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Program Alpha-Omega







Episode 1: Omega Finds Alpha
"Mr. Griffin?"
Zack shook himself into awareness as he
realized the entire class was staring at him.  He looked humbly up at his
teacher, and said, "Yes, Mr. Parks?"
"Mr. Griffin, I realize that you may
be fully capable of passing your final as we speak, but it is not seemly for
you to ignore me completely."  There were some chuckles around the room.
"I'm sorry, sir, I got distracted. 
What was the question?"
"Never mind, Mr. Griffin, we'll move
on to someone who is more interested in the material."
As Mr. Parks moved on to another student,
Zack glanced up at the clock.  Another fourteen minutes before this rather
boring review session would be over.  Zack Griffin was ready to pass his final
in Computer Programming, as Mr. Parks had suggested.  Zack spent a great deal
of time dealing with computers.  He made his extra cash by fixing computers,
and teaching people how to use them.  This was his last class, and, while
normally this class would have been his most fun of the day, but he didn't need
the review, and found himself staring out the window, and daydreaming of
Claudia.
Claudia Merris was a senior.  Zack had
met her the year before, at the Freshman Social.  The juniors and seniors of the
Freshman Services Team were responsible for helping the new freshmen adjust to
the high school.  Claudia was a junior then, and held some responsibility that
Zack never had been able to discern.  However, she had asked him to dance right
off the bat, and they had struck up a friendship.  He'd hoped for a date, but
the one time he'd asked her out, to the Valentine's Dance last year, she'd
politely begged off, because she had a death in the family.  Still, they
remained good friends, to the point that they were tutoring each other.  She
needed his help with computers, and he needed a hand with biology.  It was a
comfortable arrangement.
His daydream, however, had been about the
sorts of things he wished they'd been doing last night instead of studying
biology.  He knew the reason Claudia wouldn't date him was because he was an
underclassman.  He didn't like that, but he certainly understood.  Still, it
didn't stop him from fantasizing.
The bell rang, ending an interminably
long class.  Not only was this his last class of the day, but it was Friday, so
he had a weekend to look forward to.  Not that he had anything planned, but he
could sleep in, and play on his computer.  Zack was a computer whiz; he could
write programs as easily as most people wrote letters home.  His father, who
worked for a local computer research company, was extremely proud of his son. 
His mother was just baffled by it all.  The Griffins were very supportive of
Zack, and had told him that his college would be paid for, regardless of what
he wanted to do.  His father secretly hoped that he would join the company, but
would not push him to do so.  His mother was just glad that he had turned out
as well as he had.  She worried about him, because he had no siblings.  After
his birth, complications had made it necessary for her to have a hysterectomy,
and so they had only the one child.  She was relieved that he seemed to have
turned out so well, even if he was something of a loner.

-----

Zack dumped his book bag in a corner and
turned on his computer.  He wandered off to the kitchen while it booted,
returning with a soda and a piece of last night's pizza.  He started up his
internet connection, and changed into jeans and a T-shirt while the connection
was established.  The computer had its own phone line, and Zack spent a large
part of his free time surfing the web and chatting with friends.
Today, he headed over to his favorite
chat room, where a lot of the technically proficient, but often slightly crazy,
computer experts hung out.  He hung out in this room often, because he picked
up tips on hacking, cracking, and generally useful pieces of information on
running systems.  Zack wanted to be system admin for a large corporation when
he got out of college, so he wanted to know all he could.
Today, one of his old friends was hanging
around, just bullshitting with the other chatters.  He immediately acknowledged
Zack's presence.

<Valkyrie359>: Hi, Zmorph!  
(Zmorph was Zack's online name.)
<Zmorph>: Hey, Val.  How's things?
<Valkyrie359>: Oh, just peachy.  You?
<Zmorph>: Bored.  But at least it's a
weekend.
<Valkyrie359>: Got a hot date tonight? ;)
<Zmorph>: Yeah, right.  Not funny.
<Valkyrie359>: Sorry.  I've been waiting for
you, though.  I ran across something you might find interesting.
<Zmorph>: What's that?
<Valkyrie359>: Well, it's a program.  The
author claims it doesn't work, but who knows?  Maybe you could get it to go.
<Zmorph>: What's it supposed to do?
<Valkyrie359>: Oh, nothing much.  You'll
see.  Here's the URL:...
 
No sooner had he given Zack the web
address, than Val had needed to sign off.  Zack wasted no time in heading over
to the site, and having a look.  The page was titled "Failed Projects". 
Not an auspicious beginning.  He read through the description.  This
program was intended to... control people?  Well, no wonder he couldn't get
it to work!  But as Zack kept reading, he realized that the author wasn't
just dreaming, that he had in fact done all the necessary research.  But the
article concluded by stating that the program had not actually worked on any of
five subjects he'd tried it on, and that the author, who identified himself
only as Adam, had not a clue as to why.  Adam was certain that the science was
sound, and that the problem was somewhere in his execution of the elements of
the program, but he had not been able to find it.  He stated that anyone who
wanted to was welcome to try to fix the program, and use it for their own
purposes, so long as they didn't sell it.
Zack downloaded the file, thinking, Well,
hell, I haven't got anything better to do tonight.  I can at least give it a
look and find out what it does do.  Zack was certain that it did not
have any chance of actually controlling people, but he figured it probably had
some pretty cool graphics in it.

-----

He spent the next two hours engrossed in
source code so complicated that it was taking him two or three minutes just to
interpret what each line actually did.  The source was very poorly documented,
and Zack was taking the time to add comments to the code so that he wouldn't
have to re-interpret later.  The thing that struck him was that, while the code
was poorly documented, it was extraordinarily well written.  It was tight, fast
code, that didn't appear to him to have flaws in its basic logic.  Though he
didn't yet have confidence enough in it to compile and run it, he was becoming
aware that the author of this code was smart enough to know what was possible,
and what was a pipe dream, and he began to wonder if there was a possibility
that this program actually might work.
He was interrupted by his mother calling
him to dinner.  He made sure to save his work, and password-locked his system
before heading off to the dinner table.  Conversation at dinner was the usual
dull exchange: Dad had a difficulty with his boss, Mom had to deal with the
cranky dean out at the college.  They asked, as a matter of course, how Zack's
day had been, and he told them it had been dull.  Zack worked his way quickly
through dinner, excusing himself even before dessert.  His parents took only
minor note of that, realizing that he must have some kind of project, which was
usually his only reason for skipping dessert.
Zack returned immediately to the code,
and continued translating what it did, and typing in comment lines.  He worked
well into the night on this, for the program was thousands of lines long.  When
he finally dumped himself into bed at four a.m., exhausted, he had finished
translating the code.  He set his alarm for nine o'clock.  He thought he had
spotted some parts of the code that looked wrong.  He figured this would be a
good weekend project for him.  He had no homework, having finished it all
during school, and so his weekend was completely free.  He fell asleep dreaming
of lines and lines of code whipping by him, and he had to find the one line
that would make it all run.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack was startled out of bed when his
alarm went off that morning.  He tried to shake off the fuzziness in his brain
with a long, hot shower.  His parents slept very late on Saturdays, and so
weren't up yet.  He made himself a bowl of cereal, and considered what he
needed to do to try to get the program working.  He knew that he should run the
program, to see what it actually did, as far as putting things on the
screen, or playing sounds.  After that, he wasn't sure.  He'd decide a little
later.  
Having finished breakfast, he hurried
back to his room, shutting the door and sitting back down in his chair.  Soon,
he was staring at an intensely colorful display with an eerie background
soundtrack.  He felt a strange sort of pull, but was able to shake it off, and
turned the program off.  Now that he had some idea of what the program was
actually producing, he needed to look at Adam's research, which was included
with the source code.
For the next five hours, Zack was
immersed in his project, uncaring of what went on around him.  He delved deeply
into the research text that Adam had included with the program.  He moved back
and forth between the source code and the text, labeling the program as to what
each section was trying to achieve.  He had sections labeled 'Initialization of
Mind Variables', 'Sublimation of Will', 'Opening to Suggestion', and a final
section labeled, 'Suggestions'.  This last section was completely empty, except
for the only comment line that Adam had included in the source:

// See research text for options

Zack had, in fact, looked through that
part of the research text and realized that the code for this section was
remarkably like a script language.  He would have no trouble writing this
section.  But where was the problem?
Of course, Zack didn't actually know
there was a problem.  Although Adam said the program didn't work, there weren't
any options listed under 'Suggestions', which was where the actual commands to
the person were supposed to be entered.  Zack decided to try a hopefully
harmless experiment on himself.  He modified the program to make the watcher "lose"
an hour of time, staring at the screen.  He would try this on himself.  With
any luck, it wouldn't turn him into a zombie.
Taking the precaution of leaving a note
for his parents, Zack began the program, noting the time at 2:46 pm.  The
program ran its course, and closed.  Again, Zack had felt the strange tug of
the program, but when he looked at his watch, it was 2:52 pm.  He had only been
sitting for six minutes.
If Adam had been any less thorough in his
research, Zack would have trashed the program there and then.  But after
reading Adam's files, Zack was nearly as sure as Adam had been that this
technique should work.  He remembered the few places he had thought there were
errors, and he returned to them.
Another four hours passed before Zack was
interrupted from his work.  His mother knocked on the door to announce dinner. 
Once again, he password-locked his screen, and got up.  He rushed through
dinner once again, barely stopping to say anything to his parents.  They were
more amused than annoyed, knowing that he must be on to something very
interesting.
Zack had identified, during the
afternoon, six different places in which the program seemed to be flawed.  He
started with the first.  Over the next hours, he coded and compiled and ran the
program with no regard for time.  Finally, pushing exhaustion, Zack laid his
head down on his desk, and fell asleep...

-----

...Claudia stood before him in a
skin-tight dress, unzipped well below her tits.  Her breasts stood proudly from
her chest, pushing the fabric of the dress open enticingly.  The dress ended
several inches above her knee, and was incredibly tight on her legs.  She
sidled up to him, pressing her firm mounds into his chest, and wrapping her
arms around him.
She kissed him hotly on the lips, her
body pressing tightly into him.  She brought her mouth to his ear, kissing it,
and running her tongue along his earlobe.  She trailed her tongue along the
line of his jaw, the hot sensation of her tongue replaced with the cool
sensation as her wetness evaporated.  As her tongue reached his mouth and
forced its way in, her hand snaked down to his crotch, grasping his cock
firmly-

-----

Zack shot upright in his chair, breathing
hard.  He realized that he had been having the most intense wet dream that he
could ever remember.  He struggled to catch his breath, as his heart was
racing, and his breathing was short and raspy.  Until that moment, he had not
realized just how badly he wanted Claudia Merris.  Of course, he could never
act on those feelings.
Could he?
What if the program works?

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

On that possibility, Zack worked through
the rest of the night.  His mind was fully concentrated on the task at hand,
and ignored the fact that it was noon before he paused long enough to even
realize he was hungry.  He decided to take a break and make himself some
lunch.  He made sure to save and password-protect his work before leaving his
room.
His mother was in the kitchen when he
came down, and she greeted him warmly.
"How is your newest project coming,
dear?" she asked.
"Oh, okay, I guess.  I'm not sure if
it works, yet."
 "What does it do?" she asked. 
Her curiosity was normal, but Zack couldn't very well tell her he was working
on a mind control device.
"It's... just a program to make some
neat special effects."
"Well, don't overwork yourself, dear. 
Have you finished all your school work?"
"Don't have any," he said,
stuffing his sandwich into his mouth.
"Okay.  Well, good luck with your
program.  You will let us see it when it's done, won't you?"
"Um... sure, Mom, no problem." 
Yeah, right.
His mother left the kitchen, and he
quickly finished up his lunch, then returned to his room.

-----

Three hours later, Zack had managed all
of the fixes he'd thought necessary.  He was ready to try his program one more
time.  Once again he scripted a one-hour loss of time.  Checking the time on
his watch, he noted it was 3:22 pm.  Setting his watch on his desk, he started
the program.
It began as it had before, but quickly it
deviated.  The light patterns drew him in, the sounds penetrating his mind, filling
his senses.  The lights swirled and continued, drawing him deeper and deeper. 
The sound soothed him, relaxing his mind and body.  He felt as if his body was
floating, weightless.  His muscles were completely relaxed, his body felt like
Jell-O.  The sensations continued for what felt like hours.  The colors and
swirls filled his mind, allowing him no thoughts.  He was only able to absorb
the patterns before him.  The sound became more than just music to his ears, he
felt as if the sound itself were a river, carrying him away to a warm,
comfortable world.
The colors and the music began to fade,
much too soon for Zack's taste.  His consciousness climbed up out of its haze,
and he found himself sitting back in his chair in front of his desk.  He felt
totally refreshed, as if he'd had a good night's sleep.  He looked at his
watch.  4:23 pm.  Hot damn, it works!
It was at this point that Zack decided to
keep a journal of what had to be the biggest discovery in history.  He thought
he should name his program, too.  His program?  That was hardly fair. 
Most of the really breakthrough work had been done by Adam.  Zack wished he
could find Adam to let him know, but there had been no contact information on
the website, and it was an anonymous site.  Well, if I can't tell him about
it, at least I can include him somehow in the program's name.  After
rejecting names like "Mind Control A to Z", Zack decided to be more
obscure.  He labeled it "Program Alpha-Omega", because Alpha was the
first letter, and Omega the last letter, of the Greek alphabet.  He created the
graphics for it, and added it to the beginning of the program.  Feeling he had
done a spectacular job for just two days of work, he was fairly proud of
himself.  Now, how to use it?
That was the real question.

-----

Of course, that question did not take
Zachary Griffin very long to answer.  Remembering his dream, he knew that he
wanted to live out that fantasy.  He wondered, though, how he could introduce
her to the program without making her extremely suspicious.  Well, he
thought, before I worry about getting the program into her head, I need to
actually have it ready for her.  He spent the next two hours working up the
"instruction script" for her.  He had redesigned the program from its
original configuration, so that the instruction script was externally kept. 
This meant that he did not have to recompile the program each time he wanted to
change the instructions.
Having formulated his instruction set for
Claudia, Zack saved the information, shut down his computer, and headed down to
dinner.  His parents noticed that, unlike the last two days, he was not rushing
to finish his meal.  He was, however, very quiet.
"Is everything okay, Zack?" his
father asked.
"Huh?  Oh, sure," he returned.
"You seem upset about something,
dear," his mother said, not really asking a question.
"No, not really.  Just thinking
about something."
"How's your project coming?"
his father queried.
"Pretty good.  I'm stuck on a minor
point, is all.  Nothing significant."
"Is there anything we can do to
help?" his mother asked.
"Nah.  I really want to do this
myself, ya know?"
"Of course.  Well, good luck, son,"
his father concluded as he got up from the table.

-----

Zack headed back up to his room, and
flopped down on his bed, staring up at the ceiling.  How to get Claudia
Merris to look at the program...
"Duh!" he almost shouted,
sitting up so fast he got headrush.  He laid back down as he continued
thinking, She comes over here three times a week to learn computer stuff.  I
can just have her look at it then!  I can tell her it's some game... no, she
won't buy that... It's a relaxation program?  Yeah, that works, a relaxation
program to help people concentrate.
Having relieved himself of that problem,
another one popped up almost instantly.  How do I know if the program works
on her?  I mean, it worked on me, but what if she's different somehow? 
Zack thought this one over for a few moments, and then realized that this was
fairly simple to do, and he powered up his computer to add the lines of code to
his script, to both relax her, and to add a final command that would make her
gesture in a certain way, indicating the program had worked.  That takes
care of that.  Hopefully, tomorrow will be a very entertaining day for me.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack was on an emotional high Monday
morning, both from the expectation of what was to come, and the simple thrill
at having performed so well over the weekend.  His classmates had seen him this
way before, and chalked it up to his usual oddness.  He could not have cared
less about their opinion of him now, for he was going to achieve a goal he had
long ago given up hope for.
The day flew by for Zack, and he soon
found himself in the cafeteria for lunch.  He looked across the room, and there
was Claudia, her long brown hair cascading down her back, her deep brown eyes
were warm and radiant, her face a friendly invitation.  From this angle, he
could not see her front, but he knew that her breasts would be filling out her blouse
nicely, firm globes behind the silky pale yellow material.  Her ass was
luscious, and he admired it from where he stood.
He managed to sit down at an empty table
while still keeping his eyes on Claudia.  She was sitting with other seniors,
most notably her best friend, Stephanie.  Zack took the opportunity to notice
the differences in the two girls.  Stephanie's dirty blonde hair fell only to
her shoulders, but it framed her round face nicely.  Her brown eyes were hooded
in an almost sleepy expression that belied her keen intelligence.  Her pouting
lips and slightly upturned nose filled out a lovely face.  Her breasts were not
as large as Claudia's, but just as firm.  Her taste in clothing, however, was
much more liberal.  While Claudia was wearing a pale yellow blouse and a
matching skirt, Stephanie was wearing a tight-fitting red dress that stopped
well short of her knees.  Stephanie was definitely a knockout, but beyond Zack's
reach.  She was cordial to him, but not exactly friendly.  She made it abundantly
clear that she only tolerated him for Claudia's sake.  He would never have a
chance with her.
Unless the program works.
That thought came unbidden, and he knew
instantly that it was true.  If his program worked, he could have any girl in
the school.  Hell, he could have them all, if he so chose.  Not that he'd want
them all, but it was an interesting thought to be diverted by while he ate.  He
scanned the cafeteria, finding other girls who would be worthy of attention, if
the program worked.
Finishing up his lunch, he took his tray
to the rack.  Before leaving the cafeteria, he walked over to where Claudia was
sitting.
"Oh, hey, Zack," Claudia said
cheerfully.  The rest of the seniors either nodded, or ignored him.  Stephanie
kept her face under tight control, but nodded politely to him.
"Hi, Claudia.  You're gonna be over
for tutoring tonight, right?"  Though he tried not to seem too anxious,
the question was perfectly normal, as Claudia had a tendency to forget about
their tutoring sessions.
"Sure, Zack.  Seven, right?"
 "Yeah.  Okay, I'll see you later,
then.  Bye, Stephanie," Zack added mischievously.  Stephanie barely took
the time to recognize he was speaking to her.

-----

Zack now waited through the longest part
of his day.  He knew she was coming.  He was pretty sure his plan would work. 
But he had to wait for another- he checked his watch- five hours and fifteen
minutes before he could put it into action.  He feigned interest in the subject
his teacher was lecturing over as he thought about what he would do to the
beautiful Ms. Merris once she was under his control.

-----

As soon as he got home, Zack showered and
changed into more comfortable clothing.  He wanted clothing that would be easy
to remove, and so chose sweats and a T-shirt.  He didn't think she would find
that odd, and his parents hardly cared what he wore at home, though they
insisted he dress properly for school, which meant new jeans and a decent
pullover shirt.  Not that he minded, but it wasn't as comfortable as his old,
faded jeans with the holes and his well-worn T-shirts.  Having prepped for the
evening, Zack tried to pass the time online.  But none of his friends were
online this afternoon, so there was no one to talk to.  He logged off and
tromped out to the den to immerse himself in some mindless television
entertainment.
Even this held little appeal this
afternoon, but he put up with it until dinner time.  He ate his meal quickly,
giving short answers to his parents' questions about how school had gone, and
once finished, he hustled into his room to prepare for Claudia's arrival.
Finally, at her usual time, Claudia
arrived.  They went into his room and he closed the door.  Though it was
unusual for him to close the door all the way, nobody seemed to notice the
difference.
"So," Claudia said, "What
are we learning about tonight?"
"Well, we're supposed to cover some
of the finer points about pointers," he said, trying to be witty, and
failing, as usual.  "But first, I've got a program I've been working on
that I'd like you to look at."  His heart nearly stopped as he said it,
hoping she would not object.
She didn't.  "Okay.  What's it for?"
"Well, it's supposed to help people
relax, so that they can work more efficiently.  Or, in our case, hopefully
study more effectively."
"Cool.  Let's see it."
Zack walked over to his computer and
double-clicked an icon.  The opening graphics popped up immediately.
"Neat," Claudia responded.
"You ain't seen nothin' yet,"
Zack said under his breath.
The graphics began to whirl and spin on
the screen, and the sounds gushed forth from the speakers.  Zack had added
commands to the script so that he would not be affected by it.  Claudia sat
calmly, watching the display, not moving at all.  Of course, since Zack had
never tried the program on anyone, he didn't know what she was supposed to do,
except for the gesture at the end...
Which never came.  The program wrapped
up, and cleared the screen back to the operating system, but Claudia did not
make the special gesture.  She turned to Zack and said, "That was very
relaxing.  I think you did a good job with it.  We should use that before each
of our sessions."
Zack agreed, but was certainly
disheartened.  What could have gone wrong?  Of course, he would have to
look over the program again.  It had worked on him.  He would have to find out
why it had not worked on her.
Their tutoring session was not as useful
as it could have been, but Claudia didn't seem to notice.  Near the end, she
thanked him for his help, as she usually did.  Just before leaving the house,
however, she asked him, "Are you ready for your bio test tomorrow?"
Oh, shit!  He'd forgotten all
about his biology test in the rush to finish the program.  He quickly cleared
his face and said, "Sure, no problem."
"There better not be.  We spent way
too much time studying for that test for you to screw it up."  She said
good night, and walked down the drive to her car.  As he closed the door, he
wondered what he was going to do.  He could barely remember the items they had
studied last week.
And I need to look over the program! 
Wait a minute... I wonder if the program can help me with the test.  I remember
reading somewhere that you never actually forget anything, it's just that you
have trouble recalling it.  Well, hell, it's worth a try.  Maybe I can program
myself for a perfect memory.
Zack trotted back to his room, and began
coding a script for himself.  It didn't take him more than fifteen minutes to
have what he considered a satisfactory script, and he wasted no time in running
it.  The script he had written was specific to the test, and would last only
until the test was returned to him with a grade.  He didn't want to be accused
of cheating, and then not be able to reproduce the results.  Zack's mind
blanked as before while the program ran, and it still seemed forever as he sat
there waiting for it to end.
Once the program did clear the screen
finally, Zack shook his head, and immediately realized that it had, indeed,
worked!  He quickly scanned the practice quiz that his teacher had given, and
found that he was able to remember the answer to every question on it
correctly.  Hot damn!  I've just come up with the easiest possible way to
get an A at school!
But his high was muted by tonight's
failure.  He didn't know what had gone wrong.  The program obviously worked
flawlessly on him, so why didn't it work on Claudia?  With stolid
determination, he trudged once more into his code, looking for the answer.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack was no closer to an answer eight
hours later.  When he looked at the clock and realized that he had only an hour
and a half before his alarm would go off, he nearly panicked.  How would he be
able to focus for the test?  How would he even be able to stay awake?
Once again, his thoughts turned to the
program.  He knew that there were states of mind that were actually more
restful than normal sleep.  He wondered if he could conjure up such a state in
himself.  Well, if nothing else, I can do my first experiment over again. 
That was pretty restful.  Zack took an almost careless five minutes to code
the program, and booted it up without a second thought...

-----

...Zack was surrounded by swirls of
colors and patterns.  Sound caressed his ears, his brain, his very soul.  His
body felt weightless, completely without form.  He was totally relaxed and
serene.
But he was not alone.  Now, swimming
around him in the ethereal mist, were scores upon scores of women.  He knew he
had not programmed this into the script, but it took him a few moments even to
realize that he was thinking inside the dream-state.  That hadn't
happened before, either.  Just then, one of the women, scantily clad and
looking remarkably like Claudia, approached.  She caressed his misty form, and
he felt the touch, electric to his body.  Her words echoed directly into his
mind. <<In this place, all is as you would have it.  We are here for
your enjoyment.>>
Oh, yeah? he thought, Can you
tell me why the code doesn't work on Claudia?  He hardly expected an
answer.  He certainly didn't expect what he got.
The lines of the program began to whiz
past his field of vision.  He noted three places marked in red, The voice
again, <<We hear, and obey.>>
The Claudia-ghost approached him again. 
Her tenuous lips pressed against his, the softest velvet touch.  Her hand
glided across his chest, pressing as lightly as a warm summer mist.  Then her
essence flowed away from him.
Wait!  Come back! he cried, not
wanting to lose this, even if it were fantasy.
<<There will be another time.  Now,
you must go.>>
At that moment, his mind rose out of the
depths of his dream-state.  His body was relaxed, and he realized that the hour
and a half had passed.  He noted that he did feel quite refreshed, and that he
seemed alert and focused.  He hoped that this would remain the case throughout
the day.
He wrote off the "answer" to
his question in the dream.  After all, it was just a dream.  How could it
possibly know what the answer was?  I'll have to keep looking when I get
home.  That thought disgusted him as he walked out the door to catch the
school bus.  He hated having to find his own mistakes.

-----

His classmates noted the change in
attitude.  However, since Zack was prone to mood swings, they did not take much
notice.  The few people he would have called friends did make an effort to stay
away from him throughout the day, the look on his face not inviting
conversation.  Inside, his mind turned the problem over and over, trying to
find the flaws in his programming technique.
However, when the time came for his
biology test, the information that he had studied with Claudia the previous
week flowed forth from the depths of his memory, allowing him to breeze through
the test.  Since he did not want to be the first one done, he went over his answers
two more times, to double-check that his memory was not misleading him.  In
every case, he found that he had the right answer.  Finally, after two or three
others had turned in their tests, Zack handed his in, and returned to his seat,
and his problem.  He scowled as he tried to reconcile the success of the
program on him with the utter failure of it on Claudia.  His teacher assumed
the expression related to the test.  Zack was not known for doing well on such
tests.

-----

Zack grumped and grumbled his way through
the rest of the school day, and trudged to his room when he got home.  He
turned on his computer, and changed as it booted up.  He immediately began to
dissect the code, and waded deep into the mire of pointers, strings, and
objects.
Three hours later, his mother called him
to supper.  He nearly cursed at her as he realized how much time he had spent
trying to find something that was not forthcoming.  His surly behavior kept his
parents' inquisitiveness to a minimum.  They were familiar with his moods, and
knew it was best to let him be when he got like this.
After dinner, he slumped into his chair,
not knowing what to do.  Suddenly, the thoughts from his dream came back to
him.  Well, what can it hurt?  He tried to recall the three points where
the code had been marked in red.  He easily recalled two of them, but the third
proved elusive, until he decided to simply scroll down the text until his brain
said Stop!  And there before him was the third section of code.  He
recognized it, now, because of the unique pattern the commands made on the
screen.

-----

After printing out the three sections of
code, he examined them closely to see why these might be causing the problem. 
In a flash of inspiration, it occurred to him that the pattern used in the will
sublimation matrix might be person-specific, or at least gender-specific, given
that it would be a remarkable coincidence that a person-specific code would
have worked on him on the first try.  The three pieces of code all dealt with
the will sublimation matrix, and Zack thought he had an idea of how he might be
able to correct this problem, if it were, in fact, gender specific.  He would
invert certain portions of the pattern, in accordance with the research that
Adam had provided.  He hoped he was doing this correctly, given that he was
working from an unproven hypothesis from an unknown source based on
unsubstantiated research.  Hey, what have I got to lose?  The program still
works on me, so my grades are going to be killer from now on!
The modifications took him only an hour
to make, and the verification loop in the program said that the program would
run as predicted.  Of course, it could not tell him whether it would work or
not...
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And it didn't.  Once again, Claudia came
over for tutoring, and, at her own request, Zack showed her the program.  But
the "verification gesture", as he'd taken to calling it, was not
displayed.  Damn it all to hell.  Well, he hadn't really expected to get
it right, had he?  Maybe he ought to just settle for what he had.
But he really wanted the girl.
Once again, his tutoring was a distracted
effort.  Claudia didn't really notice this, as she was struggling enough with
the concepts of computer programming.  The lesson passed by quickly, and soon
it was time for Claudia to go home.
Returning to his room after seeing her
out, Zack sat down once more in his chair.  He now knew that his dream had been
just that.  There were no bad marks in his code, he should have known that. 
The idea just didn't work.  But then how to explain its effect on me?  Mind
over matter?  Have I been able to convince myself that it works, and so it
automatically does?  No, that can't be it, because I really didn't think it
would work that first time.
Maybe the dream can help me...
That last thought seemed strange, almost
not part of himself.  But he didn't argue with it.  Whether it contained the
answers he sought or not, it had been a pleasant enough experience.
He fired up that program, using the same script
he had used before.  Once again he almost felt the colors floating
around him.  And soon, the ethereal crowd had gathered around him again.
<<You are not happy.>>
The answer you gave me did not work.
<<It was incomplete.>>
Why?
<<Not enough time.>>
What is the rest of the answer?
<<Focus, and remember.>>
Before him, Zack saw flashes of the will
matrix, noting the old version, that he was using right now, and beside it, the
Claudia version.  He noted that there were again red marks throughout the
Claudia matrix.  He also noted that there were two red marks in his own.
What does this all mean?
<<You already know that.>>
Who, or what, are you?
<<We are you.>>
Huh?
But Zack did not have time to get an
answer.  His consciousness was drawn back to reality as the program finished
its course.  "We are you"?  What the hell does that mean? 
Letting that go for the moment, Zack
immediately began to mark down the changes that the dream had indicated.  He
went back and changed all of the red marked sections of Claudia's matrix.  He
was hesitant about making changes to his own, however.  He labeled the
sections, and noted the required changes, but did not actually make them.  He
wouldn't fully trust the dream until he knew what it meant by We are you.
Having finished up all of the appropriate
changes, Zack would have to wait until Friday, almost two full days away,
before seeing if the new Claudia matrix would work.
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Zack was almost back to normal on
Thursday.  He had done all he could on the program until he learned whether or
not the new changes were successful.  And he wouldn't find that out until
tomorrow night, when Claudia would come over to study again.  So, although he
was full of expectation, he easily kept it in check by reminding himself that
he was now being counseled on how to fix the program by a voice in his head.
He lounged through his day, knowing that,
working on Claudia or not, the program would allow him to recall all of the
information from his classes with ease.  He breezed through them all, until
lunch.
Lunch was when Claudia changed their
usual meeting time.
Lunch was when Zack agreed to meet with
her tonight instead of tomorrow, because she wanted to go to the game.
Lunch was when Zack's heart started to
pound in anticipation of what might be this evening.

-----

Zack was flustered for the rest of the
day.  He had established in his mind that he had a one day buffer, that he
would be able to just relax and wait.  Now, that was not to be.  As he got
off the bus, though, something in his head said, All will be fine.
It had that voice.  The voice from
the dream.  Zack stood rock still until he was sure that he was not going
completely crazy, that the voice had only been in his head.  He shook his head
as he walked in the front door, thinking, I've got to find out what the hell
is going on with me.  Does the program cause you to go crazy?  Is it some sick
joke by Adam, where he makes you think you can control people, but really it
just turns you into a schizophrenic?
<<All will be fine.>>
The voice sounded very reassuring.  And it was enough to almost convince Zack
that everything would, in fact, be fine.
Except that he was listening to voices in
his head.

-----

Once again, Zack went through his preparation
ritual, showering and changing into comfortable clothing.  He'd already told
his mother that Claudia would be coming over tonight to study.  As expected,
she had no problem with that.  She was proud that her son was able to help out
a senior.
Dinner was a strained affair for Zack,
who was terribly anxious about the evening.  Once dinner was through, he went
to his room to make sure that everything was ready.  He busied himself until
Claudia arrived.

-----

As he opened the door to greet her, it
was almost as if he were letting an angel into his house.  Her long brown hair
flowed over her shoulders, parting to tumble down both her front and back.  Her
face was framed by those beautiful tresses, and her eyes sparkled.  Her mouth
parted in a welcome smile.  Zack let her in, noting that she had worn a T-shirt
that was fairly loose, and tight jeans that accented her long legs and round
ass to good effect.
He followed her into his room, and again
shut the door.  This had become standard practice through the week, and now he
didn't expect her to question it.  She didn't.
"I wanna thank you for agreeing to
see me tonight instead of tomorrow, Zack.  I really want to see the game.  It's
pretty rare that my dad takes the time to take us kids to anything, and I don't
want to miss it.  But I can't afford to miss our tutoring sessions, either,
since I'm struggling as it is to keep up."
"No problem, Claudia.  Well, let's
get started.  You want to use the relaxation program again?"
"Can we?  It really does seem to
help."
"Sure, I don't mind."  Zack
started up the program, and sat back to watch.
About two minutes into the presentation,
he noticed Claudia begin to shudder slightly.  He hadn't seen her do that
before, but he couldn't say for sure that it was because of the program. 
However, when her shudders become mildly worse, he had to admit that they
probably were the result of the program having an effect on her.  This was a
positive sign.
Finally, the program ran its course. 
This was when Zack held his breath.  Claudia just sat there for a good thirty
seconds.  Then, her left hand rose from her lap, and came to rest on her right
breast.  She moved it slowly across her chest to her left breast, and then
diagonally down, across her stomach to her right hip.  Moving her hand back
across her stomach, she paused to allow her fingers to dip briefly between her
legs, and then her hand finished its movement at her left hip.  She had just
unknowingly drawn a "Z" on her chest, in a very enticing manner. 
This was the verification gesture, and Zack now knew that the program had
worked.
Zack moved his chair close to Claudia,
and then moved into her field of vision.  As soon as she saw him, she turned to
him.  She brought her hands up to his face, pulling it gently to her.  Their
lips touched, gently at first, but with growing pressure.  Her kiss was,
indeed, the softest of velvet, her tongue slipping lightly across his lips
until they parted to admit her.
As her tongue began to caress the inside
of his mouth, he casually ran his hands up her sides.  Finally, he reached her
breasts, and he cupped them firmly in his hands.  He could feel her tits
encased in a bra, and he longed to have them bared to his touch.  She moaned
into his mouth at the feel of his hands on her body.
He broke their kiss long enough to say, "Rub
my dick."
Immediately her hands moved down to his
crotch.  As their kissing resumed, he felt both of her hands press against the
sides of his cock, rubbing gently up and down its length.  He moaned quietly
into her mouth, encouraging her to continue.  Her hands moved along the length
of his rod, and one moved down to fondle his balls through his sweatpants.  He
was just about ready to tell her to suck him off.
Then came the knock on the door.
Quickly, they disengaged, though Zack had
to quietly order Claudia to back off.  Once they were squared, which seemed
forever, but Zack was certain was just a couple of seconds, he said, "Come
in."
His mother opened the door and peaked
in.  "Are you guys okay in here?  I thought I heard a funny noise."  What's
funny about moaning in pleasure? Zack wondered.
"We're fine," he answered.  "Just
about to begin studying."
"Okay.  Well, don't work too hard." 
His mother walked away, but left the door open.  He couldn't close it without
raising suspicion, and he certainly couldn't return to what he had been doing
with it open.
Shit.
Next time, Claudia, we won't be
interrupted.
And he'd have to figure out how to do
that.
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Episode 2: Removing the Parental Controls

Zack wasn't sure how to feel Friday
morning.  He'd come within moments of realizing his dreams with Claudia, and
yet his mother had interrupted and short-circuited his plans.  Surely there
must be a way to get around his parents.  It was a sign of his frustration that
the obvious solution didn't come to him until lunchtime.  He was, once again,
sitting alone, trying to watch Claudia covertly.  She caught him looking at
her, and she just smiled and waved.
Her friend Stephanie turned to see who
she was waving at.  When she saw him, she asked Claudia, "What is it with
you and that guy?  He's creepy."
Claudia looked at her as if she'd just
said the moon was about to crash into the Earth.  "Huh?  No, Zack's really
nice, once you get to know him."  She added to herself, "Really nice..." 
Her eyes sort of glazed over, but Stephanie snapped her out of it.
"You really need a new boyfriend if
you're starting to look at the sophomores.  Geez, Claudia..."
Of course, Zack couldn't hear their
conversation from where he was.  And, truth be told, once Claudia had caught
him watching her, he'd stopped looking, returning to the problem of how to get
his parents out of the way, so he could finish what they'd begun.  How do I
get them to leave us alone while we make out?  I mean, it's not like I can take
my computer on a car trip.  And I need the program to...  Idiot!  The Program,
of course!  It works on me, it works on Claudia, it must work on everybody...
all I have to do is program Mom and Dad to leave us alone together, so we can
have some fun.
Now that Zack knew what to do, he had to
tolerate two more hours of school until he could do anything about it.  Once
again, he took a little berating from Mr. Parks for not paying attention.  If
he only knew what I was doing...

-----

Once home, Zack's theoretical answer to
his problem had to be put into practice, and that became something of a
problem.  It was troublesome for two reasons: first, he'd never actually tried
to program for more than one person, and second, he wasn't sure how to script
the actions to make someone NOT do something.
"Oh well," he said to himself. 
"Nothing to it but to do it..."  Once more he delved into his code. 
Along the way, he made a few minor changes to the program itself, so that now
not only were the command scripts external to the program, but so was the
matrix.  This allowed him to make changes to that more easily, so that he could
save the matrices for different people.  He spent the night working on a matrix
for his parents, having to adjust for age, and some other psychological factors
revealed in Adam's research.  By the time he'd worked it all up, it was after
two in the morning.  He quickly zonked out on his bed, not bothering to set an
alarm for the next morning.  He wouldn't see Claudia again until Tuesday, so he
had time...
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...His dreams were troubled.  Unlike the
pleasant dreams he'd been having, there were no ethereal maidens.  He was
enshrouded in a storm of colors, a swirling mass of unease.  He was running
down corridors, not knowing which way to turn.  He ended up in one blind alley
after another, having to retrace his steps and choose another path.  He came to
one more blind alley, but this time, when he turned around, the path behind him
had closed.  The walls slowly began to close in on him.  Just as he was about
to be crushed, he bolted upright in bed, awake.  A last vestige of the dream
echoed through his head...
 <<You've forgotten something...>>
Or was it part of the dream?  It sounded
awfully familiar...  Eh.  Just a bunch of bullshit my head dreamed up. 
Probably from all the weird shit I've been watching on television lately. 
Looking at the clock, he saw it was already ten in the morning.  He got up and
showered, then headed down for some breakfast.  He noted the house was empty,
and then remembered his parents had gone on a little outing together.  They'd
been talking about it at dinner last night, but he'd been so wrapped up in his
project that he hadn't paid any attention.  He did recall they would be back
before midnight, so he figured he'd just use the program on them when they got
home.
For the rest of the day, he lounged
about, watching TV, reading a little, surfing the Web.  As usual, he didn't
have any homework, because he tried to make sure his weekends were free.  He
nuked some leftovers for dinner, and settled down to watch some movies until
his parents came home.

-----

His parents made it in around ten that
night, having spent the day first looking for a new car, and then driving out
to see his father's brother.  Grant Griffin's brother was in a sanitarium,
having been the victim of chemical poisoning as a child.  It was rather sad,
and Zack didn't like to go visit him.  His father understood, and didn't force
him to, though he and his wife, Sharon, went at least once a month out to visit
him.  They were both pretty worn out as they hung up their coats.  Zack thought
this might be a help to his program, not having fully alert minds to cope with.
"Hi, guys.  So, any luck finding a
car?" Zack asked.
"Well, we found lots we liked, it's
just that most of those crooks want way too much money for them.  We'll keep
looking," his father answered.  "So, what did you do all day?"
"Oh, the usual.  I finished up that
program I was working on.  You guys said you wanted to see it..."  Zack
sort of let the question hang.
His father stifled a yawn.  "Will it
take long?"
"Nah, just five or six minutes."
"Okay.  How about it, Shar?"
His mother just nodded and said, "Lead
the way."
They moved down the hallway to Zack's
room, where his computer was already on.  He entered his password, and let the
system come up.  "You'll want to stand right in front of it, 'cause that's
where you get the best view," he said, moving out of the way as he
double-clicked the icon to start the program.
Zack wasn't paying that close of
attention to his parents as the program ran.  He just sat back on his bed,
waiting for it to finish.  As it got closer to finishing, though, he did look
to see that they were "under".  And it was clear that something was
wrong.  While his mother was acting just as Claudia had, his father was not. 
He was, in fact, looking more at her now, a look of concern on his face.  The
clincher was when the program finished up.  Zack went pale as his mother's hand
traveled across her chest, and down, and across, dipping between her thighs.  Oh,
shit!  I didn't change the gesture!
Not that it should have mattered.  Had they
both been under, only he would have noticed.  But his father was clearly not
under, and he was looking at his wife with worry now.  He looked to Zack for an
explanation, but he just shrugged.  They thought his program was just some
pretty graphics: he wasn't about to hint that it had anything to do with her
reaction.
His mother soon cleared her expression,
however, and when she spoke, her voice was clear and strong.  "That's very
nice work, Zack.  You have a real talent for this sort of thing.  Don't you
think so, Grant?"
Her husband stammered out, "Y-yeah,
right, Sharon.  Good work, son.  Look, we'd better get to bed, it's been a hell
of a day."
His parents each bid him good-night, and
left him alone.
Why didn't the program work on Dad?
<< You've forgotten something...>>
What?
His query was met with silence.
Fine, dammit!  If it must be in
the dream world, then let's go in the dream world!
Zack booted up the script he'd written
for himself, having modified it to allow him to slip into a natural sleep after
the special dream-state.  He double-clicked the icon, and quickly moved over to
his bed, where he could still easily see the screen.
Once again, Zack was immersed in the
sounds and colors of the program.  Once again, his body relaxed into a blissful
state.  And once again, he was surrounded by his bevy of ethereal maidens.  The
Claudia-maiden approached him as usual, and began to caress his dream-body,
sending electric charges through him.
<< We are glad you have returned...
but you are not happy.>>
I am confused.
<< How may we be of
assistance?>>
Why didn't the program work on my Dad?
<< You have forgotten something...>>
So that was you!  What did I
forget?
<<Your father is a male.  Your
mother is a female.>>
Damn!  How could I have been so dumb
as to forget that!  But, how do I integrate both sexes into a single will
matrix?
<<Observe, and learn...>>
Once again, the language of the matrix
flowed before his vision.  He saw that there were many red areas this time. 
Luckily, he had added commands to the script to give him instant recall of this
dream, so that he need not fear forgetting it all before he awoke.  He noted
that the matrix was much bigger than before, almost triple in size.  He
wondered that it would be more than just double, but the maidens had retreated
from him so that he might study the matrix.  He took it all in as it moved past
his eyes, and he absorbed all of the information.
Once it had all assimilated, he wanted to
ask the maidens more questions, but they refused.
<< Soon, you will understand. 
But not now.>>
Who are you?
<<We are you.>>
With that, they faded off into the
distance, and Zack faded from dream-world into sleep, where his dreams were no
less unusual, but much less vivid.

-----

In his parents' bedroom, however, the
activity was less placid.  They had gotten ready for bed, as they normally
would, and Grant was waiting for Sharon to emerge from the bathroom, so that he
could ask her what had happened to her in their son's room.  When the bathroom
door opened, however, Grant's mouth refused to work, as he realized his wife
was not wearing her usual cotton nightgown.  She was not, in fact, wearing
anything at all.  The light from the bathroom silhouetted her figure, until she
turned it off, submerging the room into darkness.  She moved quietly over to
the bed, crawling across it to her husband.
Grant was totally unprepared for this, as
Sharon was never the one to initiate sexual activity.  His mind reeled as her
soft lips brushed against his earlobe, whispering into his ear, "I need
you, Grant.  I need you now."  Her hands pulled down the covers,
and moved over his pajama-covered chest.  He thought to protest, but his wife
was so ardent about it, and, truth be told, her hands and mouth felt very
good.  She was kissing his neck now, moving around and up to his mouth.  Their
lips locked, her tongue forcing its way into his mouth, dueling with his, then
withdrawing, enticing his tongue into her mouth.
Meanwhile, her hand reached down to his
pajama bottoms, reaching under the waistline to massage his dick outside of his
briefs.  He moaned into her mouth, encouraging her to continue, while his hands
reached out to caress her smooth skin, one hand finding a breast while the
other reached down to caress her ass, and pull her over onto him.
Both of her hands now reached down,
inside of his underwear and caressed his hard cock.  He groaned with the
pleasure of it, now fondling her ass with both hands, their lips still locked
in sensual embrace.  She could feel his readiness for more, and she was
determined to give him all he could handle.
Sharon broke their kiss, and slid down
her husband's body.  As she did so, she peeled both his briefs and his pajamas
away from the object of her desire.  Once exposed, Grant's dick stood away from
his body, hard, long, and ready for action.  Seeing it twitch before her eyes,
Sharon could no longer resist her urge.  Her mouth opened and slid over the
head of his cock, sucking him in, her tongue sliding along the underside and
sending shivers throughout his body.
Grant grunted at the sudden pleasure his
dick was reporting to his brain.  Never before had his wife been willing to go
down on him.  He might have questioned why the change, but he was in too much
pleasure to care.  His hands rested gently on her head as it moved on his dick,
her lips sliding over its surface soft as a paintbrush, but making contact the
entire length, which sent tingles up his shaft.
Sharon continued working her mouth and
tongue over her husband's prick, sliding more and more of his length in, until
she felt it hit the back of her throat.  She had never once done this with a
man before, but she seemed to know almost instinctively that Grant would love
this.  Her lips moved faster and faster along his rod, her tongue dancing
around it as her hand softly gripped the portion not in her mouth.  Her other
hand was busy between her legs, massaging her clit to keep herself fully
aroused, to be ready for her husband's entrance.
Grant had not had a mouth on his cock in
over seventeen years, and he didn't remember it ever being this good.  He had
tried everything he knew to hold off, to control himself, but it was no use. 
His wife was a natural cock-sucker, and she was quickly bringing him to the
point of no return.  He tried to warn her, but she only moved faster on his
shaft, her hand now lightly pumping the rest of his cock.  Finally, he had to
let go, and felt his cum explode into her mouth.  His wife, surprisingly,
continued sucking, swallowing all he had to offer.
Nor did she stop sucking when his orgasm
died.  She kept up her oral assault until his cock was fully erect once more,
something he had not anticipated happening.  Before he knew what was going on,
Sharon had straddled his waist, and her hand held his prick at her opening.  He
could feel the heat radiating from her pussy as it neared his cock.  He almost
came again as the velvet skin of her cunt slithered over his rock-hard dick. 
She paused for just a moment when she was fully impaled on him.
Then she leaned forward, and began
rocking.  Her movements were short, quick, and extremely pleasurable.  Her 34-B
tits were swinging before Grant's eyes, and he couldn't resist taking one into
his mouth and sucking on the nipple, swirling his tongue around it.  She
uttered a long, low, "Oh!" of pleasure as his other hand found her
other breast, tweaking the nipple with his thumb as his fingers molded the
flesh.
Her rocking increased in pace as her
climax approached.  She was moving so hard that the bed was slamming against
the wall, and Grant was glad that Zack's room was not next door.  Her moans
became cries of ecstasy as her body was seized with pleasurable spasms of
electric sensation.  She kept up her movement throughout her orgasm, only
slowing as she began to come down from her high.
But Grant had not come inside her yet,
and now that he was fully into his second stride, he needed to finish.  He
pulled her to him, and rolled them both over, so that he was now on top.  He
spread her legs apart with his hips until she moved them up on either side of
his waist.  She looked up at him and gutturally ordered, "Yes!  Fuck me! 
Fuck me until I pass out!"
With that, Grant started rutting into his
wife for all he was worth.  They were moving together with such force he could
actually hear his balls slapping against her ass cheeks.  He reached down, and
pulled her ankles up to his shoulders, giving a better angle for him to push
into her.  Sharon's cries of joy filled the room, and were probably easily
audible to Zack, but Grant no longer cared.  He continued ramming into his
wife, faster and faster.  She orgasmed repeatedly from the fucking, and he was
starting to feel the tingle in his balls.  He began to play with her tits as he
thrust into her, sending her ever higher.  Finally, his cum erupted from his
prick, filling her cunt with his seed.  Her orgasm at that point wracked her
body, sending her into convulsions of pure bliss.  They each grunted through
their climaxes, until, at last, spent and weary, Grant rolled off of his wife,
and lay beside her on the bed.
Looking over, he found, to his utter
amazement, that he had, indeed, fucked her until she passed out.

-----

The man sat alone, working at his desk in
a darkened office, his desk lamp casting a pool of light across its surface,
but fading quickly back into the inky darkness of the room.  He was studying
the pages of a technical document, the lines and squiggles seemingly
meaningless, but with definite purpose for the man reading them.  His brow
furrowed as he made notes on changes to a specific area of one diagram, and
cursed when he was interrupted by a discreet knock at the door.
"Come!" he ordered.
The door opened to reveal one of his
underlings, one who had been with him almost since the beginning.  This one had
almost made a breakthrough, but had been stymied by some as-yet unknown fault.
"Yes, what is it, William?" the
man asked.
"Sir, the program has been accessed."
"Oh, really?" interest, for
they might yet find their target.  "By whom?"
"Online name of Zmorph."
"A screen name is worse than useless
to me, William."  Anger.  Disgust.  Aggression.  The information was not
what he'd hoped for.
"I am aware of that, sir.  We've
located his ISP.  We'll have a name for you within the day."
"Very well.  Thank you, William,
that will be all."  Resignation; a sigh.  The information might yet be
theirs.
"Yes, sir," William said as he
closed the door, leaving the man alone with his diagrams, and with his
thoughts.
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Zack woke up fully refreshed from his
sleep, and immediately set to working on his new matrix.  He only really needed
one that would work on his father now, but he figured he might have need of
such a dual-role matrix later on.  It took him only two hours to copy from his
memory onto his screen all the items seen in the dream world.  I still wish
I knew who those ladies were, though.  It's just weird to be listening to some
voice, without knowing what it really is.  And why wouldn't they answer me my
other questions?
Having completed his work, and noting
that it was time for lunch, he headed downstairs to make himself his usual
sandwich and chips.  He ate peacefully, until his father wandered in.  He
looked a little bedraggled, still in his pajamas, but they were rumpled far
more than they should have been just from being slept in.  His father got
himself a cup of hours-old coffee, and slumped down in the chair across from
Zack.
"Son, what the hell is that program
you wrote really all about?" Grant demanded.
"Huh?  Dad, it's just a bunch of
graphics.  Mr. Parks wants us to have a good audio-visual display in our last
project of the year.  I figure this one to take the top of the class."
"Don't bullshit me, Zack.  I know
it does something other than show pretty pictures.  You did something to your
mother last night, didn't you?"
"Dad, I don't know what you're
talking about."  Well, he wished he didn't, anyway.  "What are you
saying?  Is Mom sick or something?"
Yeah, 'or something' is right...  "Your
mother is not behaving like herself.  Or, at least, she didn't last night."
"How so?"
"What do you mean, 'How so'?  You
mean, you didn't hear anything last night?"
"I went to bed right after you guys
left my room.  I was probably asleep before you guys got undressed."
Well, that's a relief, anyway... I'd
hate Zack to think we were some kind of animals in bed.  Though, last night was
a lot more fun than we've had in years in bed...  "Zack, be honest,
what does your program do?"
"Look, Dad, it's just a bunch of
fractal graphics, and some cool sounds.  You want to see it again, just to
prove it?  Without Mom this time, so you can pay attention."
"Okay, that would be a good idea." 
It never occurred to Grant that the program might be changed to adjust
to the target, and he'd already seen it once with no effect.
The two of them headed up to Zack's room,
where they repeated last night's run.  Not entirely, though.  Zack realized, as
he had made the new matrix, that he had used Claudia's matrix to build the one
for his parents.  That might explain what his father was hinting at had
happened the night before.  It was an unexpected effect, but his Dad really
wasn't complaining too hard about it, so Zack figured it would be okay.
The new matrix, being so much larger,
took nearly twice as long to run.  But at the end of it, his father committed
the new verification gesture, a triple shrug of the shoulders.  He turned to
Zack and said, "Well, I guess I was wrong, son.  It is a pretty nifty
display, though.  Sorry I accused you of..."  Well, what the hell did I
think he'd done?  Written a mind control program?  "... messing with
your mother."
"No problem, Dad.  Say, you're gonna
miss the game, if you don't go watch it now."
His father looked at his watch.  "Hey,
you're right!  Well, I'll catch you later.  Good work on the program.  I think
you've got an 'A' there."  His father, who loved sports, hustled out of
the room toward the living room, and the TV.
Why can't all problems be solved as
easily as this one?  In his success, he ignored just how many tries it had
taken him to get to this point.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack stayed up a little later than usual
that night, and, sure enough, his mother and father were acting like animals in
heat.  He'd never heard them having sex before, and the sounds both disturbed
and excited him.  He knew that, with his parents now out of his way, soon he
and Claudia might be making such noises together.  Might?  What do I mean might? 
We damned sure will!
Having all his problems solved for the
moment, Zack was able to focus on school Monday.  Mr. Parks was especially
gratified to see that Zack seemed to be back to his usual self, working hard on
his project for the end of the year.  Zack was even back to showing the other
students how to get their projects working, which was something Mr. Parks was
actually grateful for, as it allowed him a chance to work with the really
struggling students, while Zack showed those who needed just a few hints.  It
was a friendly relationship that had never been solidified by so much as a
conversation.  It was just how they behaved.
Zack, meanwhile, was acting "normally"
in an effort to keep his mind off his goal of getting into Claudia's pants.  He'd
done his usual spying on her at lunch, this time managing not to be seen by
her.  It seemed more fun to him to watch her without her knowing.  He was
anxious to see far more of her than he could see from across a lunch room.  It
took a great deal of effort for him to keep his mind on the work, but he was
managing.  He'd actually finished his class project up a few weeks back, and
was merely playing with it now, to see if he could make it just a little better
here and there.  It amused him that he hadn't actually lied to his father:
their class project was about audio-visual effects.  Zack had taken that
one step further, as usual, and his program allowed the effects to be modified
interactively.  It was a simulation of moving through a wormhole in space, and
was reminiscent of the effect used in either Stargate SG-1, or certain Babylon
5 episodes.  As he watched one of his classmates run his program, looking for
bugs, it occurred to Zack that the graphics in this program showed some
striking similarities to the Alpha-Omega program he'd been working on. 
Completely unintentional, since he had developed the graphics for this program
before ever knowing about the A-O program, but a strange coincidence.
Zack was so involved with helping a
classmate with his project, that he ignored the school bell, and ended up
racing for the bus.  As he was bolting the last fifty yards, he got distracted
by someone yelling, and ended up barreling into someone, sending them both
sprawling.
He hopped to his feet, more or less
unhurt, and gathered his stuff before looking to see who he had knocked over. 
It was Stephanie, Claudia's friend.  He offered her a hand up, but she just
looked at him balefully and struggled to her feet.
"Zack.  I should've known.  Can't
you even watch where you're going?  And, by the way, stay away from Claudia from
now on.  She's too good for you, hear?  She doesn't need to be getting messed
up with some little geek like you."
She left him no time to respond as she
stalked off.  He sprinted to his bus, but as he sat down, he thought to
himself, If I want Claudia, I'll have Claudia, bitch.  And you just might be
next!

-----

That night, as Zack lie in bed waiting
for sleep to come, he considered more carefully his thoughts about Stephanie. 
He considered her attributes, her dirty blonde hair, brown eyes, petite nose
and round face topping a body with average-sized, but very firm tits, a great
set of legs, and a wonderful ass.  She wasn't Claudia, to be sure.  Claudia was
his "cream of the crop", but Stephanie certainly wasn't something to
be tossed away untried.  Her attitude toward him had become somewhat harsh of
late, and he didn't like that.  He figured it was because Claudia and he had
been spending more time together, which, up until recently, had been totally
platonic.  Stephanie obviously did not think him worthy of Claudia.  He knew
differently.  And he knew now that he could have Stephanie when he wanted her. 
When did 'if' become 'when', Zack old boy?
Pondering these thoughts, he fell asleep
with a grin on his face, to some of the most erotic dreams he had ever had.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack was surprisingly mellow the
following day.  Surprising to him, anyway, though no one else saw why it should
be any different.  He breezed through his first classes, knowing that he would
be able to recall the material with ease, now that he had the program to help
him.  He knew he should develop a script that would allow him to selectively
retrieve information on a permanent basis, but he hadn't had the initiative to
bother with it yet.
His mellow attitude, however, changed at
lunch.  It wasn't that anything extraordinary or troublesome happened, but that
was the first time he saw Claudia that day.  In his current state of arousal,
his mind automatically pictured her nude before him, her arms out to him, begging
him to take her, to use her as he chose.  He had to shake his head to clear
these thoughts, but they didn't go away entirely.  His mind continued to cycle
back to them throughout lunch.
As he was ready to leave, he worked up
his control, and he walked over to where Claudia sat.  He asked his usual
question about their tutoring session, and received his usual answer.  As he
left, he let his eyes trail over Claudia, and then they passed slowly over
Stephanie as he turned to leave.  He made sure she saw him, for he wanted her
to feel uncomfortable around him for the time being.  He was enjoying this
little game that she had started, but that he would ultimately win.  He knew
that.  She didn't, and his look annoyed her.
"What do you want, Griffin?"
she snapped.
"Oh, nothing.  Bye, Steph." 
She hated being called 'Steph'.  "See you later, Claudia."
Even the rest of the seniors, who
generally ignored him, knew that some new war had started, and they wondered
just why a sophomore thought he had the wits to win.

-----

Having seen Claudia at lunch revved Zack's
hormones into high gear.  He could barely contain himself for the rest of the
day, considering what he'd be doing with her that evening.  He knew that he
could at the very least get a hand job out of her, as that was pretty much what
she was already giving him last week.  He was reasonably sure, though, that he
would get a lot more than that.  Would they get so far as having sex?  He hoped
so, but he wasn't counting on it.  He knew she had some ingrained thoughts
about dating underclassmen, and he didn't know if his... their program
would overcome that or not.  But he was sure as hell going to try.

-----

Arriving home from school, Zack showered
and primped for nearly an hour before declaring himself ready for his date with
Claudia.  Date?  Well, it's not really a date, but... more like a make-out
session.  Without the car.  And his mind gleefully pointed out that his
parents would be in the house the whole time!  He wasn't sure whether that
excited him because of the power he now had over them, or just because it meant
someone else would know he got laid that night.  How will they react
afterwards?  I mean, I know they won't come into my room and stop us, because
they can't, but what will they do to me afterwards?
Zack fretted over this for a while, but
then realized he was probably creating more trouble for himself than was
actually there.  And, of course, he was killing time while waiting for
Claudia.  
By the time dinner rolled around, he was
about as hyper as he could get.  His parents noticed, and were mildly amused. 
As parents, they knew of his infatuation with Claudia.  It was impossible to
miss.  They wondered if the girl would ever relent, but because of the age
difference, they wouldn't actively encourage Zack to pursue it.  They wished he
would find a girl in his own grade, but they knew that he only managed to spend
so much time with Claudia because they needed each other academically.  His
parents also wished Zack was more able to socialize, but didn't know how to
help him overcome his shortcomings in that arena.  They could only hope that he
would someday come out of his shell and "blossom" as the saying went.
Claudia arrived at her usual time, in her
usual attire.  At least, Zack thought it was her usual attire, until he
noticed that her shirt was far tighter than those she usually wore around him. 
And her legs were barely covered by the shorts she wore.  It was a warm spring
evening, and she was dressed for it.  Her long brown hair was gathered into a
pony-tail, giving her face a slightly impish look, as her smile graced him with
its presence.  Zack just stepped back to let her in, not able to say anything
as his mind wandered over all her curves, both visible and hidden.  And,
really, there weren't all that many hidden from him right now, but they were
the ones he most wanted to see.
Zack and Claudia moved quickly back to
his room.  It didn't occur to Zack, in his current state of excitement, that
Claudia seemed just as eager as he was.  His mother passed them in the hall,
and couldn't resist poking fun at her son.
"More computer studies tonight, eh,
Zack?" she smiled.
"Not tonight, Mom," he
replied.  "Tonight, we're going to study biology."  Or, more
precisely, anatomy!
"Have fun.  Don't work too hard."
Both kids quickly acknowledged her, and
ducked into his room.  Zack closed the door.  He was half tempted to lock it,
but he decided against it.  If his parents' programming didn't work, he would
be in deep shit after tonight, whether they could get in to stop him or not.
Though Claudia's excitement was building,
she kept herself composed.  She set her books down on the desk, and carefully
turned to Zack.  He was looking at her, no, leering at her almost, and
it was obvious what he wanted, though he fought to hide it.  Ever since last
week, she had wanted it, too, but she didn't want to show him.  She couldn't go
out with him, he was an underclassman.  It would destroy what social status she
had.  Playing for some time, to let him adjust to her being in the room, she
asked, "Can we use the program again tonight, Zack?"  She didn't know
she was sealing her fate with those words.
Zack snapped himself out of his daze. 
The words the program burned through the fog, and Zack remembered what he
had to do.  "Sure, Claudia... um, let me see..." he realized that he
hadn't changed the program back from when he used it on his Dad.  He fiddled
for a second, not really doing anything, then said to Claudia, "The damned
link got messed up somehow, I've got to reset it."  He typed in the
appropriate command line options, and then sat back.  He motioned Claudia to
the screen as he double-clicked the icon.

-----

A few minutes later, Claudia
straightened, running her hand across her chest in the old "Z" maneuver. 
Zack left this gesture for Claudia, because he liked how she looked while doing
it.  Once more, Zack moved in.  She turned to him, and nearly threw herself at
him.  She moved over onto his lap, kissing him hotly.  Her tongue slipped
warmly into his mouth, dancing around his mouth, caressing his tongue, and then
she enticed his tongue into her mouth, their lips locked tightly.
Zack was caught off balance for a moment,
not expecting Claudia's forceful reaction.  He recovered quickly, though, and his
hands roamed her body freely now, up and down her back, and then squeezing her
ass cheeks.  She moaned into his mouth, and pressed herself more tightly
against him.
Zack pulled her shirt out of her shorts,
and ran his hands beneath it, up her bare back.  She squirmed in his lap as he
caressed her bare flesh, and then ran his hands around her sides, and began to
fondle her breasts.  He tweaked each of her nipples in turn as their kissing
continued.  Her writhing had given him a massive erection, and he wanted
nothing more than to tear her clothes off and fuck her mercilessly, but he also
wanted this first time to last.
Claudia broke their kiss and leaned away
from Zack, raising her arms as a gesture for him to remove her shirt.  This he
did, and was presented with a view of her wonderful, firm tits, her nipples
hard, ready to be sucked.  He tossed her shirt onto the desk, and lowered his
mouth to one of those nipples, pulling it into his mouth, and flicking the tip
of his tongue across it repeatedly, eliciting a deep moan from Claudia.  He
continued to massage her other tit with his fingers while his tongue danced
across her nipple.  She was once again writhing in his lap, and he knew she
could feel his hard-on pressing against her crotch.
She reached down and pressed her hands
gently on either side of his cock, running her fingers along the length of that
cloth-covered rod.  This drove Zack wild, and he could barely hold off.  He
lifted his mouth from her breast and told her to stand up.  Once she did, he
pulled his pants and underwear down and off, yanking his shoes and socks with
them.  He nearly tore his shirt getting it off.  Now he was completely nude,
and she was naked from the waist up.  He would soon have her out of the rest of
her clothing, but he wanted more contact first.
"Kneel," he said.  She quickly
complied with his instructions.  He was sitting back in his chair, and she was
right in front of him.  His cock stood up proudly, a full seven inches and
thicker than any she had seen before.  "Now, run your hands over my dick." 
She reached out and gently wrapped her fingers around his shaft, moving them up
and down his length, exciting him until he could barely stand it.  Through
gritted teeth, he said, "Suck it, Claudia.  Put it in your mouth and suck
it!"
Claudia hesitated only for an instant,
and then leaned forward and took him into her mouth, sucking just on the head
at first, still running her hands up and down his pole.  Slowly, she began to
take more of him in her mouth, moving slowly up and down his cock, licking
around the head and applying suction.  This was not something that Claudia was
used to doing, but it was what Zack wanted, and it was what he would get.
Her lips dropped lower and lower onto his
shaft, until her lips rested against the base of his dick.  She had
deep-throated him!  Zack was both astonished, and in heaven.  She paused only
briefly before she started moving her mouth more quickly up and down his rod,
running her tongue along the underside of his dick while her lips passed
quickly over the veined skin of his prick.
Zack was certain a vacuum cleaner couldn't
suck this hard.  The pleasure was shooting through him, and he was using all of
the control he had to hold off his climax, but he was close to coming, anyway. 
When he finally couldn't stop it, he grunted loudly in warning.  Claudia just
kept sucking as his cum spurted from his dick.  She was swallowing all of his
sperm, not missing a drop.  Zack's vision blurred with the thrill of it.
As he came down, he didn't figure he was
going to get anything else that night.  But Claudia was still sucking him, and
he was amazed to find that he was getting hard again.  He let her keep on until
he had fully hardened again, and then he pulled her off him.  He stood her up,
and then reached for her shorts.  The button and zipper came loose easily, and
as he began to pull them down her legs, he realized she wasn't wearing any
panties.  As he leaned over to pull them all the way down her legs, he could
smell her arousal, and he could see the dampness glistening between her legs. 
He couldn't resist placing a kiss against the top of her pussy lips, on her
hooded clit.  Claudia moaned loudly, and nearly fell against him.

-----

Outside the door, Zack's parents had
heard all of the unmistakable noises of sex happening inside the room.
"Shouldn't we be doing something
about that?" Grant asked.
"Yes, we should be leaving them
alone, Grant.  Would you want him listening to us?"
"No, I suppose not."  Grant was
still a little confused, but his programming held, and he accepted his wife's
words without argument.
"There's something else you need to
do," Sharon said.
"What's that?"
She grabbed his hand and pulled it to her
pussy.  "You need to take me down the hall and fuck my brains out,"
she whispered hoarsely.

-----

Back in Zack's room, Claudia and Zack
were once again kissing, standing at the foot of his bed.  Zack's hand snaked
down to her crotch, and her legs parted to give him access.  He ran his hand
lightly against her slit, and then slipped his middle finger deep into her.  He
felt her shudder with the sensation, and he began moving his finger in and out
of her, while his other hand slipped around her back, holding her against him. 
Their lips remained locked, but she moaned constantly into his mouth.
Finally, Claudia couldn't stand it any
longer.  She broke their kiss and panted, "Zack, for God's sake, fuck me! 
I need you inside me!  Stuff that big, hard cock of yours in me!"
Zack himself was more than ready to fuck
her, so he pushed her gently down onto the bed, and then crawled up over her. 
He placed his dick at her opening, and paused.  He had only had sex once
before, and it had not been a good experience for anyone involved.  He knew
that this time was different, but that didn't keep him from pausing.
Claudia, however, just wanted him inside
her.  She reached down and grasped his dick firmly, pushing it into her.  Once
the head of his dick was inside her, he needed no further encouragement, and
his cock slipped eagerly into her sopping wet pussy.  Though she was tight, he
managed to slide all the way into her in one long, sensuous stroke, the velvet
of her cunt grasping his cock like a million gentle fingers massaging him at
once.  She began to rock her hips against him, and he got the message.  He
began to slide in and out of her, moving slowly at first.  Claudia found this
both extremely frustrating, and immensely pleasurable.  She was groaning in
pleasure, and never wanted it to end.
Zack began to move faster as he sensed
they were both becoming even more aroused.  He leaned down to kiss her tits,
lavishing kisses all over them, and then sucking each of her nipples into his
mouth to suck on them briefly before moving on.  Claudia writhed beneath him in
ecstasy, unable to contain her cries of pleasure any longer.  The room was
filled with the sounds of their fucking: his grunts, her screams, the wet
sounds of their bodies coupling, the creaking of his bed.  He reflected briefly
that it was a good thing his parents were under control, because there was no
way he'd have been able to hide this.
Suddenly, Claudia was rocked with spasms
of pleasure, her body thrashing beneath him in the throes of passion.  Her cunt
rippled along his cock, trying to pull him all the way inside her.  The velvet
fingers of her pussy massaged and gripped his cock until he couldn't stand it
any longer, and he, too, came, wave after wave of cum splashing into her hole,
filling her as they both cried out in climax.
It seemed like forever before they came
off their high, and when they did, they lay beside each other on the bed, his
cock still buried in her pussy.  They kissed tenderly as they snuggled that
way.  Only then did they notice the rather loud noises of sex coming from down
the hall.  Claudia was slightly shocked, but Zack just smiled quietly to
himself.  Well, at least Dad is getting some, too...

-----

After a while, Zack looked to Claudia,
and knew it was time to test the other part of her programming, the part he'd
added just yesterday.
"Claudia?" he asked, wanting
her full attention.
"Hmmm?" she answered sleepily.
"I want to keep going out with you."
"But, we haven't actually been out
together, Zack," she answered.
"Well, okay, then I'd like to keep
screwing you," he said with a chuckle.
"I want that, too."
"But, do you think we should be able
to... see other people, too?"  This was the acid test.  Her response was
written into her programming.
"You can have whoever you want,
Zack.  But it wouldn't be right for me to have anyone but you."
Perfect response!  "Okay, I'm
glad we agree.  But, Claudia, I need you to help me get my next girlfriend."
She was completely awake now.  "I'm
not sure how I can help, Zack, but I'll do whatever you want me to."
"That's good.  All you have to do is
convince her to come to my room.  I'll take care of the rest."
"I can probably do that for you,
Zack.  Who is it?"
"Your friend, Stephanie," Zack
said matter-of-factly.
Claudia was stunned momentarily, and then
her programming took over fully.  "Yes... I think you'd be good for
Stephanie.  She needs someone like you."
"I'm glad you see it my way,
Claudia.  When might you be able to bring her over here?"
"Well, unfortunately, Stephanie is
very busy during the week.  I probably won't be able to get her here until the
weekend."
"That's quite all right, Claudia."
"Zack?"
"Yeah?"
"What about me?  If I bring
Stephanie here, what will I do while you are... you know?"
"I'm sure I can find something for
you to be doing, Claudia, don't worry."  Zack smiled inwardly.  He knew
what Claudia would be doing while he was fucking Stephanie, but he wanted to
surprise her with it.
"Okay, Zack.  I'll try to get her
here on Saturday afternoon, then, if that's okay."
"That would be absolutely perfect,
Claudia."
While they had been talking, Claudia's
hands had been roaming Zack's body, and he realized that he was once again hard
inside her.  Without any words, he rolled over onto her, and began rutting into
her once more.  Their sounds of passion filled the room once more as their
bodies engaged each other, seeking pleasure.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

The next day at lunch, Claudia passed by
Zack's table and quickly bent down to say, "I convinced her to come see
your program on Saturday.  She thinks we're going to the mall after that.  I
hope I did okay."  He could see the concern in her eyes that she had done
what he wanted.
"Perfect.  Now, Claudia, kiss me."
With only the slightest hesitation,
Claudia leaned over and placed a very warm kiss on Zack's lips.  He shouldn't
have made her do it, because it ignited in him the fiery need for her body.
As she broke the kiss, he ignored the
amazed stares of their classmates as he asked her, "You are coming over
for tutoring tonight, aren't you?"
"Of course.  Wouldn't miss it for
the world," she said, as she turned to go.
Zack glanced over at Stephanie as Claudia
walked back to the table.  Stephanie was looking at her friend incredulously.  As
if I'm some kind of leper.  Well, Stephanie Bromwell, we'll see how much you
despise me after this weekend!

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼
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Episode 3: New User

Zack continued to show the school that
Claudia was his by kissing her in public again on Thursday, both at lunch, and
after school.  Though Zack was enjoying "showing off" his girlfriend,
he also noticed something.  Not all of the stares they were getting were simply
amazed.  Some of them seemed a bit, well, hostile.  Zack didn't let it concern
him too much.  After all, who was going to overreact over a single girl?
When Friday came, Zack decided to take it
one step farther.  He had sat down at his usual table, and Claudia greeted him
warmly as she passed his seat.
"Hey, Claudia," he said. 
"Why don't you sit here with me?"
Claudia paused, again only momentarily,
before she nodded, and slid onto the bench beside him.  He leaned over, and he
received his usual, sensuous kiss.  The stares were beginning to bother
Claudia, he could tell.  She broke off their kiss just as the principal, Mr.
DeVain, came up to them.
"All right, you two," he said
with a hint of amusement in his voice.  "This is a cafeteria, not lover's
lane.  Let's keep the kissing out of school, okay?"
"Yes, sir," they both answered
in mock-subservient tones.  Mr. DeVain was a "cool" principal, and he
fit in well with the students.  Though he insisted on proper discipline and
respect for the teachers, he wasn't so overly strict that the students feared
him.  He struck a chord with them, as if he took some small pleasure in their
antics, and only reluctantly would he bring them to a halt.  This made him
popular with the students.  The fact that the students did, in fact, listen to
him made him popular with the teachers.
As he was about to walk away, he stopped
and turned back.  "Oh, by the way, Zack, there's a new project the school
is working on, and I think you'd fit in well with the team.  Could you stay
after school on Monday, so that we can discuss it?"
"Sure, Mr. DeVain.  What is
it?"
He got a devilish grin on his face. 
"Oh, I think you'll like it.  It's right up your alley."  Before Zack
could ask any more questions, the principal walked off, leaving the two of them
to eat their lunches.  Zack made sure to touch Claudia as much as possible.
Claudia was torn by his actions.  While
she gloried in his touch, and longed for him to hold her close, she felt the
disapproval of her classmates from across the room, where they sat at her usual
table.  When she got up the courage to look, the only eyes she connected with
were Stephanie's.  The look was cold; brooding.  She was definitely unhappy
about Claudia's choice of dining companion.  Well, maybe she'll feel better
about him after the weekend.

-----

Zack was back to being bored in computer
class.  He had completed his project, and most of the rest of the class was
well on the way to finishing up theirs, so no one needed his help.  He decided
to get online for a while.  Mr. Parks did not object to this, as it kept Zack
occupied with something less intrusive than some of his more creative endeavors
at keeping himself busy.  Zack had once made every computer in the room print
all of its text upside-down for the entire hour.  Except his own, of course. 
And any time the teacher would make him switch, it seemed like the virus knew
where Zack was, and "fixed" whichever computer he was at.
It was child's play for Zack, of course,
and it didn't do any permanent damage to the system.  Mr. Parks never did
figure out how Zack had infiltrated the system, and Zack wasn't about to tell
him.  But on this day, he kept his activity to just browsing.  He did, however,
catch one of his friends online.
 
<Valkyrie359> Hey, Zmorph!  What's up?
<Zmorph> Hey, Val!  Not much.  CP class is a
drag today.
<Valkyrie359> Project all finished, huh?
<Zmorph> Weeks ago.  Anything shakin' w/ you?
<Valkyrie359> Nah.  Say, did you ever take a
look at that prog I told you about?
<Zmorph> Yeah, actually, I did.
<Valkyrie359> Well?
<Zmorph> Let's just say the program was not
entirely bullshit. ;)
<Valkyrie359> Are you shitting me?  The
damned thing works?
<Zmorph> I never said that.  You didn't see
me type that.
<Valkyrie359> But it does, doesn't it?!
<Zmorph> You may draw your own conclusions,
Val.  -> ;) <-
<Valkyrie359> Yeah, yeah, I got ya.  Worried
about something?
<Zmorph> One never knows when BB is watchin'
the wires...
(By "BB", Zack referred to
"Big Brother", or the school and governmental overseers of the
networks.)
<Valkyrie359> I hear ya, Z-man.  Well, I'm
not a hacker like you, but my programming skills aren't too bad... think I
could have a look at the newest version of the program?
<Zmorph> I don't know, Val... I'm still in
Alpha-testing... I don't think I'm ready for Beta-Testers yet.
*Valkyrie359 groans
<Valkyrie359> Okay, okay.  I won't press...
but remember who led you to the damned thing, okay?
<Zmorph>  Always, Val.  Gotta go, class is
almost out.  Bye.

Zack signed off of the computer, and shut
it down for the day.  It was just a few minutes before the bell rang, and he
headed home for another work-free weekend.  Unfortunately, Claudia lived across
town from him, and her father was picking her up because her car was in the
shop, so he had to settle for a simple kiss with her after school.  Except
that, with them, a kiss was never "simple".  Her tongue slithered
across his lips, asking for entrance until he gave it, and then flitting only
momentarily in and out of his mouth.  Her body was pressed full against him,
and he could feel her heat rising.  Just before things got out of control, she
broke the kiss, smiled at him, and said, "See ya tomorrow!"  And then
she hopped into her father's car, and was gone.  Zack had seen the look of
surprise on her father's face.
He had to hurry to make his bus, still a
little dizzy from the arousal her kiss had caused in him.  He looked around as
he sat down on the bus, and once more his mind wandered to each female form on
the bus.  He realized that, as great as Claudia was, there were definitely
other wares to be sampled.  Stephanie would merely be the first of many
"second string" girlfriends.
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The next day, Zack had managed to mute
his excitement.  He knew the program worked, but it hadn't yet ever worked on
the first try.  Well, except with his mother, but that programming was minor,
and he'd managed even to screw that up at first.
His parents would not be a problem this
day, as they were once again off looking for a new car.  His dad had said
something about an afternoon with friends afterward, so he knew they wouldn't
be home until late.  His parents' "afternoon" with friends usually
ended around nine or ten at night.  Zack never minded, and he certainly didn't
care this day.
He had modified the basic "Claudia matrix"
during the week, turning it into one specifically for Stephanie, he hoped.  He
knew a fair amount about Stephanie's background from talking to Claudia, but
still, he wondered if he wasn't missing something important.
They showed up around one in the
afternoon.  Claudia was looking radiant in a tight-fitting T-shirt and a pair
of jeans that must have been painted on.  She gave him a hug and a brief kiss
as a greeting, before she walked past him to let Stephanie into the house.
Stephanie was already glowering at Zack. 
Why she hated him so much, he was sure he would never know.  Today, she looked
beautiful, in her light blue button-up blouse and jeans, not quite as tight as
Claudia's but still not leaving much to the imagination.  Zack said, "Hi,
Steph.  Come on in."
"Don't call me Steph, Zachary. 
You know I hate that," she huffed as she pushed by him.
For now, you do, he thought.
"So, what's so damned special about
some gizmo computer program?" she asked sharply.  "Come on, let's get
this over with.  There's a sale at JCPenney."
Maybe I should get Claudia to tell me
why women love to shop so much, Zack thought irrelevantly.
"Oh, Stephanie!  You just have to see
the program to know what it's all about!" Claudia almost sighed audibly,
but held it in.
"Fine, fine.  Let's go."
As Stephanie headed off down the hall
toward Zack's room, he held Claudia back a minute.  He whispered into Claudia's
ear, "If this works, I will give you an 'okay' sign.  When I do that,
here's what you're to do..."  Zack quickly laid out his plans for Claudia
for that afternoon.  They caught up with Stephanie standing outside Zack's
door.
"Well, don't just stand there, go
in!" Claudia chided.
Stephanie walked into the room, and
looked around.  Zack had picked up, and so the room was neat and clean, if not
entirely organized.  He never seemed to get around to making any kind of sense
out of all his books and magazines, so they were stacked neatly, but out of any
logical order.  Stephanie took all of this in, including the Babylon 5 poster
on the wall, and the miniature dragon sculpture on the dresser.  She dismissed
it all as junk.
"You need to sit here, Stephanie,"
Zack said as he indicated his desk chair.  "Just double-click the icon
that says "PAO dash S"  She sat down, and Zack turned Claudia to look
away from the screen, just in case.  There were elements in this script he did not
want Claudia to pick up.
Stephanie stared as the screen blanked,
and then brought up the Program Alpha-Omega logo.  Suddenly, a sweet, almost
lilting music filled the room, and swirled inside Stephanie's brain.  The
screen darkened, but was soon filled with softly modulating patterns of swirls,
circles, and curves.  The pattern was unpredictable, and it drew her into its
depths.  Stephanie quickly became lost amidst the sound and light.  For the
briefest of moments, she felt panic rise within her at the loss of her sense of
direction, but it quickly eased when something told her, it's only a
program.  She was never sure if that was her own thought, or if it came
from elsewhere.  She drifted.

-----

As Zack watched the now-entranced
Stephanie, he had learned to read the signs of being under long before the
program ran its course.  He gave Claudia the "okay" sign, and she
immediately headed out of the room.  He knew she would be enjoying herself for
some time to come.  He sat back to wait for PAO to complete its job on
Stephanie's will.

-----

Stephanie's mind slowly descended from
the highest levels of bliss.  The program was so relaxing, so fulfilling.  And
now she knew that she was the property of Zachary Griffin.  Her earlier
behavior to him seemed but a distant memory, but it was remembered. 
However, right now, it was not important.
She swiveled in the chair until she was
looking directly at Zack.  Her eyes locked with his briefly, but then they
quickly lowered to look at his shoes.  She could no longer look him directly in
the eyes.  She saw the feet shift, and the legs moved as he rose from where he
was seated on the bed.  She watched the feet cover the short distance over to
where she sat, unable or unwilling to move, she wasn't sure.
Zack stood over her for several moments,
wondering just what to do with her first.  He thought to just have her strip
naked, but he thought that would be too simple, too "normal".  He
felt she deserved a little punishment for the way she had treated him for the
last few weeks.  However, she looked damned sexy in her blouse and jeans, with
her head bowed in respect like that, and his cock was straining against his own
jeans to be let loose.
"Open my zipper," he said. 
Slowly, Stephanie's hands moved to his pants.  She tugged until his zipper was
fully opened.  "Now," Zack said, "reach inside my underwear, and
pull out my dick."
Stephanie's hand shook as it moved inside
his jeans and found the slit in the front of his briefs.  She pushed her way
through the fabric, and her hand brushed against his hard cock.  She gasped at
the feel of its heat.  She let her fingers close around it, and found that she
could just barely get her hand around his shaft.  Her hand slid lightly along
his length toward the tip of his dick.  Once there, she tugged gently at his
manhood until she had him pointing out through the slit, his prick standing out
from his body, begging for attention.
"Suck me.  And do it right."
Stephanie's tongue slipped out from
between her lips, and, almost without any conscious thought, she began to lick
the head of his cock.  Around the entire head she went, her tongue slipping
wetly over the surface of his cockhead.  She kissed the shaft of his cock,
working her way down toward the base of it.  She kissed each spot along one
side until she reached his underwear.  Then she slipped her tongue around the
underside of his dick, and proceeded to plant kisses up the other side of his
shaft, again making sure not to miss a spot.
Zack was shivering with the feel of it,
so intense was the pleasure of this.  But he wanted to be in her mouth.  When
she arrived once again at his cockhead, he pressed himself against her lips. 
Almost reluctantly, her lips parted to admit him, slowly taking a portion of
his seven-inch length into her mouth.  She moved her head on his cock, moving
back and forth slowly, making sure he was enjoying every movement.  She inched
him further into her mouth with each stroke, until she felt him at the back of
her throat.  She had never taken a guy further than this before, and wasn't
ready to do so now.  She started to increase her pace on his shaft, using her
tongue and sometimes a gentle swipe of her teeth to stimulate his pulsing
organ.
Zack was doing his best to hold off his
blow.  He had learned a bit of control in the past few days with Claudia, but
it was still a struggle.  Stephanie's mouth was doing wonderful things on his
dick, and it was hard to keep his cum inside, but he was enjoying this, and
wanted it to last as long as he could hold out.
Stephanie was determined by now that he
would not hold out much longer.  She rubbed the head of his dick along the
inside of her cheek as she sucked on him, pulling him into her, trying to
literally suck the cum from his balls.  Her lips and tongue worked in concert
to cover every last fraction of his pole, lavishing on it the attention she
knew it deserved.
Finally, Zack had all he could take.  He
took hold of Stephanie's head, and pulled her against him.  He felt the back of
her throat, and he pushed past it.  He felt her gag, but she soon relaxed, and
his cock passed down her throat.  Once there, he blew his load straight into
her stomach.  The force of his come was like nothing he could remember, and it
left him a little dizzy.  As his eruption trailed off, he pulled his softening
dick from Stephanie's mouth, and staggered back to drop down onto the bed.  He
looked at her, and smiled.  She almost looked him in the face, but her
programming forced her to look down once more.
"While I recover for a bit," he
said after a moment of catching his breath, "Why don't we go see where
Claudia's gotten off to?"
Zack led Stephanie down the hall to his
parents' bedroom.  There they saw Claudia, lying on the bed, completely naked. 
Her hands danced across her body as she pleasured herself, completely oblivious
at this point to her new audience.  Stephanie fought between looking away from
her friend's private pleasure, and devouring that lithe young body with her
eyes.  Zack obviously wanted to show Stephanie that she was not his only girl.  It
occurred briefly to Stephanie that it was Claudia who had brought her here,
that she should thank her for that.  The program had been wonderful, and she
felt so at peace with herself.
Stephanie tried to move toward Claudia,
but was restrained by Zack.  She actually let out a small whimper at that. 
Zack held her firmly, though.  He leaned over and whispered.  "Not now.  I
just wanted you to know that Claudia is having her own fun, so you needn't
worry about her.  Now then, let's get back to my room."
As Stephanie tore her eyes away from
Claudia's writhing form, her eyes swept over an object that almost froze her in
her tracks.  It was a camcorder, set up on a tripod, and recording the events
on the bed.  Stephanie's blood went a little cold as she considered what that
might mean for her future.  She could see that the scene had aroused Zack, as
his cock, which was still poking out of his pants, was once again erect.
Back in Zack's room, he had Stephanie
stand in the middle of the room, arms at her side, legs slightly apart.  He
walked all the way around her, examining her body.  He ran his hand across her
ass, and felt a slight shiver from her.  He liked that.
Moving around in front of her, he began
undoing her jeans.  Having them fully undone, he knelt to untie her sneakers,
and then he had her lift each foot so that he could remove her socks and
shoes.  Then, slowly, he began to peel her jeans down off her body, slowly
revealing the smooth, soft flesh of her thighs and legs.  He ran his hands
briefly along her inner thighs, not touching her pubic area, before he returned
to the task of removing her pants.  As she stepped out of them, he sat back to
admire the view.  He wasn't entirely happy with it.  Yet.
"Put your hands behind your
head," he ordered.  Stephanie did just that, which raised and lifted her
tits to allow them to stand more firmly from her chest.  He liked how it
accentuated her curves.  He stood back up, and began unbuttoning her blouse
from the top down.  He paused in mild surprise as he finally realized that she
was not wearing a bra.  "Hmmm, very nice."  He said to no one in
particular.
He fully unbuttoned the blouse, but did
not remove it.  Instead, he grasped her panties, and pulled them down her hips,
having her step out of them.  Now she stood before him in nothing but her
blouse, her hands clasped tightly behind her head, her legs spread to
shoulder-width, giving him a nice view at the vee of her crotch.  He could see
her pussy lips poking out through the thin hair on her pubes.  He stood back to
look at his prize.  She was very sexy.

-----

While Zack was admiring Stephanie in his
bedroom, Claudia was working toward her first big orgasm of the day.  She
didn't know why Zack wanted her to tape herself masturbating, but she would do
as he asked.  And the thought of what he was doing to Stephanie drove her
wild.  Her one hand stroked her breast while her other hand slipped between her
legs, pressing a finger into her already dripping snatch as her mind
contemplated the joy that Zack would give Stephanie.  Her finger moved quickly
in and out of her cunt, her other hand twisting her nipple.  She moaned aloud
for the tape to hear, and her fingers were making a squishing sound in her
cunt.  She pulled her one tit up to her mouth, sticking out her tongue and
flicking it across her abused nipple.  The sensation sent her over the edge,
and she cried out in pleasure, her orgasm rocking her body, her hand continuing
to thrash into her pussy while her juices flowed freely down onto the bedspread. 
She wriggled about on the bed until her orgasm passed.
But she did not cease her activity.  She
slowed for a few moments, but Zack's instructions were clear, and she kept her
hands working across her body.  It didn't take long before her body began to respond
again to the ministrations of her deft fingers.

-----

Back in Zack's room, he had heard
Claudia's screams.  He knew that Stephanie had, too... and the blush that
spread across her chest was beautiful.  He rose from his crouched position, and
approached his toy.  He placed his hand against the middle of her chest, where
the blouse was pulled open by her posture.  She shivered at his touch, her eyes
closing slightly.  He could actually see her body trembling.
He moved his hand slowly inside her blouse,
letting his fingers slip softly beneath the material.  He guided his hand over
her left breast, letting his fingertips pass gently over her nipple, which
hardened under his touch.  He kept his caresses soft as he moved his hand over
to her right tit, and repeated the action, just barely rubbing her nipple, but
bringing it fully erect.  He stepped around behind her, so that she could not
see him.  He slid his hand, still beneath the fabric of the blouse, down off
her breast and down her side.  He could feel her shake with the mixture of
sensations and emotions that were rioting in her mind.  His stroke continued
down her side, and finally reached her ass.  He lightly fondled her cheeks,
stroking gently across each one, sliding his hand into her crack and down,
reaching almost between her legs, but stopping before he touched her most
private of areas.
By now, Stephanie was positively
shuddering with her need for release.  But she could not, would not, say
anything to Zack.  She didn't need to: even a complete fool would have been
able to read her body language.  He kept his hand in light contact with her hip
as he stepped back around to face her.  He enjoyed the mixed look of lust and
shame on her face.  He knew what she needed at this point, and he was just
about ready to give it to her.
His hand moved over her hip, and slipped
down between her thighs.  His middle finger contacted the bud of her clit, and
she convulsed with the pleasure of it.  He continued moving his hand further
back, keeping in contact with her clit.  She was having trouble staying
upright, so much ecstasy was rolling through her body.  Then Zack slipped a
finger into her cunt.
Stephanie's pussy seized on his finger,
pulling it further into her.  Her vaginal muscles contracted around it, feeling
like a million small fingers all caressing his at once.  But Zack was not
content to be passive in this encounter.  He started to shove his finger all
the way into her.  She was so wet and lubricated that he made it all the way to
the third knuckle with almost no resistance.  But he did not pause, but started
to pull back out.  He felt her pussy sucking on his finger, resisting its
withdrawal, wanting it to stay within.  But he had other plans.
His finger started to dance a rapid pace
inside her twat.  It was only a few strokes before the first moan escaped her
lips, and they became an endless string of moans, groans and squeaks from then
on.  Zack's finger moved feverishly, and then he added a second finger.  Her
body was beginning to rock as she tried to thrust herself down onto his
fingers.  When he added yet a third finger, her body seemed possessed, as she
shoved herself down onto his hand just as hard as she possibly could.  Her
grunts and screams were very exciting to Zack.
He was about ready to try for a fourth
finger when her body gave a massive convulsion, and his hand was flooded with
her juices.  She let forth a long, loud, "Oh!" and she spasmed on his
hand.  He had to grab her to keep her from falling down, but he kept his hand
moving inside of her.  Her orgasm seemed as if it would never end, but it did,
finally, start to taper off.  Stephanie was drenched in sweat, her hair and her
blouse clinging to her body.  Zack unceremoniously let her drop to the bed onto
her back.  Her legs splayed off the end, opening widely and invitingly.  Having
gotten her off in such a way had really made him horny, and he would not be
denied what he wanted now.  He shucked his clothing in a matter of seconds, and
stood over her naked form.
Stephanie had little chance to register
what was going on.  She was just coming out of her ecstatic fog as she saw Zack
lean over her body.  Fear and excitement battled for control of her mind, but
somewhere in the back, revulsion lay in waiting.  None of it mattered as his
cock entered her.  The sensation to her already excited snatch was one of pure
electricity.  She was so wet that he slid home easily, and buried himself to
his full extent in one swift stroke.
Zack enjoyed the sensation of Stephanie's
hot cunt.  She was tight, and she was hot, and she had the moves to go with
it.  As Zack began to move within her, Stephanie's body responded to him,
rocking in synch to his motions.  With each thrust, her body worked to pull him
further inside of her.  Zack mauled her tits as she lay on the bed beneath him,
her body moving against his as though they were one body.  She was again
shrieking with the joy of her body's sensations.  She writhed beneath him,
adding to his pleasure.
This time, however, Zack was able to hold
off.  He pummeled her throughout her orgasm, but slacked off when he felt
himself getting ready to climax.  He continued to knead her tits until her
gyrations subsided, and then he pulled out of her.
Stephanie was aware enough to know that
he had not come.  She knew he would not finish with her until he had come.  She
wondered if she would be expected to suck him off again.  She was not ready for
what did happen.
Zack reached down and flipped her over
onto her stomach.  He pushed her further up onto the bed, so that her knees
were thrusting her ass nicely into the air.  She wondered what was going on
until she felt his shaft slip back into her warm wetness, and stroke again. 
Her body started to heat up again, moving swiftly towards another orgasm.
But just as she reached that pinnacle,
Zack pulled his prick out of her cunt, and pressed his cockhead against her
asshole.  Though she made a feeble attempt to move away, there really was
nowhere for her to go.  As lubed up as his cock was, the head slipped into her
ass with remarkable ease.  As he continued to push, however, the discomfort
built quickly.  Soon, Stephanie was grunting with the pain.  Still, in the back
of her mind, was the sense of how pleasurable this was going to be.
Zack didn't want to hurt her, and so he
took it slow, but steady, until he was fully inside her.  And he moved slowly
back out again.  He pushed in and out, moving just a little faster each time. 
Stephanie's grunts and groans were urging him on, whether that was her intent
or not.  His dick was as hard as he could ever remember it, having it rammed up
her sweet, tight little ass.  Soon he was rocking into her with his full force,
and she was grunting and pushing back at him, having raised up to her elbows to
better force herself onto his dick.  Her hand strayed down to play with her
clit, giving her even more stimulation.  He rode her ass wildly, his hips
slamming into her ass, his hands gripping her hips to help him ride her harder.
Finally, Zack had reached his limit.  He
leaned over and started to massage Stephanie's tits as he pummeled into her
ass.  Her hand was a blur as she frigged her clit, and she came again before he
did.  As her orgasm ripped through her body, her ass clamped down on his dick
in a most pleasant way, overloading his control.  He shot his cum inside of her
ass, filling her up.  He pulled his dick out, looking down at her stretched
asshole, and seeing his spunk leaking out of her.
Though she was wobbly, Zack stood her up
and had her face him.  Then he did something he had as yet not done to her.  He
took her face in his hands, and he kissed her.  His tongue forced its way into
her mouth, and he played with her tongue.  Finally, he broke off the kiss, and
stood back, looking at her.  She looked like a well-used fuck toy.
"You know you're mine now, don't
you, Steph."  It was not a question.
"Yes, Zack.  I'm yours."

-----

Zack spent some further time playing with
Stephanie's body, but he really was too tired for further sexual escapades. 
They finished up with a shower where he let Stephanie wash him - all of him -
and then she dried him off and helped him get dressed.  Which was hardly
necessary, since he was only wearing sweats and a T-shirt now, but he had liked
having her do it, anyway.  It was all part of her punishment for treating him
like shit.
Finally, they went to collect Claudia. 
Once again, Stephanie had to restrain herself from gaping at her friend's
gorgeous body.  And they arrived just in time to watch her orgasm for yet
another mind-wrenching blow of ecstasy.  As she came down from this high, she
noticed that she had company.  Zack moved over and turned off the camcorder. 
He helped Claudia to her feet, but she was very unstable, and could barely
stand, as weak as her almost-continuous orgasms had made her.  She would be
sore, and she was very tired.  But she was also very happy.  The look on his
face told her that she had made Zack happy today, and, besides, her fingers had
made her cunt very happy today, as well.
Zack had to get undressed again to help
Claudia take a shower.  She could not walk well, and there was no way she would
be able to stand under her own power while the water washed away the remnants
of the day's activity.  They were both too tired to fool around in the shower,
though they did some heavy petting while the water washed over Claudia's
beautiful form.
Finally, with all three of them washed,
dried, and redressed, Zack walked them to the door.  Claudia was regaining her
balance, and Stephanie just looked a little confused.  Zack beamed at both of
them.  "Bye, girls.  See you in school on Monday!"
"Bye, Zack!" giggled Claudia.
"Good-bye, Zack," said
Stephanie in a subdued tone of voice.  She still was uncertain of her feelings
right now.  She got in the car with Claudia, and they drove away.  But her
revulsion was pushing itself from the hidden place where it had lain to stalk
the jungles of her mind.  She did not like Zack Griffin.
Did she?
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Sunday passed quietly for Zack.  His
parents had returned Saturday evening, still not having found a car.  The
entire family lounged about on Sunday, doing little more than watching
television and snacking.  For the first time in a couple of weeks, Zack did not
have a conquest planned for Monday morning.  It was as if his life had reached
some new stability.
This was not to be the case.
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Zack arrived at school just as Claudia
was getting out of her father's car.  She saw Zack immediately, and ran over to
give him a hug and a kiss.  Students stared openly at the audacity of a
sophomore flirting with a senior.  For some reason, it was socially acceptable
for sophomore girls to go out with senior guys, but guys weren't allowed to
"date upward".
They broke their kiss as Stephanie pulled
up in her little red sports car and got out.  She walked over to the two of
them.  Her face seemed bright and cheerful.  "Hi, Claudia!" she
said.  "Hello, Zack," is what followed.  Zack gave her a quick hug
and let her go.  Even this garnered him further attention from the students.
The first bell rang, and they split to go
off to their respective classes.  Zack breezed through his, not paying full
attention, but knowing that he'd remember it all for the test, anyway.  He
spent the majority of his time looking around at his classmates, evaluating the
females for their desirability.  He discarded most, made note of several, and
decided that some he'd have to know more about.
His third class of the day, however, was
English.  And in that class was a desirable object to put most of the others in
the dust.  Her name was Kate, he knew, but he had to call her Ms. Pinches.  She
was his English instructor, and she was gorgeous.  Though her breasts were of
average size, her curves were well-proportioned and very sensual.  Her ivory
blouse and tan skirt accentuated her features nicely, giving enough glimpses of
flesh that he knew he wanted more.  Her brown hair tumbled to just below her
shoulders, framing an oval face with a warm and inviting expression.  Her brown
eyes sparkled with a zest for life, and her lips always carried a slight
smile.  All in all, it made him hard just to think about what he could do with
her.  But how to get her under his spell?  There wasn't even a computer in the
room.
Zack ignored the bulk of his English
class to ponder this problem.  By the time the bell rang, he had come to the
disturbing conclusion that he had no idea how to ensnare her.  He vowed to find
a solution to this problem.  But his next class was Biology, and he always paid
a little more attention in this class, program or no program.  This was his
toughest subject.
After Bio, it was time for lunch.  This
was a time of day that Zack had really started looking forward to.  Just being
able to sit at the same table as Claudia was a wonderful experience.  As they
sat down, she gave him her usual kiss.  Even after several days, it still drew
attention from the seniors tables. 
As Zack began to eat, Claudia noticed
Stephanie walking by.  "Stephanie!  Come sit with us!"
Zack looked up, interested in her
reaction.  He could see the indecision on her face.  Not good.  He would have
to see how well his words to her worked.  "Yes, please join us,
Steph."
Her face darkened as he used his pet name
for her, but she moved slowly over to the table and sat down on the other side
of him.  Looking askance at Claudia, he said, "What, no kiss for me?"
Stephanie stiffened.  She had not
expected him to make their affair public information, in light of his status
with Claudia.  However, she was compelled to give him what he asked for.  She
leaned into him, and pressed her lips against his.  Though not as hot or as
sensual as Claudia's kisses, Zack still found it satisfying.  He glanced out of
the corner of his eye as they broke their kiss, and he took note that many of
the seniors, mostly guys, were staring overtly at him now.  Jealous, boys? 
He smiled quietly to himself as he began to eat again.  He did not carry this
thought to its next step.

-----

As they were leaving lunch, Mr. DeVain
reminded Zack that he had agreed to meet the principal after school.  Damn,
I'd forgotten about that.

-----

The last bell rang, ending an
interminably long class in Computer Programming. Mr. Parks was going over
review, again, and Zack was nearly bored to tears.  He wasted his time
by playing around on the Net.  He was half-tempted to break into the school's
computer system and change everyone's grades to a C, but he resisted the
temptation.  He headed for the door, and found Claudia waiting for him on the other
side of it.
"I remembered that you couldn't wait
with me for my dad.  I can at least give you a good-bye kiss."
Before he could say anything, she was all
over him, her tongue dancing inside his mouth, her hands rubbing his upper
arms.  For over a minute, their lips were pressed tightly together.  Then, she
pulled away from him.  Reluctantly, but with a smile.
"See you tomorrow, Zack!"  she
called as she walked away.  Zack leaned back against the lockers and waited for
his head to stop spinning.  He wondered if he still had any of his fillings
left after that kind of kiss.  Then he remembered that he was to go see the
principal, and headed toward Mr. DeVain's office.
Zack got within a hundred feet of the
principal's office before he was stopped by four rather large seniors.  He
recognized all of them: they were the sports stars of the school.  The leader,
a big guy named Kyle, was quarterback of the football team.  Tim was captain of
the baseball team.  Mike was head of the weight team, and Bill had been kicked
off of both the football and basketball teams for being too rough during games.
"What's up, guys?" Zack asked,
nervousness creeping into his voice.  Only now did it occur to him that the
senior guys might not appreciate him poaching on their turf.
"Think you're something special,
Griffin?  Think you can just dance in and take away some of the seniors from
us?"
"Hey, guys... I... I can't help it
if they like me, can I?"
"You're going to wish you'd never
messed with either of them, Griffin," threatened Bill.
"Look, guys-" he never had a
chance to finish that sentence.
Mike let loose with an upper-cut to
Zack's midsection, doubling him over in pain.  Kyle kneed him as he was bent
over, sending him flying back against a set of lockers.  Tim and Bill grabbed
his arms, and held him in place as Mike approached.
Mike was a weight-lifter, and it showed. 
His arms bulged and rippled with strength.  He was as bulky as a teenager had
any right to be, and he could probably pick Zack up with one arm.  He looked
down menacingly at Zack.  Then he started in.
Mike's blows might as well have been
delivered by a sledgehammer.  The pain was intense.  Mike repeatedly struck to
his midsection, making Zack worry about broken ribs.  But that wasn't what Mike
was interested in.  He paused for a moment, and looked at Zack.
"Maybe after this, they won't want
you."   And with that, Mike struck him square in the face, just to the
left of his nose.  His head flew back, and rapped against the metal door of a
locker.  Mike waited for Zack's head to roll back forward for another blow.
But the sound of a locker being struck
drew the attention of Mr. DeVain.  The principal stepped out of his office just
as Mike was drawing his arm back for a second blow to the face.
"I don't think so!" he nearly
screamed.  The boys backed away as the principal stormed toward them.  The look
on his face was as near to hell as any of them ever wanted to get.
"How DARE you bring this kind of
violence into my school!  I let you boys get away with a lot, because you're
star athletes, and you've always been decent role-models for the younger kids. 
But THIS!" he gestured to where Zack leaned back against the lockers. 
"This is intolerable!  Get out of my school building.  Don't you dare come
in tomorrow.  And I will be calling your parents.  Now, get out of my
sight, before I decide that a call to the police is more warranted!"
The boys scattered like leaves before a
wind.  They wanted nothing to do with the fury they had drawn from Mr. DeVain. 
They had seen what happened when "Principal Cool" melted, and it
scared them badly.  But he turned his rage off almost as quickly as he had
turned it on when he turned to Zack.  "Are you okay, Zack?  Geez, they
really did a number on you.  Come on, let's get you to the nurse's
office."
They walked down to the nurse's office,
where Ms. Shannon was still sitting at her desk, looking over some forms.  She
gasped when she saw Zack.  "My Lord in Heaven!  What happened to
him?"
"Some seniors worked him over pretty
good.  Find out if anything's broken, while I call his parents, would
you?"
"Of course, Mr. DeVain.  Now, Zack,
you just lie back, and rest.  Where does it hurt?"
Zack started to laugh, but ended up
having a coughing fit, his ribs hurt so badly.  He finally managed to say,
"It would save time if you asked where it didn't hurt."
Ms. Shannon smiled warmly at his attempt
at humor.  She ran her hands very carefully along his neck, and across his
collar bone, and then down his ribs.  She noted the places where he winced in
pain.  When she was finished, she withdrew an icepack from the freezer, and
placed it in a thin towel, and gave it to him for his eye, which was already
swelling shut.
By this time, Mr. DeVain had re-entered
the room.  "Your mom will be down in a few minutes to get you, Zack.  Now,
I need to know, what were those boys beating you for?"
"I don't think they like my choice
of girlfriend, sir," Zack responded, trying, and just barely succeeding,
to sit up.
"Well, I can understand that, in a
way.  You are going with one of the cutest seniors in the school.  I
guess I could have warned you that you should watch your step.  Sorry."
"Not your fault, sir.  I should have
had enough brains not to flaunt it.  If anyone's to blame here, it's me and my
stupidity."
"Now, that's no way to talk,
Zack," chided Ms. Shannon.  "Love makes a fool out of many a
man."
"Yes, Ms. Shannon, I suppose
so."

-----

They left Zack alone, after Mr. DeVain
told Zack not to bother coming in the next day, either.  His school work would
be assembled for him, and sent home via Claudia.  Shortly thereafter, his
mother arrived, and nearly panicked at the sight of him.  She insisted, without
chance for argument, that she was taking him to be looked over at the
hospital.  He wanted to tell her what an insult this was to Ms. Shannon, who
was a real nurse, but his mother was hearing none of it.
The doctors, after poking, prodding,
palpitating and x-raying him until he'd have rather been beaten again than
endure the process, said what it had taken Ms. Shannon five minutes to figure
out.  "He'll be fine, but he should take it easy for a couple of
days," said the one doctor.  Well, duh.
On the way home, his mother finally got
around to asking him what it was all about.  After he explained it to her, she
just nodded.  She couldn't think of what to say to him that would make sense. 
She couldn't discourage his relationship with Claudia, as she was the only
girlfriend he'd had in months, and, truth be told, the others hadn't been around
long.  On the other hand, she worried for her son's safety, if this was the
kind of treatment he was getting for going out with a senior.  Her indecision
meant that she could only say to him, "Be careful, Zack, okay?"
"Okay, Mom."  He limped to his
room and flopped down on his bed.  His head was pounding, it hurt even to
breathe, and he couldn't see out of his left eye.  Just now, his life sucked.

-----

Zack spent the rest of the day in his
room.  His mother brought him dinner, but he had little appetite, and left most
of it untouched.  He seethed in frustration.  He should have been able to at
least put up a fight, he thought.  He dozed fitfully, reliving the attack over
and over in his mind, trying out different possibilities of what he might have
done.  In each case, he ended up in the same condition.  He tossed and turned,
his nightmares tormenting his tortured body.
He bolted awake after one particularly
nasty one in which he'd ended up a lot worse off than he really was.  He had
come to a decision almost immediately upon waking up.  I've got to find a
way to defend myself from those guys.  Zack wasn't stupid enough to think
that carrying a weapon into school was a good idea.  Besides, his parents
didn't own a gun.  It wasn't Zack's style, anyway.  He needed to think of
something more subtle, something less openly aggressive.  He would have to
think about this further, but right now his head was throbbing, and he needed
to get some aspirin.
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He slept unevenly throughout the rest of
the night.  He woke up the next morning, his bed soaked with sweat.  His head
and ribs still ached, and it was still hard to see out of his left eye, though
the swelling had decreased quite a bit.
On entering the bathroom, he looked at
his reflection, and he understood what Mike was trying to do.  His face looked
like nothing but a mass of bruises, and he wondered that Claudia would even be
able to look at him in this condition.  He stepped into the shower, and let the
hot water wash over his body, helping to relax sore and aching muscles.  He
leaned against the shower wall, just hoping that the pains would go away.  His
mind was blank; he had nothing left to think about at the moment.  He had a big
problem to deal with, and not even a direction to turn in which to find a
solution.  Briefly, the idea of using the program on them crossed his mind, but
he thought,  How would I get them to look at it?  'Gee, guys, we've been
such good friends, why don't you come over to my house and look at this neat
computer program I've got!'  Somehow, I don't think that's going to fly. 
He pondered the problem until the hot water ran out, and then he stepped out of
the shower, and dried off.
He dressed in his weekend outfit of
T-shirt and sweats.  It felt strange to be so dressed on a Tuesday, but that's
how life was for him at the moment.  His parents were both gone to work, and so
he made himself a bowl of cereal, and slumped down in front of the TV to see if
he could find anything worth watching on.
After an hour and a half of flipping
channels and finding shit to watch, he went back to his room.  At the very
least, he could play a video game or something.  Once his computer powered up,
however, he got the sudden urge to do some more work on the program.  It works
fine, why tamper with it? he thought.  But still, he returned to the code. 
He had a fair understanding now of what each part of the program did, and how. 
He spent a few hours looking through some parts, and he found three or four
places where the algorithm could be made to run faster, cutting down the amount
of time necessary to run the program.  The difference would only be a minute,
maybe a minute and a half for a single-person matrix, but that was twenty-five
percent of the total running time as it was.
After trekking back to the kitchen to
grab something to munch on as he worked, Zack got down to rewriting these
sections of code.  He wondered how to make sure they worked, and then decided
he would try them on himself, as he had all the other major changes.  He
figured it was only fair: he was tampering with minds, he might as well be his
own guinea pig.
After a few hours of coding, and several
compile attempts, the code compiled correctly.  He first ran the program
without a command script.  This allowed him to time it without getting caught
up in it.  It ran for four minutes.  He had cut the run time by a full two
minutes!  He was pleased with himself, but now he needed to make sure that the
matrix still worked with this new setup.
Inserting his usual
"relaxation" script, he booted the program.  He saw the usual
start-up effects, and he immediately felt better.  He could no longer feel his
aches and pains.  His body no longer felt stiff or sore.  He was floating,
weightless in a paradise of color and sound.  And, once again, his maidens
appeared.
<<Welcome back.>>
Thank you.  Do you have any new
lessons for me?
<<Zack, we have never given you
new information.  We only reveal to you that which you already knew, but
refused to see.>>
I don't understand.  This time, I want
a straight answer.  Who are you?
<<We are you.>>
What the hell does that mean?
<<We are your deepest thoughts
and feelings.  We are the part of you that does not need to defend itself from
the world.  In short, we are the 'you' that wishes to be real.>>
So... why are you all girls, then?
<<You do not need us to answer
that for you.  You know what your desires are.>>
Conversation ended at that point, because
a dozen women descended upon Zack, caressing him and stroking his suddenly bare
skin.  He wondered when his clothing had been removed, but then realized it was
a dream, and it didn't really matter.  He felt hands caress his legs, his arms,
his chest.  The Claudia-maiden kissed him hotly on the mouth, and he suddenly
felt another mouth engulfing his prick...
An hour later, relaxed and at peace, Zack
emerged from the dream state.  He felt more alert and focused.  Looking at the
clock, he realized that the programmed time had indeed elapsed, and that the
new program worked exactly like the old one.  Before leaving, the maidens had
reminded him that he had not changed the two items in his own matrix.  Now
knowing that they were simply his subconscious, he went in and changed them. 
He ran a simple command script on himself, to allow the new matrix to take
hold.  He felt no change, but he wasn't sure what he'd expected to feel anyway.
His thoughts were interrupted by his
mother coming in at that point.
"Zack, how are you... Oh, I should
have known you'd be doing fine so long as we didn't take away your
computer."  Her voice was soft and uplifting.  She felt his forehead; for
what reason, Zack didn't know, because he wasn't sick.  Then she ran her hand
through his hair, and asked how he was really doing.
"A lot better, Mom.  I think I'll be
okay to go to school tomorrow."
"Okay, but you take it easy.  If it
turns out to be too much for you, Dad or I will come get you."
"Thanks, Mom."
A knock at the door startled them both,
and his mother went to see who it was.  Shortly thereafter, Brian bounded
through the door.  Brian had been Zack's best friend since the third grade. 
They'd gone through all the major events together: puberty, voice change, hair
in weird places, the whole nine yards.  With one exception: Brian was still a virgin. 
He was short, at 5'3" tall, and had curly black hair.  He had the thick
glasses of extreme near-sightedness, and his gray eyes could be so intense that
they intimidated a lot of people.  Not Zack, though, who knew that Brian's gaze
had more to do with trying to see than anything else.
"Hey, Bri!" Zack said in
greeting.  "What are you doing here?  Hey, how was the family
reunion?"  Brian had been away for the last two weeks at a family
get-together for his grandparent's fiftieth wedding anniversary.
"Don't ask.  If I never see some of
those relatives again, it'll be too soon.  Claudia asked me to drop off your
homework: her dad was taking her and the rest out to dinner or something, and
she didn't have time.  What the hell happened to you?"
"Senior bullies," Zack said
with a scowl.
"Damn, what guys' girlfriend did you
steal?"
"Potential girlfriend, I think. 
Claudia."
Brian's face paled.  "You're
shittin' me!  No way would Claudia go out with you!"
Zack had told Brian every detail of his
life up to this point.  He had described in minute detail his first sexual
encounter.  It didn't even occur to him to keep the program a secret from him.
"I did a lot more than go out with
her, man.  I got laid."
"Bullshit!  Okay, if you got laid,
what did you drug her with, and where can I get some?" he laughed
nervously.
"Not a drug, man, but you're close. 
I've got a computer program."
"You've always got a computer
program.  What's this one do?"
"It controls people."
"Bullshit!"
"No joke, man.  I've got proof...
but I can't show it to you here.  I don't have a VCR that's private
enough."
"We could take it to my house, man. 
I've got my own in my room.  Hey, why don't you come over for dinner?  Mom's
making homemade pizza."
"Cool!  Why don't you call your mom
and see if it's okay, and I'll go ask my mom."
"All right."  Zack left as
Brian picked up the phone to call home.
Zack found his mother in the kitchen. 
She readily agreed to let Zack go over to Brian's house.  Zack gathered up the
videotape, and, on reflection, he put the program on a ZIP disk.  Brian also
had a computer, and had a ZIP drive, so he could easily take the program to
show him.
They rode to Brian's house in Brian's
beat-up Ford pickup truck.  It wasn't much, but it got him around town.  And it
was more than Zack had.  It occurred to him to use the program to get his
parents to buy him a car, but he really didn't think they could afford it. 
They were trying to find a cheap enough replacement for the car his mother was
driving, because it was always breaking down on her.  So, Zack shelved that
idea as not practical.
Once at Brian's house, both boys rushed
back to Brian's bedroom, taking only long enough to say hello to Mrs. Selman,
Brian's mother.  He closed and locked his bedroom door, and then turned to
Zack.  "Okay, what's on the tape?"
Zack fretted a moment.  "Won't your
mother be suspicious about a locked door?"
"Nah.  I've started doing that a lot
lately.  She thinks it means I want to be alone.  Usually it means I'm jackin'
off."
Zack shrugged, and put the tape in the
VCR.  He sat back as Brian hit the PLAY button.  It took mere seconds for him
to realize who was on the screen, and what she was doing.
"Holy shit!" Brian whispered.
It was the tape Claudia had made, and
Zack had wound it to the best part.  Her legs were spread apart, her knees
raised.  Her chest heaved as her fingers slid in and out of her pussy.  Her
moans were evident on the tape.  Her movements became more frenzied as her
fingers continued to slip in and out of her cunt.  Finally, her back arched,
and her body froze as she screamed in orgasm.
Brian sat stunned as he watched the
tape.  Zack let it continue for a few more minutes before getting up and
ejecting it from the machine, putting it back into his book bag.
Finally regaining his voice, Brian said,
"How in the hell did you manage to get a tape like that?"
"I asked her to make it for
me," Zack replied simply.
"And she just said, 'Sure, Zack.  No
problem,'?"
"More or less.  Well, I had to keep
her busy, I was screwing Stephanie at the time."
"Jesus Christ!  You got tape of her,
too?"
"Nah, just Claudia.  Stephanie's a
lot of fun, though."
"And you expect me to believe that
you got this because of some damned computer program?"
"Yep."
"Well I'll be dipped in shit and
rolled in feathers."  It was Brian's favorite expression for not knowing
what to say.  He didn't really doubt Zack: Zack had never lied to him about how
he got things, or how he did them.  Brian was also a skilled computer programmer,
but not on Zack's level.  Zack understood intuitively things that took Brian a
day to figure out.
"So, where's my copy?" Brian
asked.
"It's not that simple,
unfortunately."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, so far, it still has to be
configured for each person you use it on.  It took me a bunch of tries before I
got it to work on Claudia.  My parents weren't as big a challenge, but I
screwed it up with my dad the first try... Stephanie's the only one that hasn't
been a problem, but I got a lot of background on her from Claudia."
"You fucked with your parents?"
"Had to, to get them to ignore what
I was doing with Claudia."
"Shit, man!"
"I know.  Ain't it cool?"
Just then, Brian's mother called them
down to dinner.  Brian and Zack raced down to the dining room.  Mrs. Selman's
cooking was quite good.
The two boys were the first ones into the
dining room, and they sat together around the circular table.  Mrs. Selman
began serving the pizza to them, even before the rest of the family came in. 
Mr. Selman, she explained, was off at a conference, and wouldn't be back until
Thursday.  Zack was too young to know whether that was a veiled reference to
him having an affair or not, but Mrs. Selman's deep blue eyes didn't seem to
show dismay.  Zack watched her move about the dining room, how her short blonde
hair flipped as she turned her head, how her skirt flowed about her legs.  He
was just starting to notice how her breasts pressed nicely against the flowered
blouse she was wearing when the three girls came into the dining room.
The first in was Pam, Brian's oldest
sister.  She was eighteen, and a knockout.  She had tits at least as big as
Claudia's, and just as firm.  Her flowing blond hair reached the middle of her
back, and her blue eyes sparkled.  She was wearing a pullover blouse and a pair
of jeans that showed her ass to good advantage.  Zack was not the only one
admiring the view.  He quickly glanced at Brian, and noted that he was
enthralled with his sister as well.
Zack took inventory of the other two
sisters, who were both still in junior high.  Bonnie was fourteen, with thick,
wavy brown hair and gray eyes.  Her round face was open and friendly.  She was
developing the same buxom appearance that seemed to be a family trait.  Zack
could think of worse traits to inherit.  The rest of her was about average for
a fourteen-year-old girl, but still fun to look at.
Brian's remaining sister, Wendy, was
short, even for her thirteen years.  She stood only 4' 6" tall.  To atone
for that, she had the only red hair in the family.  She had the pale skin to go
with it, as well.  Her eyes were a dark brown, and her smile was incredible. 
She, also, was developing the family chest, and Zack figured she must have been
the envy of many a classmate, despite her height.  Actually, he found her very
attractive.
After they all greeted each other, the
feasting started.  Zack was thoroughly enjoying the dinner, almost enough so to
forget about his wounds.  Until he'd chew too vigorously, and then his face
would start to hurt.  Once, when Bonnie told a joke she'd heard at school, he'd
caused himself a coughing fit because he laughed too hard.  Mrs. Selman looked
concerned, but he assured her that everything was fine, and dinner resumed.
Dessert was a wonderful homemade ice
cream, and Zack enjoyed it all.  His mother did not have the talents to do much
home cooking, and most of their meals came out of a box with instructions on
it.  He spent a lot of meals at Brian's house, for that reason.  All the kids
were aware of what had happened to him, and why, but it was a carefully avoided
subject at the dinner table, until they were finished.  As Pam got up to help
her mother with the dishes, and the boys were about to head back to Brian's
room, she handed him a note.  "Claudia asked me to give you this if I saw
you before you got back to school.  I guess she didn't think to give it to
Brian."
Zack took it, and nodded.  "Thanks,
Pam."
"No trouble.  See ya!"   And
she headed to the kitchen to help her mother.  Pam was the "perky"
type, and she loved doing household chores.  That alleviated the amount the
other kids had to do, and they loved her for that.
Once they made it back to Brian's room,
he closed and locked the door again, and then turned on Zack.  "Just what
would it take for me to get a copy of that program?"
"I told you, Bri, it has to be
specially written for each person."
"Okay, okay... I don't suppose I can
write the custom stuff, huh?"
"It would take you forever to learn
it.  It did me."
"Well, would you be willing to write
it for me?"
"Hmmm...  Depends on who you want it
for, I suppose."
"I want it for Pam."
"Your sister?  You want to do your
sister?"
"Yeah.  You see the way she looked
tonight?  She always looks like that!  Damn she is hot!  Look, you know
my luck with the girls at school.  I have no popularity."
"I can sympathize man.  Okay,
okay... let me think."  Zack pondered for perhaps fifteen seconds.  He
actually needed Brian to want the program, because he needed Brian's help.  Or
rather, his sisters' help.  "Okay, here's the deal.  I'll write you a
program to control Pam, IF," he paused for effect, "You will install
another program on your other sisters' computer."
"You want Bonnie and Wendy? 
Why?"
"Well, not them specifically... but
I've seen some of the girls at the junior high, and they are choice, man. 
Definitely worth the effort."  Not that he felt that Bonnie or Wendy
weren't, mind you, but there were some things you don't say about family
members.
"Okay, that's fine.  Do with 'em
what you want.  I don't have a problem with it."
"Cool.  Hmm.  Probably easiest if I
just write it right here... why don't I call Mom and ask if I can stay for a
few more hours?  Will it be okay with your mom?"
"Sure.  She'll take you home, I'm
not allowed to drive after dark.  It sucks."
"Okay."  Zack called his
mother, and, after making sure he didn't have too much homework to do, said he
could stay until nine.
"Will that be enough time?"
"Should be... problem is, I've
always just had whoever I wanted to see it, run it."
"Pam doesn't trust me with stuff on
her computer."         
"I know.  Which means we have to
find a way to sneak it onto her machine."
"If we can get it done in the next
hour or two, she takes a shower before she goes to bed."
"Okay, but how do you get her to run
it?"
"Hmmm... no way to make it run
automatically at a certain time?"
Shit!  "Does your sister use
a screen saver?"  Zack had a new idea now, and it was forming up quickly. 
Brian could see it, and the energy was contagious.
"Doesn't everybody?"
"Then I can turn it into a screen
saver.  One of the keys of this program is how it tends to draw a person into
it.  Once she sees it, she'll want to keep watching it.  I'll have to write in
a loop, and a time limit..."  Zack was already booting programs on Brian's
computer to start making modifications.  Brian, not able to keep up as Zack's
hands flew over the keys and scrolled through pages of code, dug out the tape
of Claudia again, and started to play it through, with the sound muted, so it
wouldn't disturb Zack.  Sound wasn't really necessary, anyway.
An hour and a half later, Zack sat up
straight.  "Time for a test run!"  He noted for the first time what
Brian had been watching.  There on the screen was Claudia, with her hands
buried at her crotch, her body contorted in ecstasy.  He snapped his fingers. 
"Hey!"
Brian finally snapped out of it. 
"Sorry, man, but... damn!"
"Yeah, yeah.  Make one of your
sister to watch.  That one's mine.  We're ready to try a test run of this
program."
As Zack booted it into the screen saver
module, and was about to press "Preview", Brian stopped him. 
"What's this going to do to us, Zack?"
"I've loaded a special script into
this.  If you or I see it, we'll feel some effect, it'll be energizing.  If
your sister sees it, then the special programming I wrote in goes into
effect."
"What did you write for her?"
"I told her she wanted to be your
love slave, that she was to do anything you wanted her to at any time.  And a
bunch of stuff like that."
"Shit!  You think this will really
work?"
"It worked on Claudia and
Stephanie."
"Boot it up, then!"
Zack clicked "Preview", and at
first flashed the familiar Alpha-Omega logo.  Then the program started.  Zack
could feel the energy coursing through him, it was almost like an adrenaline
rush.  Which, he figured after considering it, it probably was.
After about ten minutes, the program
continued to run, but neither boy felt any further effects.
"What happened?" Brian asked,
obviously having been under the effect as Zack had been.
"Time limit kicked in.  It lasts for
right around ten minutes.  Otherwise, she'd be stuck staring at it until
someone else came in and turned it off."
"Zombified!"  Brian said in
jest.
"That's about the size of it...
interesting way to keep someone out of the way for a while, I suppose."
Having completed the program, Zack and
Brian fooled around until they heard Pam walk down to the bathroom for her
shower.
"Okay, let's go!" Brian said in
a hoarse whisper.  The two boys dashed down to Pam's room, making sure not to
be seen.  They could hear the water running in the bathroom even from here, so
they knew she would be a while.  She had even conveniently left her computer
on, with its screen saver running.
"Shit, she'll notice the new screen
saver right away!"  Brian worried.
"That's okay, it shouldn't matter. 
Now, I don't know if this new program will work in one dose or not.  Honestly,
I can't say for certain it will work at all, but I can keep tweaking it until
it does work."
"Cool.  So, how long do you think
before I see results?"
"If she comes back and stares at it,
she may be screwing your brains out before I manage to get home!"  He
smiled at his friend.
"Naw, really, how long?"
"I'm serious.  If it works in one
dose, and she sees it tonight, she will act on it tonight, or as early as is
safe to do so.  I wrote that in, that she needs to be careful about your
parents."
"Okay, cool.  You done?"
"Yeah.  She's got the delay on ten
minutes, so it should kick in before she gets back in here."
"Yeah.  She won't be back for
another twenty minutes, at least."
"Let's get out of here, before your
mother comes looking for us."
"Gotcha."

-----

After that, Zack packed up his stuff, and
Mrs. Selman drove him home.   He thanked her and headed inside.  After greeting
both of his parents, he went to his room.  Only then did he remember that he
was carrying Claudia's note.  He took it out to read it.
 
Dear Zack:
I'm sorry I wasn't able to bring your homework to
you.  My dad insisted we go to eat.  I am also terribly sorry about what
happened to you because of me.  I will understand if you never want to see me
again after this.  I really missed you at school today, and I hope we can still
at least be friends.
Love Always,
Claudia
 
He knew he had to call her right then, so
she wouldn't worry about this.  He dialed her number, and reached her mother. 
"Mrs. Merris?  This is Zack Griffin.  Can I talk to Claudia,
please?"  He waited as she went to get her.  It seemed forever before she
picked up the phone.
"Okay, Mom, I got it," she
said.  They both heard the click of the extension hanging up.  Claudia would be
in her room now.  "Zack?" she asked.
"Hey, Claudia.  Missed you after
school today."
"I'm so sorry, Zack.  I can't
believe those boys-"
"It wasn't your fault, Claudia. 
They're just jerks."
"But it was because they were
protecting me, or my reputation, or I don't know what!"
"And neither do they, I'll bet. 
They just thought they might have a chance with you, I guess, and were trying
to get rid of the competition."
"No way, Zack!  I would never go out
with anyone but you..." she hesitated for a moment.  "If you'll still
have me."
"Claudia," he said in his
softest voice, "If you were here right now, I'd show you the answer to
that question."  He left no doubt as to what he meant.
"Oh, Zack," she responded in
relief.
"So, I'll see you in school
tomorrow, right?"
"You're going?" she asked with
surprise.
"Yeah.  Can't hang around this dump
all day.  I'll be there."
"Okay.  My car still isn't fixed, or
I'd pick you up."
"Not a problem.  I'll see you when I
get there."
"Bye.  Love you."
"Bye, Claudia."  He waited for
her to hang up the phone before he hung up, listening to hear if another
extension had indeed been active.  It had not.  He hung up considering her last
words, but wrote them off as just part of the programming he had instilled in
her.  He put it all aside with the thought that he had two days' worth of
homework to do.

-----

Back at Brian's house, Pam exited the
shower and dried herself off.  She looked herself over in the mirror,
believing, as she always had, that she could drop a pound or two.  Her family
tried to tell her that her weight was fine, but she was insecure about her
appearance, and had always struggled with it.
She covered herself up with her robe, and
walked back down to her room, wrapping her hair in a towel as she went.  As she
entered the room, and stripped off her robe to put on her nightgown, she
noticed her computer screen appeared different.  Normally, the screen contained
the usual "Curves & Colors" screensaver that came with her
Windows computer.  This screensaver, however, was like nothing she had ever
seen.  Forgetting her nightgown, she sat down at her computer to watch it.
Her body felt warm, energized, and yet
completely relaxed.  She felt completely at peace and at rest.  The cool,
soothing colors of the screensaver enfolded her, and for the first time, she
noticed the soft pitch of music coming from inside the colors, it seemed.  She
felt as if she were both falling, and soaring, yet with no sense of fear.  Her
mind reeled, but was not confused.  Her senses were overloaded with the
changing scenery, and with the pleasant sense of completeness she felt.  
Meanwhile, the commands that Zack had
written into this version of the program were planting themselves deep into her
psyche.  The program's audio-visual presentation opened up the pathways to her
inner being, allowing the commands to be planted there, to integrate them into
her being.  Whatever else Pam had been, she was now becoming one thing more.
Ten minutes later, she was shivering in
front of her computer.  She had not realized that she had been staring at the
screen for so long.  She thought to yell at Brian for putting a screensaver on
her system...
As soon as she thought about Brian, she
knew there was something more than screensavers she needed to talk to him
about.  But not now.  Not with their mother in the house.  That was too
dangerous.  Thinking thoughts about Brian that she had never had before, Pam
climbed into bed, without her nightgown.  She fell asleep with her hands
between her legs, her dreams, of Brian.
 
∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼
 
Zack got off the school bus the next
morning, and faced the large brick edifice of Thorndyke High School.  He hadn't
gotten as much sleep as he would have liked, and, while his program could keep
his mind fresh, his body was a bit stiff and sore.  He still moved slowly,
because any sudden moves jarred too many sore places.
As he approached the front doors of the
school building, he took horrified interest in who was there waiting for him. 
Obviously, Principal DeVain had allowed the four toughs back into the school,
for they were waiting for him on the front steps.
"Come on up, Griffin," said
Mike.  "We need to finish our chat from the other day."
The others nodded and egged him on,
rubbing their hands together as if waiting for a meal.  Just then, the door to
the school building opened up, and out came Claudia.  The look in her eyes was
venomous.
"Get the hell away from him.  I
don't need you four telling me who I can and can't date."
"We were just-" Kyle started to
protest.
"Yeah, I know what you were 'just'
gonna do.  Stay the hell away from my boyfriend!"
Zack was astounded at her ferocity in his
defense.  He had not thought his program worked that well.  As soon as the boys
had moved off, she moved over to him, hugging him so gently that he didn't feel
a single ache.  She kissed him on the cheek, and led him up the steps into the
school.
"I'm sorry I couldn't pick you up
this morning.  I don't want my dad to know about you... That's wrong, isn't
it?  I should tell him about you tonight."
Zack shook his head.  He didn't need yet
another guy telling him to stay away from Claudia.  "Don't bother, Claudia. 
It's not necessary, and he might not like me very much."
"Okay, Zack, I won't, then.  You
want me to help you get around today?"  She was being as helpful as she
could.  She was being a little too helpful.  She was being...  and Zack
smiled as he realized, She's just being a girlfriend.
"That's okay, Claudia, I'll be all
right.  Why don't you just go on to your other classes, and I'll see you at
lunch, okay?"
"Okay, Zack."  But she didn't
go without giving him a good-bye kiss, which reminded him why all the bumps and
bruises were worth it.
He stepped into Mr. Farley's Algebra II
class, and tried to forget about his bruises, and get back into the swing of
things.

-----

He had seemingly slipped back into
normalcy by lunch.  He had even had a few more fantasies about Ms. Pinches. 
But he still had no way to act on them, and so once again set them aside.
On his way to the lunch room, however, he
was yet again accosted by the seniors.  This time, it wasn't an outright
beating.  They walked down the hall, two on each side of him, shoving him into
one another, causing him to almost lose his balance several times.  They broke
off at the cafeteria door, before the principal could see their actions.  Zack
wasn't about to tell Mr. DeVain what was going on: he didn't need them thinking
that he couldn't fight his own battles, and would tattle on them.  That was the
last kind of bad reputation he wanted to have for the next two years and a
month of high school.
He found Claudia waiting for him at his
table, and she kissed him quickly as he sat down.  He still noticed the stares,
but they didn't seem as nasty now.  It was almost as if they felt he'd been
punished for his indiscretion, and that he could now go about his business.  Why,
if that's the case, are those other four still beating on me?  His train of
thought was broken as Stephanie walked right past him, without even looking at
him.
"Steph," he called, "Why
don't you sit with us?"
Stephanie paused, and looked at him. 
Still, she couldn't look him in the eye.  But she hesitated longer than he
would have liked.  Why isn't her programming as strong as Claudia's?  He
patted the bench beside him, and finally she came over and sat down.  He
decided not to risk giving her a kiss.  If she rebuffed him in public, it could
cause really bad things to happen for him.
"So, Zack," Claudia started in,
"Are you really okay?  I mean, those guys didn't hurt you too bad, did
they?"  Zack took a chance to glance at Stephanie before answering.  Her
look was cool, controlled.
"I'm fine, Claudia.  Really."
She leaned over and said to Stephanie,
"Those boys beat up on Zack because he's going out with us."
Stephanie said nothing, but nodded
curtly.  What's going through her mind right now? he wondered.
"Steph, can you come over to my
house tonight?  I, um..."  He had to think fast, he had no reason to want
Stephanie at his house other than to screw her brains out, but he needed to
check why her programming wasn't holding.
"Yes, Zack.  I will be there.  What
time?"
Hmm.  Guess I don't have to think up a
reason.  "Seven."
"I will be there."  She
repeated.  Her voice was almost toneless.  Zack didn't understand why her
demeanor wasn't the same as Claudia, who nearly doted on him.  Not that he
minded that, of course.
"Good."  They finished up their
lunch in silence, not having much to say just then.  Zack enjoyed being seen
with two of the most beautiful senior girls in the school, but worried that
this might mean further trouble for him.

-----

Pam Selman's day had been one of
distraction.  She was thinking about her brother constantly.  She had had a
sudden revelation about him last night, and she knew that she must act on it. 
She wondered why it had risen so strongly to the surface, but it didn't
matter.  It was here.  It was what was meant to be.
She walked in the door of their home that
afternoon, sweaty and disturbed.  She'd  run all the way home.  Normally, she
would only run halfway, and walk the rest as a cool-down, but her thoughts were
so disturbed this day that she had kept running, in an effort to outrun them. 
It had not worked, as they were waiting for her at her destination.
She went upstairs and took a long, cool
shower, to try to cool her body down, both from her run, and from the heat that
was building inside of her.  Though the shower did make her clean, it did
nothing for her arousal.
Maybe playing on the Net will help.

-----

There were exactly 18,372 lines of code
in Program Alpha-Omega, not counting the command scripts.  It could not,
therefore, be considered Zack's fault that he had overlooked eight of them. 
They were not eight in a row, or even paired.  These eight lines of code were
dispersed throughout the 18,000+ lines of the program.  They were designed to
be hidden.
The program also behaved in a fashion
similar to some computer viruses.  Once it had been run on a machine, it would
wait until that machine logged onto the Internet, and then it would send a
message to a secret location.  Had Zack known about these eight lines of code,
he would have been able to find and remove them.  But the sections in which
they occurred did perfectly harmless things, and Zack had not checked closely
enough to make sure they did what it appeared they did.
When Pamela Selman accessed the Internet
at 4:32 pm that Wednesday afternoon, she sent a beacon to that secret location,
and it gave her IP address, as well as her email address, as obtained from her
mail program's registry entries.  Nothing showed on Pam's screen, no files were
tampered with or erased.  And as soon as the message was sent, that function of
the program was disabled, and the email would never be sent again.  At least
not by this version of the program.

-----

The man sat once more in his darkened
office.  He was typing out specifications for new hardware and software.  The
newest systems were going to be very costly, but he knew they would sell.  His
company was making a fortune.
He was interrupted, again, by a knock on
the door.  His temper flared momentarily, for he hated to be interrupted.  But
his staff knew that, and an interruption could only mean it was important. 
That muted his response somewhat, but not all the way.  "Come!"
The door opened, and William stood before
him again.  So, our program develops new information.  "What do you
have for me, William?"
"Sir... this is odd.  As I told you,
we've been attempting to track down the person who accessed our
program..."
"I know this.  Have you not gotten
me a name yet?"
"No, sir.  Unfortunately, the
individual is very adept at hiding his tracks, and has routed through multiple
systems before going over the network, so we haven't been able to track him
back yet.  We do know his local Internet Provider, however.  Once we can track
him back to a specific number, we'll be able to look through their databases,
and get a name from that."
"William," the man said
patiently, "You are giving a discourse on Net Tracking to the person who
taught it to you.  Now, what news do you bring me?"
William gulped, and hurried on. 
"Sir, we've got a strange anomaly.  Someone else is running the program,
from the same provider as our unknown, but this one cleared through directly,
and it was not hidden in any way.  Sir, I doubt this could be our person."
A slight smile played at the man's lips. 
"You are most certainly correct, William.  What conclusion do you draw
from this?"
"Sir?  We, uh... We've not been able
to come up with a good reason for this, sir."
"Think, William!  Our friend
downloads our program.  We've gotten a couple dozen emails from him or her,
indicating that they have continually been changing the program, but always
with a scrambled locator code."
"Yes, sir, that's correct.  But
what-"
"I said, think!  What are the
four possible reasons for moving it to a different computer?"
"Well, sir-" the man cut him
off.
"I'll tell you, William, to save you
the stuttering.  First, he, and I'll use 'he' neutrally here, as it could
easily be a female, doesn't feel his computer is secure anymore.  But if that
were the case, the same protections would be in place on the new system.
"Second, he could be calling in
reinforcements: another person to help him with it.  But, if that were the
case, then he would certainly have his associate protect his computer in the
same manner as his own.
"Third, we could have another person
working on the program.  I reject this out of hand, because the idea of two
hackers that close together geographically being unaware of each other is
beyond the realm of possibility."
"What says they don't know each
other, sir?"
"William, you're a good programmer,
but you never were a hacker.  Hackers teach each other all the tricks.  If they
knew each other, they'd be using the same defensive measures.  No, this person
is not another programmer."
"Sir, that covers all the bases,
doesn't it?
"No, I said there were four
possibilities."
"What's the fourth, sir?"
"That it works, William.  I
believe our friend has made a program that actually works."
William just stared at him, wide-eyed in
disbelief at the concept.  Finally, he regained his voice.  "Surely not,
sir.  With all the minds we have here who couldn't get it to work-"
"Never assume you are the best at
anything, William.  The programmers here are good.  The person we are looking
for is better.  The whole point of Operation Second Chance was to find just
such a programmer.  I want him.  Find me that programmer!"
The man's voice boomed across the room,
and William scurried backward out of the office, closing the door before his
boss could yell at him further.  The man did not return to his specifications;
instead, he paced the floor, considering how to handle a possibly malevolent
person with a functional mind-control program.
My God, what have we done?

-----

Brian arrived home at five-thirty that
afternoon.  He had spent some time at the public library, getting his term
paper ready.  He saw Pam's book bag on the chair, so he knew she was home. 
Their mother wouldn't be home until around six-thirty.  He went to the kitchen
to get himself a glass of juice, and found a note on the table saying that his
mother was going out with friends, and wouldn't be home until nine or ten. 
This was common for her when Dad was gone, and so he thought nothing of it, but
looked in the fridge briefly to find what he would have for dinner later.  Having
decided that, he rinsed out his juice glass, and headed up to take a shower.

-----

Pam had also read the note, after taking
her shower.  She had played on the Internet for a little while, but then she
had gotten bored, and made herself something to eat.  By the time she had
returned to her computer, the screensaver had kicked on.  She was immediately
drawn into it, and her mind absorbed its message freely.  For the next ten
minutes, she was in bliss, and her body's urges did not bother her.  However,
the euphoria did not last, and she felt the need more urgently than ever when
she came out of her trance-like state.  She knew her brother would be home
soon, but she didn't know how to present herself to him.  If she put the
situation to him the wrong way, she thought, he would scare off and tell Mom,
and that would be bad for everyone.  How to do it?

-----

Brian was already soapy by the time Pam
entered the bathroom.  She moved stealthily, and so he didn't hear the door
open or close.  Pam had already removed her clothing, having only a robe on
now.  This she removed and put on a hook on the back of the door.  Nude, she
stood and watched his form inside the shower enclosure.  The acrylic panels
were frosted, but still allowed you to see the person's shape inside.  She
waited, knowing that he would wash his hair soon, and that was what she needed.

-----

Brian rubbed the shampoo into his hair,
lathering it up well.  Then he stuck his head under the water to wash off the
sudsy substance.  He spent a good forty-five seconds making sure it was all out
of his hair, before he pulled his head from underneath the blasting stream of
water.  He hadn't heard a thing.
He turned around to grab for the soap,
and nearly had a heart attack, for standing before him in the steamy shower
enclosure was his sister Pam, completely naked, holding the soap.
"Is this what you're after,
Brother?" she asked.  She never called him "Brother".  It was
always "Brian", or "Brain" when she was in a teasing mood.
"Yes- Pam- what the-" he
realized he was turning into a blithering idiot, but seeing his sister's
gorgeous nude form before his eyes was quickly shutting off brain functions.
"Let me help you, Brother," she
cooed, and stepped toward him.  Brian was rooted to the spot, and couldn't have
moved to stop her if he'd wanted to, and he didn't want to.
Pam moved into the stream of water,
wetting her own body down, and also lathering up the soap.  She started with
his back, moving the bar of soap in her hands along his skin in long, smooth
gestures.  She allowed the water to wash off the suds before she continued,
soaping up his shoulders and neck.
Brian was really enjoying this.  He
finally realized that this was exactly what he had asked Zack for, and he was
getting his wish.  His sister Pam had become his love slave.  Well, we
haven't gotten that far yet.  Let's not get over-excited here.  But it was
impossible to avoid that, as his dick was already standing out iron-hard in
front of him.
Pam began to work further down his front,
but she didn't move around him.  Instead, she pressed herself right up against
his back, her nipples were hard points stabbing into him, and he leaned back
against them.  She rubbed her hands down his chest, rubbing his nipples
especially before continuing down to his abdomen.
Pam was a good four inches taller than
Brian, and she looked over his shoulder down to his crotch.  Quietly, she said
to herself, "Mm."  She moved around to let the water run over Brian's
shoulders and wash off the suds on his chest.  She knelt down before him,
looking up into his eyes, and said, "I don't think soap would be good for
this, Brother."
Before he could ask her what she meant,
her lips had encircled the head of his dick, and her tongue was dancing across
his pisshole.  She did her level best to suck the cum from his dick, but he was
holding out with everything he had.  She began to take more of him into her
mouth, sliding her lips down along his shaft as she held it in place with one
hand.  Her other hand was busily fingering her clit.  Her mouth reached just
over halfway on his cock, and then she started slipping off of it again, her
tongue sliding along the bottom and sides as it pulled slowly from her mouth. 
When just the head was still in her mouth, she began to descend again, only
faster this time.  Her mouth moved back and forth on his dick, sending wave
after wave of pleasure through Brian's body.  This being the first sexual
contact of his life, at least with another person, he couldn't contain himself
for long.  His cum was soon splattering the back of her throat.  Pam held it
all in, not letting a single drop slip from her beautiful lips.  Then, when it
seemed he was finished, she swallowed it all.
Her mouth slipped off his dick, which he
had expected to soften now.  He found, to his amazement, that he was just as
hard as he was when she'd started.  He looked up at her, as she had stood back
up in front of him, and she asked him, in no uncertain terms, "Do you want
to fuck me, Brother?"
"Oh, God, yes!" he answered.  
She turned around and placed her hands
against the tile wall of the shower.  "My pussy is yours, Brother.  Take
me!"
Brian quickly moved forward.  His dick
was soon at the entrance to her cunt, but he was unsure how to find the
opening.  Somewhat frustrated, Pam reached back, and took his shaft in her
hand.  She guided the head of his cock to the right spot, and screamed,
"Push!"
Brian did, and her pussy was so steaming
hot and dripping wet that his cock slid all the way into her on the first try. 
He rested when his balls touched her clit, and he just felt her around him. 
Her pussy held him in its velvety grip, contracting along his length as if to
pull him further inside.  Her smooth skin was hot beneath him where his chest
rested against her back.  He reached his hands around her sides, and took her
wondrous tits into his hands.  He rolled them around her chest, finally
grabbing her nipples and stretching them.  She moaned with the sensation, but
she wanted more.
"Fuck me!  Go ahead and fuck me,
Brother!"
Brian did not let go of her wonderful
globes, but he did begin to move his dick in and out of her pussy.  First, in
long, slow strokes.  As his excitement grew, he started pounding into her
faster, and his hands mauled her tits as he became too aroused for finesse. 
Pam did not care, she just wanted him to fuck her.  Faster he went, and louder
she became, encouraging him, and moaning and screaming in her ecstasy.
It didn't take long before Brian's cum
shot deep into her twat, filling her, sating her, giving her what she had
wanted all day.  She had come twice during their session, and that was unusual
for her, but it was her Brother - Her Master.
He pulled out of her, and she turned
around to embrace him.  She looked down at him, and then their lips met.  The
kiss was soft and sweet, but still held passion.  Though they broke the kiss,
their eyes remained locked.
Pam whispered softly, "I am yours
forever, Brother.  You are my Master now."
"Yes," replied Brian, in what
voice he could find.  He noted that the water was beginning to cool, and they
got out of the shower.  He made her dry him off, and the sensation of being
caressed in that manner was very erotic.  Soon, he was hard again. 
"Pam," he said, "Come into
my bedroom.  There are some things you need to teach me."
It's a good thing Mom's not going to
be home for a while...

-----

Somewhat later that evening, about a mile
away, Stephanie walked up to Zack's house and knocked on the door.  Zack
answered it, and still enjoyed the view, even after having seen her naked. 
Today, she had on tight green shorts and a light green blouse, tied just below
her tits so that her abdomen showed.  He enjoyed seeing her like this, and
couldn't resist caressing her in the living room.  She started to step away
from him, thought better of it, and froze.
"Steph, let's go back to my
room."
"Yes, Zack," she intoned.  He
didn't remember installing a robot voice in her, so he knew that she was trying
to keep something under control.  He didn't know what it was, but he knew a way
to find out.  Quickly, he wrote a few new lines to her script.  He knew that he
would have her as his again, for at least tonight.  He wondered if he could
stand the sex in his condition.  He thought, Well, at least a blowjob...
Soon, Stephanie was under the trance of
the program.  Four minutes later, it had run its course.  Boy, it's amazing
what a difference those two minutes make!
Stephanie turned to him with lust in her
eyes.  He backed away and sat on the bed.  She did not make eye contact, but
moved over to him, standing in front of him, her eyes now on the floor in an
effort not to make eye contact.
"Steph, take off all of your
clothes."  Quickly, she removed all of her clothing.  Zack would have
preferred a striptease, but he hadn't ordered that, and it was a little late
now.  Something to remember for later.
"Okay, now I want you to kneel
before me, your hands behind your head, and your knees as far apart as you can
comfortably go."  These orders, she complied with.  It was a very arousing
sight, and Zack's dick was, indeed, aroused.  It was straining against his
jeans now.  He reached down and undid his own jeans this time, lifting up to
slip his jeans and underwear down past his knees.  He then sat back on the
bed.  "Whenever you and I are alone," he continued, "You will
assume this position, unless I have given you another task to perform.  When
you have completed any tasks I have given you, you will return to this
position.  Do you understand?"
"Yes, Zack."
"Good.  Now, come blow me."
Immediately, Stephanie crawled over to
where he sat, and her mouth plunged down onto his dick.  She deep-throated his
entire seven inches in one swift maneuver, and he just knew that she was going
to have a sore throat in the morning.  But just now, he didn't care, because
the feelings she was sending up his dick were divine.
She kept up her sucking of his dick,
moving almost off it, and then plunging all the way back down.  She let her one
hand fondle his balls, but her other hand was rubbing at her tit.  Eventually
it strayed down, and wormed its way into her cunt, flicking in and out at the
same pace as she was sucking Zack.
It didn't take long before Zack was ready
to come, and Stephanie could tell.  She quickened her pace, both of her mouth
and her finger, and began to frig her clit with her thumb.  Just as his cum
began to spill down her throat, she felt her own orgasm rip through her body. 
Her fingers were coated with her juices, and she moaned on his dick, causing
him another few spasms of orgasm.
She made sure to clean up every last bit
of his cum from her lips, and then licked off her own hand.  Once finished, she
moved back, and resumed the position he had ordered for her, awaiting further
instructions.
Zack sat back for a few moments,
examining how she looked in that very open pose.  His cock was beginning to
stir again, and so he figured he'd better get on with what he was trying to
find out from her.
"Stephanie," he used her full
name, as she preferred, in an attempt to maybe placate whatever hostility she
might have toward him, "I insist that you always tell me the truth, and
the whole truth, at all times.  You are not to lie to me, misrepresent
anything, or to omit important information.  Do you understand?"
"Yes, Zack."
"Do you like me, Stephanie?" 
He knew the proper answer to this question.
"No."
Well, not a programmed answer, but I
told her to tell the truth, not a programmed fiction.  Good.
"Is that why you haven't been
following my instructions?"
"I believe so."
"You're not sure?"
"I don't understand why I would
follow them in the first place, Zack, so I cannot be certain why I'm not
following them, either."
Logical.
"But you believe the reason
is because you don't like me?"
"Yes."
"Why don't you like me?"
"Because..."  He could see she
was struggling with herself, trying to fight the command he had given her.
"Stephanie, answer me, now. 
Why don't you like me?"
"Because you don't deserve Claudia. 
She's too good for you."
"I see.  And who do you think is good
enough for Claudia?"  He asked this question out of curiosity, more than
any formulated plan.  He didn't know how to deal with this.  She was fighting
off the matrix because she didn't like him?  How screwed up is that?
He also noted that she hadn't answered
his question yet.  "Answer me!"
"I am."
What?  'General Protection Fault:
error at memory location: answer to question!!!'
"Please say that again."
"I am good enough for Claudia.  You
are not."  The hurt in her voice was evident.
"Are you telling me that you have a
crush... no, that you are in love,  with Claudia?"
"Yes."
Well, shit.
"Are you a lesbian?"
"No.  I am bisexual."
"I see.  But, us sharing Claudia
would not be acceptable to you."
"No."
"Well, you know what, kiddo?  That's
just too damned bad.  Because I have Claudia, and I intend on keeping
Claudia.  Now, get dressed.  You can go home now.  You will come back to this
house every three days.  Kiss me, and you may go."
She stopped pulling on her panties, and
came over and kissed him hotly on the lips.  When he broke their kiss, she
finished dressing, and left, without him escorting her to the door.
In love with Claudia.  Well, I'll be
damned.
 
∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼
 
When Brian Selman woke up the next
morning, he almost believed that the previous evening had been a dream.  If it
hadn't been for his sister's panties lying on his dresser, he might have
actually thought it to be so.  But, no, he was no longer a virgin, and his
sister was his love slave.  Life was very good, but he now had to live up to
his part of the bargain.  He dressed quickly, and took the ZIP disk to his
younger sisters' room.  They had already left for school with their mother, and
so he was alone.  Pam walked to school, stupidly, he thought, for the exercise. 
On the other hand, it keeps her looking like she does...
He turned on their computer, and slipped
the ZIP disk into the drive.  He quickly inserted the right file onto their
computer, wondering briefly what paosswb.scr stood for.  He could guess at some
of the letters, but the rest were a mystery.  He copied the file to the right
place, and set up their screensaver to use it.  They had theirs on a five
minute delay, so he figured it would activate even more quickly with them.  For
a moment, he regretted the loss of his sisters as potential targets, but he
figured he might be able to trade Zack something to get them back, if he really
wanted them.
Having finished what he was doing, he
shut down and turned off their system, and headed back to his room.  He had
promised to get the disk back to Zack as soon as he had loaded the other
program.  He didn't want to piss Zack off.  Not when he had this kind of gift
to give.

-----

By now, Claudia's car was out of the
shop, and she picked up Zack at his house.  He kissed her warmly before they
started to the high school.  She was wearing her usual jeans with a pullover
shirt, and she looked beautiful as always.  Her hair laid softly across her
shoulders, and her mouth puckered as she concentrated on the traffic.  He
wanted to kiss that pucker, but he figured that would cause an accident.
The boys were waiting for him out in
front of the school again this day, but walked away at seeing Claudia.  I
can't believe I need to be protected by a girl!  He vowed to find some way
to better protect himself from people like them.  He also figured that he'd
need to find a suitable way to get revenge on them for his beating.  He
rejected changing their grades; anything he did would probably be an
improvement for them.  He couldn't think of anything, and it distracted him
until they got to his first hour class, and Claudia kissed him good-bye.  He
put his troubles aside as her warm lips pressed his, her tongue just sliding
out to caress his upper lip, before it slipped back into her mouth, and she
broke the kiss, and was gone.

-----

Somehow, at least two of the four seniors
managed to harass Zack between each of his classes, making him almost late for
class each time.  And each time, one of them would say, "You know how to
make all this stop, Griffin."
I'll be damned to hell before I let
them win like this!
At lunch, he made a point of calling
Stephanie over to him.  She obeyed meekly, her memory of last night still
poignant in her mind.  She was embarrassed that she had told him those things;
she was upset with him for making her tell him, and she was also still
horny, for he had not given her anything last night.  Sure, his cum was good,
but she wanted it up her cunt, not just in her mouth.
Dear Lord, what am I thinking?
Zack broke her train of thought by giving
her a kiss on the cheek.  She smiled at him dutifully, and attacked her lunch. 
Zack and Claudia carried on a conversation around her.  They didn't seem to
mind she wasn't involved.

-----

Actually, Zack noticed her quiet
behavior, and correctly attributed it to the previous night's encounter.  What
he still didn't know was what to do about it.  He couldn't just give up Claudia
to her.  For one, he wanted to keep Claudia.  For two, he was having too much
fun with Stephanie.  He decided that he'd have to see if there was something in
the matrix that could be adjusted.  After all, a mind control program that
didn't work on your enemies was worse than useless.

-----

Later that day, a problem began to
emerge, but Zack didn't even know about it.  Sarah was a friend of
Stephanie's.  She and Stephanie had been good friends since eighth grade.  That
afternoon, in gym, she got Stephanie alone in the locker room.
"What the hell is up with you and
that guy you've been going with?"
"You mean Zack?"
"If that's his name.  I hear he's
already going with Claudia Merris.  What, one girl ain't enough for him?"
"I guess not," she responded
aimlessly.
"And you're going to put up with
that shit?  You?  Miss 'I can have any guy I want'?"
"Well, it's not like I've got that
much of a choice in the matter.  Look, can we not talk about this?  We're
already late for warm-ups."  She hurried out of the locker room, leaving
behind a stunned friend.
Doesn't have much choice?

-----

Though Zack's wounds were healing
rapidly, he wasn't in good enough shape to fool around with Claudia for more
than a little petting, which they did on the way home from school.  She dropped
him off at his house, only to hear a horn honk behind them.  It was Brian. 
Claudia waved to him, blew a kiss to Zack, and drove off.  Zack walked over to
Brian's truck.
"Hey, man.  Believe me now about
Claudia?"
"Shit, Zack.  I believe you about
everything.  Never did manage to catch up with you today.  Here's your disk."
"Does that mean...?"
"Virgin no more, my man.  And my
sister... Damn!"
Zack knew just what he meant.  "So,
you installed the program for your other sisters, right?"
"Yeah.  Say, I been meaning to ask
you, what the hell do you call this program, anyway?"
"'Program Alpha-Omega'.  Has a real
nice ring to it, don't ya think?"
Brian snorted.  "Whatever.  Look, if
that prog works as fast on my little sisters as it worked on Pam, you'd better
get over there, or they're gonna be tearing the walls down looking for
you."
"Let me tell my mom I'm going, but
you don't have to worry about that sort of thing."      
"Why not?"
"It's not in their
programming."  Zack walked off to the house laughing, and let his mother
know he was going to Brian's.

-----

Once they were in Brian's room, they just
sort of wasted time.  They were waiting for his sisters to come to them.  Zack
had explained, for the most part, the programming he had used on Brian's
younger sisters.  Once programmed, they would go to Brian seeking Zack.  If
Zack happened to be there, great.  If not, they would insist that Brian take
them to Zack.  So, they spent about an hour waiting.  Finally, there was a
knock at Brian's door.
"Who is it?"
"It's me, Wendy.  I need to talk to
you."
"What do I do?" Brian
whispered.
"Just let her in.  Act normal,"
he answered.
Brian opened the door, and his sister
came in, ready to say something, until she saw Zack.  At that point, she faced
Zack squarely, came to an almost military posture, and said in a soft voice,
"Your servant Wendy is ready to do your will, Master Zack."
"Shit!" Brian breathed.
Zack just chuckled.  "Don't worry,
she won't talk like that all the time.  Just when I need to give her
instructions."  To Wendy, he said, "Wendy, you are in the seventh
grade, correct?"
"Yes, Master Zack."
"Okay.  I want you to pay attention
in school tomorrow.  I want you to look at all the girls.  I want you to find
me girls..."  He hesitated here, not sure he wanted to say what he was
going to say in front of Brian.  He said it anyway.  "I want you to find
all the girls who are as pretty as you are, or prettier."
"You think I'm pretty, Master
Zack?"  She blushed.
"Yes, I do, Wendy.  Now, once you
find those girls, I want you to take their picture.  Do you have a camera?"
"Yes, Master Zack."
Brian whispered into his ear, "It's
a cheap piece of shit camera."
Zack whispered back, "How do the
photos turn out?"
"Okay, if she uses the flash.  Which
she does."
Zack nodded and continued.  "I want
you to take a picture of each girl, and I want you to bring those pictures to
me.  After that, I will give you further instructions.  Do you understand,
Wendy?"
"Yes, Master Zack."
"Good.  Just one last instruction.  
Make sure your sister Bonnie looks at that cool new screensaver we installed on
your machine, okay?"
"Yes, Master Zack."
"Good girl.  Now," and he
paused as he wanted to make sure he had her attention for the code phrase,
"go play."
Without a word, Wendy walked quickly out
of the room, shutting the door softly behind her.
"She will now do everything I told
her to, without questioning, or knowing, why."
"Shit!  You've got your own little
robots!  Should I even bother to ask what you want with pictures of all the
cute seventh graders?"
"I don't think there's really a need
for you to..."  They both laughed.
Five minutes later, Brian's sister Bonnie
came in the room, and Zack repeated the process.  She did not have a camera,
but Brian loaned her his so that she could complete her assignment.  Soon, she
also walked out the door.
Then there was another knock at the
door.  They looked at each other for a moment in confusion.  Then Brian
shrugged and said, "Come on in."
His mother poked her head in and said,
"Dinner in fifteen minutes you guys.  It's just burgers and fries tonight,
I'm not much in the mood for cooking."
"That's okay, Mrs. Selman.  It's
still good food."
She beamed at the teen, and left.
Brian had something else on his mind,
though, that his mother's entrance had reminded him of.  "Zack?"
"Yeah?"
"My parents are going to be a
problem for Pam and me."
"Well, I can give you the program
that I used on my parents..."
"Won't work.  They have zero
interest in computer programs of any kind.  They never touch the things."
"You couldn't convince them to come
look at one?"
"Hey, I've tried before.  With
normal stuff, like a picture I wanted my mom to see, or whatever.  They just
have no desire to mess with the machines."
"Well, shit.  Look, I'll work on it,
but I don't know what to do.  What do they have interest in?  What do
they do when your dad is home?"
"Mostly they watch TV."
Shit!  "I wonder..." 
Zack's eyes got that glazed look that Brian recognized as clearly as a light
bulb going off over his head.
"You thinking what I think your
thinking?"
"If we can port the audio-visuals to
a television..."
"Yeah!  Then I can just trick them
into watching it!"
"Perfect!  IF I can find a way to
port it to a TV."
"Come on!  You're a genius!  Of
course you can do it!"
"Flattery will get you nowhere, Bri,"
Zack said, laughing.
"Well, let me know if you need my
help with anything."
"Sure will.  We better wash up for
dinner."

-----

Zack spent the entire night after he got
home thinking over three problems.  First, he had four big mean guys who wanted
him to leave Claudia alone, which he wasn't willing to do.  Second, he had a
girl who was trying to break the control of the matrix, and she was able to do
that simply because she didn't like him.  Third, and perhaps most annoying, he
had to figure out how to port his program to another, less stable, media. 
Computer screens have far more fidelity than TV screens, and he had no idea if
that would matter to his program or not.
Well, only one way to find out...
He spent the night writing down ideas. 
He didn't have any video-porting hardware in his computer.  Up until now, he
hadn't needed any.  However, the school DID have such equipment, but he didn't
have access to it under normal circumstances.  I could probably get away
with saying that I want a copy of my multimedia project for Mr. Parks.  That
would work fairly easily, I think...
He went to sleep that night, figuring he
had the makings of at least one solution in his mind.
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Friday, he got up and went to school,
carrying his familiar ZIP disk with him.  He also had his portable drive, in
case the school's system didn't have one.  He had asked Claudia to hurry, and
he'd left her, rather reluctantly, well before the bell rang so that he could
speak to Mr. DeVain about using the school's multimedia systems.
On seeing him in the office, something
triggered Mr. DeVain's memory that he still had a question to ask Zack.
"Good morning, Zack!  By the way, if
you have a few moments right now, I want to talk to you about that project I
mentioned last Friday.  Come with me."
"Okay, Mr. DeVain."  Zack
figured he could butter him up by agreeing to whatever project the principal
had in mind.  At this point, whatever it took to advance his work on the
program, he'd do.
Mr. DeVain led him down the hallway,
to... the media lab.  Zack had not expected them to go here.  This was the room
he needed access to.  The principal led Zack in, and led him over to a corner,
where a mass of electronic equipment was covered in plastic.
"Zack," he said, "The
school system has spent a lot of money linking every school in this county with
ITV."  He pulled the cover off the system, to reveal a few boxes of
equipment.  "Trouble is, nobody bothered to tell us how any of it works. 
Oh, they did give us a manual," he pointed to a one-inch thick book
labeled, 'User's Guide', "But no one on staff has the time to learn how
this works.  We'd like to get this system up and running as soon as possible. 
Do you know how to work anything like this?"
"Well, not this particular item,
sir, but all electronic equipment is basically the same.  I'm sure I can figure
out how to run it, given a little time."
"Look, take the book home with you,
and look it over.  Monday morning, come back to me, and tell me what's
possible, and what isn't.  Maybe you can even show me how to hook all this
stuff up.  They wired every classroom for the connections for this thing, but
nobody knows diddly about which plug goes where for what."
Zack stifled a laugh.  Adults. 
"Sure, Mr. DeVain.  I can look this over, and probably be able to get it
running for you on Monday."
"Great!"  As they started to
leave the media room, he asked, "By the way, what was it you were in the
office for?"
"Oh, nothing.  It can wait until
later.  I don't want to be late for class."
"Okay.  Thanks again, Zack,"
the principal said before heading back to his office.
Zack went to his math class whistling. 
For the first time in two days, he wasn't harassed on the way there.  The
toughs had obviously missed him.  And now he had an inkling of an idea far
bigger than one he could have hoped for last night.
Convert to TV?  How about convert to
ITV?  He chuckled to himself as he sat down in math class, and began to
daydream... and to plan.
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Episode 4: Porting the Code

Zack as much as ignored his classes for
the rest of Friday.  Well, he did take note of Ms. Pinches' light blue blouse
and her navy skirt.  More to the point, he took note of what they were hiding. 
He spent some time in her class fantasizing about her again, until it finally
occurred to him that, if his ITV plan worked, he just might be able to get her,
after all.  That made him work all that much harder.
By the time lunch rolled around, Zack had
the makings of a few plans.  He would have to read up on how the ITV system
worked, but he didn't expect that to be much of a problem.  Even the brief
glimpse he'd gotten of the equipment showed him standard coaxial and computer
ports to plug into the system.  He figured the manual was an inch thick because
they had to write it in what he liked to call moronese: language so simple that
even a moron can understand it.
The toughs were still harassing him, but
Zack was on a high this day, and barely noticed it.  They took note of that
fact, and tried to increase their torment, but they had to break off before it
got really bad, as he reached the cafeteria.  He found Claudia sitting at his
table, but, to his surprise, Stephanie was there as well, in her usual spot. 
There was just enough space between them for him to sit down comfortably.  He
gave each of them a brief kiss after he was settled, and this time, he ignored
the looks that he might have gotten.  To hell with them, he thought.
Just as lunch was wrapping up, Zack went
over to talk to Mr. DeVain.  He caught the tail end of a conversation he was
having with Ms. Pinches, and he enjoyed watching her walk off before returning
his attention to the principal.
"Sir, I was wondering if I could
have access to the media lab this afternoon during my computer programming
hour."
"Hmm.  What do you need it
for?"
"Well, sir, I'd like to make a video
copy of my multi-media project.  I've spent a lot of time on it, and I'd like
my family to be able to see it, but some of them don't have computers.  Also,
if I have time, I'd like to look over the ITV system we talked about this
morning, so that I will have a better basis for understanding the manual this
weekend."  This last bit was pure bullshit: Zack didn't need to look over
anything to understand the system.  It was this last bit, however, that
convinced Mr. DeVain to let him into the lab.
"Okay.  I suppose you're going to be
in there a lot from now on, if you're going to be responsible for helping us
run the ITV system.  This is going to mean a lot more responsibility for you in
the future.  Do you think you can handle it?"  Mr. DeVain knew he could,
otherwise he'd have never asked.  He was conscious of his students' work load,
and he never pressed them to do more than they could handle.
"Sure.  I don't think it's going to
be that big a deal, once we get it all set up, sir."
"Okay. Which class period is your
computer programming class?"
"Seventh hour, sir."
"All right.  I'll talk to Mr. Parks,
and I'll meet you at the lab then."
"Thank you, sir."  Zack walked
off feeling great.  He had several ideas swimming in his head.  Now, he just
had to make them work.

-----

Sitting in the media lab, alone,
surrounded by thousands upon thousands of dollars of audio-visual equipment,
Zack felt a little like a kid in a candy store.  That they had let him in here
was one thing.  To have left him alone in here was something the other
side of miraculous.  He knew the faculty trusted him, but he didn't think
they'd trust anyone this far.
Setting those giddy feelings aside, Zack
set up the equipment to convert his program to videotape.  He had to pick a
subject, and he just didn't feel like doing it on himself this time.  So, he
decided that it was time to take further control of his parents.  Sure, they
ignored his sexual activities now, but otherwise they still hounded him about
keeping his room clean, and other parental stuff like that.  He figured it was
time he set a few of his own rules.  So, he wrote up a solid command script
that would basically put him in charge of the house.  He set it all up, began
the recorder, and booted the program.  Of course, it didn't take long to run,
just the usual four minutes, but Zack ran it twice, just to be sure it was on
the tape properly.  Once he'd finished that, he turned off the equipment, and
stowed the tape in his bag.  He did actually spend a couple of minutes looking
over the ITV boxes, just in case Mr. DeVain asked him about something on them,
but, as he had suspected, most of it was straightforward.  Well,
straightforward to a computer genius; totally incomprehensible to anyone of the
human race.

-----

            Claudia drove him home from school, and
they spent some time necking in her car before he got out.  Before she drove
off, she asked him, "Is it okay if I come see you tomorrow?"
"It's always okay if you come see
me, Claudia."
She blushed and started the car.  As she
started to drive off, she called, "Love you!"
Zack just waved, and walked inside,
wondering, Why does she keep saying that?  It wasn't part of her
programming, he knew, as he had checked that thoroughly.  It never occurred to
him that she might, actually, love him.

-----

Zack had expected to have to wait until
Sunday to try out his video on his parents, as they had a specific set of shows
they watched on Friday nights, and tended to be gone most Saturdays.  This
week, however, their normal programming had been interrupted for some
"damned stupid movie", as his father put it.  Zack seized on the
opportunity, and asked them if they'd like to see another little project he'd
been working on, that he'd converted to video.  Having nothing at all better to
do, his parents said yes. 
Zack rushed back from his room with the
video tape, and slid it into the machine.  He told them it would run about 4 or
5 minutes, and his father hit play.  Zack kept his eyes glued to his parents,
making sure the expression on his face was one of eager expectation.  That
wasn't too hard, as that was more or less what he felt at the time.
But he was disappointed.  They did not
slip into the trance.  After the tape had run through, his father hit the stop
button, and then rewound the tape.  His next words, though not really
pertinent, were also somewhat stinging.
"Son, this really isn't a very good
effect.  I hope this isn't your class project."
Zack swallowed hard.  He hadn't really
cared what the effects looked like, but he should have considered that angle
before showing it to his father.  "No, it's not," he answered
finally.
"Good.  The idea behind this is
okay, but it's still very amateurish.  I know you've been talking about wanting
to go into video special-effects, and post-production work on films, but this
sort of thing isn't going to get you in.  On the other hand," his father
added encouragingly, "It would wow the socks off the boys at my
company."  His father had been trying to talk him into  joining up with
Martina Office Technologies, the local computer company.  They specialized
mainly in custom office software, but also did networking and computer assembly
work for the local businesses.  It was not very challenging work.  Zack's
father did well at the company, for he was not a man who really desired a
challenge.
Zack, however, required continual
challenges.  "Sorry, Dad, it's just not going to happen.  Thanks for the
comments on the effect, though... can I show you this again, when I make it
better?"
"Of course, Zack.  We're always glad
to help with your projects," his father answered.
Zack mumbled a thanks, and trudged to his
room.  Well, I don't know why I expected it to work at first, anyhow. 
Nothing else has.  He tossed the tape on his desk, and laid down for a
while.  He felt very sleepy, and his eyes closed of their own accord...

-----

...Zack awoke surrounded by his maidens,
and was shocked by the realization that he had entered this dream world
without the help of the program.  He also noticed that the Claudia maiden,
while still present, was not the one who approached him this time.  This one
looked far more like his English teacher.
<<We are glad you have
returned.>>
Why are you speaking to me now?
<<We are your dreams.  If you
fulfill a dream, it remains, but is not as powerful anymore.>>
Oh.  How come I entered this state
without the program?
<<You never needed the program
to come to us.  We have always been here.  You needed the program to help you
relax far enough to reach us.  Now that you are familiar with the way, you can
return here at any time.>>
Cool.  Well, you know my problems.  Am
I missing anything?
<<Of course you are.  But we
cannot help with all of them.  We can only make suggestions now, for your
knowledge is what is incomplete, and not your understanding.>>
Tell me what I need to learn.
<<This, we can do.>>
And for the next half-hour, the Pinches-maiden
explained to him what information he needed to gather in order to proceed
further with his projects.  A lot of it was common sense items, but Zack also
realized that it was information he didn't have.  When he awoke, he was fully
refreshed, and he was ready to begin learning what he did not yet know.  He
turned on his computer, and began searching the Net.
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Zack growled at his computer several
hours later, frustrated that some of the most basic psychological research had
not been available on the Internet.  Well, it seemed basic to him, but it may
not have been.  Zack decided it was time to get in touch with some of his other
friends, and see if they might know where to retrieve such information.  He
opened up his email program, and sent off notes to several dozen friends around
the world, with a list of questions he wanted to answer.  He told them it was
for a school project.  They didn't need to know any different.
He headed down to the kitchen to get
something to eat.  It was only five in the morning, but he'd gotten all the
sleep he needed this day.  He put together a bowl of cereal, some toast and a
peach, and headed back to his room.  He looked over his notes as he ate his
breakfast, making yet more notes in the margins of his original notes, marking
ideas and jotting down the new questions that he needed the answers to.
Zack had several possible answers for why
the videotaped program hadn't worked.  The problem was that he'd have to try
them all until he found out exactly which one it was.  He made his list, and
looked it over, deciding on the easiest fix first.  He had discovered that a
television screen was interlaced; that is, only every other line was refreshed
by each pass of the electron gun.  This caused a normally unnoticeable
"jitter" effect in the screen.  However, it was possible that this
jitter effect was messing up the signal.
He spent the rest of the morning
rewriting a graphic routine that would both look more presentable to his
father, just in case the program didn't work again, and would also use only the
even-numbered lines on the screen.  When translated to videotape, it would mean
that every other line would be blank, and thus the refresh wouldn't jitter his
image.  It would, however, degrade the quality of the picture.  To compensate
for this, Zack lengthened the run-time of the program, so that it would display
the effect for seven minutes.  He hoped this would be long enough.
Of course, he couldn't test it out until
he made a video copy of it.  And he couldn't make a video copy until he got
back to school on Monday.  Thinking about school did remind him, however, that
he had to look at the ITV manual.  He went into the kitchen and made himself a
sandwich, sitting down at the kitchen table to look over the manual.  He was
surprised to find that most of the manual was, in fact, written in technical
language.  Only the first two chapters were written in moronese.  They said,
basically, that you needed a technician to run the system.  The manual
suggested calling the company to have one come out and train a school employee
on the ins and outs of the ITV equipment.  Nice little scam: buy our system,
and then you have to hire us to teach you how to use it.  Well, not this
school, buddy!
Zack's mother came in just then, and
asked him what he was reading.
"Oh, nothing much.  The school just
got this new video-conferencing system, and no one there knows how to use it. 
They asked if I could look over the manual and figure it out for them."
"Wow!  They must think quite a lot
of you up at the school.  You should be proud of yourself."
"Thanks, Mom.  The system looks
pretty easy to run, for just the basic stuff.  If they want to get into the
more powerful functions, though, they're going to need someone like me to help
them with it."
His mother chuckled.  "Maybe you
should work for that company, dear."
Zack laughed.  "No challenge in it,
Mom."  Having finished his lunch, he went back to his room, flopping onto
the bed and continuing to read about the powerful connectivity features of the
ITV system, and how it could display video, computer output, audio, camera
feeds, or a host of other signals, across a wide area of connected video
systems.
Zack's eyes gleamed at the thought.  If
I can successfully port this program to TV, and then I can figure out how to
control a mass audience at once... the possibilities are endless!  He laid
back and just thought about all the things he could pull off.

-----

He must have dozed off, because the hand
on his shoulder startled him.  He opened his eyes to see Claudia sitting on the
bed next to him.  She leaned down and kissed him softly on the lips.  Zack was
interested in more, but she broke the kiss.
"How are you doing, Zack?  Does it
still hurt much?"  She'd asked him this question every day since he'd been
attacked.  He was growing weary of it.
"I'm fine, Claudia.  Now,
would you stop pestering me about it?"  He hadn't really meant to be so
harsh with her, but it took him a while to wake up, and he wasn't really
focused yet.
He paid attention to her reaction,
however.  Her eyes misted over immediately, and she pulled away from him
slightly.  She began to tremble, as if holding back the sobs that would soon be
coming.  Zack panicked.  He had never seen a girl cry in front of him.  He had
certainly never caused one to cry, and he had no idea what to do.  Think,
shithead!  Think!  What do I do now?  His brain kicked into high gear,
running through all the advice he'd ever heard, every movie he'd ever seen, and
then all of the possible choices he had.  He decided on the simplest of them.
Zack wrapped his arms around her, and
pulled her to him.  Her head was cradled against his chest as he sat back
against the head board of his bed. He shushed her softly, and rocked gently
back and forth, to calm her.  Finally, he said, "I'm sorry, Claudia, I
didn't mean to be so nasty.  I just wake up cranky sometimes."
After a few seconds, she pulled away to
look at him.  Her eyes were still red with the tears she had shed.  She wiped
them away with the back of her hand, and said, "I don't mean to be a pest,
Zack.  I worry about you.  You were hurt, and I don't want to lose you over
some bullies, and..."  She couldn't finish her sentence as the tears
welled in her eyes once more and her voice caught in her throat.  Zack gently
cupped the side of her face in his hand, rubbing softly along her cheek.
"It's okay, Claudia.  I understand. 
I do appreciate that you care about me."
She laid herself against him once more,
her head now resting against his shoulder.  "I love you, Zack," she
said quietly.
"I love you, too, Claudia," he
said automatically.  Whoa!  STOP!  What did we just say?
But it was much too late to take it
back.  Claudia's arms wrapped tightly around his chest, and she embraced him
strongly, but remained silent.  They stayed like that for a while, Zack trying
to figure out why he'd just told her he loved her, and she just enjoying the
fact that he had.

-----

The two of them were disturbed by a
knocking at the front door.  Zack immediately realized that it would be
Stephanie, as it had been three days since her last "treatment" of
the program.  He still didn't know what to do to put her under its full
control.  The answers from his friends weren't back yet.
Stephanie came into Zack's room, and
stiffened at the sight of Claudia lying in his arms.  Zack made no effort to
move from the bed.  "Hey, Steph," he greeted her.
"Hello, Zack.  Hi, Claudia.  Perhaps
you two would like to be alone?"
"Nah, that's okay.  Just sit down at
the desk and double-click the icon.  You know how it works."
"Yes, Zack."  Claudia watched
her friend sit down at the desk, but Zack pulled her face toward him as the
program started.  He kissed her warmly, and she immediately responded.  Their
tongues danced as her hands began to roam his body.  She was pulling at his
shirt, doing her best to be gentle, as she knew that he must still be bruised.
Zack fondled her breasts through her
shirt before he pulled it up and off of her.  She was not wearing a bra today,
and Zack enjoyed the sight of her lovely tits in front of him.  They stood
proudly away from her chest, and he couldn't resist leaning over and taking a
nipple into his mouth, sucking on it lightly.  Claudia gasped as her nipple
shot tingles throughout the rest of her body.
By the time Zack came up for air, he saw
that Stephanie's training was complete, and she was staring at him with horror
in her face.  She still could not meet his eyes, but the abhorrence in her
expression was clear.  Zack was feeling in a mischievous mood, and he thought
to punish Stephanie a little further this evening.
He leaned in and whispered in Claudia's
ear, "Shall we give Steph a show?"  Claudia just nodded, with a
fiendish look on her face.  Zack covered her mouth with his, and their tongues
mingled for a moment.
He broke the kiss and looked over at
Stephanie.  He said, "You will assume the position, and you will watch
every move we make.  You will not close your eyes or look away.  You will
remember everything you see tonight."
As Stephanie assumed her slave position
on the floor, Zack returned his attention to Claudia.  He let his hands roam
over her soft skin, feeling the silkiness beneath his fingers as they ran over
her back.  He returned his mouth to her tit, and flicked his tongue across her
nipple.  She moaned lowly with the delight of it.  It occurred to Zack that his
bedroom door was wide open, but he knew his parents had been leaving as they
let Stephanie in, so he didn't worry about it.
Zack's hands slipped down to feel
Claudia's ass through her jeans.  He massaged her cheeks for a while, but it
was not satisfying, so he moved to undo her pants.  She had finally gotten his
shirt off of him, and then she helped him pull her pants, and her panties, off
of her.  She yanked her shoes and socks off with the pants, and now she was
completely naked.  She laid herself against him, and kissed at his chest
softly.  She could see the bruises, faded as they were, and she marveled that
he would go through that kind of punishment for her.  She made her way down to
his belt, and slowly worked it open, and then repeated the process with his
jeans.
Zack lifted his hips to help her as she
gently pulled his pants and briefs past his hips.  She was pulling them off
slowly, revealing his cock inch by inch until its full length was in her
sight.  She didn't even bother pulling his pants past his knees as her mouth
almost instinctively went toward his cockhead.  
Zack hissed as he felt her warm lips
surround the head of his dick.  Claudia was working her magic on him, and his
cock was straining to its full hardness.  He took a moment, as Claudia began to
pull the length of his shaft into her mouth, to look over at Stephanie.  She
was watching dutifully, but he could see that her eyes actually had tears in
them.  That made him even hotter, and he didn't know why.  He decided he wanted
a show with his blow.
"Steph," he said in a gasp as
Claudia's lips worked along his prick, "Undress, and play with yourself. 
You may not come until Claudia does."  Claudia looked up at him, and her
eyes sparkled in the understanding of what he wanted from her.
Stephanie quickly stripped out of her
clothing, and resumed her pose on the floor.  This time, however, one hand
quickly shot between her legs to rub at her pussy lips, while the other mauled
her breasts, moving rapidly from one to the other and back, rolling the nipples
beneath her palm, as she moaned in her pleasure.  She would have liked to have
closed her eyes, but her instructions forbade her that option.  She was forced
to watch as Claudia continued to suck Zack's cock.
Zack couldn't take much more from
Claudia, and he placed his hand on the back of her head to tell her so.  She
increased her pace, moving her mouth quickly along his pole, her hand stroking
his shaft as well.  Zack grunted just before he blew his entire load into her
mouth.  Claudia took every last drop of it down her throat, not missing any of
it.  She sucked him dry, and then sucked him until he was fully hard again.  She
needed him inside of her, now.
Claudia pulled off of his cock, and moved
up to kiss him full on the mouth, her tongue sliding into his mouth, letting
him taste his own cum.  She wiggled her ass, knowing that Stephanie would see
it.  When she broke their kiss, she leaned over to whisper in Zack's ear.
"Let me do the work, Zack," she
whispered.  "You need to save your energy.  Let me do this for you." 
Zack merely nodded his assent, and Claudia straddled his waist.  She leaned
over, to give Stephanie a better view of her cunt, and then took hold of Zack's
dick.  She gripped it gently, and placed it at her opening, sliding it across
her lips to give it more lubrication.  Then she slipped herself onto his pole,
slowly, rocking herself on and off of him, pushing herself down a little
further each time.  Zack was in heaven, and Claudia was enjoying the wonderful
fullness he gave her.
Stephanie, however, was in torment.  Her
hands were moving furiously across her body, her fingers slamming feverishly
into her pussy, but she could not come.  Her master had told her not to come
until Claudia did.  And how could her friend, that beautiful specimen of
femininity, allow herself to be used by him?  It just wasn't right.  But
she watched as they began to couple, Claudia rocking back and forth on his
dick, that obscene symbol of men.
Claudia continued to rock on Zack's
prick, letting it flow in and out of her in a smooth rhythm.  She could control
her own pace this way, and thus she could prevent herself from coming until she
was ready.  She had picked up on Zack's intentions with Stephanie, and she was
more than willing to help him carry them out.  She wasn't fully aware that
Stephanie wanted her sexually, but Claudia could hear the occasional moans and
whimpers from where Stephanie sat, watching her fuck her boyfriend.  She wanted
to see Stephanie's reaction.
Claudia sat up, and slowly turned herself
around, remaining fully impaled on Zack's cock the entire time.  She was now
facing Stephanie, and saw her hands working frenetically on her private parts. 
Claudia began to put on a fuck show for Stephanie, massaging her own tits and
cupping them, as if to offer them to Stephanie.  She circled her hips, gyrating
on Zack's cock, allowing it to slip out only slightly from her pussy before she
slammed herself back down onto him.  She kept this up, watching Stephanie's
eyes go wide in amazement.
She's actually taunting me!
Stephanie thought in wonder.  She enjoys fucking him!  And she's throwing it
right in my face!  The bitch!  Zack's program really didn't say much about
how she should react to others, and so Stephanie's instincts took over. 
However, Stephanie couldn't change the fact that she was highly attracted to
Claudia, and longed to suck those tits, and that pussy which was
presently so filled with cock.
Claudia could see that Stephanie had had
enough, and, truth be told, she really needed to come herself.  She leaned
forward, changing the angle of Zack's dick in her pussy.  Her eyes locked onto
Stephanie's as she rammed herself down on his dick, over and over, faster and
faster.  She started to moan with the pleasure of it.  She saw Stephanie's eyes
lower to watch Claudia's swinging tits, and she saw Stephanie's hands move even
faster against her clit and pussy.  Claudia reached her hand up, cupping one of
her own tits and bringing it to her mouth.  Claudia's tongue flicked out,
brushing against her nipple.  The sensation it shot through her sent her over
the edge.  Her body convulsed with her orgasm, and she cried out, flailing on
top of Zack.  Stephanie's body immediately reacted, engaging in her own
mind-numbing climax.
Zack had been controlling himself as best
he could up until Claudia's orgasm caused her to ripple her cunt muscles along
his cock.  He could stand no more, and he blew his wad deep into her pussy. 
That sent Claudia even higher, and she rocked even more on his dick, sending
wave after wave of ecstasy through him.  He grunted and groaned from the
pleasure.
Claudia, meanwhile, was well beyond her
limits, and soon she blacked out from the extreme pleasure of the occasion. 
The wonderful sexual encounter with her boyfriend, coupled with the sheer
naughtiness of flaunting it in front of her best friend had been too much for
her.
Stephanie had collapsed from the
exhaustion of the afternoon.  She lay motionless on the floor, but Zack could
see her breathing, so he wasn't worried.  He pulled himself out of Claudia, and
gently laid her on the bed, wincing at the soreness of his body as he moved. 
He knelt down beside Stephanie, and helped her to sit up as she awoke from her
blackout.  He smiled down at her, and, while she avoided his eyes, he could see
the satisfaction of being well-sated on her face.  He leaned down and kissed
her tenderly, and she responded in a sincere, if tired, manner.
"Would you like to shower before you
go home, Steph?"
"Yes, Zack."
"Okay, go ahead.  Claudia's going to
be out for a little while, anyway."
"Thank you, Zack."
"Don't mention it."

-----

After Stephanie left, Zack lay down next
to Claudia, and took a nap.  He awoke to feel her beside him, snuggled up to
him and content.  He ran his fingers through her hair, and they just lay there
quietly for some time.
They fooled around twice more that day,
before Claudia washed up and went home.  She kissed him warmly at the door, and
once again professed her love for him.  He responded in kind, but wondered if
it wasn't just the 'expected' thing to do, rather than any real emotion on his
part.  He made himself some dinner, and sat down to watch some TV for the rest
of the night.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack felt lazy Sunday morning, and he
didn't even get out of bed until after ten.  He made himself a small breakfast,
since lunch was only a couple hours off, and then turned on his computer.  He
logged on to the network, and was astounded to have to wait five minutes for
email messages - with attachments - to download.  Apparently, his net friends
had heard his plea for help, and had sent him reams of information to answer
his questions.  It's going to take me days to get through all of this!
he thought in an almost-panic.  However, once the information had downloaded,
he started to look through it, and realized several things.  First, that many
of his friends had sent him the same group of articles, so he could delete over
half of the downloads right there.  Also, much of the information was in the
form of graphics and tables, which were more easily digested than straight
text.
Zack spent only a little while looking it
over before he decided that he needed a large block of uninterrupted time to
view the material.  Knowing his mother would be nagging him about lunch soon,
he decided to surf for more information.  He went to some technical sites, to
see what he could find out about televisions and their interlacing system, but
all he found was the information he already had.  He finally decided he was
simply going to have to try it to see if it worked.  It was at that point that
his mother, as expected, interrupted him for lunch.  It was something she did
every few weeks; she would put together a collection of foods for the family,
and they would all have lunch together.  Since they were not prone to having
serious talks at dinnertime, this was considered a chance for them to sit and chat
about what was happening in their lives.
His father spent an endless amount of
time discussing work at the office, how he had to have a project done in a
couple of weeks, and he was wondering if his team would have it finished on
time.  Zack sat through all of this, answering politely to all of the questions
directed his way.  He was caught off-guard when the questions took a different
turn.
"So," his father began,
"You and Claudia seem to be getting awful friendly.  Anything going on
that you'd like to tell us about, son?"
Now, Zack knew that his father was trying
to carefully lead into a talk about the birds and the bees, but he was not
interested in his father's somewhat analytical talk about sex.  "Not
really, Dad," he answered.  "We're just good friends.  We hang out at
school, we help each other with school work.  Heck, we haven't even been out on
a date."  All of our dates happen in my bedroom, he thought with a
smile.
"Okay, son.  Just remember to take
responsibility for your actions."
"I will, Dad.  When the time
comes."  He also knew what that comment was about, and it jarred
him enough that he knew he should talk to Claudia about it.
The rest of lunch was just as boring as
the first part, and Zack excused himself as early as manners would allow.  He
went back to his room and closed the door, logging onto his computer, and
opening up the first of the psychology files his friends had sent him.  The
first one was from his old friend, Valkyrie359.  It was massive.

-----

Four hours later, he also knew it was the
only one he needed.  All of the pertinent information was in this file.  He saw
plenty of ways to change the program, new modifications that were possible. 
But he wasn't sure how to implement them in real life.  Sure, he now knew that
there were other possibilities with a program that could read directly into the
brain, but he wasn't sure just exactly how to enact them.  The more immediately
useful info dealt with Stephanie's hostility toward him, and how that
manifested itself.  He was pretty sure he knew how to change the matrix to
overcome her anger.
And this was a new thought for him.  He
was now tampering with the matrix on a large scale.  Before, he had made only
minor adjustments to it, in order to get what he wanted out of it.  The change
he thought he had to make for this involved a solid twenty percent of the
matrix code, and he worried that he might screw it up.
Well, if this is what it takes... but
what if I mess up her brain or something?  I mean, do I really want that on my
conscience?  Zack debated for some time before deciding that there really
was no way for him to know if his changes would cause a problem, except to try
them.  He hated that he had to try them on another person, but he was in no way
ready to try them on himself.  If someone's brain has to get scrambled, it
ain't gonna be mine.
After outlining the changes that needed
to be made, he sat down with the matrix code.  This was the most complex part
of the program, and he took his time working with it, having made a backup of
the original before he began.  He was two hours in when his mother interrupted
him for dinner, and he had to keep himself from snapping at her over it.
After dinner, he spent another five hours
rewriting the matrix.  Finally, having finished it, he saved it to a special
section where he was now keeping everything that had to do with Stephanie's
version of the program.
Then he booted it up.  He carefully kept
his eyes away from the screen, and, after making sure that the sound was
actually playing, he turned his speakers completely off.  He had to run the
program just to make sure it actually worked, but he didn't want to fry his own
brain from a typo.

-----

The man was roused from his sleep.  This
made him very unhappy.  The knocking on his door, however, was persistent.
"Come!" he screamed.  And
die! his thoughts continued.  His reaction changed when he saw the shadow
of William enter the room, in a somewhat frantic state.
"Sir... we have... news," he
huffed, trying to catch his breath.  He had obviously run all the way from the
facility, which was a good five hundred yards off.
"Okay, okay.  Calm down.  Take a
seat."  His mood had changed considerably.  He knew that William would not
have awakened him unless the news was extremely important.
William took several deep breaths before
he began his report.  "Sir, as you know, we had two notifications from the
same ISP, in the clear, just a few days ago.  Well, sir, we just received
another notification, this one scrambled like the originals."
The man's mood turned a little darker. 
"You woke me for that?"
William hurried on.  "Sir, that's
not the important part.  As you also know, the info we get back from the
program tells us how much it has changed from the original code.  Sir... this
programmer... whoever he is... he's just modified a total of 36% of the
original code.  Sir, our last reading from the scrambled address was only at
12%.  That means he's just altered the program by a full quarter of its code.  All
at once."
The man's eyes would have been glowing,
if William could see them.  He bowed his head for a moment, and then he said to
William, "And now what do the boys in research think?"
"Sir," William said, the
trepidation clear in his voice, "The only reason for making such a large
modification at once, is if you know exactly what you're doing it for. 
The only way you could know that is if you'd already gotten the program up and
running... and working, sir.  Sir, it would appear you were correct.  This
programmer shows every sign of having a fully functional program."
The man bowed his head again and
whispered, "Well, son of a bitch."  Raising his head back up, he
asked, "Do we know anything more about him?"
William paused before he said, "Not
directly, sir, no.  But we do have a name and address on the in-the-clear
notices.  They're in the same house, sir.  The family name is Selman.  They
live in Martina, Oklahoma."
Martina.  That's not all that far from
where I grew up.  "Understood.  Is there any evidence of a hacker in
the family?"
"Well, sir, there is a boy in the
family, Brian, who is taking an advanced computer programming course in high
school, and doing well in it.  I'm not sure if this is our person or not,
sir."
"I highly doubt it, but it's a good
place to start.  Go get some sleep.  Keep your eyes open for more information. 
See if we can track down some friends of this Brian over the net.  See who he
hangs with."
"Yes, sir."
The door closed, and the man lay back on
his bed.  His eyes closed, but sleep would not come.  So, the program is
working.  The goddamned program is working!  But what is the kid doing with it?

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Monday morning, Zack was actually waiting
at the curb when Claudia showed up to drive him to school.  She pouted slightly
at the somewhat perfunctory kiss he gave her, but she saw that he was in one of
his dazes, and so she put it out of her mind.  There was no conversation on the
way to school.  Not that they had much to say to each other that they hadn't
said on Saturday.
Zack snapped out of his state enough to
give her a proper kiss when they got to school, in full view of the
"Senior Four", as Zack had begun to think of them.  Some of the
research Zack had done over the weekend had been about self-defense
techniques.  He considered that a martial art might be a good thing for him to
learn, if he were going to have to face guys like that very often.  He didn't
have much time to consider it now, as he needed to talk to Mr. DeVain before
Algebra class.  Claudia shooed away the seniors, which embarrassed Zack to no
end, but he put up with it for the moment, hustling into the school to see the
principal.
He waited for Mr. DeVain in the school
office for five minutes before he showed up.
"Oh, hey, Zack!  Good to see you
this morning.  Did you need to talk to me about something?"
"Well, sir, I just thought you'd
like to know what you can do with those little boxes in the media lab."
The principal's eyes lit up.  "You
had a chance to look over the manual?  Great!  Let's go down and have a look,
and you can tell me what we can do with it all."
For the next ten minutes, well past the
first bell, Zack outlined the basic features of the ITV system.  He also made
mention of its more advanced features, but didn't go into detail about them.
"Some of those other things you
mentioned sound like they would be useful.  Did the manual not describe how to
do them?"
"Oh, yes, sir.  But..."  Zack
hesitated.
"But what?"
"Well, it's kind of technical, sir,
and... if you don't know what you're doing, well, it could take you forever to
get it right."
"Oh."  Mr. DeVain chuckled. 
"Well, you know that most of us know nothing about this thing.  Perhaps
you'd be willing to be in charge of this equipment for us?  Set it up for class
use, and show the teachers how to do the basic stuff?"
"Sure, Mr. DeVain, but that's going
to eat into my class time."
"Well, I was talking to Mr. Parks
last Friday.  He tells me that you're pretty much finished with his class
already, that you're spinning your wheels in there."
"Pretty much.  The next few weeks
are for finishing up the class project, but mine has been done for a while. 
I'm just sort of killing time until the final."
"Hmm.  Well, we agreed that, instead
of you bothering with a final that we all know you can pass, we want you to
spend your seventh hour in here, working with the ITV system, and setting it up
in different classes.  We won't move it more than once or twice a day, but if
it interferes with your other classes, we'll make arrangements."
Zack smiled.  He wondered why this was
going so well for him.  He also wondered why the principal was actually letting
him have a free period to play with the equipment.  "Well, that sounds
great to me, sir.  Is there another school that I'll be able to connect with at
that time, to see if we can get all the machinery working and 'in synch'?"
"Yes.  Actually, each school has put
either a student or a staff person in charge of their equipment, and made sure
that those people will be available during the seventh hour, to allow for you
to have a chance to learn the process.  This will probably only last until the
end of this school year, so make the best of it."
"Oh.  Yes, sir.  I will."
"Good for you.  Oh, boy, it's well
into your first class.  Let me write you a note, and then you can go."

-----

He whistled a tune all the way down the
hall and into Mr. Farley's classroom.  He handed the note to the rather gruff
math teacher, who just grunted.  Zack sat down in his chair, and promptly
ignored the rest of the world as he began to work over his plan in his head. 
He breezed through all of his classes that way.  He barely noticed anything. 
Even the tight, dark red skirt and white blouse that Ms. Pinches was wearing
did not grab Zack's attention this day.  He was in a world of numbers and
ideas.
Until it was time for lunch.
That was when the harassment from the
seniors returned full force.  They had apparently realized that their low-grade
hazing wasn't working.  Now they really started to shove him around.  He was
bouncing off lockers and walls, nearly stumbling to the ground more than once. 
Repeatedly they taunted him, saying "Think it's all worth it,
Griffin?" or "You can make this stop, Zack."  He tolerated it as
best he could.  His luck would hold out even further this day.
They rounded a corner to find Principal
DeVain staring squarely at them.  The boys immediately began to disengage, but
he was having none of it.  "Freeze!" he barked.  And freeze they
did.  You could have sworn they had turned to stone.  Mr. DeVain was not a man
to be messed with when he was angry.
He turned to Zack.  "How long has
this kind of treatment been going on?"
Zack just looked at the boys, and then
back at the principal.  He swallowed, but knew that lying to Mr. DeVain was not
an option.  "Since the fight last Monday, sir."
"Is that so."  It wasn't a
question.  Mr. DeVain turned and faced the boys.  "A week's worth of
harassment, I think, deserves a week's worth of punishment.  I'm not going to
suspend you boys.  That would be like a reward to you, it seems.  So, instead,
I'm sending you to the school bus barn.  You will wash and clean every bus,
every day, for the next week.  And if the superintendent of buses doesn't like
the job you've done, you're going to do it again.  I don't care if you have to
stay there until nine at night.  This behavior will stop, gentlemen.  We do not
assault people in my school.  Zack, go on to lunch."
"Yes, sir."  Zack hurried on,
ignoring Mr. DeVain's continued tirade to the four seniors.

-----

He was happy to find his table, with both
Claudia and Stephanie waiting for him.  He gave each of them a kiss, and then
attacked his lunch.  He swallowed hard when Mr. DeVain entered the cafeteria,
but relaxed when he saw that the principal was alone.  Mr. DeVain did head over
to Zack's table, though.
"Zack, you should have come to me
and told me about this."
"Sir, I was already getting beat
up.  I didn't really think becoming a snitch would improve my chances at
health."
"Okay, I see your point.  Still, you
could have done it quietly.  It's not right that I had to find out about it
from somebody else."  He kept his eyes locked on Zack's so as not to
betray the location of the tattler.  Zack thought he knew who it was, anyway.
"Yes, sir."
"Well, we'll keep it under control
from now on.  Also, here's a list of names and phone numbers of people you can
contact at the other schools, to work on the system.  They'll all be available
during seventh period."
"Thank you, sir.  And thank you for
helping with the other thing, too."
"That's my job, Zack."  Mr.
DeVain walked away without another word.

-----

Claudia swore up and down that she had
not spoken to Mr. DeVain about the problem, but Zack wasn't sure whether to
believe her or not.  She was the logical person to have sought out help.
It was the start of seventh hour, and
Zack was sitting in the media lab, surrounded by all the gizmos and gadgetry
the school could afford.  He stared for a moment at the ITV system.  It was now
officially his project.  He was responsible for its use and
maintenance.  Well, as far as the school would let him, anyway.
He began sorting through the jumbled
wires and stacked up boxes, setting things on a rolling rack, and laying the
wiring aside.  He took a few minutes to examine the equipment, making sure that
there had been no changes between the manual and the real thing.  Seeing that
everything was, in fact, the same, he began connecting the cables.  Though it
was all straightforward, there was a lot of it to do, and so fifteen minutes of
the class had passed by just in setting up the system to try a test-run.
He powered up the system as the manual
had said (and any dimwit who can read the word 'on' would have been able to
figure out).  He got a picture on his monitor of what the camera was seeing. 
So far, so good.  The system appeared to work like a charm.  He made sure the
network wires were plugged in properly, and then prepared to test the system
for remote operations.
He called the first name on his list, a
Timothy Rollins, at Martina Junior High across town.
"Martina Junior High media lab. 
This is Tim," the voice on the phone said.
"Hey, Tim.  My name is Zack, I'm up
at the high school's media lab."
"Hey, Zack.  You sound like a student." 
Tim was definitely a staff member.
"I am.  Look, we're trying to get
our ITV system up and running.  Is yours operational yet?"
"Yeah, we got it working a couple
days ago.  Haven't done anything with it, though..."
"Well, have you tested yours for
remote operation?"
"Yeah, we connected to a school in
Fairlane yesterday."  Fairlane was Martina's sister-city, not ten miles
away, and roughly the same size.
"Okay, good.  I want to find out if
all this equipment is set up properly, so can you boot up your system, and
let's see if we can get a two-way video feed going?"
"Okay, hang on."  He heard some
shuffling over the phone, and then the ITV system beeped.  He pressed the
button to accept access, and there on his screen was a picture of Tim, staring
into the camera and waving.  Zack hung up the phone before waving back. 
"Can you hear me okay?" Tim asked.
"Perfectly.  Looks like we've got
our system set up correctly."
"It would seem so.  Say, how come
they have a student running such expensive equipment?"  Tim was obviously
bored, and glad to have someone to interrupt his day.
"No one else knew how," Zack
responded.  Tim nearly fell out of his chair laughing.  "Well, I've got
other stuff to set up here.  Thanks for the check-out."
"No problem, Zack.  Talk to you
later."
Zack disengaged the system, and turned it
off.  He had that working; now he could get down to his real goal.

-----

Zack had worked up his program for
Stephanie the night before, and so he hadn't really had time to write up the
new program for conversion to video.  He knew it wouldn't take a whole lot,
though, so he breezed through it.  Luckily for him, the school's media
computers also had the appropriate programming tools on them, because they
served multiple purposes.  He wrote the program up and had it working, using
the old will matrix.  He didn't want to try out the new one on anyone
until he found out if it worked on Stephanie without any disastrous effects. 
He had about ten minutes left to go in the class, and he wondered if he should
just copy it over to video.  But then he got an idea.
He looked down his list of contacts, and
just picked a name at random.  The person he chose was Pat Barron.  He dialed
the phone, expecting either another student, or some computer guy.  He was not
expecting the extremely feminine voice on the other end of the phone.
"Media Lab, Pat Barron
speaking."  Zack was guessing her age in her early-to-mid twenties, and
her voice sounded lovely.
"Hi, this is Zack Griffin, over at
Thorndyke High School.  I'm testing out our ITV system.  Would you happen to
have yours working?"  He tried to put as much bass into his voice as he
could manage, trying to sound a little older than he was.
"Sure, it's working fine.  Would you
like to hook up, and see how your system is doing?"
If you look like you sound, you're
damned right I do!  "Yeah, that would be good.  I'm activating our
system now, and I'll log on to your system from here."  Zack activated the
right switches and buttons, and soon there was a lovely brunette on his screen,
wearing a pair of pale yellow slacks and a light green blouse, her hair pulled
back over her shoulders, her round face punctuated with big, blue eyes.
"Hi there!" she said
cheerfully.  Zack did his best not to gape at the woman.  His estimate of her
had been dead on.  He cleared his throat and said, "Hi."
"So, it looks like the system is
working," she said.
"Yeah," Zack answered, getting
back to his train of thought, while quickly typing on his keyboard.  "This
part, anyway.  I've got one more thing I'd like to try, okay?  I want to see if
the computer interface is working."
"The what?"  Obviously, she
didn't know the system as well as he did.
"You can use the ITV to transmit
computer images, too.  I want to see if it works.  I'm going to send over a
graphic.  Tell me if the picture looks okay."
"All right.  Send away."
Zack double-clicked the icon, and his
program started running.  It looked pretty good on the computer monitor, but...
The picture on the TV monitor was not so
hot.  There was a small-screen monitor with the ITV system, to show you what
was being transmitted.  The picture looked like it was half-gone most of the
time.  Zack wasn't sure what he'd done wrong.
Seven minutes later, Pat got back to
him.  "Well, I saw your graphic, but I don't think the connection is quite
right.  It looked all distorted and funky." 
"Yeah, okay.  I'll work on that.  Do
you mind if I call you back when I've got it working?  It may be a couple of
days, but I'd like to check it out."
"Sure, I don't mind.  Maybe you can
show me how to use it when you get it working."
"Sure thing.  I've gotta go, class
is almost over."
"Bye."
Zack packed up his stuff and cursed,
wondering why it hadn't worked.  Was it just the fact that interlacing wasn't
the problem?  Something in the back of his head told him to keep trying.  He'd
learned to listen to that little voice lately.
While he was listening to that little
voice, he wasn't watching where he was going, and as he left the media lab, he
bumped into someone.  His automatic "Sorry," was followed by a longer
look... at Larissa Marks.  She was in his grade, but not in any of his
classes.  They had spoken, briefly, a few times at pep rallies and such. 
Larissa was a 5' 8" vision of beauty.  Though she had only average
breasts, her dirty blonde hair framed a lovely face with brown eyes and a small
mouth.  Her long legs led up to a curvy ass, and her entire body screamed for
contact.  Zack resisted the urge.
"Oh, sorry, Larissa.  I should watch
where I'm going."
"That's okay, Zack.  What were you
doing in the media lab?"
"Oh, well, I'm working on a
new-" Zack was interrupted by someone calling Larissa's name.  They both
turned to see Larissa's friends, Katelyn and Monique, waving for her to come
on.
"Whoops.  Gotta go.  We're going to
the mall, and Katelyn's my ride.  Hey, maybe you can show me what you were
working on sometime?"
"Sure, Larissa.  No problem." 
The entire conversation was a stinging reminder of how Zack's "real"
life went, and he hurried to find Claudia, to feel like he belonged with
someone again.  She was very happy to see him, and gave him a big kiss as he
got in the car.  She revved the engine and took off for his house, while he
pondered why his efforts weren't bearing fruit.

-----

Zack spent the night looking over his
notes, trying to figure out what it was he was doing wrong.  If you remove
every other line from the picture, then the video should have every other....
FUCK!  Zack had just found an obvious, and rather stupid, mistake.  Though
a television has 525 lines on it, thus refreshing 262 of them at every scan,
his image was at 640 x 480 resolution.  Remove half the lines, and you have
240, not 262.  Further, they'll be in the wrong place, and so won't appear
properly in the picture.  Compounding the problem was the width of the image,
which wasn't the same, either.
Zack would have pounded his head against
the wall, but thought he'd better get to work re-writing the graphics - yet
again - to accommodate for a different video style.  He'd left it in 640 x 480
only because that was the resolution it came in.  He didn't really think it
made any difference to the program.  He spent the evening dug into the code,
reworking the graphics and hoping like hell that it worked this time.

-----

Across town, Zack's friend Brian was more
interested in curves than code.  Specifically, his sister's curves.  Those were
the curves that had just slipped into his bed.  Everyone else was in bed, and
the house was dark.  Pam had taken to slipping into Brian's bed at night for
some fun, and then she would slip back to her own room after he fell asleep.  Good
thing I've got a double bed, Brian thought.
Pam's body slid up against her brother,
and her hand moved across his bare chest.  Her lips pressed up against his, and
her tongue slipped into his mouth, caressing his tongue and dancing along his
teeth.  Her hand massaged his chest as their tongues played, and his hand
slipped to her breast, pressing gently against it, feeling her nipple harden under
his touch.  She moaned into his mouth.
Her hand strayed down to his crotch,
feeling his hard cock bare against her fingers.  He no longer wore underwear to
bed.  What was the point?  Her hand encircled his dick, and began stroking it
gently.  Her hand played its magic on him, and he was soon very close to
coming.  He broke off their kiss.
"I'm gonna come, Pam.  Fuck
me."
"I can't tonight, Brother.  Mom and
Dad aren't asleep yet.  They might hear us."
Shit!  Her hand had slowed, and
he'd regained some control.  He really needed some relief tonight, and he was
getting fucking tired of having to work around his parents.  "Well, at
least blow me, then."
Pam moved down his body without another
word.  His head pressed back into his pillow as her mouth closed over the head
of his shaft. Her tongue swirled around his dick, and then she took his entire
length into her mouth.  She moaned softly as his shaft slipped down her
throat.  She knew he was very close, and so she made short, swift motions on
his cock, moaning as she did so.  The extra vibration pushed him even higher
into bliss.
Brian couldn't take any more, and he
pushed his sister's head fully onto his dick as he blew his load down her
throat.  He came for what seemed like minutes, and then he let her up.  She
pulled off of him slowly, using her tongue to wipe off his softening prick. 
Once she reached the head of his cock, she placed another soft kiss there, and
then laid it gently against his abdomen.
Pam crawled up to lay beside her brother,
kissing him warmly and tenderly before laying her head on his shoulder.  Brian,
in the afterglow of one of his better orgasms, cuddled up to her, and quickly
fell asleep.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack was edgy Tuesday, trying to contain
his energy.  He really wanted to know if his new program was going to work.  It
wasn't just Pat Barron, either.  Although she was, as some of the students
would call her, a "major babe", Zack wasn't interested in just
her.  If this worked, he knew that he could have any girl he wanted, anywhere. 
Everybody watches TV.
It took him until lunch time to realize
that he wasn't being harassed.  Of course, he knew that those four had been
sent off to the bus barn to do work, but he had half-suspected that they would
get some other seniors to take over their abuse of him.  Apparently, the rest
of the senior class had resigned itself to his presence.
It was also at lunch that he realized
that he would be seeing Stephanie tonight, as it was time for a refresh of her
programming.  He hoped that this would be the last time that would be
necessary.  He also hoped that he didn't zorch her brain cells when she ran the
program tonight.
The girls noticed his energetic attitude,
but didn't ask him about it.  They knew that if he wanted to talk about what
was going on, he would have been doing so non-stop since he sat down.  Claudia
enjoyed how he would focus on projects like that.  Stephanie tolerated his
enthusiasm.  He barely noticed either girl today, so engrossed was he in his
thoughts about his program.  He did remember, as lunch was finishing up, to
remind Stephanie of their appointment.  She merely nodded politely before
leaving the table.  Zack gave Claudia a quick, but warm, kiss, and headed off
to his next class.

-----

And Stephanie headed off to her next
class, which was gym.  Sarah, her friend, was waiting for her in the locker
room again, but this time it was with an invitation.
"Hey, Stephanie, you want to come
over and watch a movie or something tonight?  My parents are going to some
banquet or other for my Dad's work.  We can maybe call up a couple of
boys..."
"Can't.  I've got to go over to
Zack's tonight."
Sarah's face darkened.  She'd never seen
her friend so intent on one boy before.  And this particular boy was...
"What's with you and him?  I
mean, he's a sophomore."
"Look, I can't explain it to you.  I
don't really understand it myself.  Ever since Claudia and I went over to his
place one Saturday, I've just been completely unable to resist him."
"He musta drugged you."
"I don't see how.  I didn't have
anything to drink or eat while I was there.  Look, I suppose I'll eventually
get over this... whatever it is.  Until I do, I've just got to do what my mind
and body want."  She began to walk away, as Sarah's hand clamped down
tightly on her arm.
"Body?  You don't mean to tell
me..."
"More than once."  With that,
Stephanie walked out to the gym, again leaving her friend flabbergasted.
With a sophomore?

-----

Zack fidgeted through his classes until
seventh hour finally rolled around.  He nearly ran to the media lab, only to be
frustrated by a note that said he needed to set up one of their two ITV systems
for Mr. Searles to use tomorrow.  Mr. Searles was a science teacher, and he
apparently had some kind of presentation that he wanted to show everybody in
the county.  Isn't that just fucking special?
It took Zack twenty minutes to show Mr.
Searles everything he needed to know about running the ITV.  It had only taken
him five minutes to move the system down to his class and hook it up.  But half
of his seventh hour was over, and he had yet to find out if his program worked
or not.
When he was finally back in the media
lab, having done his duty for the day, he booted up the computer, and inserted
his ZIP disk.  Before he called up Pat, he realized that there was one other
thing he should do.  Yesterday, he had used Claudia's matrix on Pat.  He
decided that he should go back to using the more generic one he'd created for
females.  He wasn't yet able to get full control out of this matrix, or at
least he didn't think so, but it would give him temporary control over someone,
and it would make them more suggestible to him.  He loaded that matrix into the
machine, and set it all up to run.
Then he called up Pat Barron.
"Media Lab, Pat Barron
speaking," again that sensuous voice murmured into the phone.
"Ms. Barron, this is Zack Griffin,
over at the high school.  We spoke yesterday?"
"Oh, yes.  Hello again.  Did you
figure out what was wrong with your graphic?"
"I think so.  Mind if we hook up, so
that you can tell me if it transmits properly?"
"Not at all.  Our system is already
on, so go ahead whenever you're ready."
Zack turned on the school's system, and
made the proper inputs and adjustments.  Once again, there on his screen was
the lovely Ms. Barron, today in her burgundy pants and a peach blouse.  Zack
enjoyed, for just a moment, how her breasts filled out that blouse.  Then he
regained his voice.  "Okay, the system itself is up and working fine.  I
guess I'll just go ahead and send the graphic now, all right?"
"Sure thing."
Zack double-clicked the icon.  He looked
first at his computer monitor, which displayed the graphics as expected.  Then
he hesitantly looked at the ITV monitor, to see what it was sending out.  To
Zack's immense relief, the picture now looked the same as his computer monitor
did.
Then Zack looked at the screen that
showed Ms. Barron, staring at her screen.  That's when his heart began to race,
for he could see the evident signs that Pat Barron was under the effect of
Program Alpha-Omega.  YES! Zack's thoughts screamed.  For the next six
and a half minutes, he waited impatiently for the program to finish up.  When
it did, he saw the distinctive triple-shrug gesture he'd built into the program. 
Pat was fully under.
In an even more whispery voice than
before, she said, "That worked just fine, Zack.  The picture seemed to be
a little grainy, but otherwise... mmm."  She didn't realize that she had
been aroused by the imagery.  Zack was about to take advantage of that.  First,
he slipped a tape into the VCR he'd connected to the ITV system, and pressed
record.
"Pat, are you alone?" Zack
asked.
"Mm.  Hmm?  Yes.  School is out
here.  I have to stay in case any kids miss their bus or have to wait for
parents or stuff like that.  No one did today."
"So, the building is empty, except
for you?"
"And the janitor, but he's already
been through here."  Her volunteered information was another sign that the
program was working as expected.
"Go lock your door."  Without a
word, Pat got up and left the camera's field of view.  A few moments later, she
returned, and sat back in her chair.
"Okay, the door is locked.  Now
what?"
Zack swallowed hard.  If she wasn't
really under, he was about to be in deep shit.
"Pat, I want you to put on a show
for me.  You're really horny right now, and I want you to masturbate yourself
to orgasm for the camera.  I want you to do a striptease for me as you touch
yourself.  Start... now."
Pat didn't even acknowledge his words
before her hands moved up to cup her breasts.  She massaged them through her
blouse, rolling them around with her hands.  She started to unbutton her blouse
with one hand, while her other then reached inside and caressed her tit beneath
the fabric.  As she finally got all the buttons undone, she pulled her blouse
out of her slacks and laid it open on either side of her chest.  Zack had a
clear view of her bra-clad chest, which she was still rubbing vigorously.  One
hand strayed down and pressed against her crotch on the outside of her pants.
She was beginning to moan softly.  
She stood up, and let her blouse slip
from her shoulders, falling into the chair.  She turned, and moved it up to her
desk.  While she had her back turned to the camera, she reached back and
unhooked her bra.  She looked alluringly over her shoulder as she slid the
undergarment from her body.  With her arms crossed over her chest, she turned
to fully face the camera.  Her arms moved apart and down, revealing for Zack a
gorgeous set of 36C tits with small, dark nipples.  Her hands caressed her
abdomen, and moved up to cup her breasts, presenting them to Zack's gaze
through the camera.
Her heat rising, Pat's hand moved down to
her pants while her other hand began to pinch and stretch her nipple.  Pat's
lower hand pushed inside of her slacks, and moved downward.  She rubbed herself
briefly, but then pulled her hand out and undid the slacks.  With more room,
she pushed her hand back in, and began to massage her cunt feverishly through her
panties.  Her other hand now mauled her tits more vigorously.  She brought each
breast in turn up to her mouth, and licked across her nipple.
Continuing to work at her cunt, she let
her other hand move down and push her pants off of her hips, working them
slowly down until they fell into a puddle on the floor.  She stepped out of
them, and then took both hands to pull her panties down off her hips.  She
stepped out of those, too, as quickly as possible.  Then she sat herself back
into her chair, slumping down so that her ass was at the very front edge.  She
then pulled her legs up and out, setting each one on a desk on either side of
her.  Her cunt was now in clear view, and Zack soaked up the sight.
Pat's fingers now went to work on her
exposed twat, massaging her pussy lips before slipping a finger deep inside her
now dripping box.  She moaned aloud as her finger slipped inside, and her hand
was immediately moving rapidly in and out, while her other hand began to
massage her clit, which was poking out from under its hood.
Faster and faster Pat's hands flew, until
she finally began to buck on her own hand, rocking the chair back and forth,
her screams clearly audible over the ITV system.  Her orgasm continued for
quite a few moments before she began to calm down.
When Pat had settled, she began to put
her clothes back on.  As she was doing so, she looked into the camera and said,
"Was that okay, Zack?"
Zack had managed to compose himself by
now, and he answered, "Oh, yes, Pat.  Very nice.  Maybe I'll call you
again sometime."
"That would be nice.  Well, I've got
to go now.  And your class is just about over, too, isn't it?"
Zack looked at his watch.  Shit, it
is!  "Yeah.  Okay, I'll see you later, then.  Take it easy, Pat."
"You too, Zack."  With that,
they closed the circuit.
Zack couldn't spend time in the media lab
after class without drawing attention.  He didn't have time to produce the
video for his parents; the bell was ringing as he closed down the connection
with Pat Barron.  Oh, well, he thought, I can do it tomorrow.  It
looks pretty much like it works, though.  But, after that little show, I'm
definitely going to enjoy Stephanie tonight!
With that, Zack rushed off to meet
Claudia, who was happy to see that he was still in an excited mood, but a lot
less distracted.

-----

This time it was the man who went to
William.  He found him in the main workroom, with several other programmers. 
The room was crowded with other people going about their business as well.
"Tell me what you have, William,"
the man ordered.
"Well, sir, we've tracked down this
Brian Selman.  A competent young programmer, but I'm not sure if he's smart
enough to have done this.  He has a very small circle of friends that we've
identified.  These people, by first name, are Joel, Craig, Don, and
Zack."  The last name immediately stuck out.
"Zmorph," the man said simply.
He did not expect one of his other
employees to turn around.  "What about Zmorph?" she asked.
"How do you know Zmorph,
Shirley?" the man asked.
"I've been IRCing with Zmorph for a
few months, sir.  I admit, sir, I directed him to the program."
"And?" the man said testily.
"Though he won't come right out and
say it, he has indicated that he's got it working."
"Shit!" William cried out. 
"When were you going to tell us?"
Shirley turned on him.  "Well, William,
since you don't keep the rest of us clued in on what's going on, I was trying
to get him to send me a copy of the working program."
"Any luck?" the man asked.
"No, sir.  Sorry, but Zmorph is just
too skittish.  I do have his email address, if that helps."
"How in the hell did you get his
email address?"
"He asked for my help.  I told him I
was a psychology student at UTEP.  He asked for some info about psychology.  I
sent him our file."
"Which file?" the man inquired.
"File 162, sir.  The one titled,
'Behavioral anomalies and the statistical likelihood of their causes'."
"You sent him that?"
William blurted incredulously.
"When did you send him that?"
the man asked, ignoring William's outburst.
"Um... last Saturday night, I think
it was.  Or early Sunday morning, I didn't really check the time.  I'm sure
it's logged..."
"It's not important exactly
when," the man said very quietly.  He looked at William.  "William,
what do you think our friend Zmorph might have done with a file about
behavioral anomalies that would correspond to a 24% change in the code of the
program?"
All William could say was, "I don't
know sir, but, oh shit."
"'Oh shit' is right, son.  Good
work, Shirley.  Get me Zmorph's email address, if you would."
She stepped over to her terminal and
pulled up her email list.  She showed the address to William and the man.
"Crap!" William snarled. 
"Crosswinds.net!  He could be anywhere, still!"
"Calm yourself, William.  We are
very close to finding him.  Joseph," the man said, turning to another
programmer on the team, "Hack your way into Crosswinds' log files, and get
me the IP address of that email account."
"Yes, sir."
"Isn't it likely to be scrambled,
too, sir?"
"Yes, it is.  But that, in and of
itself, tells us that it's our friend in Martina again.  There aren't too many
people so paranoid that they'd even scramble their link to their email."
"I don't get it, sir.  We know that
he's in Martina.  This Brian person has a friend named Zack.  It seems obvious
to me-"
"Never trust the obvious, William,
for it is often wrong.  We're not going around accusing people of anything
until we are one hundred percent positive of who we're dealing
with."
"Yes, sir."
"Come and get me when Joseph has an
answer."  With that, the man departed.

-----

Zack fiddled around that evening until
around seven o'clock.  At that time, he was busily setting up Stephanie's new
matrix, so that it would be ready.  He heard the knock at the front door, but
knew his mother would get it.  He finished what he was doing before he looked
up, to see Stephanie standing there in a tight, white T-shirt and a pair of
khaki shorts.  Her legs were smooth and tanned, and he wanted to tear her
clothes off where she stood.
"Hey Stephanie," he greeted
her, hoping to catch her off-guard.
"Hello, Zack."  No such luck. 
She was as cold as ever.
"Well, you know how this goes.  I'm
going to read while you watch the program, so put the headphones on."  He
had dreamed this up so that he would neither have to see nor hear the program. 
He didn't know how he would explain it if anything bad happened to her, but
he'd work that out later.
She sat down in front of the computer and
put the headphones on, careful not to mess up her hair.  She moved the mouse
and double-clicked the PAO icon.  The usual program start-up screen came up,
and then the screen blanked.  She was used to a reddish pattern at this point. 
It was not what she saw.
Stephanie's mind was jabbed by the
intense colors and sounds of the program.  Her senses were assaulted by the
harshness of the new program.  She inhaled sharply as she felt it probing deep
inside her mind.
Zack had to fight himself, to keep from
looking at Stephanie, and whatever she was seeing.  Even though the command
script he was using had specific instructions that it was not to work on anyone
but Stephanie, he was leery of what it might be doing.
Soon, as the program ran, the stabbing
probe faded, and, though it was a slightly different sensation, the euphoric
feeling she was used to the program giving her returned.  She began to float. 
This time, however, it seemed as if she was disconnecting from herself.  As if
she was not entirely there anymore.  As the program continued, it didn't matter.
 She floated away on a cloud of bliss.

-----

Four minutes and thirty-eight seconds
after the program started, it ended.  Zack noted the screen going dark, and
then he looked, now seeing his usual Windows desktop on the screen.  Stephanie
didn't move for the longest time, and he actually began to worry that her brain
had, indeed, been cooked.
Then, slowly, her hands came up and
removed the headphones, setting them down gently on the desk.  Slowly, ever so
slowly, she turned the chair around until it faced him.  He was now standing
beside his bed, a little over five feet away from her.  She looked at him, and
the first thing he noticed was that the look was straight-on, eye contact and
full-faced.  Her neutral expression broke into a beautiful smile, and she rose
from the chair.  As soon as she was steady on her feet, she sprinted at Zack
and threw her arms around him, planting a warm and loving kiss on his lips.
Zack was definitely not expecting this
reaction from her, and he was taken aback by her forthright show of affection. 
It did not, however, take him long to adjust to this new turn of events.  He
embraced Stephanie, and returned the fervor of her kiss.  They remained
lip-locked like that for some time, their passions building.
With the day he'd had, and especially
after his special show during seventh period, Zack was more than ready for a
little action.  He broke their embrace, and stepped back slightly from
Stephanie.  He smiled at her, and she beamed the most gorgeous smile he'd ever
seen her give anyone back at him.  He reached down, grabbing hold of her
T-shirt hem, and pulled it rudely off over her head.  In doing so, he fully
messed up her hair.  She didn't even notice.
He now had a full view of her wonderful
tits.  Though they weren't as large as Claudia's, they were still beautiful. 
They stood firmly out from her chest, her silver-dollar-sized areolas a deep
pink, and her nipples were already hard nubbins, erect and ready to be sucked. 
Zack pushed her backward onto the bed, and he followed her down, his mouth
attaching itself to one of her tits, his tongue sliding over her flesh until it
found the nipple, lapping against the hard nubbin repeatedly.  Stephanie moaned
in pleasure.  She had not felt this kind of sexual excitement, ever.  Her hands
held Zack's head to her chest, running her fingers through his hair, and
praying he wouldn't stop.
Zack had no intention of stopping.  His
hands were busily undoing her pants.  Once undone, he roughly pulled them, and
her panties, down off her hips.  She raised up to help him remove the garments,
and then she used her feet to push them down off her legs.  Zack's hand now
wandered between her legs, and she gasped at the first touch of his fingers
against her pussy lips.  He gently brushed his fingers back and forth against
them, and his thumb softly stroked the hood of her clit.  Stephanie was moaning
continually now, and she was beginning to shake from the intense pleasure she
was feeling.
Zack moved his mouth over to her other
tit as he inserted one finger deep inside her cunt, stroking her slowly as his
tongue danced on her breast.  Her body was thrusting itself onto his hand as he
inserted yet a second finger into her.  Her body jerked and twisted as the
sensations became too much.  Her first orgasm swept over her as a wave would
crash on the beach: fast and hard.  Her body writhed and her moans filled the
room.  Zack continued to finger-fuck her, and he continued to suck on her tit,
until her orgasm began to subside.
While Stephanie was recovering from her
climax, Zack removed all of his clothes.  Once Stephanie had a look at his
cock, she reached for it.  He brought himself within her grasp, and her hand
softly surrounded his shaft.  She moved herself to an upright position, and her
mouth was uncontrollably drawn to his dick.  Her tongue moved along his shaft,
and then her lips touched the head.  She sucked him in as if he were a
popsicle, her lips keeping continual contact as the suction moved him further
into her mouth.  As she slid him back out, her hand slid along his pole,
keeping up the sensation on his dick.  Her mouth went back down, the pace
maddeningly slow.  Again she pulled off of him, and again her hand caressed his
dick.
Again and again she dropped, moving
further and further onto his pole.  He felt his cock reach the back of her
throat, but she didn't stop there.  She continued to pull him all the way in,
until all seven inches of him were buried in her mouth, and her nose rested in
his pubic hairs.  She stopped for a moment, and hummed softly on his dick.  The
sensation was incredible, and he wanted to blow his load right there, but he
knew she had more to offer him.
And she did.  Her mouth moved much faster
now, having adjusted to his size.  Her head bobbed on his cock, keeping a constant
suction.  Her hand moved along whatever portion of his cock was not in her
mouth, while her other hand softly fondled his balls, as if to coax the cum
from them.
Zack was in heaven, but he couldn't hold
out forever.  Eventually, his cock blew his load of cum deep into her throat. 
Stephanie never even flinched; she swallowed every drop he had to offer, and
then began to lick his dick clean.  When she had finished, his rod had not
softened in the least.
He pushed her back down onto the bed,
moving himself between her legs.  He reached down and pulled her knees upward,
so that her legs rested on his shoulders, and her cunt was resting right below
his dick.  She looked up at him expectantly, almost hungering for the throbbing
cock between his legs.  He slid his length along her slit, lubing himself more,
and then he angled himself for her hole, pressing into her.
She groaned at the very first touch of
his prick on her inner walls.  The head of his dick pushed slowly into her.  He
filled her small pussy with his dick, pushing in slowly, then backing out just
as slowly, and pushing in more.  He moved into her in this way, rocking his
hips to force himself deeper into her each time, until finally, he was fully
into her, and their pubic bones touched.
Zack bent down, bending Stephanie even
further, and he began to fondle her tits again.  He looked into her eyes and
asked her, "How bad do you want it?"
"Oh, God, FUCK ME, ZACK!" she
screamed.
With that, he started to ram into her at
full speed.  In her position, she could do nothing but lay back and enjoy the
sensation, which she did.  She could feel him pushing into her, she regretted
it every time he pulled out, but she knew that it would lead to him slamming
back into her.  She needed this fucking so badly, she was as horny as she could
ever remember being.
Zack plunged his dick down into her
depths, using his weight to thrust in just as far as he could.  His fingers
twisted and pulled on her nipples, and he watched her face, bathed in sweat,
and contorted in the most exquisite of agony, her body climbing higher and
higher to her climax, being used for his pleasure, but getting an immense
amount of her own in return.
Stephanie's body had all it could take,
and she began to spasm beneath Zack.  As her writhing increased, her pussy
clamped down on his cock.  As Zack felt her cunt walls rippling on his cock, he
let himself go, blasting his load deep into her pussy.  He continued thrusting,
even after his cum was spent, until she came down from her orgasm.  He reached
down and gathered her up in his arms.  Without removing his dick from her cunt,
he slid up onto the bed with her, and they lay in each others arms.  He kissed
her softly, and she responded in kind.  She had never before been in any way
affectionate to him, and he liked this Stephanie much better.
Then it dawned on him that he had never
closed the bedroom door, and that his parents must have certainly seen them. 
Looking over, he found that the door was now closed, but not all the way.  I
hope they enjoyed the show.

-----

After another round of sex, Zack decided
that he needed to talk to Stephanie, and see just what had happened to her. 
After all, the only way he could be sure about the program was to know what the
results were.
"Stephanie, assume your
position."
"Yes, Zack," she answered, but
not in her robot-voice, but in a sweet and submissive voice that was very
uncharacteristic for her.
"As usual, I want you to answer me
as truthfully as you possibly can.  You will not hide anything from me, or
withhold information from me.  Understood?"
"Of course, Zack.  I would never lie
to you."
"Do you like me, Stephanie?"
"Absolutely.  You're my
boyfriend."
Interesting.  Now she actually
believes it.
"Why didn't you like me
before?"
"I thought you were a little creepy,
and I didn't like that you were hanging out with Claudia.  I thought you
weren't worthy of her."
"What do you think about me
now?"
"Anything you want, you deserve,
Zack."
"Do I deserve Claudia?"
"Oh, yes, Zack!  If anyone does, you
do!"
"Do you still want to fuck
Claudia?"
Stephanie's face reddened.  She bowed her
head.  "Yes, Zack, I do... if you would permit it."
Zack chuckled.  "Do you mind if we
share her from time to time?"
"It would be my honor, Zack!"
"Very good.  Tell me, did Claudia
tell Principal DeVain about the seniors?"
"No, Zack.  I did."
"Why did you do that?  Yesterday,
you didn't like me."
"I did that because what they were
doing was wrong.  Although I misunderstood my feelings for you as dislike, I
still didn't feel that you deserved to be hurt just for going out with
us."
"I see.  Well, thank you for caring,
even if you didn't really think of it that way."
"Of course, Zack."
"Okay, Stephanie-"
"Zack, please... you know you prefer
to call me Steph.  It isn't right for me to force you to call me
Stephanie."
"Okay, Steph.  Now, I really enjoyed
your company tonight.  But I have to get some homework done, so I'd like you to
get dressed now, and go home.  I will see you at school tomorrow.  Also, I want
you to come over here Thursday night at seven.  I'll have a present for
you."
Stephanie's eyes lit up.  "A
present?  For me, Zack?  What is it?"
"It's a surprise.  Now, shoo." 
He gestured her out the door, and she left, but not before giving him a groin-stirring
good-bye kiss.  He wobbled a little as he walked back to his desk chair.
He now knew that his new matrix was fully
functional, and didn't appear to have any inadvertent side-effects.  He
incorporated the new matrix into the main program, though he kept a backup copy
of the old matrix, just in case.  Then he closed down his computer, turned off
the lights, and fell into bed, for one of the most restful nights' sleep he had
ever experienced.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack woke up the next morning well-rested
and happy with his circumstances.  Things were going well for him, and he was
in a wonderful mood.  Claudia took note of this on the ride to school, and was
happy that the world was in its proper shape.  Stephanie greeted them both at
the front door of the school, and gave Zack a warm good-morning kiss.  Claudia,
not wishing to be outdone, then did the same.
Zack, after catching his breath said,
"Okay, girls, if we keep this up, we're all going to be late for
class!"  They laughed, and the girls departed, leaving Zack at his Algebra
II class.
The rest of the morning was very much the
same as that.  He breezed through all of his classes, not really concerned with
the subject matter.  His only disconcerting moment was in Ms. Pinches' class.  She
was dressed in a beautiful yellow skirt with matching blouse, and just the
sight of her made his dick rise to attention.  Yet, even with all the progress
he'd made, he still had no idea how to get into her pants.  He resolved to
change that as soon as possible.
At lunch, he met up with Claudia and
Stephanie again, and they all sat down to eat together.  It was then that the
only black cloud of the day appeared.
Stephanie's friend, Sarah, came over to
their table.  She leaned down in front of Zack, looking directly into his
eyes.  Zack stared back with curiosity, but little else.  "Can I help
you?" he asked.
"I don't know what you've done to
these two, but when we find out, you're going to be in deep shit.  You don't go
around messing with people."
"I don't know what you're talking
about," he lied.  Unfortunately, he knew exactly what she was talking
about.  He just hoped that she didn't really have a clue.
Sarah snorted.  "Right.  You've been
warned, Griffin.  I'm going to get you."  With that, she walked away.
Zack looked at his two friends, and
noticed that Stephanie was extremely pale.  "Steph?  Something
wrong?"
"Zack, I... I'm the one who's got
Sarah all upset... I've been talking to her, and I've said some
things..."  She was very nearly crying.  Zack put his arm around her and
gave her a hug.
"Don't worry about it, Steph.  It'll
all blow over."  As soon as I figure out what to do about it, anyway.
She gave him a smile, and he kissed her
on the cheek before continuing his lunch.

The rest of Zack's day was quiet.  He
chose to give Pat a rest, so he didn't call her up today.  He did, however,
make up a new videotape to show his parents.  Now that he was ninety-nine
percent sure that it would work, he was going to take full control of his home. 
He ran the program twice, as usual.  This time, he was using the new matrix on
them as well.  He figured it couldn't hurt to have an extra kick in it.  Having
done that, he packed the tape away in his book bag.  He had nothing else to do,
so he used the media lab computer to log on to the Net, and played for the next
half-hour.

-----

The man was once again in the workroom,
asking for results, when the notice came in.
"Sir, we've got another program
notice... again in the clear, we can nail this one down, sir."
"What have you got?"
Joseph read it off the screen. 
"Martina, Oklahoma... local ISP... sir the account tracks back to the
local high school... no definite location within the building, but definitely
at the high school."
"So," the man said, "We
are definitely dealing with a student."
"It could be faculty, sir..."
William interposed.
"Not likely.  Faculty wouldn't be
this quick to use it.  It takes youth to take these kinds of risks.  Still, I
suppose it is possible that it is faculty."  Turning, he said,
"Shirley, go online and see if Zmorph is around."
"Yes, sir."  She logged on to
her computer, opening up her usual chat programs.  After taking a quick look
around, she said, "Yes, sir, here he is.  You want me to say anything to
him?"
"Not unless he starts talking to
you.  Joseph, begin a trace on that connection.  Shirley, whatever you do, do not
indicate what we're doing."
"Of course not, sir.  He still
thinks I'm a student."
"Keep it that way."
They all watched as Zmorph chatted with a
few friends.  Shirley kept quiet, hoping that Zmorph would not speak to her
today.  He didn't always start up a conversation with her, even when she was
around.  Today was one of those days.
Joseph typed furiously at his computer. 
"Got him!  Again, in the clear, directly from the same computer as the
notice.  Zmorph is definitely our guy!"
"But that still doesn't get us
anywhere," William griped.  "We still don't really know who he
is."
"You have a point, William. 
Shirley, has he ever given you any indication of who he is?"
"No, sir.  I've always just called
him Zmorph."
"Hmmm.  Maybe it's time to get a
little more personal with him.  See if you can bring him out of his shell by
talking about yourself."
"Yes, sir."

<Valkyrie359> Hey, Z.  How goes things?
<Zmorph> Pretty good, Val.  How's things with
you?
<Valkyrie359> Okay, I guess... Can we go
private, please?
<Zmorph> Sure thing.

"Why are you going private?"
the man asked.
"I'm hoping he'll be more willing to
speak freely one-on-one."
"Good idea."
The private chat window popped up, and
there was already a message waiting for her.

<Z> What's up?  You sound a little down.
<V> I am.  Classes are going really bad for
me.  I've got finals next week... things are just crappy.
<Z> Sorry to hear that.  Are you going to
manage it?
<V> I don't know, Z... hey, what's your
"real" name?  I'm tired of calling you Zmorph.  My name's Shirley.

There was an interminably long pause. 
"I'm sorry, sir.  I may have scared him off."
"There wasn't a much better way to
do it, Shirley.  Don't worry about it."
Their fears were unfounded, however. 
Soon, a message popped up.

<Z> My name is Zack.
<V> Thanks, Zack... I like dealing with real
people rather than names on a screen.  Like I said, classes are just sucky right
now.  I wish school were over already.
<Z> Yeah, well, hang in there, Shirley. 
You'll do okay, just don't panic over it.
<V> Easy for you to say.  You've only got
high-school exams to worry about.
<Z> Well, yeah, I suppose, and I don't really
have to worry about THOSE. ;)
<V> What do you mean?
<Z> Let's just say I have a little help from
something we talked about earlier.
<V> You still won't let me have it, will you.
:|
<Z> Sorry, I'm still not sure it's not
dangerous.

"The kid is worried about hurting
someone.  That's a good sign," the man said.
"Yeah... but it means he's
definitely got a working program," William concluded.
"But now we know who we're dealing
with.  I want a full file drawn up on this kid before we go in to talk to
him."
"Yes, sir," William responded.
"You need anything more here,
sir?" Shirley asked.
"No, you did great.  Wrap it up like
you normally would."
"Okay."

<V> Well, let me know if you'll ever let me
have it, okay?
<Z> Surely, Shirley.  :)
<V> :)  Thanks, I needed that.  I've got to
go study.  Take it easy, okay?
<Z> You, too.  And don't worry.  It'll all
work out.
<V> Thanks again.  Bye.
<Z> Later.

-----

Back in Martina, Zack closed down the
system and got ready for the bell to ring.  He decided to go ahead and head out
before the bell, just because he'd never actually wandered the halls of the
school during class time.  Being in charge of the equipment pretty much gave
him free run of the school during seventh hour.  And we'll see if we can't
expand that to the other six hours of the day.  An idea was forming in
Zack's head.  An idea of how to deal with Sarah and the rest of the senior
class.  It revolved around his new ability to run the program on a
television.   And it involved next week's multimedia presentation for the
school.  Every student in his computer class would demonstrate their project,
if it was ready.  Most were, Zack knew.  He would have to toy even further with
the program, to see if he could make the graphics more closely resemble his
original project, but that shouldn't be too hard for him.
The bell rang, interrupting his
thoughts.  He had been wandering aimlessly, he thought, but he'd ended up
outside Claudia's final class.  He leaned against the lockers, waiting for her
to come out.  She saw him immediately, and made a beeline for where he was
standing.  They hugged, and once again her kiss got a rise out of him.  They
walked hand-in-hand out of the school, and over to her car for the drive home.

-----

Once home, Zack prepared for the evening.
 He put his video into the VCR, and cued it up.  His parents had made it clear
that they would be willing to look at his "special effect" again, if
he made it better.  Zack had to admit that the graphics were better now, not
that it mattered a whit.  Having the tape all set up and ready, he flopped down
to watch some TV.  He didn't have any homework, so he had the evening free.
His parents arrived home together, his
mother's car having broken down again, so that his father had given her a
ride.  It was well past the aggravation stage with the car, to the point that
it had become a joke in the family.  They greeted Zack before they went off to
change.  While they were in their bedroom, the phone rang.  Zack hopped up from
the couch to answer it.
"Hello, Griffin residence," he
said, as his parents had taught him to answer the phone.
"Hey, Zack, it's Brian."
"Hey, man!  What's up?"
"Can you come over tonight?  My
sisters are... kind of insisting on seeing you."
Oh, shit, I forgot all about that
little project!  Zack smiled to himself.  He'd had such a good week, and it
looked like it was only getting better.  "Um, sure, I guess... give me
about an hour, and then come and get me."
"Okay, will do.  Hey, you wanna eat
with us?"
"Don't I always?" Zack laughed.
"Okay.  Mom's making some kind of
roast or something."
"Sounds good to me.  See you in an
hour."
"Yeah, bye." 
Zack hung up the phone and returned to
his spot on the couch.  His parents came out of their bedroom, laughing with
each other about something.  As they entered the living room, his mother asked,
"Who was on the phone, honey?"
"That was Brian.  Is it okay if I
eat with them tonight?"
"Sure, no problem.  Is he coming to
get you?"
"Yeah, in a little while.  Have you
guys got a few minutes?"
"What's up, son?" his father
asked.
"Well, I worked on that special
effect, and I was wondering if you'd tell me if it's any better now."
"Of course we will, dear," his
mother said, sitting down beside him.
As his father sat on the other side of
his mother, Zack hit the 'PLAY' button on the VCR.  His PAO graphic popped on
the screen immediately, to be replaced by a blank screen for about two
seconds.  That's when the new graphics, and the new matrix, kicked in.  Zack
actually felt his mother shudder beside him.  He took the chance to look at
them, and he could see that they were already entranced by the video.  He
hazarded a glance at the screen, but, other than a slightly energizing feeling,
it did nothing for him.  Which was exactly what was supposed to happen.  It was
a relief to find that his new matrix still obeyed the normal rules of the
program.
And seven minutes later, the program had
completed its run, and his parents were ready for their new role in life, as
the secondary controlling power in the house.  He knew he needed to see if his
program had, in fact, worked.  He thought for a moment, and finally came up
with a suitable test.
"Don't you guys think it would be
best if you moved the TV and VCR from your bedroom into mine?"
His father thought for only a second
before looking at his wife and nodding.  She agreed.  "Yes, I think that
would be a good idea, Zack," he said.  "I'll go do that now."
YES!  He now had complete control
of his house.  He didn't really want to abuse his power over his parents, he
just wanted to make sure he could get his way whenever he needed to.
"I'll be in my room until Brian
shows up."  His mother acknowledged him, and he went into his room.  He
was about to close his door when his father showed up with the TV and VCR.  It
wasn't a very big TV, but it was better than nothing.
"There you go, son.  I'm sure you
can hook it up faster than I can."  His father chuckled as he walked away.
This is going to be so cool! he
thought.  He spent a couple of minutes hooking it all up, and then he played on
his computer for a while.

-----

Brian showed up when he said he would,
and they rode over to his house.  Dinner was being set on the table as they
walked in the door.
"Hi, Mrs. Selman, Mr. Selman,"
Zack said.
"Well, hello, Zack," Mr. Selman
replied.  "How have you been?"
"Oh, not too bad, Mr. Selman.  Can't
complain."
"Glad to hear it.  Well, let's dig
in."
The meal was, as always, delicious.  But
there seemed to be a distinct lack of conversation at the table.  Zack was
sitting between Mrs. Selman and Brian, with Pam on the other side of Brian. 
Bonnie and Wendy were sitting across from them, and Mr. Selman was sitting at
the end of the table, next to Mrs. Selman.  Bonnie and Wendy were making a lot
of eye contact with Zack, but very little was said among them all.  Anything
that was said, beyond "Pass the carrots", was directed at Zack.  It
seemed a very strained time in the family.  Zack was glad when the meal was
over.
When it had, finally, ended, Zack and
Brian headed back to his room.  Bonnie thought to follow them, but Zack stopped
her.  "Give us a few minutes, okay?  I'll call for you when I'm ready...
and then just one of you at a time, all right?"
"Sure thing, Zack."  She smiled
and walked off to her room.
Once inside Brian's room, Zack just had
to ask.  "Something going on you want to talk about, Bri?"
"Want to?  No, not really, but I
guess you deserve to know.  My father, the shit, has been cheating on my
mother.  They're getting divorced."
"Aw, shit, man.  That really
sucks."
"Yeah, well.  He's never home,
anyway, but it's not like my mom needs this crap right now.  Looks like our
nights of good meals are over.  She'll have to get a job, and then she's gonna
be all tired, and... shit."
It was a fairly selfish approximation of
the situation, Zack knew, but it was also the kind of thing that Brian would
focus on in order to avoid dealing with the real issues.  "Sorry, man. 
Anything I can do?"
"Not unless you've got some good
news for me for a change."
"Hmmm.  Well, I might, at that.  I
got the videotaped program to work."
Brian's eyes lit up.  "Yeah? Cool. 
At least I won't have to worry about my mother catching us, then."
Zack thought for a minute.  "You
know, Brian, I hadn't really considered it, but the program might be able to
get your parents back together."
"Huh?  How?"
"Well, it's all about psychology,
right?  Sure, we call it 'love' and make it all mushy, but it's really just
psychology.  The program works on psychological principles.  I'm not saying it
would work for sure.  At the very least, I can guarantee that your father will
pay child support."
"That's something to think about. 
Can you write all of that up in one program?  So that they ignore Pam and me,
and all the other stuff, too?"
"Sure.  It's not that hard.  Do you
want me to try to get them back together, or just keep them living in the same
house, or what?"
"Shit, I don't know.  Unless you
could guarantee that he wouldn't fool around on her, I don't know as I want him
around."
"Well, I can probably do that... but
it might be tricky."  Zack was thinking just how many factors were
involved.  And, though he wasn't about to say it to Brian, one of the factors
very well might be his mother.  He'd already been hit once this month: that was
his limit.  "Probably easier just to make sure he pays you guys well each
month."
"Yeah."  The pain in Brian's
voice was evident.  "Well, do that, then.  I suppose you want to talk to
the girls now, huh?"
"Not yet.  One other thing I wanted
to tell you.  Since I've gotten this TV thing to work, I'm going to sort of
take over the school."
Brian laughed out loud, until he saw that
Zack was serious.  "You want to run the school, man?"
"Nah, not run it.  Just make it so
that I can get away with anything.  I'm going to use the program at the media
assembly next week."
"Hey, I'm gonna be at that
assembly!"
"Don't worry, I'm writing you out of
the program, so it won't affect you, Claudia, Pam, or Stephanie.  I know I
can't make up for your parents, but I'm going to write it so that they'll
ignore your behavior, too.  That way, maybe we can have a little fun."
"Thanks.  Maybe it'll take my mind
off all this crap."
"Hope so.  Well, I guess it's time
to deal with Bonnie and Wendy."
"I don't even want to know what
you're doing with them anymore, Zack."
"Brian, I'm not-"
"I don't want to know.  I've got
Pam.  You do with those two what you like... but, if I found another girl at
school I wanted...?"
"Just say the word, man.  I'm
getting better with this program every day."
"Great.  I'll go tell Bonnie to come
on in here, and I'll be in the kitchen talking to Mom."
"Gotcha."
A minute later, Bonnie came into the room
with a stack of photographs.  She stood before Zack, and handed him the rather
thick pile of pictures.  He looked at her in some surprise.  "How many
pictures are in here?"
"Seventy-eight.  You said to find
every girl prettier than me.  There are a lot of them."
"I doubt that," Zack replied
almost automatically.  Bonnie's face turned a bright crimson at the compliment.
Zack leafed through the photographs,
removing about every fourth or fifth one.  These he handed back to her. 
"Do you know all of these girls?"
"Most of them, yeah."
"Okay, write down on the back who
they are, and what they're like.  Are they friendly, or snobbish, that sort of
thing.  When you're done with that, bring them back to me.  And send in Wendy,
would you please?"
"Sure thing, Zack!" she said as
she bounced out of the room.  Zack gathered up the remaining pile of photos to
get them out of the way.  By the time he'd finished doing that, Wendy was
coming in.
"Hi," she said quietly.
"Well, what do you have for
me?"
Wendy took a chance, and sat down in his
lap before handing him her pile of photos.  He was a bit distracted by the girl
sitting on him, but he managed to focus on the pictures.  Knowing that Bonnie
would be busy for a while, he decided to go through Wendy's photos with her. 
Again, he ended up discarding most of them as undesirable.  She must have a
low opinion of her appearance if she thinks that all these girls are as pretty
as she is.  Her pile was smaller than Bonnie's, but still a good size.  He
ended up with ten pictures out of Wendy's collection.  As she sat in his lap,
leaning back against him, he asked her about each one.  She told him what she
knew of them.  Two, she didn't know at all, and she said they were sort of
snobbish.  Figures.  They're two of the best-looking ones.
Having finished up with the photos, Zack
said, "Okay.  I'm not sure what I want you to do for me next, but I'll let
you know."
It was then that Wendy wiggled her ass in
his lap, causing his cock to stir.  She turned and gave him a quick kiss on the
cheek before getting up.  "Okay, just let me know if you need
anything."  The way she'd said 'anything' was more adult than it should
have been.  But that's not in her program! his mind raged.
"I will.  Now go play."  She
bounded out of the room, to be replaced by Bonnie almost immediately.  She
remained standing in front of him, but still looked upon him warmly.  He went
through her comments quickly, and then told her the same that he had told her
sister.  Bonnie likewise was cheerful about her service to him, and left the
room humming a tune.
Zack gathered up his "keeper"
photos, and took them with him as he left Brian's room.  He found Brian and his
mom in the kitchen.  She looked as if she had been crying.  Zack was about to
step back out of the room, but she saw him, and immediately perked up.
"Done chatting with the girls?"
"Yes, ma'am," Zack answered. 
He'd been raised to be polite.
"Well, that's good.  I guess I need
to take you home now.  It's too dark out for Brian to drive."
"If you would, please."
"Okay, let me get my keys."
As she left the room, Brian whispered,
"She's taking this whole thing pretty hard, Zack."
"Damn.  I wish there was something I
could do."
"Just make sure the bastard keeps
paying her."
"I'll do that, for sure."
"Good."  Just then, Mrs. Selman
came back, and Zack followed her out to her car for the ride home.
When they arrived back at Zack's house,
he paused before getting out.
"Mrs. Selman?" he asked.
"What is it, Zack?"
"Brian told me what's going on.  I'm
sorry."
She smiled at him.  "Thank you,
Zack.  I just don't know what we're going to do."
"Don't worry too much, Mrs. Selman. 
It'll all work out.  Let me know if there's anything we can do to help,
okay?"
"I will."  On impulse, she
reached over and hugged him.  Zack returned the embrace, knowing she needed to
know that someone cared.  He could feel the tears on her cheek, and he just
continued to hug her until she broke the embrace.
"Oh, dear, look at me.  I can't seem
to control myself these days, crying like this."
"It's okay to cry, you know."
She just looked at him strangely for a
moment, and then nodded while wiping her tears away with a tissue. 
"Well," she said at last, "I should get back to what's left of
my family."
"Okay.  Thanks for the ride, Mrs.
Selman."
"Anytime Zack.  See you later.  Say
'hi' to your mom for me."
"Will do."
He watched the car drive away as he
thought about what a complete asshole Mr. Selman must be.  Then he went inside
to write a new command script for Brian's tape.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

After the active week he'd had, Thursday
was a dull day.  It was dull because it was, well, normal.  Zack went to
classes.  He wasn't harassed, because the four seniors were still doing labor
at the bus barn.  He dreamed about Ms. Pinches, which was something he'd been
doing since the day they'd met.  And then he went to lunch.  At lunch, he sat
with his two beauties, and he enjoyed their company.  He went about the second
half of his day peacefully.  He called up Pat during seventh hour, but she
wasn't alone today, and so wasn't free to 'play'.  He had made Brian's
tape for him.  On the ride home with Claudia, he asked her to drop by at
quarter-to-seven that night.  She kissed him hotly before he got out of her
car, saying that she would be sure to be on time.
It was the easiest day he'd had in a
couple of weeks.  But tonight would be more fun.

-----

The man held a meeting of his staff to
coordinate their plan.  "All right," he began.  "We are
reasonably certain that we have correctly identified the person that we are
dealing with here.  William, fill us in on what you have concerning our
mysterious programmer."
"Yes, sir."  William stepped up
to the podium, glancing down at his notes before beginning.  "The
individual in question is Zackary Griffin, known as Zack to his real-life
friends, and using Zmorph as his net alias.  Zack is a high school
student-" this statement drew some murmurs from the audience, but William
continued on, "- at Thorndyke High School in Martina, Oklahoma.  He is
considered a prodigy in math and the sciences, including computer programming. 
His school records indicate a full understanding of intermediate-to-advanced
computer programming.  His conduct report lists several mild reprimands for
mischievous conduct while using the computers of the school."
At this point, the man interrupted. 
"What do you mean by 'mischievous'?"
"Sir, the one incident specifically
recorded in the file was a case where every screen in the computer lab rotated
its text counter-clockwise.  That is, except for the computer that our
friend Zack was using, which was completely unaffected.  He also had the
ability to return any screen he chose to normal, which was demonstrated when
the teacher moved him to a different terminal."
"Did this cause any permanent
harm?" the man inquired.
"According to the file, sir, nothing
that Zack has ever done has caused any harm, except for a loss of class
time."
"Understood.  Continue."
"Yes, sir.  Zack is an only child in
a lower-middle income family.  His father, Grant, works at Martina Office
Technologies, a local software company.  He is a competent, but not brilliant,
programmer, with no real ambitions to rise any further in the company.  The
boy's mother, Sharon, works as a receptionist at the local community college. 
She has no computer ability whatsoever.  His family life seems stable, the
marriage is solid.
"His school work is exemplary.  He
struggled slightly at the beginning of the present school year with his biology
class.  Beyond that, his school record has been a string of "A's". 
His favorite elective subjects have tended toward the intellectual, rather than
the physical.  He has taken only the required physical education and health
classes.  He is following the Honors course track in his school system, and,
though he is not aware of it, his counselors have already pointed him out to
several colleges and universities.
"He has no real extracurricular
activities, preferring to stick with his school work.  He has recently been
given responsibility for a video-teleconferencing network set up between the
schools.  That has, in fact, replaced his computer programming class, for which
he has already been given an "A".
"He has a very small circle of
friends, including our original contact, Brian Selman.  There are a few others. 
Rumor around the school says that he has recently acquired two
girlfriends, both in the senior class, and both are considered 'pick of the
school'."  There were more murmurs at that piece of information.
"He has no juvenile criminal
history, nor does he have any serious disciplinary actions on his school
record.  He is, to all appearances, an upstanding citizen.  He is also a loner,
an intellectual, and probably labeled a nerd by the popular people at school. 
He has aptitudes for sciences and math, and could achieve almost anything he
desired in these fields with the right training."
The man signaled for William to sit
down.  "Thank you, William.  That's who we're dealing with.  Any
suggestions as to how to approach?"
Shirley spoke up.  "Why not the direct
approach, sir?  Tell him who you are, who we are, what you want, and see what
happens?"
The man grunted.  "Think that would
work?  You've been talking to him for months."
"Sir, I think it's the only way
you're going to get anything out of him," she responded.
"I'd have to agree with that
assessment, sir," Joseph interjected.  "From what I've read of this
kid's file, he's paranoid, and he doesn't trust people easily.  Playing it
close isn't going to work with this guy.  You're going to have to lay it all
out on the table and hope like hell it comes down our way."
"Very well.  I agree."  He
turned to his secretary, who was sitting off to the side, taking notes. 
"Terry, call down and have them prep the jet for a hop to Oklahoma City. 
We'll have to rent a car from there to Martina."
"Yes, sir.  Right away," she
responded, getting up from her chair.  He watched her as she walked away, her
ass swaying slightly with each step.  Once she turned the corner, he returned
his attention to the rest of the team.  
"I want each of you to come up with
alternative ways to get him to cooperate, in case the direct approach doesn't
work."  The man got up from his chair and returned to his office, leaving
the team to ponder what other techniques could be applied to the subject.

-----

Claudia was extremely punctual, as
usual.  Zack was just putting the finishing touches on a new command script for
her.  He didn't make any really major modifications to her original script, but
he wanted to see how much of her current reaction had been his program, and how
much was her own doing, so he was actually giving her somewhat more
freedom to speak her mind, though she still had to obey him.
When her programming was finished, she
turned from the computer, and smiled warmly at him, just as she had always
done.  His heart was warmed that she didn't reject him immediately, anyway.
"You said that something special was
going on tonight," she reminded him.
"Yes, there is.  But it's... not ready
yet.  Listen, Claudia, no matter what happens tonight, I want you to just play
along, okay?  I don't want you to ask any questions, or to say anything. 
Understand?"
Claudia looked a bit nervous at those
words, but she nodded, slowly, but with conviction.
"Good.  I promise that you won't get
hurt or anything, but tonight's surprise is... well, it's something you may not
be expecting."
"Okay.  I trust you, Zack."
That's nice to know, he thought. 
"I'm glad to hear it.  Now, I want you to sit here, and just wait. 
Your surprise will be along shortly.  Oh, and I want you to face away from the
door.  Don't look anywhere but toward that wall."  Now she wouldn't be
able to see who was entering the room.
Zack stepped out of his room, and he saw
Stephanie parking her car at the curb.  He quietly opened the front door to
greet her, placing a finger to her lips to make sure she wouldn't speak.  He
gestured her into the guest bathroom, and shut the door, to make sure they
couldn't be heard by Claudia.
Stephanie was very surprised by his
behavior.  "Zack," she said in a hushed tone, as he had indicated
that she should still be quiet, "What's going on?"
"Remember last week when you told me
why I wasn't good enough for Claudia?"
Stephanie bowed her head.  "I made a
mistake, Zack.  Are you going to punish me for it?"
"No, Steph, not punish.  You've been
really nice to me lately, and I'm going to return the favor."  Seeing her
questioning look, he continued, "Claudia is sitting in my bedroom right
now.  I'm letting you have her for the next... oh, well, I don't know how long,
but let's just say you should have plenty of time to get to know her body
really well."
Stephanie's eyes grew wide, and then she
threw her arms around Zack.  "Oh, thank you, Zack!" she said, still
in a whisper.  Then she pulled back.  "But... what if she rejects
me?"
"She won't.  Don't worry.  She's all
yours tonight.  You don't mind if I watch, do you?"
"Of course not, Zack.  It'll be fun
to have an audience."
"Okay, good.  Here's what I want you
to do..."  Zack outlined his plan to her very quickly.

-----

Claudia sat on the bed, staring at the
Babylon 5 poster on the wall.  She had named every character she could remember
by now.  She would not, however, turn her head.  She had been given
instructions, and she would follow them exactly.
She felt, more than heard, someone enter
the room.  She heard the 'click' of the door closing, and she heard fabric
rustling.  There were some strange electric-whirring sounds which she couldn't
quite place, but was sure she had heard before.  Then she felt the bed move.

-----

Stephanie crawled onto the bed, making
sure to stay out of Claudia's line of vision.  She had removed all of her
clothing already.  Zack had gotten behind the camera that he had set up, and
turned it on.  That had surprised Stephanie, but she just smiled at the camera,
and continued.  She moved across the bed until she was directly behind
Claudia.  Keeping an arm's distance away from her, she reached out and began to
massage Claudia's shoulders.  Claudia's head automatically tilted backward, and
her eyes closed.  In that position, she couldn't see anything anyway, and
Stephanie moved in closer.  Claudia's head rested against Stephanie's shoulder,
and Steph looked down at the beautiful face of her friend, eyes closed, mouth
parted slightly.  Stephanie could no longer resist her urge.

-----

Though the feeling had been somewhat
different from Zack's usual touch, it had not been unpleasant, and Claudia had
let herself go in the touch of the massage.  Her eyes closed, and she enjoyed
the feel of it all.  Her head was propped up by a shoulder, and the massage
continued.  The hands moved down her body, sliding down onto her breasts.  The
caress was soft and sensuous, causing her nipples to go erect.  It felt so
different from Zack's usual touch.  She was about to open her eyes when she
felt lips press against hers, a tongue sliding between her already parted
lips.  Her natural reaction was to return the kiss, and she did, pressing her lips
into her partner's, letting their tongues dance.  It did not take her long,
however, to realize that this was not Zack she was kissing, but indeed, it was
a girl.  Claudia had never ventured into the world of girl-girl sex, but she
was certainly enjoying her first foray.  The hand on her breast continued its
soft nuzzling, and she moaned into the mouth she was kissing.  Another hand
moved around her body, to begin undoing the blouse she was wearing.  Her breath
quickened as she felt the cool air on her bare flesh, her breasts and abdomen
now exposed to the air, for she had not worn a bra.
Claudia kept her eyes closed as her
partner's hands gently fondled her tits, tweaking each of her nipples, and
cupping the breasts.  Her partner broke the kiss, and slid her mouth along her
cheek to her ear.  In a whisper, the girl said, "Keep your eyes
closed."  Claudia just nodded.  She felt her body tilt backwards, as she
was laid onto the bed.  The girl moved down her body, kissing and licking skin
as she went.  Claudia moaned out loud as the girl's mouth covered one of her
nipples, her tongue sliding wetly over the tip of the nipple, sending shivers
up Claudia's spine.  She felt the girl's hand undoing her jeans, reaching in to
move toward Claudia's now-soaked crotch.  The girl's fingers brushed against
Claudia's pussy outside her panties.  Then, the fingers gently pulled the
fabric aside, and the delicate fingers of another girl were probing Claudia's
pussy lips.
Though Claudia was dying to know whom
Zack had gotten to do this to her, she had promised to play along, and so she
kept her eyes tightly shut.  She sighed softly as the girl's mouth left her
tit, and then she felt hands tugging at her pants.  She raised her hips to let
both her jeans and her panties slide down off her hips, feeling them pulled
completely down and off her legs, along with her shoes and socks.  She was
completely naked before this girl now, and she felt a hot breath blowing
against her inner thigh.  Her legs were gently pushed apart as fingers probed
lightly against her pussy.
Claudia mewed in anticipation as she felt
the hot breath come closer to her cunt.  She wanted to feel more contact then
the delicate pressure of the girl's fingers.  She circled her hips, trying to
move closer to the contact she so desired.  Her body convulsed in pleasure at
the first contact of a warm, wet tongue sliding across her inner lips, up
toward her clit.  The tongue stopped just short, and slithered back down. 
Claudia groaned in frustrated arousal.  Once again the tongue rose toward her
clit, only to stop short once again, slipping back again toward her opening. 
Again and again, the girl tormented Claudia in this way.  Repeatedly, Claudia
groaned, louder each time, her hips beginning to thrust at the mouth of her
torturer.  She was burning with the need for climax.  Her body was on fire.
Finally, the girl's mouth slid up, and
sucked in Claudia's clit.  The girl's tongue flicked rapidly across her clit,
and Claudia could take no more.  Her shouts and cries of ecstasy filled the
room.  Her body was wracked with spasm after spasm.  She writhed on the bed in
the throes of an immense orgasm.  She bucked and screamed throughout her
orgasm, and the girl held on, not letting that clit out of her mouth for one
second.  It only sent Claudia higher into bliss.
Claudia eventually came down from her
peak, and the girl moved up Claudia's body to kiss her again.  Once again,
their tongues mingled, and Claudia tasted her own juices on the tongue of
another girl.  Her pussy tingled from the mere thought of it.
The girl broke their kiss, and again her
mouth moved to Claudia's ear.  "You can open your eyes now, Claudia."
Claudia's eyes opened, and she was
shocked to be peering into the warm eyes of her best friend, Stephanie!  Claudia's
shocked expression was slowly replaced by an intimate smile.  Stephanie slowly
lowered her mouth onto Claudia's, and they kissed passionately, Claudia
embracing Stephanie tightly, and their bodies mashed together.
When they parted, Claudia finally spoke. 
"I guess it's my turn, huh?"  Stephanie just grinned.  Claudia turned
herself around, so that she faced Stephanie's neatly-trimmed pussy.  Claudia
had never before looked at another girl's cunt, and was fascinated how the lips
parted slightly in Stephanie's arousal.  Tentatively, she leaned in and ran her
tongue gingerly across the opening of Stephanie's pussy lips.  Stephanie
shuddered and moaned in approval.
Not needing further encouragement,
Claudia began to lick Stephanie's twat with gusto.  She listened carefully to
Stephanie's reactions, learning what aroused her, and what did little. 
Quickly, she became familiar with Stephanie's preferences, and her tongue
darted into all of the right places.  Stephanie began to moan continually,
writhing under Claudia's tongue.
Stephanie could not let her friend do all
the work, and so she reached over and pulled Claudia's pussy to her own mouth,
once again using her tongue to bring her friend pleasure.  Then she inserted a
finger up Claudia's pussy, and twisted it.  Claudia immediately jerked on top
of Stephanie, faced with another powerful orgasm.  But neither of them stopped;
they were lost in the joy of it.
Zack could take only so much of this kind
of viewing before he had to get in on the act.  He had been moving around the
couple on the bed, completely ignored as he got the best footage he could of
them making love.  He had no other plans for the tape than to watch it later,
or maybe to show it to Brian.  But right now, he wanted his own little piece of
the action.
He undressed himself completely before he
approached.  He could see that Claudia's cunt was being pummeled with three of
Steph's fingers, and so he approached the other side of the bed.
Seeing a hard dick in her line of view,
Claudia looked up to see Zack put a finger to his lips.  She smiled up at him
and nodded slightly, sucking his dick into her mouth for several strokes to get
him fully lubed.  Then she moved herself slightly so that he had access.  She
guided his prick in to his target, placing the head of it right at Steph's
opening.  Zack pushed, and his dick slowly slipped deeper and deeper into
Stephanie's cunt.  Steph moaned into Claudia's pussy, and Claudia had another
mini-orgasm on the spot.  Zack began to thrust slowly in and out of Stephanie,
and her body began to respond eagerly to his movement.  As her hips started to
thrust up at him, Claudia moved off of Stephanie, turning around to kiss her. 
Claudia's hand massaged Stephanie's tits and stomach as Zack pounded into
Steph's pussy.
Stephanie was in sensory overload.  She
was receiving pleasure from almost every part of her body, and she couldn't
stand it anymore.  She screamed and bucked and twisted in her final,
mind-wrenching orgasm.  She flailed on the bed so that Claudia backed off to
avoid getting hit, but Zack continued to stroke into her, fucking her all the
way through her climax.  After she began to come down, she went almost limp,
and he pulled out of her, not wanting to stress her any more than she had been.
Luckily, Claudia was more than willing to
take up where Steph had left off.  She got up on her hands and knees and wagged
her ass at him.  He needed no further cue, and he placed his cock to her pussy
and pressed in.  She was tight, but well-lubed, and he slipped in easily,
taking a few strokes before entering her all the way.  He paused for only a
moment before he began rutting into her with wild abandon.  Her head flung back
in a silent scream of pleasure, he grunted with each thrust as he pushed faster
and faster, hanging onto her hips for better leverage.
It wasn't long before they both exploded
in orgasm, their bodies captured in the throes of passion.  They rode the wave
together, and it crashed for them at the same time.  As they came down, they
lay down next to each other on the bed.  Zack wrapped his arms around her, and
cupped one breast in his hand.  She snuggled back against him, and they fell
asleep, content with the night's fun.

-----

Stephanie woke them a couple hours later,
noting that it was late, and that she and Claudia needed to get home.  He
kissed them both as they left, and he was considering going back to sleep.  But
then he remembered that there was something he wanted to do.
He had been studying self-defense
techniques over the past several days.  He decided to use his program to help
ingrain the more immediately useful ones into his brain.  The only way he'd
figured to do this was to read through the information, run the program for
permanent memory, and then to read through the information again.  He only
hoped it would work.
The program ran for its customary four
minutes for the computer version, and then it shut down.  He re-read the
information, and then he got undressed and went to bed.
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Zack woke up feeling quite refreshed and
satisfied.  He'd had a dreamless night of sleep, and he felt great.  He
showered and got ready for school, and had a little breakfast.  He was
surprised, however, to see Stephanie outside to take him to school.  He kissed
her good-morning before asking, however.
"I asked Claudia if I could.  I
wanted to thank you for last night.  It was a dream come true for me.  I don't
know how I can every repay you for that."
"Don't worry about it, Steph. 
That's what friends are for."
She smiled over at him, and then returned
her eyes to the road.

-----

School was another dull day, up until
lunch.  He found his usual pair waiting for him at his table, plus two others.
"Hey, Brian.  Hi, Pam," he said
in greeting.  They both returned the salutations.
"Zack, have you got that, um... that
video you wanted my parents to see?"  Brian didn't know how to say it
without breaking a secret.
"Oh, sure.  I'd almost forgot.  I
finished... duping it yesterday."  He handed the cassette over to Brian, who
put it into his book bag.
"Trading porn, Zack?" Sarah
snorted.  She had walked up to the table, and her face showed disgust at having
to be near two sophomores today.  "Pam, why in the world would you
be sitting with him?"
"He's my brother.  Do I need another
reason?" she asked simply.
Sarah snorted again, as if the very
notion were ludicrous.  She returned her attention to Zack.  "I know
something's up with you, Griffin, and I'm going to catch you.  You just
wait."
"Give it a rest, Sarah,"
Stephanie said.  "Look, I was just messing with you earlier.  Zack is a
really great guy, and that's why I like being around him."  Zack loved her
at that moment, if only for the attempt.  He knew it wouldn't work, of course.
"Bullshit.  He's got you all
brainwashed, or doped up, or something.  And I'm going to tell the whole
school, as soon as I find out."
She almost turned to go before Zack's
mischievous streak kicked in.  "Oh, Sarah," he called.  She turned in
a huff.
"What?" she snarled.
He motioned her to come closer.  He
leaned right into her face, and, keeping his expression open and friendly, he
said, "I'm not saying that I did anything to these girls, but," he
paused for dramatic effect, and his face took on a slightly sinister cast. 
"If I did do something, then I'd watch myself if I were you... or you
might be next!"  He said this last in a dead whisper, and then kissed her
lightly on the cheek.  He sat back in his seat, his face returned to its open
and friendly demeanor.
Sarah stood upright, shocked both at what
he'd said, and what he'd done.  "How dare...!  You little...!" 
Finally, regaining some of her composure, she threatened, "You'll pay for
this, Zackary Griffin."
"Have a nice day, Sarah," he
quipped.

-----

"Is everything ready?" the man
asked.
"Sir, you've asked me that twenty
times already.  Yes, we are set here."
"He's not home yet?"
"Sir, school just let out a minute
and a half ago," William answered resignedly.  His boss was like a little
kid on Christmas.

-----

Claudia dropped Zack at his house, and
they made some plans for the weekend before she kissed him good-bye and drove
off.  Zack let himself in the house, and went to his room to change.  He had
just pulled his shirt on when someone knocked at the door.  He put his shoes on
and tied them before going to answer the door, during which time the person had
knocked twice more.  All right, already!
Zack opened the door to be confronted
with two men, one dressed casually in a pair of slacks and a pullover shirt,
the other wearing a dark gray business suit and a black tie.  They were both
wearing sunglasses.  The one in casual clothing spoke.
"Are you Zack Griffin?"
"Yeah..." Zack answered,
drawing it out, as if unsure whether to answer, and hoping for more
information.
"I'd like a few moments of your
time, if I may.  I think you and I need to talk."
"About what?" Zack asked.  He
wasn't about to let strangers into the house "just to talk".
"About a certain computer program
you've been working on."
Oh, fucking shit and holy crap. 
Zack's face went pale, which told the men most certainly that they had the
right person.  Zack, of course, tried to deny it.
"I... I don't know what you're
talking about," his stuttering put the lie to his words.
"Zack, I know you know what I'm
talking about.  We tracked you here."
"Who the hell are you?"
Zack demanded.
"I'm Adam."
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Episode 5: Alpha finds Omega

Zack
thought he probably looked pretty silly standing there, his mouth agape, his
hand on the door, his eyes as big as golf balls.
"You're...
you wrote... I mean, you tried..."
"Yes,
Zack.  I wrote the initial program that you have obviously been working with. 
May we come in, please?"
Zack could
hardly have stopped them.  They could have knocked him over with a single
finger, so startled was he at this revelation.  They walked past him into the
house, and he shut the door rather mechanically.  They seated themselves
comfortably on the couch, and waited for him to settle.  After a great deal of
effort, he was able, barely, to manage this, and moved across from the couch,
but didn't sit down.  He felt vulnerable, and he needed to be standing to keep
his cool.
"How
in the hell... I mean, how did you find me?"
Adam
chuckled.  "You led us on a merry chase.  It did take us quite a while. 
You missed some special coding we put into the program."  Seeing Zack's
eyes narrow, he quickly added, "Don't be too offended: the code looks very
innocuous by itself.  But when the lines are put together, well... they become
less so.  It informs us when the program is used for the first time on a
computer... or for the first time after it's been compiled.  That's how we knew
you were using it.  Of course, we had to break through your security defenses,
but... well, we have a lot of resources to do that sort of thing."
Zack was
suspicious.  "That can't be all.  I am a very careful person."
Adam
nodded.  "You're right, it's not.  We pretty much knew where you were, but
we needed proof.  Your friend Valkyrie works for me."
Zack's
expression darkened.  He muttered, "Bitch."
Adam
nodded again.  "I understand your feelings, but, realize, she does
work for me..."
Zack
abruptly changed the topic.  "What do you want?"
"Well,
dear boy, I thought that would be obvious.  I want my program."
"You
expect me to just give it back to you, after all the work I've done?"
"No,
no.  You misunderstand.  I don't expect you to give it up, but I would like a
copy.  After all, I did have my reasons for writing the thing in the first
place.  I would like to continue with those reasons."  Adam and William
rose, not threateningly, but just because it felt more natural if all of them
were standing, rather than just one.  "I know you've spent a lot of effort
on this program.  Our last report suggests you've made some major modifications
to it.  I wouldn't think of asking you to just hand that over."
"So,
I give you a copy of the program, and you go away?"
"Well...
no.  Actually, Zack, I'd like to make you a proposition."  Zack stood
straighter, but Adam continued as if not noticing.  "Although you
obviously have the intelligence to make the program work, you do not have the
resources of our company.  Your ability to use the program has to be severely
limited by that."
Zack
stiffened.  "Hey, I've been doing just fine without your help,
thanks."  He kept speaking as William moved toward him slightly, hoping to
calm this boy down.  "For your information, I've managed to get pretty
much whatever I wanted."
William
reached him, and went to place a hand on his shoulder.  "Calm down, Zack,
we just - WAAHGH!"  The rather undignified scream was the result of William
watching the world rotate very quickly, and then feeling a very hard surface
connect with his back.  He was staring up at the ceiling, waiting for his
vision to clear.
Adam
stared, rather impressed at the Aikido move that had been rapidly applied to
his subordinate.  Adam said, with some degree of mirth, "It appears you
missed something in your evaluation, William."
William
shook his head and struggled to his feet.  "No way.  There's no way you
can have taken martial arts classes without us finding out!"  William was
very nearly livid, but also knew he was completely outmatched.  He had never
learned any self-defense style.
"Actually,
you're right.  I've never set foot in a dojo."  He paused, and, seeing the
look he expected from them, simply said, "It's the program."
"The
program turns you into Bruce Lee?"
Zack
sighed.  "The program allows you to learn anything.  Very quickly.  I
studied the basics of martial arts under the effects of the program.  I hadn't
realized until just now that it had been so fully incorporated into my brain. 
I wouldn't advise touching me like that again, though."
William
stifled a hot-headed reply, and just nodded instead.  Adam was far more
interested in this application of his - was it really his anymore? - program than
he was William's bruised ego.
"You
say that the program allows you to learn?  How did you get it to do that?"
"Good
grief, that was easy!  You just write a script for it that makes you remember
everything you read, see, hear, whatever, during a certain time period.  I
suppose, you could have it make you remember everything, forever... I never
tried that."
"I
see.  Well, I know this is probably a stupid question, but, as I wrote the
program initially, I must ask:  What did I do wrong?"
Zack
actually laughed.  "Yeah, I suppose, if you're anything like me, that
would be bugging you.  Come on back to my room, and I'll show you."  Zack
led them back to his bedroom, sitting down at his computer.  The men sat down
on the bed.  Zack pulled up his journal, and paged it to the first entry. 
"There were six spots where you had flubbed the code.  It wasn't anything
major, but in two cases, you'd gotten the frequencies wrong.  And that threw
off the whole thing, since they were the base frequencies off which everything
else modulates."
"Shit,"
William said.  "How the fuck did we miss that?"
"Well,"
Zack offered, "Chances are that you assumed that this research had been
done properly, and you didn't actually look here.  When I started working on
the program, I didn't know anything about it.  I analyzed everything."
Adam could
tell by William's deflated look that Zack was right.  We could have had this
thing working months ago?
"Anyway,"
Zack continued, "It wasn't the only problem, anyhow.  Your will matrix was
off, as well.  Actually, I still don't have that worked out yet."
"How
do you mean?" Adam inquired.
"Well,
your original matrix worked on me, though there are some changes I've made
since even to that, but it didn't work on women at all.  My initial subject,"
Zack slipped into scientific-speak to try to conceal his unease at what he and
his "subject" had done, "did not react to the matrix until I had
made a few seemingly minor alterations."
"Hmm,"
Adam commented.
William,
however, was more vocal, "Seemingly minor?  You changed a quarter of the
code!"
"Yeah,
but that wasn't for this... subject.  Once I got the program to work with the
first female, I also had to make some alterations to the matrix to get it to
work with both genders at the same time... but at this point, the program was
still... um... 'user-specific'.  The matrix had to be tailored for each
individual that I used it on.  Now, I ran across a subject who was extremely
resistant to the program... due, I found out, to her extreme dislike for me." 
Adam and William both reacted to that.  Neither had thought that human emotion
would play any part in the program.
"How
did you overcome that?" Adam asked.
"Well,
that's where the big change he mentioned came in.  After Shirley sent me
that file, I found the information I needed, and I had to make some significant
modifications to the will matrix.  It's a lot stronger now... though I'm still
worried that the changes may have long-term side effects."
"Perhaps
I could look it over for you.  I am familiar with what it's supposed to
do."
"Maybe,"
Zack allowed.  "Anyway, once I had gotten over that hurdle, I also created
a video version of the program-"
"What?"
interrupted William.
"I
made a version that can be played on a TV.  The normal program won't work if
you just convert it to video... the TV interlacing fucks it up.  Anyway, I did
that, and got it to work... it has been tested on at least three
subjects."
Adam
looked at William.  "William, I think I can handle it from here.  Why
don't you go back to the hotel and wait?"
William
was about to protest when he realized that his boss was about to try to strike
a deal with the young man, and that Zack would probably feel more comfortable
if he wasn't outnumbered in his own home.  "Yes, sir.  Zack, nice meeting
you.  I hope we can talk about this in the future."
"Yeah."
Adam
waited until he heard the front door close.  "Look, Zack, I'll be honest
with you.  All of this impresses the hell out of me.  I spent two years
designing and writing the program, and in just a few weeks, you've managed to
fix all the problems in it, get it working, and expand the function of
it beyond what I had ever planned.  I'd like to offer you a deal."
"I'm
listening," Zack responded cautiously.
"Look,
TV and computer screens are great, but they're hardly portable, are they?  What
we really need is a portable version of the program.  By the way, how long does
it take to run?"
"A
little over four and a half minutes for the stronger version."
"Any
thoughts about getting that time reduced?"
"That's
already down from an original time of six minutes.  I suppose there are ways to
refine the algorithms, but I hadn't wanted to mess with that too much."
"See,
that's where my company can come in handy.  I've got mathematicians who can
refine the algorithms for us.  And, if we can figure out how to do it, perhaps
we can make a fully portable version of the program."
"What
do you mean, fully portable?"
"Put
it into a device... oh, like a PDA.  But one with good speakers, and a really
good LCD screen."
"It
would be expensive," Zack noted.
"That's...
not really a concern."
"Ah."
Zack and
Adam talked for some time, and they finally came to an arrangement.  Zack would
put all his materials together, and send a copy to Adam.  Adam would provide
Zack with the information and equipment to continue his own research.  They
would share all information.
Well, not
all.  Zack still didn't trust Adam completely, and so he would not give him the
one major change he'd made to his own matrix: that he could not be programmed
by anyone without a special code to do so.  It was vital to his security, and
his peace of mind.
Zack spent
the next couple of hours until dinner putting together and vetting the
information that he would send, via email, to Adam.  There were certain bits
and pieces of information that he just wasn't going to let him have.  With that
job done, he zipped it all into one file, and emailed it off to the address
Adam had given him, then he went down to dinner.
 
-----
 
After
dinner, Zack returned to his room.  He didn't bother telling his parents about
Adam.  After all, they wouldn't understand what was going on, anyway.  He did,
however, call Brian.
"Hey,
Bri.  What you got going tomorrow?"
"Nothing
much.  Dad moved out yesterday, things are real quiet around here.  What's
up?"
"I
wanted to come over.  I have to... uh, get that project going with Bonnie and
Wendy, and I wanted to talk to you about something, but... um... not on the
phone."  Adam's visit had made Zack even more paranoid than usual.  If
they were tapping the program, what else might they be listening in on, now
that they knew who he was?
Brian got
the message loud and clear.  "Gotcha.  Sure, I can come get you a little
after noon, if that's cool."
"That
works perfect.  See you then."  He hung up, and turned to his computer. 
"So, you've been spying on me, have you?  We'll see about that."  
Zack
didn't know how many lines of code he had to find.  He didn't know exactly what
the program was telling them, nor when or how.  He'd have to figure out what
lines in the program were causing the program's tattling before he could
disable it.
But if
I disable it, Adam will know.  He'll know then that I don't trust him, and what
kind of confrontation might that cause?  Hmm.  But I suppose... once I
find out what the program is telling them, I guess I can write up a fake
program, and have it inform them every once in a while... give them some bogus
numbers or whatever.  It depends on what it does, exactly.
And Zack
knew that the only way to find out what it did was to trace the program's
execution.  And he'd have to be very specific about it.  He dug out some old
work he'd done; a special debugger for finding special network-related issues. 
It would require heavy modifications to fit this task, but he would spend the
entire weekend on it, if necessary.  He didn't want Adam looking over his
shoulder.
 
-----
 
Zack was
up until four in the morning trying to get his old program up to specs.  He
fell into bed, exhausted, but not having completed the task.  It looked as if
it would take him another six or seven hours in order to have it ready, and
then he could only hope it would find what he needed it to.  His thoughts were
disordered as he fell asleep, and his dreams were unpleasant.
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Zack awoke
with a start, unsure of where he was for a moment.  He'd had some horrid
dreams, and he knew they were caused by the appearance of Adam.  Zack was
worried, and until he knew exactly what Adam was up to, and what he wanted,
Zack would not be comfortable with the situation.
It was
nearly noon when Zack got up, and so he hurriedly made himself something to
eat.  His program could wait until after he got back from Brian's house.  He
wolfed down a sandwich and chips, and then headed back to his room to get
dressed.  His parents were once more off looking for a car, but he had told
them the previous night where he was going, and they had not objected.
When Brian
arrived, Zack packed his stuff up in his backpack and they hustled over to
Brian's house.  Things were, indeed, quiet.  Much quieter than they should have
been.  No one was making any excessive noise, and the attitude was beyond
subdued.
"Hi,
Mrs. Selman," Zack offered as he walked into the kitchen with Brian.
Mrs.
Selman looked up, her expression brightening on seeing the young man. 
"Oh, hi, Zack!  How are you today?"
"Oh,
can't complain."  Seeing that Brian had wandered off somewhere, Zack
settled down in the chair next to his mother.  "Mrs. Selman, what's the
matter?  I mean, it's so quiet around here.  Normally on a Saturday, you guys
would be off doing things, and busy.  I know that Mr. Selman moved out and all,
but..."
Mrs.
Selman smiled at him.  "Yes, but.  It's hit us all a little hard, I'm
afraid.  We just don't seem to be adjusting to the loss.  Twenty years, down
the drain.  How am I supposed to get over that?"  Her face fell again, and
Zack could see she was close to tears.  
Putting
his hand lightly on her arm, he said, "I'm sorry, Mrs. S.  If there is
anything I can do, or that my parents can help with, you just say the word,
okay?"
Mrs.
Selman smiled at him again, and though her eyes were watery, the smile was
warm.  "Thanks."  She reached over and hugged Zack, and he enjoyed it
immensely.  He wished there was more he could do for his friends, but he
couldn't think of anything that would help the situation.  She broke the
embrace after a few moments, and said, "Well, where'd Brian get off to? 
I'm sure you came to see him, not to console a lonely old woman."
"You're
hardly old, Mrs. S," Zack said without thinking.  "And I like talking
to you.  But yeah, there was something I needed to talk to Brian about."
"You
go do that, then.  Will you be staying for dinner?  We're having
spaghetti."
Mrs. Selman's
spaghetti should be a food group, or so Zack thought.  "You bet, if you
don't mind."
"I
never mind having you here, Zack.  You're like a member of the family."
"Thanks. 
Well, I'm gonna go find Brian."  Zack wandered out of the kitchen, but
looked back just long enough to notice that she was watching him go down the
hallway.  I wonder what's up with her?
Zack found
Brian in his room.  "Hey, man."
"Hey. 
Sorry I kind of abandoned you, but Mom's been so depressed the last couple of
days, and I just can't stand to see her like that.  I hope you managed to cheer
her up a little."
"I
tried.  Shit, you guys are taking this hard.  Not that I can blame you; I can't
even imagine what it would be like if my Mom and Dad split.  Hell, my life is
complicated enough without that sort of thing.  Did you at least get him to
watch the tape before he went?"
"Oh,
yeah.  Let me get that for you."  Brian pulled the tape out of a drawer
and handed it to Zack.  "Thanks.  At least I don't have to worry about us
getting kicked out of the house."
Zack
stuffed the tape into his book bag, and sat down in Brian's computer chair.  He
looked at his friend.  "Now's probably not the best time to talk about my
problems, is it?"
"Hell,
yes it is!" Brian retorted.  "Anything to take my mind off all this
crap.  What's up?"
"Remember
I told you that the program was written by a guy named Adam?"
"Yeah..."
"Adam
came to see me yesterday."
"Oh,
shit.  What did he do?  I mean, you're still in one piece..."
"He
offered to work with me.  He wants to develop the program even further.  He
wants to make a device, kind of like a PDA, specially designed for using the
program on people."
"Can
you do that?  Make it that portable, I mean?"
"If
the screen's got enough pixels, sure.  And if there are decent speakers on the
thing.  But I'm worried."
"About
what?"
"Adam. 
He told me that he found me because of some lines of code.  If he's been
peeking over my shoulder like that, what's he going to do with the
program?"
"Good
point.  I don't know.  Any way you can find out without him knowing?"
"I've
thought about that.  I have one contact inside his company.  The bitch lied to
me, and squealed on me to him.  I think I could program her without him finding
out."
"Might
be a good idea to have an inside source.  Just in case, you know?"
"You're
right.  And I'm going to try to disable the snooping code in the program."
"Won't
he notice that?"
"He
would, yes, but I'm going to mimic the output in another program that sends him
false data."
"Good
idea.  How does this change what you were going to do at the media
presentation?"
"It
doesn't.  He says he doesn't care what I do here in Martina.  He
wouldn't elaborate on what he wanted the program for, though.  I couldn't get
him to tell me why he'd written it."
"Shit. 
He could want it for anything.  I mean... what's his company do?"
"They
make hardware and software, they do some network stuff.  It's a basic
medium-sized computer corporation."
"So...
what could he want the program for?  I mean, maybe he just wants to do what
you've been doing with it."
"Then
why the need for portability?  Also, he wants to get the run-time down below a
minute.  What's the need for that if you're only going to use it on a few
people to have some fun?"
"Shit. 
You're right.  I don't know."
"And
he knows about you, by the way.  Which is my fault.  The code that tells him
about the program ran on your sisters' machines, so he knows all about you,
too."
"Fuck!"
"Sorry,
man."
"Not
your fault, you didn't know about it.  I just don't like people spying on
me."
"Yeah."
"So,
what are we going to do?"
"We?"
"Hey,
I owe you big time for the program.  And I can't leave my best friend dangling
at the mercy of some corporate scum."
"Thanks."
The two
spent the next few hours considering how to protect themselves against whatever
Adam might do.  Zack ran a protection script on himself and Brian, so that
neither of them could be programmed without the proper code, which each had
entered on their own, so Zack couldn't even program Brian without his say-so.
 
-----
 
It was
about an hour before dinner when Zack figured it would be a good idea for him
to deal with the girls, before he forgot.  There were only two weeks left in
the school year, so he'd have to work fast.  Brian left the room as Bonnie came
in.  Zack gave her the orders she would follow, and she responded as expected. 
She was quiet, but polite, and accepted her instructions without question. 
Zack handed her the disk with the screen saver on it.  This one had been
modified to run on the school's computer systems  One of the things in the
program said that no teacher or student would deactivate the screen saver.
Zack knew
he wouldn't reach all of his targets this way.  Not everyone went to the
computer lab on a regular basis, and some of his subjects might not be exposed
to the program.  It was Bonnie's job to steer as many of them as she could,
without undue notice, to the lab to see it.
Similarly,
Wendy would do this job with her grade.  She came in next, a minute after
Bonnie left.  Wendy, however, did not stand facing him, as Bonnie had.  Wendy
sat down on his lap and leaned back against him.  Zack's arms automatically
wrapped around her waist, and she snuggled in  Zack was confused by her
behavior, as he had not written any such thing into her command script, but he
didn't object to it, so he let it slide.  He gave similar instructions to her,
and she nodded in acceptance of them.
When he
was done, he didn't tell her to "go play", but instead gave her
another key phrase that merely told her he was done instructing her.  "Go
play" was also an order that would make her leave, and Zack was curious to
see what she would do now that he was done giving her orders.
For
several moments, she did nothing at all, just sitting in his lap quietly. 
Finally, she turned so that her legs were across his, and she could face him. 
With her height, they were nearly eye-to-eye, even with her in his lap.  He
could see the concern that had been written into her face by current events,
and there was something else there, as well.
It took
her a few moments, but she eventually got up the courage to speak.  "Zack,
do you think I'm cute?"
"I
think you're way beyond cute, Wendy.  I think you're gorgeous."  While
this was true, Zack would have said something like it anyway, just to cheer her
up.  He wondered where she was going.  
She smiled
at him in kind of an odd way.  "Am I... sexy?" she asked, wiggling
her hips.  This question wasn't really necessary, as her current behavior was
giving Zack a raging hard-on.
Zack took
just a moment to figure out exactly how to answer that question, then decided
to confide in her one of his dirty little secrets.  "You're one of the
sexiest girls I've ever met.  You've got a hell of a bod, Wendy.  I've been
sneaking peeks at you all year."  Wendy had not begun to blossom until
earlier this year, and she had done so rapidly.  Zack had trouble taking his
eyes off her in the early portions of the year, as her growth had intrigued and
aroused him.
"Really?"
she asked quietly.  Zack nodded in response.  Shifting her weight again, she
leaned in a little closer.  "You don't have to sneak anymore.  You can
look all you want."  She wiggled her hips again, and Zack had trouble
controlling himself.  Looking into her eyes, though, he saw what appeared to
him to be an invitation.
Zack
leaned forward slowly, and Wendy did not retreat.  Her eyes closed as their
lips met.  Their kiss was forceful and passionate, and Wendy's tongue was soon
forcing its way past his lips.  Zack's hand slowly rose from her waist.  He was
taking a chance that he'd read her right: Wendy wasn't "under", and
so her reactions were genuine, and he just might be about to get in a lot of
trouble.  Hesitating for a brief moment, he decided to take the plunge, and
moved his hand onto her breast.
He felt
her moan in his mouth, and her hand immediately moved to his.  Not to pull it
off, but instead to force him to grasp her more firmly.  He kneaded her tit as
they continued to kiss for several more moments.  Finally, the pair came up for
air.  She put her arms around his neck, but he did not remove his hand from her
breast.  She smiled at him in a very seductive way.
"That
was great," she said in a purr.  "I've been wanting to do that for a
while now."
"What
kept you?" he asked with a smile, allowing his hand to slip from her
breast, and to drop softly onto her thigh.  She immediately parted her legs
ever so slightly so that his hand could slip onto her inner thigh, which it
did.
"I
was afraid you'd laugh at me if I just came up and asked you to kiss me."
Zack
paused for a moment.  A month ago, had she made the offer, would he have taken
her up on it?  He didn't know, but he had to admit he was glad that she had,
for she was a very hot young lady.  Seeing that she was waiting for a response,
he said, "I would never have laughed at you, Wendy.  Even if I'd
said no, I'd have done it nicely.  But I didn't say no, did I?"
She
smiled, and blushed slightly.  Zack's hand was very gently massaging her thigh through
her jeans, and it was sending tingles to all her important body parts. 
"I'm glad," she whispered.
"You
can kiss me like that any time you please," Zack said lightly.  She smiled
at him again.
She
hesitated to make her next admission.  "I'd... like to do more than kiss
you.  But I can't, not with the others around."
Zack was
taken slightly aback that she was so forthright about it, not that it was a
total surprise, as she had not objected to where his hand was at any point.  He
thought for a second.  "Maybe I can work something out for us," he
offered.
"Really? 
You mean, you'd want to?" she asked, somewhat incredulously.
"Really. 
I would love to see... uh... more of you," he replied with a
chuckle, as she blushed.  "Until then," he continued, "we can
have these little sessions here."  This led to another long, hard kiss
during which Wendy's knees slid even farther apart, and Zack's hand worked its
way almost all the way to her crotch.  He stopped not because he couldn't go
further, but because if he did, he might do something they weren't prepared
for.  Wendy was squirming in his lap, and breathing heavily as they necked.
Eventually,
they had to break it off.  It was reaching dinner time, and he didn't want to
get caught.  Although Mrs. Selman was programmed to ignore Pam and Brian, she
wasn't programmed for anything else, really, and would react normally if she
caught Zack feeling up her baby girl.  He gave Wendy one final, soft, kiss, and
then he let her go.  She stood up only reluctantly, but she knew they had to be
careful.  It was somewhat exhilarating to Zack to actually have to worry about
getting caught again.  He ran his hand along Wendy's hip as he said,
"Don't worry, I'll figure something out.  It may take me a couple weeks,
though."
"No
problem, Zack.  Meanwhile, I'll do what you asked me to."  She smiled
warmly at him again, and then left the room.
Brian was
inside the room almost immediately after she left.  He closed the door, and
moved to the bed, speaking in a stage-whisper.  "Shit, man, what did you
do to her?  I came to see what you guys were up to, and I heard her talking.  I
didn't mean to eavesdrop, really, but it was hard not to, right outside the
door.  Is Bonnie like that, too?"
Zack
looked at his friend for a moment.  He wasn't sure what to tell him.  Finally,
he decided that he wasn't going to lie to his best friend.  "That's not
her programming, Brian.  I didn't program anything like that into either of
them."
Brian
looked at him, stunned.  "You mean... you mean my sister actually wants
you?"
Zack took
some mild offense at that.  "I'm not a complete loser, you
know."
Brian
retreated quickly.  "No, man, I didn't mean that.  It's just... I don't
know, you're my best friend, and I just never thought..."
"Does
it bother you?  Would it bother you if I went out with her?"
Brian
thought for a moment.  "Nah, I guess not.  I mean, she could do a lot
worse than you.  I've seen some of the jerks that hit on her.  At least you're
nice to her.  You always have been.  You've really been checking out my sister
all year?"
"Dammit,
Bri, look at her!  Shit, is she hot!"
Brian
shrugged.  "I just never really paid her that much attention.  Pam was
always on my mind, I guess."
"The
easiest way for me to get anywhere with her is to program your mother.  You do
know that."  It was not a question.
"Yeah. 
I don't mind, just don't mess up her head, okay?"
"I do
try not to do that.  You think there is any way we can get her to look
at a computer screen?"
"Why?"
"Otherwise,
we have to wait until Monday, when I can get back to the media lab to make a
new recording."
"Well...
if you ask her," he said, considering, "she might go for it. 
I've never been able to get her to."
"Okay. 
How long before dinner?"
"About
ten minutes."
"Damn,
that's not long enough.  Oh, well, I can do it after dinner, and see if we can
get her to come look at it."
"Sounds
good to me.  You're not going to screw her, too, are you?"
Zack was
taken by surprise.  "Uh... I hadn't really considered it, why?"
"Oh,
just wondering," he said with a chuckle.  "I've seen you look at
her."
"Hey,"
Zack said defensively.  "At least I'm not doing my own sister!"
"Only
'cause you ain't got one, I'll bet," Brian retorted quickly, completely
unhurt by the jibe.
Zack
laughed.  "True, probably.  Is she off-limits?"
Brian grew
serious for a moment.  "You'd really do my mother?"
Zack
shrugged.  "Like I said, I hadn't thought about it.  I wasn't going to
mess with your family at all, but it seems that at least one of them wants
me to mess with them.  I'm just wondering what my limits are with you."
Brian sat
back and considered it for over a minute.  Zack wondered what thoughts were
running through his mind.  Suddenly, he sat back up and looked at Zack. 
"I want Bonnie.  You can have Wendy, and if you want her, my Mom.  I
just... look, I think she's nice, and good-looking, but I couldn't do my own
Mom, okay?  But I want Bonnie.  She's been kind of bitchy to me this year, and
I think she needs to be a lot nicer."
Zack
laughed.
"What's
so damned funny?"
"We're
dividing up your family like some kind of prize," Zack said, continuing to
chuckle.  "Look, I'll get you Bonnie, and I'm going to play it by ear with
Wendy.  I won't program her unless she needs it.  As to your mother... um...
well, I'll play that by ear, too."
"Cool."
Just then,
Mrs. Selman called the two boys to dinner.  It was a very interesting meal, to
say the least.  There were looks being passed around and around, and it was
hard for Zack to concentrate on the meal, good as it was.
After
dinner, the boys retired to Brian's room, and Zack fired up Brian's computer. 
He inserted his zip disk, and brought up the program.  Brian looked on with
only vague interest, as he didn't really know what his friend was doing.
Zack looked
at him for a second.  He had brought something for Brian to watch, if
things had developed this way, but he still wasn't sure if he wanted him to see
it.  What the fuck.  He already knows about them.
"There's
a tape in my backpack for you to look at, if you're bored."
Brian
reached in and grabbed the tape, turning it over in his hands and looking to
Zack.
"What,
you think I'm trying to program you?  I can't.  Not after that program I
ran earlier.  Just put the damned thing in.  And you might want to turn the
sound down."  Zack returned to his coding as the VCR started playing the
tape.
"Holy
fucking shit!" Brian whispered loudly.  It was the tape Zack had made of
Claudia and Stephanie together.  Brian watched with rapt attention the two
ladies onscreen, while Zack revised the program.
By the
time the tape ended, Zack had finished one file, and was nearly done with the
other.  Brian rewound the tape and put it back in Zack's bag.  "How the
hell did you get them to do that, Zack?"
"It's
just part of their instructions.  They'll do what I tell them to, and I told
them to do that.  I've rewritten instructions for Pam and Bonnie onto this one
screensaver.  Wendy will no longer be affected by it at all; her programming is
complete as it needs to be.  I'm just...  okay, there, I think.  This version
here is for your mother."
Brian
looked at the code on the screen.  "What language is that?  It doesn't
look like anything I've seen."
"It's
not.  This is the scripting language used for commands.  It's really complex,
because these are the instructions that go directly into the person's brain. 
Doing this has always taken the longest amount of time, because it's so...
unintuitive the way it's written, and because you really don't want to screw up
here."
"What's
this bit?" Brian pointed.  "You mention my sister here.  Why, if this
is for my mom?"
 "This
code is what tells her how to react to sexual activity in the house.  It gives
me access to Wendy, and it gives you access to Bonnie, without your mother's
interference.  Actually, if she finds out about it, this script will actually
make her somewhat happy about it."
"Well,
what about Pam, then?  I don't see her mentioned here at all.  I don't want to
lose her."
"That's
the last bit here.  Those commands have already been entered, and I don't want
to mess with them, so I'm referencing a file number that was implanted in her
through the video she saw.  It has the commands that refer to Pam."
"Cool. 
Now all we have to do is actually get her to come look at it."
"Leave
that to me.  Take this to your sisters' computers.  Tell them I told you
to install it, and they won't question you at all.  Otherwise, you'll have to
put up with their bullshit."
Brian
laughed.  "Okay.  How long will this take with my mom?"
"Should
be just the usual four and a half minutes."
"Okay."
As Brian
took the disk to put it in the other computers in the house, Zack made his way
back to the kitchen.  Mrs. Selman was there, finishing up the dishes.  Zack
stood for a second and looked at her in a new light.  Well, not entirely new;
he'd thought she was hot for years, but now he wondered if he wanted her.  He
let the question rest for the moment, as he walked fully into the kitchen.
He put his
hand gently on her arm, as she had not heard him come in.  She jumped slightly,
startled.
"Oh! 
Zack, sorry, I was a bit spaced out there for a minute.  Is it time for you to
go home now?"  He thought he heard the barest hint of regret in her voice.
"Not
yet.  There was something I wanted you to see in Brian's room.  I found
something online that you really need to look at."
"Zack,"
she said patiently, "I don't have any interest in that computer
garbage."
"C'mon,
Mrs. S.  It'll only take a minute, and I think it'll make you feel
better."  Zack had turned on his little-boy voice, and the puppy-dog eyes,
and he knew that she would relent.
"Oh,
all right.  It's not as if I have anything better to do now."  Her voice
was downcast, and that bothered Zack.  He'd put a considerable effort into
adding a pick-me-up into her command script, so that her husband leaving
wouldn't depress her so badly.  He led her down the hall to Brian's room, and
directed her to sit in the chair.
"Where's
Brian?" she asked curiously.
"Talking
to Bonnie, I think.  Anyway, just hit the Enter key."  Zack had already
cued the program so that it would start easily for her, as she was completely
computer-illiterate.
"Okay,"
she said skeptically, and pressed the key.  Zack's program started up, and he
was gratified to see that she was instantly under.  The new will matrix, with
its added power, packed a real punch, and he hadn't had it fail yet.
Four and a
half minutes later, the triple-shrug gesture indicated that Mrs. Selman had
completed her programming session successfully.  Zack waited as she turned to
him.
"Wow! 
Thanks, Zack.  That was really uplifting.  I feel a lot better."
"I
thought you might like it.  If I find anything else like that, I'll let you
know."
"You
do that.  Now, it is time for you to be getting home, isn't it." 
She looked at her watch with a frown.
"I
guess so.  Let me just say good-bye to Brian."  Brian picked that moment
to walk in the door.
"Oh,
hey, Mom.  Did Zack show you that thing he found?"
"Yes,
and it was wonderful.  Unfortunately, I think we need to get him home.  It's
getting late."
"True. 
Well, I guess I'll see you at school on Monday, then."
"Yeah. 
See ya."  As Zack was walking down the hall, he turned to see that Bonnie
was whispering something in Brian's ear, and Brian had a big grin on his face. 
Zack just smiled as he followed Mrs. Selman out the door.
Nothing
was said on the ride home, but once they got there, it was obvious that she
wanted to say something.  Zack turned to face her, but didn't say anything; he
waited for her to speak.
"Zack,
I appreciate the time you spend with us.  I know it sounds odd, but you seem to
be able to cheer up the entire family, and we need that just now.  I'm glad
Brian has you as a friend."
"No
problem, Mrs. S.  I like you and your family a lot."
Mrs.
Selman turned to him, and reached out, embracing him.  He leaned into the hug,
and wrapped his arms around her as well.  The hug was platonic, even if Zack's
thoughts were not.  As she pulled away, however, she gave Zack a quick kiss on
the cheek, which she had never done before.  Zack's groin stirred.
"Thanks
again, Zack.  If you want to come over again, just call, and one of us will
come get you."
"Thanks. 
Good night," he said as he got out of the car.  That was odd.  She has
never offered to come get me herself before...  Zack pondered this as he
walked into the house.  Oh, well.  I guess she just likes my company.
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Zack got
up Sunday intent on completing his work on the tracing program he had started. 
Luckily, this week was not one of his mother's get-together Sundays, and he was
able to make lunch a very short affair.  He stayed in his room until dinner
time, when his mother interrupted him to eat.  He was very quiet at dinner, and
his parents, seeing this, knew that he was hard at work on another project. 
They silently wished their son luck, but didn't comment on it, as he seemed
reluctant to talk about his work these days, and his private life was his
business, wasn't it?
It was in
the days since Program Alpha-Omega.
 
-----
 
It was
nearly nine o'clock by the time Zack finished updating the old program to do
what he needed it to.  After three compile attempts to remove typos, he finally
got it compiled and it was ready to run.
Zack
disabled his Internet connection by brute force; he pulled the phone cable out
of the wall.  His computer was now isolated.  This was the ultimate precaution,
in case his tracer didn't prevent the program from activating its secret codes.
Backing
everything up onto a zip disk, Zack was ready.  He opened his tracer program,
and it asked for a source file.  He typed in the name of the Alpha-Omega
program, and pressed Enter.  The tracer popped up a small output window, which
Zack minimized immediately.  He also turned his speakers off.  These were all
precautions against what other nasty items might be in the code.  He didn't
really think there was anything dangerous in there at this point, but he didn't
figure there was a reason to take chances.
Because
running the program in this manner was the equivalent of a newly-compiled
version, the eight lines of code woke from their normally dormant state, and
tried to perform their task.  Zack's tracer program noted the network activity
attempt, and caught it, finding the precise lines of code that had called for
it.  The tracer program kept a record of line-execution, and so it was possible
for it to look back through its history at which lines had called for which
other lines.  The program popped up a box asking if Zack wanted to stop the
execution of the program.  Since he wanted to make sure that there were not
other snoopers in the program, he let it continue, but had it log the complete
path of the activity it had found.
It took an
extra three minutes to run the PAO program without it being compiled, and it
didn't break at any other point.  The tracer program beeped to let Zack know
that it was finished.  This beep he had executed through the system speaker, so
he'd actually hear it.  Preparing for a long night's work removing a hundred
lines of code, Zack opened the log file that his tracer program had generated.
"Eight?"
he muttered to himself a minute later.  "Eight?  They pulled this
off with eight fucking lines of code?"  Zack was dumbfounded.  He had not
expected it to be that tightly-written of a virus.  Was this really a virus? 
Well, no, not in actuality, but it acted like a virus in that it was a separate
program hiding inside of another program.  Zack traced those commands
throughout the program's execution, to be sure that they weren't accessed by
any other code.  He didn't want to break the program by removing these lines. 
But nothing else called these eight lines of code.  They were run initially by
the simple act of initializing the program, and it was a simple task to remove all
eight lines.  Zack cut them from the source code, and pasted them into a
separate file.  He would study these eight lines intensely, later, to produce a
mimic-program, so that Adam would not know what Zack had done.
By the
time he was through clearing out the code, it was nearly ten, and he realized
that he was exhausted.  It had been a long, hard day of intensive code work,
and he really needed to rest.  He wasn't so tired that he forgot to
password-lock his computer, however.
He
collapsed into bed, and was asleep in minutes.  He had dreams of Wendy.
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A warm,
wet feeling was washing over Zack's ear, and a soft, warm feeling pressed
against his chest.  Zack smiled as he opened his eyes, and they focused on
Stephanie.
"Good
morning, Zack," she said sweetly.  "Should I assume my position now? 
We don't have much time..." she stopped, and waited for his answer,
seeming to understand that he was too groggy to react quickly.
Zack
looked over at his clock.  His alarm had not gone off, and they only had twenty
minutes to get to school.  Guess a shower's out of the question this morning. 
"No, Steph, that's okay.  We don't have any time for fun this morning. 
Too bad," he said, running a hand along her jean-clad ass as he got up to go
to the bathroom.  She shivered at his touch.
Zack
hurriedly got dressed.  While he was putting on his shirt, he asked,
"Something the matter with Claudia this morning?"
"No,
I just asked if I could pick you up today.  Your Mom let me in."
Hmm.  A
drawback to the program I used on them: normally Mom would have woken me up at
the right time.  Oops.  Zack wasn't overly worried about this, as he was
never tardy, and being late once all year would be no big deal.  Better to be
on time, though.  He finished dressing, and grabbed his book bag out of the
corner.  "Okay, babe.  Let's go," he said to Stephanie, putting his
hand on her waist and giving her a kiss on the cheek.  She blushed slightly at
his words, but followed him out the door for school.
Zack and
Stephanie made it to school with a full two minutes to spare, which Stephanie
almost did away with as she kissed him at his first class.  He reluctantly
pushed her away.
"I
don't want you to be late for class.  I'll see you at lunch."
"Okay,
Sweetie.  Bye!"
She's
much nicer now, Zack thought to himself as he entered his class in high
spirits.
 
-----
 
Zack's
mood remained good throughout the day, and he made it to seventh hour without
any unpleasantness at all.  At this point, Zack had to consider what to do with
his time.  He couldn't just leave, as a teacher might ask for use of the ITV
system.  On the other hand, he was in a holding pattern with his projects until
Thursday, when the media presentation would take place.  He sat down in front
of the computer and yawned, signing on to see if there was anything exciting
going on.  He thought briefly about Pat Barron, but he already had one tape of
her, and another one would be repetitive.
His
problem was solved a few minutes later by a knock on the door.  He hollered for
whoever it was to come in, and the door opened to admit Larissa Marks.  Zack
swiveled quickly in his chair to face her, and his eyes swept over her form,
studying her wonderful curves.
"Hey,
Larissa.  What're you doing down here?"
"Mr.
Grosner wants to use the ITV system tomorrow.  He said I should come down and
help you bring it down to him.  I guess it's pretty hard to move, huh?  'Cause
he told me not to worry about how much class I missed."
Zack
praised the Fates for his luck.  Larissa was a real knockout, and while she'd
always been nice to Zack when she was alone, she had been downright rude to him
whenever she was with her two friends, the wicked bitches of the Sophomore
class, as they were known.  He didn't like hypocritical people, and Larissa's
behavior had always struck him as just a little two-faced.  While she talked,
Zack's left hand closed out his internet connection and brought up the PAO
program on the school's computer.  This was the same version of the program
he'd used on Brian's parents, and he glanced sideways to make sure he entered
the script that he'd used on Pat Barron.  It looked as if his seventh period
would be fun, after all.
Turning
back to Larissa, he said.  "Oh, okay, no problem.  You'll need to watch
this little video first, so you know what we're doing."
"Sure,
no prob," she responded.
One can
hope, Zack thought to himself.
Larissa
slipped down into the chair, and Zack hit the Enter key to start the program
going.  He stepped back to make sure that Larissa had a good view.  He could
tell that her big brown eyes were already transfixed by the screen.  He was
tempted to stroke her dirty blonde hair while she was watching the program, but
he didn't know how that would affect the outcome, so he refrained.  It was only
a few minutes before the triple-shrug indicated that she was his to command,
anyway.  She turned to face him, her eyes somewhat glazed as she waited for his
orders.
Zack went
over and made sure that the door was locked.  It would be hell to try to
explain to anyone what they were about to do.  He moved back to his new toy,
and had her stand up.  He moved over into the chair, and said simply,
"Strip for me.  Sexy."  Zack hit another key on the computer, and
brought up some music that was being used at the media assembly on Thursday. 
It wasn't strip music, but it had a beat, and Larissa immediately began swaying
to it, her hands moving along her sides as she stared intently at Zack.
Larissa's
hands moved to the buttons on her blouse, and began to undo them as her body
continued to gyrate before him.  She was doing a much better job than Pat had,
and his dick was already hard in anticipation of where this was going.  He knew
he didn't have all hour, but he figured he could get away with about
twenty minutes.
It wasn't
long before the blouse was not only unbuttoned, but on the floor.  Her lace bra
was enticing, and it became more so as it was removed from her body.  She
tossed it into Zack's lap, and he picked it up as he watched her now-naked tits
swaying with her body.
Larissa
kicked off her shoes, and then undid her jeans.  She wiggled her hips
seductively as she squirmed out of the tight pants.  They finally passed over
her hips, and she pushed them easily to the ground  She stepped out of them,
and kicked them out of her way.  Remaining bent over, she turned to face away
from Zack, and then began to work her panties down off her body.  Her position
gave him a very nice view of her pussy as her panties fell off her body.  He
stood up as she stepped out of the undergarment, and he unzipped his pants,
shoving them and his briefs roughly down his legs.  He pulled his T-shirt off,
and dropped it on the desk, on top of Larissa's bra.  He sat back down in the
chair, and motioned her to come to him.
He pulled
her into his lap, and he could feel the heat radiating from her cunt.  He
pressed his lips to hers, and roughly pushed his tongue into her mouth.  She
was quickly squirming in his lap, and he could feel her wetness.  Now that he
knew she was ready, he lifted her hips up, and pulled her into him.  She held
herself up as he positioned his cock at her entrance.  With a look from him,
she then settled down on his prick, wiggling her hips to make his entrance more
comfortable and enticing.  Zack began to kiss her again, as he used his hips
and his hands to move her on his dick.  She was immediately moaning into his
mouth, and her hands were sliding along his back.  He thrust hard into her,
causing her to lift up off his lap slightly, and then slam back down hard. 
They were both grunting from this sensation, and Zack knew that he wouldn't
last long.  He thrust his hips harder and faster, and he could feel her tits
sliding along his chest, dragging trails of heat along his skin.  It was soon
more than he could take, and he blasted his load into her.  Larissa groaned in
his mouth, and she squirmed on his cock, milking all of his cum out of him.
It took
Zack a minute to calm down from his orgasm, during which time Larissa did not
get off him.  He looked at her, and she smiled back at him, as she should. 
"Okay, babe.  You can get off me now," he said, not unkindly.  She
did, and he could see their combined juices leaking down her leg.  "You'd
better clean up a little," he said, and she grabbed some tissues to wipe
herself off.
Zack
looked at himself, and he knew he couldn't put his pants on yet.  "Come
here, babe," he said, and she immediately complied.  "You need to
clean me off.  With your tongue and mouth," he added.
Larissa
dropped to her knees, and her mouth engulfed his prick.  Zack groaned at the
feel of her tongue sliding along his sensitive dick.  She worked over his cock
repeatedly, cleaning off every remnant of fluid.  Then she expanded her search,
sucking his balls, and then licking her juices off his thighs.  Zack was about
ready to come again from her ministrations, and so he had her suck him off. 
Her tongue played along his shaft as her lips worked his length.  It wasn't
long before he shot his load down her throat, and she took every drop, so as to
keep him clean.
As Larissa
was getting dressed, Zack put his shirt back on and pulled up his pants.  When
Larissa reached for her bra, he stopped her.  "That's mine," he
said.  She blushed, but complied, putting on her blouse without it.  Her firm
tits didn't really need the bra, and she looked very sexy without it.  Without
further delay, Zack packed up the ITV cart, and they took it down to Mr.
Grosner's class.  Though he looked at them funny, he said nothing about how
long it had taken.
Damn
that was fun!
 
-----
 
When Zack
got home, he settled down in front of his computer.  It had been an interesting
day so far, and he wondered what else might happen.  He logged on, and checked
his email.  There, he found a message from Valkyrie359.
Bitch,
Zack thought to himself.  The message read:
 
Zack:
     Sorry to have lied to you for all that time,
but that's my job here at Adamant.  Finding a solution to the problem of the
program has been high priority for a long time.  I hope you'll understand that
I was just doing what I was being paid to do.  It wasn't anything personal.
 
Shirley
 
Wasn't
personal, huh, bitch?  Well excuse me if I take it personal!  Zack
fumed as he thought about the best way to get back at her.  Program her to be a
dog for the rest of her life?  Nah, too noticeable.  Program her to orgasm at
the word "meeting"?  Cruel, but not satisfying.  After tossing a few
ideas, Zack decided the best thing to do to her would be to turn her into a
spy.  That way, she could do for him what she'd done to him.
So, how
to get her to watch the program, now that she knows I have it?  Zack was
still thinking about this when it came time for dinner.
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The next
day at school was very peaceful for Zack.  His life seemed to have settled into
a comfortable pattern.  He sat with his two beauties at lunch, each of whom
would now kiss him at the beginning and end of the meal.  Stephanie's friend
Sarah did make an appearance, but Zack's leering look and cocky grin warned her
off before she made an annoyance of herself.  He knew that she wouldn't be an
issue after Thursday, and he was content to let her mouth off until then.
When he
got to seventh hour, he knew he wouldn't have any work to do unless something
went wrong.  All three of the school's ITV systems were out in classrooms, and
were supposed to stay that way for the next day or two.  He booted up the media
lab's computer, and loaded his zip disk.
After
dinner last night, he'd finally come up with an idea how to ensnare Shirley. 
He only hoped it would work.  He prepared the file on his zip disk, an AVI
file, for transfer.  Next, he logged on, hoping she would be around.
Sure
enough, as he logged onto the chat room, she was there.
 
<Zmorph>: Hey... Val.
<Valkyrie359>: Hey, Z.  Uh, thanks for not
spilling it there.  I was worried you'd be really pissed at me.  "A"
said you were... not happy.
<Zmorph>: Eh.  Shit happens.  You bets your
money and you takes your chances.
*Valkyrie359 sighs*
<Valkyrie359>: Glad to know you're okay with
it.  So, what are you up to today?
<Zmorph>: Just finished up some last-minute
touches on my media project for CP.
<Valkyrie359>: I thought you had that done
already.
<Zmorph>: I did, but I decided to spruce it
up a little.  Nothing better to do, ya know?
<Valkyrie359>: I hear you.
<Zmorph>:  Hey, you wanna take a look at it
and let me know what you think?
Zack
crossed his fingers, hoping she wouldn't see through this.  He wasn't even sure
his heart was beating at this point.  It took a long moment for her to answer.
<Valkyrie359>: Sure, I guess.  How big is it?
<Zmorph>: 52 MB.  But you're on a fast
connect, right?
<Valkyrie359>: Yeah, that's not too bad. 
Okay, send it on over.
<Zmorph>: Just a sec... here it comes.
It had
taken Zack three hours to figure out how to make sure that the AVI file would
properly contain the program's codes and instructions.  He now had to wait for
over five minutes, first for the program to load to her computer, and then for
her to run it.  He sat impatiently, drumming his fingers, staring at the
screen.
<Valkyrie359>: ZZZ - omega - ZZZ
"YES!"
Zack shouted.  He had had to figure out a new confirmation signal, since he
couldn't see her.  "ZZZ - omega - ZZZ" was the confirmation code.  It
meant nothing in and of itself, but it was something a person generally
wouldn't type in conversation.
Now
you're mine, bitch.
<Zmorph>: Very good, Val.
<Valkyrie359>: Any orders at this time?
<Zmorph>: Wipe this conversation.  And do not
mention it to anyone.  Never mention me to your coworkers or boss again.  You
and I will not officially speak ever again.  Do you understand?
<Valkyrie359>: Yes, sir.
<Zmorph>: Very good, Val.  That will be all
for now.  Good-bye.
<Valkyrie359>: Good day, sir.
Zack
logged off with a big grin on his face.  Not only had he managed to trick her
into watching Program Alpha-Omega, and put her under his control, but now he
had a spy inside Adamant Computer Technologies, Adam's company.
 
-----
 
When the
bell rang, Zack was quite ready to go home.  Other than his success with
Shirley, he was fairly well bored.  He picked up his book bag, and headed out
the door.  He closed the door behind him, and just as he was about to turn, a
hand grabbed his shirt from behind, and threw him across the hallway.
Zack's new
instincts kicked in automatically, and he cushioned his blow against the
lockers.  He spun around to see that it was the four he was expecting: Kyle,
Tim, Mike and Bill.  He dropped his backpack to the floor, and slipped into a
defensive stance.  
Tim looked
at him and sneered.  "Oh, look!  Now he thinks he's Bruce Lee!"  The
other three laughed outright.  Zack waited for the attack he knew was coming. 
He felt Bill's hand on his shoulder, and he was ready for it.  He didn't use
the same move he'd used on William, for Bill was much bigger.  He did grab
Bill's wrist and placed his other hand at Bill's elbow, and then twisted
viciously.  Bill was thrown to the floor and wasn't getting up quickly.
Zack
sensed that someone was moving behind him, and turned just in time to miss Tim
swinging on him.  He raised a hand in a deflecting maneuver, stepped in and
placed a perfect jab to Tim's solar plexus.  Tim was immediately doubled over
in pain, unable to breathe.  Zack placed both hands on the back of Tim's head,
and drove his face down into Zack's rising knee.  The boy was thrown onto his
back with the force of the impact, blood gushing from his nose.
Zack spun
as he knew Mike would advance now.  Kyle wouldn't fight unless he had no
choice: he wasn't in any mood to get kicked out of school again.  Mike came on
menacingly, his bulky muscles rippling beneath his T-shirt.
It was at
that moment that Mr. DeVain stepped from the office.  He had heard the initial
slam, and thought he knew what it was.  He was just about to yell, when he saw
the scene: two boys lying on the ground, and Zack standing, facing off against
the largest of the four.
Before Mr.
DeVain could say anything, Mike lunged at Zack.  In a flash, Zack whirled
around and delivered a spinning back kick to Mike's balls.  Mike, unprepared
for the assault and in no case ready to deal with it, screamed in agony.  Zack
returned to his defensive stance for only a fraction of a second before
shifting forward, and then leaping upward and delivering a hard front snap kick
to Mike's upper chest.  Mike, already staggering from the first blow, went
flying.  Zack landed before Mike did, and he watched with some satisfaction as
Mike collapsed on the ground, completely unmoving except for his hands, which
were clutching at his groin.
Zack
turned to face Kyle, who was, by now, a pasty white color.  Kyle took an
unsteady step backward, and then turned to run.  He found that he was now
staring Mr. DeVain right in the face.  Kyle nearly panicked, but had nowhere to
go anyway.
"Apparently
you don't learn easily," Mr. DeVain said in a deep, menacing growl. 
"You spent a week cleaning buses because of behavior just like this,
and it didn't teach you a damned thing!  Well, fine.  You're expelled.  All
four of you."
"But...
I mean, we've only got a few days..."
"You
should have thought of that before you brought this kind of violence into my
school!  Consider yourself lucky.  If Zack hadn't managed to defend himself,
you'd be on your way to jail!  You want to be a bully, that's fine, but you aren't
doing it in my school, and you aren't doing it with a diploma from my
school!  Now get the hell out, all four of you!"
Kyle
turned, and looked at Zack, who remained in his attack posture.  Then Kyle
looked to his friends, two of which were just beginning to rise.  Mike wasn't
going to be moving without help.  It took a solid two minutes before the three
relatively unhurt boys managed to walk Mike out of the hallway.
Mr. DeVain
turned to Zack.  "You sure improved a lot in a week's time, Zack," he
said, suppressing a laugh.
"I'm
a fast learner," Zack replied, a little winded.
"I
guess!  Look, Zack, I'm glad you're okay, and I know it wasn't your fault, but
I do have discipline to uphold here.  I won't put this on your record, but I'm
going to have to punish you somehow.  So... don't come in
tomorrow."
"What
about the media assembly?" Zack said with some small panic.
"That's
not until the day after tomorrow.  Unless you plan on skipping, you'll
be here for that."
"Oh,"
Zack said, finally understanding.  "Yes sir.  Sorry to have to do
that."  Zack made it clear that he was only sorry for causing Mr. DeVain
trouble.
"Not
a problem, Zack.  See you Thursday.  Oh, Miss Merris.  Come take your boyfriend
home before he beats up the rest of the senior class over you, would
you?"  Mr. DeVain turned and walked away, laughing.
Claudia
looked at Zack with a puzzled expression.
"The
senior four came up against my new martial arts lessons.  They didn't do so
well."
"Oh. 
Zack, I don't want you to get hurt..."
"They
didn't lay a hand on me," he exaggerated.  "C'mon, let's go
home."
"Okay."
 
-----
 
Zack's
parents were concerned, but not upset, when he told them what had happened at
school.  His mother, knowing what had happened the last time, immediately asked
him where he hurt.  When he told her that they had not managed to hit him, she
looked very skeptical.
Grant was
proud of his son, in a distant way.  He had never been violent; in truth, he
had never been accosted violently.  It was not something Grant had ever had to
deal with, and so wasn't sure how to take his son's new strength.  As with all
such things as of late, Grant let it pass by, not worrying over something he
couldn't change.
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The
following day, Zack enjoyed getting up late, and lounging about.  He ate a
leisurely breakfast, and then played on his computer for a while.  While
entertaining, this sort of thing quickly became boring.
Zack took
a trip to the kitchen to get a snack, and that's when he saw the notice posted
on the fridge.  It was to remind him that he needed to go up to the local
university and register for his summer session.  Zack was taking a special
program designed for college-bound students.  It would get him started on
college coursework in computer programming and system design.  He had applied
for the program at the beginning of the school year, and had only received his
acceptance letter two months ago.  He was excited about spending time on
campus, with the older kids and with professors who might actually be able to
teach him something about computers he didn't already know.
Zack
decided that today was as good a day as any to go up and register.  He didn't
have a vehicle to get there, though.  Sighing, he called for the city's shuttle
bus, which operated only by appointment.  He got cleaned up and waited outside
for the van to arrive, and then rode in silence to the college.
Zack
walked into the registrar's office, looking around rather obviously like a
first-time student.  The clerk at the desk smiled at him, and asked, "Can
I help you?"
"Yes,
ma'am.  I'm here to register for the SCOT program."  SCOT stood for Summer
Computer Orientation and Training.  It was a fully accredited program, and
would give him six college credits when he was finished.
"Oh! 
Okay, do you have your acceptance letter with you?"  Zack handed it over,
and the lady looked it over quickly.  "Great.  All you need to do is fill
out these forms, and then bring them back to me.  You can have a seat over
there," she directed him to a table, obviously set up for the purpose, and
he went to do the paperwork.
It didn't
take him long.  The clerk made sure all his information was filled out, and
then speedily entered it into a computer.  The system popped back with some
information which she looked over intently.  Turning to Zack, she said,
"Okay, you're one of our scholarship students.  All of your materials are
being paid for through a state grant.  Let me get you your school
packet."  As she walked over to a filing cabinet, Zack frowned.  The only
way he'd been able to go to this program was through the state's educational
grant; his parents simply could not afford the extra expense.
The lady
returned with the paperwork, and a special identification card.  "Okay,
these are your orientation materials.  There is an on-campus orientation the
Friday before class starts.  You aren't required to attend, but it is strongly
recommended.  This is your student ID card.  You'll need this to access certain
rooms and labs.  Also, this card will tell the bookstore to give you your
supplies.  You can do that any time up to the third day after class
starts."
"Can
I do that right now?" he asked.
"Sure. 
You're in the system, they'll have your information down there.  You know where
it is?"
"Yes,
ma'am.  Is that everything?"
"Yep. 
I hope you enjoy the program."
"I'm
sure I will.  Thank you."
Zack
walked out of the registrar's office, and turned toward the bookstore.  He had
another hour before the shuttle van would come back for him, so he walked
slowly, taking in the sights and sounds of the campus.
Some of
the sights were very attractive, indeed.  Zack smiled as he watched the college
students pass him by, ignoring his presence.  Zack would have felt insecure
about that, if he didn't know about his program.  He could have any one of
these females, if he could just get them to look at Program Alpha-Omega.
And how
do you do that, ace?  It was at that point that Zack realized the
usefulness of the PDA device that Adam was building.  If you can't bring the
girl to the program, bring the program to the girl.
Zack
encountered no trouble in the bookstore, and was surprised that the student
cashier actually seemed to be flirting with him.  Maybe she's just bored. 
He smiled at her and was very nice, anyway, on the grounds that she was pretty,
and she might be fun to be around.  He took his books and supplies, said a very
pleasant farewell to the girl, and left.  He wandered over to the bench where
the shuttle was supposed to stop, and sat down.  He spent the next half-hour
waiting for the bus and looking over his textbooks.
 
-----
 
Claudia
dropped by that evening with Zack's homework, but while they cuddled for a
while, she had her own homework to do, and by the time they had both finished,
it was a little late for anything really intimate.  They spent a little time
necking before Claudia reluctantly headed home.
Zack sat
back down at his desk, and checked, for perhaps the twentieth time, that his
presentation for the next day was ready.  Mr. Parks was so impressed with
Zack's work - he'd shown Mr. Parks the latest version of his presentation, with
a little "push" added - that it was to be the final, most important,
presentation in the assembly.  This position was usually reserved for a senior's
project, but Mr. Parks freely admitted that none of the seniors had done work
half this good.
Satisfied
that the program was ready, he downloaded it to a zip disk, and put it in his
book bag.  Thursday would be a big day for Thorndyke High School.
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The next
morning, Zack was a little nervous.  When he gave his zip disk to Mr. Parks
before the assembly, he asked to be excused, because, he said, he felt sick to
his stomach.
"Okay,
Zack.  But you need to be back here for your presentation."
"You
still planning on doing mine last?" he asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes. 
It's the best one we've got this year, by far."
"Thank
you, sir.  I'll be back in time, don't worry."
Zack
quickly left the room, trying to look queasy.  It wasn't that hard.  What he
really needed to do was to see who wasn't in the assembly.  He knew that there
would be maybe as many as ten students who would be somewhere else.  Perhaps
even a teacher or two.  The media assembly was a very big deal at Thorndyke,
and Zack was certain that the principals and all the other faculty would be
there, with the exception of those who had to get work done.
It took
him fifteen minutes to look over the entire school, and found one teacher and
five students who were somewhere other than the auditorium.  He made a note of
who they were before heading back to the media lab.
Slipping
into the lab, he closed and locked the door.  He was sure that no one would
come looking for him.  He had over an hour, still, as the media assembly was
over two hours long.  It was the last day of school for the seniors, and the
media assembly was one of the ways that the principal repaid them for actually
showing up.  
Zack
slumped into his chair, and tried to relax.  He slowed his heart rate down with
some deep breaths, but he still felt uneasy.  He needed to do something
to get his mind off of the project.  Never had he tried to control so many
people.  There were over one thousand people in the auditorium, and if he had
screwed this up...  He didn't even want to think about it.
Looking
over his list of people not in the assembly, he noticed two that jumped out at
him.  Monique and Katelyn were working on something together in Mrs. Sanders'
room.  Mrs. Sanders was a math teacher, and he couldn't think of what they
would be doing.  He did, however, know that there was an ITV system in that
room currently.
Getting a
naughty idea, Zack turned on the school's computer.  One of the things he had
realized, after reading through the manual, was that he could, using some
software the company had sent along, turn any computer into a receiving unit
for the ITV system.  He activated the software, and then typed in the
appropriate location.  Immediately, the video window popped up, and Zack saw
the two girls.  Mainly, they were giggling and goofing off, but it looked as if
what they were supposed to be doing was assembling some papers into booklets.
Zack only
watched the two girls for a minute or two, before he decided that he wanted to
have a little fun.  The two girls had never been terribly friendly to him,
though they were in his grade.  They acted very superior, and that annoyed
Zack.
So, how
do I do this?  Zack brought up the copy of Program Alpha-Omega that he had
stored on this computer.  A few quick changes to the script, and the program
was ready.  Now, the question was, how to send it to them?  Technically, the
system wasn't capable of this.
Zack knew
differently.
Bringing
up some other software that he had brought to the school, he activated it, and
hacked into the ITV system remotely.  This was child's play for him.  The
system wasn't really protected against such attacks, especially if they came
from its own internal network.  In seconds, Zack had control of the ITV system
in Mrs. Sanders' room, and he was ready to make his plan work.
A few
commands entered, and he pressed "Return."  The first thing he heard
was a high-pitched squeal.  This was to get the girls' attention, and what he'd
heard had come through the microphone on the ITV system.  Simultaneously, PAO
began running on the TV screen in front of the girls.  They had turned toward
the squeal to see what it was, and were then caught by the PAO signal.  Zack
watched to see that they were entranced, and then he exited the media lab, heading
for Mrs. Sanders' room.
Zack moved
leisurely down the hallway, wanting to arrive as the program was finishing its
job.  He walked into Mrs. Sanders' room, closed and locked the door, and
waited.  The program finished up in just a few more seconds, and then the
system kicked back off, as programmed.
The two
girls did a triple-shrug, and then stood, waiting.  Zack smiled, and walked
over to them.  He ran his fingers through Katelyn's dirty blonde hair, and she
smiled dutifully at him.  He looked her over to find that her T-shirt was
straining to encase her 36D tits.  Standing behind her, he grabbed her tits and
groped them roughly.  Katelyn gasped at the feel of his hands on her body.
Looking
over at Monique, he said, "Okay, remove her pants for me."  Monique
bent to comply.  He could barely see past Kate's glorious orbs, but he did see
Monique's dark brown hair flop back and forth as she struggled to remove
Katelyn's rather tight jeans.  "Panties, too," he said, as he was
yanking Katelyn's T-shirt up off her body.  Katelyn was not struggling, and she
was panting slightly from him feeling her up.
Katelyn's
bra was a front-clasp, and Zack loosened that, to finally have Katelyn stripped
naked.  It had taken the two of them less than thirty seconds.  He turned her
around, and looked her over.  Her tits were topped with tight, dark areolas
which held pert little nipples.  He tweaked one, and Katelyn shuddered.
"Kneel. 
You know what I want," he said.  She complied, her hands going to his
belt.  Once she had it undone, and his jeans, she pulled his jeans roughly off
his hips, and then quickly lowered his briefs as well.  Zack's cock stood out
from his body, fully erect from the sight of her body, and the sheer nastiness
of what he was doing.  His thoughts faltered as Katelyn's mouth engulfed his
prick, her lips working over his shaft to pull more and more of it into his
mouth.
"Come
here," he grunted to Monique, and she complied.  He pulled her tightly
against his side, and his lips locked onto hers.  Her tongue slipped into his
mouth, and they were kissing hotly as Katelyn continued to work over his cock. 
Zack's hand groped Monique's tit through her blouse as his other hand caressed
her ass.  She was moaning heavily already.
He broke
their kiss, and said, "Strip."  Immediately, she stepped back, and
began to remove her clothes, teasing him as she did so.  While his eyes watched
more and more of her luscious skin being revealed, his hands rested on
Katelyn's head, to encourage her to keep up the wonderful movements of her lips
and tongue.  He was already close to shooting his load into her mouth.
It didn't
take long before Monique, too, was fully naked.  She then approached Zack
again, and pulled his shirt over his head.  She rubbed her soft tits against
him, dragging her hard nipples along his skin.  He grabbed one of her nipples
with his fingers, and twisted.  Monique squealed in a mix of pleasure and
pain.  Seeing the look on her face shoved him over the edge, and he came in
Katelyn's mouth.  She did her best to swallow it all, but some leaked out and
dribbled down onto her chin, and then fell onto her ample breasts.  Before he
could order her to, she was wiping it up with her fingers and guiding it into
her mouth.
He could
see that Katelyn had been finger-fucking herself while blowing him, and she had
come when he did.  He knew she needed to rest a second, but it appeared that he
did not.  Stepping out of his clothes, Zack moved Monique over to the teacher's
work table.  He picked her up and plopped her down onto it, her ass on the very
edge, so that her cunt was right where he needed it to be.
Monique
was already dripping, and so he wasted no further foreplay on her.  He placed
the head of his cock at her pussy, and pressed in quickly.  Monique cried out
in slight discomfort, until her pussy adjusted to him, and the pleasure kicked
in.  He pushed her down onto her back, and she reached up to grab hold of the
other edge of the table.  He grabbed her under each knee, and put her ankles up
on his shoulders.  Bending over slightly, he had her nearly folded in half.
Now, Zack
began to rut into her, slamming against her hard enough that his balls slapped
against her ass.  Monique was immediately writhing beneath him, her hair
flailing as she twisted her head from side to side.  As he continued to ram
into her, he reached down and mauled her 36C tits, twisting her nipples and
groping her flesh.  She was screaming out, now, which would have been a
problem, if there had been anyone else in this part of the building, but there
wasn't.
He felt a
presence at his side, and turned to see Katelyn.  He straightened up a little,
so that he could kiss her.  His tongue slid into her mouth, massaging its
partner and arousing her further.  Her hands played with her own tits, keeping
herself aroused and ready for him.
Zack
pounded even harder into Monique, and soon she was thrashing about in the
throes of her orgasm.  He hung on for the ride as she screamed and bucked on
the table.  He continued to thrust throughout her climax, and watched in wonder
as she twisted and contorted in her pleasure.
Soon
enough, Monique's gyrations subsided, and Zack pulled out of her.  She lay,
limp and exhausted, but well-sated.  Zack turned his attention to Katelyn, who
was more than ready for him.  She bent herself over that same table, her ass
stuck high in the air, and moved her legs apart.  Her pussy was calling to him,
its juices already running down her legs.
Zack
wasted no time sliding his dick home into her hot, wet tunnel.  Her cunt
grabbed at his dick like a velvety vise.  He quickly set up a rhythm, and had
her moaning and thrusting back at him.  His hands reached around to play with
her pillowy tits, kneading and mauling them vigorously.  She groaned out,
"Yes, Zack.  Fuck me, fuck me harder!"
Zack
increased his tempo, slamming into her harder and harder, moving his hips
faster.  Her hips started bucking even more wildly against him, her feet nearly
coming off the floor.  He reached his hand down, and began to frig her clit. 
This sent her far over the edge, her body froze, her back arched, and she
groaned loudly for many seconds, her pussy rippling along his shaft, trying to
get its juice from him.
But he
wasn't quite ready yet.  He pumped through her orgasm, and then pulled out of
her.  He pulled her off the table, and lay her out on the floor.  He looked
down at her full, wonderful tits, and he knew he had to have them.  He
straddled her waist, and placed his cock between her breasts.  He grabbed her
tits and pushed them together, forming a nice warm, fleshy place for his cock
to penetrate.  He began thrusting between her breasts, building up a fast
pace.  Katelyn was only semi-conscious, but she soon grasped her tits with her
own hands, pushing them tightly together, and freeing his hands to twist at her
nipples as he fucked her chest.
It wasn't
long before Zack loosed his load.  His cum spilled all over Katelyn's face,
even running in her hair.  She opened her mouth to catch as much of it as she
could, but most of it spilled over her skin.  When Zack was done, he leaned
back, and watched as her hands quickly sought out and escorted his cum right
into her mouth.
As he
stood up from watching Katelyn, he saw that Monique was conscious again.  He
motioned to her, and she came to him.  "Clean me off," he said.
Quickly,
she knelt and took his cock into her mouth.  If he had not been completely
spent, he would have been hard in an instant.  Her tongue and lips worked him
over like a professional, and it was less than a minute before she had him
completely cleaned off.
He helped
them both back up, and then kissed each one on the cheek.  "That was a lot
of fun, ladies.  Thank you."  Each of them beamed at him, and then they
all went to get dressed.  Once Zack had put his clothes back on, he left the
room, now relaxed enough to deal with the media assembly.
 
-----
 
Zack spent
a little time freshening himself up in the bathroom before heading back to the
assembly.  He still looked a little disheveled, but all his teachers knew that
he supposedly wasn't feeling well, and that was as good an explanation as he
needed.  He took his seat next to Larissa, who had saved him a spot.  He would
have preferred to sit with Claudia, but there were strict divisions of class at
the media assembly.  It was okay, though, as Larissa gave him a nice kiss when
he sat down.
"You
feeling okay?" she asked with genuine concern.
"Sure,"
he answered.  "Just nerves."
She smiled
and squeezed his hand before returning her attention to the display on the
screen.  They were into the juniors now, but Zack had even helped some of these
students, so he found them familiar, and not terribly interesting.  Even Zack's
original presentation had been more interesting than these dull bits of work. 
He tried to stifle a yawn as he watched the mediocre work pass before the
screen.
Soon
enough, they passed into the senior class presentations.  He hadn't seen any of
these, and so his interest perked up.  The work was well done, but in most
cases, it still wasn't up to his expectations.  They'd had four years to work
on this stuff.  Didn't they have any pride?
He sat
through the remainder of the assembly, bored to tears, as those around him
oohed and ahhed about the work.  He tried to look interested, but it wasn't
really working.  Larissa saw the expression on his face, and leaned over. 
"Not everybody can be as good as you are, you know," she said
lightly.  He smiled weakly at her, but then returned to staring mutely at the
screen.
Finally,
after what seemed an interminable length of time, the senior class
presentations were over.  Mr. Parks walked onto the stage, in front of the
screen.
"We
have just one presentation left.  We always save the best one for last. 
Usually, we pick a presentation out of the senior class to show you what can be
achieved after a lot of work and effort.  However, this year, we want to show
you what can be produced by talent.
"This
year's first place winner, chosen by the assembly council, was done by a
sophomore.  The vote was unanimous.  Zack, could you come up here,
please?"
Zack stood
up and walked to the stage, amid a round of applause.  He actually blushed at
the attention.  Mr. Parks shook his hand when he arrived, and handed him the
obligatory plaque.  Mr. Parks held him in place as he continued to speak.
"Not
only has Zack Griffin produced perhaps the best presentation seen to date in
this competition, but he spent a lot of time helping out the other students
with their own presentations.  Although he has caused me certain amounts of
grief..."  This comment was met with widespread chuckles; Zack's pranks
were well-known.  "I have to say he is one of my best students.  So, we
now present you with his masterpiece, 'Alpha and Omega Unite'."
Zack
stepped back out of the way as soon as Mr. Parks let him go.  He walked back
down off the stage as the screen flashed.  He kept his body facing the
audience, rather than the presentation.  He wasn't worried it would hurt him,
but he wanted to see what would happen to them.  He wondered if anyone would be
unaffected by the presentation, and he thought he would notice if they were. 
His eyes scanned the darkened room, but it appeared that everyone was under. 
Not that he could adequately see over a thousand people, but no one was moving
about, at least.
Five
minutes later, the program complete, Zack found it interesting to watch over a
thousand people shrug three times, all at once.  Then the applause started.  It
was, of course, fake, but it was also expected, and would seem out of place if
it wasn't there.  Zack wandered back to his seat as the applause continued.  He
sank into his seat, and received an immediate kiss from Larissa.
Well,
at least that's over.  Now, the real question: did it work?  He knew that
Sarah would be the answer to that question.
 
-----
 
After the
media assembly broke up, it was time for lunch.  Zack found two lovely girls
waiting for him at his usual table.  He gave them both a warm kiss.  This time,
he noted a total lack of reaction from the rest of the cafeteria.  Good. 
Maybe this worked, after all.  Of course, it was kind of late for it to
matter, as this was their last day, but he knew that the programming, if
successful, would hold through his next two years here, and he'd be able to
have a lot of fun unseen, or at least unnoticed.
They were
about halfway through lunch when Sarah came over and, without any preamble, sat
down across from him.  He continued to eat, waiting to see what her reaction
would be.  It took a couple of minutes before she said anything.
"I'm
sorry, Zack."
He looked
up at her, an imitation of confusion on his face.  "Hmm?  For what?"
"For
accusing you of something.  I guess maybe I was... I don't know, jealous or
something."
Zack
smiled.  "That's okay, Sarah.  We all make mistakes."
She smiled
at him, and they continued their meal in silence.
 
-----
 
Zack was
bored that night, as both Claudia and Stephanie were out with their families,
celebrating their graduations.  Of course, the ceremony wasn't until Sunday,
but it was now official: the two were no longer "high school kids." 
Claudia had been upset that she couldn't invite Zack, but since they had kept
their relationship somewhat quiet, it would have been out of place.  Stephanie
offered to take him out with her family, but he knew that her family wouldn't
like him, either.  So, he stayed at home that night, did his homework, and
killed time.
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The next
day at school was almost as bad.  Claudia had picked him up and taken him to
school, and they necked for a full five minutes once they got to school, but
then he had to go in without her.  It wasn't her building anymore.  He promised
to see her on Sunday, at the graduation ceremony, and she blew him a kiss. 
Before she roared off, she called, "I love you!"  But she was gone
before he could respond.
The school
seemed empty without the seniors.  Without Stephanie and Claudia to walk him to
first-hour, it was very lonely.  He slumped into his chair, and barely paid
attention to any of his classes.  Ms. Pinches was able to perk him up a little,
but that only reinforced feelings of something he hadn't achieved.  It was a
dismal day as Zack plodded to lunch.
He sat in
his usual seat by habit, but without anyone next to him.  He started in on his
food, and didn't pay much attention to the world around him.
"Hey,
bud," Brian said, sitting down across from his friend.  "You seem a
little glum."
"Lonely,"
Zack answered.  "This place is dull without Claudia."  It wasn't lost
on Zack that he was less concerned about Stephanie's absence.  She hadn't been
his main target, after all.
"Sure,
I know what you mean.  I kind of miss Pam, too.  That reminds me, you wanna
come over tomorrow?  Mom said she'd make us pizza again.  And, uh... Wendy has
been pestering me about you."
Zack
laughed for the first time that day.  "Okay, yeah, sure.  Bri, I might
um... need some time alone with Wendy tomorrow."
Brian
nodded.  "I figured.  I'm sure Bonnie, Pam and I can find something to
do..."  He winked, and Zack laughed again.
"Good
for you, I..." Zack's voice trailed off as he saw Larissa walking over to
them.  "Hey, Larissa," Zack greeted.
"Zack,
can I sit with you?  I know that you're going out with Claudia and all,
but..."
"Sure,
have a seat.  You know Brian, right?"
"Hi,"
she said quietly.  Brian nodded a greeting, and went back to his lunch.
"So,
Brian, about... one?"
"Yeah. 
Mom said she'd come get you."  Brian stared levelly at his friend.  Both
of them understood the oddity of that.
"Okay." 
Turning to Larissa, he said, "How'd you like the assembly yesterday?"
"Boring,
as usual," she answered.  "Why do they make us non-seniors go to that
thing?"
"Equal
rights.  We have the right to be as bored as they are."  Zack laughed, and
Larissa smiled at him, her pale lips parting to show her teeth.  "Anyway,
you ready for exams next week?"
"Ugh,
don't remind me.  I'm cutting a few of my classes pretty close."
"Well,
if you need some help, let me know..."
"I'd
appreciate it, really.  I just can't get a handle on this math."
"How
'bout Monday night, you come over to my place, and we can work on it?"
"Okay,
thanks!"
Zack
smiled, knowing there would be more anatomy than math studied on Monday.  Not
that he wouldn't make sure she passed her test, but that was much easier to do
now.  He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.
"Thanks. 
You made this day a lot brighter."  She smiled her response, accompanied
by a blush.
 
-----
 
Zack was
just finishing up getting changed into his after-school clothes when the
doorbell rang.  He paused, remembering what happened the last time that
doorbell rang on a Friday afternoon.  He slowly walked to the door, and was
relieved to see a FedEx delivery person standing at the door.
"Package
for Zack Griffin," the cute young woman said.
"Yeah,
that's me."  He signed the form, and took the package.  She smiled,
offered him a pleasant day, and trotted back to her truck.  Zack took the
package indoors, and went to his room.
He had an
idea what was in the package, as it came from Adamant Computers, Adam's
company.  He opened the box to find in it two PDAs, a reprogramming device, and
a set of disks.  Also included was a note.
 
Zack:
     It didn't take the boys long to finish the PDA
device.  I've included two, in case you have reason to need a second one.  PAO
is hard-wired into the PDA, and so if you want to change the program, the
programming device is necessary.  The enclosed disks contain the software for
the programming device, as well as the encyclopedia of research we did in
starting the PAO project (we never had a name for it, yours is as good as any).
     Please let me know how field-tests go with the
device.  There is a user's manual included on Disk 1.  If you run into a
problem, please contact us.
 
                                                                 Good
Luck,
                                                                 Adam

Zack
unpacked the materials, and looked them over.  There were a half-dozen CD-ROMs,
only one of which had programs on it.  That's a lot of fucking information.
 
-----
 
Sitting
back in his chair, Zack looked at it all.  Well, I suppose it's time to
play.  The first thing is to find out what kind of snooping code he put into
these things.  Looks like I have another project for this weekend.
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Zack spent the rest of Friday, until
about two in the morning, digging into the code inside the devices.  He couldn't,
obviously, read the programming inside the programming device itself, and so he
instead had to write some software that would fool it into thinking it had sent
a message over the Internet when in fact the codes had only been saved to a
file on his hard drive.  It took him only three hours to do that, for it was
straightforward work.
By the time he was finished, satisfied
with his progress, he was very tired.  He climbed into bed, and fell asleep
quickly.  His dreams were still troubling, for he was worried about what Adam
was doing, what was happening behind his back.  He would need to get Shirley to
start feeding him information soon.  

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack awoke late, but feeling fairly
rested.  He still didn't know what Adam had planned, but he figured that, if it
involved Zack, he could deal with it.  He showered and ate lunch, going on the
computer to check email and surf for a while.  His mother knocked on his door,
startling him out of a story he was reading.
"Yeah?" he responded
distractedly.
"Honey, Mrs. Selman's outside,
waiting for you."
"Oh.  Okay.  I'm gonna stay there
for dinner, okay?"
"Sure.  Zack, how are things with
them?"  He had told his parents about the separation.
"They're... okay.  They get a little
down from time to time, but they seem to be managing so far."  Zack hoped
it would stay that way.
"Good.  Well, you better get going. 
See you later."
"Bye, Mom."
Zack hustled out to the car, and climbed
in.  Mrs. Selman smiled at him.  "Hey, Zack.  How are you today?"
"Great, Mrs. S.  You seem to be in a
much better mood, too."
"Well, I can't stay down all the
rest of my life just because I lost my husband to a hussy."  Zack could
hear the bitterness in her voice, though she tried to keep it light and
friendly.
"You'll find another guy, Mrs. S. 
Someone who will treat you right."
She looked over at him, but said
nothing.  His insides turned at the look she had given him, but he didn't
really know what it meant.  The rest of the ride to Brian's house was quiet.
Zack hustled back to Brian's room once
they arrived.  Closing the door, he flopped himself down on Brian's bed.  Brian
was sitting at his computer, playing Solitaire.
"You seem to be in a good mood,"
Brian said to him, turning away from the machine.
"Got a present yesterday," Zack
said in explanation.  He reached into his book bag and pulled out one of the
PDAs that Adam had shipped to him.
"Is that what I think it is?"
"An Adamant AO Digital Assistant, he
calls it."
"You tried it yet?"
"No.  Just got it last night.  Haven't
had anyone to try it on."
"Cool.  Who you gonna test it on?"
"Haven't really thought about it. 
There were some fine girls out at the college Wednesday I wouldn't mind giving
it a go on, though."
"I bet."
"So, how are things around here?"
Zack asked, getting back to a more serious subject as he packed away the PDA
into his knapsack.
"Except for Mom, everyone's
adjusting.  Bonnie, Pam and me, well, we have each other to comfort ourselves
with."
"How's that going?" Zack
asked with a chuckle.
"With sisters like those, who needs
a girlfriend?" he asked.
"What about Wendy?"
"Wendy seems to let stuff roll off
her.  I don't really know if it bothers her or not."
"What's the matter with your mom,
then?"
Brian sighed.  "She gets mood
swings.  Coming to pick you up, she seemed all happy, but just two hours ago,
she was damn near the point of crying."
Hmm.  I don't know enough psychology
to deal with that without really screwing things up in her head.  To Brian,
he said.  "I'm sorry, man.  Is there anything I can do?"
"Don't know.  Maybe it's the program,
but she seems to be happier when you're around than when you're not."
Zack shrugged.  "Could be.  I didn't
put anything like that in there, though."
"I don't know.  Hell, all I know is
I wish life wasn't so complicated all of a sudden."
"I can sympathize with that!"
Zack said with a chuckle.  Brian grinned, but was still upset about it.
"So, what do you want to do today?"
Zack asked.
"Get laid," Brian answered with
a laugh.
Zack responded, "Okay, but... um...
I really don't want to watch..."
Getting more serious, Brian said, "And
I don't want you to!  No, I think Wendy really wants to spend some time with
you, though."
Zack started getting hard just thinking
about the little fox.  "Okay.  So, what, you just want to separate and
spend our afternoons... uh... horizontally?"
Brian chuckled.  "Sounds good to
me.  I'll send Wendy to you when I go get Bonnie, okay?"
"Sure thing.  I'll, uh... try not to
make too big a mess out of your bed."
"No biggy.  Gotta do the laundry
tonight, anyway."  He laughed as he walked out of the room.
Zack lay back on the bed, closing his
eyes to consider what was going on in his life.  He really didn't understand
Mrs. Selman's reactions.  Though he'd programmed her to not mind that the girls
were sleeping with who they were sleeping with, he hadn't added much else into
her programming... or at least, he didn't think so.  He'd have to take a more
careful look at it when he had a chance.
Zack's thoughts were interrupted when he
heard the door click shut.  He decided not to open his eyes, but instead listen
to what she was doing.  He heard the faint whisper of cloth, and that was it,
before he felt her weight on the bed next to him.  He opened his eyes to see
her smiling at him.  Looking down her body, he found that she had taken off her
pants, but had left her T-shirt on.  Well, no doubt what she wants, is
there?  Not that he minded, for she was a very lovely young girl.  He
opened his arms to her, and she came to him, lying against him softly, her head
resting on his chest.  Her one leg slipped between his, and he could feel her
crotch pressing hotly against his thigh, even through his jeans.
"Hey, Angel," he said softly,
rubbing his hand gently up her back to tickle the back of her neck.  She
giggled at his touch.  "How are you today?"
"Scared," she answered in a
very tiny and meek voice.
Scared?  But she just...  I don't get
it.  "Wendy?"  He got her to look up at him.  "If this makes
you uncomfortable..."
"It's not this," she answered. 
"This makes me feel really nice.  It's the thing with Dad.  I mean,
first we find out what kind of jerk he is, and then all of a sudden it's
divorce time, and... and I'm worried that he may fight for custody, and he
might win.  He's got all the money, and..."  She was very nearly in tears,
and Zack's heart went out to her.
Pulling her more tightly to him, he
pulled her up slightly, so that it was easier for her to look him in the eye. 
He smiled very softly, placing his hand against her cheek and said, "It'll
be okay, Angel.  I promise."  If I have to rip the guys nuts off,
Zack thought to himself.  At this moment, looking at the pain the man had
caused Zack's little Angel, he'd do it.
Wendy smiled warmly at him, and then she
leaned down, and kissed him.  It was a soft, heartfelt kiss that warmed him all
the way to his toes.  She kept the kiss tender even as her tongue gently
requested entry into his mouth.  When he granted it, her tongue sought out and
found his own, slipping gingerly over its surface, and arousing him greatly.  
Zack's hands roamed over Wendy's back,
caressing the skin through her thin T-shirt.  Finally, he pulled the material
up, exposing her back, and allowing him to feel her smooth skin directly.  She
broke their kiss, and leaned away from him, pulling herself up on her knees. 
Holding her arms above her head, it was clearly an invitation to remove the
shirt, which Zack very slowly did.
As her large tits came into view, Zack
held his breath.  Her areolas were tight, and very pink.  Her nipples were
already erect, and large.  He slowly worked the shirt over her head, and then
she took over, pulling it off her arms and throwing it to the floor.  She didn't
immediately come back to him, instead allowing him to study her body, to let
his eyes roam her glorious breasts and flat stomach.  Wendy was young enough to
still have baby fat, but Zack thought that made her look all the more
beautiful.  He thought, If she's lucky, she'll never lose all of it.
Zack's hands reached out tentatively, and
brushed against Wendy's breasts.  She shivered at the contact, and purred.  He
began to very softly stroke her skin, using just his fingertips in small
gestures.  She was soon squirming above him, and a serene smile crossed her
face.  His fingers eventually found her nipples, and she shuddered at the
sensation of his fingers brushing over the large nubs.
Zack's hands left her tits after a while,
and he pulled her back down to him.  They were quickly enmeshed in another
soul-searching kiss, his hands now roaming her bare back, and occasionally
wandering down to her panty-covered ass.
After a while, Wendy leaned back away
from him and said, "This is no fair.  I'm almost naked, and you've still
got all your clothes on!"  Her voice was light and teasing, but he could
sense the undertone of anticipation.
"Well, we can't have that, now can
we?" he said, reaching to pull his T-shirt out of his jeans.  He
struggled, in his sitting position, to get the thing off, but he managed. 
While he'd been fighting with the shirt, Wendy had undone his belt and pants. 
She didn't have the nerve to go further than that, however.  Zack, seeing her
hesitation, first kicked off his sneakers, and then pushed his pants down past
his hips.  "Help me pull them off, okay?" he asked quietly.  She
moved down, and took hold of them, slipping them all the way off his legs. 
While she was there, she removed his socks.
Returning to him, she lay against him
again.  Now Zack could feel her plump tits pressing against his chest, her
large nipples poking him in a most pleasant manner.  She moaned at the feel of
his skin against her body.  She kissed his neck, and then moved her lips up to
his ear.  He found that it tickled when she did it, but he loved it.
Meanwhile, his hands continued to roam
her back, her shoulders, her neck, and any other part he could reach.  His
fingers dipped beneath the waistband of her panties to caress her ass cheeks. 
She tensed for just the briefest of moments before settling against him,
allowing his hands to do as they pleased.  It reminded him, again, that the
girl in his arms was not doing this because he'd flashed some pretty pictures
at her, but because she wanted to.  It made it somehow mean more to him.
They spent long minutes just caressing
each other, though each of them knew they were both long past physically
ready.  He could feel the wetness between her legs, pressing against his thigh
as she was.  Certainly she could feel the hardness of his cock.  Finally, he
moved his hands up to her shoulders, and ever so gently pushed her away from
him.  She looked deep into his eyes, and he marveled that someone her age could
look like that.
"Are you ready to go further?"
he asked quietly.  She nodded, but bit her lower lip, a little nervous about
what they were doing.  Had her nod shown any hesitation, he might have stopped
right there, but she was determined to do it, she just had some fears.
Taking her hand softly into his own, he
moved it down to his underwear.  Pressing her hand gingerly against his cock,
her fingers settled along each side of it.  Her eyes widened at the feel of it,
and a very slight smile broke across her face.
"Wow," she whispered.  Zack
smiled.  Her hand felt very good where it was, and she started to move it
softly up and down his length on her own.  Whether she just wanted to feel all
of it, or if she knew this was exciting to him, he didn't know, nor did he
care.  She kept this up for a while before Zack stopped her.
"This would be better without the
fabric in the way," he said, again using that very soft, coaxing voice. 
She nodded slightly, her eyes a little glazed with anticipation.  Again, he
guided her hand, moving it first up to his stomach, and then down again,
slipping her fingers below the elastic on his briefs.  Her fingers brushed his
cock, and he shivered.  Her hand was so soft, so delicate, it felt so damn good!
She repeated her movements along his
shaft, now touching the skin directly.  Zack, knowing that she already had the
idea, used his hands now to pull his underwear down, raising his hips slightly
to get them off.  As he lifted his hips, her hand slipped all the way around
his prick, which had lifted off his abdomen.  As her fingers tried to encircle
his shaft, he groaned, and shot his load.  It surprised both of them.  Zack
hadn't even had a chance to control his reaction, her fingers had just set off
an explosion of pleasure inside him.
"Wow," she murmured again.
"Yeah, wow." Zack said in some
awe.
Much of his cum had ended up on her hand,
and she looked at it.  Very, very tentatively, she brought her hand to her
mouth, and licked at it.  Several different looks crossed her face quickly, and
Zack wasn't able to interpret any of them.  Finally, however, she started
licking her hand completely clean, trying to find every last drop of his seed. 
When she had finished that, she leaned down to clean up the cum that had landed
on his chest and abdomen.  Zack was in heaven as her tongue slithered along his
skin, licking off every last drop of cum she could find.
Wendy finished cleaning Zack's skin, but
didn't approach his cock with her mouth.  Zack didn't even suggest it at this
point, for he didn't wish to push her into anything.  She moved back up beside
him, and lay against him.  They kissed again, his tongue dancing inside her
mouth.  Slowly, he rolled them so that she was lying on her back, with him on
his side.  This way, his hand could roam her body.  
His fingers' first stop was her tit,
where it danced circles around her nipple before finally closing in on the hard
nub and pinching gently.  She groaned at the feel of it as their tongues
continued to dance.  His hand eventually moved over to the other nipple, to
repeat the process.  Wendy was trembling in arousal and excitement as Zack's
hand slipped off her breast, and worked its way down her stomach.
Reaching her waist, Zack's fingers
dallied around the elastic on her panties.  As she started to moan in earnest,
he allowed his hand to slip beneath her waistband, and travel across the soft
peach fuzz of her pubic hair.  The heat between her legs was intense, and Zack's
finger was soaked after just one pass across her pussy lips.  Softly, he pushed
his middle finger into her cunt, and it gripped him like a vise, trying to suck
his finger up to her belly button, or so it felt.
Setting up a smooth rhythm, Zack soon
inserted a second finger into Wendy's pussy, and the two fingers slipped in and
out rapidly.  Wendy was moaning loudly now, her lips having parted from Zack's
because she couldn't think straight with all of the sensations going on at
once.  Zack continued to finger her as his mouth moved down to her tit, and his
lips closed around one of her nipples.  Her hands flew to the back of his head
as his tongue slipped roughly across her nub.  She held him strongly to her
chest, and he continued to lavish attention on her wonderful flesh.  She
allowed him enough room to move over to her other tit, and he continued his
work there.  Wendy was groaning constantly now, and he thought she was pretty
near orgasm.
He turned out to be right, as several
seconds later, she cried out, "Oh God!" and his hand was flooded with
her juices.  He continued to finger her as she bucked on the bed, allowing his
head to come off her breast.  She screamed and writhed as her orgasm peaked. 
Finally, with his fingers still buried in her, she began to come down.  As she
did, he settled onto the bed next to her again, still on his side, looking down
at her with care.
Wendy smiled up at him.  "Holy...
wow," was all she could manage.  It was the word for the day.  As Zack
pulled his hand from her panties, she grabbed his wrist, and guided his fingers
to her mouth.  She sucked them in, and her tongue ran around each finger,
gathering up all of her juices from his fingers.  When she let his fingers
loose, she then licked all her juices from his palm.  Zack had not thought that
could be an erotic act.  He was wrong.
The two rested for a few minutes
together, both trying to regain their breath.  Each was aware that this had
been merely the warm-up act, and that the game was about to start.  Zack
lightly ran his hands over Wendy's stomach, and she smiled warmly up at him. 
Her look was a mix of anticipation and nervousness.  He thought he understood
both, and he really wanted to put her at ease.
"Last chance, Angel.  We don't have
to go any further."
"The hell we don't!" she
whispered back at him.  "Please, Zack."
He leaned over and kissed her gently on
the lips as he rolled on top of her, supporting himself on his arms.  Her legs
parted to give him as much access as he could want.  Breaking their kiss, he
sat up, and looked at her.  She was beautiful; a wonderful little imp that, at
this moment, was all his.
Reaching down, he grasped her panties,
and tugged gently.  She raised her hips as she brought her legs together in
front of him, making it much easier to remove the garment.  He did so, slipping
it slowly off her legs.  When he'd gotten it off, he held her legs in place,
together and in front of him.  He kissed the back of her ankle, making her
shudder, and then he slid his hands slowly, tenderly down the outside of her
calves, then up her thighs.  When he reached her hips, he ran his hands just as
slowly back toward her feet.  Wendy was mewling at the pleasure this was
causing her.  When his hands reached her feet, he slipped his fingers
in-between her heels, and slowly parted her legs.  She gave no resistance at
all, and as his hands slipped to her knees, her legs gave way, exposing to him
her nearly hairless pussy.  He looked at it longingly as his hands made their
way slowly up her inner thighs, causing her to moan in expectation.
Just before his hands reached her crotch,
Zack moved them outward, across the top of her thighs, and then to the outside
of her hips.  She gave him a very cute pout, but that changed as he maneuvered
her so that his cock was resting against her pussy lips.  One final time, Zack
paused.  He looked into her eyes, and saw that she wanted nothing more than for
him to make love to her.
"Do you still have your cherry?"
he asked delicately.  "If you do, this is probably gonna hurt a little
bit."
She nodded at him, biting her lip.  "I
thought about busting it a couple months ago, but... I wanted you to take it
from me."
Zack froze.  A couple months? 
She's wanted to do this for a couple of months?  She misread his
hesitation, and started to quiver slightly.  He noticed immediately, and smiled
down at her to comfort her.  "I didn't know you'd wanted this... for so
long," he said quietly.  Does she really understand what a guy feels? 
I mean, she's giving to me something she can't take back.  Something she's
never given to anyone before.  She's giving me the once in her lifetime
opportunity.  Damn!
"I've had a crush on you for over a
year, Zack.  But it's only been the last three or four months that I started
dreaming about... us."
Zack had no words for that.  He leaned
down, and pressed his lips to hers.  She welcomed his kiss, and shortly
thereafter his tongue.  While their mouths were so engaged, he reached down,
and positioned his cock, slipping just the head inside her warm cunt.  She
mewled at the feel of it.  Zack reached around her, and lifted her off the
bed.  Wendy wrapped her legs around his waist, and he was now carrying her,
completely off the bed.  He sat more upright, and his cock slid further into her,
aided by her wetness and gravity.  He moved slowly back and forth, inching his
way into her, until he felt his cockhead come up against her barrier.  He could
sense the tension in her body, but she didn't break away, she didn't lessen her
action on his tongue.  He sat more upright, very slowly, and he could feel her
cherry stretch.  Finally, he was sitting back on his heels, and they both felt
the tear.  She slipped, very slowly, all the way down onto his dick.  He didn't
move beyond that point, wanting her to guide him.
She broke their kiss so that she could
breathe.
"Does it hurt much, Angel?" he
asked, nearly choking on the words.  She had her eyes closed, and was wincing,
but shook her head negatively.  He leaned forward again, so that she was hanging
from him, her arms and legs wrapped around him.  Ever so gently, he slid very
slowly out of her, and then just as slowly back into her.  He couldn't quite
read the look on her face.  "Did that hurt?"
She bit her lower lip for just a second,
and then said, "It would hurt me more if you didn't do it again."  It
took Zack's slightly fuzzy mind a second to interpret that, and then, as she
had sort of asked, he did it again, moving as slowly as the first time.  He
didn't pause this time, but repeated his strokes, keeping his tempo to a very
slow crawl.
Wendy's face soon cleared of the pained
expression, and was smiling once more her soft, serene smile.  She returned her
lips to Zack's, and he took that as his signal that they could increase, just
slightly, the pace he had set.
He settled her back down onto the bed,
continuing to kiss her.  He used his arms to support himself, and started to
move in longer, fuller strokes.  He could feel her moans purring up out of her
throat, vibrating his tongue and lips.  He moved one hand to her tit, and
stroked and fondled it, causing her to groan more enthusiastically.  When his
fingers found her nipple again, she shuddered in pleasure.
Ending their kiss, he moved his mouth down
to the base of her neck, kissing and licking the silky skin there.  She mewled
loudly, and her hands were caressing his chest and sides.  She was groaning
now, almost lost in the pool of ecstasy she found herself in.
"Faster, a little faster," she
said breathlessly.  Zack complied with her wish, wanting it to be a great
experience for her.  It was already one for him.  He moved against her more
quickly, his hips still thrusting smoothly, but with greater speed.  Her hips
began to buck upward, meeting his every thrust and causing them to grind together
when their pubes met.
Zack was starting to tire, but he wasn't
ready to give in to his desire just yet.  He slowed his stroking, and stopped
when he was fully buried inside her.  She looked up at him, confused and
wanting him to continue.  He leaned against her, holding her, and then rolling
over.  Now, she was on top of him.
"Sit up," he whispered to her
quietly.  She moved her legs to support herself, and was now kneeling, her cunt
still sweetly wrapped around his prick, giving little squeezes to it.  Together
they shifted backward, so that Zack was sitting against the wall.  He looked
her straight in the eye, and smiled at her.  She immediately began to move in
his lap, her pussy sliding up and down his shaft.  He felt her tits rubbing
against his chest, and the feeling was great.  He brought her face to his, and
they locked lips once again.  His hands slid down her body to cup her ass
cheeks, and help her move on him, so that she wouldn't tire quickly.
In this position, Wendy's clit was
getting far more stimulus, and she was heating up fast.  Her movements became
more frenzied, more forceful.  She was bouncing hard on Zack's cock, but they
didn't break their kiss.  His hands kneaded her ass, and her hands were tangled
in his hair as their tongues danced.  They were both ready now, both
approaching their summit.
Zack was the first to reach the top,
shooting his load deep inside of Wendy.  The first splash of his seed triggered
her own orgasm, and she broke their kiss, screaming out her pleasure loudly. 
Zack grunted with each spurt of his cum, and he groaned in between as Wendy's
pussy muscles rippled along his length.  For some moments, the two bucked
together, holding onto each other for dear life.  It seemed to take forever for
either of them to come down from their high.
Happy, exhausted, the two lovers embraced
each other, and stayed there, Wendy sitting in his lap, Zack's cock softening
inside her pussy.  It didn't take long before she dozed off in his arms,
snoring softly.  He looked down at the red mass of hair that was tangled and
matted from sweat.  He took stock of the sweaty body he was holding, and
pronounced it lovely.  He sat back in peace, holding his Angel as she slept.

-----

When Wendy awoke, about a half-hour
later, she looked into Zack's eyes, and she began to weep in joy.  He smiled at
her, and she smiled back, tears pouring out of her eyes.  "I never thought
it could feel that good," she said in awe.
Zack kissed away her tears, still holding
her.  His dick was still buried inside her, though it had softened long ago. 
He held onto her gently, not wanting to let this dream end.  When he had
finished drying her face of its salty baptism, he kissed his lovely girl
again.  She moved her lips against his, and they enjoyed a wonderful session of
lip-wrestling.  
Finally, they separated, and Wendy slid,
somewhat reluctantly, off Zack's lap.  She felt his cock slip from inside her,
and she really wished for it to be back where it was.  Looking down at it, she
could see that it was coated with their juices.  Reaching down, she touched it
gently, and it began to stir.
Before Zack could say or do anything at
all, she slipped down, and her tongue flicked over the head of his cock.  Zack
groaned, and she did it again, causing him to groan more.  She licked up and
down his shaft, getting off all of their combined juices.  Zack could not help
himself, and her treatment was getting him quite hard, even after the day they'd
already had.  What was it with this girl?  None of his others had affected him
this way, not even Claudia.
His thoughts were interrupted as he felt
her lips slide over the head of his dick.  Her tongue swirled around the head,
playing across it and sending shivers to every corner of Zack's body.  Her lips
slowly started to move down his prick, taking it in inch by inch.  He felt the
back of her throat, and he felt her gag.  He thought to stop her, but had no
chance to do so.  She moved her tongue around on him as her body adjusted to
the new sensation, and then she took the rest of him down her throat.  She
worked her mouth over his cock, her tongue dancing against the underside.  She
began to move her head back and forth, sucking him for all she was worth.  Zack
was groaning in intense pleasure now.  He couldn't possibly last very long this
way.
When Wendy began to softly fondle his
balls, he knew he was going to lose it.  He tried to grunt out, "Ungh...
com...ing..." but Wendy kept up her motion.  His cum splashed from his
dick, coating the back of her throat, and filling her mouth.  She swallowed it
all, and the movement of her tongue as she swallowed caused him even more
spasms, issuing more cum from his balls.  A little of his cum dribbled out of
the corners of her mouth, but she got most of it.
When Zack's dick had expended its full
load, she used her lips to make sure it was clean as it slipped out of her
mouth.  Then she quickly wiped up the stray drops of jism that had escaped her
mouth, and ushered them back where they had come from.  Zack was reeling from
the experience, but he did feel her move to his side.  She laid her head on his
shoulder, and rubbed her hand across his chest.
"Consider that... a thank you, for
the best day of my life," she said softly.  "Hopefully," she
said, almost to herself, "to be repeated many, many times."
He reached his arm around her, and hugged
her to him.  Nothing more needed to be said, and nothing was.
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The next day, Zack found himself sitting
in the stands of the high school stadium.  He could see Claudia down on the
field, sitting in her chair.  It took him a little longer to find Stephanie,
who waved at him once their eyes connected.  He smiled, but didn't wave back,
for he was surrounded by people who would want to know why he was waving at a
senior, and he didn't really feel like explaining it to them.
He sat somberly.  He was alone here; his
parents had no interest in this ceremony, and he hadn't even asked them to
drive him.  Mrs. Selman had picked him up, since Pam was also graduating.  They'd
ridden together, and they would go home together, but right now, he was sitting
alone.  He hadn't wanted to intrude on the Selman's family time too
much, though both Brian and Mary Selman insisted he was welcome.
Wendy had wanted to sit with him, but now
was not the time to try to explain to her about Claudia and Stephanie. 
His thoughts about Wendy were muddled, and he had serious doubts about going
through with his plans for the junior high girls.  Of course, there was little
he could do about it now, since the disks had been distributed long ago. 
Actually, he was surprised he hadn't received any phone calls.  Had there been
something wrong with his program, or his plan?  These thoughts were useful to
Zack, as they distracted him from the odd feeling of dread he felt.
Soon enough, the ceremonies began, and
Zack could at least focus on words spoken and people moving about.  His mind
still saw Claudia on his parents' bed, though, her fingers pleasuring herself. 
He also saw Stephanie, in her position, smiling at him, waiting for orders.  He
wondered why these thoughts didn't make him happy, but he knew that they most
certainly didn't.
The words of the speakers were dull and
unexciting.  Even the valedictorian hadn't managed anything rousing with her
words.  Zack was getting sleepy, sitting here listening to them drone on and
on.
Finally, however, the program was just
about over, except for the handing out of the diplomas.  Zack watched as his
ladies walked across the stage, and he was proud of them both.  He saw both of
them turn toward him, their eyes sweeping the stands for his face.  He smiled
at each one in turn, and saw them smile back.
Finally, with one last, brief, statement,
the group was proclaimed "the graduated class", and all of the
mortarboards flew into the air.  The stands erupted in cheering, but Zack just
sat there, unsure of what was going on with his own mind.
After people had settled, he made his way
down to the field.  The first one he found was Claudia.  She gave him a
perfunctory hug, but broke it quickly.
"Thanks for coming, Zack.  These are
my parents."
"Mr. and Mrs. Merris, nice to meet
you."
"Claudia, who is this?" her
father wanted to know.
"Daddy!  I've been going over to
Zack's house how often, and you want to know who he is?"
"Oh, that Zack.  Well, young
man, thank you for helping my daughter through her last year of high school."
"The help was mutual, sir, and it
was also my pleasure."
The conversation droned as badly as the
speeches had, but it was mercifully brief, before they moved off to go to
another celebratory meal.
Zack had seen Stephanie waiting while he
had spoken with the Merrises.  Now that he was free, she moved quickly over to
him, and gave him a ferocious hug.  This, he enjoyed immensely.
"I wish I could do more than this,"
she whispered, giving him a discreet kiss on the cheek.  "But my parents
would never understand."  Taking his hand, she pulled him along, "C'mon,
you can meet Mom and Dad."
Zack was tugged over to her parents.  He
wasn't looking forward to whatever Stephanie might say to them about him.
"Mom, Dad, this is Zack.  He's my
sweetie."  She put her arm around him and squeezed, and Zack turned pale. 
He hadn't thought to give any instructions to either of the girls about how to
act around their parents with him, but, this...
"Isn't he a little young for you,
Stephanie?"
"Oh, Mom, really!  You'd
think it was the Dark Ages!"  Zack was shocked at Stephanie's behavior, to
say the least.  He knew she was fully under his control, but this was a bit
much to believe.
"What grade are you in, young man?"
her father wanted to know.
"I'm graduating from tenth grade,
sir."  Zack looked around, and noticed the stands were emptying.  He saw
Brian still chatting with his sister; they were obviously waiting for him.
"Hmm.  Do you intend to continue
seeing my daughter, even though she's no longer a high school student?"
Zack took another quick look around. 
There wasn't anyone in hearing range.  "Yes, sir, I do.  Can I show you
why?"
"Please do," her father said
tritely, her mother nodding.  Zack pulled out his new PDA, and hoped like hell
this script worked.  He tapped a couple of keys, and turned it toward them.
"I just want to show you what I
think of your daughter."  Zack pressed the execute key.
Zack really hoped being among the extra
noises wouldn't hurt the program.  He held Stephanie to his side, so she couldn't
see the screen.  Her parents looked down at it, and the initial flash entranced
them almost immediately.  Zack had made sure to reprogram the PDA with his own
version of Program Alpha-Omega; he was taking no chances about what commands
Adam might have thrown into the program as little 'extras'.
"Zack, what's happening?" 
Stephanie whispered in his ear about halfway through the program.
He whispered back, "I'm just making
sure your parents don't object to you seeing me, that's all."
"Oh," she said with a smile. 
Her hand came up to gently turn his head, and they kissed.  Zack had to
struggle to keep his hand steady with the PDA, but he did, as their tongues
dueled for a minute or two.
When they broke the kiss, she said, "Thank
you, Master."
"No problem, Steph."  He
continued to hold her as the program finished up.  When it did, both parents
gave the familiar triple-shrug gesture.
Mr. Bromwell took a few seconds to return
to the real world, but then he smiled at seeing how Zack was holding his
daughter so closely.  "Well, Zack, I'm glad Stephanie has someone like
you.  You just take good care of her, do you understand?"
Zack had programmed them to at least act
like they would take him to task concerning their daughter, and he kept up the
charade, just in case anyone was watching.  "Oh, yes sir.  I will."
"Good.  Now, unfortunately, we're
going to have to excuse ourselves, as Stephanie has a family dinner to go to."
"Can't Zack come with us, Daddy?"
Stephanie immediately asked.
Zack thought Mr. Bromwell would probably
agree to that, but Zack was in no mood to face an entire family like that.  "That's
okay, Steph.  It's a family thing, and I wouldn't want to intrude.  We'll see
each other over the summer, right?"
"You bet," she confirmed,
giving him a quick kiss.  "I'm going to college here, so I'll be around."
"Okay.  See you later."  He
gave her a hug, which she enthusiastically returned.  Then he released her, and
she walked away.
Zack walked over to the Selmans, who had
been waiting patiently.
"Congrats, Pam," he said, and
he gave her a hug.  She blushed, but thanked him.  When he broke the hug, he
found Wendy at his side.  Looking into her eyes, and then glancing at her
mother, he said, "You doing okay, kiddo?"
Wendy, knowing what he was doing, smiled
somewhat wanly at him.  "I guess."
This got her the desired result.  Zack
gave her a strong hug.  She hugged back, and whispered in his ear, "I
still want you."
Zack smiled, and as he leaned back he
very quickly kissed her cheek.  His smile told her all she needed to know about
how he felt about her, and their hug lasted much longer than necessary.  When
he turned to face Mrs. Selman, he stepped behind Wendy, so he could keep his
hands on her shoulders.  It wasn't what he wanted to do, but it was
contact, at least.
"So, I guess you guys are going out
to eat, too, huh?" Zack asked.
"We were thinking about it, yes,"
Mary Selman answered.  "But I want you to come with us."
"Sure!  Thanks."
"You're almost a part of the family,
Zack," Mary said, her eyes carrying meanings he wasn't sure about.  They
headed off for the cars, and Zack made sure to get in the back of the car, to
sit with Wendy.  Zack was still not entirely sure of Mrs. Selman's programming,
so they had to be discreet, but they did hold hands on the way to lunch.
Here's something, at least, to be
happy about, Zack thought to himself.
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Zack got up the next morning and stumbled
tiredly into the shower.  He'd finished up some small projects with the PDA and
had gone to bed a little later than intended, but a good hot shower woke him
up.  He realized he'd have to take the bus to school, which wasn't too much of
a problem; he'd gotten ready in time.  As he opened the door to head for the
bus stop, he found Stephanie's car parked at the curb.  She waved at him and
smiled.
Zack smiled at her before turning and
locking the door.  He hurried down the drive and got in the passenger side. 
She delivered a welcome and warming good-morning kiss before he could say
anything at all.  He kissed her for several minutes, since he now had extra
time.  Finally, he had to break the lip lock, before he ripped off her clothes
and screwed her in the car.
"Good morning, Steph," he said,
a little breathless.  She giggled.  "How come you didn't let me know you
were coming?"
"Well, actually, I wasn't going to,
because I'm supposed to be working, but my job doesn't start for two more
days.  I'm afraid you'll have to ride the bus on Wednesday and Thursday,
though."  She looked at him, a little concern in her eyes.  "Unless
you want me to quit my job..."
"No, Steph.  I'm not going to do
that to you.  I like you."  She smiled, starting with her eyes, and then
she leaned in and gave him another quick kiss.  After that, they were on their
way to school.

-----

Zack's school day was routine, if a
little stressful.  They were starting the prep for finals in a couple days, and
most of the class was worried.  Zack, of course, knew that he would ace his
exams, and took things far more coolly than the rest.  Teachers noticed this,
and one of them even chose to comment on it.
"You don't seem nervous," Miss
Pinches said to him.
"I'm not," he answered
truthfully.
"And just why is that?" she
said, just loud enough for those around them to hear her.
"I've already studied the material. 
I'm confident I know it."
She smiled broadly at him, and his cock
lurched.  "Good for you, Zack."  She patted him gently on the
shoulder as she continued down the row.  He had to get his dick to calm down
before he could continue with the review paper she'd given them to work on.

-----

After Miss Pinches' class was lunch, and
Zack didn't look forward to lunch, really.  It had been great when Claudia and
Steph had been there waiting for him, but now it was just lunch.
Maybe Larissa will sit with me today.
When he got to his usual spot, Larissa
did come over, but she didn't sit down.
"We still on for tonight, Zack?"
"You bet.  Say around seven?"
"Great.  Thanks."  She breezed
off, just as Brian sat down across from Zack.
"Hey," he said.
"Hey.  Ready for finals?"
"Are you kidding me?  This week is
fucking hell!"
"Well, yeah, Bri," Zack said
very quietly, "it is hard to study if you keep fucking."
Brian nearly choked on his lunch, and
Zack smirked.  It took Brian a few moments to manage a swallow to clear his
throat.  "Shit, Zack!  Don't do that while I'm eating!"  He laughed.
"Sorry, man," Zack said with a
chuckle.
"That reminds me.  I sorta had to
cover for you last night."
"Oh?"
"My mom asked what was up between
you and Wendy."
"And you said?"
"What the hell was I supposed
to say, Zack?"
"You told her we were-"
"No, no way!  I just told her it
looked like you two were hooking up, is all."
"What did she say to that?"
"She kind of smiled and said, 'Well,
that's nice.'"
"At least it looks like her
programming works."
"Yeah.  She hasn't said a word about
Bonnie or Pam and me."
"Pam decided what she's going to do
yet?"
"Nah.  She's thinking about just
becoming a secretary.  She was never big into school, and now... well, she says
she doesn't want to be too far from her brother."  Brian gave Zack a big
grin, and Zack returned his own smile.
"That's cool.  Glad things are
settling out for you guys."
"Everyone except Mom."
"She still gets depressed?" 
Brian nodded as he chewed another bite of food.  "Shit.  I don't know
enough psychology to deal with that, Bri."
"Well, there's always the obvious..." 
Brian said with a daring look on his face.
"Brian!" Zack hissed.
"All I know for sure, Zack, is she
likes you."
"We'll see."

-----

Larissa arrived promptly at seven, and
Zack led her back to his bedroom.  He closed the door tightly.  With his mother
and father under control, he knew they wouldn't object no matter what he did,
but he didn't want an audience.  Larissa was far too nervous about her
schoolwork to know or care.
When he turned around, he could see she
was fidgeting badly.  She faced him and said, "Zack, I'm not getting this
shit, it just isn't coming to me, and if I fail this test, I'm - "
Her voice stopped because Zack had
stepped forward and kissed her full on the mouth, his tongue slipping between
her lips, caressing her own tongue.  She gave no resistance at all, but quickly
embraced him, her body warming to the exercise  His hands caressed her back,
slowly pulling her T-shirt out of her jeans.  Once he'd managed to pull it
loose, his hands caressed the skin of her lower back, working their way up,
pulling her shirt with them.
When he reached her bra, he unclasped it,
and then he broke their kiss.  She knew what he wanted, and she raised her
arms.  He lifted the shirt off her, throwing it to the floor, and then he did
the same with the bra.  He looked at her glorious tits, her large, pale areolas
surrounding proportionately large, erect nipples.  He tweaked one with his
thumb, and Larissa groaned.
Leaning over, Zack took her other nipple
into his mouth, sucking on it and letting his tongue rub against it
repeatedly.  Larissa was moaning now, fully into the act.  Zack's one free hand
strayed down to undo her jeans.  It took him a while, but that was okay with
both of them.  Finally, the button and zipper were undone, and he pushed
against the denim.  Larissa used her hands to wrangle the tight pants off her
hips.  Finally, they fell to the floor.  She held on to Zack as she kicked off
her sneakers and used her feet to pull off her jeans.  Her socks had gone with
the jeans, and all she had on now were panties.
Zack left those on her as he quickly
removed his own shirt and sweats.  He hadn't been wearing shoes or socks, as he
knew what they'd be doing.  His briefs were tented by his hard cock, and he saw
Larissa's eyes focus on it.  He pulled his briefs away and down, and now his
prick was standing out straight, hard and ready.  He saw Larissa lick her lips.
Moving into her, he said, "You want
that, don't you?"
Larissa merely nodded, chewing her lower
lip in anticipation.
"Ask me for it."
"Fuck me, Zack.  Please, slide that
hard cock into me!"  Larissa couldn't believe she was talking this way,
but she was so horny right now that it didn't matter.  She had to have
him.  Zack was a bit surprised he'd got her to give in so easily, but that wasn't
going to stop him now.  He reached down and pushed her panties off her hips. 
As they slid to the floor, he backed her up to the bed.  She lay down,
spreading her legs to make it easy for him.
Zack climbed onto the bed, moving up so
that his cock was about to press against her pussy lips.  He reached down and
fondled her tit, and Larissa moaned.  She was more than ready for him, and he
could see it.  He pressed the head of his dick against her, and she mewled at
the feel of his prick sliding into her.
"Oh, yes, god yes, fuck me!"
she cried.  Zack continued to slowly push his way inside her, letting her
adjust to him.  Finally, he was buried within her, and he paused for a moment. 
He leaned down and kissed her, hard, and she responded.  Her legs wrapped
around him, and her arms slipped tightly around his neck.  He couldn't get her
to let go, but that was okay.  He began moving inside her, slowly at first, but
when she relaxed enough to let him move, he started to ram into her with all he
had.
Larissa was groaning constantly now, her
mind reeling from the wonderful sensations.  Zack was slamming his cock into
her cunt over and over, and her hips swiveled up to meet his every move.  The
two rutted like wild animals, and their sounds were no tamer.
They were both going to reach their peak
quickly, and Zack was ready.  He slammed into her a few more times and then
froze as his body climaxed.  The first shot of his orgasm sent Larissa reeling,
her own orgasm overtaking her limbs and causing her to thrash beneath her
lover.  For some time, the two writhed together on the bed, before they finally
came down from their peaks.  Zack rolled to the side, taking her with him so
that his cock remained buried inside her, though he was growing soft now.  They
kissed tenderly, after the passion they had shared.

-----

Two hours later, the couple had shared
every position they could think of for what Larissa called 'normal sex'.  He
had not taken her ass; she was nervous about that, and he had no need to push.
"God, Zack, this was great, and I
feel a lot better... but I'm still worried about that final."
"No worries, Sweetie," he said,
caressing her ass as they lay together on the bed.  "There's a trick for
that."
"I'm not going to cheat, Zack,"
she said, a little hurt that he'd suggest it.
"No, not cheating.  Here." 
Zack got up off the bed, and first went to his computer.  Then, he considered. 
We need to keep testing the PDA.  Let's make sure this kind of programming
works with it, too.
He grabbed the PDA and put it in the
programmer.  Quickly, he loaded the script, and then the PDA was ready  He
could have typed the script in directly via the PDA's keypad, but he hated
doing that, since it was awkward.  Transferring it from his PC was much easier.
He walked back over to the bed and lay
back down.  Larissa snuggled back up against him, but was curious what he was
doing.
"What you really need to do is
relax.  This will help you do that, okay?"
She nodded at him, and stared at the
screen, waiting for it to do something.  Zack used his thumb to press the
execute button. Several minutes later, she shrugged, and then hugged him
tightly.
"You're right, I feel a lot more
relaxed now... and I can remember the math, too!  Zack, you're a fucking
genius!"  With a coy grin, she added, "And I really do mean a fucking
genius."
For the next half hour, they proved this
yet again.
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Zack awoke the next morning a little
tired, but happy.  His evening with Larissa had been a lot of fun.  He certainly
didn't want her to become any kind of steady girlfriend; he didn't like her
attitude, and he didn't feel like rewriting it with PAO.
It took him a moment to realize he was
not alone in the bed.  There was a soft hand resting on his chest.  He opened
his eyes to find Stephanie gazing at him.  He smiled at her, but wasn't
coherent enough for speech.
Stephanie seemed to understand this.  She
leaned down and kissed him, softly and sweetly.  "Good morning, Zack,"
she said brightly, but not so cheerily as to annoy him.  She'd obviously been
up a while, and he had yet to fully wake up.
"Mom let you in?" he finally
managed to get out.
"Uh-huh.  You don't mind, do you?" 
He could hear a tinge of worry in her voice.
Zack pulled her to him more tightly.  "No,
I don't mind, Steph.  You're a wonderful thing to wake up to."
She beamed her smile at him, and then she
bounded out of the bed in an obscenely enthusiastic manner, to help him up.  "I
made sure to wake you up on time this morning."
"I see that."  He kissed her
again.  "Maybe you'd like to help me take my shower?" he asked,
half-joking.
When she took off her top in response, he
decided it wasn't a bad idea, after all.

-----

Regardless of their play, Stephanie did
manage to get Zack to school on time.  He kissed her softly before getting out
of the car.  She stopped him for just a second.
"You know I can't pick you up
tomorrow."  She actually sounded hurt that she couldn't fulfill this small
job for him.
"I know, Steph.  It's okay.  I'll
manage for a couple days."  He smiled at her, and gave her one more kiss. 
Then he got out of the car and went to class.  Her attentiveness both pleased
him, and worried him.  He knew she was fully under his control, but she was
becoming more and more a servant on her own.
Something to worry about later, I
think.
He headed for his first class of the day.

-----

As Zack headed for his last class of the
day, he wondered if it was really possible to become addicted to sex.  He'd
screwed Larissa for hours last night, and he'd fooled around with Stephanie in
the morning, and yet he was already looking forward to having more fun. 
Yesterday, they'd told him that the ITV people from each school were attending
a meeting today during seventh hour.  Since Zack was Thorndyke's ITV person, he
was supposed to attend.  Luckily, they were holding the meeting in the
Thorndyke teacher's lounge, so he didn't have to find a way to get there.
The part of this meeting that had Zack
excited was not the meeting itself; meetings were universally dull.  On the
other hand, at this meeting would be one Pat Barron, a hot teacher from one of
the other schools and Zack's personal stripper.  He hadn't messed with her in a
couple weeks, but that didn't mean she wouldn't be up for more fun with a
little 'encouragement'.
As he walked into the teacher's lounge -
a place he'd never been before - he saw Pat sitting at the crowded end of the
table.  He decided to sit at the other end, near the door.  He wasn't part of
the teachers' clique, and he didn't fit in here, but oh well.
When Pat saw him, she blushed ever so
slightly, but she did at least nod to him to acknowledge his presence.  He
smiled at her, but then set about using his PDA.  He was sure everyone thought
he was going to take notes, but what he was really doing was writing a script
for Pat for after the meeting.

-----

The meeting was as boring as Zack
expected it to be.  The idea was to get suggestions for making the system
function more effectively as a unit, but with everyone in the different schools
more concerned about their own workload than the system, the only person in the
room who was interested, really, in making the system more widely used was
Zack, and his motives weren't exactly pure, either.  Ultimately, nothing came
from the meeting, except to waste half of his period.  That didn't give him as
much time as he'd have liked, but he'd manage.
As the teachers were filing out, he
noticed that Pat seemed to be hanging back.  He had his PDA sitting on the
table, ready for her, but he was curious if she was trying to talk to him in
private.
Finally, she stood up, as the last of the
other teachers was just about out the door.  She'd been fussing with her
paperwork to cover her lag, but it was clear to Zack that she was stalling.  He
stayed where he was, waiting for her to come to him, which she did.  She leaned
down to him, her hands resting on the table.  Her long, light-brown hair
tumbled off her shoulders.  She was smiling, but also worried.
"Hey, Zack," she said.
"Hey, yourself, Ms. Barron."
"Zack, what happened a couple weeks
ago... you haven't told anyone, have you?  I could get in a lot of trouble for
what I did in front of that camera."
"I have no interest in getting you
in trouble," he answered.
"Thank you," she said with a
sigh.  "I don't know what came over me, but... I'm glad you were mature
about it."
He smiled at her, just to make her feel
better.  "Thanks.  I try to be.  Say, you seen the new class of PDA's they
have out now?"
"No, what's special about them?"
"Take a look."  As he scooted
it over, he pressed the execute button, and turned away.  He heard her inhale
sharply, and then he took the opportunity, careful not to glance at the screen,
to look at her.  It was bad enough that he had to expose himself to the sound
this way.  It was something they hadn't considered; how to avoid getting
programmed yourself.  That's when Zack realized it was silly.  He'd written an
access code into his own brain.  This program didn't have that code, and so it
could not affect him at all.  He sighed at his own stupidity, and then he
turned his attention to Pat Barron.
She was definitely a babe.  He risked
touching her during the programming, to run his hand along her ass.  She
shivered at his touch, but he noticed that her eyes never wavered from the
screen.  He kept his hand where it was throughout the remainder of the script.
Finally, the program ended, and Pat
shrugged, as usual for subjects of PAO.  It only took a second for her to
notice his hand on her ass, and she turned her eyes to him, and smiled.
"We can't do that in here, baby,"
she whispered.  "Someone might see.  Is there anyplace we could be alone
together?"
"I have just the place," Zack
answered.  It was, in fact, the perfect cover.  He would take her to the media
room.  If anyone questioned them while coming or going, they could simply say
that he was going to show her something about the system.  He turned off his
PDA and put it back in its pouch.  Then he stood up.  Before leaving the room,
he pressed Pat up against the wall, and kissed her.  She was startled for a
second, but then responded with increasing passion.
When he broke their kiss, she said, "Baby,
we..."
"...shouldn't do this here, I know. 
I just couldn't wait."  He led her out of the teachers' lounge and down
the hall.  They weren't even seen as they entered the media lab.  Zack locked
the door, and then turned to his partner.
Pat was already trying to keep her hands
from undoing the buttons on her blouse.  When it was clear that Zack thought it
was okay to undress, she started undoing them quickly.  Zack pulled his own
T-shirt off, and then watched her finish removing her blouse.  Her bra went
next, and he once again had a view of those gorgeous tits.  Her small, dark
areolas were begging to be sucked on, and so he stepped to her, and bent over,
taking one of her nipples into his mouth.  Pat murmured at the feel of his lips
against her skin.  His one hand found her other tit, pulling and pinching the
nipple, while his other hand caressed her lower back, pulling her more tightly
against him.
Pat was in heaven, and she hadn't even
removed her pants yet.  Zack continued to suck on her nipples, switching
between them, for a few minutes while his hand slipped down onto her ass. 
After a while, his other hand dropped from her breast, and started to undo her
pants.  His tongue continued to work at her nipples, though, and Pat was lost
in the pleasure of the moment.
Finally, when he'd gotten her pants
undone, he released her tit from his mouth, and then used his hands to pull her
pants down.  Her panties were next, and now he had another good look at her
fur-covered pussy.  He could see her moisture on her panties as he pulled them
off her legs, and so he knew she was ready.
Standing up and pulling her to him, he
slipped his hand between her legs.  His fingers found her opening, and he
slipped two in, stroking into her with quick, but long, strokes.  Pat reacted
immediately, her body squirming against him, her murmurs becoming moans.  She
bit on one finger to keep from crying out.
"Do you want it?" he asked.
"Oh, god yes!" she said in a
whisper.
Zack pushed her back against the work
table.  Since all the ITV's were actually out at the moment, it was empty.  He
pushed her onto the table, and she lay back, her legs spread, her pussy waiting
right at the edge for his hard cock.
Zack unfastened his jeans, and pushed
them with his briefs down off his hips.  He shuffled forward until the head of
his prick touched her cunt lips.
"Mmm," she mewled.
Zack pressed in slowly, feeling every
inch of her twat gripping his shaft.  He continued to slide in, using his
weight and his hands to help him impale her on his dick.  Finally, he was
buried inside her, his cock surrounded by the warm glove of her pussy.  He
paused for only a moment before sliding back out, almost as slowly as going
in.  He pulled out until it was only the head of his dick inside her, and then
he slid back in.  He kept his pace slow and smooth, working to arouse her
further.
Zack's hands moved from her hips back up
to her tits, fondling the flesh there.  His thumbs tweaked her nipples, causing
her to sigh and moan in joy.  He enjoyed watching her face contort with the
pleasure she was feeling.  Her hips began to pivot up at him, trying to pull
him further inside her.  He increased his thrusts then, knowing she was ready
for a more forceful screwing.
He could sense the shudders running along
her body, and he knew she was building up to her orgasm.  He leaned over her,
and her mouth accepted his, her tongue thrusting its way into his mouth.  They
continued to fuck like that, their kiss absorbing their moans and cries.  Pat
came first, shuddering out her climax and screaming into Zack's mouth.  As her
cunt rippled along his dick, he couldn't hold back any longer, and he let loose
the torrent of cum that had been building in his balls.  Feeling it splash into
her sent Pat even higher, and her screams redoubled.  Zack held onto her,
enjoying the ride, even after he'd come down from his own climax.
Finally, when she settled, he pulled out
of her, and dropped himself into a nearby chair.  He was a little tired now,
but it was still good sex.  Pat lay with her legs splayed open for a few more
minutes, before she finally came to her senses.  She sat up on the table, and a
look of mild regret crossed her face.
"What would my husband think if he'd
seen this?" she said to herself, but out loud.
Zack hadn't paid any attention to whether
she was wearing a ring.  In truth, at the time he'd made her strip for him, he
hadn't cared.  He wasn't overly concerned with it now, though it did trouble
him a little.
"Still," she said, interrupting
his thoughts, "it was damn good for me.  Better than Roy's been in a
while, anyway.  Is there any chance we could do this again sometime?"
Probably not, was the thought that
ran through Zack's mind.  Instead, he said, "Well, maybe... but in order
to be sure of it, maybe you could... hmmm... clean me off?"  He motioned
to his still-wet dick.
Pat looked at it for only a second before
it registered exactly what he wanted, and she smiled at him.  She hadn't blown
Roy since they'd gotten married, but she still remembered how... there were
other men that Roy didn't know about, either, and her only worry about Zack was
that he could get her in a lot of trouble.  Still, she really had no choice in
the matter, and she was soon on her knees, with her lips wrapped around his
dick.
Zack enjoyed this, and it wasn't long
before she brought him to a second, smaller, orgasm.  She sucked all of this up,
keeping him clean, and then she let him slip from her mouth.  She crawled into
his lap and they cuddled for a few minutes, but they didn't do more than that.
When the bell rang, Pat got up and got
dressed.  Zack pulled up his pants, and found his shirt.  When they were
finally dressed, she came to him and gave him another deep kiss.  When she let
him go, she moved over to the desk and wrote something on a slip of paper.  She
handed it to him and said, "Call me."  Then she unlocked the door and
left.
He noticed that the phone number in
question went to a cell phone; he was sure her husband would never answer it.  Damn.

-----

Stephanie had been waiting to take Zack
home, and he'd had to beg off on fun and games.  He was simply too tired to
try.  She stayed with him, anyway, and they did snuggle, and she helped him do
his laundry.  Usually his mother would take care of that, especially after the
program, but he knew she just wanted something to do, so he let her take care
of it.
When she came back in, his laundry folded
neatly, she set it on the dresser and then lay back down on the bed, where he
was doing homework.  He rolled over to look at her, facing away from the math
problems he was still stuck doing, even two days before finals.  He studied her
face, looked into her beautiful brown eyes, and her actions made him wonder
something.
"Steph, is everything okay at home?"
Her face changed slightly, to what, he
wasn't sure, but, it steadied on a slight frown.  "As well as they ever
are."
"What do you mean?"
"I can't tell you about it.  I'm not
supposed to, and you'll think I'm horrid."
"No, I won't."
She looked him in the eyes, and she saw
that he really did want to know.  She could almost convince herself that he
cared for her.  But...
She turned away.  "No, you will. 
Everyone does."
Zack was now very curious.  Whatever it
was, it was really bad.  He wanted to know.  He felt he deserved to know.  If
nothing else, he smirked to himself, as her master, I should know
everything about her.  His thought gave him the idea.
"Stephanie, assume the position." 
He'd freed her from the need to be in this position all the time with him, but
she still remembered it well.  She quickly scrambled off the bed and knelt at
the foot of it, her hands behind her head, her knees spread wide.  He slid
himself to the end of the bed, looking down at her.  She was still as sexy as
ever in that pose.
"You understand what this position
means, right?" he said, his voice a little harder than it had been.
"Yes."
"Good.  Now, as someone under my
control, I am ordering you to tell me what's going on at home."
For the next ten minutes, Stephanie
related her home life to Zack.  After about two minutes, he slipped to the
floor in front of her, kneeling with her.  There were tears rolling down her
cheeks, and he took her arms from behind her head so that he could hold her
hands.  Zack knew that shit happened to people, but he'd never met anyone who
had been so mentally and sexually abused as Stephanie had been.  Her father had
been raping her since the age of twelve, and she'd come to hate men because of
it.
"I'm so sorry, Zack, that I let that
spill over onto you.  When we first..."  He hushed her with a soft kiss,
and he pulled her against him.  They sat on the floor together, with her crying
and him trying not to shake in rage at that prick who he'd been so nice
to a couple days before.
They sat together for over a half-hour,
not talking, and barely moving.  Finally, she looked up at him, her face
stained with tears, and she said, "You're not getting your homework done
this way."
"You're more important than my
homework."  She smiled warmly at him, and then kissed him.  There was
nothing sexual in their contact, but there was something very emotional about
it.
Finally, he said, "Your father still
does that shit?"  She nodded at him.  He thought for a while.  "How
long before you can move into the dorms at school?"
"At least another week before they
open, why?"
"'Cause I'm not letting you go back
there."
"Where will I stay?"
"For tonight, you can stay right
here.  I'll think of something better tomorrow."  She hugged him tightly,
and there were tears in her eyes again, but of a different type.
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The next day, Stephanie left too early to
take Zack to school.  She did wake him up, however, with a very nice blowjob. 
Zack thanked her before he padded off to his shower, and she headed to work. 
Luckily, she had her uniform in her car, so she didn't have to go home.  He'd
talked to her about what to do, and she said she'd get her clothes and
important things from home at lunch, while her dad would be at work.
Zack thought he knew where she could stay
for a while, but he'd have to make sure before telling her about it.  He wouldn't
have minded letting her stay with him for the week, but other things were sure
to come up, and he honestly didn't want her to get involved with them.  He
thought she'd be happier where he had in mind.
At lunch, he sat down just as Brian was
arriving.  He looked a little frazzled, but otherwise okay.  Finals were a
bitch, and most students were in a half-daze for the entire week.  Zack had
always thought this was kind of a dumb way to be, but that was life.
"Hey, Bri.  You look like shit."
"Thanks a lot.  I hate finals."
"Doesn't everyone?  Look, I hate to
interrupt your misery, but I need a favor."
"What's that?"
"Steph needs a place to stay for
about a week.  I've got a little too much going on at my place... you think she
could borrow Pam's room for a while?"  There was no doubt as to where Pam
would sleep.
"Yeah, I guess so.  I'm sure Mom won't
mind.  What's the deal?"
"I'd rather not get into it, but let's
just say that being at home is... not good for her."
"Gotcha.  Sure, if she just comes by
tonight, I'm sure we can work everything out."
"Thanks, man.  I appreciate it, and
I owe you one."
"Like hell.  I've still got to pay
you back for Pam and Bonnie, remember?"  They both grinned about that, but
said no more in public.  Instead, they returned to their lunches.

-----

When Zack got home, he changed, as
usual.  As he was pulling his shirt on, the phone rang.  He finished getting
his shirt on, and then picked it up.
"Hello?"
"Zack?  It's Claudia.  Can I come
over?  I need to talk to you."  Her voice showed evidence of stress and
upset, so there was no thinking necessary for Zack.
"Of course.  C'mon over."
"Thanks.  I'll be there in a bit."
As he hung up the phone, he wondered what
had her so upset.  He decided against socks and shoes; he wasn't going anywhere
tonight.  Tomorrow was the last day of school and, as confident as he was in
the program, he did want to at least glance over his school books before his
exams.

-----

It was about twenty minutes before
Claudia arrived, and he could see that she was a mix of anxiousness and worry. 
He took her hand as he led her inside, and then took her to his bedroom.  They
sat together on the bed, where they'd done so many other fun things with each
other.
"What's up?" he said when he
could see she wasn't getting started so easily.
"Zack, do you remember just before
Christmas, I told you about that summer intern program?"
Zack thought for a minute, then brought
up the memory.  "Yeah, something about allowing you to work with a
professor in the field for a summer."
"That's the one.  Remember I told
you I couldn't go?"
"Because your parents thought you
needed the summer off, if I remember right?"
"Supposedly.  Well, apparently they
changed their minds.  I've been accepted.  I'm supposed to leave on Saturday!"
She got up from the bed, unable to
contain her nerves any longer.  "Damn them!  Why couldn't they have told
me?  I was looking forward to a nice summer with you!"
Zack was touched that this was her
concern, but he didn't really know what to say.  She paced back and forth in
front of him.
"I mean, I knew we'd have to
separate in the fall, anyway, because of where I'm going to school, but, damn
it, I..."  She finally turned to look at him, and then she slumped back
down on the bed.  "I love you, Zack."
Zack really didn't know what to say to
that.  He'd certainly grown attached to Claudia, but did he love her?  He wasn't
sure anymore.  He'd thought so, a few weeks ago, at least.  What was he
supposed to do in this situation?
Zack did the only thing that came to mind. 
He wrapped his arms around her.  She immediately buried her face in his
shoulder and started crying.  He continued to hold her, rubbing her back and
letting her get it all out.
Meanwhile, he thought the situation over
in his mind.  She was right in thinking they would not remain lovers through
her departure in the fall; he would almost certainly have found someone else,
since he could now get to know a girl's true feelings by using the program. 
So, really, this was about timing, wasn't it?  And if that's all it was, then
there wasn't a load to get worked up about, was there?
Seems like an awfully cold way to look
at it, though, Zack.  
True, but if I don't, am I supposed to
cry my eyes out, like she's doing?
Zack couldn't answer his own question,
and that bothered him, but he decided that playing this cool was more useful to
both of them than breaking down over it.  Besides, he simply couldn't muster
the despair.  Perhaps having so many girlfriends meant that losing one just
didn't hit him that hard, even if she was his first and primary target.
The two of them talked for quite a while,
and Zack tried to calm her down, to get her to see the bright side of her
summer.  She'd be more prepared for college in the fall; she'd be more
desirable to employers; she'd have an interesting experience.  None of this
seemed to matter to her as much as the fact that she was leaving him two months
too early.
"We just have to face it,
Sweetheart," he said, finally.  "You only have two choices: stay, or
go.  I don't want you to miss out on this opportunity over me.  This sort of
thing only comes along once, and you deserve the shot.  We both know that 'us'
wasn't going to last, don't we?"
Tearfully, she nodded.
"Then don't ruin your future for a
few weeks of your present, okay?  I don't like you leaving, either," he
said, not sure he believed it, but he had to say it.  "But I think it
would be the best choice for you to make."
She continued to cry for several more
minutes, but then she calmed down.  Her sobs became sniffles, and he wiped her
face with a tissue to remove the tears.  She smiled at him, and kissed him.
After a little more talk, and some
snuggling, she had to go.  She promised to come by to see him Friday night, for
one last night together before she had to go.  He was looking forward to it,
since she was still one hot babe.
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Zack did not breeze through his last day
of school.  No matter how well you know the material, you do not breeze through
a day of exams.  He did, however, feel confident that he did quite well on
them.  He was not a walking zombie like a good portion of the other students,
and he was satisfied that he was giving it his best effort.  Granted, it was a
PAO-enhanced effort, but that was just fine with him.
It irked him a little bit that some
students were already out.  Not everyone had a seventh-hour class, and those
that didn't got to begin their summer vacation an hour early.  However, it was
very clearly stated that any of those kids that hung around the school to taunt
the others would have the police called on them, and so they departed very
quickly.
Zack's seventh hour was, of course, a
joke.  He did have to collect the three ITV units from their classrooms, but
then he was done.  Mr. DeVain had made it clear that he could do pretty much
whatever he liked after that, but he doubted the principal had in mind what
Zack was planning.  His first two pick-ups were simple enough; he went in,
collected the equipment, and then took it down to the media lab.  With those
two collected, he went to get the third and final unit.
This last unit was in the classroom of
Miss Kate Pinches.  Zack finally had an excuse to be in her classroom after
hours.  Miss Pinches did not teach a seventh-hour class, and he was sure he'd
find her either grading exams or cleaning up.  He knocked on the door, waited a
second, and then opened it.
"Miss Pinches?" he said, his
voice suddenly tight.  He wasn't worried about his program, but this was
fantasy time.
"Oh, hi, Zack.  C'mon in.  What're
you doing wandering around the halls?"
"I came to get your ITV unit."
"That's right, I forgot you were in
charge of that.  Well, you know more about moving it than I do, be my guest."
Zack walked in and very carefully locked
the door.  He didn't want her to hear it click.  She didn't seem to notice, and
so he moved over to the ITV system.  Miss Pinches was sitting at her desk going
over exams, from the looks of it.  He had thought about how to do this, and
since she was sitting where he expected her to be, he could go with his
simplest ploy.
Pulling out his PDA, he turned it on and
picked the appropriate script from the several he had installed.  She ignored
him, assuming that whatever he was doing was something next to sorcery in her
mind.  He waited the brief second it took for the PDA to load and ready the
script.  Finally, receiving a 'ready' indication, Zack took a deep breath.
"Miss Pinches?" he asked, still
with his back to her,  "Does this belong to you?"
As he turned, he could see her head had
come up at his question, as he'd planned.  As he turned, his finger was on the
execute button.  As soon as he was far enough around that she could see the
screen, he punched it.
"No, I've nev..." her voice
trailed off as her mind was suddenly absorbed by Program Alpha-Omega.
Zack wondered if moving the device would
have an ill effect.  Slowly, he moved it toward her.  He watched as her eyes
followed it.  He set it down on top of the paper she had been grading.  Her
eyes remained fixed on the display.  This was a useful piece of information
that he'd not really had before.  He couldn't resist, and he stroked her brown
hair as she watched the program.  He felt her shiver, as Pat had, but she made
no other reaction.  He really hoped this worked.
A few minutes later, and the triple-shrug
indicated that it had.  The device turned itself off, and Zack held his
breath.  Miss Pinches continued to look down at the device for some seconds.
"Zack?"
"Yes, Miss Pinches?" his voice
had caught, and he cursed himself for it.
"Is the door locked?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Call me Kate."
Before he could respond to that, she had
swiveled in her chair and lunged at him.  Her move had been calculated, and it
took them both to the floor.  He was too startled to do much except wonder what
had gone wrong.  When her mouth attacked his, he realized that something had
gone very, very right.
Their lips tangled for several seconds
before her tongue shoved its way into his mouth, not that he gave much
resistance.  Their tongues danced as his hands roved her back.  They literally
rolled on the floor, grasping and pulling at each other.  When Zack's hands
found her ass, she groaned.  He molested her ass through her skirt, slowly
hiking the skirt up with each grope, until he felt the hem of it, and then he
pulled it up to her waist.  His hand felt the silkiness of her panties, and he
rubbed those for quite some time.
Zack noticed that she'd stopped their
rolling about as he fondled her ass cheeks.  He pulled on her panties, and they
came down off her waist without much trouble.  He eased his hands inside the
top of them, pushing them further down, and allowing him access to her bare
ass.  She was moaning constantly now, and he loved the way her tongue caressed
his own as she did.
Finally, she broke their kiss, and sat
up.  She reached down to her hips and started pulling off her panties.  Zack
yanked his T-shirt up and off as he watched her.  She cooed at seeing his bare
chest.  Once her panties were off, she quickly shed her pumps, and then she
straddled his legs.  She wasn't placing any weight on him yet, but he could
feel the heat she was radiating.
Without a word, she began to undo the
buttons on her blouse from the top.  Zack reached out and started at the
bottom.  She smiled at him, an expression full of lust.  When their hands met
in the middle, she took his hands and placed them over her tits.  He squeezed
gently and she moaned lowly.  After a few moments of this, he gripped the
fabric of the blouse and pushed it off her shoulders.  He could see that the
clasp on her bra was in front.  He considered this a blessing, and gingerly
undid this.
As the cups of the bra parted, Zack
caught his breath.  Kate's tits were not the biggest he'd seen, but they fit
her frame perfectly.  Her small, dark areolas excited him, and her nipples were
already stiff, pointing straight out from her tit.  Zack pulled her blouse the
rest of the way out of her skirt, and pushed the garment completely off her
shoulders.  As Kate was getting that off her arms, Zack leaned forward and
softly kissed each of her nipples in turn.  It looked as if an electric shock
had gone through the teacher, and she groaned not-so-softly at the touch of his
lips.
Finally, the blouse and bra were gone,
and she brought her hands to the back of his head, holding him to her breast. 
He lapped and licked at her wonderful skin, enjoying every inch of it.  He
switched to the other breast, and she began to moan, her hips moving against
his body as she grew more aroused.
When he finally came back up for air, he
kissed her, and she pushed him backward, down onto the floor.  She looked at
him with desire in her eyes.  "Do you know how long I've wanted to fuck a
student?" she whispered.  "Just about any student would have done,
but I was so worried about getting caught.  I'm glad it's you, Zack.  I trust
you.  Remember, we can't let anyone know about this."
"Never," he said, craning his
neck up to kiss her.  She responded immediately, but only briefly.  She again
broke their kiss.
"My ass.  Put your hands back on my
ass.  I love feeling them there."  She returned to kissing him before he
could have said anything at all.
God, is she hot! he thought to
himself as he pulled her skirt up to her waist, and then started to fondle her
ass cheeks again.  She moaned again as soon as his hands touched her behind. 
He let one hand stray, looking for the fastener on her skirt.  He finally found
it and loosened it, opening the zipper all the way as well.  She knew what he
wanted, and wiggled herself as his hands moved inside the waistband of her
skirt, shoving it down her legs until it was well past her hips.  Then his
hands returned to her ass.
As they continued to kiss, Kate's hands
moved down to Zack's waist.  He wondered what she was doing until he felt his
belt being undone.  His mind reeled at the thought of this beautiful woman
about to expose his manhood.  He was as hard as he could ever remember being. 
She worked feverishly to get his pants undone, and yet kept up the action of
her tongue in his mouth.  She was apparently very good at sex.
Finally, with his pants undone, she had
to break their kiss.  She pushed herself back upright, and his eyes roved over
her tits as she moved.  She moved off him, working her skirt all the way off
her legs.  Then she returned to his body, first removing his shoes and socks
and then, with his enthusiastic help, his jeans.  She moved up his body, and
took hold of the elastic on his briefs.  She pulled this out, and peeked in.
"Mmmm.  You're nice," she
purred.  Then she pulled the briefs down and away, and his hard cock was
exposed to her eyes.  She hummed at the look of it, all hard, with a drop of
precum oozing at the top.
It was not her eyes that he felt on his
cock next, however, but her fingers.  She lifted his dick so it stood straight
up, and then she licked at the head, clearing off that sticky drop of fluid.  "Mm,"
she said again.  Then, without preamble, she slipped the head of his cock
between her lips, and closed them around it.  Zack felt the suction and the
friction and he groaned out loud.  He knew there was no way he could last very
long with this kind of treatment.
Kate's lips slipped all the way down his
cock, until he was buried in her mouth.  She continued to suck, and he wondered
how the hell she did that.  It felt incredible, and he knew he was mere moments
from coming.  He grunted to try to tell her this, but he couldn't make words
anymore.
Kate understood, though, and she backed
off him a bit.  Then she started to bob on his cock, sending wave after wave of
pleasurable tingles throughout his body.  In mere seconds, he'd lost control,
shooting hot white gobs of cum down her throat.  Kate kept sucking, and
swallowed every last drop of his spunk.
She continued to work him over, too,
working to get him hard again.  Meanwhile, his hand strayed between her legs,
and he began to stroke her pussy lips.  She groaned on his cock, and that began
to rouse him.  As his fingers continued to dance, she hummed and moaned on his
pole, which soon grew back to its full hardness and size.
Once she had him hard again, she moved
her cunt away from his hand.  Straddling him now, she said, "I loved what
your fingers were doing to me, but I'm going to love this..." she paused
as she pushed herself down onto the head of his cock, and then began to slip
further and further onto him.  "...oh, so much more."
Zack reached up and fondled her breasts
as she slipped onto his dick.  She was groaning out loud now, unable to control
her passions.  Once he was fully inside her, she began to rock her hips back
and forth, moving on him in a most exciting way.  She was panting and groaning,
and Zack was fighting the urge to slam up into her as hard as he could.
His hips began moving, and she loved
that.  She began to groan and cry out.  Finally, Zack had enough.  He reached
up, pulling her down to him, and rolled them.  He was on top, now, and he
started slamming into her cunt full force.
"Oh, fuck, yes, Zack!  Goddamn,
screw me!"  Kate was fully aroused, and she was loving the fucking she was
getting.
Zack thrust as hard and as fast as he
could manage.  He couldn't possibly keep this up for very long, but he didn't
have to.  In mere moments, Kate's body began to spasm, writhing and thrashing
beneath him.  She was in the most pleasurable agony imaginable, and he loved
watching her beneath him.
When she finally came down, he didn't
start to move inside her again, wanting to see if she would need to take a
breather.  Her cunt squeezed at him a few more times, but then she asked him to
roll off her.
He did, reluctantly, but she looked like
she was still hot for him.  "I want you to do me a favor, Baby," she
said, standing up.
"Name it," he said.
She bent over her work table, which was
not cluttered with exams like her desk, and looked back at him.  "Fuck my
ass, please."  She brought her hands back and pulled her cheeks apart,
making damn sure he understood what she wanted.
Zack stumbled to his feet.  He hadn't had
this request before.  The idea was certainly tempting...
"Are you sure?"
"God, yes!  I love having my ass
reamed!  But I haven't found anyone who's any good at it in a long, long time. 
Please, Zack?"
He nodded, and moved behind her.  He
slipped into her cunt again, to make sure he was well-lubed for this.  By the
time he pulled out, she was already groaning in pleasure.
He pressed the head of his dick against
her rosebud, and she moaned loudly.  He pressed forward gently, but
persistently.  Soon, her ass loosened, and the head of his cock slipped in.  He
continued to press forward tenderly, so as not to cause her more discomfort
than necessary.
"Oh, yeah, Baby, that's it.  Nice
and slow.  Let me relax for you.  Yeah, that's wonderful, Sugar."  Zack
had never heard her talk like this before.  Then again, he'd never had his dick
being buried up her ass, before, either, so it was probably par for the course.
Eventually, he was fully inside her.  He
leaned over her, and began to caress her tits again.  He kissed the nape of her
neck, and she moaned.  His hips made very slight movements, helping to loosen
her for the coming onslaught.
When she felt she was ready, she said, "Okay,
Baby, but go slowly, please."
Zack did, sliding out of her at what
seemed like a snail's pace after the pounding he'd given her pussy.  When it was
just the head of his dick inside her, he slipped back in.  It was much easier
going this time, but she was still tight.  The feel of her was incredible.  He'd
never imagined it like this.
In and out he went, slowly increasing the
tempo as her mewls and groans indicated she was ready for more.  Soon, he had a
good rhythm going, and she was crying out beneath him, lost in her world of
pleasure.
He could feel his own climax building in
his balls, and he knew it was going to be a big one.  He revved up the pace
just a little more, and it was all that Kate could take.  She cried out, her
body wracked with tremors and wriggling in ecstasy.  Her ass contracted tightly
on Zack's dick, and that was the last he could take.  He pushed himself deep
into her and held it there, unloading his cum deep inside her.  It felt as if
he was firing bullets at her, so strong were the contractions in his loins.
For several moments, they writhed
together, before they both came down from their highs.  Zack slowly pulled out
of her ass, careful not to cause her any pain to ruin this wonderful
experience.  When he slipped out of her, she stood up and turned to face him. 
They embraced and kissed warmly, enjoying the moment.
When she stepped back from him, she
looked down at his dick.  "We can't let you get dressed with that all
messy like that."
He didn't know what she meant until she
dropped to her knees.  Before he could stop her, her lips were wrapped around
his dick again.  His stomach almost lurched with the thought of where he had
just been, but she truly seemed to be enjoying herself.  Her ministrations
almost had his cock thinking about hardening again, but he was far too spent
for that to happen.  After a few more moments of cleaning, she let him slip
from her mouth.
"There, all clean.  Now you won't
make a mess in your pants."  She looked down as she felt his cum oozing
out of her stretched ass.  "I'm afraid I won't be that lucky, though." 
She turned to him with an evil look on her face.  "But I loved every
fucking second of it."  She went to him and held him again, but,
thankfully, did not try to kiss him.
"Thank you so much, Zack, for
bringing this fantasy to life.  Too bad you waited until the last day of
school."
Zack's head was a little shaken.  He'd
programmed her with his usual obedience script.  This script also removed her
inhibitions to any sexual activity.  He'd never had the chance to give her any
orders to obey, but damn had she ever done what he'd wanted her to!
"Sorry about that.  It took a while
to get up the nerve."
"I know about that," she
assured him.  "I don't think I'd have ever had the guts to ask you. 
Thanks a lot."  She gave him a soft peck on the cheek, which didn't cause
him any shudders, so he was okay.  "We'd better get out of here, before they
lock us in."
"Yeah," he said, running his
hand along her bare ass.  "Wouldn't that be just a tragedy?"
She stopped moving, savoring his touch.  "Mm. 
Terrible.  What would we do to pass the time?"  The both broke into
giggles at that, and then parted, to get dressed.  Kate thanked him again, and
then told him to have a good summer.  He promised to do so, and expressed his
hope to see her next year.  Then he was out the door.
What a way to end the year!
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The next day, Zack woke up at the
obscenely late hour of nine o'clock.  Well, it was obscenely late for Friday,
anyway.  He got out of bed and went through his usual morning routine.  He kind
of missed Stephanie the last couple of days, but that was okay.  At least she
was safe with the Selmans.  
Zack lounged about for most of the rest
of the day.  He got a call from Claudia, and she wanted to come see him early. 
Zack had considered what to do about her, and her coming over early was a good
thing, so he said sure, come on over.
When she showed up, it was in that blouse
and jeans outfit that she'd first been wearing when he'd taken her.  It was a
hot ensemble, and he loved it.  They kissed at the door, inside the door, and
all the way to his bedroom.
Finally, she said to him, "I still
wish I wasn't losing you, but I really do want to go to this program."
"I know, Baby, and that's okay.  I
want you to relax.  Do you remember how we used to relax?"
"You mean that program you wrote? 
Yeah.  I liked that."
"Let's do it again, okay?"
"Sure."
Zack maneuvered her into his desk chair,
and then double-clicked the appropriate icon.  The sights and sounds assaulted
Claudia, and he could see she was under.  He stepped back, sitting down on the
bed to wait.
What he was doing was de-programming
her.  He was removing all of his controls.  She'd remember it all, though.  He
did leave in two bits of program: she wouldn't be able to tell anyone about the
program, and she would not be able to be programmed by anyone else, ever again,
without her mind's conscious permission.  That is, unless he found a way around
this block, but he wasn't going looking for one.
A few minutes later, she turned to him. 
The triple shrug had been evident, and he feared her reaction.  What was before
him now was the Claudia that had rebuffed him repeatedly, only he'd forced her
into bondage by taking her mind away from her.  Would she kill him?
"Zack... that was... not nice."
"I know."
"How could you do that to me?"
"How could I not?  It was the
only way to get you to notice me."
"Did you really want me so badly
that you needed a slave-me?"
Zack just kind of half-nodded.
"That's sick."
"Easy for you to say, you were the
one in control before."
"Zack, I... I don't think I want to
talk to you anymore."
"I understand that.  Claudia?"
he said, just as she was walking out the door.  She turned, a look of mistrust
and regret on her face.  "I know you won't believe this, but I really do
care for you.  I hope things work out for you at school."
She paused for a long moment.  "Good-bye,
Zack."  She turned and walked for the front door.  He didn't follow her.

-----

When Zack's parents got home that night,
they were surprised to find him so subdued.
"What's the matter, Honey?" his
mother asked him.
"Claudia and I broke up this
afternoon."
"Oh, Sweetheart, I'm so sorry." 
His mother actually meant it.  She'd feared from the start this breakup, but
that didn't make it any easier on her son.  "What happened?"
"She's going off to college early. 
We probably won't ever see each other again."  Not after the way she
left, anyhow...  He hadn't anticipated her reaction.  He couldn't
anticipate her reaction, actually.  He'd expected far worse.  He'd hoped,
perhaps, that she'd still care for him, but that was a dreamer talking.  What
he'd got was less than he deserved for what he'd done to her.
So, what about the others, sport? 
He let that thought slide past him for the moment.  He didn't want to think
about it.
"Well, maybe now would be a good
time for your end-of-year gift, then," his father said.
End of year gift?  What the hell is he
talking about?
"We got you something for doing so
well in school, and for being so good at home this year, too."
They all walked out to the garage, and
his father flipped on the lights.  There sat a new red scooter.  It wasn't
high-class transportation, but it would certainly get him where he needed to
go.  His father handed him the key.
"It's all yours.  We'll keep it
fueled for you, and if it breaks we'll have it fixed.  If you get in an
accident with it, that's the end."
"I understand," he said.  Zack
wasn't a hotdog, anyway.  The metallic red helmet he found really cool.
"Take it for a spin," his
father said.  "Dinner's not for another... half hour," he said,
checking his watch.
Zack hopped on the scooter, and inserted
the key.  Of course, it didn't make an impressive vroom when he started
it, but that wasn't the point.  He accelerated down the driveway, past their
car, and out into the street.  This was a blast.

-----

After supper, Zack decided that he needed
to contact Adam.  He'd said he would call after a week of experimentation with
the PDA's.  Well, he'd not had any problems at all with it so far, so he
figured now was as good a time to call him as any.
The phone rang four times, and then a
voice answered.
"Adamant Computers, Adam's office." 
He realized at that point that he didn't know Adam's last name.  That suddenly
worried him, and it was something he would rectify soon.
"This is Zack Griffin.  I need to
speak with Adam or William, please."
"One moment, please."
The moment was a short one.  Adam picked
up the phone quickly and said, "Zack!  What's going on?"  His voice
seemed to be in a forced cheerfulness.
"Just wanted to report on the PDA's."
"How do they work?"
"I've tried them out on four
different subjects.  They appear to work flawlessly."
"Glad to hear that.  I just wish the
same could be said here."
"What's the problem?"
"I ran into another 'uncontrollable'. 
You think you could give her a try?"
"I suppose... I've got a week before
I go off to my college program."
"We'll all be there on Monday."
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Episode 7: Debugging The Code
 
Zack was zipping down the street on his
new scooter.  He'd been out and about just having fun on it for the last hour. 
Finally, he decided to head on over to Brian's house, to show him his new toy. 
He zoomed around the next corner, and headed off for that part of town.
Zack noticed immediately that Brian's
pickup truck was gone, so Brian was almost certainly not home.  Oh well,
he thought.  I'll show it to Wendy, then.
Zack knocked on the door, and then walked
in, calling out a greeting.  He heard Mrs. Selman call out from the kitchen,
and so he went in that direction.  As he entered the kitchen, he saw Mrs.
Selman sitting at the table.  She looked very dejected as she stared down into
her coffee cup.
"Hi, Mrs. S," Zack said,
slipping into the chair next to her.  She looked up at him and a soft smile
crossed her face.
"Hi, Zack.  If you're looking for
the kids, they're out at different things.  They probably won't be back for
over an hour."
Zack could tell, even with as little
experience as he had in relationships, that she didn't want to be alone.  He
shrugged nonchalantly as he settled into his chair.  "I guess I have you
all to myself, then," he said with a grin.
Mary Selman looked at him oddly for just
a moment, but then the look faded, replaced by the blank look she'd had on her
face before.  She took a sip of her coffee, and Zack leaned forward, his arms
on the table.
"What's the matter?"
She looked at him again, and took a deep
breath.  "It's nothing, really.  I hear you and Wendy are becoming
close."
Zack blushed slightly.  Any closer and
they'll need surgery to separate us.  He nodded, with kind of a sheepish
grin.  "She's a sweet girl."
"She's a lucky girl,"
Mrs. Selman said, and then blushed herself.  "I know you'll take good care
of my daughter."
Zack wasn't quite sure what he was
supposed to say to that.
"No offense, but I kind of thought
you'd go after Bonnie or Pam.  Then again, they seem to have grown very fond of
Brian lately, so you might not have been able to pry them away."
"They didn't interest me,
anyhow," he half-lied.  He wouldn't have given up a roll in the sack with
either of them, but Wendy was more than that.  At least, he hoped she would be
more than that.
"Really?  Wendy is luckier than she
knows.  Zack, you're already like a part of the family.  I'm glad Wendy has
found someone to care for her.  I just wish I could find someone... well,
someone as nice as you are."  Mary suddenly blushed very deeply, and pushed
herself away from the table.  "I have to go for a minute," she said,
her voice heavy.
Zack wasn't sure what was happening as
Mary hurried out of the kitchen.  Her foot stumbled over the loose edge of the
hallway carpet.  She tumbled to the floor, and didn't seem to be getting up
very quickly.  Zack got to his feet and moved to where she was now sitting on
the floor.
As Zack knelt down, he saw the tears
glistening in her eyes.  His heart broke as he watched this wonderful woman,
who had treated him so kindly for so many years, crying in her despair.  He
used his fingers to lightly push her hair back out of her face.  The tears were
still flowing, but she wasn't sobbing, just crying.  Still, Zack thought that
wasn't terribly fair.  She'd done nothing to deserve this kind of hell.
He looked her in the eye, and saw - or at
least thought he saw - a desperate need.  Slowly, he leaned in.  As their lips
touched, his eyes closed.  He felt her arms come around him, pulling him more
tightly to her.  He took a chance, and parted his lips, allowing his tongue to
snake out of his mouth and wriggle along her lips.  She slowly opened her
mouth, allowing his tongue entry.  He wormed his way in, and soon their tongues
were dancing.  Zack brought one hand up, along her side and around to her
back.  He moved that hand farther up until it was gently cupping the back of
her head.
Zack's other hand moved across her
abdomen softly.  He caressed her tenderly, giving her every opportunity to push
him away.  She refused each and every one of those opportunities, and they
continued to kiss.  Finally, Zack slipped his hand upward, gingerly cupping her
breast in his hand.  He felt her moan against his tongue, and he knew that he
definitely wanted this beautiful woman.
Zack slipped his hand off her breast as
he moved himself onto one knee.  Continuing to kiss her, he tenderly pulled her
to her feet, rising with her.  Once they were standing, he pushed her strongly
against the hallway wall, and there they continued their kissing.  Zack's hand returned
to her breast, squeezing slightly and causing her to moan.
Eventually, the pair began to move down
the hallway.  Their movements were awkward and a little uneven, because they
refused to break their kiss.  Finally, after bouncing off the wall a couple of
times, they made their way into her bedroom, and fell together onto the bed.
As Zack got up more courage, his hands
moved in and began to undo the buttons on Mary Selman's blouse.  She knew what
he was doing, and had no intention of stopping him.  When he reached the last
button, he pulled the blouse out of her slacks and pushed it away from her
chest.  His hands returned to her tits, which were now covered in a fairly thin
bra.  She groaned at the feel of his hands.
Mary began to pull at Zack's T-shirt,
freeing it from his jeans and then working it up until it was bunched around
his neck.  At this point, a break in their kissing was mandatory, so they
parted reluctantly.  Mary shucked her blouse, and undid her bra, throwing it
onto the floor with her blouse.  Zack had already freed himself of his shirt,
and admired Mary's wonderful tits, which showed only the slightest hint of
sag.  His one hand reached up, tweaking her nipple as he cupped her breast.
Pushing her gently onto her back, Zack's
lips engaged Mary's free nipple, sucking it into his mouth to allow his tongue
to run over the erect nub.  Mary brought her hand up to run her fingers through
his hair, pulling his head more tightly onto her tit, forcing more of it into
his sucking mouth.  His hand strayed from her other tit, moving down across her
abdomen.  Mary moaned as she felt his fingers dance around her belly button.
When Zack reached her slacks, he deftly
unfastened them.  Sliding his hand into her slacks, he could feel the heat
radiating from between her legs.  It was a wonderful feeling.  He moved his
hand up, and then back down again, this time moving his fingers inside her
panties.  He pushed his hand deep, moving between her thighs.  Mary groaned
loudly as his finger slipped along the side of her already-erect clit.  He felt
her wetness coating his finger as he slipped further down.
Zack's lips continued to work over Mary's
nipples as his finger sought, and found, the opening to her cunt.  He slipped a
finger in, working her over slowly.  Mary was beginning to writhe on the bed,
her hips rolling up to meet his finger.
Suddenly, Mary pushed him away from her. 
He looked at her in shock.  "Enough of this," she muttered.  She
climbed off the bed, and shoved her slacks and panties roughly down her legs. 
Next, she pulled off Zack's shoes and socks.  While she was doing that, he
unfastened his jeans, and pushed them, and his briefs, down off his hips.  He
saw Mary's eyes lingering on his erect cock as she took hold of his clothes and
removed them.
Mary moved back onto the bed, and took
his prick in her soft hand.  She stroked him a couple of times, before she
moved herself around.  When she straddled him, it was his face that wound up
underneath her cunt.  Before he could do anything at all, he felt her tongue
running along his shaft.  He shivered with the pleasure that caused.  Her lips
and tongue slid along his length, back and forth until she had him coated with
her saliva.  Then, she placed the tip of his cock to her lips, and pressed her
head downward.  Her lips parted, sliding softly along the skin of his cock, and
causing him to shudder in pleasure.
After a moment, Zack realized he was
supposed to be participating.  He looked up at her lovely, well-trimmed blonde
cunt, and thought it was beautiful.  He pulled her hips down slightly, and he
ran his tongue out along her pussy lips.  She moaned against his cock, and that
caused him to shudder again.  He began to move his tongue back and forth,
slipping against her wetness.  He gasped as he felt her take his entire cock
into her mouth, her lips working against the base of his dick, her throat
clasping at him.
Zack tried to keep up his tongue-lashing
of her pussy, moving his mouth toward her clit, and teasing it out of its
hood.  Mary mewled, and began to suck his cock even harder.  Zack was grunting
with the strain, trying not to come, as he licked her clit furiously.  Mary
finally pulled her mouth almost off his dick, sucking just on the head.  Her
tongue swirled around the head of his dick, and he couldn't resist any longer. 
Zack loosed a torrent of cum into Mary's mouth, and she kept sucking him.  His
cock shook with the strength of his orgasm, and he groaned at his release.
Mary's tongue continued to do its work
against his dick, and Zack did not even begin to subside.  His dick was as hard
now as it had ever been.  Mary continued to lick and fondle him for a few more
moments, but then she moved off him.
Zack looked up at her as she knelt next
to him on the bed.  Suddenly, a look of uncertainty passed across her face. 
Zack knew she was beginning to wonder what she was doing here, with what was,
presumably, her daughter's boyfriend.
Zack reached out to Mary.  She took his
hand, and allowed him to pull her down to him.  Their lips met, tenderly but
passionately.  Zack allowed his hands to roam over her back, caressing the
silky skin there.  He moved his hands down, and cupped her ass cheeks.  Mary
moaned into his mouth.  She could feel his hard cock trapped between them, and,
as unsure of herself as she was, she really wanted to feel him inside her.  Her
movements made this quite clear to Zack.
Zack rolled them over, still kissing.  He
broke their kiss and pushed himself up on one hand.  His other hand reached
down to position his cock at her entrance.  Mary groaned as she felt the head
of his dick pressing against her pussy lips.  She was longing for the release
she knew this would bring.  Sensing her readiness, Zack pressed forward,
sliding his dick deep within her in one slow, smooth stroke.  Mary moaned
loudly at the feel of her cunt being filled.
Once he was inside her, he leaned down to
kiss the base of her neck.  Mary mewled as he began to softly move within her. 
Her hands caressed his sides as he slowly slipped in and out of her wetness,
sending shivers throughout her body.  He continued to move smoothly, tenderly,
and she mewled and sighed beneath him as her pussy sent waves of pleasure to
her brain.
Zack could tell that Mary was really
enjoying this, as was he.  He used one hand to caress her tit, thumbing her
nipple lightly.  She gasped at each touch, and was sent higher on her roller
coaster ride of passion.  He started to move just a little faster within her,
pushing her to new heights of joy.  Her hips were rocking up to meet him,
pulling him further inside of her with each plunge.  He felt her building, and
he wanted to help her reach that orgasm.  He leaned down to kiss her again, his
tongue caressing hers.  She was groaning against his tongue, and his movements
were sending sparks of delight throughout her pussy.
Finally, it was more than she could
stand, and Mary came.  Her body rocked and shuddered beneath him, her pussy
rippling along his shaft.  He continued to slide in and out of her throughout
her climax, sustaining her bliss as long as he could.
As Mary started to settle from her
climax, Zack began to pull out of her.  She stopped him, quickly grabbing his
hips.  He looked at her with curiosity.
"Don't... please... I don't want to
be done with you yet."  She smiled up at him coyly.  He understood, and
was perfectly happy to oblige her.  He pushed himself back into her, causing
her a momentary shudder.  Embracing her again, he rolled onto his side, taking
her with him.  Their legs tangled , and he could feel her pressing tightly
against him, her tits mashed against his chest in a most pleasant manner.
"Mmm," she said softly, feeling
his hands caress her body.  Her pussy was still grasping at him, keeping him
hard and ready for more.  Her free hand caressed his side, sliding down to
massage his butt from time to time.  He kissed the lovely lady in his arms,
holding her sweetly, and waiting for her to recover from her come.
Finally, she indicated to him that she
was ready to handle more.  With some reluctance, he slid his cock part way out
of her, and then thrust back in.  The sudden speed caused her to gasp, and
smile.  He repeated his move, pulling smoothly out of her, and then ramming
back into her.  It did not take very much of this before Mary was fully aroused. 
Zack began full-fledged thrusting then, moving in and out of her as rapidly as
his body and their position allowed.
Mary loved the feel of her tits sliding
against his skin as Zack pummeled her grasping pussy.  She moaned and cried in
pleasure as his cock pleasured her.  She had not felt this kind of wonderful
feeling of ecstasy since... well, for a very long time.  The boy whose cock was
buried deep inside of her was arousing in her passions long dead.
"Zack," she said, grunting
through his wonderful pummeling of her cunt, "let's do it another
way,"
Zack slowed down, and then stopped,
pulling out of her.  She nearly groaned in despair, as her cunt really wanted
him back where he had been.  She knew he would be soon.  Mary rolled herself up
onto her hands and knees, and her eyes invited him to take her.  Zack quickly
understood, moving in behind her.  As Zack's cockhead once again slipped into
Mary's warm wetness, she lowered her head to her pillow and sighed.  His
manhood filling her again was what she sorely needed, wanted, and would have,
at this point, begged for.
Zack took hold of her hips and began to
thrust deep into her.  His first thrust brought out a cry of ecstasy, and he
smiled.  He began to ram into her, enjoying her moans and grunts and cries.  He
was grunting himself, enjoying the feel of her rippling twat on his prick.  He
bent over, reaching forward with his hands until he was cupping her wonderful
tits.  He could feel the hot points of her nipples digging into his palms, and
he loved that.  He massaged her titflesh, sending waves of pleasure throughout
her body and causing her cunt to grip him more tightly.  He increased his pace,
moving faster and harder against her.
Mary was loving every second of this. 
She found the strength to push herself back up onto her hands.  She used her
arms to thrust herself backward onto Zack's cock  His hands, still molesting
her tits, were driving her crazy, and she was oh so near to coming.  When
Zack's one hand left her tit and strayed for her pussy, she knew she was about
to come.
She was right.  As Zack's fingers brushed
against her swollen clit, Mary was gripped by an intense orgasm.  Her body was
wracked with spasms and shudders.  Her pussy clamped down on Zack's prick
tightly, and began to massage its entire length at once.
This was all Zack needed, and he erupted
inside her pussy, spewing his load deep within her.  The two of them moved
together, their bodies bucking as they groaned out their pleasure.  Finally,
spent, the two of them collapsed onto the bed, Zack rolling off Mary as his
dick slipped from her hot cunt.  As he drifted off to sleep, his hand reached
out and lightly fondled her breast.  She mewled and snuggled more tightly
against him as she, too, fell into slumber.

-----

When Zack awoke about a half-hour later,
he found Mary had turned, and was watching him sleep.  He smiled at her, and
they kissed softly.  Zack felt a stirring in his loins, but he knew he wasn't
about to go at it again so soon.
"That was wonderful," Mary
said.  "Thank you."
"Any time, Mrs. S," Zack said
softly and with a smile.
"Mary.  If you're going to make love
to me like that, you can call me Mary."
"Mary," Zack agreed, pulling
her to him.  She came willingly, eagerly, into his embrace, and they held each
other quietly for some moments.
After a little while, Mary pushed herself
away just slightly, to look Zack in the eyes.  "Did you do that to my
little girl?"
Zack blushed fiercely, but nodded.
"God, what a lucky girl she
is."  Mary kissed him again.  When she broke the kiss, she said, "On
Monday, I'll take her to the doctor and get her on the pill.  We don't want to
have that kind of accident."
"No," Zack agreed, with a
chill.  What about the others?  He would make it a point to check.
"You're too nice to me, you know
that," she said wistfully.
"Bullshit," he said, and then
blushed.  "You're a great woman.  Hell, I wish I'd had you for a mom
instead of my own mom."
"Ooh, but then this would have been really
naughty, wouldn't it?" she said with a wicked grin.
"I'd have still done it," he
said, kissing her.
"Mmm," she murmured.
After a few more minutes of cuddling, she
looked at the bedside clock.  "We'd better get up, before the girls come
home and catch us."
Zack waited until she got up, and watched
as she dressed herself.  She noticed his gaze, and blushed herself.  "I
know I'm not as young and pretty as Wendy is..."
"You're beautiful," Zack said
softly, and meant it.
Finished dressing, Mary came back to
him.  "Thank you, again.  You made me feel like a woman again, rather than
some run-down old hag."
"That," he said, between
kissing her, "You will never be."
"You'd better get dressed,"
Mary said, "before I get undressed again."
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Zack got out of the pickup truck, and helped
Wendy slide over to the door and out.  Brian looked at them as he said,
"I'll be back in a couple hours, and I'll wait here."  Zack nodded,
and thought that Brian was smartly not going to watch a girl shopping. 
Wendy had asked him to go with her to buy some new clothes.  She wanted his
opinion.  He could hardly tell her no, when it was put to him like that.
He put his hand around her waist as they
walked into the mall.  She snuggled against him as they walked, smiling up at
him.  He felt mildly uncomfortable, because Wendy didn't know about yesterday. 
Yesterday was when Zack had made love to her mother while she was out visiting
a friend.  He tried to put it out of his mind while he was with her, because he
didn't want to spoil the day worrying over it.
The first place they went was for shoes. 
Zack thought this was okay; he could deal with shoes.  At least, he thought he
could deal with shoes, until Wendy showed him two pair that looked to him to be
exactly alike and said, "Which do you like better?"
Zack made the rookie error of pointing
out that he couldn't tell the difference.  Wendy laughed at him.  She put them
back, and moved on down the row.  He felt a little silly, and so he studied
them for a little while.  He realized that the biggest difference between the
choices was about twenty dollars in price.
After a little while, Wendy had a nice
pair of white pumps and a new pair of sneakers, for which she did not require
Zack's input.  She paid for her purchases, and then they left, making their way
toward the place that Zack dreaded: the department store.  Inside this accursed
retail establishment were more different outfits for her to choose from than
Zack wished to think about.  His greatest fear was that she would, indeed, want
to try on all of them.
Your fault, slick.  You promised to
come with her.
As they entered and got the cart, he
assumed the typical guy role of pushing it.  The reason men like to push the
cart in department stores is that it gives them something to lean against while
the women are shopping.  Wendy led him through the store, back toward ladies'
fashions.  Finally, they reached the area where she wanted to be.  Zack noted
that the clothes they were looking at were casual, but...
"Wendy?  Are you sure you'd want to
wear this?"
She looked at him, a little bit of upset
in her eyes.  "Don't you think I'd look good in this stuff?"
Zack had to be very, very careful, and he
knew it.  "Hell, yes, you'd look great in any of this... I just didn't
think you dressed like this."
She walked up to him and pressed herself
against him.  "I didn't have a reason to, before," she whispered,
giggling.  Zack blushed as she returned to looking over the somewhat skimpy
outfits.  He watched as she selected a medium-length skirt and a half-tank top,
which she deposited into the cart.  
Finally, after she'd piled nearly a dozen
items in the cart, she led him over to the dressing room.  She grabbed the
first two, and ducked into the dressing room.  Zack waited semi-patiently as
she tried it on.
"Well, how do I look?" he heard
from behind him.  He'd turned to watch the people walk by, so to occupy his
attention.  When he turned around, his jaw dropped open.  It was a tight
blouse, light green, over a darker green skirt.  Her red hair seemed to flare
against the colors, and her pale skin almost glowed.  Zack was finding it
difficult to breathe, let alone say anything.
"You... I... wow," he finally
managed.  She giggled as she sauntered up to him.
"I remember saying that a couple
times, too."  She kissed him briefly, before grabbing more clothing and
returning to the dressing room.
This went on with each outfit, as they
grew racier and more seductive.  Finally, with what he thought was the last
batch, she leaned her head out.  "Um... you have to come in here.  I'm not
stepping out there to show you."
Zack wondered what she meant, and then
shrugged.  He stepped into the dressing room, and closed the door.  He was
already leering at his sweet Angel, who was wearing only bra and panties, in a
matching peach color.
"Do you like it?" she asked,
modeling it for him.
Zack stepped up to her and took her in
his arms.  He leaned down, and their lips met.  His hands caressed her back,
teasing her skin lightly.  She moaned very softly as they kissed.  Finally, he
broke the kiss, and turned her around to face the mirror.
"That is the most beautiful girl
I've ever met," he said.  His hands moved down, and deftly unclasped the
front-closure bra.  He pulled it gently apart, and pulled it off her
shoulders.  He allowed it to drop onto the pile of her other clothes, but his
attention was on the view in the mirror.  His hands slid against her tits
again, and she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.  "And she is
even more beautiful now," he said with a small chuckle.  Then he nibbled
her ear.
"Oh, God, Zack," she whimpered
softly.
Slowly, he released her tits, sliding his
hands down to gently hold her waist.  If they tried anything more than that
here, he knew they'd get caught.  He just needed to feel her against
him, just know that she cared for him.
Wendy was loving every second of his
touch, and she didn't care if they got caught or not.  She really did want to
feel him inside her again, but there was another, important, issue to consider.
"Mom said she was going to take me
to the clinic tomorrow.  She's putting me on the pill."
"I know," he said softly,
kissing the nape of her neck.
"What do you mean, you know?"
"I was talking to your mom
yesterday, and she mentioned it."
"Did you tell her we were, I mean,
did you..."
"She asked me a direct question, and
I answered her," he said, interrupting her stammered thought.
"Oh, God, she's gonna give me a
lecture..."
"Don't worry about it, Angel.  She
just told me to be responsible, and to take good care of you, which I plan on
doing."  His fingers made small circles against her skin, letting her know
the depth of his feelings for her.
"We can't do anything today.  I
might get, you know..."
"Knocked up?" he asked with a
chuckle.  She blushed, and nodded.  "That's okay, baby.  Just being with
you is more fun than most of the things I do."
She turned in his grasp, and reached up
to kiss him again.  They remained together for several moments before she
pulled away.  "I'd better get dressed."
Zack didn't leave as she removed the
panties, which were now somewhat damp, and then put on her old clothes, which
included a T-shirt and skirt, along with her underwear.  She stood, making sure
she looked okay in the mirror.  It was then that Zack had a naughty idea.  He
reached out from where he was sitting on the bench, and ran his hands along the
sides of her knees.  Wendy shivered, and stepped back to allow him an easier
reach.  As she did so, his hands slipped up, beneath her skirt.  She trembled
at his touch, but wondered just what he was doing.  When his hands reached her
panties, he tugged on them until they came free of her skirt, and slipped off
her hips.
As her panties pooled at her feet, she
looked back at him.  "Zack?" she asked, a little disconcerted.  He didn't
answer right away, but helped her step out of her underwear.  He put them into
her handbag, and then stood up, hugging her.
"We're almost done here,
right?" he asked.
"Yeah, but..."
"Just try it for a bit.  I get a
thrill out of knowing you're really ready for me, Sweetheart."  He
gave her one of his wicked grins, and she blushed.  She could feel the heat in
her pussy already.  She would never have dared do this on her own, but for him
to suggest it, to ask her to... she would do it, for him.
"Okay, lover," she said in a
sultry voice, picking up the remainder of her purchases.  As she was about to
stand up, he ran his hand over her ass.  The feel of the coarse skirt fabric
against her bare skin caused her to shudder.  "Oh, God," she
whispered to herself.  She knew she was wet, and she was loving every second of
it.

-----

After they got through at the clothing
counter, Wendy led him over to the books and videos.  She wanted to get a
couple books by Anne McCaffrey.  Zack watched her as she moved, and he really
wanted to do something nice for her.  He thought for several minutes about what
he could do, when an idea came to him.
"Babe, can you wait here for me? 
I'll be back in a few minutes."
"Sure.  You gotta go?" she
asked with a smile.
"Uh, something like that.  I'll be
right back."  He leaned over and kissed her, and then headed for a
different part of the store.  Wendy turned back to look at the books.

-----

It took Zack a couple minutes just to
reach the spot he wanted.  The lady at the counter took one look at him, and
her passive mien took on a distinct frown.
"Can I help you?"
"Yes, I'd like to speak with the
department manager, in private."  Zack's voice was polite, but warned that
there could be trouble if his request was not granted.
"I'll see if he's available,"
the woman said snootily, and disappeared through a doorway.  Zack could hear
her going up or down stairs, and he waited calmly.  After a couple minutes, she
came back to him.  "Mr. Daniels will be right down," she said in her
same haughty air.
"Good enough," he said.  He
looked around at all the jewelry.  It was a very big store, and their jewelry
department was top-notch.  Zack discovered, over in a side display, something
that intrigued him, and he thought it would be the perfect gift for his Angel. 
Of course, there was no way in hell he could afford the $400 price tag, but he
had a way around that.
"Can I help you, young man?"
the manager said rather coldly.  Zack looked at him as he unsnapped the flap on
his PDA case.
"Yeah, I think you can," he
said, pulling his Adamant AO PDA loose.  "Have you seen one of
these?" Zack slid it onto the counter as he activated the pre-loaded
script.  He had thought he might end up doing this, if he'd found something
nice, and so he wanted to try it out.
Several very tense minutes later, the
program finished up, and the man shrugged three times.  Zack had noticed that
the sales lady had stayed far away from their discussion.  That was a very good
thing; he didn't need her interrupting the program.
"What do you need?" the man
asked in a much politer manner.  Zack motioned him over to the display case,
which took them even further away from the sales clerk.
"I assume," Zack said,
"that you have a way to cover merchandise that is either lost or
damaged?"
"Of course, sir.  There are two or
three ways that such things are handled, depending on the circumstances."
"I see.  So, if something were to
just come up missing..."
"Well, it depends, sir.  Anything on
the floor that came up missing would be reported as theft.  Items from the back
room, however, are handled rather differently."
"Okay, I think I understand.  Do you
have another of these in the back room?" he pointed at the item in
question.
"Several dozen.  It is an extremely
popular item."
"If you took one from the back room
and gave it to me here, would there be a problem?"
"Yes, sir.  The security camera
would see us.  You would probably get into trouble, and I would lose my
job."
"I figured as much.  Could you take
me into the back room?"
"Not through the store, sir.  There
is a door from the outside, however, that doesn't have a security camera
covering it."
"I see.  Good.  I want you to go
back to that door and wait for me.  I will be there shortly."
"Yes, sir."
Zack checked his watch.  He figured Brian
would probably be waiting for them by now.  He walked quickly out of the store,
and around the side of the building.  Sure enough, the manager was standing by
a metal door, holding it open.
"Thank you," Zack said
politely.
"Yes, sir," the man replied. 
He led him over to several boxes, which were opened.  Inside the heavily padded
boxes were the usual jewelry cases.  "All of these, sir, contain the same
item from the front."
Zack opened one, and inspected it.
"Do you know your lady's size?"
"No."  Zack took one piece out,
and felt it.  He tried to relax his mind, to remember Wendy's dimensions.
"One size smaller than this,"
he said finally.  The manager handed him one of the boxes.
"This one is the size you
requested."
"Okay, now how can I get this out of
here without a problem?"
The manager turned and grabbed a box
marked 'repair and maintenance'.  Zack wondered at the proximity of such a box,
and wondered if the manager was crooked already.
"Put it in here," the man said,
and Zack complied.  The manager quickly tucked the flaps against each other to
close the box, and handed it to Zack.  "So long as you leave the way you
came in, no one will question you."
"Thank you very much.  You're sure
this can be covered without undue trouble?"
"This box has not been logged in
yet.  We will report it as a shortage to the distributor."
"Good.  Thank you for your
time."
The man let him out the door, and then
promptly forgot that he had ever seen, heard of, or known Zack Griffin.
Zack walked out to the parking lot, and
spotted Brian's truck.  He walked over, and opened the passenger door.
"Where's Wendy?"
"Still inside.  I wanted to get her
a surprise.  I'll give it to her when we get to your house.  I'll be right
back... well, assuming she's ready to leave."
Brian chuckled as Zack closed the door
and walked back into the mall.

-----

Wendy squirmed slightly on the ride home
as she pushed herself as close to Zack as she could get with her seatbelt on. 
Brian noticed, and grinned, but kept his mouth shut.  He didn't want to piss
Zack off, and besides, it was clear that Wendy really liked him, and that was
cool with Brian.
Finally, they got home.  Zack grabbed
half of Wendy's bags, and then reached in and got the other box from behind the
seat.
"What's that?" she asked
immediately.
"A surprise," he said
mysteriously.
"Ooh," she said appreciatively,
drawing it out into a long syllable.
They carried her stuff into the house,
and Mary looked at all the bags.
"Did you buy the entire store,
Sweetie?" she asked her daughter.
"Mom!  There's only like a hundred
bucks worth of stuff here!"
Mary smiled at her.  "I know.  And
you needed some new summer clothes, anyway.  Is this enough?" she added
more seriously.
"For now," she said.  "I
might need more later on."
"You'll bankrupt us, girl!"
Mary said with a smile.  Everyone else in the room froze for a moment, and Zack
noticed that.  Obviously, there was some worry among the kids about the
finances.  Mary, however, was far smoother than she had been.  The kids
realized this, and relaxed a bit.
"You wanna help me put 'em
away?" she asked Zack.
"I'll be right there," he
said.  "I wanna talk to your mom for a second."
"Okay... but I want my surprise
soon."  She kissed him on the cheek, and then danced out of the room with
her bags.
"You were a real sport to go with
her.  I know you can't have enjoyed that."
"It had its moments," he said
with a wink.
"You didn't... I mean..."
"No, not until you take care of that
other thing.  You seem a lot happier today," he said, not quite asking a
question.
"I have reason to be," she
answered, running her hand along his arm, and then across the back of his
neck.  She pulled him to her and kissed him, quickly slipping her tongue into
his mouth.  The pair kissed hotly for a few seconds, and then broke apart. 
Mary looked over his shoulder to see if anyone had caught them, but Brian and
Wendy had left for their rooms.  She looked deep into his eyes.  "I hope
you and I can be together again.  I know it may feel like cheating on Wendy,
but..."
Zack quieted her with another soft kiss. 
"We'll see," he said with a smile, indicating more than that. 
"I should get back and give her the surprise she's waiting for."
"Can I see it?" Mary asked.
Zack opened the box, and took out the
jewelry case.  He opened the hinged case, and watched Mary's reaction.  He was
a horrid judge of fashion, but he figured she would know about such things.
"My God, Zack!  This must have cost
a fortune!"  She looked at him more carefully now.  "Just... how do
you feel about my little girl?"
He closed the case and put it back in the
box before he answered her.  "She's the sweetest person I've ever met. 
I'm hoping she wants to be my girlfriend."
"What about the age
difference?" Mary asked, concerned.
"I'm not worried about it if she
isn't."  He turned to her with a mischievous smile and said, "What
about our age difference?"  He ran his hand along her hip, and she
sighed.
"That's... a little different,"
she said finally.  "Go on, give her her present.  But remember, she's not
protected yet."
"I know."  He closed the box
again, but then he set it down on the table and turned to Mary again.  He
stepped to her and took her in his arms.  They kissed again, softly.  He
whispered to her, "I'd have gotten you a present, too, but I didn't want
the others to ask questions."
Mary blushed slightly at the thought, but
she smiled at him.  "Just being with you is enough of a gift for me."
"I like giving that gift... and I
like giving it a lot."  He kissed her again, and then stepped away. 
"I'd best go see what Wendy's doing."
"You staying for dinner?" she
asked, hopeful.
"I'd like that," he said
quietly.  Then he turned and went back to Wendy's room.

-----

Wendy was sitting on her bed, waiting for
Zack.  When he walked in, he noticed that Bonnie was not in the room.  He had
half-expected to have to ask her to leave, so he could spend a little quiet
time with Wendy, which the mall had not been.
"Where's your sister?"
"She's off with Steph somewhere.  I
think they went to a movie or something."  Wendy shrugged.  She didn't
mind that her sister had a new friend.  She then patted the bed, inviting him
to come sit beside her, which he did, slipping his shoes off first, to keep her
bed from getting dirty.
Once he was next to her, she cuddled
close.  "God, do you know how horny it made me riding home without my
panties on?  I feel like such a slut!"
"Feel like?" Zack asked with a
grin.  His hand went down to her knee, and moved up under her skirt.  When he
reached her cunt, he felt the slipperiness of her pussy lips, but no underwear.
Wendy moaned at his touch.  Zack slipped
a finger inside of her, and she mewled.  He pushed his finger all the way in,
and his thumb connected against her clit.  She gasped at the pleasure.
Zack moved his finger in and out of her,
and he leaned in to kiss her.  He finger-fucked her rapidly as their tongues
entwined, and Wendy began to buck beneath him.  Finally, she screamed into his
mouth, and flooded his hand with her juices.  Her orgasm lasted for several
moments, and he continued to move his hand against her until she came down from
her peak.
"Fuck, that was great!" she
enthused as he pulled his hand out from under her skirt.  She grabbed his
wrist, and brought his hand to her mouth.  She cleaned his hand with her
tongue, sucking each finger into her mouth to make sure it was clean.  Once she
was done, she let him have his hand back.  He kissed her again, but then she
wiggled, getting up off the bed.
"I've got to change now," she
said, slipping her skirt down her legs.  Zack enjoyed the view as she walked
over to the closet and grabbed another skirt.  She took some Kleenex off her
dresser and wiped herself dry first, and then slipped her clean skirt on.  She
quickly rejoined him on the bed.
"You know, you can put your panties
back on anytime you like," he said to her.
"I know," she said, "but I
kind of like having them off when you're around."
He smiled at her, and they kissed again
for a short moment.  Finally, she broke their kiss and pointed at the box.
"So, what's my surprise?"
"Open it and find out."
She undid the box top, and took out the
jewelry case.  The box was tossed to the floor, forgotten, as she set the large
case in her lap.  Zack wrapped his arm around her shoulder just as she was
opening it.  He heard her breathing stop as her breath caught in her throat.
Wendy looked down at the jewelry in the
case.  In the center of the display was a heart-shaped pendant of gold with a
single diamond at its center.  Off to one corner was a bracelet, also of gold. 
It had several silver hearts inlaid, and the middle heart also bore a single
diamond.  In the adjacent corner, a pair of earrings rested.  They were a
matching heart shape, and also covered in small diamond chips.  The third
corner contained an anklet, with a matching but much smaller heart pendant on
it.  The last corner of the case contained a slightly heavier gold chain to
replace the thin chain to which the central pendant was now attached.
Wendy slowly moved her hand out to touch
the fine jewelry.  Her breathing started again, but it was ragged.  He could
feel her heartbeat.  Her fingers moved gently over the objects in the case, and
then she turned her eyes to Zack.  He could see the awe in her face.
"Zack... I..."
He put his finger softly to her lips. 
"I want you to be my girlfriend," he said as half of an explanation. 
He really just wanted her to have something nice.
"I'd love that," she said, and
then leaned in to kiss him.  They kissed hotly for some moments, the case
nearly forgotten in her lap.  But only nearly.  When they broke the kiss, she
looked down at the jewelry again.  "Nobody's ever been this nice to
me," she said softly.
"They should have been, Angel,"
Zack said, hugging her more tightly with his one arm wrapped around her.  Zack
reached out with his free hand and took out the pendant.  He unhooked the
chain, and then slipped it around her neck.  He carefully refastened it, making
sure not to get it caught in her hair.  He then let it slip into place between
her breasts.  She looked down at it, and then up at him again.  Her smile was
one he'd only seen once before, and he knew that he'd made her happy, which was
his goal.
"I hope you know how to put the rest
of them on," he said with a chuckle.  She nodded, and then leaned against
him, embracing him tightly.
"I love you, Zack," she said.
Zack hesitated for just a moment.  He'd
said that once already, and that hadn't turned out so well.  But this was
different, and truth be told, he'd have taken Wendy over Claudia any day.
"I love you, too," he
whispered.
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Zack woke up the next morning feeling
pretty good with himself.  He'd spent a good evening with the Selmans, cuddling
with Wendy as the family watched a movie.  He'd had to go before it had gotten
too dark, but that was okay.  He was thoroughly happy with the evening.  He
also remembered the kiss that Mary had given him before he left.  It stirred
things in him now, and he decided to take care of them in the shower.
He had finished his shower and was eating
breakfast when there was a knock at the door.  He grumbled a bit, until he
remembered who that probably was.  He was intrigued that there were still
people out there who weren't affected by Program Alpha-Omega.  He got to the
door just as there was a second knock.
Impatient bastard, ain't he.
Opening the door, Zack saw four people
standing before him.  Two of them were Adam and William.  The other two were
women whom he didn't know.  He motioned them all in and closed the door.  The
one woman had settled on a chair, but she was sitting on the very edge, as if
ready to move at a moment's notice.
"Sorry to interrupt your summer, but
it seems the project has hit a snag."  Adam was choosing his words
carefully for an obvious reason.
"Why don't you introduce me?"
Zack asked.
"This is Terry Meuller.  She's my
secretary.  It seems our new training technique doesn't have the desired result
on her."
"Hmmm.  That's odd.  And this?"
Zack said, indicating the other woman.
"That's Shirley Jansen.  I believe
you two already know each other."
Zack's eyes darkened, and Shirley
blushed.  "Yes, we have," Zack said, feigning irritation.  "Why
don't you take Terry back to my room, Val, so I can talk to Adam?"
"Sure thing," she said with
forced cheeriness.  Once the two were out of earshot, Zack turned to Adam and
said, "Okay, what's the deal?"
"I've tried everything I can think
of, and all the versions of the program we have, but nothing even puts her
under, let alone programs her.  I don't know what's going on."
"Okay.  You got a copy of the script
you want implanted?"  Adam handed over a disk.  "You're staying in
town somewhere?"
"At the Summers Inn."
"I'll call you when I'm done for the
day."
"Look, Zack, this is important to
me, and..."
"I'm not going to try to work with
you standing over my shoulder."  Zack thought for a few moments, and then
said.  "I'll let you leave your spy-bitch here.  She's already betrayed me
once, so she shouldn't have any trouble ratting on me again, if I do anything
'bad'."
"Look, Zack, you know that she's
been programmed, don't you?"
"I figured," he said, knowing
the real truth of it far better than Adam.
"Okay, fine.  Shirley should stay
out of your way, but I want her in the room the entire time."
"Yeah, whatever.  Now, I've got work
to do, so if you want me to get it done, then go away."
As Zack closed the door on Adam and
William, he turned with a frown.  Something about Adam was just really setting
him off, and he didn't know what it was.  Perhaps it was just how he was always
pushing, always wanting to be in full control of the situation.
Not like you, who just programs the
situation to go his own way.
Zack shoved that thought firmly aside as
he walked back to his bedroom to see what could be done with his new subject.
"Hi, guys," he said on entering
the room.  Shirley was sitting on the bed, but Terry was standing, looking out
the window.
"Okay, Terry... you seem a bit
upset."
"Mr. San...uh, I mean Adam, said
that if this programming doesn't take, I may lose my job.  How am I supposed to
know why it doesn't work?"  She seemed to be both angry and scared.
"I can understand.  We'll try to
figure out why this technique isn't working for you.  It may be a flaw in the
program, so we'll have to see.  First off, let's rule out equipment failure. 
Why don't you come and have a seat right here."  He indicated his desk
chair.  She moved over to it and sat down.
Zack leaned over his computer, resting
his hand gently on her shoulder as he brought up the script-selector he'd
written.  He felt her relax slightly at his soft touch.  He took a second to
look at her, and she smiled ever so slightly at him.  He smiled back.  Picking
a simple relaxation script, Zack let it load, and then the program was ready.
He turned to her, not removing his hand. 
"Okay, now this is a simple program.  It's just to relax you.  If it
works, you should lose about an hour of time."
"How does it do that?"
Zack rummaged around his brain real quick
and came up with, "It induces Alpha-waves in the brain.  Don't worry about
it, it's not harmful.  If it works, you'll feel very good.  When you're ready,
just press 'Enter'."
Zack stepped away from her, and watched
as she hit the Enter key.  He noticed immediately that she had not gone under
the way most people do.  He puzzled at that while the program ran.  He noticed
that Shirley was, in fact, under, even from as far away from the computer as
she was.  So it's definitely not the machine, and this version of the
program works on most, but not all.  Hmm.  What could it be?
After four and a half minutes, the
program ended, and she turned to him.  There were actually tears in her eyes. 
"Not a thing," she said in frustration.  When she noticed Shirley,
her eyes opened a little wider.  "So, it is me."
Zack went to her and knelt down, looking
up into her face.  He rested his hand on her arm.  "Terry, this isn't your
fault.  When we first created this program, it was... well, very finicky. 
We've gotten it to work on almost everyone, but obviously there is still
some tweaking left to do.  I don't understand why Adam is blaming you for
this.  By the way," he added conspiratorially, glancing at Shirley for
effect, "what is his last name, anyway?"
"I'm not supposed to tell you,"
she said, but then she smiled.  "But it's Sandalwood."
He smiled at her, and winked. 
"Gotcha.  Let's go out to the living room, to leave Shirley to her
relaxation for a while."

-----

For the next several hours, Zack and
Terry chatted about her life.  They were interrupted when Shirley came out of
the bedroom, but they didn't let it distract them too much.  She sat down on
the couch next to Zack, while Terry was sitting in the easy chair next to the
couch.  He paid close attention as she related her childhood, and her growing
up.  Normally, he would not have found such a conversation fascinating, but he
was looking for something that would set her apart from the rest of his
subjects.
They broke for lunch, and Zack made
sandwiches for everybody.  They continued talking while they were in the dining
room eating, and it was near the end of lunch that Terry finished telling Zack
a chronological account of her life.
"And that's pretty much where I
stand today.  I've been working for Adam for a year and a half, I haven't got a
boyfriend or much in the way of family, and I spend most of my nights watching
television.  I guess none of that really helps, does it?" she asked with a
frown.
"Never can tell," Zack said,
just to try to cheer her up.  He led them back into the living room, and sat
down.  The other two resumed their positions as well, and Zack laid his head
back, trying to think.  Finally, his head came forward.
"You've never been to a
psychiatrist?"
"No."
"Psychologist?"
"Nope."
"Have you ever had any form of
therapy at all?"
"Not that I... well..."
"What?"
"I don't really consider it therapy,
but I did go to a hypnotist for a little while, when I was nineteen."
"For what?"
"I had... uh... some nasty habits I
wanted rid of, but couldn't seem to beat them on my own.  He did help me break
those patterns.  Why is any of this important, anyway?"
"Well, because therapy, and
especially hypnosis, changes the way your mind is working.  Since our training
programs also do similar things, it is possible that your earlier
hypnosis is interfering with what's being done to you now.  I'll have to do
some research to find out if that's the case, and if so, what I can do about
it, without interfering with your earlier treatment."
"Yeah, I really... uh... don't want
those habits back."
"What were they?"
He watched as Terry blushed fiercely. 
"I'd rather not talk about them."
"Okay, I understand that, but... it
may be important to my research.  If you could just write them down for me, I
don't really need details, I just need to know what you had done."
Terry hesitated for a long moment, but
then she nodded.  She took the pad he was holding, and his pen.  She wrote down
a list of things, her hand shaking slightly.  Then, she handed the pad back. 
Zack made sure to keep the pad held in such a way that Shirley would not see
what Terry had written.  Zack's eyebrows went up as he looked at the list.  He
flipped the page back to his original notes, effectively hiding the list.
"I understand.  I'll see what I can
come up with.  If you want to call Adam and have him come get you, I'm going to
need to do some basic research, and I probably won't be ready for you again
until at least tomorrow."
"Okay.  Do you really think you can
do something about it?"
"Probably.  I just haven't
encountered this issue before."
"Thank you," she said with a
smile.

-----

After Shirley and Terry left, Zack went
back into the research materials that Adam had sent along with the PDAs.  There
were, roughly, a zillion pieces of information here, and Zack had no way of
finding exactly what he needed.  He slapped together a rough-and-ready search
routine to look through the files, and started his computer looking through the
files for words such as "hypnosis", "therapy", and many
variations thereof.
As big as those files were, Zack knew
such a search could take all night.  He couldn't go anywhere, either, since
he'd have to change CDs when the current one was done, and so on.  He flipped
on his newly-acquired television, and watched something inane while his mind
mulled over what to do about things.  The items on Terry's list were rather
surprising, and he understood why she didn't want to discuss them.  His mind
went back over the list:
*exhibitionism
*voyeurism
*nymphomania
*a distinct desire to sleep with strangers
*a tendency toward younger boys (at least five years younger
than me)
*loud and raucous orgasmic vocalizations
 
Zack knew that last one had to
come from a psychology book or similar material.  Any normal person would
simply have said they were too loud in bed.  The trouble, Zack knew, was that
most of what she'd worked to get rid of was all the stuff that Adam wanted to
put back.  In essence, there was a war in Terry's head, with two competing
technologies trying to tell her two different things.  Zack figured that the
hypnosis was winning only because it had been entrenched for so long.
Well, we'll just see about that.

-----

Six hours and five CDs later, Zack had
about 200 MB of information stored on his hard drive.  Good gravy, I've got
to go through all that?  Well, better get to it.  It was already well into
the evening.  He didn't expect to get much sleep.

-----

Zack turned out to be much more right
than he knew.  It took him several hours just to realize he was going in the
wrong direction.  He felt very stupid as he realized that the commands he was
trying to enter into her brain were not the problem.  She'd never noticed
those, because she had never, in fact, gone under.  Pissed at himself, he shoved
himself away from his computer and stalked off to the kitchen to get a snack. 
His parents had just gone to bed, and the house was quiet.  He munched on some
graham crackers as he sat in the dark, considering what was going wrong.
He stopped in mid-cracker when he
realized that it had to be that hypnosis had denied access to the part of the
brain that Program Alpha-Omega would normally use as a gateway to program the
mind.  So, it would be necessary to 'pick the lock' before he could attempt to
program her mind.
So, he thought on his way back to
his room, how in the hell do you pick a mental lock?
Four more hours of research would give
him the theory.  He decided that practice could wait for daylight.
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Zack's head was jolted off the pillow at
seven o'clock.  He slapped the offending alarm clock, and rolled - almost
literally - out of bed.  He padded off to shower and try to wake himself up. 
He'd managed about four hours of sleep, and that just wasn't enough for the
mental activities he was putting himself through.
He decided, when he came back into the
room, to run himself through PAO on a refresher script.  Zack didn't like
relying on these too much; he wasn't sure what long-term effects it could
have.  However, on days like today, when there was work to do, he'd risk it.
Fifteen minutes later, and he felt a lot
better.  It was briefer than his usual stints, but he had work to do, and he
didn't know when Adam would be returning his subject.  He had found several
important pieces of information last night about the theory of picking through
a mental blockage like the one intentionally induced by Terry's hypnosis.  The
trick was turning that theory into code.  Would he be able to pull that off? 
Zack wasn't sure.  He looked at his watch, and cursed.  It was nearly eight
o'clock already.  He slammed his brain into overdrive as he began searching,
once more, through the documents that Adam had given him concerning PAO and
psychology.

-----

The knock at the door startled Zack, and
he cursed.  Looking at his watch, he realized it was already 10:30.
"Shit!  Where'd the time go?" 
Zack hustled out to the door, and opened it.  This time, it was only Terry and
Shirley.  "C'mon in," Zack said, stepping aside.  As the two entered,
he said, "What, Adam too busy to harass me today?"
The two ladies chuckled.  Terry said,
"He's attending to business by long-distance.  Not his favorite of
activities.  Do you have any hope for me today?" she asked, her voice
turning very serious.
"Well, I've got an idea.  I have to
put it into code yet, but maybe in a couple of hours.  You guys can watch TV or
something, if you like."
"Thanks," Shirley said, dumping
herself on the couch and picking up the remote.
"I'll stick close to you, if that's
okay," Terry said.  "Just in case you need my input or
something."
Zack shrugged.  He didn't mind the
company, but he knew she was going to be bored fast.  He led her back to his
room, where she sat down on the bed.  He returned to his computer to continue slogging
away at the code.

-----

Zack had just about finished up what he
hoped would be functional code when he felt a soft hand on his shoulder.  He
jumped, and nearly swore at Terry, who jumped back slightly at his startled
reaction.
"I'm sorry, Zack," she said
earnestly.  "It's just that it's nearly 1:30, and you didn't stop for
lunch.  I was wondering if you were hungry."
Zack looked at his watch incredulously. 
He was used to being interrupted by his mother when he was programming; he knew
he lost all track of time.  But to have someone else just calmly tell him he
was working too hard, well, it was a little unusual.
"Give me another twenty minutes.  I
may be almost finished.  Then we can find out if it works or not."
Terry beamed at him, and she left the
room.  He didn't know whether she'd stayed by him or not.  He'd not needed her
help, and he'd forgotten she existed, except as the whole reason for what he
was currently doing.  His mind quickly went back to the symbols and variables
on his screen, once again shutting out all external disturbances.  His mother
had once commented that it would take a natural disaster to shake him from one
of his 'trances' in front of the machine.  He didn't care.  All that mattered
was the code, and making it work.
Nineteen minutes and fifty-three seconds
later, by Terry's watch, Zack pushed his chair back away from his desk.
"How do you do that so
precisely?" she asked.
"Huh?"
She gestured at her watch.  "Twenty
minutes.  Almost on the dot."
He grinned at her.  "Lucky
guess."
She nodded, unsure.  "Your lunch is
ready."
He cocked an eyebrow at her, and got up
to go see what lunch was.

-----

"Okay, now, I can't guarantee this
is going to work.  I'm working on trial and error here.  I'm hoping it
will work, because I think I've over-engineered the problem.  But you can never
tell with this kind of thing, so don't be disappointed if you still don't get
the desired result.  It will just mean that I don't have the algorithm right
yet."
Geez, next I'll be selling used cars.
Terry sat down in his office chair, and
scooted herself closer.  Zack stepped back as she reached for the Enter key and
pressed it.  The loud, but musical, noise that assaulted them all was something
of a shock.  He'd not expected it to be that ferocious.  Once he'd recovered,
and the sound had died to a more reasonable level, he realized that Terry
wasn't moving.  In fact, it seemed as if she was barely breathing.  He held his
hand under her nose for an interminably long moment before he felt her exhale.
Releasing a breath of his own, he
realized she was under.  He also knew what was about to happen.  She was not
being programmed exactly as Adam had requested, of course.  Though hopefully
Adam would never figure it out, Zack was programming another spy within Adamant
Computers.  He felt kind of bad that he had to do this to her at all; she'd
been very nice to him over the last two days.  But he had his own ass to worry
about, too, and he was sure that Adam wouldn't like it if Zack told him to fuck
off.
Zack did have to admit, however, that he
was looking forward to the next little while.  Terry was quite a looker, and
her long auburn hair was very sexy.  Zack decided to fully undress while she
was being programmed.  He'd decided yesterday that Shirley needed proper
punishment for ratting on him, and he was going to use Terry to help him.
He stepped to the door and called down
the hall, "Hey, Val, get your ass in here."  He went and sat
on the bed and waited.  It took only seconds before she hustled into the room,
and stopped dead.
"Zack, wha..."
"Strip.  You've got, I figure, about
three and a half minutes left.  Get moving."
Shirley recognized when a command had
been given.  She did not finesse her way out of her clothing.  In less than a
minute, she was pushing her panties down off her legs, and then she was
completely nude.
Zack studied her body for a moment.  Her
dark brown hair framed an oval face.  Her breasts were a bit small, but stood
firmly from her chest.  Her nipples were already hard, either from the cool
air, or excitement.  She was thin, and her hips flared invitingly.  He studied
the thick patch of bush between her legs for a long second before he spoke.
"Get over here."  She walked
over to him shyly.  He had been stroking himself while he watched her undress,
and he was fully hard now.  "Are you wet?" he asked, rather crudely.
Shirley blushed.  She parted her legs for
her master to see her wetness.  She couldn't believe she was this aroused just
from being naked in front of her master.  When he reached out and stroked her
pussy lips, she moaned.
Zack smiled.  He'd written this into her
initial script, on the off chance that they would one day meet.  He moved his
hand from between her legs, and grasped her hip.  Spinning her around, he
pulled her down into his lap, his cock pressing up into the crack of her ass.
"You know what's going to happen
now?" Zack asked.  Shirley nodded.  "What?"
"You're going to fuck me," she
answered, her voice quivering.
"Do you want me to?" he asked
with a smile.
"Fuckin' A!" she confirmed.
Zack lifted her up off his lap just
enough so he could position his cock at her entrance.  He pressed her down
slowly until a couple inches of him were inside of her, and then he rammed her
down onto him.  Shirley screamed out in a mix of pleasure and pain.  Zack
grunted with the feel of her pussy clutching at him.
Zack wiggled his hips against her, and
Shirley moaned.  She was full, and a bit sore from the rapid intrusion, but she
was also highly aroused.  She waited for him to begin moving inside of her, but
he only continued to make small gyrations.
"Master?"
"Shh.  We're waiting for our
third."
It took several moments for the meaning
of that to register on Shirley, and before she could protest, another loud
noise and a bright flash were emitted from the computer.  Zack saw the familiar
triple-shrug, and heard a loud sigh of relief from Terry.  She turned to see
her new master with one of his other slaves impaled on the object of her
desire.  On the other hand, the slave in question was kind of nice to look at,
herself.
Terry rose from the chair while
unbuttoning her blouse.  After a moment, she froze.
"Master, may I?"
"We're waiting for you," Zack
said with a smile.  As Terry returned to removing her clothing, Shirley started
to get rather uncomfortable.
"Zack, I'm not... 'into' girl-girl
stuff," she said hesitantly.
"I know," he said with a
sneer.  "But she is.  And let us not forget that you are being punished,
so what you want isn't entirely relevant, now is it?"
"No, I guess not."  Shirley
tried not to watch as Terry disrobed, revealing a gorgeous, large set of tits
and a shapely body that had men drooling.  Shirley was disgusted at what she
knew was coming.
Once she was completely naked, Terry sauntered
over to where the pair were sitting on the bed.  Terry reached out and cupped
one of Shirley's small tits.  Terry hummed appreciatively as her other hand
came up to massage the other breast.  Shirley felt a little sick, but then she
felt the cock inside her moving.  Her pussy twinged, and suddenly everything
felt very good.  It was only when she realized the hands on her chest were
feminine that things were not wonderful.
Terry made this worse.  She leaned in and
began to kiss Shirley on the lips.  As Zack continued to move inside her, he
leaned in and said, "You'd better kiss her back, and nicely, too.  I want
to see tongues moving."
Shirley moaned in despair as Terry's
tongue immediately pushed its way out of her own mouth and against Shirley's lips. 
Shirley hesitated for a long moment before parting her lips to admit the
intruder.
Terry molested Shirley's mouth as Zack
plied Shirley's cunt.  He watched as Terry enjoyed kissing her captive
partner.  Finally, Terry broke their kiss.  She leaned forward, and pressed her
tit to Shirley's waiting lips.  Shirley opened her mouth and snaked her tongue
out across the tender flesh of Terry's nipple.  Terry moaned at the feel of it.
Zack continued to pummel Shirley's twat,
bouncing her on his lap, as she switched to Terry's other breast.  After a
while, Zack decided it was time to take it to the next level.  He motioned to
Terry to back away, and then he allowed Shirley to come to rest in his lap.
"Get up," he said quietly. 
Shirley immediately climbed off his lap.  He stood, and then turned Shirley
around, pushing her down onto the bed.  She understood what he wanted, and
scooted herself back up onto the bed.  He knelt between her lewdly spread legs,
and then grasped her ankles.  Putting her feet up against his shoulders, he
pressed his cock back into her warm and grasping cunt.  Shirley sighed at the
feel of being filled by his manhood again.
Once Zack had established a rhythm, he
motioned to Terry, whispering something in her ear.  She smiled and kissed him
on the cheek.  Terry climbed onto the bed, and straddled Shirley's face.
"You'd better eat her out good, Val,"
Zack said.  Shirley groaned at the humiliation of this.  Her tongue reluctantly
slipped out and played against Terry's pussy lips, tasting the juices of a
woman for the first time.  Terry mewled in pleasure at the feel of a new tongue
against her body.  Zack began to thrust harder into Shirley, sending waves of
pleasure through her body.
Terry, seeing the position her master was
in, reached out and pulled Shirley's legs even farther up.  Shirley was nearly
folded in half.  Zack smiled at Terry, and then leaned over to kiss her.  Their
lips met briefly before their tongues got into the act.  Zack's hands, not
having anything else to do, reached up and cupped each of Terry's large tits. 
Terry moaned into his mouth as their tongues dueled.
Shirley was humiliated, and she was also
fully aroused.  The pounding her cunt was getting was sending shivers of
pleasure throughout her body.  What her mouth was doing was not nearly as bad
as she had feared, not that it mattered, since she had orders.  She felt her
heat rising, her body climbing toward its ultimate pinnacle of pleasure.
Zack could tell that Shirley was getting
closer, so he broke off his kiss with Terry so that he could concentrate on
bringing Shirley off.  He began to grind his hips against her with each inward
thrust, mashing his pubes against her and rubbing her clit.  Shirley was
beginning to twist and writhe on the bed.  He motioned to Terry, and she
reached down to toy with Shirley's tits, twisting the nipples.
That was all it took, and Shirley was
lost in the grasp of an intense orgasm.  Her body bucked and twisted beneath
her two partners.  Her moans were lost in the folds of Terry's cunt, but it was
obvious she was in complete ecstasy.
Once Shirley's gyrations had calmed, Zack
pulled out of her.  Terry climbed off of Shirley's face, and Shirley
immediately rolled over, away from them.  Zack thought about doing something
about her just then, but decided it could wait.
Terry moved against Zack, and reached
down with her hand.  Encircling his cock with her dainty fingers, she purred,
"Can I have it now?"
Zack smiled at her, and pushed her
backward, down onto the bed.  Her legs splayed out, and Zack was soon above
her, his cock resting against her pussy lips.  She bit her bottom lip in
anticipation of the pleasure soon to be hers.
Zack didn't make her wait for it, but
pressed in firmly.  Inch by inch, he buried his cock inside of her to the
hilt.  Terry moaned at the feel of him inside her, and she twisted her hips in
small circles to add to the sensation.  Zack leaned down and kissed her just as
he started to move inside of her cunt.
Terry gasped into his mouth as she felt
his dick sliding in and out of her.  She was lost in waves of pleasure as her
body tingled from the joys her cunt was receiving.  Zack moved faster and
faster, gripped by his passion.  Terry began to thrust her hips up at him,
meeting his every move in synch.
The pair rutted on the bed for only
another minute before they both started to feel the urge building inside of
them.  Zack was the first to lose it, spewing his cum deep inside of Terry. 
When she felt her master coming, Terry's orgasm flowed over her like a wave,
submerging her body and mind in a world of bliss and white-hot pleasure.  She
cried out in joy as she writhed beneath her master and lover.
When the pair came down, Zack had to
struggle not to collapse on top of her.  He managed to roll to her side,
resting gently against her.
"It looks like my programming was a
success, master," she said quietly.
"Yes.  I'm sorry I have to give you
to Adam."
Terry frowned.  "I'd rather have
you.  But I know it's important."
"Yes."
"I just hope we'll be back together
someday."
"We'll see.  You'd better go take a
shower.  If he sees you like that, he'll know what happened."
"Yes, Master."
Terry got up to do as she had been
bidden.  Zack knew that he had no choice now but to deal with Shirley.  He
turned over onto his other side, and saw that she was huddled, but she didn't
seem to be crying.  He softly touched her side.  She shivered a little at his
touch, but didn't move away from him.
"We're even now, Shirley.  I won't
do this to you again."
She rolled over on her back to face him. 
The look on her face was a mixture of emotions that Zack couldn't read. 
"I know why you did it, Zack.  I don't suppose I blame you for that.  What
bothers me is that I was starting to enjoy it."
Zack ran his hand along her abdomen to
her tit, cupping and squeezing it gently.  "Is that such a bad
thing?" he asked.
"I never thought of myself as a
submissive before.  Did you program that into me?"  It was odd talking to
someone who knew they were being controlled.
"Not intentionally," Zack said
truthfully.  "But I did tell you to obey me willingly, so... it might have
had unintended consequences.  I just don't know."
"Well, at least I don't have to put
up with Adam's attentions like Terry does.  He doesn't find me
attractive."  Zack could sense some slight hurt in her voice, even if she
didn't want to be used by him.
"I do," Zack said.  She wasn't
the most beautiful woman in the world, but her shoulder-length brown hair
framed an open and friendly face, and her green eyes spoke of intelligence. 
Though her breasts weren't large, they looked nice on her, and her body was
slender and it was obvious she exercised.  His fingers continued to manipulate
her breast as she squirmed beneath him.
"I'm going to need a shower,
too," she said.  "Unless you want Adam to know I don't belong to
him."
"True, but it'll be a while before
Terry gets out.  Whatever will we do to pass the time?"
They found something.

-----

After both of the girls had showered,
Zack took them out to the living room - the bedroom was just too tempting - and
sat down to talk with them.
"Terry, your mind contains your
commands.  You'll sort of 'instinctively' know what to do.  If Adam attempts to
program you again, it won't actually work.  You'll remember the
commands, though, and you'll find a way to secretly send them to me.  Do you
have a way to do that?"
Terry thought for a moment, and then
said, "Yes.  There is an internet cafe in a town thirty miles from where I
live.  I can go there.  Certainly he hasn't tapped that."
"He might be having her followed,
though," Shirley pointed out.
Zack looked at Shirley.  "Do you
know what he has planned?"
She shook her head.  "No, but it's
something big.  It's important enough that he's set aside other projects to get
this one finished."
"Shit.  Okay... what's the worst
case?  Would he fire her?"
"Zack... I don't want to scare you,
or you," he added, to Terry, "but worst case is that he'd kill
her.  Whatever this program is, he really wants it to succeed.  If
anyone but you stands in the way of that, they are liable to end up wearing
cement shoes."
"What's so fucking special about
me?"
"You got the program to work.  Your
work with Terry will only augment your position in his mind.  He will worry
that there are other people he wants to control that he can't."
"Shit.  Digging myself a bigger hole
here, aren't I?"
"Something like that."
Zack could see that Terry was a little
shaken by all of this.  He went and sat beside her, wrapping his arm around
her.  "Are you going to be okay?  Look, it would really screw things up,
but if you don't think you can do this..."
Terry had settled against him, but now
she straightened.  "No.  You need me to do this for you.  I know that. 
I'm just... worried."
"If you think you're in danger - either
of you - both of you get out of town and come here.  Use a roundabout path.  In
fact, find a way to send me an email or a phone call, and we'll meet... in
Tulsa."
"That's a long way from here,"
Shirley protested.
"Exactly.  He'd expect a meeting
much closer to my home, and it'll give me plenty of time to see if I
have a tail.  I wasn't really concerned about all this before, guys, but now, I
am.  Shirley, you keep me posted, in secret, on what's going on.  Do you two
hang out at all?"
"We haven't, but after this trip, I
don't think it would be commented on if we did," Terry answered.
"Okay.  Any info you need to get to
me, give to Shirley.  She has the know-how to protect her
communications."  Zack got up and began pacing.  "Shit, and I thought
I was being paranoid.  Now the old question crops up: I'm paranoid, but am I
paranoid enough?"
Shirley rose and went to her master. 
"I'll keep in touch.  I promise."  She kissed him softly, and he
wrapped his arms around her waist.  He held her for a little while, drawing
some comfort from her closeness.
Finally, he broke their embrace.  "I
need to know the commands he tried to program you with."
"Okay... um, how do I do that?  I
don't really know what they were."
"Sit here," he said, indicating
a chair at the living room desk.  He slid a pad of paper in front of her and
gave her a pen.  "Close your eyes and repeat the phrase 'Nomac wert' to
yourself over and over again."
"Nomac wert?"
"It's 'write commands', reverse and
horribly mangled.  If he can guess that, I've already lost."
Shirley smiled at him, and closed her
eyes.
Zack waited for her to finish, which took
nearly twenty minutes.  Afterward, she handed him six pages of script.  "I
have no idea what this says," she told him.
He looked it over, and immediately
recognized the scripting language that he used for entering commands.  "I
do.  Give me a few minutes here."
Zack sat down and began to go over the
code, making notes as he went.  It took him another twenty minutes to determine
what the script had attempted to do to her.
"Okay, this is a basic loyalty
script... but not a very good one.  There are a half-dozen ways to break
through this script, including making you believe I'm the one who gave you the
commands in the first place.  Whoever wrote this isn't actually very good at
coding."
"It was probably a junior programmer
or something, then."
"Could be.  Anyway, just tell him
what I told you to tell him, as far as I'm concerned.  If he gives you orders
that relate to me, tell him you'll carry them out, then relate them to me. 
This is no big deal."
"Thanks.  I guess things are a
little easier for me.  Sorry, Terry."
"It's okay."
Zack took a deep breath.  "I hope
like fuck this all works out," he mumbled to himself.  To the others, he said,
"Okay, let's call Adam.  I don't want to be tempted by you beauties for
too long, I might give in."
The two ladies giggled as Zack picked up
the phone.
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Zack awoke the next morning both relieved
and concerned.  He was relieved because Adam was on his way back to Kensington,
Illinois, where he belonged.  He was concerned because he now believed that
Adam was up to no good, and that was bad for everyone.  Zack was paranoid and
kept his information close, but he'd never once suggested to anyone that he'd
be willing to kill people over this thing.
That's just nuts.
Of course, there was nothing Zack could
do about it until he had more information.  He spent half his morning trying to
figure out what to do, and realized he was going to drive himself completely
nuts if he kept it up.
I need something to distract me.
As he was looking through the information
on hypnotherapy, trying to get a handle on Terry's problem, he'd run across two
or three references to what was called 'the inner mind'.  Zack was curious as
to exactly what that was about, and so he decided to go back through the
material and do a search on it.  Long and tedious?  Yes.  Something to keep his
mind off other things?  Definitely.

-----

"Holy shit!" Zack said, after
about three hours of reading.  He stepped out of his room to get himself some
lunch while he mulled over the thought of what he'd just read.  "The Inner
Mind", it turned out, had been proven scientifically, but had never been
properly utilized.  The concept seemed to be that extrasensory powers were
derived from this portion of the mind that had access to them.  The research
insisted that three people had managed to achieve some small successes with
control over this area, but that learning to manage it had been extremely
difficult.
"But to be able to have telepathy? 
Damn, would that be cool."  He wondered what other powers he could access
that way.  Telekinesis?  Clairvoyance?  The options were limitless.  It was, of
course, not that simple.
All of the subjects who'd had any success
had been hypnotized or had managed some kind of special trance-like state, and
they'd only been able to access their powers in this state.  Zack wondered if
there was any way to keep the ability readily available.
Could I use PAO to do it?  Program my
own mind to keep that section of my brain open all the time?
It was a project, and Zack had been
longing for a project for a while.  He returned to his room, half of his
sandwich still in his hand, to begin work on a new script for Program
Alpha-Omega.

-----

Four hours later, and Zack had completed
an initial script.  Looking it over, he wasn't entirely happy with his
results.  He heard his parents coming in the door, and he knew he didn't have
too long before dinner.
Well, let's give it a try, anyway. 
I'm not sure what's missing, and so maybe actually trying it will tell me.
Zack loaded the script, and booted the
program.  He allowed himself to be lost in the whirling colors and the warm
sounds.  Zack never took for granted the wonderful feelings that the program
gave him when he used it.  He felt so comfortable, lost in its embrace.  Still,
it was a means to an end, and not a place to exist permanently.  He'd written a
special code into his mind so that he could never be lost here terminally. 
That was a program he didn't know how to undo, and that was good, because he
never wanted to be tempted to live his life inside a programmed illusion.
After the customary running time, Zack
opened his eyes.  He felt refreshed, as usual, but he didn't really feel a lot
different.  There was an odd buzzing in his mind, but that was about it.  He
shrugged.  He wasn't entirely sure how he was supposed to access other people's
thoughts, anyway.  Did it just happen?  Was he supposed to push his mind
into theirs?  He just didn't know.
Zack was mulling this over when his
mother called him to dinner.  Well, time to find out if I can read someone's
thoughts or not.  He figured his parents would be the easiest targets. 
Dinner was going to be interesting, Zack thought.
He was wrong.

-----

Zack stumbled into his room.  Dinner had
been both bad food, and a nasty headache.  He had to admit he'd given himself
the headache.  He'd pushed his mind so hard that his vision had begun to blur. 
His mother had given him some Tylenol, and told him not to work so hard.
Easy for her to say, he thought. 
He lay down on his bed, wondering if he'd been successful in activating his
mind - the buzz was still present - and just didn't know how to make use of it,
or if he'd done nothing at all, and the buzz was just in his imagination.
He closed his eyes, trying to relax.  As
he took deeper breaths, trying out one of the many meditations he'd read about
in his martial arts studies, he slipped deeper and deeper into restful
awareness.
When Zack opened his 'eyes' again, he
found himself back amongst his bevy of beauties.  He noticed the number seemed
to have dwindled a little from his original harem.  Three of them approached
him, and he was a little surprised by one of them.  He'd expected Wendy, and
Stephanie had replaced Claudia, apparently, but the third was Mary, and she'd
not been part of his group before.
"Welcome back," Mary said to
him, a warm smile on her face.
"Hi there," he answered. 
"You're new here."
Mary chuckled.  "Yes.  You seem to
have noticed me only recently."
Zack pulled her to him, and kissed her. 
He knew it was a mental illusion, but she still felt good.  When he broke the
kiss, he didn't fully let go of her.
"I have a problem."
"We know."
"Of course you do.  Do I also have
an answer, hiding in here somewhere?"
"Let me show you," Wendy said,
taking his hand.  She led him away from the others, toward a dark, slightly
cold area.  She pointed to a doorway with no door.  Through the doorway, Zack
could see electric colors flashing by, but they made no sense.  Wendy led him
closer.
"This is the doorway you opened in
your mind.  Your program did what you wanted it to."
"But I tried all through dinner to
read Mom's mind without a single damn thought!"
"Of course.  You've opened access to
this part of your mind, but you haven't taught it anything yet."
"Huh?"
"When you were born, did you know
how to speak?"
"No, of course not."
"Read?  Write?  Walk?"
"No."  He was starting to get the
idea.
"Your brain had to be taught how to
do those things.  They're not instinctual.  Maybe this part of the brain was
once an instinct, but now it has to be trained, just like you had to learn to
talk, you have to learn to read that jumbled mess in there."
"How?"
"You already have a language for
teaching the mind to do things."
"But how do I get PAO to target this
area specifically?"
"You're pushing, Zack.  Remember, I
only know what you know.  It might be that you can't use the program. 
You may have to teach your mind what it needs to know, yourself."
"Ugh.  And how am I supposed to do
that, write it a textbook?"
"Zack, you're a programmer.  You
give the rest of your mind instructions through a program.  Now, maybe your
external program can't reach this far in.  Maybe you'll have to use an internal
program to teach this part of your brain what it needs to know."
Zack's imaginary head was swimming as
badly as his real one had been.  "I think I get what you're
saying... but... shit, how am I supposed to record programs in my own mind?  I
don't even know if this part of my brain is connected properly to my memory,
so... would it even remember what I taught it?"
"I don't know, Zack.  That's beyond
what you know.  You're just going to have to play with it, and see what
happens."
"Gotcha."  He frowned, but that
didn't last long.  Wendy leaned against him, and kissed him.  He held her in
his arms, and suddenly the rest of the world was forgotten.  Illusion or not,
it was very relaxing.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack awoke the next morning with a
determination in his mind.  After he had 'relaxed' with his mental maidens,
he'd looked back through the limited information he had on the Inner Mind
concept.  He went online and did further research that gave him some ideas as
to how to continue developing his brain's abilities.
Zack did pause, just before bed, to
wonder why he was bothering.  He had the ability to program anyone he wanted,
so why did he need to know what they were thinking?  His ultimate answer had
been, why program someone that doesn't need to be?  If he could tell what they
were thinking, he might be able to find ways to get them to do what he wanted
without the need for writing down yet another complicated script.
More to the point, however, was the
simple fact that it was a challenge, and Zack loved challenges.  Here was a
project that he could do for himself.  Here was something that Adam had no part
of, and never would, because Zack wasn't about to tell him about it.  Here was
a way to get a leg up on Adam, who he now perceived as a possible - he was not
ready to say certain - threat.
For all of the morning, he performed
relaxation exercises and meditations, growing more and more able to easily
focus his mind on a single thing, able to shut out all the external noise of
the world.  Of course, hearing external noise was precisely what he was trying
to do, but first he had to shut it all out, and then let it back in
selectively, or that was how he felt it needed to be.
Having achieved what he considered as
close to perfect concentration as he was ever likely to muster, he walked
through his harem room toward the doorway.  Zack was unaware that he was so
focused that it would have taken a physical force to shake him now.  He stepped
through the doorway, and was immediately submerged in the neon colors of
energy, zipping by, all of them at different speeds and completely
incomprehensible.
Okay, now what?
As he sat, watching the colors, he was
amazed to see that his mind began to discern each different package of color as
a person.  Their image was recorded, in a hugely distorted way, in the color. 
There passed a green male, there a blue female.  A yellow child whizzed by. 
Zack didn't know what to make of that, other than he was certain these were
real people, and these were their thoughts, if he could just find a way to
access them, find a way to interpret this information.
After a while, Zack felt himself growing
tired.  His mental self was fighting a headache, and he decided this was enough
practice for one day.  He stepped back out into the company of his maidens, who
immediately surrounded him.  The Stephanie-maiden led him to a soft cushion,
and together they rested, relaxing into a wonderful state of peace.

-----

When Zack woke up, he realized two
things.  The first was that he really had to piss.  The second was that it was
already after one o'clock, and he was supposed to help the real
Stephanie move into her dorm room today.  He took care of business and grabbed
a quick bite to eat, but then he hopped on his scooter and zipped across town
to her temporary residence at the Selman house.
Zack parked his scooter next to Steph's
car, and walked up to the front door.  As was his custom, he knocked, and then
walked right in.  Stephanie was in the living room, watching TV.  It was
obvious she was waiting for him.
"Zack!" she said with joy.  She
jumped up from her chair and came to him.  A fierce hug was shared between the
two, and Zack just enjoyed having her close like that.  Eventually, they
parted.
"Where is everyone?" he asked.
"The girls are all off shopping. 
Brian's... out... somewhere or other, and Mrs. Selman's in the kitchen."
"Oh, okay.  Well, have you got all
your stuff packed in the car from here?"
"Just one last bag.  I'll go get
it."
"Okay, I'm going to say hi to Mrs.
Selman while I'm here."
The pair separated, heading into
different doorways.  Zack saw Mary standing at the sink, apparently preparing
something for dinner.  She hadn't heard him yet, and he took a moment to study
her form, her face, and just her general poise.  He felt a strange sense of
happiness in the room, which was odd for this house lately.
Sneakily, Zack crept up behind Mary so
that she wouldn't see or hear him.  He wrapped his arms around her waist, and
squeezed.  She dropped the brush she'd been using to scrub potatoes as she felt
him.
"Geez, Zack!  You scared me!"
"Sorry," he said
apologetically.  He didn't let her go, though.  She snuggled back into his
embrace after only a second.  He leaned his head down and kissed her on the
cheek.  She squirmed against him.  Turning in his arms, she looked him in the
eyes just before their lips met.  Their tongues were soon dueling, and neither
of them heard or cared about the front door opening.
Stephanie walked back toward the kitchen,
to let Zack know she was ready.  She didn't speak or make a noise when she saw
what was going on.  Instead, she slipped back down the hallway to wait in Pam's
room.  She had a sly smile on her face.
Back in the kitchen, the pair finally
disengaged.
"How are you doing?" Zack asked
in concern.
"I'm a lot happier now," she
said with a coy look.
Zack smirked at her.  "You're
wonderful.  If my parents wouldn't be offended, I'd just move in here and get
it over with."
Mary's smile shrunk just slightly. 
"Sooner or later, one of us is going to have to say something to Wendy, if
we keep this up, Zack."
"I know.  I've been thinking about
it."
"Okay.  Just so long as you don't
plan on lying to my daughter."
"I wouldn't dream of it." 
Zack's hand trailed down her back to rest on her ass.  Mary sighed quietly. 
"I think I love you both."
That shook her slightly. 
"Zack..."
"Shh," he said, and kissed her
again.  "It's just a thought.  Well, I'd better get moving.  I don't know
how much stuff we have to move, but if we're quick, I won't have to run into
Mr. Bromwell."
"Is it as bad as all that?"
"Yes.  I don't want to go into it,
but... yes."
"You're a good guy, Zack
Griffin."
"Shhh, you'll ruin my rep," he
said lightly.  Mary laughed.  "I'll see you later, okay?"
With one last kiss, they parted.

-----

Stephanie and Zack spent the afternoon
moving most of her stuff from her home to her dorm room.  Since it was clear
that she wouldn't be returning home, she wanted to take as much of her stuff as
she could possibly pack into her half of the dorm room.  Her roommate, she'd
been told, probably wouldn't be arriving for another two or three days.  That
was quite all right, as it gave her the chance to pick which side of the room
she wanted, not that it made a whole lot of difference.
It was getting late as they pulled in for
what would turn out to be their last load.  Zack threw some things together in
a box as Stephanie collected the last of her clothing.
"When were you a cheerleader?"
Zack asked, holding a baton.
"Never.  It was something my father
wanted me to do.  I never made the cut."  Zack could see some tears
welling up in her eyes.  He set the baton in the box, without thinking, and
stepped over to her.  He held her for a few moments, letting her get control of
her emotions.
"I'm sorry," she said. 
"It's just... well, he wasn't very happy about it at the time,
and..."
"Shh," Zack said, stroking her
hair.  "It's not important now.  You're getting away from him."  He
held her for a little while longer, but then he let her go, gently stroking her
hair before turning back to finish collecting stuff into the box.  Steph was
packing her clothes carefully, folding them neatly before setting them in the
box.  He knew better than to rush her over clothing, though he'd finished with
his box.  He looked around for other items she might want to take, but they'd
cleared out almost everything.  There was a large stuffed panda in the corner,
but it would need a trip of its own, from the looks of things.
Finally, with her clothes all packed up,
she hefted the box.  Zack grabbed his, and they headed down the hall.
"So, you finally come home.  And
just where the fuck do you think you're going?"  Mr. Bromwell's voice
bellowed in the small living room.
"I'm going to school, Daddy,"
Stephanie said in a voice suddenly small and six years old.
"Over my dead fucking body!"
"That can be arranged," Zack
said coldly.  He'd been angry at the man's tone, but this was certainly more
than he was going to put up with.  Stephanie was his responsibility now, and he
would take care of her as best he could.
"Mind your own business, young
man!"
"Stephanie is my business,"
Zack responded, his voice still cold and seemingly emotionless.  He set the box
down on the coffee table, his hand resting on the top lip of it.  "Now,
why don't you move your fucking ass out of our way, before I move it for
you?"
Stephanie went pale beside Zack.  No one
had ever spoken to her father like that, and she was sure he would come
unglued.
She was right.  Mr. Bromwell roared and
lunged at Zack.  Zack, in turn, reached in and pulled the baton out of the
box.  As Mr. Bromwell got within an arm's reach, Zack turned and brought the
end of the baton straight forward, thrusting it directly into the man's chest. 
Zack watched as he stopped, grasping at the now very sore spot on his sternum. 
Zack twirled the baton in his hand, grasping it near one end, and, swinging
sideways, connected with Mr. Bromwell's temple.  The man reeled, falling to his
knees across the arm of an easy chair.
Stephanie was looking at Zack in a whole
new light.  Here was someone who was fighting for her, someone who was standing
up for what might happen to her, not just what had happened.  She
watched as Zack swung twice more at her father.  By the time Zack was finished,
Mr. Bromwell was lying, bleeding, on the floor.
Zack knelt down next to him.  "If
you ever touch Stephanie again, I will make you wish you were dead.  Do you
hear me?"
The man nodded, but there was too much
blood gushing from his mouth for him to speak coherently.  Zack rose, and
pulled his PDA from its case.
"Zack?" Stephanie asked.
"I'm just paying him back a little,
Steph.  Why don't you go put your clothes in the car?"
As Stephanie walked around her father,
Zack finished what he was doing and turned the display to face down at the
wounded man.  "You shouldn't have pissed me off.  If you think the beating
was bad, wait until you see this."
Zack hit the execute button, and the
flash immediately ensnared its victim.  Zack smiled wickedly at the thought of
what he was doing to this asshole.  Four and a half minutes later, he was
done.  Stephanie had not come back into the house, which Zack thought was smart
of her.  He walked back to retrieve the last box, and took it out to the car.
"I don't guess we'll be getting your
panda," he said, looking at the loaded back seat.
"No big deal.  It didn't have
sentimental value.  God, Zack, I... I don't know what to say about what you did
in there... no one's ever stood up for me before."
He put his hand on hers, and smiled. 
Leaning over, he kissed her softly on the cheek.  "That's what I'm here
for," he said, sitting back.  "Let's get going, shall we?"

-----

Once they got to Steph's dorm room, Zack
put the boxes from the car into her closet.  Meanwhile, she took the time to
put her sheets and comforter on her bed.  Zack finished up the last load as she
was beginning to put her clothes into the dresser on her side of the room.
"That's the last of it," he
said, closing the closet door.  He leaned back against it, feeling a little
sweaty, but none the worse for wear.  Stephanie came over to him and embraced
him.  He hugged her back, and it felt very good to have her body pressed
against his.  The stress of the afternoon, the confrontation with her father,
had left him both hyper and edgy.  He'd wanted to knock the crap out of Mr.
Bromwell since Steph had told him about what her father had been doing.  He'd
needed to make sure she didn't get hurt again, and he'd wanted to show her that
he did, in fact, like her enough to defend her.  However, it bothered him that
he was, in a way, doing the same thing to her that her father had been, just in
a different manner.
"What's wrong?" she asked.  It
was obvious she could sense his unease.
"Just thinking about us," he
said.  He looked into her eyes, and asked, "Steph, you... know what
happened to you, right?"
"You mean about becoming your
slave?  Yeah.  I remember fighting it.  Kind of hard to forget something like
that."
"And yet, now that you're under, you
seem to really like me."
Stephanie shrugged.  She had no answers.
"What worries me is that I'm not
much better than your father."
Her reaction was very strong to that. 
"Bullshit!  I'll take you over my father any day.  Okay, you took me, I
know that.  I suppose that's wrong, on some level, not that I'm able to care
about it.  You also took the ability to worry over why I feel for you the way I
do.  Okay, so my reaction to how you took me probably isn't right.  But
Zack, I know how you've treated me.  You never took my memory.  Even when I
hated you, you were... well, okay, you weren't nice to me, but you put
up with me, and you were never mean.
"I know that you could beat me every
day, and I'd still come back to you, every time."  She saw Zack's face go
pale, and she hurried on.  "But you never have.  You've never hurt me,
Zack.  My dad... my dad hurt me, a lot."  She wiped away a tear as she
thought about her past.  Then she turned back to her future.  "Something
tells me you'd never do that to me.  Honestly, Zack, if I look at it just in
the way you've treated me, you're one of the best boyfriends I've ever had. 
Please don't compare yourself to my dad ever again."
Zack looked at her for a long moment, and
she smiled back at him.  For the briefest moment, he felt a warm sea of emotion
wash over him.  He thought he could interpret that as love, but he wasn't going
to hold her to that.  He pulled her a little more tightly to him, and they
kissed.
Soon, Stephanie's tongue was demanding
entrance into her master's mouth.  When Zack's lips parted, her tongue thrust
its way in, assaulting his tongue in a most pleasant manner.  Stephanie pressed
herself more tightly to him, encouraging him to explore her body.  Zack's hands
slid around her waist to her lower back, caressing her soft skin.  Suddenly,
his tension and edginess evaporated, here in the arms of a girl that loved him
because he'd forced her to, but liked him because she wanted to.
After a little while, Steph broke their
kiss.  "C'mon, let's see how well this bed works."  
Zack hesitated.  "You'll get your
sheets all dirty..."
"What do you think I put them on
there for?" she asked with a sly smile.  She grabbed the hem of her
T-shirt and it was soon on the floor.  In seconds it was followed by her bra. 
Zack admired her chest.  After pulling off his own shirt, he moved close to
her, taking her tits in his hands and rolling them around in his tender grasp. 
Stephanie moaned.  Zack kissed her on the neck, and then moved up to kiss the
corner of her jaw.  His hands slipped down off her breasts, moving toward her
waist.
As his lips moved up to nibble on her
earlobe, Zack's hands found and unfastened the button and zipper on her jeans. 
She wiggled as he pushed, and they worked the tight pants down off her hips in
short order.  She felt them fall to the floor, and she used her feet to pull
them, and her shoes, off.  Zack stepped away from her, and to her side.  He
bent and scooped her up, taking the two steps to the bed and plopping her
unceremoniously down on it.  She giggled as she bounced.  He'd read her mood
right.
Kicking off his own shoes, Zack undid his
own jeans and slid them off.  He removed his underwear to reveal his
already-hard cock, standing out straight.  Stephanie shivered when she saw it,
and wiggled her own hips, working her panties off.  Zack bent over and helped
her get rid of them, tossing them onto the other bed with a smirk.  Stephanie's
legs parted as Zack climbed onto the bed.
Crawling up between her legs, Zack bent
down and ran his tongue along her inner thigh.  He switched to the other one,
moving back and forth until he neared her cunt.  Zack breathed across her
sensitive cunt lips, and Stephanie mewled in pleasure.  Zack flicked his tongue
out, rubbing it across her pouting pussy lips.  Steph shuddered and groaned,
her hips bucking once.  Zack then began in earnest, his tongue pushing its way
between her pussy lips, finding her sweet inner flesh.  Steph's hands came down
on top of his head, her fingers tangling in his hair.
Zack moved his tongue inside her for some
moments, feeling her arousal grow.  He slipped his tongue up along the side of
her clit, and she cried out, her hips thrusting at him.  He maneuvered his
tongue along the other side, and she groaned again, her body highly aroused. 
Finally, he took her clit into his mouth, rubbing his tongue along it while he
sucked.
Stephanie squealed in pleasure, her hips
bucking as her back arched.  Her thighs came together, clamping Zack's head
firmly in place as he continued to suck and lick her clit.  Her body writhed
for many moments, flooding his chin with her juices.  Zack's tongue continued
its work as her body passed its peak and slowly began to settle.  When he felt
her relax her grip, he let go of her clit.  She eased herself down onto the
bed, her body covered with a light sheen of sweat.
Zack crawled up beside his lover, which
was a tight fit on this smaller bed, but she didn't mind at all.  Stephanie
turned onto her side and  buried her face against his shoulder, pressing her
body against him.  Zack's one arm came around her, resting finally on her ass
cheek, squeezing and plying the flesh there.  He knew she'd need a minute or
two to recover, and he would certainly give her that.  Lying here with her
pressed against him was certain to keep him aroused until she was ready.
After a few more moments, Steph moved her
hips, grinding herself against him.  She pulled her head back to look deeply
into his eyes.
"Take me, Master," she said, a
deep feeling of contentment showing in her face.
He kissed her as he carefully rolled her
onto her back.  Her legs came up around his waist as his one hand positioned
his cock at her entrance.  As their tongues began to duel, He pressed into
her.  His prick slipped into her easily, because she was already well-lubed and
ready for him.  As he slipped in inch by inch, he felt her cunt walls massaging
his dick.  The feeling was incredible, and he enjoyed every second of it.
Once he was fully inside of her, he broke
their kiss.  Leaning up, he forced her to bring her legs down to his sides. 
She looked up at him, wondering what he was doing.  He took her legs gently
into his hands, and pulled her ankles up to his shoulders.  He'd enjoyed doing
this with Shirley, and he wanted to try it with Steph.
Seeing what he was doing, she smiled up
at him.  "Oh, God, yes, Zack.  Take your little slut!"  She played
with her own tits, rolling them on her chest as he watched.  Unable to hold
back any longer, Zack started to thrust into her.  She cried out with each
thrust, grunting and moaning in bliss.  Zack groaned with her; her cunt was so
tight and warm, he wanted to fuck her forever.  He reached down, pinching her
nipples while she cupped her tits for him.  His cock continued to slam down
into her, and he was nearly folding her in half.
Stephanie's head was thrashing back and
forth, her dirty blonde hair flipping from side to side.  She was lost in a
world of pleasure, and Zack was enjoying putting her there.  He watched as her
back arched again, and her pussy gripped his shaft.  Her hips bucked as she was
caught in the throes of another orgasm.
Zack continued to ram into her until she
moved through her orgasm.  When she collapsed onto the bed, it was clear that
she was exhausted.  He stopped moving, and slipped slowly out of her.  Moving
to her side, he gathered her in his arms, and held her tightly.
It took only a few moments before she
realized he had not come yet.  "Shit, I'm sorry, Zack, I couldn't hold out
any longer!"
"That's okay, Sweetie.  It was
fun."
"No way!  I can't let my Master
leave it like that!"  She wriggled free from his grip, and slid down the
bed.  "I'm too tired to go again, but I can sure as hell see that you come!"
Before he could say anything, Steph
wrapped her lips around his cock.  Her tongue played across the tip for a
moment, before she began to bob her head lower and lower on his shaft.  Her
lips and tongue played across the skin of his cock, sending shivers throughout
his body.  She didn't stop until she'd engulfed his entire prick, the head of
his cock well into her throat.  She hummed slightly, and Zack shuddered.
Steph began to move rapidly on his dick,
bobbing her head as she sucked him, using her lips and tongue to full effect. 
Her fingers began to lightly caress his balls, and he knew he wouldn't hold out
very much longer under these circumstances.
It was only a few more strokes of her
gentle fingers and a few more laps of her exquisite tongue, and Zack grunted
loudly with his climax, spewing his load deep into her mouth.  Stephanie
continued to suck him until he was spent.  Her mouth and tongue cleaned up
every last drop of his sperm before she released his dick from her mouth.  He
was exhausted, and she was also tired.  Crawling up next to him, she cuddled
against him, and soon they were asleep.
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When Zack awoke the next morning,
Stephanie had to drive him home.  He was stiff from having slept so tightly
against her, but damn, it had been worth it.  They showered together at his
house, and he changed clothes and collected his things.  Today was orientation
for his college program, and he didn't want to miss it.
Stephanie drove him back to campus, and
they enjoyed breakfast together at the cafe.  They chatted about school things
and other unimportant items of semi-interest to them both.  They wound up their
time with a quiet walk over to the assembly hall.
"This is where you're supposed to
go, huh?"
"That's what the sheet says.  You can
give me a lift back to Brian's after, right?  I need to get my scooter."
"Anything for you," she said. 
Stepping closer, she lowered her voice and said, "Master."  She
kissed him softly on the mouth, and then slipped away from him, heading back to
her dorm while he turned to enter Malcolm Hall.

-----

"Excuse me, can I sit next to
you?"
Zack looked up from the info packet he'd
been looking over.  He knew the hall wasn't even half-full, so it was kind of
an odd request.
The inquisitor was a girl about his age
with long blonde hair.  She was slightly overweight, but she was pretty cute,
in Zack's estimation.  He sensed... something he couldn't quite place.  He was
too new with his limited telepathic ability to understand her emotion.  It was,
however, a simple request, and he didn't see any reason to be rude.
"Sure," he said, shifting his
knees so she could get past him, as he had sat on the end of the row.  She
dropped into the seat next to him, and sighed.
"Thanks.  My name's Gabrielle."
"Zack Griffin," he said,
shaking the proffered hand.  "Do you go by..." he never finished his
statement.
"I hate Gabby," she said, a
little more forcefully than she'd intended.  "Sorry, it sort of gets on my
nerves."
"No problem.  Gabrielle it
is."  She smiled at him, and he saw a row of beautiful white teeth
flashing at him.
"I'm sorry to bug you, but being
here makes me nervous.  I just kind of needed someone to talk to, and you
seemed... well, bored."
Zack laughed.  "Yeah, I guess I
was.  They're late."  He looked at his watch again.
"I'm glad they were," she said
with a smile.  He smiled back, but wasn't sure just exactly what she'd meant by
that.

-----

The group of honor students sat through
an interminably boring speech by the dean of the college, and then they were
split into small groups.  Gabrielle looked a little worried until they were
told that they would be grouped by where they were sitting, and then she
relaxed.
I think she's attached herself to me. 
She's probably pretty insecure.  Well, I don't mind having a 'kid sister' while
I'm here, and she seems nice enough.  His thoughts were interrupted as
everyone started to get up to move into their smaller groups.  He rose, and
automatically turned to help Gabrielle if she needed it.  She didn't, but she
smiled beautifully at him, anyway.

-----

Zack's small group moved out of Malcolm
Hall across the quad to a large, institutional building.  This, they were told,
was Grant Hall, where the sciences were studied.  Zack took in the surroundings
with interest.  Here was a place that would challenge his intellect and give
him an endless parade of projects to work on.  Here was where he belonged,
although he'd go to a much tougher school when he graduated.
He noticed, when his mind finally came
back down, that Gabrielle seemed to be a little overwhelmed by the experience,
staring wide-eyed at her environment.  He put his hand gently on her elbow, and
she jumped.
"You okay?" he asked quietly,
so no one else would hear him.
She nodded, but it wasn't convincing. 
"Big places like this scare me.  I'm a small-town girl, I guess."
He grinned at her, and nodded. 
"It's okay.  If you want to stick close to me, I won't let you get
lost."
"Thanks," she said with
heartfelt gratitude.  Her eyes sparkled, and she beamed him another of her
pretty smiles.  He turned his mind reluctantly back to the tour they were being
given of the facilities.
When they reached the media lab, Zack had
to chuckle.  The tour guide, who was about to go into his spiel, said sharply,
"What's so funny?"
Zack composed himself and said,
"Sorry, but you were about to tell us this is an Iworks ITV model 6822,
weren't you?  That it is wired into the school system for the entire county,
and that you can receive and broadcast broadband video, audio, and data streams
from any school hooked up to the system?"
"Uh, yeah.  Something like
that," the guide answered, a little off-balance.  "How do you know so
much about the ITV system?"
"I ran it for Thorndyke this past
school year."
"Gotcha.  Yeah, well, for the rest
of you, what it means is that some of your classes will be telecast so that the
teacher can sort of be in two places at once.  Don't worry, no one will see you
having a bad hair day."  The guys chuckled, but the girls didn't think
that was funny.
Gabrielle was staring in awe of Zack. 
"You know how that thing works?"
"Sure.  It's not actually
complicated.  I thought you were part of the computer program?"
"I am.  But I'm a software person. 
Hardware drives me batty."
And your software ain't too shabby,
either, Zack thought before he could stop himself.
Now why the hell did you think that?
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Episode 8: Cheat Code
 
The next day, Zack took a trip down to
the library, but he didn't go inside.  Instead, he sat on a bench outside the
library.  He had a book in his hands, but he wasn't reading; it was merely to
keep people from bugging him.  His eyes were closed (though no one could have
told that, since he was wearing sunglasses), and it was his mind that was doing
the watching.
Zack's consciousness was inside of his
own mind, watching the colors of the people fly by at ever-decreasing speeds. 
He wondered if this meant he was gaining some control, but he wasn't sure. 
Most of the emotions he sensed were some variation of boredom, which was why
these people had come to the library.  In one case, he saw someone who appeared
angry, and he tried to focus on that person.  He was able to pull a few vague
impressions from his mind, and it appeared he'd had a fight with his
girlfriend.  Why come to the library to get over a fight?  A few more moments
revealed that the guy worked here.
I bet he's going to have just a
wonderful day...
Zack continued for over two hours, just
watching the people.  He noticed that, as time went by, the colors were moving
more and more slowly.  A couple of them were even standing still.  He focused
on them for a moment, and he realized that the people the colors represented
were also standing still.
So, am I now at the point where the
colors are only moving as quickly as the people they represent?  That would be
something of a breakthrough, wouldn't it?
Zack spent several minutes reading the
emotions of the two people who were sitting across from him, having a
conversation.  They were two women.  Zack found it amusing that, though the two
outwardly called themselves friends, both of them seemed to have emotions that
belied this concept.  Trying to dig deeper, Zack even found that the one woman
was sleeping with the other woman's husband, and her friend didn't know about
it.
How naughty of her, Zack thought
to himself with a smirk.  He considered getting her personal information, just
to torment her with what he knew, but decided it wasn't worth the effort.
Suddenly, Zack felt a huge amount of love
emanating from behind him.  He switched his focus, and saw the person's color
was a bright pink.  Before he could dig deeper to find out anything about the
person, he felt arms wrap around him, and a warm, soft kiss was planted on his
cheek.  He opened his eyes to see who it was.
"Hey, Steph," he said
cheerfully.  He leaned up to give her a proper kiss, and the two lip-wrestled
for several seconds.  Finally, they broke the kiss so that Stephanie could move
around the bench to sit with him.
"How'd you find me?" he asked.
"Your mom said you'd be here.  I was
expecting to have to look all over the place for you.  I'm glad it was easier
than that."  Her voice said more than her words did.  He kissed her again,
ignoring the women who had stopped chatting to glare at the two making out on
the bench.  He felt stabs of envy coming from both of them, but he couldn't
easily read their minds without slipping back into his trance state, which
wasn't something he wanted to do while kissing his girlfriend.  Well, one of
his girlfriends.
When they finally broke their kiss,
Stephanie asked, "So, whatcha readin'?"
"Nothing, actually.  I was
meditating.  I just used the book to keep the curious away."
"Sneaky," she said playfully.
"You know I am," he answered in
kind, kissing her quickly again.
The two looked up in irritation when the
woman across the way said, "This is a public place, you know!  You don't
need to be doing that in front of small children."
Zack got up, with Stephanie following. 
He walked over to the woman, and whispered something in her ear.  The woman
paled, and took in a ragged breath.  Zack straightened, and patted her on the
shoulder as he continued walking.  Stephanie followed in confusion.
"What did you say to her?"
Stephanie asked when they were out of earshot.
"I just told her that, if she didn't
want me to tell the other woman what she was doing with the other woman's
husband, she should mind her own damned business."
"Ooooh," Steph crooned
appreciatively.
"I hate people who are hypocritical
like that."  They walked a little further, with Zack's arm wrapped around
Stephanie's waist.  Stephanie had her head resting on his shoulder.  "So,
what brings you out looking for me?"
"My roommate finally showed
up," she said.  Her tone indicated that this was not necessarily a good
thing.
"Oh?  Is she a problem-child?"
"She's kind of a bitch."
"Ah.  Rich kid?"
"Not really, but she acts like it. 
I guess maybe she thinks her shit don't stink, too."
Zack had to laugh.  He hugged her
tighter.  "You want maybe I should deal with her?" he asked in his
best Bronx accent.
Stephanie hesitated for a long moment. 
"I'll leave that decision up to my Master," she finally said, laying
the issue on his shoulders.
"Thanks a lot," he said.  They
were walking by a tree at that point, and Zack turned, pushing her up against
it.  His lips were immediately locked to hers, and she was moaning already. 
His hand slipped around to her ass, and he pulled her tightly to him.  The two
kissed heatedly for well over a minute before breaking apart.  Stephanie
wrapped her arms around Zack and then kissed him on the cheek.  He held her softly
now, but his hands were still resting on her ass.
"My place, or yours?" he asked
quietly.
"Yours," she said with a
beautiful smile.
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The next day found Zack walking into the
kitchen at the Selman house, a smile on his face.  He saw Mary making some
preparations for dinner, though dinner was several hours away.  She was humming
softly to herself, but he got the impression that she knew he was there.  He
stepped up behind her and put his arms around her.  She settled back against
him immediately.  He kissed the base of her neck and got an appreciative hum
for his trouble.
"How are you today?" he asked
her sincerely.
"I'm doing pretty good, especially
now that you're here.  You will be staying for dinner, right?"
"Sure."
"Good," she said with a sigh. 
Zack glanced behind himself, to make sure no one was coming, and then he
slipped his hands upward, to gently cup Mary's tits.  She inhaled sharply at
the pleasure that caused.
"Oooh, you naughty boy," she
said with a wicked grin.  "I ought to spank you for touching me like
that."
"Well, I don't know about me,
but I'll let you spank my monkey," he said, having read her mood right. 
She blushed crimson at the remark, and fought a case of the giggles.  He
whispered something in her ear, and, while she looked a little shocked, she
nodded in agreement and excitement.
"I'm going to go see what Wendy is
doing."  He let his hands fall from Mary's breasts, but his left hand ran
firmly across her ass as he left her to her task.
He didn't hurry back to Wendy's room only
because he didn't want to run over someone who might be coming out of a
bedroom.  He knocked softly on her door when he did get there.
"Come on in," she called
softly.
Zack opened the door, and almost-closed
it behind him.  It appeared shut, but it hadn't been latched.  This was an
important part of his plan for this afternoon.  Wendy was standing at her
closet when he'd come in, but she immediately came to him, wrapping her arms
around him tightly, and looking up at her boyfriend.  He leaned down to kiss
her hotly on the mouth.
"I'm safe today," she whispered
wantonly in his ear.
"I know," he replied with a
lecherous raising of the eyebrows.  He then kissed her again.  Her hands
gripped his back to pull him more firmly against her.  He moved his hands down,
gripping the bottom of her T-shirt.  He broke their kiss so that he could
quickly pull the garment off.  As he suspected from embracing her, she was not
wearing a bra, and he was presented with a view of her glorious tits.  He
leaned down, taking one gently in hand and lavishing kisses all over it before
sucking in her nipple.  Wendy mewled at the sensation.
Zack moved back and forth between her
tits for several long moments before Wendy pushed him away.
"You're driving me crazy!  Get out
of those clothes so we can play!"
Zack removed his clothes quickly, but not
nearly fast enough for his girlfriend.  She was fully stripped and ready before
he got his jeans off.  Wendy was in no mood to wait, and helped him remove the
rest of his clothing.  She looked longingly at his rigid cock, and very gently
ran her hand along its length.  Zack shuddered at her touch.
"Lie down," she said more
softly.  Zack could sense a mild touch of nervousness in her, but he reminded
himself this was only her second time.  She was stuck between wanting it so
badly she could almost taste it, and still being worried about doing it right. 
He lay down on the bed, sliding up so that his head was resting on her pillow. 
Wendy lay down beside him, but her head was facing the body part of her desire:
his dick.
Wendy reached out and encircled Zack's
cock with her small fingers.  She held it upright, and then ran her tongue
along it.  Zack closed his eyes at the sensation, and groaned softly as Wendy's
lips engaged the head of his dick.  Though he knew it was going to happen, he
was so enthralled by his girlfriend's actions that he didn't see the bedroom
door open.  Wendy was, of course, both too busy, and not looking in the right
direction.  This was all according to plan.
Mary stepped fully into the room and
silently closed the door, latching it completely this time.  She'd watched at
the door for only a few seconds, and that had her hot enough to want to finger
herself to climax.  She knew something better was coming, though.  She stepped
over toward Bonnie's bed, which would take her out of the possible line of
sight of her daughter.  Zack had planned this very well.  She waited, now,
until he noticed her presence.
It took several moments for that to
happen.  Zack was thoroughly enjoying the sensations that Wendy was giving him
as her mouth worked on his dick.  His hand ran over her hip almost
unconsciously.  It took a while before Zack remembered that he was expecting
company.  Opening his eyes, he first looked to the door, and then around the
room.  A smile crossed his face as he saw Mary standing, watching her daughter
give a blowjob.
Mary, seeing that Zack had finally
spotted her, immediately began undoing her blouse.  She knew she didn't have a
lot of time, so she didn't do too much of a striptease, but instead, she locked
eyes with her lover and removed her clothes quickly.  As her daughter's mouth
worked over Zack's prick, she watched his eyes, enjoying how his gaze roamed
over her body.  It didn't take long before she was completely naked.
It wasn't long after that, either, that
Zack realized he was about to come in Wendy's mouth.  He grunted out a warning,
but she didn't really care, and kept up her sucking.  If anything, her pace
intensified.  Seconds later, Zack exploded into her mouth.  Wendy continued to
suck him, as she had the last time, cleaning him off completely and swallowing
all of his cum.  She noticed with pleasure that his cock did not even begin to
soften as she worked him over.
When Wendy finally let Zack's cock slip
from her lips, Mary had to move quickly.  Before Wendy had a chance to even
move, Mary stepped into the scene.  She knew her presence would startle Wendy. 
Moving over to the side of the bed, she announced her presence.
"Ooh.  Thanks for getting him ready
for me, baby," she said.
"Mom!" Wendy said, completely
unsure of what the hell she was supposed to do.  Mary ignored her for the
moment, as she climbed onto the bed, straddling Zack's hips.  She reached down
to take Zack's hard shaft in her hand and aim it for her dripping hole.  In
just another second, the head of his cock was penetrating her wanting pussy.
"Oh, yes, that's what I want,"
she moaned.
Wendy looked at her mother - or rather,
her mother's coupling with her boyfriend - in complete confusion.  She was
going to look to Zack for advice, but before she got the chance, he gently
pulled her over him, so that her pussy was now just over his mouth.  He reached
out with his tongue and caressed her outer lips.  She shivered with the
sensation, and moaned slightly.  She now nearly had her face buried in her
mother's crotch, however, and that was not an acceptable position for her.
Wendy pushed herself up, so that she was
kneeling over her boyfriend.  Zack barely noticed her shift in position as he
began to work on her cunt in earnest, lapping at the juices and probing her
hole with his tongue.  Wendy moaned at the feelings, and, though she didn't
want to admit it, even to herself, it was arousing her immensely to watch her
mother fucking her boyfriend.
Mary bounced rapidly on Zack's cock. 
Though it had only been a week since she'd fucked him last, it had awakened in
her the desire long suppressed by her failing marriage.  She rubbed her own
tits as she watched her daughter being eaten out.  She let her eyes roam
Wendy's wonderful body, noting the soft curves, the wonderful tits, and the
erect nipples.  Mary had certain fantasies that she'd never told anyone about. 
She wondered if she should act on them, and then decided to take the chance.
Leaning over, Mary began to lick and kiss
Wendy's breast.
"Mom, what are you..." Wendy's
thought trailed off as her mother's lips found her nipple, and began to suck on
it.  Although Wendy found herself confused by her own arousal at her mother's
touch, Mary just enjoyed the woman-to-woman contact.  She reached out and let
her fingers run over her daughter's other tit, eventually finding and toying
with the nipple there.
Mary was completely unaware that her
excitement at this act was driving her faster and faster on Zack's cock.  She
could feel her release building, could feel the pressure inside her rising.  As
she continued to fondle her daughter, and as Zack began to thrust deeply up
into her, she realized that she was past the point of no return.  Her body
quivered in anticipation of what was coming, and soon, she was coming.  She let
go of Wendy's tits in order to cry out in ecstasy, thrashing on her lover's
cock.  Zack continued to thrust into her, driving her even higher.  Her orgasm
seemed to last for hours, though surely it was only seconds.  She felt the
release wash over her as her juices coated Zack's cock and balls.
It took some time before Mary came down
from her high and was coherent enough to climb off Zack.  She knew he hadn't
come yet, and so it was definitely her daughter's turn to enjoy the wild ride. 
She moved over to Bonnie's bed and lay down, closing her eyes in blissful rest.
As soon as Zack realized that Mary had
moved off, he slid out from beneath Wendy, who still seemed to be in a bit of a
daze, as well as being wonderfully aroused by his tongue.  
"Zack..."
"Shhh.  We'll talk later," he
answered, kissing her into silence.  He pulled her to him, and she came
eagerly.  He lifted her off the bed, and she wrapped her legs around his
waist.  Positioning himself carefully, he slid into her, his cock sliding
slowly, but easily, into her waiting cunt.
"Oh, yeah, that's what I've been
waiting for," she sighed, unconsciously echoing her mother.
Zack laid Wendy down on the bed and
kissed her hotly, their tongues immediately getting into the action.  As they
were kissing, Zack began to thrust strongly into his girlfriend's pussy.  Wendy
grunted at each thrust, her legs pulling him in even tighter, trying to draw
him as deeply into her as she could.
The pair rutted together like animals in
heat, and their cries of passion could not even be contained by their kissing. 
Soon, the room was filled with the muffled grunts and groans of their
coupling.  Zack took one of his hands and began to fondle Wendy's tit.  He
found the nipple that had so recently been sucked on by her mother.  Wendy
groaned loudly as his fingers slipped along the still-wet nubbin.
As Zack's fingers worked on Wendy's tit,
his cock continued its pounding of her pussy.  Wendy was completely lost to the
outside world, reveling in the wonderful sensations being caused by her
boyfriend.  Even the earlier disconcerting experience with her mother was
forgotten, overridden by the complete bliss she felt right now.  Her hips were
bucking and her legs were tensing, all to get Zack further into her.  Her body
was working toward only one purpose at this point, and that was orgasm, and she
knew it wouldn't be long in coming.
Zack could sense her arousal, too.  He
increased his thrusts even more, pummeling her twat as fast as he could.  His
hand worked even more quickly against her nipple, and he knew it was merely a
matter of seconds now.
When Wendy's orgasm hit her, her body
tensed into a frozen position, her back arched, her legs clamping Zack within
her depths.  Her head was thrown back, finally breaking their kiss and letting
her long, low moan of ecstasy fill the room, and probably the whole house.  Her
pussy continued to squeeze Zack's cock, but he wasn't quite ready to come yet. 
He continued to move within her as much as her body allowed him, which sent her
ever higher into the clouds of joy.
Eventually, it was too much for her. 
Wendy uttered a final cry, and then passed out from the overwhelming sensations
she had felt.  Her body collapsed against the bed, her legs slipping off Zack
to lie lewdly spread on the bed.  She was still breathing hard, even in her
unconscious state.
Zack let a smile cross his lips.  Even
with all the surprises, she'd have to look at this as a good time, wouldn't
she?  He climbed off the bed, and gently rearranged his girlfriend's pose.  He
covered her, so she wouldn't get cold, and then turned to his other
girlfriend in the room.
Mary had never really gone to sleep, but
had instead merely given the couple as much privacy as could be managed with
her still in the room.  She felt Zack's weight on the bed, and immediately
opened her eyes to look at him.  She didn't have much time to do that, however,
as his lips immediately engaged hers.  His tongue slipped into her mouth, and
she was one more time lost in the desire for this young man
Zack's one hand began to fondle her
breast, seeking out the nipple, which he tweaked and gently twisted, receiving
a moan for his effort.  He slipped fully onto the bed with her, lying next to
her as they kissed.  His hand roamed from her breast down, across her body to
her pussy.  He immediately slipped a finger, and then two, into her already wet
snatch.
As Zack's fingers began to thrust quickly
into Mary's cunt, her body warmed to the action.  Her hips rolled to meet his
fingers, and her pussy grasped at them, trying to pull them deeper into her. 
Mary only let this go on for a few seconds, however, as she was in desperate
need of more than this.
"Are you going to fuck me
again?" she asked, rather crudely, but she no longer cared.
"That was the general idea," he
said with a wicked grin.
"Good," she said.
"Do you want it from behind
again?" he asked, remembering she liked it that way.
"Mmm.  Not today.  I want to do it
sitting in your lap," she said.
"Okay," he said.  He let his
fingers slip from her hot cunt, and sat up, sliding himself more fully onto the
bed as she made room for him.  He put his back against the wall, and his legs out
straight.  
Mary moved to him, straddling him one
last time for this day.  This time, he held his own cock in place while she
sank slowly down onto it, sighing out her pleasure.  As soon as she was fully
impaled on his dick, Zack took hold of her tits and began to squeeze and fondle
them.  Mary groaned in pleasure, and that groan got louder as his lips engaged
the surface of those tits.
As Zack played with her tits, Mary began
to move up and down on his cock.  She used her pussy muscles to grip his shaft. 
Her movements were soon joined by his, as his hips could not keep out of the
action.  Mary was now bouncing in his lap as Zack's tongue and lips continued
to work over her breasts.  Mary was already lost to the sensations.  It was
hard for her to believe how easily Zack could bring her to the heights of
passion.
Zack continued to suck on Mary's tits,
but allowed his hands to move down to cup her ass.  He used his hands and his
hips to help move her on his cock, allowing them to move faster and faster. 
Mary's cries of passion filled the room as their bodies coupled.  She was
trying hard to make him come, and she could feel his body tensing.  It was hard
for her to notice through her own body's tension, though.
As they rode closer and closer to their climaxes,
Mary reached down and very carefully began to fondle Zack's balls.  That was
all he could stand, and, with one loud grunt, he thrust deeply into her and
began to spew his load.  The sensation of his cum filling her pussy immediately
sent Mary into her own orgasm, and she cried out, thrashing on him one more
time, her head twisting from side to side and her back arching, pushing her
more tightly against him.
The pair writhed together for some time
before they settled down.  Mary slipped off Zack's dick, and the two lay down,
side-by-side, on the bed.  They continued to kiss, but tenderly now.  The
passion, for the moment, was submerged.

-----

It took nearly an hour before Wendy woke
up from her blackout.  She found Zack sitting right beside her, stroking her
hair.  He smiled at her, but she was still very uncertain of what had happened
this day.
She pushed herself up into a sitting
position, not bothering to keep herself covered; she had nothing to hide from
him.  He shifted his position slightly, and she nestled against him, but not as
snugly as usual.  He noticed the difference, and waited for what was evidently
coming.
"Zack... what happened today?"
Zack thought, at first, to give a
flippant answer to that, but he didn't think she was in a mood where that would
go over well.
"Well... your mother, you and I all
had sex," he said slowly.
"How could she just... barge in like
that?"
"It.. um... wasn't really her
idea," Zack said uncertainly.  He had known this wasn't going to be a
pleasant conversation, but that didn't mean he was ready for it.
"What do you mean?  Whose idea was
it?"
"It was mine."
She pulled away from him to stare in
accusation.  "You told my mother to... to..."  She didn't even
have a word for it.
"Shh," Zack said, trying to
calm her down.  "Look, I didn't want to be hiding anything from you.  Can
you understand that?"
Wendy looked at him with a dark look. 
"What do you mean?"
Zack took a deep breath.  "Your mom
and I have been sleeping together."
Wendy's pale complexion grew paler
still.  "You're... fucking... my mom?  And me, at the same time?  And you
want me to be your girlfriend?"  It was clear her shock was turning
to anger.
"Wendy," Zack said, trying to
keep his voice reasonable.  "You knew I was sleeping with other girls when
we first started our relationship.  It's not fair for you to be surprised by it
now."
Wendy's eyes were communicating a message
that Zack didn't like, but her voice said, "How many others?"
"Right now?  Just your mom, and
Stephanie."  He let that sit where it was; there was no point in telling
her about all the others unless it became absolutely necessary... at least not
in this conversation.
"But... my mom?"  Zack
realized that this was the real thing that was bugging her.  He figured his
other girlfriends wouldn't bother her until she got over the idea of him
sleeping with Mary.
Zack shrugged.  "What do you want me
to say?  She's beautiful, she's almost as sweet as you are, and... she needed
someone."
That last part stopped Wendy, because she
knew he was right.  What right do I have to deny Mom even a little of what
happiness I've had?  But he's supposed to be mine, dammit!  Can I stand
to share him with Mom?  In the back of her mind, a voice asked, What
about the others? but instinctively she knew that "the others"
didn't really matter in the great scheme of things.
"I can't believe she... touched
me," Wendy said in a small voice.
"Didn't you like it?" Zack
asked, wondering what was going through her mind.  He was only getting a sense of
confusion from her.  He wished that he'd learned to fully read minds, but he
only occasionally got an actual thought, such as the other day at the library.
"I'm... not sure," Wendy said. 
"It was... weird... but it felt good... I just don't know.  Zack, this
really is too much for me to think about.  I need some time... alone...
please?"
"Sure, Sweetheart.  I tell you what,
I don't want to make things difficult for you, so why don't I go ahead and go
home now?  I'll call or come over in a couple of days, and we can talk it out
then."
"Sure.  Thanks."
Zack gave her a comforting hug, which she
returned, and then he got up and left.  He wondered if he'd just lost his
second girlfriend.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack walked into the classroom for his
group, looking around for an empty seat.  Though he was early, it was obvious
that he was not as early as most of the rest of this group.  He found one whole
empty row, which made him wonder what was wrong with it, but he sat there
anyway.  He logged on to the terminal before him, checking to see if there was
an assignment or any messages waiting in the discussion boards they'd told him
about on Friday.  There wasn't anything but a few pointless greetings from
other students to the class at large.  He shrugged, figuring that the first day
must be more of a class-orientation.
Zack suddenly felt a wave of nervousness
wash over him.  He knew that he wasn't nervous, so it had to be more
emotions from outside.  He turned just in time to see Gabrielle slide into the
seat next to him.  Her emotions had quickly changed to relief when she'd
spotted the empty seat near him.  She smiled at him again in that way she had,
and Zack remembered how nice she looked like that.
"Good morning," he said
quietly.  It was obvious that neither of them was a morning person.
"Hey," she said in return. 
"Thanks for saving me a seat."
The row they were sitting in was still
mostly empty, and there were still several empty seats, including the one on
the other side of Zack, but he didn't mention that.  Instead, he smiled and
nodded, accepting the unwarranted praise.
The two didn't have time to talk, because
the class started shortly thereafter.  This group of students was being led by
a tall, bulky man with wire-rim glasses who had a nervous twitch.  He also knew
computers like the back of his hand.  Zack was incorrect about the day ahead of
him.

-----

For once in his life, Zack was actually
challenged in a computer class.  The assignment for the week had been given,
and it wasn't something that would be easy to accomplish.  In fact, at the
moment Zack was completely stumped on one portion of it.  He was staring at his
screen in frustration.
Reminds me of the early days with PAO.
After about ten minutes, he was ready to
smack the side of the monitor in anger, just to release some tension.  He
leaned back forcefully in his chair so that he could glare at the screen more
effectively.
Gabrielle noticed his movement, and
stopped what she was doing to look over at him.  She saw the look on his face,
and realized he was stuck.  It took her a long moment before she said
anything.  She didn't yet know him well enough to know if he'd accept help or
not.
"What's the matter?" she
finally said, very quietly.
He gestured angrily at the screen. 
"This program.  I don't get it."
"Want a hand?" she asked.
Zack almost said no.  Then he realized
two things: first, he did, in fact, need help, and second, if he said no, it
might hurt her feelings, and he didn't want to do that.  After all, he might need
a new girlfriend soon.
"Yeah," he sighed.
Gabrielle slid over next to him, and
leaned over to look at the monitor.  He moved his arm to the back of her chair,
just to get it out of her way.  She was so close, he could feel her body heat,
and smell her shampoo.  It was actually beginning to turn him on.
His reverie was interrupted, however,
when she pointed to the screen.
"Here's the problem," she
said.  He leaned forward, leaving his arm where it was.  He was looking over
her shoulder at the screen.  "This section doesn't work.  This is the old
way of doing it, but when they changed the class libraries, this way stopped
working."
"Do you know how to fix it?" he
asked, rather quietly, since his mouth was very near her ear.  The soft wind
across her earlobe made her shiver.  She nodded, but Zack missed the smile.

===<<<+>>>===

When they finished up with the class,
Zack had learned something new, which he considered a successful day.  He
walked Gabrielle back to her dorm room, at her request.
"Thanks for the help today," he
said when they got there.  "I didn't know about the new class
definitions.  I'd have been tearing my hair out without your help."
"No problem.  I'm sure you'll return
the favor before the semester's out.  Hey, we have that test on Friday... can
we study together for it on Thursday?  You know, after class?"
"Sure.  I'd like that.  If this is
how Day One went, I can't imagine what you'll teach me by Thursday!"
She smiled and blushed at his compliment,
and he felt her emotions: she liked him.  He liked her, too, and he was
attracted to her.  He knew he needed to stop looking at every girl as a
potential sex partner, but it was very difficult, since he could have any of
them that he wanted.
"Well," he said, "I'd
better get going.  I've got to pick up some stuff at the bookstore, and they
close in fifteen minutes.  I'll see you tomorrow, okay?"
"Great," she said, with that
same smile she'd given him before.  "See ya."
Zack walked out of the dorm, which held
all of the out-of-town students participating in the SCOT program, and over to
the bookstore.  When he walked in, he noticed it was the same clerk he'd seen
earlier.
"Hi, Linda," he greeted.  She'd
told him her name last time.
"Hey, Zack," she called back. 
He was astonished.  He had told her his name in return, but he certainly hadn't
expected her to remember it.  She must have a phenomenal memory...
He'd needed to pick up a few supplies,
and also there was another book that they were supposed to get that he hadn't
been told about before.  He grabbed the items he needed, and took them up for
checkout.
As she rang up his items, Linda asked,
"So how was your first day?"
"Tiring.  It's a pretty busy
session."
"I can imagine.  At least we get
breaks in our classes."  The SCOT program ran more like elementary school:
one long class with breaks for other activities.  "But I guess you learn
more this way, huh?"
"I hope so," he said with a
smirk.  Linda laughed.
"Don't worry, you'll do great. 
Here's your stuff.  Take it easy."
"Thanks.  See ya."
He felt a fleeting emotion when he'd said
that, but it went by too quickly for him to grasp.  What the hell was that?

-----

School went more smoothly the next day. 
Zack settled down into a real expectation of having to work, which was
something he hadn't had to do in a long time.  At least, not while he was at
school, anyway.  His current endeavors felt more like one of his home projects,
where he would end up working through the night.
He couldn't do that, however.  Foremost,
the teacher required all work to be done during class time, to keep things
fair, since not all students had personal computers, and the program didn't
have unlimited access to the computer lab.  More to the point, however, the
SCOT program didn't want the students overworking themselves, and so their
evenings were meant to be free from work, if not from studying.
The other reason Zack couldn't work on
his project after class was that he needed to go see Stephanie.  It had been a
couple of days, and he knew she didn't like it when he was gone that long. 
Truth be told, he was looking forward to seeing her.  He was whistling a tune
as he knocked on her dorm room door.
The girl that answered the door was
fairly attractive.  Her shoulder-length, full, black hair surrounded an oval
face with aristocratic features.  She was certainly well built, with a nice set
of tits and long legs.  The look on her face, however, was one of disgust.
"What do you want?" she
sneered at him, obviously irritated by having to talk to a younger male.
"I'm here to see Stephanie," he
said without inflection.
"That's too fucking bad," she
replied snidely.  "I'm not letting no goddamned little geek into my dorm
room."  She went to close the door on him, but Zack's hand landed firmly
on the door, and it didn't budge.  She glared at him for a moment before he
spoke.
"Unless you'd like me to kick this
door off its hinges, I'd advise you to step out of my way, now." 
Zack's voice was still calm, and still quiet, as there were other students
walking through the hallway.  It had, however, become very harsh all of a
sudden, and it was clear that the threat was real.  She backed off.
"Don't think you're getting off on
this, geek.  Tomorrow, I'll have you banned from campus."
"Neat trick, since I'm a student
here.  Now shut up, would you?"
Stephanie got up from her bed when she
heard his voice.  As he stepped around the other girl, she came to him.
"Zack!" she flung her arms
around him and kissed him passionately.  As he enjoyed the feel of her against
him, he heard a snort of disgust coming from behind them.  After they finally
broke their kiss and he led Stephanie back to her bed to sit down, he gestured
to the other girl.
"Is she always like that?" he
asked, not bothering to lower his voice.  Stephanie just nodded.
Leaning in, he whispered in her ear,
"Should I fix it?"  As he said it, his hand slipped up to very gently
caress her breast.  Stephanie shivered in intense pleasure.
"If you want to," Stephanie
started, "I would consider it a blessing from my Master," she
whispered back.
Zack leaned back, and nodded with a
smile.  He unsnapped the cover of his PDA-holder, and pulled it out.  He
scrolled through the scripts he'd preloaded until he found the one he wanted. 
Nodding to himself, he selected it, and waited a second for the machine to
ready itself.
Looking up, Zack saw that the other girl
was sitting on her bed, reading.  It was a perfect position.  He turned the PDA
toward her, with his finger on the "Execute" button.
"Hey, bitch!" he called out. 
The girl's head snapped up, her eyes flaring, ready to snarl back a response. 
At just that moment, his finger pressed down on the button, and Program
Alpha-Omega began its work once again.
A few minutes later, and the girl
shrugged three times.  While the program had been running, Zack had quietly
found out that the girl's name was Beverly.  He'd thought it a fitting name for
such a bitch.
Once the program had finished, the girl
climbed off the bed and assumed the position.  Stephanie giggled,
recognizing her own submissive position with her master.  He'd released her
from having to kneel like that in front of him, though she sometimes wanted to
do it anyway, just because.
"Now, Beverly," Zack said,
"you have been very rude to me, and to my friend Stephanie, and, I'd bet,
to a lot of other people on this campus.  Now, maybe they tolerate that kind of
shit in Tulsa," he said, hazarding a guess as to her hometown, but not
really caring if he got it right, "but we don't put up with it here.
"From now on, in public, you will
become a very polite and quiet person.  You will do what is asked of you, and
you will no longer bully people or ridicule them.  You will become a sweet and
charming individual.
"When you are alone with Stephanie,
or with me, or when the three of us are alone together..." he was about to
break a little surprise for Stephanie, and he paused for effect.  "You
will be Stephanie's slave.  You will do everything and anything she tells you
to, regardless of what it is.  Your free time is now hers, and you will
spend it fulfilling her wants and desires.  Do you understand?"
As Beverly nodded, Stephanie hugged her
master.  She'd just gained a new playmate... and she intended to make use of
her.
After Zack had extricated himself from Steph's
tight grip - something he didn't really want to do - he nodded and said,
"If Stephanie is not present, you are to follow my commands, but my words
cannot override hers.  End program."
The code phrase, "end program,"
finalized the scripting of Beverly's command list.  This method of programming
wasn't quite as "secure" as using a written script, but it saved him
from having to always write a script for each circumstance, and it was useful
for cases where he didn't have access to his PC ahead of time.  The worry was
that with verbal commands, there was more of a chance of error.  He'd been very
careful about his wording, and he didn't think he'd left any loopholes.
Hearing the code phrase, Beverly blinked
twice, shook her head slightly, and began to rise from her position on the
floor.
"I didn't say you could move,"
Stephanie said coldly.  Beverly immediately resumed her old position.  Zack
smiled, and moved over to Beverly's bed to watch whatever would happen.  He
honestly didn't know how Stephanie would react.  She stared at the black-haired
girl for several moments before looking over to Zack for advice.
"Do whatever you like, Sweetheart. 
She's your slave, not mine."
Steph's eyes glinted mischievously.  She
began to remove her own clothing as she spoke to Beverly.
"You've been a pain in the ass since
you got here.  I tried to be nice to you, but that didn't work, and now you see
where you are?  I've been there, you know.  My master was nice enough to let me
out of that position.  If you're a really good girl, I might let you out of
that position by the end of the summer session.  But," Steph continued,
pulling down her panties as the last act of disrobing, "I wouldn't count
on it.  Come here and eat me out."
Beverly's eyes widened, but she was obliged
to obey her mistress.  She crawled over to the bed, and up onto it slightly,
her face staring between Stephanie's sprawled legs.  Steph's cunt was already
glistening with juices.  Beverly was shaking with fear.
"I've... never... before...
mistress..." was all Beverly managed.
"You'll get the hang of it,"
Stephanie assured her matter-of-factly.  "Now get to it!"
Beverly leaned forward.  She could smell
the thick, musky scent of Stephanie's arousal.  Her tongue slipped nervously
out, moving toward the swollen pussy lips before her.  When she made contact,
Steph let out a small sigh.  Her fingers entwined in Beverly's hair, pulling
the girl's mouth against her own cunt.
"Lick, dammit!" Steph growled.
Beverly's tongue began to slip back and
forth against Steph's outer lips.  Soon, her tongue slipped in-between, and was
massaging her inner lips.  When her tongue found Stephanie's hole, Stephanie
pulled Beverly's head harder into her groin.  Beverly could barely breathe, but
she got the message, poking her tongue as deep as she could into Stephanie's
hole.
Zack was enjoying the show, as Steph's
chest heaved from her excitement.  It was interesting to watch someone else
taking control of a person like this.  He had to remind himself once that his
programming meant that, without his special code, no one could ever do this to
him.
Unless they're better than I am, in
which case, I just hope they'll make me a happy person...
He let that thought pass as he continued
to watch the display before him.  He didn't think Beverly was very good, but
apparently she was a fast learner, because Stephanie was soon nearly at
orgasm.  Her body was twisting as her fingers tangled and twisted Beverly's
black hair.
"Oh, God, yeah, that's it.  Now lick
my clit, lick my fuckin' clit!" Stephanie hissed.  It was only seconds
after that when Steph let out a loud groan, and it was obvious she was coming. 
It took quite a while before Stephanie calmed down from her peak to even pay
attention to her play toy.
When she did look down to see Beverly
staring up at her, waiting for instructions, Stephanie got a wicked gleam in
her eye.  "I want you to go over to my master, give him a nice thank-you
kiss for your new status in life, and then I want you to suck him off."
Beverly rose from where she was kneeling
and turned around.
"And take off your blouse and bra
first."
Without hesitation, Beverly shucked her
upper garments.  Zack nodded approvingly at her large tits with large, pale
areolas.  She crawled onto the bed with him, and gave him a soul-burning kiss,
her tongue requesting, and receiving, entrance into his mouth.  As they
continued to kiss, her hand moved to his crotch, where it began to undo his
belt and jeans.
By the time she had his pants fully
undone and broke their kiss, Zack was out of breath.
"Thank you, my master's master, for
my new station.  This," she said, taking his cock gently in hand, "is
something I'm far more familiar with."
Having said that, she bent down, her
mouth heading straight for Zack's already-hard cock.  As her lips encircled the
head, he looked upward, his mind lost in the sensation.  It took a few moments
before he settled down from the initial shock.  He could feel her lips
descending on his prick, and he loved the feel of her warm mouth on his cock. 
He reached around to fondle her tit, and she hummed on his dick, which sent
shivers throughout his body. 
When he found her nipple, he twisted it,
and she tried to gasp, which only caused more suction on his cock.  He
continued to grope her breast, and she increased her sucking pace, bobbing her
head in his lap.  Zack was loving every second of this as he played with her
tits and got a wonderful blowjob.  He knew he couldn't last too long.
As Beverly began to get her tongue into
the act, slipping and sliding along the underside of his shaft, he knew he was
in a losing game.  He held off as long as he could, but finally there was no
way to stop it.  The cum boiled out of his balls and blasted from his cock,
coating the back of her throat.  Beverly swallowed like a pro, continuing to
suck Zack for all he was worth.  She continued until he was fully spent and
cleaned, and only then did she let him slip from between her lips.
She looked up at him with an impish
smile.  "Thank you," she said, and it was entirely sincere.  He
pulled her to him and kissed her again.
"You're welcome," he said
brightly after releasing her.

-----

It was well after dinner before Zack made
it home that night.  He found his parents watching TV in the living room.
"School go better today,
Honey?" his mother asked.
"Yeah," he said, passing
through.
"How come so late?" his father
asked.  It wasn't a "fatherly" question; Grant was really just
curious.
When Zack came back into the living room,
he said, "I went to visit Steph after class, and see how she was
doing."
"That's sweet, Dear.  Everything
okay?"
"Yeah, she's doing fine."  Now. 
"I'll be in my room."
"There's some mail on the desk for
you."
Zack raised an eyebrow in surprise, and
went to get it.  It turned out to be a media envelope, from...  Oh, okay.
"Thanks.  I'll probably be busy all
night, so I'll see you guys tomorrow."
"Good night," they both said in
unison.
Zack took the envelope back to his room
before opening it.  He found the expected CD inside, with a note.

Zack:
     The team has been working to cut the run-time
of the program by altering the mathematical algorithm in the scripting phase. 
We've gotten it down to 58 seconds.  I'm sure you'll want to look over the code
and insert it yourself, so we've included no binaries on the CD.  Good luck
with it.  Oh, and thank you one more time for your work last week: it has been
an undisputed success.

                                                                 Adam

Asshole.  "Undisputed
success" could only mean that he was screwing Terri regularly, which
irritated Zack, because she was his girl in reality.  Well, let's get
past that.  I obviously have a night of code inspection ahead of me.  Let's get
to it.
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The college program that Zack was
enrolled in did not meet every day of the school week; they gave the students
Wednesday off, so that they would at least have some time to enjoy their
summer.  For Zack, it really meant he had to decide what he wanted to do with
his day.
Zack fiddled with a couple of new scripts
during the morning.  With the faster run-time for PAO, there were a couple of
other things he thought he could now try, when he had the opportunity.  The PDA
could hold well over a hundred scripts, and so far, Zack only had about ten. 
Eventually, he decided, he'd need to start looking at using the program to
improve his family's standard of living, but it could wait.
After lunch, Zack figured he should take
the opportunity to go talk to Wendy and Mary.  He left a note for his parents,
since he was unlikely to be home before they were, and hopped on his scooter
for the trip.
When he arrived, Brian's truck was gone
again.  He spends an awful lot of his summer running around...  Zack
hopped off the scooter and headed inside.  He looked in the kitchen first, but
didn't spot anyone.  It wasn't until he made his way to the master bedroom that
he finally located Mary, putting away laundry.
She turned as he came in the room, and
she went to him willingly.  They embraced, and their kiss was very passionate. 
Zack let his hands slip down onto her ass, and she moaned into his mouth.  They
continued to kiss that way for some time before finally breaking it off.
"Oh, that was nice," Mary said
after she'd gotten her breath back.  She had not let go of him yet.  "No
school today?"
"Not on Wednesdays."  His hands
had not left her ass yet, either.
"Did you come over for fun?"
she asked with an impish little grin.
"Well... maybe later, but really I
came over to talk.  Where's Wendy?"
"She'll be back in a half-hour or
so."
"Hmm.  Okay... We need to talk,
too... heck, it might even be better if I talk to you first."
"Let's go out to the couch.  It'll
be more comfortable."
Out in the living room, the two sat very
close together on the couch.  In fact, Mary's hand was resting gently on Zack's
thigh as the two sat, turned slightly toward each other.
"How's Wendy doing since
Sunday?" Zack asked.
Mary cocked her head slightly, and took a
deep breath.  "I'm not sure.  We haven't talked about it at all, and she's
been really quiet around me.  I'm worried."
Zack nodded.  He knew there was an easy
way to take care of the problem, but he didn't want to resort to that with
Wendy.  He took Mary's hand and squeezed it.  They sat for a moment in silence
before either of them said anything at all.
"So," Zack started, hoping to
bring a lighter mood to the room, "just how long have you been into
girls?"
Mary blushed strawberry.  She averted her
gaze with a shame-faced grin.  Finally, she got herself under control and
turned back to him.  "I've had fantasies for a long time, but that was the
first time I'd actually done anything... hell, it was the first time I'd ever
been near another woman having sex."
Zack smiled wickedly.  "You sure
looked like you were enjoying it."
Mary blushed again.  As she turned back
this time, Zack leaned in and kissed her.  Their lips pushed sensuously against
each other, and their tongues entered the act quickly.  For some time, the two
continued to kiss.
After a while, they stopped necking,
afraid that Wendy would come in and catch them.  The coming talk would be
difficult enough without added emotional insult.  The two sat and talked about
life and current events, but mainly were just together.  It actually took
forty-five minutes for Wendy to make it home.
"Hey, Mom," she said in a
neutral tone.  In a much sexier tone, she said, "Hi, Zack."  She came
over and, with only the briefest of glances at her mother, kissed him full on
the mouth.  Zack pulled her down into his lap, and she came willingly.  Their
kiss lasted for only seconds, but it was a wonderful experience nonetheless.
When they came up for air, Zack held onto
his angel and said, "We need to have a talk."
"I know," Wendy said, nodding
slightly.  "I've been thinking about it since you left on Sunday.  You
know, I was actually kind of worried you wouldn't come back."
Zack looked sideways at her. 
"Why?"
"Well, I figured this was the way
you lived, and if I wasn't going to accept that, you were going to dump
me."
"And?"
"Well, I don't want you to dump me,
for one thing."
"So... what are you saying?"
She took a deep breath and sighed. 
"I'll take what I can get of you.  You know, all this past year, guys were
trying to get into my pants."  She looked over at her mother and blushed,
but continued, "But I wouldn't go out with them, because I wanted you.  I
mean, I guess it is a little silly, since you were dating Claudia when we
first... you know..."
"I know," he agreed, tickling a
certain spot in the small of her back and making her squirm.
"Stop that!" she said with a
giggle.  "Anyway, I guess I'm okay with it... I mean, we are pretty far
apart in age, and you can't take me to a dance or anything.  I just wish I
could get past the nagging little feeling that's bugging me... I think Mom
raised me too pure," she said as a barb to her mother.
Zack sat for a minute, thinking it over. 
Finally, he turned to her and said, "You'd really rather not feel jealous
than force me to make a choice?"
"Hell, yes!  I'm afraid I might
lose... actually, I'm pretty sure I'd lose, and probably to my own mother.  I
couldn't stand that."
Zack had to admit he was in no mood to be
tied down to one girl, so she was probably right.  He moved so that she was
sitting how he wanted her, and reached for his PDA.  He hadn't wanted to use
this program; it felt too much like cheating on her, even though that's
precisely what he was doing.  In this case, however, he was convincing
himself it's what she wanted.
"Okay.  I want you both to watch
this," he said.  He'd put the new algorithm in here, after checking it
over five times for problems.  Before either of them could ask what it was, he
pressed the start button.
The sounds appeared totally different
after the initial, harsh crash of noise.  He didn't know how it was possible
for it to sound more musical than it had before, but it did.  And in
fifty-eight seconds, the program ended, and two females shrugged three times.
He took Wendy's chin gently in his hand
and turned her to face him.  "Feel better now?"
"Yes!" she said, and embraced
him strongly.  He wouldn't tell her about the little surprise he'd included; it
was his gift to Mary.
"So," he said, sitting back
with Wendy still in his lap.  "What should we do for the rest of the
afternoon?"
It was kind of a silly question.
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Mary was astute enough to leave the young
couple alone for the afternoon, and Zack certainly appreciated that.  Payment
for that favor, however, explained why Zack was now awake at six in the morning
with the arm of a beautiful woman draped over him and her head nuzzling his
shoulder.  It had been a long evening and a short night, but he felt pretty
good, anyway.
Zack began to stroke Mary's exposed
back.  The sheet was down around their waists, and he could see how the
brightening sky reflected its light off her smooth skin.  As his hand moved
softly up and down, Mary made soft mewling noises in her sleep.  After only a
minute of this, Zack could tell that she was waking up.  He did not stop his
hand from moving.
Mary finally stirred, feeling the
pleasant sensation of a man's hand caressing her body.  It took several moments
before she was actually awake, and even more moments before her eyes opened. 
She smiled at the realization of where she was, and who she was with.  She
turned her head very slowly.
"Good morning," she said
softly.
"Hey, Sleepyhead," he replied,
his hand continuing to stroke her skin.
"Mmm, that feels good."
Zack turned his head and kissed her
softly on the lips.  Mary immediately responded, and they lip-wrestled for a full
minute before their tongues got into it.  Once they did, however, Zack allowed
himself to fully embrace her, and rolled over, carefully supporting himself as
they continued to kiss.
When they finally relented and parted
their lips, Mary looked a little worried.
"God, what is Brian going to think? 
I've spent the night with his best friend!"
"Let me worry about Brian, okay? 
I'll have a talk with him about it.  I'm sure he'll understand how things
are."
Mary still looked a little concerned, but
she didn't want to spoil the mood.  Looking at him coyly, she said, "It
was a wonderful night, too."
"Would you care for an encore?"
he asked with a grin.
She did.

-----

Even with his 'morning exercise', Zack
still made it to class before Gabrielle showed up.  He wondered that she was
always just barely on time, but since she was on time, he didn't mention it. 
She greeted him warmly, but tiredly.
"Didn't sleep well?" he asked.
"Studying for tomorrow's test,"
she answered with a yawn.  "I'm worried.  I don't do well on tests."
"Test anxiety?"  She nodded. 
"Well, there are a few tricks to getting around that.  I can show you some
of them this afternoon."
"I'd appreciate that.  I hope I
don't fall asleep on you."
"You'll be fine.  I - oops, class is
starting."  He leaned over and whispered in her ear.  "I promise I
won't do anything embarrassing to you if you do fall asleep on
me."  He winked at her ostentatiously, and she had to stifle a giggle,
lest the teacher be annoyed.  He had no sense of humor.

-----

Class went fairly well for both of the
teens, and Gabrielle managed to perk herself up throughout the day, so that she
was able to pay attention to the material and Zack didn't have to jab her with
his elbow.  When they were through with class, Gabrielle led Zack back to her
dorm room.
"Where's your roommate?" Zack
asked her.
"She had to drop out of the
program.  Family problem of some kind or other."
"That's too bad."
"Oh, I don't know," she said
with a grin.  "Now I've got you alone in my room!"  She laughed to
show she was only kidding, but Zack sensed that she wasn't entirely
kidding.
"Let me call my parents, and let
them know what I'm up to," Zack said.  He normally wouldn't have bothered,
but since he'd not come home the night before, he figured they might be
worried.  They were still his parents, after all.  A brief phone call took care
of the necessary concerns, and then he turned back to his study partner.
"Okay, so what did we want to start
off studying?"
She tossed him their smallest book. 
"That one.  This hardware shit confuses the hell out of me."
"No problem."  Zack went over
and sat on the bed, figuring she would want to use the desk.  Instead, she came
over and sat across from him.  He looked at her out of the corner of his eye, but
tried to ignore it, and then they began their studying.

-----

After two hours of studying, the two had
wound up lying on the bed, side by side, looking at the same book.  It was the
easiest way for Zack to use the diagrams to help explain things to her, and she
had not hesitated to be this close to him.  Zack had been reading all sorts of
emotional content from her over the past couple of hours.
Now, as they took a break, Zack actually
picked up something more than emotion.  He'd started to do this of late, but it
was haphazard, except when he focused his attention on it.
<I wonder if he'd ever want to go
out with me.>
Zack wasn't entirely surprised by the
content of her thought, given how she'd been acting.  He also liked her, and
would have gone out with her in a heartbeat.
"Ugh, I think my brain is turning to
Jell-O," she said, flipping herself over onto her back to stare up at the
ceiling.
"Let's give it a rest.  Tomorrow's
test isn't likely to be all that hard, anyway.  It's just the first test."
"True, but remember my test
anxiety?  They could be giving a test on my first name, and I'd probably screw
it up."  She looked over at him with concern and said, "You said you
knew some ways to counter test anxiety.  Care to share them?"
Zack had to make a quick decision.  He
wasn't entirely sure she wouldn't reject him for it, but decided to try it,
anyway.  It might not help relieve her test anxiety, but it would certainly
relax them both.
He slid over as close to her as he could,
and said, "Well, here's one way to fight anxiety..."
Very slowly, he lowered his mouth to
hers.  She didn't flinch at all.  As their lips met, she closed her eyes.  As
their lips moved against each other, Zack moved his arm out from between them,
and rested his hand down on her opposite hip.  She maneuvered her arm out from
between them as well, and Zack moved closer in.  As he did, he let his tongue
slip out and run along her lips until she opened them, allowing him entrance.
As Zack's tongue made its way into her
mouth, his hand began to caress her hip, moving up and down in small motions. 
Gabrielle mewled at his touch.  He continued to stroke her, his movements
growing slightly larger and moving up slightly.  She made no move to stop him
at all.
Finally, Zack allowed his hand to come to
rest on the very outside swell of her tit, where his fingers made small
circular motions.  Gabrielle moaned very softly, and Zack didn't move his hand
any further than that.  They continued to kiss, and Gabrielle pushed Zack so
that they were soon lying on their sides, which allowed a more comfortable
position for their kissing to continue.
Now having better access, Zack slipped
his hand off her breast and down.  He moved it around until he was cupping her
ass in his hand.  Gabrielle moaned again as he squeezed her ass cheek, and the
two continued their kissing.
This carried on for quite a while before
they decided to stop and take a rest.  Neither of them made any moves to take
it further than kissing and fondling.  Zack freely allowed her to break it
off.  He hadn't had a kissing session like that in a while, and he truly
enjoyed it.
Gabrielle looked at him with a smile. 
"That was... nice.  If you can do that to me throughout the test tomorrow,
I'll be fine!"  She giggled and he smiled.
"I don't think our teacher would
like that very much... though I'd have a blast."
The two cuddled for a while longer before
Zack said, "I do have something that might work, though.  Have you ever
been hypnotized?"
"No."
Zack grabbed his PDA off his belt. 
Hypnosis was the easiest 'explanation' for what the PDA did.  "I have a
hypnosis program on my PDA.  I can hypnotize you, and get rid of your test
anxiety."
She looked at him a little warily. 
"What are you going to make me do while I'm under?" she asked with
only half a smile.
"I can't make you do anything under
hypnosis that you wouldn't do otherwise," he said.  This was true, except
she wasn't being hypnotized.  On the other hand, he had no plans to do anything
other than take away her fear.
"Okay, I guess I'll trust you.  But
if I end up in the hallway naked, I'm going to get you."  She kissed him
again, to show she was mostly kidding.
Zack pulled up the same script he'd used
on Beverly, and, sitting next to Gabrielle so she could see it, he pressed the
Execute button.
Fifty-eight seconds and three shrugs
later, he knew she was under.  All he said to her was, "From now on, tests
will not bother you.  You will be able to recall the information easily and
readily.  You no longer have any worry over tests, and you will take them
confidently and with little concern.  Your studying will be effective, and you
will remember what you study for as long as you want to.  End program."
Gabrielle snapped to fairly quickly, and
she looked at Zack.  "I don't feel any different."
"No, but you will tomorrow
morning."
"Thanks, I hope.  I think you
deserve a reward."
Before Zack could say anything, her lips
were once again locked onto his.  Truth be told, he didn't object at all.
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The next day, Gabrielle came into class
nearly late as always.  She had a smile on her face, though, and when she sat
down next to Zack, she leaned over and they kissed good-morning.
He smiled when they broke the kiss. 
"Ready for the test?" he asked.
"You bet!" she answered, with a
big, beautiful grin.
"I knew you would be," he
answered.
"I can't thank you enough for your
help."
Zack had been thinking about this the
night before.  "Sure you can.  Let me take you out next Friday night. 
We'll go to a movie."
"Deal," she said, her smile
widening a notch.  Just then, class began.

-----

After the test, Friday was an easy school
day.  Most of what they did was to watch demonstrations of some new
technologies and techniques.  Zack was actually proud of himself that he'd used
PAO for something that really helped someone else.  Gabrielle, of course, was
certainly happy with him.  The bothersome thing for Zack was that Gabrielle was
at least as smart as he was about software; she just didn't do well in school
settings.  He wondered if he should help her remove the rest of her
insecurities.
I guess I could talk to her about it. 
Maybe after our date or something.  Zack was thinking these things as he
walked over to the bookstore.  He had to pick up a piece of software that was a
gift from the state, since he was on a state grant for the SCOT program.
As he stepped into the bookstore, he
forgot all about the computer program as he heard yelling coming from within. 
He looked to his left to see two men manhandling Linda, the cute clerk that had
flirted with him.  Just as he stepped in, the bigger one tore away her shirt.
"Stop struggling, bitch, or we'll
hurt you even more!"
Zack didn't stop to think what to do.  He
probably should have grabbed a phone.  Instead, he moved closer, and then, when
he was about ten feet away, he took a running leap at the one standing away
from Linda.  Zack figured this guy might have a knife or gun.  Zack's foot
connected with the guy's shoulder blade, and he went flying forward into a rack
of clothing.  He got tangled in the clothing and the rack, and as he fell, it
fell on top of him.  Zack knew it would take the guy some time to get
untangled, so he was no longer a threat.
Zack spun to face his remaining opponent,
who had watched his partner go flying.  Now, seeing his enemy, his face
darkened in rage.
"Want to play the hero, dickweed? 
I'm going to break you in half!"
The man lumbered forward, his arms
outstretched in anger, as if going for Zack's throat.  Zack quickly spun, then
snapped a mule kick to the man's midsection, stopping him in his tracks and
doubling him over.  Zack knew that wouldn't last.  He brought himself back to a
ready position, and then moved to the side.  Once he was in position, he
brought his foot up, and then down, into an axe kick that landed right across
the man's neck.  The man collapsed like a marionette with its strings cut,
crumpling to the floor in an instant.  Zack could see he was unconscious.
Stepping around the man, Zack moved to
Linda's side, trying not to pay too much attention to her bra-clad chest.
"Are you all right?" he asked.
Linda looked a little shaky, as she
looked him in the eyes.  "You... saved me..."  At that point, she
wrapped her arms tightly around him and began weeping.  Zack was too surprised
to do much of anything other than hug her in return.
"What's going on here?" a stern
voice asked from behind them.  Zack turned his head enough to see a dark blue
uniform and a badge: campus police.
"Officer, these two men attacked
Linda.  I came in while they were doing it.  I... uh... well... sort of stopped
them."
"Yeah, I see that.  Shit.  I'd
better call an ambulance."
"You're my hero," Linda told
Zack as the cop went off to use the phone.
"I just did what had to be
done," he said.  She continued to hold onto him.

-----

Zack and Linda stayed long enough to tell
the police their stories, give them their information, and wait for the store
manager to show up.  At that point, Zack borrowed a jacket from the store to
cover her up with, and offered to walk Linda back to her room.  She readily
accepted.  They walked in silence, with her holding onto Zack as if for dear
life.
Finally they got to her room.  She worked
to steady her hand so she could get the key in the lock.  It took her two tries
to manage it, but Zack was in no hurry, so he didn't rush her.  With the door
open, Zack led her into the room, and set her down on the bed.  He went back
and closed the door, locking it before returning to sit beside her.
Linda immediately turned and held onto
Zack tightly, her face buried in his shoulder.  He embraced her, rubbing her
back and rocking very slightly to help comfort her and calm her down.  He
thought it was working, but he couldn't be sure.  He was too hyper to sense anything
from anyone other than himself.
Linda suddenly embraced him fully.  The
wider movement of her arms pushed the jacket off her shoulders, since she'd
never really put it on.  It now puddled against Zack's hands, and he decided to
simply let it fall away.  His hands were now stroking her bare back in small
motions, still trying to comfort her.
After a few more moments, Linda leaned
back and stared into his eyes.  "My hero," she said again.  This
time, however, she leaned forward and kissed him.  Zack immediately returned
the kiss, pulling her more tightly against himself.  He was not about to turn
down this lovely woman.  He could feel her ample tits pressing against his
chest.  He moved one hand up to cup her head, his fingers entwining in her
silky, light brown hair.
Soon, Linda's tongue slipped out of her
mouth to run along Zack's lips.  After a few seconds, he allowed it entrance,
and it quickly slipped past his lips to engage his tongue in a sensual duel of
pleasure.
Zack took a chance and slipped his hand
from Linda's back around to her front, lightly grazing the side of her breast. 
She pressed herself harder into him, and moaned softly into his mouth.  Zack
took this as a cue to mean that she was entirely willing.
Reaching around and using both hands,
Zack unhooked Linda's bra, pulling the straps forward.  She knew what he was
doing, and moved slightly to help him discard the item.  Now Zack moved his
hands onto bare tit, and gently squeezed and fondled her breasts.  Linda moaned
even more at that sensation.
At this point, Linda began to pull at
Zack's shirt, getting it loose from his jeans and pulling up on it until she
had it bunched beneath his arms.  The two broke their kiss only long enough for
her to yank the shirt off and throw it to the floor.  Now Zack pressed himself
against her, feeling her wonderful, large tits pressing directly against his
chest.  He could feel the hot points of her nipples digging against his skin. 
He moved himself slightly, allowing his skin to slide against her nipples, and
Linda moaned again.
It took a couple more minutes before the
pair had removed all of their clothing.  Zack finally pushed Linda gently down
onto the bed, his body fully against her, his cock pressing against her
abdomen.  He leaned down to take one of her nipples into his mouth, and Linda
cried out in passion.
"Take me, Zack.  I need you to screw
me!"
Zack couldn't resist a request like that,
and so he positioned himself for entry.  Linda's legs came up around his
thighs, and began to pull him forward.  He thrust into her, and she was so
moist that he slipped all the way in with one smooth stroke.  Linda gasped at
the sensation, and Zack let out a grunt.
"Oh, God, fuck me, Zack!" she
cried.
Zack complied, thrusting into her deep
and fast, altering the angle of his moves to cause her greater sensations. 
Linda began to shove her hips upward to meet each of his thrusts, using her
hips and her feet to pull him as deeply into her as she could.  The pair rutted
together like animals, climbing together toward the peak of ecstasy.
Zack reached it first, spewing his load
deep inside his lover, but the feel of his cum splashing in her pussy sent
Linda well beyond her peak and she cried out once again, writhing with the
pleasures of her orgasm.  The pair grunted and rolled together throughout their
pleasure, until at last, they had to come down.
Zack rolled to Linda's side, allowing his
dick to slide from her wetness.  He held her gently and they kissed again, more
tenderly this time.  For a long while, no words were spoken, because no words
were needed.

-----

Zack had stayed with Linda for nearly an
hour after their coupling, but he needed to get home.  It was a full hour after
he had left before the phone rang.
"Hello?  Yes, this is Linda... Yes,
sir.  The plan went off without a hitch.  Well, not without any
problems...  The two men you sent are in the hospital.  One might be
paralyzed...  That's okay, then...  Yes, sir, he did... Yes...  No, I don't
believe he suspects a thing...  Yes, I'll keep you posted."
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Episode 9: Upgrades
 
Zack was once again zipping around town
on his scooter.  He was really just killing time; he had nothing better to do,
had no work from his college courses, and the Selmans all had plans for this
afternoon, at least for another hour yet.  Thus, Zack was left to his own
devices about what to do.  He could go visit Stephanie, but he honestly wasn't
in the mood for sex right now, and that was all she usually wanted.
Zack nearly fell off his scooter as he
passed the Harley Davidson dealership.  On prominent display was a very nice
Navy blue touring bike.  He recovered quickly, and pulled into the drive.  He
knew there was no way he could afford the bike, but that would not stop him
from drooling over it.
Zack felt slightly embarrassed to be
riding a scooter in the presence of a bike such as the...
"Ultra Classic Electro-Glide, 100th
Anniversary Edition.  You like it?" the salesman, who had come up behind
him, said.
"That's like asking if I like
breathing," Zack said, awed by the power embodied by such a machine.  He
ran his hand along the handlebars, and then across the seat.
"Hop on," the man said.  Zack
kicked his leg up and over, and settled into the comfortable leather.  He
reached out and grabbed the handlebars, and felt perfectly at home on the bike.
"You have a driver's license?"
the man asked.
"Yeah.  Just can't afford a car.  I
sure as hell can't afford this," he said with a frown.
"You could win it.  This bike is the
prize in our contest this weekend."
"What do I have to do?"
"Just fill out a card and join our
mailing list."
"Even I can do that," Zack said
with a smile.  As he climbed off the bike, he pulled out his PDA.  It might be
cheating, but he wanted the bike.  Since it was a freebie to someone, why
not to him?  He called up a script as he walked behind the man into the
office.  When the man walked around his desk to get the entry card, Zack held
up his PDA.
"What's..." the man said,
before the program took over his mind.  Zack waited for the fifty-eight-second
routine to finish.  Once it did, the man shrugged three times.  Zack smiled to
himself as he put the PDA away.
"So, how can I be of service?"
the man asked.
"I want to win that bike," Zack
explained.  "How is the winner chosen?"
The man pointed to a box.  "We put
all the entries in there, and then we shake it up, reach in, and pick one."
"Are you doing the picking?"
"You bet!" the man said with a
smile.
"Okay, here's what we're going to do..."

Zack hung around for about an hour and a
half, just drooling over the bikes in the lot, waiting for the drawing, which
was scheduled for two o'clock.  When the time rolled around, there were about
fifty people waiting at the dealership to find out if they'd won.  There were
considerably more cards than that in the box, too.
The salesman, whose name was Ted, brought
the box out into the open, and set it down on a table.
"Any last-minute entries?" he
called out.  Everyone there had already entered long ago.  Ted nodded, and then
he and a coworker shook the box, mixing up all the cards, so that the drawing
would be as random as possible.
It wouldn't really be, though. 
Once they were done shaking the box, they took off the lid, and Ted reached
in.  He sifted through the cards, back and forth, until his hand hit the bottom
of the box.  Sitting on the bottom of the box, stapled in place, was Zack's
card.  It was an old trick, but still effective.  The staple was done in such a
way that it made only one small hole in the card, and a quick jerk freed the
card from the staple.  Most of the cards were beat up with dings and small
tears in them by now, and no one was going to notice the exceedingly small tear
made by the staple.
Ted pulled the card out, and flipped it
over so he could read the name there.  "Our winner," he said loudly,
making sure everyone could hear him, "is... Zack Griffin, from here in
Martina!"  Many in the crowd groaned, but everyone clapped politely as
Zack gave a big, "YES!" and made his way to the front.  He had to
make it look good; he wasn't supposed to be expecting it.  He had a big smile
plastered on his face that was not feigned at all.  This was going to be fun.
All right, Zack, if you'll just stand
here so we can take your picture for the promotion..."  Zack happily went
through all the rigmarole that was required for the contest.  In another
half-hour, he had signed all the paperwork, and Ted handed him the keys.  Ted
had already forgotten that he had cheated to let Zack win the contest, and so
he was quite happy for the young man.
Zack had to place a phone call, though. 
He now had two vehicles to get home, and only one rider.
"Hey, Mary.  It's Zack.  Is Brian
home?"  He whistled a tune while waiting for his friend to come on the
line.  "Hey, Brian.  I need your truck.  My scooter needs a ride home...I'm
at the Harley-Davidson dealership...You'll see.  See you in a bit."
Zack hung up the phone and turned to
Ted.  "Thanks."  He shook Ted's hand.
"Don't thank me, thank the owner. 
It was his contest.  Personally, I wouldn't mind having one of those myself!"
Zack laughed as he headed outside to wait
for Brian.  He hopped back on the bike to get a feel for it.  It felt so right
to him; his body just settled right into place.  It wasn't a sport bike, but
Zack was sure that there was enough power in this Harley to suit him just
fine.  He wasn't a speed demon, anyway.
"Don't forget your helmet," Ted
said.  He'd walked out with him.  He picked up the helmet off the scooter, and
handed it to Zack.  Zack grabbed it.
"Thanks.  I'm waiting for my friend,
though, so he can take my scooter home.  I think this is a much nicer way to
get around."
"Ain't it the truth!" Ted
said.  "You have a good one!"  As Ted walked away, Brian pulled into
the parking lot.  He climbed out of the truck with Wendy in tow.
"Hey, Zack," Brian said.  "What's
up, the scooter crap out on you?  Nice bike," Brian said belatedly.
"Really, you think so?  It's mine."
"What?" both siblings said at
once.  "You're joking, right?" Brian asked.  "That thing's got
to cost an arm and a leg."
"Won it in a contest.  They had a
drawing for it."
"Cool!" Wendy said
enthusiastically.  "Can I have a ride?" she asked, sidling up to her
boyfriend.
Zack frowned for a second.  She didn't
have a helmet.  Then he said, "Let's get you a helmet first.  I'm not
risking your life for a joyride."
Zack and Wendy walked back into the
showroom, and took a look at the helmets on the wall.  Wendy picked out one
that was in candy-apple red, with the Harley logo on the back and an eagle
emblazoned on each side.
"You have very good taste, young
lady," Ted said.
"Thank you."
Zack paid for the helmet, and then the
couple went back out to the bike.  Zack had meant to help Brian load the
scooter, but by the time they got back outside, he already had it in the back
of his pickup.
"I guess you want me to take this to
your house?"
"Yeah.  We might be a bit behind you..."
Brian laughed.  "I figured.  Just
don't take all day, okay?"
"Sure thing.  Hop on, Angel,"
Zack said to Wendy.  She climbed on the back of the bike and then fastened her
helmet in place.  Zack's was already on, and he turned the key to start the
bike.  The rumble went through both of them like the purr of a very powerful
jungle cat.  Wendy shivered, and grabbed for Zack's waist.  He raised the
kickstand, and off they went.  His house was north of where they were.  He
turned east.

-----

Zack and Wendy didn't ride for too long. 
After about fifteen minutes, Zack rode over to the Selman's, and dropped Wendy
off.  Mary, having heard the thunder of the cycle, stepped outside to see what
was going on.  She caught Zack and Wendy in a heated kiss.
"Mm.  Wouldn't mind one of those
myself," Mary said.  "Nice bike, too."
Zack smiled at her, and pulled her into
his arms.  He kissed her full on the lips.  Mary worried momentarily about the
neighbors, but figured it was already too late, and so she kissed him back with
fervor.  The two separated after a few seconds.
"Where'd you get it?" Mary
asked.
"I won it in a drawing at the
dealership.  Never thought I'd have one of these while I was still in high
school.
"Is it legal for you to ride that at
your age?"
"We passed two cops on the way over
here.  They didn't stop us," Zack said, shrugging.  "I'll deal with
all the legal stuff on Monday."  He turned to Wendy.  "What say you
and I go for a little trip tomorrow, take a bike ride?"
"Okay!" Wendy replied
enthusiastically.  She hugged him again, and they kissed for a minute.
"I'd better go home.  Brian's
waiting for us to get back."
"See you tomorrow," Wendy said
cheerfully.
"You got it."  Zack lowered the
visor on his helmet, and was off, leaving an echoing thunder behind him.
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The next morning, Zack woke up and
showered, then hurried through breakfast.  As expected, his parents had not
made a big fuss over the motorcycle.  His father had told him they would add it
to their insurance on Monday.  Zack figured he could get through the weekend
without a problem.  He packed a quick lunch, threw some things into the storage
box on the bike, and he was off.  It was only nine o'clock, but he figured
Wendy would be ready.  If not, he could always enjoy waking her up.
As expected, Wendy was far from asleep
when he arrived.  She was sitting on the couch, staring out the window when he
pulled up.  He didn't even have a chance to get off the bike before she was out
the door, running toward him.  He smiled at her as she collided with him,
jumping up to embrace him tightly.  He held her warmly for a few seconds, then
let her down.
"Gee, I'm not sure.  Do you really
want to go on this trip?"
"You turkey!  Where do I put this
stuff?"
"Left side box.  Just pop the latch;
it's not locked."  She did, and then she put on her helmet.  She struggled
her way onto the bike, and then wrapped her arms around his chest.
"C'mon, let's go!"
Zack just shook his head in bemusement as
he started the bike up, and headed out of the driveway.  Out of the corner of
his eye, he saw Mary watching from the window.  She smiled and waved at them as
he sped down the street heading out of town.     

-----

Zack hadn't really come up with a plan
for today until he'd lain down to go to sleep the night before.  He really just
wanted to spend time with Wendy, and have fun on the bike.  But a road trip
implies that you are going somewhere, and so he'd had to come up with some idea
of where it was they were going.
Wendy, of course, could not have cared
less.  She was with her boyfriend, and that was all that mattered.  Zack was
not speeding at all; he was keeping right to the posted limit, and even a
little slower at times, because he was not yet confident in his bike-handling
skills.  A trip that should have taken only an hour took them closer to an hour
and a half, but neither of them cared one way or the other.  Zack knew the next
leg of their journey was going to be a bit long, so he didn't want to push it.
Zack pulled the bike into the parking lot
nearest to Zoom Beach, at Lake Thunderbird.  They weren't too far outside of Oklahoma City, though they weren't going there.  He waited for Wendy to hop off before he
got off himself.
"So, what're we doing?" Wendy
asked cheerfully.  She was happy to be out in the sun, happy to be with Zack. 
She didn't really care what they did.
"I thought, though it's a little
early, that we might eat lunch here.  The next leg of our road trip will take a
while, so..."
"That's cool.  I didn't have
breakfast, so I'm a little hungry, anyway.  Where to?"
Zack pointed over to the picnic tables
overlooking the lake.  There were lots of people on the lake, it being a
weekend with beautiful weather.  They unpacked their lunches and stowed their
helmets, and headed for an empty table.
As they sat, peacefully eating their
lunch, Wendy suddenly giggled.  When Zack looked at her, she said, "I
think you made Mom jealous, taking me all by myself."
Zack smiled at her.  "I won't lie to
you, your Mom is great, and I like her a lot.  But you are my number-one
girlfriend."
Wendy beamed a smile at him as she took a
bite of her sandwich.  It was going to be a great day.

-----

It didn't take long before they'd
finished lunch and cleaned up their mess.  As Wendy was putting her helmet back
on, she asked, "So where are we going now?"
"I thought we'd take a little run
over to Lake Tenkiller."
"Hey!  I haven't been there in a
couple of years!  Isn't it a bit of a long ride, though?"
"Your butt getting sore?" he
asked with a chuckle.
"Not at all.  Just worried about
you, is all," she came back with a vixen's smile.
"Oh, anything that starts to hurt, I'm
sure you'll kiss it and make it better..."
"Ooh," she said, purring the
word as she climbed behind him on the bike.
"Settled back there?" he
asked.  She gripped him tightly by way of answer, and he was off.

-----

The ride to Lake Tenkiller did take them
quite a while, but they were in no hurry to get there.  It was a warm, sunny
day, and they stopped a few times along the way to see this or that.  It was
still early afternoon when they arrived at the north end of Lake Tenkiller.  Zack stopped the bike, and they looked out across the water.  The site was
very picturesque.
"It's pretty," Wendy said.
"Yeah," Zack agreed quietly. 
They stared for a while, but then he started the bike back up.  They rode along
the shore of the lake at a leisurely pace, enjoying the view and the breeze. 
The road turned away from the lake, but Zack spotted a dirt road that led
toward the shore.  He turned in, and headed slowly down the road, hoping that
he wasn't trespassing on someone's private property.
When the path ended, they could see a
small beach area just on the other side of some low brush.  They got off the
bike, and put their helmets away.  Stepping out onto the beach, they each
turned their heads to take in the whole view of the lake.  From here, it was as
if they were surrounded by it.  They could see the heavily populated area down
toward the state park, but this portion of the lake was nearly empty at the
moment.  The two sat down on their own private beach, just enjoying the
sunshine.
"Too bad I didn't bring a bathing
suit," Wendy said.  "I could have gotten a tan."
"Why do you need a bathing suit?"
Zack asked mischievously.
Wendy smirked at him.  "You
pervert!  There are too many people around here for that!"
Zack motioned to their left, to an area
where the beach was actually cut off from the water by bushes.  "If you
lay there, no one can see you."  He smiled wickedly, and continued, "Well,
almost no one..."
Wendy wrapped her arms around his neck,
and kissed him.  "If I'm going to be naked in public, it's not going to be
just laying out to get a tan."
Zack feigned shock.  "Miss Selman! 
What are you thinking?"
They both giggled, and got up to move. 
They slipped down onto the sand in the seclusion of the brush.  Zack briefly
wondered how such a strange arrangement of beach and plants happened, but his
curiosity was stifled by the pretty girl in his arms when she leaned up and
kissed him again.
Zack began to unbutton Wendy's blouse as
they continued to kiss.  Her tongue wormed its way into his mouth and
pleasantly assaulted his tongue as she struggled to pull his T-shirt out of his
pants.  The pair wiggled and squirmed until finally they broke their kiss so
that they could remove each other's shirt.
Zack wasted no time in getting to work
removing Wendy's bra, and exposing her wonderful tits to his sight.  She
sighed, leaning back on her arms and thrusting her chest out at him.  He leaned
over to take one of her nipples between his lips, and lapped at it with his
tongue.  Wendy mewled in pleasure.
Zack allowed one of his hands to caress
her other breast, while his other hand moved down to undo her jeans.  He got
her jeans unfastened, and then he switched his mouth to the other nipple. 
Wendy was moaning constantly now, loving every second of his attention.
Finally, the couple broke apart, to
finish removing their clothes.  This was slightly awkward, since neither of
them wanted to stand up to do it.  Wendy neatly piled their clothes together,
making something of a blanket out of them.  She then knelt on the clothes,
waggling her ass at Zack.  He could see the moisture seeping from her pussy
already.
"C'mon!  I need you now!"
she urged him.
Zack moved in behind her, and guided his
rod to her entrance.  Wendy sighed as she felt the head of his dick beginning
to penetrate her pussy.  As he slid further into her, Zack's hands moved
forward to take hold of her tits, molding them and fondling them with his
fingers, grasping and pinching her nipples.  Wendy squealed in delight at the
pleasure.
Zack pushed in until he was buried inside
her cunt, and there he paused, just enjoying the feel of her pussy gripping his
shaft.  Wendy, however, was not willing to wait; she ground her hips back
against him, and squeezed her pussy muscles, encouraging him to take her.  A
little whine escaped her lips, and Zack knew that she was more than aroused.
Zack began to thrust into Wendy, pulling
out halfway and then slamming back into her.  It wasn't long before she was
grunting with the pleasure and muttering encouragements to him.  Zack was
breathing hard, going full speed into her.  His hands continued to maul her
tits, and it was clear that she was enjoying all of it.
The two bucked together, slamming into
each other, moving in perfect unison.  Their cries were muffled by the foliage,
but were still loud.  They moved against each other in passion, exerting
themselves to the fullest as they pushed each other closer and closer to the
brink of ecstasy.
As Wendy came, Zack felt her emotions
wash over him.  He was almost drowning in a sea of pleasure, joy, and love. 
The pleasure of those sensations pushed him the final way, and he came inside
her, blasting his cum deep within her cunt.  The feel of his seed splashing
into her sent Wendy even higher, and the two writhed together for long moments
before their energy began to subside.  They stayed locked together for several
minutes, just relaxing and coming down from their high.  Zack's softened dick
slipped reluctantly from her pussy, and the two finally parted.

-----

It was difficult to clean up from their
lovemaking, and eventually, they'd both made a mad dash for the water.  They
washed themselves off, submerged up to their necks, and then they made a mad
dash out of the water.  They kept going until they were once more beside the
bike, thus hidden from view of anyone on the water.  They both looked at each
other and laughed; it was madness to do such things, but they'd loved every
second of it.
The two leaned against the bike and
talked as they dripped dry.  They kissed and necked, as well, but they both
knew they would need their energy for the rest of the trip, and so they didn't
go any further.  Eventually, they were dry enough to get dressed.
"That was fun," Wendy said as
they were riding back out to the highway.
"Yeah, but next time, we need a
blanket, and some wet wipes!"  They both laughed as Zack pulled out onto
the highway, heading south.  There was one more place he wanted to go before
they headed home.

-----

It wasn't long before they found
themselves entering Tanimela State Park.  Zack turned onto the scenic byway,
and slowed down.  Speed was not encouraged here.  In fact, they both lifted the
visors on their helmets, so they could get a better view of their
surroundings.  The view was beautiful, and they saw several forest animals,
most of them scampering away as they approached.
At a designated point, Zack pulled the
bike off the road, and the couple got off to stretch their legs and walk
around.  Zack did a few toe-touches to stretch out his back, which was
developing a kink.  When he stood back up, he saw Wendy looking up in a tree. 
He walked over to see what she was looking at, and found her staring up at a
raccoon and its babies.
"It's so cute," she said as
Zack wrapped his arms around her and pulled her gently against him.  He said
nothing for a long moment.
"Love ya, Angel," he finally
said quietly.  It was the right place for it.  She turned in his arms and
leaned up to kiss him.  Their kiss was passionate, but controlled.
"I love you, too," she said
when they separated.  "Take me home."  There was a lot of meaning in
that statement.
Zack struggled not to drive too fast.
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When Zack woke up the next morning, he
lay in bed for a while, considering how his life was going.  He had three
definite girlfriends, two other possibles, and in truth, he could have any girl
he wanted.  He could easily learn anything he wanted to, and he had recently
obtained perhaps the coolest mode of transportation on the planet.  Things were
going very well for him.
As he lay there, though, he realized that
it was kind of unfair that he had new wheels while his parents were still
trying to find a decent car for his mom.  He thought about how he could fix
that.
An idea didn't come to him until he was
in the midst of showering.  When it did come, however, it caused him to smile,
and he whistled throughout the rest of his shower.  He worked out the details
in his mind as he got dressed, and he made his way to the kitchen to get his
breakfast with a smile on his face.
"Morning, Honey," his mother
greeted him.  She looked like she could use another hour or two of sleep, but
she always looked like that in the mornings.
"Morning, Mom.  Hey, when were you
going to go to the insurance company today?"
"On my lunch hour.  Why?"
"Could you stop by the Volvo
dealership?  I have to do something for them, and I'm going to need a ride back
to school.  I can go with you to the insurance company and the DMV."
"Okay, that sounds all right.  What
do you have to do at the dealership?"
"Just some computer work.  Don't
worry about it."
She smiled at him.  "Okay,
Sweetheart.  You better get going, or you're going to be late."
"I know."  He leaned over and
kissed his mom on the cheek.  "See ya."

-----

Zack was a little later than usual
getting to class, but he was still there ten minutes before class was to
start.  Of course, Gabrielle was nowhere to be found.  She seemed to enjoy
being "just" on time.
Sure enough, about two minutes before
class, she came in the door.  She smiled when she saw him waiting for her, and
she made her way over to him.  As she sat down, she leaned over, and they
kissed quickly.
"Good morning," Zack said after
their lips parted.  "How was your weekend?"
"Dull."
"Sorry to hear that."
"How about yours?"
"Oh, it had its moments."
"Glad someone's did.  There's
nothing to do in this town, ya know?"
Zack laughed.  "I thought you were used
to small towns."
"Back home, I have all my stuff to
keep me busy.  Here, it's just... blah."
"Oh, well.  You've only got... the
entire rest of the summer."  Zack chuckled as she shot him a dirty look. 
They had to settle down, though, as the teacher entered the room to begin
class.

-----

"May I help you, sir?" the
saleslady asked him.  He was unprepared for the salesperson to be a woman, but
decided he could run with it, anyway.  He'd already had to fudge a bit, since
he was supposed to be in class right now.  He'd feigned being sick, and was
ostensibly in the bathroom with diarrhea at the moment.       In truth, he was
standing in the Volvo showroom, looking at a car.
He turned to the saleslady, noting in
passing that she was rather attractive.  "Yes.  Can we talk in private,
please?"
"Surely.  Come to my office.  We can
talk there."
Zack watched the woman's ass sway as he
followed her back to her office.  As she walked around her desk, he closed the
door, which thankfully had blinds on it that were already shut.
"So, what can I do for you?"
she asked, sitting at her desk and looking at him.  She felt he was far too
young to be a purchaser.  She hoped she was wrong.
"Well, my mom needs a car.  And I'd
like to get her one."
"I see," said the woman,
surprised that he actually thought he could afford one of the cars from her
dealership.  "Which one would you like?"
"Well, it's not which one I'd
like.  Personally, I'd rather have a Hummer.  But my mom wants a Volvo.  I
forget which one... wait, I wrote it down in my PDA, let me see if I can find
it."
Zack pulled out his PDA, and brought up
the script he'd surreptitiously worked on during the morning.  Luckily for him,
they'd been covering a subject he already knew quite well in class.  He readied
the script, and nodded, then said, yeah, here it is.  See?"
As Zack turned the PDA around, he pressed
the Execute button.  The woman was already focused on the device, and when the
program started, she was instantly enraptured by it.  Zack held his hand steady
for the next sixty seconds, until he saw the woman shrug three times.  He put
his PDA back in its holder.
"So, how can I really help
you?" the woman asked him, a mischievous tone to her voice.
"I need a car.  I don't want to pay
for it.  How can we accomplish that without you - or me, for that matter -
getting into trouble?"
She chuckled at his joke, but then became
serious.  "Hmmm.  That's a tough one.  We keep records on all of our
cars.  Everything's in the computer."
"Computers, I can deal with.  What
else?"
"Well, just the people here."
"If I were to take one of your cars,
and then you reported it stolen, but the information like color and VIN number
were mis-reported..."
"Our insurance would pay for the
car.  If you can change the VIN number in the computer, then your car would
never be linked to the crime.  But you'd need a title to register the vehicle..."
"Which you can give me, with the correct
VIN number on it."
The woman brightened.  "Yes, I
suppose that would work.  Which car did you want?"
"The S80 outside, the charcoal-gray
one."
"A very nice car.  Well, you'll need
to fool the computer records.  You can use my computer here..."
Zack moved around the desk, and the woman
got up to let him sit down.  She sat on her own desk, her legs crossed.  While
Zack started fiddling inside the computer, the woman got on the phone and
called to one of the people in the dealership.
"Jim, could you get the charcoal
gray S80 ready for delivery?  Yes.  Thank you."  She hung up with a
smile.  "It will be ready in about ten minutes."
"Good.  I should be done about then." 
Zack had already changed the dealership's records.  Right now, he was worming
his way into the factory's system through the dealership's links.  He had to
change all the records.  It wasn't hard for Zack.  In five minutes, he had
completely finished it.  He stood up, and so did the woman.
"We still have another five minutes
to wait.  What will we do to kill the time?" she asked, a gleam in her
eye.
Zack leaned on the edge of her desk, and
undid his pants.  The woman immediately got the idea.  She sat down in her
chair, and reached for his pants.  She pulled them, and his briefs, down off
his hips.  Zack's cock sprang forth, semi-erect already.  The woman, whose name
turned out to be Sandy, licked her lips at the sight of it.
It was only a second before Sandy's mouth
engulfed Zack's prick.  Her tongue wiggled along the underside of his shaft,
and he knew then that this was not going to take very long.  Her head bobbed on
his cock faster and faster, taking him fully into her throat.  He held back as
long as he could, but she was talented, and he simply couldn't resist.
He grunted as he blasted a load deep into
her throat.  Sandy swallowed it all, taking everything he had.  She kept
sucking until she had collected every last drop of his cum, and then cleaned
his cock completely.  Finally, she let his cock loose from her lips, and sat
back with a smile.
"I hope that was satisfactory..."
"Uh, yeah, you could say that,"
Zack assured her, trying to catch his breath.  He pulled up his pants and
leaned back against the desk, recuperating from his orgasm.  By the time he'd
recovered, they figured the car would be ready.  Sandy got out the title and
filled it out properly, signing the vehicle over to him.
"How long should I wait before
reporting the vehicle stolen?"
"Hmm.  How long would it have taken
you to sell it?"
"That car's already been here a
month."
"Okay... wait a couple weeks, then,
and then report it stolen.  Use the information in the computer, which calls it
a blue car, with a different VIN."
"Very good," she said.  "Will
you be needing... anything else?" she looked at him through hooded eyes.
"Not... right now," he answered
with a sigh.

-----

It wasn't long after the two finished up
in the office that his mother arrived to pick him up.  She wasn't expecting
anything, as Zack had planned.  She got out of the car when he motioned to
her.  He was staring at the S80 as she walked up.
"We need to get going, Honey."
"Nice car, ain't it?" he asked,
ignoring her comment.  She turned to look at it.
"Yes."  She sighed audibly.  "Unfortunately,
it's way out of our price range, even with trade-in."
Zack just held up the keys in front of
her.  She stared at them in shock.
"But... how?  Don't tell me you won
another contest..."
"Nope.  I told you, I was doing some
computer work for them.  This is their way of settling up.  It was pretty
heavy-duty work."
Sharon just stared at the car, and then
reached out to touch it, as if to make sure it was real.  After a moment, she
took the keys and opened the door.  She slowly climbed in, and smiled as she
felt the leather seat cushion her.
"I'll follow you in the other car,
okay?" Zack asked her.  She looked up at him and nodded, unable, as yet,
to speak.  Zack turned away with a smile on his face.  The smile got a notch
wider when Sandy waved at him from the door of the dealership.
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Zack was walking across the quad of the
college when he heard someone call his name.  His day, up to this point, had
been easy and laidback.  He had easily handled his classes, and was now on his
way to see Stephanie, to make sure that she was doing all right, and to see if
she needed any help with her schoolwork.  Of course, if she was more interested
in play time, he was okay with that, too.
He stopped and looked around, wondering
if he was actually the Zack being hollered at.  Sure enough, as he turned, he
saw Linda waving at him as she walked toward him.  He smiled at the sight of
her, wondering what she wanted from him.  He did not expect her to acknowledge
him in so public a forum as this.
When she finally got to him, she wrapped
her arms around him and gave him a kiss.  He kissed back, surprised as he was. 
They kept it short, in light of the fact that they were standing in the
middle of the quad.
"Hey, Linda.  What's up?"
"I was wondering something.  We've
got a book fair tomorrow, and I have to sit at one of the tables.  It's long,
and boring.  I was wondering if you'd keep me company."
Strange kind of date...and a strange
way to ask for one.  On the other hand, he didn't have any plans for
tomorrow night.
"What time?"
"It runs from two until
eight-thirty."
"Well, they're making us come to
class tomorrow, something they had to reschedule or something.  I'll be in
class until around four or so... but I can keep you company after that."
"Great!" she said with a huge
smile.  "I'll see you then, okay?"  She kissed him again, and then
she bounded off.  As she left, Zack got the oddest impression from her, and he
couldn't tell what it was.  It was apparently an emotion he'd not had much
contact with since he'd gained the ability to read them.  For the moment, he
shrugged it off and continued on his way.  Whatever it was, it would keep.

-----

As Zack entered the dorm, he passed
several girls who smiled at him, which he found strange but enjoyable.  He made
his way to Steph's door, and was about to knock, when he decided to just try
the door, instead.  Sure enough, it wasn't locked, and he opened it and walked
in.
When he opened the door, it was
immediately obvious what was going on, and he closed the door behind himself as
quickly as he could.  He figured anyone who didn't already know about these two
didn't need his help figuring it out.
Beverly was on top of Stephanie, the two
in a sixty-nine position.  Zack enjoyed the sight of Beverly's ass twitching as
Stephanie lapped at her pussy.  Beverly's long black hair bounced as she licked
Stephanie's cunt.  The two moaned in pleasure, obviously close to their
orgasms.  Zack leaned back against the door and enjoyed the show, not wanting
to interrupt Stephanie's fun.  He didn't much care if Beverly was enjoying
herself or not.
Soon, he heard Stephanie cry out loudly,
her orgasm clearly washing over her.  Beverly continued to lick, driving
Stephanie even higher.  In a few moments, Stephanie began to come down from her
high.  She looked exhausted, as if they had been entertaining each other all
afternoon.
Zack began to clap softly, letting the
other two know he was present.  Stephanie took a long moment to look over at
him, but Beverly's head snapped around to glare at him, until she realized who
it was.
"Zack," Stephanie said in a
gasping sigh.  "Hi.  Um... Say, Bev, you didn't come yet, did you?"
"No, Mistress."
"That's not very polite of me.  Why
don't you go fuck Zack?  I think he can get you off."
"Yes, Mistress," Beverly said, with more enthusiasm than she probably ought to have.  Zack had gotten hard
watching the two, and was more than ready to go.  He unzipped his pants as Beverly got off the bed.  Zack motioned her to the desk, and she leaned over, presenting
her pussy for access.
Zack dropped his pants and briefs, and
wasted no time sinking his dick deep into Beverly's wet snatch.  She was hot
and wet, and it felt great.  He began stroking into her immediately, and she
began to pant.  He reached forward, taking her tits in his hands and molding
them.  She sighed in pleasure as he continued to thrust into her, his pace
quickening.
Between the kiss from Linda and the floor
show he'd received here, Zack knew that he wouldn't last too long.  He sped up,
slamming as fast as he could into Beverly's cunt.  She cried out with each
thrust, shoving her hips back at him, hoping for deeper penetration.  Zack
twisted her nipples, sending shocks of pleasure throughout her system.
In a few more seconds, Beverly grunted
loudly, and her back arched.  Her pussy clamped down on Zack's dick, and didn't
want to let it go.  She was obviously in the throes of a wonderful orgasm. 
Zack shoved his cock all the way into her and let loose his own climax, which
he'd been fighting off for the last few moments.  He spewed his cum deep inside
her, continuing to knead her tits and pinch her nipples.  The pair remained
locked in the grip of ecstasy for some moments before they finally came down
from their high.
As soon as she was coherent, Beverly stood, letting Zack's dick slip out of her pussy.  She turned and knelt before
him.  Before he could ask what she was doing, her lips had encircled his cock,
licking and cleaning him off.
"I ordered her to do that for you,"
Stephanie explained from where she lay on the bed.
Zack arched his eyebrows at his
girlfriend, and then smiled.  "And I just came to help you with your
homework..."
"Well, you just came, anyway..."
Stephanie said with a giggle.  Zack laughed at her.  Beverly let him loose just
then, and Zack went over to the bed, collapsing down beside Stephanie, and
kissing her hotly.
"Did you want help with your
homework, or not?" Zack asked playfully.
"I think my brain is scrambled right
now, but give me a few minutes..."
Zack nuzzled her neck, and she giggled
again.  "I may never get my brain back in order if you keep doing that!"
"And the problem with that is...?"
he asked.
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"You look tired, Zack,"
Gabrielle said, looking at him with a little concern.
"Stayed up too late last night
fooling around.  Don't worry about it.  Thanks for caring, though."  He
could hardly tell her that he was far too late coming home from Stephanie's. 
It was just after lunch, and he was already tired.  It was going to be a long
night, especially with his date with Linda.
Gabrielle eyed him more carefully, but
then nodded and got back to work.  He was, in fact, touched that she cared,
though it bothered him in some indistinct manner that he couldn't put his
finger on.  He decided not to worry about it, and went back to doing the
thankfully easy assignment they had laid out for today.  The material they were
learning was new to him, but it wasn't complex, so he had an easy time
assimilating it, even half-asleep.  The presentation had taken up all of their
morning, and the teacher decided to get ahead with their work for the
afternoon.  Zack grumbled about it as he stared at his screen, but there was
nothing he could do about it, so he just kept working.

-----

Class let out late, and Zack wondered
what Linda was thinking.  It was already quarter to five.  He said good-bye to
Gabrielle, and he hurried over to the Student Union Building.  He was
reasonably secure in his opinion that Gabrielle would not attend the book fair,
which kept him safe from having to explain himself, at least for a while.
He made his way through the
already-crowded halls, until he found the table that Linda was sitting at.  For
the moment she was talking to another college student.  When she saw him, her
eyes lit up.  She raised her hand to the other girl, and said, "Zack!" 
She motioned him over, and she pulled him down to kiss him.  He was surprised
she did it right in front of someone else, but he certainly wasn't going to object. 
He broke their kiss after a couple of seconds, and moved into the chair beside
her.  She had returned to talking to the other girl, who Zack could tell kept
glancing at him strangely.
After the girl finally left, with a
couple books, Linda turned to him.  She was smiling broadly.  "Glad you
could make it."
"Sorry I'm late.  Class went on
forever today."
"That's okay.  I'm just glad you're
here now.  And you made it in time for us to have dinner together later."
"Great," he said sincerely,
especially since he happened to be hungry already.  The two chatted about
nothing in particular, interrupting themselves to deal with the occasional
interested student.  Zack let Linda handle those; he wasn't here to deal with
them.
The problem Zack had was that he was
tired.  He found his eyes getting heavy during one exceptionally long
conversation with a girl that Linda obviously knew well.  He was still tracking
the conversation, sort of, but he was very unfocused.
As his mind began to wander, Zack's inner
abilities began to pay more attention.  He watched the two girls talking. 
While the unknown girl showed mild interest, and a lot of boredom - which was
why she was still standing here talking - Linda displayed other, unfamiliar
feelings.  When the other girl asked Linda about Zack, he noticed her emotional
state turn black.
Black?  He listened closely to
Linda's words, but she seemed cheerful.  He did note that she called him a 'close
friend', which puzzled him, since they barely knew each other, but figured it
was easier for her to say that than it was to try to explain things.
Could that emotion be deception?  I
mean, we're not close friends, so she was lying...  I just don't know. 
Hell, it could be embarrassment, for all I know.  I'll have to keep an eye on
it, though, to see if I can figure it out.
The two girls conversed some more, and
Zack struggled to keep himself awake.  They weren't deliberately cutting him
out of the conversation, but it just wasn't a conversation he had much interest
in.  He discreetly looked at his watch, and noticed it was nearly dinner time. 
Thank God.

-----

After dinner, Zack felt a little more
perked.  Unfortunately, there were more students interested in the book fair
now, and he had even less time to talk to Linda.  This didn't bother him
greatly, but he was bored.  He started to eye the girls walking through the
hall, just to keep him occupied.  He started grading them on desirability.  He
found that, now that he could have any of them, he was somewhat more picky
about it.
For a while, Zack fantasized about having
a dozen of these girls living with him, just to cater to his every whim.  It
took a long while before a thought hit him.
Why not?  I have the ability to do
it.  I can have any of these girls I want.  With his girlfriend's tacit
approval already given, he was free to play the field as he chose.  Of
course, the real problem is that we have no place to put all those girls.  We'd
need a bigger house.
How could we go about getting a bigger
house?  Zack's mind began to consider this problem as Linda spent her time
dealing with students interested in her books.

-----

When the book fair wrapped up, it was
clear that Zack wasn't in the mood for anything more.  Linda walked with him
out to the parking lot.
"I'm sorry we didn't have more time
to talk."  Zack paid attention to the emotions she was exuding, and found
their colors puzzling.  He wished he could read her thoughts, but doing so took
way too much effort to do in the middle of a real conversation.  Her emotions
turned that black again as she said, "I really enjoyed having you with
me.  I hope we can maybe do something more personal on our next date."
Zack shook off the impression that her
emotions were somehow 'bad', and smiled at her.  "That'd be cool."
"This is your bike?" she asked
with obvious shock.
"Yeah.  I won it a few days ago."
"Cool.  Anyway, you look like you
need to get home, so I won't keep you any longer."  She leaned in and
kissed him warmly.  He wrapped his arms around her waist and held her to him,
kissing back.  He liked the feel of her against him, but his senses kept
telling him that something was slightly off.  He ignored it for the moment, and
continued to kiss her.
After a moment, they parted.  "Well,
I'll see you later, huh?" she asked.
"You got it," Zack said.  "Have
a good night."
"You, too.  Bye."
Zack watched her walk off as he now let
his mind consider what was the matter with her.  Inky black emotions... that
can't be a good thing...  I'll have to figure this out later.  I'm too tired
right now. 
Zack started the bike, and headed home.
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Though Zack was tired, he spent an extra
hour that night thinking about the idea he'd had at the fair.  He finally fell
asleep in his clothes, still considering it.  His head was jolted off the
pillow the next morning when his alarm sounded.  He felt a lot better, having
gotten some sleep, and he worked through his morning routine briskly, humming
to himself.  He'd worked out most of the details to his plan, and now it was
only left to implement the idea.  His parents noticed his chipper mood, and
they both smiled at him when he came out to the kitchen for breakfast.
"Morning, Honey," his mother
said with a smile.
"Morning, Mom.  Hey, Dad, I was
wondering... you guys ever thought of moving out of this house?"
"Why?" his father asked
curiously.
"Well, it's kind of small, and it's
getting a bit rundown..."
His father sighed.  "That's true. 
But the truth is, we really can't afford a better place.  This place is all
paid for, which means we don't have that bill to worry about."
Zack stuffed food into his mouth as he
listened to his father.  He said, "I think I'm going to look around, and
see if I can't make a deal with someone to get us a better house.  My luck is
running really good this week."
Zack's father laughed.  "It
certainly is.  Well, you go ahead and try, Zack, but don't get your hopes up. 
We can't afford any new payments."
"I know.  I'll see what I can do."
"Okay."
Zack sat back, knowing that the conversation
he'd just had would never have happened without his parents under his control. 
He'd only mentioned it to them so that they wouldn't be totally shocked when it
happened.  He also was sure that both of them would mention it to coworkers as
something innocent and naive that their son was doing.  It would make it all
the more interesting to him when they saw him pull it off.
After breakfast, he kissed his mom, said
good-bye to both of them, and headed off.  He didn't want to be late to class,
and he was cutting it a little close this morning.  The last thing he needed
was for Gabrielle to beat him there.

-----

He should have known that he wouldn't be
later than Gabrielle.  He beat her by an entire five minutes, and was waiting
for her when she came into the room.  She kissed him before sitting down, and
as she sat, she said, "We still on for tomorrow night?"
Zack almost panicked for a half-second. 
He'd forgotten about their date.  Luckily for him, he had not scheduled
anything else for the next evening.  "Yeah," he said, after what he
hoped was an imperceptible pause.
Gabrielle smiled.  "Great.  What
movie are we going to?"
"I figured I'd let you pick,"
he said, really meaning, I haven't even bothered to see what's playing.
"Okay.  Cool."
At that point, class began.

-----

Zack hopped off his bike, and looked in
the window.  He was on his lunch break, and he knew he had to be quick about
it.  The place didn't look overly crowded, and he saw at least one agent
available.  He walked in the door as he removed his helmet, and he headed right
to her desk.  She was a middle-aged lady, pleasant looking, but not his type. 
He smiled at her, anyway.
"Can I help you, young man?"
she asked politely.
"Yeah, I'm doing a project for this
course I'm taking at the college, and I was wondering if you could provide me
with some information about the housing market here in Martina."
Her expression changed to one of greater
interest at that point.  "I'd be glad to help you with your project.  You
look awfully young to be attending college."
"It's a special summer program.  I
get college credits for it, though."
"Okay, what information did you
need?"
"Well, my project deals with the
upper end of the housing market.  I was wondering if you had a list of the largest
houses in town that have been on the market for... oh, more than a year without
selling."
"That should be easy enough to pull
up.  Do you care about which parts of town they're in?"
"No, not really.  It's not important
to the project."
"Okay," she said, turning to
her computer.  She tapped some keys, and then waited for about six seconds.  "Doggone
slow computer," she said.  Zack laughed at her remark.  Finally, the
computer came up with a list of eleven houses.
"These are all houses with at least
three bedrooms that have been on the market for at least a year," she
said.  "What information do you need about them?"
"Hummm... everything you've got,
basically," he answered with a sheepish grin.
"Ah.  Well, okay, we can do that, I
guess."  She typed in a command, and the printer across the room began
spitting out pages.  It was a top-of-the-line color printer, and it took only
two minutes to produce the papers.  Zack looked over them as they came out.  He
noticed that some of these homes were truly huge.  He was pleased with himself
for having gotten the information without having to resort to using PAO.  He'd
sensed that the lady was willing to be helpful, and sure enough, she was eager
to give him what he needed.
"Is there anything else you need?"
she asked.
Zack looked over the paperwork, and saw
that he even had contact information for each house owner.  "No, I think
this will do it, Mrs..."
"Gribble."
"Mrs. Gribble.  Thank you.  I'll
make sure to list you in the acknowledgments page of my paper."
The lady beamed a smile at him.  "You
have a nice day, now."
"You, too, ma'am.  Good day."
Zack hurried out of the real estate
agency, and put the paperwork into the box on his bike.  He climbed on, and
headed back for campus.  This had gone much more easily than he had worried it
might.
Let's hope phase two goes as smoothly.

-----

Gabrielle found Zack sitting at one of
the picnic tables on campus, looking over the paperwork.
"Hey," she said.  "Whatcha
doin'?"
"Looking for a new home."
Gabrielle picked up one sheet, looked at
the picture, and whistled.  "Your family can afford something like that?"
"Not without some finagling, no. 
But I'm having a good week, so I figured I'd give it a shot."
Gabrielle chuckled at him.  "I think
you're suffering from delusions of grandeur."
"Marcus, from Babylon 5, once said, 'if
you're going to have delusions, you might as well go for the really satisfying
ones.'"  Gabrielle laughed as he smiled at her.  "It's something to
keep me occupied.  What're you up to?"
"Killing time.  They delayed class
start for some reason.  We don't have to be in until one-thirty."
Zack looked at his watch.  "Good
thing for me, since I'd lost track of time."
"I picked out our movie."
"Oh?" he said, turning his
attention fully on her.
"Trust me, you'll like it," she
said with a twinkle, but wouldn't say any more.
Zack arched his eyebrows at her, and then
smiled at her.  Tomorrow could be interesting...

-----

Zack spent roughly one-third of his
afternoon on schoolwork.  That was all it required, since he tended to remember
everything he learned these days.  The rest of the time, he spent considering
first which house he wanted, and then how to go about getting it.  He knew
there was no way he could do this without the program.  The key here was how to
make it look non-suspicious to the rest of the world.
He thought he'd come to an idea about a
half-hour before class let out, and now he fidgeted.  He had a plan, and he
wanted to get to it.  He never liked waiting on people, and he surely didn't
like sitting still when he had something he ought to be doing.  When the
teacher finally dismissed them, he nearly bolted from his chair.
Zack had the manners to at least help
Gabrielle up from her chair.  He walked her out the door, and then he kissed
her.  She kissed him back warmly, and then they separated.
"I'd walk you to your dorm, but I've
got something I've got to do."
"I could tell.  You're cute when you
can't sit still."  She laughed at him, and then she walked off, waving to
him as she went.
Zack waved back, and then turned,
hurrying for his bike.

-----

"Yes, can I help you?"
"Mr. Danforth?"
"Yes, that's me."
"Sir, I wanted to talk to you about
your house across town.  It's for a school project I'm doing."
"Oh.  Well, okay, then.  Come on
in.  What's the project about?"
"We're studying the real estate
market in Martina.  I noted that your home has been on the market for over two
years, and yet it hasn't sold."  He was noting the enormous size of the
house that Mr. Danforth currently lived in, and understood why he'd moved.
"Yes, well... truth be told, I haven't
been trying very hard to sell it.  I know the price on it is about ten percent
above the market value, and I've refused offers at market value."
"So... you don't really want to sell
the house.  May I ask why?"
"Sentimental reasons.  I was raised
in that house.  I let my wife... well, my ex-wife, talk me into moving
into this monstrosity.  When she decided to run off with someone even wealthier
than myself, well, I was stuck with both houses.  Honestly, I really should
move back into the other one.  This place is too big for me alone, even when my
daughter comes to visit.  I just hate the thought of moving all this crap."
"Surely you can hire someone to do
that for you..."
"I suppose.  I'm just... well, lazy."
Zack laughed.  He'd had his PDA out,
apparently taking notes as they talked.  In actuality, Zack was pulling up one
of his scripts, and at this point, he readied the script for running.
"Well, sir, I think that's all I
need to bother you about.  Yours is obviously a unique situation.  Now, if you
could just sign my notes... it's necessary for the paper I'm doing."
"Certainly.  I'm happ - "  The
man's voice cut off as his senses were suddenly assaulted by the program.  Zack
tapped his foot patiently for the next sixty seconds.  When he saw the
triple-shrug, he put the PDA away.
"You know, I had a thought, sir. 
Couldn't you get a tax write-off if you were providing one of your homes as
free shelter to a family less fortunate than yourself?"
"Of course I could.  But as I said,
I'm rather fond of that house."
"So, you could move back into that
one, and you could let some other family stay in this one."
It was as if a light had suddenly dawned
on the man.  "Yes, that would work, wouldn't it?  And since this house is
supposedly worth more, the tax write-off would be larger!"
"I imagine so..."
"Of course, I wouldn't want to rent
out the house to trash..."
"No, of course not...  Sir, my
family, well... I have a lot of guests over from time to time, just to sleep
and talk, we don't party or anything... it's always crowded at my house..."
"I see.  Well, you seem like a
solid, upstanding young man.  I'm sure your family is the same.  I tell you
what, I'll draw up the paperwork tomorrow, and I'll call a mover.  I'll be back
in my old house by next Tuesday.  You and your family can move in anytime after
that.  I'm sure my lawyer will tell me that I have to charge you some
rent, just to keep the paperwork sorted.  Accountants hate writing zeros by
themselves.  How about I charge you...  a dollar a month?"
"I think we can manage that."
"Great!  It's settled then.  If you'll
give me your contact information, so I can call you when things are ready..."
Zack gave the man his information, and
then took his leave, whistling a tune as he headed back out to his bike.
What a week.
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Zack knocked on Gabrielle's door, and
smiled.  She'd been very enthusiastic about this date during class.  Zack
himself was content with the idea, but he figured he'd gotten too much
experience as of late to be too overjoyed at just having a date.
When the door opened, Zack was greeted by
a lovely view of Gabrielle.  Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, to keep
it out of her face, which was nicely made up and showed off her blue eyes to
good advantage.  She was wearing a loose blouse, with the top two buttons
undone, which helped expose her more than ample cleavage.  Her slacks were also
loose, flowing around her legs and leading down to low heels.  All in all, Zack
thought she looked incredible.  She noticed his evaluative gaze, and blushed.
"You look great," he said
softly.
"Thanks.  We should go, or we'll be
late for the movie."
"Okay."  Zack led her out to
the parking lot, where his mother's Volvo was waiting.  He'd asked to borrow
it, though he knew he could have just taken it.  His mother had been more than
happy to allow him the use of it for his date.  Zack helped Gabrielle get in,
and then he walked over to the other side and slipped in behind the wheel.  It
felt odd to him to be driving, as he hadn't done very much of it.  He only
thanked Fate that his mom's car was an automatic.
"So, which theater are we going to?"
he asked.

-----

The drive to the theater was a short and
uneventful trip.  The couple chatted about little things as they walked into
the theater, and got into the line.
"Why don't you go get us some
snacks, while I get the tickets?" Gabrielle asked.  Zack looked over at
that line, which was nearly as long.  It made sense to divide and conquer.
"Okay," he agreed, and gave her
a kiss on the cheek before he walked away.  He still didn't know which movie
they were here to see.  The theater had four screens, each showing a different
film tonight, so that wasn't really helpful.  He decided to concentrate, for
the moment, on what kind of snacks to get.

-----

He met Gabrielle at the entrance to the
screening room, as she handed the tickets to the taker.  He eyed them for only
a second before he let them pass.  Zack followed her down only two rows, and
then she moved in toward the center.  He arched his eyebrows slightly; you didn't
sit this far back if you really intended to pay attention.  He smiled to
himself as he sat down, handing the snacks over to his date.
The two chatted quietly until the film
started, and when it did, Zack was more than shocked.  The film, which he had
heard about but not seen, was rated NC-17.  As neither of them was yet
seventeen, he wasn't sure how he'd gotten here.
Leaning over, he asked, "How did you
get us in here?"
With a wink, she answered, "I have
my ways."

-----

As the movie played, Zack was very
surprised that Gabrielle would have chosen this movie.  It contained not a lot
of plot, and a lot of naked women.  He was so distracted by the thought that he
wasn't really watching the movie.
<I hope this puts him in the mood. 
I really wanna get laid.>
Zack sat bolt upright when he heard that
thought in his mind.  It was so obviously Gabrielle's voice that he'd heard. 
He just hadn't thought she was that eager.  Considering for a moment, though,
he realized that she had been building up to this from the beginning.  He didn't
object to the idea of sleeping with her in the slightest; he did find her
attractive.
So... maybe I should be paying less
attention to the movie, and more attention to my date.
Zack already had his arm around
Gabrielle, but he tightened his grip slightly as he leaned over and began to
kiss her neck.  She smiled in the darkness, not commenting at all.  When Zack
leaned back slightly, she turned her head, and their lips met.  It didn't take
long before their tongues intertwined.
Zack took his free hand and ran it across
Gabrielle's stomach, caressing her through her blouse.  She moaned very quietly
into his mouth, encouraging him to continue.  He moved that hand up to cup one
of her breasts, tenderly squeezing it.  She pushed herself against his hand,
begging for more contact.
Zack knew that if they pushed it much
further, they were sure to get caught, and get in trouble.  He didn't back off,
but he didn't try anything new.  For long minutes, the couple kissed and
fondled each other, keeping their arousal at a fever pitch.  With their minds
fully engaged in other activities, the movie passed by unnoticed.

-----

Getting back to Gabrielle's dorm room in
one piece was an interesting challenge for Zack, because at this point, she was
having a hard time keeping her hands off him.  He managed not to run into
anything, but he was glad that no cops saw him; they would surely have thought
him drunk.  He managed to get her to lead him to the room, thus pausing her
onslaught for a few moments during which he caught his breath.  The campus was
quiet now, with most of the kids either in town somewhere partying or in their
rooms studying.  He knew that he was about to get those a little mixed up; it
was clear that soon they would be in Gabrielle's room partying.
Finally, they were at the room. 
Gabrielle stabbed her key in the lock with something close to viciousness.  The
door was open in under a second, and she just kept walking, expecting Zack to
deal with the door, which he did, grabbing her keys out of the lock before he
closed it.
He tossed her keys onto her desk as she
turned around.  The two froze for what seemed an interminable moment, their
eyes locked in clear communication of desire.  Gabrielle's tongue snaked out to
wet her lips as she continued to stare into his eyes.
Zack was the first to move, pulling his
shirt off over his head.  Not to be outdone, Gabrielle tore her blouse open,
popping off three buttons - the only three still fastened at this point - in
the process.  By the time she got the garment off her arms, Zack was upon her. 
He wrapped her up in his arms and pulled her tightly to him.  Their lips met,
and sparks of passion flew between them.  Zack's fingers deftly unhooked her
bra, and he grabbed it, tugging it off her shoulders and pulling it off her
arms.
The two tottered across the room,
clumsily removing their own and each other's clothes.  In a few minutes,
however, they were both naked.  Zack could feel Gabrielle's ample tits mashed
against his chest, and he could feel his cock pressed against her abdomen.  He
wanted it to be pressed somewhere else, and he was pretty sure that Gabrielle
did, too, so he tried to lead their stumbling over to the bed.
When they reached the bed, they toppled
down onto it together, side by side.  They broke their kiss as they fell, and
Gabrielle giggled at their behavior.  Her giggling ended when Zack leaned down
and took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking on it and running his
tongue over it while his other hand fondled her free breast.
Gabrielle moaned, and her hand came up to
pull Zack's face more tightly into her tit.  Her other hand ran down between
her legs, stroking her pussy lips.  She felt tingles all through her body at
Zack's touch.  She wanted him inside her, even if she was loving every minute
of what he was doing.
Zack sensed that she was more than ready,
and so he let go of her nipple, rolling on top of her.  She spread her legs for
him willingly, but he didn't have enough room on the bed, and nearly fell off. 
The pair laughed as Zack caught himself, planting his feet firmly on the
floor.  Zack lifted Gabrielle's hips, and helped her move further onto the bed,
so that he could kneel between her thighs.  The hunger in her gaze was obvious.
Now with a more secure position, Zack
positioned his dick at the entrance to Gabrielle's cunt.  He slipped it up and
down a couple of times, coating it in her juices and driving her lust even
higher.  She groaned in longing at the feel of his cock against her pussy
lips.  Zack slipped his cock between her pouting lips and gave one long, smooth
thrust into her depths.
Gabrielle groaned in a long, low
exclamation of pleasure as Zack's dick pushed all the way into her.  Zack
couldn't believe how hot she was, and tight, as well.  He didn't waste any time
resting, but immediately began to thrust into her, feeling the warm wetness of
her pussy gripping his shaft as he moved.  He leaned over and once again their
lips were locked in a dance of passion.  He began to slam into her with all his
force, and she only grunted her desire for more.
Zack was very soon on the brink of
orgasm.  Gabrielle had already had one small one.  He didn't know if, at their
current pace, he could hold back.  Gabrielle wouldn't tolerate any slow-down at
this point, and so he held off as long as he could.  Finally, with no ability
to stop it, he let loose a torrent of cum which splashed deep into her pussy. 
Gabrielle, feeling the hot, sticky seed let loose a scream of her own, and
came, her cunt clamping down on Zack's prick so tightly that he could barely
move.
The couple writhed on the bed for over a
minute, and Zack found that the massage his cock was getting had kept him fully
hard throughout his climax.  As soon as she had settled slightly, Zack resumed
his movements inside Gabrielle.  Immediately, she let loose a cry of ecstasy.
"God, yes.  Fuck me!" she
exclaimed.  Zack had every intention of doing so, but he wanted to do something
different.
When he pulled out of her, Zack got a
dirty look.  He told her, "Turn over.  Let's do it doggy-style."
"Ooh," Gabrielle cooed as she
got onto her hands and knees.  Zack quickly moved in behind her.  As his cock
slid home into her waiting cunt again, Gabrielle sighed in pleasure.  "That's
better," she said.
Zack wasted no time, but set up a furious
pace, slamming into her with all he had.  Gabrielle's hips shoved back at him
in rhythm, forcing him as deep into her cunt as he could go.  He reached
forward to grasp her tits, fondling them and rolling them between his fingers. 
Gabrielle moaned at his touch, and sped up her pace, thrusting back at him
faster, to encourage him to move more quickly.
The screams and cries of pleasure were
filling the room as the couple slammed together in their passion dance.  Zack
leaned over and began to kiss the nape of Gabrielle's neck as they continued to
move.  It was tricky, but worth it, given the groans it elicited from her.  His
fingers finally centered on her nipples, and began to twist and pinch them.
"Oh, God, Yes!" she screamed as
her mind overloaded with the pleasure.  She shoved back against him strongly,
and he could tell she was having another orgasm.  He rode her through this one,
too, thrusting into her throughout, pushing her higher and higher.
Gabrielle's arms gave out on her, and she
collapsed to the bed, still in the midst of her orgasm.  Zack continued to fuck
her until she came down from her high.  When she did, he still had not come
yet.  He pulled out of her, which elicited an unhappy sound from Gabrielle.  He
knew she wouldn't be able to resume their position, so he helped her roll to
her side.  He then lifted her one leg and slipped his cock back into her.  He
held her leg as high as was comfortable for her, and began to once again fuck
her heartily.  
Gabrielle was soon moaning and screaming
again.  Her hips thrust back with whatever she had left, and she was quickly back
in the land of ecstasy.  Zack pushed himself, bringing himself closer to his
own climax.  He, too, was growing a bit weary, and he wanted each of them to
have a final orgasm.  It was clear that Gabrielle would soon be there, and he
felt his balls tighten, indicating his own impending explosion.  He sped up,
slamming into her as fast as he could.  She grunted with each impact, her body
writhing beneath him.
Finally, Zack closed his eyes and let
loose a loud grunt as his cum exploded from his dick, spewing deep into
Gabrielle's wanting pussy.  At the first splash, she was over the edge,
screaming out her orgasm.  The two bucked together for a long moment before
their orgasms stopped.  Zack collapsed sideways, rolling so that he wouldn't
land on top of Gabrielle.  He wound up behind her, spoon-style.  He wrapped his
arm around her waist, kissed her on the neck, and then promptly passed out.
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When Zack awoke the next morning, he was
snuggled very tightly against Gabrielle.  He smiled at the thoughts of their
night together, which had been very enjoyable, to say the least.  He couldn't
really move without disturbing her, but he really needed to use the restroom. 
He tried to turn carefully, but it didn't work.
Gabrielle woke up with a start, realizing
there was someone next to her, but then she just as quickly realized who it
was, and she smiled to herself.  Turning over on the bed, she saw Zack looking
at her.  She turned her face up to his, requesting, and receiving, a kiss. 
Their lips remained locked for a while, but neither of them was in the mood to
do anything more.
Eventually, they moved apart, each of
them moving off the bed.  Zack turned to look at Gabrielle, who, upon seeing
his gaze, tried to hide herself from him.  Zack moved around the bed, and
pulled her hands away from her body.
"I'm not much to look at," she
said, her voice very shy.  Zack tried to look at her objectively, but found
that he couldn't.  He liked her too much to pay much attention to any flaws she
had.  He knew, in his mind, that she was overweight, and that she could take a
little more care with her hair and clothing.  He knew in his heart that none of
it mattered a damn because she was a wonderful person and a wildcat in bed.
"You look great to me," he said
softly, kissing her on the cheek, and then holding her in his arms.  She let
him hold her, enjoying the feel of his body against hers, but soon even that
had to stop.
"I'm going to have to sneak you into
the bathroom," she said with a giggle.  Zack smiled, and grabbed his
clothes.  He followed Gabrielle down and she went in first, to check for
anyone.  She gasped when she turned and Zack was right behind her.  "What
would you have done if someone was in here?"
"Watched you blush down to your
knees, most likely," Zack said, teasing her.  He kissed her in apology,
and then they separated to handle their necessary chores.  Zack chuckled to
himself as he cleaned up; he was having too good a morning to let anything
burst his bubble.

-----

After eating breakfast with Gabrielle,
and spending a little time just talking, he left her to her studying.  He
wondered that she could be so nervous about her schooling, as smart as she was,
but he wasn't going to fault her for being attentive to her work.
He whistled as he entered Stephanie's
dorm.  The looks he got now were even more flirtatious than before.  He couldn't
figure out what that was about, but he didn't figure it was really a problem,
so he let it go.  He knocked on Stephanie's door, and waited about ten
seconds.  When it opened, he was shocked to see Beverly standing before him,
completely nude.
"Good morning, Master!" she
gushed, and gave him a hug and a kiss.  Zack kissed back, realizing that Beverly was, in fact, glad to see him.  Her emotions clearly blazed through his mind, which
was unusual.  He wondered if Stephanie had been torturing her playmate.
Finally, when Beverly released him, she
stepped back to let him in.  He kept his hand glued to her hip, though, just to
see what she would do.  She blushed at his touch, but came willingly when he
pulled her to him after closing the door.  He let his hand run over her breast
as he kissed her, and she nearly melted against him.
Beverly actually pouted slightly when
Zack let her go.  He turned to see Stephanie watching from her bed.  She was
fully dressed, in a light blouse and jeans.  Zack gave Beverly's ass a final
squeeze as he went over to Steph and sat down on the bed beside her.  She
immediately moved against him, laying her head on his shoulder and caressing
his chest.
"Good morning, Master,"
Stephanie said, mirroring Beverly's words, but in a much softer tone.
"Good morning, Steph.  What's up
with her?"
"She likes you."
"I don't think she really likes me,
Steph.  I kind of turned her into your playtoy... she's not likely to
appreciate that."
"I didn't much appreciate it at
first, either, when you took me.  Remember?"
Zack couldn't avoid a smile.  "Yeah."
"I've told Beverly a lot about you."
Uh-oh.
"Such as?"
"Just how nice you've been to your
humble slave.  How you stood up for me.  How you take care of me.  Master, is
there any way we could more properly share her?  I mean, you gave her to me,
but she really belongs to you..."
Zack waved Steph off.  "She's your
slave.  Treat her how you like.  Of course, if you want to give her permission
to have fun with me whenever she wants, that'd be okay, too," Zack said
with a devilish grin.
Stephanie smiled serenely.  "I
already did that."
"That would explain this morning's
kiss, I guess..."
Stephanie pouted cutely.  "And I
still haven't gotten one..."
Zack slipped his finger under her chin to
bring her face up, and he corrected that oversight.

-----

Zack walked into his home just after
dinner.  He'd eaten with Steph and Beverly, but he was too tired to play
anymore.  He plopped down into his desk chair just as his mother poked her head
in his door.
"Hi, Honey," she said softly. 
He looked up at her, and noted a strange look on her face that he couldn't
really read.  He also couldn't get a handle on the emotions she was exuding,
because he was too tired.
"Hi, Mom," he said, trying to
ignore the weird impression he was getting.  "Something wrong?"
"No.  You had a phone call from a
Mr. Danforth while you were out.  He asked you to call him back."
"Oh!  Okay, thanks."
"What's that all about, Sweetheart?"
Zack looked at her with a smile.  "I
told you guys I was going to find us a new place to live."
The smile on his mother's face was very
puzzling to Zack.  "Okay, Honey," she said, and slipped out of the
room.  He frowned in confusion, but then he shook it off, and made the required
phone call.
"Mr. Danforth?  This is Zack
Griffin, returning your call."
"Ah, Zack.  I wanted to let you know
that you could move into the house tomorrow.  I had the movers get me out over
the last two days.  I know you weren't in that big a hurry, but I was.  I can't
stand that monstrosity.  I'm much happier in this smaller place.  Anyway, if
you want to drop by here tomorrow and pick up the keys, we can handle the
paperwork folderol on Monday."
"That sounds good, Mr. Danforth. 
Thank you.  This will be a big help."
"I'm sure it will.  You have a good
night, son."
"Yes, sir.  You, too."
Zack hung up and grinned to himself.  Now
that I have the space, I guess I will need to fill it with something... or
someone...  He whistled to himself as he went online and played around to
relax.
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Zack awoke the next morning to his mother
shaking his shoulder lightly.  Without opening his eyes, Zack reached out,
assuming it was Stephanie waking him.  She was supposed to be by, after all. 
He pulled his mother into his arms, but it was at that point that he knew
something wasn't right; his mother didn't feel quite like Stephanie.
Zack opened his eyes to find his mother
smiling warmly at him.  He would have panicked, but she didn't even give him
time to do that.  Leaning down a bit more, Zack's mother kissed him softly on
the lips.  The kiss lingered, and Zack was finally kissing back, though he was
very confused.  The emotions he was getting from his mother were mainly arousal
and love.  As soon as she broke the kiss, he let go of her.
"Uh... sorry, Mom," he said,
stuttering.  "I, uh... thought you were someone else."
"That's okay, Sweetheart," she
said.  "I didn't mind.  You should get up, though.  You need to eat before
Stephanie comes over.  Did you really get us a new house?"
Zack sat up, keeping his lower half
carefully covered in front of his mother.  "Yeah.  I mean, it's just a
rental, but it's a much better house."
Sharon sat down beside her son.  "How
did you manage that?"
Zack felt a little odd talking to his mom
about this.  "I'm not allowed to tell you that," he said, making
something up quickly.  "Part of the agreement is that I can't talk about
the agreement.  Don't worry, it's all legal."  This time.
Sharon looked at her son with a smile.  "I
didn't doubt that.  First a new car, then a house... what will you get me next?"
she grinned as he blushed, and then she kissed him on the cheek.  "C'mon,
I'll make you breakfast so you have enough energy to move your stuff."
"Thanks, Mom."

-----

Stephanie showed up shortly after Zack
finished his breakfast.  She had a beautiful smile on her face, and Zack was
glad to see her.  He kissed her passionately, despite his mother's presence. 
Steph giggled, and out of the corner of his eye, he saw his mother smiling at
him.  He actually blushed again, then grabbed Steph's hand.
"C'mon, we have to go get the keys
to the house from Mr. Danforth."  Zack walked quickly out of the house,
with Stephanie close behind.
"You wanna drive?" she asked,
holding up the keys.
He considered, but didn't feel like
messing with her manual transmission.  "Nah, you do it."
"'kay."
It wasn't long before the pair were at
the home of Mr. Danforth.  Zack thought this house was nice, but the one he was
getting was much nicer.  They rang the doorbell and waited.
"Mr. Griffin!" the man said
upon opening the door.  Mr. Danforth was smiling widely.  He grabbed Zack's
hand and pumped it vigorously, pulling him inside.  Steph followed silently
behind.  "I'm so glad you gave me this idea.  Well, who is the lovely
lady?" Mr. Danforth asked, finally noticing Stephanie.
"This is my girlfriend, Stephanie. 
Steph, this is Mr. Danforth."  Stephanie blushed at being introduced, and
Mr. Danforth was far more gentle in shaking her hand.
"Nice to meet you.  Well, I imagine
you're here for the keys?"
"Yes, sir."
"Right here.  Oh, I should tell you,
a lot of the furniture in that house... I just left it.  My ex bought it for
that house, and as you can see, this house still has plenty... I hope it's not
a problem."
"No, I'm sure it won't be.  So, are
you all moved out?  If I move my stuff in today..."
"No problem.  Nothing left in there
that I want."
"Okay, thank you, sir."
"Oh, no, thank you, Mr.
Griffin!"  The man shook Zack's hand again, and Zack walked away wondering
if his arm was about to come off.
The couple got back in the car, and
Stephanie drove over to the new house.  Neither of them noticed the light blue
Ford tailing them.

-----

Three hours later, and Zack had moved all
of his stuff into the master bedroom of the new house.  He'd at first gone
looking for a suitable bedroom for himself, thinking to leave the big bedroom
to his parents, but then he realized that made absolutely no sense, and had
succumbed to the temptation.  There was a king-size bed in the master suite,
and the master bath was luxurious, to say the least.  He couldn't wait to find
out how many girls would fit in the shower with him comfortably.
Stephanie had gushed over the house, and
she'd nearly swooned when Zack had asked her to spend the night with him in
it.  The two had not taken any time for play, wanting to get the work done. 
Now, finished, they were about to go out to eat.
Stepping outside, Zack saw the blue Ford
for the first time.  The car, however, was not what interested him.  Striding
up the driveway toward them was a long-legged beauty of a woman, her black hair
flowing around her face down past her shoulders.  Her brown eyes were intense,
and her sharp features conveyed intelligence as well as beauty.  Zack briefly
noted that she also had a nice pair of tits, but it was clear that she was
meaning to talk to them about something.
"Can I help you?" Zack asked
when she was about twenty feet away.
"You are Zack Griffin?" she
asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes..."
"Lisa Dunham, with the Martina
Star-Sentinel.  I'd like to ask you a couple of questions."
"About?"
"Well, for one thing, how your
family, a middle-income family, can afford to live in a plush mansion like
this."
"Why is that any of your business?"
"Mr. Griffin, on the face of it,
there's no way you could legally live here.  It smacks very much of dirty
dealings.  Possibly something illegal, even."
"Why don't you ask the man who
rented the house to us?" Zack said coldly.
"I did.  His story doesn't wash. 
You don't just rent a house to someone you don't know for a dollar a month."
"He did," Zack said
contradictorily.
"Precisely my point.  The whole
situation is out of the ordinary.  Then there's the issue of your mother's new car..."
"Just how long have you been prying
into my personal life, Mizz Dunham?"
She looked at him crossly for a moment,
but let it pass.  "Long enough to know that something is fishy, Mister
Griffin," she shot back.  It didn't have the desired impact.
"I see.  I think you're actually on
a fishing expedition here.  You don't have any proof of wrongdoing,
which makes sense, since there isn't any, and so you're trying to drum
something up.  Is life at the Star-Sentinel really that dull?" 
Zack was fiddling with the snap on his PDA holster, and as she looked away, he
unfastened it and withdrew his PDA.
"Why I'm doing this is not at issue,
Mr. Griffin," Lisa stated hotly.
"I beg to differ.  Your motives for
harassing me are very much at issue, because I imagine that whatever the reason
is, it will color your judgment.  Have you ever seen one of these?"  Zack
held his PDA up as he pressed the execute button.
Lisa Dunham stared at the screen for a
second, then cocked an eyebrow.  She was intrigued by the patterns, as if she
was being pulled into them... she watched for the next minute, but then it
ended, and she shook her head to clear the effect.
"No.  What relevance does it have to
this conversation?" she said, continuing as if there had not been an
interruption.
Zack was stunned that she had not been
put under.  There are still people it doesn't work on?  Shit.
"Tell me, Miss Dunham," Zack
said, intentionally dropping the sarcastic tone.  "Do you believe in
expanding your mind?"
"Of course.  I do yoga and
meditation every morning.  Now, what the hell does that have to do with how you
have suddenly become materially well-off?"  Lisa felt she'd lost control
of the conversation, and yet couldn't get herself back on track to get hold of
things.
Meditation.  Hmm.  I would have
thought the new matrix would have burned through that, too.  I'll have to look
into it.  To the woman before him, he smiled and said, "I think you
will find that the explanations you have been given for the items in question
are the truth.  Now, I would stay and chat, but I was just about to take my
girlfriend out to eat, and I see no reason to change those plans whatsoever. 
Good day, Miss Dunham."
"You'll be hearing from me again,
Mr. Griffin."
Zack turned back to look at her, having passed
her on his way to the car.  "Miss Dunham, whatever reason you have to
dislike me, I hope you'll get over it.  I really do have better things to do
than answer your questions.  Of course, I can't stop you.  If you want to waste
your time poking around in my life, then be my guest.  I'm sure you'll find it
as boring as I often do."  Yeah, right.
"We'll see about that."  She
strode off to her car, and got in.  She drove off before Steph even started her
car.
"Where to, Master?" Stephanie
said, glad to be alone with him again.
Zack was still flustered that PAO had not
worked on the woman.  This is going to be a problem, isn't it?  When he
felt a soft hand on his thigh, he jolted back to the present.
"Sorry, Steph, I was thinking."
She smiled at him.  "Is pizza okay,
Master?"
Zack looked at Steph, and it was as if
she'd read his mind.  "Pizza would be perfect."
She beamed at him and started the car.
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Zack was nearly late to class, because he'd
forgotten to set his alarm clock, and of course Stephanie had been little help,
because she'd been more interested in trying out the bed's springs.  Zack
smiled as he walked into the building where his class was.
Turning the corner, Zack nearly walked
into Gabrielle.  He jumped back, startled.  As he caught his breath, he noticed
she was blushing.
"Hey, Gabrielle," he said,
trying to sound nonchalant.  "Fancy meeting you here."  She giggled
and blushed even harder.  Becoming more serious, he asked, "Why aren't you
in class?"
Gabrielle's look changed just then, and
Zack saw her emotions change, as well.  She's hiding something.
"Ask me about it later," she
said softly, and kissed him.  He held onto her, kissing her back warmly.  He
could now feel the tension in her.
She's not very good at hiding her
feelings.  Zack sensed she was more frightened and nervous than deceptive. 
He let it go for now, realizing that if they didn't hurry, they would be late
for class.  He put his arm around her as they walked in the door to class, and
he pulled out her chair for her.  He'd taken a little good-natured teasing from
the others in the class because of Gabrielle, but he didn't care; he was
getting laid, and they weren't.
As he settled down into his chair, he
could feel Gabrielle's tension, and just then, he got just one thought.
<<Can I trust him?>>

-----

Zack was able to keep himself distracted
for most of the morning.  His class work was challenging, and he worked
diligently, setting all his personal issues aside for the time being.  By the
time lunch rolled around, he was fully into the work, and he was startled when
the teacher announced the lunch break.
"You want to go to lunch together?"
Gabrielle asked him.
"Sure."  She'd not asked him
that before; they'd always eaten lunch separately.  He wondered where this was
leading, but he did have one thing he needed to take care of first.  "Let
me just check my email.  I didn't get a chance to check it this morning."
"Okay."  She gathered up her
things, and stood up, walking a discreet distance away to give him some
privacy.  He appreciated that, though it would probably not be necessary.
He turned out to be wrong, and he knew it
immediately, when he saw a message labeled 'ZZZ - omega - ZZZ'.  The account
was entirely unfamiliar to him.
This can only mean bad things. 
Zack looked over at Gabrielle, who was studiously ignoring him for the moment. 
He opened the mail, to look it over.

Master:
I am writing this from a computer in another city. 
I can only hope that Adam does not have all of these systems tapped, and that
he is not tapping your computer.
More things have been revealed recently about what
Adam is doing, and I felt it was time to tell you about them.  Terry is being
treated rather poorly.  I know this will cause you grief, but I felt you needed
to know.  She isn't being physically harmed.  If that ever happens, I will
kidnap her and bring her to you as per your previous instructions.
I do not yet know what Adam is planning, but he has
produced over a dozen of the PDA devices containing the program.  He has
already enslaved the entire city council here.  I don't know what he's having
them do for him.  Several of the most attractive secretaries and programmers in
the company are also under his control.  He has not approached me as of yet,
since you reprogrammed me.  He still believes me to be under his control, or so
I think.
Adam is still gathering information about you.  I
don't know through what methods at this time.  I worry about you, Master.  I
caught a glimpse of a map in Adam's office.  It had a shaded area on it around
us, and around you.  Our area was blue.  Yours was red.  I don't know if that
is significant.  Also, there were pins stuck in the map, but I did not have
time to note their locations.  I also do not know why he would have that in
plain sight if it was relevant to the program.  It may not be.
Further, the programming departments have been
ordered to try to increase the strength of the matrix for some reason.  I do
not know why.  I am part of the team trying to reduce run time even further. 
Adam's goal is under 30 seconds.  I find this all scary.
Today, there was a closed-door session between Adam
and my department head.  When that meeting was over, the department head came
out of the office very pale.  He told us all that 'big changes' were coming,
and that we all needed to work extra hard if we expected to keep our jobs.  I'd
just as soon not keep mine, Master.  I'd rather be there with you.
I will keep reporting as I can.  Things are looking
very suspicious here, Master.  Please watch your back.
Love,
Shirley

Glad I read this from here.  He might
be tapping my computer at home somehow, but I doubt he's tapping every computer
in town.  Zack sat back and read the letter again, memorizing the important
points.  Then he deleted it, and wiped it from the system.  He frowned, knowing
that whatever Adam was up to, it was probably going to be a problem.  He sighed
in frustration, knowing that he couldn't do anything without more information,
for which, he would simply have to wait.
He jumped when he felt a hand on his
shoulder.
"Oh!  I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to
scare you," Gabrielle said apologetically.
Zack took a deep breath to restart his
heart.  "It's okay.  Let's go get something to eat.  What're you in the
mood for?"
"A cheeseburger," Gabrielle
said.
"Works for me," Zack replied. 
They headed over to the Snack Bar to get some lunch.

-----

Zack was not good company during lunch,
and he apologized to Gabrielle for it on the way back to class.  She could see
that something was bothering him, but she didn't ask him about it.  She was
also lost in her own thoughts.  Still, she noted his distinct discomfort during
class for the rest of the day.
When class finished up, she turned and
rested her hand on Zack's arm, to keep him from moving.  When the rest of the
class had cleared out, she asked, "You want to talk about it?"
Zack shook his head.  "Not just now,
no."  He wondered if he could confide in her.  As good as she was at
programming, she might even be able to help him.  Still, he didn't know if he
fully trusted her.
Gabrielle saw the look in his eyes, and
knew what it meant.  She smiled softly at him.  "I was wondering... could
I come over to your place tomorrow night?  We've got another test coming up,
and I could use some... studying."  She giggled slightly.
"Why do I think it's not books you
want to study?" Zack said with a grin.  Gabrielle blushed.  Zack nodded.  "Okay,
you can see the new house."
"New house?"
"Yeah.  I told you I was looking for
one."  He winked at her.  "In fact, I need to get going.  I don't
know when my parents are going to want to move in."
"Okay."  Gabrielle leaned over
and kissed him warmly on the lips, and he returned her affection.  After a long
moment, they separated, and smiled at each other.  Then Zack stood up and
grabbed his bag.
"See you tomorrow," he said
with a smile.
"Bye," she said.  She didn't
get up to walk with him, and he left her, sitting at her chair.  He couldn't
figure out what was the matter, but obviously she wasn't ready to talk to him
about it, either.
Seems like we've both got problems
today.

-----

Zack made it home in time for dinner,
which seemed to be something that was becoming rarer and rarer in his life. 
His mother smiled at him as he sat down, and his father seemed to be a little
grumpy.
"Something the matter, Dad?" he
asked.
Grant looked up at his son for a moment,
and frowned slightly.  "No.  Just a bad day at work."  Zack caught
Grant's quick glance at Sharon out of the corner of his eye.  Zack wondered
what that was about.  The emotions in the room seemed strained, but Zack couldn't
quite get a handle on what they all meant.
"Honey, we'll be moving into the new
house tomorrow," Sharon told her son.  "I don't guess there's any way
you could take the day off from school to help, is there?"
Zack thought about it for a long moment,
then shook his head negatively.  "No.  We're supposed to be learning
something I don't yet know about, so it wouldn't be a good idea.  I can call
Brian, though.  He's got a pickup, and I don't think he's got anything to do..."
"That would be wonderful, Honey. 
How is Mary doing since the breakup?"
"She's doing fine, now," Zack
said with a smile, remembering.  "Anyway, I'll call Bri after dinner."
"Good.  We should probably go see
the new house, don't you think, Honey?" Sharon asked her husband.
Grant just sort of blinked at her, and
frowned.  "I have some things to do here.  I'm sure you'll figure out
where to put everything."
Zack was confused by his father's behavior,
but he tried to write it off.  There would always be things about his parents
he didn't understand, even if he did have them under his control.  He shrugged,
and finished his dinner.

-----

Brian turned out to be more than happy to
help.  He told Zack that this would just be partial payment for his sisters,
whom Brian was sleeping with at least once a day each.  Zack smiled as he hung
up, and found his mom waiting at the door for him.  She smiled again, in that
disconcerting way she had been smiling lately.  Zack shook it off and headed
out to the car.
Sharon gasped when Zack directed her to
pull into the driveway of the huge house.  "Zack, just how big is
this place?"
"Twelve bedrooms.  Indoor swimming
pool, media room, den, study... just the usual mansion-type stuff," he
said with a chuckle.  Sharon looked pale.
"And we're paying nothing for it?"
she asked.
"Well, a dollar a month.  Almost
nothing."
"How?"
"The owner is getting a tax
write-off," he said.  They climbed out of the car, and Zack led her up to
the front door.  When he opened it, and Sharon saw the entryway, Zack wondered
if she was going to faint.  He took her arm gently, just in case, and then
closed the door behind him.
Sharon looked around in wonder, and when
she spoke, her voice was wavering.  "My god, Zack... this is incredible!" 
Zack smiled at his mother's reaction.  He hadn't really known that she would be
so impressed, nor had he cared very much, but he was gratified that he'd done
something to make her feel that way.
Zack wasn't sure what his mother was
feeling, and so he was very surprised when she turned on him and pushed him
back against the door.  Her lips engaged his before he could even wonder what
was going on.  He kissed back almost immediately, because she was pressing
herself tightly against him.  When her tongue pressed its way between his lips,
however, he was fairly shocked.
As their kissing continued, Zack rested
his hands on his mother's hips.  He didn't know what was going on, and he wasn't
going to lead her anywhere she didn't already have a mind to go.  On the other
hand, she was making him hard just by kissing him, and he knew, with the way
her body was pressed against him, that she could feel that.
Sharon finally broke off their kiss, but
by that time Zack was completely out of breath.  She wrapped her arms around
his neck, and smiled at him warmly.
"Mm, you're a good kisser."

"Mom...?" Zack tried to ask, but couldn't really even
formulate a question.
Sharon continued to press herself against
her son, and she rubbed her hips back and forth across his dick, to keep him
hard.  "I don't know what you figured out, Zack, but I love that you're
able to provide for me.  I was just wondering what else you might be
able to provide..."  She wiggled her hips again, to indicate clearly what
she meant.
"Mom, that's... I mean, what about
Dad?"
"Your father's interest in sex is
limited.  Lately, my sex drive has increased well beyond what he's capable of
dealing with.  I need more, Honey.  I've seen the look on Stephanie's face
after you're done fucking her silly.  I want that look."
Zack paled.  He knew that his parents
knew about Claudia, and Stephanie, but to hear her talk like this...
"Mom..."
"Shhh.  I know, you need time to
think.  I know I'm not nearly as pretty as Stephanie, but I can still please
you.  Let me show you."
Before Zack could interpret what she
meant by that, Sharon had sunk to her knees, and her hands were already undoing
his belt.  Zack thought to stop her, but she was so intensely focused on the
task, that before he had even asked himself whether he should, his pants were
down around his knees, and his briefs were following suit.  His cock sprang
out, pointing straight at his mother's face.
"Mmm," Sharon moaned softly. 
She took her son's dick in her hand and stroked it a couple of times, then
placed a kiss on the head of his cock.  Zack shivered at her touch.  Sharon licked the length of his shaft a few times, but couldn't control her urges, and so
she parted her lips and slipped his cock between them.  Slowly, she sank her
mouth down onto his hard rod, until his pubic hairs were tickling her nose.
Zack grunted at the feel of his mother
deep-throating him on the first plunge.  It was an awesome feeling, and it got
even better as she backed off a little and began sucking.  He could feel her
lips, tongue, and even her throat working him over, and he knew he wasn't going
to last long under these circumstances, mother or not.
Sharon kept working on her son's prick,
taking him all the way into her throat, and then slowly working her way off
him, sucking him and licking him, trying to pull the cum from his balls.  She
knew the only way she could hope to gain his attention was to be at least as
good as the girls he was fucking, and she was bound and determined to gain his
attention.
Zack held off as long as he could; his
mother's mouth was heavenly, and he didn't want it to end.  The problem,
however, was that her mouth was heavenly, and it was simply too much for
him.  With a grunt of warning, he felt the cum explode from the tip of his
dick.  Sharon continued to suck on him, though she backed off just slightly. 
He could feel her swallow, and that caused him even more spasms.  She just
continued to work him over until he'd spent himself.
Sharon slipped her mouth off her son's
cock, and then licked up the stray juices that she had missed.  His cock was
withering, and she longed to have it hard again, plunging deep into her, but
that would have to wait.  Once he was fully soft, she kissed his dick one last
time, and then pulled his underwear and pants back up.  She stood up as he
fastened his pants, and kissed him again.
"Just think about it, Baby.  I
really need someone besides your father to fuck me.  I don't want to go looking
for a stranger.  I'll always be here for you."
Zack was barely capable of rational
thought at this point, and he just sort of nodded noncommittally at her. 
Finally, he said, "Can you give me... some time to think it over?"
"Of course, Sweetheart.  Why don't
you show me the rest of the house now?"
"'kay.  Just as soon as I can stand
up straight," he said, winking at her.  She blushed, but smiled at him.
The tour was long, and he showed his
mother around while she held onto his arm.  It was disconcerting, but it was
also enjoyable.  Zack was confused by the whole experience, and his mother knew
that.  She didn't press herself on him; if he wanted her, she would gladly give
herself to him, but she couldn't force the issue.  She only hoped he would make
up his mind soon; her body burned with need, and her husband simply was not up
to the task anymore.
Zack finally took his mother home.  She
kissed him passionately before they got out of the car, and Zack had to wait a
few minutes - again - before he could get on his bike to head back to the new
house.
Christ, what's happened to her?

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack woke up the next morning, rested,
but alone.  Stephanie had needed to do schoolwork, None of his other girls was
available, and his mother...
It's the program, isn't it?  When I
used PAO on her to put her under my control, it was the old Claudia script. 
Or, it was a modified Claudia script, anyway... I guess, hell, I don't know.  I
guess she turned to Dad first, and then when he... what, didn't want her?  That
doesn't make sense... Then again, as people get older... or maybe Dad's just
not into sex much.  I can't imagine not wanting a woman who could do
what Mom did to me...
The very thought of it made Zack hard,
and he was ashamed of himself for thinking that way.  He ran through his
morning routine trying to keep his mind off it, for he needed to get to class.

-----

It almost seemed as though Gabrielle was
waiting for Zack, as she was standing outside the door, leaning against the
wall.
"Good morning," he said.  He
leaned in to give her a kiss, and she gladly accepted, wrapping her arms around
him and kissing back vigorously.  When he slipped his tongue against her lips,
she opened her mouth immediately, and the two kissed heavily for a long moment
before parting.
"Mm.  Good morning," she said
with a smile.
"Were you waiting for me?"
"I just... didn't want to go in
there yet."
Zack still had his arms around her, and
he didn't let go.  "Why not?"
Zack felt a wave of nervousness pass over
him, and he knew it wasn't his own.  Finally, Gabrielle said.  "Ask me
again later."
"Okay," he said, eliciting a
smile from her that he was willing to bow to her desire not to talk about it.  "Are
you ready to go in now, or do you want to stay here?"
"Can we stay here for a few more
minutes?  Class doesn't start for another ten minutes..."
Zack leaned in and kissed her again,
ignoring the look he got from one of the students who was just entering the
class.  It was a good way to start his day.

-----

It turned out that Zack needed his
morning wake-up with Gabrielle, because the lesson for the day was convoluted
enough to give him a headache by lunchtime.  He was frowning at his screen when
the teacher called for the break, and he nearly cursed at being interrupted.
Sitting back, Zack looked over at
Gabrielle, who was looking at him in concern.
"You're pretty stressed out,"
she said softly, so no one else would hear.
Zack shrugged, and moved his head from
one shoulder to the other, twisting his neck as he did so to try to relieve
some tension.  "New projects are always intense with me."
"Is there anything I can do to help?"
Zack looked over at her with a grin.  "Not
in the middle of class."
Gabrielle giggled.  "You do remember
that I wanted to come over to your place tonight, right?"
"Yeah.  Are you sure the dorm mother
won't have a problem?"
Gabrielle snickered derisively.  "She's
usually out partying herself."
"Okay.  I'll have to go get my mom's
car and come back to get you."
"Why?"
"You don't have a helmet."
"Is that really that important?"
"It is if you're going to ride with me. 
I'm not going to let you get hurt from something dumb."
She reached over and put her hand on
his.  "Thanks.  It won't be a problem, will it?"
"No."
"Good.  Will you take me to lunch
again today?"
"Absolutely."
As the couple stood, they kissed each
other softly for just a moment.  Then, they collected their things and headed
off for the noon meal.

-----

After class, Zack rode to his new house. 
He pulled up to find Brian grabbing the last of some items out of his pickup.
"Hey, Zack," he said.
"Hey, man.  Thanks for helping out."
"No problem.  Say, I don't want to
alarm you, but something weird's going on with your parents."
"What do you mean?" Zack asked,
worried.
"Like, they're not talking to each
other much.  They don't argue, but they're just... not friendly.  Did you do
something to them?"
"Not intentionally," Zack said,
and frowned.  "I'll have to deal with it later.  How much more stuff is
there?"
"They said they wanted to stop.  We
got most of the important stuff.  No room, really, for your old furniture, what
with all the stuff that's in there."
"They pick themselves a bedroom?"
"Yeah.  On the other side of the
house from yours, I noticed."
Zack shrugged.  He'd not given them any
kind of instructions about that.  It hadn't even occurred to him.  "Maybe
they're just trying to give me privacy."
Brian smiled.  "Wendy said hi, by
the way, as did my mom."
Shit.  I need to get over to see them
soon... but when?
Brian noted his friend's far-away look,
and laughed.  "You must be in love."
Zack looked crossly at his friend for a
second, but then smiled.  "So?  At least I'm not sleeping with my sister..."
Brian blushed, but his retort was cut off
because Zack's parents came out of the house just then.
'Hi, Honey," Sharon said to her son,
walking over and giving him a soft kiss on the cheek.  The hand that ran over
his chest did so in a very non-platonic manner, however.
"Hey, Mom.  Hi, Dad.  Are you guys
almost done, or is there more stuff?"
"I think what's left can wait until
later," Grant said immediately.  "We'd like to eat, if it's okay..."
"Sure.  But I can't.  I need to go
get Gabrielle.  She wanted to come over and talk about something... I think she's
worried about our next test.  I don't know why; she did fine on the first one. 
Oh well.  Anyway, I'll grab something with her."
"Hmph.  Maybe I should ask Mary to
move in, so you'll stay home and eat more often!" Sharon grumped.  Zack
blushed crimson at that remark; he'd thought of it himself more than once.
"Mom, can I borrow the car? 
Gabrielle doesn't have a bike helmet."
"Sure.  Brian can take Grant over to
get the other car while I start our dinner."  She pulled the keys out of
her purse and handed them to Zack.  "Are you going to be long?"
"Just long enough to get her and
pick up dinner.  We'll come back here to talk up in my room."
"Okay."
Zack slipped into the Volvo as his father
got into Brian's pickup, and the two left at about the same time, but headed in
different directions.  When Zack reached the school, he found Gabrielle waiting
outside the dorm.  She waved to him when she saw him, and then quickly walked
to get in the car.  She slid in next to him, and then leaned over to give him a
kiss.  He kissed her back briefly, but then let go.
"What do you want for dinner?"
he asked.
"I thought we were going to your
place to talk," she said, confused.
"We are, but it is dinner
time.  I managed to get you out of having to eat my mom's cooking, but we
should probably eat something."
"I don't know.  I'm not all that
hungry.  Maybe hamburgers or something?"
"Subway?"
"Sounds good."

-----

The couple was back at the house in
another fifteen minutes.  Gabrielle was staring at it in shock.  Zack walked
around the car and put his arm around her waist.
"My god, it's huge!"
"You sound like my mom."  He
kissed her on the cheek to make sure that wasn't taken the wrong way. 
Gabrielle shivered, and Zack could feel her nervousness picking up.  It was even
subverting her arousal, which was usually fairly high around him.  He squeezed
her more tightly, and led her into the house.
After a brief tour, and a hello to Zack's
parents, they were up in the master bedroom.  Zack set the sandwiches on his
desk, and then pulled a table away from the wall, removing plants and candles
and other pointless crap off it so they could actually use it.  There were no
useful chairs in the room yet, so he moved the table over to the bed, and they
sat on the bed to eat.  It would have made more sense to eat in the dining
room, but it was obvious that Gabrielle wanted privacy.
Zack could feel Gabrielle's emotions
beginning to reach such a level that he thought she wouldn't be able to stand
it.  He didn't know what the problem was, and he didn't know how to fix it...
but he remembered that she'd told him to ask her something 'later.'  He
wondered if now was a good time, and decided to chance it.
"So... why wouldn't you go into
class this morning?"
Gabrielle turned to look at him.  He
could feel her nervousness reach a peak, and it was tinged with indecision.  He
looked over at her, and smiled reassuringly.  He set down his sandwich and put
his hand on hers, giving it a little squeeze.
"I'm surprised you don't have the
same problem," she said, finally.
"Problem?"
"Being around so many people."
Zack shrugged.  "I'm not very
social, but I don't mind being around others..."
"But you're..." she said, and
stopped.  "You have to be.  I can feel it."
"I'm what?" he asked,
exasperated.
"You're a telepath.  Doesn't it
bother you, hearing everyone's thoughts all the time?"
Zack grew pale immediately.  In a harsh
whisper, he asked, "How the fuck do you know that?"  He saw Gabrielle
struggling with herself.  Finally, she took a deep breath.
"Because I'm a telepath, too."
Zack stared at her in shock.  He'd never
guessed... never known...  I wish I could hear people's thoughts better, I
might have known about this.  That was when he realized that the only
person's thoughts he'd ever gotten clearly were hers.
"You've been sending messages to me,
haven't you?"
Gabrielle blushed.  "Not
intentionally.  Sometimes my thoughts... leak.  It's so hard to keep it under
control.  You mean, you don't have the same problem?"
Zack shook his head.  "So, you don't
like being around a lot of people because you get overloaded by the voices."
"Yeah."  She took a bite of her
sandwich, relieved to have her secret in the open, and that he had not seemed
overly troubled by it.  "It can give me a headache after a while.  That
day we met, in the auditorium, I sat by you because I could tell you were like
me... I mean, that you had telepathy.  I didn't want to scare you, so I never
used it with you, but..."
Zack nodded.  "You've had it all
your life?"
Gabrielle nodded in return.  "Haven't
you?"
"No.  My telepathy isn't natural."
She looked at him curiously.  "What
do you mean, it isn't natural?"
Zack took a bite of his own sandwich, to
give him time to put his thoughts in order.  Then he set down his sandwich and
pulled out his PDA.
"You've told me your secret.  I
guess it's only fair if I tell you mine.  Do you remember when I used this on
you?  To get rid of your test anxiety?"
"Yeah... you said you hypnotized me."
"It's not hypnosis.  The program in
this machine alters people's minds.  I can make almost anybody do almost
anything after using this on them.  I was also able to use it on myself, to
give myself what little extrasensory powers I have.  I'm not a real telepath. 
I can only sense emotions easily.  I get a few thoughts here and there, but
they've been mainly your thoughts about me.  In order to get anyone
else, I have to be in a trance-like state.  It's getting easier, but it takes a
lot of effort."
"You mean, this thing gave you
telepathy?  Why the hell would you want it?"
"That's a long story."
"So... what did you really do to me
that night?  Did I become your love slave?"
Zack smiled at her.  "I've already
got one of those.  No, all I did to you was to take away your test anxiety."
"Why?  Don't you like me?"
"Yes, I do.  But... I didn't need to
do anything to you.  I didn't need anything from you but your friendship, and I
already had that.  Sex turned out to be a part of the bargain, which was great,
too."  Gabrielle blushed, and Zack stroked her arm.  "I use this to
get what I want.  I already had what I wanted from you, so there was no reason
to do anything to you."
"Would you have?  If I'd not liked
you?"
"I don't know.  If you hadn't sat by
me that day, I might not have noticed you.  I haven't paid much attention to
the other girls in the class, either.  Too many coeds running around."  He
blushed at his admission.  "Still... if you'd caught my attention... yeah,
I might have."
Zack didn't understand why she actually
smiled at that.  She then leaned over and kissed him.
"What was that for?  I figured that
would piss you off."
"Well, I'm not sure I'd have liked
being enslaved, but you were honest about it... and it means you do like me, if
you would have taken me."
"Oh."  Zack smiled again,
slightly confused, but willing to live with it.
"So, how did you get this?" she
asked, toying with the device.
"That is a very long story."
"We've got all night."
So Zack told her.

-----

When Zack finished telling Gabrielle
everything, and he left no details out, she was leaning against him, her head
on his shoulder and her arms wrapped around him.
"So, you have other girls, don't
you?"
"Yeah.  Sorry."
"It's okay.  I mean, it's not like I
live here.  We couldn't have much of a relationship beyond the summer.  But you're
cheating on them with me..."
"They don't mind."
"Only because the program made them
that way."
"True.  But some of them asked me to
make them that way."
"Really?" she asked, looking
up.
"Yeah.  That's another long story,
for another time."
Gabrielle laid her head back against his
shoulder.  After a while, she said, "Adam's going to be a problem."
"I know."
"What are you going to do?"
"That, I don't know.  I'm not sure
what he has planned.  I need to come up with a plan to protect myself and my
family."
"Would you like some help?" she
asked, sitting up, but keeping her hands in contact with his body.
"From you? Yes," Zack answered
without taking any time to think about it.  He found it easy to trust her,
which was odd in and of itself, but she'd revealed her own secret, and that
made him much readier to believe in her.
"I'll make you a deal."
"What is it?"
"I'll help you work out whatever you
need to do, I'll help you deal with Adam... but I want the other PDA he gave
you."
"You want the program?"
"Yes.  And I want your
version of it, not his.  I trust you, I'm not about to trust him."
"We need to write an access code
into your head."
Gabrielle nodded.  "Yes, I'd like
that... but I will give you my access code."
"Why do I need it?"
"Just my way of proving that I trust
you."  She kissed him softly.  When she broke the kiss, she asked, "I
don't suppose this thing can submerge my telepathy, can it?"
"I don't know.  Maybe we can find a
way to allow you to turn it on and off.  I'm willing to look into it."
"Good.  Now, I believe it would be
customary for us to close this deal with some form of physical contact?"
"Usually," Zack said, as
Gabrielle straddled his lap, "it's just a handshake."
"Fuck that," Gabrielle said,
and plastered her lips to his.
Well, this is going to be much more
fun than a handshake...
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When Zack woke up the next morning, he
felt Gabrielle's body resting against his.  She'd turned her back toward him
some time during the night, but she'd cuddled as close to him as she could
get.  He rolled onto his side, spooning against her, and laid his arm over
her.  His fingers gently caressed her breast as his lips began to nibble on her
ear.
It didn't take long before Gabrielle woke
up with that kind of treatment.  She sighed at the feel of him against her, and
she wiggled her body until his erect cock was nestled in the crack of her ass
cheeks.
"Good morning," she murmured
softly.
"Hey," he replied.  "What
do you want to do today?" he asked.
"What you're already doing is pretty
damn nice..." she answered with a grin.
"I meant after that," he said,
kissing her earlobe.
"I want you to teach me how to use
the program."
Zack didn't stop his ministrations, but
he did move his mouth just slightly away from her ear.  "You never did
tell me why you want it."
"Why did you want it?"
she asked mischievously.
"To get laid, quite frankly."
"All right, then."
"But you're about to get
laid," Zack said with a chuckle.
"But I won't have you forever."
"Fair enough."
"And besides," she said,
rolling over and wrapping her arms around his neck, "I wouldn't mind
living in a nice big house like this myself."  She kissed him
passionately, and their talk was ended for a little while.

-----

After the couple finally made it out of
the bedroom, they went down to the kitchen to grab some breakfast.  Oddly, they
found Zack's mother waiting there for them.
"Good morning, you two.  Would you
like something to eat?"
"Hey, Mom.  Yeah.  But what are you
doing home?"
"I took a few days off work to get
settled in.  Someone has to put all the stuff where it belongs."  She
smiled at her son, and he went over and gave her a hug, which he tried very
hard to keep platonic.  His mother didn't make that easy, but she didn't wish
to cause trouble, so she restrained her instincts.  When she let him go,
though, the look in her eyes said, Soon.
"Since you're staying home, do you
mind if I borrow the car?" Zack said, sitting at the bar with Gabrielle.  "I
wanted to show Gabrielle some stuff, and she doesn't have a helmet, so..."
"Sure, Hon.  Not a problem.  You
know where the keys are."
"Thanks, Mom."

-----

Zack turned off the car, and looked over
at Gabrielle.  They were sitting in one of the parking lots at the college,
close to several walkways but still isolated enough by some bushes and such
that no one would pay much attention to them.
"Okay, so... what do you want me to
show you first?" he asked.  It would be strange trying to train someone to
use PAO, but he knew that Gabrielle was at least as smart as he was, and so
should probably pick up on things quickly.
"I need to see you use it.  I need
to see how it works."
"You've already seen me use it,"
he said with a smile.
"On someone else, you turkey!"
she said, swatting him playfully.
"Okay, I guess.  What do you want me
to make them do?"
"Whatever you feel like.  I just
need to see how the process works."
Zack eyed her carefully, but figured if
she was going to use it for the same things he'd been...  Zack scrolled through
his scripts, and chose one.
"I've written a couple dozen scripts
ahead of time, just in case I ever need them.  You know, things like getting
myself out of a jam with the cops and stuff like that.  The one I'm going to
use is very general, it just forces them to obey me."
"Isn't that really the only script
you need?"
"I don't like to use this one too
much for anything serious.  With the written scripts, you can debug what you've
told them to do before you use it.  You can't change things you've already
said."
"Good point.  So, when you write the
script, you go back and look for loopholes."
"Exactly.  When you're giving verbal
commands, you've got to be very careful about what you say."
"I'll remember that.  Are you stalling?"
"No.  Waiting."
"For what?"
"Uh... someone to control?"
Gabrielle laughed.  There wasn't anyone
walking along the path near their car at the moment.  "Sorry, I forgot."
Zack smiled at her, but then his eye
caught movement beyond her.  He focused on the person coming along the path,
and knew that he'd found his playtoy for the moment.
"I'll be right back," he said,
leaning over and kissing her softly.  She didn't deepen the kiss only because
she needed to see what he was going to do.
Zack stepped out of the car, and then
through the shrubbery onto the path, in plain view of the girl who was now
about thirty feet away.  He was staring down at his PDA in obvious confusion,
and as she got closer, his head came up in a good approximation of being startled.
"Excuse me," he said to her, "Can
you tell me how to get to the main office?  Someone dropped this, and I'd like
to turn it in..."
As the girl began to speak, Zack raised
his PDA.  "You should really take it to the campus po-" the girl's
voice stopped dead as Program Alpha-Omega engulfed her brain.  She stared for
the next minute, and then shrugged three times.  Zack dropped his arm, and
motioned the girl to come closer.
"How long until your next class?"
he asked.
"About an hour and a half," she
answered automatically, her voice was soft.  She was a very pretty brunette,
somewhat shorter than he was.
"What's your name?"
"Jill."
"Come with me, Jill."
"Yes, Master."
Zack led Jill to the car, and opened the
back door.  He motioned her in, and had her scoot over, then climbed in beside
her.  He looked forward to see Gabrielle looking at him.
"So, now what?"
"Now, I order her to do whatever it
is I want her to do."
"Like?" Gabrielle asked with a
twinkle in her eyes.  In response, Zack simply unfastened his pants.  He lifted
his hips up just enough to pull his jeans and briefs down past his knees.
"Jill, I want you to give me a
blowjob," he said.  Jill didn't wince or hesitate.  She leaned over and
took his quickly stiffening prick into her gentle hand.  A few strokes had him
fully erect, and she began to kiss his shaft.  Her tongue slipped out and
worked along the length of his cock, eliciting a soft moan of pleasure from
Zack.
Gabrielle watched in fascination.  She'd
never given anyone a blowjob before, and wasn't sure she wanted to, but the
look on Zack's face gave her pause to consider.  Jill seemed to be enjoying the
task, but Gabrielle didn't know if that was part of her programming or not.
Jill's mouth moved to the tip of Zack's
dick, and then descended, opening just enough to allow his prick to slide
between her lips, while her tongue waggled along the side of his shaft.  Zack
grunted, then opened his eyes to look at Gabrielle, who smiled at him.
"You... told me to do whatever I
wanted," he said, straining to keep his voice even.
"You like that?" she asked,
indicating the blowjob he was getting.
"Oh, yeah," he sighed.  Jill
was picking up speed, and Zack put his hand gently on the back of her head.  "Slow
down a little.  Make it last."
Jill moaned agreement, and her moves
slowed down immediately.
"Is it as good as screwing?"
Gabrielle asked.
"I don't know.  I haven't screwed
her yet," he said with a smile.  He felt Jill shiver beneath him, but he
didn't know if that was excitement or fear.
"You know what I mean."
"It's pretty damn good.  I'd still
rather get laid if it's either/or, but I like getting both, quite frankly."
"Oh."  Gabrielle turned forward
for a moment, not because she was offended by the sight, but because she wanted
to think a little more clearly, and Jill's actions were distracting her.  She
looked out the window, seeing several kids pass by, and wondering if they had
any notion that someone was getting blown in this car by a girl under his
control.
Gabrielle's thoughts were interrupted by
a quiet but intense grunt, and she turned back to see Jill's mouth working to
swallow Zack's seed.  Gabrielle looked into Zack's eyes, to find he was staring
back at her.  Jill, of course, noticed none of that.
Zack finally looked down at Jill, who had
swallowed all of his cum and just kept sucking.  He took only a few moments to
become erect again, and he wondered what he should do about that.  He let his
hand trail down Jill's back to her ass.  He squeezed her butt through her skirt. 
The fact that she was wearing a skirt gave him an opportunity he wouldn't
otherwise have.
"Take off your panties," he
told her.
Jill sat up immediately, and struggled a
little to remove her underwear.  She held them up for him, and he took them from
her hand, tossing them up onto the driver's seat.  He patted his hip, and she
got the idea.  With a huge smile, she moved to sit in his lap.  He lifted the
edge of her skirt, and she settled down onto him, his cock resting just in
front of her pussy.
"Do you want me to fuck you, Master?"
she asked with a smile.
Zack looked up at Gabrielle.  She smirked
at him.
"Go for it.  You know you want to."
Zack smiled at her, and then he had Jill
lift herself.  He reached down and held his dick in position, and then she
slipped down onto him, embedding his dick into her pussy.  He sighed as he felt
her slide down, the sideways position causing interesting sensations on his
shaft.  He held her in place.
"Use your muscles to keep me
aroused," he said to her.  Jill smiled at him, and began to work her pussy
against his dick.  Zack smiled, and then he kissed her.  She kissed back
passionately, her tongue invading his mouth.  He let her do that for a while,
but then he broke the kiss.  He let his hand cup her breast for a moment to
apologize, but he needed to talk with Gabrielle.
"Too bad it would look just a little
weird if I sat on some guy's lap next to you.  Besides the fact that I'd
probably break his legs."  Gabrielle frowned at herself.
"There's nothing wrong with you,"
Zack said honestly.  He knew she was overweight, but it looked good on her, and
she was such a nice person it didn't much matter.  Besides, she was his partner
now, and he didn't want her feeling bad about herself.
"Yeah, sure.  Anyway, my point is, I
can't exactly do what you're doing."
"No, but we can always take our
playthings back to the house."
"But your mother..."
"Won't say a word."
"You... you're controlling her, too?"
"I had to keep my parents from
getting in my way.  I let them do their parent-shit except for that."
Gabrielle smiled at him.  "There's
something more between you and your mom."
Zack blushed.  "Not as much as she'd
like there to be," he said honestly.
"She's come on to you?  Did you
program that into her?"
"Not intentionally.  I think I might
have fucked up at some point, though.  In the early days with this thing, I was
making a lot of mistakes, it was all trial and error.  I think she was part
error."
"Oh.  Are you going to fix her?"
"I don't know."
"Are you going to sleep with
her?" Gabrielle asked, intrigued.
"I don't know that, either."
"What's stopping you?"
"Well, she is my mom..."
"There is that."
"On the other hand..."
"Yeah, there's always an 'other
hand,' isn't there?" Gabrielle said with a smile.
"Shouldn't you be looking for a
target?" Zack said, trying to derail this particular conversation.
"I'm not ready yet.  I want to see
how you actually got them to look at the device."
Zack shrugged.  "Just invent
something.  All you really need to do is get them looking at the screen when
you press the button.  The program grabs them almost immediately.  Once it has
their undivided attention, it begins programming them."
"So, what would happen if they saw
the first couple seconds, where it grabs them, and then... I don't know, like
the PDA broke or something, and that was all they saw?"
"That's... a good question.  I don't
know."
"Perhaps we should find out."
"It could be dangerous."
"So find out on someone you don't
like."  Gabrielle smiled wickedly at him.
"Geez, you're even more evil than I
am!" he said with a smile.  Gabrielle laughed at him.
"This coming from a guy with his
dick buried up his slave's cunt," she said with a chuckle.
"Yep," he said, likewise
laughing.
"Still," she said, after getting
over her laugh, "I want to actually hear you when you do it.  I saw
what you did before, but I couldn't hear anything."
Zack shrugged.  "Okay... it'll be a
little harder to do now, since there's this girl in my lap, but... we'll see
what I can pull off."
"Master?  How much longer do you
want to fuck me?" Jill asked.  The question was delivered in such a way
that Zack felt his dick twitch.
"All day, really, but I don't want
you to miss class."
"I'll have to leave soon, then.  I
need to clean up before class."
"Good point.  Well, let's see if we
can't find some other playmates, then."
"Some of my friends are coming this
way... would any of them do?"
Zack looked, and there was a trio of
girls coming along the path.  Zack pressed the button to roll down the window
on the passenger's side of the car.
"Call them over," he said,
getting the PDA out.  That was tricky, with Jill firmly entrenched in his lap,
but he managed it.
Jill called out to the other girls, and
waved them over.  Zack had the same script ready to run.  He was going to make
a point to Gabrielle.  When the three girls had all leaned down to look in the
car, as he'd expected them to, Zack simply raised the PDA and pressed Execute.
The girls flinched when he raised the
device, but as soon as they saw the screen flash, their eyes were riveted to
it.  A minute later, they all shrugged three times.
"When do you have class?" he
asked them.
"In about an hour," the first
girl said.
"She's in my class," Jill
whispered to him.
"I'm done for the day," the
second girl replied.
"Me, too," the third agreed.
Zack looked them all over.  They were all
well built, all pretty.  He asked Gabrielle for a pen and her notebook, which
she handed him.
"Jill, write down your name, phone
number, and your dorm room."  She did this.
"What's your name?" he asked
the first girl, the one in Jill's class.
"Kelly."
"Kelly, I won't keep you today,
because I don't want you to miss class.  Write down your name, number and dorm
room, too."  As Kelly was doing that, Zack opened the car door, and he had
Jill get out.  She pouted as his dick slipped from inside her, but she didn't
complain.  She made sure to stand in the door, to block any view of his erect
dick from the public.
As she finished writing down her information,
Kelly got her first look at Zack's cock, and her eyes fixated on it.
Zack saw her reaction.  "Open the
door, and climb in.  I can't keep you, but I need you to relieve all this
pressure that Jill's tight little pussy built up."
Gabrielle watched all of this in
silence.  She had noted Zack's lack of words when he used the PDA.  She'd
wondered if there was some kind of hypnotic induction that went with the
device, one that maybe Zack hadn't even known he was doing, but his silence
killed that idea.  She heard him grunt, and saw that Kelly had taken his cock
all the way into her throat.  Gabrielle almost gagged for the girl, but
managed to turn her head while Zack got his rocks off, which didn't take very
long.
When Kelly straightened up to look Zack
in the eyes, he leaned over and kissed her.  She smiled when he sat back.
"Why don't you and Jill go to class
now?  The rest of us are going to play.  I'll call you later."
"Thank you, Master," Kelly
said, and kissed him again, on her own.  Then she slid across his lap, rubbing
intentionally against his cock, and out the door where Jill was standing.  The
two looked back at their master, and then walked away with a wave.  Zack waved,
and then turned to the other two.
"Come on in," he said, closing
the driver-side door and then moving to the middle.  The first girl climbed in
and then slipped across him, to sit on the driver's side.  The last girl got in
and closed the door.  Her eyes were already riveted to his dick.
Gabrielle turned in her seat, so she
could see him and talk to him more easily.  Zack leaned forward, and he put his
hand behind her head.  Pulling her gently to him, he kissed her.  Gabrielle was
surprised, with these two in the car, that he would want to kiss her, but she
relished it nonetheless.
"Now it's your turn," he said
after breaking the kiss.  He handed her the PDA and said, "Find a target,
point, and shoot.  Pretend it's a camera," he said with a laugh.  Zack
leaned back and put an arm around each girl.  A couple of questions found that
the redhead on his left was named Angela, and the brunette on his right was
named Courtney.  He pulled the ladies close, and they came willingly, while
Gabrielle kept her eyes open for a suitable target for herself.

-----

Zack was a little startled when Gabrielle
swiftly opened her car door and disappeared.  He shrugged, holding on to his
two playmates until Gabrielle came back.  She ushered a slightly older guy -
probably a junior or senior - into the car, and then she walked around to the
driver's side.  When she slipped into the seat, her hand reached back to hand
Zack the underwear that Jill had left there.
"Only one?" he asked, taking
the garment from her.
"I don't think I'm ready for
anything more advanced than that."
Zack shrugged again.  "I guess we
can head back to my house, then."
"Okay."  Gabrielle started the
car, and drove carefully back to the mansion.
Sharon was arranging items in the living
room when the gang entered the house.  Zack stopped, because she was looking at
him, and then at the girls.  He could see the hunger in her eyes.
"Gabrielle, could you show everyone
up to my room, please?"
"Sure thing."  The girls
followed Gabrielle, as did her slave.  Zack waited until they were out of the
room before he stepped over to his mother.
"It... might be best if you stayed
out of that part of the house for a little while," he said softly.  It
wasn't an order; he just didn't want her to feel even worse.  She nodded at
him.  On an impulse, Zack stepped closer, and took his mother into his arms. 
She came willingly, gladly, and she closed her eyes as her son's lips touched
hers.  They kissed for a long moment, before Zack gently disengaged.
"Will you want lunch?" she
asked.
"Probably late, maybe two o'clock." 
  Sharon nodded, her hands still holding on to her son.
"I love you, Zack."
"I love you, too, Mom.  I better get
up to my... friends."
Sharon reluctantly let her son go, and
she watched him as he left the room.  She knew, without a doubt, that sex was
about to happen on a large scale upstairs.  Some part of her thought she was
supposed to stop it.  A much larger part longed to go up and join in.  She
listened to neither of them.

-----

Zack found everyone milling around when
he entered the master bedroom.  Gabrielle was studying her partner, whose name
turned out to be John.  The girls were looking around the room until Zack came
in, at which point they immediately walked to him and each one took hold of an
arm, resting their heads on each shoulder.
I could get used to this.
"I'm... not sure I want an audience,"
Gabrielle said hesitantly.  She didn't want to hurt Zack's feelings, but she
was uncomfortable with him watching.
Zack chuckled.  "Don't worry.  I
want to find out just how big the shower really is, so you can use the bed for
now."
"Thanks," she said with
relief.  As she turned to John, Zack looked down at the ladies on his arms.
"Okay, girls, let's see how fast you
can get in the bathroom and naked."
The girls sprinted for the bathroom. 
Zack followed, laughing.  By the time he made it into the bathroom himself,
Courtney was already stripping off her panties, and Angela was removing her
bra.  He stood back for a moment after closing the door, to admire their nubile
young bodies.  Angela was of Irish descent, and had the flaming red hair and
freckles to prove it, along with brilliant green eyes, a small nose and a small
mouth that was constantly turned up in a smile.
Courtney was curvier than Angela, and her
eyes were more intense.  Her face was oval, and her nose was upturned.  Her
full lips pouted slightly, and Zack was turned on just looking at her body.
Before undressing, Zack walked over to
the shower and turned on the water, to let it heat up.  Turning to face the
girls, both of whom were standing with their hands clasped just in front of
their belly buttons, Zack slowly removed his clothes.  He enjoyed watching
their eyes follow his hands as they unveiled skin.  When he finally got to his
briefs and pushed them off his hips, he couldn't hold in the chuckle as two
sets of eyes locked on his semi-erect organ.
"Okay, everyone in the shower,"
he proclaimed.  The girls were more than happy to oblige, and soon their bodies
were wet and shimmering.  Zack moved in with them, and closed the shower door.
Neither girl knew quite what they were
allowed to do, nor what he wanted from them exactly.  He smiled.
"Has either of you given head
before?"  Both girls nodded, and so he chose the one he thought would be
better at it.  "Courtney."  Courtney immediately dropped to her knees
and took his semi-stiff shaft in hand.  Her tongue came out to lick along the
underside of his shaft, bringing him very quickly to full erection.
Meanwhile, Zack pulled Angela close, and
they began to kiss.  His tongue was soon slipping between her lips, and she
moaned against it as his hand sought out a breast and tweaked her nipple.  He
kept that up as they kissed, keeping her highly aroused.
Courtney's mouth soon engulfed Zack's
cock, and he moaned into Angela's mouth at the feel of Courtney's lips sliding
along his length.  He knew that either he'd been right about who was more
talented, or Angela would have to be unbelievably good.  Zack let his hand
leave Angela's breast, and he rested it gently on Courtney's head, as a sign of
encouragement.  Courtney quickened her pace at that, knowing she was pleasing
him.
Angela was doing her best to wrap herself
around Zack with Courtney in the way.  He thought to return his hand to her
tit, but changed his mind.  Moving his hand further down, he slipped it between
Angela's legs.  As his middle finger slipped deep inside her, she grunted into
his mouth, her body twitching at the pleasure he was causing.  As his finger
began to move in and out, she rolled her hips at him and groaned more loudly.
Zack broke their kiss so that Angela
could move more freely.  Her groaning now filled the small space.  Courtney
hummed on Zack's cock, causing him to feel tingles all along his spine.  He
managed to keep his finger working in Angela's cunt, and he knew she was close
to coming.  He increased the speed of his movements, and that sent Angela
through the roof.  She screamed out, her orgasm washing over her body.  Zack
had to react quickly, as her knees gave out and she collapsed against him,
nearly falling on top of Courtney, who did not stop her ministrations on Zack's
prick.
Zack could feel his own climax
approaching as Courtney's mouth continued to work him over.  He grunted a
warning, but she didn't stop, and when his cum burst forth from the tip of his
dick, she merely swallowed happily, milking him for every single drop of his
spunk.
"Keep sucking until I'm hard again,
and you'll get a reward," he said breathlessly.  Courtney renewed her
efforts, and it felt like Zack had plugged himself into a Hoover.  In no time
at all, Courtney had him back at full staff.
"Stand up and turn around," he
said.  Courtney did so immediately.  Very gently, Zack set Angela down on the
built-in seat in the shower.  She looked up at him with a delirious smile on
her face, and he leaned down to kiss her again.  Then he turned to his other
toy.
Moving up close behind her, he knew she
could feel his hard cock pressing against her ass.  He moved his hands around
until they cupped her tits, and he fondled her breasts tenderly.  His foot moved
between her legs, gently pushing her feet further apart.  She cooperated
readily, until her legs were far enough apart that she was worried about her
balance.
"Lean forward," he whispered in
her ear, just before kissing her earlobe.  She shivered as she leaned forward,
supporting her weight on her arms against the tile wall.
Zack moved back ever so slightly, letting
his dick slip between her legs.  After a couple of passes across her pussy
lips, exciting her even further, he changed his angle, and felt his dick
penetrate her tunnel.  Courtney cried out in pleasure as Zack slowly worked his
length into her, an inch at a time.  When he was fully buried inside her, he
stopped and played with her tits some more, which pleased Courtney greatly.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
"Oh, God, yes!" she nearly
screamed.
Zack pulled out about halfway, and then
rammed full force into her.  Courtney screamed in bliss, but Zack didn't slow
down.  He repeated his actions again and again, driving Courtney insane with
pleasure.  She was soon at, and past, the point of no return.  She began to
buck back at him, screaming out her orgasm, but he barely noticed, continuing
to slam into her full force.
Courtney had two more orgasms that way,
and was well on her way to her fourth of the morning, when Zack felt a soft
hand run up between his legs.  He looked down to see Angela kneeling beside
him.  She looked up at him with a smile as her hand very gingerly ran over his
balls.  Zack shivered at that, and he felt his balls tighten.  His pace into
Courtney became even more rapid, and his hands began to grope her tits more
forcefully.
"Yes!" Courtney screamed.  Zack
was paying attention to Angela, however, who kept her eyes locked on his.  As
he fucked Courtney faster and faster, Angela just smiled at him, caressing his
balls as he fucked her friend.
Eventually, it was more than Zack could
stand, and he blasted his load deep into Courtney's pussy.  The heat and
strength of it sent Courtney blasting into the stratosphere, her mind lost in
bliss.  Zack grunted with each spurt, but his eyes never left Angela.  She
stood up slowly, and as the last spurts of his orgasm left him, their lips met.
For the longest moment, Zack and Angela
kissed, ignoring the nearly unconscious girl in the shower with them.  He didn't
know what she was thinking, but he knew she could kiss.

-----

After a few moments to calm down, Zack
slipped out of Courtney, who slowly collapsed to the floor, nearly oblivious to
what was going on now.
"You stay here with her.  I'm going
to go check on the others."
"What if the water gets cold,
Master?" Angela asked.
"It won't."  Angela simply
nodded.  Zack stepped out of the shower, and closed the door, then toweled
himself off.  He grabbed his bathrobe and went to see what was happening with
Gabrielle.
When Zack entered the bedroom, he saw
John entering Gabrielle.  He smiled at that, but thought they should have been
screwing long before now.  He walked over to the bed, where Gabrielle lay with
her eyes shut.  He looked down at her, and felt a small twinge of jealousy.
Though he knew she said she wasn't ready
for it, he couldn't resist.  Zack very slowly leaned down and let his hands
come to rest on Gabrielle's breasts.  Her eyes opened immediately, and she
looked up at him, first in concern, but then with a smile.
"I figured you two would have been
going at it long before now," he said softly, ignoring the man who was
fucking her.
"We were.  He isn't very good... I
mean, he came before I did."
"You shouldn't have let him,"
Zack said with a smile.
"Like I can control him that
much."
Zack paused.  He didn't know if that
level of physical control was possible or not.  I wonder if I could do it to
myself...  He shook the thought off for the moment, and looked back at
Gabrielle.
"Well, let's see if we can't make
sure you come this time."
"Zack..." she started to
object, but his lips pressed softly against hers, and she realized her heart
was not in the objection.

-----

The gang finally came down for lunch
around 2:30.  Sharon didn't complain that they were late, nor did she say
anything about what had obviously been going on.  She made a large plate of
sandwiches and sat down at the table next to her son, while they all ate
ravenously.
Zack looked over at his mother, and he
felt just a little guilty.  He knew she was in need, but he couldn't yet bring
himself to do anything about it.  He wasn't sure what to do, really, and so he
tried to set it aside.  He smiled at her, and she smiled back, but for both it
was a slightly strained gesture.
No one else noticed, however, and the
rest of lunch was peaceful.

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack woke up the following morning to
find a soft body lying next to him.  This was odd because he'd gone to sleep
alone.  He had a sneaking suspicion who it was, and so this time, he opened his
eyes before embracing her.
"Morning, Mom," he said
softly.  She was wearing her nightgown, and lying on top of the covers, but she
was looking at him in a way he knew all too well.  She leaned in and kissed
him, and he allowed it.  He put his arm around her and pulled her closer,
letting his tongue slip out and into her mouth.  Sharon sighed softly into his
mouth, and pushed herself against him.  They kissed for a long moment before
they finally separated, this time mutually.
"I don't want to make you late for
school," she said, her voice somewhat sad.  Zack caressed her cheek.  He'd
never intended to subvert his mother in this way, but he had to admit she was
good at arousing him.  He didn't really want to think about it this morning,
however.  He needed to get moving if he was going to be on time.
Gently, he pushed her away.  She let him
up, but she didn't leave, or avert her gaze, as he got out of bed and went to
grab clothing for the day.  She watched him get dressed, and only then did she
get up off the bed.
Coming to her son again, she kissed him,
holding him in her arms.  Zack kissed her back, and he let his hands slip down
until they were resting on her ass.  Sharon moved closer to him, pushing
herself against her son.  He let her do that for a while, before he knew he had
to stop.
"If I don't go now, I'll be late,"
he said, trying to regain his composure.  She smiled at him, again in a
slightly sad way, but she didn't say anything.  "See you tonight."
"Are you actually coming home
tonight?" she asked, a twinge of hurt in her voice.  That stopped Zack
cold.  He turned to face her.
"Um... yeah, I'll be home for
dinner.  I might invite someone over to join us, though... I don't know."
"I thought you made people avoid my
cooking," she said with a chuckle, finally lightening up.
Zack smiled at her.  "Well... make
something simple."  He laughed, and she chuckled, as well.  "Anyway,
gotta go.  See ya."  Zack hustled out of the bedroom and out the door.
Sharon sat down on the bed, and sighed
heavily.  Her hands caressed the warm sheets where her son had just been
lying.  She lay down in the same spot, put her head on his pillow, and wept in
frustration.

-----

Zack walked into class about thirty seconds
before the teacher did.  He hustled over and kissed Gabrielle before he sat
down.
"I was beginning to think you weren't
coming," she said, a little worried.
"Overslept," he replied. 
Gabrielle wasn't so sure about that, but she didn't have time to ask him about
it further, as the teacher walked in and immediately broke into his lecture.
Zack was grateful for the lecture.  It
allowed him to get his mind off his mother, and it prevented Gabrielle from
asking him about it.  He let his mind become absorbed with the programming
tasks at hand.  Everything else dwindled away into nothingness as he focused,
as he always did, on the computer.

-----

Zack walked into the house to find it
very quiet.  He'd invited Gabrielle over, but she'd felt the need to study for
the test the next day, and felt that he was more of a distraction at this point
than a study help.  He smiled, thinking she was probably right.  He didn't
worry too much about it, though.  He'd also considered just finding some girl
to bring home and have fun with, but he was still a little worn out from the
day before, and figured he'd take a night off.
He wandered around, looking to see if
anyone was home yet.  He walked through the kitchen, the dining room, and the
living room, but found no one.  He figured neither of his parents had gotten
home yet, and went up to his room to change.
He found his mother, lying on his bed,
asleep.  He didn't know if she'd been there all day or not, but she'd managed
to dress at some point.  He shucked his shoes and dropped his bag and jacket on
a chair, and then he went and sat on the bed beside her.
Sharon stirred when she felt her son next
to her.  She opened her eyes, and saw him looking down at her.  Zack rested his
hand on her arm, and she smiled.  When Zack leaned back against the headboard, Sharon moved herself up to a sitting position.  She pushed herself against her son, and
was gratified that he didn't pull away, instead wrapping his arm around her
shoulders and hugging her.
"Mom, I'm just not ready for this."
Sharon's heart broke, but she nodded, the
tears stinging her eyes.  "I can wait," she said, the hurt evident in
her voice.
Zack didn't need his empathy to feel her
pain.  He wasn't sure what he was supposed to do.  He knew what she wanted him
to do, and he knew what the 'moral' thing to do was, but he didn't know what he
wanted, and so he didn't know what he would eventually do about it.
"Am I not pretty enough?" Sharon asked her son, hurt filling her question.
"That's not it, Mom," he said,
not wanting her to feel bad about herself.  "It's just... you're my mom."
"So, if I wasn't your mom..."
Zack hugged her tighter.  "If you
weren't my mom, and we were sitting like this on the bed together... no,
actually, if you weren't my mom, I'd have never made it out of bed this
morning!"
Sharon snuggled tighter against her son
at his words.  "Will you ever..."
"I don't know," he said,
cutting off her question, because he knew how much it hurt her to ask.  "Have
you tried to get Dad interested?"
"Honey, your father's never really
been all that sexually motivated.  He's kind of... quiet.  We were a good match
up until a few weeks ago.  I don't know what's come over me, I'm just... I have
needs, Zack, and your father can't meet them."
Zack squeezed his mother again, and that
quieted her.  He leaned his head back against the headboard, and closed his
eyes.  He felt his mother shift against him, turning herself more so that she
could embrace him.  He could feel her tits press against his chest, and he felt
her warm breath on his cheek as she laid her head on his shoulder.  He rubbed
her back through her blouse, and the two sat, silently thinking their own
thoughts.
Finally, Zack couldn't stand the
tension.  He sat up a little straighter, and Sharon leaned back from him.  He
put his hand behind her head, and gently pulled her to him.  Their lips touched
tenderly, and Zack kept the kiss that way; it was definitely not
platonic, but it was not passionate.  After a while, he broke it off.
"Give me just a little more time?"
he asked.
Sharon nodded, her eyes brimming with
hope.  He hadn't said no, yet; there was still a chance.
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Zack made it out of the house the next
morning without any problems.  He kissed his mother good-bye, but he was
careful not to let that take too long.  She'd been more than willing to let him
do whatever he pleased to her, but he simply didn't have the time for anything
more than a warm kiss.
As he pulled up to the school and turned
off his bike, he sighed heavily.  Things were getting serious with his mother,
and he knew he needed to do something about it.
I suppose I could just change Dad...
But it seems like every time I try to alter those two, something weird
happens.  I'm not sure it would come out as I expect it to.  And that could
make things even worse than they already are.  Besides, I'm not sure if I can
increase his sex drive any more than I'm sure if I can increase my own
stamina.  It's something I need to work on over the weekend.
While Zack was considering all these
things, he didn't notice Linda coming up beside him.  He was, therefore,
startled when she spoke.
"Hey, Zack," she said sweetly. 
Zack jumped slightly, and his head snapped around to look at her.  When he saw
her, he smiled with his eyes, since he was still wearing his helmet, and she
couldn't see his mouth.  He took the helmet off, and hung it on the
handlebars.  He reached out, and she came into his embrace, and they kissed. 
He hadn't seen Linda all week, and it was a good feeling to kiss her.  Still,
though, he felt that inky black emotion around her, and it made him shiver just
to be near it.
When they were done kissing, Linda leaned
against him as she asked, "I was wondering if you wanted to go out
tomorrow night... if you don't already have plans..."  She looked a little
forlorn at the idea that he might.
Zack thought quickly, to make sure he
hadn't made a commitment to anyone, then shook his head.  "Nope, no other
plans.  Sure.  Where would you like to go?"
"I just thought we could go to a
movie and... whatever."  She smiled at him.
"Okay, sure.  Pick you up around
seven?"
"That's good.  You can bring your
bike, I have a helmet."
Zack nodded, and kissed her again.  "I'd
better get going, or I'm going to be late for class."
Linda stepped back to let him off the
bike, but then she gave him another brief kiss.  "Tomorrow night.  See ya!" 
She bounded off, leaving him to wonder at her exuberance for dating a high
school kid.
Curiouser and curiouser.
Zack found Gabrielle waiting in her usual
spot, outside the class.  He kissed her far more passionately than either of
the other two women this morning, and she kissed back just as hotly.  They
broke the kiss after a while, before they started going at it in the hallway.
"Who was she?" Gabrielle asked,
a twinkle in her eyes.
"Huh?"
"The other girl.  I can taste her
lipstick."
"Uh... actually, there were two, but
I don't think Mom was wearing any lipstick, so it would have to be Linda."
"Did you... do... anything with your
mom?" Gabrielle asked, her voice very low.
Zack shook his head.  "I don't know
what to do."
"Zack, you need to do something, and
soon.  I saw how she was looking at you on Wednesday.  She's hurting, and at
least she thinks you're the only possible cure."
"What do you think I should do?"
Gabrielle shrugged.  "I don't know. 
How easy would it be to fix what you did to her?"
"I haven't got a clue.  I'm not
entirely sure what commands I gave that went wrong.  It would mean looking
through the script I used on her, which would mean finding it in my list of a
hundred or more."
"So, that could be problematic."
"Yes.  And come to think of it, that
script ran on one of the earlier matrixes, so I'm not sure that the same
problem would occur with the newest version of the program..."
"In other words, you don't think you
can reverse it."
"Not without a lot of work."
"Then I don't see that you have any
options.  You can either let her suffer, or you can take her as a lover."
Zack felt his whole body twitch when Gabrielle
said that.  It confused him more than anything else.  I don't want to screw
my own mother... do I?

-----

Zack walked into the house that night
having made up his mind what was going to happen.  It had taken him all day,
and he'd even gotten yelled at in class for not paying attention, but he had
finally come to a decision.  Now, he only had to implement it.
No one was home yet, as his mother had
gone to work this day.  He changed into casual clothes, and played on his
computer for a while, waiting for his parents to get home.
Zack heard the front door open and close,
but he didn't do anything about it.  If either of his parents wanted to talk to
him, they would know where he was.
In fact, one of them did want to
talk to him, and Zack was surprised that it was his father.  When he heard
someone come down the hall, he turned.  His parents' room was in the other
direction from the stairs, so whoever it was, they wanted to talk.  When his
father appeared in the doorway, Zack was a little confused.
"Hey, Dad.  How was work?"
"The usual crap.  Can I talk to you
for a minute?"
"Sure."  Zack turned fully to
face his father, who came in and leaned against the dresser.
"I guess maybe you've noticed that
your mom and I aren't getting along so well right now."
Uh-oh.  "Uh... well, yeah, I'd
kind of noticed there was some... tension."
"The problems we're having are kind
of private... but I wonder if your mother hasn't told you something?  She's
been spending a lot of time with you lately."
Zack shook his head, lying.  "She
just said she wanted some company."
Grant stood for a long moment,
considering what to say.  "I'd be careful around her, son.  Your mother is...
changing.  She's... how do I say this to you without making you think your
mother is a slut... she's becoming very sexually aggressive."
Zack feigned a look of confusion.  "How
would that matter to me?"
"Zack, I don't have a lot of
interest in sex.  I never have.  I married your mother because I loved her.  I
still do, I guess... but she's... I can't meet her new needs, and I worry she
might look elsewhere.  Since she's been spending so much time with you, I worry
she might... come on to you."
Zack eyed his father.  He had never
expected to have this kind of conversation with him.  He'd never expected his
father to admit his weakness to his own son in this way.  The really tricky
part was figuring out how to respond to it, without letting on what he already
knew.
"You mean, Mom might try to... sleep
with me?"
Grant bowed his head, and then nodded.  "She's
gotten so... well, so horny lately, I think you might be too much a temptation
for her.  After all, you got her that car, you've gotten us a new house... she
might see you as being as much of a bread-winner as I am."
"What do you want me to do?"
Zack asked.  This was the big question.  His father was telling him all this,
why?  Certainly there was a reason.
Grant looked at his son and blushed
crimson.  "I... can't tell you what to do, Zack.  I know that sex among
family members is supposed to be wrong, but I also worry where else your
mother might look for companionship.  I know she's going to cheat on me
eventually; there's no way she can help it, in her current state.  I've thought
of asking her to get psychiatric help, but I think that would humiliate her,
and I don't want to do that."
"So... if she hits on me..."
Grant paused for a very long moment,
staring at his son blankly.  Finally, he said, "Do what you think is best." 
He walked out of the room before his son could ask for a clarification of
that.  Best for whom?  Me?  Her?  You?  He sat back in his chair, more
confused now than he had been before he'd made up his mind what to do in the
first place.
He sat for a long time, wondering if this
conversation changed his plan any.  Finally, he decided that, no, it didn't.  Just
because Dad suspects what's been going on doesn't mean there is any reason to
do anything different.
He turned back to his computer, to wait
for his mom to get home.

-----

Dinner that evening was a strained
event.  Everyone was eyeing everyone else, and all for different reasons.  Zack
watched his parents interact, or rather, not interact, since the only
talking they did involved passing food back and forth.  Zack could sense how
bad this could get if he let it go on this way.  His resolve to handle the
situation increased.
After dinner, his father excused himself
to go watch television in the den.  That left Zack and his mother still sitting
at the table together, still in silence.  This silence, however, was more of
his mother's making, as she felt embarrassed about her need.  She had trouble
concentrating at work, and her thoughts were filled with lustful thoughts of
her son, and what he could do to her.
"Let me help you clean up,"
Zack said softly.  His mother looked at him with a soft smile, wondering what
it was he wanted; he never offered to help with dishes unless he wanted
something.
Zack picked up his dishes, and carried
them over to the sink.  His mother joined him, and began to rinse off the dishes
so they could be put in the dishwasher.  While Zack was moving back and forth,
he watched his mother, seeing how she moved.  He needed to stay close to her to
keep her from going in to sit with his father.  That would complicate his
evening, and he didn't need that just now.
When they were done, and the dishwasher
was whirring away, Zack leaned against the counter next to his mom.  She looked
over at him and smiled.  He took her hand, and pulled her over to himself.  She
came willingly into his embrace, and was relieved to feel his lips touch hers. 
She'd longed for this sensation all day, since he'd left that morning, and she
had really needed the contact.  When his hands ran down to cup her ass cheeks,
she moaned into his mouth.
After a long time, Zack gently broke
their kiss.  He could see the desire and the need in his mother's gaze.  He
took her hand in his, and said, "Come on."
Sharon followed behind her son as he led
her out of the kitchen, through the house to his bedroom upstairs.  He turned
and closed the door, and then locked it.  Sharon flushed at the thought of him
needing that level of privacy with her.  Zack turned back to his mother,
and embraced her, kissing her hotly, his tongue probing her lips until she
parted them to allow it access.  Soon their tongues were dancing together, and
Zack carefully moved them over toward the bed.
Once they were at the bed, Zack broke the
kiss.  He looked at his mother in a new way; not as just a parent, but as a
woman.  He freely admitted she was not as pretty as Mary, but she was still
lovely.  He wanted to throw a little surprise at her, though, since he'd
received one this afternoon.
"I had a little talk with Dad this
afternoon."
Sharon paled a little, wondering where
this was going.
"He thinks you might be trying to
seduce me.  He told me to be careful of you."
Sharon was shivering, but Zack's slight
smile was holding her together.  "What did he tell you to do about it?"
she asked, hesitating.
"He told me to do what I thought was
best," Zack replied.
"What do you think is best,
Sweetheart?" his mother queried, terrified of the answer.
"This," Zack said, running his
hands up her sides until they reached her breasts.  He fondled and caressed her
breasts, causing her to moan in passion.  After a while, his hands left her
breasts to move around to her back.  Sharon moved against her son, letting him
feel her body.  Her leg pressed into his crotch, feeling the erection forming
there.
Zack reached for the zipper on his mother's
dress, and rapidly pulled it down.  Before stepping away from her, he also
unfastened her bra.  As he stepped back, his hands took hold of the fabric, and
drew it off her shoulders, and forward.  Sharon held her arms out so the dress
would come away cleanly, and in only a few seconds, she was entirely nude
except for her panties, stockings, and heels.  For the first time, Zack looked
on his mother's naked breasts, and he found that his hand actually shook
slightly as he reached to touch one.
Sharon shuddered as her son's fingers caressed
her tit.  She arched her back, pressing her flesh into his hand, encouraging
him to do what he pleased.  Zack slowly regained his usual confidence, and
tweaked his mother's nipple, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from her.  He leaned
down and took her other nipple into his mouth, running his tongue over it in
long strokes.  Sharon moaned loudly, holding on to her son so she wouldn't fall
over, but Zack was actually pushing her backward, and it wasn't long before she
lost her balance and fell backward.  Zack used his free hand to keep her from
falling too quickly, but she ended up on her back, on the bed, with her son's
mouth still suckling at her tit.
Zack's hands reached down and took hold
of his mother's panties.  He released her tit, which caused a groan of
discontent from her, but he ignored her for the moment, as he stood up and
pulled her panties down off her hips.  She brought her legs up and together,
making it easier to get the undergarment off.  Once it was clear of her feet,
she spread her legs again, lewdly displaying herself for her son.
Zack pulled off his own shirt before he
looked down at his mother's nude body.  He stared at her heavily furred pussy,
which he could tell was already glistening with her juices.  As he unfastened
his pants and let them drop, he bent over, and then knelt.  Sharon looked down
at her son, wondering just what he was doing.  As his head bent forward and she
realized that she was going to be eaten out for the first time in many, many
years, she let her head fall back.  She groaned as his tongue slid across her
pussy lips, and her hips rolled, trying to get greater contact.
Zack moved his tongue back and forth over
his mother's cunt, and he enjoyed her reaction.  He finished undressing himself
as he continued to pleasure her, and she never noticed his other movements.  As
his tongue slipped up to tease her clit, a finger pushed its way into her
pussy.  Sharon cried out in joy at the feel of his finger inside her, and as
his tongue made contact with her clit, she bucked her hips at him.
Zack knew that his mother must be close,
and so he began to flick his tongue over her clit as his finger moved rapidly
in and out of her.  Sharon was twisting her head from side to side now,
grunting out her arousal.  It wasn't long before she reached down and grabbed
hold of Zack's head, forcing his tongue against her clit.  His hand was flooded
with her juices as she screamed and came, her hips still bucking at him.  For a
long moment, Zack couldn't breathe, but he didn't panic.  His mother soon came
down from her high, letting go of his head and falling back onto the bed.  Zack
very carefully removed his finger from her pussy, and then sucked on it.  His
mother tasted very sweet compared to many of the other girls he'd been with.  He
slipped up onto the bed beside her, and rubbed her stomach as he waited for her
to recover.
After a minute or so, Sharon opened her
eyes to look at her son.  She smiled warmly at him.  "Your father has never
done that to me."
"Shame on him," Zack said with
a smile.  He leaned down and kissed his mother, letting her taste her own
juices on his tongue.  She shared it happily, and put her arms around her son,
trying to pull him on top of her.
Zack soon got the idea, and he embraced
his mom.  Remembering what happened with Gabrielle, he first pulled them both
fully onto the bed, then he rolled on top of his mother, supporting himself on
his elbows.  His fully erect cock was pressing against her abdomen, and she
moaned at the feel of it.
When Zack broke their kiss, she looked up
at him with lust in her eyes.  "Fuck me, please," she said softly.
Zack lifted his hips, letting his dick
slide down into his mother's pussy fur.  She wiggled her hips, trying to get
his cock in just the right position.  After only a few seconds, they were both
happy with the position, and Zack pressed forward.  His dick slid into her
easily, and Zack marveled for just a moment that he was now fucking his own
mother.
"Oh, god, Baby!" his mother
cried out as he filled her cunt.  She wrapped her legs around his hips, so he
couldn't retreat.  Looking down at her, he began to slide his cock in and out
of her at a furious pace.  He'd read her right; she wanted to be fucked, not
made love to.
Sharon was soon screaming through her
next orgasm.  Zack didn't even slow down, and it prolonged her climax even
further.  He leaned down and kissed her, thrusting his tongue into her mouth as
he continued to ram into her at full force.  There was no finesse here, and no
tenderness; they were two wild animals fulfilling a primal need.
Zack could feel his balls tightening, and
he knew he was close.  He started to take longer strokes, but just as fast,
slamming harder and harder into his mother.  She was pushed right to the edge
of her orgasm.  When Zack finally thrust his hips in to full depth and spewed
his load inside her, she came harder than she could ever remember.  Her back
arched, thrusting her body against his as they both rocked and twisted through
their climaxes.

-----

Zack stepped out of the shower, reaching
for a towel.  He turned and handed it to his mother.  They'd been going at it
for over three hours, and both of them were thoroughly worn out.  Zack turned,
and on impulse, he took the towel back from Sharon.  He unfolded it, and began
to dry her off.  Sharon blushed, but allowed her son to caress her skin with
the towel.  If she wasn't so tired, she would be aroused by his actions.
When Zack had finished drying her off, he
wrapped the towel around her, and then he hugged her tightly.  They kissed
gently for a long time, and then they just stood there, holding each other.
"I love you, Mom," Zack said
quietly.  His love had gained a new level in the last few hours, and it showed
in his gaze.
"I love you, too, Sweetheart,"
she replied.  She then stifled a yawn.  "Sorry, Baby, but you wore me
out.  Thank you," she said with a smile.  She hugged him again, and he
gave her a soft, quick kiss.
"Good thing tomorrow's Saturday. 
You don't have to go to work."
Sharon chuckled.  "I think your father
probably is going to know what you think is 'best', don't you?"
Zack looked out the bathroom door to his
alarm clock on the headboard.  Seeing how long they'd been, he nodded.  "Probably. 
I hope this doesn't hurt things between you two..."
Sharon shook her head.  "I don't
think it could.  Things were getting pretty bad.  Will we... be able to do this
again?"
Zack nodded.  "I can't promise every
night, but yeah, if you really need me, I'll be here."
Sharon laid her head on her son's
shoulder.  "Thank you, Zack.  You don't know how much this means to me.  I
won't have to nag your father now, and I think things will go back to normal
between us."
"I'm glad, Mom."  He held onto
her, feeling very protective of her and wanting her to feel good.  He knew he'd
give her whatever she wanted, so long as he could manage it.
Sharon yawned again, and then
straightened up.  "I think I'd better go to bed, before I fall asleep in
your arms."
"Wouldn't that be a shame?" he
said with a grin.  She blushed at him, but then he let her go.  She let the
towel drop as she walked into the bedroom, and Zack admired her body again. 
She picked up her dress, giving him a nice view of her pussy again, and then
put it on, covering up all her fun bits.  Zack merely grabbed his bathrobe and
slipped it on.
Coming back to her son, she kissed him
again.  She said, "Good night, Sweetheart.  I'll see you in the morning."
Zack brushed some hair out of her face,
and smiled.  He didn't say anything, and his mother slowly turned and left. 
Zack stood there for a long time before he did anything.
Realizing he hadn't checked his email all
day, he decided he'd better.  It was a good thing he did.

Dearest Master:
I'm okay... I just wanted you to know that first. 
I don't like being around Adam, but I know it's important.  I hope you will
claim me as yours soon, though.
The reason I'm writing is that I need to warn you. 
Adam has a spy near you.  Someone that is close to you, or is getting close to
you.  I don't have a name yet, but I know it's a woman... or at least, he
referred to a "she".
Please, Master, be very careful.  I don't want you
to get hurt.  Please come for me soon.
Yours always,
Terry

Oh, shit.
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Episode 11: Security Breach

Zack awoke the next morning in
confusion.  He'd gone to sleep alone.  His dreams had been tortured and
strange, with his mother giving him blowjobs on a bullet train while Adam and
his minions chased them in a helicopter.
As he woke up, what really confused him
was that he could feel someone lying beside him.  Without bothering to open his
eyes, he turned toward them and wrapped his arms around whoever it was.  Soft
lips pressed to his, and they kissed for a long time before he did anything.
Finally, he opened his eyes.  He was only
mildly surprised to see his mother in his arms.
"Good morning, Sweetheart," she
said softly.
"Hey," he said sleepily.  He
looked past her to the alarm clock to check the time.  "Shouldn't you
still be with Dad?  He's gonna get upset if you start spending all your
time with me..."
Sharon frowned, and it felt as if she shrank
in his arms.  "He's already upset.  Actually, he's well beyond upset. 
Your father left this morning."
"Huh?"
"He walked out on us."
Zack felt a cold chill run up his spine. 
"Why?  Because of last night?"
Sharon had tears in her eyes now.  "That
was just the last straw.  He didn't feel like competing with you for head of
household, I think... and he could see you were winning."
"Aw, shit.  I'm sorry, Mom..." 
Sharon hugged her son tightly.
"It's okay, Sweetheart.  You couldn't
have known."
"But now you're all alone..."
"No I'm not.  I've got you." 
She kissed him passionately, and their discussion ended for a while.

-----

Zack and his mother made it down in time
for lunch, and she fixed it for them.  Sitting down next to her son, she took a
deep breath, to continue their talk from earlier.
"Zack... I don't want to pressure
you.  You're only a teenager, after all, but I'm going to need your support
more than ever now.  My income isn't going to be enough for all the stuff we
used to take for granted.  Your father paid the bigger bills out of his salary."
"Let me see if I can't find a way to
make some money, Mom," Zack offered.
"Honey, I'm not sure any part-time
job you could get..."
Zack cut her off.  "Hey, I got you a
new car with one of my part-time jobs," he said with a smile.
Sharon blushed.  "Yes, you did. 
Okay, if you can find something.  But don't let it interfere with your
classes.  We can make it on my income... it'll just be tight."
"There's... something else,"
Sharon said, uncomfortable having to bring it up.
Zack knew what she was worried about.  "Mom,
anytime I'm alone, you're welcome to join me in bed," he told her, putting
his hand on her arm.  Having decided to take her as a lover in the first place,
he could not abandon her now.  She looked at him with immense gratitude.
"Thank you, Sweetheart."  She
leaned over and they kissed for long moments.  When they broke the kiss, Zack
sat back and had to consider a few things.
The easiest way to cover the bills is
to have more income... the easiest way to have more income is to have more
working people living here.  I wonder how I can achieve that.  Well, something
to work on later.

-----

Zack pulled up in front of the dorms on
his bike.  He was about to get off, but he saw Linda coming out of the dorm
just then.  She waved to him, her helmet dangling from her other hand.  He took
his helmet off and smiled at her as she approached.
Once she reached him, she wrapped her
arms around him and they kissed.  Zack rubbed his hands across her back,
enjoying the feel of her.  Their tongues were soon playing together as he
pulled her more tightly against him.
Suddenly, Zack felt a wave of emotion
wash over him.  It was so strong, it nearly made him nauseous.  It was, once
again, that inky-black, indefinable feeling that he always seemed to get from
Linda.  It caused him to break their kiss.
"Something wrong?" she asked.
"Uh... no, I guess not.  Hop on."
As she climbed onto the bike, he tried to
decipher just exactly what it was he was feeling from her.  He still couldn't
get a grip on it.  Right now wasn't the time to dwell on it, though; he had to
drive the bike.  Her hands came around his waist just then, forcing him to push
back her emotions from his mind so that he could concentrate on keeping them
out of an accident.  He put his helmet on, and away they went.

-----

Zack had chosen a nice but informal
restaurant on the far side of town from the campus.  This meant that very few
of the college students bothered to go there.  They walked in, and were
immediately seated.  Their server was a lovely brunette that Zack had to avoid
staring at, lest he offend his date.  She took their drink orders and
disappeared to let them mull over the menu.
Linda said, "I've never been here
before."
Zack replied, "It's not a popular
place with the college kids.  The service isn't fast, and the prices aren't
extra-low.  Not to mention where we are.  The guy who runs this place - his son
was in one of my classes - didn't want to be overrun by the students.  It's why
he picked this location."
"Oh."
"The food is great, though."
After the waitress returned, they ordered
their food, and she disappeared again, to Zack's mixed emotions of
disappointment and relief.  Linda certainly was attractive enough, however, to
mute his disappointment.
The two chatted amiably about their
lives.  Zack noticed that Linda tended to gloss over details, but he felt she
might have some unpleasant things in her background.  Maybe that explains
the black emotions...
When the food arrived, Linda was
surprised at the size of the portions.  She was also well pleased with the
taste of her chicken cordon bleu.  Zack had ordered pork chops.  As they ate,
they continued their conversation, and Zack grew even more uneasy about Linda.
Deception.  I can't think that it
could be anything else.  So, what is she hiding?
He didn't get an answer before dinner
ended.

-----

Zack drove them back to campus after
dinner.  His plan had been to get laid tonight, and he figured that being close
to her quarters would be beneficial.  The school had a lot of green spaces, and
so they parked the bike and began to walk.
As they walked, Zack tried to piece
together just what he was reading from her.  It was tough to keep up a
conversation while he was doing that, but he managed, if poorly.  Linda didn't
seem to notice.
When they reached a quiet spot where some
benches had been placed, they sat down.  The benches looked out between some
groups of trees into the distance, and also gave a good view of the rising
moon.  Zack put his arm around Linda, and she scooted closer to him, snuggling
herself in tight.
For a long moment, nothing was said, and
Zack used the opportunity.  He closed his eyes and concentrated on the person
next to him.  He was trying to read her thoughts.  It was difficult, as he
could not slip fully into a trance, for fear that she would say something that
he would miss.
Soon, he was able to slip into her
mind... but he was met with a sheer wall of blackness.  It was as if she did
not have any thoughts.  He probed very gingerly, but he might as well
have been pushing on a monolith.  He stepped back, looking to see if there was
any way past this...
How could anyone have built such a
wall in their mind?  Did she build it on purpose?  Why?
Zack decided to push harder, trying to
force his way into her thoughts.  Too much about her was odd, and he wanted
answers.  Suddenly, her mind shoved back.  Zack was so startled, he lost his
concentration, and was pulled out of her mind.
Linda sat up, looking at him in concern. 
He was shaken, and, he realized, actually shaking.  She backed away from
him just slightly.
"Are you okay?"
She acted as if she had no idea that he'd
just been in her mind... as most people would not have noticed.  But if she had
those kinds of defenses... something he'd never encountered before...
"Uh, yeah, I guess..." he said,
his voice quavering a little.  "Um... maybe we should walk back now."
"Okay," she said, pushing
herself more tightly against him for a moment before getting up.
Zack got to his feet somewhat unevenly,
but then he shook it off as best he could.  He walked alongside her, his
thoughts going a mile a minute while his feet struggled just to keep up with
Linda's slow pace.
What the hell is she?  Is she working
for Adam?  Did he find some kind of... whatever she is... to keep an eye on me?
Did PAO do that to her???
I need to find out.

-----

Zack pulled into his driveway and shut
the bike off.  He had begged off with Linda, leaving her at her door with a
kiss.  Though he was horny, he was too uncomfortable around her now to consider
sleeping with her.
Once he walked into the house, however,
he knew that he could take care of his horniness.  His mother looked up from
her seat on the couch, and smiled beautifully at him.
"You're home early," she said
softly.
"Things... didn't go as planned,"
he replied.  He moved over to where she was sitting, setting his helmet down
and taking off his jacket along the way.  He slid onto the couch next to her,
and wrapped an arm around her.  "So I thought I'd come home and spend some
time with my mom."
"Mm," Sharon purred as her son
pulled her close.  "I like that idea."
"I thought you might," he said,
as he put his hand under her chin, turning her face to his for a kiss.
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As Zack put his bike helmet into the box
on his Harley, he heard the door to the house open.  He didn't turn to see who
it was until he'd retrieved a small package from inside the same box.
When he turned, he was greeted with Mary's
smiling face.  She stepped up to him and they kissed passionately.  They
remained lip-locked for a long time, until Mary had to let him go so that she
could take a deep breath.
"I missed you," she said.
"I see that," he replied with a
chuckle.  He ran his hands along her hips, enjoying the feel of her body
against him.
"Someone else missed you, too,"
she said in warning.
Zack knew he was in trouble.  "How
mad is she?"
Mary tilted her head just so and said, "Pretty
mad."
"Well," Zack said, "I did
bring her a gift, to try to heal the wound."
"Can I see?" Mary said.  Zack
opened the package and showed it to her.  Mary stared at it approvingly.  "It
might not stop her from chewing you out, but she'll like it."
"Thanks.  She in her room?"
"Yep."
"Okay."  He kissed her again,
and then they both walked into the house.  Zack just waved to Brian, who was
busy necking with Bonnie on the couch, anyway.  He walked down the hall until
he reached Wendy's bedroom, and paused, taking a deep breath.  Then he knocked.
The door opened rapidly enough that Zack
was sure she had heard him pull in the driveway, and might have even been
waiting for the knock at the door.  That didn't bode well for him.
"Zack!" she cried, and threw
herself at him, wrapping her arms around him and giving him a fierce hug.  He
pushed his way into the room - her feet weren't even touching the ground at the
moment - and closed the door.
Finally, Wendy let him go, dropping
herself to the floor.  Then she slapped him.  "You bastard."
"Wendy..."
"I haven't seen or heard from you in
over a week!"
"I'm sorry, it's-"
"Do you have any idea how that made
me feel?  I'm supposed to be your girlfriend!  How many girls have you screwed
since I last saw you?  And I didn't get any!  You didn't even call to
say hi!  Brian helped your parents move into the new house, but you didn't even
invite him to see it, let alone me!"
"I'm sorry, I-"
"There was a concert yesterday.  I
wanted you to take me, but I had to go on my own, 'cause you never called me! 
I had no idea what you were doing.  I know you have Wednesdays off from
school!  But did I see you last Wednesday?  Oh, no!  You sure do treat your
girlfriend like shit, Zack!"
Zack didn't say anything, figuring she
wasn't done.
"Well?!" she demanded.
"I'm sorry," he said simply.  "I
don't have an excuse.  I got busy, my mind was focused on some other shit, but
no, I don't have a reason that I didn't call you.  I did bring you a present..."
he said lamely.
Wendy set her jaw for a second, then held
out her hand.
Zack set the box in her palm.  It was
another velvet jewelry case, and Wendy's eyes brightened slightly at the
thought of what might be inside.
Zack had needed to use the same trick to
get this gift as he had her first one, though he'd gone to a different store. 
That way, there would be no suspicion.  Figuring out what to get her that might
ease her ire had not been easy.  If he'd guessed wrong, he was in deep shit.
Wendy opened the box and looked at the
bracelet inside.  It was a tennis bracelet, made of silver, and set with
amethyst stones all along its length.
"Wow," Wendy said softly, not
aware she'd spoken.
"I know you were born in February,
and that amethyst is your birth stone..."
Wendy stared at it for a while longer,
and then she looked up at him.  Her eyes flashed again.
"You're trying to buy me.  You think
this little trinket can keep me happy?"
"No," he said honestly.
"Well, you thought right!  This
doesn't mean anything... though it is really pretty..." Wendy shook
off the thought.  "But that's not the point!"
"Angel, I'm sorry.  I know I've been
a jerk."
"You can't buy love, Zack!"
The thought jolted him.  Is that what he'd
done with his mother?  Had he bought his way into her heart?  Or, at least into
her bed?  He shook it off.  Now was not the time to consider that.
"What can I do?" he asked.
"Zack," Wendy said, her anger
subsiding in the face of his unmitigated regret.  "All I want is to spend
time with you.  To sit with you on the couch and watch a movie.  To go to a
concert or a football game.  To bring you back here and let you screw my brains
out.  I want you, not gifts."
Zack did his best to process the
thought.  Like most men, he just assumed that women wanted jewelry.  Wendy
could see the confusion in his eyes.  She put the box down, and stepped closer
to him.
Zack reached out for his girl, and she
came to him.  She looked up into his eyes, and she could see how sorry he was
that he'd hurt her.  She wrapped her arms around him, and said, "Don't
ever let it happen again."
"It won't," he promised.
They stayed in that embrace for a long
time, but eventually Wendy stood up on her tip-toes and they kissed.  Zack knew
that was uncomfortable for her, so he picked her up and carried her over to the
bed, laying her down and then lying down beside her.  They returned to their
kissing immediately.
Zack wrapped his one arm around Wendy,
pulling her against him as they kissed.  His hand roamed her back, caressing
gently as he went.  Wendy sighed softly into his mouth as her hand massaged his
side.
When Zack's hand slipped down onto Wendy's
ass, she moaned quietly to encourage him.  He fondled her ass through her
jeans, loving the feel of her against him.  He knew she had to be able to feel
his erection, as tightly as she was pressing herself against him.
After a while, Wendy pushed Zack onto his
back, and she rolled on top of him.  This allowed both of them to use both
hands, and Zack's other hand immediately started groping her ass with its
partner.  Wendy moaned in pleasure, and let her hands rub up and down Zack's
sides vigorously.  Her movements were beginning to pull his shirt up his body.
As soon as Zack's shirt was bunched up
beneath his arms, Wendy broke their kiss.
"Off," she said.  He knew what
she wanted.  He struggled to remove his shirt as she sat up.  By the time he'd
worked his own shirt off, she had removed her T-shirt and bra, exposing her
beautiful, large breasts to his view.  Zack reached out and caressed her tits,
causing her to close her eyes and sigh again.  As he continued to fondle her
breasts, Wendy reached down and unfastened her jeans, then unfastened his.  She
didn't do anything more because she didn't want him to move his hands.
Soon, though, she needed more contact. 
She leaned down, rubbing her tits against his bare chest and sending tingles
through both their bodies.  She wiggled a little, and Zack got the idea, taking
hold of her jeans and pushing them down off her hips.  Together, they got her
pants and underwear off, and she was then completely naked.
Wendy slid down Zack's body.  When she
reached his waist, she grabbed his pants and underwear together and began
tugging.  Zack lifted his hips to help.  She tugged them ferociously downward,
until they were at his ankles.  She thought to remove his shoes and everything
else, but she was simply too excited to bother.
Moving back up his body, Wendy took Zack's
hard cock into her hand.  She stroked it a couple of times gently, eliciting a
groan from Zack.  She placed her lips on the head of his dick and sucked the
head into her mouth.  She let her tongue run along the tip of it, and then she
lowered her mouth further onto him.  Her hand fondled his balls while her mouth
began to bob up and down on his shaft.
Zack was in heaven; Wendy was very good
at cocksucking.  Her lips worked him over, and he was soon right on the edge of
his climax.  Wendy could tell, and she moved her mouth even faster, sucking
even harder.  Zack grunted loudly, and came, blasting his load deep into her
mouth.  Wendy swallowed repeatedly, causing Zack to spasm even more, giving her
more of his seed.
Wendy released his dick from her mouth
then, but as she slid up his body, her hand encircled his cock, caressing it
and stroking its semi-soft length.  Zack shivered at the touch of her hand; he
knew he'd be hard again soon.
Wendy pressed her lips to Zack's, and
their tongues were soon intermingling.  Wendy rubbed her tits against him as
they kissed, and her hand continued to gently work on his shaft.  It wasn't
very long before Zack felt himself again rising to the occasion.
Wendy continued to stroke him until he
was fully hard, and then she sat up, breaking their kiss but again giving him a
wonderful view of her body.  She raised up on her knees and slipped his dick
between her legs.  Then she slowly relaxed herself, letting her body slide down
onto his waiting prick.  She moaned loudly as he entered her tight, wet pussy.
Zack loved the feel of her on his cock. 
Her cunt gripped him and squeezed him in ways that he could barely stand, they
were so pleasurable.  In seconds, she was fully impaled on his dick, and then
she looked down at him and smiled.  He ran his hands over her thighs and along
her sides, grinning back up at her.
Wendy paused only a moment before she
began to move up and down on Zack's cock.  She was immediately moaning, already
aroused to a fever pitch by having him near her.  She could feel her heat
rising, her body already approaching its climax.
Zack could tell, too, and he began to
thrust up into her, driving his cock as deep into her as he could go.  She was
crying out, her body twisting as she rose to her orgasm.  When it washed over
her, she screamed out her pleasure, her body writhing on top of her lover. 
Zack held onto her as he continued to thrust his hips, slamming his dick deep
into her.
As she came down from her high, Zack
pulled her down into his embrace.  He eased off his movements, but he didn't
stop; he continued to make slow thrusts into her, to keep himself aroused.
Wendy looked at him with a wondrous
expression on her face.  "That was a better gift than the bracelet!" 
She kissed him, and as she did, he felt her pussy squeeze his cock.  He rolled
them over, until he was on top.
When they broke their kiss, he said, "And
it's the gift that keeps on giving!"  Wendy's eyes went a little wider as
he began to thrust hard and fast into her, and she grinned widely.  It was
going to be a long afternoon.
 
∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼
 
Zack rolled out of bed the next morning,
almost literally.  He'd stayed with Wendy all night, and he was still pretty
tired.  His shower did little to perk him up, but he made his way to the
kitchen after getting dressed.  Luckily, since he'd spent nights with the
Selmans before, he had clean clothes here.  He wouldn't look completely gross
for class.
"Hey, Sweetheart," Mary said,
greeting him quietly.  She knew he wasn't really a morning person.
"Hi," he said, yawning.  She
motioned him to sit, and she set breakfast in front of him.  He smiled in
thanks, but mainly he attacked his food.  He was sure he'd need it just to stay
awake this day.
Wendy came in just as he was finishing up
his breakfast.  She sat down next to him.  "You didn't wake me up,"
she grumped.
"I figured you needed your rest,"
he said in explanation.
"So do you..."
"Yeah, don't I know it," he
said, stifling another yawn.  "But I have class."
He finished up his breakfast as Wendy
started into hers.  Getting up, he took his dishes to the sink and rinsed them
off.  He made sure to go over and kiss Wendy good-bye, and promised to see her
later in the week.  Mary accompanied him outside to his bike.
"I'm glad you came over yesterday. 
She was getting very unpleasant to be around."
"I'm sorry," Zack said
sincerely.  "And I'm sorry we didn't get to spend any time together..."
Mary stepped closer to him.  "It's
okay.  She needed you more than I did."  Mary kissed him warmly, and
pushed herself against him.  When she broke the kiss, she looked deep into his
eyes.  "That doesn't mean I don't need you, though."
Zack pulled her into another kiss,
wrapping his arms strongly around her, and they stayed that way for a long
time.  Finally, he let her go.
"I will make some time for
you this week.  I promise."
"Thank you," she replied.  She
stepped back as he started the bike, and she watched him ride off down the
street.

-----

Zack was not surprised to find Gabrielle
waiting for him outside class.  He kissed her good-morning, and they stayed in
their embrace for a long moment after their kissing ended.
"How was your weekend?" he
asked.
"Boring.  Yours?"
"Not quite so dull.  My father
walked out on us."
"Oh, shit."
Zack shrugged.  "I have to find some
way to bring in some income, so Mom won't worry so much."
"Can't you use the program?"
"Sure... if I can think of a way to
do it so that no one notices."
"Oh.  Yeah, I hadn't thought of
that."
"We'd better go in.  Here comes the
teacher."
Zack and Gabrielle walked in and sat
down, but Zack really didn't hear very much of the lecture that morning.

-----

When lunchtime finally rolled around,
Zack asked Gabrielle to wait while he checked his mail again.  Luckily or
unluckily, there was no news waiting for him.  The couple made their way over
to the snack bar, and got their food to go.  It was a nice day outside, and
they picked a bench to sit on to eat their lunch.
"I need you to do me a favor,"
Zack said.  It had taken him all morning to get up the courage to ask her about
it.  "But it involves your telepathy."  He'd already made sure there
was no one within earshot, and he kept his voice low.
"Okay," she replied, unsure.  "What?"
"One of the girls I've been
seeing... her mind is very strange.  It's... like it has a wall around it.  I'm
wondering if I just can't see into it because my telepathy isn't as strong as
yours."
"Okay.  Who is it?"
"Her name is Linda.  She works in
the bookstore."
"I've seen her," Gabrielle
confirmed.  "What do you think it is?"
"I don't know.  I at first thought
that she was lying to me... because her emotions are black.  But now, I think
what I was sensing wasn't really her emotions, but was this... wall, or
whatever, so now I don't really know at all what's going on."
"Okay, I'll..."
Zack saw her eyes focus on someone behind
him, and so Zack turned to see who it was.
"Oh, Christ.  As if the day wasn't
bad enough..."
"You know her?"
"Unfortunately."
"Well, Mr. Griffin," Lisa
Dunham said in a voice of dripping politeness.  "I thought I might find
you out here."
"What do you want?" Zack asked
as impolitely as he could manage.
Lisa arched an eyebrow at him.  "Well,
I just wanted to give you a heads-up, Mr. Griffin.  My editor has approved my
little investigation into you.  I'm going to turn your life upside-down and
inside-out.  You can't hide from me forever."
"I have nothing to hide from
you.  I have done nothing illegal."
"This isn't the same girl I saw you
with the other day... perhaps you're playing around, too... a sure sign of
immorality..."
"This is one of my classmates.  We're
having lunch together.  And, just to clear up any issues you may have, the last
time I checked, being immoral wasn't a crime, anyway."
"So you admit it?" Lisa asked
quickly.
"To you, I wouldn't admit the Earth
is round."
"Your attitude is only going to play
against you, Mr. Griffin," she said.
"Ask me if I give a rat's ass."
Lisa arched her eyebrows again.  She
turned to Gabrielle.  "I don't suppose I can get your name?"
"Sure," Gabrielle said,
surprising both people.  "My name is Ivana.  I'd better spell the last
name out for you, it's a pain."  She did, and Zack caught on immediately,
but the reporter was still puzzling it out.
"Fook-sak?  Fuckzak?  Your name is
Ivana Fuqezak?"
"Oh, you, too?" Gabrielle asked
innocently.
Lisa turned crimson at the realization of
what she'd just said.
"I can destroy you as easily as him,"
Lisa threatened.
"Lady, fuck off," Gabrielle
said bluntly.  "We were having a nice lunch until you showed up.  Now
blow.  Before I get the campus police and tell them you're harassing us... and
that you threatened us with bodily harm."
"I did not!"
"And Zack has done nothing illegal,
yet you seem perfectly willing to accuse him of such.  If you're willing to
lie, why shouldn't I be?" Gabrielle said.
Lisa opened and closed her mouth twice,
then she turned and walked away.
Zack looked over at Gabrielle and gave
her a thumbs up.  "Nice touch."
"What's her problem?"
"I'm not really sure.  She doesn't
like that I'm living in a fancy house with no apparent means of income, I
guess.  That's what I meant about using the program in ways that won't draw
suspicion."
"I see."
"So, anyway, about Linda..."
Gabrielle nodded.  "Let's go after
class and see what I can get from her."
"All right."
The rest of their lunch was spent talking
about more pleasant topics.

-----

Zack was glad that Gabrielle was in class
with him; she was able to take notes, and he could hardly focus on anything
going on around him.  His mind kept churning over what he was going to do about
Ms. Lisa Dunham.
Finally, they were released from class
for the day, and Zack and Gabrielle headed over to the bookstore.  Zack worried
at first, because they didn't see Linda right away.  After a few moments of
browsing, however, she came out of the back room and walked past them to the
front.  She didn't pay any attention to them, so she didn't even wave to Zack.
Zack held up a book, as if they were
looking at it together.
"Anything?" he asked quietly.
"Give me a second.  There's a few
competing voices in here."
"Okay."
Zack watched as Gabrielle concentrated. 
He saw her eyes squeeze tightly shut, and she began to sweat a bit.  When her
body jolted, he grabbed her, to keep her from losing her balance.  She opened
her eyes and stared ahead, almost in panic.
"Are you okay?" Zack whispered.
Gabrielle didn't trust her voice.  She
nodded, shakily.  Zack put down the book he was holding, and escorted her out
of the bookstore.  Luckily, Linda was preoccupied with a customer, and never
noticed either of them.
Zack led Gabrielle out of the Student
Union Building, and off across campus, until he came to an area with the fewest
people he could find.  It turned out to be the same area he'd brought Linda on
Saturday.  He drove that thought from his mind, lest it leak to Gabrielle.  He
got her sitting down, and then he held her hand until she stopped shaking.
"What happened?" he finally
asked, as she began to catch her breath.
"Something... shoved me
away!  I've never seen a mind do that before!  I mean... resist, yes.  Stop me
from entering, sure.  But actually push me back?  I've never seen that."
"Wait... there are people you can't
read?"
"I can't read you unless you let me."
Zack raised his eyebrows at that.  "But
then, how did you..."
"You let me.  Don't ask me to
explain it.  You have walls in your mind.  Some stuff, I can't get anywhere
near.  Other stuff, the walls come down when I approach.  Other stuff is
completely open.  Her mind is not only walled off, it has defenses.  I don't
know what caused that."
"Could it be the program?"
"I don't know.  We need to do some
research.  Speaking of... why didn't you use the program on that bitch
reporter?"
"I tried.  It didn't take.  I've got
to figure out why."
"Okay... sometime this week, we need
to work on these problems."
Zack nodded.  "Not tonight, though. 
You look like you really need a good rest."
"And a back rub," she said,
eyeing him.
"Your wish is my command," he
said theatrically, and stood to take her back to her room.
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Zack met Gabrielle outside of class as
usual the next morning.  Though he'd spent a good portion of the evening with
her, they had not spent the night together.  She was worried the floor mother
for their program would get upset.  She greeted him with a warm kiss, though.
"Mmm.  Good morning."
"Hey.  I looked at the schedule. 
Today's one of our work days.  If we can get our work finished early here, we
can leave early, and work on those projects we talked about yesterday."
"Good idea," Zack replied. 
They stayed in the hall, kissing, for a few more minutes, and then walked into
class.  Before the teacher even bothered to show up, the two were at work on
the project for the day.

-----

By working into their lunch hour, Zack
and Gabrielle finished up just as everyone else was coming back into the room. 
They both turned in their projects to the teacher, who dismissed them.  They
did their best not to bolt out the door.
When they finally got outside, they
slowed down a bit.  Gabrielle followed Zack to his bike, but there she paused.
"I still don't have a helmet,"
she said dejectedly.
"I know," Zack replied.  "Get
on, anyway."
Gabrielle shrugged, and got on behind
him.  When she wrapped her arms around him to hold on, he wiggled.
"What's the matter?" she asked.
"That tickles," he said with a
chuckle.  She changed her grip, and he settled.
Zack started the bike and drove slowly
out of the parking lot.  He didn't pick up much speed as they drove out onto
the roads.  When he turned left where she expected him to turn right, she was
concerned.
"Where are we going?" she asked
him.
"To get you a helmet."
"Oh."  She settled back and
smiled.

-----

When they made it back to Zack's house,
it was clear the place was empty.  He frowned at the thought, but didn't really
know why.  Then he realized he was disconcerted because he never thought that a
house that size would ever be empty.
Got to do something about that.
Shaking off the thought, he led Gabrielle
up to his bedroom, where he'd had a chance to get things set up how he wanted
them.  Gabrielle pulled a chair over to join him at the computer.
"So, what do we do first?" she
asked.
"We have three projects for the
day.  See if we can figure out how to control your telepathy, see if we can
figure out how to increase mine, and see if we can figure out what's going on
with Linda.  Oh, four projects.  See if we can figure out why we can't
reprogram Lisa Dunham."
"Okay... what order do you want to
do them in?"
"We should split the effort.  I'll
take Lisa Dunham, and my own telepathy.  If you can start to work on the Linda
thing..."
"Sounds good... but you've only got
one computer."
"I know.  That's why I took the two
that I can do without one.  I learned a neat meditation trick that helps me
figure out problems sometimes, so..."  Zack got up from the computer,
having brought up all the research material he had used thus far.  "The
file I opened is the one I've used most.  All of these disks contain material I
got from Adam when we started... it's general research material, it doesn't
relate to the program at all.  Maybe there's something in all of that."
Gabrielle looked at it all dubiously.  "Okay."
Zack kissed her, and then went over to
lie on the bed.  He closed his eyes and took some deep, cleansing breaths...

-----

...Zack was transported to his usual
place.  He noted that his bevy of beauties seemed to have reduced itself, and
that they were mostly lounging now.  Still, three of them approached him.
He was not surprised to see that the
three in question were Stephanie, Wendy, and Mary.  He was a little surprised
that Gabrielle wasn't represented here, though.
Mary-maiden answered for him.  "You don't
consider Gabrielle to belong to you."
"Oh."  He blushed, realizing
that he did, indeed, think of her differently from the others.
"You have things to work out,"
Steph-maiden said.
Zack nodded.  "Yeah, like why I can't
reprogram this reporter-bitch."
"We're not sure," Wendy-maiden
replied.  "But we have spotted some gaps that need to be looked into."
"Show me," he said.
Wendy-maiden led him over to a soft couch
and sat beside him.  Some of the other maidens, who were unknown to him,
gathered around.  Zack was given images and then a listing of marked code.  He
knew that it was all being indelibly printed onto his memory, but he
concentrated on it, anyway.
It seemed that the images and code, which
alternated back and forth, would continue forever, but eventually, the mental
screen went blank.  The maidens remained clustered around him for a while, but
then each one drifted off after giving him a kiss.  He rather enjoyed that
part.
The Wendy-maiden remained by his side
throughout.  "There's more you wanted to know."
"Well... not so much know...
unless you can tell me what that wall around Linda's mind is."
"Look at your own mind.  It has
rooms.  Some of your rooms are locked to everyone but you.  Some of your
rooms are even locked to you.  Those are walls you cannot breech."
"So someone has locked off her mind
completely?"
"Yes."
"But... the defenses?"
"That had to have been taught,
somehow.  You don't have the knowledge necessary for me to go further."
"Oh.  Maybe Gabrielle will find
something."
"Possibly.  There was more?"
"Yes, I wanted to learn more about
my telepathy... I still can't use it in real-time."
"You must practice with it.  That is
the only cure for your problem.  The skill must become as natural as listening
or looking."
"Can I practice in here?  Will it
help any?"
"Yes.  The better you get in here,
the better you'll be out there.  Not as good as when you lock yourself off like
this, but still."
"Yeah.  Okay.  Let's go."
"I can't go in there."
"Why not?"
"Out there is reality.  I'm not
real."
"Oh."  He gathered Wendy-maiden
into his arms and kissed her passionately, then he let her go.  "Thanks
for the help."
Wendy-maiden drifted off into the
background, and Zack entered through the doorway into what he knew to be his telepathic
area.  The colors were few and far between today.  He figured that was because
there weren't too many people around.
He was immediately able to identify
Gabrielle; she was the only color-image standing still.  He decided that she
would make a reasonable practice target.
Concentrating, Zack moved toward her mind,
which was, at the moment, a kaleidoscope of colors, indicating some confusion
on her part.  He slipped into her mind easily, and walked softly, so as not to
disturb her.  He wasn't even really looking for anything specific, but he did
try to find any indication that she might have been misleading him.  He still
worried that he was trusting the wrong person.  Thankfully, he found nothing to
indicate deception on her part.  In fact, her thoughts about him were... quite
entertaining.
He slipped out of her mind after a while,
having visited all of the easily-accessible areas, though he hadn't really paid
much attention to what he saw.  He didn't want to invade her privacy too much,
he only wanted to practice.
Stepping back, he looked around and saw
another color-image that was standing still.  He focused in on it, and its
color was a dark crimson of anger and hate.  He moved toward it carefully, and
slipped inside.
This mind was a maze of walls. 
Everything was partitioned off.  He had slipped into what was obviously a
public persona of this person.  He concentrated, and was able to see what they
were seeing.  What he saw surprised him.  Whoever this was, they were staring
at his house... through a camera.
Ah... Miss Lisa Dunham, I presume. 
Zack wormed his way into the top level of her consciousness, and sure enough,
he found that he was inside Miss Dunham's mind.  He thought this might be a
much more interesting exercise.  Seeing all the walls told him why the program
wasn't working right.  It was never meant to navigate such a convoluted path. 
He would need to find a way to get the program to either follow all paths at
once, or to simply smash through the barriers.
Zack walked through pathways, looking
into rooms.  Though she had compartmented her mind, it wasn't truly locked
off.  Its protection came from the complexity of the maze.  He saw her as a
child, being berated by her father repeatedly.  He saw her as a teen, being
taunted for her scholastic achievement, despite her cheerleader-like appearance. 
He looked in other rooms, and found that she had struggled for everything, and
had often been put down by people who had gotten things more easily than she
had.
Still... no reason to be a bitch about
it.
He found the room where she was keeping
her current assignment.  He saw pictures of his mother's car, of their new
house, and of himself and some of his girls.  She had obviously been following
him around for a while.  Zack wished he had a way to jumble up this
information.
Having a silly notion, he stood in the
middle of her mental room and screamed at the top of his lungs, "Give it
up!"
Zack actually felt a mental shudder.  The
images blurred for a second, and then things steadied back down... but he
sensed a... weakness to things.
That's... interesting...
Zack would have stuck around to see if he
could do it again, but he was beginning to feel fatigued, and he had this
strange sense that he was needed inside his real body.  He made his way back
out of Miss Dunham's mind, and slid back over into his own mind again.
Zack opened his eyes to find Gabrielle
staring worriedly at him.
"What?" he asked.
"I called you three times.  Where
the hell were you?"
"You don't want to know.  What's up?"
"Nothing, really... but I'm not
making a lot of progress here."
"Sorry.  Let's work on it together."
"Thanks."

-----

"Hey, Sweetheart... Oh!  Hi,
Gabrielle," Sharon said as she walked into her son's room.
"Hi, Mrs. Griffin."
"You two look like you've got quite
a project going here."  They had printed out miscellaneous items that
looked like they might be of use, and they were strewn all over the bed, the
desk, and the dresser.
"Yeah, Mom."  Zack walked over
to her and gave her a very unchildlike kiss.  Sharon hesitated for only a
second, but it felt so good that she soon responded, and they were kissing
passionately.  Gabrielle merely smiled and turned her head.
When Zack finally released his mother,
she was breathing hard.  "Damn," she whispered quietly.  "I
needed that."
"I know you did," he said with
a grin.
Raising her voice back to normal, Sharon
asked, "Will you be staying for dinner, Gabrielle?"
Gabrielle, having been warned about
Sharon's cooking, looked to Zack, who looked to his mom.
She grinned.  "I'll keep it simple. 
I promise.  Burgers and fries!"
Gabrielle laughed.  "Okay, sure."
Zack hugged his mother and gave her
another, much shorter, kiss.  She smiled at him and left them to their work.
"She seems happier," Gabrielle
said.
"Yeah."
"She doesn't seem upset that your
father left."
"I'm not sure it's sunk in yet."
"Could be.  Anyway, I found this..."
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Zack woke up to the feel of a soft woman
next to him.  Without opening his eyes, he didn't know exactly who it was,
though he'd not been awakened by a doorbell.  Whoever it was, he embraced her,
and she snuggled tightly against him.  He ruled out Gabrielle, his mother, and
Wendy, and then Mary... which left only one girl he could think of offhand.
He opened his eyes to check, first,
before embarrassing himself.  His guess was right.
"Hey, Steph," he mumbled
softly.
"Good morning, Master," she
replied, keeping her cheerfulness to a minimum, because he was not a happy
riser.  She pressed her head into his shoulder, and he rested his cheek in her
hair.  His hands stroked her back softly, but there was no sexual meaning in
it.  Right now, they were just resting together.
"You're here kind of early, aren't
you?" Zack finally asked.
"Beverly has an afternoon class."
"Oh.  Where is she?"
"Straightening up our new room.  I
figured I'd let her do it."
He could feel the grin on her face.
"Uh-huh.  You just wanted to get to
me first."
"Yep!" she said, her grin
widening.  She looked up at her master and then she kissed him.  It was a kiss
of surrender and of longing, but there wasn't any passion in it... yet.  She
knew he wasn't ready for that.
"Well, I'm not complaining.  It's
been a while, hasn't it?"
"It's okay.  I know you're busy."
"You have no idea," he said
with a tired grin.
Zack closed his eyes to think about
things.  He'd told Stephanie to move in with him, and of course she'd brought
her slave along.  Zack had told his mother the night before, and she'd taken
the news calmly.  He'd also told her about some other people he was inviting,
and she was happier about that.  He smiled, realizing there was a source of
income right in front of him that he had not considered before.  He resolved to
talk to his mother about it later.
For now, he pulled Stephanie closer, and
rested.  He was soon asleep again.

-----

When Zack and Stephanie finally made it
downstairs, they found Sharon talking to Beverly over coffee at the kitchen
table.
Upon seeing Stephanie, and then Zack,
Beverly bolted to her feet, her head down, her hands clasped in front of her. 
Sharon saw the display, knew it for what it was, and eyed her son very
carefully.  Zack went over and kissed his mother, sitting down next to her.
"Morning, Mom," he said.
"Zack... what's that all about?"
she whispered.  They watched as Stephanie approached her slave, and then gave
her a kiss.  Beverly kissed back hotly, but it was clear that she would never
advance the situation.
"Tough to explain, at least for me. 
Don't worry about it too much.  How are you this morning?"
"I'm all right."
"Um... why are you home?"
"Problem at the office.  The
equipment isn't working, so not much point in being there."
"Oh.  Okay.  Well, I thought of a
way to get some more income for us."
"Already?" she said with a
smile.
"Well, the answer was right in front
of me."
"What is it?"
"Rent out the other house.  The
house is fully paid off, so any rent would be pure profit, until something
breaks... we could bring in six or seven hundred dollars a month that way."
"Yes, that would definitely help,
Sweetheart."
Zack nodded.  "I thought so. 
Anyway, I'm going to be over at Wendy's house today for the most part.  You
need me to do anything while I'm out?"
Sharon shook her head.  "No, Honey. 
You have a good time.  I guess I'll get to know our new houseguests better."
Zack smiled, and ran his hand along her
arm.  She shivered slightly, and then he leaned over and kissed her again.  "Love
you, Mom," he whispered.
"Love you, too, Sweetheart."

-----

After breakfast, Zack went back up to his
room.  Stephanie soon joined him, but she didn't bother him, as he was working
on his computer.  Zack went to check his email, and was unpleasantly surprised
at what he found.

Master:
 
You are in danger.  I am afraid for you.  Adam has
someone spying on you.  He has repeatedly referred to 'her,' so I know it's a
woman.  I'm not precisely certain, but he also blurted out the name 'Linda' on
the phone yesterday.  I can't be sure that he was talking about the spy, but if
you know someone named Linda, I would be very leery of her, Master.
Adam is doing some very strange and evil things,
Master.  The map in his office has more and more blue area shaded.  It also has
a set of other shadings on it now.  When he was not looking, I saw the legend,
and there were dates on it.  Master, he has an area shaded for our entire state
by the end of next month.  He has the entire mid-west marked for the end of the
year, and the entire country marked for three years from now.
There are also pins marked, in his area and yours. 
He has six red pins marked inside your area... but Master, he also has two blue
pins in your area.  He has no red pins marked in his blue area, so I don't
think he knows about myself or Valkyrie.
Master, I know it's not my place to tell you what
to do, or to try to outthink you, but it would appear that Adam is attempting
to control massive numbers of people.  If he ever finds a way to use the
program on large numbers at once, he could be unstoppable.
I am very scared, Master.  Please give me
instructions, because I don't know what to do.  I want to be with you, where I'm
safe.  This makes me very afraid.  I love you, Master.
 
Your servant,
Terry
 
Oh, shit.  So, it probably is
the program that's causing the thing in Linda's head.  She's been programmed to
be a spy... or just programmed to prevent me from programming her?  That's
possible...  Anyway, she's obviously a problem, and she needs to be dealt with.
And who's the other spy in my midst?
That was an issue Zack would surely
consider at great length.

-----

Zack ate lunch with the girls at his
home, but after that, he knew he had to go run his errands.  Things were
becoming simpler and more confusing all at the same time, and Zack wondered
just what he was supposed to do.  Adam was a problem he had no clue how to deal
with, other than to get those he cared about out of the line of fire.  Then
again, he didn't know where the line of fire was, so that in and of
itself was a tricky question.
Finding solutions to his other problems
seemed minor by comparison.  Getting rid of Lisa Dunham was going to be tricky,
but not really dangerous; she could only reveal the fact that he was playing
around, with his mother's permission.  It occurred to Zack that, if she caught
on to Zack and Sharon's relationship, things could be problematic, so he would
do everything he could to keep that from happening.  Other than that, she
couldn't possibly have anything on him.
Taking care of the women in his life was
perhaps the most pleasant problem he had.  He was working toward solving that
one now, which was part of why he was going where he was going.
He pulled into the driveway and shut off
the bike.  He had climbed off and put his helmet away before he wondered why no
one had come out to greet him.  That was unusual.  He walked into the house to
find Brian sitting on the couch, with Pam giving him a blowjob.
"Oh... hey, Zack," Brian
grunted.  "Didn't hear you... pull up."
"I can see why not," Zack said
with a chuckle.  "Where is everyone else?"
"Dunno."
Zack could see he wasn't going to get
anything out of Brian; his sister was sucking his brains out through his dick. 
Zack wandered back into the kitchen, to see if he could spot anyone there.  He
found Bonnie making herself a sandwich.  She was slightly disheveled, and she
blushed when she saw Zack.
"Hey, Bonnie.  You seen your mom?"
"I think she's in Wendy's room."
"Ah, okay.  Thanks."
Zack walked down the hall, and stopped in
front of Wendy's door.  He was about to knock, but decided not to bother.  He
quietly opened the door, and found out why no one had come to greet him.
Wendy and her mother were embracing,
their lips pressed together.  He could tell their tongues were intertwined, and
they were massaging each other's bodies in various places.  Both of them still
had all their clothes on, but Zack wondered how much longer that would last.
"Ahem," he said with a chuckle
in his voice.  "Why wasn't I invited?"
They broke the kiss, and both of them
turned crimson in embarrassment.
"Oh, uh, Zack..." Mary said,
faltering.  Wendy couldn't even look him in the eye.
Zack walked all the way in and closed the
door.  He walked over to the bed and sat down beside them both.  He motioned
Wendy toward him, and she kissed him, her tongue now invading his mouth.  He
broke off the kiss before it grew too heated, and let her sit back.  Then he
turned to Mary, who came to him without prompting, her tongue thrusting its way
into his mouth, her kiss forceful and passionate.
When they finally broke it off, he smiled
at her.  "How much playing do you two do when I'm not around?" Zack
asked, curious.
"Actually, today was the first time
we were going to... without you around," Mary said.  Wendy just nodded.
"Oh.  And I spoiled it for you.  I'm
sorry."
"It's okay," Wendy said.  "I'd
much rather do it with you, anyway."  This time, Mary nodded.
Zack hugged both of the ladies, and they
stayed embraced for quite a while.  Finally, Zack let them go and sat back.  He
stroked Mary's hair, and he rubbed Wendy's shoulder.
"How have you guys been doing?"
Zack asked.
"Bored," Wendy said instantly.
Mary replied, "Okay, I guess. 
Lonely."  There was a lot of meaning in that last word, and Zack made up
his mind to deal with it soon.
"I'm sorry I haven't been around so
much the last couple weeks.  It's been crazy lately."
"You're here now," Mary said.  "That's
what matters."
Wendy climbed into his lap and laid her
head on his shoulder.
"Things are likely to get weirder
soon.  I may be even more distracted... and I don't want to be ignoring you two
because of it.  I needed to find a way to fix it."
"Did you think of something?"
Wendy asked quietly, her head still lying on his shoulder.
"Yes, I did.  I want you guys to all
come live with us."
Wendy's head came up at that.  Mary
looked surprised.
"Zack, that's... do you have room
for all of us?"
"And then some.  I figure that Brian
and the girls will want to share a room..."  Zack felt a little odd
talking about that to Mary, but she just nodded.
"Will I get to sleep in your room?"
Wendy asked, pointedly.
"Not all the time, Angel, but quite
a bit..."
"I like it," she said
immediately, with a grin.  She put her head back down on his shoulder and
wrapped herself around him as tightly as she could.  He put his arms around her
back and looked at her mother.
"Mary?"
"Zack... what will your mother say?"
"You have a little bit to learn
about Mom," he said cryptically.  "It won't be a problem."
"Then... I guess we need to ask
Brian and the girls if they'd like to..."
"Okay.  Let's do that."
The three got up off the bed.  Wendy
pouted about losing her seat until he took her hand.  The three made as much
noise as they reasonably could walking down the hall and through the kitchen. 
By the time they made it into the living room, the three people there were at
least pretending that nothing had been going on.  A silly ruse, since everyone
in the house knew the score.
"Hey, Bri, I was thinking.  Why don't
we move your family into our new house?  Plenty of room, nice furniture, and I'd
get to eat your mom's cooking every night."
"Why do I have the feeling it's not
her cooking you want to be eating?" Bonnie said, shocking
everybody.  Zack flushed beet red, and everyone else laughed.
"Well..." Zack allowed.  "It
would also mean you three could share a room, instead of having to play on the
couch all day..."
It was Bonnie's turn to blush.
Brian considered.  "You sure your
Mom won't mind?"
"Nah.  She's cool with things. 
Um... I guess I should tell you all now that Mom and I have become... close...
since Dad left."
"How close?" Mary asked.
"At least as close as you and I,"
he replied by way of oblique answer that told everyone what they needed to
know.
"Wow," Wendy said quietly.  He
squeezed her hand more tightly.  Brian's eyes had gone a little wide.
"Huh.  Now you can't make fun of me
and my sisters anymore," Brian said with a smug grin.
"You started it," Zack shot
back good-naturedly.  Everyone grinned.
"Okay, Zack," Mary said.  "I
think we should do it.  How... I mean, how do we get our stuff to your house?"
"You can leave your furniture... we've
got plenty.  Just box up your books and computers and other stuff you need. 
The other thing I was thinking was that you could rent out this house."
"Oh?  Why?" Mary asked.
"Money.  Without Dad around, we're
in a bit of a pinch.  If we rent our old house and this one, that'll be over a
thousand dollars a month.  A big help."
"Yes," Mary agreed.  "And
if my soon-to-be-ex-husband pays the alimony, that will help, too."
"Oh, he'll pay.  Trust me,"
Zack said with a meaningful look to Brian.
"Okay.  It'll take a couple weeks
and some money to clean this place up for tenants, though."
"That's all right."
"When do you want us to move in?"
"Whenever is convenient for you. 
Your rooms are all ready.  Want to go over and see the house?"
"Yes," Mary and Wendy said in
unison.  Zack grinned.

-----

After touring the house, all of the
Selmans were a little dazed.  Even Brian, who had helped Zack's parents move
in, was a little awestruck at the thought of living in a mansion this size. 
They were each in the process of picking rooms, though Pam and Bonnie had both
deferred to Brian on that issue.
Wendy had chosen her room already.  It
was right next to Zack's.  Nobody found that odd.  He had cautioned her that he
didn't know if she might hear things through the walls, but she assured him
that she didn't care; she wanted to be as close to him as she could get.
Mary had been quite uncomfortable around Sharon at first, but when Zack went over and kissed his mother - with his tongue -
everyone loosened up a little bit.  At this point, Sharon had taken Wendy back
to her house to retrieve some clothes, because she said she wanted to feel like
the house was her home as quickly as she could.
Zack was in his room, fiddling with his
computer, when Mary stopped in.
"Zack?" she said quietly.
"C'mon in," he said, finishing
up what he was doing before turning to look at her.  When he did, he saw her
closing the door.
She turned to him and smiled softly.  He
got up from his chair and walked over to her.  She let him take her into his
arms, and she laid her head on his shoulder, feeling warm and comforted.  Zack
seemed so mature for his age... or perhaps she merely needed the seemingly
unconditional love he provided her.
After a moment, she moved away from him
slightly, and looked into his eyes.  "I can't tell you what it means to me
to have you ask me to move in here."
Zack tried to shrug it off.  "Figured
it would make things easier on everyone."  He had other motives, of
course, but there was no point in talking to her about them right now.  It
would only worry her.
Mary pushed herself more tightly against
him, and her lips pressed to his.  Their tongues were quickly tangling together
as they kissed more passionately.  Zack's hands slipped down Mary's back until
they were resting on her ass, which he squeezed and fondled, causing her to
moan into his mouth.
Eventually, Zack broke their kiss.  He
stepped back from Mary just slightly.  He knew what she wanted, and he was more
than happy to give it to her, but he was going to treat her more gently than he
had in their previous encounters.
Zack slowly began to undo the buttons on
Mary's blouse, letting his fingers caress her skin as they slipped along the
fabric from one button to another.  Mary's breathing became deep and slightly
ragged, especially when Zack would slip his hand in to run over her bare skin.
It didn't take him too long to get all
the buttons undone, and then he stepped around behind her.  He took hold of the
blouse and pulled it carefully off her shoulders and down off her arms. 
Setting it on the chest at the foot of the bed, he turned back to his partner.
Mary's bra was soon unfastened, and then
he slipped back around to her front.  Again, he pulled gently on the garment,
and it slipped off her body, exposing her wonderful, large breasts to his
view.  The bra made its way over to the chest to land on top of her blouse, but
Zack didn't much care anymore.  His eyes took in the wonderful sight of her
tits.
Zack reached out and gently stroked the
outer swell of Mary's breast.  She sighed audibly, and her body shivered.  Zack
leaned in and began to place soft kisses on the upper swell of Mary's other
tit, causing her to moan quietly.  Meanwhile, Zack's free hand slipped down to
her skirt and found the zipper.  He licked and nibbled at her breast while he
pulled that zipper lower and lower, until the skirt slipped off her hips and
down to the floor.
Zack kicked off his shoes as his hand ran
over Mary's hip.  She was moaning now, running her fingers through Zack's
hair.  He unfastened his jeans and pushed them down until they joined her skirt
on the floor.  As he stepped out of them, he pulled off his socks, as well,
while his hand returned to caressing her hip and ass.
Mary got into the act, tugging on Zack's
shirt until she'd gotten it as far up his body as she could manage.  Zack stood
up for a second to yank the shirt off, tossing it on the floor as he returned
his mouth to her breast.  Mary moaned louder as he began to suck on her nipple.
Zack slipped his hand across Mary's
abdomen until he reached the waistband of her panties, and then his fingers
slipped underneath the fabric and down between her legs.  Mary moaned loudly as
Zack's fingers slid across her swollen pussy lips.  His middle finger pressed
upward, sinking into her depths.  Mary cried out in pleasure, her body
shuddering as his finger slipped into her.
As Zack began to finger-fuck her, Mary's
knees gave out.  He caught her quickly, and he was glad it was only a couple
steps to the bed.  He gently laid her down on the comforter, and his lips
sought out and found hers, kissing her hotly as his finger returned to its
motion.  Mary was moaning into Zack's mouth continually now, and Zack could
feel her body heating up.  Her pussy grasped at his finger as it slid in and
out, his palm rubbing gently against her clit as he finger-fucked her.
Mary began to moan and cry in pleasure
louder and louder, her body twisting back and forth as Zack's finger worked in
and out of her.  He broke their kiss and moved his lips down to her tit,
sucking on her nipple and tugging it with his lips.  Mary screamed in joy and
her body's wriggling redoubled.  Zack thrust his finger into her faster and
faster, and Mary was soon screaming out her orgasm as it wracked her body.  Her
back arched and she flooded Zack's hand with her juices.
Zack continued to finger her throughout
her orgasm, and he only stopped as she started to come down from her high.  He
slipped his finger out of her sopping-wet pussy, and then he tugged her panties
down, removing them from her unresisting body.
Zack removed his own underwear, and then
he knelt on the bed next to Mary, who was only then beginning to come out of
her climax-induced haze.  Zack rubbed her stomach, and his hands quickly began
to move upward, until he was fondling her tits.  Mary looked up at him and
smiled.  Zack smiled back, and then he let his fingers begin to roll her
nipples.  Mary gasped at the sudden shock of pleasure.  As Zack continued to
manipulate her tits, she moaned.
Zack's hands eventually left Mary's
breasts, and he gently pulled her fully onto the bed.  Moving down, he softly
opened her legs.  Mary gladly parted her thighs for him, and she was rewarded. 
Zack leaned down and began to kiss her thighs, moving back and forth between
them, getting ever closer to her cunt.  Mary was writhing already, anticipating
the wonderful pleasure she was about to feel.
Her anticipation was rewarded when Zack's
tongue slid gently across her swollen pussy lips.  Mary groaned loudly at the
sensation, her hips rocking into him, trying to get more contact.  Zack tongued
her lips back and forth, running his tongue up and down them, until he finally
slipped in-between her outer lips and caressed her opening with his tongue. 
Mary cried out at the feel of it as Zack tightened his tongue and pushed it
into her hole.  He began to wiggle his tongue back and forth, and Mary was
moaning constantly, her body twisting above him.
Zack knew that Mary was close to another
orgasm, and so he slipped his tongue out of her pussy.  He heard her sigh at
the loss, but she screamed in pleasure when his lips took her clit and began to
suck on it strongly.  The tip of his tongue flicked over the end of her clit as
he continued to suck, and Mary lost it.  She screamed and thrashed above him,
lost to the pleasure of her climax.  Her juices flooded Zack's chin, and he
continued to suck her clit throughout her orgasm, driving her higher and higher. 
Finally, he could tell that her wave had crested, and as she began to descend,
he let her clit slip from between his lips.  He did lick her pussy lips
repeatedly, causing her to shudder and rock as she slowly descended from the
heights of her bliss.
Zack finally slid up along Mary's body,
keeping his hand in contact as he went.  When he was lying beside her, his hand
resting on her tit, he kissed her on the neck.  Mary shivered at his touch, and
turned her head until their lips met.  She thrust her tongue into his mouth,
tasting herself on his tongue.  She couldn't believe the amount of pleasure he
had given her.  As his hand began to squeeze her breast in a way that she
enjoyed immensely, she groaned again.
Zack broke their kiss and rolled on top of
her.  With a smile, he said, "I'm not through with you yet."

∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼

Zack rolled onto his side, and this time,
he knew who the soft, warm body belonged to.  He slipped his arm around Mary
and pulled her gently closer to him.  It was still early yet, but he liked to
relax in bed for a while before having to get up, and having a beautiful woman
to cuddle with was, in his opinion, the best way to relax in bed.
Mary sighed as she felt his hand come
around her, but she didn't wake up yet.  As he pulled her against him, though,
his cock brushed her ass.  She slowly came awake, aware of where she was, and
with whom.  She pushed herself back against him and took his hand, placing it
on her breast.  She sighed with the feel of his body against hers, and closed
her eyes again.
Zack kissed her on the neck.  "Morning,
Mary," he said quietly.
"Mmmm," she responded.  He
fondled her breast lightly; he wasn't trying to arouse so much as to energize. 
She smiled, her eyes still closed.  Zack continued to softly kiss and caress,
and Mary slowly came fully awake.
Finally, she turned in his arms, and they
kissed.  The kiss was tender and caring, rather than passionate.  Mary let it
linger for a moment, but then she leaned back and frowned slightly.
"Your mother's going to be mad at me
for taking her place, isn't she?"
Zack just shook his head.  "Wendy's
more likely to be mad at you.  Mom knows she can't have me every night. 
Especially not now."
"When... I mean, how did you and
your mother get together?" Mary asked delicately.
Zack hadn't really explained the program
to Mary, and he wasn't going to do so now.  He said, "Just some changes in
her life, and then with me being able to get her all this stuff, and she became
more... uh... sexually active, Dad couldn't provide for her, and she sort of..."
"Turned to you?" Mary said. 
Zack nodded, blushing.  "So you took her to bed... and she accepts the way
you live?"
Zack shrugged.  "I haven't given her
a lot of choice in the matter, really..."  He let that statement hang.
Mary drew her own conclusions.  She
nodded, and then sighed quietly.  "I'm glad you still want me around, when
you can have her, and all the others..."
Zack pulled her more tightly to him.  "You're
beautiful, Mary.  You have a great body, and you're very sexy.  Besides,"
he said with a smile, trying to lighten the mood, "you're the only one
here who knows how to cook!"
Mary laughed, and then she kissed Zack. 
The two of them cuddled and caressed each other for a long time before they finally
decided to get up and shower - together, of course - and get ready for their
day.

-----

Zack made it to class with time to spare
only because Mary was concerned that he would get in trouble.  He had kissed
every girl in the house, and that was a much longer process than he had thought
it would be.  He was beginning to wonder if he would be able to handle them
all, but decided he'd enjoy finding out, and if not, he could always dump a few
of them.
He found Gabrielle waiting for him at the
door.  He kissed her as passionately as all the other girls he'd lip-wrestled
with that morning, and she wrapped her arms around him.  They were still
kissing when the teacher showed up.
"All right, you two," he said
with no emotion at all in his voice.  "Let's get to work, shall we?"
"Yes, sir," Zack said with a
smirk.  Gabrielle giggled, and they followed the teacher into the classroom.

-----

"All right, folks.  Let's wrap it up
and head to lunch."
Zack's head came up in surprise.  He'd
not been thinking about his schoolwork; he'd had his other problems on his
mind.  Gabrielle had seen that, and had not bothered him about them, until now.
"Zack?  Is something wrong?"
He nodded, but said, "Not here.  Let
me check my email, and I'll take you to lunch again."
Gabrielle nodded, but she just turned in
her chair so she couldn't see the screen.  Obviously there was something
bugging him, but she wouldn't push him to tell her until he was ready.
Luckily, there weren't any surprises
waiting for Zack in his email.  He logged out of the system, and he took
Gabrielle's hand for the walk out to his bike.
"Where are we going?"
"Somewhere off campus," he
said.  They climbed on, and Zack set out.  He moved around randomly, trying to
pick somewhere, and keeping an eye on his mirrors.  The knowledge that Linda
was the spy meant that she could be following him around, even listening in on
conversations...
The only vehicle he noticed repeatedly
was a familiar blue Ford.
That bitch is going to be a real
problem.
He finally pulled into the parking lot
for KFC.
"This okay with you?" he asked
Gabrielle.  She answered affirmatively, and he turned the bike off.
"Why the roundabout route?" she
asked once she had her helmet off.
"I was looking to see if anyone was
following us.  Other than Miss Dunham, I mean."  He motioned with his
eyes, and Gabrielle looked.
"That bitch!" she said
heatedly.
"Don't worry.  I've almost come up
with a way to beat her.  I think.  C'mon, let's eat."
Zack walked up to the counter and ordered
three meals.
"Geez, you are hungry!"
she said with a chuckle.  Zack just rolled his eyes at her.
"Here you are, sir," the girl
behind the counter said, putting their food down.  Zack looked around, and saw
that there were plenty of clerks to handle the crowd.
"Miss, can I ask you for a favor?"
"What?" the girl replied,
frowning and indicating with her tone that she wasn't receptive to doing
customers favors.
"See that blue Ford out there?"
he asked, pointing.
"Yeah..."
"I'll give you five bucks if you go
deliver this meal to the lady sitting in that car."
The cashier gave him a hairy eyeball.  "What's
the deal?"
"She's a nosy reporter who's been
following me around for days.  Certainly she needs lunch as badly as we do..."
The girl laughed.  "Okay, no
charge.  That's funny."  She smiled at the two, and grabbed the dinner. 
She whispered something to the clerk next to her, who laughed.  Then she went
off to deliver the meal.
"Come on," Zack said with a
smile, and made his way over to a table where they could clearly see the clerk
approach the car.  She handed the meal over, and then pointed to the store. 
Zack saw Lisa Dunham look at him, and he waved to her.  She grabbed the meal
from the clerk, who started to walk away, unconcerned.  The clerk had not made
it back inside the store before the blue Ford peeled out down the street.
"Nicely done," Gabrielle said
with a chuckle.
"Cheap at the price," he said
seriously.  "I'm getting tired of her."
"So deal with her!"
"The program doesn't work on her, remember?"
"Ever thought of trying it on her
supervising editor?"
Zack snapped upright.  "Uh... no,
actually, I hadn't."
Gabrielle giggled at him, then she turned
serious.  "Is she what's been eating at you today?"
"No."
"What, then?"
Zack looked around.  No one was close to
them, and he didn't see anyone looking in their direction, but he lowered his
voice anyway.  "Linda is a spy for Adam."
"What?" she exclaimed, too
loudly.  Zack swiveled his head, but nobody took much notice of her outburst.
Gabrielle got control of herself.  "Are
you sure?  How do you know?"
"Yes, I'm sure.  And I know because
I have spies of my own."
"Geez, this is getting very
cloak-and-dagger... when does the CIA get involved?"
"Shit, I hope never!" he
hissed.  He took a deep breath.  "This isn't funny... Adam seems to be
pretty fuckin' serious about this.  Gabrielle... you might want to back out
now.  I don't know just how dangerous he is."
Gabrielle swallowed her bite of chicken
and wiped her hands.  She looked him dead in the eye and said, "You can't
go this alone.  You need my help."
"Probably.  But I don't want to risk
your life over it."
"What about yours?"
"I started it."
"Oh, what horse shit.  He
started it.  We're in this together."
"Okay... but if the fit hits the
shan, I want you to bug out."
She smirked at his speech, but she shook
her head.  "No promises."
Zack sighed heavily.  The rest of lunch
was pretty quiet.

-----

As the couple made their way back into
the building after lunch, Gabrielle said, "We should do something about
her over the weekend."
Zack nodded, but didn't speak.  He was
concerned about that second pin in the map.  Gabrielle could still be a
spy... but I don't think so.  Her mind isn't closed off like Linda's... it
could be Lisa, though...  Her mind is compartmented... maybe he figured if I
found a way around one, I wouldn't find a way around the other?  Or maybe it's
not Lisa, and there's someone else I have to worry about...
Zack was so absorbed with his thoughts
that he actually bumped into Gabrielle when she stopped walking.  He looked up,
jarred from his reverie, to see a sign on the door of their classroom.  She
smirked at him, before reading the notice.
Class:
The presentation scheduled for this afternoon has
been canceled because the persons who were to give the presentation were called
away on an emergency.
Since we are caught up with our work, there is no
reason for us to get too far ahead of ourselves.  You have the afternoon off. 
Please be in class at the normal time tomorrow morning.
Mr. Valden

"Well, that's cool, I guess,"
Gabrielle said.
"Yeah, I suppose, though I wanted to
see that presentation.  Not that I'd have enjoyed it today..."
"Yeah.  Should we work on the Linda
problem?"
"We can't.  She's working."
"Perhaps tonight?"
"You have to worry about your dorm
mother, remember?"
"True."  Gabrielle sighed.  "Did
you make any progress on research for turning off my ability yet?"
"Some.  I've had more success
expanding my own.  Come on, let's go back to my place, and we'll keep working
on it."
"Okay."
Zack led her out to his bike, and they
made their way to his house.

-----

A couple hours later, Gabrielle was
working hard on Zack's computer, and she jumped when he began to rub her
shoulders.
"Calm down!" he said with a
chuckle.  "You're working too hard."
Zack had spent the last couple hours
working with his telepathic skills.  He'd played around in the mind of his next
door neighbor, a cute redhead who was perhaps four hundred feet away, working
in her garden.  He had noticed some odd things happening as he'd been in her
mind, but he didn't know what they meant, and so he wrote them off.
"Sorry," Gabrielle said.  "I
just got a little focused, and you startled me."
"It's okay," he said, leaning
down and wrapping his arms fully around her.  He kissed her on the neck.  "Did
you find anything?"
"Maybe.  I found more about what may
help us understand what happened to Linda in here, though."
"Oh?"
"Yeah.  I was looking to see if
there was a way to erect a wall around my telepathy... so nothing could get in,
you know?  And this does talk about how it may be possible to do that with a
person.  Of course, they're couching it in the form of hypnosis and
brainwashing in these materials..."
"Of course.  Mind control isn't
possible, after all," he said sarcastically.
"Of course not!" Gabrielle
agreed.  They both giggled.  "Anyway," she continued, "it seems
that erecting such a wall can be accomplished, if you can figure out how to
script it."
"And therein lies the challenge!"
Zack said theatrically.  "But you want a door in your wall."
"Why?"
"So you can still use your telepathy
when you need it."
"I won't.  I hate the damn thing."
"You may find that you've come to
rely on it more than you think."
Gabrielle sighed.  "Maybe."
Zack rubbed her shoulders.  "Find
anything else?"
"Not really.  I didn't see anything
about blasting through walls, or anything."
"Did you see anything about the mind
being a maze?"
"Yeah!  How did you know?"
"I didn't.  Where did you see that?"
Gabrielle thought for a second, then
nodded to herself.  She picked up the disk and put it in the drive.  "It
was on here."  She let the information load, then found the right spot.  "Here
it is.  Is this important?"
"It could be.  Let me in there.  By
the way, could you take a look at my neighbor?  I was rummaging through her
head, and I noticed some odd things happening.  Could you take a look and see
what that's about?"
"Okay.  Which way is she?"
Zack pointed.  "She's a redhead, if
that helps you find her."
"Thanks."  Gabrielle went over
and lay on the bed, just to give him some room to work.  Zack turned to the
computer, and was soon lost in his research.

-----

It was another hour before Gabrielle
startled Zack out of his reverie by taking his earlobe between her lips and
sucking on it.  Zack shivered all the way down to his toes as she tongued his
ear.  He lifted his hand up to hold her head in place for a moment, then he
caressed her hair.  She let go of his ear, and then he turned his head to kiss
her.
"Now who's working too hard?"
she asked with a grin.
"Guilty as charged," he
replied.  "But I found some useful things in here.  I'm not yet sure how
to apply them to a script, but..."
Gabrielle nodded.  "I think we need
to take a break."
"Okay."  Zack stretched,
getting up from his chair to move around a bit.  "What, exactly, did you
have in mind?" he asked, walking over to her and wrapping his arms around
her waist.
She kissed him before answering him, but
she said, "I want you to show me more about using the program."
Zack arched his eyebrows.  "Like
what?"
"I still don't know how to use it on
my own, Zack."
He nodded.  "Okay... I've been
writing up a reference on the script language... that's really all you need for
that..."
"But I need to see what a
particular script does, so I can get the idea."
Zack sighed audibly.  "Well...
shit.  I can either write a dozen scripts to show you what each thing does, or
I can write one massive script that does all of them."
"Why don't you like that second
choice?" she asked.
Zack stepped away from her.  "Because
the only script I know of that needs all of that will turn the person into a
total slave."
"Well... you have one of those, don't
you?  I mean, isn't that what Beverly is?"
Zack turned and shrugged.  "Sort
of.  Not really.  If she was a total slave, she wouldn't mind going down on
Steph.  She still doesn't like it, though she does it without complaint now."
"Well... what about Steph, then?"
Zack shook his head.  "She was never
a total slave.  She is a slave, but most of that now is of her own free
will."
"Oh... maybe I don't get what you
mean by 'total,' then."
"Imagine someone whose only purpose
in getting up every morning was to do what you wanted them to."
Gabrielle's eyes widened.  "You can
do that?"
Zack nodded.  "Sure.  It's not
really any big deal.  But you have to realize that it subverts everything
about them.  Oh, they still have their personality, but it will be colored by
total adoration and submission to their master."
"That could be fun for you..."
Gabrielle mused.
Zack smirked.  "Uh-huh."  He
sighed again.  "Shit... better to do it this way than to have to find a
dozen girls to screw with, without people noticing."
Gabrielle kept her peace; she had a
reason for wanting him to do it this way.

-----

Since there would be others involved,
Zack borrowed his mother's car when she got home.  He and Gabrielle drove back
to the campus, figuring it was the easiest place to work; the people there were
so mobile that anyone's disappearance for an afternoon, or even a whole night,
wouldn't be unduly noticed.
They wandered around for a while, trying
to figure out who to 'take.'  Zack finally let his mouth ask the question that
had been plaguing his mind.
"Why do you want me to do this?  It's
not the easiest way for you to learn."
"I'm not sure I know what you mean,"
she replied, lying.
"If what you want to see is the
effect of each different command, then it would be more learning-friendly if I
did one command to each person."
"That could be, what, thirty people
or more?"
"A lot more."
"Then that's not terribly
realistic.  And would take too long."
"True, but..."
Gabrielle sighed.  "Okay, okay. 
There is at least one guy back home that is really cute, but he's always been an
asshole to me.  I want to see what this would do to him.  Maybe I'll... 'modify'
him when I get home."
Zack arched his eyebrows, but couldn't
say anything.  That was, after all, exactly how he'd started out.  He sighed,
and thought about it.  He didn't pay much attention to where they were
walking.  When he looked up, the were walking by Harding Hall, one of the girls'
dorms.
Why is that important... Of course!
"Can I have your notebook for a
minute?" he asked.  She had brought her book bag with her so that they
would have something to carry the equipment in, just in case they needed it. 
She reached in and got her notebook.
Zack had never bothered to remove this
page from her notebook... he'd not known whether or not he was ever going to
use it.  He saw it there: Harding Hall, room 215.  He motioned Gabrielle over
to it, and they walked in.
No one questioned them as they climbed
the stairs to the second floor, and began to look around.  They found room 215
without difficulty, and knocked on the door.
The girl that answered the door was not
the person they were expecting.
"Yeah?" said the girl, not
impolitely.
"Excuse me," Zack said.  "I'm
looking for Jill."
"She's in the library.  Studying."
"Oh.  Do you know where in the
library?  It's kind of important that I speak to her."
"She usually goes to the third floor
lounge."
"Thank you very much," he
said.  The girl nodded and closed the door.
"Makes sense.  The third floor
lounge is almost always empty."
"That could be useful."
"Uh... yeah."

-----

Zack and Gabrielle took the elevator up
to the third floor of the library, and looked around.  The third floor was
mostly microfiche archives, and almost no one came up here.  It was a good
place to study; Zack would have to keep it in mind for the future.
The couple walked over to the lounge, an
area that was enclosed by bookshelves used to hold decoration rather than
books.  Sure enough, they found Jill sitting at a table, diligently working
through her textbook.
Zack kept his voice quiet, so as not to
startle her, though he thought surely she'd heard them get off the elevator.
"Jill?" he called.
Jill jumped, anyway, though only
slightly.  Her head came up to see who was interrupting her, and then she
blushed, and grinned.
"Hi," she said softly.
"So you do remember me," he
said.
"How could I forget?" she
replied.
Zack walked over and sat down across from
her.  Gabrielle stayed at the entrance to the pseudo-room.
"I've been thinking about you,"
she said.
"Oh?" Zack queried.
Jill nodded.
"Is that good or bad?" he
asked.
"Depends on whether or not you want
to get laid, I suppose," she said with a mischievous grin.
Zack blushed.  "That could be good. 
First, though, I have something I need to show you."
"Ooooh," she replied
seductively.
"Not that," he said.
"Aww," she pouted.
"Well... in a minute."
She perked back up.  Zack found it
amusing, and wondered if she was a highly sexual person.  He took out his PDA,
and brought up the necessary script.  Gabrielle had moved over when he pulled
it out, and was looking over his shoulder.  He turned his head and explained
what he was doing.
"Just like anything else.  You pick
the script that you need.  It doesn't run any differently."
"Okay."
Zack slid the PDA across the table to
Jill.  "Just press the "Execute" button."
Jill reached out and hesitated for only a
second before jabbing her finger onto the button.  The sound of Program Alpha
Omega reached both Zack and Gabrielle, but both of them were immune to it at
this point.
"Are you programming in a code for
her?" Gabrielle asked quietly.
"Yeah," he said.  "But
even she doesn't know what it is.  Only I do."
"So she couldn't get herself
de-programmed by someone else."
"Right."
"Nifty."
They both waited quietly while the script
finished up, and then Jill raised her hand to her shoulder, dragged it
sensually across to her other shoulder, diagonally down across her chest to her
abdomen, and then across her stomach, making a perfect "Z"... and
tenting Zack's pants just from watching her do it.
"What the hell was that?"
Gabrielle wanted to know.
Zack chuckled.  "My first
verification move.  I still use it on this particular script.  You... um...
might want to watch the door now."
"Okay," Gabrielle said, shaking
her head as she walked away.
"Master?  How may I serve you?"
"Lift up your shirt and show me your
tits."  He could tell she wasn't wearing a bra, because her nipples were
trying to tear holes in her shirt.
Jill lifted her shirt without hesitation,
exposing her nice chest to his view.  Zack nodded appreciatively at them, and
then stood up.  He walked over to where she was sitting, and had her scoot her
chair back slightly.  He unfastened his pants, and pulled his pants and briefs
down off his hips.  He hopped up onto the table, and made himself comfortable.
"You were so good at it last time,
why don't you give me another blowjob?"
"Yes, Master!" Jill said
enthusiastically.  She pulled her chair closer again, and ran her hands over
her master's thighs, reaching for his hard cock.  Her fingers encircled his
prick, and she stroked him a couple of times as she leaned forward.  Her tongue
slipped out to slide over the head of his dick, causing him to moan quietly.
Jill moved her tongue down along the side
of his shaft, licking him all the way, and then she moved back up the other
side.  She swirled her tongue around the head again, and then she opened her
lips and let her head descend, taking his cock slowly into her mouth.  Zack
closed his eyes and put his hands on the back of her head, just enjoying the
feel of her mouth on his shaft.
Jill descended on Zack's cock until her
nose was resting in his pubic hair.  Then she began to bob up and down rapidly,
using her tongue and lips to arouse her master.  She sucked on him hard, trying
to draw the cum from his balls.  Zack grunted, knowing he couldn't last long
with this kind of treatment.
Jill kept up her wonderful onslaught, and
it wasn't long before Zack grunted one more time, and let loose a torrent of
cum that filled her mouth and leaked out the corners.  She swallowed as fast as
she could, and kept sucking until his climax was fully past.  She licked his
cock clean, making sure to get all the juices off it, and then she let it out
of her mouth.
Zack was trying to catch his breath, but
he was recovering fast.  "Stand up," he said to her.  Jill did so
immediately, pushing her chair back out of the way.
"Take off your clothes."
Jill looked to Gabrielle, but she was
making sure that someone was watching the door, not hesitating.  She stripped her
outfit in seconds, leaving her before Zack completely nude.  Zack looked her
over, his cock already beginning to stiffen again at the sight of her body.
Zack motioned her closer to him, and then
he took hold of her arms, pulling her even closer.  Finally, she got the idea,
and climbed up onto the table with him, sitting in his lap, straddling his
legs.
"If you get me off one more time, I'll
give you a treat tonight when we get home."
Jill's eyes lit up brightly, and she
kissed him passionately.  She reached down between them and fondled his cock,
quickly bringing it back to total hardness.  She lifted herself up, and then
thrust herself back down, impaling herself in one swift motion onto his prick. 
Zack gasped at the feel of her tight cunt wrapped around his rod, and she
screamed into his mouth at the sudden feeling of being full.
Jill didn't stop, though.  She began to
buck on his shaft, rising up and slamming down onto him just as fast as she
could go.  They kept their lips locked, to muffle their grunts and screams as
they fucked each other rabidly on the table.
It wasn't long before Zack could feel the
cum boiling in his balls, and he knew he was getting close to coming again. 
Jill's pussy was squeezing and massaging his dick for all she was worth, and it
was just more pleasure than he could stand.  He began to buck his hips up into
her, and that only drove her wilder.  Her gyrations grew to be too much, and he
put his hands on her hips and slammed her down onto his cock, fully impaling
her and holding her there while his prick gushed its load deep into her.  At
the first feel of her master's cum, Jill lost it, screaming out her orgasm into
his mouth, still plastered to hers.
For long moments, the pair rocked on the
table, letting their passions subside.  Once she was coherent again, Zack had
Jill move off him and get dressed.  He was about to reach down and pull his
pants up when Jill leaned down and started licking him clean.  He let her do
her job, and then he pulled up his pants, sliding off the table to stand up.
"Very good, Jill.  Remind me that I
owe you a treat tonight."
"Yes, Master!" she gushed.
"In public, you need to call me
Zack," he told her.  She nodded, but frowned slightly as she tried to
integrate that into her thinking.  He let her handle that herself as he turned
to Gabrielle.
"Get the idea?"
"Not yet, but as I watch her, I
think I'll figure it out."
"Okay.  Now what do you want to do?"

-----

Gabrielle, Jill and Zack spent a couple
more hours together, before Gabrielle decided to call it an evening.  Zack took
her back to her dorm room, where he kissed her passionately.  She told him she'd
see him the next day, and then they parted.
Zack then had to walk Jill back to her
room so she could gather some stuff.  Dealing with her roommate might be
interesting, he thought.  He thought he might need to use PAO on her... though
he had no interest in her.  She had simply not attracted him when he'd seen
her.
Luckily, however, she was not in the room
when they got there.  Jill gathered up some things and put them in her
suitcase.  She put all her schoolwork in her book bag, and then she wrote her
roommate a note, telling her that she was in the process of moving out, but
that Jill wasn't going to inform the school, so she would have the room to
herself for the rest of the summer.
As they were walking out of the dorm,
Jill waved at someone.  Zack turned to see who it was, and was shocked to see
Angela coming toward them.  Her bright red hair certainly announced her
presence, even in the twilight.  Zack set down Jill's book bag as Angela
approached.
"Hey, you two.  Where you off to? 
You look like you're moving out."
"I am.  I'm moving in with Zack,"
Jill said cheerily.  Angela looked at her in surprise.  She was even more
shocked when she said, "Hey, maybe you should come, too!"  Jill
turned to look at her master for approval.
"I'm game," Zack said with a
smile.  He remembered his time with Angela fondly.  Though Courtney had been
more aggressive, Angela had been the better lover.  Angela also remembered
their time together, as she blushed.
"I..."
Zack reached out and gently wrapped his
hands around her waist, pulling her against him.  He kissed her hotly, and she responded
immediately.  When his hand caressed her tit, she moaned.
Zack broke their kiss and let his lips
trail across her cheek until he was sucking on her earlobe.  Angela gasped at
the sensation; her ears were very sensitive.  He continued to tongue her ear as
he groped her breast.  Angela was soon writhing in his touch.  It wasn't long
before she let out a squeak, strangling the cry of passion that wanted to
escape as her body was seized by a small orgasm.  She shuddered in his grasp
until it finally passed.
"Oh... shit," she said
breathlessly.
"Sure you don't want to come...again?"
Zack asked with a wicked grin.
"Okay," she said.  "I'll
join you."  Zack knew she was still under the effect of the program; he
was surprised she'd needed any prompting at all.  Then he realized that the
script he'd used on her was pretty weak.
I wonder, though, how much this stuff
fades with time...
He would worry himself about it later. 
Right now, he had another girl to pack up.
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"Uh... Zack, who's she?"
"You don't remember Angela?"
"Oh!  Shit, from last week."
"Right.  She lives here now."
"Along with..."
"Yeah, Jill, too.  They're sharing a
room."
Angela wasn't wearing very much at the
moment; just a t-shirt and panties.  She got up off the bed and walked over to
Zack as they came in.
"Hey," she said softly.
"Hey, Ang.  You want to go study in
your room?  We're going to have to talk about stuff... it would probably
disturb you."
"Okay."  She kissed him deeply
before she grabbed up her stuff and headed out of the room.
"You're very popular these days,"
Gabrielle said with a smirk.
"Jealous?"
"Envious is the proper word."
Zack walked over and kissed her.  She
pressed herself against him and kissed back, but then she slipped away from
him.
"We need to deal with Linda."
"I know."
"Tonight."
"Why?  Why not tomorrow?"
"Because the longer we wait, the
worse it could be.  Have you dealt with Miss Dunham yet?"
"I've been a little busy..." he
said.
"Uh-huh.  You need to handle that
ASAP, too."
"Okay, okay.  Look... I'll call
Linda and set up something... what do you think?"
"Just ask her to come over."
"And the girls?"
"Tell her your sister's having a
slumber party."
"I don't have a sister."
"Tell her your cousin's in town and
is having a slumber party."
"Okay, she'll buy that, probably...
at least for as long as it's going to matter..."
"Right.  It doesn't have to stand up
to scrutiny.  It just needs to get her in the room."
"Wait a minute... what are we going
to do once we get her here?  I still don't have a script that I'm sure will break
through her defenses..."
"If nothing else, we can use the
old-fashioned way on her."
"Old-fashioned..."
"We can beat it out of her,"
Gabrielle said.  Zack paled.  "Oh, come on.  This is dangerous shit.  Get
with the program!"
"And you used to be so quiet,"
Zack mused.
"That was before I trusted you."
"Uh-huh," he responded
dubiously.  "I'll go call Linda."

-----

"Geez, Zack, this place is huge,"
Linda said.  Zack had to control himself now; he knew she was an enemy, but he
had to pretend she was a friend.
"Yeah, it serves its purpose,"
he said nonchalantly.
"What's with the teenie-boppers?"
she asked with some distaste.  Some of the girls were not wearing a whole lot
of clothing.  Zack's mother had asked him about them, but his answer had been
good enough for her.  Even the more conservative girls seemed to be getting
into the spirit; Wendy was dressed in her nightshirt already.
"My cousin's having a sleepover
here."
"Oh.  Well... what did you want me
for?" she asked, her voice dropping into seductive tones.
"C'mon upstairs, and I'll show you,"
he said, his voice implying the same thing hers was.  She smiled coyly at him,
and followed him through the house.
It was only when they entered the room
that she got a clue that something wasn't right.  Gabrielle was standing there.
"Uh, Zack, I don't do threesomes...
Especially not with..."
Zack backhanded her before she could say
something insulting.  She lost her balance and landed on the bed.  Gabrielle
closed the door.
"Okay, Sweetie," Zack said,
his voice clearly indicating anger, "we're going to try to do this the
easy way."
Zack pulled out his PDA, but Linda
immediately squeezed her eyes shut.
"Oh, so you think that's going to
work, do you?  I think I should warn you that Gabrielle here is a lot meaner
than I am.  Now, you can either watch this, or she will start doing very
unpleasant things to your fingers."
Gabrielle took hold of one of Linda's
fingers and moved it in a way that caused extreme pain.  Linda screamed out,
and in her pain, opened her eyes.  This was precisely what Zack was waiting
for, and had his PDA right in front of her.  He pressed the button at just the
right moment, and her mind was grabbed.  Zack held it in place as her mind was
assaulted by a rude and very forceful script.  He had put this together in
class, actually, and he was worried that it wouldn't work.
After the program had run its course,
Linda shrugged three times.
"Does that mean it worked?"
Gabrielle asked.
"I don't know.  It could just mean
that someone is very, very clever.  Do you want to try to go into her mind, and
see what happens?  Or do you think that would be too dangerous?"
"No, I'll try it."
"Okay.  Be careful."
Gabrielle sat next to the girl, who gave
no resistance at all.  In fact, she wasn't even moving, beyond her necessary
life functions.  Zack pulled a chair over, and set her down in it.  He waited
while Gabrielle probed, staying close to her just in case.
After a couple minutes, Gabrielle opened
her eyes.  "The wall is still there... sort of... I mean, I can get past
it, it's cracked open in places.  The defenses are there, but they've got too
many places to guard now, and it's too weak to be a hindrance.  I think... I
don't know, I'm guessing here... that maybe that defense is normal... but
usually it has such a wide area to defend that it can't fight back
effectively.  With that damned wall, her normal defense could focus on one spot
at a time.  Hell, I don't know.  All I know is it's easy to get in now."
"Okay."  He handed her a soda,
and then focused on Linda.
"Who do you work for?" he
asked, just to get the ball rolling.
"I work for the campus bookstore,"
she said, her voice dead, monotone.
"Who else do you work for?"
he asked.
"I... work... for..." she
struggled with the thought, whether trying to bring up a buried memory, or
fighting not to tell him, he didn't know.  "...Adam... Sandalwood..."
she finally said through gritted teeth.
"Thank you.  What was your
assignment from Mr. Sandalwood?"
"To keep an eye on you," she
said much more easily.
To Gabrielle, Zack said, "So, he
buried his identity pretty deeply, but not her mission?  That seems odd..."
"Very."
Turning back, he asked Linda, "How
many times have you reported to Adam?"
"On each occasion of our meeting,"
she replied.  That was so out of character for her pattern of speech, he knew
it had to be a command she'd been given.
"What have you told him?  I want you
to be very specific."
For the next ten minutes, Linda gave him
a word-for-word account of everything she'd ever told Adam concerning Zack. 
Zack was mildly mortified at the information she'd been feeding back to his
enemy.
Enemy?  Or competitor?  No, hell, I
don't want to take over anywhere!  I just want to have some fun!
He looked at Linda, and asked, "How
many people does Adam have spying on me?"
Linda closed her mouth, and kept it
closed.  Zack slapped her, to get her attention.
"I asked you a question."
Linda simply refused to speak.
"Okay, we can do it the other way."
Zack leaned against the desk and closed
his eyes.  He made his way quickly into the part of his mind that allowed him
to access his telepathy.  He made his way swiftly over into Linda's mind,
seeing now what Gabrielle had meant about how easy it was to penetrate.  He
rummaged her mind, but jumped when he found another presence there with him.
<Shit, Gabrielle!  You could have
warned me!>
<Sorry.  It didn't occur to me to
join you until you were already inside.  I want you to try something for
me.>
<What?>
<Tell her to do something.>
<Such as?>
<Anything... just don't try to
breach the barrier that Adam has obviously put in her mind... tell her to jump
up and down or something.  Something she wouldn't normally do... maybe make her
sing "I'm a Little Tea Pot," or something stupid.>
<O...kay...>
Zack thought for a minute, and then he
said into Linda's mind, <Linda, go do a handstand in the corner!>
Zack was shocked when he sensed Linda
rising from her chair.
Zack pulled out of her mind quickly, and
opened his eyes.  He was astonished to see her standing in the corner.  She
bent over and put her hands on the floor, then lifted herself into the air,
standing on her hands.
"What the fuck?" Zack said.
"There's something very unique about
your telepathy.  It's suggestive."
"Huh?"
"People who aren't used to
telepathic communication are likely to do what you tell them to.  Assuming they
don't have any major objection to it.  I don't know how strong your
suggestiveness is."
"You mean... I have mind control
powers... in my head?"
"To some small degree, yes."
"How did you-?"
"The redhead next door.  You were
doing things to her without even knowing it.  It shows up in her mind."
"Oh.  Oops."
"Don't worry, you didn't make her do
anything crazy."
"Can we use this to get her to
answer us?"
"That I don't know.  Her programming
is pretty damned strong."
"Maybe I could just rummage around
in her head and find what I need to know."
"You can try."
"Okay.  Linda!  Get back in your
damn chair!"
Linda slowly eased out of her handstand,
and moved back to the chair.
"Maybe it's just me..." he
said.
"No.  You didn't tell her to stay
there, so she had no reason to disobey you now."
"Oh.  Okay."
Zack closed his eyes, and went back in.

-----

An hour later, and Zack had a splitting
headache.  He had already downed three Tylenol and a soda.  Linda sat in her
chair, unmoving and silent.  Gabrielle kept an eye on Zack with some concern.
"You pushed yourself too hard."
"I needed to know what she knew."
"Did you find out anything?"
"Yes.  There's one other spy here,
but she doesn't know who it is.  Adam is keeping close tabs on me, and trying
to track my every movement electronically.  He is looking to control at least
the country, if not more.  This guy's just sick."
Gabrielle nodded.  "Yeah, one small
town is enough, isn't it?" she said.
Zack gave her a dirty look.  "I don't
want to run the town.  I just want to have some fun here."
"True enough," she conceded.  "But
you're willing to break the rules... and even the law... when you need to."
Zack had told her already how he obtained
the things he had.  He nodded.  "True, I suppose.  I guess it's a matter
of degree... but he's going way too far."
"Agreed.  He's dangerous."
"We have to do something with her."
"I have an idea on that."
"What?"
Gabrielle pulled out her own PDA.  "Writing
scripts on this thing is a pain in the fucking ass, by the way."
"I'll see if I can get you a
programmer," Zack said with a smirk.
"Anyway, I want to try this."
"All right," he said, not
thinking to ask what she was going to do to Linda.  He didn't really care that
much, did he?
Gabrielle put the PDA in front of Linda,
and pressed Execute.  The machine flashed, and then it stopped. 
Gabrielle put it away.
"What the hell?" Zack asked.
"Remember, we were wondering what
happens if you cancel the programming right after it grabs them?  Well, now we
know."
"But she looks the same."
"True.  I think we need to look into
her mind... I'll look into her mind.  You're tired."
Five minutes later, Gabrielle was very
pale.
"What?" Zack nearly screamed.
"She's... trapped."
"What do you mean, trapped?"
"The program rebuilt the wall...
but... it's not to keep us out... it's to keep her in.  It's like it
doesn't want the mind shifting while it reprograms it, and so it freezes it
into place... well, since it didn't unfreeze it... she's... stuck."
"Well, we need to fix that!" he
said, pulling out his own PDA.  He brought up a basic relaxation script, and
readied it to run.  Gabrielle said nothing, though there was a frown firmly
fixed to her face.
Zack let the program run its course, but
there was no verification maneuver, and she did not relax as most people would
have.  She remained a statue in the chair, her body taking care of necessary
activities, but her brain was barely ticking over.
"Oh, shit," Zack said, stepping
away from her and reaching back for the desk to steady himself.  "Oh...
shit."
"She's beyond our reach."
"We just killed somebody."
"No," Gabrielle said
forcefully.  "She's not dead.  She's perfectly alive in there.  She just
can't get out."
Zack looked at her.  "That's worse
than being dead."
She nodded in agreement.
"We can't be associated with this. 
We have to do something."
"I know.  We need to take her
somewhere and leave her where she'll be discovered in the morning."
"Dorm room?"
"No.  There are security cameras
there.  We'd be seen."
Zack thought hard.  "The quad."
"Yes!  I've looked around.  If there
are cameras there, they are damned well hidden."
Zack nodded.  "I'll go get the car."

-----

Another hour later, and Zack was coming
in the front door.  He and Gabrielle had dropped Linda's body off on a bench in
the quadrangle, and then he had walked Gabrielle back to her dorm room.  They
had necked for a while, but that had been strictly stress relief; neither of
them was in the mood for sex.
Zack said hi to those who were in the
room, but he walked through with little notice.  Wendy followed him, and she
came into his bedroom just as he picked up the phone and dialed.
Before she could ask him what was wrong -
the look on his face made it clear something was wrong - he held up a finger to
indicate he would answer her in a minute.
Zack waited for three interminable rings
before the phone was answered.
"Hello?" the voice said.
"This is Omega," he replied,
rather conspiratorially.
The voice on the other end was much more
alert now.  "Yes?"
"Execute Plan One."
"Yes, Master."
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Episode 12: Press Release
Zack woke up to hear a lot of noise out
in the hallway.  He listened carefully, but realized that there was nothing
wrong, it was merely the noise of people moving around and talking.


Need a heavier door.


He turned over and wrapped his arms
around Wendy, who was still sleeping soundly.  She murmured in her sleep as he
caressed her hair, and then he laid his head down and dozed back off himself.
-----
An hour later, Zack was awakened by
something more pleasant than noise.  Wendy was nibbling his ear and running her
hand over his chest.


"Morning, Sleepy-head," she
said softly with a smile.


"Hey," he managed.  Wendy kept
rubbing his chest, and she kissed him tenderly, without asking for more.  He
pulled her to him and they kissed a little more passionately, but it never
became wanton.


After a few minutes, Zack pushed her away
lightly.  He swung himself out of bed and went to take care of the urgent call
of nature.  By the time he came back out, Wendy was dressed and sitting on the
bed, waiting for him.


"What are you going to do
today?" she asked him.


Just then, they heard more noises from
downstairs.  The girls were talking rather loudly, he thought, but they were
teenage girls.


"I'm going to take you away from all
this," he said, moving over to her and pulling her up into his embrace.


"Ooh.  Sounds fun."


"It will be."  He kissed her
hotly, and she responded in kind.  They broke off after only a little bit. 
"But after we get something to eat.  I'm starving."
-----
Zack held Wendy's hand as they walked
around the fairgrounds.  They had spent a bit of time looking at the ranch
animals, such as horses and cattle, and they were now moving over to play a few
games.  


After Zack tried his hand at the ring
toss, the ball toss, and the target shooting, all with no luck, he was just
about ready to call it quits.  Wendy led him over to one last game, though.


The goal of this game was to toss a ball
into an angled bucket.  After watching only two people try, Zack knew it was
devilishly tricky to do.  He pulled Wendy off to one side, because he had an
idea.


"I'm going to kind of zone out for a
second," he told her quietly.  "I'll be fine, but I won't be paying
attention.  I didn't want to scare you."


"What are you going to do?" she
asked.


"Ask me later.  I can't tell you
here."


Zack closed his eyes, and relaxed.  He
soon found himself inside his mind, and he waved to the maidens as he made his
way through.  They knew not to approach.


Once inside the world of colors, Zack
didn't take very long to identify the carnie running this game.  Slipping into
the guy's mind was child's play, and Zack walked around inside his head for
just a short while before finding what he wanted.  After that, he slipped back
out of his mind.


Just for kicks, Zack slipped over into
Wendy's thoughts, and looked around.  He was touched by what he saw.  He wished
he knew how to give her a mental kiss, but instead, he just slipped out of her
thoughts and back into himself.  Shortly thereafter, he opened his eyes again.


Wendy was staring at him.  "You
okay?"


"Yeah, fine."


"Okay..." she said, not even
remotely assured.


Zack stepped up and paid for his ticket. 
He took the three balls, and studied the game for a second.  Nodding, he tried to
lob the ball very softly.  It hit the front lip of the bucket, and fell to the
ground.


"Oh, close try, young man!  Give it
another go!"


Zack put a little more oomph on the next
one.  It turned out to be too much oomph, as the ball bounced out of the bucket.


"Good arm, but not quite!" the
carnie said.


Zack grumbled under his breath.  He took
his last ball, and pitched it somewhat side-arm, imparting a slight spin to the
ball.  It hit the side of the bucket, and the spin sent it sliding around the
interior before it hit the bottom, bouncing only slightly, and staying inside.


The few people around applauded politely,
and the carnie, who had to be annoyed at losing, but pretended not to be,
graciously handed over the requested prize, which was a poster for Wendy's
room.


The two left the game arm in arm, with
Wendy smiling up at her boyfriend.


"How did you do that?" she
asked.


He arched an eyebrow and said,
"Magic."


She giggled, and the two continued to
walk.  They passed by a food stand and the smell of funnel cakes drew them in
like a magnet.


"Two, please," Zack said to the
vendor.  They watched as their funnel cakes were made right on the spot,
turning a wonderful golden color in the oil.  In just moments, they were done,
and were pulled from the oil, sprinkled with confectioner's sugar, and handed
over.  They took them and began to walk on, munching on the sweet, tender treat
that almost seemed to melt in their mouths.


Zack finished his and wiped his face.  As
he looked over at Wendy, he had to chuckle.


"What?" she asked.


"You've got sugar on you," he
replied.


"Where?" she asked, wiping at
her face randomly.


"Here," he said, "let me
get it."


Instead of using his napkin, Zack leaned
over and gently licked the corner of Wendy's mouth.  As he had expected, her
head turned, and he ushered his tongue into her mouth, so they could share the
sweet flavor.  They kept their kiss brief, since they were in public, but it
was clear there would be more later.


"Am I clean now?" she asked.


Zack chuckled.  "For the
moment."
-----
Eventually, the two wandered back over to
the animal exhibits, but this time they headed for the smaller animals.  They
passed by the chickens, which didn't interest them at all, but when they got to
the area where the rabbits were being kept, they decided to look around.


"Awww," Wendy said,
"they're so cute!"


Shortly, they came to a small pen of even
smaller rabbits.  Zack realized they were very small rabbits.  Less than
a foot long, with stocky bodies, huge eyes, and short ears, even he thought
they looked pretty cute.


"Ohmigod, these are darling!"
Wendy gushed.  Zack knew it had to be something she'd picked up from a friend;
she never talked that way.


"Can we touch them?" Wendy
asked the young girl standing by the pen.


"Sure.  You can pick them up and
hold them, if you like."


In a blink, Wendy was reaching down.  She
gingerly picked one up and cradled it against herself, rocking back and forth. 
The bunny twitched its nose slightly, but didn't fidget in her grasp.


"It's adorable!" she said,
reverting to her own speech pattern.


"You want one?" the girl
asked.  "I have to get rid of them, we have too many."


"Oh, Zack, could we?" Wendy
pleaded, still holding the rabbit.


"How much?" Zack asked the
girl.


"The rabbit is free, but you'll need
a cage for it.  My brother is selling them over there, or you can get one at a
store..."


"That would hardly be fair,"
Zack said with a grin.  The girl smiled back.  "What kind of rabbit is
this?"


"It's a dwarf hotot rabbit.  Most
people call them teacup bunnies."


"I can see why."


"Can we keep him, Zack?"





-----
After picking out a hutch for the rabbit
already named Snowball, they decided to go back to the car.  Zack had borrowed
his mother's car because he planned to go shopping at some point during the
day.  The look on Wendy's face told him it wouldn't be in the next couple
hours.


"We need to go home now," she
said, her voice a little husky.


"Why?" he asked, playing the
innocent.


"Because someone needs a big thank
you," she replied, moving over and sliding against him.  Their lips met
for a brief, passionate moment.


"I have a better idea," he
said, and started the car.
-----
The hardest part of it was bringing the
rabbit with them.  It was far too hot out to leave it in the car, but dorms
don't generally appreciate pets.  Luckily, no one of consequence saw them bring
the hutch inside.


"Whose room is this?" Wendy
asked.


"Steph and Bev's.  They're at our
house, so we can be alone here for a while."


"Mmm," Wendy purred, sidling over
to him.  "I like alone."


"I thought you might," he
smiled, setting the rabbit cage down.
-----
Zack awakened slowly to a soft moan.  He
and Wendy had fallen asleep after their last round of lovemaking, but she was
not lying next to him now.  He turned over, careful not to fall out of the bed,
to see where the moan had come from.


What he saw brought his dick roaring back
to life.  Wendy was sitting on the other bed, with her mother.  The two were
both naked, and they were kissing.  Mary's hand rested on Wendy's thigh, but
Wendy still seemed reluctant to put her hands anywhere near her mother.


Zack watched with a grin on his face as
the two women continued to kiss.  Finally, Mary broke their kiss, as her lips
slid along her daughter's skin toward her ear.  As Mary nibbled on Wendy's ear,
Wendy finally realized that Zack was awake.


"We have an audience," she told
her mother quietly.


Mary released her daughter's earlobe and
looked over at Zack with a smile.


"How did you know where we
were?" Zack asked.


"I called her," Wendy replied.


"I'm not enough for you anymore,
Angel?" he asked with a mischievous grin.


Wendy blushed clear to her knees, and
Mary had to stifle a laugh.  Zack moved over to sit next to Wendy, and stroked
her back.  When Wendy finally got her composure back, she answered him.


"Mom and I have tried to... you
know... but I can't seem to get comfortable.  I thought maybe with you
here..."


Zack ran his hand over her back, and
leaned in to nibble on her neck. Mary took the opportunity to return to
nibbling on Wendy's ear, and Wendy sighed softly.  Wendy began to squirm as the
others' lips continued to softly caress her flesh.


Finally, Mary sat back up, and climbed
onto the bed, kneeling.  She motioned with her eyes for Wendy to join her. 
Wendy nervously mirrored her mother's pose, facing her.


"I'm not really sure what to do now
myself, Sweetheart," Mary admitted.  Wendy averted her eyes.  Zack could
tell she was interested in trying, but was very uncertain.  He slid up the bed
and whispered something in Mary's ear.  Mary smiled softly, and then kissed
him, before letting him move back to her daughter.


Zack moved in behind Wendy, and began to
massage her shoulders.  Wendy immediately relaxed into his touch.  Mary slid
forward just slightly, and began to stroke Wendy's hair.  Wendy sighed quietly.


After it seemed that Wendy had relaxed
enough, Zack allowed his hands to move off her shoulders, and down her front. 
He pressed himself against her back as his hands gently cupped her tits.  Wendy
murmured in approval, her head tilting to the side to rest against his as her
eyes closed in enjoyment.


Zack was allowing his hands to slide over
Wendy's breasts, but only using his fingertips.  Mary was watching intently,
noticing how her daughter reacted to her boyfriend's caresses.  Finally, after
what seemed an eternity to Mary, Zack nodded very slightly to her.  He lifted
one hand off her breast at the same moment that Mary stopped stroking her
hair.  Mary leaned forward and kissed Zack, and then leaned back.  When she
did, it was her hand that landed softly on Wendy's breast, and Zack started to
stroke her hair.


Wendy was too lost in the pleasure to
notice the subtle change in the feel of who was caressing her where.  She
mewled, and pushed her tits out against whoever's hands they were.  Finally,
Zack motioned with his eyes, and Mary got the idea.  As Zack's hand left
Wendy's breast, Mary's mouth engaged it.  Wendy shuddered as Mary's tongue
slipped wetly over her nipple.


Wendy began to moan as Mary sucked on her
nipple, and Zack's hand ran down across her abdomen to rest on her upper
thigh.  Gently, he pushed her backward, until her legs came out from under her,
and she was lying down on the bed.  Mary had managed to move with her, keeping her
lips and tongue on a nipple.  As Mary switched breasts, Zack leaned down to
kiss his girlfriend, while his fingers slipped gently against the wet lips of
her pussy.


Wendy groaned loudly as his tongue
invaded her mouth.  His fingers danced across her lower lips until he slipped
his finger deep inside her.  She gasped at the feel of it, and her hips rolled
against his hand.  He set up a slow rhythm, fucking her with his finger in
smooth strokes.


Zack felt a hand brushing against his,
and soft fingers were urging him to move his own.  He pulled his finger out of
Wendy's pussy, and her mother slipped her fingers in.  Wendy barely noticed the
changeover, though she'd felt odd actions going on.  She was too far gone to
care.


Finally, Zack broke their kiss and sat
back.  Wendy moaned again, before opening her eyes.  She saw Zack smiling down
at her, and only then did she realize that the only one giving her pleasure was
her mother.  At that point, she couldn't have cared less.  Wendy ran her
fingers through her mother's hair, and rolled her hips against Mary's hand.


Zack leaned down to whisper in Mary's
ear.  Mary leaned up, releasing her daughter's tit from her lips, to look at
him worriedly.


"I'm... not sure how."


"Only one way to learn that,"
he said with a soft chuckle.


Mary nodded, and slipped down her
daughter's body, her finger still moving in and out of Wendy's cunt.  Zack took
the opportunity to tweak one of Wendy's nipples, to keep her distracted.


Mary looked at her daughter's wet pussy,
and hesitantly leaned in.  She was too nervous to notice Zack's presence until
she felt his warm breath against her ear.  He whispered some encouragement to
her, and told her what to do.


Mary leaned in hesitantly, her tongue
snaking out and finally contacting her daughter's clit.  Her finger continued
to thrust smoothly into Wendy's cunt while her tongue flicked repeatedly over
her clit.


"Oh, God!" Wendy cried out, and
arched her back.  Her hips began to buck against her mother's face.


"Whatever you did," Zack whispered,
"keep it up."


Mary did just that, flicking her tongue
rapidly against her daughter's clit.  Her finger began to thrust more rapidly
into her daughter's cunt, and Wendy's writhing grew stronger, while her joyous
cries grew louder.  Finally, with a scream that filled the room, Wendy came,
thrashing her head from side to side while her hips bucked up against her
mother's wiggling tongue and probing finger.


Mary did her best to continue licking her
daughter through her orgasm, and only as Wendy subsided did Mary slow down at
all.  Wendy pushed her mother away, shaking her head.


"Too... sensitive," she
panted.  Mary very slowly withdrew her finger from Wendy's pussy, and then
paused for a moment.  Slowly, she brought her finger to her mouth and sucked it
in, licking her daughter's juices off her finger while staring Zack straight in
the eye.


Zack leaned over and kissed Mary deeply
for a long moment.  After they finally came up for air, though, he moved over
to lie down beside his girlfriend.


"How was that?" he asked with a
grin.


"Oh, fucking shit!" she
murmured.


Zack let his hand slide along her stomach
as she regained her breath.  He let his hand slide up onto her breast, and
squeezed gently.  She mewled and wiggled in his grasp.


"Your mom still needs some
lovin'," he said with a smile.  Wendy nodded, but her face showed concern.


Mary saw that.  "You don't have to
do anything, sweetheart..."


Wendy shook her head.  "I want to
try, I'm just... scared."


Zack helped her up, and then he motioned
Mary to lie down on the bed, which she did.


"Start out by kissing her.  You know
how to do that.  Then just... work your way down."


Wendy giggled, but she did what he told
her to.  She slipped her tongue into her mother's mouth, and they were soon
kissing hotly, their naked bodies rubbing against each other.  After a while,
Wendy broke their kiss, and she began to kiss, lick and nibble her way down her
mother's body.  As she reached Mary's breasts, Wendy hesitated for a moment,
but then she let her tongue slide slowly over one of Mary's nipples.


Mary groaned loudly and shuddered.


Wendy began to suck on her mother's nipple,
letting her lips and tongue lavish attention on it.  Mary was moaning almost
constantly now.  Zack very gently took Wendy's hand and placed it on her
mother's abdomen.  He didn't move it, but he didn't let go of it, either.  He
felt Wendy's fingers making small circles against her mother's skin.  Once he
knew she was comfortable with that, he began to slide her hand gently across
her mother's body.


Zack could feel the hesitation as Wendy's
fingers began their descent through Mary's pubic hair.  She did not, however,
stop him.  When Wendy's finger inadvertently slid against her mother's clit,
Mary screamed, "Oh, fuck, yes right there!"  Wendy was so startled,
her finger spasmed, and rubbed against her mother's clit again.


"You've got the idea," Zack
said with a chuckle.  He let go of her hand, and sat back.  Wendy continued to
rub her finger against her mother's clit, and Mary could barely contain
herself.


Wendy was about to release her mother's
nipple to move her mouth further down, when Mary cried out again, and began to
buck her hips against her daughter's hand.  She writhed about and groaned as
her juices poured from her pussy.


Wendy began to remove her hand, thinking
that her mother would be too tender to continue.


"Oh, God, no, don't stop!  Please
don't stop!"


Wendy was startled, but she slipped her
finger back against her mother's clit again.


"Oh, yeah!" Mary said,
"Just like that!"


Wendy, figuring now would be the best
time to try, moved herself so that she was looking down at her mother's cunt,
while her finger slid against her mother's clit.  She had no real idea what to
do, until Zack whispered much the same thing into her ear as he had her
mother's.


Wendy moved her finger downward, and
pressed it against her mother's dripping hole as her tongue slid softly against
Mary's clit.  Mary cried out again, her hips continuing to roll, as Wendy began
to finger-fuck her mother for the first time, and was licking her clit in soft
strokes.


Zack moved off the bed to give them
room.  Mary looked up at him through glazed eyes, and smiled.  Zack motioned to
her, and she looked where he was pointing.  She had not realized that she could
reach her daughter's pussy from her position.  Mary moved her hand up, and
slipped a finger deep into her daughter's cunt, slipping it in and out
rapidly.  Wendy shuddered in pleasure, and her movements against her mother's
clit faltered for a moment, while she groaned in pleasure.


Mary lay back for a minute, but then she
looked over at Zack, and finally saw his raging hard-on.


"Mm.  Bring that hard cock over
here," she invited.  Zack smiled, and moved next to her, kneeling on the
bed.  He leaned forward, so she wouldn't have to interrupt Wendy.  His cock
slipped into her open mouth, and her lips closed around it.  The suction she
applied was wonderful, and he began to rock his hips in small motions, sliding
his dick in and out of her mouth.


Zack knew that he wasn't going to last
long.  After watching what he'd just seen, and with Mary's soft lips wrapped
around his dick, there was just no way.  He could feel his balls tingling, and
he made to pull out of her.  She used her one free hand to grab his cock, keeping
him between her lips.  He grunted a final warning, and she sucked on him until
finally his cum blasted out of his dick.  She swallowed every spurt as he
emptied his balls into her mouth.


When Mary finally let Zack loose from her
lips, she saw that he was still almost fully hard.  She looked up at him, and
in-between gasps caused by her daughter's tongue, she said, "Why don't we
see how good she is at this while you're sliding that big hard cock into
her."


Zack looked at her with a devilish grin. 
He moved over her, so that he could get behind Wendy, who he wasn't even sure
had heard the conversation.  Wendy groaned in discontent as Mary slipped her
finger out of her daughter's cunt.  When she felt a hard cock pressing to her
pussy, however, Wendy pushed her hips back against it, pushing her cunt onto
Zack's prick.


Zack wasn't able to start slow.  He slid
into Wendy in one stroke, and she moaned in bliss.  He didn't wait, but set up
a furious pace, ramming into her as hard as he could.


Wendy was grunting into her mother's
pussy as her tongue lapped at her clit and her finger thrust into her cunt. 
All these motions were aided by the fact that Zack was rocking her body with
his thrusts.  Mary was beginning to moan loudly, her body bucking and twisting
beneath her daughter as she rose toward climax once again.


In no time, Mary screamed out her
pleasure, her back arching as her pussy poured its juices over her daughter's
hand.  For long moments, she cried out and twisted back and forth as Wendy
continued to lick her clit throughout her orgasm.


When Mary finally came down, it was clear
to Wendy that she had nothing left for the moment.  Wendy pushed herself up
onto her hands and knees, thrusting her pussy back onto Zack's pistoning cock. 
Zack leaned forward, gently grasping her tits and massaging them, causing her
to moan and buck her hips even harder.


"Oh, God... Zack, I'm gonna
come!"


Zack thrust even harder into her, driving
himself toward his own climax.  They arrived at almost the same moment, his cum
spewing forth as Wendy's first spasm overtook her.  They both cried out loudly
as their bodies thrashed together for long moments, until they finally began to
descend from the heights of pleasure.


Zack slowly, almost regretfully, withdrew
his cock from Wendy's pussy, and then he sat back on his feet.  He gently
pulled Wendy back toward him, and then they both lay down on the bed.  Zack
felt Mary roll against him, and he now had a beautiful female on either side of
his body.


It wasn't long before he was once again
asleep.
-----
When Zack awoke, Wendy was missing.  He
felt Mary's hand running along his side, and he could tell she was awake.


"Where'd Wendy go?" he asked
quietly.


"To the bathroom.  I hope you're not
upset with me for barging in on your day together..."


Zack rolled over and pulled her close to
him.  She came readily, accepting his soft kiss.


"I only left the house to get out of
the madness."


"And to spend time with Wendy, not
me..."


Zack sighed silently.  "It's not
that."


"I don't mean to be difficult,
Zack.  I know you love her, and I'm not nearly as beautiful as she is... never
was."


Zack kissed her again, with meaning.


"You are beautiful, Mary.  I don't
mind spending time with you.  But if I had said, "Wendy and Mary, let's go
for a ride," then everyone would have wondered why they got left out.  If
I just pick one, then they all figure I'm doing it for a reason.  Just like you
did."


"Oh.  So... you don't mind?"


Zack snuggled in tight against her, and
kissed her one more time.  "No, I don't mind.  Besides, watching you two
together was hot."


Mary giggled just as Wendy came back in
the room.


"You should have seen the looks I
got in the bathroom!" she said with a giggle of her own.  "What are
you two conspiring about now?"


"Nothing, hon," Mary said,
glancing at Zack.  He understood that she didn't want Wendy to worry about her
mother.


Wendy crawled back up onto the bed and
rubbed Zack's back, but didn't attempt to snuggle with them.  He noticed.


"Something wrong?" he asked,
looking over his shoulder.


"Nope.  Just didn't want to intrude
for the moment."


Zack looked at Mary, who was smiling her
thanks at her daughter.


"We should probably head home,
though," Zack said after a few moments.


"Do we have to?" Wendy pouted
cutely.


"Well..." Zack hedged.


"Couldn't we go out to eat
first?" Mary asked.  "I haven't actually been out with you
yet."


"I'll even let you sit next to her
instead of me..." Wendy offered.


Zack chuckled.  "Okay, you talked me
into it."
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Zack was lying on his bed next to
Angela.  They were both mostly clothed, because they were working on Angela's
homework.  Zack was doing his level best to keep his hands off her while he
tried to help her with her math.  He had settled on giving her a kiss for every
question she got right.


He looked up at the knock on the door,
wondering who would interrupt them.  He smiled when he saw Mary.


"What's up?" he asked.


"Zack, some of the girls and I would
like to have a picnic... we'd like to open up the pool room and get some sun
and have some fun."


"Sounds good to me."  Looking
at Angela, he said, "We can finish this later, right?"  She nodded,
and so they both got off the bed.  "Let me get on my swimsuit, and I'll be
down in a second."
-----
Though the house had an
"indoor" pool, the room it was in was a glass surround, designed to
be opened to the environment on good days like this one.  Zack flipped the
switch, which slid the glass panels to either side, and gave access to the
backyard.  The glass roof, of course, stayed in place, but no one minded that.


Jill was already swimming, and Stephanie
soon joined her.  Zack openly ogled Wendy in her bathing suit, which was a
one-piece, but still looked absolutely great on her.  She walked over to him
and gave him a hug and a kiss.


"You look wonderful," he said
to her, watching her blush.


"Could you put some sunscreen on my
back?  I'll burn terribly if you don't."


"No problem."  Her suit dipped
very low in the back, and her fair skin would certainly be lobster-red by the
end of the day without protection.  Zack rubbed it on, trying not to get too
involved, or she'd soon be without a bathing suit.
-----
The family had been swimming, sunning and
playing for a couple hours when Beverly walked over to Zack, who was resting
for a few moments in a chair next to his mother.


"Zack, I don't want to alarm you,
but there's someone in the bushes over there."


"Where?  Don't point."


"To the left of the oak."


Zack looked, and saw what Beverly was
talking about, and instantly became furious.  Just then, Brian walked back out
of the house from going to the restroom.


"Bri, let's go take a walk."


"Huh?"


"Just follow me."


Zack walked over toward the storage shed,
which was in a direction opposite from where the intruder was located.


"Zack, what're we doing?"


"We have an uninvited guest.  I'm
sure I know who it is, and I am going to get rid of her.  Walk as quietly as
you can.  C'mon."


The pair walked between the shrubbery and
the privacy fence, staying fairly well hidden.  Zack took the opportunity,
occasionally, to look for the intruder, and was gratified that she wasn't
trying to get away.  He didn't think she knew they were onto her yet.


She was so intent on what was going on by
the pool, in fact, that the two boys were within ten feet of her without her
noticing.


"Well, if it isn't Miss
Dunham," Zack said sourly and loudly, causing her to jump and turn. 
"I don't remember inviting you to this party."


"Mister Griffin," she said with
a syrupy yet snide tone.  "No, I imagine you wouldn't want me seeing your
little orgy."


"Orgy?"  Zack turned to Brian. 
"You been screwing in the pool again?"


Brian blushed, but said, "Not
today."


"And I haven't gotten laid today...
so just exactly how is there an orgy going on?  All I see are a bunch of people
enjoying a warm afternoon in the sun."


"A bunch of women.  And two
men.  Don't try to tell me nothing's going on."


"I don't have to tell you anything. 
Oh, except that I'm placing you under citizen's arrest for criminal
trespassing.  Brian, you want to call the cops?"  Zack had picked up the
cordless phone along the way, and handed it to Brian.  This was bogus, because
the phone would not work at this distance from the house.


"I am an accredited journalist,
which-"


"Which gives you the right to report
what you find out.  It does not give you the right to break the law. 
The First Amendment applies only to your reporting of the news.  It does not
stipulate that I have to submit to your unlawful behavior in an attempt to
invade my privacy.  Now you have two options: hand me your camera and camera
bag, or we will call the police and have you arrested and charged with criminal
trespass."


Lisa Dunham stared daggers at her accuser
for a long moment.  However, she knew he was right.  Grudgingly, she handed
over her camera and bag.  "I can charge you with theft now, you
know."


"Hard to do, since I intend to give
it back," he said, rummaging through the bag.  He found two rolls of
exposed film.  He handed them to Brian, and then handed the bag back to Lisa. 
After that, he popped open her camera.


"Hey!" she shouted.  She
watched in rage as he yanked the roll free, exposing it all to sunlight and
ruining it.  After that, he handed the camera back to her.  He gestured her
through the bushes.


"Move."


The three walked across the yard, to the
surprised expressions of all the girls.


"You're a pig, you know that?"
Lisa spat.  "How many women are you sleeping with in this house?"


"None of your business.  As to my
swinery, what you think of me is roughly as important to me as what the Pope
thinks of me.  Obviously the women who visit this house think
differently."


"You're underage.  Those women are
breaking the law."


"Prove it."


"I intend to!"


"Yes, well, before you go off on
your crusade, know this: if you set foot on this property again, I will
have you arrested and charged, and I will make damned sure you spend at
least one night in jail."


Lisa glared at him, but then turned and
walked across the street, to where her blue Ford was parked.


As they walked back to the house, Brian
asked, "Who the hell was she?"


"A reporter.  If you see her again,
let me know."


"Man, you sure do have some nasty
enemies."


"Yeah, I know.  One thing at a
time.  Let's go back to the girls.  I really need to relax now."
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Zack was dreaming peacefully when he felt
someone nibbling on his ear.  He murmured in his sleep, but it would take more
than that to rouse him.  When he felt a hand encircle his cock, however, he did
begin to wake.


By the time Zack's eyes opened, lips were
surrounding the head of his dick.  He groaned and closed his eyes again, as she
worked over his length.  He rested his hand on her head, but let her do what
she wanted.  He knew, as aroused as he was, and as good as she was making him feel,
he didn't have long.


"Oh, god, yeah... gonna come
soon..." he grunted.  She sped up her motions, and Zack clenched his eyes
shut tightly, but it was no use.  With a final loud groan, he shot his load
deep into her mouth.  He felt her swallow, causing him to shoot even more
jism.  She swallowed it all before letting his cock loose, and then licking it
clean.  She gently inserted it back into his briefs before she crawled up to
cuddle next to him.


"Good morning," Gabrielle said.


Zack cocked an eyebrow at her. 
"Good morning."  The two kissed tenderly for long moments before they
finally settled, cuddling against each other.


"I thought you didn't do that,"
Zack said, finally voicing his confusion.


"It's not that I don't.  I just
never had.  I wasn't sure how.  I had a little talk with someone, who gave me
some pointers."


"Oh.  Who?" he asked, curious.


"Stephanie."


Zack smiled, wishing he could have heard
that conversation.  He pulled Gabrielle closer and kissed her again.


"Thanks," he said.


"Was I any good?"


"Oh, yeah.  But if you think you
need to improve, please feel free to practice on me any time!"  The two
giggled, and cuddled some more.


"Not that I mind, but how come
you're here?"


"There's nothing to do here! 
Sure, we've got the next two days off, plus our usual Wednesday... but there's
nothing to do!"


"Oh.  Yeah, I guess that would be
something of a problem.  What did you want to do today?" he asked while
caressing her back.  She shivered and hummed before answering him.


"What' I'd like to do is stay
in bed with you all day.  But I think we need to do more work on the program. 
You've got to get rid of that reporter, and I want this damned telepathy out of
my head."


Zack sighed quietly.  "Yeah, you're
right.  Can we at least shower first?"


"We?" she said with a smile.
-----
"Shit," Gabrielle cursed.  Zack
looked over at her.  He'd been relaxing for a bit, as he'd spent the last hour
working on his telepathy.  He had gotten to the point where he could hear
people's thoughts without a trance, but he had to concentrate fully on the
activity; it was not something he could use casually.


"What's the matter?" he asked.


"This whole wall idea isn't working
out.  It's impossible to build a wall high enough to block my senses... and I
can't figure a way to put a roof on it that will actually work."


"Oh.  I'm sorry, Sweetheart,"
he said, walking over and giving her a hug.  "Were there any other things
you could try?"


"Just one.  There was something in
here about pathways in the mind, and how the straighter the pathway is, the
easier it is to do things... I don't know, I need to read some more."


"Okay."  He rubbed her
shoulders for a little while, and she sank back into his touch.  After a while,
though, she leaned forward again, to return to her research.  Zack left her at
the computer, to go downstairs.


"Hey, Mom," he said, giving her
a soft kiss.  She hugged him tightly, rubbing her body against him.


"Hey," she murmured. 
"Have you two been working up there all day long?"


"Yeah, pretty much.  How was
work?"


"Same old shit."


Zack chuckled.  He kissed his mother
again, running his hand over her ass.  She moaned into his mouth and pressed
her body against him.  After a long moment, they broke the kiss.


"Oh, damn, Baby," Sharon
whispered.


"You want to sleep with me
tonight?" he responded.


"Hell, yes!" she replied.


Zack smiled and kissed her again softly,
then headed out to the kitchen to get something to snack on.  He found Mary in
there, making dinner.  He moved up behind her and rubbed his hands along her
sides.


"Mm.  Hey there.  What're you up
to?"


"Just got the munchies.  How long
until dinner?"


"About an hour and a half, so don't
go spoiling your appetite.  Is Gabrielle staying for dinner?"


"Don't know," he said, grabbing
a couple of cookies.  "I'll ask."


"'kay.  There's plenty for her, if
she wants to."


Zack kissed Mary softly before heading
back up to his room.  He was surprised to find Gabrielle pounding away at the
keys, obviously in the middle of a furious scripting session.  He stood back
and watched for ten minutes before she finally leaned back and noticed his
presence.


"Oh!  Zack, I didn't hear you come
in."


"Now I know what my mom means about
me.  You wouldn't have heard an elephant come in."


Gabrielle laughed and blushed.  "I
found something, and I really, really want to see if this works."


"Cool.  What is it?"


"It's a little tough to explain, but
there is like... a road... that leads from my normal mind to my telepathy.  The
problem is that the road is so straight, that the telepathy can just leak out
whenever it wants.  I thought about finding a way to break up the road... but
then remembered what you said about maybe needing my powers later, and thought
you might be right.  So I found a way that you can... um...  bend the
road."


"What do you mean, bend it?"


"Put in a couple of turns.  Of
course, you understand this is all figurative language..."


"Yes, I get that.  So, you can build
in turns... how does that help?"


"Well, this implies that the turns
will keep my telepathy from leaking out all over the place and getting in the
way all the time.  But supposedly, if I concentrate just a little bit, I can
follow the turns and get back to my telepathy when I want it.  The trouble will
be finding the balance between putting in enough turns to keep the telepathy in
check, and not so many turns that I can't ever get back to it."


"So... you've managed to write a
script that does that?" he asked, surprised that such a thing was even
possible.


"Yeah, I think so.  Could you
look it over and tell me if you see any problems?"


"Sure."


Zack looked over Gabrielle's script for
the next half-hour.  When he slid back his chair, he looked at her with
something close to awe.


"Damn, you're good."  She
blushed.  "I'm glad you're on my side."


"Did you see anything wrong?"


"No.  I can't be sure it'll work,
but the script looks right."


"Okay.  Let's give it a shot,
then."


Zack set up his PC version of PAO to run
the script, and then scooted out of her way.  She sat down, and started the
script.


A minute later, Gabrielle shrugged three
times, and then she looked around in something of a panic.


"Say something!" she
cried out.


"Such as?  What's the matter?"


She let out a huge sigh of relief. 
"The silence is deafening!  I never realized how quiet the world is
for the rest of you.  I was afraid I'd gone deaf!"


"I take it, then, that you have
closed off your telepathy?" he smiled at her.


Gabrielle nodded.


Zack walked over and hugged her tightly. 
Then he asked, "But, can you get back to it when you need it?  What am I
thinking now?"


Gabrielle focused a little, and made her
way through the maze...


"Ooooh, sounds like a good
idea."


They were just putting their clothes back
on when Mary called them to dinner.
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Zack relaxed in a chair by the pool,
watching the girls swim.  Gabrielle had wanted to take a day to play with PAO
by herself, and so he didn't have anything more taxing to do than relax.  He
had been in the pool already, and was taking a break so he would stop looking like
a prune.  Sharon was next to him, reading a book, and Mary was with Wendy and
Steph over by the grill.  He was looking forward to lunch; he'd missed
breakfast because of his wake-up exercise with his mom, and his stomach was
rumbling.


Just then, Beverly came over to him.


"Master, you have guests at the
door.  They told me to give you this."  She handed him a small card with
nothing but the Greek letter omega on it.


"Okay.  Could you take them up to my
room, please?  I'll be in in a minute."


Beverly nodded and departed.  His mother
looked at him curiously.


"More college girls, dear?" she
asked with a grin.


"No, this is business."


"Uh-huh," she said dubiously,
and went back to her book.


Zack went over and let Mary know to save
him some lunch, as he might not make it back outside before it was ready.  He
then went back into the house and up the stairs to his room.


"Master!" Terry cried, and ran
to him.  She hugged him and gave him a warm kiss.  He kissed her back, but
didn't hug her tightly, as he was still somewhat wet.


When she finally released him, she
stepped back and said, "I've missed you terribly."


"I missed you, too, Terry.  Hey,
Shirley."


Shirley came over to him more sedately,
but she kissed him with no less passion.  He let their tongues dance for some
time before gently pushing her away.


"Were you followed?"


"I don't think so," Shirley
answered.  "I took several evasive turns, even turning around a few
times.  That's why it took us so long to get here."


Zack closed his eyes, reaching out with
his mind.  He didn't sense anyone watching the house.  Even Miss Dunham was
taking the day off, apparently.  He knew that only meant she was doing research
somewhere else.


One thing at a time.


"Good.  Do you have any news for
me?"


"Only what Terry told you about this
Linda person..."


"Linda has been dealt with
already," he assured them.  Terry breathed a sigh of relief at that news.


"Do you know who the other pin
represents?" Shirley asked.


"No.  Any ideas?"


Both women shook their heads.


"Well, I've ruled out anyone really
close to me, so I have no idea who it is."  Zack had taken the opportunity
to use his own telepathic powers to check out each of his family members, to
see if they were deceiving him, but that was not the case.


"What do you want us to do
now?" Terry asked, a little hope in her voice.


Zack smiled, then walked over and closed
the door.  "You can undress, for a start..." he said to her.


As Terry was quickly disrobing, Shirley
went over to him.  "May I please be excused?  You promised you wouldn't
make me her plaything anymore..."


Zack considered for a moment.  He had
told her he wouldn't do it again.  He reached up and caressed her tit softly,
and she sighed at his touch.


"Tell you what, if you can suck me
off, then you can go."


Shirley brightened at that.  "No
problem!"  She hooked her finger in his swimsuit and tugged him over
toward the bed.  Once he was standing in front of it, she pulled his swimsuit
down carefully, exposing his hard cock to her eyes.  She hummed at the sight of
it.


As Terry finished pulling off the last of
her clothes, Shirley leaned in and pressed her lips against the head of Zack's
dick.  He shivered as she kissed his cockhead, and as her lips parted, allowing
his prick to slide into her mouth, he groaned softly.


Terry moved to him, now naked, and she
pressed her body against him.  The two began to kiss, their tongues dancing
wetly against each other.  Shirley ignored them as she focused her attention on
sucking his cock as best she could.  She loved giving head, and was glad that
he'd asked her to do it for him.  She began to bob gently on his cock, taking
more of it into her mouth with each movement, until she'd reached bottom.  His
cock was entering her throat, and she sucked hard as she began to slide her
mouth off him, trying to pull the cum from his balls.


Zack groaned, and then he reached up to
grope one of Terry's tits.  He didn't want to distract Shirley from the
wonderful job she was doing.  He knew that he would soon be climaxing, despite
his earlier activity.


As Terry continued to kiss him, Shirley
moved faster and faster on his shaft.  She reached up and fondled his balls,
and she could feel them begin to tighten.  She ran her tongue along the
underside of his cock, and he began to tremble, trying to restrain the flow of
cum that was fighting to burst free.


Finally, he couldn't hold back anymore. 
With a loud grunt, muffled by Terry's luscious mouth, he blasted his cum deep
into Shirley's throat.  She continued to suck until his come tapered off, and
then she swallowed his load.  She eased her mouth off his cock and licked the
tip, cleaning off any stray droplets she might have missed.


Shirley rose, and caressed his softening
cock while he continued to kiss Terry.  Finally, the other two broke their
kiss, and he turned to her.  She moved in and kissed him hotly, and he moved
his hand to squeeze her ass cheek through her jeans.


Once they broke their kiss, she asked,
"May I take a shower?"


"Sure.  Right through there."


As Shirley walked away, Zack turned to
Terry and more or less forgot Shirley existed.  He caressed Terry's back, and
she mewled, pressing herself against him, offering her master everything she
had.


Zack gently lowered Terry onto the bed,
and then knelt on the floor.  He gingerly urged her legs apart, and she gladly
obliged him.  Leaning in, he flicked his tongue against her inner thighs,
causing her to squirm.  He moved closer and closer to his goal, and her moans
grew louder, until at last he ran his tongue lightly over her clit, and she
screamed loudly in glorious orgasm.


Zack continued to tongue her clit
throughout her orgasm, while she wriggled and cried out on the bed.  Finally,
she began to settle, and he lifted his tongue, knowing that she might be too
sensitive to continue.


He was wrong in that regards, however.


"Oh, God, Master, fuck me!" she
pleaded.


Zack was instantly hard, just from
hearing the tone of her voice.  He gently pushed her further onto the bed, and
then slipped between her legs.  He paused a moment, and decided he wanted to
take her in a different position.  He turned her onto her side, and then lifted
her upper leg, exposing her wet and waiting pussy.


Moving forward, Zack slipped his cock
into her hole.  She moaned loudly at the feel of him.  He rested her upper leg
on his hip, and then he began to thrust, using her leg and ass for leverage. 
Terry was already moaning continually, begging him to fuck her harder.  Zack
obliged her, thrusting into her as hard as he could.  He enjoyed watching her
ample tits roll on her chest as she bucked against him, moaning encouragements
and cries of pleasure.


Zack continued to pound into her until he
felt his balls begin to boil.  Just to prolong the pleasure, he stopped and
pulled out of her.  He shifted her again, and had her get on her hands and
knees.  He entered her from behind, and she groaned in joy at the return of his
cock to her cunt.


He knew he didn't have much longer, and
so he bent over and reached around to massage Terry's breasts.  She cried out
in surprise, and then moaned in pleasure as he continued to ram into her.


Their cries melded together as they both
approached orgasm.  Terry got there first, her pussy squeezing and milking his
dick.  Zack couldn't take any more, and he froze, his prick fully inside her,
spewing his load deep into her.  The two remained coupled for long moments,
neither moving, their moans tapering off into pants of sheer pleasure.


Finally, Zack withdrew from her, and
rolled to the side, collapsing on the bed.  She gingerly lowered herself onto
the bed beside him.


"That was so much better than
Adam," she said.


"I'm sorry I had to send you back to
him.  You did a good job keeping me informed."


"Thank you, Master," she said,
and closed her eyes.  He knew that more than the sex, the stress had worn her
out.  He was energized, however, and decided that, since Shirley was still in
the shower, he'd join her to get clean.


Or get dirty.
-----
"Hey, everyone.  I just want to
introduce our new house guests."  He and Shirley had played in the shower,
and then cleaned up.  Terry had found another shower down the hall, and cleaned
up herself.


"This is Terry and Shirley.  They'll
be staying with us for... a while."  Zack was unsure of whether they would
actually stay in the house long-term.  If Adam got nasty, they could be
targets, and that would endanger his family.


But you're probably already a target,
so unless you move out, why make them?


The others didn't notice the mental
conversation going on in his head as they greeted the two new arrivals.  Zack
set his uncertainty aside, and pulled Stephanie away from the crowd.


"Steph, I'm putting you in charge of
the... uh... girls like yourself."  He still had trouble with the word
'slave'.


"You mean your slaves, Master?"
she said cheerily.  She had no trouble with her place in life.


"Uh, yeah."


"Why me?"


"Because I trust you."


He thought she would orgasm right on the
spot.  "Thank you, Master!  I'll do my best!"  She hugged him tightly
and gave him a soul-burning kiss that would have gotten a rise out of him, if
he hadn't been completely worn out.
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Zack woke up the next morning, and rolled
over.  He opened his eyes to see Angela watching him calmly.


"'Mornin'," he said sleepily. 
"Don't you have somewhere to be?"


"Nope.  Class is a review, and I
don't need to review, so I'm skipping."


"You are, huh?  Maybe I should
punish you for cutting class," he said with a smirk.


"And just what would you do to me,
Master?" she asked seductively.


Zack reached out and gently pushed her
head south.  "I think you know," he said.  She was quickly bobbing
her head on his cock.


Ah, life is good.  At least for the
moment.
-----
Zack would have been content to spend the
entire day with Angela in bed, but he knew they didn't have all day; Gabrielle
was coming by to help him deal with Miss Dunham's editor.  He was just getting
out of the shower when he heard the doorbell ring.


"Good timing," he said to
himself.


"Huh?" Angela said.  She had,
of course, showered with him.


"Nothing," he said with a
chuckle.  "Just talking to myself.  Thanks for the wake-up," he said,
kissing her gently.  She kissed back, but then he headed into the bedroom to
dress.  He wasn't fully dressed before Gabrielle appeared at the door.


"Hey, Gabrielle," he said in
greeting.


"Hey yourself.  The bed looks
extremely messy."


"You try keeping it neat,
then!" Angela said as she came out of the bathroom.  She had a huge grin
on her face, and Zack laughed at Gabrielle's discomfiture.


"Are you ready to go?" Gabrielle
asked Zack.


"Can we have lunch first?" he
asked.


"No.  You can eat afterward.  You
need to get this dealt with and over."


"Okay, okay.  Geez, you're awfully
bossy today."


"I don't want you getting
arrested."


"Never happen."


"You hope."


Zack shrugged.  He finished dressing, and
then headed downstairs.  They took his bike into town, heading for the
newspaper office.
-----
"Hello, can I help you?" the
receptionist asked.


"Yes.  I need to speak with the
supervising editor for Lisa Dunham."


"Mr. Radcliffe is on a call right
now," the lady said after checking her phone.  "If you want to wait,
I'll let him know you're here."


"Thank you."


Zack and Gabrielle sat in a couple of
uncomfortable chairs and waited.  They could see the man talking on the phone
in the office across the way.  It didn't seem like an animated discussion,
which was good; Zack didn't want to deal with someone who was pissed off.


After a solid ten minutes, the guy hung
up.  Zack counted to thirty before deciding the receptionist was taking too
long, and he stood up and walked over to the man's office, followed by
Gabrielle.


"Excuse me, Mr. Radcliffe?"


"Yeah, what can I do for you?"


Zack came in and closed the door. 
"I need to speak with you about Lisa Dunham's current assignment.


"That information is confidential. 
Who the hell are you, anyway?"


"My name is Zack Griffin."


The man's eyes registered recognition.


"That's right.  I'm the subject
of her investigation.  Now, you tell me, do I look sinister and evil to
you?"


"She claims you're into some really
bad shit."


"Such as?"


"She won't go into specifics."


"Well, let me go into specifics for
her.  I have multiple girlfriends.  All of my girlfriends know about each other
and my lifestyle.  I live in a large house.  I talked the owner of that house
into renting it to us dirt cheap.  I obtained my mom's car by doing a computer
job for the car dealership.  I won my motorcycle in a contest.  We make ends
meet by having two families living in the same house and sharing expenses."


"Your parents don't object to you
having girls over all the time?  Lisa claims you're having orgies."


"I've never been to an orgy.  The
most I've ever had was a threesome.  My parents have their own problems.  My
father recently walked out on us, and my mother is still adjusting.  She's too
worried about her own world to gripe about my behavior."  Gabrielle looked
a little pale, sitting next to Zack, but he tried to ignore it.


"So you're telling me to do...
what?"


"Get her off my back.  She's not going
to find anything, and I'm getting tired of her harassment.  Further intrusions
on her part may result in a lawsuit against the paper."


"You can't threaten us into leaving
you alone," Mr. Radcliffe said, angered.


"That was not a threat.  It was a
statement of fact.  I'm merely letting you know what the consequences of your
actions are."


"So, you're blackmailing us.  Leave
you alone, or get sued."


"In order for me to blackmail you,
I'd have to have something to reveal to the public that you didn't want the
public to know.  Are you saying that you'd rather the public didn't know you
were looking into my life?"  Zack thought that was a particularly nice
twist on the guy's statement.


Mr. Radcliffe opened and closed his mouth
a few times, then decided on a different tack.


"We'll do whatever we choose to do
in our investigations, Mr. Griffin.  Your visit here today only gives her
assignment more credibility."


Zack sighed.  So close, but so far away. 
He pulled out his PDA.


"Fine.  I guess we do it the easy
way, then."


"What the fuck are you-" the
man's voice was interrupted by the musical blast of Program Alpha-Omega.
-----
"Would you really have walked out of
there without using the program on him?" Gabrielle asked between bites of
her sub.


"Sure.  Truthfully, I have nothing
to hide that they can find out about.  Yes, I have done some things that are
outside the law.  No, there's no way anyone could find out about them, because
even the people who helped me do so, don't remember doing it."


"Still, they could cause
trouble."


"They could.  But I don't think so. 
I want to spend this afternoon beefing up PAO.  I still think I'm going to need
to deal with Ms. Dunham on a personal level.  I also need to work on my
telepathy."


"And your mind control."


"Huh?"


"Remember, with Linda?  You need to
develop that skill more.  It could be vital to beating Adam.  It's something he
can't replicate."


"Okay, I suppose.  Not really sure
how to practice that, though."


"Well, tell you what.  Let's go back
to your place, and you can show me what you want to do to the program.  Then
I'll do the programming, and you can practice your mind tricks."


"Hmmm."


"What, you don't trust me with the
program?"


"Sorry, trusting comes hard.  I do
trust you, it's just a gut reaction."


Gabrielle nodded.  "I'd be surprised
if you weren't paranoid by now."


"But the age old question: am I
paranoid enough?"


Gabrielle chuckled.
-----
"Welcome back," Mary-maiden
said.


"Hi.  Tell me what I know about mind
control without using the program."


"Quite a lot, from your
research," Wendy-maiden replied.  "Where should we begin?"
-----
Zack sat in his telepathy room in his
mind, watching.  He recognized Gabrielle, working diligently at the computer. 
He could see the intensity of her concentration, and so he didn't want to mess
with her.  He noted the absence of Lisa Dunham, which was too bad, really, as
he could have used her as a practice target.  Moving outward, he once again
encountered his next door neighbor.  He thought she was good-looking enough,
but he didn't have a lot of interest in her.  Still, she was an acceptable
target.


He focused on her mind, and easily
slipped inside.  He didn't see much that really interested him, as she was a
rather shallow woman who spent most of her day watching soap operas and
drinking wine.  He found that an odd combination, but didn't dwell on it.


He was entirely unsure of exactly how to
practice mind control on her.  He didn't really have anything he wanted her to
do.  He considered for a long moment, and then he shouted into her mind, <Bring
your new neighbors a housewarming gift!>  He felt her mind lurch, and
then it settled, but he could tell that something was slightly different.  He
couldn't put a finger on what, but he decided to step out of her mind and see
what the results were going to be.


<Could you maybe tone down the
commands a bit?  Us telepaths are somewhat sensitive, you know,>
Gabrielle said to him in thought.  He jumped, startled.


<Sorry,> he replied after
recovering.  <I'm just not sure how to do the mind control thing. 
Shouting seemed like a good way to override her own thoughts.>


<Whispering softly would more
likely be a better way to accomplish it.  That 'little voice told me to do it'
effect.>


<Good idea.  Thanks.>


Zack went back out into the world,
looking for a new target.  He found a guy walking his dog, and entered his
mind.  He found this interesting, because the guy was a businessman, thinking
about all his important clients and such.


In as soft a mental whisper as Zack
could, he thought, <Cross the street.>


He uttered the voice twice more before
the man stopped, looked both ways, and crossed the street to walk on the other
side.  The man didn't seem overly puzzled at why he'd done that, so Zack
wondered if it had been his own idea.


Once again, Zack ordered, <Cross
the street.>


It only took two tries this time, and the
man crossed back over to the original side of the street, and just kept
walking.


Well, that was interesting, Zack
said to himself.  He was surprised that the commands worked so easily, having
to be repeated only a couple times to be accepted.  Then he thought that
perhaps it was because the command wasn't really contrary to the guy's
thinking.  Zack realized he'd have to try different things to see if it
mattered what he was telling them to do.


For now, however, he was tired, and he
decided he needed a break.  He left his mind and returned to his body, to find
that Gabrielle was still working hard, coding the new parts of the program.


Zack quietly left the room, to leave her
to her work.  She never noticed his absence.
-----
"I'm not sure if all this
worked," Gabrielle said.  "But if it did, the program should be
shorter, and more powerful."


"Shorter?  How'd you pull that
off?"


"I realized that we were overkilling
things.  With the initial blast capturing the person like it does, the next
thirty-two seconds are wasted time.  All they're for is to put someone under...
and the person is already under."


"Shit, I hadn't thought of
that."


"I left about five seconds of it in,
anyway, just to make absolutely certain."


"Good idea.  So how long does it
take now?"


"Not sure.  I haven't run it yet,
I've only compiled it.  You want to run a relax script on me, and see what
happens?"


"I know better ways to make you
relax..."


She giggled.  "After the
test."


"Promise?" he asked with a
puppy-dog look.


"Yes, yes!"


Zack brought up one of his scripts, and
typed her codeword into the necessary spot.  Then he stepped back and said,
"Whenever you're ready."  He pulled out his stopwatch to time it.


Twenty-three seconds later, Gabrielle
shrugged three times, and was completely relaxed, sitting with her eyes closed
in front of the computer.  Zack left the room once again, to go get a snack and
contemplate the congratulations he'd give her when she awoke.
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Zack woke up the next morning and
snuggled close to Wendy.  He was trying to make sure to give her more of his
time, though it was difficult with all the chaos going on and all the girls
running around.  Briefly, he wondered how much she resented his playing around
on her, but then drove the thought from his mind; he didn't have time to worry
about it now.


Doing his best not to wake her, Zack got
out of bed and headed for the shower.  He was dressed and out the door without
disturbing her; he didn't see any reason she needed to be up this early during
the summer, unlike him, who had class to go to.


Gabrielle was waiting in her usual spot
for him that morning.  He gave her a deep kiss, which she happily returned. 
The two went into class and sat down to wait for the teacher to arrive.


The morning passed quickly, and the two
had already completed their assignment for the day, so they had the afternoon
free.


"You want to come over and help
me?" Zack asked.


"Help you do what?" she replied
coyly.


"Work on the program," he said,
bursting her bubble.  "I want to see if we can't get the program time down
even shorter."


"Shorter than twenty-three seconds? 
Why?"


"Because I'm sure Adam is trying. 
More than that, I want to kick up the power as much as we can.  I want this
thing to overwhelm any possible defense."


"What brought this on?"


"Terry and Shirley.  They keep
telling me how dangerous Adam is.  I just want to be ready if and when he tries
something."


"Okay... that's going to take a bit
of research."


"I know.  That's why I need your
help."


"Ah-ha," she said with a
smile.  "Well, so long as you feed me."


Zack chuckled, and they headed out to his
bike.
-----
Zack and Gabrielle spent over an hour looking
over information that could help them make the program stronger.  They were
getting their thoughts together to start programming, when the doorbell rang. 
It rang three times in succession, and even the doorbell sounded angry.


Zack looked at Gabrielle, and said,
"You think?"


"Has to be."


"Took her long enough."


Zack made his way downstairs, with
Gabrielle in tow.  He got down the stairs just as Beverly opened the door. 
Lisa Dunham stormed into the room, her anger steaming off her.


"How dare you!  You think you can
just toy with my career like some bimbo?  How dare you try to get me pulled
from this story!"


"Try?" Zack asked, curious.


"Oh, they'll never let me print it. 
Radcliffe made that quite clear.  But don't you believe for a minute that I'm
going to stop digging!  I'm going to expose you, Mr. Griffin!"


"Perhaps we should discuss this in
the office," Zack said calmly.  Gabrielle wasn't surprised to feel a
little bit of trepidation from Zack.  No one knew yet if the new program would
work on her.


"I have nothing to discuss with you,"
she said, but followed along nonetheless.


"Oh, I beg to differ.  I think we
have a lot to talk about."  Beneath the conversation, Zack was working his
way into her mind.  It was very difficult to walk, talk, and use
telepathy, but he'd been practicing a lot lately, and since he knew the layout
of the house, he was okay.


Once in Lisa's mind, Zack started
repeating, over and over, in a low tone, <You want to see Zack's PDA
again.  You want to see Zack's PDA again.  You want...>


Once they made it into the office, Zack
moved around his desk.  He motioned Lisa to a chair, and Gabrielle stood off to
one side.


Lisa was feeling unsure of herself.  She
couldn't quite make her thoughts clarify all of a sudden, and she was having
the distinct urge to see the device that Zack had shown her on their first
meeting.


"So, what is it you think we have to
discuss, Mr. Griffin?"


Zack put his PDA on his desk and fiddled
with it.


"Why do you hate me?" he asked.


"I do not hate you.  I believe you
are -"


"Okay, new question," he said,
interrupting.  "Why are you lying?  We both know you hate me.  Why don't
you just admit it?"


"I do not get that personally
invested in my stories.  You are an investigative target, nothing more."


"Except that the story has been
pulled, and yet you're still here.  So, there must be something more.  Why do
you hate me?"


Meanwhile, Zack was working with his PDA,
pulling up the appropriate scripts and making a couple modifications to them. 
He could see that Lisa's eyes were flicking regularly down to his desktop.  As
he waited for her to answer, he began to repeat his earlier mental chant.


"I don't hate you," Lisa
almost whined.  She was losing control, and she didn't understand it. 
"Look, would you stop fiddling with that thing?  What the hell are you
doing, anyway?"


"Just this," he said, and
turned the PDA so that it was sitting right-way-up for her.  He pressed the
Execute button, and the flash filled her vision.  Zack was gratified to see her
instantly blank expression, and the triple shrug that occurred twenty-three
seconds later.


"Now, what do you think?" Zack
asked.


"Very pretty.  What's the
point?" she asked.


Gabrielle lifted herself off the wall,
but Zack motioned to her to stay where she was.  He stood up and walked around
his desk, then reached down and grabbed Lisa's tit, squeezing it firmly.


"I bet you're enjoying that, aren't
you, you bastard," she seethed.  It was not a question.


"Yes, I am.  What are you going to
do about it?"


"Nothing, you sonofabitch.  I'm
going to sit here and let you do that."


"That's right.  And anything else I
want to do, right?"


"Yes."


Zack looked over at Gabrielle and
answered, "I'm being kind of mean.  I've left her hatred of me intact. 
But she has to obey me, even though she knows she doesn't want to."


"Damn," Gabrielle said,
impressed.


"Want to help?" he asked with a
smile.


"I'm not into girls," she
answered.  "And I need to get back to work on the program."


"Okay.  I'll be up in -"


"In a while, yes, I got that.  Have
fun," she said with a smile, and left the room.


Returning his attention to Lisa, Zack
said, "Stand up."  She did, and he began to unbutton her blouse.


"When was the last time you got
laid?" he asked.


Lisa's face darkened, but she answered,
"Two years ago."


"Damn!  With a body like
yours?"


"Men are pigs.  You're proving that
right now."


"True, but the thing about that is,
if you treat us like pigs, we're going to continue to act like pigs.  It's
easier for us."  He finished unbuttoning her blouse, and yanked it off her
arms and let it drop into the chair she had been sitting in.


"So we're supposed to treat you like
kings, is that it?" she snapped.


"Well... you will treat me
like I'm your master, which I am.  But generally, no, we'd just prefer to be
treated like men.  That is, with values different from, but just as valid as,
yours."


"What bullshit," she responded,
while Zack reached behind her and unhooked her bra.  She didn't like how close
he was to her now.  She could feel his heat and smell his scent, and she knew
where this was going.  She didn't want to admit the arousal her body was
beginning to feel.  Not that she would be able to hide it from him for much
longer.


As the bra dropped free and Zack stood
back, he looked down upon some very nice breasts, with tight areolas and large,
erect nipples.  He reached down and tweaked one, causing her to gasp.


"Oh, you like that," he said. 
He didn't wait for a reply, but instead leaned down and sucked one of her
nipples into his mouth while his hand worked over the other one.


Lisa was immediately in torment.  Her
mind was revolted by the fact that he was forcing himself on her.  Her body, on
the other hand, was just happy to be getting some attention.  Her back arched,
pressing her tit deeper into his mouth.  When he slipped his tongue along her
nipple, she sighed softly in pleasure.


Zack soon switched his mouth to her other
nipple, but his hands began to work on her slacks now.  It didn't take too long
before they were undone, and he pushed them off her hips, letting them fall to
the floor.  Her panties soon followed, and she was naked now except for her
stockings and pumps.  He lifted his mouth from her nipple as he stepped on her
clothing and told her to step out of it.


Lisa complied, not sure of what he wanted
her to do next.  She stood there, unable to cover herself, and secretly wanting
him to touch her again.  She was unprepared for what he asked for.


"Undress me," he ordered,
holding his arms away from his body slightly.


Lisa moved closer, and lifted his T-shirt
up his body until it came off.  She let it drop to the floor as her eyes
involuntarily took in his smooth, bare chest.  She reached down to undo his
belt, and then his jeans.  She leaned down to pull them off his hips.  She had
to kneel to undo his sneakers, and pull them off with his socks and pants.


Zack remained only in his briefs now, and
she hesitated for a moment, steeling herself for the moment when his obviously
hard cock would be revealed to her sight.  She didn't want to let him know how
much she needed it.


As her hands slowly peeled his underwear
down off his hips, she saw the head of his prick.  She gasped involuntarily at
the sight of it, and her hands quickened their movements, sliding his briefs to
the floor rapidly.


Zack stepped out of his underwear, and
then looked down at his plaything.  He knew she was fully aroused, and he was
going to take full advantage of it.


"While you're down there," he
said with a grin, "you mind sucking me a bit?"


Lisa Dunham was not an experienced sexual
partner.  She had had a few boyfriends, but the relationships had never lasted
very long.  Still, she was not opposed to giving head.  She ran her tongue
along the length of his shaft, licking back and forth as she went.  Zack liked
the feel of her lips against his pole, as well.  After moving up and down a few
times from the side, she moved her lips to the head of his cock and slowly took
him into her mouth.


Zack was in heaven as Lisa began to work
over his cock.  He could feel her tongue slipping along the underside of his
shaft as her lips paved the way.  Once she'd taken as much of him as she could
into her mouth, she began to bob on him, first slowly, then with greater
fervor.


Zack was writing code in his head, trying
to distract himself from the wonderful feelings his dick was having, because he
didn't want her to stop.  He knew that was a losing battle, though, and sure
enough, he felt himself pass the point of no return.


He grunted a warning to Lisa, and she backed
off a little, but kept her mouth on his cock.  Her movements were even faster,
trying to draw his cum out of his balls.  In only a few more seconds, she got
what she wanted; his cum blasted out of the tip of his dick and filled her
mouth.  She continued to suck on him until his orgasm subsided, and then she
swallowed his cum.


Zack leaned back against his desk and
tried to catch his breath for a second.  It had been a very good climax, but he
wasn't done with Lisa yet.


When Zack was ready, he motioned for Lisa
to rise, and she did so.  He then moved her and had her bend over the desk,
placing her hands on the far edge.  She automatically spread her legs for him,
too horny now to care who he was.


Zack moved in behind her, and looked down
to see her pussy, dripping wet with anticipation.  He smacked her ass once,
just to see what she'd do.  Her muscles clenched, and she jumped, but she
uttered a moan of pleasure.


"So you like it rough, eh?  Well, we
can do rough..."


Zack pressed the head of his dick to her
pussy, and pressed in slowly.  He enjoyed the slow sensation of his cockhead
penetrating her.  Once he'd gotten himself in the first couple inches, however,
he pushed much faster and harder.


Lisa screamed in a mix of discomfort and
bliss.  Zack gave her no time to adjust to him, as he set up a fast rhythm,
pounding into her pussy like a jackhammer.  Every once in a while, he'd slap
her ass again, and she would cry out in joy.


Zack was really enjoying this ride.  He
hadn't expected her to be at all fun to fuck, even though she was definitely a
hottie.  He grabbed hold of her hips so he could fuck her even harder, and he
closed his eyes, just enjoying the sensation.


Lisa's eyes were also closed, her body
overcome by the feeling of being filled up after such a long hiatus.  She was
grunting now, her heat rising toward her peak.


Zack felt her pussy begin to clench down
on his cock, but he didn't slow down.  He continued to fuck her just as hard. 
After a few more thrusts, she let out a loud scream and her body jolted, over
and over, caught in the grips of a massive orgasm.  Zack hung on for the ride;
she was bucking enough to fuck him without him having to move at all.


Once she began to come down from her
climax, Zack started thrusting once again.  He sensed, though, that something
was missing now.  She was too sated to be fun.  He pulled out, and wondered
what to do with his raging hard-on.


Getting an idea, he said, "Lie down
on the floor."


A little shakily, Lisa complied with her
instructions, lying on her back with her legs spread for him.  He ignored that,
instead straddling her abdomen.  His cock pointed at her chin, resting right
between her ample tits.


Lisa was unsure of what he wanted, until
he pushed her boobs together and slid his cock between them.  She quickly
caught on, and held her tits for him, so that he could tit-fuck her properly.


Zack loved the feel of his cock slipping
between her breasts.  Looking down into her face, waiting for him to blow his
load, was also arousing.  She knew that he was going to come all over her, and
he was.  He could feel the pressure building.


"Open your mouth and catch it,"
he said.  She leaned her head up, her lips parting as wide as they could.  Zack
thrust his hips even faster as his climax started.  Once it hit him fully, he
grunted and thrust in spasms, his cum shooting out and landing first on her
nose, then in her mouth.  The last few spurts hit her chin and then her chest.


Zack was thoroughly exhausted by the time
his body stopped jolting from his orgasm.  He wiped the last remnants of cum
off his dick onto her chest as he sat back, still pinning her to the floor.


"Did you enjoy that?" he asked.


"Yes, you shit."


"Good, because we're probably gonna
do it again."


"Of course you will.  I've got no way
to stop you."


"Nope.  You can get cleaned up and
go home now."


"You're not going to keep me?"
she asked, a portion of her mortified that he didn't want her.  The rest of her
was mortified at the part of her that wanted to stay.


"Well, I'm not going to keep you here. 
That would look really suspicious, now wouldn't it?"


"Yes, it would.  If anyone but me
was paying attention, which I doubt."


"Is that what bugged you so much? 
No one was noticing that I was having a good time?"


"You're a slug!  You're controlling
me!  No wonder you get whatever you want!"


"Exactly.  But see, here's the
thing: it's legal for someone to give me something for free.  If they're happy
doing it, then that's even better.  No, I can't let you tell the world how I
did it.  That would open up a bigger can of worms than you could even
imagine."


"Yeah, it would just spoil all
your fun, wouldn't it?"


"Did it ever occur to you, Lisa,
that I'm not the only one who knows how to do this?"


She sat in stunned silence at the
thought, while Zack rose and reached into his desk for a wet wipe.  He cleaned
himself up, and then got dressed.  Lisa was only beginning to recover by that
point.


"You're saying there are others."


"I'm saying that if one person has
done it, it is likely that others have done it.  It is also conceivable that
some of those others are not nearly as benign about it as I am."


"You call this benign?" she
demanded.


"Comparatively, yes."


That thought shook her up some. 
"I'm not sure I believe you."


"I don't care if you believe me or
not.  You will come back here once a week to let me know if you've heard
anything important... and to do whatever else I might want you to do." 
She knew exactly what that meant.


"I understand.  So you're going to
use me as a plaything."


"And an information source.  I want
you to look up a company called Adamant Computers.  Find out everything you can
about them.  I mean everything."


"Okay.  Who are they?"


"That's what I want you to tell
me."


"Oh."


"I've got to get back to work.  I'm
sure you can see your own way out.  You're a great lay, by the way."


She flushed crimson in embarrassment, but
he didn't notice as he walked out of the room.  He had enjoyed putting her in
her place, and he couldn't pass up the opportunity to use her as an
investigator to see if she could find out things about Adam that he couldn't. 
The last little barb was just because she had annoyed him so much over the last
couple weeks.  He went back up to his room to help Gabrielle with the program.


"Are you... relaxed now?" she
asked with a smile.


"Oh, yes.  Quite.  I might even be
able to keep from leering at you for an entire afternoon now!"  


She giggled, and then got serious. 
"Did the program take completely?"


"It seems to.  I told her to look
into Adamant Computers for me."


"That might be good.  Anyway, here's
what I've done so far..."
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Zack walked into the house with Gabrielle
in tow.  Their classes were done for the day and the week, and they both wanted
to return to working on Program Alpha-Omega.


Just as they were about to go up the
stairs, Angela stopped him.


"Master, someone called for you. 
But first he asked for Terry."


"What did you tell him?" Zack
asked.  He'd told everyone about this.


"I told him I didn't know anyone
named Terry.  Then he asked for you, and asked me to tell you to call Adam at
your earliest convenience."


"Okay, thanks.  Good work,
too."


Angela beamed at him, and then walked
away.  Zack and Gabrielle continued on up the stairs and into his room.


"What do you figure he wants?"
she asked.


"Terry, most likely.  I note he
didn't ask for Shirley.  Odd, that.  Anyway, I'm sure he suspects they're here,
despite Angela's denial."


Zack picked up the phone and dialed,
waiting to get a response.  "This is Zack Griffin returning Adam's phone
call."


After a few seconds, Adam was on the
phone.


"Zack, I think you and I have a
problem."


"Oh?  What's that?" he asked.


"Terry and Shirley have gone
missing.  Something tells me, you know where they are."


"Why would you think I'd know?"


"Because those two didn't even
socialize until after coming back from Martina, when you programmed Terry for
me.  To have them both go missing at the same time without your
involvement goes beyond the realm of possibility."


"Perhaps they took a road trip
together," Zack offered.


"No, I don't think so.  Neither has
been at their home in several days.  Since last Friday, in fact."


"And you're just now starting to
look for them?"


"I was exhausting all other obvious
possibilities before accusing you."  Adam's voice darkened.  "I want
Terry back."


"I can imagine that you do.  Look,
why don't you come down here... no, tell you what, I'll come up to you, and
we'll see if we can't figure out where those two have gotten off to."


"All I can say is you'd better bring
her with you when you come."


"Can't bring what I haven't got. 
Terry isn't here, Adam."  This was technically not a lie; Terry was out
shopping at the moment with Sharon and Stephanie.  Not that this was important.


"Right.  You heard me.  I'll see
you... when?"


"I'll fly up tomorrow."


"Fine.  Tomorrow, then."  Adam
hung up without waiting for a response.


Zack sat down on the bed.  Gabrielle
moved over to him.  "That sounded like it went okay... Why are you going
all the way up to him?"


"Because I don't want him anywhere
near this house or any of you.  This is dangerous.  Now is the point where it
would be smart of you to back off."


"I'm not going to do it.  You're my
friend."


Zack sighed again.  "It's a good
thing you're cute, 'cause you're really dumb."


Gabrielle tackled him, and the next hour
was spent in something resembling nude wrestling.  They both knew that trouble
would come soon enough, and that they needed to take their joys where and when
they could get them.
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Episode 13: War of the Minds, Part I
Gabrielle and Zack spent a good portion
of their night up working on the program, trying to increase its power and
reduce its run-time.  At five in the morning, they finally stopped, in the
belief that it simply wasn't possible to do anything more to it.


"How long do you figure it's going
to run now?" Zack asked her.  He had spent the last hour working more on a
script than on the program, leaving her to that, as she knew exactly what she
was doing.


"Right now, it's going to depend on
the complexity of the script."


"We've gone that far?"


"Yep."


"Well, let's try a simple relaxation
script, then.  I have to get some rest, or I'm going to be worthless
today."  Zack booted up his rejuvenation script, and readied it to run.


"What am I supposed to do for the
next hour?" Gabrielle asked.


"This won't take an hour.  Just
fifteen minutes.  I don't like using it, because I'm not sure what it'll do to
the body if you used it all the time, but every once in a while, I just don't
have any other good options.  Like today.  See you in a few."


Zack punched the Execute button, and was
assaulted by the program.  What had once been a rather beautiful and melodic
experience was now anything but enjoyable.  The sounds were brash and abrasive,
and the visuals were causing his eyes to cross.  But twelve and a half seconds
later, he was under, immersed in the world of his mind.


Two of his unknown maidens approached
him, and made his stay quite enjoyable.  He was awakened by his mental climax.


"You look like you're in a good
mood," Gabrielle said.


"Good dream," he replied,
blushing.  "You want to try it?"


"No, I think I'll get my rest the
old-fashioned way, since you won't let me go with you."


"I told you, it's too dangerous.  I
don't want to give Adam another target."


"If he's paying attention at all, he
already knows about me."


"But he may think you're just
another girl.  He probably doesn't realize the danger you represent to him. 
Look, take this stuff," Zack said, handing her a box with disks and a
couple notebooks.  "This is everything I've ever done with PAO.  If I
don't come back, the program is yours.  I'd ask you to take care of my family,
but other than that, just watch your back."


Gabrielle set the box down.  "Do you
really think this is that dangerous?"


"I don't know.  I'm not sure what's
going to happen when I lay out everything I know for him."


"Zack, please be careful," she
said, and wrapped her arms around him.  He kissed her, and they stayed in their
embrace for some time.
-----
"Good morning, Lisa," Zack said
to her as he approached her.  She was waiting for him at the Martina Airpark,
as he'd asked her to.

"Good morning," she said, neither congenially nor
hostilely.


"Let's get going."


The two walked into the office, and asked
the coordinator if anyone was heading north within the next hour.


"I can't give you that information
son.  I-"  The man's sentence died off when Program Alpha-Omega assaulted
him.  Ten seconds later, the man shrugged three times.


"Now, once again.  Is anyone heading
to St. Louis, or further north, in the next hour?"


"Two choices."  The man wrote
down the information, and Zack took it and left.


"Do you do anything the old
way?" she asked.


"Why would I?" he responded simply.


It didn't require using the program to
hitch a ride to St. Louis, as the first pilot was more than willing to let them
ride along.  They climbed into the business jet and buckled in.  They
introduced themselves to the other two passengers, who nodded, but didn't
reciprocate.  Zack shrugged to himself, and then sat back, waiting for the
flight to begin.
-----
Zack walked into the terminal at
Mid-America airport.  It wasn't St. Louis, exactly, but he was actually closer
to where he was going now.  He was surprised, as he entered the terminal, to
find someone holding up a sign that said "Griffin".


Zack pulled out his PDA and walked over
to the man.  "Are you waiting for Zack Griffin?"


"Yes, sir," the man confirmed. 
"Adam sent me to take you into Belleville and find a hotel."


"Fair enough," Zack said.  He
quickly raised his PDA and hit Execute.  It took only ten seconds, and the man
shrugged three times.


Did Adam not protect his people from
reprogramming?  Or has he programmed them to act like it succeeded?  Well, one
quick way to check...


"Tell me Adam's last name."


"Sandalwood."


"Good.  Take us into
Belleville."


"Yes, sir."
-----
Zack checked into the hotel, and they
settled in for just a few minutes.


"What do you want me to do?"
Lisa asked.


"Check around, and find out what you
can about Adamant Computers.  Try to be somewhat discreet, but I need
information."


"Okay.  What will you be
doing?"


"Confronting Adam."


"That could be dangerous."


"I know that."


Zack walked out the door and got back
into the car that was waiting for him.  The driver immediately pulled out and
headed to Adamant Computers.


"Have you called Adam to tell him
we're coming?"


"No."


"Do you have instructions to do
so?"


"No."


"Interesting."


The rest of the ride progressed in
silence, until they pulled up to the entrance of an office building, four
stories high and quite modern.  Zack was duly impressed.  His PDA was already
in his hands.


Zack walked into the building alone.  The
driver apparently also had no instructions to accompany him.  Zack looked
around quickly, and spotted a security guard.  He walked over, and before the
guard could even speak, Zack had begun the man's reprogramming.


"Where is Adam's office?"


"Third floor.  Get off the elevator
and take a right.  It's at the end of the hall."


"Cute."  Anyone would expect
the CEO to be on the top floor.  This made him harder for someone to attack.


"How well is this building covered
by security cameras?"


"There is one in every room."


"Elevators?"


"No."


"Bathrooms?"


"Yes."


"Joy.  Write down your contact
information."  The man took out a small notebook, wrote down some
information, and handed it to Zack.  Zack pocketed it, and walked toward the
elevator.  He was collecting the contact info for every person he enslaved.  He
might need them soon.


A young lady got on the elevator with
Zack.  "You work for Adam?" Zack asked.


"I'm a programmer," she
replied.  The next thing she saw was the bright flash of PAO.  Zack knew he
didn't have that much time to work.


Getting off on the third floor, Zack made
his way to the left, intentionally getting the directions wrong.  He spotted
three cameras covering the hallway, so he knew he'd have to be careful.


Entering the first office he came to, he
saw two people discussing code on a whiteboard.


"Can we help you?" the one guy
asked calmly.  He and his colleague were soon ensnared.


Zack figured he'd just about pushed his
luck as far as it could go.  He made his way back down toward Adam's office,
and then went in.


"Can I help you, young man?"
the middle-aged woman at the desk asked.  He knew she'd been chosen for her
looks, because despite her age, she was still hot.  He controlled his urges,
however.


"I need to see Adam.  My name is
Zack Griffin."


"I'm afraid you need an appointment,
sir," she replied.


"He'll see me.  Just ask him."


The woman cocked an eyebrow at him, but
then got up from her desk.  Just as she did, another man came into the office. 
She turned and greeted him.


"Hello, Mr. Chalmers.  The directors
meeting has been moved back to three o'clock this afternoon."


"Just great.  Thanks, Betty,"
the guy grumbled.  As Betty turned to go into Adam's office, Zack took his
biggest chance yet.  He turned his back to Adam's door, and he aimed his PDA at
Mr. Chalmers.  The guy turned instinctively to see what this kid was doing, and
soon was under Zack's control.  He hastily scribbled his information on a
notepad and handed it over, then was on his way.


"Adam will see you now," Betty
said.  She ushered Zack into the office, and closed the door behind him.  Zack
looked around the large office, which actually had a conference table on one
side of it, away from Adam's desk.  The room was more high-tech than opulent,
though the luxuries were still there.


"You seem to be missing
something," Adam said sternly.


Zack looked himself over theatrically. 
"Nope, all my parts are here."


"Where is Terry?  I told you
that I wanted her back."


"I can't give you what I haven't
got," Zack said.  "Not really why I came here, anyway."


Adam glanced at him.  He pushed a button
and said, "William, come in here a minute."


Zack waited while William came to the
office.  William glared somewhat at Zack, but didn't say anything.  Apparently
he had not forgotten his Aikido lesson.


"So, Zack.  Why are you here, if not
to bring back Terry Meuller?"


Zack began to pace, as he often did while
thinking.  He began to speak, slowly as he worked through his thoughts. 
"Well, the thing is this: I've gotten some hints of just exactly what it
is you plan to do with the program.  What I'm hearing is very disturbing to
me."


"Why don't you tell me what you've
heard, and I'll try to put your fears to rest?" Adam said.


"I know about the map," Zack
said simply.


Adam cocked an eyebrow, and then smiled. 
He pushed a button under his desk, and a wall panel rolled to one side,
revealing the map.


"You mean this one?  This is nothing
to fear."


Zack stepped closer and looked at the
map.  It was exactly as it had been described.  He noted the number of blue pins
in Martina had been reduced from two to one.  Zack looked at all the shading,
and the legend.


"You're trying to tell me that I
shouldn't be worried that you want to control the entire country."  Zack's
voice dripped with disbelief.


"Well... I don't like to say
'control'.  Just influence, really."


"Influence them into giving you
whatever you want, whenever you want, for however long you want."


"Well... yeah."


"That's control."


"Semantics..."


"What is it you want?  What could
you possibly want that would both require your control of the entire country, and
not be worrisome to me?"


"Look, Zack.  Don't get all
righteous on me now.  I know what you've been up to.  I know about the flashy
new car and the nice house.  Your hands aren't clean..."


"I never said they were.  But the
number of people I'm trying to control is limited.  What's your limit?"


"About 280 million," Adam
quipped.  Zack was not amused.


"So I ask again.  What do you
want?"


"I don't think you have a right to
know that, Zack."


"I already know.  I know that you
have Presidential aspirations.  You plan to remake the country into your own
weird image."


"It'll be better off," Adam
replied.


"For whom?" Zack demanded.


"Well, me, of course.  But
truthfully, do you believe the country runs well now?  I surely can't hurt it
that much more than what's currently happening to it, can I?"


"I'm sure you'd find a way."


"Look, Zack, what do you
want?"


"I just want to live a nice life. 
I'll tell you what I don't want.  I don't want any part of your little
scheme."


"You could always emigrate,"
William suggested.


Zack glared at him.


Adam stood up, and walked around the desk
toward Zack.  Zack tensed.


"I'm not sure where you're getting
your information from, Zack, but it's flawed.  I'm not some evil monster trying
to turn the country into a dictatorship.  I just want... what you want.  A nice
life."


"Yeah.  Right.  I think it's time
that we went our separate ways," Zack said.


Adam sighed heavily.  He turned back to
his desk, and then sat on the front edge of it.  "Okay.  Let's lay out
exactly what that means.  What do you want me to do?"


"Don't suppose I can get you to stop
your little campaign, hmm?" Zack asked.  He had no expectation of a
positive answer, but he had to ask.


"Uh, no.  No, I can't see that
happening."


"Fine.  Then what I want is for you
to stay out of Martina, and to leave me and my family and friends and town
alone."


"Have I intruded on your space
before?" Adam queried.


"I know Linda was your
operative," Zack said.


Adam nodded.  "Okay, fair enough.  I
wanted to keep an eye on you, in case you were plotting against me.  Call me
paranoid, but you can't begrudge a guy a little security, can you?"


"I want your guarantee that you will
send no more people to spy on me."


Adam thought for a long moment, then
said, "Agreed."


"Fine.  I don't think we've got
anything more to talk about."


"There is still the matter of the
cost of the equipment you've been given," William said.


"Which is easily balanced by the
value of the programming work I've done for this company," Zack shot back.


Adam waved William off.  "It's okay,
William.  The company can absorb the cost.  Is there anything more you require
to close out our arrangement?"


"Yeah, one thing.  A PDA
programmer."


"You realize that those devices are
hardwired to report to us, don't you?" William asked.  "You are
essentially nullifying everything you've just said."


"I know how to get around your
little tracking protocol."


"You've never been able to
before..."


"Haven't I?  Are you sure
you've been getting accurate readings?" Zack said, smiling in such a way
that William shivered.


"Interesting.  Anyway, William will
give you a PDA programmer.  After that?"


"After that, I don't want to hear
from you ever again."


"Agreed."


Adam walked over to shake Zack's hand. 
Zack looked at him for a very long moment before reaching out and shaking hands
with him.  Then Zack followed William out of the room and down the hall.  In a
small, empty office, William opened a cabinet to retrieve a PDA programming
device.


Zack could not resist the opportunity. 
He knew that William was one of Adam's chief lieutenants.  As William turned
around, device in hand, Zack pressed Execute.


William actually jolted, and he twitched
twice during the program's run, but he shrugged three times when the program
finished up, ten seconds later.


"Who is your master?" Zack
asked.


"You are," William replied.


"If anyone else asks, who is
your master?"


"Um... you?"


"Wrong.  If anyone else asks, your
master is Adam.  However, if you receive conflicting orders from him and me,
you will obey my orders.  Is that clear?"


"Yes."


"Good.  Give me that."  William
handed over the device.  "Now I guess you would show me the door.  Let's
go."


Three minutes later, Zack was escorted
out of Adamant Computers.  He felt confident that he had a grasp on his future.
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Zack was slightly disoriented when he
woke the next morning.  He was used to his own bed, and this one wasn't nearly
as comfortable.  He groaned, and then rolled over.  That's when he remembered
who was in bed with him.


Lisa was still asleep, her back turned to
him.  She had not been hostile to him, but she was clearly not happy, either. 
He wondered how long he should let her suffer before fixing it so she was happy
with things, but he didn't really have an answer for that.  Looking at her
naked back, however, was making him horny.


Zack slid over, gently pressing his body
against hers, his cock pressing against her ass.  He slid his hand along her
side, pulling the covers down to her waist.  Now that her breasts were exposed,
he slipped his hand onto one and cupped it gently, tweaking her nipple with his
finger.


Lisa mewed softly in her sleep, her body
enjoying Zack's attention.  He continued to massage her tit, making her nipple
hard.  He leaned in and ran his tongue along her earlobe, and she giggled in
her sleep.  He could tell she was rising to wakefulness, though.


After a few more moments, Zack heard her
inhale sharply, and knew that she was awake.


"Good morning," he said softly,
squeezing her breast.


"Hi," she said.  She wasn't
friendly about it, but she arched her back and pushed her tit into his hand. 
She could feel his hard-on pressing against her butt cheek, and she was
pressing her ass back into him at the same time.


"Did you sleep well?" he asked.


"Fine," she replied, with a
soft sigh.  She wriggled her body, then asked, "What are we going to do
today?  Are we going back to Martina?"


"No.  We need to do some snooping,
to find out more about Adam's company."


"That's going to be tough to do on a
Sunday," she warned.


"I know.  We'll do what we can. 
We'll probably stay through tomorrow, so we can get into government offices and
such."


"I see," she said, pressing
herself back into him.  "What do you want me to do today, then?"


"Right now," he said, squeezing
her breast again, "I want you to suck my dick."


Zack moved his hand as Lisa rolled over
to face him.  She let her hand slide down his body, going beneath the covers to
encircle his hard cock.  She smiled at the thought of it as she began to ease
herself down the bed, moving toward his waist.


As Lisa moved, she exposed Zack's cock to
her view.  It was hard and nearly pulsing with arousal.  She bent down and
sucked the head of it into her mouth, causing Zack to groan with pleasure.  She
wasted not a second, but began to slide her lips immediately down his shaft,
engulfing as much of him as she could.  Then, she started to bob her head,
sucking him furiously.


Zack was lost to the pleasure.  Her mouth
was exquisite, and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensations.  Lisa sucked
his prick energetically, her head bouncing faster and faster on his pole.  Zack
was grunting his warning in no time, but she didn't seem to notice.  She barely
slowed down as he gave her a final warning, then unleashed a torrent of cum
into her mouth.  Once she felt the creamy substance hit her tongue, she slowed
her pace, and swallowed it all when he was done.  But she kept sucking him,
even after his orgasm.


Zack was still trying to regain his
breath after coming, and he didn't have the energy to tell Lisa to stop, so he
simply let her go on with what she was doing.  In only a few seconds, he was
fully hard again.


Zack had little time to register Lisa's
movements, but she sat up, straddled him, and then impaled herself on his cock
in just a few seconds.  Zack grunted loudly as she began to slide her cunt down
on his prick, and then she started to bounce gently on him.


When Zack had finally regained his
breath, he said, "I don't remember telling you that you could do
that."


"Do you want me to stop?" she
asked pointedly.


"Um... no, I think I'll let you get
away with it... this time."


Lisa smiled and began bouncing more
vigorously on his pole.  Zack put his hands on her hips and began to thrust
back up at her, moving in time with her rhythm.


Lisa was quickly rising to her own peak,
but just as she was arriving, Zack stopped her movements.  She groaned in
frustration, but Zack didn't care.  He pulled her down on top of him and
rolled, so that he was on top.  Rising to his knees, he started to thrust
inside her.


Lisa was quickly screaming out her
orgasm, lost to the pleasure she was feeling.  It lasted for a long time, and
Zack wondered how she could stand it.  Finally, she started to subside, but
Zack didn't stop fucking her.  He eased off for a moment, but he continued to
move inside her.


Finally, when Lisa's orgasm was fully
past, he pulled out of her.  She sighed at the loss of his cock, but she should
have known he wasn't done with her.  He rolled her over onto her stomach, and
had her get up on her hands and knees.  He moved in behind her, but she was not
ready when he pressed his cockhead to her asshole.


"I've never been ass-fucked,"
she said quickly.


"There's a first time for
everything," he replied.  He pushed in slowly, not wanting to damage her. 
Slowly, her ass stretched to admit his prick, and then the head of his cock was
inside her. She groaned as he continued to slowly push forward until he was halfway
inside her.  He pulled back out slowly, and then back in, making it a little
further.


Lisa was moaning loudly now.  She had not
realized how wonderful this would feel, only aware that it was going to hurt
some.  The pain was there, but was so overshadowed by the pleasure that she
barely noticed.  Zack started to stroke into her ass, moving slowly at first,
but picking up speed as she relaxed.  He reached forward and pulled her up
against him.  Her back was arched, and he groped her tits as he continued to fuck
her ass.  Lisa was lost in pleasure.


It had been a while since Zack had reamed
anyone's ass, and he was really enjoying Lisa's.  He started to thrust harder
and faster as he felt his orgasm approaching.  He knew she wouldn't come with
him, but he didn't care.  He was pinching her nipples now, and ramming into her
as hard as he could.  She was grunting and moaning and crying out in pleasure.


Finally, Zack loosed his cum deep into
her bowel.  The hot cum filling her ass sent her senses into overload, and she
screamed out, an intense orgasm washing over her.  Zack was surprised, but he
could do little more than finish up his own climax, and then gently lower her
to the bed as her body wriggled and shivered in the throes of orgasm.


He went to the bathroom to wash up, while
she slipped slowly back into sleep, having the most wonderful dreams.
-----
"You sure Zack won't mind us going
out?" Angela asked.


Steph shook her head.  "He said I
was in charge, and that if I wanted to do something, that was okay with him.  I
want to go shopping."


"Good enough for me!" Jill said
with a smile.  The three girls got in Stephanie's car and drove out.  They
didn't notice the station wagon following them.
-----
"Hello, ladies," a middle-aged
man said to the three girls.  They were sitting in the food court at the mall,
enjoying lunch.


"Who are you?" Stephanie asked
suspiciously.


"No one important.  I just needed
you to look at something.  It should only take a second."  The man held up
a PDA, and it began displaying a strange sequence of colors and playing an
eerie melody.  Stephanie stared at it, but when it finished, a half-minute
later, she shrugged.


"So what?" she asked.


"Do you like it?" the man
asked, covering himself.  He wasn't sure what was wrong, but he had his orders.


"Not really."


"What about you two?" he asked
the others.  He displayed it again for them.  Neither of them was at all
affected by it.  They shook their heads.


"It's dull.  What's it for?"
Jill asked.


"I'm afraid I can't discuss that. 
Anyway, thank you for your time.  I won't trouble you further.  Have a nice
day."


As the guy walked away, Steph said,
"Well, that was creepy."


The other two agreed, but Angela stared
after the guy.  "Still," she said, "I can't help feeling like
I've seen him somewhere before."


"Where?"


"I don't know.  Oh well, it's not
important.  Where to next?" she asked, getting back to their lunch.
-----
"Are the three of you all
right?" Zack asked with concern.


"Yes, Master, we're fine,"
Stephanie assured him over the phone.  "He didn't do anything except play
the program, then leave."


"Do you know who he is?"


"No.  Angela said he looked familiar
to her, but she couldn't figure out from where."


"Okay.  It's not important for now. 
If she remembers, let me know.  Anything else going on?"


"Just the usual," she said. 
"I miss you, Master."


"I'll be home on Tuesday. 
Promise."


"Okay.  Take care of yourself. 
Don't let that Lisa woman wear you out!"


Zack laughed.  "I'll try not to. 
Tell everyone I said hi.  Talk to you later."


Zack hung up, and looked over at Lisa,
who was still naked.  They hadn't yet left the hotel room.


"What's so funny?" she asked.


"I'm not supposed to let you wear me
out," he replied.  Lisa grinned.


"I'm the one who's tired," she
said with a yawn.


"Yeah, but you should get dressed
now.  It's time to go eat."


"'kay."
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"Hey.  What can I get ya?"


"I'll have eggs over easy, sausage,
and orange juice."


"Coming right up," the waitress
assured him.


Zack sat back and looked out the window. 
Belleville was a nice enough city, but it held a monster in its midst.  Zack
wondered just exactly what else Adam would try.  He had sent Lisa off to try to
find out.  She had the reporter's instincts for digging up dirt.  Zack would
take a more pedestrian approach.


When the waitress came back with his
food, he said, "Thanks.  Say, do you know anything about Adamant
Computers?"


The woman's look was immediately
guarded.  "Why do you ask?"


Zack shrugged.  "Trying to find
work.  I was wondering if they were hiring, what their industry focus was, that
kind of thing."


"You're kind of young to be 'looking
for work', aren't you?"


"Just got out of college.  I'm older
than I look."


"All I know about Adamant is that
they're very secretive.  I'm told you have to sign all kinds of secrecy forms
when you go in that place."


"Really?  Do they work on military
contracts or something?"


"I don't know, and I don't want to
know.  The less anyone has to do with Adamant, the better."  She walked
off, leaving him to eat his breakfast and ponder her words.


So, Adam has worked to establish a
reputation in this city.  And it's one of fear.  That could be useful,
somehow... but I'm not sure how.


He ate his breakfast while he mulled over
the situation.
-----
"So what did you find out?"
Zack asked Lisa.  He'd not found out anything terribly useful during his day,
except that people were afraid to talk about Adamant Computers.


"The company has been in operation
for the last eight years.  They hold several consulting contracts with some
pretty big corporations, but nobody you'd have heard of."


"Any government contracts?"


"They are the central computer
supplier for Scott Air Force Base."


"Hmm.  Anything else?"


"Not that I've found on that front. 
The company has several confidential agreements with other local and
not-so-local companies to provide 'services'.  That's all the paperwork says
about them."


"Damn.  How far away is
'not-so-local'?"


"Texas."


"Shit.  Anything else?"


"They have applied for six patents
in the last two years.  One of those patents has been classified for national
security purposes."


"I'd bet that's the program."


"Probably."


"Go on."


"They have a standing arrangement
with two martial arts schools in St. Louis, and a security firm in Cahokia,
Illinois.  The place is well protected."


"I figured.  Anything else?"


"Not that I've been able to
ascertain so far."


"Okay, good work."


The pair were sitting outside a frozen
custard shop, discussing the company.  Having finished her report, Lisa wanted
to get something to eat.  She got up and left the table to walk to the outside
counter.


Zack paid little attention as a car
pulled into the parking lot.  He saw it, but dismissed it, until the window
rolled down.  He saw what was happening, but could not react fast enough to do
anything.  The shot was fired, and the car sped off.  Zack didn't think to get
the license number of the car, but instead ran to Lisa...


But that was a losing game.  The shot had
hit her in the head, and there was enough blood on the asphalt to tell him
there was exactly zero chance of her survival.


Zack began to shake, and he went back to
the table to sit, before he fell down.  He knew that there was no mistaken
identity involved here; Adam had ordered the death of Zack's information
source.  What he didn't understand is why Adam didn't go directly for Zack.


You son of a bitch.  If I win this
little fight, you are so going to regret it.
-----
Three hours later, Zack walked back into
his room at the hotel.  The police had questioned him endlessly.  He had stated
- accurately - that he had no idea who the people in the car were.  He did not
tell them that he believed Adam Sandalwood to be responsible for the killing;
that would have only caused him more grief.  He chose not to use PAO, instead
relying on simply keeping his mouth shut.


Zack was still shaking, but now he was
shaking with anger.  He would respond to this, but first, he had to check in
with his family.


"Hey, Sweetheart," his mother
said on the other end of the phone.


"Hi, Mom.  How are you?"


"I'm fine, Honey.  Everything okay
up there?"


"No, not really.  Something's
happened.  I'm okay, but it's pretty serious.  I want you to tell everybody to
keep their eyes open.  In fact, it might be good if you didn't leave the house
until I get back."


"Okay, Sweetheart... what's going
on?"


"Hard to explain, but there is real
danger here.  Lisa just got shot."


"My word!  Is she okay?"


"Not unless someone redefines
'dead'," he replied sarcastically.


"Zack!  Are you hurt?  Is
this-"


"Mom, I'm fine.  They weren't even
shooting at me.  I think it might have been Adam trying to send a message. 
Anyway, just watch yourselves.  I'll be back home tomorrow, around noon."


"Okay, Sweetheart.  I love
you."


"I love you, too, Mom.  Talk to you
later."


Zack hung up the phone, and then sat for
a few minutes.


"So you want to play hardball?"
he asked the air.  "Two can play that way."


Zack knew he couldn't go around shooting
people, but he also knew that the death of a person wouldn't mean much to Adam,
anyway.  There was, however, something that would.


Zack picked up the phone and started
dialing.
-----
Two hours later, Zack met the two
programmers he had enslaved at the front door to the building.  In a few
seconds, the guard he'd enslaved unlocked the door from the inside to let them
in.  All three of these people had been called in by Zack, to do what they were
now doing.


"I need access to the computer where
Program Alpha-Omega is being developed," he told the two programmers.


They escorted him to the second floor,
and into an office.


"This is it?" he said in
disbelief.


"This is the server it's on.  The
computers out in the lab merely connect to this machine."


"What do you want to do?" the
other programmer asked.


"I want to input this virus,"
Zack said, holding up a disk.


"You know there are backups,"
the first programmer said.


"I know, but how recent are
they?"


"We make new backups every two
weeks."


"When was the last one?"


"Last Monday."


"So he loses a full week of data. 
That's good enough."


The second programmer booted up the
system into an administrator account.  Zack inserted the CD, and then executed
the commands.  The virus attached itself to several programs, and waited for
them to be executed.


Zack executed one of them.


Five minutes later, Zack was leaving the
building.  It would be several hours before his mischief was noticed.  He would
be on a plane by then.  He decided to head directly to the airport.  He would
be back in Martina by sunrise.
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Zack woke up around noon, and stretched. 
He had arrived back in Martina at five o'clock, ridden his bike home and then
gone directly to bed.  He had missed two days of class now, but he figured what
was going on around him was significantly more important.  He would make up the
class work.


Around one o'clock, the doorbell rang. 
Mary answered it, to find Gabrielle standing there.  She came in, and saw Zack,
going immediately to him and giving him a hug.


"I'm glad you're back safe,"
she said.


He smiled at her, and said, "For the
moment, anyway.  Anything happen around here while I was gone?"


"No."


"Good.  C'mon upstairs, and we can
talk."


She followed him up to his bedroom, and
he closed the door.  She sat on the bed, and then he told her everything that
had happened over the weekend.  When he was done, she sighed.


"There's going to be trouble."


"Yeah, I know," he said. 
"That's why I want you to back out now.  He doesn't know how dangerous you
are yet, and I'd like to keep it that way.  Just pretend I don't exist, until I
get this taken care of."


"You know I'm not going to do that. 
We're in this together."


"This isn't funny, Gabrielle.  This
could get us both killed."


"I'm aware of that," she
replied.  "But you need me.  Let's face it:  you weren't making nearly as
much progress without me."


Zack had to admit this was true.  "I
just don't want you to get hurt," he said softly.


Gabrielle stood up and walked over to
him, and wrapped her arms around his neck.  "I know.  And I don't want to
see you hurt, either.  That's why someone's got to have your back.  That
someone is me."


She ended the dispute by pressing her
lips gently to his and kissing him for a long moment.  Zack rubbed his hands
across her back, holding her tightly against himself.  He knew she could feel
his hardening cock pressing against her leg.


As the couple continued to kiss, Zack
reached down and pulled the hem of Gabrielle's shirt up, letting his hands
slide across the smooth skin of her back.  His hands traveled up her back, and
as they reached her bra, he took the opportunity to unhook that, as well.  She
moaned into his mouth, encouraging him to continue what he was doing.


Zack finished undoing her bra, then moved
his hands up further.  Finally, they had to part so that he could finish
removing her shirt.  She lifted her arms, and he pulled the shirt and bra off
her body, letting them fall unceremoniously to the floor.  He let his eyes
travel down her body, enjoying the sight of her curves.  Leaning in, he began
to kiss her neck.  Gabrielle sighed at the feel of his lips on her body, and
ran her fingers through his hair.


Zack continued to move downward with his
lips, kissing and licking as he went.  Finally, his tongue circled her areola,
teasing her as he got closer and closer.  Finally, his tongue slipped across
her nipple, and she groaned out loud.  He began to suck on her nipple, and his
other hand moved up to fondle her other breast.  Gabrielle arched her back,
pressing her tit into his mouth and hand, and Zack's other hand rested on her
lower back, pulling her more tightly to him.


The two stayed like that for some time,
Zack switching back and forth between her breasts while Gabrielle moaned and
toyed with his hair.  Finally, Zack let his hands drop lower, and he unfastened
her jeans, pushing them to the floor.  Gabrielle worked her feet to pull off
her shoes, and then her pants.  Meanwhile, Zack pushed her panties off her
hips, and they were soon removed with everything else.


Zack stood up and led the now-nude
Gabrielle over to the bed.  He gently laid her down on it, and then he knelt. 
He parted her legs gently, and leaned in.  As his tongue contacted her pussy
lips, Gabrielle groaned loudly and arched her back.  Zack licked up and down
lightly, avoiding her clit for the moment.  He could see that she was very
moist already, and so he stiffened his tongue and pressed it against her hole. 
He could feel her pussy contracting against him as his tongue made its way
inside her.  He wiggled the end of it a little, and Gabrielle mewled.


As Zack began to slide his tongue in and
out of her opening, he reached up to play with her tits.  Gabrielle was rolling
her hips, lost in the pleasure of what Zack was doing to her.  She was moaning
and panting now, her heat rising toward climax.


Zack knew she was getting close.  He
pulled his tongue free of her pussy, and moved it up to flick across her clit. 
As he repeated this over and over, Gabrielle's heat rose quickly.  She was soon
writhing on the bed, right on the verge of orgasm.


Zack wrapped his lips around Gabrielle's
clit, and began to suck, hard.  This was more than she could stand, and she
screamed out in joy, her body wracked with spasms, her orgasm washing over her
like a flood.  Her juices poured forth and coated Zack's chin, but he didn't
stop sucking on her clit until she started to come down from her high, which
took quite some time.


Zack stood up and looked down at her. 
Her chest was heaving with every breath, and that was very entertaining to
watch.  She smiled up at him, but was incapable of words yet.  He went into the
bathroom, and she heard water running, but he was soon back in the bedroom.


As he started to remove his clothing, she
watched intently from her spot on the bed.  He didn't make a show of it, and so
he was quickly naked, his hard cock standing proud.  She felt her pussy tingle
at the thought of it inside her.


Zack reached down to take her hand, and
he helped her to her feet.  She pressed herself against him, trapping his hard
dick between them.  He kissed her softly, and then stepped back.  He led her
into the bathroom, where the shower was finally heating up.  He reached in and
tested the water before he motioned her inside.


Gabrielle stepped into the shower,
letting the hot water run over her body.  She loved the feel of it, and turned
all the way around to let it coat her whole being.  Zack stepped in and closed
the shower door, and then came to her.  He pulled her against him, his cock
still hard as iron and ready for her.  Zack moved her over to the side of the
shower, and told her to put one foot up on the shower seat.


Once Gabrielle was where he wanted her,
Zack reached over and positioned the shower head so that it would wash over her
and keep her warm.  Then he turned back to her and embraced her body.  His cock
slipped between her legs, and he felt it run across her pussy lips.  She gasped
at the feel of it, and smiled at him.


Zack reached down and positioned himself,
then pressed forward.  His cock slid easily into Gabrielle's well-lubricated
pussy.  She moaned at the feel of his cock filling her up.  He slid in all the
way to his balls, and then rested for just a moment.  She let him, staring deep
into his eyes and smiling encouragement.


Zack began to slide in and out, not
moving rapidly.  He ran his hands across her back and sides, caressing her
everywhere he could reach.  He massaged her ass, pulling against her to force
himself further into her.  She groaned when he did so, enjoying the feel of him
inside her.


Zack started to thrust faster as his own
pleasure built.  He grunted with each thrust, the cum beginning to boil in his
balls.  Gabrielle's pussy began to squeeze his cock with each thrust, as she
tried to pull his climax from him.


With just a few more thrusts, Zack went
over the edge, and his cum spewed deep into Gabrielle's pussy, filling her up. 
He groaned loudly in pleasure as each spasm washed over him, causing his whole
body to tingle.


Zack slumped against Gabrielle for a
moment as his orgasm subsided.  She held onto him, caressing his back and
feeling his dick shrinking within her.  She moved her foot to the floor,
causing him to slip out of her, but that was okay for the moment.  She set him
down on the shower seat, and moved the shower head to wash him off a bit.


Gabrielle knelt down in front of Zack,
and started to lick his balls.  He looked down at her in surprise, but she paid
no attention.  She took each of them into her mouth, and sucked on them
gently.  After a while, when she felt his sensitivity had subsided, she released
his balls, and began to lick his shaft.


Zack sighed in pleasure as Gabrielle's
tongue worked him over.  She licked up and down his pole repeatedly.  Finally,
she took the head of his dick into her mouth, and began to suck on it.  Zack
grunted at the feel of it, and it didn't take all that long before he was fully
hard again.


Gabrielle didn't release him then, but
she stopped sucking.  She bobbed her mouth on his prick, making sure he was
good and hard.  Finally, she let him loose, and stood up.


"Can you stand?" she asked with
a smile.


"I think so," he replied,
grinning at her.


She turned her back to him and bent over,
putting her hands on the wall.  This pushed her ass out, giving him ready
access to her pussy.


Zack got the idea, and rose from the
seat.  He moved in behind her, and pressed his cockhead to her opening.  He
slipped in just as easily as before, burying himself fully inside her in one
smooth stroke.


"You don't have to be so gentle this
time," she said to him.  "I loved that, but right now, I need
something more... vigorous."


Zack chuckled, and he ran his hands up
her sides.  "Okay," he said, "here it comes."


Zack grabbed hold of her hips, and began
to thrust in and out of her.  He pulled her back into him as he pushed forward,
shoving his prick as deeply into her as he could.  She was quickly grunting
with each thrust.


Zack leaned forward and then reached up
and grabbed her tits, which were swinging with each thrust.  He groped them
strongly, pinching her nipples and tugging on them.  Gabrielle squealed and
moaned with his movements, her heat rising again.


After a while, Zack stood back up,
thrusting harder into her pussy.  She grunted louder as he moved faster.  He
gave her a couple light smacks on the ass, and she muttered some encouragements.


Taking a chance, Zack reached down and
put his hand on the crack of her ass.  He bent his thumb and pressed it against
her asshole.  At first, she cringed, but then she relaxed, letting him do
whatever he wanted.


Zack pressed his thumb into her ass as he
continued to thrust into her.  In a few seconds, his thumb was fully inside
her.  He picked the pace back up, wiggling his thumb in time with his thrusts.


Gabrielle was very quickly on the brink
of orgasm this way.  Her pussy was squeezing and grasping at Zack's cock,
trying to milk him.  The pleasure this caused was pushing him to the edge, as
well.  The two bucked against each other, moving closer and closer to climax.


Gabrielle was the first to go, screaming
out her ecstasy and bucking wildly against Zack.  The movements of her pussy on
his dick were too much for him to take, and he loosed his seed into her once
more.  He grunted as his hips rocked out of his control.  It was long moments
before either of them came down from their high.


Finally, Zack became more coherent, and
he slipped out of Gabrielle's pussy.  She was still twitching from her orgasm,
and she cried out one last time as he slowly pulled his thumb from her ass.  He
washed himself off while waiting for her to regain her senses.  She leaned
against the wall, and finally turned around to face him, resting her back
against the cool tile.


"That was intense," she said
with a grin.


"Yeah," he replied.  It was
about all he could say.


"That thumb thing... we're gonna
have to do that again.  Or maybe I need to try out your cock up there."


"I'm game when you are," he
assured her.


"You done it before?"


"A few times, yeah."


"'kay.  Can I take a nap, now?"
she said.


Zack laughed.  "Sure.  Dry off
first, though, or you'll get chills."


"I've already got chills,
thanks to you!" she said.  She pushed herself off the wall, and kissed him
passionately.


It was several hours before they ever
left the bedroom.
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"I want that sonofabitch
dead!" Adam screamed.  "And you find out who helped him, and I want
them in my office.  Today!  We've lost a week because of that kid!"


William kept his cool.  "Sir, are
you sure that's the best course of action to take in this situation?  We might
need him yet."


"Listen to me, you bastard.  If any
of you were half as smart as you led me to believe you were, we wouldn't
be relying on a goddamned teenager to make the program work!  You're in
no position to offer advice!"


"Yes, sir.  What would you have me
do?"


"Contact our operative in Martina. 
Tell him to hire whatever help he needs, but that I want Zack Griffin dead by
the end of the day! And BRING ME TERRY MEULLER!"


"Understood, sir."


"MOVE!"


William hurried out of the room.
-----
Zack stretched in his lounge chair,
enjoying the sun that poured in through the glass roof.  Since the family had
discovered the joys of owning a pool, they had spent a lot of their time in the
pool room, usually with the glass panels open, accessing the back yard for
grilling and just generally enjoying the summer.


Zack watched as Wendy dove in, swimming
beneath the water.  He enjoyed looking at her body as it moved.  He looked
around at the other girls, as well.  Mary and Sharon were by the grill
chatting.  Stephanie and Beverly were dangling their feet in the pool.  Jill
was sunbathing.  Angela was in the chair next to him, asleep.  Shirley and
Terry were in the yard, tossing a Frisbee.  Brian, Pam and Bonnie weren't home
at the moment; they'd gone off to get supplies.  Gabrielle was currently inside
taking a shower.  She'd spent the night, and she wanted to be clean before she
got in the pool.


Zack laid back and closed his eyes,
enjoying the sunshine.  He felt he'd earned this day off.


Little did he know that he was being
watched once again.  Very close to the spot that Lisa Dunham had once crouched
was another stranger.  This one had a cellphone, and placed a call.  The
recipient of that call was in a car down the block.  Once the call was made,
two men emerged from the car and began to walk toward the Griffin house.
-----
The two men walked quickly and
purposefully to the gate leading to the back yard of the Griffin home.  They
opened the gate and moved through it, moving in step and rapidly walking around
the corner of the house.


Terry, who was still playing Frisbee with
Shirley, saw the two men come around the corner.  She knew that something was
wrong by the fact they'd not rung the doorbell, and by the look on their faces.


"Zack, visitors," she called
out.  This alerted everyone, but they all waited to see what Zack was going to
do.


Zack got up out of his chair, grumbling
at who would interrupt his day like this.  He walked out of the pool room, and
into the yard, facing the two approaching men.


As soon as they saw Zack, the two men
reached into their jackets in unison.  They were still twenty yards or more
away, but that didn't stop them.  They pulled out their pistols and took aim,
firing as soon as they could.


Zack had seen them reach into their
jackets, and known that movement for what it was.  "Oh, shit!" he
uttered, and was moving back for the house as soon as he could.  They got off
two shots, anyway, before he was under cover.


"Everyone in the house!  Go, go,
go!"  He ignored the frightened screams of a couple of the girls as he
herded them all into the house as fast as he could.  Shirley and Terry were
behind him, and they all ran into the house.  The men had started walking more
quickly, but didn't know the layout of the house, so didn't want to run into
something unexpected.


A few of the girls broke away, but most
stayed with Zack as he headed for the front of the house.  He stopped in the
living room, unsure.  He didn't want to go out the front door, figuring there
were probably more armed men waiting there to ambush them.  He stalled, looking
back and forth.  The other girls in the room looked to him for advice.


"Get down behind something. 
Hide."


Everyone ducked behind cover of some
kind, waiting for the attack.
-----
Shirley and Terry had not followed Zack,
but had ended up in the kitchen instead.  While Terry shivered and tried to
figure out what to do, Shirley looked around.  She grabbed the best weapon she
could find, and moved back toward the back hallway.


The two men made their way through the
pool room and entered the back hall.  The space was crowded, so they could not
stand side by side.  Shirley let the first one go by as she hid just inside the
butler's pantry, but just as the second gunman was about to move past, she
stepped out and swung with all her might.


The cast-iron skillet she was wielding
connected soundly with the side of the man's head.  Her swing carried all the
force she could muster, and her aim was dead-on.  The man's head snapped over
sharply, and the bones cracked.  He slumped against the wall, and then slid
down it to the floor.


Unfortunately, the man in front was
alert, and turned as soon as he heard the sound of cast iron hitting bone.  He
saw Shirley, and raised his gun.  A single bullet left his gun and entered her
skull from the side, exploding her brains out of her head and onto the wall. 
She fell like a marionette with its strings cut.


The man turned around and continued his
search for his target.
-----
The girls screamed at the loud report of
the gun fired in the house.  Zack swore, knowing that couldn't mean good news. 
He still didn't know what to do, had no clue how to beat these bastards.  He
still stood in the middle of the living room, not able to take his own advice
to hide because he was trying to work out how to win.


The remaining gunman advanced through the
house without further challenge.  He looked into each room, making sure no one
was hiding there to attack him from behind.  It didn't take him long to reach
the living room, where he saw his target standing in the open.
-----
The world seemed to move in slow motion.


The man lifted his gun to fire.


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw
movement from across the room.


His finger depressed the trigger.  The
gun jerked in his hand.


The bullet exited the barrel of the gun;
it could not possibly miss at this distance.


His ears finally reported someone
screaming in anger and rage.


His vision reported that his target was
no longer visible; another person was standing in the way.


He saw the bullet enter her body.  He saw
her body shake from the impact.  She staggered backward, and fell against his
target.
-----
"Steph!" Zack screamed.  She
had charged across the room and thrown herself between him and the gunman at
the very last possible moment.  She had taken the shot that would surely have
killed him.  She collapsed against him, and he staggered to hold her upright. 
Forgetting his predicament, he lowered her gently to the floor.  He could see
the wound had not hit her in the heart, but there was a lot of blood.


The gunman, stunned at what had just
happened, stood there in shock for a few seconds.  He'd killed a lot of people,
and had never once seen someone step in front of a bullet for another.  His
astonishment would cost him, however.
-----
Wendy had been ahead of Zack, and had run
for the front door, thinking to escape that direction.  When she realized that
no one else was accompanying her, she stopped, unsure of what to do.  She heard
the sirens in the distance, and though she had no idea who had called the
police, she hoped they got there fast.  She seized the large umbrella in its
stand as a way to protect herself, not that she thought it was going to do much
good against a gun.


She heard the first shot, and cringed,
hiding around the corner inside the foyer of the house.  When she heard
Stephanie's scream of rage, her curiosity got the better of her.  She crept
along the hallway wall, moving toward the living room.  It was a short
distance, and she peered around the corner just after the shot, as Zack was
lowering Stephanie to the floor.


Wendy took everything in quickly.  She
saw the gunman, still standing there, still pointing his weapon.  She saw the
others peeking out behind furniture, not wanting to expose themselves, but
needing to see what was going on.


In an instant, Wendy knew two things. 
She knew that if someone didn't do something fast, they were all going to die. 
The second thing she knew was that she had a weapon in her hands.


Rushing into the room, she stepped to the
side of the gunman as she swung the umbrella.  She had the presence of mind not
to swing for his head or body, but instead swung straight down, connecting with
his wrist.  The hard wood handle of the umbrella cracked sharply across the
man's wrist, and he dropped the gun instantly, his hand engulfed in intense
pain.


Now that he was weaponless, Wendy swung
the umbrella sideways, hitting the man in the stomach.  He doubled over
slightly, but didn't collapse.


Wendy got one last swing in, cracking him
over the back with the umbrella before it snapped.  The man did not collapse to
the floor, but he was writhing in pain now.


Thinking quickly, Wendy dove for the gun,
grabbing it and crawling out of his reach, so that he could not endanger them
again.


The man straightened up, then looked
around.  He didn't see his gun, and he didn't carry a backup.  He heard sirens,
and they were close.  That was all he needed to know.  As fast as he could with
a broken wrist and some other nasty bruises, he ran out the back of the house. 
Had anyone tried to stop him, they probably could have, but there were more
important issues to be dealt with at the time.
-----
In only two more minutes, the police
burst in the door, guns drawn.  They quickly fanned out and found the commotion
in the living room.


Zack looked up to see the officer.


"We need an ambulance!"


The officer immediately made the call,
then he said, "What the hell happened here?"


"Some maniacs tried to kill
us!" Sharon shouted from across the room.


The officer reported this, as well. 
Soon, there were police officers swarming over the house grounds.  It wasn't
long before the second gunman, and Shirley, were discovered.  


Soon, the atonal wailing of the ambulance
was heard, and EMTs were soon standing over Stephanie.  They looked at her
injury, and decided to put her on a backboard.  They loaded her onto the
stretcher, and headed for the ambulance.


"I'm going with her," Zack said
to no one in particular.  No one tried to stop him, either.  He put the
commotion behind him as he climbed into the ambulance with his critically
injured friend, and took her hand as the ambulance raced away from the chaos.


Hang in there, Zack thought as
loud as he could to her.
-----
About a half hour after Zack arrived at
the hospital, many of the girls showed up.  Two detectives were also with them.


"Where's Stephanie?" Mary
asked.


"In surgery," Zack replied
calmly, trying to get himself back together.  He was ashamed of himself for
freezing like he had; he'd thought he was stronger than that.


"My name is Detective Greene.  Can
you tell me what happened?  No one at your home seemed to have a clue."


"I don't really know, either,"
he lied.  "I think maybe they were after Mr. Danforth.  He used to live in
the house, but we moved in not too long ago.  Maybe he has some enemies. 
Anyway, no, I don't really know who they were or what's going on."


Greene was writing these things down. 
"Do you have a number where we can get a hold of this Mr. Danforth?"


"Back at the house.  I don't have it
with me."


"Okay.  I'll have one of the
officers get it.  I'm sorry to tell you that one of the young women in the
house didn't survive the attack."


Zack's blood ran cold.  He'd seen Wendy,
so he knew it wasn't her, but anyone...


"Who?"


"It's Shirley, Zack," Terry
said softly.  She gave him a hug as he closed his eyes and hung his head.


"I know it's no consolation, but she
took one of the bastards out before she died.  The best we can figure, she
clobbered one of them with a frying pan so hard it snapped his neck. 
Unfortunately, the other one shot her at point-blank range.  I'm sure she died
instantly.  There wouldn't have been any pain."


Zack nodded, his body shaking slightly. 
He wasn't sure if he was angry or scared, or both.  All he knew at the moment
was that the war with Adam had begun in earnest, and he wasn't ready for it.


"Where's Gabrielle?" Zack
asked, looking around.


"She's back at the house, trying to
get things organized," Mary told him.


Zack nodded, then lapsed back into
silence.  The detectives departed, having gotten all the information they were
going to get from these people.
-----
It was midnight when the doctor found
Zack sitting with several women in the waiting room of the hospital.  Zack rose
as the doctor walked in.


"How did it go?" Zack asked
almost desperately.


"The surgery went well.  She will
live."


There were several sighs of relief from
those present, but Zack heard something in the doctor's voice.


"But?"


"The bullet landed very close to her
spine.  There's been some swelling.  Currently, she is paralyzed.  She has no
movement below her waist.  Now," the doctor said, hurrying on because of
the distraught looks he was receiving, "this could be temporary.  The
condition may go away as the swelling recedes."


"Or it could be permanent,"
Zack said.


The doctor nodded.  "We just have to
wait and see."


"Can we see her?"


"Not just yet.  She's still in
recovery.  We'll be moving her up to her room in about an hour.  You all should
get something to eat and get some rest.  I'll have a nurse tell you when you can
see her."


"Thanks."
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Gabrielle entered the room to find Zack
staring out the window.  She watched him for a few moments without him knowing
she was there.  She could see the tension in his body, could tell that
something was bothering him.  She wondered if he would talk to her about it, or
if it was too personal a hell to be shared.


She walked into the room, and looked down
at Stephanie's sleeping body.  She had not awakened from her injuries yet, and
that had the doctors concerned.  It wasn't a coma; her brainwaves indicated it
was shallower sleep than that, but the longer she went without waking, the more
worried they became.


Gabrielle looked over again, and she
simply couldn't leave it alone.


"Zack?" she said softly.  She
saw him jump; she had clearly startled him.


"Yeah?" he asked, not turned
around.


"You want to talk about it?"


"I don't want to disturb
Steph," he dodged.  That wasn't going to work, though.


<There are other ways to have a
conversation,> Gabrielle said into his mind.  She felt him cringe
slightly, so she didn't intrude further.  It took a long time before he said
anything at all.


<This is my fault,> he
finally said.


Gabrielle shook her head.  <You
didn't shoot her.  You didn't ask her to step in the way of the shot, you->


<Didn't I?  I made her my slave. 
She probably thought it was her duty to protect me, even at the cost of her
life!>


<Still.  You didn't shoot her.  You
didn't invite those people to your home; they were sent there to kill us.  You
couldn't have foreseen->


<Oh, yes I could have.  All I had
to do was listen to Shirley.  She told me time and again how dangerous Adam
is.  I could have seen this coming, if I'd been paying closer attention.  But
even that doesn't really matter.  Had she not been there, she wouldn't be lying
here now.  Shit, I should have realized what kind of road I was on when
Claudia left.>


<Claudia?>


<The first girl I ever programmed. 
Hell, my initial goal with the program revolved around her.  I never really
thought this would go as far as it has... Of course, when I started out, I
didn't know about Adam at all.  But I still should have known that things
weren't going to work out right.>


<What happened with Claudia?>


<I released her when she went off
to college.  She was very upset with me.>


<Understandable, but how is that
important now?>


<Don't you see?  None of those
girls wants to be there.  Not really, not deep down inside.  I'm forcing them
all.  And that got one killed, and one paralyzed and in a coma.>


<She's not in a coma.>


<Whatever.  The point is, I should
never have gone this far.  I should have dumped the program after Claudia
left.  I should have freed Stephanie then, and just gone on being a normal,
nerdy teenager.>


<And you think that would have
solved everything.>


<Yes.>


<And then who would have stopped
Adam?>


<Don't you get it?  I fixed
the program for Adam!  Without me, there wouldn't be an Adam to stop!>


<Someone would have eventually got
it to work.  Either someone like you, or someone in his company.  Some other
person might not have been as ethical as you.  They might have thought Adam's
plan was a good idea.  They might have wanted to join up.>


<So?>


<So then we'd all be
screwed!  You included!  Yes, people have gotten hurt.  More may get hurt in
the future, before we find a way to take Adam down.  But the truth is that
someone has to stand in his way, and that someone has to have used the
program.>


<Why?> Zack asked, confused.


<How long have you been using
PAO?>


Zack thought for a moment.  <About
three months or so.>


<Four months ago, you'd probably
have thought Adam's plan was a cool idea.  Run the country, get whatever you
want, have all the babes you want.  But because you've used the program, you
know what it means.  You know the limits of how far you should go with this
kind of control.  Someone who hadn't used the program wouldn't have that
knowledge.>


<But Stephanie...>


<Will survive.  Injured, yes, but
she'll live.  Hopefully, she will walk again someday.  But even if she doesn't,
alive is better than dead.  And you are saving her from a worse fate.>


<Am I?  How is being one person's
slave worse than being another's?>


<Because you give a damn about
her.  If you didn't, you wouldn't be so tormented now.  Do you think Adam would
be standing here, watching over her?  No, he'd be off plotting some more, or
screwing one of his other women.  You have to understand that you have certain
rules you live by.  Sure, they involve you having control of people, but you
don't take that too far, and you don't let it get out of hand.  That's what
makes you different.>


<Right,> Zack said, dubious.


<Believe me or not as you wish, but
I'd rather have you holding the program than Adam, any day.  I'll leave you
alone now, I know you don't really want to talk about this.  Just realize that
you have a family that cares about you, and they will get you through this.>


<Thanks, Gabrielle,> he
said.


She reached out her hand and touched his
shoulder.  "Any time," she said out loud, and then turned to leave
the room.


I wish I could believe you, Zack
thought to himself.  But this is my fault.
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When Stephanie finally awoke, she saw
Zack staring out the window.  She smiled to think that he had stayed by her
side, despite all that was going on.


"Hi," she whispered.  Her
throat was dry.  Oddly, she felt no other discomfort.


Zack turned around, startled.  He came to
her side, but he looked stricken.  He took her hand and brushed the hair out of
her face.


"What's the matter?" she asked
softly.


"You were shot," he replied.


"I know.  But I'm okay, I guess...
ain't I?"


Zack had tears in his eyes. 
"No," he finally managed.  "You're not."


"What do you mean?" she asked,
now a little concerned.


"The bullet landed right near your
spine.  There's swelling, and..." Zack took a big breath, "right now,
you're paralyzed from the waist down."


Stephanie closed her eyes, trying to will
her legs to move.  It didn't work.  She couldn't feel the sheet against her
legs, either.  She had to admit that he was telling her the truth.


"So I'm never going to walk
again?" she asked, tears in her eyes.


Zack squeezed her hand tighter.  "We
don't know that.  When the swelling goes down, you might be able to.  This
isn't a done deal, Steph.  We have to keep up hope."


"Okay," she said, and closed
her eyes.  If there was a chance she could walk again, then there wasn't
anything to worry about yet.


Zack noticed the change in her face.  He
wasn't sure what it meant.  "Are you okay?"


Steph nodded.  "If you say I might
get better, then it's okay."


"Steph, I'm so sorry..." Zack
said.


"For what?"


"For putting you in here!"


"You didn't put me here.  That guy
did.  What happened to him, anyway?"


"Wendy hit him with an umbrella,
then he ran off before the cops showed up.  But that's not the point.  That guy
was there to kill me."


"Well, I couldn't let him kill my
master, now could I?"


"That's my whole point!  If I
hadn't done what I did to you, you wouldn't be lying in a hospital bed hoping
that you'd walk again."


Stephanie shrugged.  "Shit happens. 
At least you're not abusing me."


"Ain't I?  If you weren't under the
influence of my program, you'd see it differently.  You'd probably hate
me."


At that moment, Zack realized exactly
what he had to do.  It was the only fair thing, the only caring thing, that he
could do for the girls in his life.


Stephanie didn't know that a decision had
just been made.  "I doubt that."


"Oh yeah?" Zack said, and
unsnapped the cover on his PDA.  "I'll prove it."


Zack pulled out his PDA, and pulled up
the script he'd written for releasing someone.  He hadn't known why he would
use this script when he'd written it, but clearly his subconscious had been
trying to tell him something.


He pointed the PDA at Stephanie, and
pressed Execute.  In twelve seconds, she shrugged twice and settled.  It took a
long moment for her to look at him.


Zack couldn't read her look. 
"Well?" he asked, with some trepidation.  He knew this would not be
pleasant.


"Well, what?" she asked calmly.


"What do you mean, 'well, what'? 
I've been controlling you all summer!"


"Hmmm," she replied, thinking
about it.  "Not really."


"What?" he asked, dumbfounded.


"You haven't really been controlling
me.  You changed my attitude toward you, but you never made me do something I
didn't want to."


"Oh, yeah, you really wanted
to sleep with me."


Steph shrugged.  "No, I wanted to
sleep with Claudia.  And I got to, thanks to you."


"Steph..."


"Okay, I'll give.  You did
control me at the beginning.  But you haven't made me do anything I didn't want
to in a long time."


"Because you thought you loved me. 
Because of the program."


"The program never made me love you,
Zack," Steph said simply.


Zack crossed his arms, unconvinced.


Steph continued, "And I still
do."  She reached out to touch his arm, and he leaned in when she tugged
on him.  They embraced gently for a long moment, but it didn't change Zack's
mind about what needed to be done.
-----
Zack spent quite some time with
Stephanie, wanting to be there when the doctor spoke with her and related her
chances, as well as what she would have to go through if she ever did
walk again.  When she dozed off again, however, he knew he needed to head home.


He walked into the house, ignoring the
workmen who were repairing the place.  The first person he came in contact with
was Wendy, who ran up and gave him a big hug and kiss.


"How's Stephanie?" she asked.


"She's awake now."


"Can she..."


"Not yet, no.  Can you do me a
favor?  Can you get everyone together in the living room for me?"


"Sure!"  Wendy raced off to do
as he'd asked her.  He walked into the living room and sat down, trying to
figure out exactly how he was going to do what had to be done.


In a few minutes, all the ladies started
filing into the living room.  They each found a seat, while Zack got up from
his chair, beginning to pace the room in nervousness.


Once everyone was there, he cleared his
throat, and looked them over.


"Steph is awake and in good spirits,
but as you all know, we don't know whether or not she'll ever walk again. 
There is hope, but we just won't know for sure for some weeks.


"I need to apologize to all of you. 
I knew that Adam was dangerous, and I ignored the possibility that he might try
something like this.  That was my stupidity, and it got someone killed, and
another person severely injured."


"Zack, you-" Sharon started to
say, but he held up his hand to stop her.


"No, I know what you're going to
say.  Yes, Adam started it, but I should have seen it coming.  I should have
done something about it.  More importantly, I shouldn't have made all of you
stay here when there was danger.  I should have let you choose.  That was
inexcusable."


"We'd all have chosen to stay
anyway," Mary said.


"Sure you would, because you have
to.  At least, right now you do.  Most of you here already know that I did
something to you, to make you stay."  Zack pulled out his PDA and
showed it to them.  "Most of you know what this thing does.  The rest of
you were actually tricked into watching the program.


"I'm sorry I put all of you in
danger.  I can't make you stay here and live with myself if something bad
happens.  I'm going to release all of you.  Adam has the same program, but I'm
going to make it so that he can't ever program you."


Zack fiddled with his script, and then
walked to the nearest girl, who happened to be Jill.  He ran the program on
her, waiting the necessary twelve seconds.


Once she was free of the program, Zack
watched her face change.  What he saw was the rage he fully expected to see.


"You son of a bitch," she
said.  She stood up and slapped him, leaving a mark.  "I hope you rot in
hell!"  She stormed out of the room and up the stairs.  He assumed she was
going to pack.


Beverly thought to go after her, but he
motioned her to stay.  "Why try to convince her?  In a minute, you'll feel
the same way."


Zack ran the program on Beverly, since
she had given him the opportunity.  He watched as her face contorted in
confusion.  That surprised him, but he waited for the anger to kick in.


It never did.  "I suppose I should
be mad at you," she said.  "But I learned a lot about myself this
summer.  Your opinion of me was pretty accurate.  I was a spoiled rich girl.  I
guess having all that taken away... well, I learned a lot, as I said."


"Are you going to stay?" he asked.


Beverly fidgeted.  "Though I guess I
am bi, I don't really feel comfortable with my relationship with Stephanie. 
And I'd like to get back to school.  I think I need to move back to the
dorm."


"Okay," he said.  She came over
and hugged him, and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.


"Don't be too hard on yourself. 
Most guys would have done a lot worse than you did."


"I doubt it, but thanks."


As Beverly left the room, Zack noticed
some of the ladies talking quietly amongst themselves.  He moved to Angela, and
ran the program on her.  He really feared her reaction, as he really liked her.


Angela blinked a few times, then looked
up at him and smiled softly.


He looked down at her in confusion. 
"Well?"


"I'd just as soon stick around, if
you don't mind."


Zack stroked her cheek, and smiled his
thanks at her, then moved on.  His next target was Terry.


After her deprogramming, Terry looked up
at him, then stood up.


"I'm not mad at you.  You did what
you had to do, at least as far as I'm concerned.  And you're good in bed,"
she said, causing Zack to blush and the others to giggle.


"But?" he said, hearing it in
her voice.


"But I'm scared.  I can't stay here
and be comfortable.  I need to go, at least until the whole thing with Adam is
cleared up.  I'm sorry."


He hugged her, and stroked her back. 
"It's okay, I understand."  When they broke the embrace, he said,
"If you need help finding a job..."


Terry shook her head.  "I'll be
okay."


"You can stay at our old house until
you find a place you like."


"Thanks, Zack.  You're a good guy,
you know."


"Yeah, right," he said, turning
away from her.


Looking around, he asked, "Where're
Brian, Pam and Bonnie?"


"At the movies."


"Oh, okay."  Zack wasn't sure
exactly how to handle them, anyway.  He turned to the three remaining ladies:
the ones who had been speaking conspiratorially.  As he moved to them, they
each turned away and closed their eyes.


"Uh, guys..." Zack said, unsure
of what they were doing.  "This is to release you.  Honest.  I'm
not going to program you further..."


"Did it ever occur to you,"
Mary said, her eyes still closed, "that we don't want to be
released?"


Zack grew slightly dizzy. 
"What?"


Sharon continued, "We're happy the
way we are."


Wendy said, "I like being your
girlfriend.  If being under your spell is what did that, then I don't want to
be free."


Zack sat down in the nearest chair, and
sighed.  After some thought, he said, "Actually, Wendy... you're not under
the program.  The only thing I ever had the program do to you was to make you
not jealous of me with other girls, and you asked me to do that.  But Mary...
and Mom... I mean..."


"Don't you want us anymore,
Zack?" his mother asked.  He could hear the hurt in her voice.


"Mom, it's my fault your
marriage broke up!  It was an accident, but it was the program that turned you
into a... uh..."


"Sex-fiend?" Mary offered. 
Sharon blushed, and Zack choked a little.


"It's okay, Sweetheart.  I'm happy
with you.  Your father and I were... comfortable, but it wasn't really
happiness.  It was more like you get used to things being a certain way, and
it's not annoying enough to change it.  It's not like that with you; you're fun
and interesting and you pay attention to me."


Zack sighed.


Mary asked, "Was I an accident,
too?"


"Yes and no," Zack answered. 
"I programmed you intentionally, but I didn't really try to make you want
me."


"So how come I do?" she asked
huskily.


"I think I removed some of your
inhibitions by accident."


"But you came on to me that first
time..." she said, confused.


"I know," he said with a smile.


"How come?" she said, opening
her eyes slightly to look at him.


"'Cause you're hot," he said. 
She smiled at him.


"You can open your eyes. I'm not
going to deprogram you if you're that set against it.  I just can't believe
you'd want to stay like this."


"Zack, honey," his mother said,
"I may not have known what you were doing when you did it, but I still
remember what my life has been like.  Except for this last week, this summer
has been the best I've had in about fifteen years.  Why would I want to change
it?"


Zack sighed and closed his eyes. 
"Y'all are weird," he replied.  He felt someone sit gently in his
lap.  He opened his eyes to see his mother there.


"Maybe, but we're yours. 
Forever."  She kissed him, to end the conversation.
-----
Zack saw Stephanie's eyes light up as he
entered her hospital room later that day.  She smiled at him, and reached out
for him as he came over.  He gave her a hug and a long kiss, and then he held
her hand.


"How are you feeling?" he
asked.


"A little troubled," she
replied.


"How come?"


"I'm worried about things.  Zack,
can I ask you for a favor?"


"Sure," he said.


"Can you put me back under?"


"Huh?  You want to be sedated or
something?"


"No!  I mean with the program!  Can
you make me your slave again?"


Zack stared at her in shock.  "Why
the hell would you want that?"


Stephanie smiled at him.  "I was
happy.  I didn't worry about anything.  If you said it was going to be okay,
then I knew it was going to be okay.  Now I worry about everything.  What I'm
going to do with my life.  Whether I'll walk again.  Whether my father will
find me and hurt me again..."


"Your dad will never trouble you
again.  He moved away after the public nudity incident."  Apparently Mr.
Bromwell had not been able to live down running around naked and waving his
dick at every ugly woman he saw.  Zack had heard that one of the women he had
accosted actually took off her own clothes, right there in the park, and they'd
been caught fucking.  But he wasn't sure if that was true or not.  He did know
that Mr. Bromwell now lived in Kentucky somewhere, and that his life was
falling apart.  That made him happy, but he was disturbed by Stephanie's
request.


"That's not the point.  The point is
that I worry all the time now.  I didn't worry when you were in charge. 
Please?  You can fix this for me..."


Zack sat down in his chair, and thought
for a long moment.  It was only when he realized that she was making a choice
to be his slave that he could handle the concept.


Pulling out his PDA, he said, "Okay,
but I'm allowing you the opportunity to back out of this at any time."


"I won't," she said with
assuredness.


Zack nodded, unconvinced, but worked up
the program nonetheless.


Standing up, he said, "Say good-bye
to your freedom, Steph," and he pushed the button.
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Zack woke up slowly, and stretched. 
Unusually, he was alone.  He hadn't wanted company the previous night, after
the stress of releasing everyone.


Or at least, everyone who would let
me.  The more he thought about it, the more he wondered about the three who
hadn't allowed him to release them.  Wendy, in fact, was not under his control,
he knew.  He had never programmed her to love him, he had only programmed her
to do something that had never come to fruition anyway.  He had also, at her
request, removed her jealousy.


He knew that he'd programmed his mother,
but he'd not told her to get aroused by him, he'd only told her to let him do
what he wanted.  He knew that an error in programming had caused her to become
a sexual dynamo, and he had become her target because... why?


Well, he had to admit it was probably
because he'd been able to provide for her all the things that her husband never
had.  He could and would continue doing that; the program still had its uses,
if one was careful about it.


Mary was the most confusing.  He didn't
think he'd programmed her to become his partner.  He wasn't sure about the
course of events that led to their relationship, but he didn't really think it
was his doing.  Or at least, it wasn't PAO's doing.  He thought that perhaps
she'd had some feelings before the program, and when he'd taken a chance to
reach out to her, the program had allowed her to let go and take him as a
lover.


As he thought over all of this, he
realized just how lucky he was.  Even without the program, he'd managed to get
three women who would sleep with him.  Angela was a surprise to him; he had
expected her to be as angry as Jill had been.  He wanted to talk with her about
that, but he didn't yet have the time.  Terry was also a surprise, but not as
big a one; he had saved her from a life with Adam, and she probably saw things
pragmatically: better the nice bastard than the evil one.


Stephanie had floored him the night
before when she'd asked to be put back under.  He didn't entirely understand
why she had chosen that, but he'd done as she had asked.  She was much happier
when he left, however, and for him, that was good enough.


He stretched again, and got out of bed to
start his day.  He had to deal with Adam, but how?
-----
It wasn't until after lunch when
Gabrielle showed up.  Unlike him, she was trying to maintain her presence at
their summer program.  Zack had just about given up getting a passing grade, as
he had missed most of the previous week, and was likely to miss more time in
the next week.  He shook off the thought as they sat down to discuss things.


"So, what now?" she asked.


"Adam has to pay for what he's
done.  I'm just not sure exactly what to do."


"Well, there's the obvious,"
she offered.


"What's 'the obvious'?"


"He tried to kill you.  So kill
him."


Zack stared at her, trying to figure out
if she was serious.  "Um... I'm not really the killing type... I've never
even fired a gun."


Gabrielle rolled her eyes.  "He sent
'people' after you.  So send someone after him.  You have servants in
Belleville, don't you?"


"Uh, yeah, I guess I do.  They're
not the killing type, either, but they'd probably do it if I told them
to."


"So, call one of them up and take
this bastard out."


"Okay.  I'll have to set some things
up, so we can be sure of what happens."
-----
Zack and Gabrielle sat in front of the
monitor, watching.  On the screen was a video image.  For the moment, it showed
someone's hands on a steering wheel, driving down a street.  Shortly, the
person turned into the Adamant Computers parking lot, and turned off the car.


The man, whose name Zack couldn't even
recall, got out of the car, and walked toward the building.  The gun he had
purchased on the street less than twenty minutes before was nestled in the
small of his back, hidden by a lab coat.  The guard at the front door barely
gave him a second glance.


Inside the building, the programmer
signed in, and said hello to the guard.  This guard gave him a closer look, but
it was still cursory.  He visually checked out everyone that walked in the
door, and he didn't scrutinize this person any more than anyone else.  The gun
was hidden well enough not to be noticed, and the wireless camera was designed
to look like a pen that sat in his pocket, peeking out at the world.


The man walked to the elevator and
pressed the button.  This was the first indication to anyone that something was
out of the ordinary.  The button he pressed was not for the floor his office was
on.  He pressed the button for the fourth floor.  What confused Zack for a
moment was that this was not the floor Adam's office was on.  There was,
however, no way for him to communicate with his minion, so he just had to hope
the guy knew what he was doing.


The elevator took the programmer up to
the fourth floor and he stepped out, looking around casually.  No one
confronted him, even though this was not his department.  The man found a
restroom and went inside to wash his hands.  They saw him in the mirror,
looking at himself.  It was clear he was preparing himself mentally for
something he never thought he would do.


After a few tense moments, the man moved
back to the hallway, and headed to the stairwell.  They realized that he had
figured out that going straight to the third floor might be risky, and that if
he went to his normal office on the second floor, someone might recognize and
remember him.  The programmer was no fool.


Stepping out of the stairwell into the
third-floor corridor, he moved to the right.  He was within ten feet of Adam's
office door when it opened.  The man was quite surprised to see a blue-shirted
guard standing in the doorway, looking at him.


The man turned, and two more guards
exited the elevator.  A fourth guard came out of a room behind the elevator
pair.  The man knew that he was not going to be able to complete his task, but
he didn't really understand why.


"That's far enough, Jarrod.  Keep
your hands where we can see them, and don't make any sudden moves."  The
guard moved toward him while the others kept their hands on their guns, ready
to draw in an instant if he did anything foolish.


"I guess it's a good thing that we
installed those detectors in the elevators, sir," William said, now
standing in the doorway to Adam's office.


"Apparently," Adam replied,
controlling his rage.  "I can't believe that Griffin thought he'd get away
with this!"


"He almost did, sir," one of
the other guards said as Jarrod was being cuffed.  "The detector didn't
get a clear read on the gun, and it was really only because he did something
out of the norm that we caught him."


"Then I expect you to beef up
security!" Adam snapped, and headed back into his office.  The guards
looked at each other, unsure of how they could secure the building any further
without calling in the military.


As they took Jarrod away down the hall,
Zack turned to Gabrielle and said, "Fuck."


"Well, Plan A failed.  Guess it's
time for Plan B?"


"What the hell is Plan B?" Zack
demanded.


"Good question.  I don't know."
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When Gabrielle awoke the next morning,
she looked over to see Zack hard at work at the computer.  She wondered if,
after their long rounds of sex, he had gotten any sleep at all.  He showed
every sign of having been up for quite a while.


She yawned softly and rolled out of bed
to pad off to the bathroom.  When she came back, Zack was still working away. 
She walked over and wrapped her arms around his neck, pushing her naked breasts
against the back of his head.  She kissed the top of his head in greeting.


"Hey.  How long you been
awake?" she asked.


"A couple hours."


"Like...nine?" she said.


He blushed.  "Six," he said
after consulting the clock.  "I had an idea for... well, it's not really
Plan B, but it's a plan."


"Okay..."


She could tell she wasn't going to get
much more out of him.  She got dressed and headed downstairs to get breakfast.
-----
"So what's it do?" she asked.


"It's a... hmmm.  I guess it's a
virus program, except that it requires humans to spread it."


"But what does it do?" she
asked again.


"A couple things.  First, it tells
the people who see it to spread it.  Second, it informs them that Adamant
Computers is attempting a mind-control experiment on the general population of
the country.  Then it tells them to seek out Adam Sandalwood and punish him for
what he has done."


"So, you're just going to let the
country deal with him?"


"No.  What I'm going to do is to set
this up on like a dozen different sites that are high-traffic.  I'm going to
set them up not to run for... like a week.  Unless I turn them off, a week from
now these programs will run, and the word will be out about Adam.  This is an
insurance policy."


"Why not just use it to get rid of
Adam?  He can't stop everybody..."


"Because I don't want innocent bystanders
to get killed unless there's no other way to stop Adam."


"You have to know that Jarrod guy is
probably dead..."


"Yeah, but he was working for the
company.  That means he's not an innocent.  He sure as hell wasn't a
bystander."


"Okay, fair enough.  So when are you
going to release it?"


"As soon as I finish working up the
script.  It's trickier than most, because of having to impart knowledge, rather
than just giving commands.  I mean, people are just going to suddenly 'know'
this.  That's tricky."


Gabrielle nodded.  "I can see where
that would cause a problem.  You need any help?"


"Probably, but I can't see how to
divide the task up so two people can work on it."


"Okay.  Well, I'll be downstairs if
you need me.  I don't want to be in your hair while you work."


"Thanks.  I appreciate it."


"No problem."
-----
Gabrielle came back upstairs after
another four hours, to find Zack still working.


"Aren't you done yet?" she
asked, surprised.


"Just about.  I'm just compiling the
new program now, and getting out the bugs."


"Why do you need to recompile?  I
thought it was just a script thing..."


Zack shook his head.  "I had to make
a program that fit on a webpage, and that I could make sit and wait for a
week."


"Oh," she said, understanding
dawning on her.  "So you had to rewrite the whole program?"


"Not the whole thing.  Just some
bits and pieces."


"Does it still work?"


"Yeah, I already tested it.  That
took up twenty minutes..."


"Cool.  So what's next?"


"Uploading it.  That, you can help with."


"Let's do it."
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"Mr. Griffin.  How nice to see you
back in class.  Would you care to explain your absences of last week?" his
instructor asked.


"Sorry, sir.  A young lady who lives
with us was seriously injured and hospitalized.  I was trying to take care of
matters at home."


"I see.  Are matters resolved now? 
You realize there are still two weeks left in this program, and these last
weeks are the most important."


"I know that, sir.  I will hopefully
be able to attend classes more regularly for the remainder of the term."


"Good.  Now, let's get started.  The
last two weeks are for your final project, which will be as follows..."


Gabrielle leaned over and said, "You
know you're going to miss a couple more days..."


"I'm hoping not too many."


"We can work on your project
together."


"Thanks."


"Miss Riddick, are you done
chatting?" the teacher demanded.  Gabrielle blushed crimson.


"Yes, sir.  Sorry, sir."


"Good."  The teacher continued
talking, and both Gabrielle and Zack paid better attention.  Other issues could
wait.
-----
Back at the house, most of the girls were
just lounging about, as was Brian.  He sat on the couch with Bonnie, who was
nibbling on his neck as he watched a movie.  He liked his new life, though he
was aware that there were some dark aspects of it.


One of those dark aspects was roaring
down the street at high speed.  As the car rounded the corner, the passenger in
the front rolled down his window.  As they neared the Griffin house, he turned
in his seat and aimed his Uzi out the window.  He opened fire as they passed in
front of the house, peppering it with an entire magazine of thirty bullets.


Inside the house, the shattering of the
window was the first real indication of trouble.  Brian immediately screamed, "Everybody
down!" and dove for the floor, knocking over the coffee table in the
process.


Bonnie was not quite so rapid in her
moves.  She made the mistake of standing to get clear of the couch, and a
bullet ripped through the window and tore into her arm.  She screamed in pain,
clutching at her arm, and sank to her knees in shock and fright.  This saved
her life as another round passed just over her head.


Brian cursed, seeing the blood flowing
from Bonnie's arm.  He crawled over to her and pulled her all the way onto the
floor, trying to protect her.  He heard the car's engine roaring at full speed
as the gunmen drove away.  Brian had no idea who they were, but he was sure
that Zack would know what was going on.  The two of them had not communicated
much over the summer, since Brian was busy dating his sisters, and Zack was off
doing different things.  Brian thought maybe it was time to catch up with Zack
and find out what was going on.


After a minute or so, he heard another
scream.  He looked up to see his mother standing in the doorway, looking at her
daughter.


"Is she..." Mary started to
ask.


"It's just her arm.  Call an
ambulance," Brian said, sounding much cooler than he felt.  Bastards.
-----
That evening, the family gathered around,
and Zack explained, in detail, exactly what was going on.  He did not reveal
anything about the program that wasn't already known.  He did not, for
instance, tell Pam that she was programmed to be her brother's eternal sex
slave.


Brian ranted for a while, but not at Zack. 
He was angry that someone had shot his sister.  Finally, he calmed down and
turned to Zack.  "So what are we going to do about it?"


Zack sighed audibly.  "We
aren't going to do anything.  Apparently, I'm going to have to go deal with
Adam personally."


His mother immediately asked, "Isn't
that dangerous?"


"Yeah, it is.  But so is not
dealing with him."


"Zack, I worry..."


"I know.  Gabrielle, you want to go
with me?  Up to you.  If you want to back out now, I won't say anything."


"Fuck that shit.  I'm going.  But...
can we take a couple other people?"


"Who, and for what?" Zack
asked, confused.


"Um... stress relief."


Zack smiled.  "What am I, chopped
liver?" he asked.


Gabrielle blushed.  "I'm trying to
wean myself off you, since we have to separate in a couple weeks."  The
rest of the group chuckled at the way she'd worded that, and Zack blushed
slightly.


"Oh.  Okay.  Um, yeah, you can bring
along someone, if you have someone in mind."


"Can I go with you, Zack?"
Wendy asked.


Zack fidgeted.  He didn't want Wendy
anywhere near the danger zone, but if he was going to take anybody, it
would be her.  He nodded, still unsure it was the right thing to do.  She came
over to him and hugged him.


"When do we leave?" Gabrielle
asked.


"Tomorrow night.  I don't want to
miss more class than I have to.  We'll fly up, sleep in a hotel, and then deal
with him on Wednesday.  We'll come back Wednesday night, if we survive."


"That's not funny, Zack," Brian
cautioned.


"I'm not being funny.  If we don't
beat this guy, we're probably going to be dead.  It's that serious.  Just ask
Shirley."


The family grew very quiet at that.
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"You seem to be awfully busy today,
Mr. Griffin," the instructor said, looking over his shoulder.  Zack hit a
key combination to hide the screen.  He hadn't been working on his school
project, after all.


"I have a lot to catch up on,"
Zack said, looking up at him.


"Yes, you certainly do.  You... will
be attending class from now on?" he asked.


"As best I can, sir," Zack
said, glancing over at Gabrielle, who was looking at the teacher now.


"That's not terribly reassuring, Mr.
Griffin," the teacher said, frowning.


"I'm sorry, sir.  But my family
comes first."


"Quite."


As the instructor moved off, Gabrielle
leaned over and asked, "What's his problem?"


Zack shrugged.  "He's a teacher.  He
has to gripe when you skip his class."


Gabrielle giggled, but then got back to
work.
-----
As the teens flew over Kentucky, Wendy
finally began to express her fears.


"Zack, is this really going to be...
I mean, could you really..."


"Yeah.  This Adam guy is a nasty
sonofabitch.  I didn't really want to let you get this close to him."


"Then why did you let me come?"


"Because you asked, and I can't say
no to you."  He smiled at her, and she kissed him softly.  Gabrielle was
keeping herself occupied in another part of the plane with her friend who she'd
introduced as Oliver.
-----
"What are we doing now?"
Gabrielle asked.


"Arranging transportation for
tomorrow night."


"What if we're not back in
time?"


Zack looked at her pointedly and said,
"What if we're not back at all?"  He pointed to the other two,
and Gabrielle got the message.


"Right."


They made the necessary arrangements with
a pilot, and then they headed to their hotel to relax.
-----
Zack led Wendy into their hotel room, and
shut the door.  Gabrielle and Oliver were staying in the next room, with an
adjoining door.  He made sure that door was unlocked, in case of emergencies,
but closed it, for privacy.


Wendy sat down on the bed and stretched,
taking off her shoes and socks and then lying back on the bed.  She watched
Zack out of the corner of her eye as he moved around the room, setting his
stuff down where he wanted it.  She didn't rise from the bed until he went into
the bathroom.


When Zack came out of the bathroom, Wendy
had removed her jeans, leaving her large T-shirt to cover her panties.  It
didn't do the best of jobs at this.  She walked over to him and wrapped her
arms around his neck.  She turned her head up to look him in the eyes, and then
she pressed her lips to his.  The kiss was soft, yet passionate.  Her tongue
soon slipped out of her mouth, requesting entry into his.


Zack parted his lips and his tongue
greeted hers.  The couple embraced each other more tightly as their tongues
danced.  Wendy ran her hand up through his hair, and pressed her body as
strongly against him as she could.  Zack held her by her waist, pulling her
against him.  It was as if they were each trying to meld their bodies into one.


Finally, Zack broke their kiss.  He
looked down at his girlfriend, and smiled gently.


"Love you, Angel," he said
softly.


"Love you, too.  I'm worried about
tomorrow."


"I know.  So am I."


"But at least we have tonight.  Make
love to me."


Zack kissed her again, letting his hands
drop slightly, and then he moved them up underneath her shirt.  She mewed
softly as his fingers caressed her bare skin.  Zack broke their kiss so he
could begin nibbling on her jaw.  He moved his mouth slowly along her jaw line,
and then slid up to her ear.  As he took her lobe between his lips, she
shivered.


Meanwhile, Zack's hands slid further up
her back, pulling her shirt with them.  She moved her own hands to his
shoulders, to let him do what he was doing.  Once his hands had reached as far
up as they could comfortably go, he let go of her earlobe and stepped back
slightly.  Wendy raised her arms as he pulled on her shirt, tugging it off over
her head.


As the shirt fell to the floor, the
couple moved back together, embracing strongly once again.  Zack's hands were
quick to find the clasp on Wendy's bra, and he unhooked it with practiced
ease.  It was a long moment before the bra fell to the floor, as they didn't
want to end their embrace just yet.  Finally, however, it was slid off her arms
and dropped silently to the carpet.


Zack took Wendy's hand and led her over
to the bed, gently easing her down onto it.  He took no time at all to remove
most of his own clothes, leaving himself just in briefs.  Settling onto the bed
beside her, he ran his hand along Wendy's stomach, then let it move up to cup
one of her breasts.


Wendy closed her eyes and sighed at his
touch, enjoying how his fingers massaged her tit, and how his hand molded the
flesh of her body.  She felt him shift, and then she shuddered in pleasure as
his tongue ran across one of her nipples.  She moaned softly as his lips
encircled the nubbin, sucking and tugging on it while his tongue fluttered
across it.


As Zack moved his mouth over to her other
breast, Wendy moaned again, louder this time.  She arched her back, and Zack
began to suck on her breast while his tongue continued to lavish attention on
her nipple.


After a long moment of pure bliss, Wendy
pushed Zack away.  She continued to gently push on him until he rolled onto his
back.  Once he was there, she moved down his body and took hold of his
underwear.  Ever so gently, she pulled them out, away from his body, and then
down off his hips.  Zack lifted up to help her, and soon the garment was tossed
to the floor with the rest of the clothing.


Wendy turned back to look at Zack's hard,
waiting cock.  She bit her lip in desire, more than ready for what was to
come.  She crouched lower over him on all fours, and ran her tongue along the
entire length of his dick.  Zack groaned in pleasure as she repeated the
motion.  She then began to kiss his shaft, up and down, until Zack was
trembling with anticipation.  Finally, she moved her mouth up to the head of
his cock and slowly parted her lips to let it pass between.  She made feathery-light
contact until she had as much of him in her mouth as she could take.  Then she
closed her lips over his cock and began to suck.


Zack grunted loudly at the pleasure this
induced, and was barely able to think as she began to slide her mouth up and
down on his pole.  He was gripping the sheet, the tension in his body building
as he rose toward climax.  Wendy didn't slow down her assault on his manhood,
adding her tongue to the mix, sliding it back and forth against the underside
of his shaft.


It didn't take very much of this before
Zack lost control.  With a final, loud groan, he pushed his hips upward and
spewed his load of cum deep into her mouth.  Wendy continued to suck on him
until each and every drop of his seed had been ejected, then swallowed.  She
tongued the head of his dick, cleaning off any final drops before letting it
slip from between her lips.


Zack was breathing like a race horse, but
he wasn't about to let her get away with that.  As she slid up to lie beside
him on the bed, he rolled so that he was on top of her.  She smiled up at him
as he kissed her gently, then he began to slide down her body, kissing as he
went.


Zack paid only cursory homage to Wendy's
tits, as they had already been lavished with attention.  By the time he made
his way to her navel, she was already writhing, anyway.  As his tongue swiped
across her inner thigh, she shuddered.  When he made contact with her pussy
lips, she cried out in joy and rocked her hips, pushing her pussy against his
tongue.


Rolling his tongue, Zack pushed it as
deep as he could inside Wendy's pussy.  As he moved his stiffened tongue in and
out of her, she cried out again.  Zack continued to fuck her with his tongue,
wiggling the tip of it when he was fully inside her.  He knew that she was
approaching her own orgasm, as he could barely hang on to her.  He pulled his
tongue out of her pussy, and slipped it upwards, flitting it across her clit as
he breathed gently across her pubes.


That was all Wendy could take.  A loud
scream ushered from her mouth as her body shuddered, lost in the throes of
orgasm.  Zack held on for the ride, continuing to lick her clit as she bucked
and shivered through her climax.


After a long moment, Wendy began to come
down from her high.  She was the one breathing hard now, and Zack smiled as he
moved up her body.  He leaned down to kiss her tenderly, but she embraced him
and mashed her mouth against his.  Soon their tongues were dueling once again,
and it didn't take much of this before Zack was once again hard and ready to
go.


Without breaking their kiss, Zack
maneuvered himself between Wendy's legs.  He slipped against her, and his
cockhead rubbed across her pussy lips.  Wendy moaned as she felt it.  Zack did
it again, and she moaned louder, tightening her grip on him.  He got the
message.


Reaching down, Zack adjusted himself. 
His next push caused his cock to slide into Wendy's pussy.  She moaned even
louder, but broke her hold on him as her body quivered at the sensations.


Zack inched his way into her until he was
buried to the balls in her pussy.  Then he began to stroke into her.  He didn't
bother starting out slow, as they were both well beyond the need of warming
up.  He began to thrust into her hard, and she bucked her hips back at him just
as hard.  The two were rutting together like animals, their passions burning
like a bonfire.


The two continued to couple like that,
fucking wildly, for long moments.  Finally, Wendy broke their kiss and made
Zack slow down.  He did, and then looked at her questioningly.


"I want to be on top," she said
with a smile.


Zack grinned back at her, and then leaned
down to embrace her.  Without taking his cock out of her pussy, he rolled over,
so that she was now on top of him.  Wendy moved to a kneeling position, looking
down at her lover.  As Zack's hands came up to fondle her tits, she began to
buck on his cock.


As Wendy regained her full rhythm, Zack's
hips bucked up at her in synch with her motions.  His fingers twisted and
tugged at her nipples, causing her to moan and cry out in bliss.  They had soon
matched, and then exceeded, their earlier fever pitch as they both rose toward
climax.


Wendy got there first, screaming out and
bucking wildly on Zack's cock.  Her pussy massaged his prick, sending tingles
of pleasure throughout his body.  Zack was pushed to the edge, and then over
it, as his own body began to contort with the massive climax that washed over
him.  He loosed his cum deep into Wendy, their movements now uncoordinated as
they each rode the wave of pleasure until it crashed.


Finally, the lovers began to descend from
their high.  Wendy lay down on Zack's chest, and he embraced her.  It wasn't
long before the two of them fell asleep in each other's arms.
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Gabrielle and Zack met early the next
morning in the coffee shop across the street from their hotel.  Their partners
were not with them.


"You look relaxed," Zack said
to Gabrielle with a smile.


"And you sure sounded it last
night," she replied with an arched eyebrow.  The two shared a knowing
look.


"How did you meet him, anyway?"


"He's our RA."


"Your what?"


"Resident Assistant.  Like a dorm
mother, except that he's a normal college student.  He lives in my dorm."


"But your dorm is..."


"Normally co-ed.  It's the program
that imposes this stupid segregation on us."


"Ah.  Wonder why they didn't pick a
dorm with a female RA, then."


"They're in use.  We asked
him."


"Bet he's had a fun summer,"
Zack said with a smile.


Gabrielle stuck her tongue out at him,
then grew serious.  "When are we going to go?"


"After breakfast.  It may be your
last meal, so make it a good one."


Gabrielle looked at him funny, but then
picked up her menu and looked it over.  Zack did the same.


Breakfast was a quiet affair.
-----
Zack parked the rental car in the parking
lot of the business across the street from Adamant Computers.  He was sure that
the security guards paid more attention to those who arrived by car than those
who arrived by foot.


"You ready?" he asked
Gabrielle.  She adjusted her hat and nodded.


Zack also had on a hat, and sunglasses. 
He didn't really think it would fool anyone, but they were wearing overalls and
carrying tool boxes, to look like maintenance workers, at least from a
distance, to a casual observer.


They weren't counting on many casual observers
today.


They crossed the street, and walked onto
Adamant property.  As they approached the doors, Gabrielle took a deep breath,
and let it out.


Zack said solemnly, "Abandon all
hope, oh ye who enter here."


Gabrielle looked at him, and she couldn't
help but giggle.


"Once more onto the beach! Uh, into
the breach!" Zack said.  Gabrielle laughed out loud.


"Knock it off.  We'll get
caught," she said, but her smile didn't fade.


"Whatever happens, it was good
working with you," Zack said.


"You, too."


The two walked into the building, feeling
very much as if they had just entered the gates of Hell itself.
-----
As the doors to the third floor opened,
Zack and Gabrielle were surprised.  They had truly expected to be accosted long
before now.  They had left on their disguises because they knew that the
hallway was monitored.  The two walked as casually as they could down the hall
toward Adam's office.  They entered, to find the secretary missing.  Zack
looked at Gabrielle, who shrugged.


"Coffee break, maybe?"


"Let's hope."


They continued walking, and opened the
door to Adam's office.  They then found his secretary, beneath him and
screaming rather loudly in ecstasy.


"I do hope we're not
interrupting anything important," Zack said snidely.


Adam looked up in shock to see Zack
standing there with a girl as he fucked his secretary, as he had every morning
since she'd become his slave.  That she had a husband wasn't important to Adam;
he liked fucking her.


"What the fuck... are you doing
here?" Adam gasped.  He was out of breath from his exertions.


"Just came to settle a score,"
Zack said.  He walked over to the far door, which led to William's office. 
Meanwhile, Adam got off his secretary, who made little effort to cover herself,
unlike Adam.


"William, I need you in here a
minute," Zack said sternly.  Zack walked away from the door, and William
was soon inside the room.  He ignored the secretary in such a way that Zack
knew he'd seen her nude before.


Adam had regained most of his composure. 
"It was foolish of you to come back here, Zachary."


"Not really.  Keep your hands away
from your desk."


"Or what?  You don't look
armed."


"I'm not.  But William is, aren't
you, Will?"


William reached into his jacket and
pulled out a 9mm Beretta.


"Will, if Adam moves, shoot
him."


William started to point at Adam, but
then his hand swung around and he was pointing squarely at Zack.


"I don't think so," William
said matter-of-factly.


"What the-?" Zack inquired of
no one in particular.


"Oh, did you try to program William,
Zachary?  I guess I should have told you that he, like most of my inner circle,
have an unbreakable code in their head.  As do I, so don't bother trying to
program me, either.  Now-"


At that moment, a book went sailing
through the air.  It hit William squarely in the face, breaking his nose.  As
blood was gushing everywhere and Adam cursed, Gabrielle, who had thrown the
book, grabbed Zack's hand and they bolted out the door into the hallway.


"Where are we going?" Zack
asked as she ran for the stairs.


"Anywhere!"


They bolted down to the ground floor,
only to find two armed guards standing at the front entrance.  The guards
luckily did not see them, and they snuck back into another office on the first
floor.


Zack pointed to the camera in the corner
of the room.  "So long as those things can see us, they can find us in a
heartbeat."


"They can't look at all of them all
the time!" she said.


"They don't have to!  All
they have to do is follow us on the monitors!"


"Okay... then we need to disable
some cameras in a hallway, and then duck into a random office or
something!"


Zack was not optimistic.


"It's worth a shot!" she said. 
"You got a better idea?"


He didn't.


The two left the office and moved down
the hallway toward the stairwell.  As they went, they disabled every camera
they came across.  Just as they reached the stairwell door, they doubled back
and entered an office.  This office was occupied by a clerk.  Instead of
reprogramming the poor man, Zack's martial arts skills kicked in, and the man
was suddenly unconscious, bleeding on the floor.


"I didn't know you could do
that," Gabrielle said in awe.


"Yeah, well..."


Gabrielle walked over and disabled the
camera.  She then ran out of the room and Zack looked around while she was
gone.  There was no way out of this office except back into the hallway.  There
wasn't even a window.


Gabrielle was back in a few minutes. 
"There are more guards at the entrance now.  I disabled the cameras in
about five offices, but that's not going to stop them for long."


"No."


"What are we going to do?"


Zack sat down and tried to think.  He
wasn't sure what he could do, how he could escape.


"I didn't think this through very
well," Zack said sourly.


"No time for that now!"
Gabrielle snapped.  They heard noises outside.  Gabrielle walked over to the
door and looked out.  Three guards were entering the office down the hall from
them, obviously searching it.


"Guards!" she hissed. 
"C'mon!"


The two bolted down the hallway.  They
actually ran past the guards, who were too focused on what they were doing, and
missed the teens.  The pair entered the stairwell again, and then Zack stopped
dead.  Gabrielle ran into him, almost knocking him over.


"What the fuck-" she started to
say, but then she saw it, too.


"This stairwell's not on an outside
wall," she said slowly.


"I know."


"So what is..."


"I don't know that.  But we're going
to find out."


What was in front of them was a door
marked "Fire Exit".  The alarm on the system was old, or at least
looked to be old.  Zack had no illusions that he could get through any
sophisticated alarm system.  This one, however, merely required him to yank on
a wire.


"That can't be the only alarm,"
Gabrielle said.


"Maybe not, but we don't have very
many choices now, do we?"


She agreed they didn't, and so they
pushed open the doorway.  There was no obvious alarm, though there was a light
right over the door that was there to notify people the alarm had been
triggered.  They had no way to know if Adam was just being clever or not.


The two ran down the stairs that the door
led to, and then stopped.  Most of what they saw was empty space.  They looked
around quickly, trying to spot cameras or guards.  There didn't seem to be any.


About two hundred feet away, there were
three rooms that had lights on.  Zack could not see any people, but they headed
in that direction, running.  When they got there, they confirmed their
assessment: no one was down here.  At least, not yet.


What was down here was a
high-level computer system.  Zack didn't know what the system connected to, and
he had no time to figure it out.  They could not stay near these rooms; they
would have to find a good place to hide.


Leaving the computer rooms, they ran
across the open space.  The found a hallway, though it was getting hard to see
anything, as dark as it was.  They made their way more slowly down the hallway
until they came to a doorway.  Looking in, all they saw were crates and packing
material.


"Why don't people throw this shit
away?" Gabrielle asked.


"Be glad they don't.  It's a good
hiding place."


"I don't know... if they decide to
search this room..."


"We'll hide near the back
doorway."


Zack pointed, and they could both see a
square of light on the far side of the room that indicated a hallway beyond. 
They moved over to it, and looked out.  There was no one in this hallway,
either.


The teens settled down between a crate
and the wall, and breathed heavy sighs of relief.  They knew they were still in
deep shit, but at least they could stop running for a few minutes.
-----
"Where the fuck are
they?" Adam demanded.  Those around him wilted.


"They disabled the cameras in the
first floor west hallway, and-" one of the guards tried.  Adam cut him off
at the knees.


"I know that, you moron! 
Where did they go after that?"


"Sir... we're... not sure."


"How the fuck do you lose two people
in this building?"


No one had a ready answer for that.


"Get the fuck out!"


Adam's guards gladly got out of his
office, leaving him and William alone.
-----
"We've got to find a way to take him
down," Gabrielle said.  When Zack didn't respond, she looked at him.  She
was about ready to nudge him, when she realized he was meditating.


At a time like this?
-----
"Welcome.  You seem tense,"
Kate-maiden said to him.  He wondered why his teacher was the one to come
forward now, but he didn't have time to ponder it.


"I'm in mortal danger, of course I'm
tense.  I need to find a way to beat Adam.  I've only got a few minutes to
think it over.  What do I know that I'm forgetting?  Obviously, the program
doesn't work on them."


"What you're forgetting is that the
program is not your only weapon."


"Huh?"


Kate-maiden merely pointed.  Zack
mentally slapped himself.  In the thick of things, he'd forgotten his secret
weapon!


"Thank you."


"No problem," she said, and
drifted off.  Zack made his way back to consciousness.
-----
"Hell of a time to take a nap,"
Gabrielle said.


"I wasn't napping.  I think I know
what we have to do."


"What?"
-----
William paced, holding a cloth to his
nose, and said, "Where was the last place they said he was seen?"


"In the first floor west
hallway."


"Did they see them in the
stairwell?"


"Not that they... what are you
thinking?"


"The lab."


"It's mis-marked.  And it has an
alarm on it."


The mis-marking in this case might be to
our detriment.  And the primary alarm is accessible."


"But the secondary..."


"Only gets set off on your system,
sir, and you've been too busy to notice whether it's gone off or not."


"Fuck."  Adam slid over to his
computer, and sure enough, there was a flashing indicator in his system tray. 
"Goddammit."


Adam and William left the office with
three guards in tow.
-----
"You think that will work?" she
asked.


"It's our only shot.  I've got to
try."


Just then, they heard the door to the
stairwell open.


Zack closed his eyes and concentrated. 
He reached out with his mind, seeking his targets.  He saw their patterns, and
he slipped into the first one easily.  He looked around quickly, seeing signs
of programming, but it was simple, very easy to defeat.  If he could have used
PAO, this person would have easily been converted.  Unfortunately, PAO wasn't
an option right now.


Softly and quietly, Zack started a chant
in the man's mind.  <The guard next to you is plotting to shoot you in
the back.  Shoot him first.>  He repeated this over and over, time and
again.


Meanwhile, Gabrielle moved out of the
room and down the hallway.  She was still hidden, but could see what was
happening, as the people were in the middle of the open area.


Zack continued his mental chant, and
Gabrielle watched.  Suddenly, one of the guards took his gun and pointed at
another guard, firing rapidly three times to the head.


Everyone else in the room was stunned. 
The other guard, fearing for his own life, tried to draw his weapon to kill the
murderous guard.  That guard, however, already had his gun out, and there was
no way to misinterpret the remaining guard's actions.


Figuring that he had simply not known
that this remaining guard was in on the dead guard's plot, the murderous guard
opened fire on him, as well.  Another three shots, and there was only one armed
guard left.


William attacked from the left, trying to
take down the guard before he could kill anyone else.  The guard got off one
shot, just as William connected with his jaw.  The guard went down,
unconscious.  William collapsed from the bullet wound to his groin.  He was
screaming in pain.


No one noticed Gabrielle sneaking across
the room.  There were pillars for her to hide behind, and she used them.  It
wouldn't have been effective in a well-lit area, or with people who weren't
distracted, but right now, there was only one person who might notice
her, and he was about to be distracted beyond the ability to notice anyone but
Zack.


"Adam!" Zack called out from
the far hallway.  Zack clearly saw Gabrielle, and he needed to grab Adam's
attention so that he didn't see her.


Adam's head snapped around, seeing his
enemy standing in the hallway entrance.  He began to walk over to him.


"You son of a bitch.  I don't know
how the hell you did that, but you're going to die here."


Gabrielle, with her opportunity, ran over
and grabbed a gun.  She was not familiar with them, and so she grabbed the one
she knew didn't have the safety on.  She stepped around William, who was in no
condition to even see her, let alone stop her.  She put herself between Adam
and the guns, and waited.


Zack ignored Adam's tirade, which was
ongoing, and closed his eyes.  He found Adam's mind, and saw a similar wall to
the one he had encountered with Linda.  He knew this was going to be no easy
task.  The wall was not quite as secure, and not quite as high, so he felt he
might be able to slip in unnoticed...  If...


Zack pulled out his PDA and pulled up a
relaxation script.  He didn't know what Adam might have protected his mind
from, or how, but this was worth a shot.  He lifted up his PDA, and pressed
Execute.


"...bury you someplace they'll
nev-" Adam's voice cut off abruptly.  Zack watched not visually, but with
his mind.  He saw the shudders of Adam's mind.  He saw what looked like an
earthquake.  At that moment, Zack pushed forward with his own mind, seeking an
entrance.  He scrambled back and forth as Adam's defenses attempted to stop
him, but they were shaken by fighting off the new program.  A small opening
went unprotected, and Zack found it, just in time, as the program ended.


"Your program isn't going to work on
me, you ass," Adam said again.  He didn't notice Zack's stillness.


Gabrielle did.  "That's far enough,
you piece of shit," she called out.


Adam turned around, and saw her pointing
a gun at him.


"Come on, little girl.  We both know
you're not going to shoot me..."


Gabrielle fired.


Adam cringed, and nearly fell backward. 
The shot ricocheted off the wall.  She had not hit him.


"Was that supposed to scare
me?" Adam said with a smirk.  "I don't scare that easily."


"No, it was supposed to hit
you," she replied.  "And my next shot will, so just stand
still."


Meanwhile, Zack was worming his way
through Adam's mind.  He looked for a way to beat the defenses, or to simply
tear down the wall.  Zack knew that if he could beat the wall, he could beat
Adam's mind.  He didn't understand why Adam's wall had not collapsed under the
weight of the new program: Linda's had.  It wasn't, however, immediately
important.  What was important was finding a way to...


There!  Zack said.  He immediately
pulled out of Adam's mind, and began furiously rewriting his script.  He noted
that Gabrielle currently had Adam's attention.  That was good, because he
needed Adam confused for another minute.


"You're not going to shoot me.  You
try to frighten me with a warning shot, but that's just bullshit," Adam
said, starting to walk toward her.  He noticed she wasn't firing at him, and figured
that was proof of his accuracy.


Gabrielle ignored him, looking over at
Zack.  She saw him working on something, so she knew she needed to distract
Adam for a little bit longer.  She wasn't shooting at him because she didn't
know how many bullets she had left.


Adam continued his blustering until he
got about twenty feet from Gabrielle.


"So, just put down the damned
weapon.  I'm going to have my way."


"No," she said, leveling the
gun at him.  "You're not."


The shot rang loud in her ears.  Adam
cringed again, and this time he twisted around.  Zack's head snapped up to see
what had happened.  He saw Gabrielle, standing with a gun aimed at Adam.  He
saw Adam suddenly grasp his shoulder.


Good timing.


Adam staggered, then fell to his knees
because of the pain.  As he did, Zack finished up the script, and walked over
to Adam.


"Adam, meet Gabrielle.  She's my
programming partner."  They watched Adam's eyes go wide.  "Yeah, you
didn't think I'd trust anyone quite that far, did you?  And your spies never caught
on."


"You'll never leave this building
alive," Adam said through clenched teeth.


"Sure I will.  I have the program,
and you."


"You already tried to program me
once.  Obviously, it didn't work."


"You know what I always say.  'Try,
try again'."


Zack raised his PDA and hit Execute.


Adam tried to turn away, but the version
of PAO that Zack used was more powerful than any Adam had created.  It was also
faster.  Adam's mental wall was a bit of psychological research that Zack had
never glommed onto.


A minute later, Gabrielle was confused. 
"What's going on?  It's only supposed to take ten seconds or so... Is your
script that complex?"


Zack shook his head.  "It's running
the script over and over again.  It's breaking down his internal wall one piece
at a time.  In another minute, I'll go in and watch.  When his mental wall is
gone, then I'll run the real script."


"Sneaky!  How did you figure that
out?"


"I saw the damage my script had done
to his wall.  We might want to punch up the strength of the program, to see if
it can break this kind of thing on the first try, all the time."


"I thought you didn't want to use
the program anymore."


"I don't want slaves anymore.  I
don't want people being hurt because of me.  You and I are the only people I'd
trust to possess the program."


"Thanks, Zack."


Zack nodded.  Then he closed his eyes,
and began to watch Adam's mind.  In a few minutes, he felt it was time.  He
pulled out, and closed down the looping script.  Adam collapsed to the floor,
exhausted mentally and physically.


"So now what?" Gabrielle asked.


Zack pulled up another script. 
"Well... one more slave.  Briefly."


Zack kicked Adam in the shoulder.  This
caused Adam's eyes to go wide with the pain.  Zack took that moment to run a
new script on Adam.
-----
"Attention, ladies and
gentlemen," Zack said to the assembled staff.  "I have word that Adam
has come out of surgery, and he is physically stable.  However, he seems to be
in an unexplained coma."  That he will never, ever come out of,
Zack thought to himself with a grim smile.


"In the event of such an emergency,
Adam had some papers drafted that gave me full control and ownership of the
company.  I'm sorry to say that William Bogden, our Chief Operating Officer,
did not survive his surgery.  That is a position we will need to fill soon.


"Rest assured that most positions
within the company will remain unaffected by this changeover.  There is only
one division that will be heavily impacted by the change, and I will speak to
them personally by the end of the day.


"I am just a teenager, and I live in
a different state.  I will be looking for and hiring a new director for the
company, as well as a replacement for William.  Until that time, I want you all
to simply continue to do the fine jobs you've been doing.  I will let you know
of any changes before I make them.  So.  Let's all get back to work, shall
we?"


Zack walked out of the room to some
stunned and confused faces.  They chatted amongst themselves for a few moments
to ascertain that nobody really had a clue what was going on.


Then, one by one, they went back to work.
-----
"So, did we win?" Wendy asked. 
They were on the plane back to Martina.


Zack nodded, and stretched.  "We
won.  Adam will never be able to be conscious again.  William died.  Everyone
in the facility who was touched by the program has been reprogrammed, to clear
out Adam's influence.  Before I zapped Adam into Never-Never Land, I had him
sign over his company to me, so we have a really nice income now."


"With just one little issue left to
resolve," Gabrielle said, to remind Zack.  Zack nodded.


"What's that?" Wendy wanted to
know.


"The second spy."
∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼
"Well, if it isn't Mr. Griffin and
Miss Riddick.  So nice of you both to join us once again.  You do know that you
have almost no chance of passing this class now, Mr. Griffin?"


"Oh, I don't know about that, sir. 
Why don't you just take a look at this?"


Ten seconds later, and their instructor
had forgotten all about a man named Adam.
∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼
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Epilogue
Zack parked his motorcycle in the school
parking lot, and turned it off.  He looked up at the building, and could not
believe just exactly how happy he was that his life had returned to some kind
of normalcy.


Of course, for Zack, normal meant living
with six women who all slept with him.  Brian, Bonnie, and Pam had moved back
into their old house to have some privacy.  Since the ownership, and thus the
income, of Adamant Computers was now under Zack's control, the family had no
financial worries.


Zack had taken some time to find a
manager for the company.  Gabrielle had helped him, of course, and they felt
that the company was in good hands.  PAO, of course, assured that the manager
would never betray Zack.  Though he didn't like fully enslaving people,
covering his own ass was now second nature.


Thinking about Gabrielle caused him a
twinge of somberness.  He found that he missed her.  She'd been gone for two
weeks, and though he had the others to keep him company, none of them was on
his intellectual level, and he missed that.


Still, his home life was quite
entertaining.  Terry had decided to move back in with them all once the Adam
issue was resolved.  She was currently working at the college with Sharon, and
seemed to be quite happy with things.  Angela still attended college, but she
didn't bother with the dorms anymore.  Wendy was starting eighth grade today,
and though she grumped about not being with Zack, he knew she would enjoy her
last year of junior high.


Mary had turned herself into the
housekeeper of the family, happily keeping things clean and doing the cooking
and the laundry.  Zack marveled that she so enjoyed the domestic life, but he
was just glad that he didn't have to pick up the place.


The one girl who still troubled him was Stephanie. 
She had only been out of the hospital for a week.  She was happy, but it still
tugged at Zack's conscience that he had caused her to get shot.  She had taken
a load off his shoulders the previous night when, slowly and shakily, she had
risen from her wheelchair to stand on her own two feet.


For about three seconds.


Zack chuckled.  She'd fallen into his
arms.  He had said she just wanted to be held, and she did not disagree. 
Still, it showed that she would, someday in the not-too-distant future, be able
to walk again.  They had spent the evening celebrating.


Zack shook his head to clear his mind,
and to pull himself back into the here and now.  He got off his bike and walked
toward the school.  He was a little bummed out that none of his girlfriends
went to school with him.  He would either have to add one girl to his life,
which he didn't really want to do, or he'd have to play around a lot.  That
appealed to him more.


As Zack approached the door, he realized
that there was another person he'd let himself forget about.  She was standing
at the front door to the school, and so he walked over to her to say hello.


"Hi, Miss Pinches.  How was your
summer?"


"Hey, Zack.  Dull.  I've been
waiting for you.  Could you come with me, please?"


"Sure."  Zack followed her to
the media lab, where she unlocked the door and ushered him in.


Zack was fully into the room, with Kate
locking the door behind him, before he realized there was someone else there.


Just then, Kate turned on the lights. 
The other woman was nude.  Zack turned, to see Kate removing her blouse.


"We have to hurry, since school
starts in fifteen minutes.  You remember, I assume, Pat Barron?"


Pat walked over to Zack, and felt the
growing lump in his pants.  "I'm divorced now, Baby," she purred. 
"Let's get freaky."


Maybe it's not going to be so dull a
year after all.
∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼∼≈≡≈∼∼
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