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ABOUT SUNDAY: NEURAL CONTROL NODE


After a network blackout erases memories and scatters loyalties, Josh reunites his five neurally enhanced assistants—Rhi, Gina, Essie, Tess, and Katie—in a riverside mansion, forging new routines: dawn workouts synced through buzzing mental links, shopping sprees for bodies tuned to perfection, and deepening bonds that pulse with shared purpose. Dive into their minds to feel the Neural Control Node's subtle AI hum: Rhi's serene devotion as she senses Master's quiet joy; Essie's fierce protectiveness amid the hive's undercurrents; Katie's elusive wholeness finally clicking into place; Gina's eager spark igniting the group; Tess's steady coordination weaving them tighter. Impulses to serve—to train, nurture, connect—flow as naturally as breath, jealousy dissolving in the mesh's soothing directives.

But as Josh gears up to start his new job to find those affected by the rogue cubes, whispers of corporate intrigue and dormant nodes threaten their fragile harmony. Can the slab's network hold their polyamorous family together, or will it pull them apart?

Sunday: Neural Control Node is a mind-bending erotic sci-fi sequel exploring power, consent, and connection in an AI-driven harem


To those seeking to broaden their minds and forge more connections…


Sunday is the golden clasp that binds together the volume of the week.”

—HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW


SUNDAY


CHAPTER 1
RHI - HARMONY


Waking slowly, I savored the quiet. This was my favorite moment—soft light, silence, the world not yet intruding.

Quiet.

House breathed around us. I waited for the day to start, knowing soon the others would wake and the network would buzz. Sometimes I wondered if Josh felt this connection the way I did. He always seemed surprised by something about us.

A smile crept in as my eyes opened. I turned toward him, drawn by his warmth. Master slept peacefully. Relief washed through me. He usually woke restless, fighting the last cube even in sleep. Seeing him calm comforted me.

Remembering yesterday morning felt strange. First time I hadn’t slept next to Josh since the cube. I didn’t worry about the gap. The connection with Master and Essie in his old apartment made everything else fade. Joy blurred the details.

I wanted to run my fingers through his hair, touch his beard. I used to like just a little scruff, but his beard fit him. It framed his lips, made his face his own. It was right for him—right for my Master’s gentle face.

Suddenly, Master’s eyes snapped open. A gasp shivered from me as I caught the wild dilation of his pupils and the mysterious darkness swirling in his hazel eyes. Anticipation twitched in my smile as his focus landed on me, and warmth flooded my chest at the open joy I saw reflected there.

He wants to kiss me.

Leaning in, I met his kiss. Excitement flushed through me. Even before I was his assistant, his kind eyes and calm drew me in. Now, his love felt like a gift.

Tracing my tongue along his lips, I felt bold. He answered, and I opened for him, excitement surging.

“What time is it?” Master asked, his voice low and sleepy.

Glancing past him, I caught the clock—5:55 AM. Early mornings were our thing. Today, exercise pressed on my mind. I felt my sisters waking, the same urge rising in all of us. Exercise felt necessary.

“It’s five fifty-five,” I smiled at my Master, “I feel like I need to exercise; it’s been a while. Would you like to join me in exploring Tess’s gym?”

“Tess has a gym?” Josh asked with a raised eyebrow, “I’d love to join you.”

Leaning into his touch, I sensed his focus sharpen. He was already thinking about goals and routine. My sisters’ motivations surfaced—Gina wanted to firm up, Essie clung to her old routine, the rest just wanted normal.

Thoughts streamed. Another directive surfaced—AI-driven, unmistakable. The urge to push our bodies, get stronger, last longer. The AI nudged us, whispering that a healthy mind needed a healthy body. I knew the link shaped us, nudged our choices, made this urge to be better for Master feel natural.

Sliding out of bed, I felt Master follow me into the closet. The AI whispered, suggesting outfits, nudging the urge to work out. I recognized the prompt—made wanting a toned body and cute clothes feel right.

Black leggings hugged my body. Racerback sports bra caught my eye. With this new workout urge, I realized I’d need more outfits. Master’s eyes lingered on me. Shopping sounded good—flutter in my chest.

"I think a new week means new routines!" I grinned. "There will be plenty of time for plundering my ass later, Master." 

"Plunder," Master growled, smiling as he tied his shoes, "you make me sound like a pirate."

"Well, with that growl," I teased, fanning my cheeks, "you're acting a bit piratey. Don't distract me with your sexy voice, or I'll never leave this room!"

"I promise to behave until we've both worked up a sweat," Master said with a grin. "Show me the way to this gym."

At the top of the stairs, we all met and exchanged our customary hugs and kisses. Gina’s enhanced breasts and firm waist made her workout clothes fit awkwardly. Essie’s boxing gym style suited her perfectly. I now had another reason to suggest shopping at the mall—or at least Target.

Gina flirted with Master, letting her eyes wander over his groin. I loved how she related to Master like a flirtatious lover. I had no jealousy toward Gina’s relationship with my Master. It was beneficial to him to enjoy the variety of our shapes and passions. 

Essie’s arms enveloped me—her touch a heady rush, our emotional bond humming more powerful than before. I adored her; the deep threads of connection between us vibrated with energy and longing. Every soft brush of her skin against mine was a secret pleasure only our bond and Master’s presence could unlock.

While we walked down the stairs, Tess and Katie met us at the bottom. They were all smiles in their adorable workout attire. Katie’s leotard fit her like it was custom-made. From the look in Master’s eye, Tess’s enhancements to her body made her look amazing in her chosen outfit. Shopping for her would be fun too!

Hugs and kisses whirled around us with laughter, my pulse skipping as each sister’s hands found me. Katie’s youthful allure and Tess’s enhancements were evident, and the spark she and Tess shared was obvious. Still, we needed Master to know—Katie wasn’t just Tess’s. I caught Tess’s eye, and Katie’s eager affirmation pulsed through the network: a promise, a pledge, a joyful union.

Tess led us to her gym. The entrance was tucked along the back corner of the kitchen, opposite the patio. Like the rest of Tess’s mansion, the room blended with the outdoors. The view included the trees lining the riverfront that passed by Tess’s property. 

“It’s our property,” Tess sent to me subconsciously.

I appreciated her inclusion, and it was something I needed to remember. Our family was whole and could share in all things. 

Our gym was terrific, primarily because it worked in such a small space. The expansive windows of the forest made it seem grander somehow. There was a bike and an elliptical machine, both top-of-the-line, a set of free weights, and other machines suitable for strength training. A section was padded with a selection of yoga mats and exercise balls. A large television hung from one wall to play videos from various streaming services, while both exercise machines had their own screens for reading, watching, or tracking workout statistics. 

"Dibs on the bike!" Gina called, swinging herself into the saddle. 

I stepped onto the elliptical, glancing at Master and Essie as they headed for the free weights. A little flutter ran through me: I could watch them work out while exercising myself. Katie and Tess quietly moved to the yoga mats behind me.

For twenty minutes, I worked my legs while watching Essie and Master—partners in an arm-and-chest workout, one working, one spotting. Normally, I read a book while exercising at my old gym, but today, even with my Kindle propped up, the sight of them replaced any desire to read. Time surprised me with how quickly it moved before my workout finished.

Master pulled me into a hug and kissed me, then, parting the kiss, said, “Essie and I want to go for a jog. Is there a place to run?”

“Oh! Yes,” I smiled, blushing from the kiss, “there is a bike trail just west of Tess’s—OUR property, get past the fence, and you can’t miss it. If I remember, it goes through a park about a mile and a half downstream, right along the river. How long will you be?”

Master looked at Essie with a raised eyebrow, prompting her to reply, "Probably about thirty minutes? I think a 5k will work, to the park and back, plus stretching."

Master nodded, “That’s a good plan,” then looked at me.

"Perfect!" I replied. "I will do a bit of strength training, then get breakfast on the table. It should be ready when you're back."

Tess led them to the back of the room and showed them a door leading to the road. I heard her instruct them to come back the same way, to grab a towel from the rack.

My mind took a quick break as my programming inventoried towels, yoga mats, and equipment that needed daily cleaning. I filed the tasks on our MaidMode list, knowing my sisters would help finish them. Our mental link kept efficiency high, and I handled task sorting. There were never arguments about chores.

Barbells in hand, I watched Katie and Tess in the mirror as we did squats and shoulder work. Soon, I joined Tess, Gina, and Katie for cool-down stretches. Together, we rose and returned to the kitchen, towels around our shoulders as we began prepping breakfast. Tremors of arousal from our connected minds distracted me until I focused on my Master and smiled.

"Feels like Essie is getting a bonus workout," Gina laughed, squeezing her thighs together. "Gawd, maybe I should go jogging with Josh too."

"We all should take turns. It's only fair," Tess replied with a laugh. "Also, Katie! We have your apartment to finish cleaning."

"We got that done yesterday, remember?" Katie protested. "While they went to pick up cars, motorcycles, and Rhi's slave collar."

Is that a hint of jealousy in her tone?

“You need Master’s help,” I reminded Katie, touching my collar before adding a wink for emphasis. “You need some time alone with Master, don’t forget our plans. We want to make sure you and Master get closer. You belong to him now.”

“What are we going to be doing in the meantime?” Tess asked.

“Shopping!” I grinned. “I know Gina needs new clothes. Nothing fits her anymore. Essie will need something day-to-day that isn’t jeans and a T-shirt. She won’t be wearing a uniform anymore. I need more cute workout clothes. Now would be a good time to split up, don’t you think?”

“So you, Gina, Essie, and I will go shopping while Katie has alone time with Josh,” Tess replied, then paused before continuing, “Yeah, that works. Don’t worry about the costs. I’ll buy anything we need.”

We piled the food we had prepared on the patio table. The day was warm, and a gentle breeze blew as we sat quietly in our places, looking at our empty plates.

“This is the dumbest thing ever,” Gina grumbled, “I’m so fucking hungry right now.”

“We have to wait for Master,” I reminded her gently. “This is his table.”

“I know,” Gina sighed, her frown turning into a grin at the reminder of our Master.

The impulse to wait for him was hard-wired, one of the AI’s directives. Master didn’t make it this way—if he knew how, he’d probably relax the rules if he knew they existed. It was only for the three main meals. We never had a problem with a snack on our terms. Sometimes I wish I had a guide on being a Neurally Enhanced Assistant.

Gina’s face brightened suddenly, and she stood up and waved to Josh and Essie.

“Hurry up, Josh! I’m starving! Saved your place, Es.” Gina called out, tapping the chair beside her.

Josh took his place at the head of the table, with me on his right. Tess was on the other end, opposite Josh, and Katie sat on my other side. Gina was across from me, and Essie sat next to her, kissing her cheek.

“So eat,” Master said, looking at Gina with a confused grin.

“I can’t!” Gina lamented, then whined. “You have to start.”

“She’s right, Master. You commence each meal.” I said with a smile.

Master poked a strawberry in his mouth and started chewing. The rest of us quickly began filling our plates. The morning routine was almost over, and we could start the rest of our day.


CHAPTER 2
ESSIE - SPEED


My thoughts started streaming before my eyes opened. I felt a warm arm across my waist and a warm breath on my shoulder. I blinked awake, reached back, and stroked my hand along Gina's smooth side. Her hand shifted and cupped my breast, and I felt her kiss my shoulder.

"Why do we wake up so fucking early?" Gina groused.

"To get the most out of the day!" I tried to sound cheery.

I had a room to myself; I just never slept there. If I wasn't sleeping with Josh and Rhi, I snuggled in with Gina in her bed. We'd only had Katie with us for the last two nights, and the first night had all six of us in Tess's bed. That was wonderful, but way too crowded except for special occasions.

Katie had her room too, but she rarely slept there either. Mostly, she slept with Tess. Gina joined them when I slept with Essie and Josh. 

I rolled towards Gina, lifting my hand to her jaw with a light brush of my thumb across her lips. 

"Wanna work out?" I asked and kissed her softly.

"I do, but…" she kissed me and slid her tongue between my lips, pressing her enlarged breasts against me, "my clothes don't fit great."

“Is your old bra too tight?" I asked with a grin.

"Fuck, yeah," she grinned excitedly, then squeezed her boobs, “Don’t you love them? I love them! I need to be more active, though, besides the endless fucking. Maybe I'll wear a T-shirt today; they are so tight now. Maybe my boobs won't bounce too wildly on the bike."

"The bike?" I asked.

"Oooh," Gina exclaimed, “you don't know—Tess has a super posh gym."

"Yeah? Cool!" I replied, my excitement rising, "Does she have weights?"

"She has evvvvveeeeeerrrrrrything,” Gina said, drawing out the word, then grinning and kissing me, pushing herself out of bed, "Let's do it! Come on, get dressed."

I stretched and sat on the edge of her bed, then stood and paced out of her room naked. I opened my door across the hall and picked up the clothes I had dropped on the floor the night before. I stuffed them in the hamper, acknowledging the AI's scolding for not putting them away last night. Then, I pulled on a pair of running tights and a sports bra and added a fitted tank top. When I turned around, Gina was in my doorway. She had on a pair of gym shorts, a bit baggy, but her T-shirt was stretched tightly over her enlarged breasts. I smiled knowingly, then we turned towards the stairs.

I grinned when I saw Josh and Rhi walking toward the stairs wearing workout gear. I reached out, hugged Josh, and gave him a deep kiss.

"Gonna work out too?" I asked with a playful giggle.

Giggle? So I giggle now?

"Nothing I'd rather do at six in the morning," Josh said with a wink.

"Oh, I can think of something else to do!" I teased and dropped my gaze to the bulge in his shorts, "I have to stay in shape, though, and not just bedroom shape."

"I love all your shapes," Josh rejoined with a swat of my ass.

He leaned to kiss Gina lightly and hug her too.

"I've let my routine go," Gina said with a playful pout, "I was making some good progress on my 5k times, then someone got a new toy."

"Hey, I have five new toys,” Josh said, swapping her ass.

We headed down the stairs and met Katie and Tess at the bottom. We shared another round of hugs and kisses. I enjoyed the feeling of Katie's hug. While I still had some latent distrust of Tess after a scant memory of her kicking me out of her house, she had been warm since she rejoined the network, her hug was friendly, and she gave me an affectionate kiss with a gleam in her eye.

Tess led us to her gym behind the kitchen, where we had a fantastic view of the woods around the side of the shared mansion. Gina headed to the bike quickly, and I chuckled, knowing why she wanted to work on the stationary bike. Hopefully, there would be time to get her some new bras because how her boobs bounced around loose was distracting, and watching made even my backache.

I hooked an arm through Josh's elbow, "C'mon and spot me for some arm and shoulder work." he grinned and joined me, and we discussed what routine we wanted to do.

"After we finish lifting, I need to get in a run; wanna join me?" Josh asked, standing behind to spot me while I did some shoulder presses.

"Deal!" I breathed out and pushed out one more rep.

We swapped places, and Josh sat on the bench so I could spot his presses from behind. I smiled at Rhi as she watched us from the elliptical. Katie and Tess were going through a morning yoga routine on the mats. Gina was cycling, and her boobs still bounced around when she stood up on the pedals for a sprint. 

We were a sexy family; I had to be honest. I enjoyed watching my neurally enhanced sisters push themselves and work to improve their physical fitness. While Josh had enhanced some of their shapes and assets, I was proud that he decided to keep my natural physical characteristics. The only enhancement was the new piercing of my clit hood, which matched Rhi's. The unique blue tint of Tess, Gina, and Rhi’s hairstyles made them seem like the family they were. Katie was simply sexy, youthful, and desirable. I felt humbled to have a special place amid such beauty.

As directed by Tess, Josh and I headed out the back to start our run and walked briskly to the edge of our property. I was still trying to square the changes we were going through. I was part of Josh's polyamorous family—this fantastic mansion wasn't Tess's property anymore; it was ours. The AI, like a stream of consciousness just below my awareness, often reminded me of what my reality was, and it was helpful far more than distracting.

We started at a slow jog before Josh abruptly quickened the pace. I surprised myself by keeping up with him. My brain recycled back to when I encountered Josh at a routine traffic stop a week ago. I recalled grabbing the cube, thinking it could be a container for pot or some other contraband, but then my vision blurred, and I felt a rush. In an instant, my mind sharpened.

Josh had explained the cube was a music player, and at the moment, I didn't have any reason to question the music coming from the shitty speaker. I resumed my search for his vehicle, but my mind was racing. I was often distracted by things, but suddenly my focus intensified on the task at hand— searching his SUV. When I finished, Josh talked with me before I went back on patrol; I remembered that he was an old friend in the blink of an eye. I recalled that we might have had sex in some vague, unformed memory. I suddenly very much wanted to fuck him again—soon.

I went through the rest of my shift with my thoughts always returning to him. It was like I saw an old friend I knew intimately for the first time after an extended break. The memory of pulling over a stranger for expired registration faded; Josh was my friend. We'd been fuck buddies. That was just the fact of the matter. Hooking back up with him dominated my thoughts when my shift ended. I had to call him.

I wanted him. I hoped he wanted me too—for a booty call or anything else.

"Slow down?" Josh gasped as we ran down the path, breaking me out of my reverie.

I nodded, unable to speak as we had been moving so fast; we were both out of breath. It was wise to slow down and not push the first day back into a training routine. We matched pace, and my breathing got deeper while my energy level remained high.

As we slowed, my mind rewound to going to Josh's apartment later that night. How wonderful his hug felt, how natural it was to be in his arms. Then he took me to Gina's room, which struck me as odd. He explained what happened at the traffic stop. He immediately told me the truth about the girlishly decorated room, his mind-controlling cube, and what happened to me when I touched it. I wanted to be angry, but my focused mind and positive emotional outlook dissolved my expected rage. My persistent depression and distracted thoughts had waned; I felt much better since I’d first touched the cube. Josh displayed a calm demeanor. It was clear that he cared for my well-being. He was a stranger, but I felt a tug of connection—belonging. 

Could it have just been the AI making me accept my role in this new relationship? I hardly had a chance to evaluate him at the traffic stop before my brain assimilated into the neural node's network and connected me to his mind. Then the AI network started rewiring things. When the topic returned to the possibility of a booty call, I was more than willing to explore his body sexually. 

Josh explained that he had installed an app called FuckMe, which could program relationships into the connected, neurally enhanced assistants I had unwittingly become. So all day, I'd been programmed to see Josh as a fuck buddy. I was strangely comfortable with that fact. Josh wanted to know if I just wanted to have sex or if he should use the command. I said I'd try to resist the node's control of my will.

That was just my bravado talking. Just being in Josh's presence, my panties were wet, my nipples hard, and my core fluttered with need. When he said, "Fuck me," my pussy clenched, and I attacked him—kissing him and wrapping my arms around his neck. In an instant, there was nothing I wanted more than to have Josh's cock inside me. Any part of me—my mouth, cunt, and even ass. His touch was like fire, igniting my flesh. His filthy mouth only amplified my building need. It was the best sex I'd ever had.

From that first time, it only got better. I indulged my latent bisexuality with Gina and Rhi, fully embracing my attraction to the same gender. Then, when Josh added Tess and Katie to his harem, it felt so good to indulge in sex with these women, who were instantly more than friends. I felt no jealousy even watching Josh's intense sexual sessions with his other assistants. It was indulgent and life-changing; I only wanted more and more. I quit the police force, knowing I couldn't go back to being just a cop.

Then Friday night, everything I was feeling and enjoying went blank—when the network shut down. I could remember being naked and not recognizing Josh. The memories were faint — hazy —and I had some troubling gaps. Josh and I had driven away from Tess's home. Both of us were tossed out for no real reason. I didn't recognize Tess or Rhi. However, all of my belongings were in Tess's house, in a bedroom, which made no sense. 

Even though I barely recognized Josh, he was there. He was my constant. I tried to return home, only to be devastated to find my Abuelo's house empty. I had no recollection that my grandfather was shot and killed by a rogue burglar. I had to call my commander, Mac, to hear the story of that night. According to my captain, I was there when it happened—I had no memory of it. I felt like I was going crazy. I had no choice but to call Josh, someone I didn’t recognize. Luckily, Josh took my panicked call and told me to come home. 

Although it was a blank in my mind, Josh didn't have to explain; I knew home meant his apartment. I looked through my phone and saw our calls and texts; his address was on my contact list. Even if I didn't remember anything after stopping him on Sunday, I somehow knew he was my home. The memory of driving home, full of confusion, was fading, but that night alone with him felt like a second first time.

I was the only one of my sisters who retained memories of Josh and anything about Friday night. Josh explained that, disconnected from the network, we couldn't access our memories; we shouldn't be able to access the memories of those hours. But I retained some; I remembered that night in Josh's bed, how he sheltered me when I had no one else. Josh was important to me, and we were different from the rest of our family.

It was like waking up from a deep sleep when I consented and joined the new network. I remembered everything that had happened to me since the traffic stop on Sunday. I recalled my Abuelo getting shot—I felt the shock and grief freshly. I felt the pain of loss and remembered saving Gina’s life with a tourniquet. Even with all those painful memories, I wouldn't have changed anything. Josh was it for me, and sharing him with my sisters felt natural and right. 

I breathed heavily as I recycled those memories, but still ran beside Josh. I shook my head and focused on the brightening trail and a grassy park ahead of us.

"That was a mile and a half?" I asked as Josh eased from our slower pace to a brisk walk.

"Yeah, I feel great, best run I've ever had," he replied

"Wow," I exclaimed, checking my watch. The time was the fastest I'd ever run that distance.

"Funny that all of us had the impulse to exercise this morning," Josh was saying, “do you think it was the new slab or the Health app?"

"I dunno, both?” I said, "I am feeling great, and the impulse to exercise is good for all of us."

We paused at the park entrance, then walked along the well-kept grassy stretch beside the trail. We kept our distance from the runners stretching alongside the cement trail. The trail wound along the river and continued east, and most of the runners headed in that direction after warming up. I looked back towards our house and the trail as it followed the river west, back through a shady tree-lined route. Our neural mesh was fainter at this distance, but I felt my sisters getting breakfast ready.

"Head back?" I asked, feeling hungry. I leaned forward to touch my toes and stretch.

"Ummm, yeah, that's a good idea," Josh said distractedly.

"I can feel you are looking at my ass, Josh," I grinned, rising, "You're such a horn dog."

On an impulse, I sprinted away and into the dim trail of the forest, back from where we came and away from the early morning joggers.

"If you catch me, you can have me!" I called and pushed my pace as hard as I could.

After I rushed into the trees, following the curve in the path, I glanced over my shoulder. Josh was hot on my heels and gaining, but I didn't want to give up. That warred with the sexual heat I felt filling my body as my eyes widened, watching his eyes. He looked at me like I was prey, and he was going to ravish me.

I realized I wanted Josh to capture me, but my competitive spirit made it hard for me to race him. I put my head down and pushed, trying to increase the distance. But the sound of his feet grew steadily closer, and I slowed and peeled off into the tree line. I twisted around and looked at Josh. His eyes were dark with heat, and I felt my nipples crinkle as I backed up. I stopped with my back pressed against the rough bark of a pine tree.

I grinned, crossed my arms in front of my abdomen, and grabbed the hem of my tank top. I pulled it up my stomach, slipping my fingers under the sports bra, and pulled them both up, releasing my breasts to bounce before his hungry eyes.

"Mi niña, I already have you. You're mine," Josh growled, closing the distance and gripping my bare breasts.

His hands were strong, and his thumb felt rough against the tips of my hard nipples. His mouth dropped and captured mine, thrusting his tongue hungrily into my mouth. I arched back as his hips pressed against me, feeling that glorious ridge of his erection. I lifted one thigh and wrapped my ankle around his thigh. I levitated, feeling his stiffness grind against me, only two layers of thin Lycra between us.

I ground my hips against him, sliding my cunt along the length of his cock. My breath caught in my throat, and I closed my eyes, lost in lust and welcoming his grip on my hair. He tugged my head back and bared my neck. I felt his mouth lower down my neck, his tongue flicking along where he felt my pulse. I tried to climb him—my hips rocking, groaning with need. He gripped my shoulder and stepped back. I gasped, trying to reconnect, but he grabbed my thigh and twisted me around.

I panted, pressed against the tree, Josh's fist in my hair, his fingers stuffed into the waistband of my tights. He yanked them down as his mouth sucked between my neck and shoulder. I felt his teeth graze and tipped my head back.

"Fuck me… Fuck me right now." I groaned, "Fuck your bitch, Papi."

I pressed my bare ass back invitingly and looked over my shoulder. I watched as Josh pushed down his shorts and released his rigid cock so quickly it bounced. His fingers gripped his rock-hard shaft, and he stepped closer. It was difficult to stand still as he stroked his crown along my cleft. I was dripping wet and ready for him. His hips thrust firmly, his cock driving deep inside me, and I screamed out from the sensation of being suddenly stretched and filled.

"Fuck! You drive me crazy, mi niña.” He growled.

He took me like a predator; I was his prey, captive and trapped in his grip. I ground back into his hard thrusts, my need overwhelming. I moaned out his name in cadence with his thrusts. His grip pulled my head back, and his hot breath was in my ear. I was already on edge and ready to explode.

"Cum," He growled lowly, and his command pushed me over the edge.

"Oh Gawd," I grunted as my pussy contracted in waves, my knees weak and trembling as I shattered into bliss, clinging to the rough bark of the tree trunk.

His hand covered my mouth, silencing my scream. He continued to fuck me, using me, plunging deep and hard, striving for his peak. His insistent strokes only prolonged my orgasm, which crested into another as I felt his hot cum jetting deep into my core.

After a few jerks, he stilled, pressing me against the tree’s rough bark. I caught my breath, feeling the juices from our rutting drip down my thighs. I pushed back, then slid to my knees as I turned and grabbed his cock. I sucked on the tip, tasting our spending, groaning at how his thick manhood filled my mouth. I cleaned him and sucked the last drops of his cum. Then stroked him slightly before pushing his length back into his running shorts, pulling them up as I rose back to my feet.

We kissed deeply as his hands helped me pull up my tights. Our hands met, and together we got my breasts back into my bra and pulled my top down.

"Damn," I said, "this is the best cool-down routine."

"We definitely should make this part of our normal routine,” Josh drawled and kissed me again.

We started jogging back to our house.

"I love you," I confessed, needing to hear it aloud. "I know it's only been a week, but I can't imagine my life without you."

"I know—our connection is so deep,” Josh said. "It is surprising, but I love you so much."

“It's not just the cube, the relationship settings?" I asked, hoping for confirmation.

"I don't think so," Josh admitted honestly. "I felt so protective of you outside the network Friday night. I feel our connection deep inside of me. I don't know whether the cube controls my thoughts, but I can't rule out the possibility that my feelings and emotions are affected by the network. It doesn't feel artificial. I don't question my feelings for you or anyone else. I don't want to live without you either."

I nodded, and we stopped outside the gate. I lifted to my toes and kissed Josh again, hugging him close.

"Thank you, Josh," I said, “you're always honest with me, and that's comforting. Let's go eat. Aren’t you hungry?"

"I am!" He smiled.

We entered through the door we left and walked through the gym. Everyone was sitting on the patio waiting for us before beginning to eat.

"Hurry up, Josh!" Gina called, "I'm starving."

"So eat!" Josh said as he slid into his chair.

"I can't," Gina grumbled, "you have to start."

"She's right," Rhi smiled, "we have to wait for you to commence each meal, Master."

I loved the way Rhi responded to Josh. I loved seeing their unique connection, and I smiled as everyone started to eat. I picked up my plate and added some food. I was hungry but also deeply satisfied.


CHAPTER 3
KATIE - MERGE


Joining Tess for yoga at the gym was always relaxing and enjoyable. Even before she and I became intimate, she'd invited me to do yoga with her. However, we'd never done sunrise yoga; neither of us was an early riser. Yoga was an excellent way to calm my overactive mind and find my center. I'd started with some meditation while recovering from depression before meeting Tess. I also recognized that stretching my body while quieting my mind always left me at peace.

Getting up so early wasn't planned; we both woke up at the same time. After a pleasant embrace and a kiss, we agreed that maybe it was time for a new routine. The AI inside me assured me this was a good step, and we’d have company in this new routine. 

So we weren't surprised by the rest of the family joining us at the foot of the stairs. I smiled and enjoyed the hugs and kisses. It struck me that sometimes it felt like Tess and I were an afterthought, though Josh never purposely made me feel that way. Yes, it was correct that Tess and I had a physical relationship before either of us touched the cube and became linked to Josh. It wasn't a relationship, though. It was just sex.

I had the feeling Josh thought Tess and me were partners. I wasn't happy about that assumption; it felt like I couldn't be entirely his, so long as he thought Tess and I were together—but it never seemed to be the right time to discuss the odd distance between him and me.

That was at the forefront of my mind as I sank into the yoga mat and started the routine. I tried to let my mind relax, focusing first on my breathing before my physical body.

My thoughts were troubled by a blank day that started Friday afternoon and lasted through Saturday morning. I remembered touching the cube on Thursday; that memory was much sharper than the gaps going into the weekend. The touch of the cube was like putting on a pair of glasses and being able to read at a distance. The clarity of my thoughts, enhanced by the AI, was striking and soothing to my often-troubled internal monologue. 

The mind-blowing sexual encounters that filled the rest of that day and the next also helped my adaptation to the influence of the AI and Josh’s confident control. I was no stranger to good sex with many partners; I even tried to be part of a poly family before going into the recovery center. Those relationships never completed me—I wasn't whole. I had lost my parents, and acting out in sexual relationships was my method of desperately trying to fill the void their untimely deaths created. The first day with Josh in control was as different as night and day. The complete absorption of my consciousness and how I felt linked with Josh was like nothing I'd ever experienced. I felt utterly at peace with all my sisters, Josh, and the gentle reassurance of the ever-present AI. 

I didn't fully understand how the cube worked, but I wasn’t concerned. I had grown so comfortable with being alone in my thoughts that the AI's presence in my consciousness felt soothing and whole. I remembered the shared dream right after Josh removed my tattoo and the heady feeling of being connected to everyone. From being alone in the world to being part of a connected family that loved each other, it was a pleasant contrast to feeling abandoned by the death of my parents.

Then the next day was filled with sex—raunchy, dirty sex. I loved it; the feel of Josh's cock driving inside me, tangling with Gina or Tess. Rhi was astounding to me, incredibly free and confident with her sexuality, yet she felt more like a mother figure. Essie was uniquely different from the other three, yet just as connected and very alluring. It was a wonderful afternoon.

I vaguely recalled feeling troubled because I couldn't remember anything after taking a nap with Tess and Gina. My memory of Friday afternoon was absent, and while I wanted to be concerned about why it was a blank, I couldn’t be bothered. I focused on the euphoric feeling that returned as I spoke the words, "I consent." As soon as the words left my lips, I was whole again. I reconnected with my sisters and Josh—the connection was more resilient and coherent. The connected whole of our family was felt immediately, but something had changed. I felt like I was missing something, that my memory was blank for a time. I thought I might remember what it was, but I couldn’t. I didn’t feel any concern as Josh left with Essie and Rhi while Tess and Gina helped me move the rest of my things into Tess's house—our house. 

That night, we paired up, and I slept with Tess. It was beautiful. Our renewed shared consciousness only made our sexual connection better. We anticipated each other's needs. We cuddled afterward and fell asleep entangled. Before the cube, we'd always separate awkwardly after sex. Now it felt like a relationship. It was comforting and alarming; I didn't have a good track record with relationships. The AI didn’t let me worry too much about it, and it calmed my fears as I fell asleep.

I'd been absently following the moves of our morning yoga routine, but the stretches felt terrific. I was carrying a lot of tension, and moving all my belongings into his house had been difficult under such pressure. I could feel the strain of the exertion and a satisfying ache from the aggressive sexual activity of the past few days, at least the parts I could remember.

"Hey Tess, you remember anything about Friday night?" I asked.

Tess looked at me, her sparkly blue eyes so enchanting now. Her brow furrowed as she thought back, and a smile crept onto her lips.

"I remember Friday afternoon," she said warmly, "Gawd, I lost track of how many orgasms I had; that was wild. I remember taking you and Gina into my room for a nap after the last romp."

"Yeah, I do too," I said, "Do you recall anything after that?"

"Nope," Tess said quickly, shrugging, "I know something happened, and Josh fixed it. We're back, and everything will be okay."

Something happened, and Josh fixed it.

I felt the AI soothing repetition in my mind; Josh fixed it. That is all that mattered.

"So you're not concerned about missing a day out of your memory." 

"I'm not, Katie," Tess said, turning towards me. 

She leaned and took both my hands as we sat across from each other on the yoga mats, our legs crisscrossed in a lotus posture.

"I have been connected to Josh and the others for a few more days than you." Tess explained, "I remember being resistant to touching his cube, but I did touch it voluntarily. Mostly because I saw changes in my Tess and Gina, they were vibrant—alive. They had become so … dulled by circumstance. Even I felt that way."

"Yeah," I said with a nod, "I can remember you before. I remember myself before. I admit my perspective has changed; I feel much more positive. I know my contact with the cube was accidental, and something happened when I touched it while cleaning. Is that why I have some gaps?”

"I don't know if it is the cube, Josh, or a combination of both. I know that Josh would willingly walk through hell to protect all of us. I know he uses the cube's power responsibly. I trust his judgment after everything that happened, even the blank in my memories. I trust that Josh did whatever he had to do for our benefit. He isn't selfish, and he won't abuse his power."

"I just wish I knew him better. I know he is great at sex. I can see he has strong bonds with Rhi and Essie. Gina and you as well. I need to find where I fit. I feel drawn to him."

"We all do," Tess assured me, "your time will come; we know you need time alone with Josh."

"We?" I asked, a bit confused.

"Yes, we!—don't you feel the others? Rhi and I communicate via AI all the time. It’s the same with Gina and Essie, too. We mostly coordinate MaidMode and CulinaryChef, but this… conduit exists between all the assistants. Rhi knows what you need."

I meditated on what Tess said for a moment, then attempted to sense more of the connections. I wasn't involved in cleaning or cooking; I lacked the protocols the others had as part of their AI matrix. I was aware of some underlying connections and unspoken thoughts in the middle of our sexual relations. As I meditated and allowed the soothing AI to the forefront of my consciousness, I began to sense continuous communication streams becoming more present in my thoughts. 

“Oh…" was all I could say as I felt the undercurrent of my sisters’ thoughts and emotions just below my consciousness.

Tess smiled and rose, then helped me to my feet. 

"We've got your back, Katie," Tess said, "Let's go help Rhi with breakfast."

Tuning into the feed between us was revolutionary in working with my sisters. Rhi was in charge of the main task of preparing breakfast; the rest helped with other things, aided by this continuous stream. Gina and I gathered laundry from upstairs. We cleaned the rooms, made the beds, and ensured everything was put away—all coordinated by Rhi, who joyfully managed the household. The serenely silent form of communication made doing mundane chores a second nature.

Tess cleaned up around the pool and set out new towels. The three of us made quick work of cleaning the gym after our workouts. Rhi checked in with us, and I felt her add things to an endless list. She organized it, and the others tapped into the list to ensure things were always ready. They would include me by assigning me tasks. It worked, but I felt I was missing something that everyone else seemed to do automatically.

The morning chores didn't take long, and we were ready to eat. We sat around the table, looking at the food Rhi had prepared.

"This is the dumbest thing ever," Gina grumbled, "I'm so fucking hungry right now."

"We have to wait for Master," Rhi reminded her gently, "It is his table."

"I know," Gina sighed.

I smiled but didn't question my odd feeling that I couldn't touch the food right in front of us. Maybe Tess was right; acceptance was better than questioning everything. Gina even smiled as she thought about waiting for Josh. I sensed that her thoughts were more about something sausage-shaped than the pile of bacon on the table.

Josh joined us, and we all dug into the food. After we ate, the conversation started to flow, and Rhi mentioned it was time to shop for new clothes. Josh didn't seem as excited about a trip to the mall as the rest of the girls. I felt a nudge on the AI stream and smiled before I spoke—my sisters were looking out for me.

"I don't need any new clothes," I said, smiling demurely at Josh, "I do need help finishing up with my apartment. Could you help me, Josh?"

"Happy to help you with that, Katie!” Josh with relief as he smiled directly at me.

God, it was like a spotlight turned on when he looked at me. I felt it in my core, and butterflies stormed inside of me. I hoped the blush at his direct attention wasn't as blatant as it felt. 

Amid my haze of lust-filled thoughts, everyone got up and moved. I helped clear the breakfast dishes, and Josh and Rhi went upstairs to shower and change. When we finished our chores, I walked upstairs with Gina and Essie.

The three of us kept our clothes in separate rooms but rarely slept there. We shared a single bathroom, so I waited for Gina and Essie to shower together. I spent the time selecting what to wear. While I knew today was my time to connect with Josh under the facade of packing and moving. I knew it was a ruse, and my apartment was empty. I just needed to turn in my key. Tess told me that we could return the key later when we packed up on Saturday afternoon. We were rushing to get back home, to get back to Josh. 

It's hard to explain how we plan things as part of a network of female brains. The scheme began between Tess and Rhi to find a time when I could be alone with Josh. Led by Rhi, we silently decided that I would miss the shopping trip and spend time with Josh. Gina was so happy that I could feel her squeal on the odd AI power channel we shared. I didn't know if Josh knew the plan, as he was separate from us. Josh was in control, but he never interfered with our thoughts. It was like he sequestered himself to give us some privacy. Sensing our chatter, like a constant conversation between sisters, was comforting.

I had to choose an appropriate work outfit, even though I knew I wouldn’t be carrying anything. With the help of Essie and Gina, in the silent manner of our shared thoughts, I picked out a pair of cut-off jeans; they were short but not like Daisy Dukes. I added a sports bra that didn't reveal much of my cleavage and a cropped yellow tee shirt. Then I placed my pair of low-rise Converse sneakers on top of the pile of clothes.

I walked naked into the shared bathroom carrying my clothes for after my shower. While washing, I felt a wave of arousal wash through me. I knew what it was—Josh and Rhi were having fun. The AI continually streamed status messages across our network; we all knew and could tap into the feelings by tapping into that stream. It felt too distracting to tune in to others’ intimate moments. I couldn't help myself; however, patience wasn't ever something I possessed in abundance. I was a bit nervous about having Josh all to myself.

I let myself feel Rhi and Josh's arousal and lust. My nipples were pebbled—hard as rocks in the hot spray of the shower. My fingers slid down and cupped my bare sex, and I rolled my finger over my clit. My knees wobbled, and I was on edge for a moment. Even realizing that Josh was plundering Rhi's ass didn't deter me from touching myself. With my fingers finding and pressing into my core, my mind raced with the sensations Rhi transmitted from Josh's use of her anus. It felt like double penetration, and I quickly fell over the edge into orgasm. 

Taking a deep breath, I slid my fingers into my mouth before the water cleaned off my juices. I wanted to ensure I was ready and hoped Josh would enjoy my taste. I hoped he'd enjoy all of me. He never seemed to tire, and even feeling him hammering into Rhi, I didn't think he'd be too tired for me. 

The man had unreal stamina.

I finished washing and then took some time blowing out my hair. I wasn't going for anything fancy because I was pretending to be moving. I pulled my dried hair into a high ponytail and added some eyeliner and a bit of lipstick. I was ready to go by drawing on my clothes and slipping on my sneakers.

I came downstairs just as the rest of my sisters were leaving through the garage. Rhi was in the lead, looking badass in a tight, cropped tank top, with faded jeans. With her undercut Pixie bob, she definitely had her own style. Essie wore her leather jacked over a cropped tee and jeans. Gina was wearing whatever fit, a mishmash of gym shorts and a T-shirt stretched tight over her huge breasts. Tess dressed in a blue sundress, that looke nice with her purple-blue curls.

After waving to them, I smiled at Josh as I hit the bottom of the stairs, looking up at him and awaiting his command.

"Do you need anything before we head out?" Josh asked with a smile.

"Nope," I said, popping my lips and grinning, "I'm ready for anything you want."

He grabbed his keys and new neural control slab from the counter, and I followed him out the front door. I turned and entered the electronic lock code to lock the house, then jogged to catch up to him as he opened the passenger-side door of his blue SUV. I slid in and fastened my seatbelt as Josh walked around to the driver's side. I leaned over the console and smiled, then kissed him softly. 

"I'm looking forward to spending some alone time with just you,” I said, parting the kiss and looking into his eyes.

"Same with me, Katie," Josh said, his eyes bright, "You'll have to give me directions; I don't know where you live—lived."

I nodded, typed my address into the car's GPS, and then sat back.

"Now we can talk while you watch the map. Is that okay?"

"Sure," Josh said, "tell me more about you and Tess. When did that start?"

I looked at him before starting the story, then decided to be honest. I remembered how it felt when I'd first touched the cube. I wanted to keep details of my life to myself, but the AI overrode my instinct to be silent, and I felt compelled to share much of my story. I could not lie to this man, and it was hopeless even to try.

"Tess was my savior when I hit bottom," I started, "I had burned through my parents' inheritance and had nothing left when I was discharged from the mental hospital for major depression. I answered Tess’s ad for a housekeeper, and she hired me after only talking to me on the phone."

"So you are her employee?" he asked.

"Initially, yes, I was her assistant. I helped with many things, not just keeping the house clean. Tess is always writing and needs someone to do bookkeeping, manage her household, buy groceries, and so on. I take care of pretty much anything that doesn’t involve writing her books, including her social activities. I manage her calendar, communicate with her agent, and work with her marketing company. Well, until she went and visited her sister last week."

"Social activities?" Josh said with a raised brow.

"She has an active calendar when a book is published, for tours and book signings. It ends up being a lot of work. She is also a bit of a hermit, so she needs a social life. I arranged for her to attend parties and things."

"I'm sure she is lucky to have you help her," Josh grinned. 

"I'm glad too," I said, "I feel like it's a real job, she is so busy with her work, and I understand what she needs so she can focus on her writing."

"When did it become more than employer-employee?" Josh asked as he stopped at a light.

"Well, it is still that. We’re not a couple," I stated. "Tess is very much an introvert, and the nature of what she writes also stimulates her mind in ways that she needs some relief."

"She gets horny." Josh chuckled.

"To be succinct—yes." I explained, "There was a trend as she worked on her book. She'd begin to get antsy. She was always discreet, but she'd have to leave her office and spend time alone in her room. She’d spend nights at bars or clubs as the novel got closer to the end. She'd entertain guests, and I guess because I'd notice people's things, purses, coats, and wallets, when I'd clean the next morning."

“Writing steamy romance would arouse her, and she’d seek some kind of sexual release?" Josh theorized.

"Exactly," I smiled, “her behavior was fairly regular and noticeable. She was looking for a release. I'd imagine with what she writes. Hell, it works me up when I help with simple proofreading. But Tess never starts a relationship. One day, I noticed how antsy she was, and she looked at me, lifting an eyebrow. Her interactions with me usually weren't very verbal; she communicated mostly through lists of things for me to do. Beyond friendly greetings, we never talked much."

Josh nodded and looked over at me, bidding me to continue as he focused back on the road. 

"I looked at her and said, 'You don't need to go find a stranger, you know.'" I explained to Josh, "Tess looked me up and down, then, without a word, stood up and took my hand. She guided me into her bedroom and then opened a drawer. She took out a strap-on dildo, handed it to me, then looked me dead in the eye, 'I want you to fuck me hard, rough, can you do that?'"

"And did you?" Josh asked, amused, raising an eyebrow.

"I did, and she loved it," I said with confidence and without shame, "before my breakdown, I played in the BDSM scene bisexually. You probably got that from my tattoo. I am a switch, so taking a dominant role with her was in my wheelhouse. I'd also been celibate for a long time, and physical contact was very satisfying. I made her lick me after I fucked her hard."

"When did this happen?" Josh asked.

"About a month ago," Katie confessed, "after the first time, I think we had three more interludes. We weren't in a relationship. It wasn't like part of my job description. We both enjoyed touching and the physical connection when we indulged in pleasure. However, I was the only one to wear the strap-on. I think she was always playing out fantasies in her mind from her stories, acting as a heroine."

"Makes sense." Josh agreed, then asked, "Has your relationship strengthened since you touched my cube?"

"It's familiar, but not more than that," I explained, then shifted to turn and look directly at him, allowing a long pause.

Sensing the silence and my look, Josh turned, and our eyes met. I felt that spotlight again, and my core clenched. Then he had to turn down a road abruptly as he’d lost track of our course. He finally looked back at me, and I smiled softly, then looked down at my hands in my lap.

"Frankly," I began to explain softly, "I know we haven't spent much time together, but I'm drawn towards you more than her. I love Tess, and she means a lot to me. But…"

"But what?" Josh asked.

"I want to be yours," I said with a blush, then rushed to continue, "I'm much more submissive than a switch. I am only a switch when it comes to women. I’m a submissive slut at my core, just like Gina says. I want to be yours, all of me." 

I managed to look up and lock eyes with Josh for a moment. I felt that rush of desire as our eyes met, then he had to look away to drive. I thought he was considering things, maybe his relationship with Rhi or Essie. Did he have room for me in his busy life? He was always busy trying to keep Gina and Tess happy. Would there be room for me, too?

"I know you and Rhi are special," I continued, dropping my eyes to my nervous fingers, "I know you and Essie are also connected differently than you and Gina or Tess. I don't know where I'll fit. I've been in a polyamorous family before, but this doesn't seem the same. Before my depression breakdown, poly relationships always crumbled because of jealousy and factions. What we have—our family—doesn't feel like that. I don't feel jealousy, not even in myself."

"What does it feel like?" Josh asked. He seemed genuinely curious.

"It feels whole," I confessed, "I felt you just before we left, fucking Rhi. It was wonderful to share that. I'm not even sure what it was. Before breakfast, I could sense that you and Essie had sex; it was weaker, but it was also satisfying. We all look to you to lead us, so it's natural that many of us follow you. I just want to be sure that I am yours. I want you to claim me.”

"You are mine," Josh said, and my heart raced with excitement at his confession; he continued, "I'm still discovering how our connections work. I thought you and Tess had a unique relationship, so I didn't want to interfere."

"I don't think you could have," I confessed, considering how I felt since I'd been assimilated, "both of us would accept your lead."

"What does that mean?" Josh asked.

"You're our commander, our leader. What you say goes, I trust you, and I need to be obedient to you." I explained, "When you aren't around, we look to Rhi to lead us. That's the chain of command."

"Chain of command?" Josh asked with a chuckle, "This isn't a military organization. We're a family. I accept that I'm the leader, but all of you have a say in how we function."

"I don't want a say….” I said quietly, again louder, "I don't want a say in how we function. I accept that you know what is best for me and all of us. It's part of who I am, and I don't know how to explain it more. I’m a submissive, and I need you to lead me."

I forced myself to watch Josh's reaction. His eyes flicked to mine, and I instinctively lowered my head but lifted my eyes. He nodded slowly, and I hoped that he understood. I didn't want to explain my submissive needs, how I craved male dominance like a deer craved water. I thought the BDSM scene would fill that craving, but while the sex was good, it was left at the club and never lasted or grew into a relationship. The polyamorous dominants I'd been with could never handle the pressures from multiple partners.

I was hoping, praying to whoever was out there, that this unique technology would help Josh break the code. I wasn't lying—our polyamory felt different, more whole. The five of us shared emotions in our low-level connections, and we were complete without malice or jealousy. It was more like we were a team. This alone time with Josh was their idea, and they were rooting for me. Josh just needed to trust what we already had.

I must have sighed as I dropped my eyes. Josh chuckled, and I lifted my eyes again as he looked over at me. His genuine smile was warm, and I felt that thrill of his undivided attention again. He nodded and reached for my hand, then lifted it to kiss the back of my hand. 

"You're mine, Katie," Josh assured me.

"All of me," I explained, then paused and squeezed his fingers, "I know that in my mind, but I want to feel it here….”

I pulled his hand to my breast, breathed out, "and here,” and pushed his hand to my crotch. Josh stopped at a light and looked at me with darkened eyes. His fingers were exploring my pussy through my thin denim shorts. I tried to keep his gaze but had to close my eyes as I felt his fingers.

"Yes, like that," I moaned and nodded, "fuck, Mmmaas, I need you."

The light changed, and Josh drove the last few blocks to my old apartment building. He kept his fingers engaged with my sex, and I spread my legs and dared to grind my hips into his confident fingers. I breathlessly pointed towards my buildings, then to my parking spot. I moaned in frustration as he pulled his fingers away and turned off his car.

"Let's get what needs to be done finished," Josh said, "then I'll make it abundantly clear who you belong to."

I nodded wordlessly. We got out of the car, and I wanted to follow him, but I had to walk ahead to show him where I used to live. I held the door open and followed him into the empty apartment. All of my boxes were gone. The kitchen cabinets were open and empty. Even the floors had a freshly vacuumed appearance. 

"This looks like it's ready for inspection," Josh said, confused. "What do we need to do?"

"Yeah, we finished everything after we rejoined the network yesterday," I confessed, "Gina and Tess went completely MaidMode on this place, and I just did as they directed. The only thing left is to return my key."

"Why did you make me think there was work to do?" Josh asked, shaking his head with a bemused expression.

"We all agreed that you and I needed alone time," I said breathlessly.

I looked up at Josh and lifted my arms around his neck. He dropped his head and captured my mouth, kissing me deeply, then hungrily. I pressed tightly against him, my rock-hard nipples pressing through our shirts into his firm chest. I felt his hand grip my ass, and I groaned out, thrusting my tongue deeper into his mouth.

"All of you?" Josh asked, breathless after parting the kiss. 

"It was Tess’s idea. Then she told Rhi, and Rhi agreed." I nodded, "They thought you'd need a little push."

"Gina and Essie, too?" Josh asked, his fingers pulling at the hem of my T-shirt.

"Yeah, they agreed," I nodded and lifted my arms, so he pulled off my top, "They all have had alone time with you."

"Were you feeling left out?" Josh asked. 

His fingers slid under the curve of my breasts and pulled at the bottom of my sports bra.

"A little," I nodded.

I closed my eyes as he pulled my bra over my head and released my breasts, "But it had only been a few days since I joined. I knew this would come."

"Why here?" Josh asked, "Was that the plan?"

"We can go back…." I offered, suddenly nervous.

I was so ready that I didn’t want to endure another ride in Josh’s car. I pushed off my cut-offs down to my ankles, revealing my bare, glistening lips and a lack of panties, then rushed to explain, “I think they hadn't planned on shopping when they schemed."

"Not a chance," Josh said, looking down at my leaking lips, "I can't bear to drive back right now."

Josh quickly finished undressing, and when I saw his stiff erection, I sank to my knees at his feet. The feeling of submitting to him made my insides flutter, and I lifted my eyes to him. My hand reached up to his shaft. I shuddered inside, hearing and watching him inhale a long breath at my touch, and I stroked my fingers up and down the silky steel of his cock. I lowered my eyes to his swollen head, stretching his foreskin tight, the tip of his glans peeking out. I lifted my eyes back up and extended my tongue, seeking the heat of his flesh, then licked the slit, collecting a drop of pre-cum and savoring it on my tongue.

I watched him reach and grab my ponytail with one hand, and I closed my eyes and used my mouth, lips, and tongue to worship his cock. The feeling of his grip, how he steered my mouth with easy pulls, made my insides clench. I lifted one hand to cup his heavy ball sack, weighing his testicles; they felt heavy. I swirled my tongue over his glans, eager to have him fill my mouth. I pressed my head forward, feeling his broad crown fit into the back of my throat, and his free hand pulled against the back of my head, guiding me deeper.

Fuck, this man knew what I needed.

I gagged slightly but swallowed to get the head into my throat. My tongue lapped at the underside of his shaft, the edges of my tongue cupping the hot flesh. My eyes lidded open, looking up past his chest to his eyes as I pressed my nose into his pubic hair. I held my breath and swallowed, watching as my throat massaged his cock. His grip pulled me back, his cock sliding completely out, dragging a thick ball of drool with it.

I panted as my hand stroked his shaft, spreading my spit down it, making it gleam. I leaned forward to repeat the long, slow, deep insertion, sucking eagerly to feel him in my throat again. I bobbed forward and back, enjoying the feeling of him fucking my mouth, my throat. I watched his eyes and could feel the power flowing between us. I sank deeper and deeper into submission, and he seemed to swell as he exerted his dominance.

He gripped my ponytail tighter. His other hand dropped under my shoulder, pulling me to my feet. I wanted to stay kneeling, but his control overpowered my selfish desire, and I rose to obey eagerly. I felt his hands on my ass, then he was lifting me quickly into the air, and in a few steps, we were in the kitchen, and he set me on the edge of the tile counter. I leaned back against the cool backsplash and inched my ass forward so my pussy was right at the tiled counter’s edge. I parted my thighs, offering my sex to him to use however he wanted.

His eyes met mine, and I locked my gaze with his. I didn't want to watch or try to discern his next move, but I couldn’t help but sense the heat of his cock as it inched closer. I shivered when the wet,  hot head split between my lips. His broad tip stroked up and down my sensitive lips as he spread my arousal. My whole being shuddered as I felt his crown press into my opening. 

“OH! Fuck! Yes, fuck me, Josh," I sighed as my eyes flared at the feeling of being stretched by his thick, perfect cock. 

He slid in easily, given the state of my leaking cunt, and the way my saliva coated his shaft. My eyes lidded, and I rocked my hips to press into his thrust. Then I was overwhelmed as he grabbed my hips and fucked me hard. He fucked me as he owned me, and the realization that he did almost pushed me over the edge.

He lifted a hand to my heaving breast, his hand easily encompassing the full, heavy cup. I arched my back, pressing my tit into his hand. His fingers kneaded into the pliant flesh, pulling on my stiff nipple piercing as I panted in need. My eyes were still locked on his, willing him to possess every part of me. We stared at each other as he fucked me harder and deeper.

"Yes! Fuck! Josh… Use me… take me…." I chanted.

My eyes widened, and I groaned involuntarily as he suddenly pulled back, leaving me empty. Then his hand was on my thighs, pulling me off the edge. He let my legs drop and helped me stand, only to twist me around and push my chest over the counter. My hard nipples pressed into the cold tile, and I tried to turn around, lost without his eyes. He gripped my hip, his cock driving back inside me. I arched my back and pushed my hips back, squeezing my inner muscles. Somehow, his thumb was between my ass cheeks and flicking across my asshole, probing that tight ring.

"Oh fuck yes," I groaned, worming my hips, "All of me…is yours… Fuck, you fit me fucking perfectly."

I felt his hand grip my ponytail again, and he hauled my head back. I whined as I couldn't turn to look back at him. I was lost in the sensation of his dominance, his hard fucking. I tried to see his reflection in the shiny ceramic tile. I gripped the edge of the tile counter and tried to push my hips back into his hard thrusts. My breasts were bouncing and swaying, and one of his hands grasped one and tightened to grip it firmly.

His hand pulled away from my ponytail, and my head lolled forward, then his arm was under my chin, his forearm against my throat. I groaned at how he controlled me, hauling me back, arching my spine, his cock a constant thrusting piston in my leaking pussy. I groaned and felt his grip, move, pull wherever he wanted me. I closed my eyes and pulled up the image of him looking at me in the car. I trembled in his grip—on his cock.

"You're mine, my little fuck toy slut," His deep voice echoed in my ear, and I nodded against his forearm as he continued, "I own you, all of you."

"Yes, yes… yes," I chanted between moans and gasps of pleasure.

He pressed me forward, still locked in his grip, an arm around my throat, a hand gripping my heavy breasts. As he cycled his hips, I pushed back, his cock driving into me. I moaned breathlessly, completely entranced by his dominant use of my body for pleasure. I was close and losing control, my entire being aching to come.

"Please, please, may I cum?" I pleaded, not wanting to orgasm without his permission, and part of me thought I probably couldn't come until he allowed it. I was entirely under his control.

"Cum for me," Josh commanded. 

I stiffened, my thighs locking and squeezing as my cunt clenched and my nerves exploded. I cried out, then shut my lips tightly together and stopped breathing. I shuddered, then felt my knees go out. I leaned against the counter; my breasts flattened against the cool tile. Josh just kept slamming into me, harder and harder. I was like a rag doll getting tossed against the rigid edge of the counter. Then he drove in deep, and I felt a rush of heat in my core.

I came again, feeling him shoot deep inside me, and his repeated thrusts as he shot his load with each stroke compelled me to hit a series of orgasms that had me babbling incoherently. He pressed his hips into my ass and rested his sweaty chest on my back, compressing me against the counter. It was perfect.

"Oh fuck... Jesus. God," I swore as I slowly regained my senses, "holy … mother …."

"Mine," Josh growled in my ear, claiming me.

"Mmm, yes, yours," I managed, as thoughts were far too sparse to form complex words.


CHAPTER 4
JOSH - SYNC


I was still pressed against Katie, who was draped over the counter. I slowly recovered from my orgasm as the reflections and echoes of the power we exchanged flowed through my mind and echoed in our connection. I could sense the bliss flowing through her senses as I slowed my breathing. We had drawn closer through this, as the rest of my family had seen and planned. I realized I had unfairly put Katie in a different box, thinking she was Tess’s girlfriend. Without any personal relationship with Tess, I was eager to claim Katie as mine.

I reflected on these thoughts as we caught our breath. I could feel our connection syncing, binding us closer until my connection to Katie felt more like my connection with Essie and Rhi. This surprised me. At that moment, though, something in us clicked and melded. Katie was now truly part of me, sincerely submitted to my control. I could feel her body and thoughts relax as if she had finally arrived in her place. She felt like she was home.

I pressed back from the counter, then collected her in my arms. I cradled Katie with her head on my shoulder and her legs draped over my other arm. I walked into the empty living room, slumped against a wall, and slid down until I sat on the freshly vacuumed carpet. She kissed my neck as we relaxed—my thoughts flicking through new concepts of my relationships with five incredible women.

Slowly, we came out of our reverie. Katie smiled and kissed me with her bare breasts pillowed against my chest. I kissed her back, enjoying her lips and tongue. I smiled as we parted from the kiss. I reached behind her and pulled her ponytail loose, watching her blonde hair spill down over her tanned shoulders. I combed her hair back and watched her eyes. She looked at me, eyes wide. I smiled, and she met my smile with a sheepish grin. 

“Do you feel like you belong now?” I asked quietly, running my thumb along her jaw.

I watched as a tear collected at the side of her bright blue eye, and she nodded.

“Yes, Master,” she said, the first time she addressed me as such. “I belong to you, completely. It feels so good.”

“Is that what you want to call me?” I asked.

“It’s true, isn’t it?” she replied, “I’ve always needed someone to lead me, and now I have you, and I have Rhi. I know she is your prime, Master. I’m not trying to take her place.”

“I suppose you’re right.” I said, “The neural control node has given me the power; I only wish to use it responsibly. Not all of you call me Master, though you’re right; that is who and what I am.”

Katie smiled, leaned forward, and kissed me softly, “I trust you regardless of whether I call you Josh or Master. You’ve shown that you care for each of us, and I was holding back. I’m not going to lie, poly relationships have hurt me before, but you are different from anyone I’ve ever met.”

I smiled and kissed her gently, “I’ve hardly spent any time with you, Katie. I’m sorry that I misinterpreted your relationship with Tess. I look forward to deepening what we have now. All of you were right—we needed this time together.”

“Is it over?” Katie asked, her eyes growing wide. I chuckled and shook my head.

“Let’s go back where it’s more comfortable,” I said, “I don’t want to mess up your apartment. I’m sure the shopping will go on for hours yet.”

Katie grinned broadly and nodded. We quickly got dressed. She pulled her T-shirt down over her bare breasts, handing me her sports bra. 

“I don’t want to wear those home,” she grinned, pulling up her denim shorts.

“I don’t want you to either,” I agreed, stuffing the bra into my front pocket.

We held hands and left her apartment. She locked her door, and we took her key to the office. Finalizing the paperwork didn’t take much time, and soon we were back in my car and heading back to Tess’s mansion—our home. I needed to remind myself. I wasn’t a guest. I parked in my spot, and Katie used the code to open the garage door. The other four must still have been shopping, since their car was gone. 

“What now?” Katie asked with a grin.

“Up in my room,” I commanded, “naked.”

For the next hour, we fucked. I took Katie’s tight ass with some of the quality lube Rhi had bought. We fucked in the shower, then in the tub. I filled her mouth with a full load. When we were utterly spent, we lay naked on my bed. I had taken full possession of my newest thrall. 

She rested her head on my chest and ran her fingers over my chest. I rubbed her back and enjoyed the feel of her bare bottom. I closed my eyes, and my breathing steadied. 

“Do you believe it now?” I asked, “That you’re mine?”

“You’re very persuasive, Master,” she grinned, then nodded. “I am completely yours.”

“Good,” I managed to say before falling asleep.
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I stirred lazily and felt Katie’s bare warm body against my side, her head resting on my chest. Her breathing was deep and relaxed, and I smiled as I watched her sleep. I shifted slowly, transferring her to a pillow and pulling my blanket over her. Then I went to the bathroom and relieved myself. As I was pissing, I recalled that I would be starting a new job in the morning. I needed to get my new laptop running and get organized.

I changed into swim trunks and a T-shirt, then left Katie sleeping on my bed. I walked barefoot down the hall, then down the stairs, and started searching for my bag and the shipping box with my new laptop. I found it leaning against the edge of the counter, where Rhi kept my phone and slab. I grabbed my slab from the counter. I found it helpful to leave it in the same place when I returned home. I picked up my bag and the shipping box and then returned to my office.

After my old laptop booted up, I unpacked the new notebook and worked through the initial setup. I accessed my private email and deleted the spam that had collected over the last few days. Bala hadn’t sent me any new emails, so I finished moving my files to cloud storage, then started cleaning up the remaining files and accounts.

I finished with my old laptop and boxed it up to send back to my old employer. The new notebook asked for my login, and I pulled out my phone to access my password cache. I logged in to my corporate email account and saw a message from Bala waiting. I paged through the rest of the mail, seeing several things I needed to do as part of orientation in a new company. 

Finally, I returned to the email and opened up Bala’s message:

Josh,

Please expect a call from me around 8 AM Pacific Time on Monday morning. We will have to work with the time difference, and I think it may be best to work on West Coast time for now. This schedule should give you some extra time on Monday in the morning.

My priority is introducing you to my team. A group conference call is scheduled for 9 AM. After that, I think you and Hassan should meet to review your dormant cubes and see whether they might still be functional with minor hardware modifications.

The priority is to equip you to contact abandoned NEAs, assess their condition, and then use the old nodes to restore their physical appearance and free their minds from the legacy neural map remnants of the old network. This may require temporarily connecting them to your new node. The protocol for this hasn’t been established yet.

Expect a few more packages early next week, a corporate credit card, access to our travel network, and other things you will need to travel to finish your initial missions. We can discuss the details, and I want to understand what support you might need during the initial few weeks of travel.

I hope you enjoyed your weekend and had a good rest. You’ll need it.

Highest Regards, Bala

The email triggered many concerns I had about my new job and employment requirements. After a week without worrying about work, I would have to start factoring that into my day. The week of fucking and learning about the cube and how it optimized my newly formed family had consumed my thoughts. I had taken the job partly because it would open up opportunities to learn more about how the neural control node worked. Part of me worried I was in over my head already—Imposter syndrome raising its ugly head.

The development team was based on the West Coast,  two hours behind my time zone. The extra couple of hours in the morning would be welcome to indulge in our morning routines: exercise, sex, and delicious breakfasts. I realized that most of the time, we started our days at 10 AM anyway. I’d have to work a bit later, but I felt this gig wouldn’t be like logging into a support center, and I could manage my time commitments as long as I made consistent progress on my goals.

Hassan? The man, Essie, and I had conned him out of a cube and then fucked up his brain by connecting him to my node, and made him forget the very existence of the Neural Control Node. I wasn’t worried that he’d recognize me, or Essie for that matter. We were disguised as entirely different people. I doubted that he even understood what had happened. His memories were restored when I restored the cube to factory settings. Anything that happened while he was linked wouldn’t be accessible.

I was slightly worried about our working relationship; given my limited internet sleuthing, I would have to manage it carefully. I reminded myself to treat him respectfully and not be overly biased by first impressions. Bala’s email didn’t provide much detail about the corporate structure. What I knew of the overall company led me to believe it was a hybrid, team-driven company, and, reading between the lines, it was a reasonable assumption. Doing hardware hacking with Hassan seemed interesting, provided we could generate a good working relationship. I had to think positively.

NEA was Bala’s favored acronym for neurally enhanced assistants. A polite way to refer to mind-controlled people. I had issues with my power over my NEAs, but worried about other, less scrupulous node masters. What happened to my nephew reminded me that there may have been unintentional connections by other ignorant new owners. They probably did similar things to what I’d done, changed appearances, and added a few apps. The few node masters I read about in the NCN Wiki seemed decent; most tech people I knew demonstrated high moral integrity. I was not confident that all the node masters would be ethical. The few cubes I harvested from eBay had only a few NEAs, which I noticed and hastily disabled before the network shut down. 

I didn’t dig deep into the other cubes or the details of their NEAs and their configurations. I didn’t have time to deal with it—I was too worried about the beta network's pending shutdown. Somewhere, though, people were coping with memory gaps and potentially drastically changed appearances. It seemed my job would be to find these people and help them return to their lives, without any lingering neural control node links.

More corporate packages. While looking forward to my first paycheck, it was also nice to know I’d have a business credit account. Which would make travel a bit easier to navigate. I had decent credit, but not having to loan my credit to my company and then wait for reimbursement would be great. 

I hadn’t thought about travel. My last few positions were in phone technical support. There was a business trip here and there, but I was never a road warrior. Traveling alone was not very appealing, a new thought for me. I was mainly a loner until Gina touched my cube, and now I am the head of a six-person polyamorous family. I would have to think about how to incorporate travel into our lifestyle. Even with my higher salary level, there is no way I could afford travel and accommodations for all of us regularly.

Suddenly frustrated, I sighed and pushed back from the desk into the softness of a bountiful bosom. Startled, I twisted around and faced Gina’s flirtatious smile.


CHAPTER 5
GINA - ACQUIRE


It was good that the mall was on the other side of town, away from Katie’s apartment and our home. Our network was still effective across distances, so I knew—we all knew—that Josh was fucking Katie. The range between us did tend to dampen the more arousing subconscious sensations that the neural network passed between us drones. 

I hadn’t gotten fucked yet this morning. Essie and I decided to work out instead of our customary morning romp. Josh fucked Essie on his jog, then reamed Rhi’s ass while Essie and I enjoyed a pleasurable shower down the hall. I decided, oddly, that I needed to wear panties while shopping. A few of my sex-addled neurons thought the public probably didn’t want to see my glistening thighs. While Essie and I had a small amount of fun in the shower, I craved Josh’s cock. At least the orgasm Essie treated me to took the edge off my horniness. 

Shopping was fun. I wasn’t distracted by the thought of Josh’s fantastic cock plunging in and out of Katie. Nope, I wasn’t distracted at all. I did get a whole new wardrobe, thanks to Aunt Tess. She was very generous and demanded that I shun the college-grunge look and embrace a youthful, ingenue style. I wanted to slut it up, but Aunt Tess reminded me I still needed to be present in the real world. She was correct. I needed to go to classes, and being out of our apartment or house felt liberating. Essie convinced me there were benefits to finding a job and making money. 

Neither saw any humor when I mentioned I could make some coin on OnlyFans with my new jugs. For gals that get fucked—multiple times—on the daily they can be prudes sometimes.

I decided to wear some of my new clothes home. I picked them out and handed Aunt Tess the tags to check out. The bright pink top accentuated my blue hair with teal highlights. It was a button-up, but I forgot to button the top three. Oops.

My new industrial-strength bra provided the structure my breasts needed to fill out the stretchy fabric, and yet was lacy enough that my nipples would be readily apparent when I happened to be aroused, which was all the time. I was shameless enough to enjoy the looks that pokey nipples seemed to collect. 

The bottom was a black leather skirt, mini—not micro —coming down just above my knees. Long enough, I decided to call it quits on the panties for the ride home and stuffed the damp knickers in my purse. I capped it all off with a pair of black canvas high-top Converse.. 

I got my fair share of ogles on the way back to Tess’s SUV and enjoyed a slight warmup on the way home, thanks to going commando. By the time we got home, I was looking forward to finding Josh. We all were. Rhi was used to multiple rides each day, Essie too, for that matter. Tess and I were the only ones still needing Josh’s vitamin D today. So we all had our reasons for the “find Josh hunt” once we came home and dumped our bags on the kitchen counter.

It took me ten minutes to find him. He wasn’t upstairs cuddling with Katie. He wasn’t outside in the pool, which today would be an excellent day for a poolside orgy—just saying. 

I found him in his office. In hindsight, that should have been the first place I looked. He was busy looking blankly at his new laptop screen, and I stepped right behind him, almost pressing my breasts against his head. Then he suddenly sighed and pushed back right into me.

“Man, Josh, you really can tune the world out,” I laughed at his shocked face. “We’ve been calling you for the last ten minutes.”

He stood up, turned, and pulled me into a big hug, and we shared a kiss. I couldn’t help myself. My hands dropped to his crotch and started forming my fingers along the length of his cock. The sweet man returned the favor by squeezing my ass, which he custom-made for his hands.

“I was just getting my things ready to start my new job,” Josh said.

I smiled when he couldn’t keep from growling in arousal as my fingers worked up and down his growing shaft.

“Well, I can think of a job I’d like to do,” I whispered. “It’s just you and me. Rhi, Tess, and Essie can keep looking for you. I need you, Josh—Fucking badly.”

I pushed him back and to the side into the corner of his small office space. Someone would have to walk past the door to find us, then step in and look around. I dropped to my knees and pulled his swim shorts down, releasing his cock that was already hard thanks to my skillful fingers.

I opened my mouth and sucked on his swollen crown without any fanfare. I swirled my tongue around the rim, savoring his flavor with a groan. Fuck I missed his cock; I needed it every single day. I blinked my eyes open and looked up at Josh. He threaded his fingers through my short hair and tightened them into a firm grip. Then he wedged his hips forward, pressing his cock deeper into my mouth.

I grinned wickedly, even with my mouthful of cock; I knew I was successful by the smile in his eyes. I pressed forward, sucking his length deep into my mouth. My hand lifted to cup his balls, pulling them and kneading them with perfect pressure. The way his cock throbbed in the back of my throat told me I was getting to him. With a smirk, I pulled back, stroked his cock, and looked up at him.

“You’ve been fucking Katie-slut,” I whispered, still trying to keep our location secret, at least until he was fucking me. “You taste like her. Did she enjoy being your slut?”

Josh nodded, his eyes half-closing and his irises turning darker. His hazel eyes were so enchanting when he got turned on. He tugged my hair and pulled my mouth deeper onto his rigid cock. I kept my eyes wide and focused on him, forcing a smile into my face, even though his cock stretched my mouth wide. I reached up and gripped the elastic of my top and pulled it down over my bra-encased breasts, then flicked the clasp between my jugs, and they spilled out, nipples like rocks. I cupped them in my hands and pulled my mouth away from his cock.

I kept looking up at him as I rose, lifted my ass from my ankles, and pressed my warm melons around that thick, meaty cock. His eyes fluttered as he felt the warmth of my flesh surround his manhood, then I started shifting up and down. I lowered my mouth and let the drool that collected while sucking his cock spill into my cleavage, then used my hands to spread that warm spit into the deep cleft between my boobs. I lowered and sucked the head of his cock into my mouth when I dropped down, lapping at his pre-cum, then letting it pull free as I rose, and his cock slipped back into the warmth of my mammaries.

“You like fucking your whore’s tits,” I teased, looking back up at him as I rode his cock with my tits, “Do you want to give me a warm pearl necklace to wear?”

“Stand up,” Josh growled quietly, “I need to feel your tight cunt.”

God, yes, this man knew what I needed to. I eagerly stood up, smiling broadly. His cock bounced as it fell from my chest. His fingers were still in my hair, and he lowered his mouth and—there is no other way to say this—possessed my mouth with his. That kiss would have made me leak down both my thighs if I weren’t already soaked. 

In a whirl of motion, Josh spun us around, and I was facing away from him and the bare wall of his office space. I moaned and pushed my ass back, my hands reaching and lifting my skirt, exposing my naked ass and nude pussy.

“God, yes, please fill your whore’s cunt with your glorious dick.” I begged, looking back at Josh over my shoulder. “I need you inside me so badly.”

He pulled my cheeks apart and pressed his hips forward. The tip of his cock slid along my bare, soaked lips, coating his cock as it drove between my thighs, missing the mark. I might have huffed in annoyance that his cock wasn’t stuffed in my needy pussy yet. Okay, I did huff in irritation.

“Such a naughty girl,” he huffed, leaning close to my ear, this breath hot on my flesh. “Not wearing any panties,”

“I’m always ready for you,” I whimpered needfully. “I am your good little whore.”

He teasingly pulled back, then used his hand to run the tip of his cock between my distended, eager pussy lips. I nodded as I felt his cock notch into place and his hips thrust forward. Feeling his cock stretch my opening while my leaking slit enveloped his shaft, I screamed. I hastily covered my mouth as he drove deeper until his hips pressed into my bare ass, then slowly drew back.

I craned my neck back to watch him, but I couldn’t focus as my eyes fluttered and closed as he fucked me with gloriously slow full strokes. I felt his hands lower, cup, and grip each of my full breasts. I gave up any pretense and moaned like a good whore in time with his indulgent strokes. I swear he went so slow I could feel his pulse as his cock drove deeper and deeper.

He released one breast, then his hand was back in my short hair, gripping and pulling back. Fuck, I loved when he took control like that. His strokes accelerated, fucking me harder and faster. I had to lift my hand to press back from the wall to keep from banging my head with every hard stroke. His growls and grunts encouraged my head to turn and stare at him. My mouth gaped open, and I panted, my eyes begging for more, harder, faster.

Josh hammered into me and grabbed my ass to pull my hips tight against him. His arm wrapped under my breasts—lifted me in the air, and spun me around. He stopped with me hovering over the empty half of Josh’s table. I gripped my fingers back along the table’s edge, my hips pressed against the edge, and my aching clit rested right on the corner.

Suddenly, I realized that anyone walking down the hall would see me getting railed by Josh. I didn’t fucking care so long as Josh continued to fuck me. I clung to the desk, shifted my feet to find a better stance, then drove my hips back to meet his thrusts. My breasts bounced and rubbed all over his desk, leaving little smears of sweat over the wooden lacquer. Every thrust hammered my hips into the edge of the desk. Our flesh slapping against each other made me pant with need. I tossed my head back, then leaned forward, pressing my forehead against the cool wood plane. My thighs started to shake, and I knew I was on edge.

I turned my head towards the hallway, breathless and moaning. I was panting with need when I saw Tess’s purple-blue curls, dazzling eyes, and wicked smile. I tried to smile, but my mouth just gaped open. Josh was beyond caring and fucked me with wild abandon. I watched Tess slip beside Josh and press her breasts into his side.

Josh wrapped his arm around Tess as she lifted on her toes to kiss Josh while he was fucking me. I watched as he thrust his tongue hungrily into her mouth. Through our shared network, I could feel her lust rising in the heat of the passion flowing between us. Lost in lust, I tossed my head back and stiffened, my thighs shaking as my cunt clenched around Josh’s cock. I was growling out amid my orgasm as Josh drove in deep and stepped back, leaving my clenching cunt empty.

Tess wore a sundress, and Josh spun Tess around to face me. I was sprawled limply against the table’s edge and rolled over onto my back. Tess leaned forward and kissed me deeply. I watched as Josh lifted Tess’s skirt, hooked his finger through her thong, and just tore it from her pussy.

We went into motion. I slipped back on the table, my bottom just at the edge, knees bent, and bare feet tilted against the edge. Tess gripped my ankles and leaned forward, her mouth into my dripping, pulsing cunt. She leaned forward, and my eyes lifted to see Josh arching back, savagely driving his cock into her. 

Tess tossed her head and drove her hips back to meet Josh’s thrusts as she moaned out from the sudden invasion of her sex. She rolled her head around to look back at Josh, nodded a second, then lowered her devilish mouth to lick the delicious juices running from my well-fucked cunt. I looked up, watching as Josh bit his lip, a sure sign he was trying to hold back from filling Tess with his cum, and focusing on pushing Tess over her peak first.

Tess responded to his savage thrusts by squeaking and pulling from my crotch, her hands gripping the table’s edge just outside my feet. She pressed her hips back to meet Josh’s pounding strokes, and I watched her blue eyes widen as she felt her peak rushing. 

“Fuck Josh, you’re gonna make me cum so fast,” she panted while staring at me, pleading to Josh, “please, please, harder. Fuck!”

Her eyes rolled back so I could only see the whites, and her hips stilled. Josh took over and rammed into her, jerking his hips. I could tell he was right on edge, and my eyes locked on his, watching him lose control in my aunt’s clenching cunt. Tess faltered, her knees must have buckled, and I watched her body shudder. Her mouth opened, but her scream was silent as her body shook. 

Josh grunted, his body trembling, and I knew his cock was spraying his cum deep in Tess’s cunt. He rutted in short strokes, using Tess’s clenching cunt to milk all of his cum. Then he looked past my her trembling form and into my eyes as she shuddered. I licked my lips and lifted my ankles around my aunt’s waist. I gripped her azure curls and pulled her mouth down as I pressed my leaking pussy into her mouth. Tess groaned, then her head shifted, and she focused on my pussy. I closed my eyes as Tess licked me hungrily. I combed my fingers through her blue curls, encouraging her to continue the pleasurable oral ministrations.

Josh pulled out of Tess, then stepped towards me. I twisted on the table as my eyes tracked Josh’s cock. I leaned toward him as his cock was slick with Tess’s juice, and his cream pressed closer to my lips. I opened my mouth and steered his cock between my lips with one hand. Sealing my lips around his shiny head and sucking and licking the luscious juices while moaning around his shaft. 

I cleaned his cock, savoring every drop. My hips worked up into Tess’s mouth, and then I shuddered again and bathed my aunt’s face in a gush of juices as I came again. I flopped back on the table, and Tess licked and cleaned up my pussy. I looked up at Josh, my mouth falling into a tired smile, and we just rested for a moment.


CHAPTER 6
TESS - REST


I was lazily licking my Gina’s sweet pussy, savoring her sweet spending, as my thighs twitched and my pussy pulsed with the after-effects of my orgasm. In other words, I wasn’t fully aware of my surroundings, resting my chin on m Gina’s slick crotch as she lay supine on her back. The rest of her was canted at an angle on the table so she could suck my juices off of Josh’s cock. So no one could blame me when I kept licking and savoring the buzz and bliss while I heard other voices nearby. At some level, I knew they were there. Since we all connected to the new slab yesterday, we all enjoyed a low-level, always-on connection to each other. At the moment, though, right after getting roughly fucked by Josh while feasting on Gina’s tasty snatch, I practically forgot all about my other mind-controlled sisters.

“Found him!” I heard Essie exclaim, but I kept lapping as she continued, “Oh! And I found Gina and Tess too!”

I registered the laughter and didn’t mind the company. I just kept enjoying the buzz and didn’t even lift my head when I heard Rhi step next to Essie.

“Oh!” Rhi giggled.

I reluctantly turned from Gina’s tasty snatch so I could smile at my Rhi as she slid beside Josh and hugged him while Gina dutifully cleaned Josh’s cock.

“I thought you might be working, Master,” Rhi teasingly scolded.

I smiled lazily and watched Rhi kiss Josh. Then I grinned brightly at her when Josh turned and kissed Essie, tucked into his other side. Slowly, that began a chain reaction of disconnecting. I kissed up over Gina’s trim abdomen, kissing the tips of each of her generous breasts. Then I felt her fingers in my hair, her tummy contract, and she pulled my mouth up and kissed me deeply.

“Mmm, thank you, auntie!” Gina cooed into my lips.

I nodded, never knowing what to say, as my brain slowly knitted back together. I watched Josh find his discarded swim trunks and pull them over his cock. I stood up and smoothed my sundress back into place. I vaguely recalled that my thong was ripped off me in Josh’s haste to shove his cock up my pussy. I hadn’t been fully ready for that intrusion, but I quickly didn’t care as his lust overrode all of my senses.

God, that man could fuck.

I stood to the side, my mind not tracking completely, while Josh and Rhi continued their discussion as if Rhi and Essie hadn’t caught the three of us in a tangled heap of satisfied flesh.

“How was shopping?” Josh asked, nonplussed by Essie and Rhi’s sudden appearance.

“We had fun!” Essie said with enthusiasm, while Rhi nodded brightly.

I remembered how it felt over the network when Josh and Essie enjoyed themselves out on their jog and smiled, thinking I’d probably have been happier if I’d gotten a good railing before starting my day. I was too blissed out presently to worry much about it. I quickly forgot the stress of the shopping trip. It was fun helping my sisters find and buy great new clothes.

“How was your time with Katie?” Rhi smiled as her hand rubbed over Josh’s chest, “I expected that she would keep you satisfied while we were all away.”

Josh chuckled lowly and gave her a wink, “Oh, Katie’s satisfied too. She is resting up in our room.”

Gina lazily pulled her new top over her bare breasts, then swung her legs back over the edge of the table and stood up. She tried at least, but sagged on wobbly knees and ended up leaning into Josh and wrapping her arms around him.

“I guess Gina needed something more than shopping when she got home,” Josh drawled, squeezing Gina tightly while winking at Rhi. 

I stood up and pulled Gina’s skirt down, which had bunched around her hips amid our tryst, then leaned and hugged Rhi tightly.

“I must say, Rhi, I’m so glad there is a man around the house that always knows what we need and works to give it to us—hard.”

“Meaning you, I guess?” Rhi winked at me, not showing any jealousy at my flushed flesh and freshly fucked demeanor.

The five of us laughed and then moved out of Josh’s office. We filed into the kitchen and met Katie walking down the stairs in her yellow bikini.

“Hey guys,” Katie said with a broad grin, “are we going to swim? Or at least soak in the hot tub. I’m a bit sore.”

I could feel Essie was a bit aroused from catching us in the final throes of orgasms, and she quickly shed her clothes, grabbed Katie’s hand, and headed outside.

“A hot tub with you, Katie-slut, sounds wonderful,” Essie said, then winked back at the rest of us.

Josh took Rhi’s hand and followed the pair of girls while Gina and I just looked at each other in a bit of a daze. The bags we brought from the store were piled on the kitchen counter and the sofa. Gina and I shared a look and quickly started collecting the bags and taking them to various rooms. 

“Maid Mode: Activate,” Gina giggled as we walked side by side up the stairs.

“I need a breather,” I sighed happily, “I was not expecting that at all. But I’m always happy to spoil you, Gina-slut.”

“I needed a good spoiling,” Gina smiled, “it was a long day to be away from Josh. I’m not used to waiting.”

“Patience, Gina,” I grinned and tried to give her wise counsel. “You have been a bit spoiled this last week. It’s not always going to be like this.”

Gina was quiet for a bit, then nodded. “You’re right, and I know I can be pretty demanding,” she said, then paused, “Do you remember anything about Friday night? I was thinking about the past week since I touched Josh’s cube. I remember every night except Friday. I remember feeling sad—depressed, but that’s all.”

“Do you remember how you felt before the cube?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Yeah, I do,” Gina said, “I was depressed just like the faint memory of Friday. I remember that more clearly than I do Friday night and Saturday morning.”

“Touching that cube did something to us,” I started, getting some thoughts out that I’d been mulling since my morning conversation with Katie, “we connected to Josh, and we’re his assistants, but it’s more than that. Initially, I didn’t see him in the right light, but I think this connection to him has been good for you—for all of us.”

“I agree, but I just want to know what happened Friday night,” Gina repeated, “I don’t want to go back to feeling so dark again.”

“Something happened, and Josh fixed it.” I explained, “I think it was something beyond his control, and he needed to wait for something to happen. I don’t remember that night either. I’m glad I don’t, Gina. I trust Josh more than I thought I ever would.”

“I trust him, too,” Gina nodded, “he’s made everything better. Are you ready to swim? I’m getting hungry too.”

I looked around and noticed that we had finished putting away all the new clothes from the shopping trip, and then I smiled as I looked at Gina, “Yep! Let’s join them, and I’ll order pizza for delivery.”

By the time we reached the bottom of the stairs, Gina had shed her new dress, and I had sent an order to the pizza place. I pulled my dress off and followed Gina into the hot tub, where the other four were already entwined. Essie and Katie enjoyed kissing and caressing while Rhi leaned back, getting deeply kissed by Josh as he cupped and squeezed her breasts. I pulled Gina into my lap and kissed her as she straddled my thighs, her hands sliding through my hair.

Gina and I couldn’t keep our hands off each other and were soon pushing our bodies to catch up with the rest of the family. I ground my hips into Gina’s probing fingers while catching a glimpse of Katie arching back, her perfect breasts shaking as Essie was between her legs, licking at her pussy. Another look, and I saw Josh fucking Rhi from behind as she bent over the edge of the tub just across from us. I hit my peak, and my hips bucked into Gina’s talented fingers, my own two fingers hooked inside, feeling her young, tight pussy clench around them.

The echoes of our blissful climax bounced off the walls, our connected minds making the peak seem to last forever. Then the doorbell rang, and Josh stepped out of the pool, pulling his trunks over his still-rigid manhood. He toweled off and headed to the door as the five of us caught our breath and met him at the table to eat our pizza feast.

We cuddled on the sofa inside after the sun went down, watching a movie as the darkness deepened. Then Josh joined Gina and me in my bedroom while Rhi led Essie and Katie upstairs to her room. Tomorrow was Monday, and I knew routines would change; Josh’s new job would take his attention. So I was glad to indulge with Gina to pleasure our master, the man who made us complete, happy, and satisfied. We fell asleep in a tangle of warm flesh and soft covers.
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