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The Refurbished Mind

Contains: Everything. This one got away from me. Mind control, MF, MFFF, harem, billionaire playboy, anal, oral, voyeurism, exhibitionism. All the mind control is consensual.

Minds are a lot like soup. Thought porridge. Images. Emotions. I’m the guy who tastes the soup and seasons it. I’ve got a talent – I control minds.

Let’s get this out of the way first. I don’t change people fundamentally. I massage their thoughts, their desires. Sometimes the person I present myself as changes depending on what it is women want. Sometimes I change women to become the sexual being they secretly want to be. Is that immoral? Sure. I’m not going to debate that. But what fuckery have you told and done so you don’t have to be lonely anymore?

* * *

Given the type of book you’re reading, you probably expect my name to be something cool. Zander, with a Z. Caige, with an I thrown in to make me seem wilder, like anything could happen. Or that good old standby, changing a letter in my name – Kolin or Kedric, maybe. Actually, I like Kedric. That’s a cool name. Maybe I’ll go by that sometime.

Sorry to disappoint you, then, but my name is Rob. Just Rob. It’s not short for anything. Doesn’t even have a double B to make things interesting. Rob Blanco, and if you’re mentally making a “blank slate” joke about me and my talent, I’ve heard it before. A dozen times. I have some real assholes for friends.

Well… okay. One of them wasn’t so bad. Pin was… well, Pin was my address book, calendar, driver, my fuck buddy, and I’ll grudgingly admit, she was my best friend. Half-Korean, she was a stunner. A sweet, delicate face. A bob of black hair she kept usually halfway down her neck. I liked it longer but Pin could probably put it up in a Mohawk and still be drop dead gorgeous. A tight body with a cute little butt she used to hate until I showed her just how tasty it was. A nice handful of breasts, not much more. I’m not particular on that point. Definitely more of an ass or a waist man, but I’ll take them all however I can get them, so long as they have a great smile. And oh sweet hell, Pin had one that could have scorched the paint off a car, going from mischievous to sweet in about the time it took to say her name.

Let’s get something straight, though. If you expect this to be a novel about me finding out love was right in front of me the whole time, that’s not the case. I definitely love Pin, and she loves me. We were – and are – great friends, we had a lot of fun in bed, and she told me eventually she’d like me to be the birth dad of her children. Notice the way I phrased that. Birth dad. When that happens, when she finally decides she’s had enough of being my assistant, she wants to move on. A clean break. She wants to settle down and try her own hand at a club just like mine, and I have zero doubt she’ll be wildly successful. Of course, I’ll help nudge things in that direction but Pin sure as hell doesn’t need it.

We love each other, but we are not meant for each other. Is that clear enough? Good.

I bring up Pin because at that moment she was performing her favorite job for me to absolute perfection. In my suite in a mansion near the club, Pin walked up and down a line of four – four! – beautiful tight-bodied volleyball players, dressed to kill in a variety of harem pants, skirts, and one particularly tasty blonde in a slinky red dress. Goddamn, but I love Pin’s taste in my companions.

I have a whole marketing team of twelve people whose sole jobs are to find beautiful people and entice them to Club Strings and the adjoining resort with an substantial discount. That “discount” is really just the baseline price we can charge to still make a tidy profit, and the presence of models, social influencers, celebrities, and just plain gorgeous and handsome people more than makes up for the few thousand extra we aren’t charging them. Draw them in, and you’ve got lines of wealthy people willing to pay whatever they can to stay in our resort and visit the club, just to be near the sexiest people in the world.

These four were part of that outreach program. About twenty world-class players had been invited after some recent championships, and a dozen decided to take us up on the offer. These four in particular fell into my criteria for all the women Pin brought to me. First came the “I’m not a complete asshole” rule – no one under twenty-one. We have a strict no-kids rule at the resort and the club. We’re not a fucking amusement park.

Second, no one with an STD. Pin doesn’t have my kind of talent, so she can’t really test this one until I’m in the room with them, but there are some warning signs for her to follow. The single ladies with the bride-to-be? Probably fine. The drunk climbing up on the bar to show off the seventeen piercings and tattoos alongside her pussy? Definitely a no. Also no junkies, nothing like that. But my security staff does take note of these people and if I have the time, I swing by and see what I can do to help them back to a good life. Hey, I’m horny, not a monster.

Third, the women Pin picked for me had to be beautiful or striking. Yes, that makes me a dick. But I’ve had plenty of fun on other nights with women who struck my fancy in other ways. I’m not excusing myself. I just have a healthy sexual appetite and I’m not going to apologize for being attracted to who I’m attracted to.

The fourth rule was, no happily married women. I do not fuck people who do not want to be fucked. Some of them think they do, in the moment, but I am always extremely careful to make sure their marriage is ending or has ended already. If I think a woman is in an unhealthy relationship, I get them alone and I find out, but I don’t sleep with them. Those I send on to an acquaintance of mine, another one of the thirty or so of us who can control minds. Yes, there are over thirty of us. We’ll get to that later.

Back to the point, if I think a woman’s being abused sexually or mentally or has another need for help, I send them on to a professional. Pin was one of those women, once. I’m not going to get into the specifics. That’s her story and it’s not for you to know. She got help, and she wanted to come back to me, to thank me, and to ask me for a job. She’s been with me ever since.

Anyways.

Rule five. If anyone doesn’t actually want to be there, I don’t use my power to nudge them otherwise. You work at a person’s mind long enough, you can get them to do pretty much whatever you want, but it destroys who they are, and that’s not the kind of crap I do. Like I said at the beginning of this, I don’t change people. I’m handsome enough I generally don’t need to, and I’m happy to say I’ve been blessed with a pretty good-sized cock. A lot of straight or bi women are intrigued by me, enough that I feel no remorse about sending away the ones who aren’t.

Things can get tricky there. Sometimes, say, you get a woman who’s bi-curious. Great for me, right? It sometimes is, and if they really do want to take that plunge, I’m happy to help them on that road, usually while fucking the object of their lust from behind while they lick the new sapphic lover’s pussy like a cat to milk. But every once in a while, there are women who are only curious and aren’t comfortable – yet or permanently – exploring their potential bisexuality. I’m still happy to sleep with them one on one, if that’s the case, but I have to be careful not to nudge them in ways they don’t want to be nudged. That’s their decision, not mine.

It’s far more complex than me just walking up to someone and saying, “You’re hot. Let’s bang.” And maybe you’re rolling your eyes at all this so-called chivalry when I’m about to tell you how I screwed five gorgeous women into screaming orgasms, but it’s how I sleep at night.

And I sleep well
, motherfucker.

* * *

Pin walked up and down the line, studying each woman in turn. One of them, a busty short brunette with hips that begged to be wrapped around my head, giggled nervously, and that set off the statuesque blonde next to her.

“Here they are, sir,” Pin said. The sir was an affectation she used only when we were playing games like this and sometimes when it was just us in bed. She loved to be dominant just as much as submissive, but I’ve gotta admit, her being submissive gets my rocks off in a hurry. Pin is top tier fuck fantasy on every conceivable level, but watching her on her knees, her hands behind her back, sucking me off? That’s a memory I want to take with me to the grave.

“Thank you all for coming. You are all stunning and I look forward to getting to know you. I’m Rob. My assistant is Pin,” I said. Each one of us mind controllers has our own little physical quirks whenever we’re using our power. No one’s quite sure why we developed the tics, but then again, no one’s quite sure why the drugs we took made us the most powerful people in the world, either. In any case, I rubbed my middle and ring fingers together against my thumb like you would with the pointer and middle fingers to make that lovely sign of “give me more money.”

I continued, “We all know what this is, don’t we?”

Three of them gave me nods or yeses, but the brunette blushed furiously and asked, “Are you going to, um, going to pick one of us?”

I lounged on my sprawl of a couch, my paisley button-down open down to my navel. It was damned hot again that evening, and muggy to boot. I was dressed for style and comfort, as always. Loose silk slacks filled half my wardrobe, and the other half was dedicated to clubbing shirts and designer button-downs. As for shoes, I tended more towards loafers, but I wasn’t above a good comfortable pair of leather sandals, and that’s what I wore then.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Paige, sir,” she murmured, not quite looking at me.

“That’s a lovely name. But no, Paige. I’m not going to fuck one of you. I want to fuck all of you.” I was careful not to push mentally until I asked, “Is there anyone here who doesn’t want that? No judgment.”

They spoke in order, furthest left all the way to Paige on the other end. The first woman was native Hawaiian, slim and gorgeous, with rounder cheeks than the rest of her delicate face. I made a vow to have her and Pin suck me off at the same time. The thought of my cock sandwiched between both pairs of lips threatened to send me into full-blown hardness right there.

“I want to stay,” she said, her hands folded in front of her.

The woman next to her was a magenta-haired girl-next-door type. I fucking loved the messy pigtails. Of all of them, she looked the most excited, her impressive chest thrust out and her hands sliding up and down her hips slowly. She licked her lips before nodding, and again I couldn’t help a vision, this time of her swallowing my cock deep, maybe while that Hawaiian beauty licked her pussy.

“Yes,” she murmured.

The tall, gorgeous blonde was third, and it was her I could barely keep my eyes off. The rest were incredible too, but her slim, oval face belonged on the covers of magazines – and actually was, I’d find out later from Pin. Her skin glowed golden, her makeup impeccable, and her hair was swept back in a tight, long braid that hung down to her terrifically fit ass. Like Pin, her curves were just enough to make a man salivate, and I was doing plenty of that.

“Oh, I’m in,” she murmured, a sly smile spreading across her face.

Finally, Paige, the busty short brunette, glanced at the other women and giggled again nervously. That giggle would annoy the piss out of me long-term, but none of them were going to stick around more than a few days.

“Are we going to, like, um… make out with each other and stuff?”

Pin rolled her eyes and said, “Of course we are.”

“Oh wow,” Paige whispered.

I rubbed my fingers together again. “Does anyone not want to?”

They all glanced at each other and Pin, and all of them nodded or said yes. Even Paige squeaked it out, staring point blank at the blonde, who definitely didn’t seem to mind.

“Good,” I said, rubbing my fingers together. “Tonight I’ll be giving you a number of commands. You’ll think nothing of them. I’m just a guy who likes control, and every time you listen to me, you’ll get a small jolt of extra pleasure. Does anyone here have an STD?” They all shook their heads. Fun fact you might think of as complete bullshit, but it’s the truth. Even if a woman doesn’t know she’s got an STD, that question will drag the truth out of them. It’s pretty cool and it’s given a lot of women some early warnings they needed to get checked out.

“Is everyone on the pill and is everyone over twenty-one?” Everyone gave me a yes or a nod. “Good. You’ll start off by telling me your names. Then I want you to get undressed and get on the couch on your knees, all of you with your asses facing out.”

“I’m already so wet,” the Hawaiian said, staring demurely at the ground. Pin stopped in front of her and pulled her chin upright with two fingers as her other hand dipped low and slid up under the gorgeous woman’s skirt. She slid her fingers around, and the Hawaiian’s eyes went wide. “Oh my God,” she whispered.

Pin pulled her hand out and licked the slickness off them. “Mm, yes, you are. What’s your name?”

“Kelly.”

“Kelly, I can’t wait to taste more,” Pin said. “Now hurry up and listen to Rob.”

The redhead began undoing the buttons on her blouse. How her flimsy black bra held tight to her full tits, I have no idea, but damn, it was doing the job admirably. “Eve,” she murmured.

The blonde was last to give me her name. “I’m Rachael,” she said. “With an A and an E.”

See, there you go, reader, one slightly unusual name. Your erotica novel is now complete.

“Well, Rachael with an A and an E, need help out of that dress?” I asked. She nodded and turned, and Pin was on it, helping her with the zipper as her lips found the back of Rachael’s throat.

There were more bedrooms downstairs and on that floor, but this space – both my office and my master bedroom in one enormous room – was devoted to my debauchery. Ground-to-ceiling windows took up three whole walls and looked out on a wraparound deck. In one corner was my massive desk. No computer here. A laptop and a tablet, yes, but those were tucked away for the evening, leaving the dark rich surface completely bare. A long minibar alongside it held a trio of my favorites. Not much point in keeping more when you live a quarter mile from your own club and three small bars inside your personal resort.

Did I mention I’m loaded? I’m a mind controller. Of course I got mine.

Most the rest of the room was less formal and more devoted to my true craft – fucking and entertaining those I wanted to fuck. The couch was a single long unit. No sectionals for me. Sectionals, no matter how well they’re crafted, always have those damned spots where you can feel the slats under your ass and back. I like my comfort without the spinal pain, thank you. There were armchairs as well, matching the couch. The coffee table was being fixed or replaced, I couldn’t remember which. The week before, I fucked a black stunner’s ass so hard on the thing the legs snapped.

Then there was the bed, next to the walk-in closet. I loved that bed. I should. I spent more on it than when I paid off my siblings’ student loans. The damn thing was enormous, built to hold four people across comfortably, and if women were willing to sleep at the foot, at least two more. The mattress was made from some new materials, leaving it comfortable, just stiff enough for my tastes, and eco-friendly. My only real complaint about the bed was that I couldn’t find its equal in pillows. The ones I had were plenty comfortable, but not quite what I wanted and I was never sure why.

Anyways, enough about the fucking bed, save that when I stood up and undressed, Pin hurried to me to take my clothes and drape them on the chaise longue at the foot of it. As the women slipped out of their clothes, she took those too, and laid them in a separate pile next to mine. Her own slipped off, putting her ass on full display to the other women – and her tattoo, a cheek-sized grouping of flowers, stems, and leaves. In one of the flowers, four letters and an apostrophe were left unfilled with ink. It read simply – ROB’S. That ass cheek was a frequent target for my palm and I loved coming on it.

Our guests’ looks were pretty well divided between the two of us. Paige and Kelly gaped openly at Pin’s bared ass, while Rachael was drool-fucking me with her eyes. Eve’s attention shifted between the two of us, but I think she was secretly gauging her friends’ responses most of all.

I rubbed my fingers and began to speak as they lined up at the couch, four deliciously curvy or tight asses right in a row. I fucking loved volleyballers and their muscular thighs and shapely asses. Seriously underrated sport, too. You’re going to tell me you’d rather watch a bunch of dudes swing clubs and walk on overpriced grass, or the bouncing bodies of beach-ready hotties with their asses jutting out just begging to be spanked? I know what my choice is.

“Remember these words in the back of your mind and don’t think of them as strange. Tonight’s about letting go. Lose yourself to what’s about to happen. Every pleasurable experience you have tonight, let it rush through you. If there’s something you don’t want to do or try, you don’t have to, but if you’ve been wanting to taste some new experiences, now’s the time. When we’re done, you’ll have a wild, fun memory. If you want to pursue things with one of the other women once we’re done tonight, have an open and honest conversation about it then. Not here. Tonight is solely about fun.” I was feeling particularly selfish, and added for my own ego, “And when you’re sleeping with someone else and you need a little extra to get you over the edge, think back to now. What we’re about to do. And come as fucking hard as you can.”

Pin grinned at that. I programmed into her a long time ago a resistance to my commands so she didn’t wind up a confused mess.

I stopped rubbing my fingers and said, “Now on your knees on the couch. Pin, you’re with me.”

My sexy assistant bobbed on her feet and joined me as I knelt behind Rachael. Taut thighs gave way to one hell of a spectacular ass, and her pussy lips gleamed bright pink, ready for my tongue. So I gave it to her, at the same time as I ran my fingers down Paige’s big puffy pink lips.

“Ohhhh, yess, lick my pussy,” Rachael whimpered.

Pin got the idea and licked the gorgeous Hawaiian Kelly, just as she had promised she would. Her fingers slipped across Eve’s lips, and all three women as one gave off a variety of pleased sighs and moans at the same time. Eve started snickering, which set off Kelly and then our other two guests were laughing, the tension finally bursting of its own accord.

When they had their moment, I swept my tongue up and down Rachael’s depths. I liked the slightly tangy musk of her, and could have eaten her and her alone for hours – and still might, if she was up for a second round while she was here vacationing. But Paige’s lips and juicy ass were too tempting to avoid for long. I shifted quickly, bringing my other hand up to Rachael’s lips as I tasted Paige. She was far more wet already than Rachael, and it took all my resolve to not press my nose against her delicate bleached bud and sink my tongue in her pussy as deep as it could go. Annoying giggle or not, Paige was a fucking stunner, and when I pulled away from her ass, my lips and chin gleamed with her pussy juices. I squeezed one of her cheeks and shuffled back to my feet.

“Pin,” I said. She didn’t listen to me so I laid a hand on her shoulder. The look of irritation she gave me made me grin. I slapped Rachael’s ass and Pin obediently moved over, burying her face in the blonde’s tight sex just as she’d been doing to the other two. I took a long lap of Eve first. She was the readiest of the bunch, her fists clenching tight as I dropped my face to her wet cunt. Her whole body jumped with every touch, especially when Kelly leaned over and kissed her hungrily. I swapped one last time to Kelly’s tiny body. She threw back her hair and grinned over her shoulder at me as I took a good long look at her butt as she wiggled it for me. I winked and slapped it playfully, and she jumped when an unexpected hand slipped down along her folds. Eve was getting in the game, and I loved it. I gave Kelly her lick, and leaned back on my heels, thinking about what I wanted next.

“Everybody up,” I said. They obeyed as I gave them more instructions. I didn’t need to control them for the moment. This was going better than I’d expected. “Rachael. On your knees again, this time over here on the edge of the couch, head facing the desk.” She jumped to it, and I squeezed her ass. “Paige. I want you behind her licking her pussy.”

“I’ve never… um…” Paige said.

I didn’t have the patience to coax her through this. My cock needed to be sucked by that gorgeous blonde and now. I sidled around the couch and rubbed my fingers together as Rachael reached for me, a devious smile on her face. She knew what I wanted. Good. To Paige, I commanded, “You were turned on before at the thought of doing this. Has that changed? Do you want out?”

“No,” Paige whispered.

“Good girl. No hesitating. Tonight you’re everyone’s good little pussy licker.” I had another thought, and added, “Any time you help make them come, you’ll have a small orgasm too. So make it good.”

Sure, I probably could have been more subtle. I’m impatient. Of all the controllers I keep in touch with, I’m the blunt hammer to their sophisticated weaving of commands. Screw it. Given the way Paige shot towards Rachael, there was no doubt this was what she’d wanted. Good.

I brought my cock to Rachael’s slim pink lips, and she flicked her tongue around them before giving me a gentle kiss on the tip. She gripped my shaft, using the other hand to keep herself balanced as Paige tasted cunt for the first time. Judging from the latter’s soft moan, she was going to enjoy this just fine, and Rachael most certainly was too. She parted her lips and I stared down into her gorgeous eyes as she sucked just the first half inch or so into her mouth, her tongue sliding all around my tip and the sensitive base.

“Pin, the others are yours for the moment,” I grunted at my assistant.

Rachael’s lips popped off me and she murmured, “Yum,” before taking me just a little deeper the second time. I reached down to grip her long braid, but I didn’t push her down yet.

“Let’s take this to the bed,” Pin said immediately. “All of us, on our sides. We’ll make a triangle.”

“Fuck,” Kelly whispered. “That’s so hot.”

Eve grabbed her hand and they raced for the bed. Eve’s big tits and plentiful ass looked so damn enticing when she crawled up on the bed. I was going to fuck her from behind, I decided. I wanted to grab onto those pigtails like handlebars.

But Rachael demanded my attention, squeezing my cock almost hard enough to hurt. I shifted my eyes back to her, and she chose that moment to corkscrew down half my cock, twisting her head left and right as that magic tongue bathed the bottom and sides of my dick. She pulled off me just long enough to spit indelicately into her hand. Pin had yet to join the other two on the bed as they kissed and explored with tentative fingers and shy breathy laughs. My assistant dug through a three-tiered wicker cabinet and pulled out a bottle of edible lube. We should buy stock in the damn stuff, given how much we go through. No joke, there are probably twenty bottles in my mansion alone, and at the club… well, again, we’ll get to that.

Rachael took the bottle from Pin and drizzled some into her palms. Paige in the meantime had started to explore with her fingers, and must have hit something particularly delightful the way Rachael involuntarily moaned and rolled her eyes back.

“This is all so intense,” she murmured as she refocused on me.

“Enjoy yourself.”

“Oh, I am.”

She wrapped both her hands back around the base of my shaft and worked the lube up and down, taking her time. I shifted my attention to Paige as she bobbed back and forth under her blonde friend. She had one foot down on the ground for balance, one hand under Rachael, and the other between her own thighs, fucking herself with her fingers. Beyond, on the bed, all on their sides, Eve’s thighs clamped Pin’s head, while Kelly’s head bounced as she gave Pin one hell of an enthusiastic licking, her own thighs around the redhead. The sight of them and the feel of Rachael’s hands on my cock left me hard as steel. When she returned her mouth to the action, it was nirvana.

Within a few minutes of loud sucking, Rachael lost some of her playfulness and stopped teasing me. Her hands jerked the root of my cock, brushing my balls, while she sucked and slurped my first few inches. I loved the duality of that, the soft wetness of her tongue and her lips, her expert hands jerking me fast with just enough pressure to nearly send me over the edge.

Except here’s another cool part of my power – I can and did control myself. I’ve layered in a hundred commands throughout the years, mostly body-positive shit to keep me on the treadmill and rowing machines. But there are some other distinct benefits too. The most relevant command to that moment was this – “You come when you want to come. Only then.”

See, Rachael could have sucked my dick all night. All of them could have. And would, before the night was through. But I was the only one who could give myself release. No one controlled me that way.

“Only use your mouth,” I said. “I’m going deeper.”

She pulled off me, globs of drool falling from her mouth to the arm of the couch. “I don’t know if I can,” Rachael gasped.

I rubbed my fingers together. “You can. You could take a porn star down that throat. Try it.”

She didn’t hesitate. Her hand let go and reached around to grip my ass as she plunged those tight pink lips down my cock. Down and down and down, I groaned when I hit the back of her throat, and she whimpered, either from me or Paige leaning back to finger fuck her while she watched her friend deepthroat me.

“Oh my God, Rach,” she whimpered.

I rubbed my fingers again. “You’re turned on by this,” I told Rachael as her lips finally reached my balls, my cock lodged down her throat. She held me there as long as she could. Her eyes didn’t water and she held steady, staring up at me as I commanded her. “Every time you take a man deep like this from now on, you’ll feel more and more pleasure. If a guy comes down your throat, you will take it and you’ll come. All of you. That’s a command for all of you. Moan my name if you understand me.”

A chorus of, “Rooooob” filled the air, joined a second later by a breathy Rachael when she came off my cock. I couldn’t help a grin and she winked back at me. Then she plunged back down, and I gripped the back of her head, pushing her down my length. With her able to take my cock so well, I started to fuck the gorgeous blonde’s face. Paige started eating her out again as I choked her with my cock, sliding back out slow and thrusting back in again hard, like it was Rachael’s pussy I was fucking.

“Ahhh, mm, fuck, right there,” Pin moaned. Her programming made her far more susceptible to pleasure. A long car ride was sweet torture for her. Take her out on a gravel road and she’d come in about five minutes just from the vibrations. We had to tone it down some after the first time she rode in an airplane after the command. She kept coming so often she passed out. No joke.

She broke the triangle on the bed first and rolled onto her back, clutching at the sheets. Kelly chased her, her enthusiasm wildly infectious, and Pin grabbed the back of her head and plunged the sexy Hawaiian down into her depths. Kelly grinned up as Eve didn’t miss a step, shooting onto her knees and crawling over Pin’s eager mouth. She dropped down on my assistant’s face and glanced over her shoulder coquettishly at me. I gave her a wink and she lifted three fingers to her lips, sucking them deep into her mouth and moaning around them before turning her gaze back to Kelly devouring Pin’s pussy.

Paige could see none of this, but like she was inspired by it, she quickly turned over on her back on the couch. It was plenty long enough for four or five people to sit comfortably, and her feet didn’t so much as brush the other end as she patted Rachael’s nice bottom and told her, “Up real quick.” Rachael obliged, and Paige slid under her pussy, wrapping her hands around Rachael and pulling her down to her lips and tongue.

Rachael gurgled around my dick, “Mmmfaaa…”

I loved fucking her face while she was so close. Seeing the gorgeous blonde roll her hips on the busty brunette’s mouth while gorging herself on me was a sight so hot I should have come. Instead, I rode the edge, gripping her head, that wet warm tongue slathering up and down the base of my shaft as she started to alternate between moans and choking noises around me.

“Mmgah, gwwaaark, ffaaaa, gwark, aige!”

Pin came first, but just barely. The keened “mmaahhhh!’ was as familiar to me as my own breath. I had heard it hundreds of times and I still found it as hot as the first dozen. She gushed all over Kelly’s face, her wetness coating the other woman’s lips and chin. Kelly pulled back, panting, and quickly crawled up the bed to suck on Eve’s big bouncing breasts as she started thrusting harder and harder on Pin’s face.

Just as Pin started to come down, Rachael jerked her head backwards. I wasn’t a sadist and let her go as her eyes rolled up. “Ooh oh fuck, oh fuck, Paige, I’m cooooming!” she wailed, and drove her pussy down hard one more time. Her whole body shivered and rocked with the force of it, and as she came, so too did Paige, her hands shooting down to her own pussy, her knees spread wide. She moaned wordlessly into Rachael’s pussy and I could take no more. The moment Rachael’s eyes focused again on me, I thrust my cock at her lips.

“Your hands,” I grunted. “Use them. I’m right there.”

“Yes sir,” Rachael whispered, and swallowed my first few inches as her hands stroked my shaft. She jerked me hard but not fast, keeping just enough pressure on to push me over the edge, especially with that warm tongue playing at my sensitive tip.

Once, twice, three times she jerked me, and I grunted, “Now.” She grinned and flicked her tongue on me one more time as I started bucking. My come shot out, hitting her tonsils, filling her mouth. The beautiful blonde’s throat worked as she stared up at me, swallowing, swallowing. Her body still shivered and I remembered my command to her to come when she gave me a blowjob. Two orgasms in less than a few minutes. Paige came again too, probably some residual effect of my command on her to have an orgasm when she brought someone else over the edge. She gasped with her fingers deep in her already-slick cunt. I had to be careful with that, or else she’d come way too often for her own good.

Rachael kept swallowing, and swallowing, and swallowing. It would be fun later to finish on her tits and her face but for now I didn’t want to see her waste a drop. Some of it spilled out of the corners of her mouth – I had made changes to my body that left me coming like a goddamn firehose – and I said, “Share with Paige. She deserves a treat.”

Rachael nodded and pulled off my cock. She set one foot down on the ground and carefully eased off the quivering brunette as Paige still frantically worked her clit and her pussy, riding out that second orgasm hard. She whimpered as Rachael leaned in close, and opened wide. My come drained from Rachael’s mouth into Paige’s, and Rachael followed it up with a soft press of her lips to the other woman’s as she shared my treat to them.

I was already moving. There was an unattended pussy on the bed that needed my lips. Preoccupied with Eve’s big tits, Kelly didn’t hear me approach, but when I crawled up on the bed, she parted her thighs in anticipation. Her delicate folds already glistened with her need and I dropped down to lick her with a hunger I hadn’t realized was in me. I needed that pussy in a way I can’t describe to you. Sometimes women make me hungry like that. I wasted little time flipping her over onto her back next to Pin and Eve, and grabbed her legs to throw them over my shoulders as I resumed eating her out.

Two more soft bounces on the bed announced other presences joining us as I ran my tongue slit to clit on Kelly, my hands squeezing that terrific tight little ass. Paige and Rachael, on their knees, started making out in earnest, licking up the last residue of my come off their chins and lips before their hands started to roam all over each other.

“Eve,” I said against Kelly’s pussy. “With Paige. That slut tongue of hers needs to please every woman in this room before I fuck her.”

“Oh fuck,” Eve whimpered. “I’ve had the biggest crush on you, Paige.”

“Awww. Come here, baby,” Paige said, crooking a finger.

Eve crawled to her slowly. Her hands trembled as she reached for Paige’s face, and they slowly brought their lips together. The sight of the two bustiest beauties in the room coming together like that set my half-hard cock roaring to life again. You guessed it, reader of mine – I’d commanded myself a long time ago to have excellent recovery. I can’t make myself grow, but I can make myself go. Groan all you want to. I was the one fucking four stunning volleyball players and my personal assistant, so I’m entitled to a few bad jokes.

Pin turned on her side and reached across Kelly to pinch Rachael’s ass. I couldn’t blame her. That ass begged for it. “Come here,” she said. “I want a taste of you before Rob steals you away for himself.”

“Me?” Rachael said.

“He’s already come in you once,” Pin said, resting on her back again as Rachael hurried around to her on the bed. “He always comes in the one he wants the most first.”

In front of me, Kelly folded her arms behind her head and gave me the cutest pout. “Aw, you came already?”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll go all night.”

“Someone’s sure of themselves,” she said. I grinned and winked up at her, and sucked her little clit into my mouth. Immediately she arched her back, and gasped out, “With good reason.”

Rachael and Pin whispered to each other, and Rachael swapped her spots to lay down beside Kelly. The Hawaiian gave her a long, smoldering kiss as their hands reached down to each other’s cunts, touching, brushing, teasing. Pin got up on the bed on all fours as Paige and Eve watched. My assistant settled her pussy over the blonde’s face, and leaned down to slowly lap at Rachael’s in return.

On the other side of me, Paige and Eve did the same thing, Eve on bottom, Paige riding her face. The brunette really wouldn’t come until she’d made all the others do so, and she dove into Eve’s pussy with a fervor unmatched by anyone else in the room.

This was heaven. Two sets of gorgeous women locked in sixty-nines beside me, their warm skin brushing against mine as I ate out a fifth beauty. Pin. Rachael. Paige. Eve. Kelly. All of them absolute fantasies brought to life. And they were mine.

For the night.

I lost myself in Kelly’s sex, not so much licking her as inhaling her. She wasn’t shy about grabbing my hair and twisting it. I didn’t mind a little pain. With her legs over my shoulders, she kept raising her hips, thrusting up at my mouth, her back arching.

“Mm,” she gasped, “Rob, just like that, pleeease.”

I reached up to her small breasts and cupped them in my hands. I flicked my tongue against her clit as my thumbs rolled across her nipples. She loved that and lifted her butt so high she was basically resting on her upper back. Her hands had to let go of my hair and she balled them up into fists, pushing herself even higher. I scooted after her, keeping my mouth running against her folds, dragging my tongue through her like a tiny cock. I let go of her tits and gripped the back of her thighs, pushing her up even further so now she rested entirely on her shoulders, her legs pointed at the windows behind her head.

“F-fuck!” she whimpered. “Bending me in… h-half… feels so good…”

Pin’s sucking noises at Rachael’s pussy might have brought us all to laughter if we weren’t all lost in our partners. Rachael was still sensitive from her earlier orgasm and kept wiggling her feet back and forth, gasping wordlessly into Pin’s pussy as my assistant went to work. Eve wasn’t about to let her get a second orgasm before she got her first, though, and Paige’s inexperience was more than made up for with joyful enthusiasm and determination that she would get to be fucked that night. The busty redhead kicked my leg when she came, her breath hitching in her throat.

“Ohhhh, Paaaiiige!” she cried. Her whole body shook, and almost immediately, her brunette partner let out a pleased gasp of her own, getting another orgasm from my command to come every time she made someone else did, her ass driving down as she drenched the redhead.

Everybody moved all at once. Pin hopped off Rachael and practically dove for a taste of Paige. Eve was still gripping the brunette, so Pin spread Paige’s cheeks and sated herself with a long lick of her cleft, driving Paige wild. Rachael twisted on her side and copped a feel of Kelly’s tits as the Hawaiian started to shudder underneath me.

“Let Paige go,” I said. The brunette slid off Eve and I pulled back away from Kelly, my mouth slick with her juices. “You want an easy score?”

Paige, breathless and flushed, nodded frantically and went for Kelly’s pussy with gusto. The lithe Hawaiian was still bent over backwards and I helped keep her balanced until Eve tugged at my cock and pulled me to her.

Much as I wanted to eat out every woman in that room, when I saw Eve on her hands and knees guiding me towards her mouth, I let her have it. I gripped her pigtails and thwapped her ready mouth with my dick. Eve didn’t need any preparing like Rachael, and she took me deep on the first go, staring up at me as I fed her more and more of my dick, all the way to the root. She held me for a long few moments, sucking in deep breaths through her nose, and then she came up off me with an explosive, “Hwark!”

“Fuck!” I groaned, staring down at her pretty lips upturning in a smile.

“Like that?” Eve asked, wiggling her ass side to side.

“That is impressive,” I admitted.

Rachael came around the bed and flopped down onto her belly next to Eve. “Show me,” she demanded, and Eve did, taking me deep one more time. Then I fed my dick to Rachael again as Eve pouted. When the beautiful blonde let me go with an audible pop, they glanced at each other and giggled. They both attacked me at once, their lips pressing against my sides at different points. Rachael slid her mouth down opposite of Eve’s. They slid their tongues along the side of my prick up to the tip, and kissed with my cock between both sets of lips.

Beside me, Paige pulled Kelly back down onto the bed, the Hawaiian close, so close. She was frantically playing with her pussy before Pin stopped her and replaced her hand with her own. Paige dropped down and sucked at Kelly with a fire in her eyes, needing that next orgasm. Pin flicked Kelly’s clit as she kissed the gorgeous Hawaiian, while between her legs, Paige’s tongue shimmied against Kelly’s sex as she wiggled her face side to side, flicking all the way up and down.

“Close,” Kelly whimpered against Pin’s mouth. As Eve suckled at the tip of my cock, Kelly closed her eyes and arched her back again, her knee knocking against me as she wailed, “Mmmm, yes, yessss!”

Paige gasped, her eyes going wide as she came again. Three down, one to go. Kelly’s own orgasm was much more subtle. She shivered, and whimpered against Pin’s mouth. My assistant spent a long time making out with the Hawaiian afterwards, stroking her hair, murmuring to her quietly.

My attention shifted back to Eve and Rachael as the blonde slid her lips down the side of my shaft all the way to my clean-shaven balls. She watched me as she flicked her tongue around the base, and Eve took me in her mouth again. Eve slid her lips further and further down my shaft, taking me deep again, and Rachael sucked my ball into her mouth.

That was it. I needed to fuck one of them. And I knew which one it was going to be.

“Rachael. On your back.”

Pin sighed theatrically. “Told you he was marking you for his,” she said. She turned her attention back to Paige. “You’re going to have to work for it with me, baby.”

“I think I’m up for a little challenge,” Paige said, grinning. Credit to her, she’d already had three or four orgasms and sounded like she was barely winded. Athletes, man. I’m telling you. Amazing.

I ignored them both for the moment, concentrating on the gorgeous blonde as she rested on her elbows on her back, her breasts just begging for a pair of lips on them. Thankfully, Kelly and Eve were right there to do just that. They settled on either side of Rachael and sucked at her nipples. She leaned back, as satisfied a woman as I’d ever seen, and I leaned down to give her pussy a long lick and a kiss at her clit. But I didn’t want to eat Rachael out. I was ready to take her and make her mine.

I moved up her body. First Eve broke away to give me a long, hungry kiss, then Kelly. My cock slid along Rachael’s slick length, and she gave me a breathy, “Yesss.”

Her knees rose as I gripped my dick and guided it into her. Her folds were as warm and inviting as they promised to be, gripping at me tight as I languidly sheathed myself in the stunning blonde. Her knees bucked, and I took them in my hands as Kelly sucked at her nipple again while Eve kissed her with growing hunger. I had a terrific view of both Kelly and Eve’s asses as they worked, but it was Rachael who held my attention. She moaned softly as I backed out to her entrance.

“Fills me so good…” she whimpered into Eve’s mouth when I found her depths again.

“Mm, I can’t wait to find out for myself,” Eve whispered back. “God, Rach, you’re so beautiful. You too, Kel.”

Kelly gave Rachael’s nipple a good suck and glanced up. “You don’t know how often I’ve thought about you three,” she said, and sucked Rachael’s nipple again with a pop. “I can’t believe this is actually happening.”

Paige stopped slurping on Pin’s pussy long enough to add an enthusiastic, “Mm hm!”

Rachael laughed softly and gave a deep, appreciative “mmm,” as I started to build up a harder rhythm. “Fuck me, Rob.”

I slid in and nearly back out of her harder and harder after that, making her chest bounce ever so slightly with every thrust. Almost as pleasurable as the feeling of her slick walls gripping me was that sight, the gorgeous blonde on her back, Eve’s hand trailing down her taut tummy to her clit, Kelly so enthusiastically sucking and playing with her breasts. I loved the silky muscles in my hands too. Sleek but plentiful.

As I kept fucking her with hard deep strokes, beside us, Paige and Pin were having some fun of their own. They were locked in a sixty-nine position, but both of them were rolling around and laughing too much for either one of them to establish who was on top. Paige would get in a few good licks and then Pin would make her suffer, pulling away while at the same time trying to go for the brunette’s pussy with her own lips. I caught their play out of the corner of my eye and grinned, knowing Pin, despite her bravado, wouldn’t take long to come once Paige really got her pinned. And there was almost no question of that happening. Pin loved to play hard to catch, but she loved having her pussy eaten by a gorgeous woman even more. They tumbled together too close to the edge of the bed, and with a squawk, Paige rolled right off the edge onto the chaise longue with an audible, “Ooomph!”

I couldn’t help cracking up, as did Pin, and Paige joined in a moment later. My assistant chased right after her, and the way Paige moaned, “Oh, fuck!” I knew their play had finally grown serious.

Rachael reached up and scraped my chest with her fingernails, I returned my attention to her and pulled out. “Turn over,” I said, and she did, putting her tight bubble butt on display for me. God, how I wanted to fuck it so badly right then, but I wanted to make her come first and fuck the rest of the girls before we started in on ass play.

With the whole bed to the three of us, we arranged ourselves in a daisy chain of pleasure. I was nearest the foot of the bed, with Rachael about to get fucked from behind. She in turn was about to explore Kelly’s delicate pussy, while Eve rode Kelly’s face for what I think was the second or third time that night. Everything was becoming something of a blur of sexual energy. Nobody cared. Everybody was about to get theirs.

I plunged into Rachael faster than I had when I was fucking her missionary. I loved doggy-style and Rachael apparently did too. Her whole body shuddered on only my second stroke, and she gasped into Kelly’s pussy, “My pussy fuck my pussy, mmm, Rob…”

My balls slapped against her skin as I gripped her waist tight, fucking her hard and fast. I wanted her to come and I wanted her to come now. Behind me somewhere, Pin yelped, “Oh shit, Rob, she’s got her thumb in my ass!”

That got Eve’s attention. “Jesus Christ, really?”

“Uh huh!” Pin gasped.

Zero to sixty for our girl Paige. Good for her.

I hammered into Rachael hard, thinking about that and how desperately I wanted to fuck each one of them in the ass. I almost commanded them to line up on the bed and orgasm with one sharp plunge so I could get right to it, but I held off. We still had most the night left. Or… well, a few hours of it, anyways.

Rachael bounced back and forth on my dick, meeting my strokes now. I gripped her long braid and pulled her back away from Kelly’s pussy for a moment, lifting her until I could whisper into her ear. “I’m going to fuck your ass when I’ve finished with the rest of them.”

“Fuck my ass,” she agreed fervently, her cheeks flushed.

“I’ll come in each and every one of you. Do you want that, you sexy bitch? My come pouring out of your ass?”

“Oh God yes,” she whimpered.

“Come for me then, baby. Come on my fat dick. This pussy feels so good spread around me. I want you over and over while you’re here, you understand me? You’re my slut this week.”

“Your slut,” she agreed.

“I’ll take you however I want, whenever I want. If I want to lay you out on a table at the club and fuck you in front of dozens of people, you’ll love it.”

“Oh fuck!”

Rachael was close. I let go of her braid and pushed her back down onto Kelly’s gleaming pussy. She dove in like a woman starved, my flesh slapping against hers and shoving her forward with every thrust. Behind me, Pin yelled out, “Ahhhh, ahhhh, fuuuuuck!”

She must have come because Paige gasped, “Oh yes, oooh, that feels so good!”

I fucked Rachael so hard she couldn’t keep her tongue on Kelly’s pussy. She held on for dear life, squirming, shuddering. Paige was there, by my shoulder, panting, her cheeks flushed. “I did it, I made them all come.”

I grabbed her by the back of the head and brought her face to mine, our lips parted as our tongues sought each other’s company. I could taste the other women on her and it drove me wild. “Go get cleaned up,” I growled. “Then get back here and sit on the edge of the bed. Keep yourself wet and ready for me.”

She ran, and Rachael yelped when I reached under her to play with her clit. She was there, right there, and Pin came to help her, spreading her cheeks wide and running her tongue along Rachael’s beautiful ass. When my assistant’s tongue hit her bud, Rachael stiffened and screamed out, “Mm! Mm! Co-coming… oh God!”

Her forehead dropped against Kelly’s mound, a soft whimpering keen escaping her lips as she came all over my cock, her pussy shuddering as warmth enveloped me. I pulled out in a hurry as Paige came back to bed, freshly cleaned up. She sat on the edge of the bed as I had commanded and I hopped off in a hurry as Rachael collapsed sideways, staring up at the ceiling and trying to catch her breath.

“Sorry, Kel,” she gasped.

Kelly pinched Eve’s butt to get her to lift up. Sill looking up into Eve’s hungry, needy pussy, she said, “Oh, honey, we are so going to do more of this. All four of us.”

“Good,” Rachael murmured.

I stood in front of Paige. She had her legs spread wide, but before I fucked her, she took my cock in her hands and bent forward, looking up at me while she sucked my first few inches into her mouth. When she let me go with an audible pop, her eyes stayed locked on mine. “Did I do good, sir?”

“You did, baby. Now it’s time for you to get your reward.”

I wanted her on the edge of the bed for a very specific reason. She leaned back, expecting me to fuck her there – and I did, at first, guiding my cock into her near-virginal folds. Hot holy damn but she was tight. “Oh wow,” she whispered, and giggled softly. “You’re so big.”

“Too much?” I asked, ready to give her body a command to loosen up if need be, or even pull out entirely. It happened sometimes.

She shook her head and raised a finger to her lips, sucking it. Around it, she murmured, “But you’re the biggest I’ve ever had, sir.”

That sir was a turn-on from her. I sank as far into her as I could and slipped my hands under her plentiful bottom. Without a word, I lifted her and she gasped, along with Eve. Kelly pulled out again from under the redhead to watch, and when she did, she sucked in a breath too.

I was careful with Paige as I twisted with her toward one of the tall windows overlooking the balcony and the darkened beach beyond. I rested her ass against the glass and kept my hands wrapped firmly under her as her ankles locked around my butt. With her pinned against the glass, I could really fuck into her hard. Her big breasts flattened against my chest as I sought her lips with a hunger.

“How was your first time with four other women?” I asked her.

She laughed breathlessly and gasped, “Oh my gosh, I can’t believe we did that.”

“Fun?”

“Mm hm,” she purred. “I came so much.”

“I’ve got a secret for you,” I whispered in her ear as I pumped into her again and again and again.

“What?” Paige breathed, arching her back.

“You’re going to come again.”

She moaned and arched her back against the cool glass. On the bed behind us, Eve, Rachael, and Kelly lined up and rested on their stomachs, catching their breath and watching us. Pin was at the minibar, grabbing some alcoholic seltzers for the other women and a whiskey and ginger ale for me. When she returned, Rachael was idly stroking the two other women’s pussies as they watched the fun.

I couldn’t watch Paige’s magnificent tits bouncing up and down without a taste, so I leaned my head down and nuzzled my lips against the slopes of her breasts. When I returned to her lips, she whispered my name, but she was looking over my shoulder. At Eve, I’d bet. The two seemed on the verge of something. That would be a combination to slay millions of men, I thought to myself, grinning against Paige’s lips. Her fingernails dug into my back, and she kissed my shoulder, still looking at one of the women, and it was Eve’s name that spilled out of her lips as she started to come.

I brought her back to the bed as she still quivered on my cock, her warmth basking me. I laid her gently down, her legs dangling off the sides, and Eve scrambled to her, stroking her face and kissing her softly. I climbed up and behind the redhead, staring at that magnificent ass. She gasped slightly as I entered her, but I think at that moment the real pleasure Eve was getting came from her beautiful friend cooing her name against her lips.

Two sets of hands slid underneath Eve. Both Rachael and Kelly helped her along, kissing her shoulder, her back, her neck as they stroked her clit and her folds around my cock. I gripped the redhead’s pigtails and fucked her slowly so she didn’t have to break away from Paige. The brunette was on the verge of passing out, but she wasn’t going to miss her new lover coming. She slid out from under Paige and sat up, accepting a drink from Pin gratefully and giving me a faint smile.

“Be good to her.”

I nodded and shifted from making slow love to Eve to fucking her with harder, more assured strokes, still gripping those pigtails. Her other two friends stroked her clit and kissed every bit of flesh they could reach as my cock made squishing noises inside her tight, soaking wet pussy. Eve came the fastest from me fucking her, but it seemed like she’d been riding a physical high all night. I had the feeling I was little but man-candy to her, but that was perfectly okay by me. She was fun, and temporary, and wonderful in all the ways my companions usually are.

I flipped her onto her back and now all the women were there, Pin and Paige included. Eve cooed up at them as they found flesh to lick and suck, lips to kiss, earlobes to nibble on. Eve came, and came, and came, her orgasm rolling through her impressively long, her ass rising up off the bed before settling back down. She blinked up at me, smiling, the corners of her eyes gleaming, and I gently pushed the other girls out of the way so I could kiss her tears of pleasure.

That left Kelly and Pin. The two had been hitting it off all night, and it didn’t surprise me that Kelly had a request. “Can we do it so Pin can, um, join in and help while you fuck me?”

“Of course,” I said.

I guided the gorgeous lithe Hawaiian off the bed. I sat on the chaise longue, spreading my knees wide. She settled down on my cock, tight, but not as tight as Paige. Pin took us both in, her lips parted, her breaths coming hard and fast, and she slowly brought her can of alcoholic seltzer over Kelly. Slowly she trickled the liquid out as she knelt down to suck it from the valley between Kelly’s breasts, splashing everywhere, but that was why I paid my housekeeper a fortune.

You would not believe how many rugs we go through.

With Kelly’s tits glistening from the alcohol, Pin sucked each nipple into her mouth and dropped to her knees between our legs, staring up at the Hawaiian with teasing eyes before she brought her mouth to my balls. She gave each one a languid suck, then traced my cock to Kelly’s pussy with the tip of her tongue, drawing a lazily curving line until she reached the connection of our flesh. I cupped Kelly’s tits in my hands, content to let her grind down at me while Pin did the bulk of the work making her climax. Much like Eve with Paige, I think me fucking Kelly was second to these two women’s experience with each other.

A pair of warm lips brushed my shoulder, and I glanced behind me to see Rachael’s smiling face. “Hi.”

I reached up and stroked her cheek. “Hi.”

“Eve and Paige are, mm, getting each other’s butts ready for you. Just thought you’d like to know, stud.”

I grinned at her. “And you?”

“Oh, you get me last.”

Kelly leaned back into me and ground her pussy down hard. “Rooob,” she complained.

I gave her a teasing thrust and returned my attention to her. “Sorry, baby.”

Pin’s warm, playful tongue flicks felt amazing and Kelly seemed to think so too. She began to bounce on my cock as I kept my grip on one of her tits and slid the other down to her clit. Pin’s eyes stayed locked on hers as we fucked, her delicate tongue sliding up and down Kelly’s length. The Hawaiian had been watching me fuck all the other girls and was so very turned on already, it wasn’t long before she came.

But I wasn’t satisfied with that, not yet. I felt like I owed Kelly for betting distracted, and when Pin stood up to kiss her, I whispered in Kelly’s ear, “Turn around on my lap.”

She did, smiling at me. “Ooh, I like this position too.”

“Trust me,” I said, “I don’t think you’ve been fucked quite like I mean to.”

With that, carefully, I stood up again with her in my arms. She was so light that I wasn’t too worried about dropping her, but I was careful anyways as I whispered, “Lean back, baby. I have you.”

“What?” Kelly asked, her grin widening.

I nodded. “Lean back. Touch the ground.”

“Holy crap,” Paige said behind me somewhere. All three of the women on the bed were on their hands and knees watching me as I gripped Kelly under her hips, my cock still sheathed in her, and she leaned back, her head tilting down towards the floor. She reached her hands out instinctually like she was doing a handstand, just with a man fucking her.

“Oh my God,” Kelly breathed. “This is insane.”

It wasn’t a position I could really make her come from, not without mind control help, but it was a bit of fun and soon I pulled her back up. She giggled and showered my face with butterfly kisses. “Can I be first to take it in the ass?” she asked me.

“Of course,” I said, and kissed her nose. “I still need to fuck my wonderful Pin, though.”

I guided her down onto the bed to join her friends, and my assistant came to my side. I kissed the side of her head and said, “Amazing work today.”

“Thought you’d be a fan,” she said.

Paige whispered something in Kelly’s ear and both of them grinned. The brunette held the lube out, and Kelly took it from her. She ran a hand over Paige’s shapely backside and gave her a playful smack, which drew mock outrage from the other woman. Eve grinned at the pair and Rachael said, “Come on, girls, we need to give them a little bit of room on the bed.”

Pin stepped in close to me and I wrapped an arm around her waist. “How do you want me, sir?” she asked, giving me a slow stroke.

“On top.”

I climbed up on the bed and knee walked to the pillows. When I rested on my back, Rachael nuzzled into me on one side, while Paige took the other. They stroked me as Pin approached on all fours, grinning up at me. She knew how much I was loving this. Rachael kissed my neck and Paige stroked my cock, keeping me hard as Pin threw her leg over my groin, guiding herself so her slit rubbed along my length. With her hands on either side of my pecs, she teased me like that, not letting me slip inside her, but looking down at me with that mischievous grin of hers, knowing how long I’d been holding out and how badly I needed this.

Kelly and Eve behind her had the lube ready, and drizzled some along her crack. Their fingers slid up and down her cleft, teasing her. Pin lost her smile in a hurry, her eyes closing in bliss as she finally took my cock away from the other two women beside me and slid down onto me, sheathing me slowly as she moaned her pleasure. We’d done this hundreds of times before, but thanks to my programming and our natural insatiable natures, every time was as pleasant as the first. She rocked on me as Paige slid a finger into her ass for the second time that day. I could have looked up at Pin for hours, and sometimes did when we were in a mood and no playthings were around. I have fucked her from morning until noon, just to see what the limitations of my commands were to myself and to her. It was the best kind of science. Right now, though, I wanted her pleasure so we could finish the last act of this sordid play. Apparently she thought so too, from the way Pin started grinding on my cock.

“Always so good,” she murmured.

Rachael leaned down and tickled the hairs on my chest with her breath before she began to kiss my pecs. Her mouth moved north as Paige reached over and tweaked Rachael’s nipple. The brunette turned my head to kiss her gently, her hand sliding down to where my cock met Pin. Behind my assistant, Kelly increased the pace of her finger fucking, only stopping to add more lube now and then. Pin loved to be double penetrated like that and writhed with every exploratory inch taken by her new friend. Kelly kept up a string of kisses to her back and shoulder too, and the looks my assistant was giving her would have scorched steel. Eve was having fun teasing both Pin’s perky breasts and Rachael’s firm ass, stopping to give both plenty of licks and brushes with her lips.

Pin rocked harder and harder on me, her breaths coming short and fast. She would have come soon anyways, but Kelly leaned over behind her, her lips trailing down Pin’s back, and my assistant’s eyes shot wide. “Oh my God, Rob, she’s licking my ass.”

Fuck, but my dick felt like iron after that. I couldn’t help it. As the sexy Hawaiian dipped her tongue around my assistant’s bud, I started bucking up into Pin. She leaned her head down against my shoulder, gasping with every sensation, and shocking me, Eve joined Kelly too. Rachael glanced down at the pair of them and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before joining them. Soon all of them were gathered at Pin’s butt, their tongues and mouths licking and tasting whatever they could as Pin rode me fast and hard.

“Mm,” my assistant moaned against me. “I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come, I’m going to…” She gasped and bit me involuntarily. I don’t know which woman had her tongue on Pin’s bud, but whoever it was made her yelp in a way I only very rarely heard. It was breathless, indistinguishable, a sharp cry of pleasure over as fast as it escaped her lips, and she was coming on me, coming hard as I’d ever felt her. Pin didn’t so much stop as collapse, crying into my shoulder with real tears. I wrapped my arms around her as the women kept playing, and rocked with Pin there on the bed, my cock buried inside her and aching for release.

Not yet, though. There was still the matter of these gorgeous women’s asses.

“Pin,” I murmured into her ear. Her eyelashes fluttered as she looked at me, her chest rising and falling. “You okay?”

She nodded. “I’ve never… it’s never been that good, Rob. Not ever.”

I glanced over her shoulder at the four beauties as they pulled back, pleased with themselves. “Congratulations. You all just earned lifetime memberships to the club and the resort.”

Paige’s jaw dropped. “You’re serious.”

“As a heart attack. She just told me that’s the best orgasm she’s ever had.”

Pin rolled over and croaked, “All of you. On your tummies. Rob’s going to fuck you in the ass now.”

“Oh wow,” Paige whispered, her eyes huge.

Pin sat up and steadied herself on the end table. Taking in my questioning glance she nodded and stood up on shaky legs. Quickly she directed traffic, and placed four pillows across the length of the bed. They laid on the bed with their hips resting on the pillows, putting their curvy, taut, cute, and firm butts on display for me. I took the lube from the edge of the bed and drizzled more along their backsides, making sure to get a little in their buds before Pin took the bottle from me and prepared my cock. She gave it a quick kiss and slapped my butt.

“Your newest sluts are ready for you, sir,” she said.

As promised, I went to Kelly first. She was holding hands with Eve, and glanced back over her shoulder at me in anticipation. “I’ll go slow,” I promised. I rubbed my fingers together. “If this is too much for anyone, no shame in backing out. If I’m too big or whatever, you say so.”

Kelly wiggled her butt at me, and I guided my achingly hard prick down to her cleft. I loved that feel, my cock sliding along their length, the soft cheeks. But I liked what came next even more. I guided my cockhead to her entrance, and slowly, carefully, slid into her ass.

“Full, so full,” she moaned, gripping Eve’s hand tight.

I eased into Kelly, and her thighs parted as I made it further and further into her ass. I pulled back after a few inches, and kept it easy back in again. At the same time, I rubbed Eve’s ass with one hand, loving the way it glistened from the lube.

Kelly was tight, but at my murmured commands, she relaxed easily and was able to take me deep in just a few strokes. I hoped I had enough built up in me to do what I wanted to do, or otherwise I might need a break after one of these girls. I couldn’t concentrate on that at the moment. Instead, I fucked Kelly’s tight little ass for all it was worth, building up a steady rhythm and plunging into her depths.

I rubbed my fingers together. “You love this, don’t you, Kelly?”

“Uh huh!” she said.

“You love my big dick in your tight little ass?”

“Yessss,” she cried out.

“You’re going to come for me, aren’t you, my sexy little ass slut?”

She started to shiver then, and twisted her head as she moaned wordlessly. Again and again my cock thrust into her, making squelching noises each time I nearly pulled out. Her back bent back towards me, her head rising up, and she gasped, “Oh, fuck, yes, I’m coming, I’m coming with your cock in my ass!”

And she did, writhing underneath me as I sank deep one more time, my cock blasting forth shot after shot after shot into her. Her eyes shot wide open and she gasped, “He came in my ass, oh hell, he came in my ass!”

“Awww,” Eve complained.

I swatted her ass. “Don’t worry. I’ve got plenty to go around.”

“No way.”

I pulled out of Kelly and Pin was right there with wipes and a bowl full of warm water. She cleaned me thoroughly, staring as my come dribbled out of Kelly’s asshole. I swapped positions quickly, lining up behind Eve, and Pin worked more lube over my cock.

Eve felt my hardness along the crack of her ass and gasped, “You’re still hard. How are you still hard?”

“Must be magic,” I said, grinning. I thought Pin did a masterful job of hiding her snort as a cough.

Eve’s ass was just as welcoming as Kelly’s, and she was wildly into it. I don’t know if that was me or if she was playing it up some for Paige, who she stared at the whole time, blushing hard as she oohed and aahed her way through it. Regardless, I had fun. Her curvy ass rippled with every thrust in and out of her tight bud. I loved her red hair. I may have favored Rachael, but Eve’s raw sexuality and barely tamed lust held me rapt, and I didn’t even need to command her to come. She did that all on her own, her feet kicking at the bed as she squirmed and gasped through her orgasm. I couldn’t help myself, and helped her up onto her hands and knees one more time, grabbing those pigtails and gripping them tight as I plunged a few last times into her tight ass before coming again. It wasn’t quite so much as Kelly, but it was a lot, and when I eased out of her, Paige couldn’t help but pull back and take a look.

“Wow,” she whispered. “You’re, you’re leaking him.”

“Uh huh,” Eve whimpered, reaching underneath herself to feel at me spilling out of her.

Paige watched, entranced, as Pin cleaned me up again. My cock ached, but just three more fucks to go. I felt like a triathlete in the last quarter mile.

Paige. Paige Paige, Paige. Clearly she was the most inexperienced of the bunch, and when I touched her ass, she tensed, hard. I leaned in close and whispered in her ear, “There’s absolutely no shame in not doing this. I’ll give you one last great fuck if you want, or you and Eve can go be together.”

Eve heard that and smiled beatifically at her friend. “I’m happy with that.”

Paige swallowed and glanced back at me. “No. I… I’d like to try. I’ve had another guy there, but he was a lot smaller and…”

“I’ll be gentle. I promise.”

“I watched you with Eve and Kelly and I know…”

I kissed her cheek softly. “Hey. You’re going to do fantastic.”

I was careful with her and I took more time just getting her ready for me than I did fucking Eve’s shapely butt. The other girls had lubed her up, but I spent some time just stroking her rim, helping her relax the natural way. For some reason, I didn’t feel like it was appropriate to control her through this. If she genuinely didn’t want this, I didn’t want to muddy the waters. As Pin showed Kelly and Eve to that floor’s big bathroom, I sat beside Paige and massaged her bud, slowly dipping first one finger into her tight hole, then two. She liked that, and even more so when Rachael gave her an impromptu massage, working her shoulders, her upper back, her neck. The beautiful blonde studied me the whole time, a sweet, honest smile on her face. It was a dangerous smile. The kind of smile that made a man forget why he owned a club dedicated to debauchery. The kind that made a man wonder if he could settle down someday and be the type of yahoo who raises two point five kids with an honest to gosh fence for the two point five dogs.

That smile hurt, because I knew that guy wasn’t me. Maybe it would have been sometime in my past. But things had changed. I had changed.

I broke my gaze from her and focused on Paige again. Maybe the young brunette had started off the night irritating me, but I was enjoying taking my time like this. And honestly, my cock probably needed the respite too, despite my talents. But as Pin came back in, Paige glanced back at me and drew a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s try this.”

“Do you want to be on top?” Rachael asked her. “It might be easier if you try it that way.”

I gave her a tiny nod, and she returned it. Paige said, “No, I kinda liked the way he was, um, doing it with them.”

I leaned down and kissed her cheek. “Okay. If you’re ready…”

“Mm hm.”

I knelt over her, guiding my hardness to her entrance. Pin and Rachael stroked lube around my tip and length, and Rachael leaned down to give Paige’s cheek a kiss before I took back over. My cockhead was nearly too big, and if there had been much resistance, I would have called it off. But Pin helped spread her cheeks wide, and Paige let out a soft breath as I pushed – and slid in.

She was tight. Unbelievably so. It was like sliding a second skin onto my cock. But Paige didn’t tell me no. She didn’t say anything, except her ubiquitous, “Oh, woooow.”

“Get it, hon,” Rachael said, grinning wide.

“This is… ohhh…” Paige whispered. She glanced back at me. “You can go a few inches deeper.”

“Just say when.”

I slid in another couple inches, and she stopped me there. That was a good depth, not as far as Kelly or Eve, but certainly deep enough to make it pleasurable for me too. I rolled my hips gently back, and slid back into her as slowly as I did the first time, just letting her get used to the rhythm. By the time we had reached our tenth or so stroke, Eve and Kelly rejoined us in a pair of the mansion’s enormous fluffy robes. They collapsed on the bed together, and Pin came to snuggle between them, all three on their bellies, watching Paige and myself. It didn’t fail my notice that Kelly wrapped a familiar arm around Pin, drawing both a surprised and pleased look from my assistant before she caught me looking and made it vanish entirely. I wish she hadn’t. I loved seeing her happy.

I rocked into Paige’s curvy ass, and Rachael made out with her like a gentle lover. Clearly Paige and Eve were heading towards something, but this was almost as sweet – and ridiculously hot. Rachael urged Paige to get up on her hands and knees like Eve had done, and positioned herself under the other woman, her lips pressed to Paige’s sensitive cunt. With her tongue and my cock, Paige stood no chance, and it wasn’t long before she whimpered her way through one last, tiny orgasm, her body so spent she could barely stay up on her hands and knees. Eve hopped off the bed and came around to help her stay propped up, kissing her every now and again and whispering words of encouragement in her ear as I began to pump in and out of her faster. I willed myself to come quickly – Paige had already experienced the most orgasms in the room by a wide country mile, and she had to be on the brink of collapse.

I brought myself to the limit of what she could take, and brought my hands around her waist to lean down and kiss her shoulder as I begin to fill her with my warmth. She cried out hoarsely, still riding the edge of her orgasm, and I gestured at her.

“Eve, Pin. Help her get cleaned up. Pin, show them to a room. Then you and Kelly go enjoy yourselves.”

“But…” Pin said, looking down at my nearly spent cock as I pulled out of Eve.

“Go,” I murmured. “Have a great night. Take the morning off. No arguing.”

She came to me and kissed my cheek. Eve helped Paige off the bed. Paige was close to collapsing, and Kelly helped her too. They got under her shoulders, and Paige glanced at me through her long locks of brown hair.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “For whatever you did to us.”

I stiffened at that, but no one seemed mad or upset. Eve and Kelly echoed her, and Pin darted ahead of them to start the shower again for Paige.

That left only Rachael and myself. She pushed herself upright and sat on the edge of the bed as I started to clean off my dick. “Let me,” she murmured.

There is something infinitely intimate about helping a partner get clean. I don’t know why that is, or why it’s such a turn-on for me. I don’t think it needs to be overly analyzed though. I like taking care of women. That’s sexist, maybe, but it’s the truth. I don’t look at them as weak. I just like treating them the way they deserve, with care, with confidence, with a gentle touch. And I love when they do the same for me. It’s the best kind of give and take in the world.

Rachael cleaned me, and dropped the wipes into the wastebasket beside the bed. I leaned into her and kissed her gently. She gave a deep “mm,” and wrapped a leg around mine, her tender cunt rubbing against my cock again.

I eased myself into her again and gently pushed her back down to the bed. I wanted to stay like that for hours, but the devil in me so very badly wanted this fivesome to go out the way I originally intended. Reluctantly, I pulled back out of the stunning blonde. Her hands slipped down between us, the soft pop of the lube cap opening almost lost to the presses of our lips, the soft sigh from her lungs, the sound of distant feminine giggling. She rubbed the lube down my length and I stood up with her and twirled her so her back was to me. Don’t look at me come when I’m fucking you
, I pleaded with her silently. Don’t see me fall for you. Don’t fall for me.


I bent her over, almost rough, and took the lube from her. I slid my fingers into her without any of the messing about like I had with Paige, and she glanced sharply over her shoulder at me. I slapped her ass with my free hand, hard. The way she blinked at me seemed hurt, betrayed. Maybe I was reading what I wanted to see, but I couldn’t let Rachael in. I fingered her ass fast. She could take three digits, and so I had little doubt she could easily take my cock, too. I pulled my fingers out and pressed my cockhead to her bud, pushing into her carefully but not as slowly as the others.

She gasped, and whimpered, “Good, that feels good…”

I was just gentle enough. I didn’t lose control. I didn’t want to make her hurt. I just wanted this over. I wanted her to have this pleasant memory and be free of me. I wanted to move on to the next woman I’d care about for a night and then leave behind. Anything more than that hurt too damn much.

I should have done what I always did. You give a woman a command on the cusp of an orgasm, and it’s like mind control cementing paste. I could have told her in that moment to forget me by noon the next day. I could have told her to realize what an ass I was, that I’d fucked four other women that night and why should she feel like she was special? I almost said all of these things.

But I didn’t. And I don’t know why, except maybe I needed her.

I slipped my hands under Rachael, and found her clit. I strummed it with feathery brushes that she loved. She was wild in my arms, gasping my name, whimpering her pleasure. Her body rocked back and forth and she nearly went boneless, followed a minute later by a sudden last gasp. She nearly jerked off me, her head dropping to the mattress as she came. I pumped into her a few more minutes, willing myself to come but my body wanted to hold onto her as long as I could. I guided her to a chair, my cock still impaled in her ass, and sat down first as she rode me, balancing her hands on the arms, her feet barely touching the floor. Her body felt fantastic, but it was those gorgeous eyes looking at me over her shoulder that finally did me in. I clutched her around the waist and pushed deep in her ass one last time, spurting almost as hard as I had with Kelly. She reached a hand up and stroked my cheek, and I thought to myself what a horrible fucking bastard I was.

When we both came down, Rachael slid off me and grabbed my hands, pulling me upright for a long, hungry kiss.

“Best sex of my life,” she murmured.

I gestured at the door. “Sure. Let’s grab a shower.”

Again that hurt flashed across her eyes, and I ignored it. I didn’t take her hand. I didn’t give her any more affection that night. I showed her how to operate the master bathroom’s massive three-head shower, and took up a different showerhead while she washed herself, watching me and opening her mouth a dozen times to say something but never quite finding the words.

I finished first, and half turned. To look at Rachael completely might mean losing my self-control. I muttered, “You can take one of the guest bedrooms.”

“Rob, I-”

“This was fun. See ya.”

I headed for the sink to brush my teeth. Rachael shut off her showerhead and stormed out of there, crying. I watched myself in the mirror. My handsome, sharply angled face. My dripping hundred-dollar haircut that any barber worth his salt could have done for twenty. My muscles, so sleek and powerful and cheaply won by telling myself to love working out, running, dieting properly, to burn through calories faster than most. I looked at all that and thought to myself weakly that this was what I wanted.

Wasn’t it?

* * *

Good sex always came with a half hour or so when my nerves were too on edge, my body too sharp to sleep. I slipped on my slacks and my tee, not bothering with shoes as I headed out to the balcony. From there, not too far away, the gleaming lights of the club danced and sparked among the other city lights. Apart from that, the area around my house was almost completely dark. The club wasn’t on the beach, but my property was, and it was all mine that night. I headed down the steps to the sands to look out over the waves rolling in, lit only by moonlight and the faint glimmering lights of a boat somewhere offshore.

I wasn’t surprised in the slightest to see Trish sitting there. Every time I needed her the least, she was there, sitting, sometimes reading a book, sometimes just watching the ocean. She had a big long nose, her mouth was way too wide, her teeth like a horse’s. Her breasts were lopsided, her butt flat, her belly had a little pooch to it. She was dressed in her favorite pullover and jeans, the kind with those fake jewels glittering along the seams. You might have thought of her as frumpy, given my description, but as was always the case, I sucked in my gut when I saw her.

Trish paid me no mind as she stood up, kicking off her shoes, and heading for the surf. She glanced back in my direction, silent as always. I made no move to join her.

After all, I was staring at a ghost.

* * *

“Where’s the dish soap?” Trish asked me.

“What do you mean?” I didn’t bother to look up from my laptop. I was browsing jobs, something of a hobby of mine. I didn’t want to be a bartender forever, but I also had no real idea what I wanted otherwise. Between the two of us, we were keeping afloat, but not doing much better than that. Certainly not well enough to seriously start planning the wedding.

“Well, you had it last,”

I grinned. “Yeah, last night.”

“What?” she asked, laughing. “You just did dishes.”

I clicked on a bank teller position. That might be a possibility. I was good at math. “What?”

“Okay, I’m serious, where is it? You didn’t get half the grease out of this pan.”

“I’ll get it with the rest of the dishes tonight.”

Trish’s laugh this time was uncomfortable. “What do you mean? Quit being weird.”

I closed the laptop lid with a sigh and glanced up at her. “Are we doing a bit? Am I missing a movie quote or something?”

It was full dark on one of those early Midwest late fall nights that always felt colder than it actually was. Trish wasn’t wearing a bra, and the breeze through the windows had stiffened her nipples into hard points. I zeroed in on them, thinking she’d been messing with me to get my attention. My sex drive was healthy. Hers? Crazy overdrive. I loved it.

I stood up and crossed the room to her, giving her my best cocky grin. She loved that grin and this was the point when if she was feeling up for it, she would have wrapped her arms around the back of my head and I would have hoisted her up on the counter or the table or just dragged her to the bedroom. Back then, I was overweight by an embarrassing amount I don’t need to go into here, but I could still carry her there.

This time though, she stopped me with a hand on my chest. That didn’t stop me from reaching up to tweak her nipples, and though she gave me a strained smile, she gestured at the dishes stacked haphazardly next to the sink.

“Honey, I appreciate you doing dishes, but these aren’t clean.”

“I can see that. I’ll do them up really quick. As soon as I’ve done you up really quick.”

She gave in with a laugh, and we made it to the bedroom missing most of our clothes. In the soft glow of our lamps, I thought she was the most beautiful woman in the world, and I loved telling her that when we made love. Tonight, though, it was clear Trish wanted to get this over with quick, letting me take her from behind, her least favorite position but definitely mine. That puzzled me. She’d been the one to start this.

Afterwards, I rested in bed, sweaty and catching my breath. She headed back out to the kitchen to get us a couple bottles of beer and maybe some of the leftover fries from dinner that night.

Oh right, I thought to myself. We had chicken for dinner. I didn’t realize we’d already eaten. That was odd too. I mean the memory was there, but it was displaced, like I thought it had happened yesterday or the week before.

“Honey?” Trish called, padding into the room and holding up the dish soap.

“Yeah?”

“Why was this in the fridge?”

“I don’t know. Did you put it there?”

“No… I…” She gaped at me for a minute, then came around the bed. “Can I check your head?”

I laughed. “What? Get out of here.”

“I mean it. Did you maybe bump it and forget? You’re not sleepy or anything, are you?”

I was starting to get a little annoyed at whatever game she was playing with me. “Okay, I don’t get what you’re doing here. Why are you acting like this is my fault?”

She slid her hands over my scalp, my forehead, the lobs behind my ears. “Rob, I watched you wash dishes tonight.”

“I didn’t wash any damn dishes today! I’m sorry, I will. Give me the soap and I’ll go take care of it right now. Jesus.”

I snatched the bottle from her hands and stormed out to the kitchen, scared and not yet knowing why.

That was the first time Trish saw a sign of my Alzheimer’s.

It would not be the last.

* * *

I was in my early twenties when I was diagnosed. Early onset Alzheimer’s. I listened to the news, numb. People my age didn’t get Alzheimer’s. They didn’t. But the doctor explained to me it could hit anyone, and it had me pretty hard. My fiancé clutched my hand, sobbing silently as she listened to the doctor explain to me what was happening to my mind. I had no idea how to comprehend it. There were some pills they wanted to try, and mental exercises, and a bunch of what ifs. I asked about surgery. I asked about treatments. There was nothing of the sort.

We got a second opinion three weeks later, but by that point, it was apparent our first doctor was right on the money. I spent over one hundred dollars on cereals we didn’t need for reasons I cannot understand even today. I wandered up and down our alley with our garbage for an hour, trying to remember what I was doing there. I watched a movie with Trish and tried to start it immediately over again. Those days were bad for me. I can’t imagine how terrible they must have been for her.

Even with my mind control talents, I can’t make myself reexperience the broken wiring from the Alzheimer’s. I can remember the good things, the days Trish and I had together when my mind was unblemished. And there were, blessedly, a lot of those. But the bad days were so frightening, so exhausting for Trish, that she began to talk about assisted living solutions with my parents. They were furious. They thought I could get better, that Trish just needed to take care of me. They told both of us all this before they saw it for themselves.

I knew she was right. Trish, she made so many sacrifices in those bad months. Picking up and moving like that, it was the biggest of them all. We wound up in a row of apartments surrounded on all sides by people fifty years our elders. Trish bore it all as best she could manage, and even found a degree of friendship with the other residents there. I spent my time sulking and coming apart at the edges.

It was one of our neighbors who talked some about clinical trials at the college hospital they were running on some promising drugs for early onset Alzheimer’s patients like me. I thought the old woman was blowing smoke up our asses or was as confused as I was, but Trish drove there the next day and begged for me to be added to the trials. Actually got on her hands and knees and begged. There is a video of her doing it on the Internet, taken by a student watching and snickering softly from inside a patient’s room peeking out. You can very easily find it. That was my fiancé. If you watch it, bring your thumb to your lips and then press it against her face for me. I’ve tried to watch that video a thousand times, and the furthest I’ve made it is fifteen seconds. It’s eight minutes long. Eight minutes of Trish crying and telling a doctor and his assistants what a good man Rob Blanco is. How I deserved a second chance at life.

Eight. Minutes.

They finally gave in.

I tried to fight her on it. By that point all I really wanted to do was sit in my room and watch TV. I had gained another five pounds since the diagnosis and would keep ballooning upward if I didn’t find some way to keep going on a day-to-day basis. I felt shitty for Trish. I felt shitty for my parents. I felt shitty for my siblings. Most of all, though, I felt shitty for me. I felt like I’d been kicked to the curb by life and God and all my closest loved ones, even if they were right there trying to help me.

The fight.

I don’t have the words to tell you how much this wrecks me to write about. Every waking minute, I regret it with all my heart and soul.

My first batch of clinical trials were set to start the next week. Trish was trying to be so happy for me, so brave and hopeful, and all I could do was be negative. I was such an angry shit to her, and I wish I could tell you it was because I wasn’t in my right mind. But I can remember every second of that fight with crystal-clear clarity even without my power. I didn’t want to go. I wasn’t going to waste my time on bullshit cures that promised the moon.

Trish finally had enough. If she’d been a little angrier a little sooner, everything might have been different. Maybe everything would have been okay. But she held on as long as she could, and finally sobbed out, “Fine. I can’t make you go. I can’t make you see how much I need you to try this for me, Rob. But I can’t stay here, either, and watch you give up.”

“What are you saying?” I snapped.

“I’m… I’m going to go. For a few days. Let things cool down.”

“Good!” I shouted. “Leave me too. Get out of here. Save yourself, Trish.”

She fled from me, crying. I heard her car pull out of the driveway, and in forty minutes I got the call I’d been expecting from her sister Ashley, her biggest cheerleader and one of the best women I knew aside from Trish herself.

I picked up with a sigh. “I know, Ashley. Tell her I’m sorry.”

“R-Rob?”

Ashley’s voice was cracked, hurt. I sighed and rubbed my face. “Look, I was an asshole-”

“Stop. Rob. There’s been a wreck.”

I leaned forward, my heart suddenly gone very, very silent. “What?”

“I’m coming over. I shouldn’t have done this over the ph-phone.”

“You need to…” I swallowed. “Ash, what happened? Where’s Trish?”

“Rob, she’s…” She sniffed and choked out. “She didn’t make it.”

* * *

It was all my fault.

She ran a red. Drove right out into four lanes of oncoming traffic. They pinballed her back and forth, flipping her car in the end. The only comfort to me was the police telling me she died quickly. I think they bullshitted me but I don’t care.

The love of my life was dead. Over me not wanting to try some stupid pills.

This, ladies and gentlemen, is why I don’t get close to anyone.

* * *

By now you’ve no doubt figured out much of the rest for yourself, but for the record and because I need something else to talk about for a while, here it is.

After I watched my family and hers bury Trish, I asked Melani, the nurse in charge of checking on the residents of my building, to arrange a ride for me to the hospital the next week. I gave up my keys months before, and I didn’t do well on buses. Those were one of the few times I could feel the frayed ropes of my mind as I tried to figure out routes and times. It confused me, badly, and more importantly, it was a confusion I could recognize, which wasn’t often.

Anyways, she arranged for a ride, and I showed up at the hospital twenty minutes early, just as the doctors had requested. My driver, a nice guy named Higgins, struck up an easy conversation with me and accompanied me to my appointment. Months on, when the dust settled, I remembered that week. I remembered every bit of kindness shown to me. And though I can never repay it all, not entirely, I’ve tried. Higgins and Melani both now are paid the wages they deserve by one of my companies to do the exact job they did for me. To be kind to people in the dark. It is money well spent.

You might be thinking to yourself that this visit to the hospital and my mind control powers sounds like some government or secret society experimentation. That’s not the case at all. The drug was invented by a South American research group, tested thoroughly there with no unusual results, and then their company was bought out by a major U.S. distributor. They further refined the formula and reworked the tests, helping alleviate some of the worst symptoms of Alzheimer’s in rats. The drug tests were promising but that’s about it.

The others in the study were all early-onset too. The oldest among us was forty-five, and I was at the bottom end of the rung. We met in a refitted ICU unit with specialized observation gear and about a billion cameras. We were going to be observed by several doctors, researchers, and graduate students. There were no men in black suits, no secretive guys talking into their watches, none of that. The researchers were positive with us, but in their hearts, they thought the drug wasn’t going to outperform anything else on the market.

We know all that because the thirty or so of us in the study tracked everyone involved down, from the doctors all the way to the janitors and security staff. None of us wanted the government dissecting us for fun and profit.

The drug tests were expected to last two years. Every last one of us saw results in three months.

The day I found out I had powers, I was resting at home, by which I mean I was wallowing in my own self-pity. I was still so raw about losing Trish that I wasn’t paying attention to my own body, especially the way my fingers kept wanting to rub together. I was miserable, and bored, and I was trying to piece together one of Trish’s puzzles, a mental exercise that sometimes helped me focus for a while. I hadn’t really suffered through one of my “episodes,” as my fiancé used to call them, since I started taking the pills, but I was far from a hundred percent and wouldn’t be for weeks and weeks.

My parents and siblings came by that day. I remember that much. The rest is a little murky, but they wanted to try and take me for a ride like I was a puppy. The weird thing about depression is this – I did actually want to go, but I wanted to push people away from me even more. Does that make sense? No? It doesn’t to me either. But it was the truth. I saw people doing things I wanted to be a part of. But I thought a) I was too miserable to be any fun, and b) even while I craved their happiness I kind of hated them for it. I was hurt. That’s no excuse, but I still regret what happened afterwards. In an ocean of familial disappointments, this one sticks out to me for whatever reason.

My sister Charlotte and my brother Tim sat with me and worked on the puzzle as my mom and dad tidied up the house. I am ashamed to admit this, but sometimes I was incapable of taking care of the basics back then. The dishes problem was the most glaring, but I often would wear the same clothing to the point where I reeked. I had a morning ritual of getting up and in the shower, but since Trish’s death, I don’t know that I’d showered once. I mean that. I literally don’t know. My bathroom was filthy, there were unidentifiable stains on the carpet that I knew I’d caused but couldn’t remember how, and I “hid” food all over the house.

Charlotte encouraged me to take a shower and that pissed me off almost straightaway. Tim was supposed to take my side. He always took my side against her. She was the oldest, and definitely the most commanding. Our childhood was pockmarked by our rebellion against her. But now Tim squeezed my shoulder and told me she was right, that I really did need a shower.

I swept the puzzle off the table and told them in no uncertain terms I didn’t want to go for a ride. I didn’t want to be babied. I just wanted to be left the hell alone. What I didn’t realize at the time was the motion I was making with my fingers. I’m conscious of it now, largely thanks to some accidents when I wasn’t paying attention – I’ve programmed myself to never make the gesture unless I absolutely am aware of it. But back then, it was untamed, and both of them went wide-eyed and told me of course, they’d come see em again maybe the next day or that weekend.

They walked out, and my parents followed, the sink still running. I got up to shut it off, confused, and walked out after them to see my family loading up in the car, my confusion mirrored on their faces. They drove away with a honk, and I raised a tentative hand after them, wishing they’d come back even as I was happy they got the message.

I didn’t know at the time what I’d done, or that I’d really done anything. But at the next meeting at the hospital, Sabine, one of the other patients, took three of us aside as we all hit the entrance together and asked us if we had noticed anything funny going on. The others said they had, and that one of them had nabbed a promotion at work she was sure she wasn’t going to get. It started as small stuff like that, and again, I thought, okay, wow, this is all a little strange, but nothing really unusual.

At the next meeting, Sabine showed up in a brand-new convertible. Like, right off the lot. Almost everyone except me had new clothes, new jewelry, new something. I was still confused until Sabine asked if I’d been noticing any control over situations in my life, then encouraged me to try it out on one of the janitors. By that point, I was cognizant of the finger gestures I’d been making, and told the janitor quietly to tap his head and rub his stomach. He did, looking wildly confused – and just like that, with such a quiet beginning, the whole world blossomed wide for thirty of us. 

I don’t know the medical specifics of why we can do what we can do. Honestly, I don’t think it can be explained away. I think it just is.

One of us once asked the rest of us, “What if it wasn’t the drug at all that changed us?” And you know, there’s something to that. I think the drugs had a part in it, sure. But here’s the kicker. That drug? It still exists. It’s still being tested. And we’re the only ones who were affected like this. So… bad batch? Magic? Just the right blend of chemicals in the air interacting with the ones in our blood? Who knows?

What I do know is this. The fog of my mind started easing away slowly. I didn’t stop slipping, not right away. I kept putting things in the fridge that didn’t belong there. I would stare at pictures of Trish sometimes and wonder why I was crying until I remembered the horrible truth she wasn’t coming back to me ever again. I once walked halfway down the street in my bathrobe thinking I was having a conversation with a high school friend who wasn’t there.

But, and this is still something I look back on with total, childlike amazement and gratitude, those incidents grew further and further apart. I was less confused. I started to venture out more and more. My parents and siblings saw the progress in me and wept for joy. I even managed to get a taxi all by myself and traveled out to Trish’s grave. I cried, and I cried, and I cried, and I said I was sorry so often my throat went hoarse.

You get me drunk enough, ask me what I really think happened with those clinical studies. How miraculous it is that all of us, save for me, were good people. Any one of us could have used our power to end the world, if we liked. That’s not a joke.

You ask me what caused our powers, and I’ve had too much whiskey, I’ll tell you this – I think miracles can happen.

Fuck you. I’m a romantic.

* * *

That’s not to say we didn’t make mistakes. Horrible ones.

When we first found out about our powers, we decided we had to cover our asses and eliminate all traces of us from the hospital and the pharmaceutical companies involved. Half of us had read enough fiction to figure the government would throw us in cages and study us the rest of our lives if we didn’t. The long and short is, we panicked and we had no idea what we were doing. We fractured minds and rebuilt them clumsily, trying to work the system with the access we had through them to get our names in the clear.

That was just the first few couple weeks.

Declan Malloy, the person I’m closest to out of the whole group, if I can be said to be close to anyone outside Pin, had a lady friend he crushed on. Hard. She liked him okay but as a friend. In his pursuit of her, he never meant to destroy her mind, but he did. He took the strings of her being and made her dance for him. When he realized the permanent mental damage he’d done, he had to wipe her mind completely, something that took weeks. She’s living a good life now, the wife of an executive, a happy, if sometimes confused woman. Declan only forgave himself for that one a few years ago. Now he’s married with a couple kids, and does amazing work for a lot of people out there in need. I like Declan, even if he doesn’t always like himself. I see a lot of me in him.

I think there were probably a lot more cases like that. But I was still in mourning and I didn’t really pay too much attention to the lives of the others.

Fran, another one of us, used her power to get herself free access to a gym. Not a big deal, right? Except the guy who she controlled to get her the pass was already on thin ice, and the discrepancy in the membership cost got him fired. That night, already mentally unstable, he took a lot of pills. Thankfully, he lived, but his overdose left him in a coma for a week.

Miguel, perhaps the most powerful among us, went to Vegas and quickly racked up a few hundred thousand. We all learned a lesson from him on that one when a team of security guards picked him up in the middle of a crowded casino, dragged him out, and tossed him on his ass, despite his commands. Sure, he got a few of them to fight in his favor, but we are not gods. We can control a small number of people at a time. To Miguel’s credit, he’s the sort of guy who turns a problem into possibility, and walked back in the next day to offer an apology to the casino manager, who in turn was so charmed – cough cough – that he introduced Miguel to the owner. Miguel worked his way into the system, and now owns and operates three casinos in the state. He and Declan were responsible for setting up financials for most of us through Barrett Carney, one of Declan’s pet projects and a close friend of his. Thanks to them, most of the mind controllers have a lot of zeroes to their names.

I slowly started to come out of my funk, thanks to my family and Trish’s. They saw the changes in me and encouraged me to rejoin the world. It took a while – damn near a year. But my Alzheimer’s was well behind me at that point, and I felt the need to move for the first time in a while. With Miguel and Declan’s help, I soon had a six-figure “consulting” job with one of the world’s wealthiest CEOs, and the world became my playground almost overnight. I went on a dozen trips Trish had always talked about. She loved to dream about that sort of thing, and I belted out cruises, European escapades, and one of the most healing months of my life in a small town in South America, drinking beer, watching TV I couldn’t understand, and eating some of the best food of my life. When I bought the club and the resort, I went back to that small town and begged for six of the local cooks and their families to join me in the States. They laughed me off thinking I was crazy, but in another week, we were boarding a plane together.

The idea for the club came together when a woman I was sort of seeing – read: fucking her brains out on the regular – asked me to fill in as a bartender for her one night when her sister got sick. Honestly, I could have just closed the place down, loaded the till with some extra cash, and walked out, but the idea of revisiting my old life felt kind of nostalgic. That was the first night Trish came back to me. I wasn’t so gone as to think it’s actually a ghost. There is wiring in my head my power can’t fix, and I had little doubt my hallucinations of Trish were just that – faulty wiring. But still, I like to believe, when I’m alone at night, the presence I sometimes imagine beside me is her. I’d like to believe someday I can apologize to her. To wrap my arms around her again.

She is my single greatest fuck-up in a lifetime of them. Club Strings is my way of reliving my past, I suppose. Of tying myself to my pain over what I did to Trish. The other cars might have hit her but I was the one that ended her life.

That’s why I see her. She is my guilty conscience.

I see her a lot.

* * *

We broke ground on Club Strings and opened nearly a year and a half later.

I wanted the construction crews to get it right. Speed didn’t matter to me. By that point, I was hooked up with Barrett Carney’s financial wizardry, and my millions turned into dozens. I’m now much more diversified – if you looked up my name, you’d see me as a millionaire, not much more. But my companies, those are worth a mint. The club and the resort are the shining jewels of that empire, but I’ve got some pretty cool property in London, Barcelona, Greece, and eastern Europe. Resorts, mostly. I seem to like them, and my property managers do well with them.

But the first one and still my favorite was Club Strings. It’s the confusing name of both the actual club and the resort nearby, something that has caused my staff endless headaches. The resort is pretty simple fare. Three two story housing units – I call them hotels, but my property manager rolls his eyes at that - overlook four massive pools, a golf course, three bars, and as many restaurants. We’re not star rated, because I don’t want or need the popularity. It’s a resort known for its adult-centric vibes, and as I mentioned, there are strict policies about kids on the premises to allow our guests a certain au natural freedom. Go there sometime and you’re more than likely to see some A-list celebrities flaunting what they’ve got. Unlike the club, though, the resort is pretty much what you see. You go there, you relax, you do some yoga next to Calliope Beaumont, music starlet du jour. If you’re doing it right, you and the significant other maybe meet another adventurous couple in one of the massive hot tubs, and you slip away with someone a little strange and exciting, thinking all the while about your partner doing the same so you can take home some new, daring memories. It’s not a boring place. I love the resort. I’m there every few days, grabbing a bite to eat or drinking at one of the smaller bars.

But it’s not the
 Club Strings. The one you hear about. The one where that actress supposedly started an orgy (which is absolutely true, by the way). The one where people get fucked right on the dance floor. The one where there may or may not be a secret sex dungeon (there isn’t – it’s just storage down in the basement) and might possibly be even crazier stuff on the second and third floors (absolutely true).

The resort? It’s fine. But it’s not my debaucherous mind given walls and a roof. I decided if I couldn’t be with Trish, I was going to be with anyone and everyone I was remotely interested in, so long as they met my guidelines I talked about at the beginning of this. So far, I’ve performed admirably. I lost count of my numbers a long, long time ago, but I haven’t gone a day without at least one sexual partner for nearly a decade.

Rachael wasn’t anyone special to me. She was just another number. A beautiful face in a sea of them. I wasn’t interested in her beyond that night. What? I wasn’t. I mean… sure. The sex was fantastic, even by my standards. And yeah, in her eyes, I saw a mixture of playfulness and soulfulness that maybe entranced me a little bit in the moment. But Rachael was just the latest of my toys. I screwed her. I would move on. And I wouldn’t think about her again.

Yeah. Right.

* * *

I woke in a nest of emptiness to the pink of the sun on the horizon. Rarely did I ever sleep more than four hours a night. I used to sleep upwards of twelve back when Trish’s death was still fresh on my mind. Blankets were comfort and sleep meant shit didn’t hurt.

Now though, my mind burned too bright to sleep for long. It didn’t hurt that I programmed into myself a love of exercise in the mornings, with a high nearly as compelling as orgasms. I rolled out of bed sour about the night before, but ready to move.

The sheets from the night before were jumbled in a mess at the foot of the bed. I satisfied myself the night before with a single clean sheet thrown haphazardly over the bed. Poor Chasey, I thought to myself with some amusement. My sexy, MILFy housekeeper was a refugee from a war-torn country. She fled here with her children when her husband was executed for speaking out about the oppressive dictatorship of their country. Chasey wasn’t exactly her real name, and she wasn’t quite a United States resident in the legal sense of the term, but her paperwork would check out with anyone who looked into her. Along with my South American friends and several dozen others, I try to help out where I can.

And I know, illegals hired on as the help, what a white guy cliché, but I swear to you, it was her idea. She worked in a hotel in her native country, and in comparison, working for one fabulously rich guy, his sex-starved assistant, and their companions was a lot easier than cleaning dozens of hotel rooms every day. Plus, I paid her a hundred grand a year and her kids would be set with college scholarships or one hell of a hefty down payment on a house if they opted to go into other fields. I make sure my people are taken care of, always.

Chasey was an early riser too and just coming into the house to get started for the day when I slipped out of the bedroom to head for the master shower. She was dressed in high waisted jeans that hugged her curvy cougar ass nicely, and a long-sleeved black shirt just wispy enough I could see the outline of her bra underneath. Chasey smiled up at me and asked, “Good night?”

There was little fear of waking the others. The rooms were all designed to be essentially sound-proof, unless you were outside on the balcony. “Pretty good. I left you something of a mess, though.”

She gave me an impish grin. “So Pin must have found you a new friend.”

I thought about all four of those asses side by side and grinned. “Yeah. One or two.”

“Would you like some help cleaning up this morning? Or do you still have company?”

Chasey wasn’t talking about the bedroom. When she first came to work for me, she was still in a period of mourning that lasted nearly six months. I didn’t make a move on her the entire time, physical or mental. I helped her with her paperwork, got her sorted with the job, and that was it. But one day, she showed up for work dressed to kill, gripped my cock, and guided me to my bedroom to fuck me good and silly until she’d come three times. I explained to her I didn’t want a relationship and she told me she’d already discussed all this with Pin. Ever since then, just like with my assistant, Chasey and I have been pretty open about using each other when we needed to get off.

I gestured at the bathroom, and she came up the stairs, her smile broadening. I always had room in the shower for more.

Flashes of Rachael early that morning raced through my mind, of the hurt on her face in that shower, of watching her storm out. I tried to fight the images away by grabbing Chasey and practically tearing the clothes off her, frantic to get to her warm, enveloping cunt and the humongous breasts no amount of cloth could completely hide away. When I lifted her shirt, Chasey’s big breasts spilled out of the flimsy black bra underneath, her fat nipples peeking out at me. I loved how big they were, especially with the areolae. The big reddish pink rings were larger than my fist. I leaned down to suck one into my mouth, my fingers scrambling at her jeans as she laughed breathlessly.

“You’re really pent up, sir,” she murmured to me. She held the back of my head to her nipple and arched her back, moaning in pleasure as I nipped lightly at the hard nubbin.

“I want to fuck these this morning,” I said, pulling back just far enough to speak before I sucked on the nipple again.

“Yes sir,” she murmured.

We managed to get her pants down. I was only wearing a pair of boxers and dropped those. She gripped my hardness and gave me a squeeze before darting into the shower and starting up the spray. I chased her in there and Chasey dropped to her knees, her fantastic round ass resting on her heels as she sucked me down first, giving me a blast of her dark eyes. The water cascaded down her back, and she pulled off me with an audible pop.

“Don’t hold back,” Chasey murmured. “I know you need it. Fuck my tits, sir.”

I knelt to slap my cock against her nipple, and she grinned up at me, cupping her breasts and making an immensely fuckable valley. I slid my cock in between her tits, loving the feel of her warm, shower-slicked skin against mine. I took Chasey’s advice and didn’t hold back. I wanted release and I wanted it now. Despite having come so much last night, I felt like I could have fucked someone a dozen times that morning. That kind of aggression gets me in trouble if I hold onto it too long.

My cockhead squicked in and out between her breasts, with just enough of me poking up through her mountainous cleavage that she could on occasion chase it with her long pink tongue. She was showing off for me, the sexy cougar.

Someone knocked and poked her head in. Kelly, if I had to guess. She whispered something to someone behind her, and Pin prodded her in. They were both naked as the day they were born, and Chasey glanced over at them with a smile. Pin roped her arms around Kelly and rocked with her as she watched me fuck Chasey’s tits. Chasey was strictly straight, which Pin must have whispered in Kelly’s ear. That didn’t mean they couldn’t tease me, and Pin’s hand sank to Kelly’s very pink, very well-fucked pussy.

The extra visual stimulation set me off, and I pulled back from Chasey, stroking my cock. “Come here, girls,” I said, and pointed to the ground next to Chasey. Kelly and Pin pranced over and knelt beside my sexy housekeeper. I gave my cock a few last jerks and pressed it first to Chasey’s full lips. She got my first few blasts for helping me out, and then I aimed for Pin, who wrapped her tiny lips around my head and gave me three good sucks before I pulled away to Kelly to let her finish me off. The delicate Hawaiian stunner sucked me as deep as she could take me, nearly to the root, and swallowed the last of my come, staring up at me with those sweet eyes.

When I pulled out, I let myself go limp. I didn’t want to hang around and explain what happened between me and Rachel. Chasey gave me a quick, thorough scrubbing with her expert hands while Pin and Kelly tended to each other some more, already getting up to fresh antics. Pin’s happiness was nice, but it reminded me just how the rest of my night had gone, and when Chasey turned me towards one of the showerheads, I rinsed myself off quickly and headed out of there in a hurry.

As I was finishing dressing for a jog and a workout, Pin rolled in, wrapped in a robe. I glanced at her and tried to smile.

“Seems like you and Kelly are having fun.”

“She’s something else,” Pin agreed with a small, private smile.

“Take the next few days off.”

Her eyes widened. “I… would appreciate that. Thank you. Do you need me to-?”

“No,” I said, tying one of my shoes.

She hesitated, then said, “But I should-”

“No,” I said, my grin somewhat more honest. “Only question is, do you want this place for the week, or the guest house?”

“Actually…” Pin said, and looked away from me. “I was thinking about the house on Tully?”

I owned a second house in the heart of the city. It’s not the mansion, but it’s a different kind of terrific location. It’s close to great shopping, some of the best restaurants outside my resort, and both the civic center and the stadium are within walking distance. We put our personal guests in there when we don’t want them staying at the mansion or the resort.

I finished with the other shoe. “Anything you need.”

She came over to give me a shoulder rub. “I take it Rachael…”

“Yeah.” I remembered a promise I made last night. “There is one thing I need you to do. Text me the full names of everyone that was here last night. I meant it. Our doors are open to them. All of them.”

“I’ll get it taken care of over breakfast.” When I opened my mouth, she closed it with two delicate fingers under my jaw. “Relax, Rob. It’ll just take me a few minutes to get them on the list. No more work after that.”

“Okay.” I stood up and gave her a quick peck on the corner of her mouth. “You have enough money?”

“Oh yes.”

“Good.”

I heard our other two guests up and giggling somewhere down the hallway, so I slid out onto the balcony and down the set of stairs to the beach. I liked an MP3 player for my jogging and workouts instead of my phone. A phone distracted me too much. I plugged my buds into my ears and started up a high-intensity workout playlist.

I decided to run towards the general direction of the club. I kept a spare set of clothes up in my office, and I had a small shower installed a few years back for just this very reason – and because I found myself fucking in my office so often. Pin can be very enthusiastic and buoyant about payroll reports.

As quiet as my stretch of the beach might have been, it was already blooming with life that morning. I saw a few families setting up for the day, a yoga teacher I knew just well enough to say hi to, a few other regular joggers. My mind on Rachael, I ignored them today, rubbing my fingers and muttering as I passed them, “Clean up after yourselves, clean up after yourselves, clean up after yourselves.”

I passed the street to the club a short distance from the beach and kept going. I wanted a good, hard workout that morning. My body ached from the night before in a way I probably could have controlled but didn’t want to. I built up a good sweat pounding through the sand, and when I figured I’d gone far enough, I was stunned I’d gone so far. I turned onto a road leading through a residential maze, found my way out, realized I was running down a cul-de-sac, and found the right way on the second try. By the time I circled back around to the club, I was dripping head to toe, just the way I liked it.

Club Strings takes up three tall stories. Some call it an eyesore in the city, but the whole point was to be garish. The structure is mostly designed like a bullet laid horizontally and much taller. The back facing away from the entrance was flat, pleasant, and almost all windows of two slightly different tints, both of which were shades of red. Towards the point of the bullet, cream-colored latticework covered the windows and spiraled up and around the windows. A park around the entrance held two long strips of palm trees interspersed with benches. At the top of the small set of stairs, my security team watched the doors during business hours. We were always closed this early in the morning for cleaning and upkeep, so no one was there now except a handful of employees. I headed for the employee entrance around the side. That door fed into the basement, and I walked through the rows of boxes quickly to the building’s private elevator.

The first floor is pretty much what you’d expect from a club. A huge stage for live music took up most the focus on one end of a massive, open floor plan. Four circular bars at the center of the club usually ran each night with four bartenders apiece. The bars and the track-lit flooring were planned by master set designers and electricians. Lots of color and brightness options could light the place up for any need, from laser shows if we had a rock band playing to batshit crazy neon displays for house and EDM music. There was no such thing as VIP treatment on that floor. It was the draw. If you got in the doors, you were guaranteed to dance with actors, singers, athletes, tycoons. You did not get in by waiting in line. There was an online process, and we had stringent security checks outside the doors.

The second floor was by invitation only from my staff and trusted VIPs. My staff, no matter what the rumors might say, are not whores and gigolos. If you see one of my staff on the second floor who isn’t a bartender, waiter, or security, it’s because they want to be there in their off-hours. We have one of the harshest zero-tolerance policies for groping or sexual harassment. Try to touch one of my staff members on the first floor, you’re going to be tossed out – and I do mean tossed. Try it on the second and third floors, and I will ruin your life. If you’re there, you count every blessing you’ve made it to the pinnacle of sex clubs in America. Yeah, I’m bragging. But it’s not an idle threat, either. From my office, I have ousted sexual predators. I have taken the keys to their kingdom straight from their hands and brought them to rags with just a few commands. If you want to fuck in my club, you do not fuck around.

The second floor is, bluntly, a swingers’ floor. Or a hookup club. Or whatever you like to call it. It is designed to accommodate the pleasures of its guests. There are multiple lounges separated from each other only by the backs of beautifully designed u-shaped couches. At the center are two bars – one for liquor, the other for pleasure. There you can leave your name and your fetish, and if there’s someone matches your tastes, a meeting will be arranged. We do not allow anything illegal, but everything else is fair game. There are toys, whole wardrobes, dressing rooms, showers, even a long Roman bath. Every weekend, stripper poles and go-go cages are brought in, and performances are welcomed. We have a series of regular bawdy and hypersexualized shows, and we are frequently the hosts of private one-time-only viewings of celebrity pornos from people who want the thrill of having starred in such a thing with the anonymity my club ensures. The music on this floor is typically piped in from the first, at a much lower volume, but we frequently bring in live bands and musicians.

I have fucked names in that room in combinations that I will forever fantasize about. For my thirtieth birthday party, Pin arranged for a conga line of celebrity tits and ass that left even me utterly spent. I have fucked princesses in that room. Honest to God princesses.

This floor is the domain of Fiona Nugero, my club manager. She was also the architect for the building, and so intrigued by my ideas and visions for the club she asked to be a more permanent part of it. You might be expecting me to describe another busty beauty or exotic woman I’ve bedded, and while it’s true Fiona and I have slept together a couple times, she’s a fifty-something brunette who gave up to gray a few years back. She’s got a mole on her cheek she hates but doesn’t want removed, she’s got an extra forty or fifty pounds to her, and her butt’s about as curvy as a post. I told you, I don’t just sleep with women for their looks. Fiona’s got one of the sharpest, wittiest minds I know, a head for management, and just as much fury as me when someone tries to get handsy with the staff.

Under her guidance, the club has prospered. Fiona has a gift for leadership. She cultivated our first-floor manager Gordon from his hire to his rise to his current position, and he’ll no doubt succeed her someday and I’ll be damned lucky for it, just like with her. Her shift managers are rarely late, genuinely enthusiastic about their jobs, and most admire Fiona. There are always problems, of course – this is a big place, and we go through bartenders and servers pretty regularly, especially when there’s an opening at the resort where things are generally far more chill. But I am confident I could not have made this place such a success without Fiona.

The first floor is wild. The second floor is opulent. The third floor is me, reflected.

I had a few specific motifs in mind for Fiona when she designed this floor. Two rows of private lounges surrounded a small foyer. At the center of the foyer was a single large circular bed surrounded by sunken couches in half-moons, with stairs dividing them. There were no bartenders allowed up here. No staff, save for Fiona, Pin, or a very select few I could trust.

On the third floor, you could have privacy, but the walls were thin, membranous. Fuck someone against one and you could see the dark shadows of their bodies, fleeting visions of lust. The centerpiece to the ceiling above the foyer was a circular mirror lined in stylish “cracks” that were purely decorative. The lights in the entire floor could be shut off and focused on that bed. It was the exhibitionists’ center.

The handful of people allowed up here on a nightly basis were generally picked by Pin. If a power couple hit it off on the second floor, she might bring them up here for more privacy. Sometimes she plucked couples from the dance floor to bring them up here and make them feel like royalty. It gave the whole club a certain sense that anything could happen to any of our guests. Pin would have brought the volleyball girls up here to explain to them who I was and what I wanted before taking them to my mansion.

It was that floor I headed to first. No one was around, but the elevator dropped back down to the second immediately after the doors closed, and I knew Fiona would be on her way up as I headed to my office. She liked to check in with me most mornings, just a quick five minutes to update me on anything that might require my attention, of which there was generally very little.

My office here was more like a lounge, with a designer couch and two arm chairs around a wood-based coffee table topped in enormous polished crystal. It wasn’t actually worth much. I bought it from my dentist when he was swapping offices. I thought it looked cool and mysterious. Pin and Fiona both thought it was gaudy and clashed with the room.

My windows overlooked the rest of the floor and the streets below leading to the beach. On the horizon, I could see a sailboat cutting through the water. You’d think I loved the ocean, but the truth was, I was terrified of it. Had always been ever since I was a kid and got stung by a jellyfish. I thought owning property near the water would change that, but nope. No amount of trying to coax my brain into thinking the ocean was fine could help me.

I headed into my small bathroom and stripped out of my clothes. I showered for the third time in something like six hours, and grinned into the spray. Sure, one of those times had ended poorly, but still, the thought amused me. I left my running clothes in a hamper, and used a small tablet built into the wall to let the staff know I had clothes to be cleaned with the towels and linens. Tomorrow I would come back to my shorts and tee shirt cleaned and folded in a bin beside the hamper, ready for me again. It was pretty cool having my kind of money.

I settled in. Fiona came up and outlined the nightly report for me. A few fights, a D-lister got tossed out, a bartender was fired for dealing weed. Not much earth-shattering. After we talked about my companions from the previous night getting lifetime access to the club and resort, she returned to her office and I stalked the building, feeling like I was doing more to annoy the employees than help.

Hunger started to poke at me just enough to where I decided I’d better get something to eat. I called over to the house to see if Paige and Eve were still there, but Chasey told me they took off an hour ago. That left me in more of a bad mood. I didn’t want to run into Rachael, so I decided to avoid the restaurants at the resort and head for a small bistro nearby instead.

There, I stood in line like a regular because I’m not a complete asshole who would use his powers to cut in line. When my turn came, I ordered a feta and spinach wrap with a side of bacon. You always order the bacon there. They dip it in flour the night before. Trust me, it’s a thing, and it’s perfection.

As I waited for my food off to the side, I occupied my time studying my phone until I heard a familiar voice mutter, “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me. Are you stalking me?”

I looked up, and there beside me was Rachael. I groaned, and glanced at the person behind the counter. “Sorry. Give her my food. I’m gone.”

“I don’t need your charity!” Rachael snapped.

By now we had everyone’s attention. I was pretty well known as the club’s owner, and they were pinning me to the wall with their eyes and half-hidden smirks. “Then give it to someone else,” I told the amused clerk, and stormed out of there.

Rachael caught up to me twenty yards outside the door, grabbing my arm. “Hey. Asshole. Did you mindfuck us last night?”

* * *

I poured her a shot of whiskey and a double for myself. It wasn’t even eleven yet, but we downed them like it was happy hour.

“How did you know?”

“Are you kidding me?” Rachael asked, still snapping off her words. “Paige came just from eating us out. You think that doesn’t have some kind of magic bullshit written all over it?”

“It’s not magic. At least I don’t think it is. And you’re awfully accepting of all this.”

“I was up all night thinking about how impossible it was. All night,” she repeated. She looked it, too. Don’t get me wrong, Rachael was still stunning even without makeup and with bags under her eyes. But the bleary look and unkempt hair spoke volumes. “I kept wanting to explain it away. You couldn’t have drugged us because we were obeying your commands like good little doggies before your girlfriend served us that seltzer.”

“Pin’s not my girlfriend.”

“You made her get a tattoo with your name on her ass!” Rachael shouted.

“I didn’t make her do…” I gripped the edge of my desk and rethought that. Trying to control my temper, I said, “The things I’ve made Pin do have all been to help her out.”

“And your dick.”

“Goddamn it, Rachael.”

“How does her getting a tattoo of you on her butt help her? Huh? How? How does having your own sex slave-?”

“Enough!” I said. “Pin is not my sex slave. She is not my girlfriend. She’s my assistant, my friend, and my fuck buddy. I’m not apologizing for any of that. She told you what to expect when you came up here.”

“She told us you were a fun guy, you were careful, you were rich, and you were one of the best men she’d ever met.”

That broke my anger against the rocks. “Wait,” I said. “Pin said all that?”

“Yes! And we bought it. Every last word. Did she mindfuck us too?”

I breathed deep, and rubbed my fingers together. “Remember every command I gave you last night.”

Rachael’s eyes opened wide, and immediately her thighs parted. She was wearing a simple pair of khaki shorts and a tee shirt, the hint of a white bra peeking out from the neck now and again. She blinked, and leaned forward. “You did that with your hand every time you did something to one of us.”

“Yeah,” I said. I leaned back and sighed. “It’s mind control. It’s not magic. Anyways, nothing I did last night changed who you fundamentally are.”

“You still… you made us… we…” She collected herself and hissed, “We hooked up with each other. Paige never had a lesbian experience. Now she and Eve are practically in love. I had the best orgasms of my life. How is that not fundamentally changing me?”

“You’ve got a point,” I admitted. “But I can’t make anyone do anything they don’t want to. Think back. Did I pressure anyone?”

“Nooo. But.”

“I helped you with your inhibitions. And yeah, I gave Paige a few more orgasms than I probably should have. I hope she’s drinking lots of water today.”

“Prove it,” Rachael said.

“Prove what?”

“That you can’t make someone do something if they don’t want to.” She reached across my desk for a stapler. “Tell me to staple my hand.”

“I’m not doing that,” I snapped.

“Tell me to do it. Do your finger rub thingie.”

“No. This is insane.”

“Fine. Goodbye, asshole. See you on the other side of never.”

I don’t know why I said what I said next. If Rachael walked out of there at that moment, my problems were solved. She would be gone from my life and I’d never have to speak to her again. But my heart won out over my mind. Fucking romantics, man.

“Slap yourself silly,” I said, rubbing my fingers.

Rachael stopped and for a moment, I thought she might do it. I nearly commanded her to stop when she stared at me. “What?”

“You didn’t do it.”

“Try it again.”

“Slap yourself silly,” I commanded.

Still nothing happened. “You’re faking it,” she said. “You’re not doing the right finger gesture thing.”

I stepped closer so she could watch my hand just inches from her face. I rubbed my fingers together, thumb to my middle and ring fingers. “Slap. Yourself. Silly.” I commanded her. She stared at me, still furious, and I still rubbed my fingers. “Take off your shirt.”

She jerked it off so fast Rachael sent an elbow smashing against my jaw. I tasted blood and I didn’t care. She tossed aside the shirt and grabbed me around my neck. Her lips crushed against mine and I reached down to squeeze her ass and lift her up, carrying her to the desk. I stared down unabashedly at the valley of her breasts in the plain cotton bra as I worked at the button on her shorts. She dragged her fingernails into my neck, panting hard and lifting her ass when I had her shorts undone so I could slide them down. My pants were down in a flash, my cock throbbing to reach her sex. Her panties matched her bra, old, white. I jerked them down and out of the way, and her cunt was already slick for me.

I rubbed my fingers right in front of her eyes. “Think about this and answer truthfully. Are you sure about-?”

“Yes, fuck me, goddamn it,” she gasped, and gnashed her lips against my shoulder when my dick slid home. Even through my shirt, her fingernails dug into my flesh. I pumped into her with harder strokes than I’d fucked anyone the night before, and she gripped me tight, unable to do anything but hold on as I leaned her back against the desk, her legs kicking in the air uselessly as my cock found her depths again and again and again.

We said nothing to each other. We didn’t kiss. We fucked. I leaned back just far enough to jerk the cups of her bra down so I could suck and nip at her nipples. She grabbed the back of my head and shoved me into her breasts, her ankles coming around my ass and locking together as I fucked her so hard she scooted up and down the desk with every thrust. Then I was lifting her again, unsure where I was going, my lips at her throat as I twisted with her and pressed her against the glass looking out at the third floor of the club. Anyone out there would have seen two shadowy figures against the reddish glass but that was it. Her ass slid up and down as my cock fucked its way to her core, making her cry out as she nipped my earlobe, her breath a hot roar against my sensitive flesh.

“Ah, ahhhh, ahhhh!” Rachael came without warning, her body quivering. The orgasm barely seemed to register with her. She placed a hand on my chest and pushed me backwards. I set her down but chased her still, my hardness pressing against her stomach. She dropped to her knees and sucked me down, tasting herself and staring up at me with fury in her eyes. She wasn’t shy about teeth, but she wasn’t long on her knees, either, rising up and grabbing me by my length. I grunted in surprised pain but she wanted me to follow her, and follow her I did to my chair. I plopped down, my ass sliding against the leather, and she mounted me fast, her knees spread wide around me. I leaned up to kiss her and she shoved my head back, rolling her hips as she guided my raging hard prick into her cunt again.

I gripped her ass as she rolled her hips on me. Rachael went right for what she liked, a trait I love in women. She kept her grinding short, driving down with her hips and keeping me pinned. I loved the feel of her ass in my hands and slapped it with a sharp crack. She hissed wordlessly and I took that as a sign to do it again. I spanked her ass again with the other hand, and she reached down to play with her clit, rubbing it hard as I sought her nipples again with my mouth.

I took back control and gripped her ass again, lifting her as she tried to wriggle free. Instead, I turned and pushed her down into the chair, kneeling between her legs. Her pussy lips throbbed from my fucking, and she was so wet from her earlier orgasm. I drove my tongue into her slit and slurped up as much of that juice as I could – and I mean slurped. I reached up to grasp her breasts as I ate her out, and she spread her thighs wide, nearly doing the splits on the chair. When my mouth brushed her clit, my hands came back down and I sank three fingers into her core as I sucked at her sensitive nub. She went wild almost right away, her hands gripping the back of my head again and thrusting her hips up at my mouth. She came with a rush of fluids, soaking my chair, my mouth, my fingers.

I stood up and shoved my fingers at her mouth. She sucked them down, staring at me with that same fire as she gripped my cock and jerked me hard. I had been on the edge for a while, and allowed myself the release I desperately needed, guiding my cock towards her tits and firing, firing, firing. Blast after blast of my come spattered her chest, her neck, her taut stomach. She stared down at the mess I’d made and without a word pushed me away as she stood back up. Rachael grabbed a handful of tissues from the box on my desk, wiped herself down, and picked up her clothes. We dressed, and she left, almost running out of my office.

* * *

Fiona glanced up at me as I stormed into her office, still doing up the buttons on my shirt. She was on the phone, and I made a throat slitting gesture. She said, “Let me call you right back,” and hung up. “What’s the matter?”

“The bartender, the one you fired last night. Was he slated to work tonight?”

“Yes. I’ve got a replacement coming in. It’s not a big deal.”

“Give them the night off, paid for the confusion,” I said. “I’ve got it myself.”

Fiona blinked at me. “Okay. I can do that.”

I walked out of her office and headed down to the first floor. We had hours yet before we opened, so I busied myself with meaningless work, sweeping floors that had already been mopped and swept, rearranging liquor at my station, cleaning out shakers and trying not to drive myself or my staff crazy.

Why, oh why, out of hundreds of women was this one driving me so bugnuts crazy?

We open the doors at five with the house DJ spinning until whatever band we had scheduled played at nine. We get the bulk of our clientele from about eight onwards. Most the people who wander in earlier are looking mostly out of curiosity, but sometimes we do bring in some variety acts or smaller bands to play earlier and that night was one of those. An upbeat Latino band came in a few hours early to get acquainted with the floor manager and the techs. I wandered over to shake their hands and the techs gave me the hairy eyeball. They’re real touchy about the stage and equipment, and with good reason. Our sound system is one of the best in the world. I might have owned the place and Fiona ran it, but the techs? They were its magicians behind the curtain.

When the house music started, customers started trickling in. I thought the work would help calm me down – having something to do always focused me, and it used to help with the Alzheimer’s at least in the early days. Instead, I found myself walking up and down the length of my bar, passing out drinks quickly and making small, stupid mistakes at the till. Pin and Kelly surprised me with a visit, sidling up to my station when I wasn’t looking. I fixed them both a Long Island, and we had a quick, shouted conversation about their day before I got busy again. They spent most of it lazing on the beach. Tomorrow they were going out on one of the tour boats to see if they couldn’t spot any sea life. I made tentative plans to join them, but truth was, I was more in a mood to return to my mansion and sulk for a few days until Rachael left.

When the live music started, they headed towards the stage, fresh drinks in hand. We had a lot more people show up than I expected to see. A few I recognized and shook hands with, and Paige and Eve fluttered around the corners of my periphery. They waved, I waved, and then I was swarmed by customers centered around an actress from one of those cyborg alligator films from a few years ago, Bambi Clarkston. Even in a sea of the beautiful and handsome, the actress stuck out. Long, wavy black hair that nearly teased the top of her slim ass. A classically beautiful face with soft, enchantingly blue eyes. A little pout to her lips, a little darkness to the looks she cast the room, but when she smiled at something someone near her said, it transformed her from stormy to rainbows.

She paid me no mind save to order a drink. I wasn’t advertising I was the owner, and while I was good looking, let’s face it, you could have thrown a rock in any direction and hit a guy who belonged on the top one-hundred handsome list for the year. Besides, I had no time to flirt. Her entourage wanted drinks too, and I whipped them up and across the bar as fast as I could make them.

The starlet disappeared into the sea of bodies, and I paid her no more thought for a couple hours. I kept occupied serving drinks, listening to the band with one ear and my customers’ requests with the other. The music was fantastic that night, and helping me drive away dueling thoughts of Rachael and Trish until she walked in, my blonde vision.

And she was with another guy.


Motherfucker
.

* * *

Rachael didn’t see me. After all, why would she? It was getting on in the evening and the place was filling to capacity. Besides, why would Rachael think to look for me bartending?

The guy she pulled along behind her was definitely cream of the crop in the club. Spiky black hair, a finely trimmed beard, a piercing that tried to say he was dangerous but really just came off like someone had ejaculated jewelry on his face. Skinny jeans clung to his long legs, a shirt I was pretty sure was a woman’s brushed over his thin frame. I wanted to punch him on sight.

Rachael, though, she was drool-inducing. Knee length white skirt that made her ass and her thighs pop. A matching white crop top that crisscrossed her breasts like bandoliers. Her hair was up in a complex bun, with a few tasteful strands showcasing her model’s face. My cock went from nap-time to full sugar-induced party mode in seconds. I nearly jumped the counter, but I stopped myself, gritting my teeth. This was what I wanted. I wanted her out of my life. No complications. No problems.

Someone snapped their fingers in my face and I nearly grabbed their hand and smashed it on the counter. When I fetched their beer, I took their money and said conversationally while rubbing my fingers, “When you’ve had a few drinks of that, you’re going to realize you need to use the bathroom. All you can think about is release, and how good it’ll feel until you just decide to go in your pants.”

The guy shouted at me over the music, “Huh?”

I grinned and shook my head. I gave him his change and he walked away, already giving the bottle a good long sip. It wasn’t long before I saw him sprinting towards the front doors holding his hand over his groin.

Petty? You bet. Satisfying? Ask every bartender who’s had to deal with an asshole like him – so any bartender at all, really.

I tried to find Rachael in the crowd again, but she vanished along with her date. My simmering bad mood was back. By that point, our rock band had finished up for the night to the raucous cheers of the crowd, and the house DJ played some dance hits while the headliner warmed up.

Paige and Eve found me during that time, grabbing drinks and staking a claim at my section. Their hands rarely left each other. They drew guys like flies, and pleasantly shrugged them off, making sure they saw their open flirtations with me. Short, curvy Paige was killing it in a tight bodysuit and a delirium-inducing short skirt, and Eve a single shouldered black sequin dress that could barely contain her breasts. Several times she leaned over the bar seemingly for the express purpose of letting her tit fall out. Pasties covered her nipple so it wasn’t entirely scandalous, but holy damn nuggets, did it leave me wanting to take her right there.

But they weren’t long for me. The other volleyball players they’d come to the resort with came and fetched them to the dance floor. Eve rushed back to the bar and leaned across one more time for a heart stopping kiss. She shouted in my ear, “She’s falling hard for you.”

I smiled tightly at that but didn’t respond. Eve put her top back up into place and rejoined her friends.

I didn’t see Paige or her again the rest of that trip.

* * *

Wait, that last sentence sounds ominous, like Paige and Eve might have wound up the victims of the Namelesston Strangler. I just mean they were on vacation. They did vacation things. As much fun as we had together, they did have lives and a blossoming relationship to tend to. They’re perfectly fine, I think.

Shit. Now you’ve got me worried. Hang on.

Yeah, no, they’re fine. They have two happy kids and an old grouchy cat now. That’s cool, I guess. I’m more of a dog person, but hey.

Whew. Back to it.

* * *

Rachael crept back into my periphery just as the smoky voiced singer started into a breathless dance-pop song backed by a sexy beat. By the way Rachael was instantly all over her guy friend, I knew she had to see me. It pissed me off, her flaunting herself that way, but I had no claim to her. No right to walk over there and tell her she’s mine.

That didn’t mean I didn’t want to anyways.

Instead, I served drinks, and watched her dance. She flicked me a few looks from time to time, her sultry smile widening to something fiercer. When she twirled in the man’s arms and rubbed her ass against his groin, giving him a fuck-me look over her shoulder, I nearly lost it.

I’m proud of myself, though. I lasted until the next song before I slapped at the buttons on my till’s computer to lock it down for the night. My phone buzzed in my pocket, no doubt Fiona or Gordon, the first floor’s manager. I gave zero shits. All I cared about in that moment was her.

Rachael thought I was walking to her. I wasn’t. Near the center of the dance floor was the largest cluster of people, and I figured from there, I could find my next fuck fantasy pretty easily. I wasn’t sure yet who I wanted. We had a few former nude magazine girls there celebrating a bachelorette party, and I was thinking another orgy might be in order, but there she was, Bambi Clarkston, dancing with her hands held high in the air, shimmying her ass to the beat and grinning over her shoulder at someone. She would definitely do.

I got within command distance and took up a spot near another beautiful young thing. I rubbed my fingers and said, “Dance with me,” and the stranger turned and immediately started gyrating around me, grinning when I got into it. I loved to dance and I was pretty good at it. I took her in my arms and we ground it out. I moved with her towards Ms. Clarkston, and when I was close enough, I rubbed my fingers and said, “We’re having fun, Ms. Clarkston. Dance with us.”

The starlet grinned in my direction and joined us. “From the bar, right?” she shouted over the music. I nodded, and she swayed and rocked with us. “Great place!”

“Thanks!” I shouted. “I kind of own it.”

“No way!”


I grinned. “I’ll prove it to you later.”

Her eyes twinkled at that and we danced a while. My first partner moved away of her own accord, but at a few murmured commands, the sexy actress’s natural physical attraction to me blossomed. We moved away from the center of the floor, since Rachael wasn’t anywhere near us and I wanted her watching. I found her with her guy, Kelly, and Pin, all four of them dancing in a rough diamond, laughing and rocking that dance floor. Pin caught me staring daggers at the guy Rachael was with and tried to hide a grin, but I caught it. That annoyed me even more.

Bambi caught me looking too. A little jealous pout crossed her face and she stepped in close, shouting into my ear, “You’re mine on the dance floor, Mr. Owner.”

“Still don’t believe me?”

She shook her head, but her smile was warm. I rubbed my fingers and said, “Don’t remember me asking any of these next few questions. Are you up for fucking me tonight?”

Bambi nodded, her hips swaying as she wrapped her hands around my neck. Whatever lotion she was wearing made me drunk off her.

“Are you up for a wild, one-night only experience?”

She nodded again, and the actress’s hand slid down between us. She glanced around, blushing, and gave my half-hard cock a firm squeeze.

“Do you want to come upstairs with me?”

She nodded fervently. Just to be safe, I ran her through my other usual questions, and gave her ass a squeeze when I was finished. Oh yes. She would definitely do.

I grabbed six more people at random, split between men and women, and ran through my checks with them. When I found out they were all clean, I sent them to the elevators to wait for me. Rachael watched all this with gleaming eyes. Pin started towards me, frowning now, and I rejoined Bambi. Her hand found my cock again and she practically jerked me off right there. We were drawing eyes, and I didn’t care, because that was the whole goddamn point.

When Pin was close enough, I shouted, “I’m taking Bambi up to the third floor.” Pin’s eyes widened at that. I nodded towards her, Kelly, Rachael, and the guy. “Come on up too.”

“Rob, is this a good idea?” she asked.

“I don’t give a shit. I’ll see you later.”

I grabbed Bambi’s hand and we headed for the elevator. The guards at the door saw me coming. I gestured to Bambi and the six others, and they nodded and punched the button for the doors for us. We stepped on board. Bambi’s lips crushed against mine and I slid my hands all over that tight ass as the others watched, whispering to each other and nudging. I wanted to fuck her right there in the elevator but that’s not as practical as Hollywood would have you believe. Stop it, and there are silent security alarms galore. I’ve done it before.

We came to a stop and she grabbed my hand. “You really are the owner, aren’t you?” she asked breathlessly.

“Yes.”

“Is what I hear about the top floors true?”

The doors opened and she saw the lounges with their sliding doors. The big bed at the center of the room. The couches surrounding it. The opulence, the obvious dedication to sex.

“Oh wow,” Bambi breathed.

We stepped out, and I directed the six to the couches. To Bambi, I said, “Do you understand what it is I am going to do to you here? You can back out.”

She watched the six others sit around the couches, making nervous conversation with each other as the elevator headed back downstairs. Then Bambi glanced back at me. “This is about her, isn’t it? The blonde you were staring at.”

“Yes.”

“There won’t be any pictures? No video?”

“No.”

“And this is one night only?”

The questions were starting to annoy me. “Yes. If you don’t want in, I’ll take you back downstairs.”

She breathed deeply. “No. I’m in.”

I took her arm and guided her towards the bed. Behind us, the elevator came back up, nearly whisper silent. Pin, Kelly, Rachael, and her man stepped off. The guy said loudly, “Wow. It really is a sex club. And I’m with you three? Hooooly shit.”

Real classy motherfucker. Great pick, Rachael.

She’s not yours. She’s not yours. She’s not yours.

These are the things I said to myself as I settled down one of the sexiest women in Hollywood onto the big bed and prepared to fuck her in front of ten people.

* * *

The bed has hidden surprises.

Attached to the base were four nylon straps ending in padded cuffs. They’re more for show than anything else – the cuffs are held together by Velcro, not locks. Also under the bed is a chest of toys and treats mirroring the one we keep at my mansion. Pin bought the contents of both, as you can probably guess.

I brought out the straps first and left them on the edge of the bed as Rachael and the others settled onto the couch nearby. She sat right next to her new friend, her hand on his thigh. He gaped at us as I also pulled out the chest and laid it on the bed. From it, I pulled out a blindfold first.

Bambi watched me, her hands playing in front of her dress. I came to her and laid my hands on her shoulder. “Nothing here is dangerous,” I told her. I rubbed my fingers and added, “Trust me.”

“I do,” she whispered.

“Good.” I kept rubbing my fingers. “There will be a little pain, but so much pleasure.”

“Yesss,” Bambi hissed, and on the couch, Rachael’s thighs parted as she drew a soft breath.

To the rest of them, I didn’t think I needed to bother with making the commands official. I could handle them if they got unnecessarily involved anyways. “All of you may watch and touch each other if you like. My pet here is mine and only mine.” On second thought, I did add one command for Bambi’s sake. “Not a word of this leaves this room. Nod if you understand.”

Every one of them nodded, even Pin, who wasn’t under my spell as usual.

To Bambi, I said, “Strip for them.”

She did as I told her while I headed back to the chest. From it I selected a simple paddle, and Bambi’s cheeks colored when she saw it. Her dress fell to the ground and she stepped out of it, still in her heels. Underneath she wore yellow playful bikini briefs and a matching bra. She turned around slowly, showing off the cheeks of her heart shaped ass to the watching audience, and I came to her to bend her over the bed. “Leave the high heels on,” I murmured into her ear. She nodded, and gasped when I spanked her bottom lightly with the paddle. “Drop the rest of it.”

She stood up again, and whispered, “Yes, sir.” Already submissive. Good. Bambi reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra. At first she was immensely shy, holding her arm across her nipples as she turned in a circle, staring at the group of men and women watching her. One woman was openly starting to unzip the man next to her, and his fingers slipped under the hem of her skirt. Good. Once two people got going, usually the others would fall in quickly.

Kelly watched all this with her lips parted, her hand clenched in Pin’s. My assistant looked less than pleased about all this, but she also wasn’t leaving, either. Rachael looked pissed, but her cheeks were just as flushed as Bambi’s, and when I slipped a hand against the actress’s to pull her arm away from her breasts, Rachael let loose a soft, pleased sigh. The guy she was with stared at the actress with naked hunger, a bulge starting to form in his pants.

I smacked Bambi’s bottom again with the paddle, a little harder but not by much. She jumped, more out of startlement than actual pain, and I murmured in her ear, “Panties too, pet.”

“They’ll see,” she whispered.

“Yes.”

Bambi spread her legs and turned with her ass to most of them. A few were gathered on the other side and she couldn’t meet their hungry stares as she slid her panties down her thighs, revealing delicate, barely-there pink lips and a thin black strip of hair. I stroked her mound and brought my hand up to her chin, lifting it up so she looked me in the eyes. “Good pet.” She didn’t respond to that so I gave her cheek a firmer spank with the paddle, drawing a sharp gasp from her. “Say, ‘thank you, sir.’”

“Th-thank you, sir,” she said, her voice barely loud enough for the two of us to hear.

I spanked her other cheek just as hard. “Louder, so your audience can hear.”

“Yes sir! Th-thank you for the compliment, sir!” she cried out.

I smirked, watching Rachael’s chest rise and fall with every sharp breath she was taking. “You’re welcome, pet. Now undress me.”

She did, slowly, relishing it. The pleasure Bambi was getting from this was all hers, and it was a pleasant surprise. I gave her a few whispered commands as she worked, namely to be loud for our guests, that my cock, fingers, and tongue would drive her wild, and that she would remember these orgasms the rest of her life (hey, I’m vain, all right?), but I had forgotten to ask one question downstairs, and I asked it now.

“Bambi, are you on the pill?”

“No,” she said, working my pants down. “Please be careful.”

That, for whatever reason, made Kelly murmur under her breath. By that point, she had her skirt up nearly to her pussy, and was openly playing with herself. Pin glanced at her, surprised, then refocused her attention on me.

“I will be,” I told Bambi firmly. “Get on your hands and knees at the head of the bed.”

She was quick to obey, and waited for me, her blue eyes glittering under the light as I dropped the paddle in favor of the blindfold. She swallowed hard as I wrapped it around her head and tied it off loosely. I took a moment to massage her tender ass, making her moan in anticipation. Somewhere beside me, Pin’s hand joined Kelly’s, and the Hawaiian beauty buried her face against Pin’s shoulder.

I undid the Velcro on the manacles, and closed them around her wrists. The straps were too long, so I adjusted them, drawing her arms out and forward, like she was caught halfway through a butterfly stroke. It did fantastic things for her breasts and her ass, and I picked up the paddle again to give her two quick swats before I climbed up beside her and ran my lips across the bruised flesh. Millions of men drooled over that ass, and I had it in my hands, teasing the young actress, driving her crazy with my attention. Staring Rachael in the eyes, I slipped my tongue down to Bambi’s folds and rested my nose against her bleached bud, tasting her soft musk and enjoying myself. Bambi, blindfolded, could see nothing of what I was doing to her, and every time my mouth came away from her pink pussy, she turned her head side to side, as if she could hear my next tonguing or spanking.

I first focused on her pleasure, eating Bambi until she was writhing in my hands. It was hard to stop. She was a firecracker and responded to every slight sensation, from my breath on her slick lips to my fingers spreading her wide. But she didn’t get to come. Not yet. I wasn’t in this for speed. I wanted to torture Rachael, draw this out. I wanted to make her watch me do this.

I pulled away from Bambi’s pussy, and she whimpered, “No, don’t stop, I’m right there.” That wouldn’t do. I grabbed the paddle and gave her a good hard smack across one cheek, making her yelp.

“I’m in charge. Not you.”

“S-sorry.”

I smacked her other cheek. “Sorry, what?”

Rachael parted her lips and said the word silently as Bambi spoke it out loud. “Sir.”

I stared right at Rachael, my hard dick jutting in her general direction as the guy next to her stroked her inner thigh. “Good girl.”

I walked over to the box of toys and knelt to dig out a small folding table from under the bed. I set it up near the edge of the bed by Bambi’s backside, and from the chest came a massage candle and a lighter. If you’ve never had the chance to play with a massage candle, do it. They burn at a lower temperature than the candles you’re buying from a big box store, so they don’t singe the skin as easily. Incredibly fun. Ours had bowls at the base to collect the melted wax. I lit the candle and set it on the end table, then dug in the kit for handwipes. If you play with wax, fellas, get those hands clean first.

I tossed a handful of the wipes and more toys onto the bed – never know when you might want to play with something fun in the moment – and headed for the candle. A good amount of wax had pooled at the bottom of the bowl, but Bambi wasn’t quite ready yet. I slid up onto the bed and grabbed one of several small vibrators. I buzzed it on, but I had no intention of going near her pussy with it, not yet. Instead, I held its tail against her bud, teasing her with it as my mouth returned to her waiting cunt. The actress surged forward and backward, frantic to get more of my tongue in her.

“That feels so good,” Bambi gasped.

I let the lack of a “sir” slide, mostly because I was hungry for her now. Rachael’s new friend had her panties down around her knees and his fingers in her slit. Another woman had her skirt pulled up to her waist as she ground on a guy’s dick, his hands cupping her breasts. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Pin drop to her knees in front of Kelly, her backside to me as she ate her new lover out.

A guy next to them said, “Want some help with that?”

Kelly glared at him. “No. We’re Rob’s girls, huh, baby?”

Pin pulled away from her cunt and told the guy, “Rob’s and only Rob’s.”

I arched my eyebrows at that and Rachael shot them a glare. She grabbed her guy’s hand and gripped it tight, showing him she wanted him to finger fuck her harder. The guy jilted by Pin and Kelly raised an eyebrow at the other untended woman in the room and she nodded. He moved over next to her and their hands began to roam all over each other as I returned my focus to Bambi.

I tongue-fucked her with the same angry energy as I’d done with Rachael that morning, and the hot actress drove back at me, desperate to come.

“Ungh, ungh, ungh, so dirty, sir, feels sooo gooood.”

“This cunt is mine, isn’t it, slut?” I growled into her lips.

“Yours!” Bambi agreed fervently. “All yours, sir, you can fuck me anytime you want to.”

I pulled away and dropped the vibrator beside her in favor of the paddle. When I smacked her ass, she gasped with pleasure. “Did I ask permission if I could fuck you?”

“N-no, sir!”

I gripped her waist and drove my cockhead up and down her slit. I leaned over and snarled in her ear, “Bambi, I’ll screw you any good goddamned time I please. This pussy is mine. These tits are mine. Your slut mouth is mine.”

With that, I plunged into her, hard. She yowled with pleasure, and I snapped my fingers and pointed at the candle. The woman bouncing on the stranger’s cock jumped to her feet and rushed to it, bringing the candle to me. I grabbed her by the back of the head and devoured her lips with mine before I said, “Blow it out.”

“Yes, sir,” she gasped, and did as I commanded. I reached out and tweaked one of her nipples, and pointed back at the man she’d just left. She darted back and mounted him so hard he winced. Poor guy’s balls were going to take a beating on that one.

The candle wax was warm, almost hot, but not hot enough to burn Bambi’s skin. I pulled nearly out of her and positioned the bowl over the small of her back. As I plunged back into her, I breathed, “Come,” and drizzled the wax along her spine.

That was all it took. Two thrusts, and Bambi Clarkston, she of B-movie fame and one of the sexiest women in Hollywood, came all over my prick.

“Oh my fucking God!” she wailed, slamming her ass back against me. I kept pumping into her, and with every thrust, I dribbled more of the massage wax on her back, her ass, her shoulder, her spine. She let out a wordless keen when some fell along the base of her neck, and her head fell forward, her whole body trembling with the force of her extended orgasm. When the wax ran out, I gripped her waist again with one hand and grabbed the vibrator with the other. I teased her asshole again and her head whipped back, her mouth open, no sound coming from her but a wordless wail.

Rachael finally paid her man’s cock some attention, helping him with his zipper and yanking down his briefs. She stared at his cock and moaned, “No, no no no.” I glanced over and smirked. He was maybe half my size, and thin. I don’t know how the condom he rolled on stayed on him. Even as he looked like he’d been slapped, Rachael spun around and fucked him anyways, her ass to me, rising and falling hard.

I think Kelly came about then. I heard her wail, but my eyes were solely on Rachael. The room filled with the sound of slurps, of slapping skin, of moans and swearing. I was leading a symphony of fuckery and grinned to myself. All without controlling my audience.

I was merciless to Bambi. I plunged in and out of her harder than I think I’ve ever fucked any woman before. With the soft handcuffs keeping her arms splayed out, she couldn’t even hang on. All she could do was make fists with her hands and slap that fine ass back against me. I jerked out of her and shut off the vibrator, coming around the front of her, my cock wet with her own sex.

“Have you ever tasted yourself before, slut?”

“N-no,” Bambi moaned. I reached behind her and smacked her ass with the palm of my hand. She responded by opening wide, and I stuffed my cock into her mouth. She spread around me, her tiny tongue taking small laps underneath my tip. I didn’t want her to tease me. I wanted to fuck that face. I ran a hand through her black, lustrous hair and swept up a fistful of it. She hurked when I drove her face further down on my cock, the blindfold still in place. I pulled back and gave her a moment’s reprieve before fucking Bambi’s mouth again and again, watching Rachael glare at me over her shoulder as she tried to derive what pleasure she could from the guy she was riding.

I decided I wanted Bambi to see me, so I jerked the blindfold from her. Her eyes watered as she stared up at me, my cock rooted in her tiny mouth. I asked, “Has anyone ever used you like this?”

I pulled out of her and she gasped, “No. Never.”

I drove my cock deep again and stared over at Rachael, knowing the answer I was about to get. “Is this the best fuck you’ve ever had?”

“Yes, sir,” Bambi whimpered. This time she was the one who dove down on my cock, holding me deep as long as she could as she stared up at me with those beautiful blues.

“Are you mine, slut?”

She popped off me and gasped, “Yes, sir.”

“Good.” I reached down and undid her restraints. She worked her hands this way and that, and I told her, “Flip over onto your back. We’re not done yet.”

She did as I commanded, and I gripped her wrists again and redid the restraints. This time, I hooked the foot restraints up too, making sure nothing was too tight but that she was good and stretched out spread eagle before me.

Beside me somewhere, the guy under Rachael grunted, “Oh, fuck, I’m close.”

“No,” Rachael gasped. “No no no no.”

“I can’t, I gotta…” The guy leaned his head back and grunted, “Heeeuuuungh!”

“Fuck!” Rachael yelled.

With a smirk, I ignored them and settled between Bambi’s legs. I drove my cock back into her, spreading that delicate pussy wide. There was no better way than missionary to see how well you fit inside a tight pussy. My dick bulged inside her tight walls, so fucking obscene I wished I’d grabbed a camera. Bambi couldn’t move, couldn’t even bounce with my dick inside her. All she could do was toss her head back and forth as my dick rolled into her. I grabbed the vibrator again and used the clean end on her clit, driving her mad with lust.

Someone else came – the lady who helped me with the candle, I think – and Pin and Kelly were moving together, taking up a less occupied spot of the couch so Pin could ride Kelly’s face. Rachael abandoned her guy and rushed for them, grabbing one of Kelly’s legs and dropping it to the floor before she tongued Kelly’s pink lips.

I wanted to join them more than I wanted to fuck this gorgeous actress, and that annoyed me. Instead, I leaned over her and squeezed her tits together, none too gentle. She liked that, and I sucked one of her hard nubbins into my mouth as I rolled and ground my cock inside her. The other woman in the group came. At some point or another her guy had positioned her doggy-style like I had been with Bambi, and when she cried out her pleasure, he jerked out and shot ropes across her back, his eyes rolling up in the back of his head. I tried to keep track in my head of who had come and who hadn’t, but the truth was, I only really cared about two people’s orgasms in that room. Rachael’s lack of one, and my own at any time I damn well pleased.

I let go of Bambi’s nipple and kissed her, hard. I said against her lips, “Every day of your vacation, you’re going to wake up at the foot of my bed and suck me until I come. Then you’re going to clean me off.”

“Y-yes, sir,” she gasped.

“You will be my fuck rag. I give zero shits about you, Bambi. You exist for my pleasure. Understood?”

“Oh shit,” she whimpered. Off to the side, Pin gave a sharp keen. She must have come. Rachael was still working away on Kelly, but Pin collapsed beside the two of them, sitting on the floor and gasping.

“If I want to come in your ass, I’m going to come in your ass. If I want to feed you to a dozen other guys, you’re going to do it with a smile. A come-covered well-fucked smile.”

“Uh huh!” Bambi gasped, her cunt sucking at my dick greedily.

“When you fly home, when this vacation is done, once a day, you’re going to find time to think about me and what I’ve done to you, and you’re going to fuck yourself until you come so hard you nearly black out.”

She orgasmed like a gunshot. Her back arched as hard as it could, her head whipping back and banging up and down against the mattress. “Oh, God, sir, so. Fucking. Good!”

With that, Bambi Clarkston went boneless. Her eyes rolled up and I knew beyond doubt she could take no more. I jerked out of her and stared around frantically. Everyone had come once. Everyone except Rachael. She saw me striding towards her and stood up, fury still blazing in her eyes.

Her guy said weakly, “Hey, man-”

“Shut the fuck up,” I snarled, and grabbed Rachael to drag her to the bed. I shoved her down onto it, and spread her legs wide, gripping them high in the air. When I plunged my cock into her, she screamed out, “Oh, God, finally!”

I pounded into her wet, sloppy cunt. I have no idea how long we fucked, save that we went at it like animals. Rachael came. She came again. I would not let her escape. I was dimly aware of Pin letting Bambi go, and the actress curled up on an edge of the bed, watching us, her hand at her well-stretched pussy. Every woman in the room stood up to watch this, this end to things. This was it between Rachael and me, I promised myself. This sweet revenge. Of course, I had told myself the same thing in my office and my bedroom too. I knew it for the lie it was. She was my new drug, my fuck toy to end all fuck toys. Kelly sat down beside her friend, grabbing the vibrator I’d used on Bambi earlier and plunging it deep within herself as she stared up at me. Pin stroked my back, looking worried, but she said nothing to the uncaged beast I’d become. Rachael stared up at me, literal drool sliding out of the corner of her mouth as I gave her two, three, four orgasms, all without a command. I don’t know how many times she came and I didn’t care. She was mine, goddamn it, and no pencil-dicked shitheel was ever going to be enough for her ever again.

When I came inside her, it felt like I was emptying a firehose into Rachael. I came, and I came, and I came, my body roaring its approval. I had never come like that before. I’ve never come like that since. When I pulled out of her, it was with an audible pop, and my cream gushed out onto the bed. She stared down at herself wide-eyed, her breasts heaving with the breaths she was taking. Kelly dove down to her pussy, sucking what she could of me up, and Bambi, who I’d honestly forgotten about by that point, fell to her knees beside me and sucked down my first few inches, cleaning me with her tongue. But all my attention was on Rachael as she stared back at me, panting hard. I thought she was going to say something. I thought I was going to say something. But instead, finally, I walked away from her, and this time, it was my turn to collect my clothes and leave.

* * *

I woke to a fantasy, and yet I was angry.

Warmth bathed my cock. Bambi stared up at me. Her head was low, her ass high up in the air as I shook away the fuzziness in my mind. On either side of me were Kelly and Pin, still fast asleep. Pin had to sleep on her side. I’d made up for not taking her butt the other night with a late-night session.

So I had three beauties in bed, two of whom I’d taken their asses. The third was a Hollywood B-lister on her way up to the big leagues any day. And I was irritated because none of them were Rachael. Even I could see how stupid that was, and I let me anger go.

“Morning,” I grunted, trying to smile.

“Moming!” Bambi said, muffled by my dick.

Kelly and Pin stirred awake, and Pin made the mistake of resting on her backside. “Ow,” she muttered.

“Big baby,” Kelly said, grinning across at her.

They both joined Bambi at my prick, and the three of their tongues obliterated me in no time. I didn’t hold back, and in a few minutes, I was jetting come across their faces, their eyes closed. At my order, Bambi cleaned them up with her tongue, and darted ahead of us to get the shower ready.

“How long is she here for?” I asked Pin.

“No idea, boss. You gave me the day off, remember?”

“That doesn’t mean you don’t know.”

Pin grinned despite herself. “Two more days.”

“That’s when I leave too,” Kelly murmured. She blinked rapidly at that, and muttered, “Oh hell. I’m going to cry.”

“Aw,” Pin said, and hurried to her to give her a hug. This didn’t feel like it involved me, so I crept away and joined my actress slut for a long, luxurious shower. Pin and Kelly came in halfway through, but as I’d guessed, there was some distance between them and me now, and Kelly was first out of there, unable to meet our looks.

I shut off my shower, and told the other two, “I’m going to get breakfast started.”

“Oooh, he cooks, too,” Bambi said.

“He does,” I grunted.

I didn’t bother to keep the kitchen very well stocked, but there was enough there to make an egg casserole, a time-honored Blanco breakfast tradition. I thought about my parents as I cooked. It had been a couple years since I was back home. I blinked at that, and redid the math. Yeah. It really had been. My siblings hadn’t been able to come home for the holidays, which gave me an excuse to tend to my own business. “My own business” usually involved me fucking a couple beauties in sexy Mrs. Claus and elf costumes.

I felt shitty. And feeling shitty drove away the last of my anger. When Pin came into the kitchen, rubbing her hair with a towel, I asked her, “Hey. Stupid question. When was the last time I called home?”

She said quietly, “You know the answer to that. You’re just hoping you’ve forgot a call in between then.”

I gave her a wan smile. “Anybody else and I’d probably be demoting them to cleaning toilets for that.”

“Then I’d better keep going while I’m on a roll. Rob, last night…”

“I know.”

Pin rubbed my lower back. “Do you? Rachael’s obviously in love with you.”

I focused on tearing up the bread. “It’s a fling. I’ve told her that.”

“I’ve seen you with hundreds of women. There’s never been one like her.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I know.”

But you never saw me with Trish.

“You have to tell her.”

I ignored that. “Who is she? Really?”

“Volleyball player. Professional model. She’s been on magazines.”

I blinked at her. “Wait. Really?”

“Yes,” Kelly said, entering the room too. She plucked a piece of cheese from in front of me and nibbled on it. “About six of them. Eve too. Is that so hard to believe? You’ve got the lead actress from Kringle Goes Gringo primping herself upstairs.”

Ignoring that, I said, “That’s not what I meant when I asked who she is.”

Kelly swerved around me to get to my coffeemaker. I can’t blame her for the look of confusion she gave it. It’s German, and it has about a thousand buttons on it. Damned if it doesn’t make the best lattes, though. Pin nudged her aside and punched up a few buttons.

“It’s not my place to say.” I glared at Kelly and started rubbing my fingers. She saw the gesture and sighed. “Someday you’re going to have to explain how you can do that. All right. Fine. But this stays between us. Rachael’s leaving the team.”

“Wait, not because of me, right?” I asked.

Kelly gave me a look like I was the dumbest man on Earth. “No. Of course not. She’s been thinking about it for months. Rachael might not seem like it this week, but she wants to settle down. Have a family.”

“Oh,” I said, trying hard to bite back my emotions. Family. Settling down. Exactly the two things I didn’t want. Well… okay, some kids are pretty cool. Declan Malloy’s kids with his wife are fun enough. And my siblings’ kids, yeah, they’re pretty great. Annoying little turds, but they’re not the worst in the world. “Wait, there are plenty of pros who have kids and still play.”

“Mm hm. But she has an offer to be the head coach at a college out west. New Bainbridge. They’re looking to open a whole new program and want her to be the face of it.”

“Uh. They’d be lucky,” I said.

Bambi sashayed her way into the kitchen. She watched us talk as she stole a piece of cheese too. Wasn’t going to be any left for the casserole at this rate. She glanced at the food, and said, “Sir?”

I grinned at her. “You can call me Rob now. You don’t need to do that.”

“It’s fun,” Bambi said, shrugging. “I like not being myself for a while. What you did with your fingers last night, that’s pretty cool.”

“Wait, does everybody know?” I asked.

Bambi, Kelly, and Pin looked at each other, and Pin said, “You aren’t exactly subtle.”

“Shit,” I muttered. “All right, sir it is.”

Bambi grinned. “Well, sir, I’m on a pretty tight diet for a shoot. Do you mind if I skip out and go get something from the resort?”

“No, go on ahead. I don’t expect you to hang on me all week.”

“But I hope you were serious about me, um, cleaning you up every morning,” Bambi said, giving me a little squeeze for emphasis on what part she’d like to clean.

In turn, I squeezed her ass and murmured, “Absolutely. See you tonight?”

“You bet.”

I finished with breakfast, and Pin, Kelly, and I sat down to eat. They had another full day ahead of them, and I had… well, nothing at all, really. My anger from yesterday was gone, and in its place was a dull emptiness. I knew where Pin and Kelly were heading even if they didn’t, not yet. I knew Rachael would be gone out of my life in days.

I knew all this, and I also knew the best thing for all of us was to let it happen.

* * *

Eve and Paige flew out without saying goodbye, at least directly to me. I was in a funk, and kept to myself along with Bambi. They passed along a goodbye text to Pin, which included a very not safe for work video of the two of them locked in a sixty-nine until Eve came with a yelp, setting Paige off too. Seemed her programming hadn’t quite worn off. I got their phone numbers from Pin, and asked if she wanted that changed before she flew out. Paige laughed me off, they told me they loved me much and couldn’t wait to see me again, and that was that.

Bambi left me for good that morning too. After one last amazing blowjob, she and some friends were going to the Siblini island a few hours southeast of the city. We exchanged phone numbers and I gave her a few subtle commands she’d forget about to help her along in life. I’ve seen her a few times since then, mostly at premieres. At the time we slept together Bambi might have been a B-lister, but as you’re well aware, she’s definitely one of Hollywood’s it girls of the moment – and probably for the next few decades, if her producers and directors have any common sense. I mean, did you see her in Freedom Canoe? Jesus, she was robbed that awards season.

Pin… Pin decided to fly out with Kelly. I knew it was going to be forever even if she didn’t. She planned to go out there for two weeks, a little vacation to see if the relationship was going anywhere. The three of us made love one more time. It was gentle, it was joyous. And Kelly had a surprise for me, one that made me laugh, even as I felt the hollow numbness spread.

On her ass, matching Pin’s tattoo was one of her own, a mirror image – ROB’S.

Fuck, I was going to miss them.

* * *

And Rachael.

This is the part where I tell you I found her before she left. That we made things right. That I made love to her, or fucked her so senseless again she agreed to be with me always. The truth was, I did go to her at the resort but she’d already checked out.

I found out her flight information from Pin and Kelly. I drove there. I ran to security, and I convinced them to let me through. You know how I did it. I walked as fast as I dared to not draw attention after that, pushing by gate after gate after gate. And then I saw the crowd. The people lined up to board the plane. I saw her, in simple sweats, a tee shirt, a light jacket. Her name was on my lips. She was halfway down the line. I could have called out to her. Could have told her all the things you’re hoping I said.

I didn’t. I saw her. I whispered the words I wanted to speak to her.

“I love you.”

And I turned around and walked away.

* * *

I woke to my phone buzzing and the acidic taste of the overpriced champagne from the night before still clinging to my tongue. The Brazilian supermodel next to me grumbled something. She damn near drank me under the table last night. Champagne, vodka, tequila. So much tequila. South American girls, man. Nothing like them.

I laid a hand on the swell of her tanned ass and leaned over her for the phone. She groaned, “Not again, my butt can’t take it.”

“You’re safe,” I mumbled. I grabbed the phone and pulled it to my ear just before Pin hung up. “Yeah?”

“Hey Rob.”

It was two weeks to the day since she flew out with Kelly. The day she was supposed to be flying back.

“Hey Pin.” I swallowed hard and tried not to let my emotions peek through the cracks. “Is this what I think it is?”

“Yeah,” she said, and started crying.

I climbed out of bed and went out on the balcony, uncaring that I was as naked as the day I was born. I collapsed onto one of my padded benches out there, and wished I had a beer or something to wash the awful taste out of my mouth. I’d been drinking too much the last couple weeks, but mind control does wonders for practicing alcoholism.

“It’s all right, Pin,” I said. “Does she make you happy?”

“So, so much.”

“Good. That’s all I’ve ever wanted for you.”

“Thank you. I can fly back, I can give you my two weeks-”

“No,” I said gently. “Whatever time you have with her, you take it. I’d give anything for two more weeks with Trish. You understand me?”

“Yes, sir,” she said meekly. “Rob… I can’t thank you enough. You saved me. You’re a good man.”

“No,” I said, my throat jumping. “You were the one that kept me good. I’ll never find anyone like you again, Pin. You were one of a kind.”

She sniffed, and said more clearly, “I have a request.”

“Sure.”

“Let me pick my replacement. Otherwise you’ll wind up with a bimbo who can barely make you coffee and I couldn’t live with that.”

I laughed. “Hey, if it saves me the hassle, done.”

My Brazilian company from the night before came out onto the porch. She had a modicum more dignity than I did, and wore a diaphanous silk robe. She leaned down to stroke my cock as I continued speaking to Pin.

“There’s some other stuff,” Pin said. “I do need to fly back some weekend and get my things.”

“Come on and just ask it,” I said, grinning.

“Ask what?” Pin said, playing dumb.

“Just ask me to have it all shipped.”

“That’s more inconvenience to you and-”

The Brazilian lingerie model had me hard. She turned around and spread her long, long legs to either side of mine and sashayed that ass all the way down until her sweet pussy slid over my hardness, rocking and getting herself wet.

“Seriously?” I asked. “An inconvenience? You’ve cleaned up after me for years and years. Let me pack up your old granny panties and your parachute pants.”

“You loved my panties.”

“Never wore ‘em,” I grunted as the model gripped my cock and guided me into her entrance. Perfect honesty here? I was reading through one of Rachael’s cover shoot magazines and I saw this model in there. I maybe kinda sorta invited her out of some bizarre personal spite, but I was glad I did. Isidora had a pussy like a vacuum.

“Har har. Rob, are you sure? I’d be happy to fly up and finish things off the right way.”

“No. Stop. This is the right way.” Isidora stopped and gave me another look. I mouthed, “Not you,” then said to Pin, “Maybe send me a list, though. Just so I can remember most everything.”

“Okay. Hey. Thanks, Rob. For everything. I mean that. I can’t tell you how much these years have meant to me.”

“No. Thank you. Be happy. Tell Kelly I said the same thing.”

We said our goodbyes, and I hung up. Isidora sighed pleasantly, “Finally.”

“Get off me,” I said.

She glanced behind her, not amused. “What?”

“That was the second most important woman of my life and you want to be a snide, selfish bitch the moment I hang up. Get off me, get your shit, and go.”

She jerked up off me with a wet sucking sound, and glared at me as I started cracking up. “You’re going to regret this, asshole. There are a billion rich white guys like you just begging for a piece of ass like mine. Who are you? You’re no one special.”

I rubbed my fingers. “Come.”

She did, her eyes bulging as her body quivered. Liquid inched down her thigh, almost all the way to her knee, and she whispered, “What the-?”

“Go away. Now.”

* * *

The resort had a number of on-call drivers to pick up and drop off guests at the airport and train stations, and that day’s driver went to grab my new assistant from the airport a week after Pin promised to find me the right someone. I was getting a workout at the gym, powering through an intense cardio workout with my physical trainer Tracy, who should have been a drill sergeant. Between the commands I could give myself and his expertise, I had the body of a twenty-year-old, which isn’t actually hyperbole. Every one of us controllers was like that. I had no idea why. Even the oldest among us looks twenty-ish again.

One thing was certain, though. I had to lay off the booze. I was getting pummeled in the gym, and I was a hot, sweaty mess when my driver sent me a notification that he had my assistant and was on his way.

I had a hope in my heart I’ll share with you, because maybe I’ve had a whiskey or four writing this. I thought the person who was going to walk through that door was Rachael. I had an irrational hope it would be, that she decided to come be a part of my life by working for me, and this misery would end.

But the person who came in was a guy in a rumpled, ill-fitting button down, slacks too short on his legs, and leather loafers so scuffed they looked like they might actually fall off his feet. I looked past him, expecting a beautiful blonde to walk in behind him, but the youthful man smiled tentatively and said, “Mr. Blanco?”

Shit. A guy. What the absolute hell?

* * *

“What the absolute hell?”

Pin said over the phone, “Calm down and be nice.”

“He’s a he.” To Luis, I said, “No offense.”

“None taken,” he said, his hands folded on his lap. He was in the backseat, me in the front passenger side. The driver was taking us back to the airport where I’d send the very nice but all too male Luis on his way with a small check for his trouble.

“Yes, he is,” Pin said. “Very observant. And that’s the beauty of it.”

“Beauty of what?” I snapped. “I can’t sleep with him.”

“Thank God,” Luis said. “No offense.”

“None taken,” I said.

He was boyishly handsome in a way that irritated me. Dark hair, brown skin, bookish in the way women went for sometimes, especially with the thick-rimmed glasses. I couldn’t have him around the women in my life. They’d actually want to sleep with him, and that was my job. Hell, it was why I owned a sex club.

“You won’t sleep with him,” Pin said. “It’s genius. No complications. And he’s a good guy. Maye he’ll rub off on you.”

“He can’t be more than twenty-two.”

“Twenty-three,” Luis offered.

“And he can’t possibly have much experience.”

“I’m sitting right here.”

Pin said, “He’s sitting right there, isn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Stop being an ass. Try him. Please. For me.”

It was the “for me” that got me, and I grumbled, “Where’d you find him?”

“Still right here,” Luis said, his pleasant, almost baffled smile never leaving his face. Goddamn it, it was just the kind of face that women would really like, too. Ugh.

“He worked for Kelly’s accountant.”

I waited, but nothing else was forthcoming. “And?”

“I don’t know, he seemed organized and he made me a good cup of coffee while I waited.”

“I have my resume,” Luis said, “but it’s in my luggage.”

“You picked him because he made a good cup of coffee?”

“And he was organized. Oh, and he had the cutest picture of him with a dog. Let him keep the dog with him. He’s got it back here.”

I sighed and rubbed my face. To the driver, I said, “Take us back to my place.”

“Yes sir.”

Luis sat up straight. “Wait, I’ve got the job?”

“For now.”

He grinned and sat back. “Holy crap. I did it. I mean, I… uhh… you know, I’m qualified and totally ready for this job, and… uh… I did it.”

* * *

Everything Luis did was wrong.

The good coffeemaker? He couldn’t figure it out, even with Pin guiding him. We had to dig out the old machine, the one that took forever. Admittedly, the cup of coffee he made with it was passable, and I liked the spices he added. But it wasn’t the same.

He didn’t understand personal boundaries, either. He was used to knocking and entering, and yeah, okay, maybe Pin told him that was how she handled me and he was just trying to do the job like her. But there’s a lot of difference between your sexy half-Korean assistant barging in on you and your still-smells-like-new-car assistant coming at you with a file folder in his clammy hands.

Oh. Right. He had clammy hands. He nervous sweated. A lot. Pin told me that’s because of me and it’s my fault. Luis was terrified of me. He already saw my power and what I can do, and I already programmed him to keep his mouth shut. I didn’t dare trust him with my companion choices at night because God only knew what nightmare factories he would churn out for me.

Which led me to my next point, and it was a pretty damn big one. I had to work for all the women I hooked up with since he started for me. Boo hoo, right, I’m a mind controller? Except I forget to ask them the things Pin was used to. Half the time they were married, and I didn’t notice until it was almost too late. Then I had to go through and de-program them to send them on their merry way. Or maybe they were mentally unhinged, or they had an annoying laugh, or they were clingy, or a thousand other things Pin wouldn’t have put up with.

My life was in shambles. I would have been better off without a new assistant.

Except Pin insisted. She told me to remember the days after she first came on. About how nervous she was. How she set fires in the kitchen eight times. How she once shredded a file full of financial documents instead of the one full of bad corporate headshots of me I wanted shredded and incinerated. She told me to be patient, that Luis was doing far better than she did at that comparable amount of time, and yeah, okay, maybe on a technical level she was right, but – and this was a huge but – Luis did not have the cutest ass this state has ever seen.

Pin did. I missed Pin.

I missed Rachael.

Shit.

* * *

“No.”

Luis stood in front of my desk, hands folded in front of him. “Sir, with all due respect, she’s fantastic and meets all your criteria. She’s good-looking, single, unattached. She is intelligent and I saw her dance. There’s a raw sexuality there-”

“I said no.”

He fidgeted, tried to work out what to say, and finally blurted, “Sir, is it because she’s black?”

“What?” The question was so ridiculous he finally got my full attention. “Of course not.”

“Then with all due respect, sir, why am I here?”

“Excuse me?”

Luis stood straight for maybe the first time since he walked into the gym. This was weeks on since I hired him, and he still only dressed in one of exactly three outfits I’d seen him in. All his clothes were frayed at the edges. It was distracting.

“You hired me to do Ms. Pin’s job. Now I have told you time and time again I’m sorry I’m not her. But with utmost respect to Ms. Pin, she’s not me, either. I am capable, sir. Picking out your companion is a process I’ll only get right if you’re willing to let me try. Otherwise, what’s the point?”

I leaned back, my mouth quirking. Finally, the kid showed some balls. “All right, where’s she at?”

“Second floor, sir. I thought she might enjoy the burlesque show.”

That was solid logic. Of all the entertainment we brought on to the second floor, the biweekly burlesque show was one of our house favorites. The performers were all jaw-droppingly sexy and the show itself was a brilliant mix of steamy and silly. One minute I could get my rocks off to a solo strip dance from a woman in black lace, the next she’d be cracking jokes while getting her pussy licked by one of her fellow performers. It usually ended in one of the finest lesbian orgies you’ll ever dream about, too. Mmm. Mmm mmm mmm. Imagine half a dozen busty, raven-haired beauties in black corsets and lace underwear going at it on stage while you’ve got a beautiful something on your lap, bouncing to the beat of their music.

I stood up, and Luis looked worried. “I mean, obviously, you don’t have to talk to her if she’s not your type, and…”

“Show me to her,” I said. Sure, I was reluctant, but the kid wasn’t wrong. I had to try some of his picks to help him refine his skills.

We walked to the elevator together. Luis was practically bouncing on his feet, and I thought back to the first time Pin approached me with a cutie in tow. We’d been casually sleeping together since she came to work for me, but she was so eager and sure that I’d like the woman too. And she was right. Pin wasn’t perfect at the job – sometimes the women wanted out for one reason or another. I could be intense. Sometimes they thought they wanted to experiment with another woman in a threesome, but got cold feet. Sometimes, hey, their mood just changed. Happens to all of us. But more often than not, Pin knew. She was uncanny about it. And I have no idea to this day how she knew what she knew.

The first woman Luis introduced me to gave me chills. Not because she was unlikable, but because she was so very much my type. She had fire. I liked her neon painted shoes and her glimmer party dress that looked absolutely wicked under the lights. I liked her bright, garish makeup and her big messy curls. And when she smiled up at us as a pair of dancers squared off on stage to the catcalls of the raucous audience, she flashed us both pearly whites that made me realize Luis maybe had a shot at this.

And that kind of broke my heart in a way.

I wanted him to be awful. I wanted an excuse to kick him out and send him packing. I wanted to fly to see Pin and Kelly in Seattle and beg them to come live with me. The truth was, though, Luis was kind of great. He was organized, Pin was absolutely right about that. I liked the way he had the tea separated out and ready for my afternoon cup. I liked the way he had reorganized my contacts list on my phone – my family first, my closest associates and friends next, my black book after that, then friends and finally acquaintances. I liked that the kid was so clearly trying to jump above the level he’d been given in life, and I could help him with that. If I wasn’t a total and complete asshole.

In that moment, I realized how completely, terribly alone I was. And more importantly, I realized that if I didn’t say hello right here and now, I was probably going to always stay that way.

So I shot a glance at Luis and nodded. The kid’s grin could have lit up half the East Coast. “Take the night off,” I said. “Watch the show, or go out on the town.”

“For real?” Luis asked.

I couldn’t help a chuckle. Damn it to hell, I even liked his enthusiasm. “Yeah, Luis. For real.”

* * *

We walked the beach together. She left her shoes back at the house, her feet naked in the surf as I stayed on the sand. Her name was Devina, and it was hard not to fall a little bit head over heels for her. She moved like she was always on the verge of dancing. Never quite walking, not for long, she twisted sideways, or skipped, or out and out danced. Her hands were constantly shifting as she talked, almost like a language to themselves. It was entrancing, and I found myself smiling often as she told me about her life as a cement truck driver. That had amused me at first, but she was completely serious, and even showed me pictures of her with her rig.

“It’s not you being a woman,” I said when she got mock-angry. “I’ve just never met an actual cement truck driver.”

“Oh yeah, good money,” she said. “I’m learning a crane now.”

“I’d go for the wrecking ball.” Her grin went even wider and I said, “No way.”

“Licensed and everything. We just don’t have much need to use it.”

I roared with laughter, the first time since Pin left me. I had to stop, I was laughing so hard. When I stood up, she darted forward and kissed me, her eyes twinkling. I kissed her back, and took her hand as we started walking back.

“Wanna make out in the surf?” she asked.

I grinned sheepishly. “I’m, uh, terrified of the ocean.”

“Nuh uh.”

“Yeah. It’s the truth. Stung by a jellyfish as a kid. Thought I was going to die.”

Now it was her turn to crack up. “You own a beach house.”

“I thought it might help me get over the fear. Noooope.”

“Come on,” she said, pulling me behind her towards the water.

“I’m serious. It’s terrifying.”

She grinned back over her shoulder at me. “Big baby.”

“Big baby?” I asked, letting her lead me despite my certainty we’d probably both get swept up in the tide and drown at sea.

Okay, so we didn’t go that far into the surf. And when Devina turned, her eyes sparkling, maybe I forgot about the water for a while, lost in the pleasantness of her lips, of her hands running along my back, of the feel of her spangly dress in my hands, her skin so smooth and soft underneath. Her hand slipped down across my ass, groping me shamelessly, and I guided mine to hers, burying my lips against her neck. She gasped softly as I trailed my mouth along her delicate skin, no longer playful.

“I need you,” I murmured into her ear.

“Back at your place?”

“No. I have an idea.”

I stepped back and unbuttoned my pants and let them drop to my shoes in the foamy water. Down came my boxers too, and her hand was on me. Devina gave a soft, pleased sigh at my hardness, and I reached around her and gripped her deliciously plump butt to pull her dress up and over the thinnest veneer of panties. I could make out nothing about them save that they were wispy and lacy. I ripped them off her and her lips crushed against mine. “I’ll get all sandy,” she breathed.

“Not if we do this right,” I murmured back. I knelt, my cock jutting up in the air like it was proposing to her. I pulled her closer to me and spread her legs around my thighs before guiding her down to sit on my lap. With me kneeling like that, she wasn’t going to risk her pussy against the sand. I stared up into her eyes as she reached underneath her and guided me home to her slippery, warm embrace.

Her pussy was sloppy and accommodating, and I loved it. Christ, she was wet. I rocked up into Devina as she rose and fell. Our bodies made squelching noises and she giggled, smacking her lips against mine as she enjoyed the moment. I was lost in her and the waves crashing around us. For once in my life, I was not terrified of the water.

I nuzzled my head against her breasts through the sequined dress. She tugged the lone shoulder strap down one arm, freeing them, and I sought her nipples in the dark as I thrust harder and harder into her. When I found one of her nubs, she cooed with pleasure as I sucked it into my mouth.

“I got you,” she murmured. “I got you now.”

Her breasts were so big, so ripe, and I feasted on them, not just the nipples, but all of them, running my mouth, my tongue along them. She’d spritzed a hint of perfume on her collarbone and I trailed my tongue in a circle around the strongest of the scent, breathing her deep as she took me deep and deep again. All of me fit so easily until my prick was as warm and wet as she was. Her full hips smacked against mine with each downward thrust, and her breathing came harder and harder.

“Like that, Rob, yes, keep doing that,” she moaned. I wasn’t sure what she was referring to so I kept doing everything I was at the moment. One of her hands slid down her trim waist to her big clit, and she rubbed herself on me, faster than the rhythm our bodies were keeping. She tossed her head back, her hips grinding against mine, and she let loose a cry for all the world to hear. “Ohhhh, yesss!”

Devina came like a geyser. My cock was soaked in her come, my hips damp with her. I increased my pace, not letting her come down, not yet. She kept stroking her clit, kept riding me hard, and I gave her everything I could, making her orgasm last. She finally put her hands on my chest and gasped, “Now you lay back, baby.”

I did, the water cresting somewhere near my ass, and she rode me hard, grinding on my dick before bouncing up and down, her big breasts just barely visible in the ambient light. I gripped Devina’s slim waist and marveled at the curves of her. This was how you defined an hourglass figure.

She did something with her pussy I never felt before and have only rarely felt since, like she was fluttering it with Kegels. Her folds gripped my cock and released me, gripped and released. It was as hypnotic as the water pulsing back and forth around me, and I didn’t register how close I was, how much I needed this, until I’d almost released into her.

“Devina,” I gasped, “are you on the pill?”

“Uh huh,” she moaned. “Are you close, Rob? Like what my girl’s doing to you?”

I grinned and said hoarsely, “Hell yes.”

“Come in me, baby. Come in me. Give me.”

Release, I told myself, and I was coming. I’d slept with women since that crazy night with Rachael on the third floor of the club, but this felt truly like the first time I was able to let go. And I did, pouring and pouring into Devina as she grinned down at me, smothering my cheeks, my neck with kisses, her bare breasts rubbing against my torso. When I finished, I reached down and squeezed her ass.

“Well, that’s one way to get over my phobias,” I murmured, and she laughed against me.

* * *

We fumbled our way back to the house, me holding my wet pants, her panty-less and her dress soaked. I left our things in the first-floor hamper with a note that our guest would need some temporary clothes. Devina wouldn’t give me her sizes, and wrote them on the note herself, watching me like a hawk in case I decided I absolutely needed to know her dimensions. She was adorable.

The shower wasn’t the only thing great about the second floor’s master bath. The corner tub was enormous, with whirlpool jets and two headrests for myself and a guest. Pin and I used to make frequent use out of it when it was too cool to hit the hot tub outside, or when I had morning business calls that only required me to be mildly attentive. Devina fell in love with it the moment she saw it, and I set it to fill with piping hot water while we grabbed a quick shower to get the worst of the sand off our legs.

Eventually though she pushed me out of the shower, both of us dripping wet, and made me sit on the edge of the tub while it was still only a quarter of the way full. Devina grinned up at me as she lowered her mouth to my achingly hard prick. Her mouth was nearly as wet as her sex as she sucked at my first few inches before letting my dick go and working her delicate tongue along my tip. She kissed it next, her smile widening as I flexed it, urging her on silently to suck it again. Devina was intent on her teasing, though, and traced my length with her soft, delicate kisses as the bathroom began to steam up.

Her hands wrapped around the base of my cock, stroking me slowly as she stared up at me, her smile staying put. She traced her hands up and down half my veiny prick as she started to kiss me again, working her way back to the tip. There, she stopped, my cock at her lips, and she murmured, “Want this, baby? Want me to suck your big cock?”

So far, Devina had been pretty tame with the language, and the words made my already hard prick feel like steel in her hands. “Yeah,” I grunted. “Suck my dick, Devina.”

She wrapped her lips around my tip, her tongue arching across it with quick flicks as her hands started jerking me faster and faster. She lost her smile and stared up at me as her mouth kept moving further down my cock, taking me deeper and deeper. She inched along, letting me go with one hand and still jacking me with the other. Her free hand reached down to stroke one of my balls, and I placed my hands in the midst of that long, curly hair, not quite pushing her down further, but definitely encouraging it. She took a breath through her nose and sank down to her fist at my base, my tip hitting the back of her throat as she closed her eyes and focused, holding me deep.

She let go entirely, and her mouth sank further still, until she had all my cock in her mouth down to my balls. “Jesus,” I moaned. “Yeah, just like that, Devina.”

She pulled her mouth back slowly, and her hand came back up to pump me again, pulling her mouth back slowly to my tip and plunging back down. I shivered at the feeling of her warm mouth, still so wet, and the sight of her curvy butt jutting out. I ran a hand up and down her back as she sucked me deep again, this time not letting up with her hand. She repeated this, again and again, plunging her lips down along most my length, her hand jacking me harder and harder.

“Mm!” she moaned around me.

I grinned down at her. “Is this turning you on, Devina?”

“Mm hm.”

I rubbed my fingers together and murmured, “Good. Every time you do it, you’re getting closer and closer to your own orgasm.”

She moaned louder, and jacked me even harder, her lips gliding along me. She started to swirl her head side to side, getting her tongue everywhere she could, and I let the pressure build within myself. Fuck, but Devina was good at this. Within minutes she was slamming her face down on my cock, her hand letting me go so she could suck me deeper and deeper. My cock hit the depths of her throat and all she’d do was go even faster with just that one command of mine. At one point, she took me deep, staring up at me, and she slapped a hand out, gripping the edge of the tub as she wailed wordlessly around my cock, her ass jerking once, twice, three times as she came.

She pulled off me, gasping, and I moved. I slid into the water beside her and shut off the valves before I positioned her with her elbows on the side of the tub, that delicious ass jutting out. I gripped my cock and hilted myself in her in one hard go. She cried out, still on the edge of her orgasm, and I loved watching my hips make that ass ripple.

“Mm, Rob, like that,” she cried out.

With our knees steeping in the hot water, I fucked her hard, if not as angry as I had been with the last dozen or so women I’d taken to bed. She took all of me in an effort to get screwed senseless and I watched my balls slap against her skin, my dick plunging in and out of her wet cunt.

“You like this?” I grunted at her with my next thrust.

“Mm, yeaaaah, baby, I love this,” she gasped.

“You like being fucked by my big cock?”

“Oh God yeah, keep fucking me, Rob, keep fucking me.”

I slammed into her over and over again, on the verge of losing control. I smacked her ass and she yelped. “Damn, you’re wet for me, Devina.”

“So wet,” she agreed feverishly, starting to jut that ass back at me with every thrust, wanting me even deeper than we could go. I reached under her and slid my fingers across her clit, teasing it, rubbing it with three fingers. She loved that, and it wasn’t long before her back twisted, one of her big breasts bouncing with each thrust. She had her eyes closed, but her mouth fell open and though she spoke no words I knew what she wanted to say.

Devina was coming again.

She covered my cock again in her juices, her whole body trembling. She nearly fell, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her steady as I rose slightly up. From this angle I could almost fuck down into her, hitting her spot over and over and over again. Her orgasm kept rippling through her,

“Oh fuck oh fuck it’s too much, it’s too much!” she wailed.

I jerked out of her in a hurry, and she turned around, trembling. I helped her sink into the water and pressed my cockhead to her lips again, making her taste herself. She swallowed me down, staring up at me.

“I’m going to come now, Devina,” I warned her.

She plunged down on my cock, letting me know just where she wanted me to come, so I did, letting loose with a animalistic grunt. I fed her shot after shot after shot of my come until it was dripping out of the corners of her mouth. When I pulled out of her, she coughed on some of it, but swallowed it down as a touch dribbled down to those big breasts. She caught me looking and glanced down. A finger swirled through the glob and she brought it up to her lips, grinning at me. “Yum.”

* * *

Devina rested against me in the tub as I idly stroked her stomach with my thumbs. We’d come down from the fantastic sex, and were stretched out languidly. I’d refilled the tub with more hot water, grateful she liked it nearly boiling like me, and she had a glass of wine nearby while I was slowly working my way through a bottle of beer.

“This was nice,” she murmured.

“It really was.”

“Thank your assistant for arranging this.” She glanced back at me. “I don’t… like… owe you or anything?”

I chuckled. “No. I’m not a gigolo.”

“Okay, good.” She mumbled, “Because you sure fuck like one.”

That cracked me up, and I took another sip of beer. “So when do you fly out?”

“Mm,” she said. “Tomorrow morning.”

I nearly fumbled the beer. “That’s too soon.”

“Rob,” she murmured, and slid over into the seat next to me, her hand on my hip. “I’ve got a life in St. Louis. And from the looks of it, you’ve got a life here.”

“I know, I…” I sighed, frustrated. “You’re an amazing woman, Devina. I’d like to at least stay in touch.”

“Sure. I’d love that. But Rob, staying in touch is all I can let it be. A guy like you, you’re dangerous.”

“What?”

She stroked me under the water. “You’ve got money. Power. But that’s only part of it. You looked at me while we were fucking like you couldn’t decide if you wanted to hit me or come in me.”

“I’d never.”

“I know. I believe you. But I think someone hurt you very badly, and I can’t be the person who puts you back together. Besides, you’re not the only broken person in this room.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Oh yeah?”

“Mm. Four years with a guy I loved deeply, and I…” She clicked her tongue and cocked her head, her eyes going distant. “I screwed it up. A coworker and I, we stayed late one night on a project, and when we were done, he invited me back to his place.” She glanced at me. “I said yes. I hurt a man I deeply loved for five minutes of bad sex. And I can’t fix that. You’re my rebound, and I’ve had so much fun, but… what I had with Darryl, it’s still too real to me to jump into something new. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” I took her hand and kissed it before sinking deeper into the water, feeling aches I didn’t know I had slowly seep out of me.

“I told you mine,” Devina murmured.

I stared up at the ceiling. “Mine is really two. When I was in my twenties, my fiancé, Trish and I… we got into a fight. It was my fault. I was sick, and she tried to help. I got mad. She walked out. Wanted to go stay somewhere else for a couple days.” My throat worked. The last time I told this story, Pin was my fresh-faced new employee and we’d just slept together for the third or fourth time. “She was upset. And she ran a red.”

“Oh no,” Devina said, squeezing my hand.

“Mm. It was fast. At least there’s that. But the guilt has eaten at me ever since. I haven’t gotten close to anyone up until a month or two ago.” I opened my eyes again. “Rachael. She’s fire and sweetness and so much damn fun in bed. But it’s more than that. I couldn’t help a connection with her. I wanted to stay closed off but without even trying, she pulled everything from me. I pushed her away, and… I don’t know.”

“You should talk to her.”

“Yeah.”

Devina let go of my hand and relaxed back against the headrest. “But you’re not going to.”

“Did you talk to your guy afterwards?”

Her throat worked. “I’ve tried.”

“This got deeper than I intended.”

She laughed shakily. “Yeah.” Devina pushed herself upright, and climbed out of the tub. She held a hand out to me, tears sliding down her cheeks, and she said, “Come on. Bed time.”

I drained the tub and followed her into the bedroom. We made love, me on top, her with her arms wrapped around me. She said another man’s name, and that was okay. When we finished, I went to cuddle with her, but there was some distance there, and I settled for resting a hand on her side until she was breathing softly. “Sleep deep,” I murmured to Devina, “and listen.”

I gave her commands. Dozens of them. About her desire to not cheat again, about staying true if not to Darryl, then the man who next made her happy and content, who she loved. I whispered to her that she should love and forgive herself. There were other commands too, easy little ones I whisper to most every woman I sleep with – you’ll find it as easy to diet or exercise as you want. You’ll never have to worry about dessert going to your butt. You’ll sleep well at night, untroubled by the worries you have in your day. You’ll call my office if you’re ever in need of something big. If you want a family, you’ll love and cherish them.

When I was done, I slipped out of bed, and grabbed my phone. I stepped out onto the balcony. Trish was out there, her arms folded behind her head as she lounged on a chair. I ignored her, and dialed Luis.

“Yes, sir?” he gurgled sleepily. From here, I could see the edge of the guest house where he stayed, and a light came on from the upstairs bedroom.

“I need you to get in touch with William and have the jet readied for tomorrow morning. We’ll also need a car for us when we land. I doubt we’ll be staying more than a few hours, but I’ll need you to pack some things for an overnight, just in case.”

“Sure. Where are we going?”

“St. Louis.”

* * *

“Does it beat flying coach?” I asked Devina as the flight attendant left us with three mimosas.

She grinned. “Just by a bit.”

My jet isn’t as ostentatious as the rest of my belongings. It’s small, it’s functional. It seats eight, with three crew members up front, including Sally, the flight attendant who was also going through her pilot’s licensing program at my encouragement. I sat backwards facing Devina and Luis, who looked as gobsmacked as she did. This was his first time on the jet. We were currently flying west with barely a cloud in the sky. Absolutely perfect day for traveling, minus a little turbulence from the wind.

We sipped our mimosas, and at one point, Luis stood up to use the restroom. Devina leaned forward, and said to me, “Listen, Rob, this is amazing. But what I said last night, I hope this isn’t some way to try and win me over.”

“No. I swear it isn’t. I needed to get away from the club for a bit and this was a good excuse.” I squeezed her knee. “Besides, I’m desperately looking forward to some toasted ravioli.”

That got a good laugh out of her, and she relaxed. I brought down a monitor, and we argued good-naturedly over whether to watch a comedy or an action movie. We settled on the comedy, and Luis rejoined us. It was a good time. A sweet time. As normal as it got in my life, and I ate every minute of it up, even more so than my assistant or my temporary companion. I drank Devina in, and gave myself a command to never forget this one. I wanted to see her again somewhere down the line, just as a friend, as she’d requested. The sense of incoming loss hurt, but it was a good hurt, for once in my life. I was actually trying to leave a woman behind the right way. Hey, don’t laugh. That’s weird for me.

We landed in the early afternoon, and were greeted with a sleek luxury car not too ostentatious, but definitely comfortable. After Luis loaded our things in the trunk, I drove. Devina was staying in a small two-bedroom house in Clayton, only about ten miles, but traffic was heavy and it wound up being close to thirty minutes. We pulled up in front of her place, and she grinned at me.

“Rob, thank you. This was… this was so over the top. And I love it.” She glanced back at Luis, blinking tears out of her eyes. “And it was all because of you.”

“Aw, no, really,” he protested, but she patted his knee and hopped out.

We helped her inside with her things, and I gave her one last kiss, a chaste one on the corner of her mouth. Luis got a great big smack from her, making him stammer, and we left her as she laughed breathily, shouting, “My couch! My sweet, beautiful couch!”

Luis grinned at me when we got in the car. “That was great, sir. Should I tell the crew we’re coming back?”

“Not yet,” I said. “We’ve got someone else we need to talk to.”

The second address was thirty miles, and this time, traffic caught us even harder. We made it to a duplex in a quiet neighborhood. I pulled right up onto the driveway, and caught the motion of someone glancing out the window. Moments later, as we got out, a tall black man with a shaved head and a beard stepped outside, an eyebrow raised.

“Something I can help you with?” Darryl asked cautiously.

“Hi,” I said. “Yes. I’d like to talk to you about Devina.”

In a heartbeat, I saw it. The pain in his face. The way he just sort of seemed to melt. And I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt I was doing the right thing. This man clearly still loved her. “Is she all right?” he asked.

“Yes, she’s fantastic,” I said. I rubbed my fingers together. “Let’s go inside.”

The place was sparsely decorated, but pictures hung everywhere, mostly of family and Darryl with Devina. He guided us to the kitchen table where he’d been chopping vegetables. “I’m not in the habit of inviting strangers in,” he said, uncertain.

I rubbed my fingers. “It’s all right. We’re really not here to do you any harm. If anything, we’re here to help. I need you to relax. Let yourself listen to the words I’m going to speak, and when we’re gone, you’ll forget we were ever here.”

“Huh? Oh. Okay,” Darryl said, leaning back in his chair and closing his eyes. So did Luis. Damn it, I forgot to instill in him the same safeguards against my commands as Pin.

“Not you, Luis. You’re immune to my commands unless I say otherwise.”

My assistant’s eyes popped open and he grinned. “Whoops.”

I held a finger to my lips. “Darryl. Do you still love Devina?”

“Yes. She… hurt me, but yes.”

“If she came here, would you let her in?”

“No,” he said, his voice thick. “I can’t look at her and not think about them together.”

“Okay. Let’s start with that. Devina still loves you. She’s so sorry for what she’s done. When you look at her, let the pain ease away from you. Remember the good memories. The content ones. We are all human, Darryl. Sometimes we make terrible mistakes. Do you know why she cheated?”

“I think so. She wanted me to propose but I was worried I’d… turn out like my dad. Him and my grandpa both, they beat the women in their lives.”

“You and Devina, in all the time you were together, did you ever touch her in anger?”

“No,” he said immediately.

I rubbed my fingers together. “You never will. Let that shit go. You love her. She loves you.”

“Yesss,” Darryl sighed.

“It’ll be difficult. I know that. But no relationship is perfect. When things get tough, you two won’t hide your fears from each other. You’ll work through things. You won’t lash out like she did. And let her show you she’s sorry.”

He nodded slowly.

“Can you think of any other major problems in your life together?”

“I don’t listen as much as she’d like. I’m kind of a neat freak and she’s not.”

Luis smiled, and I might have too. “So listen when she’s telling you something. And relax about the neatness.”

I ran through a few of the basics with him, same as I had with Devina, and like that, I let him come back to it. We left him in a pleasant daze as he dialed up Devina to ask her to dinner, to talk things out.

She called me when we were five blocks away, crying. “You did this, didn’t you?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Thank you, Rob. Thank you so much.”

“Goodbye, Devina.”

Luis tried to hide a grin behind his hand. I made it a block before I snarled, “What?”

“I did all right picking her, didn’t I?”

I didn’t bother answering that.

* * *

Back home the next day, and I was beat for reasons I don’t know why. I didn’t want to go to work. I hit the gym, but it felt perfunctory by my standards. I never dog a workout thanks to my control, but I hit the exact bare physical minimum to keep myself from breaking my rules, and I walked out of there wanting to fuck or fight something.

Luis was gone for a few days. We’d split up in St. Louis. He flew home to pack some more of his things, and yes, I gave him permission to bring his damn dog to the guest house, so long as he cleaned up after it. So he couldn’t be the object of my grumpiness, and Fiona was too busy to bother with. Chasey was unavailable to fool around with much for reasons of a monthly variety, leaving me bored and listless.

I scrolled through the black book content of my phone, going through names, faces, and a variety of pictures of come-covered faces or tits. There were names in there that would make you sit bolt upright and shout, “Her! Her! Go fuck her!” but I didn’t want them. I wanted Pin and Kelly. I wanted Eve and even Paige.

No. I wanted Rachael.

I didn’t have her number. But I had Kelly’s, and I called her. She picked up with delighted shout. “Rob! Oh my God, how are you?”

I guessed it had been a while since I got in touch. Maybe since Luis came on. I felt a stab of guilt about that. “Hey Kel. How’s the life?”

“Ah-mazing. Pin is… oh my gosh, I don’t have a word big enough. I love her.”

“I’m glad,” I said, and was surprised to learn I was.

We did the usual small talk, catching up. When she wasn’t playing volleyball, Kelly was a personal trainer and life coach, and she talked damn near ten minutes about that alone. I was glad to hear Pin was seriously looking at property for the club she wanted to open. My accountant had orders that whatever she needed, we provided, and though Pin made promises not to take advantage, I made her swear to get it exactly how she wanted in her head. She deserved it. She deserved everything.

“Paige and Eve just moved in together,” Kelly told me. “It’s great. We get together time to time. It’s… mmm.”

I laughed softly. “I can imagine.”

“You’ll have to come down sometime and join us.”

“I’d love that,” I said, not sure if I would or if it would break my heart harder to see them all happy and living near one another. “And… um… Rachael?”

“Ah,” Kelly said, her voice still light. “The real reason you’re calling.”

“No, hey…”

“It’s all right. She’s okay. She started that coaching job in New Bainbrdige, and she’s… she’s okay, Rob.”

“That’s… that’s good,” I said. “Um. You don’t have her number, do you?”

A pause, then softer, “I…”

“Yeah, no, I get it,” I said. “I shouldn’t have asked.”

“Rob…”

“No. It’s okay. I’m… look, I gotta get going. Really should get to the club and check in.”

“I’ll tell her you called.”

“No, it’s fine. Really. I don’t want to make things more painful than I already have.”

I thought she’d say goodbye. But instead, Kelly said, “You were the one who pushed her away.”

I ran a hand over my face. “Yeah. I don’t want to beg her to come back. I just… need to hear her voice.”

A long pause, then, “Well. Hey. Much love from me and Pin. And I mean it. Come down sometime. We’ll have fun.”

“Yeah. See you Kelly.”

I hung up, headed inside, and sat at my desk, staring out the window at the balcony and a pair of gulls circling above the beach. I didn’t expect Kelly to relay my call. I dozed for a while, kind of a waking nap, just trying to let everything in my mind digest. When my phone rang, I thought it was Pin or Luis or… I don’t know what I thought. But I wasn’t expecting to hear her voice, and it made me sit bolt upright.

“Hello, Rob,” she said quietly.

“Rachael,” I breathed. “Uh. Hi. Hey. How are you?”

A sniff, then, “I’m… I’m good. You?”

“Uh. You know. Good.” A long, heavy silence, then I said, “Hey. I heard about the new job from Kelly. Congratulations.”

“Thanks. It’s been. Um. Fun.”

“Yeah. I bet.”

Another pause. “So, did you need something?”

“Honestly?”

“Yes,” Rachael said. “I’d like honesty.”

“I… needed to hear you. Just for a few minutes. If that’s all I get.”

Another sniff. “Why do you have to make this so difficult?”

I felt like I’d been slapped. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have reached out.”

“No. It’s okay.” She sighed. “I just… I’m seeing someone now.”

“Oh.”

“He’s a good guy. A nice guy. He’s an orthopedist.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling about a foot tall. “That’s great. I’m, I’m happy for you.”

“Yeah,” she said, sniffing and laughing shakily at the same time. “How about you? Any new wild orgies?”

“Do you really want to know?”

Rachael’s breath hitched, and she breathed, “Yeah. I kinda do.”

“No. Well, not really. I thought I might start something with someone, but…”

“Tell me.”

So I did. I spent ten minutes talking to her, telling her about Devina and Darryl, and she listened and made a few comments and “aws.” It was, maybe, the first time we’d ever talked where sex wasn’t involved between us.

When I finished, she was silent. By that point, I had a drink in hand, and I finished a long sip, still waiting. Finally, Rachael said, “You… you did good with her. But I have to ask. Is this some play?”

“Sorry?”

“To win me over. Because I’m happy, Rob. He’s a really good guy.”

“I wasn’t trying to do anything. I mean it. I wanted to hear your voice. To know you’re okay. If you’re happy, that’s all I want.”

“I should get going,” Rachael said, sounding like she wanted to do anything but.

“Can I call you again?”

She sniffed. I expected her to shut me down. “It can’t be anything more than that.”

“I’m okay with that.”

Someone said something in the background, and Rachael chirped out, “Just one second. On the phone with a friend.” Quieter, she added, “I’ll call you.”

I closed my eyes and murmured, “Yeah. That works.”

“Goodbye, Rob. Be happy.”

“You too.”

I hung up. Her voice echoed in my ear for a long while afterwards. I’ll call you. Like we were sneaking around behind her boyfriend’s back. But we were just friends, that was all. Just friends. I went numb and picked up the phone again, dialing a number I’d never forget until the day I die.

My mom picked up on the second ring.

* * *

Sometimes, what the human spirit needs is a good, stupidly long road trip.

Sometimes, what my deviant human spirit needs is a good, stupidly long road trip with two Latina hotties alternating between playing with their pussy in the back and slurping on my cock while I drive down the road belting out early 2000s hip hop.

Fuck, I love road trips. I have no idea why I don’t go on more of them.

I called Luis after I talked to my mom. He picked up while in the background, a dog was yapping happily away. “Hello, Mr. Blanco.”

“After Devina, you get the right to call me Rob.”

“All right,” Luis said, chuckling. “What can I do for you, Rob?”

“I’m going on a road trip. When you fly back here, you’re in charge, unless I decide I want you out with me.”

A pause, then, “In charge? I take it you mean the mansion?”

“No. I mean the club, the resort, everything. Anybody has a problem, they’re going to come looking for you. You, on the other hand, devise clever and ingenious solutions and under no circumstances call me. I’m disappearing for a while.”

“Wait, are you serious? Sir, I’m not ready-”

“Sure you are, Luis. Gotta go. Bye bye.”

I hung up, laughing and in a good mood for a change. Next up was the resort manager, who I think was surprised to hear I was still alive. It had been a few weeks since I set foot on the property. I let him know I’d be gone, and decided to head over to the club to tell Fiona myself.

The club wasn’t open yet, but Fiona and the techs were on the first floor, dialing in some audio. A pair of young Latina beauties on stage got my attention. I knew them, I thought, but I couldn’t place them right away. One was tall and chesty, with soft brown hair that verged on blonde. The other was shorter, with spectacular grip-your-fist-between-your-teeth-and-bite hips and a jaw-droppingly curvy ass.

“Fuck me,” I breathed as I approached Fiona. “Please tell me they’re over twenty-one.”

She smirked at me. “Sofia just had her birthday last week.”

I gaped at her. “Twenty-one?” She nodded. “And the other?”

“A month older.”

I am unashamed to admit I pumped a fist in the air. The two women on stage sang out to me over the microphone, “Hiiii, Mr. Blanco!”

“Where the hell do I know them from?”

“Your chefs.”

I could have slapped my forehead. Cristina and Sofia. I did know them. Cristina’s parents were among the cooks I brought up with me out of South America. I did the math and figured the last time I saw Cristina, she was just celebrating her graduation. The math added up – that was three or four years ago. Sofia was the daughter of another one of my chefs, this one from Mexico. She and her friends used to sneak into my pool back when they were kids. Pin and I pretended not to notice.

Oh damn my overexcited nuts, they’d grown up.

One of the techs called out from offstage, “Okay, starting it up.”

Music thumped through the speakers, and Sofia and Cristina crowded the microphone, cheek to cheek as they bent over, looking me square in the eyes. They sang along with the beat, and a trio of techs came out on stage, looking up at the corners and gesturing. I thought it sounded pretty good, but then again, I wasn’t exactly paying attention to the vocals. The young women rubbed hips and broke out in a laugh as they crooned, then Sofia, the taller one, turned and shook her ass against Cristina’s, glancing at me and grinning.

Yup. I was going to fuck the everloving shit out of these two.

I watched them as the techs made adjustments on tablets, and said to Fiona, “I’m going to take off on a road trip for a while. Are you good here for a week or two?”

“Of course.”

“I’m giving Luis some shit. I told him he’d be in charge of everything while I’m gone, so at some point, I want you and Gordon to rush over with a bunch of made-up problems and scare the hell out of him.”

Fiona laughed, and on stage, the music cut out. One of the techs called, “Thanks girls, I think that does it.”

They settled the microphone back on its stand, and the two Latina beauties jumped off the stage. Fiona rolled her eyes and said out of the corner of her mouth, “Be good to them.”

“Sofia. Cristina,” I said, starting towards them, my arms wide. “I haven’t seen you two in forever.”

They crushed into me with a pair of hugs, and it definitely did not escape me how hard Sofia’s nipples were or how they pressed into my chest. I felt daring, so I gave them each a kiss on the cheek. Cristina turned her mouth at just the right second and caught hers on the corner of her mouth.

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” Fiona muttered. “Take them upstairs or home, but don’t screw them on this floor.”

As Fiona headed for the elevator, Cristina giggled and her hand slipped down to my lower back. “We’ve been at college.”

“Oh, that’s right,” I said. “How’s that going? You’ve gotta be close to graduating.”

“We just did,” Sofia said.

“No kidding,” I said.

“Yeah,” Cristina said. “I graduated with a degree in statistics.”

“Wow,” I said, blinking. “That’s impressive. How about you?”

Sofia grinned. “Public administration.”

“Incredible. We need to throw you girls a party.”

“Ooh, I like that,” Sofia said.

“How about tonight?” Cristina asked.

“I’m leaving pretty soon,” I said. “I’ll be gone in a few hours.”

“Aw,” Sofia said.

I had an idea. A wicked one. “Wait. What are you two up to the next week or so?”

Cristina’s hand dipped low, and squeezed my ass. “Why? What do you have in mind?”

I grinned and rubbed my fingers together. “How do you two feel about a road trip?”

“I’d go anywhere with you,” Sofia said immediately, and Cristina nodded, her lips parting.

“We had such a crush on you for a long time,” she breathed.

“Had?” I asked, smirking. “Will your parents be pissed?”

Sofia shrugged. “Maybe. But we’re twenty-one and…” She glanced around and lifted her shirt, showing off the generous swells of her tits in a blue bra. “Do you really care?”

I gaped until she tugged the shirt back down. “Nope. I do not.”

* * *

Sofia’s lips wrapped around my dick before we’d even left the driveway.

This was going to be the best road trip ever
.

“Oh my God, you slut,” Cristina said, giggling from the middle seat in the back.

Sofia and Cristina were ready to get wild, and I was feeling more myself than I had in a long time. I think my spirit was bolstered by Rachael telling me she wanted to hear about my exploits. Judging by how much she enjoyed watching me with other women when we got to know each other, I wasn’t surprised, but it was still damned gratifying to know the woman I loved wanted to hear about my dick’s adventures.

I had given them a few commands on the sly when we were loading up our luggage – so long as they were with me or only with each other, they should be as uninhibited as they wanted to be. Sofia was reticent about something but the truth spilled out quickly – she had a job in the city in a week, which worked fine for me. They could travel with me on the road, fly back, and I could visit with my family without having to explain why two gorgeous young women were all over me twenty-four seven. Luis would fly out with the private jet and replace them, because I wasn’t going to want to drive the whole way back.

Anyways, back to getting my cock sucked. Sofia was relatively inexperienced, but enthusiastic. She could only take a couple inches of me, but those are the inches that matter. She came up off me with a pop and glanced in the backseat. “Look up here and see how big he is.”

Cristina unbuckled and leaned forward. Her eyes bulged, and she gasped, “You had that in your mouth?”

“We heard Pin tell someone you were pretty hung, but…” Sofia licked her lips and bent back over, engulfing my cockhead again. Cristina sat back, her thighs spreading wide. Both of them were wearing short skirts, and Sofia a cute tank with a blouse opened over the top. Cristina’s smaller tits looked all warm and cozy in a light yellow sweater. Not even half a block from home and I was thinking about pulling over and fucking these two until they dripped me down their legs.

Sofia’s wet mouth bobbed up and down, but she wasn’t getting everything she could into it. I rubbed my fingers and grunted, “Use more tongue.”

Instantly her tongue whipped all around my head as she sucked. Guys, I don’t know if you’ve ever had road head, but if you haven’t, it’s a goddamn treat. First, there’s the woman herself, contorting in a way that’s never comfortable for them for your pleasure and the thrill of doing something naughty on the road. Second, there’s the vibrations under your ass. The car we were in, we could drive down a dirt road at ninety and we were going to feel none of it, but there’s still a thrum to the road that adds to the pleasure. It’s like a vibrator for dicks.

Then there was the personal joy of these two barely being old enough to fit my rules. I know, twenty-one these days is pretty experienced for young women, but I do not fuck anyone under that age. Period. So for me, this was nearly taboo having these two recent college graduates at my beck and call. Plus, I knew both sets of their parents. I had little doubt I was going to get some shit when we got back, but fuck it, these women were their own people, and I had done a minimal amount of head-tweaking to get them to fuck me. Christ, Sofia was on my dick before I even thought to get around to a blowjob on the road. I was going to wait at least three more minutes. At least!

I rested one hand on the back of Sofia’s head. “Mm,” she moaned around my cock. I didn’t push, but rubbed my fingers along the top of her neck. I needed to feel some contact with her. Needed to touch her.

I felt like hitting the highways to my parents’ place instead of the Interstate, so we avoided the heavier roads and took a string of residential turns that eventually led us to a commercial district. By that point, Sofia was really getting into it, with a series of loud smacks and slurps. I gave her more guidance, and soon she was literally drooling on my dick so she could run her slim hand up and down my shaft, jacking me into her mouth as she licked my cockhead. I could have told her to take me deeper, but why? She was doing a bang-up job with just the tip, and every woman should be allowed to put their kind of sizzle on a blowjob.

Movement in the backseat caught my eye. I tried not to stare up at the mirror as Cristina tugged her skirt up her thighs, showing off her glistening, puffy folds.


“Where are your panties?” I asked, grinning.

“What panties?” she asked innocently.

That did it for me. I had to have them, right then, right there. I found a gas station, and pulled in so fast I cut off a family in a van. This trip was going to be dangerous if I kept this up. I’d have to issue commands to myself to not get too distracted. Soon. For the moment, I said, “Both of you, unbuckle.”

Sofia came off me with a slurp and wiped her lip clean of her drool. “I wasn’t done yet.”

“I’m taking you inside and fucking the hell out of both of you. Right now.”

“Here?” Cristina asked.

I rubbed my fingers together. “If I want to fuck you, you don’t question me. I will take your pussies, your mouths, your asses anywhere I want to. If that’s in some filthy truck stop bathroom, you’ll get down on your hands and knees and beg me for it, and say thank you afterwards. Understood?”

“Oh fuck,” Sofia moaned.

Cristina nodded, her lips parted. They hurried out of the car before Cristina had even straightened out her skirt, giving a geriatric man a full view of her cleanly trimmed pubes before the skirt fell into place. She blushed as I grabbed her hand. Sofia came around the car and I took hers too. We headed inside, to about six people standing in line and a pair of bored-looking clerks. I let go of Cristina’s hand and snapped as I rubbed my fingers, “Your back room. I need the keys.”

The clerks glanced at each other and said, “It’s open. But you can’t…”

“You didn’t see us. No one’s going to call the cops or try to stop us in any way.”

I tugged the two women behind me towards their storage room. Sofia giggled at the looks of the envious men and glaring wives and girlfriends. I gave zero fucks.

In moments, I had their skirts up over their asses. Sofia was wearing a baby blue thong I jerked down as she and Cristina bent over a pallet of soda. Sofia’s blowjob had been amazing, but one look at Cristina’s apple bottom and thick thighs and I had to fuck her. Jesus Christ, but her ass was art. First, I needed a taste. I leaned down and spread her cheeks wide, running my tongue up from her sweet cunt along her delicate strip of flesh all the way to her bud. She gasped, and whimpered, “Oh my God, oh my God, he’s tonguing my ass…”

“We’ve never, um, had anyone…” Sofia started, staring at me and shifting side to side, trying to rub her pussy with her thighs.

“You’re anal virgins?” I asked. They nodded. “Fuuuck. We’re changing that later.”

Cristina giggled, and I swapped over to Sofia’s smaller but no less tasty ass, giving her bud a flick of my tongue too. Then I was up on my feet, my raging hard cock in my hand, already leaking precoma. I stepped back to Cristina and spread her wide again for me before sliding my cock into her.

They weren’t virgins, but their pussies were the tightest I’d felt since Paige, maybe. She gripped me tight, but she was plenty slick and ready, and I slid deeper and deeper into her as she threw her head forward, moaning.

“Big, ohhhh, shit, you’re big,” she wailed.

Something clinked nearby. I glanced up to see a few new customers not under my control watching us through the foggy beer cooler. I grinned and shot them the middle finger as I pulled nearly back out of Cristina and back in. “Smile, girls, we’re giving them a show.” Seeing the look of panic on Sofia’s face, I rubbed my fingers and added, “Being watched is sexy. It’s a turn on.”

Sofia nodded, her cheeks flaming red. I reached over and plunged my middle finger into her. However tight Cristina was, Sofia outdid her by a mile. I could barely get two fingers into her sopping tight cunt. When it came to both women, I held little back.. I wanted to get them and myself off fast before we drew a big enough crowd I couldn’t control the damage. One of them brought up a phone and I rubbed my fingers. “No videos, assholes.”

At that range I was lucky the command took, but his phone dropped in a hurry.

I jerked my glistening, wet cock out of Cristina and stepped over to Sofia. Her pussy squeezed me tight and her back came up, her eyes wide as I worked my way into her. “Guh… good…” she moaned. “So good.”

I stroked her clit with one hand, and flowed my fingers into Cristina’s core with the other. I matched my thrusts. What my dick did, so did my fingers. Cristina reached between her thighs and played with her pussy, leaning her head in close to Sofia but not quite close enough to kiss. I didn’t know if they’d ever played together before and I wasn’t about to make them right now. I had to focus.

I jerked out of Sofia with a loud, wet squelch as people murmured about my staying power. I flipped Cristina over and put her legs up on my shoulders. Her breasts bounced back and forth as I fucked into her, hammering at her pussy now and going for broke. She cupped her own breasts through her sweater, watching the people watching her, and with a cry, she arched her back and came. Her pussy juice covered my cock and I pulled out of her again to stuff Sofia full of my dick. She slapped her hands on the pallets as I thrust into her deeper and deeper, balancing on the very tips of her toes. We had maybe ten people watching us now, murmuring and cheering us on, and I licked my palm and smacked Sofia’s ass with a hard crack. That did it for her and she came, her already-tight pussy grabbing hold of my length as long as it could hold me as she wailed her pleasure. When she came down, I uncorked my cock out of her and grunted, “On your knees.”

They both fell to the hard ground and scrambled towards my throbbing dick. Cristina got to it first, and Sofia hesitated, watching her friend. Cristina gave me a few hard sucks, then offered my cock to her friend. “Suck it together,” I commanded, rubbing my fingers.

Their lips met my cockhead, and they stared at each other. I was certain then they’d never played together, but their tongues and lips tentatively met, with the tip of my cock barely between them. Cristina raised a hand to Sofia’s face, but it faltered and she averted her eyes as they kissed and licked the tip of my cock. Interesting, and food for thought later.

I jerked the base of my cock, and starting coming pretty hard, considering how long I’d been teased by the blowjob and the fucking. I sprayed down their faces, got it all over their clothes, everything. By the time I finished, they were a mess of my come, glazed and grinning dazedly. “Clean each other up,” I commanded, wondering how they’d do it.

Cristina turned to Sofia, her breaths coming hard and fast. She reached up with a trembling finger and scooped globs of my come off her friend’s face, then offered her finger to Sofia. Sofia took it between her lips, staring Cristina in the eyes, and when she let go, she leaned forward with a hunger in her eyes, kissing Cristina hard as her fingers sought out the come on Cristina’s perky little breasts under that sweater. They pulled apart, collecting more come and feeding it to each other with nervous giggles, and I grabbed their hands again to tug them out of there, racing to our car as everyone in the store erupted into thunderous applause and wolf whistles.

* * *

Ten miles away, I stopped at another gas station so the girls could change and clean up. They kept the skirts, but both of them were now in lighter summer blouses. They hadn’t been able to meet each other’s gazes, and mostly cleaned up in silence. Things stayed quiet for a few miles before Sofia, now in the back, opened up a bag of chips.

“Crissy?” she asked, holding out the bag.

“No,” Cristina said. “I’d better not. I just hit my weight goal.”

“Hey, congratulations,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said, sounding anything but pleased. “But I look at a carb or cheese or anything, and I balloon out. Freshman five turned into freshman twenty for me. I wish I was joking. I lost it, but it took me three years.”

“Well, I think you look fantastic,” I said, and I rubbed my fingers, “and I think you’ll find now it’s going to be easy for you to be at whatever weight you want, no matter how much you eat. Both of you.”

“How can you say that?” Cristina asked, a bitter smile on her face.

I rubbed my fingers again and grinned. “Just trust me.”

“Okay,” Cristina said meekly. She glanced back at Sofia and smiled. “Maybe a few.”

Sofia was silent, and I glanced up in the mirror at her. She studied me with an unreadable expression. “What’s up?” I asked.

“Nothing.” She ate another chip and glanced out her window again, but her gaze drifted back towards me.

I rubbed my fingers again. “Be honest with me.”

“Are you, um, magic?” Sofia asked, and Cristina sprayed out chips in a fit of laughter.

“What?” she asked. “Magic?”

“Maybe I am,” I said, focusing on the road again. “Does that change you wanting to be here right now?”

Sofia didn’t hesitate. “No.”

“Anything you want to do this trip, Sofia. I’ll give you the world. And you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. I swear.”

“Wait,” Cristina said, glancing back at Sofia. “You really think he’s magic?”

“Cristina, think about what we just did. Does that seem normal?”

Cristina did think about that, and finally said, “Yeah, okay. The guy had the camera and then he just, like, dropped it. That was weird. And no one argued with us about going in back. And we, um, did the thing with our fingers and tongues…” She squinted at me. “You are magic, aren’t you?”

I shrugged and fought to keep the smile off my face as I raised my fingers. “Come,” I breathed.

“Ohhh shit!” Sofia gasped, her hips spreading wide reflexively.

“Mmm, God!” Cristina said, dropping her hand between her thighs and gaping at me. “Holy fuck! It’s real?”

I rubbed my fingers. “You won’t tell anyone about it. No one would believe you anyways. But yes, it’s real.”

I don’t know why, but I told them the story. Mostly because road trips are supposed to be a time of letting go, of good stories and music and experiences. And these girls, no matter how sexy they were to me, weren’t just playthings. They were real women, with real aspirations and lives before I took them with me. They would have real lives afterwards, and I already realized with a start I liked them. I wanted to know more about them.

I think then is when I knew how profoundly Pin leaving and Rachael’s strange relationship with me had changed me. I still wanted my fuck buddies – spoiler, that’s not ever going to change – but I want to emphasize that “getting to know them” part. I was lonely in this state of my life, but I didn’t have to be alone.

Cristina and Sofia listened. They had a thousand questions. And I answered all of them honestly for a change. Later that night when they slept, I would layer some commands to make sure they really didn’t talk about the specifics to anyone else. But for a while, it was good to tell the whole story. To be heard. To speak with complete honesty about Trish, about the drug tests, about the other controllers.

And then Sofia had the oddest comment, something I still think about today.

“Rob?”

“Hm?”

She leaned forward so she was nearly between Cristina and me. “Are we… not us anymore?”

I blinked at her. “What do you mean?”

“What we did with you… I mean, I feel like me, but that was so wild…”

Cristina nodded. “I’m a little scared too.”

I held up my hand and rubbed my fingers. “Remember every command I gave you.”

They were both silent a few moments, then Sofia settled back against her seat. “Oh… wow. You helped me back in high school?”

“I what?” I said.

“My boyfriend when I was a junior. He used to say the meanest things about me. You saw me crying in my parents’ restaurant and you helped me feel better. Then I think you did something to him.”

I rubbed my fingers and said, “Ignore this command, girls. This one’s for me.” Silently, I told myself to remember what she was talking about. A quick flash of Sofia, young, in glasses and adorably gaudy braces. And yeah, she was crying. I told her to never stop loving herself no matter what anyone said. And I did go do something to her boyfriend.

“I told him to think about all the crap he told you and feel it like you would,” I said. “He bawled like a baby.”

Sofia laughed and wiped at her eyes. “Thank you, Rob.”

“I’m not exactly a saint,” I said.

“Yeah, but the other stuff, that’s fun. And I feel better now. Nothing feels spiteful, what you did to us.”

Cristina nodded. “You helped my parents, too. They don’t know how they got here without immigration raising a stink. How their paperwork went through so fast. You did it, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. Sofia’s parents too.”

Cristina murmured, “You are so getting laid tonight.”

I couldn’t help a roar of laughter, and ended up pulling off the road. I put the car in park, and glanced at Sofia and Cristina. I held up my hand and rubbed my fingers again. “If there’s anything I’ve said you don’t want, if there’s anything in the future you don’t want to do, you tell me.”

“I want to be yours,” Cristina said softly.

Sofia nodded and pulled my fingers apart to kiss the thumb. “Me too,” she whispered.

And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how I fell a little bit in love with Cristina and Sofia, two of my favorite people in this entire world.

Told you. Fucking romantics, man. We never learn our lessons.

* * *

We kept the fooling around to a minimum until that evening. We didn’t make it all that far, just outside the state line. Cristina mentioned a bookstore she’d heard a lot of good things about, and since this was a proper road trip, we headed in that direction, even if it was a hundred miles north out of our way.

Sofia warned me Cristina would take hours in the bookstore. She wasn’t kidding. I may have given you the impression these two were bimbos because they were sexual creatures and out for a good time with me, but that’s so very much not the case. Sofia managed a hugely respectable 3.7 GPA in college, and I know she graduated from high school something like fourth in her class. Cristina outshone even that remarkable accomplishment, and was both the salutatorian at the same graduation and maintained a 3.9 in college. Both graduated with well deserved honors, and if you were to take a look at their tablets and phones, you were just as likely to be catching them reading up on political pieces, literary journals, or nonfiction biographies as you were a summertime thriller. They are nothing short of brilliant. Yes, I know I’m biased, but it doesn’t mean I’m not also right.

I say all that because Sofia’s crack about Cristina taking hours in the bookstore wound up being completely accurate. It was a pirate themed place, decorated inside with barrels and treasure chests and even the front half of a ship where kids could hide away and read. I could see why Cristina would be intrigued by it, even if reading wasn’t really my thing. Look, I said they’re the bright ones. I’m just the guy with a big dick and cool mental powers.

Cristina told us she’d be no more than twenty minutes, tops. Twenty minutes rolled around and she still hadn’t made it past the first shelf – of which there were maybe, mm, forty. Sofia and I let her browse while we headed for the back stacks. Thanks to my power, I enlisted the help of two clerks to watch the aisles and make sure no one was coming – except for Sofia and myself.

Yeah, I’m not proud of that joke. Moving on.

Sofia stood with her legs spread wide, her fingers clutched in my hair, moaning completely silent thanks to my command as I ate her out with relish. I rarely think of women’s pussies as being beautiful in much the same way as I’m sure no woman has ever looked at my cock and thought, hey, that’s one handsome dick, but Sofia’s is as close as they come. Her mound has a nice swell to it, and her lips are as perfectly proportional as I’ve ever seen. Not big, not small, but slightly teased out. And she has the tiniest hood over a nice prominent clit. I love eating her out, and that’s the day I discovered that particular joy. She’s responsive too, a fun trait when you’re giving someone head. I loved the way she was rolling her hips with every thrust of my tongue, getting as much into it as I was. She lifted her top up and teased her nipples and her breasts through her bra, watching me as she played with herself.

Soon I added two fingers to the mix, still marveling at how utterly tight she was. My tongue played at her clit while I curled up my two fingers and teased her inner walls, finding her spot and in a hurry. My sexy, tall Latina goddess clenched at the shelves behind her, sending books toppling. I grinned as she stamped her foot, still utterly incapable of making a sound from her mouth.

I waggled my tongue side to side across her button, fingering her the whole time, sometimes thrusting in and out of her, sometimes stroking her g-spot again. The mix of feelings most have been good for her because she lifted a leg and kicked it over my shoulder, getting even more of my knuckles inside her as she tried desperately to hump down at me. She threw her head back and forth, clutching at her breasts, her throat, her hair, her everything. She mouthed the words I wanted to hear, and quietly I whispered, “You can speak for one second.”

“-OMING!”

Every voice in the store stopped all at once and Sofia clapped a hand over her mouth. You could have heard a mouse squeak in that store.

“Uhhh,” someone said a few aisles over. “Someone’s having fun.”

Sofia shook from laughing silently, and nodded hard. I grinned up at her, and slid her panties back up her legs and under her skirt. We hurriedly put the books back on the shelf, and she trailed me out of there. Cristina caught us slinking away and winked.

* * *

We went dancing that night while Cristina was still at the bookstore, and every eye in that bar was on my beautiful Sofia as she twirled, twerked, and worked it to the rhythm of the beat. I was a pretty good dancer, but she shined. She has the sort of tall dancer’s body meant for a stripper pole, and that gave me some inspiration in case we could find a strip club along the way. For that night, though, she was mine and mine alone and the rest of humanity could fuck off as they watched her long legs coil around me, her breath hot against my skin.

I wasn’t going to last much longer when Cristina showed up after a taxi ride to the bar. After she deposited her purchases in the car, she joined us on the dance floor for a few songs. While Sofia was lithe and graceful, Cristina knew how to shake her ass in ways that made my dick hurt from need. She does this hip shimmy thing – excuse me for my whiteness here and not knowing a damn thing about dance move names – that somehow is independent of her butt wiggle, and oh hell, I practically dragged them out of there in minutes.

It took all my control – and my earlier command to myself – to drive to the hotel at a reasonable pace while in the backseat, my two Latina beauties began to tentatively explore each other. They were new at this, and every touch was met with a querulous giggle or a murmured question I couldn’t quite make out. But by the time we reached our hotel, the murmurs stopped in favor of breathy sighs and moans, and when I finally dared glance up in the mirror, Sofia had Cristina on her back, her leg hanging off the seat to the ground. They were locked in a sultry kiss, their lips pressing together again and again, their tongues tasting, teasing.

We arrived and I flung open the doors to drag them out of there, glad we’d stopped by earlier to drop off the luggage. They each took one of my hands and raced with me to the hotel, their outfits out of sorts, Sofia’s lipstick bright on Cristina’s neck.

We were staying in a suite near the top of the hotel, and we had plenty of time in the elevator for fondling, groping, and moaning. I slid my hands under their skirts and worked their panties down. They kicked them off just as the elevator slid to a stop, and I grabbed the underwear quickly off the ground as the doors slid open. I’m sure the couple who stepped on must have noticed me pocketing the garments. The woman looked intrigued and the man raised an eyebrow, but they said nothing until we got off on our floor.

“Good luck,” the man called after me, and his significant other cracked up.

We paid them no mind as we raced for our room. I dug out the key card as Cristina grabbed Sofia and pushed her against the wall, her sexuality burning brighter and brighter. We made our way inside, and the girls started stripping me in a frenzy of fingers and groping. I tried to get some of their clothes off them, but they kept snatching my hands and holding them away. Amused, I submitted to their crazy butts, and let them undress and push me back into the suite’s bedroom. The bed wasn’t nearly the size of mine back at the mansion, but it would definitely do for the three of us. With their hands all over me, I fell back onto the bed and scooted towards the pillows as they finally started to undress.

Cristina stopped Sofia with a hand on hers. she slipped her fingers under the hem of the other woman’s shirt. “Can I?” she asked.

Sofia nodded, smiling, and helped Cristina pull the shirt up and over her head. Her bra pushed the swells of her breasts up proudly, and Cristina kissed the skin, glancing over at me with a finger at her lips.

“You two have never done anything together before, have you?” I asked.

Sofia glanced at Cristina. “No. Not really. We kissed once at a college party but it was just a game.”

Cristina grinned. “Maybe a game to you. I was hoping you’d keep going.”

Sofia’s jaw dropped. “You never said!”

I chuckled. “Do you two want a room to yourself?”

“Oh hell no,” Cristina said, helping Sofia with her bra again. “You’re ours.”

Sofia grinned. “But it’s fun to know when we don’t have a nice big Rob cock around we’ve got each other.”

Her bra came off, and Cristina went right for Sofia’s big nipples, sucking one of them into her mouth and moaning around it. Sofia cupped the other one and watched me, grinning. I stuffed a stack of pillows behind my head and enjoyed the display, stroking my cock slowly as they played.

Cristina let the nipple go with one last flick of her tongue and kissed the inner slope of Sofia’s breast, drawing a soft coo from the other woman. “Yesss…”

Cristina smiled up at her and kept kissing a trail between her friend’s breasts, eventually swapping to the other and bringing her soft lips to that nipple too. She sucked gently, her hands sliding around Sofia’s bottom. Sofia’s fingers clutched at Cristina’s back and she pulled her tighter to her breast, moaning, “Like that, Crissy, I love that.”

Crissy kept sucking, and her hands started to work the skirt down along Sofia’s long legs. When it finally slinked down to the floor, she ran her hands along Sofia’s taut bottom and moaned against her nipple. She pulled away and said, “I love this ass.”

“It’s not nearly as nice as yours.”

Cristina gave Sofia a playful smack on the butt. “Mm. I think they’re both winners. Rob?”

“You both have spectacular asses,” I said. “I love every inch of the two of you.”

Sofia glanced at me. Cristina used the momentary distraction to drop to her knees, at face level with Sofia’s beautiful pussy. She laid a gentle kiss on Sofia’s clit, making her friend jump the tiniest bit. Cristina grinned up at her, then kissed her lips. Slowly she worked her way down, kissing every inch of those delectable folds. Her hands came back up to Sofia’s ass to give her better balance, and the other woman moaned, “Oh, Cristina, that feels so nice.”

“Let me take care of you,” Cristina whispered.

She scooted Sofia back to an armchair and pushed it around so Sofia would be staring at me as she was eaten out. It gave me a spectacular view not just of Sofia’s pleasure, but Cristina’s apple bottom. I ached to fuck them both, but this show was going to be indelibly burned into my mind, mental powers or not. It reminded me in a lot of ways of Pin and Kelly, and their early explorations with each other. They would have loved this.

Sofia settled in and spread her legs wide. Her gaze swapped between me on the bed and Cristina between her knees. She moaned as Cristina flicked her tongue against Sofia’s base, sliding it slowly upwards, feeling Sofia out for what she liked.

Sofia murmured to me, “That command you gave us, about it being sexy to be watched… it’s really working for me.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

She licked her lips and nodded. Cristina breathed against her pussy, “Me too. I’m so wet I could drown someone.” She glanced back at me. “Would you get my phone and take some videos?”

“Sofia?” I asked.

“It stays between us?” she asked.

I raised my hand and rubbed my fingers. “Any videos or pictures we take, on this trip or in the future, will stay among us three unless you two both specifically agree to share.”

“What about you?” Cristina asked.

“I’m never going to want to share you two.”

They cracked up, and I fetched Cristina’s phone as she delved back into Sofia’s slick folds. I glanced at Sofia just to make sure she was okay with it. She gave me a tiny nod, and I settled in on the edge of the bed to record their lovemaking.

Sofia might have been a little shy before the camera was on, but when I started filming them, she became something remarkable. Her thumb rose to her mouth, and she slid the fingernail between her teeth, watching the phone as Cristina ate her out noisily. She murmured, “Oh, baby, that feels so good. I’m glad we’re doing this, Crissy.”

“Mm!” Cristina moaned.

I zoomed out and honed in on Cristina’s spectacular ass as she bobbed back and forth, licking up and down Sofia’s cunt. As if she could see me, she spread her knees a little wider and I zoomed in on her pussy lips, wet and begging to be touched. I refrained myself, and brought the focus back to Sofia as she started running her fingers through Cristina’s hair.

“Tell the camera what she’s doing,” I encouraged her. This was definitely not my first time behind the lens.

“She’s running her tongue through my…”

“Your pussy,” I said. “Say it out loud.”

“My pussy,” Sofia murmured, blushing.

Cristina brought her tongue up to Sofia’s clit and teased the sensitive skin around its edge. Sofia leaned back and moaned, a hand coming up reflexively to her full breasts. She squeezed herself as Cristina edged her clit with the tip of her tongue.

“My c-clit, she’s playing with my clit,” Sofia whimpered. “Don’t tease, Crissy, please, I need it.”

Cristina brought her fingers to Sofia’s slit, exploring its edges as she kept circling her friend’s clit. When she slid one into Sofia’s depths, Sofia cried out, “Ohhhh!!”

Cristina sucked on Sofia’s clit, her lips pressing tight against the bud as she worked the finger in and out of her friend while rubbing the soft, sensitive lips with her thumb. Sofia lost all interest in me and watched her friend, her breaths coming harder and harder.

“Crissy!” she cried.

She came with a shudder, her toes curling from the force of her orgasm. Her fingers dug into the material of the armchair as Cristina kept on going, pulling her finger out and flicking her tongue through Sofia’s wet lips. Sofia nearly shot out of the chair so intense was her pleasure, and she gripped Cristina’s hair, practically shoving her pussy into her friend’s mouth again. I knelt down beside them, getting in close for an amazing shot of Cristina’s tongue flicking hard through Sofia’s folds, and with my free hand, I reached down and started playing with Cristina’s slick lips. She glanced at me, her mouth wet from Sofia’s need, and grinned at the camera.

“You taste so sweet, Sofia,” she moaned before turning back to her friend and running her tongue against Sofia’s clit again.

I plunged two fingers into Cristina as Sofia rode the edge, rolling her hips to meet the other woman’s playful tongue. She tossed her hair back and gave the camera such a look of wanton lust I almost got up and fed her my steel-hard prick. But this was their show for a while, and I wanted them to enjoy it. That didn’t stop me from fingering Cristina. Her sharp moan told me she was pretty okay with it too.

Sofia brought her hands up to her full breasts again and cupped them, stroking her nipples with three fingers on each hand. She arched her back again, her butt rising up off the chair, and she keened out, “Ooh, ooh, Crissy, fuck!” She came again, more of her juices soaking the chair under her butt.

Cristina pulled away from her mound and chased her lips, rising up and balancing her hands on Sofia’s knees to kiss the other woman. Sofia didn’t hesitate in tasting herself on her lips and chin, and clasped Cristina around the back, gasping into her mouth.

“So good, so good, so good,” she whimpered.

I stopped recording for the moment and urged Sofia, “Return the favor now, Sofia.”

She glanced at me and then back at Cristina. “Get on the bed,” she murmured. “Lay down on the pillows.”

Cristina darted to do as she was told, and lay on the bed with her knees spread wide. I got a great shot of her like that, ready and willing as Sofia climbed up on the bed before her, then I zoomed in on Sofia’s ass as she raised it high in the air, her head bent to begin her own ministrations to her friend.

I panned along Cristina’s body as Sofia started licking her pussy to get a shot of Cristina winking at me and the camera. “Having fun?” I asked.

“Just a bit,” she said, grinning.

She returned her attention to her friend, and ran her fingers through Sofia’s hair. Sofia was really into this, rocking her whole body as her tongue dragged along inside Cristina’s pussy. She stopped with her nose on Crissy’s clit and shook her head side to side, waggling her tongue against the top of Cristina’s wet slit. Then she brought her mouth down to the sensitive strip of flesh between Cristina’s bud and her pussy, and back up again, this time tracing Cristina’s lips.

“Mm, yeah, Sofia, I love that,” she moaned.

I reached out and fondled Sofia’s ass as she worked, keeping the focus of the camera on her lips at Cristina’s slick pussy. She worked her way faster to the clit than Cristina had, masterfully flicking her tongue against it and teasing the other woman for the briefest of moments before attacking her pussy again, taking a fast lap through before darting back up to the clit. This time she settled in, watching Cristina, her own hips rocking up and down as she licked and sucked.

“F-fuck,” Cristina whimpered. “I’m so wet for you, baby.”

Sofia grinned around her clit and began slashing it with just the very tip of her tongue, waggling her nose side to side as she did, getting all the nice sensitive spots around her nub too. Her arms wrapped under and around the back of Cristina’s thighs, giving her more leverage, and I started to finger Sofia’s wet slit as I alternated between shots of Cristina’s lust-crazed face and Sofia’s handiwork.

“God, close already,” Cristina said, scrunching up the blankets with one fist while the other ran up and over her belly, her breasts, her neck, her chin. She stopped to suck on her fingers, watching me, then couldn’t help herself and ran them through her hair as her back arched. I sped up my finger fucking. When Cristina came, I was going to need to fuck one of these two. I didn’t care which.

“Come for me,” Sofia breathed against her clit, and sucked it lovingly into her mouth again before letting it go with a slurp. “I love your pussy, Cristina.”

“I love yours,” Cristina gasped. “Oh fuck, oh, Sofia, ummmm, ummm, right there!”

She twisted as much as she could, squeezing her eyes shut as her thighs slapped at Sofia’s ears. She sucked her fingers into her mouth as she came, whimpering around her digits and thrusting her hips up. I kept the camera trained on her as long as I could take it, and then I was tossing it aside onto the bed somewhere and climbing up on my knees. Sofia was still wet, and I slid my cock against her entrance. She threw her head back as I plunged into her.

“Oh God, Rob, yes!”

I was still amazed at how tight her twenty-one-year-old pussy was. She took me a little further than that morning but not by much. She was so tight around me we could all hear the sucking sounds she made around my dick, only this time there was no laughter. We were all too far gone to our lust for that.

Cristina twisted and got on her hands and knees, coming around beside me as I gripped Sofia’s waist, my cock driving in and out of her like a machine. She grabbed my cheeks and her lips met mine, still tasting of Sofia. I grabbed the back of her head and held her like that, savoring the taste, her hot, fast breaths. When I let her go, without hesitation, without command, Cristina dropped her face to Sofia’s ass and drove her mouth against her friend’s bud.

“Oh, oh oh, fuck!” Sofia gasped, rocking back and forth with every thrust of my cock. “Lick my ass, oh my God, yessss…”

Watching Cristina do something so dirty spurred me on and I fucked Sofia even harder. I put a hand on her upper back and pushed her down into the mattress. With every hard push, I slid her back and forth on the blankets and sheets. A free hand reached up under me to cup my swinging balls, and Cristina looked up at me and winked. I winked back, and gave her ass a hard slap.

“I can’t wait for you to take this,” she murmured.

“Fuck yes,” I grunted, pounding into Sofia again. She was playing with her own clit even as she twisted her head side to side, moaning, desperate to come again. She wouldn’t be long, I thought.

“But not tonight. It’ll be a surprise when we do.”

I grinned at Cristina. “My kind of surprise.”

“Thought you’d like it.”

She brought her mouth back down to Sofia’s ass, and dove back in. Sofia flailed at the comforter on the bed and screamed, “Roooob!” She quivered on my cock, her pussy muscles holding me deep and tight. I held off fucking her as she thrashed and came and came and came.

“I want you on top,” I told Cristina. “I want to watch that ass when I’m fucking you.”

“God yes,” she breathed.

I pulled out of Sofia, my cock gleaming wet, and guided the long-haired beauty onto her back. She was utterly spent, gasping and staring at me, her lips opening and closing as I took the spot she’d just occupied. Cristina wasted no time positioning herself over my cock, that amazing ass right in front of me in full, spectacular view. It’s my opinion that Cristina is the fuck goddess of reverse cowgirl. No woman I’ve ever seen has looked so good with her ass bouncing on my dick the way she can do it. She gripped me tight and sank down onto me. I moaned involuntarily and her ass wiggled. Cristina tossed her hair back and grinned over her shoulder at me.

I grabbed hold of her waist and held on. It was all I could do. She made that ass do magic on my dick, and any man who didn’t have my kind of control would have come in minutes. She’d work it fast, her skin slapping against my thighs, and then she’d do a long, silken sway, rocking back and forth, throwing her head back. I wanted to explode in that tight, squeezing pussy. I wanted to take their asses that night. I wanted to nut until I physically could not come any more in both those beauties.

And then Sofia got in the game again.

One moment I knew she was resting beside me, watching the show. The next she was crawling down beside me. Cristina glanced over her shoulder and parted her lips as Sofia got her sweet revenge on her friend, kissing her shoulder blades, her spine, her lower back, all the way down to Cristina’s most delicate hole.

Cristina stood no chance. She hiccupped and gasped, “Oh, oh God, that’s good. Oh fuck, oh fuck!”

She had to stop twerking that ass and instead focused on slow, rhythmic rolls of her hips, completely lost to the feel of Sofia’s tongue along her rim. She gripped her hair, pulled her own head back, and wailed her pleasure.

“Sofia!”

Cristina’s pussy milked me a few last times, then she exploded on my dick, her pussy soaking me with her warmth. She nearly fell off me, but Sofia was there, helping her. She leaned down next to Cristina and said, “We have to help him now, okay?”

Cristina nodded mutely. They turned for me and I started stroking my cock harder and harder as they leaned down to suck at my balls, my shaft, my tip. Cristina took me deep, then Sofia, and I growled, “On your hands and knees again. Both of you.”

They did as I asked, their asses high in the air in full glorious display for me. I lined up with Cristina first and plunged deep into her pussy, willing myself to come. And oh hell, did I. Buckets. I spurted and spurted and nearly forgot to pull out and shove my still firing cock into her friend – but I persevered, dear reader, and both my Latina beauties had their quivering cunts filled.

They sprawled out in a sixty-nine, not going for another orgasm, but cleaning each other up. They could hardly move, but when they did, I guided them into the master suite’s shower and cleaned them inch by inch. I didn’t get up to much in there, though Sofia gave me a few salivating tugs of my cock before I gently took her hand and put it back at her hip. No, this was a time for me to show my appreciation, not just for the mind-blowing sex, but the company of two gorgeous, funny, and brilliant women.

A guy has never been so blessed as me.

* * *

The next morning I woke with my arm around Sofia’s waist and my cock poking against her back. She must have felt me stirring because she reached back and stroked me gently, murmuring sleepily at me to take her if I needed to. I liked that notion, and slid my fingers down to her pussy, getting her nice and wet for me. I took her cuddled up like that, my lips pressed to her shoulder, her neck. At some point we woke Cristina, and she watched us, resting on her elbow, a pleased smile on her face. I tried to pay her attention too, but she murmured, “No. Make Sofia happy.”

So I did. I rolled my hips gently into Sofia, and played softly at her clit. There was no conversation, nothing but pleased sighs and a slow moan when she came. I loved that morning with my Sofia. It was one of the best of the trip.

We made better time that day, though the girls asked for a couple hours in Georgia to do some shopping on their own. I figured whatever they had planned I was going to be benefitting from it sooner or later, so I readily agreed. We stopped for chicken, and at my command, the girls each took one of my companion credit cards. Pin had them set up for me for situations like this. They had a limit of about five grand, and I told them if they needed more money to just let me know. They were proud and tried to tell me they had enough money, which made my decision to give them the cards even easier and raised my estimation of them, as if it could go much higher. But I wanted them to have fun without worry.

They left with my car, and I took a walk, stopping in at a sporting goods store to grab some baseball hats and jerseys for my dad and my siblings. My mom wasn’t into sports like the rest of us, so after checking with a coworker on ideas, I hopped in a taxi to a farmer’s market and bought her some canned peaches, homemade barbeque sauce, and peanuts. After I started stuffing my face with the peanuts, I decided maybe a few more bags were in order, just in case.

With my purchases in hand, I headed for a nearby bar and watched a rerun of a Hannah Roesum hourlong comedy. She was all the rage in the news again after showing up to a premier with three men in tow. She made me think about Bianca, and I felt a tiny twinge of guilt about not bothering to check in with the sexy actress.

The girls called me twenty minutes before our agreed-on two hours, wanting to let me know they were checking out wherever they were. I gave them the bar’s name for the GPS, and they showed up about thirty minutes later. Not bad, traffic considered. The trunk was full of their purchases, leaving me just heartbroken about the easy access to the peanuts in the back seat. We all probably gorged ourselves a little too much on them, but hey, it was a vacation.

We stopped in Nashville that night. After a night of candle-making, more dancing, and a late dinner, they guided me back to the hotel and showed me the first of their surprises – matching boy shorts and wispy bras I tore away from their bodies in about as much time as it took to get them within arm’s length. I fucked Cristina silly first, sitting on the edge of the bed while she rode me face-to-face, my head buried in her tits. Then, at Sofia’s shy request, I took her in a simple missionary style, her hands wrapped around my neck as Cristina rested beside her, kissing her softly while I made her come twice. That night, I realized their crush was something maybe a little bit more. Or perhaps that was wishful thinking on my part. I liked these girls. I liked them as much as I had Devina, or Paige, or Eve, or Kelly. They didn’t quite hold the same special place in my heart as Pin’s familiarity and friendship or the aching love I felt for Rachael, but I found out something new and wonderful about myself. Maybe I wasn’t a one-woman man when it came not just to the physical parts, but my soul and heart as well. There was room to love all of them.

When I’d come once in each of my achingly beautiful Latina girlfriends – and I’d already begun thinking of them that way – and they were cuddled together and watching a movie, I headed out to grab a bottle of wine for the girls and a six pack of beer for myself. In the parking lot, not at all surprising me, Trish sat on the hood of my car, her legs swinging. And it’s funny, but I looked at her and I didn’t think I felt her judgment upon me, the weight with which her visits always seemed to come. She looked at me no differently, but instead of cold numbness, instead I felt warm.

Good God. Was I becoming… happy?

* * *

The rest of the week was an incredible amount of fun. I had originally planned on driving the girls to Denver, but we wound up somehow in Chicago instead with a full two days to go until I had to get them back to the city and to that job interview. I’d never actually been to Chicago before, and it won me over.

The day I proposed to Trish and she said yes was the happiest day of my life. The day I married her, the second. Those days in Chicago very well qualified for third and fourth. We ate too much pizza. We drank too much cheap beer at a baseball game. Sofia’s big ask of the trip was to go to an amusement park – so we wound up traveling to two, a regular one the first day, and a waterpark the second, where my girls got more stares in their skimpy one-pieces than just about anyone else there.

I didn’t want it to end, but it had to.

Over gourmet mac and cheese – don’t laugh, it wasn’t my idea – and a white mousse dessert, I tried to be positive for them. I took Sofia’s hand and told her, “You’re going to do great at that job interview. I know it.” And then I turned and took Cristina’s, and kissed it. “And you are going to kick ass too.”

Sofia took a deep breath. “Rob?”

“Yeah?”

“We…” She sighed. “Look. We both have had a ton of fun with you. And we don’t want to end that. But…”

Cristina nodded. “We know you love Rachael. And that you want other women too.”

I smiled. “Yeah.”

“We don’t want you to change. We still want to have fun with you, but we don’t want our hearts broken,” Sofia said.

“That’s fair,” I said quietly. “That’s absolutely fair.” I took a drink of water and used it to take a moment and contemplate them. “I care a great deal about the both of you. If you’re around, if you want to have fun, you are welcome at the mansion any time. That’s not an empty platitude. You two walk in my door at midnight, I’ll be happy to see you. Rachael, no Rachael, no matter who’s in my life, you two are just as important to me. There is room in my heart for more than one woman. And you two have definitely taken up space there for the rest of my life. I’ve been thinking about you as my girlfriends the last few days. And I wouldn’t mind that continuing, if you can accept me for me.”

Sofia let out a quiet, muffled sob, and grabbed a napkin to press to her eyes. Cristina took my hand and kissed it. “We love you, Rob,” she murmured. “Thank you for being honest.”

Sofia nodded. “We needed to know where we stood.”

I got up to give them both a kiss. I dropped a couple bills on the table, and we left, my beautiful girls and myself. We didn’t know it yet, but things were going to take a funny turn for the three of us. They never really went away. Sofia was going to get that job – in fact, they would offer it to her the day of the interview – and Cristina decided to pursue a master’s degree at a college just two hours away. Both of them became a common fixture at my mansion until… well… they just didn’t leave. Cristina turned graduate school into a jumping-off point to work for a political site specializing in number crunching to try to work out the best predictions for elections and politics in general. She loves to write her articles poolside while Sofia’s giving me one of her slow, languid blowjobs. Cristina says it centers her. Fine by me. Sofia started working for my company in public relations. There were some grumblings of nepotism, but she’s more than proven herself in the years since. Fiona’s been trying to poach her for a position working with her, and I think Sofia’s just about been convinced. At my mansion, a pair of the rooms on the first floor turned into their wing, and honestly, I hope they never leave. I love my Sofia and my Cristina.

I think back to that day, us telling each other that we were just going to be good friends, fuck buddies, maybe, and I grin to myself. Of course it was always going to be something more, because from the very first day, they meant something special to me, something wonderful and ill-defined by any modern definition of a relationship. I love them. They love me.

But our story from that vacation isn’t quite finished yet. There’s the little matter of the very last surprise back in our hotel room.

* * *

I poured them each a glass of wine and settled them down on the table. They would never be touched. I sipped on a simple, cheap scotch and stripped down to my boxers as my girls requested through the door to the suite’s bedroom and sat on the edge of the couch. You’d think the hotel master suite would have comfier furniture. At least the bed was exactly as stiff as I liked.

They giggled and spoke quietly in the bedroom as they got ready. I had suspected something was up all day from the stiff way they’d been walking and the occasional quick breaks to bathrooms. My oh-so-creative mind fixated on what they had in store for me, and what I figured they’d been playing with all day.

Sofia came out first, her hand enclosed over Cristina’s, and I immediately sucked in my gut. All week they’d put on some spectacular fashion shows for me with outfits they bought in Atlanta, but this one outdid them all. Short pleated skirts did the absolute bare minimum to cover their sexes and their asses. Tiny didn’t begin to describe those skirts. And instead of the white tops you’d imagine with skirts like that, they wore pink halter tops cut short just under their breasts. Both of them had their hair done in ponytails, and the sticks of a pair of suckers poked out of their lusciously touched-up lips.

Sofia pulled her sucker out with a wet pop, and crinkled her fingers at me. “Hi Rob.”

Cristina pulled her sucker out too and gave it a teasing lick. “We just wanted to thank you for such a fun week.”

“So we thought we’d give you your surprise tonight,” Sofia said. They glanced at each other and giggled, then turned as one and brought their skirts up to show off their backsides.

I knew what to expect. That didn’t mean I wasn’t gobsmacked at the plugs poking out of their bottoms.

“We’ve been getting ready for you,” Cristina murmured, watching me over her shoulder. She popped the sucker back into her mouth.

“Mm hm,” Sofia purred. “Want to be the one to take our tight little virgin butts for the first time tonight?”

I didn’t respond. Air hit my lungs and I felt like a bull ready to charge. I stepped closer and ran a hand over both their asses. Sofia’s, small and tight, but still nice and bubbly. Cristina’s, so curvy, the absolute perfect ass. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this incensed. I needed them right that moment.

“Get on the bed, the two of you,” I growled. “On your backs. Knees spread wide.”

They wasted no time obeying my command. Before I joined them, their suckers slipped down to each other’s pussies, trailing their slick folds before they teased each other’s clits. Sofia winked at Cristina, and as one, they brought the suckers up to their mouths, giving them a long, lingering lick.

Fuck me sideways, but that’s still one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.

On the bed’s nightstands were a couple bottles of lube and some wipes. Good girls, I thought. I slipped out of my boxers, my dick leading the way to my two beauties. As they dropped the suckers into a garbage can, I crawled up on the bed, and first cupped Sofia’s cheek, kissing her with all the fire and need in my soul. Her eyes danced with mine, good-humored, but she trembled under my touch and I murmured in her ear, “I love you, Sofia.”

Then it was Cristina’s turn, and I met her lips with that same hunger, stroking her cheek. She smiled against my mouth, and I whispered, “I love you, Cristina.”

I leaned back on my knees, staring at the pair of them for a long moment, thinking about how I was the most blessed man on this planet. I reached down to cup their sexes. They murmured my name, the sound so goddamn sexy coming from both their mouths.

“Rooob.”

They were both wet and ready. My hands worked their folds, and I slid my middle fingers into my Latina beauties as they breathed their pleasure. Sofia turned to Cristina and cupped her cheek much as I had. Their kisses started much like my fingering, slow, building up rhythm, but as I started to curl my fingers and find their spots after every few pumps, they began to press against each other with more and more need.

Every fiber in my being wanted to take them now, hard, and use them. The me before Rachael would have. Hell, the me when I was doing my dance with Rachael would have. But these two deserved better than that. They deserved my full attention before I accepted their gifts. And that’s what I gave them, fingering their g-spots even as my palms brushed their clits. They helped me by reaching down to each other’s buttons and playing, and I concentered more on the fingering, inserting another digit and going all-out this time.

“Like that,” Sofia gasped, “just like that.”

“God, yes,” Cristina murmured, giving me a fiery look. “Your fingers are the best.”

“Mm, I like his dick too.”

“And his tongue,” Cristina finished.

I said nothing, drinking them in. I genuinely had a bad feeling this was going to be our last time so I was trying to commit everything to memory. They were so sexy like that, their thighs pressed against my hands, their cunts squelching around my fingers, their lips finding each other over and over as their hands played.

It was Sofia who crested first, her cry a sudden, sharp thing. “Mm, yes!” She gripped my hand and squeezed it, breathing hard against Cristina’s lips, her eyes closed as she slowly writhed. She came all over my finger, and I slid it out to feed it to Cristina. She sucked it down, staring at her friend as Sofia stroked her cheek, whispering her name. Sofia sat up and took off her top, then helped Cristina out of hers before they settled back in, curling up even tighter.

Cristina got our full attention. Sofia began to kiss down along her neck, her collar, her breast as I added a third finger to Cristina’s pussy. Her legs spread even wider for me and she threw an arm over her eyes, moaning with the twin pleasure of Sofia sucking gently at her nipple and my harder fingering.

Sofia popped off her nipple and murmured, “He’s going to take our asses, Crissy.”

“Mm hm!”

“It’s going to be so dirty. That big dick sliding up into you. His come all over.”

“Ohhh fuck,” Cristina moaned.

Sofia leaned down and robbed the flat of her fingers over Cristina’s clit, a little fast, just the way she liked it. “I want him to do it to you first,” she murmured. “Does that make me a naughty girl, Crissy?”

“So naughty.”

“We’re going to be Rob’s little anal sluts.”

“Oh fuck,” Cristina panted as I stroked the sensitive spot inside her walls. “Oh God, Sofia, I’m close, keep rubbing me…”

Sofia did, and leaned down again to tease Cristina’s nipples with the tip of her tongue. The extra stimulation set her off, and Cristina bit her lip, not making a sound as she came. I held my finger in her still for a while, letting her calm down before I pulled it out and fed it to Sofia. Cristina glanced up at me, her eyes pleading.

“Do it, before I lose my nerve, okay?”

“Flip over, baby,” I murmured. She did, the plug sticking out of her apple bottom. I pulled it out gently, and she tensed so hard I thought I’d already hurt her. I dropped the plug onto a tissue, and knelt down to kiss her bud gently. I rubbed my fingers, and spoke against her ass. “Relax. If this hurts beyond what you want out of it, say so. There’s no judgment here.”

I guided her onto all fours, and Sofia handed me the lube, watching closely as I poured a generous amount along Cristina’s backside. I worked some in with a finger, and with the plug freshly out of her, found I had room to work in two. Good. That probably meant she could take at least a little bit of me. I was gentle, and soon she was ready. Cristina folded her arms underneath her, sticking her butt out even higher, and Sofia lubed up my cock with her fist, giving it a quick kiss on the tip before smiling up at me and guiding it to her best friend’s butt.

“Ready?” I asked Cristina. She watched me over her shoulder and nodded.

I couldn’t have done it without the plugs. I am absolutely certain of that. Cristina was tight, so very tight I almost called it off, but the moan that escaped her lips seemed pleased, not hurt.

“Oh my God, I’m full,” she said. “Sofia. It’s good. It’s really good.”

I was surprised at that. “You’re okay?”

“Fuck yeah,” she said, her eyes wide. “Holy shit. I mean, it’s tight. But hoooly shit. Rob. Can you, I don’t know, magic me up a bit? Like… say, make it feel like my pussy’s getting fucked at the same time?”

“How have I never thought of that?” I asked. I rubbed my fingers and gave her the command as I pulled slowly back.

“Holy SHIT!” Cristina wailed. “Oh fuck me, that’s good.”

Sofia’s eyes went wide. “I have an idea. Make me feel like she does. And her me.”

“You two are evil geniuses,” I breathed. “Sexy evil geniuses. I love it.” I commanded, and Sofia’s mouth dropped.

“Hooooo fuuuuuck!” she gasped as I slid back into Cristina. “Phantom dicks!”

I cracked up, which set Cristina off, her head coming down to rest on her arms as she snickered. Sofia joined in breathlessly, and I rubbed Cristina’s bottom. I thought I’d loved that ass before. This was amazing.

Cristina, as much as she was enjoying this, still needed me to take it slow, so I filled her patiently. The sight of my dick disappearing into her bottom gave me an idea, and I grunted, “Sofia. The phone.”

She scrambled for it fast, her hand at her pussy, and tossed it to me. I punched in Cristina’s code and got an amazing clip of me sliding deep inside her. I don’t know how or why she could take so much of me in her ass, but holy hell, I managed nearly down to my nuts. Every thrust was hitting her pussy just as hard, and within only minutes, Cristina moaned, “Mmmfu, mmm, coming, I’m coming so goddamn hard.”

“Me too,” Sofia gasped. She was on her back, her hand rubbing furiously at her clit as she jumped with every feeling she was getting from Cristina. “So intense. Oh my God.”

Cristina cried out, her forehead dipping low again on her arms, and she quivered on me as I kept going. Sofia came just a minute later, shaking with the force of it. They grabbed hands and held on tight, riding out the pleasure. When Cristina’s head came back up again, she gasped, “I want to try being on top.”

I pulled out of her and cleaned myself off quickly. Cristina handed more lube to me, and Sofia helped her, shivering with the feelings she was still getting from her friend. I was going to have to remove that command at the end of the night or make it less intense, but the idea of them sharing pleasure, at least to a degree, was insanely hot. I wondered how far the bond could stretch, or if there even was a limit.

I expected this to be intimate. I thought given my size and their inexperience this might not happen at all. What I didn’t anticipate was this level of fun, and I don’t know why. All that week, I’d been buoyant thanks to them. Recharged. With them, I felt alive, and I always will. Sofia and Cristina have forever been the best at pulling me out of one of my moods. As I laid out towels on a chair and Sofia spanked Cristina just to see if she felt that too -which she did, after a command from me – I realized I was dreading the next day less and enjoying this moment more.

Remember this feeling, I commanded myself.

Cristina joined me as Sofia picked up her phone again. “I want to get this one on film,” she said. “So act like you like each other.”

I grinned and kissed Cristina. “I think I can pretend for a little while.”

With Sofia watching, Cristina guided that tasty butt right back to my cock again. Slowly she came down, and I gripped my cock and angled it at her bud. She stopped with me at her entrance, and blew a kiss to the camera before sinking onto my prick.

Sofia gasped, “Oh, fuck, I think that’s even better.”

Cristina squeezed her eyes shut and nodded fervently. “Yup. Yup yup yup. That’s… that’s very good.”

She shimmied that sexy ass down on top of me, quivering with every inch that sank into her. At this angle, she could control it, so I occupied myself by teasing her clit and working a finger inside her again. At that, Sofia nearly fumbled the phone, her mouth parting in a soft O. The other hand went to Cristina’s breast as she started rocking up and down on my dick, taking me somewhat faster than on the bed.

The room filled with moans and wet slurps of Cristina’s ass around my cock. The dual feelings of my real cock inside her and the phantom one working her pussy had her coming in mere minutes again. Sofia dropped the phone for real this time and fell to her knees in front of us, her lips against Cristina’s slick folds. I pulled my finger out and gave her room to play. “Oh my fuck,” she gasped, “I can feel my own tongue, oh my Gawd.”

Five licks. That was all it took to send Sofia crashing backwards, her hips working side to side as she came, her eyes rolling up in the back of her head. Cristina gasped back at me, “It’s too much.”

“No more feeling each other for the moment,” I said immediately, rubbing my fingers.

Cristina pulled off me, and we picked Sofia up off the ground. Her eyes fluttered as she came back to us. “It was like…echoing,” she whimpered. “I could feel my tongue in her, and she could feel it in me, and…”

“It’s okay,” I murmured, “it’s okay. Fun experiment, but Jesus, we need to tinker with that one. Come on. We’ll get the plug out of you and get you cleaned up before bed.”

“What are you talking about?” Sofia asked. “We’re not done. One ass down, one to go.”

I gaped at her. “The way you just came…”

“Uh uh. I’m going through with this,” she said. “I loved the way it felt when you were doing it to her, but I want to try the real thing.”

Cristina patted my butt. “Come on, stud. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

They did, and I guided Sofia back up to the pillows again on top of new towels. She rested on her stomach, and I pulled out her plug gently. Cristina lubed her up and spread her wide for me, and jerked my cock with her other slick hand. Soon I was ready, and I lined up my cock to my long-legged Latina beauty’s ass, loving the way her breasts were kind of pillowing out to the side.

“Ready?” I murmured in her ear.

Sofia grinned and said, “Yes. Do it.”

I settled my cockhead against her bud, and as gently as I could manage, I spread her open and sank into her. She drew in a deep breath, and I nearly called it off. She was tight, as tight as Cristina, and I let her take her time to get used to me. Finally she exhaled and said, “Okay. I like this. It’s different. But it’s good.”

“Little different for you than her?” I asked, slowly easing into Sofia.

“Mm hm. Can you make it so my g-spot feels it a bit? Not as much as Crissy got. I swear, much more than one more orgasm and I’m going to faint.”

I held up my hand and rubbed my fingers. “A little extra pleasure to your g-spot and your clit. And I do mean a little.”

She sighed pleasantly. “Yeah, like that. It’s like I’m getting a little fingering, but it’s not so intense.”

I really took my time with Sofia. Cristina got used to the sensations fast, but Sofia’s body needed a good coaxing, I didn’t know it at the time, but Cristina had her phone in hand, recording the whole thing. When we watched it one night a few weeks down the line, I thought it was the most remarkably sexy thing out of all our recordings that week. And the funny thing is there’s nothing overtly as erotic as Cristina bouncing on my dick. But Sofia, lying prone like that like she was getting a massage, with me poised over her, slowly inching my dick in and out of her until she was panting with pleasure, that’s a turn-on. I like slow builds, apparently. Who knew?

In any case, soon I had to pull out to lube up again. Sofia pushed herself up onto her hands and knees, and glanced at me over her shoulder. “I think I’m ready to go a little faster,” she murmured.

“You sure?”

“Mm hm.”

I guided myself back into her, and she sighed with pleasure as my dick found her depths again. She took more of me, and when I pulled back out to her edge, she gave me an experimental hump backwards, meeting my gentle thrust with her harder one. “Ohhh, yes,” she hissed. “I like that. Spank me, Rob.”

I did when I pushed back in again, and she yelped and pushed back even harder at me.

“Yeah, yeah, like that. Right, right about that deep, oh God, that’s good.”

“Let me feel it,” Cristina moaned.

I held up my hand again and rubbed my fingers. “Feel it, but none of that echoing.”

Cristina crawled up on the bed with us, her finger sliding along her slit. She breathed a pleased sigh when I pushed into Sofia again, and guided herself underneath her friend. She began to lap gently at Sofia’s pussy, her fingers in her own cunt. I fucked Sofia’s tight ass harder, and started slapping her ass at random. Every time, she’d push back at me, eventually gazing at me over her shoulder.

“Fuck me, Rob, fuck me harder, baby.”

“You like my cock in your ass?” I asked, plunging into her.

“Uh huh,” she panted. “Full, oh my God, I’m full. Come in my ass, okay? When I do.”

“I will. I’ll fill you so full of my come you’ll drip it.”

“Mm, fuck,” she gasped, squeezing her eyes shut.

I grabbed the phone and zoomed in on her ass. Underneath her, Cristina was moaning too, her fingers fluttering in and out of herself faster as she kept licking and sucking at Sofia’s clit. I wasn’t sure which one of them was going to come first, but they were both off to the races.

I gave Sofia’s ass one more hard crack at the same time as I plunged deep, and she gasped, “Yeah, yeaaaah, ahhhh, I’m coming, I’m cooooming!”

She pushed backwards one last time. I grabbed her ponytail with one hand and took a long shot between her head pulled back like that, Cristina’s own legs splaying out as she came with a cry too. I shifted the focus and settled on my own dick deep inside Sofia’s ass. I let myself go, and came and came and came deep inside my gorgeous girlfriend.

I pulled out in a hurry with a wet plop, and leaned down to film my come rushing out of her and spilling onto the towels. Every time we’ve rewatched that scene, Sofia comes to it. She says she can remember that orgasm in every minute detail, and I believe it. It wasn’t likely I’d ever forget it either, even without my gifts.

I cleaned them as they clung to each other, utterly spent. We took showers, keeping the horseplay to a minimum as Sofia looked about ready to pass out and Cristina wasn’t all that much better off. When we settled into bed again, the covers drawn up over us for the last time in a while, Sofia rested with her arm draped over me, stroking Cristina’s side.

She muttered, “Wait. Aw, crap.”

“What?” Cristina murmured.

“How the hell are we going to fly comfortably tomorrow?”

I started snickering, and Cristina joined in. Sofia just glared at us, but finally she grinned too.

My beautiful girls.

Man, that was a good trip.

* * *

My jet landed fifteen minutes after Sofia, Cristina, and I made it to the airport. We had a push cart loaded with insulated boxes full of deep dish pizzas and specialty cheesecakes for the club and resort employees. Luis and Sally, the flight attendant and pilot in training, disembarked first. It didn’t fail my notice that he was giving her a bashful grin and that she was toying with her hair. Good for him. Sally was a cutie. I thought she was married, but now that I was paying attention, I noticed the pale circle of flesh where her ring used to be.

I greeted Luis with a firm handshake and a clap to the shoulder he wasn’t expecting from me. “Good to see you, Luis.”

“Uh, you too, sir!” he said brightly, recovering admirably even if he was clearly expecting the other shoe to drop. “Thank you again for the time off. I know I just started working for you, but having the time to pick up my dog and see my family, that’s always appreciated.”

“The little yapper settling in?”

He grinned. “Oh yes sir. I set up a run. He won’t bother you a bit.”

I nodded and gestured at Sofia and Cristina. “Sofia, Cristina, this is my new assistant Luis. Don’t give him too hard of a time now.”

“Very pleased to meet you,” he said, shaking their hands. Sofia went in for a hug, and Cristina joined them, surprising him again. He stepped back and gave me a once-over. “I almost forgot to thank you so much for the small heart attack telling me I was in charge.”

“I forgot about that,” I said. “What did Fiona come up with?”

“She called me up to tell me I hadn’t paid the entertainers’ fees, and we needed a singer at the club right then and there.”

Cristina and Sofia laughed, and I grinned. “I take it you grabbed a guitar and took a hit for the team?”

“Sir, pray you don’t ever hear me sing,” he said.

Luis gave us a few minutes, and I hugged Sofia and Cristina tight, kissing them each one more time. “I needed this,” I said. “I couldn’t have asked for better company this week.”

“We love you, Rob,” Cristina said, smiling through tears.

Sofia could only nod, and I embraced them again. “I love you both too. Don’t be strangers. Don’t ever be strangers.”

“You tell us that, we’re never leaving,” Sofia finally said, trying to laugh.

* * *

The last leg.

Luis was nervous about driving my car. I tried to reassure him it was the most accessible and easiest of my cars to drive, but he knew the price tag of the beast. His fears dissipated once he got a feel for how it seemed to glide down the road, and admitted I was right.

We spent most that first day catching up on business. I phone conferenced in my property managers, and we went over what I’d missed in the last week. It was a good distraction to the ache of having to say goodbye to my sexy travel companions and from what was coming for me down the road. I still wasn’t sure when I’d be back. Visiting my family always came with a certain cost to my psyche. Not that they’re awful people or anything, far from it. But… well, you’ll see.

We made much better time now that it was the two of us. My touristy needs had been sated, and I wanted to get to my parents. Luis had meticulously researched great places to eat online and rented us a pair of rooms at a posh bed and breakfast in the middle of nowhere that I wish I had taken the girls to. Already he seemed to know my tastes better than I did, but he confessed Pin had given him whole folders on my likes and dislikes. I wanted to look at those folders, even at the same time as I realized no, I most certainly did not want to peek at my own mountainous list of rich guy silly demands and dislikes.

In any case, that night at the bed and breakfast, I sat outside, smoking a cigar – I only rarely have them, and almost always when I’m contemplating going back to my hometown – when Rachael called.

Perfectly on cue, Trish walked around the side of the building. She studied me, silent as always, and turned to face the pinks and oranges of the Midwest sunset.

I answered, and said quietly, “Hey Rachael.”

“Hey. So… I told him about you.”

I winced. “Um.”

“Not about what you can, you know, do. But that I was talking with an ex-boyfriend. Purely on a friendly basis.”

“Oh,” I said, sitting up straighter. “That’s, uh, that’s good. Honesty’s good.”

“Yes,” Rachael said.

“How did he handle it?”

“About as well as you think he could, considering I told him you were a wealthy club owner and it was a whirlwind romance. He’s confused.”

“Is he, uh, treating you okay?”

“He’s very… nice.”

“That’s good. Yeah.” There was a long pause, and I said finally, “I still haven’t made it to my parents’.”

She sniffed, and asked, “How’s the trip? Have your two friends drained you dry yet?”

I laughed. “They tried their best. They flew home today. Luis is back with me now.”

For a while, I talked some about the three of us. I left nothing out, and Rachael asked some questions, mostly gently probing ones about where I stood with them.

“I think we’re firmly in the friends with benefits category,” I said, wincing even as I said it.

“So, basically like every woman who steps through your door.”

“Rachael…” I said, sighing. “No. I fell a little bit for them.”

“Oh,” she said, sounding very small and very sad.

“Not like I fell for you.”

“Do they know about me?”

“Yeah. All of it. About me pushing you away. About how much I…” I didn’t finish the rest. I couldn’t.

“What’s your goal with me, Rob?”

“Sorry?”

“Why are you playing this game?”

Trish turned to look at me appraisingly I closed my eyes and leaned my head back. “It’s not a game.”

“You push me away. You tell me you don’t want me. Then you drive me crazy with these little hints about how you feel.” A quick suck of breath. “I saw you. At the airport.”

“Oh.” Shit.

“You just… stood there. And I’m supposed to see and what, run after you?”

“No.” Yes
.

“What then?”

“We connected, and it terrified me.”

“Why?” she practically shouted. “Why me? Why the hell am I special?”

“Because the only other woman who made me fall so hard with her was my fiance,” I said, finally saying it, finally getting the words out there to her.

I opened my eyes, and Trish was gone.


No. Come back. Come back to me. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I never appreciate when you’re here
.

“Your… your fiance?” Rachael asked, her tone immediately softening.

So I told her. I told her everything. The Alzheimer’s. The fight. The treatment. Everything. I held nothing back. Twice in a week I told more people outside my family my story than I had since I got my powers. Pin was the only other one who knew everything.

What was I becoming? What had Rachael made me?

She listened. She cried. I cried too, talking about losing Trish. And then, ten minutes later, it was over. The whole story. Out there. In her hands.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” she said.

“No, it’s okay,” I said. “It hurts still, knowing I did that to her. That’s why I don’t get close to people. Why you confused me so much. I’m sorry. You deserved better.”

“How many women have you told this to?”

“You. Pin. Sofia. Cristina. Devina a bit of it.”

“They knew before I did.” Her voice was hurt and betrayed, not angry.

“You deserved to hear it first. There’s no making it up to you. I was lashing out. I wanted you and I didn’t think I deserved you. I guess I still don’t. I just want you to be… I don’t know if happy’s the right word. I mean, yeah, obviously I do want that for you. But I want to know you’re with a guy who won’t push you away when things get tough. Don’t wind up with someone like me.”

“Rob. You’re not the only guilty one here.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Rachael sighed. “I don’t know if you programmed this into me or something, but I kind of… keep thinking about you. When I’m with him.”

“Oh hell. I’m sorry. I didn’t give you that kind of a command, but… I mean I guess it could be residual. You know?”

“No. I don’t. But I know he’s trying hard for me.”

“That’s all you can ask,” I said, swallowing what felt like a small boulder.

“Yeah. I should go. Um. Thank you. For telling me. I really am sorry. That’s gotta be… I don’t think painful’s a big enough word.”

“Thank you for listening. And Rachael?”

“Hm?”

“We don’t have to talk. If it’s not easy on you.”

She let out a soft, long breath, and hung up. I tapped my phone against my head, then got up to head inside and try to sleep off the urge to run to her, to command her to always be mine.

* * *

Guessberg falls somewhere squarely in the realm of “small city.” When the baby boomer generation is weeded out, that status is probably going to drop to “large town,” but for now, it’s plentiful without being busy. Your typical Midwestern sprawl, then.

Luis noticed my growing quiet as I drove, and tried to match it. I finally had enough and said, “If you don’t fiddle with the radio or read a book or play a game on your phone or something, I swear, I’m going to think you’re not human.”

“Could I try some of those peanuts in the back?”

I wanted to bite his hand off for that. We still had two full bags from Georgia and I was seriously giving thought as to hoarding them away in my suitcase. But never accuse me of being a terrible friend or an unjust boss. I granted him his boon, and he soon discovered the great singular joy that is a Georgian peanut, confirmed by science to be three thousand times better than your average store-bought peanut across the rest of the nation.

He ate noisily, and turned on the satellite radio, settling for a modern pop station I wouldn’t have figured him for. I got a taste of his awful singing and yeah, it was bad, but it also gave me something else to focus on other than the idea of going home, and so I didn’t complain. He distracted me, in a good way. I guess he still does. Jesus, don’t tell him I said that.

We made Guessberg by noon, and he turned off the radio when the city came into sight.

“Sir, can I ask you some questions?”

“Sure. Can’t promise I’ll answer all of them, but go ahead.”

“Did you live here long?” he asked me.

“Up until my mid-twenties.”

He blinked at me. “But you’ve lived in Florida quite a while, right?”

“Yeah.”

“I would have guessed you were still only twenty-two. Maybe.”

I grinned. “Ah. Thanks. The mind control. I can command certain things about myself. I look a lot younger than I am.”

“That’s incredible.”

“I’ll run some commands by you. It should work for you too.”

He gaped at me. “Seriously?”

“I don’t see why not.”

“Best. Job. Ever. So why did you leave? What brought you to Florida?”

I wasn’t going to answer the “why did I leave” part, but the Florida part gave me an easy out. “I traveled a lot. I decided to buy property in a few of my favorite places. Florida was the place I kept coming back to. A few of the other controllers are in the area, and we helped each other get our footing.”

“Neat.”

“I suppose so.”

Guessberg’s suburbs were dotted with your usual Midwestern fast food and family-friendly chains, hotels, and scores upon scores of car dealerships. On that end of the city is the local college, the football field a big gleaming edifice to the modern success of its sports program. Get a little further in and the city gets delightfully weird. I have no idea if this number is still accurate or not, but at one point when Trish and I were freshly engaged, Guessberg had the highest number of traditional American buffets in the United States. No joke. We also, much to my very happy belly’s delight, had the highest number of Chinese buffets per capita. Maybe not total, but it had to be up there. Guessberg is a very fat city, but damned if my mouth didn’t water when I saw two Chinese buffets right across the street from one another. You just don’t get quality shit Chinese in Florida. It’s too fresh to be the right kind of terrible, but not authentic enough to be the right kind of great.

Guessberg also had one of the nation’s premiere monster truck and dirt racing arenas, and when we pulled up to a red light with the windows down, Luis heard the revving roar of the engines and asked me what that was. He blinked at me when I told him, and exclaimed, “They still do that?” like we were talking about jousting or besieging the castle.

It’s crazy to think that the bulk of the thirty controllers came from here. Some of them bussed or drove in from out of town for the tests, but by and large, thirty of the nation’s most powerful called this simple city home. I don’t know why that comforts me, except it’s a good place. An honest place. A place you ask your childhood sweetheart to marry you and lean against the back of your car and talk about all your hopes and dreams for your kids while watching the football players squash the other team.

It hurt to come home for a lot of reasons. That trip was the first time since Trish died it also felt right.

* * *

I intended on getting Luis hooked up at the car rental place first, then he’d get checked into his hotel and meet up with my property managers there in Guessberg the next day and learn the ins and outs of the handful of businesses and rental properties I own in the city. It was make-busy work, and honestly, I could have probably just sent him on back to Florida and driven back myself, but I kinda wanted him around. For a buffer, you understand. Not because I was coming to think of Luis as a friend. Honest.

But the car rental place is only about six blocks from my parents’ house, and I hemmed and hawed about it until I realized I’d driven the complete wrong direction and we wound up at home.

“Should I, um, stay here with the car, sir?” Luis asked.

“What? No,” I said. “Come in for a while. We’ll get my stuff unpacked, and… I don’t know, you can use the car while we’re here in the city.”

“Sir?” he squawked. “It’s a very, very expensive car, and…”

“And it beats the hell out of a rental.” I flicked a finger at the house, where my dad was looking out the window to see who pulled into the driveway. “Come on.”

The door opened before we made it to the steps. The split-level house was as familiar to me as my mansion, if not more. Same old cracks on the sidewalk, patched badly by my dad when he remembered to. Same slightly bent railing on the steps. Still the same old front door, with the glass window at the top too narrow to let in much sunlight and too high to see who was on the other side.

My dad is a short guy whose balding head pumped the brakes about the same time as I got my powers. Funny, that. He keeps what’s left of his hair slightly long, with a big bushy goatee and hawkish eyes behind a pair of glasses.

“Rob!” he said, smiling broadly.

I hugged him hard, and he thumped my back. My mom came up the stairwell from the basement, my name on her lips, and she practically threw Dad aside to give me an even harder hug, crying softly as she held me.

“Who’s this?” Dad asked.

“Luis, sir, I’m your son’s personal assistant.”

Luis held out a hand, and my dad grasped it just long enough to pull Luis in for a hug too. My assistant was then practically dogpiled by my mom, who hugged him too.

“No more Pin?” my dad asked, looking somewhat miffed. Who could blame him?

“She’s met someone and moved to the West Coast,” I said. My mom shut the door behind us and we trudged upstairs as we talked.

“Always thought you might marry her,” my mom said.

I winced, and only Luis caught it. “No. She’s found the right one, I think. Dad, you’d be a fan. Hawaiian volleyball player. She’s got this perfect tiny frame.”

“Pictures,” my dad said, rubbing his hands together.

My mom said, “Swat him, Luis.” Luis laughed politely.

We gathered around the living room, everybody taking a seat on the couch or the recliner except for Luis, who clearly had no idea what he was supposed to be doing. I noticed my brother Tim’s baseball jacket on the hook by the back door leading to the yard, and said, “Tim’s already here?”

“Just a few hours ahead of you,” Dad said. “They took the kids to the zoo.”

“Charlotte?”

“Tomorrow morning,” Mom said, beaming. The three of us rarely got together anymore. Mostly we said it was because of scheduling, but also because… well, I terrified them all in a lot of ways, I guess. “How long are you staying?”

“I don’t really know,” I said.

Luis cleared his throat. “Sir, why don’t I get your things while you talk with your parents?”

“What, are you kidding?” my dad asked. “Come on, we’ll knock it out together.” I rose up, and my dad shooed me back down. “Luis and I got this. Sit with your mother.”

My mom waited just long enough for Luis to hit the stairwell, then asked me, “Are you and he… like you were with Pin?”

Luis couldn’t help a sharp bark of laughter, and called out, “Sorry, sir.”

“Just Rob this week,” I called back, and grinned at my mom. “Nah. He’s a friend, but that’s it. Don’t tell him I said he’s a friend. He’ll never stop grinning.”

“I can make up the couch,” she said.

“Mom,” I said, smiling lightly. “We got it. He’s going to be staying at a hotel down the street.”

“There’s no sense wasting the money.”

My parents had never really come to grips with the kind of money I made. They knew about my talents and the myriad of businesses and companies I owned at least in part. They came to the mansion at least once or twice a year. But to them, I was still the kid who used the money I was saving for a motorcycle on a new video game console and a stack of games. I can’t blame them.

“It’s already taken care of,” I said. “But I’m loaning him the car. So if you don’t mind when he’s not around…”

“Of course. Anything you need.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

I hopped up to help Luis and Dad with the luggage, and Mom joined us. She was the first to get to the peanuts, what few were left by that point, and judging from the way they disappeared from view into the cupboard, I had no doubt what would be her snack that night when she was reading. She oohed over the peaches I brought too, and wanted to have some with ice cream for dessert.

We headed out to the backyard, where the mosquitos weren’t as terrible as they probably should have been for that time of the year. Sadly, not even being a mind controller could keep the little bastards away. My parents focused mostly on Luis, who seemed dazed by all this and only slowly loosened up, still afraid I’d get mad at him for something. Truth was, all I wanted was a beer and a seat in my parents’ old metal patio furniture. My deck chairs are top of the line and very comfortable, but my ass had never felt quite at home on them as I did my parents’ house.

My dad dug out an old chessboard and we set it up, playing a game while my mom pried more and more details out of Luis about his home life. Eventually, she yelled at me, “Rob! You made him wait months until he could get his dog?”

“I didn’t even know he had a dog until a week or two ago,” I grumbled.

“Still, you should have…” Mom threw up her hands. “You tell him about these things, Luis. He likes to pretend to be grumpy, but he’s still our son and he’s a good man. You let your little doggie run around and have fun there. Don’t let him say otherwise.”

“I never said he couldn’t,” I said.  Dad grinned at me slyly before he slid a pawn forward.

* * *

Tim, his wife, and their four kids came crashing through the house an hour later. Tim inherited more of my dad’s shorter rotundness than me, but I’d slipped the family a few discreet commands here and there about keeping in shape and their metabolism, and he was down thirty pounds since I’d seen him last. He looked good, nearly as young as I did.

His wife Sharon was a sweet woman who looked around at the world sometimes like she wasn’t entirely sure where she was or what she was doing. I used to think it was drugs, but the truth was much simpler, and not something I’ll go into. She’s a kind woman. She is good to my brother and their children. That’s all you need to know.

The kids swarmed me, and gave Luis a pack of curious stares and a thousand questions. He had been unsure with the rest of us, but with the kids, my assistant was magic. Within ten minutes, he had them laughing when he kept getting their names wrong in goofier and goofier ways. In fifteen, he had them playing a version of the shell game – hide the peanut, guess what cup the shell is under. Except he could really do magic, and palmed the peanuts deftly, keeping the kids wondering and trying to figure out how he was doing it. Even I couldn’t see him do it, and I was pretty good at spotting the seams in magicians’ tricks.

Tim and Sharon watched me with the usual apprehension that made my soul weary, but I kept my hands in full view, and when the kids started up a game of soccer with Luis, I said quietly, “I’d never hurt them. Or any of the family.”

Tim gestured at his gut. “But you’d change us without telling us.” The way Sharon stared at me broke my heart. She clutched her husband’s arm, her eyes flicking fast between my hands and my eyes. Terrified. Sharon was terrified. Of me.

Coming home. Ain’t it wonderful?

“Never in any way that would change who you are.”

“But you did, didn’t you?” Tim asked.

“I made it so it was easier for you to lose weight and keep it off.”

“You changed our children,” Sharon said, her voice quavering. My parents came out the back door of the house, gave us a long look, and made a wide berth to give us some privacy.

“Yes.” I watched Donna, their oldest. When I came home last for the holidays, she was teased unmercifully by extended family, both by kids and the adults who should have known better, about her weight problems. Now she ran with the others without dogging it, without slowing. And she smiled without hesitation, without any of the kicked-dog looks of the vulnerable. Maybe what I did was morally wrong. Maybe it wasn’t. But it was a decision I wouldn’t take back, even if Tim and Sharon begged me. “Sometimes you just try to do the best you can with what you have. If it was my kids, if it was me, and you had my talent, tell me you wouldn’t have done the same thing.”

Sharon stopped studying my hands, and cast her head down. With quaking emotion I couldn’t recognize as anger or sadness, Tim said, “We’re trying the best we can.”

“I’m not saying you aren’t. I’m not trying to play God, Tim. I’m just trying to help where I can. Do you want to know all the changes I’ve made to all of you?”

They looked at each other, and nodded. So… I told them. Tim’s drinking problem was the most obvious, along with the family’s weight loss and general health. About Donna’s self-esteem issues and the commands to love herself and to not let the world get her so down. About Neal and his wicked temper. About the bug-out command in all of them, that if there was any serious trouble they would call me or my office. I had to think through the rest. Small things. Helping Jared with focusing on his homework. Carrie and helping her remember where her favorite teddy bear was. Granting Sharon’s idle wish that she could watch a movie without worrying about laundry or dishes or the kids’ homework or getting Tim’s things together for work.

At that, she started crying. Not just a few tears, but ugly, out-and-out sobbing. Her kids rushed to her, and Tim had her up on her feet in moments. They didn’t so much head out of there as run.

My parents watched all this, worry and fear in their eyes. Luis watched me, concern on his.

My hands rose to my mouth as I tried to hold back the bile rising in my stomach. Luis started to say my name. I stared at all three of them, and completely numb, I walked out through the side gate.

* * *

This now felt like the last time I’d come home. Mom and Dad seemed happy enough to see me, but that image of Sharon breaking down and sobbing kept playing itself over and over and over again in my head, and I couldn’t do that to them again.

If it was going to be my last time in Guessberg, there were places I needed to visit. I knew it would wreck me, but the first stop as I drove away from my family and my probably less-than-thrilled assistant was the apartment. Not the great little place Trish and I had before the Alzheimer’s, but the tiny assisted living community where I lost her.

Despite the years, it still looked exactly the same. The only thing different were the potted plants lined up and down the sidewalk. Those were my gift to them, one I’m ashamed to admit I forgot I arranged when I made my first few million. Trish lounged around, but of course she would be. She leaned against our old door, watching me with what felt like pity. If it was anyone else, that pity might have made me angry. But I couldn’t. Not with her. Not after my anger killed her.

I stopped in one of the “for residents only” spots, and only caught myself just before putting it in park. Trish’s smile made me respond in kind, despite the acid in my eyes. I reversed and pulled into one of the guest parking spots instead.

I headed right for her. Her smile disappeared again, and if in that moment we were back at the mansion and she guided me towards the water again, I’d go. I’d lose myself in the waves. I would walk out as far as I could and never stop until I was with her again. She reached out to cradle my face, and I breathed her name. But before her fingers could touch me, the door opened and she vanished.

“We don’t allow solicitors here,” an elderly man said to me sternly. The sweet smell of pot rolled out of the open door.

“Just… had a family member who lived here. Reliving some old memories. Sorry.”

“Uh huh,” the old man said, and closed the door again in my face.

I chuckled and headed back to the car. I don’t want to tell you this next part. But I swore to myself I’d write this as honestly as I could, good and bad alike, so it’s time for me to tell you about the darkest moment of my life.

You’d think that would be getting the news about Trish’s death, or her funeral. It’s not. It was the day I got my driver’s license back. The day when my mental fog lifted to the point where I could take a drive. The day when I almost gave up.

The intersection had taken on an almost mythical status in my mind, and my family’s. We avoided it at all costs, even when it inconvenienced us. I should have told my family to go through it, that it was just a meeting of two roads and nothing else, but the truth was, I was grateful they circled around it. Higgins and a few taxi drivers took me through it, but they didn’t know the significance.  I didn’t properly deal with the place until after the treatments worked and I had my mind back.

It was just an ice cream run. That’s all. I had a sweet tooth, and the best ice cream place in town is two blocks from the intersection. And when I saw it, when I saw the light was going to be red, I gunned it. There was no conscious thought. I missed Trish so badly my soul and my mind nearly gave up. Twenty-five miles per hour shot up past thirty-five. Forty-five. I would have hit the intersection going north of sixty if she hadn’t been standing there in the middle of the road. Trish. My Trish.

I slowed. I stopped with the rest of traffic. A few people flipped me off. But all I cared about was her. She waved, and then she was gone.

Now I drove through there, wishing she was in the car with me, wishing we were singing along to the radio. I’d give up everything I’d gained to have her back for ten seconds. To apologize.

Having a temper is like having a rope in your hands, and at the other end is the person or people you love the most. Every time you lose control, they slip. Maybe it’s an inch. Maybe it’s a foot. Maybe they fall forever. And you can never haul them back up. However close you once were, that’s gone now. Forever.

I’m sorry, Trish.

* * *

They found me at her grave. Her marker was a small thing, tasteful and unobtrusive. I was humming to her, lost in fog, not of the mental kind, but of the heart, and I barely noticed the SUV pull up behind my car.

“Hey,” Tim said.

Not Mom and Dad. Not Luis. Tim. And Sharon. I turned to my brother, wordless, and I crossed to him. He wrapped his arms around me, and I cried like a goddamn baby into his shoulder.

Their kids piled out of the back. They hugged me too, murmuring to me and asking me if I was okay and telling me all the sweet things little ones do at a time like that. Sharon came to me too, her own cheeks and eyes red with her earlier tears, and she embraced me.

“I’d never hurt them,” I whispered to her.

She pulled back and sniffed as she took my brother’s hand again. “We know.”

Tim cleared his throat. “Uh. I’m sorry. We… we just needed to talk.”

“It’s all right,” I said. “In your shoes, I don’t know what I’d do with me.”

Tim squeezed my shoulder. Their daughter Carrie looked over Trish’s headstone and said quietly, “Who was she?”

I wrapped an arm around her and said, “Someone I loved very much once. We were going to get married.”

“But she died?”

Neal whispered harshly, “Carrie!”

“It’s all right,” I said. My throat jumped. “Yeah, sweetie. She was in a car wreck.”

“Oh. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. You would have liked her. She would always dance whenever she was happy. Just like you.”

“What was she like?” Neal asked.

“Well, sweet. Sweetest woman I’ve ever known. And she was crazy about your dad. Kept threatening to run away with him instead of me.”

Tim laughed softly and rubbed the back of his head, a mirror gesture of my own habit. “I forgot about that. She used to make me blush so hard.”

We traded a few Trish stories there in the fading afternoon until my mom called Tim, crying and wanting to know if they’d left town without saying goodbye. Tim put us all on speaker, and we agreed to come back. When he hung up, Sharon escorted her kids into the SUV after I hugged them all again and thanked them for sharing the time with me. Before Tim could escape me, I grabbed him in another fierce hug. With just the two of us, I told him, “Look. I don’t want to take Donna’s self-confidence back. But any of the rest of it…”

“You swear those are the only changes?” he asked me.

“That I can remember. I can do a trick later, when it’s just you and me, and it’ll help me remember all the little specifics. But I think that’s everything.”

“Then no. I don’t want you to change a thing back.” His kids broke out into laughter in the SUV, and he glanced behind him, then back at me. “Talk later?”

“Absolutely.”

* * *

Luis should have been pissed at me. Instead, when we walked back into my parents’ place, he and my mom were sitting at the kitchen table, a notepad in front of my assistant.

My mom stood up on shaky legs, and snapped, “Don’t you two ever do anything like that again. I thought you were both going to leave us.”

Tim and I glanced at each other, trying to fight our mutual amusement, and returned our attention to Mom. “Sorry,” and “Sorry, Mom” popped out of us as one. He hit my shoulder, and his kids stormed around us to raid the fridge and pantry.

I headed for Luis and slapped his back. “Sorry. Just had some personal business I needed to do. Get my head straight.”

“Not a problem at all, sir. Uh. Rob.”

“My mom and dad haven’t been too rough on you?”

“Oh no. She’s giving me your favorite recipes when you were a kid so I can give them to the cooks back at the resort.”

I arched an eyebrow and swiped the notebook from him to glance through it. Mom settled back in as I flipped through the pages. “Magic cookie bars, good. Breakfast pizza… sausage balls, enchiladas…”

“Beef wellington,” Tim called out from the living room, where he and Neal were settling in to play a game on my parents’ TV.

“Ooh, cheesesteak egg rolls,” I said.

My dad walked into the kitchen, hoisting his pants up. He seemed unbothered about potentially flashing his skivvies to Luis in his traditional manner of never doing up his buttons or his fly in the bathroom. “I haven’t got cheesesteak egg rolls in years,” he grumbled.

“You never ask for them!” my mom protested.

Leaning against one of the counters, Sharon said meekly, “I like your spinach artichoke dip. Can I have that recipe?”

“Of course!” my mom said, laughing and tugging on her ear. She loved the attention and we were laying it on pretty thick.

Luis grinned. “I just got an idea. I’m not up to too much after tomorrow. How about I settle in with you, we’ll digitize your favorites, and I’ll have some family cookbooks made up?”

I gaped at him. “You can do that?”

“Of course! At least, I can get it started. I’ll have to speak to our marketing department on how to actually print them, but I can at least organize things.”

“Do it,” I said. “Holy crap. That’s your best idea yet, Luis.”

The three other young ones started chiming in with their favorites, mostly desserts, and Luis started writing as fast as he could. It didn’t escape me just how pleased my mom looked with him, or the way she found more than a few times to brush his hand. Saucy, Mom. Really saucy.

* * *

I didn’t get a chance to treat the family too often, but all bets were off that trip, so I decided to be ridiculous and rent a limo for Charlotte when we went to pick her up from the airport. The kids went with me while Tim and Sharon helped my mom and dad do some repairs to their gardening shed. I volunteered just to buy a new one, but they told me the kindling pile could do for a few more years yet.

It was just Charlotte coming down that day, not her family. I didn’t know why, not right away, and the usual shitty part of my soul figured it was probably because of me. I was closer to her than I was Tim, largely because Charlotte got along with everybody. She and Trish had been like sisters, and the few times she met Pin, the two of them could talk until three in the morning.

She flew in early, and we picked her up at the curb, the kids leaning against the car. My sister’s a tall woman, nearly as tall as me. She was pretty, too, but she looked haggard that morning. To be expected, I guess, considering the early flight, but as she hugged the nieces and nephews, she glanced up at me, and I thought I’d never seen her look so thin or weary. Time has to catch up to all of us, commands or no commands, and that moment sucker-punched me hard. We were getting older.

Damn.

The kids kept her plied with dozens of questions as we rode along. They wanted to know where their cousins were, and I was curious too.

“Oh, you know, school has them busy and everything,” Charlotte said, her smile a bit too tight lipped. Marital problems, maybe? Hm.

She did love the silliness of the limo, though, and discovered music could be brought up on the small screen in the back. Soon she was leading the kids in belting out some songs from kids’ movies I didn’t recognize. I wish I could have joined them, but I did get in some impromptu seated dancing that left the youngest two in stitches.

Luis was off getting the grand tour of my properties in town. Tim was out mowing Mom and Dad’s lawn. The shed was fixed, though I still question the term “fixed” when it applies to covering a hole in the roof with plyboard and old rubber tires.

We still had the limo for another couple of hours, so Tim, Sharon, and the three youngest kids jumped back in while my mom, dad, and Donna rode with Charlotte and me in one of my parents’ cars. Donna dominated the conversation, telling my grandparents everything about the limo ride. It was good to see her so animated. She used to be prone to fits of depression and moodiness, and I was glad to see them behind her.

We destroyed a big breakfast buffet. Our herd kept the staff hopping. Charlotte in particular ate like she was starving. I could pack away some food, but I think she put down four or five plates, and that’s not counting the fruit she got for herself for dessert. Whatever was going on with my sister had me straight-up scared now.

When we finished with breakfast, we hit up a trampoline center to let the kids have some fun. Nobody noticed me when I rubbed my fingers together and murmured, “Give Charlotte and I some space for ten minutes.” Everyone flowed away from us, leaving Charlotte and I to finally get some one on one time.

She started after them, and I caught her arm. “They’ll give us ten minutes.”

“I take it that’s because of you?”

Unlike Tim, Charlotte wasn’t scared of my power. Uneasy, yeah. She’d be stupid not to be. “Yeah.” I held up my hands so she could see she wasn’t being commanded. “Talk to me.”

We found seats on a plastic bench overlooking the trampolines. Donna called out to her aunt to watch her do a big bounce, and we both grinned and waved. When our niece’s attention shifted to her brother Neal, Charlotte’s smile vanished. “The truth is… I was hoping to talk to you about a loan.”

“That bad?”

She nodded. “I’m sorry, Rob. We’ve tried not to take advantage of you, but the company laid Damon off last year. He’s been picking up part-time work, but it’s killing him.” She stared at me with such tired eyes. “He didn’t want me to ask you. But…”

I wrapped her up in a hug and kissed her cheek. “It’s okay. How much to help?” She told me. It was a tiny number to me, just in the thousands. I made that in the time it took for us to have that conversation. “Okay. I can do that. You’re sure that’s enough?”

She gaped at me for a long moment. Choked up, she murmured, “Yes. That’s enough. Just to help us get ahead on rent and bills and make sure the kids are taken care of.”

“Okay.” I pulled out my phone and dialed Luis. When he picked up, I gave him the number Charlotte requested. Then I added, “If we have anything in their area, I want a list of available job positions sent to them. If we can get my brother-in-law in somewhere, let’s hire him. He’s a good guy. Tech support, maybe.” I raised an eyebrow at Charlotte and she nodded, tears slipping down her cheeks. “That’s now your number one priority when you’re done today. And I’m going to give your work cell number to my sister. If she needs anything, she’s going to call you.”

Actually, come to think of it given my programming, she probably already should have. I rubbed my fingers together and asked, “Why didn’t you call me?”

Charlotte murmured, “You know why. None of us have ever been comfortable talking about needing help.” She wasn’t just talking about money, either, and I nodded glumly. The three of us took pride in suffering stoically. I guess we had that in common.

I’d have to rethink how to phrase the “call me if you need anything” command, but for now, I kept rubbing my fingers and asked, “Is that really enough to help? What else can I do?”

Charlotte said, “The kids. We’ve wanted to give them a real vacation for so long. But we couldn’t afford for them to come down here. We were thinking someday we’d like to bring them to Florida.”

I squeezed her knee. “Absolutely. Yes. We’ll figure out a good time and I’ll fly all of you down. Your family and Tim’s. Mom and Dad too. Maybe some of the cousins. We’ll do it up right.”

She sobbed out once, and grabbed me in a huge hug. We rocked together, and she whispered over and over again, “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”

I didn’t know how to tell her it was okay. I still don’t.

* * *

They flew out a day apart, Tim and his family the first, Charlotte the next. Luis was a rock star, as usual. He provided the kids with a carry-on bag full of new toys, games, and books for the flight. For the adults came some cash and deposits into their bank accounts. I also gave my brother a few down-low commands, some of what I call the Blanco magic. Sharon was going to be the benefactor of those gifts very soon, I hoped.

Charlotte’s husband called me before she flew out and thanked me with a choked voice for the job opportunity and the money. He assured me it was going to be paid back. I told him that was his choice, but there was no interest on it whatsoever and I hoped he knew he could ask for help anytime. Luis also sent along something for their kids. Seriously, he makes me look bad. You should probably be reading about him, not me.

That left Luis and I with my parents. My mom was emotional. My dad, too. He just hid it better. I wasn’t quite ready to go home yet. Trish’s family knew I was in town. I called ahead when I was first starting the road trip out, and they wanted to meet up as much as I wanted to see them. They agreed to come over to my folks’ house for dinner that night. I had this idea I would buy takeout from Trish’s old favorite place, but it was no longer standing. Funny how hard that hit me. Everything changes, I guess.

I was at a loss as to what to buy or make them. Nothing was good enough in my eyes for them. Not that they were picky eaters, at all – Trish’s dad loved nothing quite so much as hot dogs split in half, stuffed with cheese, and then grilled in a tortilla, so it wasn’t exactly like they were gourmet eaters. But I couldn’t make up my mind, and finally, half an hour before they were supposed to show, Luis took me aside and told me not to worry about it, that he was my personal assistant and he was paid to take care of the worrying for me.

My mom overheard this, and hollered at my dad she was leaving him for Luis. My dad, caught up in reading the paper, only glanced up and said, “Well, good luck.”

That night, Ashley, Trish’s sister, came in the door holding a baby. The foundations of my good mood from the week crumbled. You have to understand, Ashley and Trish could have been twins. They weren’t, they were a year apart, but Ashley looks so much like her it guts me. And to see her holding a baby like Trish and I planned when we got married, I don’t know how I didn’t walk out, get in the car, and never come back.

Evan was his name, and within two minutes of Ashley walking through the door, I had that baby in my hands, unsure how it got there, except it was looking up at me with sleepy brown eyes that could have been his aunt’s. I stood no chance against that kid. I loved Evan with all my heart from the moment I met the little guy. His father walked out the door, Ashley told me. Unlike my family, Trish’s didn’t know about my power, and I coaxed out of her that she was doing okay with it. She was lonely, and tired, and it was so difficult for her. But financially she was stable and on her six months’ maternity leave. Thanks to support from her parents, she was surviving. Still, I felt some responsibility to her, even if it was imaginary on my part, and helped her out with the last of the cash I brought with me. I won’t mention how much, but let’s just say she wouldn’t need to worry about diapers for a while.

Her parents showed up, and to see them now after so long hurt. A lot. His hair was nearly all gone now, and hers was a fine white when last I saw her it was a soft auburn. They’d heard about my success and were over the moon for me, and I heard about their retirement. Dinner was spectacular, but I barely ate. I held little Evan, and I listened to them talk, and I felt almost completely human again.

This was not my life. Realizing that hurt, but I let a lot of things go that night, things I’d held onto for far too long. Trish’s sister and her parents had moved on. It was maybe time for me to do the same, much as that might kill me. I love Trish. I love her with all my heart, and I hope someday we’re reunited. But it won’t be in the way I’ve thought about in my darkest moment. It won’t be the wrong way.


* * *

Home again. The road trip with Luis back was more direct. I coaxed out of him a few places he wanted to visit, and we stopped along the way for those and more peanuts in Atlanta. But by and large, we headed straight for Florida, and within four days, we were home again to a yapping little scraggly mess of a mutt with half his teeth jutting out from his mouth at odd angles. The little guy was so thrilled to see Luis he ran figure eights around him and the yard for minutes, panting and yapping his happiness. I’d never thought much about a dog being around the mansion, but after that day, I was perfectly all right with it.

Things normalized. I caught up with Cristina and Sofia in their new job and education. They came to visit frequently, enough to leave me sated and happy. I busied myself with work, and tending to my family’s needs, and just kind of existing. It was a nice, calm time.

Rachael and I talked about once a week for six months. Those conversations were some of the best of my life.

It started off mostly like you’d expect from us. A lot of breathless sighing over lost opportunities. A lot of hanging moments when one of us knew we’d crossed a line with the other. A lot of pregnant pauses carrying far too much significance.

But slowly we let the poison go. With the physical aspect of our relationship fading into the rearview mirror, we were settling in for the long haul of friendship. I even talked to her boyfriend regularly. Good guy. Hated me, but that doesn’t disqualify him from the good guy category. Shit, it probably earns him points in that regard.

His name was Bart. No shit. Bart. As Rachael mentioned, he was an orthopedist and he treated her well, which made me kinda hate him all the more. If he was an asshole to her, it would have been easy to fly there, make him eat a cactus, and bring Rachael to my mansion, where she belongs. But he wasn’t. Bart was a genuinely good guy miffed about the rich ex-asshole who kept in touch with his gorgeous girlfriend. And I can’t blame him one bit. Oh sure. I know Rachael’s not property and we had absolutely no dominion over who she talked to or who she didn’t. But I also recognize that territorial need bred into us in general. I would want her to be mine too, whether polite society would allow me to admit it or not.

In the meantime, I kept my entertainment to a minimum. Sofia and Cristina came by often enough that I rarely felt the need to prowl around for more. I called them my casual girlfriends, and it’s a name that’s stuck through the years. They come and go. You can take that however you want to and it’s pretty accurate.

But my heart belonged to Rachael, and I began to understand why. We talked everything from movies and books to places we’d mutually traveled. Her prominence in volleyball led to a lot of trips around the world, but she didn’t make enough money or have enough free time on her hands to really get to explore those areas. That was changing now that she had a boyfriend who could afford to travel, not to mention the steadier income she was receiving from her coaching position and the modelling she was still doing on the side.

We talked about a thousand other things too. What we were cooking or what I had cooked for me. Luis. Luis’s slowly cooking relationship with Sally, the stewardess from my private plane. Kelly and Pin, Paige and Eve. Rachael’s family. My family. Her players. My businesses.

They were good talks, unfettered by our sexual tension. But every now and then, when she was alone, she wanted to hear about my latest hookups. She kept the questions largely innocent – don’t get me wrong here, I’m not a saint and if she’d wanted to hook up with some phone sex, I’d have been down in a fucking heartbeat. But Rachael kept up the thin veneer of polite curiosity when I was certain she was fantasizing about me dominating her or another woman. At least a few times, in the background to these conversations about my sex life, she had a Bambi Clarkston movie playing. Bambi’s a prolific actress, but not that prolific. And try as she might to hide it, Rachael’s breathiness from time to time spoke volumes about what she was doing during those calls.

Yeah, that definitely didn’t help my ego any. The thought of taking someone again at the club while Rachael was right there became one of my more powerful fantasies. Or fucking them in bed right next to her while she could only watch. Damn, that was a good one too.

But if she was doing dirty things to herself while we talked, she never came out and said it, and things were largely platonic between us.

When she stopped calling me regular as clockwork, I figured her guy had put his foot down on the long-distance friendship that was clearly driving him crazy. That hurt. I picked up the phone twenty or thirty times to call her. This had always been a one-way street as far as calling each other was concerned. Rachael called. I did not. Those were the rules, and I stuck to them.

She finally called late one night. We’re talking one or two in the morning late. I had this horrible vision of someone from her family calling to tell me she was in a wreck like Trish. I don’t know where the thought came from, except she was waking me up from a deep sleep next to a bare-naked Cristina.

I sat up as I answered. “Rachael? You okay?” My voice was foggy and thick, and I slipped towards the balcony, to listen to the waves and the silence on the other end of the line.

Finally, Rachael whispered two words. “Bart proposed.”

Everything stopped. I couldn’t remember how to speak. How to breathe. My limbs froze. I stared out into the black nothingness of the night sky on the dark beach and there, at the edge of the light, a familiar figure sat, looking over her shoulder at me and smiling commiseratively. I hadn’t seen Trish in months.

“Oh,” I said. “What did you say?”

Rachael sniffed one more time, and her word was so faint I nearly lost it on the waves.

“Yes.”

* * *

The world’s number one model writhed as my dick drove in and out of her. Her big tits bounced hypnotically with every hard thrust as I leaned over her, my hand planted firmly beside her shoulder as my ass pumped back and forth. Her blonde hair splayed out across the bed, her eyes closed as her back arched for the first time.

The dozen women circled around us on the third floor of Club Strings watched us intently, rubbing or fingering themselves. Cristina and Sofia rode a pair of studs at their request while they watched me. Their choices in men were pathetic compared to me. Those two were the only other guys in the room, and they were under a strict command that they would fuck only Sofia and Cristina. The rest were mine.

Six months after Rachael’s call and I was drowning myself in pussy. That morning, every woman in that room save for my girlfriends were taking part in a runway show in New York. I flew down there with Luis when it came out in the news that Adrianna Quinn was single again after a bad breakup with her boyfriend. You know her as the star of a thousand bikini and lingerie shoots, not to mention that smoking hot TV commercial every guy in the country lied to their girlfriends and wives about jacking off to. How they got that shot of her rising up out of the water in her bikini beyond the censors, I have no idea, but God bless ‘em for it.

Most the other women in the room were also models or actresses. I wasn’t exactly subtle about drawing them to the club. We watched the runway show, then Luis and I attended the afterparty, where I used some simple commands to find out which among the models and celebrity guests were single and fit into all my other rules. Then I gave them simple commands to go to the private terminal where my jet and a chartered plane waited to haul everyone to my club. I’m not sure how to explain the joy of a train of models and actresses kneeling all around you a mile high in the sky, waiting for you to come on all their faces. It was a pretty great flight.

But tonight was even better. Adrianna’s feet were crossed over one of my shoulders as I fucked her with everything I had. The dirty blonde cried out, “Ohhhhh, ohhh, keep fuuuucking meee!”

Adrianna hadn’t been so foul-mouthed at the start of all this, but when I got her on the third floor’s bed and started things off by telling her to suck my dick and let me fuck her enormous, gravity-defying natural tits, she slowly revealed herself to be yet another one of my sluts craving my cock and my power.

By the end of the night, I wanted to own Adrianna Quinn. I wanted her to be the next of my girls, the queen of my harem. Her career was finished that night. From that day forward, she was going to exist for my come. Gone was the kinder, sweeter Rob who had nearly broken through six months ago, and in his place was me, a snarling animal intent on fucking every sexy woman I wanted to.

She was incredible. A round, cherubic face. Long blonde hair with impeccable auburn streaks. A tiny birthmark just above her right nipple that countless men – and women – dreamed about. An ass so tight you could have bounced whole rolls of quarters off it. Taut, muscular thighs that worked to squeeze me to her as tight as possible. Skin with just the hint of a tan. Her depths molded themselves around my cock and she took everything I had to offer, as tight and wet as my Sofia and my Cristina. When she walked up and down the runway in her size-too-small outfits, her breasts gave such an obscene jiggle that it drew chuckles from the crowd.

Those tits now begged for my lips, so I grabbed her ankles and spread them around my hips. She locked ankles behind my ass instinctually, her pussy trying to slurp up even more of my rock-hard dick. I leaned down and cupped one of her big breasts, my mouth going straight to her nipple so I could suck up the fine sheen of sweat against her nub. The bed underneath her was wet from what we’d already done, and it was going to be soaked by the time I was through that night. Adrianna was just the first.

“Uh, uh, like that,” she whimpered underneath me, the heels of her feet rolling against my back as she gripped the sheets.

“Are you mine, slut?” I growled at her. Beside me somewhere, someone feminine gasped, but I paid them no mind.

“Y-yours!” Adrianna agreed feverishly, her head rolling back with another hard thrust from me.

“This dick is your one and only now. I own you.”

“Fuck!” she cried out, her hips jumping up as I pulled out and plunged back in. She was so wet she squelched, and I drank in the sounds.

I reached down and tweaked her nipple. “Tell me.”

“Your dick is the only one I want!” she shouted. “Ooooohhh…”

I reached down and started playing with her clit at the same time as I ground my cock into her with each stroke. It slowed things down but intensified her pleasure, and her hands flew to her throat, rubbing the delicate skin and bones there as I rubbed something entirely different.

“Oh my God, ahhhh, Rob, rub my clit, I need it…”

I pounded into her, the sound of our flesh meeting as loud as the cresting moans around us.  “When you fuck someone else, this is the moment you’ll think of when you come,” I said. I glared around the room. “All of you.” I wasn’t worried about Cristina or Sofia. I programmed them a long time ago like Pin to be immune.

The man fucking Sofia let out a weak, “Huuunnnh!” and I glared over at him.

“Get dressed and get the hell out of my club,” I snarled. “You fuck one of mine, you’d better be more than a two pump squirter.”

“Rob,” Sofia protested as she climbed off him. But I was in no mood to listen to anyone.

Back to Adrianna, I leaned in and muttered in her ear. “Tell me you’re my come slut.”

“I’m your come slut!”

“Tell me how hungry you are for my dick in every hole.”

“Fuck me!” she cried out. “Fuck me in every hole! I’m your toy! Your slut toy. Use me, oohhhhhh, just keep. On. Fucking. Me!”

She thrashed upwards, her hands grabbing the back of my neck and her nails digging in. Her hips pumped against mine over and over and she snapped her head back as much as she could, her mouth opened wide but no sound coming out. Finally she gasped, “Ooooohhhh! Uh huh! Ahhhhh, Rob!”

Her nails dug in so hard blood trickled down my back, but I felt nothing except the need for more. “Flip over,” I growled at her, and pulled out of her with a wet sucking sound. Mere seconds after her orgasm, Adrianna could barely move, let alone obey. I pointed at the next woman I wanted. Talia Blake had been semi-retired from acting since having a kid two years before. She was rocking the holy hell out of a strapless dress, now pulled down over one of her big motherly tits. I curled a finger and she rose to her feet, shedding the dress as she walked, revealing a pink thong over her thick folds. That came down too, and the last remaining guy in the room panted to Cristina he was coming. He didn’t need to be told like the other guy to get his shit and leave. This was now entirely my show. I had an army of models, actresses, and A-listers to fuck, and not a single one of them was leaving that room until I had my fill. My girls went for a ravishing pair of blonde beauties while Talia came to me.

“Leave the heels on,” I told her. “Help me flip her over, then she’s going to eat you out.”

“Why don’t you let me fuck you for a while?” she asked me, giving Adrianna a concerned look. That pierced my haze more than anything else had in weeks, and I realized she was right. At least for a little while, Adrianna was done.

I nodded, and gestured at a corner of the bed. We moved the model, still burbling pleasantly through the aftershocks of her orgasm and reaching for my cock with a wavering hand. I ignored her and bent Talia over the bed, her palms on the sheets. Her long black hair spilled down her shoulders, and she tossed it back as I grabbed her hips and plunged deep inside her, drawing more moans from my captive audience. Talia was loose, but holy shit, did she feel good in my hands. There’s something about the extra softness of a woman who’s given birth. I don’t quite know how to explain it, but it’s comforting and erotic all at once. I love tight, fit women too – hell, I love all kinds of women, if that wasn’t readily apparent – but the cellulite on a hot mom wasn’t without its charm either. Her ass, her hips, the soft little pooch to her belly, they all rippled as I fucked her steadily, grunting with every thrust. I loved staring at her ass that way, loved the way she rocked on her high heels to meet my cock with every thrust.

When we really started to get into a rhythm, Talia rolled her shoulders and her back almost like a wave, really thrusting that ass back against my groin. It was hot as hell, and I got into it, gripping her waist and meeting her rocking with my own. Her breasts dangled down and bounced with it, a view I unfortunately couldn’t enjoy but I loved the one I had, so I couldn’t complain too much.

“Whoever you are,” she gasped, “you’re really good at this.”

For an answer I reached down and gave her ass a sharp crack with my palm. Someone came off to my side with a whimper, a leggy model with barely any breasts or a butt to speak of, but a face I was dying to cover in my come. I had to be judicial, though. Even I couldn’t come on all of them.

As Talia’s wet folds encompassed me and I drove her closer and closer to an orgasm, we lost some of our hypnotic rhythm. I grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her, lifting her back up as I did so, my cock still deep inside her. At that angle, we were both bent over just slightly, and I fucked up into her with abandon, her arms still behind her back and mine looped through them to hold her in place.

“Whoever’s next,” I snapped, “get over here and help her out.”

Three women dashed at the bed, but the fastest was a sleek, athletic black woman from the runway show I didn’t recognize. She hit the other edge of the bed and scrambled across it to cup Talia’s bouncing tits. She sucked at the nipples with audible pops and slurps, and Talia cried out, “Ahhh, Essence!”

I nudged her feet wider and really fucked up into her. The beautiful black model Essence dropped down to her knees and I could see nothing of her as she licked or stroked Talia. Whatever she did worked, because two sweaty minutes later, Talia thrust her ass down and back at me one more time, bouncing on her feet as she came all over my cock. Her gleaming juices bathed not just me but my thighs, and when I pulled out of her, Essence licked up every inch of her before Talia stumbled beside Adrianna and fell onto the bed. The blonde model curled an arm around the breathless actress, and leaned down to nuzzle at her breast. I was glad to see she was back in it. I wanted to come in her at least once before the night was through to really mark her as mine.

When Essence finished bathing me in her tongue, I sat on the edge of the bed and she mounted me, her tantalizing, perky breasts right at mouth level. I sucked a nipple into my mouth and she began to rock on my dick, rolling on me much the same as Talia had. One of the other women, still close by, played with herself openly next to Essence. I recognized her from some vapid television show about wizards or some bullshit like that. She was a thicker blonde with an absolutely gorgeous face, dressed conservatively for this crowd in a long-sleeved top that emphasized the curves she was hiding underneath. Her skirt and panties were long gone. I gestured to Essence, and said, “Get over here.”

I guided Essence to mount me reverse cowgirl, and the blonde blushed as she stepped closer. “I’ve never, um, done this with a woman before.”

I had enough presence of mind to rub my fingers together as I asked, “Do you want to?”

Very quietly, she whispered, “Yes.”

“Essence?” I asked.

“Oh yeah,” she said, grinning as my hands reached around to cup her breasts.

The blonde ditched her shirt, leaving her breasts encompassed in a crisscrossing bra that somehow seemed just as enticing as all the naked tits around us. She came to us and dropped between our knees as I started to roll my hips up into Essence again. The blonde leaned forward and gave Essence a tentative kiss on her mound, but I wasn’t in the mood for coy and shy.

“Either lick her or play with yourself on the bed and I’ll get to you in a minute,” I snapped, rubbing my fingers, “but don’t waste our goddamn time.”

The blonde buried her tongue against Essence’s pussy, staring up at the two of us, her cheeks blossoming red. She might have had no experience, but any extra stimulation was going to help the already-charged Essence, and the gorgeous black model murmured, “Oh God, that’s good. Like that. Tease my clit a little bit. Uh huh.”

Essence leaned back against me, raising her arm up to curl it around my neck as she started to roll on my cock. There was no subtlety to the way I pawed at her breasts. This was pure heat. All I wanted was to screw my memory of Rachael into the sheets until I found someone else like her or have a heart attack, one of the two.

The blonde between our legs couldn’t aim for shit with her tongue, especially when Essence started to bounce on my dick. But it was hard to complain about her lack of skills when she was doing a masterful job of licking both of us at random, giving one of us a little jolt of pleasure the other one benefitted from.

We shifted positions, me drilling Essence from behind while the blonde fervently licked what she could reach under us. Adrianna showed some signs of life too and flopped over on her hands and knees to kiss Essence’s lips, her cheek, her shoulder. She watched me the whole time, still catching her breath as I fucked her fellow model ragged.

It wasn’t long before Essence gasped out, “Ohhhhmmmm fuck, ohhhh, oooooohhh, sh… shi….” She cried out with a sharp, wordless keen, and more warmth bathed my cock. I jerked out of her, and the blonde stared up at my throbbing, slick cock in wonder.

“How are you still going?” she gasped.

I ignored that and spun her around so her legs were off the bed. I fucked her without a single word, her pussy as succulent and wet as anyone’s there. I think I was hypnotized by her tits in her bra, because I didn’t notice Adrianna until she was crawling over the blonde’s face and plunging her cunt down on the other woman’s mouth.

“Oh my God, she’s fucking Lisbeth,” someone gasped. To this day, I still have no clue what Lisbeth’s last name was, but I sure did love her enthusiasm. She’d already helped Essence, and now she ate out Adrianna with hungry smacks of her mouth and tongue.

Adrianna clearly loved it too, her hips rolling back and forth on Lisbeth’s mouth. She watched me the whole time, knowing she was the top bitch that night. Maybe Adrianna even thought she was my equal. I could fuck that notion out of her head.

I took Lisbeth like I was angry at her. She went wild for it, her butt thrusting up at me, her feet kicking at the air and swinging every which way. The muffled sounds coming from her as she ate out Adrianna were divine, a mixture of gasps of air and wet, lewd sucking and slurping. I speared her on my dick as I watched the gorgeous model I so badly wanted to replace another blonde in my mind.

Lisbeth came with a whimper, going dead still long enough I thought she’d passed out. “Adrianna, off her, now,” I said, and the model fell away fast, spreading her legs wide for me as she sat back against the sheets, watching me with that hunger in her eyes. Lisbeth sat up immediately, her mouth slick with two women’s juices, and she gasped, “Ohhh wow. That was-”

“Go sit down somewhere and watch the rest of the show,” I snapped.

“Rob,” Cristina said reproachfully.

I glared in her direction, but her attention was already returning to the woman in front of her. While Cristina and Sofia had been all for these orgies at the beginning, I knew they were reaching their limit. I wasn’t entirely sure I was.

I chased after Adrianna on all fours, and she clearly wanted it that way, her ass wiggling at me. I grabbed her waist, and filled her again, losing myself in her warmth and slickness. I slapped her ass hard enough that my handprint glared on her cheek. The energy in my audience was changing. Everyone by that point had come at least a couple times, and exhaustion was starting to settle in. But Adrianna wasn’t tired. I wasn’t even remotely close. I could fuck like this all night.

As if to prove my point, I drove into Adrianna faster and faster. Her pleasure rang out across the room, her wails of need only outdone by my own savage grunting. When her arms grew too shaky to hold her upright, I fucked her in a planking position, driving her into the mattress, her cries of pleasure turning into howls as she came again. And again. I looked down and I saw her sweet curvy ass.

“I’m going to take your ass now, Rachael,” I said. “Lube. Someone get me the goddamn lube.”

“She’s not Rachael,” Sofia said softly, right beside me. I glanced up for the first time in a long while. My audience was still watching, some of them still playing idly with themselves, but most were nearly passed out, utterly spent. Only Sofia and Cristina were on their feet.

Only then did I realize what Sofia said to me, and in turn, what I said to Adrianna. Without a word, I jerked out of her, and in two strokes, my cock shot all over her back, her ass, her hips. The hottest model in the world, iced in my come, and I was too soul weary to do anything more than give her a perfunctory look.

“My holes, I wanted you to fill my holes,” she whimpered, but like the air had been deflated from her, she flopped forward, staring with fluttering eyes at nothing at all.

Sofia came to me, her small hand tracing my chest. Cristina took up a spot on the other side, kissing my shoulder. I tilted her chin up and gave her a gentle peck, then did the same to Sofia.

I shifted until I was on the edge of the bed, looking out over the madness that was the third floor and my mind made physical. I realized at that moment the parties were done, at least for now. Sleeping with more women wasn’t going to help me heal.

I had to let Rachael go.

Wearily, I rubbed my fingers. “Any commands I gave you today will fade tonight as you sleep, save for these. Today, tonight, they were a fun diversion. Everyone got a little crazy. It’s something you’ll laugh about, remember with a little pleasure, but that’s all it will be.”

* * *

What followed was the polar opposite of my frenzied, half-year efforts to bed every beautiful woman in the world. I went semi-celibate.

Okay, so Cristina and Sofia still came around now and then, but that’s it. They opened my eyes to how bad things were getting for me. And as if I wasn’t feeling shitty enough about myself and what I’d been up to, Luis drove it home one night when I asked him why he never brought his girlfriend Sally around the guest house.

“Sir,” he said, looking at the table and not me, “I don’t… um… it’s just not the right time for that.”

Although Luis was immune to my power, like with Pin, I programmed him with a backup code in case something happened and I needed to give him a command. I had never used it with him or Pin, but I was exhausted on so many levels. “Luis. Fire up the kiln.”

He glanced at me, his eyes panicked. “Oh no.”

“Tell me the truth,” I said, rubbing my fingers.

“I really love Sally, Rob,” he said immediately, his eyes flicking anywhere but towards mine. “Given the way you’ve been lately I don’t know that you wouldn’t try to sleep with her. And I can’t compete with you, sir. It wouldn’t even be close.”

“Oh hell,” I breathed. He started to rise, angry, and I rubbed my fingers again. “Sit. Relax. Breathe. I’m going to let you remember all this because I want you to know these things on a conscious level. Whatever I am, I try not to be a homewrecker, Luis. Especially…” I drummed my fingers against the desk, and decided it was best to pull the stinger out now. Shit, he was never going to let me live this down. “Especially to someone I consider to be one of my best friends. Besides, I can’t make anyone do anything they don’t want to do. The way Sally looks at you, I think you’re wrong. I don’t think I’d stand even the slightest chance. So you’re safe. Bring her around. I promise, I will be nothing but professional.”

He blinked at me, a slow grin spreading across his face. “Sir… Rob…”

“Don’t,” I groaned. “Bring it up and I’ll make you believe you’re a stork for the afternoon.”

“You said I’m one of your best friends.”

I rubbed my eyes. “Should have known that was going to bite me in the ass.”

* * *

I traveled a lot in the days after that conversation with Luis. Short trips, mostly, no more than three or four days. Sofia and Cristina had their education and jobs to worry about, so they stayed home, occasionally joining me for short jaunts to Vegas, New York, Canada, Mexico, and the Bahamas on the weekends. Luis and Sally kept me company for a great many of the trips, and for that, I was grateful. It was nice not to be alone, and to be surrounded by two people who were only of interest to me as friends.

Those were good days. Quiet ones. I’d spend days only saying a few words. I knew it worried Luis, but I was in the midst of some deep self-reflection, and honestly, watching him and his girlfriend fall deeply, madly in love with each other right before my eyes was the kind of connection I needed with the world.

Drinking way overpriced scotch in Roppongi. Festivals in Asakusa. Getting lost in Venice. Getting sunburned in Tulum. Taking a cruise to England. A week in my flat there before I came to the sad realization I didn’t much actually like the place – the flat, not London – and I’d be better off selling it. Skiing in Banff. Getting stuck in Banff thanks to a never-ending snowstorm and riding it out with our fellow hotel guests.

Luis proposed to Sally there. We were drinking the night before – I had taken off my self-control governors for some fun nights with Luis along the way – and he told me he wanted to ask her sometime in a place like this. Being the brilliant drunk that I was, I told him, well, why wait? The next night, I rented out the kitchen and dining room after they closed for the evening. I decorated the place for Luis while they took a long, romantic walk in the snow. The chef made them a tomato-braised pork dish, easily the most money I’ve ever spent on a meal and absolutely worth every single penny of it. When I peeked out from the kitchen to watch Luis drop to one knee after the meal and Sally gasping yes, it sent me back to the night I proposed to Trish, and I think I was just as happy for them as they were for themselves.

God, that was a good trip. With what I made from the quick sale of my place in London, I bought a house there and it’s become my home away from home. Luis and Sally spend two weeks there every summer or fall, and sometimes fly up on a long weekend. They’ve got an anniversary coming up and I’ve been toying with the idea of making an offer on the house next door to mine up there. Luis is still a pain in my ass, but I keep him around mostly because my mom’s in love with him. And yeah, all right, being the godfather to their kids is pretty cool too.

There was more traveling to come, but Luis and Sally slowly faded into their own life together. They had a wedding to plan, and Sally was still pursuing her pilot’s license. I kept traveling, mostly to smaller places now. Camping trips. National parks. A couple music festivals. I got back to South America and spent a couple weeks with a local guide, a guy I knew from my time there in my early twenties. We spent a few weeks drifting aimlessly from town to town until finally somehow we wound up in Rio. I was thinking about spending a few weeks there. The Carnival would be soon, and I had never been.

But that afternoon, as I was drinking a citrusy cocktail and watching a group of teenagers play soccer on the street, I got a call from Pin that changed everything.

We got the pleasantries out of the way, and she asked me cautiously, “Hey, Rob? How long do you think you’re staying down there?”

“A few weeks. Thinking about sticking around for the Carnival. Why? What’s up?”

“When you fly home, would you consider coming to visit? Or we could fly out to Florida. However you want to do it.”

“Of course. I’d love to see you. Haven’t been to your neck of the woods in too long.” I groaned. “And now I’m craving seafood and weird doughnuts.”

She laughed softly and said something off the phone to Kelly, who gave a happy, “Yay!”

“Look,” I said, “if you’re worried about me, don’t be. I’m doing great. Enjoying my traveling. Really.”

“Oh, um,” Pin said. There was a catch to her voice, an emotion I hadn’t really heard from her before. “This is, ah, it’s actually about Kelly and me. Do you remember what it is you promised me?”

“The cl…” I stopped myself before I finished “club.” Of course that wasn’t what she was talking about. The baby. Pin had wanted me to be the father of her child someday. “Ohhhh,” I breathed.

“We’ve been off the pill for a while now. And I think with the club just about finished, we’re ready.”

“Both of you?” I asked, my devious little trouser snake already giving a mighty cheer.

“Be our baby daddy, Rob!” Kelly called out.

I took a flight the very next day.

* * *

I wasn’t prepared for everything new about Pin. Gone was the cute bob, replaced instead with long locks that made her look more down-to-earth beautiful instead of cute and sexy. And along those lines, she wore mom jeans. On Pin, that was damn near criminal.

Kelly looked much the same, I was grateful to see. Most the clothes I’d seen her in were party clothes, obviously, but now she was dressed in denim shorts that, while not scandalously short, did a great job of emphasizing her fit butt. The tee shirt was decidedly more staid, but I thought they both looked comfortable and happy, and that was what I wanted most in the world for Pin.

In my travels through South America I packed light, nothing I couldn’t fit into a carry-on bag, so I had no luggage. We drove straightaway to the bones of the club Pin was building. It would be smaller and less audacious than mine, but the location beat the everloving hell out of my club. Nestled at the base of two hills and a mountain, it would be surrounded on all sides by lush northwestern greenery and trees. The small suburb where Pin and Kelly lived was just a few miles away, along with a big marina and a lovely view of the Sound.

We stood outside the construction zone, and Pin held up her hands as if she was framing the building in her mind. “Two stories,” she said. “The first one will be a tribute to yours. Designed pretty similarly, just a bit smaller. No basement. It’d be too wet here and I think I like the idea of first floor storage better anyways. The second floor is going to curve around a central lounge area. Instead of your bed, we’re going to have some custom couches made with backs that can be folded down or taken off pretty easily.”

“Neat idea,” I said, picturing it in my mind.

“And there will be semi open lounge areas around the big circle,” Pin continued. “Sort of like tiny barns with beds.”

Kelly wrapped an arm around Pin’s waist and gave me a long-suffering look. “She’s got a three-dimensional model at home on VR. You can walk through the whole thing. It’s really cool.”

“Now, since the weather’s so different, we’re also going to add a foyer to the entrance,” Pin said. “That’ll also be our security area and coat check.”

“Coat check?” I said.

“Gets a tiny bit colder here than Florida,” Kelly said.

Pin nodded. “Capacity’s quite a bit smaller than your club, but that’s geographic, not budgetary. We’re just not going to have the immediate draw of the resort being right there too. I expect winter to be nearly dead for us. But I think we’ll make it up in the spring, summer, and fall. Especially with the new adult crowd looking for more entertainment locally.”

We spent another twenty minutes there as she talked about parking and long-term plans for a shuttle service to the hotels in the city. Her decisions were smart ones. Since she couldn’t rely on me to be there and screen STDs, the second floor was going to be by membership only, and regular testing would be mandatory.

When we piled into the car and headed back to town, Pin asked me, “So? What do you think?”

“I can’t get over the location. It’s fantastic. Your views are going to be spectacular. And I think the changes you’re making are smart. I think you’re going to kick ass.”

She beamed at that and reached over to squeeze my knee. “Thanks Rob. For the capital and the loan, but most of all for having faith in me.”

“Of course,” I said.

“Let’s get you home,” Pin said.

“The part I’ve been looking forward to.”

Home for them was a modest two-story house with a small porch out front and a nice big backyard. A muddy lane led around the back of the house to a two-story garage. We piled out and Pin took my hand. It was a surprising gesture from her, and the small human contact warmed me. I hadn’t been with a woman in weeks, but it was my Pin taking my hand that stoked my roaring fire and not my self-imposed celibacy. So achingly beautiful.

“I’ve missed you,” I said.

She leaned up, and with a kiss and tears in her eyes, she said, “I’ve missed you too.”

Kelly took my other hand, and my attention flicked to her. She stared up at me with those beautiful, soft eyes, and she murmured, “I know I’m not them. Pin or Rachael. But it’s good to see you again, Rob.”

I let go of Pin’s hand and cupped her cheeks so I could kiss her the way she deserved. Her breath against my lips warmed me all the way down to my feet, and I dropped one of my hands to hers to stroke it. “I’ve missed you too, Kelly. Just because we didn’t get as much of a chance to get to know one another doesn’t mean I don’t love you too.”

“Aw,” she said, and kissed me again.

They led the way up the back steps into the house. The first thing that struck me was how homey it felt. This was so unlike Pin’s sterile, ultramodern aesthetics when she lived in the mansion. For one thing, it smelled like… well, like women lived there, sort of fragrant and sweet all at once, whereas the Pin I knew liked sandalwood and stronger, earthier scents. The furnishings were built for comfort, not looks. The cloth overstuffed couch had a bland brown and black diamond pattern I wouldn’t have allowed within a hundred miles of my mansion. Nor would I have picked out the soft throws slung over it or the mismatched throw pillows at its corners.

It felt like a peek into a corner of Pin’s psyche I’d never seen before, and it hit me hard. Was this who she had always been? Was I just so dominant that she didn’t feel like she could decorate her corner of my place like this? The answer was a quiet and resounding yes. Of course.

“Pin, this is… I’m glad this feels like a home.” I splayed my hands out in a futile gesture. “I don’t have the words. This is nice. That’s not big enough, but there it is.”

Kelly joined her and they held hands without even seeming to realize they were making the gesture. Pin said to me, “Come on. We need to get you cleaned up.”

I winced. “That bad?”

“You are very scruffy.”

One look in the mirror proved her right. It’s not that I hadn’t seen my reflection in my time in South America, but I hadn’t really seen with an outsider’s eyes just how scruffy I really was – and she was spot on with that word. My bristly beard looked like a porcupine gave up the ghost on my face. My hair was well combed and styled that morning, but after the flight and standing outside with a chill breeze ruffling it, I looked backwoodsy. There was a lean hollowness to my cheeks and around my eyes too, but I didn’t exactly think that was from the traveling. I had changed in the last year and a half. For the better, I thought, but there were a lot of ghosts in that visage too.

They stripped me down to my boxers first. Both of them gave me an open grope or two along the way, but they didn’t have funny business in mind yet. Pin, always anticipating my needs, had gone out that morning and bought all the toiletries I would require for a couple weeks there, and from it, she produced a bottle of shaving gel. They lathered me with gentle fingers, not just my face, but my chest, my back, and even after a tug at my underwear, my thatch of prickly hair I’d been letting grow out while I was away from home. The brushes of skin on skin excited me, but it was a drop in an already full bucket. Pin shaved my face slowly and carefully while Kelly worked on my chest. Once upon a time, this was a regular thing between Pin and myself. Those sessions usually ended with her on my lap, crying out my name as I filled her. This time, any sex would be on their terms, which they still hadn’t talked about. Despite their friendly touches, despite the love hanging in the air, I was the guest here. I was the temporary one for a change. And I was okay with that, so long as it wasn’t forever.

Nobody spoke. The razors whisked across my skin, clinked against the sink, swirled in the water. I was as hard as I’d ever been outside what Rachael could do to me, and nothing had even started yet. They took their time, Pin studying my every nook as though she were painting a picture, and Kelly laser focused on my chest and the small thin strip of hair above my belly button. They finished within a minute of each other, and before they started on my groin, Pin turned my head towards her and kissed me gently.

“That’s better,” she murmured.

Kelly’s delicate fingers turned me towards her, and she kissed me too. “Much,” she agreed.

They cleaned their razors again, and Kelly laid down a pair of towels for their knees. They settled down onto them, staring up at me with a pair of faint smiles. There’s nothing so intimate as shaving your partner. It’s easy to lose yourself when you’re eating someone out, because you’re so focused on their pleasure you hardly notice the minutia of their lips, their folds, their hood, their clit. But shave a woman clean, and you suddenly become hyperaware of every detail, every blemish, every little ridge. And it is all incredible. Every inch of every woman was designed to be beautiful. Women, you probably think that’s bullshit from a guy who has slept with God knows how many of you, but it is the truth. Your lips aren’t the same size? It makes tracing them with my tongue all the more fun and interesting. Your hood is as thick as a finger? Makes it easy to find your most sacred button. Maybe you can’t feel all the sensations of my tongue and my fingers, but just exploring you is turning me on. You are perfection, imperfections and all, and there is no better way for a man to realize that about his woman than by shaving them.

And to be shaved in return? It’s just as intimate, in a wildly different way. You have to trust your partner – or partners, as was my case. I trusted Pin without question. Kelly had never done this to me, but she was as careful as Pin, pulling parts of me tight but not so tight they hurt, carefully dabbing the razor gently across my skin, keeping my balls clear until it was time for them to be shaven too. They were wildly beautiful in that moment, and although I knew the fun to come, I almost regretted it when they finished.

Except they weren’t done quite yet.

“Rob,” Pin murmured. “Drain the sink and run a rag under some hot water, would you?”

I did, and handed the wet rag to her when it was ready. She dabbed away the hair and shaving gel left on me, and without a word, her mouth descended down on my length for the first time since she left me.

I was with a lot of women before I started traveling, but Pin’s expert, loving mouth wrapped around my cock felt a hundred times more pleasurable to me than any of the others. She knew just how I liked it, her hands on my base, her tongue working my first half inch while occasionally slurping down as much of the rest as she could. Without my self-control I would have come in no time, but I endured, stroking her fine black hair away from her eyes, wishing in vain she could come back to me, her and Kelly both.

She passed me off to Kelly, who emulated her love so well it was almost like Pin had never stopped. Pin grinned up at me, and like she read my mind, she said, “I taught her what you like.”

“Do you want me to hold off on coming, or…?”

Pin leaned down to flick her tongue along one of my freshly shaven balls, then gave it a playful suck before letting it pop back out of her mouth again. “Much as I want to taste you again, I guess you’d better do the job we’re hiring you for. Think you can suffer through it?”

“I’ll manage. Somehow.”

“My brave man,” she said, and sucked me down again when Kelly held my dick out for her.

Since I wasn’t going to be able to come like this, there wasn’t much point in us not taking this to the bedroom. I guided them to their feet, and helped them strip in a hurry, dropping their clothes right next to mine. First thing I did was spin them around to look at their asses.

“You still have them,” I said, running my thumbs over the tattoos.

Kelly said, “We decided not to get them filled in.”

“We’ll always be yours in our own way,” Pin said, glancing over her shoulder at me and kissing the air.

I kept stroking those tattoos on the way to the bedroom. Their bed was considerably smaller than my monstrosity at home, and again I felt the urge to tell them to come back, but that was unfair to them and to myself, and I instead chased them up on the bed. Something Sofia, Cristina, and I did back on our road trip came to mind, and I decided a little reenactment was in order.

“Lay down on your backs,” I told them. “Side by side.”

They did, and much like Cristina and Sofia, they turned their heads towards each other and kissed. Kelly laughed a little nervously, and I stroked her legs to ease her. I loved the sight of them bared like that. Both were completely clean shaven, and their lips gleamed with need I wanted a taste, but first came a little teasing while showing them I cared about both their pleasure.

I nudged their legs wide enough apart that I could kneel over one’s left and the other’s right. I traced my fingers up and down their thighs as they wiggled back against the pillows, getting more comfortable. My hands roamed across their taut, athletic thighs, working my thumbs in small, lazy circles as they rested their temples together, their adoring eyes on me.

My sexy Pin, my beautiful Kelly, and soon they’d be pregnant with my children.

I drew nearer the magical vees of their parted legs, and already Kelly was slick with her need of me. But I was going to take my time. I did not want to have their memory of me becoming their children’s father to be one of me in one of my wild states. These two weeks, we would have our fun, yes, but this first time was going to be special for them.

My thumbs rubbed the sensitive skin beside their lips, and Kelly’s lips parted, sighing softly with the pleasure of my fingers finally reaching her pussy. I worked my fingers up and down the sides of their lips before tracing their inner walls. They moaned as one, Pin loud, Kelly soft, and I drank in the sound, giving myself a silent command to remember that moment. To remember all this, really. I doubt I needed the mental prompting. They were lovely in their desire.

My thumbs slid up and down between their lips, collecting their wetness. I brought it to my lips, tasting them both. “Let’s never let it be this long before we hook up again,” I told them both. They glanced at each other. Kelly nodded, a playful smile on her face. Pin kissed her and glanced back up at me. The light in her eyes gave me the answer I wanted to hear.

This time when I brought my hands to their ready sexes, it was my middle fingers that did the work, tracing their inner folds and slowly sliding into each of them. Their warm walls pulsed against my fingers, trying to draw them in deeper, willing them home. Their hands tightened on each other as I began to slowly finger fuck them, drawing their pleasure out before I went for their clits or their g-spots.

Kelly’s knees rose instinctively as she tried to get more of my finger within her. “Oh Rob,” she breathed, “that’s so good.”

“Mm hmmm,” Pin agreed, closing her eyes and losing herself in the sensations.

I eased my head down to suck at one of her nipples, and wasted no time shifting over to Kelly to do the same. My fingers moved faster now, sliding in and out of them as I felt their need grow. My lips found their breasts, their necks as we built up a rhythm, and it wasn’t long before Kelly’s hand joined mine, playing at her clit. I kissed her with insistent need, her core so wet around my finger. Pin’s free hand slid down too, and she was next in my conquest to taste everything about these two women again.

“Ooooh, like that, just keep going like that,” Kelly breathed. “I’m so close, Rob. I’m going to come all over your finger.”

“Make love to her first, Rob,” Pin pleaded with me, her hips sliding up and down to meet my finger’s thrusts.

“Noooo, Pin first, I want you to sleep with her first,” Kelly said.

I grinned down at them. “There will be enough for both of you this first time. Trust me.”

“I’m close,” Kelly said to Pin. “I love you, baby.”

“I love you,” Pin said right back. “Rob’s girls.”

“Rob’s…” Kelly’s eyes widened and her hips bucked as she threw her head back against the pillow. “…girls!” she cried out, coming all over my finger.

I kept fingering her as she came, and Pin watched her love, her mouth open, her breaths coming harder and harder. A few minutes later, as Kelly kissed her feverishly, she came without a word, gasping into her partner’s mouth as I brought her to a slow, rolling orgasm.

Before she’d even recovered, I was moving. I brought Pin to the edge of the bed, her legs dangling off. Then I positioned Kelly above her, face-to-face. They wasted no time kissing each other as I guided my steel-hard prick to Kelly’s waiting slick folds. She tossed her head back and gave a single sharp cry of pleasure as I hilted myself deep inside her. This was it. I was going to finally give my assistant and her lovely girlfriend children.

Pin’s arms wrapped around Kelly and brought her close. Their impassioned kisses were almost as loud as the sound of my skin against Kelly’s, the wet slurps of her pussy audible around my cock. I gave her ten hard strokes, then pulled out and wasted no time guiding myself into Pin’s slit. My former assistant cried against Kelly’s mouth. I had the best view in the house of the pair holding onto each other, loving one another while I performed the task at hand.

Back and forth I swapped partners, my thrusts firm but not hard. I loved staring at Kelly’s tattoo of my name, her firm, curvy ass slapping back at me every time I fucked into her. She was the first to come again, crying into Pin’s mouth, her breasts pressing hard against her love’s. Her juices leaked down around my cock and dripped onto Pin. I pulled out and slid home into my former assistant, going for broke for her orgasm too. She clutched Kelly, her fingernails digging into her back, and my name escaped her lips.

“Rob, oh my Rob, I love you, I missed you so much, come in me when I come, I’m right there…”

Pin’s feet kicked out and she gasped wordlessly, shaking minutely under Kelly. Kelly glanced back over her shoulder and gasped out, “Do it, come in her, stud, give her a baby.”

I gave myself the command, and my cock roared to life with its purpose clear. I came in Pin so hard I nearly saw stars, shooting once, twice, three times before I had the presence of mind to pull out and jam myself into Kelly’s waiting pussy. She wailed out as more of my come filled her, driving deep inside her. One more time I pulled out and slid back into Pin, my last soft shot ready for her.

We fell into a jumble of bodies, trying to all fit. Kelly and Pin kissed my neck, my cheek, my lips. Pin cried softly for a thousand reasons. Pleasure, anticipation, anxiety, our reunion. I held her and tried to coax her through it, not with words, but by the feel of me. Kelly was there too, murmuring in her ear, drawing the blankets up around all three of us. It was a tight fit, and Kelly had to throw a leg and an arm over me, but in the aftermath of our lovemaking, we slept, reunited and scared in the best possible ways for what was to come in nine months.

* * *

Pin found me out on the front porch, sipping from a mug of tea and staring out at the soft greens and peacefulness of the residential area.

“My robe looks good on you,” she said, grinning as she settled on my knee.

I gestured at the flower print. “Saw it, had to have it.” In reality, I was washing my clothes while they slept.

Pin was wearing a tee and a loose pair of shorts. With the solid front porch, no one could see if I snuck a hand into them. She shivered pleasantly as my fingers found her pussy again. Her hand gripped my rising cock through the fabric and began to tug me gently for round two.

“You look so sad,” she murmured.

I kissed her shoulder. “Tired, maybe. Believe it or not, the last few months, they’ve been good for me. I was so in love with her. Still am, I guess, but I know I need to move on and this has helped me heal.”

She undid the belt for the robe and lifted up just far enough to tug her shorts down and bare her ass to me. “That’s good,” she said, and slid over my cock before reaching down and guiding me home. “I know how much Rachael means to you.”

“Yeah. But so long as she’s happy, I’m not going to ruin that for her.” I rocked up into her, trying hard not to make it too visible that we were actively fucking on her front porch. “She deserves to be happy with a great guy.”

“So do you. Just… not with the guy part.”

I laughed softly and kissed her shoulder. “It’s good to see you happy too, Pin.”

“I love her so much.” She steadied herself on my knees and gave a soft moan when my fingers strummed her clit. “I wanted a baby, but I had the club and she had volleyball. It might have been too much, but she wants to stay home the first year, take care of them, and then we’ll see where we’re at. I may do the same thing with the next batch.” She glanced back over her shoulder at me, amused. “If someone’s up for the job for a round two.”

I gave her a harder thrust, my smile widening. “For you, I’d be up for a round twenty. Whatever you need, Pin. Whenever you need it. Just don’t let me be a stranger to your kids. I’m not talking about being a permanent fixture. But I’d love to see them.”

“I want that too,” she breathed. “Now fuck me.”

It was such a small conversation, such a blip on the radar that I forgot all about it in the frenzy of lovemaking to come over the next two weeks. But a seed had been planted – well, okay, ANOTHER seed had been planted, and Pin, the woman most attuned to my needs in this world, began to plan even as she was cresting into her third orgasm for the day, the first of dozens over the next two weeks.

* * *

I left a happy, content man – and also, despite my best efforts to curtail the damage with my commands, a very sore one. I averaged out something like six spectacular orgasms a day for all three of us. My dick was very ready for a reprieve, brief as it might be when I was reunited with Cristina and Sofia. Pin and Kelly wanted me to bring my girlfriends next time, and the thought of the four of them spurred me into one last heroic plunge into a threesome, coming one last time into them in an airport office. The thought that they were leaking my juices as I hugged them goodbye at the security gate left me grinning all the way to the plane.

For the first time in months, I was flying home for more than a few days. My self-imposed journey was done. I still ached for Rachael, but I was ready to try to move on to whatever came next, and this time, in a healthy way. No more frenzied orgies on the third floor of the club. That didn’t mean my fun was done, but I was ready for a respite, to explore things with one or two partners at a time. And of course, I had to keep Cristina and Sofia happy.

What’s a filthy rich mind controlling playboy to do?

* * *

Three months later and I was looking at ultrasound pictures at my desk in my bedroom. I hadn’t stopped grinning since Chasey brought them up to me. Pin and Kelly sent them to her to frame them and leave them on my desk. She was grinning so wide when she brought them in you’d have thought she was the mother.

We’d stopped fooling around some since she grew attached to a baker downtown, and I sort of missed Chasey in that way, but we were all moving on. Plus, I reaped the benefits. She was bringing home the absolute best croissants, so both my heart and my stomach got to be happy for her. I had the feeling she was going to hand in her resignation soon, and that was sad, but she was always going to have a little nook of my heart all to herself and I’d support her whatever she wanted.

The babies were just nubbins yet, and the sex unidentifiable, but I was betting on girls. Girls for my girls. Cristina and Sofia were starting to talk about maybe having kids too. Cristina wanted to wait until she was finished with graduate school, but Sofia was going baby crazy after my trip to see Pin and Kelly. I readily agreed to be her baby’s father if she wanted that. The three of us agreed that we loved and cared for one another a great deal, but none of us wanted to take the relationship past its current boyfriend and girlfriends status. It wasn’t that we weren’t committed to each other’s happiness, but THE commitment was off the table for all of us. We liked having fun. They occasionally indulged in other men, and you know I wasn’t exactly a two-woman guy.

When I came back from seeing Pin and Kelly, the out-and-out orgies in the club stopped, but I was back to hosting more tasteful shows, usually with Cristina or Sofia around. Luis was now devoted to finding them partners too. Sally loved helping him with that, but as I predicted, she held no interest in going above the first floor of the club.

Anyways, I looked at the pictures so long I forgot there was other mail. Sofia bounced up to my office with an espresso in hand for me. “Knock knock,” she called. I didn’t mind if my girlfriends came in unannounced during personal hours, but when I was actually working, I did like my privacy and they respected that, even without a command.

“Come on in,” I said. Sofia sauntered in and settled the mug down on my desk. “I’m just farting around. Did Chasey show you the pictures before she brought them up?”

Sofia grinned. “She did. I think you might have been the last one in the house to see.”

“I wish I’d been this excited about the rest of my kids,” I said. “But all the mothers were a hookup.”

“Mm,” she said, sipping her own coffee. “Don’t beat yourself up. They’re taken care of. Although I’d like to be a fly on the wall when the moms explain to their kids just who their father is.”

I snickered. “Yeah. That’d be pretty good. What are you up to?”

She began to idly thumb through the stack of mail I hadn’t paid any attention to. “Just going to the grocery store. Thought I’d see if you wanted anything special.” She held up one thick envelope and said, “Hey, you back in touch with her? No jealousy. Just curious.”

I cocked my head. “Back in touch with who?”

It hit me, and hard, as to why anyone would be sending me a cream-colored card-shaped envelope, and I settled my coffee down onto its saucer again. Sofia said softly, “Oh. Oh, Rob. Do you… do you want me to get rid of it?”

“No,” I said, my voice so quiet I barely heard myself. “Let me see it.”

Trish walked by outside, the first time I’d seen her in weeks. It was a fleeting image of her, just taking a stroll along the balcony, but I was completely unsurprised. I took the card from Sofia with stiff fingers, and fumbled out my letter opener. Yes, I have a letter opener. No, I’m not a viscount in some bodice-ripper of a novel. Sue me.

I slit open the envelope, and pulled the card free. The card was a thick linen stock, the writing a blue-silver. The lovely, blissful couple would like my presence – along with a plus one – to join them for their wedding three months from now. A note had been included, and I plucked it out and unfolded it.

Rob,

Maybe this is too awkward. I’d understand if you didn’t want to come. But I think back on the times and conversations we had and I’d like you to come to our wedding. Please, though, if you do, I’d ask you one favor. No commands.

I truly hope you are well, and you’ll consider joining us for the festivities. Whatever you decide, I want nothing more for you than to see you content.

-Rachael

I looked up from the card, seeing Sofia but not really seeing her. The note was carefully worded, nothing to give me any hope for rekindling our relationship. It was clear the message she was delivering, and I slowly placed the note back in the card and placed it back into the envelope.

“Could you give me a while?” I asked Sofa.

She rose and came over to kiss my cheek. “Just let us know what we can do.”

“Thanks.”

I stayed seated for a while, staring at the pictures of Pin and Kelly’s unborn children. Thinking about Rachael and Bart. Thinking about my last fall into darkness when she broke the news about her engagement.

I realized with an age-old weariness to my soul I didn’t want to get drunk. I didn’t want to screw anyone. I just wanted to sit and listen to the soft whisper of the waves through the open doors to the balcony.

Trish came in not long afterwards and sat on the chaise longue. She watched me, her hands folded, elbows on her knees. “It’s good for her,” I told her. She said nothing, like always. “To be with him. To… to have a normal life. Good for her.”

Trish gave me a tight-lipped smile, stood up, and walked out again.

* * *

Through Kelly and Pin, who’d also received invites, I learned the wedding was going to be semi-formal. With months to prepare yet, I decided a new suit was in order. The common entertainment myth is that if you want a suit, you go Italian. I’m not knocking their tailors. They’re fantastic. But my favorite, the shop I love, is French. In Dinan, to be specific, so it took a bit of traveling. Custom fittings were usually booked for tailoring a few months out, but I knew their staff well and I also knew there was absolutely room in their schedule to scoot me in without making me feel too guilty.

I flew there the weekend after I got the invitation, “dragging” Luis and Sally with me. Trust me, they were irate at being dragged to the most romantic country in the world. Just furious. I expected death by crusty bread at any moment. I invited Sofia and Cristina, and they longed to come with me, but as I’ve mentioned, they do have their own careers and education to worry about. We promised each other a long, luxurious vacation there once Cristina obtained her master’s in a few years, a promise I’m happy to report I kept.

After a long flight that left me crankier than usual, we stayed in a tiny stone hotel in the walled city. I slept for damn near twelve hours while Luis and Sally were swept up in breathless sightseeing and food tasting. When I woke, it was well after noon, but felt like it should be the middle of the night to me. Ugh.

Once I showered and dressed, I headed out into the city to find Theodore’s shop. I could have used my trick to remember where it was at, but I liked getting a little lost in Dinan. It’s sorely underrated in terms of just how beautiful of a city it is. Give me Dinan’s close knit streets, walls, and architecture any day of the week over Paris. Not that Paris is awful by any stretch of the imagination, but Dinan has maybe all of ten thousand people and it’s a wholly different experience.  I stopped to admire a cathedral, had coffee and a salted caramel crepe, and even bumped into my wayward assistant and his fiancé as they gaped at the intricate cornerstones of a stone residence.

“Sir,” Luis said to me, “if I haven’t said this a million times before… best job in the universe.”

I left them be, and headed for the suit shop. And it was a suit shop, not just a tailor. To have an outfit custom made for me would have taken far longer, and I didn’t really see the need for that, no matter how much money I made. That said, they did do fittings and tailoring with the suits Theodore had in stock, so it wasn’t entirely like buying a suit off the rack at your local big box store.

Theodore was a slender man on the losing end of a battle for hair, but he kind of rocked the balding look, with a short, angry Caesar cut and tightly trimmed mutton chops I’d seen on a half dozen guys on the way to the shop. Must have been the in-style at the moment. He was dressed in his own product, a garishly blue suit with striping I wouldn’t allow myself to be caught dead in, but again, like the hair, he made it work. Then again, his suits were of a quality that they could have been pastel pink on a guy and they still would have looked much better than just about anything else out there.

He was in mid-argument with a bombshell of an ebony-haired beauty with creamy white skin and bright cherry-red lips. Her tight black dress barely came down over her sex, and her nipples could have popped out at any point given the enthusiastic way she was pointing a finger and cursing out Theodore in French. I closed the door behind me and watched, amused.

They finally broke it off when Theodore noticed me. He had the querulous look of a man who knows he has met someone before but couldn’t place them, his lips parted, head cocked just so.

“Rob. Blanco. I’ve bought two suits from you before.”

He smacked his tongue and grinned widely. In perfect, nearly unaccented English, he said, “Mr. Blanco! Of course. I’m sorry. I’m a touch distracted today.”

The woman let off a string of curses in French, then glared challengingly at me. Theodore rolled his eyes and spoke to her again. As they talked, I murmured silently, “You’ll explain to me what’s going on, Theodore.”

When their conversation cut off again as she folded her arms under those spectacular breasts, Theodore turned to me and spread his hands. “She thinks she can sleep with my cousin and still be welcomed home by me like nothing happened.”

The woman started to storm towards the door, but I rubbed my fingers and murmured, “Stick around.” She might not have understood my words, but that hardly mattered. She glared at me again, then turned to Theodore. Before she could speak, I said, “Be quiet. Both of you accept anything I say as completely normal.”

She opened her mouth, and nothing came out. Theodore glanced between the two of us, and snickered. “A neat trick. You’ll have to show me how to do that sometime.”

“Can’t exactly be taught,” I said, smiling.

“What can I do for you?”

“I’m here for a suit. I have a wedding to attend in three months.”

Theodore winced, and smiled apologetically. “I’m sorry, Mr. Blanco, I hope you didn’t come to France solely to visit my shop. I’m booked well in advance, and…”

“You and your staff, you have time, don’t you?” I said, rubbing my fingers slightly behind my ass where he and the gorgeous woman couldn’t see me.

“We could… possibly make time,” Theodore said. His smile disappeared and reappeared. “Come to the back and we’ll see what we have in stock.”

I glanced at the woman, and said, “Come along.”

She followed me, glaring at both of us, but she was still silent. A pliable one. Not many would have taken the command to be silent so easily. That could be fun. And if she had cheated on Theodore, I felt little remorse about draining my balls down her throat.

The main thrust of the business took place in the next room, where Theodore kept his suits. I had him go back and lock the door, while I asked the woman – Vanessa – my usual questions. Even though she couldn’t understand me, her mind subconsciously worked through the messages she was receiving, and I had the all-clear in moments. Vanessa slid the straps of her dress down over her big, deliciously curvy breasts and knelt on all fours on a bench in the middle of the room as I dropped my clothes unceremoniously in a pile. Theodore raised his eyebrows when he saw me slide my cock into his busty ex-girlfriend, but whether it was because of my commands or because she was a cheater, he simply rolled on talking about suits like I wasn’t spearing her on my dick in all the time it took to say hello.

Theodore brought out two suits in particular he thought were about my type, a light gray and a colorful blue suit. He heled the blue against me as I smacked Vanessa’s ass, making her gasp as her breasts brushed the bench. I liked the fit – it would be long on my hips, single breasted, the full canvas sleek on my frame – but we argued back and forth about the vent in the rear. It came down mostly to time constraints. As I jerked out of Vanessa’s warm, wet folds and came around to let her suck her own juices off me, Theodore told me he simply couldn’t guarantee he would get the blue suit without a vent in time for the wedding. Vanessa hurked deep on my dick as I thought about that, her eyes watering as she stared up at me. I finally eased out of her and sighed.

“The gray then for the wedding, but I’ll want the blue suit when you can get it finished.”

“Fantastic,” Theodore said.

“Get in on this,” I said, rubbing my fingers together. “Got lube?”

“I’m afraid not, sir,” Theodore said.

I sighed, looking at Vanessa’s spectacularly round ass. “Another time then.” I slammed my cock back into her cunt and she cried out with the pleasure of it. “Vanessa, you’re going to make everything up to Theodore by being his good little store slut.” Theodore grinned down at her and dropped his pants. “When a customer needs release, he’s going to do it in you while Theodore’s helping them out.” Theodore pressed his cock to her lips and she opened wide for him. He sheathed himself in her mouth with a pleased sigh. “You’ll love it. Every time a man comes for you, you’ll orgasm. When the shop is closed or Theodore doesn’t want you around, you’ll be thinking of ways to make his life easier and better.”

She gave a muffled moan around Theodore, and he placed his hands on the back of her head and fucked her mouth until she gagged on him too. I focused on my end of things, and grabbed her hips as I pistoned in and out of her. I didn’t give two shits about her pleasure. Cheaters get what cheaters get. I didn’t bother holding back, either, but at least I lasted longer than Theodore, who barely got his dick wet before he was coming down her throat. A corresponding orgasm of her own rocked her from head to toe, and when Theodore pulled out of her, she bent her head low, her ass high in the air as I punched my dick in and out of her. I came deep inside her with a groan and a slap on her ass.

When she sucked me off to get me clean, Theodore took my measurements and told me to come back in a few weeks for the second fitting.

* * *

The other wedding chore I needed to take care of in France was finding the right wedding present. I conveniently decided the best way to go about that was to split up with Luis and Sally so they could check the shops in Paris and wherever else they liked – by which I really meant sightsee and do whatever they damn well pleased. The look of pure joy on their faces made my already good mood immeasurably better. I’d get in touch with them again in a few days.

I searched Dinan for the right wedding gift, but I couldn’t come up with anything I thought Rachael and Bart might want. I did know one gift I wanted to get them with certainty, but I needed the right guide to drive me and take me to wine country. Melanie Lorphelin was that guide.

Oh holy shit, let me tell you about Melanie.

I have seen beautiful before. Rachael was, in my opinion, the definition of perfection. Adrianna, the model I fucked on the third floor of the club in the midst of that wild orgy I told you about, defines sexpot. But Melanie… Melanie defines grace. Her long, long legs come up to slim, narrow hips and a nearly non-existent butt. Her petite frame gives way to curves up top, not entirely unlike my Sofia, and in fact, get the two together and you can see I am drawn to a certain type. But where Sofia’s face is sexy, Melanie’s face is delicate, defined, beautiful. If she wanted it, I have zero doubt she could have been one of the world’s top models. But she didn’t, to my continual, wondering delight every single day of my existence.

Melanie works for me now. She lives in the mansion, she’s best friends with all my girls. She is a sweetheart and one of my most trusted employees and confidants. She is a wonderful human being. Allow me then to add one more note about why I find her so goddamn sexy, and whoo boy, it’s a cliché.

When I met her and when she came to work for me, Melanie was – and I’m still biting my fist thinking about this – a maid.

An honest to God French maid.


My dick and I stood no chance.

When I climbed the stairs to my room, she was just coming out of another one, pushing a hand cart around loaded with supplies. And no, she wasn’t dressed in a French maid outfit. That’s an American thing, though she did wear a costume like that once for Halloween and my dick hurt for days afterwards given how much come I pumped into her.

That day, she wore simple slacks and a cute frilly top. Her soft brown hair was pulled back with a headband decorated in delicate butterflies. She smiled at me and I smiled back, giving her a “hey, how’s it going.” She said in passably good English that she was fine, and hoped I was having a good day.

I paused just long enough to finish the polite conversation with her, and I’m glad I did. It gave me a moment to study her, to realize just how beautiful she really was. She caught my long stare and blushed before pushing her cart along. I stammered for something to say, anything, and utterly failed. She headed into the next room, giving me a look over her shoulder before the door closed on me.

I glanced down at my dick, then at the ceiling, and I muttered, “France. I couldn’t have just gone with one of the old suits.”

A moment later, I was rapping my knuckles on the door. Within another five minutes, Melanie’s long, long legs were wrapped around me as I took her against a wall, my lips against her neck as she let out a string of sighs and moans that drove me utterly wild. She came, and I was bending her over the sink, pounding into her from behind as her moans turned into wild cries of passion. I love to see Melanie’s face when we fuck. Her body is incredible, don’t get me wrong, but she’s so damned beautiful and expressive it’s a crime not to look into her eyes when she comes. People outside in the hallway laughed, a woman downstairs matched our moans, and somewhere in the middle of it all, I could hear her manager insistently bellowing we knock it off or Melanie would be fired.

Better for me, I thought, even as I dragged her to the unmade bed and fucked her on the edge, her legs up in a wide vee as she cried out for me to fuck her faster, harder. We were lost to each other for so long that the day escaped us and night settled in by the time I stuffed her mouth full of my cock and pumped shot after shot of my come down her delicate through. My God, she was even gorgeous sucking me off. She was beautiful doing anything. My Melanie.

Fuck, I love her.

She was fired when we finally tumbled out of there, but I had already assured her I was unimaginably rich and would hire her the duration I was in Paris. Even beyond, I would help her find a job somewhere else. I didn’t know it yet but that somewhere else would be a mansion half a world away, where Melanie learned how I liked things from Chasey, who I was right about wanting to leave.

We spent that night walking the streets. I was honest about my lifestyle, and rather than offended or scared off, she seemed intrigued. I found out through a little rub of my fingers she was definitely bi, a big plus in my household, and just like that, I was already imagining her as part of the staff and one of my girlfriends.

But first we really did have to find a wedding present for Rachael, and we talked a lot of ideas. Over late night liver pate and profiteroles, we came up with a long list of ideas, some in Paris, some around the country. After we returned to the hotel and knocked more of the plaster from the ceiling, we set off the next day on what I hoped would be something of an adventure, and which turned into a week’s worth of mild frustration.

Nothing seemed right, not for Rachael. Gorgeous paintings. Hand-worked pottery pieces. Antiquities. Furniture sets. None of it felt right. Without knowing what they wanted or needed, I didn’t want to go huge, so we abandoned the idea of a dining table and chairs soon. Same with the rest of the furniture. Artwork was out because I didn’t know their taste. Pottery was still an idea in my mind, but what were the odds of getting a piece to Florida, then to New Bainbridge without it breaking? Not likely, not even with my talents.

By the end of the first day, Melanie seemed even more buoyant about the challenge. She picked up on my talent pretty early on when I talked down two dangerously aggressive men pissed off about my American-ness. She watched me with curiosity the rest of the day, and I even caught her emulating my finger rubbing with a murmured command of her own. It was cute, and I came clean, showing her what I could do and running through my commands with her, which were, up to that point, just a few. There were the usual questions, of course, and excited disbelief. When I made a grouchy shopkeeper kiss his own muscles, she laughed delightedly. I asked her later that week if she wasn’t worried that I was controlling her, and she admitted to me with an open, naked grope of me that she was kind of turned on by the whole idea.

I said it before, I’ll say it again. God, I love Melanie.

After checking in on Luis and Sally, we headed to the countryside for some wine tastings. I planned on buying quite a bit, considering I had a household of women thirsty for all things wine and hungry for all the chocolate I could legally buy. But even I thought maybe I overdid it. I believe I wound up buying at least forty barrels of wine. Forty. The shipping costs would be staggering. But you’ve gotta understand – every dreg of wine I tried that trip was fantastic. We hit something like eight wineries in total, and all of them had such amazing offerings I couldn’t help myself.

Two in particular would go to Rachael and her fiancé. One was a northern Rhone red, and here, Melanie and I agreed it was easily the most likable wine of the bunch, not exactly as complex as the others we tried, but more palatable to us. We were simple folk, despite my money. This would be for Rachael and Bart’s reception, and so I bought two of the largest casks they had for that purpose.

The other wine was an aged white burgundy, straight from the vineyard of Rachael’s favorite bottled wine back home. That much I did know about her from our conversations. She was always drinking a glass, and I made it a point to go to this winery in particular to pick up a cask specially for them. I bought it without having tasted it, and when Melanie questioned me on that, I told her finally what Rachael had meant to me. Really meant to me.

Melanie listened, and we made love afterwards. After a conversation with Chasey where she admitted that yes, she’d been thinking of moving on, I asked Melanie the next day to come work for me. She said yes.

But still, I hadn’t found the right wedding present for Rachael and Bart, and I was beginning to think maybe I never would until we went to Melanie’s family home for dinner the night before I was to fly back to the States. They lived in a quaint, tightly spaced two story country house an hour and a half northwest of Paris. Lovely place, though I felt like a giant in their household. The place looked big on the outside, but the rooms were tiny and short-ceilinged and I often had to duck under doorways to get around.

Her parents were surprisingly young, maybe their early forties. They were obviously frightened for their daughter, making such big plans, but I gave them assurances without any sort of commands that I was genuine, and that when their daughter was ready, she could come visit Florida for a few weeks to find out if she enjoyed the area and the work first before committing. That appeased them – especially when they asked me what their daughter would be making. I tried to remember what I was paying Chasey now, and ballparked a figure somewhere south of that. Judging from the father’s bulging eyes, the number seemed good enough.

While the three of them prepared dinner together, I wandered their house, looking at their pictures, their art, the detritus of their life. I kept coming back to three simple black and white drawings, inked but not painted and kept in a simple cardboard-like frame. They were of the house we were in now, and though they were simple, the eye for detail was spot on. Melanie joined me with an arm around my waist, and I gestured at the drawings.

“What’s the story with these?”

“My cousin,” Melanie said. “He likes to draw.”

“Is he around?”

“A fifteen-minute drive. Why?”

“Does he have more of these?”

“He does. He sells them in… oh, what would you call them? Markets?”

“Probably craft fairs. Bazaars.”

She nodded. “He draws a lot of the countryside and sometimes the city.”

“After dinner, think he’d mind us dropping by?”

“Not at all.”

After a delicious, savory stew and fresh bread, Melanie drove me to see her cousin, a fair-haired boyish man who found me cute. I bore his flirtations with amused stoicism, and leafed through the hundred or so ink drawings he’d done. In the end, I selected five of them. One of a random, somewhat ordinary Parisian street corner, one of a country home not dissimilar to Melanie’s parents, one a crumbling stone cathedral, one a simple stream, and one a more complex drawing of an overgrown park, weeds and flowers alike sprouting everywhere around tables and chairs. I paid him three times what he asked along with a shipping fee for getting them to the United States. When we shut the door behind us, his cheer made us both laugh.

We stayed with her parents that night. Sometime in the dark, Melanie’s hand found my chest and she guided me outside. We made love under the stars, me resting on a blanket in the dirt, her riding me with gentle rolls of her hips. It was a magical night, and I might have added her name to the growing list of women I dearly loved.

When she came, she whispered in my ear, “Thank you. Even if this is a fantasy, thank you.”

“It’s no fantasy,” I murmured back. “It’s all real. If you want it to be.”

She smiled down at me, and I stroked the hair from her eyes. My lovely Melanie.

* * *

By the week of the wedding, Chasey was gone, Melanie was a firm, welcome fixture in my mansion, and everyone seemed unusually happy. I thought at the time they were putting on an act for me, to make me feel better. I tried not to let my moodiness show. After all, Rachael was going to live the life I wanted for her the first night we hooked up. It was why I pushed her away. Job done.

I had hoped Melanie or my girls might accompany me to the wedding, but even a crazy rich mind controller can’t control a good old fashioned stomach bug, and one hit the household hard that week, to the point where everyone sick wound up staying at the house in town instead of the mansion so I didn’t get sick when I needed to fly out. It sucked. I didn’t want to be alone that week. Luis and Sally didn’t get sick, but I wanted someone warm and soft and willing to ride my cock like they were mad at it.

Oh well. We persevere.

Luis took care of all my arrangements, including my hotel. Sally and the flight crew were coming with us. I would have no plus one, unless I bumped into someone in New Bainbridge who caught my fancy. Given my morose nature that week, I didn’t think anyone would, and I was right.

But waiting for us when we arrived were Pin and Kelly, and seeing my lovely, now very pregnant friends warmed my heart. I kissed their bellies before I even kissed their lips, and traced my fingers along their soft bottoms. They stopped me before I could take them on my luggage with coy laughs and hellos to Luis and Sally.

At least I did get to make love to them at the hotel. That’s something. Mind you, it had to be a quickie, but still, it made me feel immeasurably better.

We got there the day before the friends and family wedding dinner and two days before the ceremony itself. Mostly we spent the day bumming around New Bainbridge. It’s a nice city. Maybe a bit hipsterish for me, but Luis and Sally had never been and it was fun watching them take everything in. Things were pretty relaxed until Paige and Eve met us for dinner. They were happily in love and engaged, and I was thrilled to see it. They were still playing volleyball, and had made it to the semi-finals in the world championships. There was much celebrating about that.

After a lot of drinks, a lot of laughter, and a bit of dancing, we wound up back at my hotel suite sans Luis and Sally. Paige and Eve had me on the bed in minutes, licking the sides of my cock like it was ice cream. Meanwhile, Pin and Kelly sat side by side in chairs next to the bed, watching us. I showed them all the trick I’d learned in my travels with Cristina and Sofia about shared pleasure, careful about the resonation effect, and as Pin climbed on the bed and rode my face, every one of the women moaned as one.

I wish I could tell you the sex was mind-blowing, or describe in great detail the thousand orgasms all of us had, but the truth was, I was a million miles away. That’s not to say I didn’t make sure the women got theirs – each of them came so often I think we beat the original record when Paige, Eve, and Kelly first joined Pin and myself for some late-night fun. But I was on autopilot, my mind on Rachael.

I knew what I was going to do the next day. I was going to tell her how I felt. I was going to try to convince her to run away with me. To Florida, to wherever, I didn’t care. I could even minimize the hurt to her fiancé and ease the anger of his family and hers. It was a great fantasy and I clung to it because it was all I had.

Of course, nothing ever goes the way we think it will.

Late that night, with Kelly curled up with Paige and Eve on the big master suite bed, I rested on my side in the suite’s other bedroom, stroking Pin’s stomach. I thought she was asleep, but finally she murmured, “Rob? Are you all right?”

“I will be,” I murmured. I kissed her stomach. “I promise.”

“Tomorrow will be the first time you’ve seen her in a while, huh?”

“Yeah.”

“What about the letter she sent you? Are you really not going to use any sort of mind control?”

“You want to know if I’m going to make her run away with me.”

She stroked my cheek with a long nail. “Yes. I guess I am.”

For an answer, I closed my eyes and rubbed my fingers. “I will not use my powers tomorrow or throughout the wedding. Or at any point this weekend when Rachael might be around.”

Pin sat up. “You really did it.”

“I guess so.”

“The man I worked for would have walked in, said about ten commands, and walked out with her.”

I smirked, knowing she was right. “Was I so bad?”

“You lined up four cheerleaders in Miami and made bad basketball jokes the whole time you slept with them.”

I laughed. “I forgot about that.”

“See? Proving my point. And don’t think I didn’t hear about you and Adrianna Quinn from Fiona. She told me you brought a busload of models and actresses up to the third floor.”

“Wasn’t a busload.” She glared at me, and I grinned sheepishly. “Well… technically. We had vans.”

“That one I wouldn’t have minded seeing,” she said, grinning impishly.

“Yeaaaaah.”

“Get some sleep,” she murmured. “Big day tomorrow.”

“Mm hm,” I said, snuggling in closer. I liked the new softness of her. Stroking her belly made me happy, no matter how crummy my mood had been up to that point.

“Rob?”

“Hm?”

“I love you. Whatever happens… remember there are lots of people out there who do.”

“Love you too Pin,” I murmured, my lights already fading.

* * *

I disappeared for a while the next day. I couldn’t deal with the happiness of everyone around me. I’m ashamed to admit that, but I also knew my breaking point and I was reaching it pretty quickly. I headed for New Bainbridge’s lake, figuring no one would think to look for me there, and I rented out a canoe. I spent much of the morning doing mindless paddling until my arms were so sore I almost couldn’t lift them above my shoulders. I then spent a quiet half an hour sitting on a bench with a bag of peanuts, remember the road trip with Sofia and Cristina, and wishing they were here with me along with Melanie. The three of them belonged with me, always. I called them up and of course now they were feeling fine. I tried to convince them to fly out that night and join us, but it was a no go. Melanie seemed almost gleeful in her emphatic no. I guess everyone needed a break from me.

Pin and Kelly called me around noon and begged me to come have a light lunch with them. I knew they were worried about me, but I assured them I was fine. I just had a lot to process that day and I needed to be by myself.

I spent much of the afternoon driving aimlessly. New Bainbridge is a good-sized city and growing slowly. It’s got a nice cultural feel to it too, an oddity out among the sea of Midwestern cities. I stopped and got a gelato as good as any I had in France, but the treat tasted mostly like mush in my mouth. At one point, I had to stop and take deep breaths before I panicked and headed back to the airport to call the whole thing off.

I thought about buying flowers. I thought up a hundred different ways to tell Rachael I loved her. I was running out of time.

* * *

Paige waited at the hotel in case I came back there, and the busty brunette grabbed me in a hug, tears sliding down her face. “We thought you’d left without saying goodbye,” she told me, and I eased her fears with a gentle kiss.

“No. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. We all know how you feel about her.”

“Mm.” I didn’t want to talk about it with her. Instead, I headed up to my room, and took a quick shower. As I was finishing up, Eve barreled in and scolded me too for scaring them. They helped me into my suit, the gray one. I meant to wear it for the wedding, but Paige and Eve insisted it was more suitable to that evening’s dinner, while the more casual sport coat and Oxford I’d intended to wear would work better for the wedding. I didn’t have it in me to argue with them.

All my plans to win Rachael back crumbled as they dressed me. I felt like such a scumbag for fantasizing about breaking up Rachael and Bart. Who was I? I was someone she hooked up with over a couple crazy days. Obviously there was some attraction there, some magnetism, but Rachael wanted a normal life and who was I to spoil that for her?

Time. Time was ticking down. I stared at a nattering TV screen as Paige and Eve prepared. Kelly came and we talked, but what about, I don’t remember. Time.

Pin stepped into the room, dressed to the nines in a silky black dress and high heels, her hair pulled back with a tasteful, jewelry-encrusted headband.

“It’s time, Rob,” she murmured, and took my hands.

* * *

The dinner was going to take place at a rented private room in the back of a large local restaurant. The whole place was surrounded by greenery, with park benches and two small fountains. As far as dinner venues went, it was gorgeous. I could see why Rachael picked it.

I recovered a bit in the ride over. Pin and Kelly were telling me the baby names they had planned. We knew by now Kelly was carrying a boy, Pin a girl. The thought of my sexy former assistant up late at night reading through baby name books made my heart hurt a lot less, and the smile I gave them was genuine.

We were among the last to pull into the parking lot, and I drew a deep breath before we got out. The crowd of people was a lot smaller than I was expecting, maybe twenty or so milling about in the restaurant, most at the bar. I saw Paige and Eve, and they waved.

And then, like she’d been hiding, there was Rachael. Gone was the dirty blonde hair, and in its place was her natural auburn. Her skin glowed, her makeup emphasizing those beautiful features I’d fallen so hard for in minutes. She wore a soft blue dress with a gold necklace tucked into the soft swells of her breasts, and she was so beautiful it broke what little was left of my resolve not to hurt her or her fiancé. I stepped forward, her name on my lips, an “I love you” right behind it, waiting to be said, to be shouted.

But then a man swirled through the crowd in a charcoal suit. His shaved head gleamed under the lights, his goatee precisely trimmed. He smiled as widely as Rachael, and when he kissed her cheek, my soul roared with everything it had to beat the man down.

A funny thing happened, though. Rachael responded in kind, kissing his cheek and her grin went even wider. Her arm circled his naturally, and she laughed again.

They were… happy.

And I knew. I knew despite all my bluster all my feelings for that gorgeous woman, I couldn’t end what they had. I had to go. Now.

Paige, Eve, and Kelly were already rushing towards her. I slipped away, back through the crowd of people, and I headed out into the fading sunshine, sucking in deep lungfuls of air and trying to figure out what came next. Pin had the keys, but there was always a taxi. I started walking and looking one up on my phone when Pin said behind me, “Rob?”

I turned. She was alone, and oh God, the pain on her face hurt me all over again. She had her phone in hand, held down to her side. I looked away from her, my throat working.

“I can’t, Pin. I’m just going to go back to the hotel. Tell Rachael… tell her I’m sorry. I just wasn’t feeling well. Tell her anything she needs to hear.”

Pin walked to me and took my arm as she stared up into my eyes. “Talk to me.”

I ran a hand through my hair and glanced back at the restaurant, then at her. “She was happy, Pin. Her and Bart. And I…” I choked on the words, but finally managed to get them out. “I love her too much to take that away from her.”

Pin watched me very carefully and nodded. Her arm slipped free of mine, and she said quietly into her phone, “Did you hear all that?”

I blinked at her. “What?”

The doors to the restaurant opened up. Out came a long stream of people, all the guests in their dinner clothes. They watched us, smiling but silent. Paige and Eve joined them, grinning wider than the rest, but tears falling down their cheeks too. Out came Bart, and his grin was maybe widest of all.

A voice on the other end of Pin’s phone said through the speaker, “Finally got you to admit that.”

One last person stepped out. Rachael. And the engagement ring on her finger had disappeared. She called to me, “Meet the BB Acting Troupe. I think they did a heck of a job.”

I couldn’t stop staring at her. My brain was utter mush and I still hadn’t caught up to what was going on.

“I don’t…” I said, and though the rest of it wasn’t computing, I realized she was coming to me, and I couldn’t help myself. I jogged back to her, wrapping my arms around my Rachael and breathing her name before my lips met hers again. There would be no pushing her away. Not ever again.

* * *

“That’s not the real Bart,” Rachael told me. “And I thought for sure you’d see the people playing my parents and realize they look all of maybe twenty five, just with white hair.”

“I don’t get it.”

“It was Pin’s idea,” Rachael told me, her hand clasped in mine. We sat on one of the benches, her head on my shoulder. Everyone else had gone back inside and were drinking merrily while pop songs blared out of the restaurant’s speakers. “I broke up with the real one a few weeks before you made it to her place and Kelly’s.” She sniffed. “He was a good man. Sweet. But being with you helped me realize I don’t necessarily want sweet and nice. Bart told me his cute secretary tried to make a move on him, and all I could think about was how hot it would be to watch him fuck her while I sat in the corner. Or had her watch us together.” She shivered pleasantly. “He tried to change for me. Tried to be more aggressive in bed, talk dirtier, that sort of thing. But I saw the look in his eyes when he did, and it kind of broke my heart. He deserved someone less… mm… adventurous than me. You made me that way.”

“Rachael, I’m sorry. I can try to change it all back to before you met me.”

“No,” she said firmly, and squeezed my hand. “You’re who I want. I’ve known that since the night you showed off for me.”

I smiled at that. “So what do you mean, Pin came up with all this?”

“I was coming home from the college theater one night. You were staying at her place, helping them, um…” I smiled and nodded. “I asked about you. Okay… that’s underselling it. I told her I wanted to fly down and see you. But I was still a little, mm, not angry with you, but I wanted to twist the knife a little bit.”

“Evil woman,” I said, and pinched the side of her boob.

“Oh, you have no idea. Anyways, she told me you were mentally ready to move on but it was really clear you still had feelings for me.”

“I love you,” I said bluntly. “That’s what I came to the airport to tell you. I love you and I didn’t want you out of my life.”

“I love you too,” she whispered, and we kissed. Her lips felt like home to me, and I ran my thumb through her beautiful auburn hair as a few slow tears rolled down her cheeks. She pulled away, though not far, and rested her head against my shoulder again. “Anyways, Pin heard I was coming back from the theater and that I’d broken up with Bart. She talked to your assistant, um, Luis?” I nodded, and she continued. “They helped me pay this theater troupe to put this whole thing on. We had to make it look good, so we rented out the restaurant, did up your invitation, that sort of thing.” She grinned at me. “I’d apologize about how much money this is all going to cost you, but I’m not going to.”

“Deserved, and worth every penny.”

“Thought you’d see it my way.”

“There were a lot of things that could have gone wrong with that,” I said. “Sofia almost threw out the invitation.”

“Oh, she was in on it.” I gave her a sharp, amused look. “How convenient was it they all got sick before you flew out?”

I took her hand and kissed it. “Rachael, I’m so deeply in love with you and you will always be number one in my heart alongside Trish, but the other women in my life, I won’t lie to you, I love them too. Each in their own way, and not with a tenth of what I feel for you, but they are special to me.”

“Good,” she said, stroking me through my slacks. “That aspect of your life… our life, hopefully… I really like.”

“Yeah?”

“Oh yes. That night at your club?” She shivered with pleasure, and I grinned. “I’m very much looking forward to meeting them. I mean, come on, a French maid? Hooooot.”

“Right? What about your coaching position?”

“I haven’t signed my contract for next year. I’m yours now.”

“Then there’s one last thing.”

Rachael studied me as I turned and knelt on the ground before her, smiling softly, her eyes glimmering. “What’s that?”

“I don’t have a ring yet. But marry me.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, of course, yes.”

* * *

When we stepped off the plane, Luis and Sally drove us first to a local jewelry store, where I bought Rachael the ring she wanted, and knelt again to slip it on her finger as Luis and Sally took pictures. Then it was back to the mansion, Rachael nestled up against me, groping me discreetly through my pants as we kissed softly, losing ourselves to our passion and not even realizing we were home until the car stopped in the big garage.

Luis held open Rachael’s door for her, and Sally mine. I gave my assistant’s sweet girlfriend a peck on the cheek, and she and Luis unloaded our luggage as Rachael took my hand and we raced towards the house. Out the front door came Melanie, a look of concern on her face. Her worry broke when she saw Rachael, and she gave us both a dazzling smile, but her attention snapped right back to me.

“Sir, it’s very nice to see you, and welcome home, but we have a problem.”

The door flew open again and out stormed Adrianna Quinn, still very much the world’s number one model. I had told Rachael about her but I had the feeling she hadn’t believed me. Now she gaped as her fellow model stormed straight at me, her big breasts bouncing enticingly in a white top that matched her knee-length skirt.

“You son of a bitch!” Adrianna shouted at me.

Rachael folded her arms across her chest, a smirk on her face as she watched the antics.

“Hello again, Adrianna,” I said. I rubbed my fingers together. “Didn’t I tell you to forget about me?”

“You think I could have orgasms like that and just… just… forget about you?” she sputtered. She hauled back and slapped me hard. Glaring at Rachael, she gripped my shirt and yanked me to meet her lips with a hard smack. “I have been thinking about you non-stop for months. Months. I come back, and they tell me you’re in England. I call and then you’re in Canada. Well, no more dodging me, asshole.”

“You do not speak to my fiancé like that,” Rachael said mildly.

“What are you going to do about it, bitch?” Adrianna snapped.

“Rob?” Rachael asked me.

I rubbed my fingers. “Adrianna. Do you really want to be with me?”

“Yes,” she said immediately.

“Okay. Every command Rachael or any one of my other girls tells you, you listen. Disobeying is as good as me being displeased with you. So if you want this cock again, if you want me again, you will listen and obey every word they say.”

“Fine,” she snapped. Melanie’s lips parted behind her, and her legs widened. Oh yeah. This was going to be fun.

“Let’s go inside,” Rachael suggested, her eyes gleaming. “I have so many ideas.”

* * *

A year on, and I woke up to Rachael nuzzling into my chest. She was the only one who slept in bed with me every night, though usually at least one, two, or even three of the others found their way somewhere in there somewhere too. At the moment, it was just the two of us. That morning was special, after all.

Rachael’s hand stroked my groin. I’d been bulking up some and adding a bit of muscle to my lanky frame, and she loved it. With a man who could give her pleasure any time she wanted it and a woman who not only indulged in my most decadent desires but actively fed on them too, we made one hell of a couple and our love had only grown fiercer.

I gripped her hand and guided it lower. “Good morning,” I murmured as she slowly began to jack me.

Rachael grinned. “Good morning.”

“So what do we have planned today?”

“I don’t know. I heard something about a wedding.”

“Oh yeah? Huh. Poor bastard.”

“Poor wife-to-be.”

I kissed her neck and she parted her lips with a soft, pleased sigh. “Mrs. Blanco.”

“Not yet,” she teased.

I pushed her onto her back and spread her knees wide before my hand cupped her sex. “Decide to change your mind?” I breathed into her ear.

She reached down and stroked the back of my hand. “Hell no.”

I slid my thumb across her clit, gentle strokes for my love that morning. I don’t know how I deserved someone who reflected my soul so completely, and to have had that joy twice in my lifetime is a blessing I’m thankful for every day.

“Rob…” she breathed as I dipped my head down to kiss her neck.

“I love you,” I said against her warm skin.

“I love you. So much.”

My lips found her shoulder as I rubbed little circles around her clit. One of her hands stayed on mine, urging me on in little ways, and her other rose to her stomach, soon to be filled with our first child. As of that day, she was off the pill, for good. We have been in a rush for children ever since, and our house is full of their laughter, their crying, their babble, their playing. I am so desperately, madly in love with all of them, and all my other sons and daughters from the other women in the household. Someday we’re going to have a lot of explaining to do to my kids, but not now. For now, we love, and we play, and we clean up after them, and we hold onto them as long as we can. It is a strange life, but it is a joyful one. Other women have come and gone in the years since Rachael and I married, and we have all continued to have fun at Club Strings, but that core group – Rachael, Cristina, Sofia, Melanie, and Adrianna – has never changed. They are my beautiful companions, my great loves, my children’s mothers. They have sated my soul and I don’t know what I would do without any of them.

But in that moment, hours before she tried to hold back her tears as she said I do and I flubbed my vows so badly I had to say them all over again, it was just Rachael and myself, in the warmth of the most beautiful morning I could remember save for one very much like it with Trish once upon a time in another life.

My lips journeyed south and I kissed the slopes of her breasts. The day was warm but the morning breeze coasted through the room and teased her nipples into hardness. I leaned down and sucked one into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue as I sank my pointer and middle fingers into her folds. She arched her back with a pleased hiss, offering both her breast to me and trying to draw me in deeper inside her. Her slick walls sang me home, and slowly I built up a rhythm as her clit begged for more of my thumb’s attention.

I let her nipple go and traced around with the tip of my tongue, light, teasing, then I came back up to her lips, kissing her softly, morning breath be damned. Her eyes crinkled and I smiled against her mouth before venturing back down to her other breast, my tempo inside her now stopping every few strokes to tease her g-spot.

Her need was growing, and Rachael breathed, “Please, Rob…”

My gentle smile turned playful, and I sucked her other nipple into my mouth, still keeping that teasing, languid pace. I was going to make her first orgasm last, because I had zero doubts our door was going to be broken down soon by four other very impatient, very horny loves of ours. Occasionally I heard them giggling or whispering in the hallway, and once I thought I heard the bedroom door creak open so someone could take a peek, but in that moment, it was just Rachael and me, as I’d commanded the night before.

Rachael’s legs splayed out wider, and her hand left mine to play at her own clit. I nudged it away and she glared at me while I widened my eyes and sucked innocently at her nipple, if a man could ever be said to do such a thing innocently. But I took the hint and I drifted further down, kissing her belly, her cute little nubbin of a belly button, and finally each thigh as she lifted her legs and kicked involuntarily with pleasure and anticipation.

When I finally kissed her clit, she nearly came up off the bed. “Ohhhh, baby, yes,” she said.

I added a third finger to her folds, sliding them in and out at a steady, unhurried pace as I began to kiss, suck, and lick her clit. She writhed above me, clutching my hair, breathing my name. Her eyes closed and I knew she was there, right there, so I twisted my fingers and teased her spot at the same time as I flicked her clit, bringing her to a crest with tongue and fingers alike.

“Yeeeesss!” she hissed, and bucked against me, her pussy pulsing like it had a heartbeat of its own. She splashed me with her warmth and I pulled my fingers out in a hurry to taste her, to keep licking. I slipped my hands under her butt and, feeling devilish, I teased her tight little bud as I kept licking, kept her riding the orgasmic high as her whole body slid up and down, trying to work more pleasure from me at the same time as it nearly overwhelmed her. Rachael came again in no time, screaming, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Rob!’

I moved fast, springing up to feed her my fingers as I guided my cock to her entrance. Her knees rose nearly to her breasts, the way she liked it best, and I plunged into her as she sucked my fingers down, her eyes opening again to take me in. I adored her gaze in that moment, and breathed a silent command to always remember this picture of her. Her feet kicked uselessly as I made love to her with strong, slow strokes. The sound of our flesh slapping together was met only by the lapping of the waves outside and our soft sighs and moans until I breathed her name, “Rachael.”

“Don’t hold back, Rob, please, I want it, I want it,” she begged, and I released into her, as fast as I think I’d ever come with my darling fiancé.

Still hard, I let her back down gently and Rachael twisted to her side. I spooned her and guided myself back into her folds, my cream still sliding out of her. She reached back with one hand and cupped my head, cradling me as I worked faster into her, my breaths hot against her neck. “Oh my Rob,” she breathed, “oh my God, I love you, I love you, we’re going to be married…”

“Yesss,” I whispered, cupping one of her breasts and rolling the nipple in my hand.

A hard thump outside and a harsh, “Shhh!” Rachael laughed softly, and called out, “You might as well come in.”

Our four beauties strolled in, utterly aware of how sexy they were in that moment. Each of them was dressed in a variation of bridal lingerie, all white. First were my girlfriends – and yes, I still thought of them that way, as odd as it might sound. Cristina’s spectacular ass was put in full display with a pair of white, silky boy-shorts accompanied by a strapless halter top that perfectly cupped and pushed up her perky breasts. Then Sofia, her taller figure suited to her white bodysuit, her big breasts nearly spilling out of the cups. She gave us a playful twirl, and Cristina slapped her butt.

Melanie, achingly beautiful Melanie, her baby bump on full display between a wispy G-string and a high crisscrossing bra that laughed at the idea of concealing her nipples. Of all my girls, here or elsewhere, she was far and away Rachael’s favorite and her best friend, and would be the maid of honor that day. When we found she was pregnant, I think Rachael was just as ecstatic as our beautiful maid and the two made delirious love while I watched. We didn’t know it yet, but by the day of our marriage, Sofia would have been pregnant too by a few weeks. That she wasn’t the first irritated her, but in a good-natured way.

And then, finally, Adrianna. Our house slut. Our stunningly sexy pussy worshipper. Our fuck bunny. Still and forever easily one of the sexiest women in the world, she was dressed in white thigh high stockings, a garter belt, a flimsy pair of panties damp with her eternal need, and a complex, webby bra. And as always, she wore a choker, this one white and lacy. All my girls sported “ROB’S” tattoos, each with their own saucy little spin on it. Adrianna’s was most prominent, high on her breast, usually visible if she was wearing a low-cut enough dress. The media went wild with speculation about our relationship after she first flaunted that one in a photo shoot, and our club, already exclusive and in demand, was not booked for months in advance.

“Very nice, girls,” Rachael said as I pulled out of her. I sat up against the padded headboard and she crawled over me to settle on me, my cock sliding back up into her with practiced ease.

Cristina, Sofia, and Melanie swarmed the bed, while Adrianna stood at the foot of the chaise longue at the base of the bed and visibly squirmed, itching to play with herself or one of the other girls. I had given her a command early on that she could only play with us when given permission and the anticipation would slowly stoke the fires of her lust. Melanie might have been my housekeeper but Adrianna was everyone’s sexual servant and she absolutely loved it, despite the consternation on her face.

Three gorgeous beauties fought to lick the connection of Rachael’s flesh and mine, and Cristina won out. Sofia crawled up to Rachael on her knees, grinning before coming in for a soft, easy kiss. Melanie did much the same, running her long delicate fingers up my abs as she and my fiancé kissed too. Adrianna let out a soft whimper as she stared at Cristina’s curvy bottom, her hands fiddling in front of her waist but not touching her own pussy.

Rachael glanced at me with merriment in her eyes. “Should we be nice?”

“It is our wedding day. I suppose we should be.” I snapped my fingers. “Adrianna. You can join us. Give Cristina a good licking. Get her ready for me. I’ll fuck her next.”

Adrianna jumped up on the chaise longue and onto the bed faster than I thought possible, her big breasts bouncing as she dove eagerly for Cristina’s juicy bottom. When we weren’t playing sex games, she, Sofia, and Cristina were usually thick as thieves, and the chance to please one of them first made her happy. Cristina snickered as Adrianna jerked her panties down over her ass, and lifted one leg, then the other to help the supermodel pull them off her. But her laugh turned to a moan when Adrianna tossed her long silky blonde hair back and buried her mouth against Cristina’s bottom.

She in turn started licking Rachael and I in earnest as Melanie offered me one of her tiny tits to suckle on. Sofia in the meantime helped herself to one of Rachael’s, catching her bouncing breast with her mouth as best she could, her fingers at her own sex, spreading herself wide.

Rachael glanced back at me. “Every girl gets a load this morning,” she told me, “but tonight, you’re mine.” She didn’t know it yet, but in a few days, when all our friends and family had their fill of us, she would be all mine for a month of lovemaking, good food, and wild times in a luxurious vacation through Europe. I grinned and kissed the back of her neck before returning my attention to my slim, beautiful Melanie and that tantalizing nubbin.

My hand roamed her petite, almost non-existent butt as Rachael began rolling and bouncing harder on me. She whimpered softly as Cristina did something pleasant to her, but her mouth was too preoccupied with lavishing Sofia’s big nipple with the attention it deserved to say anything. Her knees kicked, and she moaned again, rocking harder on me.

I popped off Melanie’s nipple and gripped her shoulder to pull her face down to my level. “My beautiful Melanie,” I murmured, and she couldn’t help a hungry chase of my mouth, gasping her need against me as I spanked her ass. She abandoned my lips to take Rachael’s other nipple, leaving that butt even closer to me. I worked my middle finger into her wet, tight pussy, and glanced over to see Sofia was close enough I could do the same to her. I was fingering two gorgeous women and my fiancé was bouncing away on my cock as a fourth stunner licked us both with a fervor, and as if that wasn’t enough, a supermodel was enthusiastically eating her out too.

Yeah. My life is pretty okay.

“Mm, ooooh, like that, Crissy,” Rachael gasped. “I’m there, I’m there…” She threw back her head and shivered on my cock. Compared to her first couple orgasms, it was a tiny blip, but she came nonetheless and whimpered, “Too much, please…”

“Girls,” I said, “help her to the side.”

Melanie and Sofia helped her up and off my furiously hard cock, and laid her gently by my side. My queen, my beauty, the one I had spent so long alternating between pushing away and wanting by my side forever.

“How would you like me today, Rob?” Cristina asked me, stretching out on the bed on her hands and knees, her top still on, but her bottom deliciously naked. Oh, she knew, and I would take it, too.

“Adrianna,” I said. My busty supermodel snapped to attention, and I nodded at the drawer next to the bed. She knew what I wanted, and hopped off to get the lube. I didn’t even have to ask her for what came next. She applied a generous helping to Cristina’s bottom, but not before she ran her naughty tongue up the length of the gorgeous Latina’s cleft, tasting her bud for herself before applying lube to it. “Good God, I love you, A.”

Adrianna glanced up sharply at that, her cheeks blooming and a smile making her already pretty face blossom into something heart stopping. “I love you too, Rob. And Rachael.”

Rachael lifted the arm she’d flung over her eyes as she recovered and croaked, “Aww. Love you, babe.”

Adrianna slipped two fingers into Cristina’s waiting bud, and smiled gently at me. I smiled back. I did love Adrianna as I did all the girls – she had proven herself to be fiercely protective about everyone in the group, and she was always there to help out anyone who needed it, unless she was on a shoot or taking care of PR work for the club. That said, we were rarely affectionate with each other. She loved being the submissive type, and I’ve gotta admit, being dominant with her was still a huge turn-on for me. We reveled in that moment, that brief baring of our souls to each other. She crooked her finger at me, and I came to her to kiss her gently.

“I do love you, Adrianna,” I told her. “I hope you always have seen that.”

“Even when you’ve got me handcuffed at the club so all those naughty men and women can use me?” she asked, pouting and thrusting her chest out at me.

I laughed. “Yes. Even then.”

She gripped my cock with one of her lube-slicked hands and started stroking me. “Even when you’re pouring load after load of delicious Rob come all over my face and my tits and my big juicy ass?”

“Yes, then.”

“Even when I’m your filthy whore? When I’m touching myself watching you put this big hard dick in one of my bestie’s asses? When I’m eating your naughty fiancé’s pretty pink pussy?”

I gripped her chin and brought her lips to mine, my need almost overpowering my desire to keep this time in the bedroom gentle with all the girls. “Especially then,” I breathed.

Adrianna grinned, and gave me a light, playful peck on the nose. “Good. Because that’s what I love most in the world. All of you. And getting to be yours.” She glanced down at Cristina’s bottom. “She’s ready for you, sir.”

“Good girl,” I said, and spanked her ass lightly. “Get under her and keep licking her pussy while I fuck her ass, my perfect pussy slut.”

Adrianna hurried to comply, while Cristina glanced over her shoulder at me, smiling. “I still remember the first time you did this to me. How we both felt it.”

“God yeah,” Sofia said.

“That was wild,” I agreed, sliding my cock through the cleft of her ass before settling the head against her delicate bud. “You know what I remember most about that trip?”

“What?” Cristina asked, and hissed with pleasure as I eased my cock into her ass. Plenty of experience and more play with toys with Sofia and Adrianna in particular left her much more accommodating for my cock, but she was still so magnificently tight around my hard prick. I loved the feel of her ass. Loved all of her, really, but this was still one of the most amazing treats.

“Falling in love with you and Sofia the very first day,” I said.

“Smooth talker,” she breathed as I eased into her, but she was blushing, and Sofia was blinking away happy tears.

“God’s honest truth,” I grunted. I was halfway in now, and would go no further, not that day. “I’ve never opened up to anyone so fast in all my life. Not even Rachael.”

“That’s true,” Rachael said, pulling Sofia in to snuggle with her. Melanie took her other side, and my lovely wife-to-be started toying with both their pussies. Underneath Cristina, Adrianna was really getting into it, her licks and slurps audible.

I began a slow, steady rhythm into Cristina’s ass, and slide my fingers along her bottom, loving the soft feel of her juicy butt. “From the moment I saw you two on stage, I knew I had to have you. And there hasn’t been a day since I’ve ever regretted it. I love you, Cristina.”

“I love you, Rob,” she whispered.

I started to fuck her ass with rolling strokes. The dual sensations of Rachael licking her pussy and her clit and my cock stuffing her full, splitting her wide, they drove her wild. She began to push back into me by the fourth stroke. I gripped one of her shoulders as I gave myself the mental okay to hold nothing back. Rachael wanted me to come in each one of them, and if I took my time, we were going to miss the wedding. For the best reason in the world, sure, but still, we had cake, and I really liked cake.

And okay, yeah, maybe I was excited to call Rachael Mrs. Blanco for the first time with her as my actual wife. Just a touch. I’m fond of her.

Cristina dropped her mouth against Adrianna’s panties covering her slick pink folds but could hardly do anything more than moan against the other woman as she rushed towards her peak. I rolled my cock into her ass, stopping once to dollop more lube onto it, and underneath her, Adrianna tongue must have been working magic, because Cristina started gasping out, “Mm, mm, Adrianna, ohhh, yes, like that, baby. Fill my ass, Rob, I want to leak you, please come in my ass.”

Spurred on, I fucked Cristina harder, still mindful of how full of me she was. Her hips jumped back and forth rhythmically, and when her ass dipped low, I knew she was there, right there.

“Oh, Goooood!” she cried out, coming on Adrianna’s face and driving back at my cock one more time.

Adrianna moved fast, licking the part of my shaft jutting out of Cristina’s ass, teasing me with the tip of her tongue before sucking one of my balls into her mouth. I groaned, the dual sensation of Cristina’s tight folds around me and Adrianna’s naughty tongue spurring me towards my own climax just a minute after Cristina came. I poured into her ass, my eyes rolling up as shot after shot of me filled her tight opening. She dropped forward, clutching Adrianna’s hips as I pushed into her one last time before pulling out, the come drizzling down onto Adrianna’s no doubt crazy expensive lingerie.

“Shower,” I croaked. “Cristina and I need a shower. Sofia. She needs your help cleaning up. Then you’re mine.”

Sofia rolled off the bed in a ninja move that, if I attempted it, would no doubt land me in the hospital for a pulled groin muscle. She pulled her best friend off Adrianna and helped her gingerly stand up. My cock had left her gaping, and my come still drizzled out of her in obscene amounts.

Melanie and Rachael were locked together, their need growing and growing as Rachael’s fingers pumped hard in and out of our stunning maid’s cunt. I left them to it with a slap on Melanie’s bottom, and held a hand out to Adrianna. She took it gratefully and allowed me to guide her to her feet. I kissed her gently and squeezed her bottom. “Get undressed and have some fun with them. I promise you’ll get yours too, soon.”

“Thank you, sir,” Adrianna said.

Sofia and Cristina took my hands and led me to the bathroom. I started up the shower while Sofia dug out a washcloth so we could tend to Cristina. We took our time washing her, the hot water set to a massaging mist. When we had her clean, Sofia backed me into a corner and pushed me down onto a bench, smiling down at me. “We love you, Rob,” she murmured as she knelt on the bench, her knees on either side of me as she rubbed her pussy along my length. “You and Rachael both.”

“And I love you,” I murmured, cupping one of her breasts to suckle at the nipple as she began to roll her hips on me.

Cristina shut off the water and came to her, kissing her shoulder. Sofia glanced back at her and their lips met, my two gorgeous Latina girlfriends, the glue that kept me together so many times, and still do. They whispered their love to one another too, and Cristina settled onto her knees behind Sofia, her delicate tongue finding her best friend’s bud. Sofia moaned at the dueling pleasures.

She tossed back her hair and leaned down to kiss me. “Rob?”

“Yes?”

Her lips against mine, I saw she was almost in tears. “Would you promise me one thing?”

“Anything.”

“You and Rachael, you’ll always remember us.”

I blinked up at her. “Are you going somewhere?”

“No, but…”

“Sofia. I’m marrying Rachael, but that doesn’t mean I love any of you any less.” I rocked my cock up into her as if to prove my point, and she sucked in a sharp breath. “And I know Rachael feels the same way. You two have a part of my heart, always. Same with Adrianna. And Melanie. And Pin and Kelly too.” I held up my hand, and rubbed my fingers together, staring her in the eyes. “Believe this. You and Cristina both have a life with Rachael and I as long as you want it. You are always loved.”

“Rob,” she whispered, and offered her lips to mine again. I lifted her, and Cristina pulled away, seating herself where we’d just been, watching us with a faint smile as I positioned Sofia against the wall, taking her more firmly, my hands under her shapely little butt. She gripped my back and crisscrossed her legs around me, her mouth at my neck. When she came, she couldn’t help nipping me hard enough to draw blood, and I didn’t mind. It was a mark of pride. Of happiness. Of love.

When she could speak again, she said, “Put me down. I want you to come on me.”

I did as she asked, and she sank to her knees. She wrapped her tits around my cock, smiling up at me, tears sliding down her cheeks, but this time they were happy tears, and Cristina was there, kissing them away from her as I drove my cock through the valley of her breasts, already so close.

“Sofia,” I warned, and she enveloped me with her mouth, taking me deep as the first shots spilled down her throat. Then she guided me towards Cristina, who took a load in her mouth before I finished on their breasts, one hand on the wall to hold myself up as I came and came.

We started the shower one more time, this time a harder pulse, and I tended to my beautiful girls again with a washcloth before leaving them behind to wash their hair and get ready for the day’s festivities. Back in the bedroom, Rachael rested on her back while Melanie was on her knees before her, licking her pussy and not noticing me come back in. Adrianna bounced up and down on her mistress’s face, her big tits wobbling enthusiastically. I held a finger to my lips and she grinned as I slid up onto the bed and behind Melanie.

My sexy maid may not have noticed me up to that point, but when my still hard cock slid into her, she sure paid attention in a hurry. She glanced back at me with a wicked smile. “Oh, hello, Rob.”

I leaned down and kissed her shoulder.  “Don’t mind me. Back to what you were doing.”

She laughed softly, and returned her mouth to my Rachael’s cunt, eating her out with gusto. I love a good juicy butt. I like a good athletic butt. And I liked Melanie’s whisper-thin butt. The hips, the legs, they almost seemed to come up right to her torso, and let me tell you what, that woman, sprawled out on a deck chair on her stomach with her legs kicking in the air? That will drive a man wild. No matter what angle I looked at Melanie, I wanted her.

I was gentle, though, as I had been with the others, and my gaze flicked between her butt and Adrianna bouncing happily away. She liked watching too, and dropped a hand to her prominent clit, rubbing it fast and hard as I sank my cock deep again and again in our beautiful maid.

Rachael pinched Adrianna’s butt and the busty model lifted up far enough she could slide out. “If I know my hubby in training, he wants to take you face to face, Mela.”

We both knew that was Melanie’s favorite position. Not that I didn’t like missionary, but I liked every damn position. Rachael was saying that for our lover’s benefit. Melanie glanced back over her shoulder at me. “I’ll enjoy it however you want me,” she said. “It’s your special day.”

“It is, and Rachael’s right. I do want to. Lay down on your back, baby.”

“But…” Melanie said, gesturing at Rachael.

I rubbed my fingers. “The next time Melanie’s tongue touches your clit, you’ll come,” I told Rachael, and winked at Melanie. “What’s the fun if we can’t take advantage now and then?”

Melanie laughed, and guided her mouth back to Rachael’s pussy. First came a pair of soft, slow kisses to her lips, then finally, she brushed Rachael’s clit with her tongue. My fiancé came again, for something like the fourth or fifth time, and gasped, “Okay, no more this morning. I’m tapped out.”

Melanie flipped over and scooted up the bed as I chased her. She parted her legs for me and took Rachael’s hand. My fiancé nuzzled her lips, and Melanie kissed her shoulder. “Thank you,” she murmured. “For knowing me so well. And for caring.”

“Always,” Rachael breathed, and kissed her shoulder in return. “Be with him, Mela.”

Melanie nodded, and focused on me as Cristina and Sofia came traipsing back into the room. They climbed back onto the bed as I guided myself into Melanie, but no one touched the maid as I made love to her. This was her favorite way, one on one, not just with me, but with them. I made it good for her not just with my body, but by pouring my love into the easy strokes into her wet, tight sex. Into the kisses I lavished her with. Into the soft words I spoke into her ear for her only, words of love, words of thanks for being Rachael’s best friend, for being so wonderful. Melanie’s fingers dug into my back as her pleasure began to overwhelm her, her long legs kicking high in the air. She whispered my name at the last, cresting with a sweet, gentle sigh, and Rachael was there, kissing her, taking her hands and holding them as she came down. Then my other girls came to Melanie, kissing her cheeks, her breasts, her growing belly. The first among them to become a mother, and wasn’t that just appropriate? The woman who took care of all of us, who always took the time no matter how tired she was to collect our things from the floor after our late-night sessions and put them into the hamper or wherever they needed to go. Who was almost always the first one up, making us breakfast or seeing us out the door.

Our Melanie. God, do I love her.

And finally, Adrianna. Our sexpot, who had been so eager to please everyone else in the hopes of getting her own pleasure. Oh, I was going to have fun with her.

“Girls?” I said, staring right at her as she blushed and kept her eyes on the bed. “Get Adrianna.”

All four attacked, even Rachael, a flurry of beautiful and sexy. Adrianna squawked indignantly as she was toppled, her body feasted on like a buffet by four mouths and four sets of hands. I watched and stroked myself as Rachael took her pussy, slurping and sucking on her clit like she was starving for it. I loved the view of her ass, but I loved seeing Adrianna’s face contort in a dozen different emotions all at once. Surprise, lust, indignancy, shock when someone’s finger slid up into her bottom, back to lust again when Rachael slid her own into her pussy. Sofia and Cristina sucked on her big breasts, Melanie attacked anything she could, and my fiancé gave Adrianna the sloppiest oral I’d ever seen, and Adrianna loved it. Melanie cried out, “Switch!” and not so much nudged but pushed Rachael out of the way to eat Adrianna out herself. The other girls got into it, and every few minutes, someone would joyfully shout the word, and everyone would jostle for position like sexual musical chairs.

It wasn’t long at all before Adrianna nearly bent in half backwards, thrusting her pussy up at Sofia as she cried out, “Oh, oh, aaahhhhh, fuck!” and came all over her face. Adrianna dropped back against the mattress, gasping, “Oh my God, oh fuck, Rob, please…”

“I’m sorry?” I asked. “That was one orgasm. You have three more to go.”

Adrianna gaped at me, then threw her head back when Cristina took her friend’s spot, eating not her pussy, but her ass, folding her legs back far enough to really get at it. “Oh my God, ohhhhhhh, Crissy…”

This time, the women didn’t switch it up until Adrianna came from their tongues and their fingers. Each one of them took a turn giving her pleasure the way they wanted to. By the end of it, Adrianna was a panting, wild mess, incapable of speech, incapable of doing much more than staring at me with equal parts murder in her eyes and adoration. When Rachael gave her one last screeching orgasm, I finally joined in again, pulling Rachael away and taking her place, plunging my cock into Adrianna and leaning down to hold my lips against hers as she moaned into me.

I made love to her with sure, steady strokes, not going too fast, but hitting her depths time and time again. At some point I flipped her over and took her from behind as she buried her head against the sheets, whimpering and begging me to go harder. I refused. I was going to show Adrianna my love at the end. I pulled out of her, turned her around so we were face to face, and coaxed her onto her knees as I rested on mine. She climbed onto my lap and sank down onto me, so exhausted by her pleasure all she could do was hang on as I fucked up into her. I wrapped my arms around my Adrianna, my fuck toy, my wet dream come to life, and I whispered into her ear how wonderful she was, how lucky we were to have her, how much I adored her. She pulled back, and kissed me gently, her eyes closed, lips parted just so. She breathed my name, and she came one last time with a slow quake in my arms.

“I have one last load to give,” I murmured to her. “Where do you want it?”

“On all of us,” Adrianna gasped. “All your girls. Rob’s girls.”

I nodded to Rachael, and she moved to help Adrianna off me. Together, all four of them knelt in front of me, mouths open wide, eyes closed. I fed them my come, each of them taking a shot before I finally rested my cock against Rachael’s lips, pouring the last of me into her as she stared up at me adoringly.

The front door downstairs banged open, and I heard Pin call out, “Somebody’s getting maaaarried!” followed by Kelly’s sweet laugh.

Rachael swallowed and winked up at me. “You didn’t really think we were done yet, did you?”

* * *

The wedding was beautiful. The bride ten times as much. Our first dance together wasn’t alone, but with all five of my girls making a ring with me. That drew a lot of murmurs from the crowd, especially from Rachael’s family who were all still so bewildered by our lifestyle. Most of them walked out within ten minutes. Honestly, we were kind of surprised they showed up to the reception at all.

I snuck away with each of my beauties one more time throughout the reception. I made love to Melanie, staring her in the eyes as I lifted her dress up past her hips and guided myself into her on the coats we piled on the floor. I fucked Adrianna senseless on a kitchen countertop. Sorry about that, chefs, but I know you enjoyed the view, so… you’re welcome, too. I took Cristina and Sofia together in a closet, none of us able to see a thing, their giggling drawing lots of loud murmurs and whispers when we came back out, bedraggled and spots of me on their lips.

And that night, my beautiful Rachael rode me with her hands on mine at her breasts, sighing her pleasure as I used my mental trick to come at the same time she did. Exhausted and so wonderfully pleased by the day, she fell beside me and was asleep in minutes.

I had one last woman to speak to, though, and it broke my heart I couldn’t make love to this one.

Trish waited for me out on the sands. She didn’t look at me until I was by her side, and then she gave me a small, secretive smile, the naughty one, the one she shared with me the times we snuck away at our wedding.

“I’ll always love you, Trish,” I said.

Her hand brushed mine. I could both feel it and not feel it all at once. Every hair on my arm tingled, and she mouthed three words to me, the words I so longed to hear from her own lips again. Then she was walking out towards the waves, and this time, I didn’t hesitate, walking with her. Once I thought this meant she wanted me to drown, to throw myself to the mercy of the sea for what I’d done to her. Now I realized she wanted the waters to wash me clean. To help that stain fade. She reached down, and wonder of wonders, her hands found the water and cupped it. She poured it over me in the surf, her smile widening as I knelt, trying to kiss her sex through the ephemera of her clothes as the water dripped down over my head. But as my lips brushed where she was, Trish vanished.

Except.

Rachael woke to find me gone. Beside her was a woman she’d seen before, in hundreds of pictures, in a dozen videos. Whose name she saw on a stone back home. Rachael breathed Trish’s name, and Trish leaned down to kiss her forehead, her lips as real as yours or mine. My wife whispered to the other, “Be good to him.”

Neither of us have been visited by her since. But every once in a while, out of the corners of our eyes, we see a woman, a shape, a shadow. Maybe she’s sipping coffee, or flipping through a book, or waiting to cross the street with a half dozen other people. Maybe she has a smile on her face. Maybe she disappears again as soon as we blink. I miss her, but it is a good pain now. I am healing. Finally, I am healing. I am whole.

I love you, Trish.

I love you, Adrianna.

I love you, Sofia.

I love you, Cristina.

I love you, Melanie.

I love you, Rachael.


Dazzled

Contains: MF quickie romance

John saw the sign first, and read it out loud. “Dazzling Curios. Want to stop?”

“Oh, um…” Whitney did. She really did. But her crippling shyness stopped her cold, as it had a thousand times before when opportunity presented itself.

She’d been like that since she was a teenager. Whitney had always been pretty. From the time boys first started to notice her until now that she was twenty, she was invited to loads of things that sounded like all sorts of fun, but she could never work up the courage to go.

It all stemmed from a disastrous party in her youth. Sondre Mickelsen’s twelfth birthday was going to be the day Whitney kissed her crush. The blond-haired boy was the cutest in the class, and he’d invited her himself. Only when she got him alone, she got so scared she peed herself a little and ran out of there before anyone could notice. Then, just a month later, when her friends Jewel and Serena wanted her to come on a weekend trip with their families, Whitney puked in their car in the first hour when she got too hot. The shame of the twin pair of incidents might not have been huge in the grand scheme of things, but to Whitney, they were life-changing.

Now she rarely spoke up. Rarely said yes to the things she wanted. It had taken all her courage to ask John, her coworker and friend, to make this trip with her. One of the legs on her old bed snapped, and she needed to buy a new one. But her tiny town was forty miles from the nearest furniture store, and delivery would have cost her a few hundred extra dollars. John had overheard this conversation, and cheerfully offered up the use of his truck, so long as she didn’t mind a pit stop along the way to try the new barbeque place. She privately thought that sounded great. Whitney loved trying new restaurants.

“Oh, come on. Let’s check it out. Who knows? Might be an old antique bed frame in there. Some of those are pretty cool.”

“Um. Okay,” Whitney said meekly. She smiled tentatively at him, but John was already concentrating on the turn into the parking lot and didn’t notice. That was okay. Being unnoticed was okay.

They parked and hopped out. The day was a little chilly and she wished she’d brought something heavier than her light long sleeved shirt. She shivered, and John said, “Oh, hey, I’ve got an extra jacket in the truck. Want it?”

“Uh. No. That’s okay,” Whitney said, shouting internally the complete opposite.

John was seriously handsome. Boyish, kind of. His eyes reminded her of dark chocolate and she loved his always-tousled crew cut. They worked together in a small office for the county, where she was a clerk and he was a soil conservation technician. The other women in the office all had a not-so-secret crush on him, one he bore without comment, if he even knew. It was hard to tell sometimes if he was just that cool or sort of dorkily unaware. Either way made him even cuter.

He raised an eyebrow. “You sure? It’ll be big on you, obviously, but hey, it’ll be like one of those sweater blanket things.”

Whitney gave him a quick flick upwards of her lips. Didn’t want to smile too much, then he’d think she was weird. Not that he didn’t already. God, why hadn’t she just dug out her credit card and paid someone to deliver the stupid bed?

“That’s okay. I’m fine. Really.”

“All right.” He stepped ahead of her to open the door. It felt nice to have him make the small gesture, but he did it for everyone at the office, male or female. Whitney wasn’t special and she couldn’t afford to feel like she was. “Thank you,” she murmured.

“You bet.”

The store was, as the name implied, full of curios and antiques. A lot of it was typical. A row of books a decade and a half old. Movies on DVD marked 3-for-2. Hundreds of CDs and dozens of audiobooks. Then there came the other electronics, old monitors, keyboards, mice, electrical equipment, a big sound system that caught her eye for a moment in its early 2000s swagger. Kitchenware, sports stuff, fishing and camping gear. Clothes, which Whitney beelined straight for to look at sweaters, and beyond that, furniture and decorations. A corner display way back had a sign over it that read, “MISC.” right beside the toys.

John saw her make for the sweaters and opened his mouth. She thought he looked almost hurt, then his usual good-naturedness slammed back into place and he stuffed his hands in his pockets to head towards the front counter and the display rack full of watches and jewelry.

A middle-aged woman with graying hair tied back in a ponytail sat on a stool and rose up when John neared. With a smoky voice, she said, “Hey, how’s it going today, hon?”

“Life is fantastic!” he said with the same enthusiasm he did every time he was asked the question at work. The clerk’s polite smile widened into something more natural, and Whitney’s heart swelled as he so effortlessly brought another person into the sphere of his charm. “With a friend, so how can you ask for a better day than that? How about yourself?”

“Can’t complain. Help you find what you’re looking for?”

That was an odd way to phrase it, Whitney thought. John turned towards her and gestured at her. “Whitney’s looking for a new bedframe. Don’t suppose you’ve got one in stock?”

The woman clucked her tongue. “We just sold our only one last week. Don’t suppose I can interest you in enough fishing line to lasso the sun?”

John laughed heartily at that like it was the best joke he’d heard all day, and Whitney smiled at the sound more than the joke. He’d always made her feel so nice at work. Just warm and kind and always with a happy word when he passed by.

Whitney found a light sweater that would work perfect for her small but curvy frame. John sidled by, looking like he wanted to say something, but he didn’t. Instead he headed back for the toys. She knew he had a nephew he was helping raise after his sister’s husband walked out on her. John might have been a nice guy ninety-point-nine percent of the time, but when that happened, he spent a weekend in jail for punching the guy’s lights out. And didn’t that just turn the chairs of all the women in the office into small swimming pools? Yes it did. Including Whitney’s.

She felt bad about seeing the hurt in his eyes about the jacket, and hesitantly put the sweater back to follow him and ask if he wouldn’t mind loaning the jacket to her after all. She found him looking at a baseball-sized box on the MISC. shelf. He held it up as she approached, grinning.

“Hey, John, about that jacket…”

“Oh, don’t let me pester you about it,” he said.

“No, I, um… that would be nice. If you don’t mind loaning it to me.”

“Absolutely,” he said dismissively, still squinting at the box. “Huh. Isn’t that odd? Mimi Mistspring’s Mind Control.”

“What is it, like a game?” Whitney asked.

“I think it’s just some sort of goofy tchotchke or something. It says to grip Mimi Mistspring’s Globe of Command and wow your friends and family.” He snickered. “Mind control, huh? Don’t know if I’d want anyone knowing my deepest, darkest secrets.” He pointed the box at her theatrically, and said, “Whitney, you shall tell me what color of socks you’re wearing. I… command you!”

She cracked up and shook her head. “Just plain old white. I think they have gray patches on the toes. I don’t know why but they do.”

“Well, shoot, it’s only five bucks. It’ll make a fun paperweight if nothing else.”

They browsed for another ten minutes. Whitney bought John a couple CDs from a band she knew he liked for the trip, and he in turn bought her the sweater despite her insistence that the jacket would be just fine.

“You can do both,” he said, holding the funny little box in his hand and pointing it at her.

“I can do both,” Whitney agreed, smiling at him and feeling completely open for the first time in ages. She was having fun. This was fun. Neither of them saw the clerk – whose initials perhaps started with M and another M – smile and shake her head as they headed out of the store.

After she slipped on both the sweater and the jacket, they piled back into the truck. Aftr putting on one of the CDs, Whitney picked up the box and took a long look at it as he drove. “Open it up,” he suggested. “Let’s see our Globe of Command.”

She did. It looked like a tiny chintzy disco ball. It even had a hook on top for hanging it from a ceiling. “That’s a disco ball.”

“Aw, no, you just gotta have some imagination,” John protested. “You see a disco ball. I see a means for us to make millions when we walk into a bank on Monday and tell them to give us all the cash in the vault.”

Whitney held up the ball and said, “Come on. That’s a disco ball.”

“All right, I’m going to prove it to you. Ask me anything.”

“Hmm. Okay,” Whitney said. “What was, um, your worst subject in high school?”

“You have the power of the disco within you, and you ask me this?” He sighed theatrically. “Okay, fine, it was English. I don’t care where the apostrophe goes.”

“Heathen.”

“My turn.”

“You’re driving,” Whitney said. “Okay… tell me, um, tell me an awkward date story.”

“Ooh. Now that’s a good one. But what kind of a rating are we talking about here?”

“Sorry?”

“Like… G, PG, PG-13, or R?”

“Oh. Um. Let’s say… PG or PG-13ish?” Whitney wondered if PG-13 was too far. “Um, I mean, whatever you’re comfortable with.”

“I’m comfortable with a lot,” John said, laughing. “But no, that’s not the way this works. You, holder of the disco ball of command, must tell me my rating and I’ll tell you a story. Cause I’ve got a bunch.”

Whitney grinned. “Okay. I, Whitney, holder of the disco ball of command, am telling you to give me an embarrassing, mm, PG-13 rated awkward date story.”

“Okay. So,” John said, his hands working the steering wheel as his whole face lit up. “I’m not much older than you are right now.”

“Wait, how old are you? I thought you were my age.”

“Nope. Thirty.”

“Oh my gosh, you’re ancient.”

He gave her a light smack on the hip. “Anyways. I’m on a date with this woman I went to college with. We went to watch a basketball game, a professional one, and during a break, they do the kiss cam thing. It zooms in on us, and I’m all like, hey, a chance to kiss a pretty girl!”

“Oh no,” Whitney said, covering her mouth and snickering preemptively.

“Oh yeah. She takes one look at me, one look at the camera, and gets up and walks out of there. Runs, almost.”

“That’s not PG-13, though.”

“Oh, just wait,” John said, still grinning. “So I don’t know what to do. I stand up, and behind me, there’s this, mm, maybe fifty, maybe sixty-year-old woman. She looks at me, I look at her, she starts cracking up, and I go for it. She takes it one step further and grabs my, mm, equipment in front of everyone. Whole place erupts.”

Whitney grinned. “Embarrassing and a happy ending. I like it.”

“How about you?”

“Oh, no. I have the disco ball of doom.”

Quick as a snake, John snagged it, and held it up. “Whitney, I commmmmaaaaand you. What was your most embarrassing PG-13 date?”

Oh no. She kinda had to tell him, didn’t she? He’d shared his, now she had to share hers. “You… can you promise not to laugh?”

“Let me guess. It involves two people wearing one of those horse costumes and lots of barbeque sauce?”

“What?” Whitney asked, smiling but feeling like a thousand spiders were crawling over her. “No. I just… it’s really embarrassing.”

“Hey,” John said, turning serious. “No. You don’t have to.”

“It’s okay. You told me, so… I peed myself once. When I was twelve. At a party.”

“Oh. Oh jeez. That must have…”

“Yeah. I don’t think he knew, or he didn’t tell anyone, one of the two. I was scared, and I wanted to kiss him, and it just sort of dribbled out. I was so horrified. I’ve never been able to go on a date again without thinking about it.”

“That’s rough,” John said. “If he did notice, good for him for not telling.”

“Right? Anyways, that’s my sad superhero origin story.”

“Is that… hm, how do I phrase this?” John tapped the steering wheel. “Is that why you’re a bit shy around me? Or is it something I did? I don’t mean to intimidate you.”

“Oh no,” Whitney said. “You’re great. Amazing, even. You really make me as comfortable as anyone does.” She clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh my God, I think that thing really is working.” John chuckled and she slowly lowered her hand. “Anyways. Yeah. Ever since, I have the Whitney curse. Things I want to say yes to, I don’t. Things that would make me happy, I’m scared to try. It makes first dates so weird.”

“How so?” John asked, still gripping the tiny disco ball. It was okay to share, because he had the thing. She didn’t really believe there was power to it, of course not, but it was an outlet, and she so very badly needed one of those.

“I… um… I get nervous. When guys try to kiss me. Or ask me for a second date. Or anything.”

John opened his mouth, but so distracted, he didn’t see her hand until she had the disco ball. “Now,” she said, swallowing hard. “I command you… please don’t spread that around. Okay?”

“I wouldn’t,” John said. “Whitney, when was the last time you had a great date?”

“I have the ball of command.”

He smiled distractedly. “Then command me to show you a good time tonight.” He glanced aside at her for a moment before his eyes flicked back to the road. “As friends or… whatever you need.”

“John, I…”

“I’m overstepping, aren’t it?”

Whitney felt the butterflies in her stomach want to fly up. She wanted to shout yes, take me on a date, kiss me, let’s go to a hotel tonight, let’s turn around and go back to your place. She shivered, closed her eyes, and kissed the ball in her hands before she held it out with trembling fingers.

“Tell me to say yes,” she whispered.

John took the ball from her carefully, and held it tight. “Tell me you’d like a great date night tonight. Tell me you’d like to be treated well, by a man who means you nothing but kindness. Tell me whatever you want tonight, you’ll say yes.”

Whitney’s eyes slid open, and she drew a deep, shuddering breath. “Yes,” she whispered.

* * *

They still had about twenty minutes worth of driving, and John sensed her awkwardness. His own mind reeled. Of all the ways he thought this night would go, going on a date with the prettiest, most soft-spoken woman he’d ever met wasn’t one of them. He thought he’d be helping out a friend, and didn’t allow himself to believe in more. Everybody in the office knew Whitney was shy, but no one knew why. Now he did, and he wanted to wrap her in his arms and protect her, to give her the world and anything else she might want.

It was easy to be attracted to her. Light, dancing eyes, a tentative smile that drove him mad to see it. Whitney was slight and nearly a foot and a half shorter than he was, and most days she wore such loose clothing a person couldn’t really get a gauge on how curvy she was. But like him, Whitney liked to run the high school’s track for exercise, and the athletic shorts and tanks she preferred showed off her curves. It was the one place she seemed to let her hair down, though whenever they bumped into each other there, she would almost always just say a quick hello and ask how he was doing before darting away like a startled deer. Not that he particularly minded the view, but up until that day, John thought he was the reason Whitney was so nervous, that he put her off or tried too hard or something.

He fiddled with the ball as he drove. Tension hung in the air, and he finally blurted, “Okay. Whitney… I command you, tell me the worst thing you’ve done at the office.”

She surprised him with an unexpected giggle. “I thought you were going to ask me another, um, date question or something.”

“Nope. And that’s not an answer. Don’t think you’re getting out of it that easy.”

Whitney squirmed, but she was smiling. “This stays between us?” John nodded and she blurted out, “Remember when Roxie was big into her milkshake phase?”

“Ugh. Don’t remind me.” John’s voice went to a high, breathless falsetto. “’You all should do this. Don’t you know what you’re putting in your body is pooooison?’”

“Oh my gosh, spot on. I would have done it with her if she was nice about it, but…”

“She was so over the top. Wait, you were the Hot Sauce Bandit?”

Whitney had such a sweet, soft laugh. It caressed him all over. “Guilty. She used to keep the shaker at her desk. I kept a bottle of hot sauce in my drawer for like… a week, maybe? And then one day, when she was in running copies, I snuck in a few drops. Except… it was a lot more than a few drops. I accidentally put in maybe a third of a bottle.”

“The best part was Gayle trying to keep a straight face telling all of us not to mess with each other’s food,” John said, chuckling.

“Your turn. How about you?”

“Oh, uh…”

“Don’t make me command you,” Whitney teased.

John rubbed the back of his head. “Okay. Uh. I’ll try to keep it PG-13.”

“Oooh.”

“Um. I may have had, ah, relations in Gayle’s office. Once or twice.”

Whitney gasped. “Not with Gayle!”

Gayle was their sixty-year-old supervisor and very happily married. “No. Ah. Chelsea.”

“Chelsea? No. Sweet Chelsea?”

“I have… a type,” John said, shrugging.

She snatched the bell out of his hand and grinned at him. “Tell me your type.” And almost like that, her confidence faltered. “Oh, um… I mean… if you…”

“I like sweet, soft-spoken women,” John said, and inwardly decided to jump. They’d come this far. He was already taking her out on a date. Time to solidify that he wanted her. “Like you. And if that’s too forward, I’ll stop. Honest. But I’d be an idiot not to tell you I think you’re an attractive, sweet woman and when I say tonight I’d like to take you out on a date, it’s not out of pity or anything like that. It’s because I want you, Whitney.”

“I’ve had a crush on you,” she whispered. “So you should know that. I’m… I’m very attracted to you too.”

“Good.”

They rode in silence for a while, and then John said, “Okay. Real talk. Ready?” She nodded, mute. “Headboard or no headboard?”

She glanced at him, her eyebrows raised. “What?”

“I mean, we still have to get you a bed, so we have to get our game faces on and discuss the really important stuff. So… headboard or no headboard? Come on, Whitney. Clock’s ticking.”

She delighted him with another laugh. “Definitely a headboard. A wall looks naked without one.”

John kept up the light, teasing questions, and slowly she relaxed again. Before either of them realized they were there, the GPS was telling them to make a series of turns and they stopped in the parking lot. Before they got out, Whitney fidgeted with the ball and whispered, “I’d like very much for you to kiss me.”

John unbuckled, hopped out, and came around the truck. Whitney stepped out, and he took her in his hands, marveling at the softness of her waist, at the shiver as she stared up at him, her eyes a mix of terrified and wanting. He leaned down, and pressed his lips to her nose. She cracked up, and his eyes twinkled before he leaned down to press his lips to hers, lost already to the knowledge that he wasn’t going to come back easily from this one, if he ever did.

* * *

John held Whitney’s hand in the store. The contact surprised her, but she liked it. His hands were rough from working outside, but warm, and her smaller fingers felt right at home entwined with his. Whitney was falling hard, and she knew she had to land sometime, but this was so wonderful in the moment she allowed herself to pretend it could last more than the two or three hours more they’d be together.

She found a modestly priced frame, a nice beige one with an upholstered headboard she could sit against and read, and it was so much cheaper than Whitney had expected. That was a pleasant surprise. She could even afford to buy a new mattress and box spring to go with it, so they wandered the store taking in the options.

“I think this one will do,” Whitney said, resting her hand on a springy mattress. She wasn’t sure at all, but she did know she was probably wasting John’s time. He was the sort of man who always had weekend plans, like camping or bike riding or going out with friends. Whitney sometimes went out with her female friends to get a soda or something – she was still twenty and couldn’t drink, as she was only twenty – but that was rare and she couldn’t remember the last time she’d done it. She knew John probably wanted to eat and go home and be done with all this, but he tugged her hand and gestured at the mattress.

“Oh no,” he said. “You have to test it out. That’s the rule.”

Whitney looked away. “Any of them will work. Really.”

John still had the disco ball and bounced it from hand to hand. “Do I need to invoke the disco ball again? Whitney. I coooommaaaand you. Test the mattresses. Besides, I told you earlier, whatever you want tonight, you are commanded to tell me.”

Whitney began to take off her shoes, not sure why she was doing this, but he made things seem so much easier when he was playful like this. “I just… don’t want to waste your time, that’s all. I know you probably have to, you know, get back.”

“Pffft. If I haven’t made it perfectly clear, I want to be with you. In all the ways you think that means. If getting to spend more time with you means we test every mattress in the place, so be it. I will suffer through opulence and comfort and bouncy things to hang out with the gorgeous Whitney.” He grinned. “Unless you had a hot date.”

She couldn’t help it. She leaned up and gave him another peck on the cheek. “Thank you. I get so nervous and in my own head…”

“I can see that,” he said, chuckling. “You be in your head as much as you want to, but let me in now and then too. We’ll swing from the jungle gym in there. It’ll be fun.”

She laughed and tossed herself down onto the mattress, flailing her arms out like she was a snow angel. John kicked off his shoes and joined her on the other side of the bed, the top of his head close to the top of hers.

“I think I want something stiffer,” she said.

“It’s comfortable, but I agree,” John said. “A month on this and my back would look like a snail. Onwards and upwards?”

“Onwards and upwards.”

They tested a half dozen more mattresses, and found two Whitney really liked. She frowned looking between them. “I think I’m going to have to flip a coin.”

“Or we do the John patented bounce test.”

Whitney was distracted and didn’t see him creep up on her. “What’s the John patented-”

John grabbed her around the waist at the same time as he dipped low and swept her legs out from under her, putting her squarely in his arms. She burst out laughing as he dumped her on the mattress with a satisfying bounce. “The bounce test!” he said.

“Again! Again!” she cried out.

He swooped her up and carried her halfway through the store. Feeling bold, Whitney looped an arm around his neck and stared up at him, hoping he would do this again later, back home or at his place. He glanced down at her smile and returned it.

The second bed didn’t have the same bounce, and as a clerk warned them to stop doing that, they returned to the first mattress. Whitney paid for her things, and John took her hand again as they headed to the loading area for all her purchases.

He held up the ball and said, “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“That you could make me fall very, very hard for you, John.”

* * *

Dinner was great, the conversation largely focused around family and backgrounds, the little details they didn’t know about each other from work. She told him about her brother the struggling actor, and he told her about his siblings.

“Twins,” he said, and shuddered. “Both older than me. There is no holy terror on earth than older twin sisters.”

With it looking like rain, they stopped at a store on the way out of town for tarp and rope. Whitney almost forgot she’d need new sheets for the bigger bed, and bought them there. John secured the mattresses and the bed quickly and efficiently. She marveled at how assured he was, and he took the compliments with his usual “aw shucks” good humor. He hesitated, then asked for five more minutes, and ran back inside for something. John came back out with nothing Whitney could see, and hopped in. “Ready to rock and possibly roll?”

“I am,” Whitney said. “Thank you for a wonderful day.”

“My pleasure, Whitney. This is going to sound like a come-on, but got someone to help you put together the bed?”

“Oh, I can get my dad in the morning.” She held up the ball and grinned. “Is it? A come-on?”

“Maybe. Did it work?”

“Well… maybe I’d appreciate the help, if you don’t have anything else going on.”

He glanced aside at her and took her hand to squeeze it. “Nowhere else I’d rather be.”

Oh, did her heart and other fun parts of her do butterflies at that. She snuggled into his jacket, feeling as warm and cozy as she ever had. They talked some, but the rain started spattering the windshield soon, and as it always seemed to do when she was riding in a car, it lulled her into a light doze. Whitney woke at some point to hear John turn on the radio to a soft volume, singing along under his breath. Listening to him, her smile widened, and she slipped back under, happy, truly happy.

Whitney woke with a start when he roused her with a gentle hand on her knee. It was dark now, but the rain had stopped. They were back in their small town, the dull streetlamps almost blinding after her slumber.

“I, uh, actually don’t know where you live,” he said. “Otherwise I would have let you sleep a while longer. You were cute, by the way.”

“I didn’t say anything embarrassing, did I? I talk sometimes in my sleep.”

“Something about me being the handsomest guy in the universe?”

She smiled. “Didn’t have to be asleep to say that.”

They headed for her place, a one-bedroom apartment up above the drug store. John had been there a dozen times throughout the years, but not when she lived there. “My friend Frank used to live here,” he explained. “I bet your water pressure’s still crap, huh?”

“You nailed it,” she said as they got out. “You live outside town, right?”

“Stalker, much?” he asked her. She was already stammering and he held up a hand, chuckling. “You came out there with Joann. The Christmas cookies. I’m just teasing.”

“I’m… not very good at this whole date thing, am I?”

“I think it’s adorable.”

She ran inside first, ostensibly to clear the way, which she’d already done that morning. Really Whitney wanted to make sure she didn’t leave any underwear down or anything embarrassing like that. By the time she came back out, John had the tarps untied and was folding up the sheeting. Together they hauled up the mattresses and the bed, and took out the old stuff. John would drive it all to the dump when it reopened. She tried to pay him but he refused with a smile.

“What kind of date ends with a fella taking money from the pretty girl he’s hoping to kiss again?” he asked her.

They set up the bed. It was relatively painless, but John took his time, making sure everything was bolted together tight enough and keeping up a stream of conversation that set Whitney at ease. She rolled the disco ball between her hands as he finished up, and when he gave the bed a tentative push with his hands, it didn’t collapse. She thought that was a good sign. They slid the new mattresses on, and Whitney cautiously sat on the edge and gave it a tentative bounce.

“Bounce test still holds up,” she said. Her breath caught when she realized she was right at his groin’s level, and she fought to keep her eyes on John’s face.

“Good,” he said. Was it her imagination or did he croak the word? “Well, um…”

She grasped at anything to keep him there longer. “One more thing?”

“Yeah. Yes. Anything.”

“Would you grab the other end of this fitted sheet and help me?”

An easy smile. “Of course.”

Together, they slipped the new sheets on, and Whitney stared at her bed, her cheeks on fire as John studied her. She’d set aside the disco ball, and he picked it up. “You’d better keep this,” he murmured. “Souvenir of tonight.”

She smiled and fidgeted with a lock of hair, still not quite able to meet his eyes. “John. tonight was… really special.” Finally she looked at him. “Thank you.”

“Hey, anytime. Can I cook you dinner tomorrow?”

She nodded, then caught herself. “I should be the one cooking for you after what you did for me.”

“I like cooking,” he murmured, drawing nearer and nearer to her. He placed one hand over the ball, and murmured, “Say yes, Whitney. Say you’ll let me cook you dinner tomorrow night and for a thousand more dates.”

“A thousand?” she asked, finally looking up at him. Her butterflies rushed upwards, and she rushed with them, finally taking the leap for once in her life and leaning up to kiss John softly. His arms wrapped around her back and he pulled her to him, her breasts against his chest, and she gasped into his mouth as his hand dipped lower on her back, so close to her bottom. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes to all thousand of them. I’m yours, John. Please don’t hurt me.”

“Never,” he breathed back to her, and his strong, calloused hands slid up and down her spine, making her so warm, so wet, so needing.

She wanted to tell him more, to take her, to do whatever he wanted with her, but Whitney was still Whitney and she was so terrified of screwing all this up somehow. Of seeming too desperate. She pulled just a hair away and gasped against him as she shoved the ball to his chest, “Tell me to be brave. Tell me to tell you what I want again.”

He took the ball and tossed it aside, his hands at her cheeks. John begged her, “Tell me what you want, Whitney, and I’ll give it all to you. Anything.”

“Make love to me,” she said. “Please.”

Like that, John was on her, his hands diving down to her full, ripe ass and pulling her close to him. His hardness against her drove a flash of pleasure through Whitney and she ran her fingers up and down his sleek abs before gripping his shirt and tugging it up out of his waistband. He helped her with it and she stared down at his well-defined chest, the thick downy hair, his solidness. Then her eyes drifted back up to his and he was helping her with her sweater, lifting it up and over her head, getting it stuck on her chin as she giggled helplessly. When he tugged it free, she reached up and clasped his cheeks, desperate to feel his lips against hers again. Unlike John’s hands, they were soft and warm and full and she sucked one between her lips, wondering if that was weird, not caring for once in her whole life.

“Have you ever?” he asked, and there was no need to ask what he meant.

“Kind of, I guess,” she said as they both kicked off their shoes and worked at the buttons and zippers on their own pants, frantic to get rid of their clothes and be with one another. “I, um, got curious and I wanted to know what it felt like, and I bought a toy. So…”

“I got you,” John said. “Then this first time we’ll go slow. The way you deserve it.”

She nodded, grateful he was taking charge. She wasn’t quite sure what to do with herself except finish sliding her pants down, leaving her in her underwear, her bra, and her blouse. Soon he was clad only in cute blue briefs, and she gaped at his hardness poking up at her. She traced it with her fingers, then yanked her hand back like she’d been burned.

“Too fast?” he asked. “We can take this as slow as you want, Whitney.”

“No” she said. “I just wasn’t sure if I should.”

He took her in his arms and kissed her again. “With me, you touch anything you want, you taste anything you want, you take anything you want. I’ll guide you through whatever you need.”

“Thank you,” Whitney murmured, and tentatively groped him again, tracing his length and gently stroking one of his balls. “I’m not exactly an expert, but… that seems pretty big. Like… my toy is smaller.”

John grinned. “Well, thanks. I guess it is.”

His fingers starting flicking open the buttons on her blouse with practiced ease, and when he gazed at the slopes of her breasts in her cotton bra, she thrilled to the hunger there. He reached behind her, and with one hand, he undid and tossed aside her bra. Without pause, he slid his hands down to her panty-clad ass, and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around him instinctively, her sex pressed against his stomach, and he gently settled her on the edge of the bed.

Whitney looked away as John’s fingers hooked into her panties, and he brought her chin back to kiss her. “What’s the matter?”

“I’m not going to be very, um, fresh.”

He shrugged. “It’s fine with me if it’s okay with you. I’ve had just as many opportunities for a shower tonight as you have, so hey.”

She laughed and stroked his chest. “You make me feel so much better about things. Thank you.”

“And you, my beautiful Whitney, have me so hard I think my underwear might rip. Good God, woman. You’re gorgeous.”

“You’re so handsome too,” she said, and gave his cock one more firm squeeze. He slid his hands back down to her panties and pulled them down as Whitney lifted her butt. She expected him to take her right away, but when he tossed the panties back behind him, he stayed between her legs, his mouth next to her sex, taking her in.

“Beautiful,” he breathed, and the heat of his words passed over her lips and Whitney arched her back, needing, wondering if she was too wet, wondering if she was wet enough.

And then his lips began to explore her, and though her doubts and her fears were still under the surface, there was pleasure too, such incomparable pleasure. This was not a forty-dollar toy bought from an online store and delivered to her in a discreet box. This was John, and his amazing lips, and oooh, yes, there, his tongue.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “That’s so good.”

He glanced up at her, grinning. “I’m just getting started.”

With his hands wrapped around her thighs and spreading them wide, John ran his tongue from the base of her wet folds all the way to the top, ending with a quick flick upwards, like he was catching a drop of melting ice cream. He didn’t quite lick her clit, but teased the sensitive skin below it. Her hood was almost nonexistent, and the little flicks might make her come in just minutes. That would be so embarrassing. That would be so desperately needed. She didn’t know which. Her brain felt like mud, and she relaxed into him, John and that amazing tongue.

“Oh God, John, that feels good,” she murmured, then clapped a hand over her mouth.

He hurried up to her and pulled the hand free. “No. You be as loud as you want to. You say whatever you want to. I swear to you, it’s hot, and I would never, ever judge you, Whitney.” He kissed her, and she tasted herself on him for the first time. It wasn’t bad, she decided, or particularly good. She tasted kind of… hm… sweaty.

He dove back down into her folds with such enthusiasm that Whitney allowed herself to believe it was enthusiasm. And it was. John loved oral. Loved everything about sex, really. It was all in fun, and Whitney’s core was so responsive to his every touch. He gave her a few more good licks, and rested a finger against her folds. He grinned up at her as she watched him, wildly fascinated by all this and so close to the edge already. He bet she’d come in two minutes the moment his tongue flicked her clit directly, and he decided to time himself.

It was way, way less than that, especially once John’s finger parted her sex. His tongue circled her clit, and then he began to flick it with rapid, sure strokes, still watching her reactions, gauging what she liked, how hard, how fast – and Whitney liked all of it. She thrashed and threw an arm over her eyes.

“Oh my God,” she whined, “it feels good, John, it feels so good, mm, my little… my little…”

“Say it,” he breathed. “Your little what feels so good?”

“My little pussy!” she gasped, and she shivered from head to toe, her breath hitching. Warmth splashed his finger and he realized with a start she’d come that fast. She covered her eyes and moaned, “John, oh my John, I want you, please…”

He clicked his tongue. “I think my tongue wants to try for one more orgasm.”

And with that, as she lifted her hands and brought them to his head, he dove into her pussy one more time, his tongue energetic now, no longer teasing. She was tight, unbelievably tight, when he twisted his finger to stroke her g-spot. She went wild, her butt jumping up and down, her legs kicking out and coming back down in hard jerks. He began to suck and flick her clit again, keeping up the intense sensations, and Whitney grabbed hold of the sheets, dragging her fingernails across them.

“Oooooh!” she cried out. “Um, um, right there, like that, please John, please!”

His finger made slurping noises every time he plunged it in and out, and her clit jumped against his tongue. She kicked out again and again and finally thrust her hips up at him as she came a second time. John heard her knees or her hips pop and Whitney cried out wordlessly, a wail of intense pleasure, of need finally met.

John pulled away, gasping and glancing around wildly for his pants and the condoms he’d bought out of town just in case. That was why he ran back into the store, hopeful but not wanting to press Whitney if this didn’t happen. He was glad it did. So very, very glad.

He grabbed the condoms and brought them to bed with him. Whitney was still recovering and he posed her the way he wanted her for the first time, stopping to grab a pillow for under her head and helping her relax with gentle kisses as he stroked his cock.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered.

“Tonight’s about your pleasure,” John said. He cupped her chin and kissed her again.

She blushed. “Thank you. Tomorrow, though. Tomorrow I want to try so much.”

“Ohhhhh, okay,” John said, rolling his eyes theatrically. She laughed and swatted his chest. He ripped open the condom packaging and rolled it on. “Ready?” he murmured against her lips, and Whitney nodded, tears of pleasure, of anticipation rolling down her cheeks. He kissed them, and guided himself to her entrance.

Slowly, he eased into her, and her thighs parted wide for him as she drew in a deep, shaky breath. “Okay?” he asked her, stopping, and Whitney nodded.

“You’re, um, you’re making me feel…” She waved a hand helplessly, and laughed. “Full.”

“I love how tight you are,” he murmured, and nuzzled her neck.

He made love to her that first time slowly, stroking her hips as he kept up the slow, languid kissing. He found her depths, and built up a gentle rhythm, not so much fucking her as rocking into her. Whitney clutched him, her nails running up and down his back, and when he slid one hand down across her clit, she hissed her pleasure, closing her eyes and pressing her lips to his neck. That this man should be her first was so right.

“I’m close, John,” she breathed. “Close again.”

“Come for me, beautiful,” he murmured, stroking her clit gently. “Show me how you do it again. I love your sweet pussy. I love your face right now. I love when you come, Whitney.”

The pleasure twined its way through her, slow, achingly slow, starting from the top of her head to her very toes, and she bucked up, his name on her lips, her love for him spilling out of her mouth as she came again. And just as her mind realized what she said, John was whispering it into her ear, “I love you too,” and he was spilling, spilling into that damned condom, and it was so unfair because she wanted his warmth inside her, making her full in a different way.

* * *

The new bed was ushered in many times that weekend. John taught Whitney what he liked from a handjob – vigorous short strokes of his tip with one hand, stroking his base firmly with the other. He taught her what he liked about blowjobs – which was namely that there was absolutely no wrong way to give one, so long as she didn’t use teeth. They made love. They fucked. They spooned. They sixty-nined. And in a weekend’s worth of hours together, John and Whitney fell in love.

They talked some about their relationship and work, but the thought of trying to hide what they were now was exhausting to them both. So when they showed up together in the same vehicle Monday and got out to take each other’s hands, the gossip mill started extra-early.

Unfortunately, though, they did actually have to work. John headed out into the field, but not before he stopped for a chaste kiss and a quick unseen pinch of her bottom before he left. Whitney’s smile didn’t leave her the rest of the day, especially when a messenger stopped by with a flower bouquet for her after lunch. The disco ball nestled right among the flowers, and she giggled thinking about the silly thing. She’d almost forgotten about it.

Roxie, her work frenemy, stopped by her desk to gawp at the flowers. “Well, aren’t you special?” she asked, throwing thinly disguised venom into the words.

“John sent them to me. I’m very lucky,” Whitney replied, taking another whiff of the flowers. Figures were moving around the building outside. John and his partner were back.

Roxie asked, “What’s with the disco ball?”

“That’s Mimi Mistspring’s Globe of Command.” Whitney winked at her. “It controls minds. John bought it from a place out of town.”

“Mind control,” Roxie said flatly.

“Uh huh. Totally worked, too. How do you think I snagged John?”

“You definitely do have a problem with talking to guys, so maybe it works.”

Whitney couldn’t be brought down that day. Not any day. John had given her a command to always love herself and this life, and she was going to. “You just pick it up, and tell someone a command. That’s it.”

“Riiight,” Roxie said. She picked up the disco ball, and said, “Hey. Jay. Hop on one foot.”

Their coworker glanced in their direction. “Huh?”

“Looks like your toy doesn’t work,” Roxie said, and dropped it unceremoniously on the desk before storming away, muttering to herself about crazy coworkers.

But Whitney was watching John come in, a wide smile on his face when he saw her. She smiled back, and murmured, “I think it does. I think it works just perfect.”

* * * * *
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