stared at the floor.



He put his hand on her chin, and when he lifted her face up toward him he knew there was no mistake. They ached with sadness, but he would have known those pale green eyes anywhere.
Craig knew last night hadn't been a dream. She couldn't have drugged the wine. He didn't believe in hypnosis. But there was no denying that the fiftyish woman in front of him was the same eighteen-year-old girl he'd known the night before. "Beth...how?"
She lowered her head, still unwilling to meet his gaze. "Even if I told you the truth, you'd never believe me. Last night was a mistake. Forget it ever happened. Forget about Beth."
He shook his head, refusing to believe what he was hearing. And as his frustration turned to anger he said it again, louder this time. "How?!"
She hesitated a moment, and then went to shut the front door. When she came back she reached down to the bottom of the bookcase and pulled out the old photo album Beth had hid there the night before.
She took it to the table and set it down beside the cake, with one piece missing and a burned out candle beside it.
She sighed as she flipped the book open. And when she found the page she was looking for she turned to Craig. "You want Beth? Here she is."
He walked toward her, and his eyes went wide with amazement when he saw what she was pointing at.
Inside there was an old Polaroid picture, the kind with the thick white bottom. The photo was slightly overexposed but there was no mistaking the young girl in the photo, dressed in a hat and gown and beaming beneath a banner that read Grad Class of '82. Her name echoed through his thoughts. Beth.
As Craig stared in disbelief, she tapped it with a painted fingernail. "That's my mom beside me."
He stared closer at the photo, wondering if it was some kind of trick, wondering if the photo had been doctored.
While he examined it she stood and went back to the bookcase, returning with an old high school annual that she flipped open. She tapped a black and white photo and Craig saw her again, the same bright smile, the same sparkle in her eyes. The name beneath read Beth Ledgerwood.
He slumped into a chair, too stunned to stand. For a third time, almost pleading with her, he asked, "How?"
She gave him a half-hearted smile. "It was the candle."
He lifted the tiny pink wax stub and stared at it in disbelief. She hadn't been watching the clock; she'd been watching the candle.
And as he turned it back and forth, checking it out from every angle, she went to a drawer and pulled out a small, blue and white box.
She dropped it on the table in front of him. The vintage cardboard box said Fairy Birthday Candles and it was printed with an image of a fairy on the cover, touching her wand to the candles on a birthday cake as if granting a wish.
"My mom bought those when I was twelve-years-old," she said.
He stared at the empty box and the burned out stub, still not understanding.
"I know after what happened last night I owe you an explanation, and to do that I have to start at the beginning," she said. "But before I do I just wanted to say...I'm sorry, for everything. I had too much wine and I...I'm just sorry."
She took a deep breath. "Anyway, last night when Beth -- I mean, when I knocked on your door -- it really was my birthday, February twenty-ninth."
Craig blinked in surprise. He'd thought the day before had been the twenty-eighth; he'd forgotten it was a leap year.
She continued: "I was born forty-eight years ago but last night was only my twelfth birthday, my twelfth real birthday. It's one of the quirks of being a leapling --that's what we're called, people born on a leap day -- you only get to celebrate your real birthday once every four years.
"I never knew my dad. He died when I was just a baby so my mom was the only family I ever had. And every year she threw me the best birthday parties.
"But when I was nine I realized the day my mom was holding my party on wasn't my actual birthday. She tried to explain but I guess I was too young to understand. I just remember how pissed I was that everyone else got to celebrate on their birthday once a year and I had to wait four years for mine.
"My mom knew how I felt, so when I was twelve she decided to do something special. She found these candles in an antique store and told me they were magic. Of course, I knew she was kidding, but she said we'd light one every four years to celebrate my real birthday. And she promised me on that day she'd do whatever it took to make my birthday wish come true.
"I just wish I'd known then that the only thing I'd ever want was more time with her." She stared at the faded Polaroid as tears welled in her eyes. "It was just a few months after this photo was taken that they found the cancer.
"And when they told us it was inoperable, told her how long she had left, I tried to be strong for her. But I got home, found her wine and I just remember drinking it and thinking life was so fucking unfair. I was mad, frustrated, drunk...I hit the window and did this."
She pulled up her sleeve and showed him the crescent-shaped scar. "It was pretty bad. I barely remember them rushing me to the hospital. I just remember feeling terrible that everyone was so worried about me when she was the one that was going to die. Like no one knew the pain she was going through.
"I remember going to see her, just before the end. That was when she gave me this." She picked up the empty box and turned it back and forth, lost in memory. "There were only eight candles left by that time, and she made me promise to keep lighting them whenever my real birthday came around, made me promise I'd make a wish.
"And I told her I didn't want to, because the only thing I wanted in the whole world was for her to be there with me. She promised she would be. She said I'd find someone else, somebody who'd love me just as much as she did, but she promised that until that day came she'd always be there.
"When she died I felt like part of me died with her. I didn't want to be called Beth anymore. I figured that was a girl's name and it was time to grow up, so I started calling myself Liz.
"But I didn't grow up. I was a wreck. I was so fucked up. The next two years were a blur. I cut my hair short, dyed it black, and had one of those little tails in the back. But I didn't forget my birthday, my real birthday, and I didn't forget my promise.
"I remember I was living in this rented house with four roommates and I went up to my room. They didn't even know it was my birthday, but I still had the candles. There were a lot of things I lost back then but I never let go of those candles.
"Anyway, like I said, no one knew it was my birthday, but I had this Twinkie. And I stuck a candle in the stupid Twinkie and as soon as I lit it all I could think about was my mom. I just remember lying there in my room, crying, missing her as I watched that candle burn down.
"I was so fucked up, so sad and so lonely. And I remember wishing...just wishing I could feel like I'd felt before, back when I was happy, back when she was still alive.
"I blew out the candle, but then it lit up again. And instantly, I knew something was different.
"There was this stabbing pain in my arm, and it wasn't until I lifted my sleeve that I realized it was coming from my old scar, which had completely healed by that time. But now it was pink and raw again, just like you saw it last night, just like it had been right after I hurt it.
"And then I looked in the mirror and saw my hair wasn't just long again, it was back to its original color. It had been so long since I'd seen it I almost didn't recognize it. And that was when I realized my wish had come true. I was eighteen again.
"I remember running out of my room so I could show my roommates. But as soon as I was out in the hallway the pain in my arm disappeared and my hair was short and black again. I went back in my room and realized the candle had gone out.
"I was sure I'd imagined the whole thing, I was pretty drunk when it happened, but it still changed me. I cleaned up my act, went back to school. But on the day I turned twenty-four I was back in my room, alone with my candles. And as soon as I lit one I was eighteen again.
"The candles were magic, just like my mom had said. Every leap year on my birthday, as long as I lit a candle and stayed in sight of it, I turned eighteen again. And I stayed that way until the candle burned out or my birthday was over -- midnight.
"I had a lot of fun on those birthdays, but I never did anything like last night. I guess it was just the wine and...knowing it was my last candle. But from the moment I lit it, I knew there was only one thing I wanted for my last birthday wish."
As her gaze drifted toward him, Craig let the burned out candle fall from his hand. He felt numb. Last night now seemed like a dream, and the thought that the girl he'd spent it with was right in front of him, but now thirty years older, seemed impossible to comprehend. He saw her watching him, waiting for him to say something, but all he could say was, "Beth..."
"Beth's gone. I'm Liz now, I accept that. And I -- I just wanted to say sorry for last night, sorry if you feel like I deceived you. But after sitting home alone on Valentine's Day, I knew it was my last chance. I knew you were my last chance."
She shook her head and gave him a sad smile. "You have no idea how long it took me to work up the nerve to knock on your door. One bottle of wine definitely wasn't enough. Even after you answered I still wasn't sure I could actually go through with it. But when you handed me that box of Valentine's Day candy...it just felt like all the pieces were falling into place.
"And the funny thing is, when I knocked on your door I was so afraid that you might recognize me or notice that the names Liz and Beth were both short for Elizabeth. But then I realized you didn't even know my name. I live right across the hall from you, and you didn't even know my name."
Craig tried to speak, but she held her hand up and stopped him.
"You don't know how many times I've passed you in the hall, hoping you might smile or even say hi. And when you never did, I just accepted it. I've known for a long time men's heads don't turn for me like they used to.
"But when you opened the door last night and I saw the look in your eyes when you saw Beth standing there...I'm not going to lie, I loved it. I loved that look that said someone actually wanted me. And I wish I could have made it last forever, but it never does."
She picked up the burned out stub of the candle and twisted it back and forth, staring at it. "You have no idea what it feels like, Craig, to know you'll never be young again."
"Beth, you're not -- "
"You know I am," she said, as she fixed him with a bitter smile. "You told me the rule: half your age plus seven. I'm too old for you."
She closed the photo album. "I need to get dressed. You should go now."
He staggered toward the door, still stunned by her story, unsure what to believe, unsure what to say. But when he reached the doorway he stopped and turned back toward her. "Beth..."
She shook her head. "I already told you, Craig, it's Liz. Beth's gone." And then she closed the door.
* * *
Craig clicked a card and the red jack slid onto the black queen. And then he clicked another card and watched it slide into place on another. And then another. And then another. Over and over.
He was playing solitaire, his finger hovering over the mouse as he pondered his next move. And then an icon in the corner of the screen blinked.
His sister was trying to open another video chat but he ignored it as he'd ignored all her other attempts. He knew she'd know something had happened; she always knew. But how could he explain it to her? How could he explain it to anyone?
He felt hollow. More than a week had passed since Beth...since Liz. Eight long days, and he was still struggling to believe it had really happened.
His dreams were filled with images of that night, dancing with her, together on the couch. Sometimes the images became mixed-up; sometimes she was younger than him and sometimes she was older. But every dream ended the same way, with an eighteen-year-old girl with pale green eyes standing in the doorway, closing the door as she whispered, Beth's gone.
He shook his head; even when he was awake her words echoed inside it.
He heard her door open and he jumped to his feet, tiptoeing toward the window and peeking out from behind the curtain as she headed out of the apartment building and walked toward her car. Her hair was tied back and the sunlight caught the silver in it, and as she glanced up at his window he ducked out of sight.
But as she drove away Craig watched, like he had every morning since he'd learned her story.
He went back to the computer and put his hand on his mouse. The game was waiting for his next move. His sister's icon flashed away, begging him to talk to her.
And as his finger hovered above the button he realized he was sick of playing the game, sick of rules. Frustrated, he shoved the mouse away and it skidded off the tabletop and fell to the floor.
He bent to pick it up and that was when he noticed it. He thought they were all gone but this last one had fallen beneath the table and remained there, hidden from sight. He leaned forward and picked it up gently, not wanting to crush it. One last rose petal. One last reminder.
He held it close, inhaling its fragrance; even after all this time it still lingered. The flower was gone but the petal remained and, even though it wasn't as potent as it had once been, still smelled just as sweet.
And as her memory filled his senses once again, he gently laid the fragile petal on the table beside his laptop. He opened a browser window and typed in a search. And when he finally found what he was looking for, he couldn't help smiling.
* * *
Craig had already knocked once. He went to knock a second time, afraid she wouldn't answer, but then he heard a soft click as she unlocked the door. She opened it and peered out at him with those pale green eyes.
"Yes?" she said.
"Hi...umm...Liz, I was just wondering if we could talk. I promise it won't take long."
She crossed her arms. "What do you want to talk about?"
He was just about to answer when he noticed the empty shelves and bare walls behind her, the contents neatly packed in cardboard boxes that were strewn across the couch and floor. "You're moving?"
She gave him a quick nod. "The movers will be here tomorrow."
"But, I...can I just come in for a moment?"
"I really don't think -- "
"Please," he said, stopping her. "It'll just take a minute."
She hesitated a moment before finally letting him in. And as he walked past her she quickly combed her fingers through her hair, trying to fix it.
"I really need to keep packing," she said. "The movers are going to be here first thing. What did you need to tell me?"
"Nothing, I just wanted to give you these."
He'd kept it hidden behind his back but when he held it out to her she instantly recognized the pale white and blue box. It was identical to the one her mother had given her, but this one still contained ten brightly-colored unlit birthday candles.
"Fairy candles," she whispered. "Where did you find them?"
"Uh...Ebay."
She traced the art deco image of the fairy with her finger, lost in memory. And then she shook her head. "They won't work. I know they won't."
She held the candles out toward him. "I know you want Beth back and believe me, so do I, but the magic never came from the candles, it came from my mother. I know in my heart that wish was one last gift from her to me.
"Every time I lit one I felt her presence, like she was there beside me. And when the last one went out I think that's what made it extra painful. Not just knowing I'd never be eighteen again, but knowing she was gone forever, too."
Craig didn't say a word. He simply pulled a box of wooden matches from his pocket and pulled a candle from the box.
"It won't work," she said, twisting the hem of her shirt back and forth as she watched him strike the match.
"I think it might," he said. "Let's just see."
He lit the candle and it burst to life, its bright flame glinting off her glasses. He reached forward, and as he gently took them from her face he smiled. "Beth...it worked."
She gasped and touched her hands to her head, touching her lips, her skin, her hair. And then she spun around, desperate to find a mirror. But when she did the face that stared back at her was the same one she'd woken up with, her pale skin creased with age and her auburn hair streaked with silver.
Her shoulders collapsed and her heart sunk. "It didn't work. Beth's gone."
She turned and he was right behind her, still smiling. He blew out the candle, and said, "Beth, you never left."
He crushed his lips against hers, pulling her close as she melted against him, her hand on his heart.
But then she broke the kiss, dizzy from its intensity, and caught another glimpse of her face in the mirror.
She turned away, shaking her head. "Craig, we can't...it's like you said with your rule. I don't want you feeling sorry for me. I'm forty-eight and you're only twenty-nine, I know I'm too old for you."
He tightened his grip on her waist and pulled her back. "Beth, it doesn't matter if there's twenty feet or twenty years between us, I can't stop thinking about you. And I won't let a rule that someone else wrote come between us."
She smiled weakly. "It's actually only nineteen years, not twenty."
He smiled back. "And on my birthday it will only be eighteen. And when you're fifty-two -- "
"Oh god, don't even say that number," she said, hiding her face in her hands.
"And when you're fifty-two," he continued, "and I'm thirty-three, we won't even have to worry about the stupid rule. But I can't wait four more years, and you shouldn't have to either."
She stared at the box of candles on the table. And then she kissed him, softly at first, unsure. But as he kissed her back she kissed him even harder, sliding her hands around him as he enveloped her with his own.
He slid them down to her waist and she squirmed as she pulled them back up.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
"Nothing," she whispered, blushing. "I just need to lose a few pounds."
He smiled, kissing her again as he slid his hands behind her. And he gently squeezed her ass as he pulled her against him.
Her eyes went wide when she felt how stiff he was, and as his hands kept kneading her soft flesh, she whispered, "Is it as nice as you remember?"
"Even nicer," he said, as he brushed her hair back behind her ear and kept kissing her.
She moaned into his mouth, their tongues locked together as she slid her hand between them, feeling how hard he was. "You're sure you don't mind breaking the rule again?"
"What rule?" he said, and swept her off her feet.
She squealed as he carried her to her bedroom and dropped her on the bed. The curtains were shut and the room was cast in the soft shadows of twilight. He reached for the switch and she said, "Don't turn on the light. There are candles on the night stand."
He went to get his matches and when he came back she was already undressed and under the covers.
He arched an eyebrow. "You tricked me."
"I'm shy," she said, gently biting her lower lip. But as he lit the candles and started to undress her eyes sparkled.
Craig slid into bed beside her and when he went to lift the comforter she pulled it back down.
"Don't be embarrassed," he said, "because you've got nothing to be embarrassed about."
"I'm not. It's just cold in here."
"Liar," he said, and she giggled as he lightly tickled her.



Their hands roamed back and forth beneath the warm blanket as their bodies twined together, exploring each other's flesh as their lips and tongues explored each other's mouths. And as Craig's hand slid behind her, Beth's hand slid between them.
"You're so stiff," she whispered. "Want me to suck you again?"
"No, it's my turn." He went to move down her body but she stopped him.
"Let me suck you," she whispered, as she pulled the comforter back up around her neck.
Craig shook his head and reached out, gently making her let go of the cover as he pulled it back. She tensed and put her hands on her belly, smiling weakly at him as he gazed down at her naked body.
She wasn't eighteen any more. But as his eyes slowly drank her in he didn't see breasts that weren't as full as they'd once been or curves that weren't quite as firm, he saw the girl he thought he'd lost. And as he leaned close and inhaled her scent, letting her fragrance fill him, he whispered, "beautiful."
He kissed her breast, his lips brushing against her skin as his tongue softly flicked at the tender flesh at the center. She shuddered at the contact and as her body responded, her nipples stiffening at his touch, he moved from one breast to the other and kissed and sucked them both.
Beth sighed, her breath coming faster as her hand slid down between his legs, stroking him as he kissed her. And as his kisses drifted lower she reluctantly moved her hand from her belly, closing her eyes as his lips traced a path across her soft skin.
He moved even lower, forcing her to let go of him. His hands slid between her legs and as she slowly parted them she put her hands on her breasts, caressing them as he trailed kisses along the inside of her thighs.
She licked her lips, gently biting the lower one in nervous anticipation. And when his tongue touched her -- just the briefest touch -- she arched her back and moaned. It had been so long; she couldn't remember the last time she'd been kissed like this.
His hands were on the inside of her thighs, holding on as she rocked back and forth, squirming against his tongue. He flicked it back and forth at first, teasing her, tasting her. And then he zeroed in on her tiny rosebud, holding on tighter as she gasped and tried to clamp her thighs together.
But Craig had waited too long for this, too long to taste the girl who'd sucked him so well more than a week before. He brushed his lips and danced his tongue across her tender flesh, loving the sounds she made as he pushed her toward the edge. And when he felt her hand in his hair, trying to push him away as she twisted back and forth, overwhelmed with pleasure, he didn't relent.
Her sharp gasps grew in intensity, her moans bounced off the bedroom walls, and when she came, she came hard.
"Fuuuck," she groaned, her entire body stiffening as an orgasm vibrated through her.
But Craig hadn't stopped and every touch of his tongue jolted her like an electric shock. She pushed at his head, whimpering for mercy, and this time he relented as he moved back up her body and smiled down at her.
Beth's hair was matted to her head and her chest was heaving as she tried to catch her breath, exhausted from the workout he'd just given her. But her eyes went wide when she felt him press against her, his stiff length prodding at her sensitive flesh.
And as he spread her wide she squeezed her eyes shut, pleasure overwhelming her again. He thrust forward until he was completely inside her and stayed like that, her tenderness enveloping his thick shaft. There was a tear at the corner of her eye and he kissed it away. And when he kissed her lips, the salty taste of the tear lingered.
"Are you okay?" he whispered.
She opened her eyes and smiled. "More than okay...I don't think I've ever felt better."
"Me either." He kissed her gently on her forehead and then rocked his hips back and forth, filling her with long, slow strokes.
She moaned in approval, digging her painted fingernails into his back as she whispered encouragement. And then she lifted her head, lightly running her tongue across her lip as she watched his cock slowly piston in and out between her thighs. It seemed impossible to believe his thick length could even fit inside her tiny opening but the fit was perfect, like two pieces in a puzzle.
Their bodies rocked together in perfect synchronicity, but it didn't last long. Craig couldn't help himself, he'd waited too long and she felt too good. His strokes came faster and faster, and Beth had to put her hands behind her head, bracing herself against the headboard as he pumped his cock in and out of her. Her sharp moans echoed every thrust, drowning out the sound of the bedsprings squeaking beneath them.
Her eyes rolled back in her head; it felt like he was trying to fuck her right through the mattress. "Want me to turn over?" she gasped, hoping for even a tiny breather.
But he just shook his head. And when she saw the look on his face she knew why. "Are you going to come?"
"Uh huh," he groaned, his face a mask of concentration as he tried to hold on for just a few more delicious strokes.
"Come inside me," she pleaded, her hands on his hips as she encouraged him to go as deep as he could.
And he did, filling her with one last, long stroke as he released inside her. "Oh fuuuck," he groaned, shuddering against her as crashing waves of pleasure overwhelmed him.
She pulled him close, keeping him inside her as she crushed her lips against his, holding him tight as a second orgasm rocked through her. And when she finally broke the kiss he collapsed on the bed beside her, both of them weak with exhaustion.
"Wow," she said, still trying to catch her breath.
"Sorry if I got a little carried away," he said. "I hope I wasn't too rough."
"Oh god no, I loved every second of it. It reminded me of my birthday when you had me bent me over the couch, giving me my present."
He laughed. "You are so dirty."
She laughed too, and slid her hand between them and squeezed his hand. And as she turned her head to the side and caught him staring at her she smiled. He didn't need to say a word; the look in his eyes said everything.
"I'm so glad you came," she whispered.
He arched an eyebrow. "Umm...so am I."
"I didn't mean it like that!" she said, playfully slapping his shoulder. "I mean I'm glad you came to see me, to give me the candles. If you'd waited another day it might have been too late."
Craig brushed his fingers against her cheek. "I should have come sooner."
"I don't blame you. I know how hard it must have been, after the night we spent together, and then finding out the truth the next morning. It was hard for me, too.
"When I knocked on your door, I honestly thought you were the type of guy who was just...you know, only looking for a booty call."
He laughed. "Me? Why would you think that?"
"I don't know, it just seemed that whenever I saw you coming home late -- "
"Wait a second -- saw me? What were you doing, watching through the peephole?"
She bit her lip and turned red with embarrassment. "Umm...anyway, like I was saying, that night I knocked on your door I thought it was just going to be a one-night thing...I never meant to fall in love with you.
"That's why I wanted to move. Knowing that you were so close, but so far away...I couldn't stand it. Every time I went out I'd look up at your window, hoping to see you."
He smiled. "I saw you. I was hiding behind the curtains."
"So you were spying on me, too?" she said, and teasingly pinched him.
"I couldn't help myself, Beth, that night wasn't magical just for you. I followed an eighteen-year-old girl back to your apartment, but the girl I slow-danced with, the girl I wanted to have breakfast with, the girl I couldn't stop thinking about...that was you."
She swallowed hard, searching his eyes as tears welled in her own. "You have no idea how sad I was when you left, how sad I was when that last candle finally went out. I thought it was all over."
"Are you kidding me?" he said, as he pulled her close and brushed a tear away. "It's just like the song says, we've only just begun."
* * * *
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She took one last sip of coffee, grabbed her lunch bag and picked up the thick stack of papers she'd worked all night on. But as she hurried to leave, she noticed the calendar on the kitchen wall still said March. She shifted her lunch to her other hand, the same one securing the papers under her arm, and took a deep breath as she changed the month to April.
As if on cue, raindrops started to patter against the window. She stared in disbelief at the shower that had appeared out of nowhere, and then felt the stack squeezed against her side start to slip. She frantically tried to stop it but was too late and seconds later all of her work and the contents of her broken lunch bag, which had also fallen, were scattered across the kitchen floor.
And as April stared at the gray day awaiting her, she caught her reflection in the window. "Happy birthday," she said, to the small sad face staring back at her. "Happy fucking birthday."
She swore again as she knelt and picked up the papers as fast as she could. She ignored the broken remains of her lunch; there was no time to try to save it or make another. She couldn't be late today.
Carrying the papers in a haphazard heap, she hurried to the front door. And when she opened it she saw the shower had turned into an outright downpour. April wasn't surprised. Birthdays had never been nice to her.
She always heard people complain about having their birthday on Christmas or Halloween -- try being born on April Fools' Day. Her parents were the first to get in on the fun, naming her April. She hated the name, a constant reminder of the month and day she'd been unfortunate enough to have been born on.
And then there were the birthday parties. When you're born on the first of April, kids feel almost obligated to play a prank with your present. She still had nightmares of unwrapping them, wondering what kind of cruel gift was hidden inside.
But as she hurried toward her car, the papers hidden under her coat as she desperately tried to keep them dry, she knew nature had given her the cruelest birthday present of all.
She opened the door, placed the papers on the passenger seat, climbed onto her custom cushion, pulled her seatbelt across and put the key in the ignition. And as she turned it and heard the engine catch she reached her tiny feet down toward the metal extenders that allowed her to reach the pedals on the floor.
April was a midget. At least, that's what the kids at school had called her. The teachers had told them they weren't allowed to use that word and said the proper term for people like her was little person, but that just made the M word stick that much harder.
She honestly didn't care what they called her; she hated both terms equally. Sure, she was the shortest person in her class, if not the entire school, but she never understood why they had to come up with a special name for her. Why couldn't she just be a girl?
By the time she pulled into the office parking lot, the rain had mercifully stopped. April mumbled a thank you for small miracles, and then swore when she checked her hair in the mirror. The rain had ruined a morning's worth of work.
Dark clouds still filled the sky far above her, menacingly rolling back and forth as if waiting for her to step outside so they could soak her again. She cursed at them as she hurriedly tried to straighten out the tangled mess, but it was no use. She growled in frustration as she shook her head, whipping her wet brown hair back and forth until her small shoulders slumped in resignation.
"Why worry about it?" she thought. "When you're not even four feet tall the last thing people are going to be looking at is your hair."
April grabbed the papers, climbed down from the custom cushion that allowed her to see over the steering wheel and closed the car door. And as she hurried toward the entrance of the graphic design firm she worked for, dodging every puddle that appeared in her path, she threw one last glare at the clouds as if daring them to try to soak her again.
She looked up as she neared the front door and winced when she saw tall, blonde Rebecca waiting for her on the other side. She pulled the door open and as April hurried through, finally safe from the raindrops that had started to fall again, she prayed no one knew it was her birthday.
"Hey, there's my little princess," Rebecca said. "I was starting to get worried. You're late."
April glanced at her watch: two minutes to eight. She didn't say anything. She knew better than to argue with Rebecca.
"Oh, look at your hair," she said. "It's a mess. Here, let me fix it."
April flinched as Rebecca towered over her, tugging and fussing at her hair like she was a toy doll. When she was done she smoothed her hands across April's head and smiled.
"There you go, much better. We need to make sure everything's perfect for your big day."
April stiffened, suddenly worried that she'd somehow discovered it was her birthday. "What do you mean? What's so big about today?"
Rebecca arched an eyebrow. "You didn't forget that I'm taking you in the meeting with me today, did you?"
April exhaled, sighing in relief. Her secret was safe. "No, I didn't forget, and I made sure to get everything you need for the meeting finished. I was up working on them until two in the morning."
"Good," Rebecca said, without bothering to take or even look at the stack of papers April was holding out toward her. "I can always count on you, my favorite little girl. And that's why I want you with me in the meeting today when they make me the lead artist on this project. I want you to be my letterer."
April blinked in surprise. "Me? I'm just a proofreader. I'm not an artist."
Rebecca smiled as she smoothed a loose lock of April's hair back into place. "Don't worry about that, lettering doesn't take any talent."
"Umm...I'm not sure that's true."
"Of course it is, and that's why I know you'll be perfect for it."
Before April could respond, Rebecca continued: "We all know how important it is that this firm wins the bid to illustrate this project; this could be one of the biggest children's books of the year. And when we make our proposal and the client sees we're letting someone like you work on it, we're sure to be a shoo-in. Maybe they'll even want to use you in the marketing campaign. I bet the kids would love you."
April stared up at her, speechless. Then Rebecca patted her on the head, and said, "The meeting is in half an hour, try not to be late again." She turned, strutting away with a self-satisfied smile on her face as her high heels clicked against the tiled floor, echoing down the hallway as she disappeared through a door.
* * *
A half hour later April was behind Rebecca as they headed toward the conference room. Every one of her steps was twice the size of April's, who felt a twinge of envy as she hurried to keep up.
Rebecca's flawless, impossibly long legs seemed to be the same height as April at times, and the high heels and dangerously short skirts she always wore only added to the illusion. April grimaced as an image of herself in the same attire crossed her thoughts.
Rebecca strutted into the conference room and smiled as she sat in the seat that Ryan, the new assistant art director, pulled out for her. April headed to the far side of the table where there was only one seat left right beside Zander, the creative director and president of the firm.
"April," he said, watching as she seated herself, "I'm so glad you're joining us today. We can always use a fresh pair of eyes."
April smiled weakly. She'd never been in one of these meetings before, never realized how cavernous the conference room seemed compared to her own cramped cubicle. Seated opposite her on either side of Rebecca were Susan, another of the firm's graphic artists, and Ryan.
He'd only been at the firm a few weeks, replacing the last assistant art director who had suddenly and unexpectedly quit. April wasn't sure if Ryan had noticed her since he'd started -- she normally did everything she could to keep people from noticing her -- but she'd sure noticed him.
He was young, tall and so good looking. April couldn't help noticing his flawless smile, his short, styled dirty-blonde hair or the way his tailored button-down shirt fit his lean frame perfectly. She also couldn't help noticing Rebecca's arm beneath the table, her hand caressing the inside of his thigh as she leaned close and whispered in his ear.
His lips curved into a smile as he listened, and when his eyes flicked toward April she knew they were talking about her. She looked away, twisting the cap of her pen back and forth and wishing she could just sink beneath the table and disappear, anything to stop him from staring at her. She'd spent her whole life trying not to be noticed, and now was no exception.
But no one needed to worry about being noticed as long as Rebecca was in the room. Without even waiting for Zander to start the meeting she stood up, launching into her vision of their proposal as she proudly spread her preliminary artwork and layouts across the table for everyone to admire.
She was already starting on her plans for the marketing campaign when Zander held up his hand to stop her. "Hold on a second, Rebecca. I think you're getting ahead of yourself. We haven't even finalized the proposal we want to take to our client, let alone the artwork we'll be using."
She stared at him, taken aback. "What the hell are you talking about? This is the artwork we're using."
Zander rolled his eyes. "Rebecca, I've already told you -- "
"No," she said, her voice rising as she cut him off, "this is bullshit! I've worked my ass off on these, and there's no one else in this firm with a tenth of the talent that I have. So if you think I'm going to let anyone else -- "
"Rebecca, please," he said, holding his hand up to try to shut her up. "No one said we won't be using your art for the proposal, but the whole point of having this meeting is to make sure we're all in agreement before we do. You've done your job now, please, let me do mine."
She fell back into her seat and crossed her arms, glaring at him as he tilted his glasses lower and studied the preliminary artwork spread across the table. Susan was the next to look at it and April shrunk deeper into her chair when she noticed the glower on Rebecca's face, her eyes like smoldering coals as they scorched the table, daring every person who checked her work to say even one word of criticism. Ryan was the last to look at it, and he gave it only a brief glance before passing it back.
"It looks good," he said, with Susan nodding in agreement. "It looks really good."
"Well, now that we're all in agreement," Rebecca said with a smug grin as she went to gather up her artwork, "I'd like to -- "
"Hold on," Zander said, interrupting her again. "We haven't heard from April yet."
"April?" Rebecca said with a barely disguised laugh. "She's only a proofreader."
"She's also part of this meeting and, like I said, we can always use a fresh pair of eyes."
April had tried to slide even lower into her seat as soon as her name had been mentioned but now, with Zander pushing the preliminary artwork in front of her, she was forced to sit up. She tried to ignore Rebecca, knowing her eyes were burning into her as she stared at each piece. She spread them across the table in front of her, looking at them as a series. She knew what she should have said. She should have said it looks good, it looks really good.
But the words tumbled out of her mouth before she could stop them. "I think the color scheme's wrong."
"Thank you," Rebecca said icily, and April flinched as she jerked the pages away from in front of her. "We all appreciate your honest, even if completely ignorant, opinion."
"One second," Zander said, stopping Rebecca as she tried to put her artwork away. "I think April's right. I didn't even see it at first, but there is something wrong with the color scheme."
Rebecca laughed. "Are you fucking kidding me? There are four people in this room with art degrees and we're supposed to listen to the only person who doesn't have one?!"
"It was you who insisted she be included in this meeting," Zander said. "Why even invite her if you don't want her opinion?"
"Because I need a letterer that knows how to fucking spell! I'm sure no one has forgotten how well our proposal for our client's last book about the shy spoon and his best friend the happy little bowel was received?"
Susan crossed her arms and grumbled, "How many times do you have to keep bringing that up? How was I supposed to know that bowl isn't spelled with an e?"
"You see?" Rebecca said, throwing her hands up in frustration. "That's why I need April. And I hope the firm appreciates the sacrifice I'm making, working with someone like her just to make sure we land this project."
On the other side of the table April had shrunk down in her seat again, nearly disappearing underneath the table in an attempt to avoid Rebecca's glare as Zander tried to calm her down.
He said, "Rebecca, just listen to me for -- "
"No," she shouted, "you listen to me. I busted my ass to get this done and everyone in this meeting agrees that it's some of the best work they've ever seen. I'm an award-winning artist, and I refuse to sit here and have my work criticized by you and this little -- "
"Rebecca!" he shouted, slamming his palm against the table to shut her up. "I'm the creative director and the owner of this firm, and I'm telling you the color scheme's wrong. And I'm not even sure that's the only thing. I want new artwork by Friday. And if you don't want to do it I'll find an artist who does. Understood?"
She hesitated a moment, her eyes seething with anger, and then gave him the briefest nod before snatching her artwork off the table and storming out of the room.
April, who had sunk so low in her chair she may as well have been underneath it, was also about to leave when she heard her name.
"April," Zander said, "I wanted to apologize for Rebecca's theatrics. I know she gets carried away at times. And I also wanted to let you know I appreciate your offer to try your hand at lettering, but are you sure you're up to it?
"I mean, it isn't that I doubt your ability. I know you're one of the people here I can always count on. It's just that I don't want to see you getting overworked. Someone said you've been taking work home with you?"
April nodded. "I have been, but it's okay. I don't mind. I like the extra work and, if you'll let me try lettering, it would be nice to have something to do other than proofreading all day."
"Of course," Zander said, "and your comment on Rebecca's color scheme was spot on. Frankly, I'm impressed."
She couldn't help smiling, feeling like she was floating a foot off the floor as she left the room and went back to her desk. She was halfway there when a hand snatched her arm and pulled her back down to earth.
"We need to talk," Rebecca said, as she dragged her into an unoccupied office and closed the door.
April went to fumble an apology but Rebecca stopped her.
"No, cupcake," she said, as she ran her fingers through April's hair. "I'm the one who needs to apologize, not you. I should have never brought you into that meeting, should have never forced you to have to watch that idiot attack my work."
Rebecca shook her head. "I don't know what's gotten into Zander, but he's had it out for me ever since Mark left, like he blames me for the fact that his assistant art director decided to quit. He's jealous of my work, and I think we both know who he wants to take over this project."
April hesitated, not sure if she was supposed to answer.
"That's right," Rebecca said, "Janelle -- that little slut Janelle. Do you even know how many promotions she's had in the last year? And I bet there's a bump on the back of her head for every single one."
April blinked in confusion. "Bumps?"
"Yeah, bumps, from spending all day beneath Zander's desk with his tiny dick in her mouth, trying to steal all of my projects away from me."
She took April's hands and squeezed them hard. "You saw how good my art was, right?"
April knew better than to do anything but nod.
Rebecca continued: "And don't worry, I'm not mad at you. I know you don't know anything about art or color schemes. You were just trying to say something so you wouldn't look stupid after he put you on the spot. I just wish you could have been smarter and kept your mouth shut. Can't you see how he's going to use that against me now so he can take this project away from me and give it to Janelle?"
April smiled weakly and pulled her hands away. "I'm sorry, but I should really get back to work. I've got a lot of pages to proofread."
As she opened the door, Rebecca strode past her and glanced down the hallway toward the lunch room. "That can wait, let's get a coffee first."
"But I don't drink -- "
"Come on," Rebecca said, nearly pulling her off her feet as she grabbed her sleeve and dragged her down the hallway. And as they walked through the door the shout from inside the lunch room made April jump nearly three feet off the floor.
"Surprise!" the room full of people screamed.
April stiffened, watching in stunned silence as her co-workers gathered around the candle-covered cake on the table and sang Happy Birthday to her. When they were done, and after everyone had taken the opportunity to congratulate her, Rebecca brought her a piece of cake.
April stared at it in dismay. Of course it was chocolate; she hated chocolate. "How did they know it was my birthday?"
"I told them," Rebecca said, as she picked a piece of lint from April's sweater. "I was looking through some of the personnel folders a few weeks ago and noticed today was your birthday."
"Umm...aren't those supposed to be confidential?"
Rebecca rolled her eyes. "Please, you sound just like Denise. You should have seen what a bitch she was when she found me in her office, acting like all of her files were top secret. But come on, who wouldn't want everyone to know it was their birthday?"
April forced a smile as she put down the uneaten cake. "I really better get back to work. I do have a lot to get done."
She turned to leave but Rebecca grabbed her arm and pulled her back. Leaning down, she whispered, "By the way, cupcake, don't think I've forgotten."
April flinched. "Pardon me?"
And then Rebecca smiled like a cat with a mouse under its claw. "Don't think I've forgotten your present. You won't get it until later, but I've got a big surprise planned for you."
April winced. She hated surprises. "I don't need a present. The cake was more than enough."
"Nonsense, I've got something special picked out for you. And when you see it," she said, as her lips curved into a cruel smile, "you're never going to forget it."
* * *
The rest of the day passed by uneventfully and as the clock neared four April hoped that Rebecca had forgotten about her present. But when she heard the tell-tale click of those high heels coming toward her cubicle she also heard her hopes come crashing down.
Rebecca looked around, making sure she couldn't be overheard. "It's time for your big surprise, shortstuff. Let's go."
"I -- I really shouldn't," April said. "I've got to finish this work and then I -- "
"Nonsense," Rebecca said, as she lifted her off her chair like she was a child. "Our little birthday girl is going to get just what she deserves."
She strode down the hall and kept a tight grip on April's hand, pulling her after her as she struggled to keep up. Soon, they were at the door to the art storage room.



April stared at the door, afraid of what might be waiting for her on the other side. "Why are we going in there?"
Rebecca gave her a sly grin. "Because this is where your present is and, believe me, you're definitely going to want to open this one in private."
She opened the door and led her down the row of racks until they were nearly at the end. She stopped at the second to last row and turned to stare down it. "Happy birthday, princess."
April glanced down the hall and was surprised to see the new assistant art director, Ryan, standing at the end. He was leaning against the wall with his arms crossed in front of him. He gave her a smile.
"Why is he here?" she said, swallowing nervously as she took a step backward.
Rebecca grabbed her sleeve and pulled her forward. "He's here to give you your birthday present."
April blinked in surprise. "What do you mean? I told you, I don't want a present."
"Oh, you're going to want this one. Every girl in the office wants this one."
She let go of April and strutted toward Ryan, purring as she pressed herself against his side. The corner of her mouth curled into a leer as she slid her hand down past his waist, her fingers rubbing the thick outline trapped against his leg and showing through his pants. "Ooh, such a...mmm...big present."
April's eyes went wide. It was definitely big -- very, very big. But when she glanced up and saw the smirk on Ryan's face as he watched her she turned away, burning with embarrassment.
"Whoa, where do you think you're going?" Rebecca said, grabbing her by her sweater.
April struggled to pull away from her and, trying not to look at Ryan or his crotch, whispered, "I don't want that kind of present."
"Are you kidding me?" Rebecca said. "Any normal girl would want what's in his pants. Consider yourself lucky he's even agreed to give it to someone like you."
April turned a deeper shade of red, even more embarrassed than before.
"Unless you're trying to tell me there's something wrong with you. Maybe you need one more your size?"
April yanked her arm away. "There's nothing wrong with me."
"Good. Then I'll leave the two of you alone so you can spend some time...umm...playing with your present."
She headed back down the hallway, the sound of her high heels fading away as the door to the art storage room closed behind her. April, bewildered by the unexpected turn of events, glanced back at Ryan who was still leaning against the wall, watching her.
It seemed like the only sound in the hallway was her heart hammering in her chest, but then Ryan uncrossed his arms, put them behind his back, and broke the silence.
"Go ahead," he whispered. "There's no one here but you and me. Pull it out."
April couldn't help herself as her eyes immediately went to the thick outline in his pants. He was watching her, waiting for her. Rebecca was right; every girl in the office did have their eye on Ryan. And that's all April wanted to be, just one of the girls. Besides, she could only imagine what Rebecca would tell everyone if she chickened out.
Her memory flashed back to another birthday party, her best friend's. They were only twelve years old. Her friend's older brother had gone in the closet and every girl had taken a turn spending two minutes alone in there with him. But when it was April's turn, with all of the other girls laughing as they pushed her toward the door, she panicked. She cried out and when her friend's mother realized what they were up to everyone was sent home. The party was over. And, as it turned out, so was the friendship.
She learned later that nothing had happened in the closet. Every single girl had simply talked to her friend's brother, nervously waiting for their two minutes to be over. Only one had been brave enough to even kiss him. But that hadn't stopped them from teasing April, taunting her and singling her out for ridicule for years after.
She took a deep breath and stepped toward Ryan who was still watching her patiently, an inviting smile on his face. Her heart pounded as she reached out and pulled on his belt, her eyes locked on the swollen outline inches from her tiny fingers as she undid the thick leather strap. As his belt came open she reached for the button on his pants, afraid to make eye contact as she undid it and went to pull his zipper down.
And then a scream from behind her nearly scared her right out of her skin.
"April Fools!"
She spun around, terrified, and saw Rebecca. She was barefoot and carrying her high heels in her hand so she couldn't be heard. Behind her, three other girls from the office were laughing uncontrollably. Ryan was laughing too, and gave her an apologetic smile as he did his pants back up.
Rebecca pulled her heels back on, still howling with laughter as she hurried toward her.
"April," she said with a look of mock astonishment, "I am absolutely shocked! I mean, I knew you were fun-sized but I never knew you were such a little horndog. Why were you so anxious to get in Ryan's pants? Don't tell me you thought that was your present?"
As April stared at the two of them, bewildered, Rebecca smiled and slid her hand into Ryan's pocket. "This is your birthday present," she said, and pulled out the thick purple highlighter that had been showing through his pants. "I thought it might help you catch up on your proofreading but, you know, you can use it however you want. My guess is it's just your size."
The other girls howled with laughter again, and were still laughing as April pushed past them and ran back to her desk, more embarrassed than ever. She didn't grab the proofs she'd already put aside to work on at home. She just grabbed her coat and keys and headed for the front door.
She was nearly through it when Rebecca intercepted her. "Hey, you're not mad are you, cupcake? It's April Fools' Day. I didn't want you to feel left out."
April forced a smile and tried not to make eye contact, afraid that she'd burst into tears. "Yeah, no problem, you guys got me. That was a good one. It's just that I have to get home, my parents are throwing this big party for me."
"Oh, isn't that sweet. Make sure to show everyone what you got for your birthday." She smiled as she pressed the giant purple marker into April's small hand.
She stared down at it as Rebecca headed back into the office, accompanied by a chorus of snickers and muffled laughter as one of the girls reached out and high fived her. As if on cue the clouds, which had been waiting for April all day, opened up and rain came pouring down.
This time she didn't run. She walked slowly, her coat under her arm, letting the shower soak her to her skin. Halfway to her car she let the marker fall from her hand and didn't watch as it rolled, carried by the water toward the gutter. And when she finally opened the door and climbed onto the custom cushion on the driver's seat her face was so streaked with raindrops that her tears were almost unnoticeable. She put the key in the ignition but didn't turn it; she just clenched the steering wheel and kicked as hard as she could at the metal extenders that allowed her tiny feet to reach the pedals on the floor.
* * *
The timer rang and April hurried to the oven to pull dinner out. She was carrying it back to the dining room table when a knock at the door startled her.
Putting the hot dinner down on the placemat, she pulled off her oven mitts and went to see who it was. There was an unfamiliar silhouette in the glass sidelight beside the door and she was stunned when she opened it and saw Ryan standing there.
She winced as the painful memories from the hallway came flooding back. She checked behind him, almost expecting to see Rebecca hiding in the bushes, and fought the urge to slam the door in his face.
As if he'd read her mind, he held out his hand to stop her. "April, please," he said, a look of genuine concern on his face, "just let me talk."
Still fighting the urge, her knuckles white on the door handle, she said, "How did you know where I live?!"
"Denise told me."
April felt her blood pressure rising. "I think someone needs to remind Denise that personal information is supposed to be confidential."
"Yeah, believe me, she didn't want to tell me," he said. "She's still furious about finding Rebecca going through her files. But when I explained to her why I needed to apologize to you -- "
"You don't need to apologize to me."
"Yes I do. I should have never agreed to be part of that prank. I know it's no excuse, but...I'm still new at the firm and trying to fit in. I thought this would help. Rebecca said the girls play this prank every April Fools' Day. She said you'd think it was hilarious."
April wasn't smiling. "I didn't think it was hilarious."
"Yeah," he said, nervously sweeping his fingers back through his hair, "believe me, I could tell. I was actually hoping to get a chance to apologize to you at the bar. Rebecca said everyone was going out for drinks after work and I just assumed, with it being your birthday and all, you'd be there."
April glanced behind her where her dinner was waiting on the table. "I wasn't invited and I, umm, already had other plans."
"Yeah, that's what Rebecca said, something about your parents throwing you a big party?"
He glanced over her shoulder at the empty house behind her and she quickly closed the door halfway, blocking his view. "You could have just apologized tomorrow."
"Yeah, I know, but I wanted to make sure I apologized before, umm, before you saw Zander."
April's eyes narrowed as she realized why he was on her doorstep. "Don't worry. I'm not going to tell anyone what happened."
He let out a sigh of relief. "Thank you so much. I really want to keep this job, and I'd hate to think that -- "
April held up her hand to stop him. "I understand. Apology accepted. Now, I should really be getting back to my dinner. Goodbye."
She went to shut the door but he stopped her. "Wait, you're eating dinner all alone?"
She hesitated, trying to think up a lie, but she knew it was obvious there was no one else with her. "Umm...yeah."
"Well that's not right. No one should be alone on their birthday. Let me take you out and buy you dinner instead."
April blinked in surprise at the unexpected invitation. "I've already made dinner."
"I know, but...I have to do something to make up for what happened today."
"You already apologized."
"Please, I could buy you a hundred dinners and it wouldn't be enough. I know I embarrassed you today. That prank was way over the line. I was stupid to let myself get dragged into it and I want to make it up to you. Come on...let me take you out for your birthday."
April hesitated, and then quickly shook her head. "Honestly, I'm fine. This is how I like to spend my birthday. And I really need to go before my dinner gets cold."
"Are you sure?" he said, still trying to see past her.
April closed the door a little more and nodded.
Ryan said, "Okay, umm, I guess I'll see you at work tomorrow?"
She forced a smile and shut the door. He seemed sincere, but she knew the invitation also seemed too good to be true. And she started to wonder if Rebecca was behind it, wondered if this was part two of her prank.
April wouldn't fall for it again. She'd already learned her lesson earlier today. She should have never left the house. She should have called in sick and stayed home like she did every year. It was only because of the meeting that she'd mustered the courage to go in and it had backfired on her, just like it always did.
But once the clock had struck twelve she'd thought she was safe. Didn't Rebecca know it was bad luck to pull a prank after noon on April Fools' Day?
She sat down at the dining room table where her dinner was waiting. She gingerly touched the corners of the plastic tray, making sure it wasn't too hot, and then peeled back the corner until the cover pulled free. A blanket of steam broke loose from inside and curled upward as April stared at her birthday dinner: Salisbury steak, instant mashed potatoes, peas and some kind of dessert.
She poked it with her fork, not sure what was hiding beneath the strange-looking crust. And then there was another knock at the door.
She put her fork down and went to open it. She was surprised to see Ryan was back, a bottle of wine in his hand.
"Hey," he said, "sorry to keep bugging you, but it just didn't seem right letting you spend your birthday all alone. And then I remembered I still had this wine in my trunk from a cousin's wedding a couple of weeks ago. Assuming you still don't want to go to dinner, maybe we could at least have a glass of wine together to celebrate your birthday?"
April stared past him, still thinking Rebecca must be hiding in the bushes.
Ryan glanced back too, wondering what she was looking at. "I wasn't sure what you were having for dinner, but I'm hoping red goes with it. Can I come in?"
She hesitated, still unsure. But she had a feeling he wasn't going anywhere unless she agreed. "Fine, but only one drink, and then you have to leave."
He nodded in agreement, grinning as he followed her inside and waiting while she went to the kitchen. She knew there was only one wine glass in the cupboard; one was all she'd ever needed. So she knelt down and reached back behind the pots and pans until she found the cardboard box the glass had come in. There were three others inside it and she quickly unwrapped one, rinsed it and hurried back to the living room with both glasses and a corkscrew.
Ryan was standing beside the table staring at her meal with a screwed-up face.
"Umm, what the hell is this? It looks disgusting."
April blushed with embarrassment. "It's a Hungry-Guy frozen dinner."
"You're having a TV Dinner for your birthday?"
"Yeah, I like them. They actually taste a lot better than they look. The secret is to do them in the oven instead of the microwave. I have more. Do you want me to make you one?"
"Oh god...no, I'll stick to wine thanks."
April waited in her chair as he poured them both a glass. She was used to eating alone, but she felt a little uncomfortable being the only one eating. She pushed the untouched meal away, too embarrassed to admit that the frozen dinners were her guilty pleasure; whenever she felt sad they always made her feel better. She had a freezer filled with them.
He handed her a glass of wine and she took it with both hands, holding it close as she savored its bouquet. But as Ryan leaned close and touched his glass to hers, she caught a whiff of his own boozy bouquet.
"Wow," she said, waving her hand back and forth in front of her face. "How much did you drink at the bar?"
"Probably too much," he said, putting his wine down after barely taking a sip. "It took a few doubles before I was able to work up the nerve to come over here."
"And you drove?"
"I know. I shouldn't have. I'll take a cab home, I promise. But I'm thinking now maybe the wine wasn't such a good idea, either."
"Wait here," April said, and ran back to the kitchen. She soon returned with a glass filled with ice water.
"Thanks," Ryan said, as he took it. "Your parents have an amazing house."
"Oh, this isn't my parents' house. It's mine."
Ryan nearly spit out his drink. "This place is yours? It's huge. How much do proofreaders get paid?!"
April laughed. "I didn't buy it, my parents did. But one day they went on a round the world cruise and never came back. So now it's mine."
"Oh, shit. You don't mean they..."
She laughed again and took another sip of her wine. "Don't worry, they're still alive. The ship didn't sink. They just found a place they liked near the coast of Spain and decided to buy a house and stay there. I'm flying over next month to spend a couple weeks with them. We'll celebrate my birthday then."
"And they just gave you this house? They must be loaded."
"Yeah, they kind of are." She pointed at a photo on a side table. "This is them."
"Your parents, they're both..."
"Normal-sized? Yeah, I'm the one who got the short straw."
He winced and she laughed at his reaction. "Don't worry, short jokes don't bother me. I've lived my whole life this way. I'm pretty used to it now."
"But, honestly, you don't even look like..."
"A midget?"
He winced again. "I thought we were supposed to call you little people?"
She rolled her eyes. "I hate when people call me that, it sounds like I'm a leprechaun. Technically, I'm a dwarf. Anyone under four foot ten is."
"But still, you don't look like one...you know...a dwarf. I mean, of course you're short, but..."
April smiled patiently. She'd been explaining her size her entire life. "It's called pseudoachondroplasia, and I was born with it."
As Ryan struggled to pronounce it, she continued: "It's a different disorder than the dwarfs you're probably thinking of, they have what's called disproportionate dwarfism with disproportionate heads and limbs. I have what's known as proportionate dwarfism; everything I have is in proportion, just smaller."
She could almost feel his eyes on her, studying her like she was on display. She was used to it. She couldn't go anywhere without everyone staring at her as if she'd wandered away from a circus. She took a deeper sip of her wine and turned away.
"I used to let it bother me. I used to get angry and bitter and think, 'Why me?' But now that I'm older I've grown to accept it."
She glanced up and saw him searching for the right words to say. She knew whenever her height came up the conversation always went short. She was about to change the subject when he did it for her.
"Oh, wow, whose are these?!" He stepped past her into a hallway, where an array of artwork covered nearly every inch of the walls.
"They're mine."
He stared in awe at the varied collection of charcoal sketches, pen and ink drawings, watercolors and oils. "Where did you find them?"
She blinked in surprise. "Find them? I didn't buy them. When I said they're mine, I meant they're mine."
He stared at her, dumbfounded, and then he noticed the small stylized A in the corner of every piece. "You mean...you made these?"
She gave him a tiny nod and took another sip of wine.
He bounced from work to work, spending mere moments on one before being pulled to the next. A look on his face as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing. But his astonishment at the treasure trove that lined the walls was nothing compared to the surprise that awaited him at the end of the corridor. And as his jaw dropped the glass of water nearly slipped from his hand.
At the end was a huge studio, loaded with trays and racks, tables and easels and all kinds of art supplies. Half-finished works leaned against every wall. He stared at them in disbelief. "Why are you only working as a proofreader when you can do this? You're an artist."
"No I'm not," April said, shaking her head. "I never finished art school."
He did a double take. "Are you kidding me? Finishing art school is hardly a requirement for being an artist. Look at these...they're amazing!"
"Thanks, but I just did them for fun. I know I don't have half the talent or training you or Rebecca have."
"Talent? Are you kidding me? And training -- you can't train this," he said, as he went from piece to piece in awe. "Your line work, your brush work...they're amazing, and so many different techniques. I can see now how you spotted the flaw in her color scheme when none of the rest of us did."
"I just made a lucky guess."
"No," he said, as he approached a large gouache on canvas, "you have an eye for art. I can see it in everything you've done. Like this piece, it's stunning."
He stared at the large work before him, detailing the interior of a small beach house on a bright summer day. There was a girl stretched out on the couch, her face turned away from them, asleep or falling asleep as her long arm lazily stretched toward the book she'd abandoned on the floor beside her. She was dressed in a light summer dress which had ridden high on the bare thighs of her impossibly long legs, and her sun-kissed hair was the exact same shade as April's.



And then he noticed more and more drawings and paintings of the same girl, tall and thin, her face always turned away. He turned toward April. "Is this supposed to be you?"
Her eyes went wide and she took a bigger gulp of wine, draining the glass. "No, of course not, it's just a girl."
"Then why don't you ever show her face."
"Because I suck at drawing faces. Like I said, I never finished art school. And feet, I can't draw feet."
Ryan took one last lingering look at the large canvas, so vibrant that he felt he could step through it like a window, feeling the warmth of the summer breeze as he imagined the softness of the girl's shoulder. And then he turned away from it, shaking his head as he went to look at some of her other pieces.
Nearby, he spotted a thick cardboard folder tucked under a table and went to pull it out.
"Wait, not that one!" April cried.
But it was too late. An assortment of slick, glossy pages spilled out from the folder and scattered across the floor. April hurried to pick them up as Ryan knelt to help.
"It's okay, I've got them," she said, covering them up with her hands as she tried to hide the photos.
But he'd already seen them, page after page of young, good-looking male models. Every one of them completely naked, their muscular bodies perfectly cut, every single inch on full display.
Ryan fought back a smile. "I don't even want to know what magazines you cut these out of."
April burned with embarrassment as she snatched them up as quickly as she could. "I just use them as models for my sketches, that's all."
Ryan opened the folder and sifted through dozens of half-finished charcoal sketches inside, all of them male nudes. "They're good."
"No, they're not," she said, "the proportions are all off. I tried to get them right, but it's impossible when you're working from a photo. It was a lot easier at art school. We had real nude models and the stuff I did there was way better."
"Oh yeah? Can I see those?"
She shook her head as she stuffed the last of the photos back into the folder and shoved it back under the table. "I left everything behind when I quit."
"Quit? Why did you quit?"
"It just...it just wasn't for me."
"Well, you don't have to go to art school. There are night classes at the local college."
She shook her head.
"But I saw your sketches, with just a little more practice -- "
"Please, Ryan, stop. I'm not going back to school. I don't want people staring at my art and I don't want people staring at me."
She walked toward the large canvas and lightly touched her finger to the edge as she stared at the girl on the couch. "Other than my parents, you're the only other person who has ever seen my art. And it isn't because I'm embarrassed by it, it's because I do it for me...no one else. And if some of my drawings aren't perfect that's fine, because neither am I."
"April -- "
"Thanks for the wine," she said. "It was nice. I'll call you that taxi now."
He shook his head. "No, not yet. I know how I'm going to make it up to you, make up for what happened today." And then he started to loosen his tie and unbutton his shirt.
She took a step back. "What are you doing?!"
"I want you to be able to draw, but not from a picture in a magazine," he said, as he pulled his shirt and tie off. "I want you to be able to draw like back when you were in art school. I'll model for you."
April's jaw dropped and her eyes went wide as he reached for his pants. Quickly turning her back, she said, "Stop that! You're drunk."
"I'm not. I mean...well, yeah, maybe just a little bit. But that's not why I'm doing this. I'm doing it because I want to make right what happened between us today. And if I have to get naked to do it, I will."
She cautiously glanced over her shoulder and her eyes went even wider when she realized he was naked. Quickly looking away again, she hissed, "Put your clothes back on!"
"No, not until you sketch me. Just one sketch."
"I -- I can't. I don't have the right materials."
"Are you kidding me? This place is like an art store."
She nervously licked her lips, wishing she had more wine, and glanced over her shoulder to see where he was.
He had his back to her, heading toward a couch on the far side of the room. "How about here?" he said, and as he turned back toward her she quickly looked away.
"I haven't drawn using a nude model in so long. I won't be any good."
"What does that matter? Like you said, it's just for you. How about this? Is this okay?"
April slowly turned around, afraid of what she was about to see. But she sighed in relief when she saw him lying sideways on the couch, his knee raised and tastefully blocking the view between his legs.
"Is this okay?" he repeated.
"Sure, that's fine just, please, don't move."
She went toward her easel and felt light-headed as she pulled it into position. She hoped it was from the wine but suspected it might have something to do with the gorgeous man lying naked fifteen feet in front of her.
She secured a fresh sheet of paper to the easel and picked up her box of charcoals. Sifting through the pencils, she couldn't help glancing at Ryan. His lean, well-muscled torso made it seem like he'd stepped from the pages of one of her magazines. And when he glanced up at her she quickly looked down and kept sorting through the sticks and pencils.
Finally, she found the one she was looking for. Putting the box aside, she said, "Just one sketch, and then you promise you'll get dressed and go home?"
He grinned. "I promise."
April licked her lips and touched the charcoal stick to the paper, tracing light circles across the page as her eyes flicked between it and the couch. This wasn't the first time she'd sketched Ryan. She'd already sketched him a dozen times in her imagination in the three weeks since he'd joined the company.
But none of them had ever looked like this. And as her hand came alive, darting back and forth, shooting dark trails and thick lines across the paper, she felt it rising inside her, the same excitement that filled her every time she created art. But this time it was even more intense, and she knew the reason why.
Ryan was sprawled across the couch, trying to keep still as he watched her. "How's it coming?"
"Good," she said, barely breaking stride as she switched sticks on the fly.
The new charcoal scratched across the page as her gaze slid across Ryan's flesh, etching it in her mind as she captured it on paper. But she winced when she reached his feet. The leg with the knee in the air was fine, but the other leg was on its side so his foot was toward her. She hated drawing feet.
"Can you move your leg?" she said. The words were barely out of her mouth when she realized her mistake.
Ryan didn't argue. He just did as asked, lowering the leg closest to her as he stretched it toward the floor. Now, he was truly naked in front of her.
April ducked behind the easel and squeezed her eyes shut, trying not to think about what she'd just seen. She'd meant for him to move his other leg, and now she was too embarrassed to correct herself.
"Is everything okay?" Ryan asked.
"Yes," she squeaked, still hidden behind her drawing. She grabbed her eraser from her box and quickly removed the outline of his raised leg. And then she peeked out from behind the easel, holding her charcoal stick tighter than ever.
Ryan was fidgeting on the couch as he tried to stay comfortable and had unintentionally changed the position of his arms. But at this point, April didn't even know he had arms. All of her attention was on the thick length draped across his thigh.
She wiped her forehead with the back of her hand, wondering why it suddenly seemed so hot in her studio, and accidentally smeared charcoal across her brow. But she was oblivious to it as she turned back to her page, her hand whipping back and forth again as she sketched her subject on the couch.
Her eyes flicked back and forth as Ryan kept fidgeting.
"Don't move," she said, as she switched sticks again.
Ryan tried to do as she said, sprawled on the couch, watching her as her eyes watched him, her hand seeming to move of its own volition across the page.
And then her eyes went wide. "You're moving," she said.
"I'm not. I'm perfectly still."
"No, I mean...you're moving."
He glanced down and flushed with embarrassment when he realized what she meant, quickly covering his suddenly stiffening cock with both hands. And April also looked away, obviously just as embarrassed.
"Sorry," Ryan said as he lifted his leg back up, trying to hide his obvious erection.
She didn't know what to say as she kept her eyes on her easel, the memory of what she'd seen earlier erased as an even bolder image was etched onto her imagination.
"I was just sitting here thinking 'don't get a hard-on' and I think that's what made it happen," Ryan said with a laugh, trying to ease the tension. "I always wondered how those guys could stand naked in front of all those cute college girls and not get a boner. I guess maybe I'm not cut out to be a nude model."
April still had her head hidden behind the easel, trying not to think about what she'd just seen. Trying to make conversation, she mumbled, "A girl at my school said the models are told to masturbate at least twice before coming to the classroom."
"Yeah, I can see how that would definitely help."
"Oh, umm, if you need to...you know...take care of it, there's a bathroom down the hall."
Ryan stared at her in disbelief. "What? No! I'm not going to jerk off in your house. That's way too creepy. Just give me a minute. I'm sure it'll go down."
April nodded and waited a few minutes, pretending to sort her charcoal sticks to pass the time. Finally, Ryan took a deep breath and lowered his leg. He wasn't as erect as he had been but his half-hard cock still hung heavily between his legs, though now in a different position.
April took her eraser to the page. And then she started to draw again, using long bold strokes as her eyes zeroed in on her subject. And then her eyes went wide and her hand froze on the page.
"Fuck, sorry," Ryan said, as he tried to hide his cock which was now standing straight up again.
"Why does it keep getting so stiff?" she asked.
He looked at her in surprise. "Umm, you don't really need me to explain to you how this works do you?"
She blushed with embarrassment. "No, I just meant...wait here a minute."
April left and returned a moment later with a white towel. "Maybe if you just cover it until it goes down."
She threw it at him from a few feet away, scared to come any closer, and he was barely able to keep his cock covered with one hand as he caught the towel with the other. And then he held it up and looked at the tiny washcloth she'd thrown him. "Umm, I think I'm going to need something a little bigger than this."
April turned an even deeper shade of red, mainly because she couldn't help noticing how erect he was. From barely three feet away it seemed bigger than ever, and even using both of his hands he was barely able to hide the thick length.
As she hurried back to the washroom she thought about all the photos she'd cut out of the magazines. She didn't remember any of those boys having one the size of Ryan's. A moment later she ran back with the biggest towel she could find and held it out to him.
He took it as she kept her eyes turned away and wrapped it around his waist. When he told her it was okay to turn back around she couldn't help noticing how his stiff length was still tenting the soft cotton fabric. He lay back on the couch and she returned to her easel and her eraser.
She hurried through the rest of the sketch, obviously distracted, and when she finished he stood to take a look. His feet and face were unfinished, but the lines and musculature of his body were flawless. The only real imperfection was his groin, little more than a dark smudge.
"Fuck, sorry," he said, "I'm a bad model."
"No, you were great," April said, smiling at her drawing. "It was only meant to be a rough sketch. I love it. And it was nice working with a live model again. Thank you, and don't worry about what happened today. I know Rebecca was behind it. You and I, we're good."
He smiled. "Thanks, that makes me feel better. I guess I should get dressed and get going?"
"Okay. Do you want me to call you a cab?"
"Naw, I'm good. Trust me, posing naked is incredibly sobering."
A half hour later he was gone and April was back in her studio, back in front of her drawing. She reached into her box and pulled out a new eraser, carefully erasing the dark smudge until there was only white. And then she touched her charcoal stick to the page, and sketched from memory.
* * *
The next day April was barely back at her desk when she heard footsteps behind her. She turned and smiled when she saw it was Ryan.
He said, "Hey, can I talk to you for a second?"
"Sure."
He pulled up a chair, but before he could get another word out of his mouth the tell-tale click click click of Rebecca's heels came around the corner.
"Hey, hot stuff," she said, as she draped her arm around his shoulder and pressed herself against his side. "Where did you disappear to last night? You snuck out before we could get the real party started."
He twisted, trying to create a little more space between them. "I just went home. That club wasn't really my scene."
"You should have said something," she purred. "We could have gone back to my place and found out if that was a little more to your liking."
"Rebecca, please, not now," he said, as he tried to peel her arm away from his shoulder.
"Oh, sorry," she said, as if noticing April for the first time. "Am I interrupting something?"
Without waiting for either one of them to answer she twisted around and sat down, planting her ass right on Ryan's crotch as she tightened her grip around his neck.
"Rebecca! Let me go," he said, fighting to break free of her stranglehold as he tried to push her away. But she held on even tighter, her eyes flashing triumphantly as she rode him like it was the office rodeo.
"April!" she said, squealing with delight as Ryan kept struggling and unintentionally bouncing her up and down on his lap. "Are you wearing lip gloss?"
As her cheeks turned bright red, Rebecca laughed. "Uh oh, I think our little princess has got a crush on you, hot stuff. It must have been that big purple marker you gave her. Ooh, it feels like you've got another one in your pocket," she said, as she swiveled her ass against his crotch. "Maybe you want to meet me in the art storage closet and give it to me during lunch?"
He stood up and nearly dumped her on the floor. Only her death grip on his tie saved her. As he pulled her hands away and tried to loosen and straighten it, he growled, "Rebecca, how many times do I have to ask you to stop?!"
"Don't worry," she said, her eyes flashing with amusement. "April isn't going to tell on us, are you my little princess?" She touched her finger to the corner of April's mouth and flicked it, smearing her lip gloss across her cheek.
As she strutted away, her heels announcing her departure, April covered her mouth with her hand.
"I'm sorry about that," Ryan said.
"Don't worry. I've worked with her a lot longer than you have. I'm used to her."
"Well, I'm not."
"What did you want to talk to me about?"
He took a deep breath. "I was just wondering if...umm...if you were going to be home tonight? I've been thinking about what happened last night and the way my, you know what, screwed it up. I feel like I still owe you a sketch."
Just the mention of it sent her memory racing back to the night before. She'd kept working on the drawing for hours after he'd left, finally falling asleep in front of it on the couch at two in the morning, finally satisfied and completely spent. "No, the one from last night was perfect."
"What are you talking about? You couldn't even finish it properly because of my, uh, problem," he said, and then lowered his voice to a whisper. "But you don't need to worry; I took care of it as soon as I got home last night. And I'll make sure to take care of it again before I come over tonight."
April flushed with embarrassment as an image of him "taking care of it" flashed through her imagination.
"You did say the girl in your class told you the models were supposed to masturbate twice before they posed, right?"
"Umm, I think she meant it as a joke."
Now it was Ryan's turn to blush, and April couldn't help smiling. She said, "Seeing as how you've already gone to all that trouble...you know, taking care of it...I guess the least I can do is sketch you one more time. Seven?"
Ryan, still embarrassed, nodded. "Sure. Seven it is."
Eight hours later she was in her car, ready to head home. And then she spotted Ryan walking across the parking lot and wondered if she should ask him to dinner first. No frozen dinners, a real one. She was about to open her door when she heard the telltale sound of Rebecca's heels, hurrying to catch up to him.
Neither of them had noticed April as she crouched down in her car and watched them talk, with Rebecca's hand curled around his arm and her fingers against his chest as she pressed her long, bare leg against his. She kept talking, tossing her long blond hair back as she laughed, and Ryan smiled and nodded in agreement. And then he opened the door of his car, surveying the parking lot to make sure no one was watching as Rebecca climbed into the passenger side and folded her long legs inside as he closed the door for her.
And as April watched the two of them drive away she kicked at the metal extensions that allowed her tiny legs to reach the pedals, hammering her feet against them as if she wished she could drive them right through the floor.
* * *
She scratched her fork back and forth, breaking the last few pieces of burned apple crumble from the bottom of the TV dinner tray. And as the metal tines scratched lines in the plastic she sketched lines in her head, an image of a brown-haired girl with impossibly long legs unfolding in her imagination.
A knock at the door woke April from her reverie. She glanced at the clock and realized it was seven. She pushed the dinner tray aside and headed to the door, where Ryan was waiting with another bottle of wine.
"You shouldn't have bothered," she said.
He smiled. "It's not for you, it's for me."
She shook her head. "I don't mean the wine. I mean you shouldn't have bothered coming over here tonight. I told you, we're even."
"I know, but I wanted to. I actually kind of enjoyed modeling for you last night -- artistically, I mean. It was fun being on the other side of the easel for a change, watching you, seeing the creative process. I think it might even help me become a better art director."
"Really. Wouldn't you rather model for Rebecca?"
"What?"
"Nothing," she said, turning away.
"No, wait," he said, as he stepped inside the doorway. "Why would you say that? Why would you think I'd ever want to model for Rebecca?"
"I saw you after work. I saw the two of you leaving together."
"Yeah, because she asked me for a ride to her car; she had to get her snow tires removed. Is there a problem, April?"
She shook her head. "No, it's just...I see the way she touches you all the time."
Ryan rubbed the back of his neck. "Yeah, she's definitely touchy."
"Then why don't you say something? Why don't you tell her to stop?"
"I -- I try to, but it's just...look, I have a feeling neither of us wants to talk about Rebecca. Should I bother opening this wine? Or do you want me to go?"
April hesitated a moment, and then carefully took the bottle from his hand. "I'll get a corkscrew."



Ten minutes later they were in her studio. She was still sipping her first glass of wine while he was already on his second. He noticed the fresh sheet of paper on the easel, and said, "Where's the sketch from last night?"
"Gone," she lied. "I threw it out."
"Why?"
"I don't know. I guess you were right, it wasn't very good. And I really didn't think you'd want anyone from work seeing it and recognizing you."
He arched an eyebrow as he started to unbutton his shirt. "You drew me without a head, there's only one person I work with who'd see that sketch and know it was me."
"Rebecca?"
He rolled his eyes. "No, April, you -- you're the only person I work with who knows what I look like without any clothes on."
Blushing with embarrassment, she turned away and started sorting through her box of charcoal sticks and pencils. But not before noticing as he unbuttoned his pants that he wasn't wearing any boxers. She didn't watch as he pushed his pants down and tried not to think about what was waiting between his legs, but she couldn't help wondering if he'd remembered to take care of it a second time as promised.
She sat in front of her easel and started to sketch a rough outline. On the couch, Ryan's position had changed from the night before. Instead of being turned sideways, he was now turned toward her with one leg bent in front of him and the other leg stretched to the side.
April knew the position would make it harder to draw his feet -- she hated drawing feet -- but that was the least of her problems. She was finding it nearly impossible to concentrate on the sketch as she kept sneaking peeks between his legs.
She gently bit her lower lip as she sketched an image in her mind of his hand wrapped around his cock, making himself come. And she wondered if he'd thought about her or Rebecca. But then an image of her own naked body flashed through her mind, and she grimaced as she scrawled her charcoal back and forth across the page, ruining it.
"What are you doing?" Ryan asked.
"It's wrong...so wrong," she said, and went to tear the page away.
"Wait, let me see."
He got up from the couch and moved beside her, his hand on the easel as he studied the rough outline taking shape on the page. "I don't see what's wrong with it. Why did you ruin it?"
"Because of the feet," she lied. "I can never get the feet right."
But she wasn't thinking about his feet as he stood so close she could smell the body wash he'd used when he'd showered before coming over. She was thinking about the thick half-hard length hanging inches from her thigh. She shifted on her stool, moving a little away from him.
And for the first time he realized how near he was, how naked he was. He covered himself with his hand. "Sorry, does it bother you? Me standing close to you like this?"
She shook her head, suddenly light-headed, and smiled up at him, trying to keep her eyes on his face, trying to look anywhere but at his crotch.
He gave her a warm smile back. "Good. It's important for an artist to feel comfortable with their model."
Pointing at the drawing, he said, "I think it's the position I'm in." And then he put his hand on her back as he explained how the soles of his feet were turned toward her, and that maybe it would be better if he lay sideways like the night before so his feet were away from her.
April nodded, but she hadn't heard a word he'd said. All she could think about was the feel of his large hand against her small back. The touch of his fingertips was electric. And in her mind's eye she pictured his hand and arm behind her, every muscle and tendon sculpted in marble, like David come to life.
He moved away from her, sliding his hand down her back as he let go, and the absence of his touch broke the spell. She blinked, now even more light-headed than before, and absent-mindedly sorted through her pencils and charcoals, trying to regain her composure as she watched him from the corner of her eye. He went back to the couch, draped a blanket he found across it, and sat sideways so that one leg was aimed at the armrest and the other was hanging off the side of the couch with his foot flat on the floor. The pose gave her an unrestricted view of every inch of his anatomy.
April licked her lips and put a fresh sheet of paper on her easel. She sketched a rough outline again, working fast, one eye on the easel and one eye on her subject. By the time she reached his feet she knew this position would make them easier to draw. The foot on the floor gave her no problem at all, but she was still struggling with the one on the couch. And then she had an idea.
She hopped down from her seat and hurried toward him. "Don't move! If you do I'll have to start all over."
Ryan obeyed her and didn't move an inch. And when she reached him she turned her head, so she wouldn't be staring directly at his crotch. "I just want to touch you -- I mean, your foot! I just want to touch your foot."
He smiled. "It's okay. You can touch me."
She blushed. "It just helps me with the visualization if I can touch my subject, feel its size, its shape." She sat on the couch between his legs, her back to him, and leaned forward as she curled her tiny fingers around his instep.
He twitched at her touch.
"Don't move."
"I can't help it. You're tickling me."
"Sorry," April said, trying not to smile as she touched his foot again, tenderly tracing the fingers of her left hand from his toes down across the ball of his foot, and then along his instep and arch toward the heel. And then she traced the same path with her other hand while her left caressed his calf, feeling the powerful muscle alongside her.
"You have really big feet, but they're beautiful," she said.
"I don't think anyone has ever called my feet beautiful before."
"They are. Mine are small and ugly. Yours are so long and graceful, like a dancer's."
He laughed. "You don't want to see me dance."
She laughed too and glanced back as she smiled at him, momentarily forgetting that he was completely naked. But when she saw the stiff length standing completely erect right behind her she quickly turned back around, her eyes wide.
"Sorry," Ryan said. "It's just...the way you were touching my feet."
April didn't answer. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to forget what she'd just seen, but it didn't help. All she could think about was the thick length inches away from her and the way it swayed back and forth, aching to be touched.
Ryan reached out and lightly pressed his fingers against her back. "Hey, are you okay?"
She nodded.
He caressed her back with his hand, slid it up to her shoulder. And then he whispered, "You can touch it too, if you want. You know...to help you visualize it."
She stiffened as soon as he said it and he instantly knew he'd said the wrong thing. "Fuck! Sorry, I don't know why I said that." He pulled the blanket from the back of the couch down, trying to cover his crotch, and went to get up.
April squeezed his leg and stopped him. "Don't...please."
He waited with her still sitting between his legs, his cock hidden beneath the blanket. And when she turned around her eyes lingered on his still obvious erection before glancing up at him.
'I'm sorry if I'm not as...good at this as other girls might be," she said. "But you're going to have to believe me when I tell you I'm not used to having naked men in my studio. In fact, I'm not used to men at all.
"When I was a girl, going to school, I did everything I could to avoid boys. The girls were nice enough, but the boys always went out of their way to make fun of me. When I turned eighteen and went to art school I thought it would be different. I thought artists would be different.
"And they were...at first. The girls were friendly and did everything they could to help me and most of the boys did too. For the first time in my life I felt like people were looking at me like I was a person, not a freak.
"There was one boy who was extra nice. He always made sure to be my partner in class, and I remember how he teased me the first time we had a nude male model and he saw how embarrassed I was.
"After class, he apologized and told me how he wanted to make it up to me, wanted me to come over to his apartment. He said he thought he had an idea of how to make me more comfortable around naked men.
"I should have known what was coming. We sat on his couch and he took off his pants and made me play with his...thing. And I -- I liked it. I liked him. We did it and, obviously, it was the first time for me. It was nothing special, but it was special to me.
"I can still remember waiting for the bus the next morning. It was May and I don't think I'd ever seen a sky so blue. And then a girl from my class sat beside me.
"She felt bad telling me, but figured I should know. Apparently, there'd been a bet between some of the boys in our class. Her brother had told her about it. The bet was to see who could be the first to cross a midget off their fuck-it list. And the boy I'd slept with had been more than happy to text every boy in the class the minute I left to let them know he'd won.
"I never caught that bus. I never went back. That's why I don't have my art degree and why this is so...hard for me."
"April, I'm so sorry...about everything. I shouldn't have pushed you like I did." He tightened his grip on the blanket and went to stand up.
"Wait, I don't want you to go." She stopped him and made him sit back down. "I want to draw you. I want...this."
She took a deep breath and slid her hand under the blanket, her heart pounding in her chest as her fingers touched the inside of his bare thigh.
Ryan didn't say a word as he watched her. He just licked his dry lips and opened his legs as she slid her hand higher.
Her fingers grazed against his flesh and he slowly exhaled as she traced his length. Her story had been like an ice-cold bucket of water, extinguishing the heat that had consumed him moments earlier. But now, as she circled her palm against his smooth skin, the fire awakened.
He stiffened and she curled her fingers around him, slowly stroking his thick shaft as he grew harder. April glanced up and saw he was watching her, his eyes half-lidded with pleasure as she touched him beneath the blanket. She pulled it back and both of them stared at her small hand, wrapped tightly around his swollen length.
"You were supposed to take care of this before you came over," she whispered.
"Sorry."
"I can't draw you like this...do you want me to take care of it?"
He didn't need to answer. The look in his eyes said it all.
April nervously bit her lower lip as she wrapped both of her hands around his swollen pole and slowly started to stroke him. She couldn't get her fingers completely around him, but that had nothing to do with her size; he was so thick she doubted many women could.
She pumped her hands up and down, gently twisting them back and forth, letting her thumb caress his knob on every upstroke. She'd only done this once before, but Ryan's sighs and soft moans let her know she was doing just fine.
She licked her lips as she pumped him even faster, squeezing his stiff length even tighter. And as her small but eager hands pushed him closer to the edge her artist's eye couldn't help noticing every curve, every line of his body.
Her gaze drifted up from the masterpiece wrapped between her fingers to his abdomen, tracing the hard lines of his flat stomach before sliding across his strong, muscular chest. His arm was lying across the back of the couch and she traced it with her eyes down to his hand where his fingers were clenching and unclenching as she jerked him off.
April twisted around to stare at his feet, watching as his toes started to curl. And then he let out a low groan and she turned back just in time. She felt it as it shot out, felt it forcing its way past her fingers as it spurted forth from his swollen tip and landed heavily on his stomach. She squeezed him even tighter, stroking him faster as more and more kept squirting out.
He groaned and squeezed her shoulder, holding onto her as she pumped the last few drops from his fat length. And then he collapsed against the couch completely spent, his body limp as he lay there with his chest heaving, trying to catch his breath.
April's eyes went wide with excitement. "Don't move -- this is perfect!"
Ryan couldn't move if he tried. He was numb with pleasure, his body sprawled across the couch and his exhausted cock sprawled across his thigh. He watched, fascinated, as April went to work. Her eyes were alive as they darted between him and her easel, her hand wildly whipping back and forth across the paper as if it had a mind of its own, sweeping in circles and shooting back and forth, thick charcoal lines in its wake.
Minutes later she was finished, and her arm dropped limply to her side as the charcoal stick fell from her palm to the floor. Now, she was completely spent; her chest heaving with emotion as she eyed her creation.
Ryan leapt up from the couch and hurried to her side, both of them oblivious to the fact that he was standing beside her completely naked as both of them stared at her sketch.
"It's amazing," he said, as his eye traced her bold but precise lines.
"I think it's the best thing I've ever done."
"Will you finish it?"
She shook her head. "It is finished."
And when he looked at it again he knew she was right. To the untrained eye the work was little more than a rough outline, but to Ryan, who'd been there, the drawing captured the rawness, the intimacy, the spontaneity of everything that had just happened between them. He didn't think he'd ever seen anything more beautiful in his life.
"Congratulations," he said, and laid his hand on her back.
She'd been lost in her work and his touch seemed to pull her back to reality. She turned toward him and as her eyes fell across the thick length hanging inches from her she seemed to realize for the first time how naked he really was.
April pulled away from him, blushing as she bent down to pick up the vine charcoal stick from the floor. "Thanks for posing for me," she said. "It's late. You better get going."
Without waiting for his reply, she headed back down the art-filled hallway to her living room. She was waiting by the front door when Ryan came out from the studio, his clothes back on and his folded coat in his hand.
She opened the front door. "Thanks for coming over and...umm...everything else."
He knelt down on one knee, so he was the same height as her, and lifted her chin with his hand as he tilted her lips toward his. "No, thank you."
The kiss was soft, tender but brief. And it made April feel like her feet were floating a foot above the floor. When he broke it her eyes fluttered open, and she slowly drifted back to earth as he went to leave.
"I'll see you tomorrow?" he said.
She smiled. "Yes, definitely."
He disappeared down the walk into the night and she closed the door, went back to the couch and poured the last of the wine into her glass. And as she lifted it with both hands and tipped it toward her mouth she savored the taste, letting the flavor linger on her tongue like his kiss lingered on her lips.
She closed her eyes, intoxicated by the memory of him lying on the couch, naked before her. She could still see every curve, every line, and a warmth came over her as she sketched him again, etching him eternally onto her heart.
* * *
April walked into the office still smiling from the night before. She'd seen Ryan's car in the parking lot and had half-expected to find him waiting in her cubicle. But her smile faded when she saw who was waiting there instead.
Rebecca was sitting at her desk, going through the drawers as if they were her own.
April said, "Umm...good morning. Can I help you find something?"
Rebecca glanced up at her, unsmiling. "I was just looking for a post-it so I could leave you a note. But now that you're here I can just tell you. You're not needed in the meeting today."
April blinked in surprise. "What? Why not?"
"Because I've decided against letting you letter this project. Susan's a shitty speller, but at least she has some talent."
Before April could respond Rebecca stood and strode past her, nearly knocking her back into the filing cabinet. The clatter of her heels echoed off the walls like gunshots as she stormed away, obviously angry.
April stared at her desk bewildered; every drawer was open and the work she'd completed for Rebecca earlier in the week had been dumped in the wastebasket. As she bent to retrieve it, wondering if Rebecca was still mad because of her comment on her color scheme, she heard footsteps behind her.
Her smile returned when she saw it was Ryan.
"Morning, April. I just wanted to remind you that the project meeting's in fifteen minutes."
"But...Rebecca said for me not to go to it. She said I wasn't needed?"
"Yeah, well, Rebecca doesn't really have a lot of say in the matter. I'm the assistant art director and I say you are needed. See you there."
Fifteen minutes later, April walked into the conference room with a pad of paper under her arm and a pen in her hand. She took her seat as Rebecca glared at her from across the table. She half-expected her to order her to leave, but she stayed silent as the rest of the participants joined the meeting.
Susan took the seat beside Rebecca while Ryan sat beside April. Zander, the creative director, took his place at the head of the table.
"Okay, Rebecca," he said, "let's see the new layouts."
Still glaring at April, she slid her portfolio across the table.
Zander opened it and stared at the colored drawings inside, baffled. "These are exact same layouts from the other day. Why didn't you redo them like you were told to?"
"Because there's nothing wrong with them; the color scheme is perfect. And I refuse to compromise my work based on the opinion of the one person in this company who has absolutely zero artistic ability."
Zander rolled his eyes. "Rebecca -- "
"No!" she said, leaping to her feet. "I'm not finished. I know there are people here who are jealous of my art, jealous of my talent. But there is no way I'm going to let him or his little pet -- "
"Rebecca!" Zander shouted, slamming his hand against the table to get her attention. "I'm the one who told you to redo your work, and with a master's degree in art I assume you feel I'm qualified to question it. The color scheme is wrong and so is the entire proposal. You will redo it."
"I won't," Rebecca said, crossing her arms. "And anyways, the deadline for this project is less than three days away. There isn't enough time."
Zander's face turned purple with anger. "There would have been enough time if you'd followed my instructions!"
Ryan glanced at April as he stood up. "Can I make a suggestion, Zander?"
"Please."
"I suggest we completely pull Rebecca from this project."
"What the fuck?!" she cried out. "You see? You see how he's got it out for me, how he wants to tear me down?"
Ryan ignored her. "I suggest we pull Rebecca from this project," he continued, "and have another member of our staff finish the initial layouts before our client arrives."
Rebecca laughed, her voice filled with contempt. "Who? You? Susan? Neither one of you has anywhere near my experience or talent." She turned to Zander. "And if you let either of them touch my project I guarantee you will blow this deal. You'll sink this whole fucking company!"
He fixed her with an icy stare. "Rebecca, please sit down. Now."
She reluctantly did so, crossing her arms as she glared across the table.
On the other side, Ryan said, "She might not have the experience, but I know she has the talent. And you've told me many times that what this firm needs is a fresh approach. The artist I want to recommend is...April."



Every head at the table turned to stare at her in surprise. But their surprise was a fraction of April's own as she pulled at the back of Ryan's pant leg, desperately trying to get him to sit back down.
Rebecca laughed bitterly. "You've got to be fucking kidding me. I knew this freak was your pet."
"Rebecca -- " Zander said.
"No! I'm not going to let this untalented midget -- who you know was only hired because HR felt sorry for her -- come anywhere near a project that's rightfully mine! Part of the reason I can never get anything done is because it's like a fucking freakshow having to walk past her cubicle every day and see her weird legs and her creepy little arms."
"Rebecca!" Zander roared, halfway out of his chair. "I've always found your behavior reprehensible but this is beyond the pale. You and I already have a meeting scheduled in my office as soon as we're done here. But if you can't keep your damned mouth shut, you can leave this room right now and wait there for me."
She dropped back into her chair, still furious.
"And I believe you also owe April an apology."
Rebecca fixed her with a fake smile. "I'm sorry, my little princess." But then she glanced at Ryan and April couldn't help noticing the hurt look in her eyes.
Zander sat back down. "Ryan, as much as I disagree with almost every word that comes out of Rebecca's mouth, she was right on one count -- she's the only artist here with enough talent to save this project before the deadline."
Ryan glanced at April with a look that was almost an apology. And then he said, "I thought you might say that, which is why I've brought a drawing for all of you to see."
April's eyes went wide as he pulled a familiar sheet of paper from a portfolio beside him, and when he laid it on the table she shrunk down in her seat, wishing she could shrink right out of sight as everyone else at the table stood and leaned over it.
"Holy shit," Susan said, as she stared at the drawing. "Is that you?"
Ryan nodded as they stared at the charcoal sketch showing him sprawled across the couch, his spent cock lying heavily across his thigh; every detail of the drawing almost screaming at anyone looking at it that its subject had just finished coming. "Yeah, I modeled for her last night."
"Wow," Susan said, as she fanned herself with her hand. "Let me know how much you charge. I might need you to model for me too some time."
Ryan tried not to blush as Zander leaned close and stared at the drawing, his eyes taking in the line work, the control, not the subject.
"This is good, April, this is really good. You drew it?"
She nodded, trying not to make eye contact with Rebecca, whose eyes were searing into her.
"I'm embarrassed to admit that I didn't even know you had a talent, or even an interest in art. If I did, I would have gladly given you an opportunity before this."
"It's just a hobby," she squeaked, shrinking still lower in her seat as Rebecca's hate-filled eyes swept over her like a flamethrower. "No one was ever supposed to see it."
"I should apologize to April," Ryan said, "I took it without asking her permission. But I wanted everyone to see how talented she is. I think she can really help us on this project."
Zander arched an eyebrow. "Maybe, but there's no way I can take a drawing like this to a meeting where we'll be discussing art for a children's book. Do you think you can do some other layouts up before Friday, April?"
"Oh my god!" Rebecca cried out, leaping to her feet. "Are you seriously considering letting this little freak work on my project because of this...shit! We're going to hire this little slut just because she knows how to draw a fucking cock?!"
And before anyone could stop her she snatched the charcoal drawing up and furiously tore it in half.
"Rebecca!" Zander cried, as both he and Ryan tried to stop her. But she fought them off, almost snarling as she tore the sketch to pieces.
Then April's high-pitched shout cut sharply across the room, and everyone froze. No one had ever heard her raise her voice before.
"Hey!" she cried, her eyes welling with tears as she stood high on her chair. "You can call me names -- freak -- midget -- I don't care. I was born this way and I've lived with it every day of my life. I know what I am. But to destroy my art...I used to think it meant something that you had a degree on your wall and I didn't. I used to think it meant you were a real artist. But you're not, because a real artist would support and encourage the work of the people around her, not tear it to pieces.
"Ryan supported me and I won't let him down. I will submit layouts for this project and, when they're done, I hope you can look at them and appreciate them for what they are, not judge them based on what you think of me."
Finished, April jumped down from her chair and headed toward the door without waiting for a response. But as she turned the handle she took one last look back at Rebecca who was watching her with a stunned look, the torn fragments of the drawing still clutched between her fingers.
"And you know what the worst part is?" April said. "I didn't just think you were an artist, I thought you were my friend."
* * *
April was at home in her studio, already working on her ideas for the new layouts when the doorbell rang.
She ran down the hallway toward the front door. Her heart leapt when she spotted Ryan's now familiar silhouette in the sidelight.
She opened the door and smiled up at him. "Hi. What are you doing here?"
He had a box under one arm and a folder under the other. "I just came by to give you this. I wasn't sure if you'd still want it."
Opening the folder, April saw the torn pieces of her drawing. As she took them to the table and laid them out like a jigsaw puzzle, Ryan said, "That was quite the speech you made today."
"I'm sorry," she said, embarrassed. "I've never done anything like that before. I didn't mean to get so carried away."
"That was nothing compared to the fireworks after you left -- Zander fired Rebecca."
April stared at him, stunned. "I hope they didn't fire her because of what I said?!"
"No," he said, shaking his head, "it wasn't your fault, it was Rebecca's. And it wasn't because of what happened in the meeting today."
"But why then?"
"It was because of me. When I left here last night, Rebecca was waiting down the street in her car."
"Waiting...for you?"
Ryan nodded. "She's been following me for a while. Stalking me, basically, and you didn't see half the stuff she tried at work. Believe me...it went way further than just sitting on my lap when I didn't want her to. I tried to discourage her, told her I wasn't interested, but Rebecca doesn't take no for an answer. And when she saw the drawing you'd made of me, I think it was more than professional jealousy that made her want to destroy it.
"I should have said something to Zander as soon as it started but I thought I could handle her on my own and, honestly, I didn't think anyone would have a lot of sympathy for me if I told them I was being sexually harassed by someone that looked like Rebecca. But after today's meeting, after seeing the way you stood up to her, I knew I had to say something. And that's when I found out this wasn't the first time.
"It turns out that Mark, the assistant art director before me, had the same sort of problems with her. And when he quit, and basically told Zander it was because of her, she was given a written warning not to let it happen again. So when I asked to have a meeting with him and HR and told them what was going on -- "
"They fired her."
Ryan sighed. "And she's not the only one who won't be there Monday morning."
"What do you mean?"
"When I told them what she was doing to me, I also told them what we did to you."
"You mean April Fools' Day? You didn't have to. I didn't tell anyone."
"You should have. That prank we played on you was wrong, and I was just as much a part of it as Rebecca."
"So they fired you?!"
"No, luckily, because this was my first time, they only gave me a written warning and suspended me for a week. But it means I won't be there to see you submit your proposal, and I just wanted to drop by so I could wish you luck."
"But...I need you there."
"No you don't. You've already got everything you need to succeed and I know when they see your art, when they see what I see, they're going to love you."
April glanced down at the fragments of her torn sketch on the table. "I feel bad for Rebecca, but she should have known it's bad luck to play a prank after noon on April Fools' Day."
"I don't know about that," Ryan said, as he moved a piece of the drawing into place. "It seems to have worked out pretty well for me."
April couldn't help smiling as she glanced up at him. And then she noticed the box under his arm. "What's that?"
"These are my drawing tools. I didn't just come over to tell you about Rebecca. I was also hoping maybe we could do another sketch together?"
Her eyes lit up. "Okay. And I already went and bought some more wine just in case you...umm...dropped by."
A few minutes later they were walking to the studio with glasses of wine in their hands. April put hers down, placed a fresh sheet of paper on the easel, sat in front of it and said, "Do you want to lie on the couch again like last night, or stand this time?"
The corner of Ryan's mouth curved into a smile. "Oh, did you think I meant for you to sketch me? I already posed. You said we were even. So I was thinking tonight, maybe you could model for me?"
The color drained from April's face. "Me? Naked?"
"Yeah, that's how nude modelling normally works." He opened his box and started sorting through his pencils. "You don't mind, do you? I mean, it's not like you haven't already seen me completely naked."
An image of him lying on the couch flashed through her thoughts. And then she pictured herself in the same position and winced. "I -- I don't think so."
"Why not?"
"You don't want to see me naked. I'm not like other girls."
He arched an eyebrow. "What do you mean? You've got three boobs?"
She couldn't help laughing. "No, I mean...their bodies are beautiful. Your body is beautiful. Mine isn't."
Ryan stepped toward her. "Why don't you let me be the judge of that?"
He took her hand, and she made sure to grab her glass as he led her toward the couch. She sat down and took a giant sip of wine, trying to calm her nerves. And then he took her glass, setting it on the table as he knelt in front of her.
He slid his fingers under her sweater and the touch of his skin against her flesh sent a shiver through her. He lifted his hands and she raised her arms as he pulled her top over her head.
She had on a tiny, lacy pink bra underneath that cupped her small breasts. When he saw it he smiled. "Sexy. I like it."
She blushed, her cheeks turning the same shade of pink as her brassiere. Her mother had bought it for her years ago but she'd never even worn it until tonight.
Ryan slid his hand across her shoulder as his eyes slid down her body. "Do you want me to take off the rest, too?"
April shook her head. Gently biting her lower lip as she stood up, she watched his eyes as she undid her pants and pushed them down, balancing herself with a hand on his shoulder as she stepped out of them. She had matching pink panties on, and Ryan hooked a finger in her waistband and went to pull them down.
"No," she said, gently squeezing his wrist to stop him.
"What's wrong?" he said, as his eyes took in her under-sized but perfectly proportioned body. "You're beautiful, April."
"Umm...thanks, but it feels weird being naked in front of you," she said, as she awkwardly used her hands to try and cover her bra and panties, concealing them from his penetrating gaze. "Can't you just sketch me like this, in my underwear?"
"I could, but I'd rather sketch you in the nude. Maybe you'd be more comfortable if I was naked too?"
Before she could argue he was standing in front of her, pushing his jeans down. Once again, he didn't have any underwear on and her eyes went wide when she saw how stiff he already was. He seemed oblivious to the fact that his giant erection was bouncing inches from her face as he pulled his shirt over his head, but April couldn't help noticing it as the memory of having her hands wrapped around it the night before flooded her thoughts.
"Is that better?" Ryan asked, now completely naked.
April just nodded as she licked her dry lips, her eyes locked on his thick length.
He knelt in front of her again, smiling as he pulled her ponytail loose and let her soft brown hair tumble down around her shoulders. And then he reached behind her, unhooking her bra. She let him slide it off, revealing her small breasts and her tiny pink nipples. This time she didn't try to hide them, even though she felt his eyes on her as her own gaze drifted down between his legs, staring at the stiff length sticking straight up toward her.
He curled his arm behind her and she thought he was going to pull her panties off, but instead he lifted her, carrying her back toward the couch, his arm beneath her, one hand cupped against the cheek of her ass as she instinctively pressed herself against him. Her small arms curled around his neck as she pressed her cheek to his shoulder, savoring his clean scent and the warmth of his chest against her cool breasts.
As he laid her down on the couch, she reluctantly released her hold and gazed up at him. He was glorious in his nakedness, like a sculpture by Bernini come to life, and her fears eased. She said, "You can sketch me nude if you want...completely nude."
He smiled as he knelt and hooked his fingers in the waistband of her pink underwear. She gently bit her lower lip and lifted her hips as he pulled her panties down, and his smile grew when he saw the tiny trimmed triangle waiting between her legs.
Suddenly self-conscious, April covered herself with her hands. And an unwanted memory of the last time she'd been naked with a man came crashing back into her thoughts.
"Why are you here?" she asked.
Ryan stared at her, confused by the question. "Umm...to sketch you?"
"No, I mean, why me? Why not Rebecca or any of the other girls in the office? You don't need to lie. I know they're all more beautiful than I am."
Ryan brushed his hand against her cheek as she sunk back against the couch, completely naked except for her hands between her legs and feeling smaller than ever.
"April, you need to know that beauty has nothing to do with size; it doesn't matter if you're large or little. Beauty comes from inside, from here," he said, touching his fingers to her breast, "and Rebecca's heart was small but yours is so big, and so beautiful."
He leaned close and kissed her lightly just above her breast, where her heart was pounding in her chest. And then he lifted his head and brushed his lips against hers. "Now, let me sketch you so I can show you just how beautiful you really are."
She nodded, the memory of his kiss still lingering on her lips as he went to the easel and readied his materials. But a moment later he returned.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Nothing, it's just that I thought maybe I'd try your technique, and see if touching my subject helps me visualize my sketch."
She blushed at the memory and her heart skipped a beat as he gently pulled her hands away from between her legs, revealing every inch of her body to his probing eyes. She felt his gaze slide over her skin as his hands traced her flesh, starting at the inside of her calves and brushing across her thighs as he followed her hips up to her midsection.
And then he leaned close, so close that April could feel his breath against her skin as he grazed his fingers across her ribcage and brushed them against the underside of her small breasts before enveloping them with his hands, lightly squeezing them as he slowly circled his thumbs against her nipples.
April sighed as they grew erect under his gentle touch, and then gasped as he pressed his mouth to her left breast and flicked his tongue against the sensitive pink flesh at the center. She ran her fingers through his hair, keeping him close as his own hand slid back down her body, between her legs.
She sighed again as he spread them apart, and slumped back against the couch as he trailed kisses down her body. His hands were on the inside of her thighs and when his lips brushed between her legs her back arched involuntarily.
April moaned as he explored her with his lips and tongue. She'd never been kissed like this before, only dreamt of it, and the sensation nearly overwhelmed her. His mouth was pressed against her, every flick of his tongue sending jolts of pleasure arcing through her tiny frame and finally, unable to stand it anymore, she pulled him back up.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
"Nothing," she gasped, "nothing at all."
She pressed her mouth against his and kissed him, her tiny tongue tentatively touching his as she explored his mouth, hoping she was doing it right. She'd never kissed a boy, never really kissed a boy. The night she'd lost her virginity there had been groping, oral sex and, of course, intercourse, but there had been exactly zero kissing.
And now, as Ryan pressed his mouth against hers, she felt like he was taking her breath away. She broke the kiss, her heart hammering in her chest.
Her painting was on the wall behind Ryan. And in her mind's eye she saw the dreaming girl on the couch, the one with the long brown hair and the impossibly long legs, waking up and twisting lazily around to see what was happening behind her. And when she did she smiled proudly down at April, smiled down at her from a face she knew so well.
Ryan trailed kisses down the side of her neck as April reached between his legs and squeezed his stiff length with both hands. He moaned appreciatively in her ear as she closed her eyes and slowly stroked him, savoring the feel of his hardness with her hands, the memory of his size still etched on her memory from the night before.
She opened her eyes and saw he was watching her hands as she pumped them up and down his thick, swollen shaft. His cock felt amazing. She wanted to make him come again. But this time, she wanted him to come inside her.
She spread her legs a little wider and pulled him closer, using his cock like an oversized handle. But now that she had him at her entrance, she hesitated. For the last three years she'd been trying to forget the last time she'd been in this position, the memory painful, and she knew there was no way her previous partner had been so...big.
"Are you okay?" Ryan asked.
April nodded, her eyes still locked on his cock. "It's just...I don't think it's going to fit."
Ryan smiled. "Trust me; it's going to be a perfect fit, like Cinderella putting on her slipper. Can I?"
April quickly nodded, her eyes sliding down his naked body. She felt like she was in a fairy tale. She'd never thought of herself as Cinderella, more like the ugly duckling, but she definitely knew he was her Prince Charming. And then she wondered if that was really the prince's name in the story?
Ryan' touch woke her from her reverie, his fingers wet between her legs, touching her, teasing her. She shivered at the contact, gasping as a tremor of pleasure vibrated through her, and watched as he rubbed his knob, getting it slick with her juices as he pressed it against her mound.
He pushed forward, spreading April wide as he entered her. Her eyes went even wider and she squeezed his forearms, clenching her teeth as he nearly split her in two.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
April nodded again. She couldn't speak. She knew if she opened her mouth the only thing that'd come out would be a shout, a strangled cry of pain and pleasure. She glanced down between her legs. Only his knob was inside her, but it felt like she was being impaled.



Her heart was pounding in her chest as Ryan smoothed her damp hair back from her face, telling her to relax. And then he slowly inched forward, easing even more of his stiff, swollen flesh inside her tiny opening. April winced and squeezed his forearms harder, her hands locked on them like she was hanging on for dear life. He stopped, and as he let her get used to his size, he leaned close and kissed her softly on her lips.
April melted against his mouth, her vicelike grip on his arms gradually easing, her body relaxing. And as he kissed her, Ryan slowly started to rock his hips back and forth. Only half his eight-inch length was inside her, but it was more than enough for both of them and he moaned into her mouth as her tight pussy squeezed him like it never wanted to let him go.
April broke the kiss with a gasp, still holding his forearms to steady herself as she watched his slick length slide in and out between her legs. Ryan was watching too, his head pressed against hers as they both stared at the sublime sight of their perfect bodies finally meeting as one.
She reached up and pulled him near, kissing him again, gently biting his lips, his tongue as he picked up the pace, more and more of his thick pole disappearing inside of her, stuffing her tiny hole as he drove her down into the couch cushions.
April tightened her grip around his neck, not wanting to let him go and trying to hang on as he fucked her faster and faster. When it happened, she didn't even realize what it was at first. But she felt the wave coming, and when it hit her it hit her hard.
She squeezed her eyes shut, her teeth clenched, and a groan escaped her as she came all over his cock. And when she opened her eyes twin tears rolled down her cheeks, tears of pleasure accompanied by a second wave, a wave of weakness that caused her to let go of Ryan and slump back against the couch, helpless as he continued to pump his cock in and out of her.
She lay there like a ragdoll as he straightened up, still kneeling in front of her, and pulled her toward him so her legs were dangling off the edge of the couch. And then he slid his forearms under her legs, lifting them into the air, his hands on her hips to hold her in place as he kept fucking her.
April's eyes rolled back in her head. Her hands were behind her, bracing herself against the back of the couch as his hips smacked against her, driving her back and forth as he filled her. Her tiny pussy was stretched as far as it could go but Ryan had been right -- it was a perfect fit. She was Cinderella and she'd found her prince.
Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her tiny frame. She'd never felt so relaxed in her life. But for Ryan it was a different story. She could see the tension on his face, every line, every muscle taut as he pumped his thick pole in and out of her.
And then he groaned, "I'm gonna come."
He tried to pull out but she didn't let him, her hands on his hips and her heels behind him as she kept him close. And he groaned a second time and April's eyes went wide as she felt him release inside her, a torrent of cum filling her.
When he was finally finished, he collapsed beside her on the couch, both of their chests heaving from their effort. April reached her hand out and took his, holding onto it as she closed her eyes and etched every detail of what had just happened in her memory, never wanting to forget it.
She felt Ryan sit up beside her. Her hand was still between her legs, trying to stop his mess from oozing out, and she said, "Oh god, please tell me you're not going to sketch me like this."
He smiled as he grabbed a cloth for her to clean up. "Don't worry, I won't be. There's no way I want anyone to see this."
She winced. Was he ashamed at having been with her?
He saw the look in her eyes and quickly corrected himself. "Whoa, that didn't come out right, what I meant to say is: I love what just happened, and I hope it's just the beginning. And when I said I didn't want to sketch you it's because I don't want to share this with the world. This moment, with you, is all mine."
"So you won't be telling your friends or anyone at work?"
"Only if you want me to...this isn't a trick, April. This is real, not an April Fools' joke."
"Are you sure?" she said, smiling. "Because that was a pretty big marker you had hiding in your pants."
He laughed. "Believe me when I tell you that I can't wait to share you with the world -- but only through your art. This," he said, as he traced his finger down the side of her face, "is all mine."
She took his hand and held it close to her heart. "I'm glad, because I used to hate April Fools' Day. But I have a hunch that the prank you played on me might turn out to be the best thing that has ever happened to me. Just promise me you won't ever try to pull it on anyone else, because that giant marker in your pants is mine."
Ryan pressed his mouth against hers, and as they kissed she slid her hands back down, sighing into his mouth as she found what she was looking for. And as her tongue did a slow dance with his she stroked her hands up and down, feeling him stiffen once more beneath her touch.
And when she finally broke the kiss and gazed down between his legs, confirming with her eyes what her hands had already told her, she whispered, "I think it's time to make another sketch."
* * * *
Thanks for taking the time to read my story. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. And, if you did, this is just a reminder that this is a contest entry and any and all votes and/or comments are greatly appreciated ~ Seanathon
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Her body floated beneath the surface, waiting for him. He moved the candle closer and let its light spill across her lifeless form. He didn't want to miss a single detail.
His gaze slid across her swollen belly as the taper's glow flickered against his cold gray eyes, turning them the same silver hue as the small, sharp tools clutched in his hands. He touched her delicately, not wanting to damage her. She spun slowly toward him and the lambent flame turned her gossamer wings golden.
Will's eyes flashed as he dove into the taped-together shoebox beside him, keeping one eye on the female caddisfly floating in the small glass container as he pulled out the materials necessary for his work: hackle, thread, dubbing, a size twelve hook and straw-blonde bull elk hair for the wings.
His bobbin twisted and his scissors snipped and when he was done he proudly eyed his creation, a perfect simulacrum of the lifeless Trichoptera suspended in front of him. Yesterday, she'd plunged beneath the lake's surface and drowned. Today she lived again.
A skillfully executed improved clinch knot secured the newly-tied fly to his tippet and Will grabbed his fly fishing rod, blew out the candle and stepped out of his camper into the pre-dawn darkness.
Sunrise was only minutes away. The chill of night still hung heavy in the air and a thick fog blanketed the lake. He turned toward the water but had barely taken three steps when he stopped.
A monstrous shadow loomed in the darkness at the water's edge; a car, rising like a phantom from the mist.
Will blinked in surprise. He hadn't heard anyone drive in during the night. In fact, he hadn't seen a single soul in seven days spent at the lake. Based on what he'd been told this was hardly unusual and was the exact reason he'd chosen this remote, lonely place.
But there it was, less than fifty feet away. He could only see its silhouette but knew it was one of those landyachts from the early seventies, a ghost from a time before the oil embargo hit, waiting at the edge of the lake like a beacon from the past.
The car appeared black in the darkness and wispy strands of fog snaked beneath its dark belly like pale tentacles. But a soft, rising halo above the dark, thickly-forested mountains lining the eastern horizon announced the approaching sunrise and dispelled the shadows cloaking the car.
The mist also retreated before the encroaching rays and in the weak blue light of dawn Will finally recognized the make of the car, a Plymouth Fury. His grandfather had owned one similar to it, but that had been decades ago.
The car was huge and parked less than twenty feet from the water's edge. There were no tents nearby and Will could only assume whoever had driven it there was sleeping inside.
He shook his head, amazed they'd found their way safely through the woods in the dark. Even in daylight the forest road leading to the lake was dangerous and there was one turn near the end that was particularly treacherous. He'd been warned about it and had still nearly driven over the edge, more than a thirty-foot drop to the water's surface and who knew how deep below.
Will crept closer, hoping to peek inside the dark windows. Something crunched underneath his foot. A beer can. In the growing light he spotted more and more of them littered around the car.
Partiers, he should have guessed. Probably teens from the town he'd driven through on his way up to the lake. He was surprised he hadn't heard them.
Something shifted inside the car. Will rose up on the toes of his boots, trying to see if anyone was in the front seat, and as he squinted, struggling to see in the dim light, he felt his initial sense of surprise slowly give way to resentment.
The lake was huge. Why had they parked so close to his camper? Couldn't they have driven farther down shore? Didn't they know the rules? He was already in a sour mood after failing to catch a trout in the entire week he'd been there and the prospect of now having to share the lake only made his mood worse.
Determined to ignore the car, he turned back toward the water. He knew there were trout in there, he'd seen them jumping. But every trick he'd tried so far -- including matching the hatch -- had failed.
Will crept toward the water's edge and waded in as quietly as he could, letting out his line and lazily looping it back and forth as he savored the stillness of the forest around him.
He loved waking up in the wild, loved hearing a whiskey jack's early morning call echo across the water as an insect hummed past and a trout splashed in the distance. No sounds of civilization, no sounds of anything but him and his lake.
He flicked his line toward the center, letting his Elk Hair Caddis fly settle on the surface like its namesake. As he waited for a tell-tale strike he couldn't help glancing toward the car, the last vestiges of the ghostly mist that had blanketed it still crouching in the shadows beneath it.
The sun finally rose and its rays glided across the shimmering surface of the lake until they found the Fury, shooing away the remaining shadows and mist and turning the chrome-covered classic golden.
Will held up his hand to shield his eyes as the blinding beams bounced off the car's polished curves and stabbed at his corneas as if commanding him to look away. The vehicle that had seemed so menacing in the dark was now like a vision, dressed in a coat of lustrous metallic gold paint and trimmed in silvery chrome.
Someone shifted inside the car again and he heard a bump and a curse as they banged against the side door. Then he heard a second voice, the murmur of their unintelligible conversation carrying through the thick metal and glass and across the quiet of the clearing.
The front passenger door groaned as it swung open and the first of the car's occupants stumbled out, a twentyish female with tousled honey-blonde hair, bare legs and an oversized plain white tee.
She stepped sleepily from the car, swung the door closed, scratched her bum and turned to face the rising sun. Lifting her arms above her head, she yawned and mumbled, "How long have I been asleep?"
Will wasn't sure if she was talking to herself, him or her friends, but as she arched her back and stretched her hands toward the blue sky above he couldn't help noticing how her shirt slid up to reveal the pale pink panties hidden underneath.
Her eyes were closed, the sun's warmth caressing her face, and as she spun slowly toward him the lambent light turned her tangled hair golden. She opened her eyes and seemed surprised to see him. Lowering her arms to let her shirt fall back into place, she gave him a friendly smile and a sleepy wave. "Morning."
"Morning," Will mumbled back.
He turned away and tried to concentrate on his line as he reeled it in, tried not to think about those bare legs or those pink panties. But he couldn't help stealing another glance and was surprised to see her coming toward him, a dreamy smile on her face as she shook the sleep from her sun-kissed hair.
"Any luck?" she said, her eyes on his fly as she padded across the grassy shore toward him.
Will shook his head as he flicked his rod back and forth, letting his line out and then shooting his fly across the lake again.
She watched it settle gracefully on the surface. "I hope we didn't make too much noise when we arrived last night. We tried to be quiet. I was kind of surprised to see someone else was here."
"I didn't hear anything at all," he said, keeping his eyes on his fly. "How late did you drive in?"
"I guess a little after midnight."
Will was standing ten feet from shore, the water knee-deep around his waders. He looked back and saw she was standing at the edge letting her toes get wet, and as he watched she stretched her arms above her head again, seemingly oblivious to the fact that her panties were in full view as she savored the sun's warmth, that same dreamy smile on her face.
He looked away and cleared his throat. "That road's dangerous. You were crazy to drive in at night."
"That road's dangerous whether it's light or dark but it's never been a problem for me. I figure I know it better than anyone, that's why Mickey let me drive. I'm Ellie by the way."
He glanced toward the car, wondering what Mickey was going to think if he peeked out the window and saw his girlfriend flashing her panties at a stranger. "I'm Will," he said, and tried to focus on his fly.
The water splashed behind him and he spun around, shocked to see her wading noisily toward him. "What are you doing?" he hissed.
She stopped, taken aback. "I was just coming out to talk."
"You're scaring all the goddamned fish away! If you want to talk, go talk to Mickey."
As if on cue, the rear door of the Fury swung open and a gravelly voice growled, "Who's making all the fucking noise?"
Will was surprised to see a second girl step from the car. She was tall and full-figured with short, close-cropped brown hair and, like Ellie, at least ten years younger than him. She was also only wearing a t-shirt and panties but her top, which looked two sizes too small, was stretched tautly across her ample, full-sized breasts and didn't even come close to hiding her fire-engine red panties.
As he stared past her he couldn't help noticing a third girl still sleeping on the back seat, dark-skinned and obviously naked from the waist down, but his view was cut off as her companion swung the door shut.
"Morning, Mickey!" Ellie called.
She grunted a reply as she leaned back against the car. Mickey was obviously short for Michelle. There was a pack of cigarettes in her hand and she hit it against the palm of her other hand to tap one free. She shoved the filter between her lips and cupped her hand around her lighter as she lit the end and took a long drag. As she exhaled from the corner of her mouth, she said, "Who's the fucking old guy?"
Ellie smiled apologetically at him. "This is Will. He's camping here too."
"Oh yeah? Well, tell him to keep the fucking noise down. Izzy's still sleeping."
Will felt his anger surge back to the surface. "If you wanted quiet, you shouldn't have parked so close to me!"
Mickey squinted at him as a lazy curl of smoke drifted back toward her eye. "Shouldn't have parked so close to you? This is a forest not a fucking parking lot, and I'll park anywhere I damn well please."
Will furiously reeled in his line as he glared at her. "There's rules, you know!"
Mickey waved away the smoke. "Rules? What fucking rules?"
"Boondocking rules. You're not supposed to camp so close to me or the water."
"Poondocking? What the fuck is poondocking?"
"Boondocking," he said, emphasizing the B. "It's what they call this, camping with an RV in the wild where there's no campground, no hook ups."
"You've gotta be fucking kidding me," she said. "Well, I ain't got no RV so I guess I'll just keep calling it camping and camp wherever the hell I want. If you don't like how close we're parked, you move."
He was about to respond when he stopped, speechless, as Mickey flicked her half-finished cigarette toward the lake and yanked her shirt over her head, revealing a spectacular set of breasts.
Will was six feet tall and even from this distance he could tell Mickey was easily two inches taller than him. But she wasn't gangly or thin, her skin was bronzed all over and she had the raw athletic build of a pro beach volleyball player. And then there were those tits.
She arched an eyebrow. "You want to go get a camera and take a picture so you'll have something to beat off to later, or should I go for my swim now?"
Will looked away, burning with embarrassment at being caught staring. But his chagrin quickly turned to dismay moments later when Mickey splashed loudly into the lake beside him and dove in. He winced, imagining every trout within hearing distance rushing toward the depths.
He glared at her but she ignored him, calmly powering toward the center of the lake with smooth, well-practiced strokes. Then he noticed her fire-engine red panties lying in the tall grass right beside her shirt.
"Sorry," Ellie said. "Mickey's always grumpy when she wakes up. Once she gets a coffee and another smoke in her she'll be fine."
Will finished reeling in his line, hooked the failed fly to a guide on his rod and brought in the slack.
"Not fishing anymore?" Ellie asked.
"Not much point now that your friend has scared all the fish away."
"Sorry, maybe I can make it up to you with a cup of coffee?"
"No thanks. I'll make my own."
Will turned away from her and started to wade back toward shore, but stopped when he spotted Mickey's half-smoked cigarette floating by. Ellie smiled apologetically as he bent down to fish it from the cold water, but he just shook his head, pocketed the waterlogged butt and went back to his camper without another word.
* * *
Will opened his eyes, surprised he'd fallen asleep again. He peeked out the blinds beside him and saw the sun was high. It was nearly noon. He sat up, amazed at how long he'd slept, how groggy he was.
He pulled his fly vest and boots back on but left his waders on the floor. He wouldn't need them. He knew he had to go farther down the lake, not just due to his unwanted guests but because he needed to fish from a spot where the sun wouldn't send his shadow across the water, possibly spooking any trout that might be lurking nearby. He eyed the golden-winged fly still hooked to his guide, wondering if he should change it, and heard laughter from outside.
Will parted the blinds again and peeked out the window. All three girls were awake now and sitting in the sunshine on a log halfway between the Fury and the water's edge. Ellie was on the left and Mickey was on the right with a small, dark-skinned girl he could only assume was Izzy wedged between them.
Coffee time was obviously over as all three of them had beers in their hands. A thin wisp of smoke curled into the air as Mickey took a long drag from the cigarette in her hand. But when she stretched across to pass it to Ellie he realized that wasn't tobacco they were smoking.
Normally, this might have surprised him, but it was nothing compared to the shocking realization that all three girls were completely nude.
Will narrowed the blinds, worried they might spot him. He couldn't help watching as they sat on the log laughing and smiling like a trio of sirens, but no mythmaker had ever dreamt up a threesome like this one.
Mickey was regaling them with an enthusiastic and surprisingly vulgar recap of a live sex show she'd seen on vacation in Amsterdam while Ellie, in the middle of a coughing fit from laughing so hard, tried to keep from falling off the log. Between them, Izzy was shyly covering her mouth but her eyes were alight as she absorbed every detail.
She glanced toward the camper, and when she nudged Mickey her sharp eyes narrowed in on it too. Then she leapt to her feet and squeezed her huge tits together, blowing a kiss toward the window as she juggled her breasts up and down for Will's obvious viewing pleasure.
He jerked the blinds closed, burning with embarrassment at being caught again. He spun around to grab his rod as peals of laughter echoed from outside and his hip caught the corner of the table. The blow jolted the flimsy fold-out and his eyes went wide as the water-filled jar with the drowned caddisfly began to tip over.
Will lunged and caught it, but not before half the liquid inside spilled out and across the tabletop. A letter was lying nearby. Will grabbed it and sighed in relief when he saw it was still dry.
The envelope was sealed and had his name written across the front in faded letters. He'd forgotten he'd brought it down and returned it to its home on a shelf above the table, resting against a row of well-read paperbacks.
Will cleaned up the water with a towel and screwed the metal cap back on the jar to seal it. He lifted the now half-empty container and turned it back and forth to let the sunlight filtering through the blinds catch it. As the lifeless caddisfly trapped inside spun toward him, he compared her once more to the gold-winged double hooked to his rod and whispered, "Come on, baby, bring me luck."
He stepped out from the shade of the camper and tried not to make eye contact with the girls as he strode toward the trail leading around the north side of the lake. Ellie called his name but he pretended not to hear. When she shouted it a second time he had no choice but to glance in their direction.
"Will, come here!" She beckoned him with a friendly wave as Izzy and Mickey watched and waited impassively beside her.
He headed toward the girls, pretending to be far more interested in the scenery around them than the fact that all three of them were naked.
Ellie greeted him with a warm smile, her hands modestly resting in her lap, her pale, beautiful breasts on full display. Izzy, obviously shyer, had her shoulders hunched, her legs squeezed together and her arms folded across her chest. Mickey, on the other hand, didn't seem to give a damn whether he looked or not.
Her legs were splayed out in front of her and she idly scratched underneath her boob as he approached. Bending to her left, she reached into the cooler beside her and threw him a can of beer.
"Sit down and join us," Ellie said. Her smile was dazzling and the high noon sun made the waves of honey-blonde hair cascading across her shoulders seem golden.
"Thanks, but I've got other plans," he said, and tossed the unopened beer back at Mickey just a little harder than she'd thrown it to him.
She caught it with one hand and grinned at him as she popped the top and beer foamed out. She tilted the can back and guzzled it down, ignoring the amber liquid spilling down her chin and running between her breasts. When she was finished she tossed the empty onto the ground beside her and let out a loud belch.
"Come on," she said, "get your gear off. I promise we ain't gonna laugh if you got a small pecker."
All three girls burst into laughter as he turned crimson. He spun to leave, but Ellie leapt up and grabbed his hand.
"Don't be embarrassed," she said, "don't you know what today is?"
Will pulled his hand away, uncomfortable at her touch. "I don't know...Tuesday?"
She laughed. "You don't even know what day of the week it is? It's Saturday, but that isn't what I mean, today's Nude Day."
Will blinked in surprise as he stared at the three naked girls in front of him. "Nude Day?"
"Sure, every July 14th is National Nude Day. That's why we're here. You don't have to take your clothes off if you don't want to, but it'd be great if you could join us. Stay and have a beer."
Will shook his head and stared in disgust at the cans littered around Mickey, who seemed oblivious to them as she reached down for her pack of cigarettes.
"Did you ever hear of Earth Day?" he said. "Why don't you clean up your empties? And before you light up another smoke, maybe you should finish this one." He pulled the still damp, half-finished cigarette he'd fished out of the lake from his pocket and tossed it to Mickey.
She watched it land at her feet and glared up at him. "Jeezus, you ain't one a them goddamned enviro-mental-ists are ya?" she said, putting special emphasis on the word mental.
"No, I just don't like strangers showing up and leaving their garbage all over an area I'm camping in."



"Strangers?" she said, standing up to her full height. "You saying we're the strangers here?!"
Will took a step back. Even barefoot she was at least two inches taller than him. "I'm just saying I was here first and this place was clean until you showed up."
"You were here first," she said with a loud laugh, "ain't that a funny one. All the years we've been coming to this place and I ain't ever seen your face before." She took a step toward him and Ellie leapt in front of her, interposing herself between them.
"Don't worry, Will, we'll clean up our mess," she said. "When we leave you won't even be able to tell we were ever here, and ignore Mickey, she's all bark and no bite."
"To hell with that," Mickey said, glaring at him over Ellie's shoulder. "I bite all the time, just ask Izzy."
Izzy giggled and Mickey sat back down beside her, shoulder to shoulder and grinning as she pulled another beer from the cooler.
Ellie smiled too, the same dreamy smile he'd seen when she first stepped from the Fury. "Are you sure you won't join us? I promise we don't bite."
"Thanks, but I'm going farther down the lake, better fishing there."
"Okay, good luck. But if you get bored with the fish you know where to find us."
He turned and headed for the north trail. He was determined not to look back at the three of them, but he couldn't help glancing back when he heard a sharp cry behind him. It was only Izzy, squealing as Mickey playfully bit her shoulder.
* * *
Will crouched in the shadows, waiting and watching as his green and black fly gently bobbed on the surface in the sun-dappled shade beneath the canopy overhanging the lake. He knew a big brown trout was near. He'd spotted it swimming back and forth when he'd crept close.
His gold-winged Elk Hair Caddis was hooked to his vest. When he first found the opening there was a cloud of insects buzzing above the pool and he'd quickly switched his fly to match them. He tried to keep his eye on the drifting fly, but couldn't help sneaking peeks through the trees toward the far end of the lake where the girls' laughter echoed across the water.
He felt a pang of regret at how he'd acted. They had just as much right to be here as he did and he knew deep down they weren't the problem, he was.
He'd been boondocking too long, been alone too long. When he stopped in a new town for supplies he knew how to make the necessary small talk, knew how to respond when strangers asked him questions they never expected answers to, but he had no idea how to talk to the three girls who had set up camp beside him.
How old were they? Twenty? Will shook his head. Even when he'd been their age he wouldn't have known what to say to them.
Any other guy that received the invitation he'd been given would have been naked in a flash. Instead, he was sitting alone in the shadows waiting for a fish. He peeked through the trees again and hoped they'd be gone by sunset.
A splash seized his attention and he focused his eyes on the pool in front of him, his senses razor sharp as he pinched his line and readied his rod. Rings spread across the water away from the black and green fly. The big brown trout had boiled beneath it thinking it was an insect. The first strike was meant to drown it. Will waited. He knew the second strike would be in the mouth.
He tried to stay calm, tried to stay still, knowing the slightest vibration on the line could give him away. What was the fish waiting for? And then he heard a heavy splashing coming toward him.
The unexpected sound jolted Will, who stared in shocked disbelief as the trout darted from the shadows at the edge of the pool and raced for the dark depths of the lake. He furiously yanked his line in and glared at Izzy, dog-paddling toward him.
She had none of Mickey's aquatic grace and she churned clumsily in his direction thirty feet from shore, grinning from ear to ear as she waved a greeting. Will raced around the edge of the pool, careful not to disturb the water as he frantically gestured for her to go away.
"Get out of here!" he hissed, worried that a shout might scare away any other trout lurking nearby. "Can't you go swim somewhere fucking else?!"
Izzy pulled up, taken aback by his unexpected outburst. Her smile vanished as she glanced left and right, still treading water, her head just above the surface. Then she gave one last apologetic wave and continued on down the lake, noisily paddling away as she disappeared from sight.
Will shook his head in disbelief. He was starting to think the fishing gods didn't want him to ever catch another trout again. He knew there was no point in looking for somewhere else to lay his line, the pool he was at was the only decent opening on this side. He crept back into the shadows and prepared to side cast, praying that Izzy hadn't scared all of the fish away.
A frantic cry echoed across the lake and Will peered through the trees in the direction it had come from. He saw the golden Fury and Mickey racing into the water in front of it, taking three giant strides before plunging in. Behind her, Ellie ran along the shore screaming Izzy's name.
Will spun to his left, ducking as he spied through the low-hanging branches -- just in time to see a small brown hand slip beneath the surface.
He dropped his rod and crashed through the trees, ignoring the branches whipping at him as he fought his way through. As soon as he reached the edge of the lake he dove in and surfaced immediately, powering through the cold green water as fast as he could toward the spot where he'd last seen Izzy. In the distance, Ellie was still screaming her name.
Will took a quick breath and dove beneath the surface, swimming straight down. The only sound was the sound of his own body, his heart hammering as he dove deeper, desperately searching in every direction for any sign of life. He swam toward the bottom with no idea of how deep the lake was, but felt the pressure building as the water, so green and clear near the surface, turned a murky black.
Izzy! he shouted instinctively, his frantic cry a muted roar, the air bubbles escaping him the only thing he could make out in those dark depths. The cold was numbing and his lungs felt like they were about to burst. Every sense screamed for him to turn back to the surface but he resisted and took two more broad strokes, drawing himself as deep as he dared go. He reached out his hand in desperation toward the darkness hoping to feel something, anything.
Cold fingers clawed at his vest and his eyes went wide as they latched onto him and pulled him even deeper. Panic swept through him and a burst of bubbles enveloped him as his last breath escaped him, but Will fought to regain his calm as he reached out and blindly felt for the hand grabbing him. His fingers closed around a slender wrist and, holding it tight, he kicked toward the light above.
Will broke the surface with a gasp and pulled Izzy close, keeping her head above water as she coughed and retched. Her wet black hair was matted against her face and she didn't resist as he pulled her toward the near shoreline with a sidestroke.
As soon as they reached land he got her on her hands and knees and waited as she coughed up the rest of the water. Seconds later Mickey reached them, plunging naked through the shallows as she raced to embrace her.
"Izzy!" she cried, her chest heaving. "Are you okay, baby?"
Will slumped forward, his hands on his knees as he tried to catch his breath, his heart still hammering as adrenalin coursed through his system. Once again, he felt his anger bubbling to the surface. "Do you know how stupid that is, getting drunk and then going swimming?!"
Izzy didn't answer. She was still on her knees, naked and shivering, but Mickey spun around and glared up at him. "She wasn't drunk! She didn't even touch her beer."
"Then she shouldn't be swimming out this far if she isn't a strong enough swimmer. Why didn't she call for help? Why didn't she tell me she was in trouble?!"
"Because she's a god-damned mute!"
The force of Mickey's words sent him staggering back a step. She returned to Izzy, still swallowing huge mouthfuls of air, and pulled her close as she sobbed against her. Seconds later, Ellie came running along the trail toward them.
"What happened?" she asked Will. "Is she going to be okay?"
He didn't answer. He snatched up his rod and strode past her, back down the path he'd come, and as soon as he was out of sight he ran, ignoring the branches that whipped him.
* * *
Will sat slumped over the small, fold-down table in his camper, staring at the lifeless caddisfly floating in the glass jar. He turned it back and forth and imagined a dark-skinned girl inside, her wet black hair matted against her face like a shroud as she spun slowly toward him.
His face contorted with anger and he slammed the jar against the table. The impact echoed like a gunshot in the small space. Will winced at the sound and, relieved that it hadn't broken, pushed the clear container and its fragile contents away.
There was a knock at the door. He leapt to his feet and swore when he struck his head on the shelf above him. Wincing with pain he hurried to answer the door, not noticing the envelope that slid from the shelf and landed on the table.
Ellie was at the door. "Hey, are you okay?"
"Yeah, I just hit my head."
"That's not what I mean," she said, as she stepped up into the doorway. "The way you took off after saving Izzy...is everything alright?"
Will retreated into the shadows of his camper. The question made him uncomfortable, but not nearly as uncomfortable as her presence did, and that had nothing to do with the fact that she was still completely naked.
"Damn it, can't you put some clothes on?"
"Sorry," she said, and placed an arm across her breasts. "I just wanted to come and thank you."
He shook his head. "You shouldn't be thanking me."
She took a step toward him. "But if it hadn't been for you -- "
"If it hadn't been for me your friend wouldn't have almost drowned! It was my fault. I chased her away because I was more concerned with catching a stupid fish...she could have died."
His face twisted with emotion and he turned away from her, trying to hide it, but her touch startled him as she brushed her fingers against his cheek and spun him back toward her.
"Will," she whispered, "you saved her. Izzy's alive because of you."
He pulled her hand away. "She should go to a hospital. She swallowed a lot of water. They'll need to check her out."
Ellie stepped closer and the sunlight streaming through the blinds drew bright bars across her naked flesh. "She's fine, and it's because you were there and acted as quickly as you did."
Will slumped against the wall of the camper. "She didn't make a sound..."
"She's mute."
"I know. Mickey told me."
"Will, she wants to thank you."
"She doesn't need to, I -- "
Ellie stepped aside and Izzy was there. He hadn't even heard her enter the camper. She stepped toward him light as a shadow, not making a sound. Her raven hair hung silky straight across her slender shoulders, framing her small breasts as she moved toward him with a willowy grace, her arms at her side, naked before him.
Will swallowed hard. She seemed so fragile, so delicate. "Izzy, I -- "
She didn't let him finish. She wrapped her arms around his neck and hugged her body against him. The intimacy startled Will at first, but he soon found himself hugging her back, the bars of light from the blinds golden against her narrow waist. He pulled her closer, savoring the warmth of her skin beneath his touch. A stark contrast to the cold he'd felt when he first pulled her from the depths.
She stepped back and he reluctantly let his hands slide free from her waist. Smiling, she touched her fingers to her mouth and moved them toward Will as if blowing him a kiss.
"She says thank you," Ellie said.
Will returned Izzy's smile as he fought back tears threatening to break free. He didn't dare talk. He knew if he opened his mouth the only sound that would come out would be a sob.
Izzy stroked his shoulder reassuringly, and made a few quick gestures with her hands.
Ellie translated. "She says when she couldn't stop sinking she thought for sure she was going to drown, everything was so dark, but she saw something gold glinting in the darkness and grabbed at it and you were there."
Something gold. Will glanced down and realized his vest was torn -- the golden Elk Hair Caddis fly he'd hooked to it was gone.
Izzy gave him one last smile and stepped from the shadows of the camper into the sunlight. Mickey was waiting outside for her. She peered warily into the trailer and when she spotted Will she tossed a beer toward him, a perfect underhand toss that arced through the open doorway and landed in his outstretched hand.
As Mickey wrapped her arm around Izzy's shoulder and led her back to the Fury, Ellie said, "You better drink that or she's going to be offended, and I don't think I can hold her back a second time."
Will smiled and popped the top. The beer foamed out and spilled across his fingers. He took a pull and offered it to Ellie. She smiled and took a sip.
"I had a fly here," he said, fingering his vest, "that's what she saw glinting in the water. I just tied it this morning."
Ellie stepped closer and touched her fingers to his chest, feeling the torn fabric just above his heart. "I'm sorry you lost it, Will."
"Are you kidding?" he said. "That's my best catch yet."
* * *
Will's eyes blinked open. It was about an hour before sunset. He'd fallen asleep while reading on the small bed in the back of his camper. A battered copy of Gift from the Sea lay beside him. He couldn't recall where he'd bought the book but he remembered picking it up solely because Charles Lindbergh's wife had written it.
When he was a boy his father had taken him to the Smithsonian to see the Spirit of St. Louis. He'd told him about the famous flight, and said, imagine what that must have been like, spending all that time alone.
Will remembered staring up in awe at the small, fragile, gold-nosed aircraft suspended above him. Neither Lindbergh's plane nor his wife's book had been anything like he'd expected.
He stood and picked up the paperback. He could hear the girls outside. Ellie had asked him to join them, had even promised he could keep his clothes on, but he'd graciously declined. Like a trout, he preferred to avoid the sun's midday heat and had stayed in the shadows of his camper.
He hadn't planned to fall asleep, he'd intended to tie a new Elk Hair Caddis to replace the fly he'd lost, but after several aborted attempts he'd given up and grabbed a book instead.
He went to return it to the small shelf and noticed the letter. It was still lying where it had fallen, face up on the table, Will scrawled across the front in faded letters. He picked it up and turned it over. The seal was still unbroken.
His fly-tying tools were lying where he'd left them. He picked up a brass dubbing needle and delicately guided it toward the small opening beneath the paper flap. One flick would tear it open.
"What's that?"
Her voice startled him. He dropped the dubbing needle and stuffed the still-sealed letter inside the book, hiding it. Ellie was standing naked in the doorway.
"I saw it on the table earlier when I was here with Izzy," she said. "What's in the envelope?"
"Nothing," he said, as he pushed the book away. "What do you need?"
"I was just wondering if you wanted to go swimming with me." She stepped up into the camper and brushed her fingertips across the row of worn paperbacks, the fading sunlight behind her perfectly framing her golden form. "So, what do you say?"
He tore his eyes from her hypnotic body and forced himself to look away. "Christ, isn't Naked Day over yet?"
"It's Nude Day," she said with a grin, "and we don't put our clothes back on until the sun goes down. Come on, let's go swimming."
Will scrubbed his hand through his dark hair. "I don't know, I'm not really a -- "
"Please," she said, as she stepped close and squeezed his hand, "I'll even let you wear your swim trunks. I want to swim all the way to the other end and back, but after what happened to Izzy it doesn't seem smart to go alone. Come on, Will. Maybe you can save me, too."
He turned toward her. She was still holding his hand and that dreamy smile was back on her face. He couldn't help himself as his gaze slid down her sun-kissed body. If it bothered her, it didn't show. He swallowed hard. "Okay, but just to the other end and back."
* * *
It took them less than fifteen minutes to reach the far end of the lake. Will considered himself a strong swimmer but he'd found it nearly impossible to keep up with Ellie's easy stroke.
He pulled himself up onto the rocky ledge that stretched out into the water, his chest heaving with exhaustion as he fell onto his back and tried to catch his breath. Ellie was stretched out on the rock above him, sunning herself.
"I thought you said you weren't a strong swimmer?" he gasped. "You swim like a goddamned fish!"
Ellie smiled, her eyes still closed, her face turned toward the sun. "I never said I wasn't a good swimmer. I just said I didn't want to swim alone. I've swam this lake so many times it almost seems like home."
Will clambered up the side of the rock and collapsed beside her, still fighting to regain his breath. Ellie turned toward him. Her eyes were the color of autumn and they sparkled as she hooked her finger in his wet trunks.
"Why don't you take these off?" she whispered. "You know, now that we're alone."
Will twisted away from her and sat up. "Ellie, don't get me wrong, I like you."
"Then what's the problem?"
She sat up, her damp hair clinging to her shoulders, her body golden. Will forced himself to look away and stared at the lake instead. The setting sun shimmered across its surface. "There's no problem, it's just...there's a reason why I'm alone out here."
"I don't care what the reason is. I like you too, Will." She reached out her hand and he pulled away again.
"Ellie, please," he said, and stood up. "There are other reasons, too. I mean, how old are you?"
"Forever twenty-one," she said with a smile.
"See, I'm thirty-three."
"That doesn't bother me."
"Well, it should and I -- I'm just not good company."
"Will, tell me what's really wrong. Any other guy invited to hang out with three nude girls would have instantly been naked, but you've been hiding in your camper all day long. Is it something in that letter?"
His eyes told her the answer. She stood. "Tell me, Will. What's in the letter?"
"I can't," he said, shaking his head as he turned to stare at the lake again. Its surface gleamed hypnotically.
"Will, please, tell me."
She reached for him and he stepped off the edge, plummeting toward the lake twenty feet below. He plunged through the surface and the cold water enveloped him, his arms drifting upward as he let the lake draw him down into the same dark depths that had swallowed Izzy earlier. But then he felt her hands on him as she appeared in front of him like a vision -- Ellie.
He hadn't seen her dive in after him but she was there, gently taking hold of him as she kicked and carried him back toward the surface. They broke through into the air above and Will didn't resist as she pulled him toward the rocky ledge jutting out into the lake.
She held onto it and said, "You're not getting away from me that easy."
The water was still too deep to stand, but she had her arm wrapped around his waist and her pale body pressed against him. "Tell me, Will. Tell me who sent you the letter."



He stared across the lake toward the sun, its fiery red glow bathing them as it sunk toward the horizon. "It's from my wife."
"Your wife...you're married?"
"I was."
"What happened?"
"Life happened. We were having dinner with a friend one night and ran out of wine. The store was within walking distance so I went to get more but realized I'd forgotten my wallet. When I came back to get it, I caught them.
"They were in the kitchen, kissing. When I came through the door they broke apart, tried to act like nothing was going on. I remember she kept asking me where the wine was. Then she got this strange look on her face and he stepped in front of her, shielding her. It wasn't until later that I realized they must have both been terrified."
"Why?" Ellie whispered.
"Because I had a knife in my hand. I didn't even remember picking it up. It was the big one I'd used to carve the roast and I was holding it so tight my knuckles were white. I was angry, and the more he kept pleading for me to put it down the angrier I got."
"Oh my god, what did you do?"
His shoulders slumped. "Not what you think. I turned around and threw that knife so hard it nearly went through the wall. But I didn't throw it because I was mad at them, I threw it because I was mad at myself. She was my wife, I loved her, and now I wanted to hurt her for what -- daring to love someone else?
"I still remember that look on her face as he protected her, protected her from me. I went out the door and never went back. I bought this camper with my half of the divorce and I've been boondocking ever since, looking for places far away from people, places where no one can get hurt."
Ellie brushed her fingers against his cheek. "But you didn't hurt anyone, Will."
"No, but I could have, I wanted to. Like I said, I'm not good company. Look at what almost happened with Izzy today."
"That wasn't your fault. You saved her, and you still haven't told me what's in the letter."
"I can't tell you, because I don't know. I've never read it. I've never even opened it. She left it with my father, he gave it to me the last time I saw him, but I don't need an apology or an explanation.
"It turns out they were right for each other. Last I heard, they were married and had a son. It wasn't me she was meant to spend her life with, and the thought that I wanted to hurt her for that..." His voice tailed off as he stared into the distance. "This is where I was meant to be, and I've been here ever since."
"Will," Ellie whispered, "how long have you been out here? How long have you been alone?"
He looked up at the sky as if counting notches on a cell wall. "Three years, I guess."
"Three years in the wilderness? Will, that's too long to be alone."
He shook his head. "I like it. I want to be alone. It's better out here where no one can get hurt."
"But you didn't hurt anyone, you threw the knife away and you were there when Izzy needed you. Will, I need you." She brushed her lips against his, and whispered, "Sometimes life's like this lake; you can swim across it alone, but it's always better if there's someone else beside you."
Ellie pressed her mouth against his. Her limbs were wrapped around him and he was surprised to find himself kissing her back, his arm sliding around her waist as he pulled her even closer.
The water surrounding them no longer seemed so cold. She teased her tongue against his and hooked her thumbs inside his swim trunks. Pushing them down, she whispered, "Let's go find somewhere to dry off."
They climbed naked onto the rocky ledge and Ellie held his hand as she led him up behind the rocks to a high grassy spot where the sun's rays still reached. They lay down together; their bodies intertwined as they explored each other's mouths and traced their fingers across each other's flesh.
Will brushed his palm against the curve of her breast, her skin soft to his touch. Ellie slid her hand between his legs and broke their kiss with a gasp when she realized how hard he was.
"Wow," she whispered, "you really have been alone way too long."
Will smiled and kissed her harder as she caressed him with both hands; one hand twisting up and down his stiff length as she fondled him with the other. As she continued to caress him, Will trailed kisses down her neck and across her tender flesh until his mouth found her breast.
Ellie sighed, her hands still busy between his legs as he teased her erect nipple with his tongue. He pulled away from her and she arched her back as he brushed his lips across her ribs and down toward her hip.
She parted her legs as he slid between them, flicking his tongue against her downy softness as she trembled at his touch. Then he planted a delicate kiss against her tender folds, parting them with the soft tip of his tongue as he sought out the bud beneath.
Ellie groaned when he found it. She spread her legs wider and slid her fingers through his still damp hair, holding him tight as she guided him exactly where she needed him to be. His tongue flicked a drumbeat against her and she arched her back higher, swiveling her hips as she ground herself against his mouth.
Will pressed his face into her as he held her thighs tight, her honey nectar flowing against his tongue. The taste was intoxicating and he drilled his tongue even deeper, wanting more. He was so focused on his goal that he almost didn't notice Ellie's cries as she bucked against his mouth and tried to squirm away as wave after wave of pleasure overwhelmed her.
"Holy fuck!" she gasped, her chest heaving. "For a guy who just spent three years alone in the wilderness, you definitely haven't lost your touch."
Will grinned as he moved on top of her, his stiff length aimed right at her tiny opening.
"Not yet," she said, touching her hand to his chest to stop him. "I want to return the favor first."
She pushed him onto his back and got on her knees beside him, stroking him with one hand as she traced the fingers of her other hand across his well-muscled midsection. Then she bent forward, the sunlight a halo in her honey-blonde hair as she enveloped him with her mouth.
Will groaned as she swirled her tongue around him, exploring his taut flesh as her wet lips circled his stiff length. He tilted his head forward and she pulled her hair back to give him an unobstructed view as she slowly started to bob up and down, softly sucking on his thick shaft.
Her mouth felt incredible...so warm, so intimate. It boggled his mind that this beautiful girl -- who he hadn't even known existed twenty-four hours earlier -- was now kneeling beside him and doing everything possible to please him.
She worked her wrist up and down, stroking him as she sucked him. More and more of his length disappeared between her wet lips and she moaned her approval, obviously pleased at how hard he was getting.
Will collapsed back on the grass and squeezed his eyes shut. He couldn't take any more. He knew if he dared watch the show Ellie was putting on for even a second longer he'd explode in her mouth. But looking away hadn't helped, he could still feel the warmth of her persistent tongue, could still hear the soft sounds of her sucking him.
He groaned and pulled away, popping his rock-hard cock out of her wet mouth as he squeezed himself to keep from coming. "Sorry," he groaned, "it's been a while for me."
Ellie smiled. "That's okay. It's been a while for me, too."
She fell against him and pressed him back down onto the grass. Their lips came together once more. She brushed his hand away and gently stroked him. He groaned and begged for mercy. Laughing, she sat up and straddled him.
"Easy," Will warned, as she positioned herself above his rigid length. "I wasn't kidding. You have no idea how close I am."
Ellie smiled. "Don't worry. I'll go slow."
She braced one hand against his chest and guided him between her legs with the other. When he was lined up she lowered herself, shuddering as he spread her wide.
"Oh fuuuck," she groaned, both of her hands now pressed against his chest as her head slumped forward.
Will's hands were on her hips, steadying her. He glanced between her legs, and from his angle it looked as if she was impaled on him even though only half his length was inside her.
Ellie ran her tongue across her lips, her breath coming faster as she slowly started to bounce herself up and down, letting her momentum work more and more of Will's thick pole into her tight opening.
"Go slow," Will groaned, his hands clenching her ass as he fought to hang on.
"I'll try," Ellie gasped, but her definition of slow was obviously vastly different from his.
She jounced up and down, all eight inches of him inside her every time her ass smacked against his hips. Will squeezed his eyes shut, trying to make it last as long as he could, but Ellie's sharp cries of pleasure as she rode up and down on his thick pole definitely weren't helping matters.
He bit his lip hard, fighting to hang on, trying to stay in control. Ellie rode him like there was no tomorrow, humping up and down as she let herself be consumed by pleasure. Her breasts bounced, her moans grew louder and the setting sun lit her hair on fire.
"I'm gonna come!" she cried out.
"Me too," Will groaned.
He'd expected her to scramble away, to make sure he didn't go off inside her. Instead, she moved closer, her mouth pressed against his as she swiveled against him. Will dug his fingers into the cheeks of her ass, his hips bucking as he exploded inside her. Ellie moaned against his mouth, trembling from tongue to toe as she came too.
After, they laid side by side and hand in hand on the grass, silent as they watched the sun set. They swam back under a blanket of stars, and when they reached the far shore the tell-tale glow of Mickey's cigarette signaled she and Izzy were sitting together on the log, waiting for them.
Ellie and Will stepped naked from the water, and when they approached Mickey and Izzy he was embarrassed to see both of them were now dressed. Mickey eyed him up and down and arched an eyebrow as she took a long drag from her smoke.
"Hey, weirdo," she said, "Nude Day's over."
Will covered up, red with embarrassment. "Sorry, I, uh, I lost my shorts while we were swimming."
"Swimming?" Mickey said, nudging Izzy. "Is that what you call what the two of you were doing? I guess you got no idea how well sound carries on a lake like this."
Will's fingers were twined with Ellie's. He didn't notice Izzy glance down and spot them, but when she smiled up at him her dark eyes shone like stars.
He led Ellie past them, back to his camper. "I don't know what the three of you have planned but I don't usually stay up long past sunset," he said. "It's small, but if you wanted to spend the night..."
She smiled and shook her head. "I can't. I have to stay with Mickey and Izzy. The car's fine for the three of us, they sleep in the back so I've got the rest all to myself. You'd be surprised how comfortable the front seat of a Fury is."
"I can only imagine. Maybe I'll get a chance to try it out sometime."
She smiled. "Maybe you will."
* * *
Will opened his eyes and cracked the blinds. It was still dark outside, but he didn't need a clock to tell him it would soon be dawn. After three years in the wilderness he knew by instinct.
Like every morning, he suited up, grabbed his fly fishing gear and crept from the camper into the darkness. The fog had returned and its ghostly mass blanketed the shore. He didn't want to wake the girls so he headed away from the Fury toward the north side and, following the trail, was soon back at the same spot where he'd spotted the trout the day before. The same spot where Izzy had nearly drowned.
The mist was still low over the lake but the darkness had faded, replaced by the pale blue light of dawn. Will reeled out his line and side cast it, letting the fly sit on the surface as he waited for a bite. While he waited the sun woke and swept the fog away, leaving the lake glittering in the early morning light like a jewel. In the shadows beneath the trees, Will still waited.
He thought of Ellie and leaned forward, careful not to disturb the water as he tried to spy the far shore and the Fury through the trees. But then a glint to his left caught his eye. Something golden was moving swiftly toward him just beneath the surface. Will stared in surprise, not sure what he was seeing. Then there was a splash.
The trout hit and Will's reel screamed as their prey raced back toward the depths with the fly hooked in its mouth. Will leapt into action, palming the reel to slow it down and add tension to the line. When it finally went slack he started to wind it in, careful, ready for the fish to run again. It was a relatively brief battle and less than five minutes later, his eyes alive with excitement, Will was bringing in his catch.
He pulled it toward the shallows. The big brown trout was on its side, gasping, its mouth open and its eyes wide, but not nearly as wide as Will's when he rolled the fish over and saw what was hooked in the opposite side of its mouth -- a golden-winged Elk Hair Caddis fly.
It was what he'd seen glinting beneath the surface. How it had ended up in the trout's mouth after being torn free by Izzy baffled him. He pulled his pliers from his vest and turned the hook, careful not to harm the fish as he twisted it loose. When it was finally free he held the fly up and let the sunlight catch it, astonished that it had found its way back to him.
He heard a splash and glanced down. The trout was still trapped on his line, its mouth moving as it stared up at him with a bulging eye.
Will hooked his golden fly back onto his vest and kneeled, twisting the pliers back and forth as he worked the second hook free. "I guess I owe you one," he said, and waded into the pool with the dazed fish.
He cradled it and gently rocked it back and forth. Sunlight filtered through the trees. There was a splash and the trout bolted free, darting away as it disappeared back into the depths.
Will smiled and watched it go. Once it was out of sight, he double-checked his newly-recovered fly to make sure it was secure and turned back toward the shore. He was knee deep in the water and from this angle could easily see the far beach and his camper.
But the Fury was nowhere to be seen. Will splashed farther out into the lake to get a better view, thinking the girls must have moved. He waded in until he was waist deep with an unimpeded sightline toward the far shore. There was no mistake, the Fury was gone.
Will hurried out of the water and back down the path, nearly breaking into a run. He hadn't heard them move during the night and he was sure they'd been there when he'd woke, was almost certain he'd seen the car sitting in the mist.
He reached the beach and dropped his fly fishing rod as he hurried to where the Fury had been. There were no empty beer cans, not even a half-finished cigarette butt. It was like they'd never been there.
Will stared down the road leading to the clearing and shook his head. Surely he would have heard them leaving, surely the sound of the car starting would have woke him up. He stared across the lake, wondering where they could have gone.
He returned to his camper and opened the door, half-hoping to see Ellie standing there waiting for him. All he found was shadows. He stepped inside. His well-read copy of Gift from the Sea was still on the table where he'd left it.
He picked it up, intending to return it to the shelf above, but the letter fell out. It landed face up on the table with the faded letters of his name turned toward him. Will stared down at the envelope that had haunted him for three years, a reminder of everything he'd left behind when he'd retreated to the wilderness.
He swallowed hard as he pulled the golden-winged fly from his vest and used its sharp hook to tear the envelope open. He peered inside and saw a folded sheet of yellow paper covered in blue ball-point ink. Even after all these years, he still recognized his ex-wife's handwriting.
But now, even though the letter was finally open, Will couldn't bring himself to read what she'd written. He leaned the torn envelope against the glass jar with the caddisfly suspended inside and paced back and forth. His camper had never seemed as lonely as it did now.
Snatching both the jar and the letter up, he burst through the door and hurried toward the lake. When he reached it he splashed in up to his thighs and craned his neck around as if suspecting the Fury might have magically reappeared on the shore behind him. It hadn't.
He shouted her name across the lake, hoping against hope she might be waiting for him at the other end. "Ellie!"
But his only answer was a distant splash and a hum as an insect buzzed past him. Will's arms slumped to his side. He let the envelope go and watched as the letter floated, unread, away from him.
He held the jar up and let the sunlight catch it. The caddisfly trapped inside spun slowly toward him, her wings golden. Will unscrewed the cap and gently tilted the glass container's contents toward the water, returning her where he'd found her, returning her where she belonged.
He turned his back to the lake and returned to his camper. Once it was secure he settled into his cab, retrieved his keys from the visor and turned the ignition. He drove away from the clearing and never looked back, picking his way through the woods as he followed the old logging road out and making sure to take extra care on that treacherous hairpin turn.
That was where he would have had the best view of the lake but he didn't look back. He never spotted the silvery strands of mist, clinging to the shadows of the far shore as they watched him go, and he never heard the splash as his envelope disappeared beneath the surface.
* * *
Three hours later, Will was sitting in a coffee shop in the small town he'd passed through on his way to the lake. He was surprised at how awkward it felt talking to real people again, not having felt nearly as uncomfortable with three naked girls the day before.
He took a sip of black coffee as a cop leaned against the counter to his left, the sunlight glinting off his badge.
"That's a damn nice caddis," he said, glancing at the fly hooked to Will's vest. "I'm guessing that's your camper outside and you're up here doing some fly fishing?"
"Just finished, actually, I was out there a week."
"Oh yeah? Whereabouts?"
"I don't know the name of the lake, but it's at the end of an old logging road about fifty miles north of here, one with a hairpin turn right before the end."
The cop stepped back, obviously caught off guard by his answer. He tilted his cap and said, "You ain't from around here, that's for sure. No one ever goes up to that lake, and not just because that damned old road's so dangerous. People say that place is haunted."
Will laughed, figuring he was joking. "Haunted?"
"That's right, happened about twenty years ago. Three girls -- "
"Wait a second," Will said, a chill coursing up his spine, "did you say three girls?"
"Yep, they drove up there in the dark, probably looking for a place to party or wanting to skinny dip in the moonlight. It was a few days before anyone reported them as missing.
"I was just a rookie back then, but I'll never forget watching as they dragged that car out of the lake. That hairpin turn caught them and it was a terrible thing, all three of them trapped together and drowned like that. I didn't even realize until they pulled her out I'd gone to school with one of them, prettiest blonde thing you ever seen. Her name was Ellie."
Will braced himself against the counter. It was like the room had suddenly spun sideways.



"You okay, mister?"
"Yeah, I -- I'm fine."
The cop went to leave, but turned back. "I almost forgot to ask. You catch anything up there?"
He could still picture Ellie, still smell the sharp tang of Mickey's cigarette, still feel Izzy's arms wrapped around him. He shook his head. "No, not a thing."
Will pushed his half-finished meal away and dropped a twenty on the counter, his mind in a fog as he stumbled from the shadows of the restaurant into the bright sunshine outside. He was still reeling from the story he'd been told, it seemed impossible to believe, but he knew one thing for certain -- he had to return to the lake.
He headed toward his truck and was halfway there when he caught a movement from the shadows at the rear of his camper. He held up his hand to shield his eyes from the sun's glare and saw two legs stretch out into the sunlight, two golden legs.
Ellie was sitting on the back bumper, wearing a pair of cutoffs and a baby blue tee. "Hey stranger," she said.
Will took a step back, hardly believing what he was seeing. "I was just talking to a cop in there and...he was telling me a story about three girls who drowned in that lake."
She laughed. "And you think I'm a ghost?"
He swallowed hard. "One of the girls...he said her name was Ellie."
"It was," she said, as she stood and stepped into the sunshine. "Her name was Eleanor, but everyone called her Ellie. She was my mom. She named me Elizabeth and after she was gone everyone started calling me Ellie, too."
Will stared hard at her, as if he still couldn't believe she was real. "When he told me that place was haunted..."
"Sometimes I wish it was," she said. "I've been going up there every year since I was old enough, just hoping I might see some sign of her, and there's been times when I've almost felt like she was right beside me...but ghosts? Well, I guess we're all surrounded by ghosts.
"I was kind of surprised to see your camper in the parking lot. I thought you'd still be up there with your fishing rod and your letter."
Will shook his head. "I couldn't stay without you there. Why did you leave?"
"Izzy started to not feel well so Mickey figured we better get her to a hospital and have them check her out. She asked me if I wanted to stay there with you but I -- I wasn't sure if you'd want me to.
"We left a little after midnight. They said Izzy's fine. She and Mickey are on their way back home now."
"Then how did you get back here?"
"I hitched a ride. I wasn't going to, I wasn't sure if you wanted company, but it just didn't seem right to let you swim across that lake alone. Did I make a mistake coming back?"
Will spotted her bag beside her. "You mean...you want to stay with me?"
"I was hoping maybe we could do some boondocking together, you know, if you've got room."
"Oh, I've definitely got room."
"Even with that letter?"
"It's gone. I threw it in the lake."
"That's good, my mom can take care of it. But do you think maybe we can go back and visit her some day? Maybe meet Izzy and Mickey and swim across?"
"Sure, but there's just one thing I need to warn you about before you come boondocking with me."
"What's that?"
"You better like trout, because I'm a hell of a fisherman."
* * *
"I find that there is a quality to being alone that is incredibly precious. Life rushes back into the void, richer, more vivid, fuller than before." -- Anne Morrow Lindbergh
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* * *
Christy leaned forward to give him a better view. Boxes of Girl Scout cookies were stacked to either side of her, perfectly framing her oversized breasts as they strained against the last button on her tight top and threatened to burst free.
The twenty-something shopper in front of her was nearly cross-eyed as he fumbled in his wallet for a twenty. "I'll take two, please."
With a knowing smile, she squeezed her arms together and pushed her big tits toward him. "I don't have any change. Is there any way I could convince you to grab some more?"
He licked his dry lips as he dumbly nodded his agreement, his eyes still locked on her spectacular rack.
"You're such a sweetie," she said, giving him an unrestricted peek down her top as she bent to grab five boxes of cookies from the case by her feet.
The three men waiting in line behind him jostled for position as they craned their necks, straining to get a better view.
"Excuse me," a voice said frostily from the adjoining table, "but we're selling cookies, too."
Wendy scowled at the men as they averted their eyes and shuffled their feet, pretending they hadn't heard her. All of them were far more interested in Christy's cookies than the ones she was selling.
Wendy's daughter was beside her and she pulled her close and gave her a reassuring hug. At ten years old, Emma was too young to understand why the table beside them was almost sold out of cookies while she'd barely managed to move more than a handful of boxes.
She'd been standing there for hours, greeting every potential customer that passed with a sales pitch she'd practiced all spring. Christy's daughter had spent the same amount of time slumped against the wall, listening to music as her mom worked her table for her. And her sales pitch was definitely working.
Empty cardboard cases were stacked around them. In four hours they'd already sold twice as many cookies as Wendy and her daughter had in an entire week.
Wendy glared at Christy as she leaned forward, showing off her boobs for her next customer. It was bad enough she was doing the work her daughter should have been doing, but the way she was doing it, flashing her tits at every guy that walked by, well, that really frosted Wendy's cookies.
As specified in the Girl Scout handbook, she was dressed in a neat navy-blue outfit with the official scarf tied around her neck. Christy, on the other hand, was wearing stiletto heels, a mini skirt and a barely-buttoned blouse. Her customer obviously approved, shamelessly eye-humping her huge tits as Christy bent forward to retrieve five more boxes from beneath her table.
Wendy's scowl deepened. She was the exact same age as Christy, thirty-eight. The kid on the other side of the table couldn't have been half of that. He was young enough to be her son and the sight of Christy showing off her tits for him while she unashamedly eyed the prominent bulge in the front of his pants filled Wendy with a feeling of...well, she wasn't sure what.
She tugged at her scarf and struggled with the top button on her shirt, the collar suddenly seeming very tight. Beside her, Christy was bent over the table, smiling and chatting with the young guy standing opposite as her eyes swiveled back and forth from his face to his obvious erection. He was openly staring at her tits and she hooked her painted fingernail inside the fabric of her blouse, pulling it to one side to give him a better view.
His face flushed as he caught a glimpse of a nipple. She laughed and said something. He nodded and she passed him a pen. As he wrote his phone number on a scrap of paper, Christy's eyes never left his hard-on.
He walked away with five boxes of cookies and Christy tucked his number in her purse, right beside a half-dozen others she'd already collected that day. Her daughter, still slumped against the wall and listening to music, was oblivious to it all.
Wendy finally worked the top button on her shirt loose, tearing her collar open as she swallowed a huge gulp of fresh air, not sure why the day suddenly seemed so stifling.
She'd been so distracted by Christy's antics she hadn't noticed Emma had also reeled in a customer, an elderly woman who was busy counting out four dollars in change. She said she'd also been a Girl Scout when she was young and complimented Emma on her tidy uniform while casting an unapproving gaze in Christy's direction.
Emma politely thanked her and handed her a box of cookies. As the old woman wandered away, Wendy collapsed into a chair behind her daughter.
"Are you okay, Mom?"
She nodded. "I'm fine. I think I've just been on my feet too long. We should start thinking about packing up and getting something to eat."
Emma stared at the table beside her, their remaining boxes of cookies a fraction of the number still stacked high across her own table. "But I haven't sold enough yet."
Wendy's heart ached as she caught her daughter glancing at Christy's daughter's uniform. She knew which badge she was enviously eyeing: Top Cookie Seller.
Christy's daughter - or, to be more precise, Christy's tits - had won the award three years in a row. The badge was one of the few Emma still needed and it was looking more and more like it was about to elude her for a fourth straight year.
In addition to the boxes stacked above and below their table, Wendy's minivan was loaded with cases of unsold cookies. She'd ordered them hoping this might finally be the year they'd beat Christy, but realized now how foolish she'd been to even dream such a feat was possible.
Christy turned toward her, a smile at the corner of her mouth as she buttoned her top up. "Looks like we're almost all sold out, unless you want to give us some of your cookies to sell?"
"Not a chance," Wendy blurted out, before her daughter could say a word otherwise. "We need all of our boxes."
Christy arched an eyebrow. "You do remember that the cutoff for sales is tomorrow morning, right?"
"That isn't a problem," Wendy said. "We still have lots of time." She ignored the questioning look Emma gave her, refusing to admit defeat.
Christy tilted her head and stared at the unopened cases piled under the table. "Yeah, good luck with that."
She turned and kicked her daughter's foot to get her attention, telling her it was time to go. Then she glanced back. "Oh, don't forget about the party tonight. I've told everyone to be there by seven."
"We might be a little late," Wendy said. "We want to stay out as long as we can, but don't worry, we'll be there."
Christy winced. "I almost forgot to tell you, Hank invited Bruce. He's bringing Janice."
Wendy stiffened. Hank was Christy's husband. Every year they threw a huge pool party at their house for all of the local Girl Scouts, volunteers and parents. Bruce was Wendy's husband or, to be more precise, her ex-husband. And Janice was the reason for that ex.
She was in her early twenties and an aspiring realtor and Wendy's husband, with fifteen years in the industry, had offered to bring her along to a few open houses to show her the ropes. Apparently, that wasn't all he'd shown her.
The affair had lasted six months before Wendy found out and their divorce had followed shortly after. She got Emma and the house. He got a new Mercedes and a wife half his age.
"You're still welcome to come if you want to," Christy said. "I just wanted to give you a heads up so it wouldn't be...you know...weird."
Wendy forced a smile. "Actually, now that I think about it maybe it would be better if I just drop Emma off and skip the party. That way I can stay out and keep selling cookies. We've still got a lot to get rid of."
"I can see that," Christy said, as she cast a skeptical eye toward the stacks of unsold boxes. "Like I said, good luck."
* * *
Wendy shut the door, dropped her keys on the table and slumped against the wall. She was exhausted. They'd spent four more hours at the mall and had moved most of the cookies at their table - business had unsurprisingly picked up as soon as Christy left - but Wendy's minivan was still nearly full.
Emma had wanted to stay out, had wanted to try to sell them all, but Wendy knew there was zero hope of that happening. She'd simply ordered too many cookies. But she knew they'd still done well; they'd sold more boxes than any other year and she was proud of her daughter.
She'd dropped Emma off at the party and made her excuses for why she couldn't stay, not the least of which was because she wanted to be gone before her ex-husband showed up with his new car and new wife.
Now she was home, alone, with twenty cases of unsold cookies to keep her company. She hadn't been good enough to keep her husband. She hadn't even been good enough to beat Christy. She knew life wasn't a contest, but sometimes it sure felt like she was losing.
She walked into her bedroom and stared at herself in the mirror. She was only thirty-eight, but felt years older. She pulled off the unflattering navy blue outfit and arched her back as she stared at herself in the mirror. Her breasts were nowhere near as big as Christy's but she was sure they were bigger than Janice's, maybe not as perfect or perky, but definitely bigger.
Wendy sighed as she looked into the mirror. She actually wasn't in bad shape. When her husband seemed to be losing interest in sex she'd joined a fitness club, hoping a few less pounds might reignite his enthusiasm.
It wasn't until later she realized he hadn't lost interest in sex, he'd just lost interest in sex with her. She'd kept going to the fitness club, even after the divorce, letting the workout ease her pain, and the hours spent there had definitely paid off. She was in better shape than she'd been in years. She just didn't feel sexy.
She pushed her dark, shoulder-length hair up and turned back and forth, inspecting herself in the mirror, wondering if she could ever wear an outfit like Christy had worn today.
Wendy shook her head and let her hair fall, surprised the thought had even occurred to her. Even if she had any desire to dress like that, nothing in her wardrobe was in any way comparable to Christy's outfit. Then she remembered the costume.
She dropped to her knees and pulled a cardboard box out from beneath the bed. The revealing outfit inside had arrived unexpectedly when she was still married. She'd naively thought her husband had ordered it to spice up their love life and had been mortified when she couldn't even squeeze into it.
It wasn't until she saw the look of guilt on his face that she realized he hadn't ordered it for her. In fact, the only reason it had arrived at their house instead of his office was because he'd clicked the wrong shipping address. It hadn't fit her then, would it fit her now?
She laid the outfit on the bed: white crop top, green vest with yellow trim, matching pleated skirt, sash and hat. It was definitely a Girl Scout costume, but looked more suited for stripping than selling cookies.
Wendy smirked as she gazed at the skimpy ensemble, wondering how many boxes Christy could have sold if she'd had this outfit on. Then Wendy picked up the sash and turned toward the mirror with the thin ribbon draped across her breasts, wondering how many boxes of cookies she could have sold.
She shook her head and threw the sash back on the bed, chewing on a fingernail as she stared at the dangerous outfit. Minutes later she had it on. She swiveled back and forth, staring at herself in the mirror, amazed that the revealing costume now fit. She definitely would have sold a lot more cookies if she'd been wearing this.
The crop top tied together in the front and was knotted just below her breasts, pushing them up and out invitingly. Wendy squeezed them together, admiring her reflection in the mirror. She didn't have Christy's cantaloupes, but they were definitely a handful.
She ran her hand across her bare midriff and twisted around to check out her ass. But when she caught a glimpse of her granny panties peeking out from beneath the small skirt she winced.
She hurried to her dresser and dug through the drawer until she found what she was looking for: a tiny pair of silky white panties and matching, thigh-high stockings. She pulled them on and raced to her closet to grab her white high heels. Then she turned back to the mirror and caught her breath; in this outfit, no one was going to be looking at her merit badges.
Wendy's shoulders slumped. She took the hat off and tossed the sash on the bed. Who was she kidding? She couldn't go anywhere dressed like this. Christy's outfit had crossed the line, but the racy costume Wendy was wearing was so far out of bounds it wasn't funny. The Girl Scout council would kick her out if they even saw her near a box of cookies.
She spun around one last time. It's a shame, she thought, as she admired her reflection, having something like this and no one to show it off to.
But then she thought of Jason. He was a new sales rep at her work. Young. Cute. She'd driven him home after the company Christmas party and he'd invited her in for eggnog. She'd said no. She had to pick up her daughter.
She'd wondered if he'd really been offering more than a friendly drink ever since. She knew where his house was. She could drive by and see if he wanted to buy some cookies, see what he thought of her outfit. And if she'd read the situation wrong she could just laugh it off, tell him she'd worn the costume on a dare.
She took a deep breath and snatched the hat and sash back off the bed. That's what it was, a dare.
* * *
The minivan crawled down the dimly-lit street. Wendy swore as she peered through the windshield. The houses all seemed the same in the dark. She wasn't sure which one was Jason's, or if she was even on the right block.
She pulled the minivan over and got out; teetering in her high heels as she headed down the street on foot and tried to remember which house was his. She crossed her arms over her breasts and wished she had a coat, something to hide the revealing costume she had on, knowing if she knocked on the wrong door she'd die of embarrassment.
She swore again. This was hopeless. There'd been a foot of snow at Christmas, everything had looked different then. She didn't know Jason's address. She didn't know his phone number. She didn't even know if he'd be interested.
But as she walked past one house she noticed someone standing at the front window, hands cupped against the glass as he peered outside. He spotted her and waved.
Wendy looked over her shoulder, thinking he had to be waving at someone else. Then the front door opened and he came outside, hurrying down the steps as loud music poured from the doorway behind him.
"Oh man, you have no idea how glad I am to see you," he said. "I was starting to think you weren't going to show up."
"Pardon me?"
He was right in front of her now, tall and skinny, no older than eighteen. "You're an hour late. I thought you'd bailed."
She blinked in surprise. "I think you've mistaken me for someone else."
"Huh? You're Misty Showers, right?"
"Uh, no, I'm Wendy," she said, trying to tug her skirt lower to hide her exposed skin.
A second man appeared on the porch, only a few years older than the first. He did a double take when he spotted Wendy. "Is she the stripper you ordered?"
"No, she's just some lady who was walking by," the skinny kid said.
His friend came down the steps, his eyes narrowed on Wendy's costume. She crossed her arm over her breasts and kept trying to tug down her skirt which now seemed way, way too short.
"You're kidding me," he said. "You're not a stripper?"
Wendy nervously bit her lower lip and shook her head.
"Then why the hell are you dressed like that?"
Not sure how to answer, Wendy said, "I'm, uh, selling cookies."
He stared at her in disbelief. "In that?! Aren't you a little old to be a Girl Scout?"
Wendy's cheeks went crimson. She could feel their eyes on her breasts, between her legs, despite her best efforts to cover up. "I'm selling them for my daughter. I was hoping to drop some off for a friend who lives near here but - "
He'd already lost interest in her story and had turned back to the skinny kid. "What the hell is going on, James? Where is the stripper you were supposed to get?!"
"I don't know. I - " James' phone beeped. He yanked it out of his back pocket and scanned the text. "Fuck, now she says she can't make it! Oh man, this is bad, Zac."
Zac sighed. "Don't let it get you down, dude, strippers aren't exactly known for their reliability."
"But it was my job to find one and I blew it," James said. "What are we going to do now?"
"I have no idea, but this party is going downhill fast."
"Party?" Wendy said.
Zac stared at her like he'd forgotten she was there. "Yeah, his brother is getting married. This is supposed to be his stag."
Wendy stared over his shoulder toward the open doorway, where loud music was still blaring out. "Do you think anyone will want to buy some cookies?"
* * *
They headed downstairs with Zac in the lead and James behind him. As soon as Wendy's high heels and white stockings came into view, a whoop went up from the crowd assembled in the room.
There was a score of guys in their early twenties gathered around a pool table, pounding beer and shots. As they craned their necks, trying to get a better look at Wendy, Zac stepped forward and held his hands up.
He said, "Calm down, this isn't what you think. She's not the stripper."
"I should fuckin hope not," a voice slurred from the crowd. "She's old enough to be my mom!"
Zac glared in the direction where the voice had come from. "You wish your mom looked this good, Miller. In fact, we all do." A roar of laughter echoed around the rec room. "This is Wendy. She's selling Girl Scout cookies for her kid and I told her I'd see if anyone was interested."
"Are you kiddin me?" A stocky guy that had to be Miller pushed his way to the front of the crowd, obviously drunk. "Cookies? This is supposed to be a fuckin stag. Let's go down to Vixens and see some pussy!"
As a murmur of agreement rose around him, Zac said, "You know we can't go to a strip club. James is only eighteen. They won't let him in."
"Then we leave him behind," Miller growled.
"Are you kidding? We can't go without him, he's the best man. We all agreed we were fine with having the stag here."
"Yeah, but that was before we found out there wasn't gonna be any peelers," Miller said. "That's what happens when ya put a fuckin kid in charge."
As James wilted beside him, Zac said, "It's not his fault the stripper he hired backed out at the last second. We don't need her. We can still make this a stag to remember."
"Yeah, good luck with that," Miller said, as he shouldered past him and headed up the stairs. "If you need to find us, we'll be at Vixens."
A slew of partygoers followed him, mumbling apologies to Zac as he pleaded with them not to leave. But it was to no avail. When the front door slammed there were only six left, not counting Wendy.
She said, "Sorry about your party. I guess I'd better go."
"Wait," Zac said, "don't leave yet." He called out, "Isn't anyone going to buy some of her cookies? She's trying to help her kid."
The few remaining partygoers looked away or shook their heads, but one stepped forward. "I'll buy some. I love those things."
"Thanks, Randy. I appreciate it." Zac introduced him to Wendy and then stepped away to talk to the others that had stayed.
Randy was in his early twenties, tall and lean with short, spiky blond hair and wearing a suit with no tie. He pulled his wallet out and gave Wendy a disarming smile. "How much are they?"



"Four dollars a box," Wendy said, as she eyed the stack of bills in his wallet.
He pulled out two twenties. "I'll take ten."
Wendy blinked in surprise. "Ten?!"
"Sure, glad to help a Girl Scout out. And I have to admit, I love that costume."
Wendy blushed. "Thanks, I like your suit."
"Oh, yeah, sorry about that, I came straight from work," he said. "You look like you're also a businesswoman."
"Umm, no, I work as a receptionist."
"That's not what I mean, Wendy. I'm talking about the costume and cookies. You're here to do business, right?"
"Uh, I guess so?"
"The reason I ask is because that's my best friend, Pete, over there. He's getting married and this is supposed to be his stag and - as I'm sure you've noticed - it isn't going well. That's where you come in, Wendy."
"Me?"
He nodded. "There are only six of us left, and that isn't much of a party. But if you'll stay and - "
"Stay?!" Wendy said, alarm in her eyes.
"Just hear me out," Randy said. "If you'll stay and keep us company - all I'm talking about is playing a few games of pool and maybe having a shot or two - I'll make it worth your while." He reached in his wallet and pulled out two more twenties. "What do you say to ten more boxes?"
Wendy glanced between the bills and the small group standing by the pool table. Every one of them looked half her age. "I don't think they're going to care if I stay or not," she said. "I'm kind of old for this crowd."
"Are you kidding me?" Randy said, as his eyes roamed down her body. "I know they say women aren't allowed at stags, but I don't think they meant women wearing an outfit like that. It looks amazing on you, Wendy."
She blushed and glanced over again toward the small crowd and Zac. She hadn't noticed his eyes at first, it had been too dark outside, but once they were inside she realized he had the bluest eyes she'd ever seen. And as he caught her staring in his direction he gave her a warm smile and nodded back at her.
She brushed her hair back behind her ear and turned to Randy, eyeing the bills in his hand. "Could you make it a case of cookies?"
He grinned. "Guess what, boys, Wendy's joining the party!"
* * *
As promised, she stayed. But she did feel a little awkward, and not just because of the skimpy costume barely concealing her curves. She didn't recognize any of the music thumping from the speakers and when James, trying to make conversation, asked if she'd graduated the same year as his mom she realized she literally was old enough to be his mother.
But one place she did feel comfortable was on the pool table. She'd belonged to an eight-ball singles league in the nineties and was pleased to see she hadn't lost her touch. Her skill with a cue seemed to make even more of an impression than her outfit and the boys were soon fighting over who got to be her partner.
Randy was first and quickly turned her to his advantage; making and winning as many bets as he could. Zac was second and nearly as skilled at pool as Wendy. When he leaned close to show her a better grip, she didn't object. But her third partner was James and, obviously shy, he kept his distance.
He stayed on the opposite side of the table from Wendy and when she bent forward to make a shot it was obvious he was having a hard time keeping his eye on the ball. His gaze kept drifting to her breasts, barely contained by her tiny crop top. Wendy was in no position to object. She was having just as hard a time keeping her own eyes off the obvious bulge in the front of his jeans.
In fact, she was having a hard time keeping her eyes above any of their waists. It wasn't helping that every time she bent over to make a shot she'd feel Randy's hand patting her ass for good luck, or feel Zac's hard-on pressed against her hip as he showed her that new grip. And then there was James, the outline of his erection always right in her line of sight. The shots of booze they kept giving her probably weren't helping either.
Randy had already handed her three of them, one for each win. When he walked over with a fourth she held up her hand to stop him. "I can't drink that. I have to drive."
"Don't worry about that," he said, as he pushed it toward her. "I'll pay for a taxi to take you home."
She shook her head. "Thanks, but I've really had enough. It's time for me to go."
"What? You can't go. As soon as you leave this party is over, and it will officially go down as the worst stag in history."
Wendy glanced toward Pete, the groom. It was obvious he was still disappointed at how quickly his supposed friends had bailed as soon as the party had started heading south. "I'm sorry it didn't work out as planned," she said, "but I really don't think my being here is making it that much better."
Randy did a double take. "Are you kidding? This party would already be dead and buried if you hadn't stayed and played pool with us. But I definitely think it's time we did something to liven it up."
"We?"
He put his hand against the wall beside her and grinned. "Wendy, how would you like to sell some more cookies?"
* * *
Wendy took a deep breath. The shot of sambuca she'd slammed to try to calm her nerves still burned in her throat. She couldn't believe she'd agreed to do this.
Pete, the groom, was seated in a chair in the center of the room as music poured from the speakers. The other five members of the stag; Randy, Zac, James and a pair of beefy, red-haired twins whose names Wendy couldn't keep straight were standing in a semi-circle and cheering her on.
It had taken the promise of two more cases of cookies to convince her, but she'd reluctantly agreed to give Pete a lap dance. Randy insisted it was a stag tradition, the main reason why they'd ordered the stripper. But he promised Wendy she didn't have to actually strip. He just wanted her to put on a show.
The funny thing was Wendy knew how to give a lap dance. She'd taken lessons hoping to rekindle her marriage, but when she'd tried to surprise her husband and give him one he'd laughed.
These boys weren't laughing. All of them were circled around Wendy, their eyes glued to her as she started to gyrate to the music and sway sexily back and forth in front of Pete.
The smile that had faded when his friends left had now returned and Wendy grinned when she saw the color in his cheeks and realized he was even more embarrassed by the lap dance than she was.
She danced in front of him and every time she ran her fingers down his chest or through his hair his friends cheered. She gave herself to the music, letting it fill her senses, letting it wash away any hesitation she might have had about her costume or being too old; if she hadn't felt sexy before, she sure did now.
She took a deep breath and tried to keep her focus as the beat coursed through her. She remembered what she'd been taught; pretend you and your partner are the only two people in the world. Pete was her partner now and she brushed her fingers against his cheek as she straddled him, swaying back and forth as he smiled up at her.
She gyrated above his lap, one hand on his shoulder as she swiveled her hips inches away from his crotch. He touched his hand to her hip and when she took it and slid it behind her back and beneath her skirt a howl of approval erupted from his friends.
Pete's eyes hadn't left her face and he grinned up at her, obviously enjoying himself as he squeezed her ass. Wendy was enjoying herself too and before she knew what she was doing she'd lowered herself right against his crotch, her hands on his shoulders as she gyrated against the rock-hard length pressed between her legs.
The cheers behind her were deafening but she ignored them as she gave herself to the music, lifting her dark, wavy hair above her shoulders as she swayed to the beat. Both of Pete's hands were now beneath her skirt and he squeezed her firm cheeks as he rocked her back and forth, rubbing her panties against his erection.
Wendy's breath was coming faster. Her heart was pounding. She'd forgotten how hard a young guy could get. It felt like she had an iron bar pressed between her legs and she was completely oblivious to the other eyes watching as she ground herself against him.
Pete grinned up at her as he slid his hand lower, his fingertips tracing the edge of her panties. When she didn't object he went even further.
Wendy caught her breath, shuddering as he slid his fingers between her legs and rubbed them against the thin fabric barely covering her pussy. She couldn't remember the last time her husband had touched her like this, and she couldn't help herself as she knotted her fingers in Pete's hair and pulled him close, between her breasts.
He rubbed his face against her tits and the soft fabric of her tiny white crop top. Then he found the knot and when he pulled on it with his teeth her top fell open.
Wendy gasped. Her breasts were completely exposed. Pete immediately bent to one and brushed his lips against it, exploring her sensitive flesh with his mouth as he continued to rub her pussy through her panties.
Wendy moaned and ground herself harder against his erection, wishing his jeans weren't between them, wishing she could feel his naked cock pressed against her flesh. He teased her rock-hard nipple with his tongue and she tightened her grip on his hair, keeping his mouth right where she wanted it.
She knew he was still young, but she didn't think she'd ever felt a cock as stiff as the one trapped between her thighs. She lifted his shirt and slowly slid her hand down the front of his pants, grazing her fingernails against his abdomen until she reached his boxers. She slid her fingers beneath the waistband and leaned closer, her breasts pressed against him as she tried to find the right angle so she could get her hand right inside his underwear, so she could see if his cock was really as hard as it felt. And then the music stopped.
The silence jolted them both back to reality and Wendy yanked her hand out of his pants and scrambled off his lap, covering her exposed breasts with her arm as she tugged her panties back into place. Pete also leapt to his feet, turning his back as he tried to hide his obvious erection.
The five spectators had watched mutely as the action escalated, but now they exploded into applause, hooting and hollering as they crowded around the groom to congratulate him. All except Randy; he went to congratulate Wendy.
"Wow," he said. "That was the hottest lap dance I've seen in my life! Are you sure you've never done this before?"
Wendy blushed with embarrassment as she fumbled with her crop top, trying to get it tied back up again.
"Let me help," Randy said, and moved her hands away. He took hold of the loose ends of her shirt and pulled them apart to fix them. Wendy's top was wide open, her breasts on full display. He stared openly at them while he straightened the ends of her crop top, and she was surprised to find herself letting him.
"You've got an amazing body, Wendy," he said, and then deftly tied her top back up so her breasts were covered once more.
"Thanks," she said.
"Anytime, always glad to lend a hand," he said, and brushed the back of his fingers against her stiff nipple, protruding through the thin cotton fabric.
Wendy shuddered at his touch. Her eyes dropped down, below his waist, where the thick outline of an erection was showing through his dress pants. She wondered if he was as hard as his friend had been, wondered what he'd say if she pressed her hand against the front of his pants to find out.
"Shots?"
Wendy started as Zac appeared beside them.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"I'm fine, just dizzy. That dance left me a little light-headed."
"It left us all a little light-headed," he said with a smile. "Did you want another shot?"
"Oh god, no, I've already had way more than I should have." As if to emphasize the statement she wobbled sideways on her high heels.
"I've got you," Zac said, as he grabbed her around the waist to steady her.
"Thanks, it just seems so hot in here all of a sudden."
Zac's position was doing nothing to lower Wendy's temperature. He was directly behind her with his hand pressed against her bare midriff, just below her breasts. But that wasn't nearly as distracting as the hard-on pressed firmly against her ass.
Wendy ran her tongue across her dry lips, fighting the temptation to slide her fingers down to his cock. "Did you like the dance?" she whispered, as if the thick length wedged between her cheeks wasn't enough of an answer.
He tightened his grip around her waist, pulling her closer. And while he kept her ass pinned against his erection Randy stepped close, his own hard-on now only inches away from Wendy.
He brushed his fingers against her stiff nipple again, teasing it through the thin fabric, and Wendy trembled at the touch. He grinned. "I think it's time to really get this party started. There's just one other stag tradition I hope you can, umm, help us out with."
He leaned close and whispered in Wendy's ear.
Her eyes went wide. "How many cases of cookies will you buy if I do that?!"
* * *
Wendy stood in the center of the room with Randy beside her. Pete and the rest of the stag were circled around them. If she'd been surprised when she'd agreed to give the groom a lap dance, that was nothing compared to how she felt now.
"Gentlemen," Randy announced, "I want to thank each and every one of you for staying to help celebrate my good friend Pete's upcoming nuptials. And as part of the celebration, Wendy here has graciously agreed to perform one last vital task. Pete, buddy, you're about to get your last blowjob as a single man."
The hoots and whistles that erupted from the small group flustered Wendy. She was already embarrassed at what she'd agreed to do and their enthusiasm turned her cheeks even redder.
Randy had insisted the blowjob was a stag tradition, like a last cigarette for a condemned man. The details had already been worked out with the original stripper, who had also offered to suck off anyone else who might be interested for fifty bucks a pop.
Randy wasn't asking Wendy to do that but he had offered, if she agreed to take care of the groom, to buy four cases of cookies in return for the favor.
Wendy had been hesitant at first. She couldn't even remember the last time her husband had wanted oral. So why would a guy as young as Pete be interested in a blowjob from her? He was about to marry a beautiful blonde half Wendy's age.
But then she remembered the lap dance; his hands beneath her skirt; his mouth on her breast. His cock had been so stiff. So she'd agreed to suck him off. After all, it was a tradition. There was only one problem.
"No way," Pete said, stepping back from his friends as if worried they might try to grab him. "Not a chance. Not happening."
"Come on," Randy said. "She's already agreed!"
Pete laughed and shook his head. "There is no way I'm letting her give me a blowjob. No offense, Wendy, you're a beautiful woman and that lap dance was...wow. But if I do what Randy is asking...believe me, we won't need a wedding; we'll need a funeral.
"I warned Lori there was going to be a stripper, and I know I might have got carried away during the lap dance - by the way, thanks for all those shots, guys - but there's no way I'm letting you give me a blowjob. I won't do that to Lori a week before our wedding."
Randy rolled his eyes. "Pete, buddy, no one's ever going to know!"
"I'll know," Pete said. "Sorry, Wendy."
She wrung her hands behind her back, embarrassed at having even agreed to go along with Randy's plan. "Don't apologize, I completely understand. Believe me, I know from firsthand experience your fiancée's lucky to be marrying a guy like you."
"Thanks," Pete said, "and I appreciate the offer. It's just that, like I said I can't accept it. That's why my best man is going to have to take the bullet for me."
A roar of approval exploded from Randy and the rest of the stag. All except James, who stood stunned as the meaning of his brother's words sunk in. "Who? Me?!"
The rest of the stag rushed forward to grab him before he could get away. "Your brother's right," Randy said. "You're the best man so this is your responsibility now, kid."
James stared at Wendy like she was a praying mantis about to devour him. "No thanks," he squeaked, and fought to pull his arms free. But the beefy, red-haired twins ignored his half-hearted struggles as they dragged him like a sacrificial virgin down the hallway toward the nearest bedroom.
Wendy, however, turned in the opposite direction and headed toward the stairs.
"Whoa! Where are you going?" Randy said, as he grabbed her arm.
"I'm leaving."
"What? Why?"
"I'm not going to force him. You heard him, he isn't interested. And why would he be? I'm old enough to be his mom."
Randy did a double take. "Are you kidding me? You're that kid's wet dream. He's just too shy to say so. Trust me, he'll probably come in his pants the second you open that bedroom door."
Wendy glanced down the hallway where the twins were laughing as they easily held the door closed while James tried to pull it open. "I don't know."
"You have to," Randy said, "even if all you do is sit in there and talk to him for ten minutes. Because if you don't, if he blows this opportunity and you walk out that door...trust me, the kid in that room is going to hear about it for the rest of his life."
* * *
Wendy opened the door. James was on the bed and he leapt to his feet, babbling out a stream of excuses for why she didn't need to bother giving him a blowjob. She smiled and held up her hand to stop him as she shut the door behind her.
"It's okay," she said. "We're not going to do anything you don't want to. But if we walk out of this room now they'll know we didn't go through with it and I lose out on four cases of cookies. So do you mind if we just sit here and talk for ten minutes so they think we did? Can you do that for me?"
James nodded and sat down on the bed. Wendy went to sit beside him and he hurried to create space between them.
"Don't worry," she said. "I'm not going to attack you."
He smiled nervously and Wendy rubbed his back to reassure him as she stared at the walls of the room, plastered with pencil sketches and inked drawings.
She said, "Is this your bedroom?"
"Sort of, it's supposed to be a guestroom but my parents let me use it to work on my art."
Wendy leaned closer to get a better look at the intricate artwork lining the walls. "You did these drawings?"
He nodded.
"They're really good. What are they? Superheroes?"
"It's, uh, manga actually. Japanese comics."
"Oh, do you have any others you can show me?"
He hesitated a second and then pulled a folder from the bottom drawer. Inside, there was a collection of detailed sketches and Wendy arched an eyebrow as she flipped through the drawings. Many were of wide-eyed fantasy girls positioned so their panties peeked out from beneath their tiny skirts as their oversized breasts threatened to spill out from their undersized tops.
She couldn't help noticing the similarity between their costumes and the one she had on, and when she glanced over at James she saw his eyes were glued to her breasts.
She closed the folder and carefully laid it on the bed beside her. "Do you want to see them?"
"Pardon me?" James said.
"My breasts, I saw you looking at them. Maybe a closer look might help you with the anatomy for your drawings. We have ten minutes to kill. Do you want me to take my top off?"
He swallowed hard and licked his dry lips. "Umm, yeah, sure, that's cool. I mean, if you want to."
Wendy smiled as she undid the knot and opened her crop top, sliding it off her shoulders as she placed it neatly on the bed beside her. James eyes nearly bugged out as he ogled her body, now naked from the waist up.



"You can touch them," she said, and brought his hand to her breast.
He squeezed the tender flesh. "Gentle," she whispered, and as he caressed her breast she slid her hand across his thigh, rubbing her palm against the stiff outline showing through his jeans.
James groaned at her touch and quickly forgot about her tits, his eyes glued to her hand as she rubbed his cock through his pants.
"I think it's time we checked out your own anatomy," she whispered, and unzipped his fly.
He lifted his hips and as she pulled his jeans and underwear down his stiff cock sprang free. It was long and skinny and sticking straight up like any teenaged boy's cock would be with a beautiful woman half-naked on the bed beside him.
Wendy wrapped her hand around him and gave him a few strokes. His hips bucked to meet every one. She licked her lips, savoring how hard he was, amazed where the night had brought her. She hadn't even gone on a date since her husband had left her and now she was giving an eighteen-year-old a handjob.
"Have you had other girls in here?" she whispered. "Shown them your artwork? Let them do what I'm doing?"
He shook his head, his eyes locked on her hand as it pumped up and down his cock which was now so hard it was nearly purple.
"So I guess no girl has ever done this, either?" She bent down and circled her tongue around his silky-smooth knob.
His groan answered her question as his cock twitched in her hand, ready to go off.
"Do you want me to suck it?" she whispered.
James nodded, slack-jawed as he watched her.
Wendy leaned across his lap, her breasts pressed against his bare thigh as she wrapped her lips around his knob, softly sucking on the end of his cock as she slid her hand down and fondled his balls.
She didn't think she'd ever felt a pair so tight, so ready to go off. She gently squeezed them and increased her pace, her mouth tight around his shaft as she bobbed up and down, sucking his long, skinny cock.
James groaned and his hips bucked and he was suddenly shooting cum against the roof of her mouth and all over her tongue. Wendy's eyes went wide with surprise and she kept sucking as he kept squirting, trying to take it all, but there was too much and she gasped for air as his load spilled out of her mouth all over his flat stomach.
"Sorry," James said.
"Don't be, that was my fault," she said, stroking his cock as cum kept spurting out. James fell onto his back, letting out a long, low moan as she kept pumping him. When he was finally spent, she reached for a box of tissues on the nightstand.
She used the first tissue to wipe his cum from her mouth and then grabbed a handful to clean up the gooey load puddled on his flat abdomen. The blowjob couldn't have lasted more than ten seconds. It took longer to clean up the mess he'd made.
As he pulled his pants and underwear back up, she said, "You don't have to tell anyone what happened if you don't want to. If you're embarrassed, I can say we just talked."
James nodded and she gave him a reassuring smile as she reached for her top, but her head was spinning with the realization of what she'd just done; this afternoon she'd been the perfect mom, helping her daughter sell Girl Scout cookies outside the supermarket; now, she was putting her clothes back on after sucking off a teenaged boy she'd met barely an hour earlier.
The taste of his cum lingered in her mouth as she fumbled with the ends of her crop top, trying to tie it back up as James headed for the door.
He opened it and the roar from the hallway made them both jump. Randy, Zac, Pete and the twins were crowded outside the door. They'd heard everything. They congratulated and teased James as they peered past him toward Wendy, more embarrassed than ever as she hurried to cover her exposed breasts.
Randy made his way through the doorway as his friends carried James back to the rec room, still cheering and congratulating him. Wendy gave him a weak smile as she kept fumbling with the ends of her top.
"Don't worry about that," Randy said. He pulled her hands away but this time, instead of tying it back up, he slid her top off. He left it on the bed as he took her by the hand and led her back to the rec room, naked from the waist up.
Wendy was surprised to find herself letting him, and when they reached the room she noticed the lights had been turned low and Pete and James had disappeared. Zac and the twins were still there, though, and they eyed her silently as Randy led her in.
A steady, thumping beat poured from the speakers. Wendy was only wearing heels, thigh-high stockings and a tiny skirt that barely hid the silky white panties peeking out from underneath. Her arm was across her breasts.
Randy pressed himself against her, rubbing his hard-on against her ass. "I think it's time to get the real party started," he whispered in her ear.
He pulled her arm down and slid his hands over her breasts, squeezing and fondling them as he teased her nipples erect with his forefingers and thumbs. Every eye was on them but Wendy barely noticed; she had her mind on other matters as she slid her hand behind her and squeezed Randy's stiff cock through the thin fabric of his dress pants.
Her pussy had already been wet from giving Pete a lap dance and then letting his little brother come in her mouth, but that was nothing compared to what was happening between her legs now.
Randy's hand was under her skirt and inside her panties. He teased her pussy with two fingers and unzipped his fly. Wendy's hand slid inside the opening. He wasn't wearing underwear. She wrapped her fingers around his swollen length and tugged on his cock as he played with her clit.
Her eyes were closed as she swayed to the beat, letting Randy's hands explore her body as she kept pulling on his cock. She felt a light touch and realized Zac was right in front of her, brushing her hair back from her face as he smiled at her with those beautiful blue eyes.
Then he was undoing his own pants. Wendy slid her hand inside and pulled his cock out, too. She was sandwiched between him and Randy, jerking their thick pricks in unison as their hands roamed over every inch of her body, which is why she shouldn't have been surprised when the twins appeared on either side of her and started undoing their belts, too.
But she was surprised. Not by the fact that she was now surrounded by four eager studs, every one of them almost young enough to be her son, but by how quickly her hands found their cocks, rubbing and squeezing all four of them, amazed at how big and stiff they all seemed to be.
If her age bothered them it didn't show as they ran their hands all over her body, groping and fondling her tits, ass and pussy. They tugged down her skirt and panties and Wendy stepped out of them, naked now except for her stockings and high heels.
Zac's cock was in one hand and one of the twins was in her other. She gently bit her lower lip as she pumped them while eyeing the other two cocks standing straight up, waiting for her attention. She was wishing she had two more hands when Randy had a better idea.
She felt his hands on her shoulders, pressing down, and her heart skipped a beat as all four boys took hold of her and forced her down to her knees.
Randy was the first in her mouth, twisting her head sideways as he stuffed his meaty cock between her lips. He was definitely thicker than James had been and Wendy started sucking him while jerking off two of the other boys at the same time.
But she'd no sooner started when his cock popped out of her mouth and another slid in to take its place. She glanced up and saw it was Zac's thick pole now stuffed between her lips. He stared down at her with those piercing baby blues and a smile on his lips as he worked his cock back and forth.
Wendy moaned around his stiff length, so thick he was stretching her mouth painfully wide. He was definitely bigger than any of the other boys and she cranked her hand up and down his shaft, jerking him off as she sucked him.
One of the others pulled her hand away so he could wrap it around his own stiff prick, and seconds later Wendy felt a tinge of disappointment as Zac dragged his big dick out from between her hungry lips.
But it wasn't long before another took his place, one of the twins this time. Wendy was embarrassed to realize she still didn't remember their names, but their cocks were unforgettable. She took turns sucking on them as they grinned at each other. She'd thought they were identical and they were, except for their cocks; one was long and straight while the other had a funny bend to it.
She sucked them both, and if they weren't in her mouth Randy or Zac was. All four boys took turns stuffing their thick poles between her lips, making her suck them while she jerked off two of their friends at the same time.
Wendy wasn't sure how long she'd been on her knees, pleasuring their cocks while their hands roamed freely all over her body, tweaking her nipples, fingering her pussy.
Suddenly, they were all lifting her. They carried her to the couch, naked except for her stockings, her mouth wet from sucking on them. They laid her on her back and the twins spread her legs. Her pussy was glistening as Zac got on his knees in front of her.
He buried his face between her legs, ignoring her dark thatch of pubic hair as he tongued the tender folds of her pussy and worked his way toward her clit. Wendy gasped when he found it and tried to clamp her legs shut but the twins had ahold of her and kept them spread wide.
She bit her lower lip as she watched Zac press his mouth against her furry mound, the tip of his tongue flicking back and forth against her clit with a steady rhythm. She wished she'd trimmed her pussy, but how was she supposed to have known this would be the night she'd have a boy's tongue buried in it?
If her bush bothered him it didn't show, and she ground her pussy against his mouth as he lapped away. The twins were still beside her, holding her legs open while Zac's tongue worked its magic, and she grabbed their still hard cocks and started jerking them off in tandem. Randy had been behind the couch, watching the show, and now he threw his leg over the back of it and turned Wendy's head sideways as he slid his cock back in her mouth.
She moaned as she sucked him, squirming as Zac's enthusiastic tongue continued its mind-blowing magic between her legs. He had a finger inside her now and she bucked against it, struggling to keep her concentration as she tried to take care of the other three cocks around her.
Wendy's head spun; she couldn't focus. The twins had finally let go of her legs and one was now draped over Zac's shoulder, keeping him close as he lapped at her soaked pussy, his tongue circling her swollen clit as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge.
She let go of the twins' cocks and popped her mouth off Randy's thick pole with a gasp, her breath coming faster as she knotted her fingers through Zac's dark hair, holding him tight as she swiveled her pussy against his mouth.
He was watching her with those innocent blue eyes as he drummed his tongue against her clit, and when she suddenly cried out in pleasure and shuddered against his mouth he smiled.
Wendy's back arched as she came hard. Her hand was still locked in his hair but now instead of keeping him close she was trying to push him away, every touch of his tongue sending unbearable lightning bolts of pleasure arcing through her unbelievably sensitive pussy. He finally relented, pulling his mouth away from between her legs. But that was just so his cock could take his tongue's place.
An involuntary spasm of pleasure rippled through Wendy as his knob brushed against her pussy, and her eyes went wide as she stared at his heavy cock. It had seemed big while she was sucking on it but seemed even bigger now that it was aimed right at her tiny hole. The twins grabbed her legs again and spread them wide as Zac pressed the head of his huge cock between the lips of her pussy.
"You sure you want this, Wendy?"
She nodded. She didn't think she'd wanted anything more in her entire life.
He pressed forward and she gritted her teeth as his meaty prick stretched her pussy wide. She couldn't believe how tight she was and dug her fingers into the cushions of the couch as she squeezed her eyes shut.
"Are you okay?" Zac asked.
She nodded and forced her eyes open. His thick pole was only a few inches inside her and it was with some dismay that she realized he easily had another four or five inches to go.
He slowly started to rock his cock back and forth, letting her get used to his size. Wendy tried to relax but her mouth was so dry. It was like every drop of lubrication in her body had rushed between her legs to try to accommodate the huge cock now wedged inside her pussy.
She trembled as he hit spots she didn't remember her husband ever hitting, his eight-inch length almost all the way inside her now. And then she felt fingers in her hair as someone turned her head sideways.
Randy slid his cock back between her lips. "You're doing great, Wendy."
She moaned around his thick length, trying to concentrate on sucking him as Zac drove her deeper into the couch, his huge cock working like a pile driver as he fucked her with a steady rhythm. She wondered what Christy would think if she could see her now; getting double-teamed by two big-dicked studs while their friends waited for a turn.
Just the thought of it made Wendy moan in anticipation and she wrapped her hands around the twins cocks, jerking them off again as they kept her legs spread wide for Zac who was hammering his cock in and out of her soaked pussy.
Wendy wanted to tell him to slow down, but it was tough to talk with his friend's cock stuffed in her mouth. Her eyes rolled back as Randy worked his stiff pole deeper and deeper, almost hitting the back of her throat. She tried to relax, tried to take as much cock as she could between her lips, but she found it impossible to focus with Zac's big dick banging in and out between her legs.
She moaned around Randy's thick shaft, her breath coming faster as she struggled to breathe through her nose. The twins' balls were bouncing, her hands a blur on their stiff cocks. Her legs quivered and Zac, sensing what was coming, fucked her even faster.
Wendy was buried on the couch, the four boys almost on top of her as she tried to take care of all of their cocks, but none commanded her attention as much as Zac's did, thumping in and out of her sopping pussy as he pushed her toward the edge.
Wendy whimpered around Randy's cock, still plugged between her lips. She couldn't take any more of the thorough fucking she was getting and she shuddered as a second orgasm crashed through her, her body trembling as Zac's skilled cock hit all the right spots.
She gasped as she pulled her mouth away from Randy's heavy cock and let go of the twins' thick lengths. She braced her hands against Zac's chest and begged him to stop, her breath coming in sharp, frantic gasps.
"Holy fuck," she moaned, her breasts heaving, a sheen of sweat covering her naked body. "Don't any of you guys ever come?!"
They grinned at each other. Zac's cock was coated with her cream. He pulled it out from her tender pussy and Wendy slumped against the couch, relieved to finally get a timeout. But then Randy moved between her legs, his cock sticking straight up from the thorough sucking she'd been giving it.
"My turn," he said.
Randy fucked her. The twins fucked her. They all fucked her. And whenever one of them wasn't in her pussy they were in her mouth or her hands. The only place they didn't stuff their cocks was her ass, and that was only because she begged them not to.
They fucked her on the couch. They fucked her on the floor. They even fucked her on the pool table. Wendy had never experienced anything like it.
When she'd divorced at the age of thirty-seven she'd wondered if she'd ever meet another man again. Now she had four of them, taking turns filling her with cock. But these seemed more boys than men, all of them barely in their twenties; they definitely knew how to fuck, though.
She'd lost track of time, lost track of how many times they'd made her come. And unlike James, who had exploded in her mouth after barely ten seconds of sucking, none of them seemed in any danger of going off soon.
Every time one of them got close, his balls tightening up as he banged his cock in and out of Wendy's pussy or mouth, he'd stop. Stepping back to let a friend take his place as he gave his cock and balls a chance to cool down.
The four of them had kept it up for at least forty-five minutes, gangbanging Wendy until every one of their cocks was slick from being inside her. She wasn't sure how much more she could take and, exhausted, she begged them to come soon.
Randy grinned. "It's time to wrap this party up, boys. I think we've thanked Wendy enough for coming."
One of the twins was inside her, the one with the funny bend to his cock, and he nodded at Randy as he picked up the pace, smacking his pelvis against Wendy's thighs as he banged his cock in and out of her. He fucked her hard and fast and she groaned as she felt herself being dragged toward the edge again.
She let go of the cocks keeping her hands busy and gripped the edge of the couch to hang on as he made her come hard for what seemed to be the umpteenth time. She would have cried out in pleasure but the other twin had his cock plugged between her lips, fucking her mouth nearly as hard as his brother was fucking her pussy.
They groaned simultaneously and whipped their cocks out of her, shooting thick ropes of cum all over her tits. Wendy gasped, trying to catch her breath as they coated her. They'd barely finished when Randy and Zac took their place and slid their own cocks inside her.
But they didn't ragdoll her, fucking her senseless like the twins had. Instead, they started slow, Randy between her legs while Zac tilted her head and let her suck on his cock. And she did, savoring it, running her tongue all across his sensitive flesh while his friend fucked her with long, steady strokes.
"Did you have fun tonight, Wendy?" Randy asked.
"Mmhmm," she moaned, her mouth wrapped around Zac's cock.
"Are you glad you came?"
"Mmhmm," she moaned, even more enthusiastically than the last time.
"So am I," he said. He picked up the pace, fucking her faster, harder. Then he pulled out, groaning as he jerked his cock and unleashed a thick load that splattered against Wendy's taut belly, beads of cum glistening in her pubic hair.
Wendy arched her back, savoring the feel of the warm, sticky mess all over her body and wondered how much longer she'd have to wait until Zac added his cum to the collection. She squeezed his tight, swollen balls and kept sucking him, anxious to find out, but he surprised her when he suddenly dragged his thick pole out from the wet seal of her mouth.
She straightened up and spread her legs in anticipation of having his huge cock buried in her pussy once more. Instead, he headed toward the bathroom and the other three boys started to put their clothes back on.
Wendy blinked in confusion, not sure why Zac hadn't wanted to come. Everyone else had. She'd come so many times she wasn't sure she could even stand up. Her legs were still trembling.
Zac came back from the bathroom with a towel in his hand, his heavy cock still wet from her mouth. "Sorry, I just need to clean you up first." He wiped his friends' cum away from where it had splattered all over her tits and pussy. "There we go, now you're all mine."
He sat on the couch and swung her over his lap so she was straddling him. He lined his cock up with her opening and squeezed her ass as he lowered her onto his thick pole. Wendy bit her lower lip as he spread her wide. He'd already fucked her three times in the last hour and she still wasn't used to how big he was.



He bounced her on his big cock with a gentle rhythm as he pulled her close, her breasts against his well-muscled chest as he pressed his mouth to hers. He kissed her long and hard as he kept fucking her, spreading her ass cheeks wide as he drove her up and down on his swollen prick.
Wendy moaned into his mouth, their tongues locked together as she ran her fingers through his dark hair and stared into his eyes, the bluest eyes she'd ever seen. No one had ever kissed her like this. No one had ever fucked her like this. The intimacy overwhelmed her as she bounced up and down on his cock, their arms wrapped around each other, their bodies locked together.
They were in their own world, the whirlwind of sex that had come before now disseminated into a microcosm of lust that started between their legs and ended where their tongues met.
Wendy crushed her lips against Zac's, her heart pounding as she rode him. Her hair was limp and strands were stuck to her face. She could taste his sweat. They were both exhausted.
"Oh baby," she said, as she broke the kiss and pressed her mouth against his ear. "I can't take much more, please come for me."
He nodded. "Don't worry. I'm close, so close." He tightened his grip on her ass, bouncing her even harder on his thick cock.
Wendy groaned as she gently squeezed his balls. They were so big, so swollen. She knew he was about to go off any second. She pressed her mouth against his ear again, and whispered, "You can come inside me if you want."
"Are you sure?"
She nodded as she pressed her face into his shoulder, biting her lower lip as she drove herself onto his cock, smacking her ass against his thighs as she tried to make him come. It worked.
Zac let out a strangled groan as he filled her with cum, holding her tight as he exploded inside her. Wendy trembled as she felt him flooding her insides, his muscular arms locked around her, her body crushed against him. She had no idea if anyone else was watching as they came together and, honestly, wouldn't have cared if they were.
But when Zac eased his hold and let her lean back so his spent cock could slide free of her pussy Wendy glanced around and seemed to realize for the first time where she was. It was like the clock had struck midnight. Everyone else was dressed and staring at them. Even James had returned, giving her a sheepish smile as he watched from the bottom of the stairs.
Wendy burned with embarrassment as she grabbed the towel and tried to stop Zac's load from spilling free as she hurried naked down the hallway toward the bathroom. She hid herself inside and had just finished cleaning up the mess when there was a knock at the door.
It was James. He had her clothes. He handed them through the doorway, purposely not looking at her, and she thanked him. Her head was spinning and her legs were trembling as she rushed to put the sexy Girl Scout costume back on that had got her into this mess.
As soon as she was dressed she stepped back into the hallway. She heard them talking in the rec room, but headed in the other direction hoping to find a back door. When she did she snuck out through the carport, hurrying down the driveway as she dug through her purse for her keys.
Behind her, Randy came through the doorway she'd just left. "Hey! Where are you going?" He hurried down the driveway to catch up to her. "You weren't even going to say goodbye?"
"I'm sorry," Wendy said. "It's just, I...I really need to go home."
"I understand," he said, "but I think I owe you some cookies."
"Oh god," she said, pressing her fingers to her temple as an image of the four boys gangbanging her in the basement flooded her thoughts. "I didn't do that so you'd buy more cookies."
"I know you didn't," he said, "but I already promised you I'd buy eight cases. And if I decide to buy some more, well, let's just say that's one friend helping out another."
Wendy popped the back of the minivan open, anxious to get going. "Okay, how many cases do you want?"
Randy stared past her into the back of the minivan where cases of Girl Scout cookies were piled to the roof. "All of them."
She did a double take. "All of them? There are twenty cases in there!"
"Then twenty cases it is." He pulled a thick stack of hundreds out of his wallet and handed them to her.
Wendy stared at the money, dumbfounded. "This is a thousand dollars. This is too much."
"What do you mean? Twenty cases at forty-eight bucks each is nine hundred and sixty dollars. Consider the extra forty a delivery fee."
"No, I mean, that's too many cases. I don't expect you to buy them all."
"I want to. You earned it, Wendy. And I'm not talking about what just happened inside. Pete's my best friend and I would have paid double that to make sure his stag didn't turn into the disaster it would have been if you hadn't agreed to stay. For me, this is money well spent, because, believe me, no one's ever going to forget this stag."
Wendy's cheeks turned crimson, and she nervously bit her lower lip when she saw Zac hurrying down the driveway toward her.
"What's going on?" he said.
"Nothing," Randy answered. "I just came out to help Wendy unload these cookies from her van. Give me a hand."
As they carried the cases from the minivan into the house, Wendy did the math in her head. She knew the numbers. She lived the numbers. Twenty cases meant they'd passed Christy. Emma was going to get her badge: Top Cookie Seller.
When all of the boxes were finally unloaded Randy said goodnight, thanked her with a wink and headed inside. She shut the hatch and saw Zac still standing there. It was just the two of them now.
"I guess I'd better get going," Wendy said, and readied her car key.
"Whoa, you're not driving," Zac said. "We called a cab for you."
"But how am I supposed to get my van tomorrow?"
"Give me your phone," he said, and tapped his number into it. "Call me in the morning. I'll come pick you up and drive you back here. And if you want, maybe we can grab some breakfast?"
When she hesitated, he said, "Is everything okay?"
Wendy swallowed hard. She liked him. She really liked him. But she was consumed with guilt at the realization that she'd just let three of his friends fuck her and sucked off another. "After what just happened inside, you know, with everyone, I wasn't sure you'd even be interested in seeing me again."
"Hey," he said, as he brushed her hair back behind her ear, "it's like Vegas. What happens at a stag stays at a stag. Tomorrow, it will be like this never happened. So, will you call me?"
She nodded and he caught her off guard when he pulled her close and gave her a long, slow kiss. The taxi arrived a moment later and he walked her toward it, ignoring the driver's questioning look as Wendy teetered down the sidewalk in her high heels and revealing Girl Scout costume.
Zac opened the back door and as she climbed inside he leaned in to say goodbye. "Promise you'll call me tomorrow?"
Wendy smiled. "First thing."
He went to shut the door but she held a hand out to stop him. "Oh crap! I just remembered I have to pick up my daughter in the morning. There was a pool party and she stayed overnight."
"Oh. Did you want to bring her to breakfast?"
"You don't mind?"
"I don't mind. Do you mind her meeting me?"
Wendy smiled. "Not at all. She's going to love you."
"Okay, so I'll swing by your house in the morning and bring you back here to get your van. Then you can get your daughter and meet me at the restaurant?"
"I'd like it better if you could come with me when I go to pick her up. That way I can introduce you to my friend, Christy, and I can't wait to see the look on her face when she meets you."
* * *
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Rebecca was riding through a sprawling stand of sagebrush in the north quarter when she heard it: a throaty rumble rolling across the muted hills like a herald announcing his arrival.
The buckskin gelding beneath her caught it too, his ears swiveling toward the sound, but he waited for her cue before veering to his left and cantering up the nearby ridge. When they reached the crest she brought him to a halt and raised her hand to shield her eyes from the high summer sun.
The big blue Montana sky towered above the low rolling hills, painted every shade of green as they stretched into the distance toward the dark, snow-capped peaks lining the horizon.
Rebecca scanned the narrow roads snaking through the farms and ranches lining the countryside, trying to find the source of the low roar reverberating across the plain. The big gelding whickered. She followed his gaze and felt a flutter in her belly when she spotted the dark shape powering westward along the shimmering asphalt.
"It's him. It has to be him." The gold-coated gelding shook his ebon mane as if in agreement. She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, "Take me home, Athair."
Ten minutes later they were reining up in front of the stables. Rebecca swung out of the saddle as Alexa, her younger sister, stepped forward to take the reins.
"You can't ride him so hard," Alexa said, as she ran her hand across his sweat-soaked coat. "Not in this heat. Athair's too old for it."
"I know," Rebecca said. She stroked her horse's neck in apology and he pressed his muzzle against her ear, letting out a deep, fluttering sigh as she gave him an appreciative kiss.
"Do you mind taking care of him for me? There's something I've got to deal with that can't wait."
Alexa gave her a questioning smile. "I saw him over by the big house. Who is he?"
"Just a studhorse man."
* * *
Rebecca spotted him as soon as she came around the corner of the barn. His motorcycle, flat black and chrome, was cooling in the shade of the big house. He was standing beside it with well-worn leathers hanging from one hand.
He turned to face her and she froze in her tracks. She'd been expecting a grizzled Marlboro Man, not the solemn, boyish face greeting her now.
Her mother was beside him. She waved. "Rebecca, this is Chance Monaghan, the man we've been waiting for. Chance, I'd like to introduce you to my daughter."
He nodded and held out his hand. Rebecca shook it half-heartedly, as if not completely convinced this was the man they'd been waiting for.
"There a problem?" Chance said.
Rebecca's mother stepped toward her and put a reassuring hand on her shoulder. "You'll have to excuse my daughter, Mr. Monaghan. I expect she's just as surprised as I am at how...youthful you are. The last time I saw your father he was well into his forties and that was more than ten years ago. I'm sure you can understand how, when we got that letter saying his son could do the job, we expected you'd be a mite older."
"I understand," Chance said, "but I can assure you I have what it takes to get the job done."
Rebecca's face flushed with color as she glanced over her shoulder, worried someone might have overheard him.
Chance continued. "If it's alright, I was hopin we could talk about our arrangement."
"Of course," Rebecca's mother said, "but I think it might be better if we discussed it in private."
"That works for me. Lead on."
He followed them underneath the verandah of a nearby building, the heavy heels of his black Daytons rattling the bone-dry planks. A door opened into an office and the three of them went inside. Rebecca's mother sat in a large padded chair behind a desk while Chance leaned against a wall decorated with a bleached cow skull. Rebecca stayed on the opposite side of the room from him with her arms crossed, still staring, still unsure.
Her mother flashed a look at her that said, calm down. Then she gave Chance a welcoming smile. "Won't you have a seat, Mr. Monaghan?"
"If it's all the same to you, ma'am, I'd rather stand. I've been sittin on the back of that bike since sunup."
"That's fine, but you can lose the ma'am. Just hearing that word come out of your mouth makes me feel old as dust. People around here call me Alma and you can too.
"Now, I know you want to get down to business, Mr. Monaghan, so first things first. Only my daughter, her man and I know the real reason you're here. As far as anyone else on this ranch is concerned, you're just a studhorse man staying as our guest for a few days so you can get a good look at some of our breeding stock. I've also sent the money as requested and I have the receipt right here."
She pushed a piece of paper across the deck toward him but he waved it away. "That's fine. It ain't the money I wanted to discuss." He turned his gaze on Rebecca. "I know your mother sent the letter, but you do know how this works, right?"
Rebecca had been lost in thought and his question jolted her back to the present, but instead of answering she blurted out, "How old are you?"
"I'm twenty-four, ma'am."
"Jesus Christ! He's six years younger than me and now he's calling me ma'am!" Rebecca swept her hand through her hair, pacing back and forth as if she might bolt at any second.
"You'll have to excuse my daughter, Mr. Monaghan," Alma said. "When we sent that letter we were expecting a reply from your father. It was a shock to us both to learn he'd passed on and an even bigger shock when we were asked if his son could stand in his stead. Your father's name was well known in certain circles in these parts, but I have to confess no one I talked to even knew he had a son. At least, not one he called his own. No offense intended."
"None taken," Chance said. "I never really knew my father that well, and I'm kind of a latecomer to the family business. I wish I could give you some references, but my line of work ain't exactly one clients are eager to leave testimonials about."
"I understand, and I can assure you I wouldn't have sent for you if I wasn't confident you could get the job done."
"Don't you worry about that, I'll get the job done." He locked his eyes on Rebecca. "By the time I leave this ranch, you will be pregnant."
His words seemed to stagger her and she swayed for a second, caught off guard by the reminder of why he was really here.
"The way it works is like this," he said. "You'll spend three nights with me, I can come to your room or you can come to mine, but there won't be no test tubes or in vitro. We'll do it the old-fashioned way, just like nature intended, and by the time I'm done you'll have what you wanted."
Rebecca slumped to a chair, her hand on her belly as she eyed the boyishly-handsome stud standing opposite in his double-front Carhartts and plain white tee. She shook her head. "Archie ain't gonna like this."
Chance raised an eyebrow. "Archie?"
"My future son-in-law," Alma said, "but don't let that worry you, we won't have any trouble with him. He's already agreed to all of this. I wouldn't have sent for you if he hadn't."
As if on cue, the door opened and a genuine cowboy stepped through, complete with Stetson, shitkickers and a giant gold belt buckle holding up a pair of faded Levi's that seemed two sizes too tight. He was stocky and curly-haired and he barely glanced at Chance before turning to Alma. "Ada said you wanted me?"
Alma nodded at Chance. "Archie, this is Chance Monaghan. The man I told you we were sending for."
"I thought you said this studhorse man was some old roustabout. Who's this kid?"
"This is his son. I told you last week he'd be coming instead."
"Oh yeah, guess I forgot." He circled Chance, sizing him up. Rebecca stood and moved to Archie's side. She tried to slide her hand into his but he pulled away from her.
He said, "I hate to be the bearer of bad news, kid, but I think you wasted your time comin down here. Ain't no way you're gettin this job done."
"Don't worry about that," Chance said. "I'll get the job done."
Archie tilted his hat back and grinned. "I don't think you're gettin the picture, pardner. You see, there's a reason Rebecca ain't had no young'uns. Let's just say that ain't a crib between her legs, it's only a playpen."
Chance glanced at Rebecca as a look of anguish crossed her face. "Your letter said there was nothin physically wrong."
"Because there is nothing wrong," Alma said, as she leapt out of her chair and shot Archie a poisonous glance. "My daughter is perfectly healthy. The doctors have confirmed it."
"I keep tryin to tell you they're all quacks," Archie said. "If she's so healthy, then how come she ain't pregnant?"
Alma stared daggers at him and then turned back to Chance. "What he is trying to say is that the doctors haven't been able to conclusively identify why these two haven't been blessed with a child. That's why we sent for you, Mr. Monaghan."
Archie sneered. "Trust me, this kid ain't got what it takes to get the job done. We'd be better off keepin that money."
Chance straightened up. "I don't aim to stay where I ain't wanted. If you want me to leave, just say the word."
Alma's eyes filled with alarm, but it was her daughter who spoke. "No, please, don't go," Rebecca said. "We need you. Don't we, Archie?" She took his hand and squeezed it tight, not letting him pull away this time.
Archie glanced toward Alma and took a deep breath. "I apologize if I misspoke. This situation's been a frustratin one, but Rebecca's right; we both want this. I ain't gonna lie and say I'm convinced it's gonna work, but I ain't gonna get in the way either while the two of you do what it takes to find out."
He pulled his hand away from Rebecca and walked out of the room without looking back.
Alma came out from behind the desk and slid her arm reassuringly around her daughter's waist. "We appreciate this, Mr. Monaghan. We really do."
"I'm glad to help, and if it's alright I wouldn't mind takin a shower and catchin a nap."
Alma pressed a button on an intercom and thirty seconds later a dark-haired woman came through the door. "This is Ada. She'll show you to your room, Mr. Monaghan."
"Thank you kindly, and please, just call me Chance."
* * *
The sun was setting when he finished the meal Ada had brought to his room. Pork loin topped with raspberry relish and glazed carrots. He walked outside onto the second floor verandah that ran past his room and left the plate beside the door. At the bottom of the ground floor stairs, a black and white mutt watched him warily. Chance checked his watch. Quarter after nine.
He headed back inside and took another shower. He'd just finished when he heard a knock. He wrapped a towel around his waist and opened the door. Rebecca was there. So was the plate. The dog had licked it clean.
She stepped into his room, a traveling bag under her arm.
Chance eyed it with curiosity. "You plan on spendin the night?"
"No...I mean...why, am I supposed to?!"
"Relax," he said, "it was just a little joke."
Rebecca gave him a weak smile as she kept the bulky bag close, holding it in front of her like a shield. Chance might have had a boy's face, but he had a man's body, lined with muscle. Not the kind of muscle born in a weight room or found in a bottle. This was lean muscle, hard muscle, the type earned through rough, mean work. No tattoos decorated his skin. Instead, scars crisscrossed his flesh and told a tale of separated shoulders, broken clavicles and dislocated knees.
Rebecca felt the butterflies in her belly return as she stared at the towel slung around his waist like a gun belt and wondered at what might be hiding underneath. Swallowing hard, she said, "I better change."
"Not a problem," he said. "I'll be waitin."
Rebecca went into the bathroom. She dropped her bag on the floor and opened the window, leaning against it as she inhaled the cool night air. She stared across the yard toward the stables. Athair's familiar whinny came from inside as if he sensed her watching.
But it wasn't Athair she was looking for. There was a small room connected to the stables and for the last few months Archie had called it home. She'd begged him to come back to the bed they were supposed to share but their failure to conceive was a sore spot for him. She prayed this would heal it.
She'd gone to his room before coming to see Chance, hoping Archie could reassure her they were doing the right thing. The door was locked. When she knocked, he didn't answer.
His light was on now. She could see his shadow moving on the other side of the closed curtains. But it was too late for any reassurances. She was already here. The decision had been made.
Rebecca closed the window and stripped down to her underwear. Then she stopped and stared at herself in the mirror, circling her hand against her belly as she took a deep breath.
When she stepped out of the bathroom she was dressed in a floor-length white nightie that covered her from neck to toe. Chance was sitting in a chair, naked except for the small towel around his waist. He grinned at her as he rubbed his hand across his sand-colored brush cut.
"That looks hot," he said.
She brushed a loose lock of hair back behind her ear and gave him a weak smile. "Thanks. My mom picked it out."
He laughed. "That ain't what I meant. What is that, flannel?"
"Umm, yeah, I think so."
"It's the middle of summer. You'll cook in that. Wouldn't you rather take it off?"
She shook her head. There was no way she was taking it off.
Chance sighed. "All right, let's get this rodeo started. I guess you know already this ain't a date so there won't be no kissin, but if you've got a certain position you're more comfortable with, I'm happy to accommodate."
Rebecca blinked. Were there more than two positions? "Uh, normal position is fine, thanks."
He stood and came toward her and she took an anxious step backward, bumping into the nightstand and nearly knocking the lamp over. He gave her a reassuring smile as he pulled the bedspread back for her.
"You can still change your mind," he said. "I'm sure you wouldn't be the first."
She shook her head. "I'm not changing my mind. It's just important to me that you know...I've never been with any other man than Archie."
"I respect that."
"And the only reason I'm here is because we both want this, him and I."
Chance nodded and walked to the far side of the bed. Rebecca slid beneath the blanket. She didn't look at him. She stared at the ceiling, stiff as a board, her hands clutching the cover up around her neck.
Chance turned off the light. She heard his towel hit the floor and felt the cover lift. The bed sagged as he moved close. His leg brushed against hers and she tensed.
"Sorry," he whispered. "You ready?"
Rebecca's heart hammered in her chest. She knew if any of her girlfriends had seen Chance waiting in that towel they would have ripped their clothes off and tackled him like it was the steer-roping finals, but for her the situation she was in seemed about as sexy as a root canal.
She wished it hadn't come down to this. She wished Archie would have agreed to one of the other options her mother had suggested. But now the bed was made and she literally was lying in it. Fighting back an almost overpowering urge to tear off the blanket and flee the room, she pulled her nightie up around her waist and shimmied out of her panties.
Chance slid his hand near, startling her when his fingers brushed against her bare thigh. He said, "You, uh, you need me to get you ready first? You know, down there?"
It took her a second to realize what he meant, and when she did her cheeks turned crimson. "No," she whispered, "just get it over with."
The bed creaked as he moved on top of her in the darkness. She licked her dry lips and instinctively spread her legs.
An image flashed through her mind of a young mare's eyes, wide with fright as a stallion was led back and forth in front of her with his menacing length swinging heavily beneath him. She could see Chance's silhouette above her and couldn't help feeling the same way as he prepared to mount her.
He pressed his knee against the inside of her thigh to get her to open her legs a little wider as he moved between them, his weight on his knees and one hand. She knew where his other hand was and she gasped as something heavy brushed against her thigh.
"You okay?" he whispered.
"Yes, I'm fine." She clenched the sheets and squeezed her eyes shut.
She felt his heavy length again, prodding and pushing where her legs met, eliciting startled gasps from her as he probed unsuccessfully in the dark.
"Sorry," Chance whispered. "Do you mind givin me a hand?"
Rebecca shifted her weight and spread her legs even wider.
"That ain't what I meant. I really do need you to use your hand, you know, to guide me in."
Rebecca stared up at the silhouette looming above her, not sure why she was so shocked by the request. Had she thought she could lay with him three times and never have to touch him?
She blindly reached between his legs and her heart skipped a beat when she found what she was looking for. His cock was hard, really hard. She could barely get her fingers around it. She slid her hand down his length, trying to find his knob so she could guide him to her pussy, but his cock seemed to go on forever.
An image of a stallion flashed through her thoughts again, his enormous length stiff and ready as he eagerly waited to mount a mare. She licked her lips as her fingers wrapped around the end of Chance's cock and tensed as she guided him to her tiny opening, not entirely sure his huge knob was going to fit.
The instant she had him in position Chance pressed forward, trying to force himself inside her. Rebecca kept a tight grip on his shaft, squeezing him hard to make sure he didn't go deeper than she was ready for. But Chance didn't even make it past the entrance.
"You're too tight," he whispered, "and you're not wet enough."
Rebecca knew he was right. Her mouth wasn't the only part of her that was bone dry. But what did he expect? She wasn't one of those women whose pussy gushed at the thought of another man's cock inside her.
She'd been with Archie for more than seven years and, though they'd had their rough patches, she'd always been faithful. Even though her mind might have been convinced the sacrifice she was about to make had a greater purpose, her body obviously needed a little more convincing.
Something slick brushed between her legs, startling her. "What are you doing?" she hissed.
"Gettin you ready," Chance whispered. "You don't want me stickin it in there when you ain't wet."
He licked two of his fingers and gently rubbed them between her folds. Rebecca shuddered at the touch and, as he dipped the tip of his middle finger inside, circling it against her opening, a small gasp escaped her.
"There we go," Chance whispered. "That's better."
Rebecca swallowed hard, knowing the slippery feel between her legs wasn't from his saliva. Her pussy was betraying the rest of her body, coating Chance's finger with a drop of dew as he continued to tease her with his gentle touch.
He brushed his fingers back and forth, paying special attention to her clit. Rebecca tilted her head back, trying to ignore the lightning bolts of pleasure he was sending arcing through her body, but it was impossible. Her heart was pounding and her mouth seemed drier than ever.
When he finally pulled his hand away she gasped in relief and tried to relax, but she tensed again a second later when he pressed his knob against her.



Rebecca shot her hand down to grab his cock, hoping to keep him from going too deep. But Chance grabbed her by the wrists and pinned both of her hands against the pillow beneath her head.
"Relax," he whispered. "I ain't gonna hurt you."
He pushed forward and she winced as she felt her body betraying her again, opening for him, inviting him inside. He spread her wide as he entered her and an unexpected groan burst free from between her lips.
"Are you okay?" he whispered.
"Uh huh." She tilted her head forward, trying to see between her legs, but shadows cloaked the place where their bodies met.
Archie had always told her how lucky she was, always bragged about the size of his equipment. She'd had no reason to think otherwise; he was the only lover she'd ever known. But now, with Chance trying to ease his erection inside her, she was learning the hard way all men were definitely not created equal.
He pushed forward again and she arched her back, twisting her head sideways as she clenched and unclenched her fingers, his strong hands still pinning her wrists against the bed.
"I'll just put it in halfway to start," he said, "give you a minute to get used to it."
"Uh huh," she moaned, in no position to object.
Only moments later, and with her still in no way used to the thick pole stretching her tiny hole wide, he started to slowly rock his hips back and forth, fucking her with long, slow strokes. Rebecca felt her temperature rising, and not in a good way. Her long hair was matted against her face and her body was soaked with sweat. He was right -- flannel was way too hot.
"Wait a second," she gasped. "I have to get this damn thing off."
He straightened up and eased his swollen member out from between her legs. Rebecca yanked her nightie over her head and tossed it on the floor. Then she kicked the covers off both of them so the only thing left on the bed was their naked bodies above the sheets.
She reached between his legs and licked her lips as she guided his stiff cock back inside her. There was no need to worry about being too dry anymore; her pussy was soaked.
Rebecca gently bit her lower lip, embarrassed at the way her body kept betraying her and surprised to find her hands on Chance's hips, guiding him as he filled her with long, full strokes while the springs whispered beneath their weight.
She tilted her head back and closed her eyes, her hands still on his hips, her short, sharp breaths in time with his thrusts. She tried to convince herself it was Archie on top of her, not some twentysomething roustabout who had rode into her life only hours earlier, but two major differences made that deception nearly impossible.
The first was the feel. Archie had a pair of love handles, or beer handles as he jokingly called them. Chance's midsection was a taut package of muscle moving in perfect symmetry. She slid her hands from his hips down to his buttocks, feeling them tense as he thrust into her. It reminded her of the first time she'd rode Athair bareback, feeling the sinewy muscle beneath his glossy hide pressed against her thighs. And the second reason why she couldn't convince herself it was Archie on top of her? Well, that should be obvious.
Chance's breath came hard as he drove his big cock inside her, his long, slow strokes now replaced by a steady, pounding rhythm. His hips smacked against Rebecca's thighs, echoed by the sharp gasps that escaped her with every thrust.
Every inch of him was inside her now. She tightened her grip on his sides, holding his hips like a pair of reins as she encouraged him to go faster, desperate for him to finish, desperate for him to come.
Rebecca's head slumped against the pillow, amazed at the pace he was maintaining. Archie would have already been finished and lighting a smoke. Her sharp gasps were now a stream of steady moans as Chance banged his cock in and out of her, their bodies locked together as he did what he was paid to do.
Neither of them spoke a word, but their bodies said volumes as he shifted his weight to make sure she was comfortable and her hand slid higher, stroking his back reassuringly as he filled her over and over. Rebecca hadn't realized it would feel so good -- she hadn't wanted it to feel so good -- and she tried to feel guilty but she was finding it harder and harder to focus.
Her breathing had become irregular. Her whole body was tingling. She struggled to keep her composure but felt more and more light-headed as the room seemed to disappear around her. It was as if every ounce of her being had been narrowed to one point, and Chance's cock was hammering against it.
Rebecca's entire body seemed to suddenly spasm. Any self-control she thought she had left vanished as she dug her nails into his back and pulled him close, crushing her body against his, crying out in sharp gasps as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.
But if Chance noticed, it didn't show. He fucked her even harder, the springs groaning beneath their weight as he drove her into the mattress, lifting his hips high as he hammered his cock in and out of her. Rebecca tried to hang on as her body melted beneath him.
He drove his thick shaft in to the hilt, every inch of him inside her, and kept it there. Rebecca's arms and legs instinctively wrapped around him, holding him close as his entire body tensed against hers. He shuddered as he let out a long, low groan and her eyes went wide as she felt his pulsing cock unleash a torrent inside her. When he finally stopped shooting, he collapsed against her.
Rebecca's chest heaved as she tried to breathe. The room seemed to be swimming around her. Chance straightened up and pushed the small window above the bed open. Cool night air rushed in and she drank as deeply of it as she could.
"I would've opened it earlier," he whispered, "but I was worried someone might hear us."
Her body was coated in a thin sheen of perspiration. He brushed his fingers through her sweat-soaked hair and gently pulled away a few loose strands stuck to her temple.
"Thank you," she whispered, though the intimacy of his gesture caught her off-guard.
"It's no trouble," he whispered back, "and I apologize if it seemed like I was takin my time. But I knew as soon as you came I wasn't gonna last much longer."
I knew as soon as you came...
His words echoed in her head, and the wave of guilt Rebecca had been looking for earlier crashed into her. She pushed him away. "I need to get up. Now!"
Chance rolled off of her and Rebecca clamped her hand between her legs as she scrambled naked out of bed. She raced to the bathroom and closed the door, hiding inside as she desperately tried to clean up the mess oozing out of her.
As soon as she was done she hurried to put her clothes back on and grabbed her bag. She left Chance's room without a word, just a remorseful glance back at him as he watched her go.
She went down the stairs and raced across the way to the small door beside the stables. She banged on it with her fist.
"Archie, I know you're in there. Please. Let me in. I just want to lie beside you."
* * *
The day's first cigarette was already half smoked when Archie finally worked his bloodshot eyes fully open. He squinted toward the window where the pale light of morning filtered through the curtain. It was gonna be a hot one.
Not even worrying about the long trail of ash hanging off the hot cherry of the cowboy killer trapped between his fingers, he sorted through the cluster of empties on his nightstand until he found the one he'd been working on when he passed out.
He tilted the half-empty bottle to his mouth and grimaced as he swallowed a mouthful. The warm beer tasted like bull piss. He took a second swallow and dropped his butt down the neck with a wet sizzle.
He'd heard Rebecca banging on his door, begging him to let her in. But he'd made up his mind months ago when this whole baby thing blew up that he wasn't letting her back in until the whole damned matter was put to bed, and Archie Wright was a man who stuck to his guns.
He picked up his crusty Levi's from where he'd left them on the floor and pulled them on, making sure to leave them unbuttoned as he donned his denim work shirt. He tucked it in, sucked in his gut and cursed as he tried to button his jeans up.
He'd told that injun bitch, Ada, not to put them in the dryer. She'd shrunk them. When he finally worked the button closed he let his breath out with a huge sigh of relief. He sat back on the bed, rested for a moment, and then reached for his dust-covered boots.
They were faded brown, full-grain leather, six-row stitched genuine shitkickers. He strained as he bent forward and pulled them on with a mighty effort, stamping the heels against the floor to get them full on. When he was done he had another rest and fought back the temptation to light up cigarette number two.
Archie headed toward the dresser and grabbed his belt from the chair he'd hung it on. He threaded it through the loops of his Levi's and sucked his gut in again as he hooked his belt buckle to the last, homemade, eyelet.
He grinned proudly at the oversized buckle, black steel with embossed gold letters. It had been first prize at a rodeo and proclaimed him as the 1998 WPRC Calf Roping Champion. He could have killed the pawn shop owner who'd sold it to him when a buckle bunny he was hitting on in Big Timber laughingly explained to him that the W didn't stand for Western, it stood for Women's; as in Women's Professional Rodeo Circuit.
Archie didn't care. That big-mouthed bitch wasn't laughing when she went to leave and found him waiting for her in the parking lot. He showed her just how much man he was while she was on all fours in the front seat of his pickup truck with her jeans around her knees. It had been a close one though. He'd been sweating bullets when Rebecca wanted to know whose pink lighter she'd found between the seats.
As he reached for his hat he ran his fingers through his hair. His headful of big curls had been rust-colored when he was young but a lifetime under the sun had washed them out, leaving them the color of sagebrush. He pushed his hat down, hiding his tumbleweed hair beneath, and ran his fingers across the wide black-felt brim.
He smiled at the cowboy in the mirror. Now, that was a real man.
He heard voices outside and went to the window. He peeked out the curtain and saw Alexa heading toward the stables. Rebecca's little sister, with an ass sweeter than cherry pie.
She was twenty-two now but her skintight jeans showed off the same long, lean coltish legs that had drawn his eye when she was just a teenager. Back then every ranch hand had dreamed of the day when they might have those legs wrapped around them like a gold belt buckle, especially Archie.
But he'd been smart enough to know her mom, his employer, wouldn't take kindly to him sweet-talking her fourteen-year-old daughter, so he'd set his sights on her older sister instead.
It had taken him a few months to get a rope on her but he finally did, leaving her on her back in the stables with a headful of straw and his sticky brand between her thighs. Soon they were going steady which was a good thing for Archie because, in his case, landing Rebecca had been a matter of survival.
The lead hand at the time hated his guts and wanted to get rid of him. He knew he'd need a leg up to keep his job, and what better way than dating the boss's daughter.
Archie had never liked that lead hand. When his motorcycle ended up beneath the axles of an eighteen wheeler, with him on it, he'd been more than happy to step into the dead man's boots.
Everything went according to plan until Rebecca got it in her head she wanted a baby. He'd been reluctant at first, he didn't need any rug rats under foot, but the more he thought about it the more he realized a kid might really tie him to the ranch, might make it his own one day.
But then she didn't get pregnant and that bitch mother of hers, looking at him like it was his fault, had the nerve to ask him to go get tested. Hell, he didn't need to get tested. He knew his boys were kicking. One of the waitresses he was banging in Big Timber, he didn't have any problem getting her pregnant.
He'd heard all the jokes. He knew the local boys said there were three places in Big Timber truckers liked to park for the night, between her legs being the favorite. He'd heard the whispers. He knew he wasn't the first cowboy to give her a ride. But when he'd felt that little wrangler kicking inside her belly and she'd insisted it was his he'd known she was telling the truth.
The fault was Rebecca's, had to be. He'd tried to explain as gently as he could to her that nature just didn't intend some women to have a child, but her mother wouldn't let it go. She kept sticking her nose in and he had to keep shoving it out. Then she suggested the studhorse man. Of course, he'd said no. Until she made her offer.
He knew as soon as she did he didn't have a choice. That waitress in Big Timber wanted money to keep her mouth shut. It would have been easier if she'd kept her legs shut instead.
He peeked out the curtain again. Her studhorse man was standing at the bottom of the stairs near that shit for brains mongrel. Two mangy dogs together. At least his being here would get a couple of the bitches bothering him off his back, and when he was gone he'd take care of the third.
Let them have theirs, Archie thought, I'll have mine.
* * *
Chance leaned against the railing, toast and coffee in his hands and the morning sun on his face.
He spotted the black and white dog crouching in the shadows near the corner of the old house and he dropped his hand, holding out the half-eaten toast. The dog crept toward him and as he slunk into the sun Chance could see he had a mismatched pair of eyes, one slightly higher than the other and circled by a Frankenstein-like circle of stitches that wound around his scalp.
He cowered as he neared Chance.
"Come on, I ain't gonna hurt you."
The dog stretched his neck out warily and tried to tug the piece of toast away but Chance held on to it, letting him work it free as he licked his fingers clean. He scratched him behind the ears as the dog sniffed at his sleeve. But there was a footstep to his right and the dog bolted.
"Goddamn mutt," Archie said, as he ambled toward Chance. "Told him not to yap at them horses but he just kept it up until one of them went and kicked him in the head. Serves him right. I wanted to put him down but Rebecca wouldn't have it, insisted on callin the vet to stitch the damn thing up. Waste of money if you ask me, kinda like havin you come down here. You know there ain't a hope in hell of this workin."
"How's that?"
"Don't get me wrong, I don't blame you. A man has to go where the money is. But Rebecca, she's just plumb barren. Whatever you think you're packin in your popgun ain't gonna work."
Chance didn't respond. He simply took a sip of coffee and glanced toward the stables.
Archie pulled out a cigarette and lit it. "Studhorse man, huh? Gotta say, that sounds like a helluva way to make a livin.
"I heard about it before. I heard them Hutterites up in Alberta can't find good men so they hire guys like you. Get their daughters in a bed once they're old enough and have you come along and impregnate them. Hell, I heard some of them communities get so desperate sometimes they'll bring in a whole football team and line their women up for them young studs.
"That true? That the kind of work you normally do, impregnatin them grain-fed virgins? I mean, hell, I wouldn't blame you if it is. A few months back some of them girls came through Big Timber on that rum-springer thing they do. The one I got friendly with wasn't much to look at, but she could sure suck cock.
"That's what you do, right? Bang them grain-fed virgins? I hear they put up a sheet so you can't see her, but her parents sit there and watch the whole thing."
Chance glanced at the heavy belt buckle around Archie's waist and then looked him straight in the eye. "What are you gettin at? You want to know if you can watch?"
Archie blinked in surprise. "What the hell did you just say?"
"It just seems like you're mighty curious about how I work. If you want, I can pull up a chair tonight so you can watch. I hear some men like that, watchin another man with their woman. Just a heads up though, there ain't gonna be no sheet between us."
Archie's mouth tightened as he stepped back and curled his fist into a ball. He threw his half-finished cigarette into the dust in disgust and stormed toward Alma's office.
Chance watched him go as the dog slunk back to his side, resting on his haunches beside him and letting him scratch behind his ear. Chance hadn't meant to bait Archie. He'd tried to hold his tongue. But Archie just wouldn't shut up.
Chance had heard too many rodeo riders bragging about the buckle bunnies they were nailing while their wives were at home with a baby in one hand and a stack of unpaid bills in the other. Hearing Archie do the same thing left a bitter taste in his mouth.
He heard movement in the barn and the dog slunk away again. Moments later a willowy, strawberry blonde sauntered out of the stables leading a powerful black stallion. She wore skin-tight jeans, riding boots and a red-and-white plaid long-sleeved shirt. The teenaged boy following her was armored in a flak jacket and riding helmet. He had a pockmarked face and his eyes nervously darted back and forth between the girl's ass and the horse's hooves as if he wasn't sure which intimidated him more.
She stopped the stallion and stroked his side as she peered back over her shoulder and eyed Chance appraisingly. "You must be the studhorse man."
"I am."
"Hey, I'm Rebecca's sister, Alexa. This is Ajax. He's mine."
She brushed her sun-kissed curls against the stallion's nose and he whickered softly as his nostrils flared and his penis slowly extended. Alexa leaned back to check out his erection and grinned as she nodded to the pockmarked teen, who immediately ducked underneath and started cleaning the horse's foot-long penis with warm water.
Alexa held the stallion as he shifted back and forth and smiled over her shoulder at Chance. "He loves when I let him smell my hair because he knows it means it's time."
As if on cue, another assistant led a dun mare into the far paddock behind a wall. In front of the wall was a phantom mount, a wood and leather contraption that looked like an old gym vault.
The pockmarked teen scrambled out of the way as Alexa led the stallion toward the paddock where the teaser mare was waiting. Alexa led him back and forth, letting him catch the scent, but her eyes never left Chance.
When the stallion was ready, she led him to the phantom mount and he immediately clambered on top of it. Alexa held him tight, whispering to him as his hips bucked. The pockmarked teen hurried into position beside the inanimate mare, grabbing the stallion's flailing penis and guiding it into the artificial vagina gripped in his other hand. Ajax snorted and his eyes rolled as he thrust forward, filling the collection bottle seconds later with a voluminous amount of semen.
"Good boy," Alexa said, stroking his side as she led him away from the mount while her assistant disappeared through a side door with the prize semen, desperately trying not to spill any.
As she took Ajax back to his stall, she flashed Chance an inviting smile. "Maybe you'd like to smell my hair some time?"
* * *
The sun was half-gone and the moon was out when Rebecca knocked on his door. Chance opened it barefoot and shirtless, dressed only in a worn pair of jeans.
"You're early," he said. "No travelin bag tonight?"



She stuffed her hands into her pockets and shook her head, trying not to stare at his lean, well-muscled torso. "You were right, flannel was a bad idea."
He shut the door as she stepped into the room. "I showered about a half hour ago, but I can take another if you want me to."
"It's fine," she said. The blankets were already pulled back, the bed was ready. She moved to the far side and swept her hair back as she stared down at it, memories of the night before still vivid. Chance was on the opposite side, watching her, his thumb hooked in his jeans like he just needed a signal from her so he could take them off.
Rebecca licked her dry lips, not sure why he still made her so nervous. She'd thought once the first session was out of the way the next two would be easier. Instead, she'd tossed and turned all night. The memory of lying with him filled her thoughts and made sleep impossible.
She'd tried to talk to Archie. He'd been in the office, arguing with her mother. But just like always, he didn't want to talk. He said he had work to do.
Rebecca had work to do, too: three nights of it, with tonight only being the second. Chance was going to be just as busy. It was time to get at it.
She said, "Can you turn the light off?"
He did, but the twilight filtering through the curtains kept the room from complete darkness. She could still see him in the dusk. He unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down. She looked away when she realized he wasn't wearing anything underneath.
He slid beneath the blankets. She removed her bra without taking her top off and shimmied out of her jeans. When she crawled in beside him she was only wearing panties and a t-shirt. He was completely naked.
He turned toward her and touched her thigh. She stiffened. "Is -- is it okay if tonight we just talk or something first?" she asked.
"That ain't a problem." He pulled his hand away and leaned back on his pillow. "What did you wanna talk about?"
"I don't know." She turned toward him, letting her gaze linger on his torso as her eyes adjusted to the weak light. "How did you get those scars?"
"I used to do rodeo."
"Bull riding?"
"Nope, broncs."
"I didn't know you liked horses."
"I actually don't, and they don't like me much either. I guess that's why I used to get such high scores. They couldn't wait to throw me."
She laughed. "I've never heard of a studhorse man who doesn't get along with horses. If you don't like them, why join a rodeo?"
"I don't know, I guess it was a way out, a chance to go places I might never get to go otherwise."
Rebecca eyed him thoughtfully. "Were you any good at it?"
"I made a livin for a few years, that's all."
He lay back with his hands behind his head, staring at the fan circling above them. Rebecca stretched out a finger and traced it along a faint scar that circled from beneath his arm and across his chest, trying to read the story it told, and as the scar faded she continued, sliding her hand across his smooth torso, feeling the hard muscle packed beneath.
"I bet you collected a lot of championship buckles," she whispered.
"A few."
"And buckle bunnies?"
He grinned. "A few."
He turned toward her. She went to pull her hand away but he stopped her, keeping her palm pressed against his chest as he slid his own hand beneath the blanket. "We should get started," he whispered.
She trembled at his touch as he brushed his fingers across her thigh. "Wait, I'm still kind of sore from last night," she said. "You're a little bigger than I'm used to and it, umm, took you a really long time to finish."
"Sorry."
"It's okay, I was just thinking that tonight it might be better if you, uh, got yourself a little closer to the finish line first. Do you mind?"
If Chance was surprised by her request it didn't show. He rolled onto his back and the room was soon filled with a soft fap fap fap sound as he masturbated beside her.
Rebecca shyly turned onto her side, watching the blanket bounce. His eyes were closed. He breathed through his nose, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm as he jerked himself off.
She slid closer, not sure why she was still so nervous. He'd already come inside her once and she knew before she left his room he'd be coming inside her again. She licked her dry lips and pressed her thigh against him as she slid her fingers across his taut abdomen, tracing the lines of muscle and tendon.
Chance slid his free arm behind her, pulling her close while still stroking his cock. Rebecca knew he was doing it for her. She wanted to help. She grazed her fingernails across his flesh as she rested her head on his chest and flicked her tongue lightly against his nipple. Chance groaned and the blanket started to bounce even higher.
Rebecca's pulse quickened as she kept teasing his nipple with the tip of her tongue. He slid his hand down the back of her panties and squeezed her ass. She slid her hand down his abdomen, and when she reached the edge of the blanket she lifted it to peek underneath.
Chance's hand bounced up and down, working his big cock. He was so stiff, so erect. Rebecca pushed the blanket lower, down around his thighs. He was completely exposed now. Her head was on his chest, listening to his heart pound as she watched him masturbate.
He pulled his hand out of her panties and slid it up her side, pushing her t-shirt up above her breasts. Rebecca sighed as he caressed her, cupping her soft flesh against his hand as he tweaked her rock-hard nipple.
He slid his arm back down around her waist and she gasped as he pulled her up the bed so her head was higher than his. Then he twisted on his side and nudged her t-shirt out of the way as he pressed his mouth against her breast.
Rebecca moaned as he gently sucked on her erect nipple and teased it with his tongue. He jerked off even faster. His balls were bouncing. Rebecca couldn't resist reaching down to feel how full they were and the instant she touched them Chance groaned.
She gently rubbed and massaged them. He removed his hand from his erection and her hand quickly took its place. She tugged on his cock, giving him long, full strokes. He was so thick she could barely get her fingers around him, and when she felt his hand sliding back into her panties she jerked him off even faster.
The room spun around Rebecca. She was on her knees now, her legs spread as Chance's eager fingers played with her pussy. She stroked his cock with both hands. His thick pole was at least eight inches long and she licked her lips when she saw how purple his knob was getting. However, he still wasn't anywhere close to coming. At least, that was the excuse she told herself as she bent forward and took his cock between her lips.
If Rebecca had been surprised earlier when she'd wrapped her hand around his shaft it was nothing compared to the shock she felt now that he was inside her mouth. It was like her body was on autopilot. She moaned as she sucked him, one hand still pumping up and down his stiff length.
Chance's fingers were in her hair now as he slowly worked more and more of his thick pole between her lips. Rebecca struggled to breathe through her nose. She'd never sucked a cock this big before. She could barely get her mouth around it.
She circled her tongue around his sensitive flesh, gliding her wet lips up and down his erect shaft. Suddenly, he groaned as he yanked his stiff cock out of her mouth with a wet pop.
"What's wrong?" Rebecca asked.
Chance's chest was heaving as if he'd just run a marathon. "Nothin, I just figured I better stop before I went off in your mouth. That's what you wanted, right? Just to get me close to the finish line?"
Rebecca blushed as she stared at his heavy cock, swaying hypnotically back and forth in front of her face, still slick from her oral ministrations. She'd been so intent on sucking him off she'd almost forgot the real reason the two of them were there.
She yanked off her panties and quickly got on her back. Chance moved between her legs as she spread them and her hand automatically went to his cock, stroking him a few more times as she lined him up with her pussy.
She licked her lips and said, "Uh huh, this is what I wanted."
* * *
Ada, the cook, was American Indian. She'd left the reservation ten years earlier. English was her second language. Crow was her first. She also made a hell of a cup of coffee.
It was dark and bitter, just the way Chance liked it. He wandered out of the kitchen with his second cup in his hand, black. The summer sun was still low in the eastern sky and he squinted toward it, staring at the distant mountains as he took a sip.
He heard a snort and a jangle of harness from the stables. He peered inside the entrance, but from his angle all he could see was a pair of legs. They were in worn leather cowboy boots and a pair of jeans tight enough to show off every inch of the curvy ass inside. She sauntered out of the stable, leading her horse, and when her eyes fell on Chance her face lit up with a smile brighter than the dawning sun.
"Morning, cowboy," Rebecca said.
Chance nodded. "Mornin, I thought you were your sister."
"Oh, disappointed?"
"Not at all." He sipped at his coffee and lowered his eyes, openly admiring her ass as she raised herself on the toes of her boots to adjust Athair's saddle.
She saw him looking and her cheeks colored. "Don't know what you're staring at, didn't you get a good enough look last night?"
Chance hid his grin behind his coffee cup. She'd definitely given him an eyeful the night before. Their foreplay hadn't seemed to have made a difference. After climbing on top of her he'd rode her hard for almost ten minutes, only stopping when she begged him to change positions.
She'd ended up on her hands and knees, all of the blankets on the floor, the two of them completely naked in the middle of the bed. He fucked her from behind for at least five more minutes -- his thick cock filling her pussy, his hips smacking against her ass -- before he finally came.
Rebecca barely said a word the entire time. She just moaned; her face pressed into the mattress as her fingers clenched and unclenched at the sheet beneath them. He wasn't sure how many times she came.
Chance took another sip, his eyes still on Rebecca as she readied Athair. "Headed for a ride?"
"I am. I was supposed to meet Archie and Alexa, but I guess they decided to start without me. You want to come and keep me company? We've got lots of good horses. I can have one saddled and ready in just a few minutes."
"I'll pass thanks. Like I said, horses and I don't get along too well."
She laughed. "You also said you were a champion rodeo rider."
"Yep, but that's only because of how bad them broncs wanted to kick me off."
She led Athair out into the sun, toward Chance. The tall gelding seemed to nod at him and then nuzzled close to Rebecca's ear as he whickered softly.
She said, "See, he likes you."
"Not like he loves you."
Rebecca smiled and turned toward Athair, caressing his face as she blew softly in his nose. He whinnied in pleasure. She showed Chance the hard candy between her teeth. "He loves mint. Do you want one?"
"I'll stick to coffee, thanks."
She effortlessly mounted Athair. "You sure you don't want to come? On hot summer days like this, morning's the best time to ride."
"I prefer the nights," he said, with a knowing smile.
Rebecca blushed. "That's not the kind of ride I meant. See you later?"
He nodded, watching her ass bounce lightly in the saddle as she trotted away. As soon as she and Athair were clear of the main buildings, she squeezed her legs together and took him into a canter; one with her horse as they rode together toward the east.
"Sometimes I think that old buckskin is the only thing keeping her here," a voice beside him said.
Chance glanced to his right. He'd been so intent on Rebecca he hadn't heard her mother come up beside him.
"Morning," Alma said, as she watched her daughter disappear into the distance. "I bought Athair for her when she was thirteen, right after her daddy died. I hadn't planned on it. But when the man selling him told me his name meant father, well, sometimes it seems like some things are just meant to be.
"He was a good man, my husband, and a dreamer, just like Rebecca. You know what he wanted to raise when we bought this place? Alpacas. Can you believe that? Alpacas!" She shook her head. "Me, I can't tell an alpaca from a llama. I was raised on a horse from breakfast to bed, raised my girls the same way. When my husband died that's what I stuck to and it seems to have worked out okay. You ride?"
"Not anymore," Chance said. "Horses and me, we don't get along."
"Yeah, my husband had the same problem. He's buried out there right beside our son. We lost him when he was only three, and I'm sure I don't need to tell you that no parent ever wants to outlive their child. When they lowered that little box into the ground I tried to stay strong, I still had two daughters to take care of. But my husband, well, it damn near broke him.
"We had a stallion, same one that sired Ajax, and that horse was wild. He wouldn't let anyone ride him. As soon as we got back from the funeral my husband went straight to the stables and wouldn't you know it but that goddamned hell-born bastard decided to let him on.
"I can still see them racing breakneck across the fields, still hear my husband screaming at that horse to go faster. It was like he figured if he rode him hard enough he might find our little boy and bring him back.
"The two of them went on like that for about a month. Then one evening when they were out in the north quarter a storm blew up, biblical with lightning strokes. And a little after dark that stallion came back wild-eyed and smelling like brimstone, his rider gone.
"We found my husband the next morning, dead. Lightning had hit him. How that horse found his way back, I'll never know. We found out later he was blind. The same bolt that killed my man took his sight. Guess they found our little boy after all."
Alma stared in the direction her daughter had ridden, lost in memory. "There's still too many ghosts for her here, makes me wonder what's going to happen the day that buckskin's gone. May sound selfish in a way, but I sent that letter knowing a child might be the only thing that will keep my daughter here."
Chance stared at her. "What about her fiancé?"
She rolled her eyes. "Archie? I can't tell you how many times I've suspected that bastard of sticking his pecker in the wrong cookie jar. If he were mine, I would have sent him packing a long time ago. Unfortunately, my daughter's the loyal type. A little too loyal, if you ask me. And they ain't engaged."
"How's that?"
"Rebecca wanted to get married. In fact, she was the one that asked him. Archie said he didn't need a preacher or piece of paper to tell him he loved her. She took that to mean their love was stronger than some words in a book. I think he just didn't want to be nailed down.
"He didn't want a baby either, that was another one of her ideas. I think she figured it might convince him they ought to be husband and wife. He went along with it, but then she didn't get pregnant and he blamed her.
"I told them I'd pay for a clinic to find out what was wrong but he said he didn't need no doctor. He knew Rebecca was the problem and that was that. I tried to get her to go on her own but she wouldn't. She was too worried about hurting Archie's pride, too loyal.
"When I told him I wanted to send for a studhorse man I think he thought I was joking. But when I asked my daughter she was dead set against it. She said, 'Archie won't want him here, so I don't either.'
"Like I said, sometimes my daughter is loyal to a fault. I knew it wasn't her I had to convince. I brought Archie to my office. He swore up and down that there was no way he was letting a stranger mount his woman like some broodmare. He said it was a waste of money. He said if he couldn't get Rebecca pregnant, no one could. He told me right to my face my daughter was never meant to be a mother."
Alma turned toward Chance, her eyes hard. "I told that bastard I'd make him a deal. I told him what I was paying you and said if you didn't get the job done I'd pay him the same amount, ten thousand dollars.
"Boy, that sure changed his tune. His eyes lit up like the Fourth of July. He asked me if I'd double it. Hell, I would have quadrupled it. I agreed, and asked if I could send for you.
"You know what that bastard said? He told me for that much money, you can bring in a whole damn football team.
"Archie told Rebecca he'd changed his mind and wanted to send for you. I think it kind of caught her off guard. I think she hoped he'd finally come around to the notion of being a father. She has no idea how hard he's cheering for you to fail.
"I think that's why he got his back up when he first met you. He thought it was some old man firing blanks coming down. When he walked in the office and saw you standing there all full of juice he looked like a rattler had bit him.
"But I'll be honest," Alma said, "now that you're here I've actually had some second thoughts of my own. I know my daughter will be a good mother, but I pity the child that ends up with that man for a parent. I bet you'd be a good father."
Chance nearly spit out his coffee. "Me? I wouldn't know the first thing about that."
"But you're a studhorse man. I heard your daddy helped father hundreds of kids in his time. You must already have a few dozen of your own scattered across the plains."
"Takes more than that to be a father."
"Never wanted to claim one of those children as your own?"
"That ain't how this job works."
"But your daddy claimed you as his own, right?"
Chance laughed. "Not my father. He never wanted anyone callin him daddy, especially not me. You see, my father loved plantin seeds. He just didn't like bein around when it was time to bring in the crop. And he was never too choosy about whose field he decided to plant in, either.
"If a girl was pretty enough, he didn't bother waitin around for anyone's permission. That's how it was with my mother. She never planned to get pregnant. She just had no idea a night with my father basically guaranteed it.
"She couldn't keep me so she brought me to my family's home to let my father know she was givin me up for adoption. Of course, he wasn't there, he rarely was.
"My aunt answered the door. She was a widow by that time, childless. She and my uncle had tried for years to conceive with no luck. Imagine what that must have been like for her, knowin your brother has the power to make any female pregnant and you're the only woman in the world he's forbidden to touch.
"Now, she had this girl on her porch tellin her she wanted to give me away. My aunt wouldn't have it. She took me to raise as her own, but when my father found out he wasn't none too happy.
"He told her he'd never call me son. That was fine with my aunt. She was a hell of a better father than he ever would've been. She was also the only mother I ever knew. She raised me, not him."
"But you became a studhorse man too?"
He sighed and nodded his head. "Yep."
"You and my daughter, it will work won't it?"
"Ain't failed yet."
* * *
Rebecca knocked lightly on the door, hoping Chance wouldn't mind her being fifteen minutes early. Across the way, his black motorcycle waited in the shadows of the barn. He'd been working on it when she'd returned from her ride, getting it ready to take him away.
Chance opened the door. He'd been in the shower and had a towel wrapped around his waist. She was wearing her favorite pair of cowboy boots and a short summer dress that was almost see-through when the sun hit it at the right angle.



She smiled and stepped into his room. "I guess tonight's our last night."
"Guess so."
"Three times is the charm?"
"Yep."
"How do you know for sure?"
"It's just the way it's always been, for my father and all the other studhorse men in my family before him."
"And for you, right? The other women you've done this with, three times was all it took?"
Chance took a deep breath. "I've got somethin to tell you, somethin I should've said the first night before we started this."
He took Rebecca's hand and led her to the bed to sit beside him.
"I never wanted to be like my father," Chance said. "I never wanted to be a studhorse man. I left home when I was a teenager to join the rodeo and when my dad died a few years ago I didn't even go back for the funeral.
"My aunt handled all the arrangements, took care of the family home and settled his affairs. Not that there was much to settle, he didn't do much after the cancer came. And nowadays, with modern medicine, there ain't much call for a studhorse man.
"But my aunt found a letter addressed to him. She opened it and, after she'd read it, called me. She had this crazy notion I could help the woman who'd sent it, a woman who owned a horse ranch in Montana and was desperate for her oldest daughter to have a baby."
"Wait a second...my mom's letter?"
Chance nodded.
"Then, you mean..."
"You're the first. There's never been any other women."
She put her hand on her belly, dazed by his confession. "Then how do you know this will even work?!"
"I don't," Chance said, "but my aunt's convinced it will. She says I've got the gift, same as my father and his father before him."
Rebecca stood and swept her hand through her hair, staring at him in disbelief. "How could she know? How can she be sure?"
"Because of this." He leaned forward and took a contact lens from his eye. When he looked back up at her his left eye was now blue instead of brown.
"My father had the same mismatched eyes and so did his father before him. My aunt said there's only one of us every generation. She says it's the mark of a studhorse man, and she knew I was one the moment she first held me and looked into my eyes. She tells me this is my destiny. It's what I was born to do."
"But, you don't know..."
"Nope, and I would've said somethin earlier but my aunt honestly needs that money your mother sent. Without it, she'll lose the family home. My father was never known as a man who worried about his debts and me...well, let's just say bronco bustin don't pay like it should.
"I'm prayin you get the child you want, but you were right; I can't make no promises. So if you want me to go, I understand why. I'll leave tonight and you've got my word that your mother will get back every cent."
Rebecca sat on the bed beside him, her face in her hands. The butterflies in her belly had returned. She didn't know what she'd do if this didn't work. She didn't know how she could face Archie if he was right, and there was something wrong with her. But she did know one thing.
"I don't want you to go," she whispered.
Chance gently brushed a loose lock of hair back behind her ear. She turned toward him, staring at his strange, mismatched irises. "They're beautiful," she said, and wondered, if she had a son, if he'd have the same eyes as his father.
Chance laughed. "Without my contact I'm practically blind." He bent forward to put it back in. When he looked up at Rebecca both of his eyes were brown again.
He said, "So, do we finish this up or do you want me to cut out?"
"My mom told me about your birth mother," Rebecca said, "and how she wanted to give you away but your aunt wouldn't let her. Told me how she took you in and raised you as her own. Your aunt doesn't sound like a woman who makes a lot of mistakes and she says three times is the charm, right?"
"She does."
"Well, we've already gone this far. I guess someone has to be the first."
She stood and started to undress. Chance moved to help, his touch gentle as he helped her slide her dress off. All she had on underneath was a new pair of panties she'd picked up in Big Timber that afternoon, and she gently bit her lower lip as his fingers grazed across the silky fabric.
She turned toward him. His eyes lingered on her breasts. He brushed the back of his fingers against her erect nipple and his touch made her tremble. She pulled his towel away and caught her breath when she saw how stiff he already was.
He pushed her back on the bed and she shuddered in anticipation as he slid on top of her. He was completely naked, his lean, well-muscled body solid against her soft flesh. She reached between his legs and wrapped her fingers around his length, intoxicated by the feel of his hard, thick cock.
"Let me suck you again," she whispered.
He didn't answer. He was preoccupied by her breasts, teasing her nipples with his mouth as she tugged on his cock.
"Let me suck you," she whispered, almost pleading.
"I don't think so," he answered, his breath hot on her flesh as he brushed his lips against the soft skin of her shoulder and nuzzled her neck just below her ear.
Rebecca's eyes fluttered. His touch was driving her crazy. Her need to suck his cock was almost unbearable. "I need to get you ready," she gasped. "Just let me use my mouth for a few minutes."
Chance grinned as he pried her fingers free from his stiff length. "Don't worry, this will get me ready."
He hooked his fingers in her panties and Rebecca's heart skipped a beat as she lifted her hips and let him slide them off. Both of them were completely naked now. The blankets were all over the floor. Only one white sheet was beneath them.
Chance moved between her legs and Rebecca squirmed as he grazed his fingertips along the inside of her thighs, teasing the soft flesh. His mouth was only inches away. He kissed the inside of her hip and her back arched in anticipation. So close.
The tip of his tongue grazed against her and a moan escaped Rebecca. She couldn't remember the last time Archie had done this. Whenever she'd asked, he'd give her a look like she'd told him to scrub the bathtub.
Chance obviously had no such objection. His mouth was against her now, his strong hands keeping her legs apart as his tongue explored her sweet, tender flesh. Rebecca arched her back again, squirming against the sheets as his tongue parted her folds and found her clit, shyly hiding beneath.
He circled his tongue against her and then gave her a few gentle flicks. Rebecca gasped and slid her fingers into his hair, holding him tightly as she kept his mouth right where it needed to be.
Her heart was pounding in her breast. She felt like a young buckle bunny, naked in some rodeo rider's room after the show as he tried to break her. But Chance didn't need to get a rope on her; he already had her.
Rebecca pushed him away, lust in her eyes.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
She didn't answer. She pushed him onto his back and straddled him, his cock sticking straight up as she reached down and guided him between her legs. As soon as he was in position she lowered herself and an involuntary moan escaped her as his thick pole spread her wide. But she didn't stop. She kept going until he was all the way in. Then she slumped against him and pressed her mouth against his.
She slid her fingers through her hair as she kissed him hard, her lips crushed against his, her tongue inside his mouth. She could feel his cock pulsing like a heartbeat, completely inside her. She swiveled her hips, grinding her pussy against him. And then she broke the kiss with a gasp.
"Oh god, I'm sorry," she said, as if realizing for the first time what she was doing. "I forgot, you said we weren't supposed to kiss."
"Trust me, this won't be the first time I broke a rule." Chance rolled her over onto her back, his cock still buried inside her. And then he crushed his lips against hers.
Rebecca moaned into his mouth as his tongue toyed with hers. He arched his hips, fucking her with long, full strokes, and she wrapped her legs around him to make sure he didn't stop.
The bed groaned beneath their weight, the springs squeaking with a steady rhythm as the headboard banged against the wall. The ceiling fan circled above them, witnessing the whole thing, but neither of them cared.
They were lost in each other, his fingers in her hair and her lips against his ear. She murmured encouragement as he picked up the pace; her hands on his hips signaling him to go faster.
Chance groaned as he pumped in and out, her tight opening like a vice around his thick cock. Rebecca's sharp gasps became loud moans. She begged him to fuck her harder. She begged him to come. His face was a mask of concentration as he hammered his cock in and out of her. The bed sounded like it wanted to break.
"Oh fuuuuck," she groaned, as his cock drove her toward the edge. "Come for me. Come inside of me."
Chance nodded and squeezed his eyes shut, every muscle in his body taut as he focused on her. Rebecca's eyes went wide and she gripped his arms to hang on as he fucked her even harder. She could feel it coming, could feel his cock swelling, pulsing inside her.
Chance's eyes popped open and he crushed his mouth against hers. Rebecca's tongue met his, her fingers in his sweat-soaked hair as she held him close, hungry for his kiss.
He groaned and she felt him exploding him inside her. Rebecca's eyes fluttered as she came too, her pussy clenching his thick length as an orgasm shuddered through her.
He sat up, his chest heaving as he dragged his spent cock free. He wiped beads of sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand and opened the window to let the cool night air in.
Rebecca was spread-eagled on the bed, trying to catch her breath. A thick white dollop of his cum oozed from her tender pussy.
"Is that it?" she said. "Am I...?"
"Probably, but I imagine it'll be a few weeks before you know for sure."
He went to the bathroom and came back with a damp cloth to clean her up. When he was finished she climbed out of bed, still dizzy from what they'd just done. She pulled her panties back on and went to grab her dress. Then Chance reached out and took her hand.
"You don't have to leave," he said. "You can stay if you want -- just to talk."
Rebecca licked her lips and looked toward the door. "I'd like that," she said, and climbed back into bed beside him.
* * *
Rebecca's eyes fluttered open. It was dawn. She was still in Chance's bed, curled against him.
They'd talked until almost one in the morning. She'd asked him if he'd come back one day. When he answered maybe, she knew it meant never.
Other than her thin panties, neither of them had bothered dressing. She'd lain beside him, her body pressed against his, listening to him talk. The touch of her skin made him hard again. He half-jokingly asked her if she wanted to go a fourth time, just to make sure.
She smiled and said no. She was already sure. The butterflies in her belly were gone. She couldn't say how, but she knew she was pregnant. She had to be.
And she knew it wasn't Chance's child. It was hers. The baby was a gift, just like Chance had been when his mother had laid him in his aunt's outstretched arms; a gift to her from her studhorse man.
She crept out from beneath the sheets and dressed without a sound. Chance was sprawled across the bed, sleeping with one arm stretched across the space she'd just been. She wanted to see him before he left so she could thank him for everything he'd done, but there was someone else she needed to see first.
She snuck out the door and crept down the stairs. The morning was cool, the summer sun still low in the eastern sky. She needed to see Archie. She needed to let him know. But when she reached the stable she walked silently past the door where he slept. There was someone else she wanted to tell.
She found Athair in his stall, his eyes and ears alert. He'd known she was coming.
She glowed as she brushed her cheek against his and whispered in his ear, "I think I'm going to be a mom."
He whickered as if he understood and nuzzled her hair. She hugged him, pressing her face against his neck, and then she heard it. Like a wind blowing loose tack against a wall. Thump thump thump.
At first, she wasn't sure where it was coming from. But when she turned toward the sound she realized it was coming from the small room the man she thought she loved had decided to make his home. She reached out and turned the handle.
They didn't hear the door open. Archie was naked from the waist down, his jeans with the big rodeo belt buckle on the floor beside him. He was on top of her, his ass flexing as he thrust into her over and over. She was sprawled beneath him, her coltish legs spread wide as he spent his lust inside her. They both seemed to sense the chill from the open doorway at the same moment.
"Oh my god!" Alexa cried, as she desperately tried to push Archie off of her.
He stumbled off the bed, his half-hard cock still slick. He grabbed for his jeans and shouted, "Rebecca! Come back here!" But she was already gone.
Rebecca ignored them as they called behind her. She threw the stall door open and grabbed Athair's mane just above the withers as she clambered on top of him. She cried for him to ride and he bolted from the stables, nearly knocking Alexa over as she came running half-naked out of Archie's room.
The black and white dog with the mismatched eyes skittered out of the way as they barreled past, with Rebecca bent over Athair as he carried her bareback through the yard and galloped past the big house. They rode far out over the range, Archie's betrayal seeping through her like a poison as she wept into Athair's mane.
At first, she'd thought maybe he'd been trying to tip the scales, maybe he'd thought it was some form of compensation for his agreeing to let her spend three nights with Chance. But Rebecca knew as soon as she saw the look of fear in her sister's eyes that this wasn't something new; it had been going on for a long time.
She wasn't sure how long she rode or how far. She ignored the ghosts behind her, calling for her to come back. But then she heard another sound and realized in an instant what it was -- a motorcycle. He was going away.
Athair heard it too. His ears swiveled toward the throaty rumble rolling across the hills. Rebecca cried, "Ride, Athair, ride!"
The horse bolted across the plain, his hoofs pounding against the hard-packed earth as Rebecca clung desperately to his mane, bareback astride him. She could hear the motorcycle winding down, its drone disappearing into the distance as it took her studhorse man away.
The wind bit at Rebecca and fresh tears rolled down her cheeks as she pushed her horse harder and harder. Athair thundered ahead, bloody flecks in the froth at his mouth, his frantic gasps for air a roar in her ears. The heat coming from him was like a furnace and his hide was lathered with sweat. She could feel his chest heaving, hear his blood pounding.
"Stop, Athair, stop!" Rebecca cried.
She leapt off his back and raced around to hold him. His entire body shuddered with fatigue. His heart hammered in his chest. And his eyes rolled, knowing he'd failed her. The studhorse man was gone.
"Oh, Athair," she cried, her voice the only sound left on the quiet of the prairie. "I'm so sorry."
She knew she'd pushed him too hard. She desperately looked around, knowing she had to cool him down. Thinking there might be a pond in the area, she led him toward a nearby rise. Athair spotted the small pool immediately and trotted toward it. But it wasn't the water that caught Rebecca's eye.
A small black shape crouched like a beast at the crossroads in the distance. A rider sat on top. Rebecca walked slowly down the hill, thinking he had to be a mirage, but by the time Athair reached the pond and tilted his head toward the water she was in a full run.
Chance climbed off his motorcycle and removed his helmet, watching as Rebecca ran through the grass and ducked under the fence. When she reached him she threw herself against him.
"I thought you were gone," she said, holding him just as tight as she'd held Athair.
He stroked her hair and kissed it. "I was, but I had to stop so I could try to talk myself out of it."
"Out of what?"
"Headin back for you."
She stared up at him, tears welled in her eyes. "You wanted to come back for me?"
He nodded. "I heard the commotion. Your mother told me what was goin on. I left right away, worried what might happen if I stayed."
"Why? What might happen?"
"I'd try to make you mine."
Her eyes went wide. She whispered, "You don't need to. I'm already yours."
"What about Archie?"
"What about him? He gave me up a long time ago. I know that now."
Chance brushed her hair back behind her ear. "You need to go back and talk to your family about this?"
"My family's right here," she said, and pressed her lips against his.
When she finally broke the kiss, he said, "What about him?"
She turned and saw Athair was now at the fence by the roadside, watching them.
She hurried toward him and hugged him, pressing her face against his neck. "I'm going away, Athair, but I'll be back because there's someone I'm going to want you to meet. You go home now, and don't forget that I love you."
The buckskin gelding whickered softly and nuzzled her hair with his nose. Then, as if he understood, he turned and headed riderless back up the hill in the direction of the ranch.
Rebecca headed back toward Chance, and smiled as he handed her a helmet from his saddlebag.
"You ready?" he asked.
"I better be. I've been waiting for this my whole life."
She climbed onto the back of the black motorcycle and wrapped her arms around him as he started it. The engine roared to life and Rebecca glanced back over her shoulder.
Athair was at the top of the hill, framed by the big blue Montana sky. She blew him a kiss. He dipped his head. And as the motorcycle slipped into gear and rolled forward, taking Rebecca and the studhorse man away, he turned and began the long walk back home.
* * *
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