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Ashram: Language of the Pain

[image: ]

Aslave screamed.

Ashram jolted up from his slumber and cocked his head left toward the sound he just heard. The whore sleeping next to him turned over quietly onto her side. He glanced right over to the nightstand and brushed his long black hair away from his face. Contract, his reliable longsword was scabbarded, belt attached and resting against the small table. He quickly rose from the bed in his baggy pantaloons. The dim light from a nearby lantern faintly illuminated the top half of his built warrior body. Tall, pale, incredibly handsome, and squared by two broad shoulders. Ashram donned his leather boots, quickly grabbed his sword, and walked to the door of the humble dwelling. He buckled Contract to his hip and grabbed the lantern. Shirtless, he opened the door to the air of the night.

The port was busy with activity tonight. Thousands of lanterns and torches lit the docks, illuminating a massive slave labor force of orcs, half breeds, and humans building ships. The masts of massive galleons and caravels stretched up to the stars. Dock cranes lifted stacks of lumber and tools into the dry docks to workers noisily driving nails and sawing boards. The foremen had the slaves working in split shifts, one day and one night. All able-bodied slaves needed to be working to fulfill the project’s time line. Ashram would make sure of that.

He was given title of overseer of this project by Monsoon, his lord king. His duty: to plan, manage and execute the building of a fleet of ships for the lord’s army. Ashram was entrusted with four thousand slaves to work the dry docks in the port of Blackfire on the northern coast of Modrock. He had also commissioned hundreds more commoners, craftsmen of various trades and foreman for the effort. The schedule was strictly adhered to and the king’s order was being followed to Ashram’s letter.

He had heard his share of screaming slaves in his time but this one was different. Not a scream of frustration or fatigue, but one of pain. Not just from one lash but several. It was normal to lash a slave if they were falling behind. A quick crack and the slave would be back in line. Sometimes an unbroken would need several as punishment to learn their place. However, this workforce was broken. These slaves had been working these docks for scores of nights. They wouldn’t piss a drop until you told them they could. The lash that caused this scream one was out of contempt. Ashram knew it was, why else would he have awakened?

Ashram walked down the dock in haste, ducking under a stack of lumber as a dock crane swung it over his head. He hurried past the busy smiths, journeymen, and shipwrights to the staircase that led to the dry dock where the scream had sounded. As he scaled the steps, Ashram quickly realized this was the row foreman Curve was assigned to.

Once he had ascended the steps, Ashram heard once again the crack of the foreman’s whip. He looked over and as expected saw Curve, whip in hand, standing over a half orc slave. Curve was a Clymyrian man in his thirties, average height, and a stocky build. He wore foremen leathers and furs for protection against the ocean winds. His skin was tan from the suns of Clymyr’s clear skies.

Curve had sailed here from their shared hometown of Quelsh on the southern border or Clymyr to work on the fleet building project. Curve was willing to break the law of Clymyr, forbidding the citizens to come to the monster filled island of Modrock, just for the sole promise of earning more coin. Ashram took this into consideration while taking quick inventory of what he knew about this man’s ethics. Unlawful border crossing may be a lesser citation. However, excessive use of a master’s force was more than just an infraction to Ashram. It was a breach of slaver’s code.

The green half breed laid face first on the ground below him, a broken mallet rested several paces away. He was still breathing but with multiple lash marks seeping blood seeping from them. Ashram quickly counted the lashes, eight total. Two too many.

That is why he woke up. The slaver master’s code had been broken. One can only lash a broken slave up to six times. Any beyond that number is counterproductive and calls for dismissal or removal of the slave, usually by death. Ashram’s faith in his savior would demand that this breach of contract be righted. It was written in his god’s sacred texts. Specifically, the Chants of the Damned. In a chapter titled ‘Happiness in Slavery’.

“Return to your duties horc!” Curve hatefully yelled at the defeated slave. The half orc, exhausted, didn’t move. His only movement was the rise and fall of his chest.

‘Horc’ was a racial slur. Usually said in a bitter and spiteful tone. A shortening of Half orc. Mostly used by bigots and extremist full blood orcs to heinously describe the half breeds, but mostly to announce one’s hatred for the race. Half orcs were commonly the target of prejudice throughout Thayrune. In almost all cases, they were the product of violent rape and orcish perversion.

Ashram’s feet landed on the platform. “Explain the punishment Curve.” Ashram asked.

“Overseer Ashram,” Curve spoke. If he was surprised his tone hid the fact. “I thought you were resting.” He paused briefly, “This horc has drove several stakes and nails incorrectly.” Curve harshly continued. “He mis-cut several planks so that they are unusable. Furthermore, his productivity is stagnant.”

The half breed pulled his arms beneath his chest, placed his hands on the wood beneath him and pushed himself into a kneel. Ashram stepped in front Curve, positioning himself between the two, setting the lantern down on a nearby crate. Curve’s whip hand lowered.

“Was he given the proper tools to perform this task effectively?” Ashram asked.

“Of course. Mallets, drills, saws, planers. All available.” Curve said. “With,” He paused. “Supervision, my supervision.”

The half breed slightly shook his head. Ashram noticed, but acted as if he didn’t.

“Good.” Ashram replied. “Was this slave given the proper training of the tools and equipment?”

Curve scoffed. “Training to do grunts work?”

“Yes.” Ashram said. “A slave can only be as good as his master. A good master will select the proper slave for the proper task.”

Curve’s brow furrowed. Obviously insulted. Ashram knew he would not act upon his rage.

“Why didn’t you have a saw mill worker or lumberjack cut the planks?” Ashram asked.

“Lord Ashram, tis a simple job, any child can cut a plank with a saw.” Curse retorted back.

“Who measured the planks for cut?’ Ashram pressed.

“I did!” The volume of Curves voice rose sharply. “What’s the point of these questions overseer?”

“You see Foreman,” Ashram said confidently, stepping towards the slave. “To have a successful project, one must be set up for success. One must have a plan. One must have rules and abide by them.” Ashram drew Contact from his scabbard. The sound of steel scraping on steel was heard as the blade emerged from the locket.

“Curve.” Ashram went on. “Are you aware of Modeus’ ‘Happiness in Slavery’?” Ashram looked back at Curve.

Curve nodded. But the look in his eyes was confused.

“Then how many lashings before dismissal or removal of the slave?”

Curves eyes darted around the slave quickly counting the lash marks. “Eight.” He quickly blurted out.

Ashram knew Curve was lying. Not about the number of lashings rendered but about his knowledge of the Modeus law.

Ashram raised Contract above his head, added his off hand for more power and velocity for impending strike. I’m doing this slave a favor, Ashram thought.

“Six!” Ashram proclaimed boldly.

With perfect form and posture, Contract came down toward the slave’s neck. It met the flesh with a loud crack as it sheared through bone of the spine. The slave’s head rolled a few feet away as hot blood poured and sputtered from the opening that had just held it. The half breeds green shirtless body flattened onto the platform. The eyes of the head seemed to twitch and look at its own body with a look of terror and grief.

Ashram wiped the blade clean on the Half Orc’s pants then turned calmly and walked to Curve, sheathed Contract, and reached out with his off hand and clasped the whip hand of Curve. He clenched onto a pressure point of the forearm. With a grunt, Curve released the whip into Ashrams awaiting palm.

“It be important for you to have knowledge of the relationship of master and slave.” Ashram said coldly, pushing Curve down into the slave’s fresh slick of blood.

Curve tried resisting but Ashram was far stronger. Curve caught himself by putting his two hands out. His right hand slipped in the pool of blood as his knee stopped his fall. A jet of blood from the headless body shot over curves chest and face.

“Now, I shall review with you, to give you the prospective you need to complete our project.” Ashram declared. “Our divine lord Modeus demands this of us.”

The ritual needed to be administered. A master had broken code and Ashram was chosen by his god to dispense punishment. He would stop at nothing to make sure Modeus was pleased. His divine lord was the reason for his existence and Ashram would give up everything for his blessing. The “Passage of Happiness” must be recited, the rite must be completed if Modeus were to see Ashram favorably.

“A master shall not make his slave scream more than six. Any more is unnecessary, excessive and will break contract of master and slave. Seven lashes display no respect for the slave code of our lord Modeus. If slave continues to reject the wishes of the master than a quick death shall become him. A break of this code and the master must undergo the rite of perspective.” Ashram said. His voice struck terror into Curve.

“The soul belongs to that of the master, the slave shall not care for its soul. The master shall alleviate the slave’s misfortune. The master is responsible for the condition, physical, mental, and otherwise of his slave. This order has been made by Modeus and has ever been so. And therefore, forevermore.”

With full strength, Ashram cocked the whip back and lashed it forward. The loud crack thundered and filled the air of the night as the leather rope moved faster than the sound itself. Curve screamed as the whips popper struck his neck. His body collapsed onto the wood below, his arms failed to hold him up as the whip stung. A quick smell of burnt skin filled the air but was gone just as quick as it came.

“A slave shall scream when it does not listen.”

Ashram cocked the whip back and forward a second time. Crack! Curve winced and screamed.

“A slave shall scream when it when it chooses for itself.”

Crack! Curve flinched and yelled in agony.

“A slave shall scream when it does not submit.”

For a third time the whip lashed out and snapped. Crack! Another scream this one twice as loud as the last.

“A slave shall scream if it is incompetent.”

Crack it went again. An anguished scream resonated onto the platform.

“A slave shall scream if it fails contract.”

Crack! Curves body cringed and shook on the wood deck. He belted out a miserable scream, but his voice started to rasp towards the end.

“A slave shall scream if it wants dominion over its own soul.”

A final loud crack sounded and a pathetic tired scream came soon after. Curves voice had started to lose volume and began to rasp more and more with every cry. It would take a few days for it to return to a healthy, normal tone.

The foreman lay bloodied, broken. With a disciplined and solemn look on his face Ashram dropped the whip to the ground and approached Curve. He reached out a hand and slowly forced up the man’s chin to look him the eye.

“When you regain your strength, you will bury the half breed slave in their cemetery. You will then read, review, and study the passage in ‘Chants of the Damned’ about slaver code for three nights. Chaplin Krone will provide you the volume since you do not own one.” Ashram paused briefly. “Do I make myself clear foreman Curve?”

The foreman weakly nodded, too weak to move otherwise. His voice was lost to him from the screaming from the lashes.

“Good.” Ashram acknowledged. “Also, I want you to understand what has just happened. The pain you feel, let it empower you. Let it help you recognize the things that you can change and those that are beyond your ability to control. The things you can control, let the pain strengthen your resolve. Do not let it turn you into a pessimist. Embrace it, own it. And nothing will be able to you it against you.”

Ashram rose up. Eyes still fixated on Curve.

“Modeus be with you.” Ashram said. But also at the same time a voice came from beside him saying the same words at the same moment. A feminine voice. One that he had heard many times before. An accent of that of a dark elf, given away by the way they mix the s sound with a double z. It reminded him of snakes.

Ashram turned toward the voice. It had come from edge of the platform to his right near where he had put the lantern. Rested against the supply crates was the dark elf sell-sword Avicia. She seemed to blend perfectly with her surroundings. If she wouldn’t have made her presence known, Ashram may have never seen her. The way she postured her body and clothing with the surrounding shadows would somehow meld with the pile of crates behind her.

She was shorter, slender, and a bit frailer than her surface elf kin. She had slightly longer ears, but otherwise physically similar to the common elf you may see in the forests of Elvaine. She had black skin, long stark white hair held away from her face and onto her left shoulder with a tiny, curvy knife shaped clip. Her eyes glowed green and would flicker when she blinked. An odd feature of her race, as most dark elves had red eyes. She wore black stained leathers that shaped tightly along her ample breasts and long sweeping legs. The pin on her cloak matched that of one affixed to her hair and held a long dark cloak embroidered with wicked green designs around the edges that matched her eyes.

Although she was related to the wood elves of the surface, the Drow are vicious and wicked sisters at best. The dark elves lurk in the bleak, lightless caverns and tunnels of the underworld. Living in massive subterranean cities that were ruled through fear, repression, and might. It was also well known they worshiped the spider god Lothe and practiced slavery. These facts made the Drow the most fearsome race of the underdark to the common surface world. However, Avicia did not belong in the depths of the underdark, she dwelled here in Modrock, and she is an exceptional assassin pledged to their shared lord Monsoon.

There was one fact about them that led to much mystery about their race, their physical weakness to sunlight. The most contact a surface dweller would have would be zero. Any recounts of interaction would usually be just mere story. The Drow hated the sunlight for it would burn their skin, hamper their innate abilities, but most of all, cause incapacitating pain. But for Avicia, she had gone through the torture of becoming used to the light of sun, letting her walk freely about the surface of Thayrune.

“Overzeer Azzhram.” Avicia said provocatively. She approached him and looked down at Curve. “I hope I did not interrupt your punishment in the name of Modeuz. In fact, I would love you to continue. You know juzt how much it turnzz me on to zee you half naked with a whip in your hand.”

She was serious, Ashram thought. And she was right. Modeus was his divine king. The god of pride, contracts, and slavery. Ashram even named his blade after his sacred texts. The god speaks to him in his dreams and has seen Ashram through from being a commoner son of an apothecary in Quelsh to being the hand of the best swordsmen and true king of Solice. Modeus had graced him with his holy powers and Ashram has used those powers to instill order in every aspect of his life. And as the popular Modeus saying went – strength through discipline, power through order.

“Avicia,” Ashram turned away from Curve towards her. “Your presence here is unexpected.”

The last time Ashram had heard of Avicia’s whereabouts was that she had been sent on mission of high importance by Tolkriss, an advisor to Monsoon whom practiced dark arts. Ashram could only assume that it involved murder or theft. That’s what she and her troupe of criminals was good at. Ashram didn’t particularly like the fact they waited in the shadows for the perfect opportunity to strike their foe. He preferred a more direct approach or even diplomacy.

“Well I couldn’t zet foot on Modrock without zeeing you. Itz been too long zince I had the pleazzure of your company.” She lifted a hand to Ashram’s arm and ran a finger along it, up to the curve of his shoulder. She only stood up to the middle of his rib cage.

There was no tone of sarcasm in her voice. But he was not surprised. Avicia had taken a liking to him since they were introduced months ago by Monsoon. While he may not like her approach to accomplishing certain tasks, she was still beautiful and exotic. He had even laid with her twice. And would do so again. He wondered once why she liked him. She probably just liked handsome men in a powerful position. He didn’t care to ask as long he reaped the bounty of that tight body.

“How did your journey fare?” Ashram asked

“It wazz a pleazzurable….” She walked around behind him, dragging her finger across his naked back. “…vacation” she paused for a moment, “but not nearly as pleazzurable az being in your ztrong armz.

She might as well have a forked tongue Ashram thought. While Avicia’s methods may be deceiving, they were definitely effective.

“I’m sure you enjoyed whatever Monsoon asked of you.” Ashram turn quickly to keep his eyes on her, she let her hand trace his side as he turned. There was part of him that didn’t trust her and wondered what her true motives were. “Shouldn’t you report to Monsoon?”

“Well I could make the journey to Banez Rezzt, but it’d be better to juzt meet our grace here.” She moved her finger up his stomach to the tattoo over his heart of Modeus’ holy symbol. She traced the upside-down star and started to grin seductively. “Pluzz, I get the added bonuz of having time to kill with you. And you know I can warm your bed better than the whore who iz likely zleeping in it.”

She was right again. Not just about the bed but their lord Monsoon would be here in half a fortnight.

“Very well, let us make use of the time then.” Ashram responded.

He quickly dispatched some orders to have another overseer woken and take up the supervision of the project. They walked together back to Ashram’s quarters. Once there, the pair entered and stood in the doorway, Avicia moved around behind him, wrapping her arms around his midsection and caressing his pecks. Ashram looked upon the brown-haired whore still sleeping in his bed. Her body sprawled on top of the bed that he needed to make proper use of.

“GET OUT!” He shouted at the whore. She immediately was startled awake. The whore rose out of the bed quickly and grabbed her clothes and sandals.

“Yes, my lord.” She whispered apologetically as she passed him and Avicia. She didn’t even bother to put her dress on, just used it to cover her breasts and stepped out into the night, closing the door behind her.

“Now that we’re alone…” Avicia said, circling around to his front, her pointy fingers and long fingernails grazing his skin. “I’m going to be needing zomething of yourz.”

She slid her hand down over his abs and into his trowsers. She reached for his cock and grasped it with her small slender hands. She squeezed him briefly before he swelled to size and then began fisting him in his pantaloons. Ashram let her hands work him, standing still and nonchalant. If he was enjoying it, the only thing that let her know was the ever-increasing size of his cock as it flexed in her hand. Avicia looked him in his eyes with a look of longing but even more so of conviction.

“I didn’t juzt come here to fuck Azzhram.” She said candidly, keeping eye contact. Her free hand yanked off his pants and his hard cock sprang free to the open air.

“Is that so?” He replied, his gaze stone cold.

“Why yezzz,” She replied. “I want your seed Lord Azzhram… I want you to sire me a child…”

“You know what the requires of me.” He stated. “Do you realize the weight of such a request upon myself and my god?”

Ashram was more than willing to father a child, but because of his holy status he would have ask for Modeus’ blessing. This would be a different than any encounter with a common whore. He would have to pray during the act, administer a sacred rite. Ashram had been endowed with many powers from Modeus for his sworn devotion. One of which gave him the ability to share physical pain with subjects that commit to verbal contract with him. A ritual called “language of the pain.” Usually Ashram would use the rite to bolster his vitality in battle, spreading his wounds amongst his followers. The blessing he was going to ask for was a variation in this ritual, meant to bless the woman for being a willing vessel for Modeus’ devout subject’s children. However, instead of sharing pain, this specific version would take Ashram’s pleasure and transfer it all to the woman. In return, any satisfaction Ashram had would be replaced with pain. This pain was meant to be a test to Modeus’ devout. If they couldn’t bear through the pain, they were not worthy of bearing children. Ashram was no stranger to pain and he would be honored to administer the rite in the name of his god.

“Yezz…” She said, answering his question, affirming that she was prepared. Whether she was or not didn’t matter. The only thing that did was her confirmation of entering into verbal contract with Ashram and his god.

She kissed along his chest while her hand still stroked away. She knelt down in front in front of Ashram and held his cock straight up and flicked her tongue at his balls. Avicia licked them slowly with the thick part of her tongue before working up to the base of his cock. She cupped her mouth along the side of his shaft and rocked her head back and forth. She extended her tongue and slid it along his length until she reached the crown. Ashram watched on in the dim lantern light of the room as the dark elf slowly licked his head, encircling it, and getting it wet with her saliva.

“I know thiz izz the starting pozition for the woman for Modeus’ blezzing.” She affirmed with Ashram before she slid her lips over the head and engulfed Ashram’s cock in her mouth, twisting her head slightly as he descended, the girth of his cock stretching her tiny mouth as her lips glided down the smooth shaft. Ashram restricted his pleasure, keeping his stern composure as Avicia’s head moved up and down slowly on his cock. Her mouth must have filled with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him.

“Why, yes this is where it can start.” He replied, letting the hot little elf nurse his cock. “But it doesn’t truly begin until I will it so.”

Avicia slid her lips off of his cock and looked up at him.

“Please begin my lord.” She asked.

And with that Ashram began the ritual, springing into action. His hand quickly came down on the back of Avicia’s scalp. He was certain to use the hand that had a tattoo on the palm that match the one on his chest. However, this tattoo was lined in silver flake. He remembered receiving the tattoo after accepting Modeus as his god and lord. It was a painful day, but it was the best day of his life.

The sudden movement surprised her and she flinched instinctively. Ashram was too strong however and caught her before she could attempt moving away. With a strong solid grip on her hair he forced Avicia down on his cock. Her mouth opened just in the knick of time to accept his cock into her mouth. She whimpered slightly as his swiftly cock disappeared from view, pressing against the back of her mouth and against her throat. Ashram didn’t stop there and continued to press into her throat. Avicia looked up at him, her eyes wide in surprise, it was obvious she didn’t know the first step of the rite or else she would have been prepared to choke. He buried his member deep into her throat and held her head there with her lips pressed up against the very base of his cock. Avicia began to choke on him and snorted out her nose. Her gag reflex began to trigger as a tear strayed from her opened eyes. She began to struggle and try to pull away but Ashram held her in place easily. She whimpered and coughed as his cock filled her throat uncomfortably. The tear from her eye ran down cheek and fell to the floor. Now the breeding ritual of language of the pain could begin.

“My whore suffocates…” Ashram said solemnly, his voice the tone of prayer. The upside star of Modeus tattooed on his chest and hand began to glow crimson with divine power. He continued to hold her down on his cock until he completed the first stanza. “priming me to plant seeds of fate. Forced love, to mate… I beg thee Modeus, trap us within our hate.”

He released his grip and let the drow fall away from his hard cock. She gasped for air and began to cough violently. He stood above her, at attention, as the air began to fill her lungs, bringing her back to a semi-normal state. She had made it through the hardest part of the ritual for the female. Not choking and passing out was a sign of an acceptable vessel for Modeus. Ashram reached down and grabbed Avicia just above the elbow and pulled her to her feet and began undressing her, untying the cords that held her leathers tightly to her body. She tried to assist him but he quickly waved her hands away. It was important to the ritual that his glowing hand disrobe the vessel. The rite needed to be performed correctly, meticulously to Modean law, or else the blessing will not take.

“We give, thine take.” Ashram continued his disciplined chanting as he methodically removed her leathers. Wisps of black and red smoke began emanating from the glow of his tattooed holy symbols as his spell began to swell with power. His tattoos began to tingle from a devilish heat. A pain that he welcomed wholeheartedly.

“A life you forsake!” He shouted his voice raising to a demanding shout. He pushed the dark elf down to his bed. She submissively fell down on top of it, resting the top of her body on her elbows at the edge of the bed. She spread her legs enticingly for Ashram, showing her luscious bare pussy, ripe for the taking. He stepped in closer to the foot of the bed, his hard cock lengthened in from of him as he postured himself between her legs.

“A new gift of youth…” Ashram continued, his voice returning to a normal chant. He grabbed her legs just above the knees, spreading them wider. “Your blessing turns its lie to truth.”

As he finished the verse, his tattoos erupted from a glow to a fiery fury. The pain he felt increased, but he didn’t seem to mind, letting the pain empower his resolve. This was but a mere fragment of the power of this spell, he wasn’t even halfway through the ritual. With discipline, he guided his cock to the lips of her pussy, pausing at her opening.

“Disrobed, press in!” Ashram shouted as he leaned in and slowly pressured into her pussy. He slid in past her lips and met a little resistance. As he did so, Avicia yelped in surprise. Normally she would have grimaced in pain as the walls of her pussy stretched to accommodate his massive girth. But instead this pain was transferred to Ashram, his spell replacing any of her discomfort with pleasure. Avicia hooked her legs around his waist forcing him inside until he buried his stiff cock into her welcoming cunt. Her tight pussy began to tremble around his thick shaft, accommodating his penis until she was completely filled by him. The ritual doubled her pleasure, a gift from Modeus for being a willing vessel. She moaned out uncontrollably as the increased pleasure washed through her. She couldn’t contain it and shivered abruptly. Only mere seconds after he filled her an orgasm was taking hold of her body. She felt the power of the climax wash over her, savoring the moment as it swept through her.

Ashram watched his whore trembled below him, her body spasming around his cock. While she was lost in ecstasy, the pain from the spell increased for him. He felt burning in his tattoos and a cold stinging all along his skin. His mind clouded briefly as the pain washed through him, constricting his thought. With sheer discipline Ashram powered through, turning the familiar sting into something real, his god would expect nothing less. He turned the pain back on itself and dispersed the cloud of doubt. Replacing with a strength that made him feel alive.

“Let the breeding begin!” Ashram recited.

It was time to give her what she and Modeus desired. He backed his cock out until just his head was lodged inside her opening, and with a vigorous thrust, he buried his stiff cock all the way into Avicia’s pussy. He began to fuck her steadily, rocking his cock back and forth inside of her. Her hands grabbed at her hair as she moaned in extreme pleasure. Ashram grip fastened just above her knees, securing his dominance. He was allowed to only touch her with his cock and hold her in place. Any other showing of affection was forbidden, that was Modeus’ job. The wisping smoke from his holy symbols filled the air, drifting around Avicia. The smoke seemed to take a form of its own, organizing into two long slender appendages that wrapped around her breasts and rubbed slowly at her nipples with divine force. Ashram quickened his pace, pistoning his cock into her hungry cunt. Avicia continued to moan, her breath becoming short, her voice rising in pitch until it became a piercing shriek.

“The blessing of your pain…” He continued. The pain in his tattoos and body was immense, but he did not care. It was just mere assurance from his divine lord that he was vindicated in his actions. “…my loss becomes thine’s gain!”

Acivia looked down toward her pussy, marveling at his cock pumping in and out of her pussy. “YES! Fuck me! FUCK my pussy!”

The tentacles of red smoke pressed her back roughly onto the bed as Ashram began driving into her with earnest, gripping her legs for more leverage. She pressed her heels into his ass to lend to his thrusts. He fucked her briskly as one of the trails of smoke discontinued it assault on her breast and began smoothing over her clit. Every time Ashram pressed in, he felt a sharp stab of pain. He welcomed it, thrusting deeper to increase it, for the shock empowered him further to invoke the will of his lord and master. A smile spread across his face as he focused the pain, twisting it into pleasure of successful accomplishment.

“Ugh uh uh UH OHHH!” Avicia cried in ecstasy. The sensations were too much and her body began to rise again to climax. “OH FUCK MY LORD, I’M CUMMING!”

She screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. He buried every thrust all the way inside her as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy bursting around his cock as she trembled through waves of pleasure. Her eyes rolled into the back of her skull as she panted and gasped as Ashram continued to pound her hard from above. Her clit was peering out from her hood as the smoked rubbed wildly around it, increasing the uncontrollable quaking of her hips, sending her into a third orgasm almost immediately after the second.

“UGHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” Avicia screamed out with the full force of her lungs.

She was overwhelmed with Modeus’ gifts and Ashram knew that she may pass out soon from the intensity of the increased pleasure. He needed to make haste and plant his faithful seed before she did or the ritual would botch. Ashram’s vision began to fade to black from the pain shooting through every limb of his body, giving him the sign to complete the final stanza of the prayer.

“Pure black, looking clear.” He chanted, the dark cloud of the pain cleared from his mind. As it did his cock began to swell within Avicia’s gripping cunt, sending him closer to the edge. He pressed in with his hard penis, filling her with his girth. He pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon, she pressed back onto him slamming her body on his hard rod. His breathing became rapid and Ashram’ balls began to churn. The smoke exuding from his holy symbols quickly crept into Avicia’s mouth and pussy, and soon after her eyes began to haze to with same color as the mist. Her body lurched forward, spasming as the will of Ashram’s divine lord filled her with its mist, spreading to her nerves and sending waves pleasure through every vein in her body. The smoke seemed to fill every crevice inside her, sending a bright tingle throughout her pussy, preparing her womb for Ashram’s seed.

“Our work is done soon here, giving back unto thee. To give back which used to be.” He groaned as his balls tensed and his cock swelled inside her. Ashram couldn’t hold it back any longer, the ritual was sending him over the edge and finally, he buried his cock to the hilt and released. The will of Modeus replaced any pleasure of climax with a sting that shackled Ashram’s body. A pain so huge it could only be warded off by reciting the final lines of the hymn.

“Pain! Misery! I suffer unto thee!” He shouted out, revoking his pain, distributing amongst his body, and recycling it back to empower his will. “…Language… of the… Pain!”

He straightened his body in discipline and pumped spurt after spurt of his blessed seed inside her as she continued to writhe in pleasure beneath from the pleasurable onslaught of the red mist. Avicia bucked her head as he sent a massive hot jet of cum splashing against her cervix. Her pussy caressed his shaft as he spent his seed, filling every fold within her completely.

“OHH YES MY LORD!” Avicia screamed. “I can feel you cumming in me! Ughhh!”

Ashram continued firing hot pulses of semen inside her. Avicia’s hips shivered over his cock as his balls emptied, finally they were spent. She collapsed on top of the bed, her head rolling to the side, not having the strength to hold herself up. The mist in her eyes fades as her mouth fell open, the red smoke of Modeus escaped slowly as she exhaled, dispersing into the air. Her eyes closed quietly as she rolled over and immediately fell asleep. Ashram noticed that no mist escaped from her pussy lips, for whatever had entered, intended to stay within her for the next nine months.

With his ritual complete, Ashram slid his cock out of her. He used his grip on her legs to press them shut, closing them in front of him as he stepped away. The ordeal had gone as expected, successful. He knew deep inside of his mind that Modeus’ favor glowed brightly, Ashrams sacrifice of pleasure had not gone unnoticed.

He collapsed in exhaustion next to his elf. He had passed the test of Modeus’ holy rite, but he wondered what his lord’s plans were for him. Why would Modeus want to bring his child into Thayrune at such a dark time? Would Avicia’s womb even be able harbor his child safely? War was about break out across the southern coasts of Clymyr and Avicia would be needed behind enemy lines. This was a new complication, but it was the will of his god. All questions may be unanswered for now. As Ashram’s eyes closed and drifted to sleep, he knew whatever his god’s plans were, they would be explained eventually.


Ashrum Chronicles: Volume 1
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It was Friday night and the bar was packed. I sat at a table by myself, pretending to drink the cheap mixed drink in front of me, watching the crowd on the dance floor. Industrial music blasted through the bar’s sound system and the girls on the dance floor were loving it. Far too many stereotypical goth girls danced erotically with men that could be hardly called men.

Truth be told, I liked the music and the loved girls but this really wasn’t my scene. I enjoyed the edgy music with its dark sound and even darker lyrics. And the women… The women were the biggest reason I was here. These women with their dark makeup and pale skin. Dressed in dark clothes that covered barely more than what most working girls showed off. They danced so provocatively, showing their sexual appetites with the grinding of their hips.

A lot of vampires had a hard time adjusting to modern times. Society had changed so drastically, so quickly. When I was the age of the humans surrounding me, women would have been considered wanton if they showed off their ankles! I loved this modern age, women had evolved into beautiful creatures who embraced their sexuality and were proud of it. Long gone were the days when women stayed virgins until their wedding night.

These were the times of one night stands and hookups. The way I saw it, there had never been a better time to be a vampire. It hardly took any effort at all to get a woman alone for sex and feeding on her. Not that it had ever taken much effort, since vampires have the ability to control a human’s mind easily. But as the decades passed, it had become an ability that I had to use less and less to get a girl in bed and my fangs in her neck. That goal was exactly why I was here tonight. But I wasn’t looking for just any random girl.

I was looking for a girl that was sexy and kinky. I wanted a girl who I could easily turn into a regular toy of mine. Someone I could bend to my will easily and turn into the perfect sex slave. I was pretty sure I had found her already, after watching this one girl in particular for a little while. She was dancing on the dancefloor alone. She had turned down any guy that approached her, happy to be in her own little world while dancing alone.

She exuded sexiness, her body moving with a grace that most of the girls lacked. She was tall with legs that went on forever in her fishnet stockings and curves that begged to be caressed. Her long black hair fell to her waist and she was wearing a short black dress that hugged her in all the right spots. She wore a leather collar that spoke to her kinkiness. It wasn’t a spiky fashion statement like so many others here were wearing. It was simple leather with a ring at the center of her throat, the kind that would be perfect to attach a leash to.

As the song ended, she quit dancing and made her way to the bar. This is what I had been waiting for. She took up an empty stool and waited for the bartender to make her way over. I waited patiently for her to get her drink before getting up, leaving my drink of the table, and headed her way. I sat down next to her and waited to order another drink I wouldn’t actually drink.

“Are you wearing that collar because you are owned or as a deterrent?” I asked her as she glanced my way.

She laughed softly before replying, “As a deterrent. Its meaning seems a bit lost on many guys here though, but not you, surprisingly.”

“Well that collar is clearly more functional than a fashion statement. Why are you trying to deter men when you are seemingly alone?” I grinned and looked her up and down just slow enough that she couldn’t help but notice my wandering eyes.

“I like men who know exactly what they want and aren’t afraid to take it. There are plenty of guys who will claim to be dominant, but they don’t have the strength to even attempt to overcome a few obstacles to get what they want. They are pathetic and a waste of my time.” She said in a confident way that made it clear to me that she had given this explanation before and meant it. Now I was even more sure that she would be the one leaving with me tonight.

“Do I seem like the type of guy who would be a waste of your time?” I smiled as I asked her. She looked me up and down now. I’m fairly tall at 6’ 1”, well built, and good looking. It was rare that I met a woman who didn’t love the combination of my naturally jet black long hair with blue eyes. Like I said, this isn’t really my scene; I was wearing torn blue jeans, black leather boots, and an old, faded metal band t-shirt. She smiled when her green eyes met mine again.

“Based on first impressions… Well let’s say, I’m still talking to you. That is more than any other guy here can say tonight. I’m Katharina, by the way.” She laughed quietly as she took a long drink from her drink.

“I’m Ashrum, it is a pleasure to meet you.” I held her gaze and pushed my will towards her, activating my mind control. It is hard to explain exactly what happens and how it works, but it’s like using a muscle, you think about doing it and it happens with little effort. Her pupils quickly dilated and her face went blank, letting me know that I had her now.

“Every word I say to you will make you feel like you can trust me more and make you find me even more attractive.” I said while holding her under my spell. I then released her from my mental grip and smiled at her.

“So, what is it you really want Ashrum?” she asked with a grin on her face.

“I’m looking for a woman who is submissive and open to trying anything once. Someone who wants a man she can play with regularly. Kink requires trust between two people. It takes time to build trust, but luckily, I am a patient man. What are you looking for Katharina?” I could she her body relax a little bit as I spoke. Clearly, she was feeling more at ease with me.

“You are going to be completely honest with me from now on. You find me easy to talk to and will open up to me.” I commanded her using my mind control.

“I am looking for a friend with benefits that turns into more someday. I completely agree that kink takes trust. Master is a title to be earned and I want to find the guy who will make me beg to call him Master, in time.”

“Sounds like what I am looking for as well. We are off to a good start it seems. Next big question, what are your limits? And don’t give me that, ‘I have no limits’ crap.” I laughed, “Everyone has limits, even if they are few in number.”

“You are right about that, everyone has limits. Mine list is a short one however; piss, shit, vomit, kids, animals, etc. The most extreme and taboo. Other than that, I am willing to try just about anything twice.” She giggled and leaned towards me more. I mirrored her action and leaned towards her as well.

“Twice huh? I’ve never heard anyone say that they are willing to try anything twice. I would love to hear your reasoning on that one.” I reached up and tucked a strand of her hair that had come loose back behind her ear. She responded just as I wanted her to, tilting her head into my touch.

“Well I have found that sometimes, the first time you try something and don’t like it, it is because of the person you do it with, not because of the act itself. So, I will usually give anything a second try, just in case it was the person that was wrong for me, not the act itself.” She finished off her drink.

“Can I buy you another drink while you give me an example of something you liked the second time but not the first?”

“Of course, I would love another drink. Hmm… I’m thinking… Ohhh yeah, I have a good example!” She giggled and blushed slightly. I signaled the bartender and got her another drink. She leaned towards me more and placed a hand on my knee while she spoke a bit more softly.

“So, umm, anal is a good example. The first guy I did anal with was not patient at all. We were young and I don’t think he knew what he was doing, honestly. He just forced himself in quickly, without giving my body time to adjust to his size. It hurt more than it felt good. I didn’t try it again for a couple years, but the next time was way better.”

“So, you enjoy anal now do you? That is good to know. It is something I really enjoy. There is something about using every hole of a woman in the same night. It feels like all of her is mine. It is a feeling I that I love. Tell me about the second time, what was so different to make you enjoy it?” As I was talking, I began lightly running my fingers lightly up and down her bare arm. I could feel goosebumps rising ever so slightly in response to my touch.

“As you tell this story, you are going to give me lots of detail and in your mind, you will be picturing it is me doing what you are describing. The image will be vivid in your mind and it will turn you on so much that your panties will be very wet by the time you are done.” I commanded her, enjoying watching her eyes dilate then relax, knowing she would do whatever I said. I meant it when I said I was a patient man. I enjoy taking my time, there is no challenge in just walking up to a woman and commanding her to take me home and fuck me. That works ok if I’m just hungry and horny and don’t care if I ever see her again. Katharina, however, I wanted to truly want me.

“Well I think the biggest difference was the guy was a lot older than me and experienced. He fucked my pussy first, hard and fast, for at least 15 minutes. I came at least 3 or 4 times during that so I was absolutely dripping wet. We definitely didn’t need lube; my body was making plenty for him. When he went to switch holes, he instantly went from fast to being very patient. He gently pushed against my tight hole. It felt like it took at least a few minutes for my body to open for him, I was so tense, but he didn’t rush it. He kept reassuring me to relax and let his cock inside me. Once my body relaxed enough for him to get in me, he continued to take his time. He used short and slow thrusts, pushing a tiny bit deeper every few thrusts. It gave my body enough time to adjust to his girth without it hurting. Once he was completely inside me, he paused for a little bit allowing my body to adjust to all of him. It felt so amazing, I felt so full but totally comfortable. He then continued his slow pace, but took long strokes now. He pulled all the way back until it was just his head inside my ass, then thrust all the way back in. He sped up over time until he was finally fucking me fast and hard. I can’t even estimate how many times I came. Once he was pounding me hard, the orgasms started to feel like they blurred together. The pleasure exploding through my body, then starting to fade, just to instantly explode again. When he finally came inside me, I could feel each spasm of his cock like I never had with a guy before. It was the best sex I had ever had at that point. And to think, if I never tried it again, I would have missed out on that night!” At the last sentence, she laughed and leaned into me, letting her head fall on my shoulder for a second before looking up at me and taking a long sip of her drink.

While she was telling the story, she kept shifting her legs, clearly getting excited by her story, and picturing me in it. She let her hand slide higher up my thigh as she talked. In response, I went from letting my fingers trail up and down her arm, to her neck and around her ear before going back down to her collar bone. Her breathing quickened as I explored this more sensitive area of her body with my gentle touch.

“That sounds like it was an amazing night. That is how anal should always be. Most men just don’t understand the need to be patient. If they did, they would learn how to make a woman’s body sing with pleasure. So, do you like older men then, you mentioned he was quite a bit older than you?”

“Age doesn’t matter to me, what matters is the connection. I’ve been with men old enough to be my dad and men younger than me. Some were good, some were bad, regardless of age. I don’t have a preference, so don’t worry, you aren’t too young for me. Assuming of course that we connect in the bedroom as well as we do talking.” As she talked, I let my fingers explore more of her. I drifted from her collarbone down to the top of her exposed cleavage. I worked my hand back and forth across her breast dipping lower slowly until my fingertips just slightly grazed the inside the top of her dress. She responded by arching her back slightly, pushing her breast into my fingertips. Her nipples had now become so erect that they will just slightly visible through her dress.

“I am going to ask you to tell me another story. As you tell this story with as much detail as the last, you will use the hand that is on my thigh to rub my cock while letting your other hand find its way under your dress to play with yourself. Again, picture it is me with you in your mind. You will try to be discreet but don’t hold back too much.” She listened carefully to my commands until I pulled back my control.

“I am older than I look but you are right, age doesn’t really matter. You are a great story teller. I would love to hear about what your perfect play session with a new guy would be like. I totally agree that trust takes time to build, so kink needs to be ramped up with each session. Just what would you do the first time though, if it could be anything you wanted?” As I asked her for a new story, I began to let my hand slide over her dress, cupping her breast with my hand and rubbing my thumb back and forth over her hard nipple.

She moaned softly at my touch. “Oh, that is a hard one, let me think for a moment!” She giggled as she sat back up straight, lifting her head from my shoulder and finished her drink. I signaled the bartender for another drink for her. By the time her drink came, she thanked me then took a sip then began again.

“Ok so first time with a new guy. Well that would be a pretty vanilla session. Making out while exploring each other’s bodies to start.” She slid her hand up to my cock as she spoke and began to rub up and down my hard shaft. “I love giving head, so that would be next. I like to take my time with blowjobs. Then either he returns the favor, or moves us into a 69 position so we can give each other head. Whichever works for me.”

At this point she slid her free hand under her skirt and began rubbing her clit with a circular motion of her fingertips. I love watching a woman play with herself. She shows you exactly how she likes to be touched so when it’s your turn to touch her, you already know what she likes. I was gently squeezing her breast and rubbing her nipple. She moaned softly as I used my free hand to hike her skirt up a bit so I had a better view. She turned towards me even more, improving my view further, while continuing to rub her clit. I could now see the red silk of her panties was soaked.

“Before getting to sex, this would be the perfect time to add in some kink. Maybe he spanks me or ties me up. Both would be even better. I love pain but it would have to be mild the first time due to the trust thing. Spanking, hair pulling, biting, etc. That level of pain is a great starting point. So yeah, umm where was I? Oh, so a little kink before moving on to sex. No anal the first time, I need to know a guy can be patient for that. I would like to be forced to call him Sir the whole time. I love to beg, so making me beg for everything along the way would make it amazing. I feel like I’m not doing as good of a time telling the story this time!” She laughed at that and took a drink then went right back to rubbing my cock.

“You are much more distracted now, so considering that, you are doing great. You can feel how much I am enjoying it.” I smile and pinch her nipple hard, making her moan a bit loudly for the setting.

“You are going to suggest we head back to your place and make that second story come true. When we get into my car, you will give my driver your address then immediately jump in my lap and make out with me while grinding your hips into me, the whole way there.” And now the night was about to get good.

“Since you enjoyed it so much, want to head to my place and make it happen?” As she finished her question, her grip on my hard shaft tightened.

“Sounds like a great plan.” I leaned forward and slide my hand from her breast up into her hair. Tightening my grip, I pulled her head towards me, crushing my lips against hers. I slid my tongue between her lips, wanting to taste all of her. She continued to rub me and herself while I claimed her mouth as mine. After a few minutes, I released my grip on her hair and leaned back, ending our kiss.

“I’ll have my driver pull around front while you finish your drink, once we leave this club you will only call me Sir for the rest of the night.” I pulled out my phone, texted my driver, then put my phone away. Katharina quickly downed the rest of her drink. She jumped to her feet and I stood as well. The alcohol went to her head a bit as she stood causing her to be unsteady on her feet. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her into me to steady her.

“As you wish, Sir.” She whispered as she lifted herself to her tiptoes to kiss me again with a huge smile on her face. This time I didn’t let the kiss linger too long before leading her to the door. She held on tightly to my arm as we made our way through the crowd and out the door. By the time we got to the curb, my car was pulling up. I opened the door and helped her in before getting in myself. Tonight was going to prove to be even better than I hoped.

When we got to the car, she did exactly as I had instructed her. After giving my driver her address, she climbed into my lap. She straddled me, her knees on either side of my hips. She leaned down to kiss me and I wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her into me. My free hand reached up to her hair, grabbing a handful to hold her in place. Our kiss deepened as our tongues explored each other’s mouths.

She started to grind her hips against me. The pressure of her rubbing up and down on my hard cock was driving me insane. The drive felt much shorter than it truly was thankfully. The car came to a stop and it took us both a few moments to realize my driver had come around and opened the door for us. He stood patiently and silently as I lifted her off my lap and got out of the car. I reached down and helped her out then wrapped an arm around her waist silently, letting her lead the way.

She led us to her door and then fumbled with the keys a bit in her anticipation to get inside. As soon as she led me through the door, I closed it then pinned her up against the door. My mouth quickly crushed against hers and my hands freely roamed up and down her body. After a few minutes, I moved down to her neck, playfully biting her fairly hard without letting my fangs descend. She moaned loudly in response to my bite, exactly what I wanted to hear. I really wanted to sink my fangs into her already. Feeding while orgasming was much more enjoyable though, so I held back my desire. I really was just testing to see how hard she would let me bite her and still moan in response. So far, I was very pleased with the results. A girl like her would not even notice me feeding on her because she would enjoy the sharp pain caused by my bite.

She grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom. I greatly enjoyed watching her firm ass sway back and forth as she walked. She headed straight for the bed as we entered the bedroom. I let her get right next to it then pulled on her hand to get her to stop. She spun around and looked at my expectantly with a grin on her face.

“Take your clothes off and lay down.” I ordered her. I am patient, but I also wanted to test her.

“Yes Sir.” She said shyly and slowly undressed. I stood perfectly still, just watching her every move. As she slid her dress off and let it pool around her feet, I looked her up and down very obviously and licked my lips. She then sat on the edge of the bed and did her best to look sexy as she removed her fishnet stockings. She was succeeding for sure, letting her hands glide down her legs slowly, one at a time. Then she stood back up and turned around while unclasping her red bra. She again let her hands glide across her flesh slowly as she slid the straps off her arms then let it fall to the ground. She covered her breasts with her hands then turned back around, faking modesty.

“Just kidding.” She giggled as she slid her hands down, revealing her perky breasts, and heading down her sides towards her red silk panties. She hooked a thumb inside each of the narrow sides of her panties and slid them down to her feet, bending at the waist as she went. She then stood back up and smiled at me. I looked her up and down again as she backed onto the bed and laid down, flat on her back.

I didn’t feel the need to try to show off like her and removed my clothes much more quickly than she did. She watched me like a hawk though, smiling the whole time. I joined her on the bed, laying next to her on my side and pulled her into a rough kiss.

I let my hands roam her body, first playing with her perky tits. Squeezing them then focusing on her hard nipples. I rolled her nipples back and forth between my fingers and she moaned in my mouth in response. I then pinched them hard, she arched her back, pushing her breasts into my hands and moaned loudly. I then let one hand roam down her flat stomach until I reached her sweet little shaved pussy. I began to rub her clit in a circular motion and she lifted her hips slightly to increase the pressure on her sweet spot. She was now breathing rapidly and moaning too often for us to continue kissing. I moved to her neck and began kissing and nipping at her neck.

She was rocking her hips and I could tell she was close to an orgasm. I increased the pressure on her clit and started sucking on one of her hard nipples. As her body began to shake with orgasm, I bite her nipple and she screamed in pleasure. Once her shaking had subsided, I grabbed a handful of her hair and roughly pushed her head towards my cock.

“Suck my cock pet.” I commanded her firmly as I rolled on my back.

“Of course, Sir.” She said softly as she shifted her body over my legs.

She grabbed my hard cock at the base and stroked it up and down a few times before giving me a huge grin and lowering her mouth to me. She started by licking me up and down, all the while continuing to stroke me with a firm grasp. I propped myself up a bit by putting my hands behind my head and looked down to watch her work. She looked up at me as I moved and then held eye contact as she took my head into her mouth. She began softly sucking me, moving up and down my shaft, taking a little more in her mouth over time. I wanted to grab her hair and just shove my whole cock in her mouth, but she said she liked to give blow jobs so I figured I would see what she had in mind.

After a couple more minutes, she finally was taking my whole cock and then coming back up to the point where she just had my head in her mouth. She was still going fairly slow but was speeding up slightly.

“Faster pet.” I ordered her.

She couldn’t respond with her mouth full but met my eyes in response to acknowledge my command then quickly sped up the pace. She was moving her hand up and down my shaft in time with her mouth. It felt amazing and I was really happy to hear that she was now moaning softly, so turned on from giving me a blowjob. God, I love a woman that moans while sucking cock. It has got to be one of the sexiest things ever to hear a moan muffled by my cock! She then started to twist her hand around my shaft while moving up and down and sucking hard now. This girl has skills and I was loving it.

I sat up and grabbed her around the ribs, pulling her up next to me, on her back again. She giggled as I moved myself over her, lowering my cock back into her mouth. I then spread her legs roughly and teased her for a few minutes, letting my fingers slide up and down her dripping wet slit. She was back to sucking me and using her hand the way she was before, but now my hips were free to thrust into her, forcing her to go as fast as I wanted her to.

Her moans grew loud as I lowered my head down and began to let my tongue glide up and down from her clit down to her sweet entrance. I varied it up between letting my tongue circle her clit a few times then glide down to her opening. After a few minutes of this, she began to cum. As she started to shake, I pushed my tongue into her, thrusting it in and out of her delicious cunt while she rocked against me. I increased the pace of my hips, basically fucking her face at this point, her sweet moans muffled by my cock deep inside her mouth. When she stopped shaking again, I rolled off her and spun around, moving back up to her. I kissed her deeply for a few minutes, letting her savor the taste of her sweet juices on my tongue.

“Come climb in my lap so I can spank you for being such a good pet and sucking my cock so well.” I sat up as I spoke and shifted towards the middle of the bed.

“Yes Sir. Thank you, Sir.” She giggled as she climbed over my legs, positioning herself on all fours. I pushed her head down, causing her firm ass to raise a bit.

I started softly, spanking one cheek then the other. She moaned each time my hand met the flesh of her ass. I ramped up the strength of my blows, until her ass was a nice bright red. I rubbed her ass cheek before each blow now, mixing some pleasure in with the sharp sting of my hand. She was now squealing a bit each time I hit her and moaning while I rubbed her ass. The sounds were driving me crazy, I really wanted to fuck her and taste her sweet blood.

“Lay on your back again, time to get fucked hard pet.” I commanded her with a smile on my face. She looked up at me as I spoke, face flushed and grinning.

“Yes Sir.” She said with a huge smile then quickly got on her back and spread her legs for me.

I lowered myself on top of her and teased her for a minute. Cock in my hand, I slid it up and down from her clit down to her entrance. She was lifting her hips each time I approached her opening, clearly wanting me deep inside her. I leaned down and kissed her roughly as I let my cock enter her a little. I took slow thrusts to start, slowly forcing myself deeper and deeper within her. I broke off our kiss a few minutes later when I was finally buried to the hilt in her tight little pussy.

I began to slowly thrust in and out of her, pulling myself almost all the way out of her before burying myself deep inside her again. She dug her nails into my back as I sped up a little. I felt her start to spasm around my hard cock and started fucking her hard and fast as her body exploded in orgasm. She was screaming in pleasure as she cummed all over my cock. When her body stopped shaking I slowed back down a bit. I kept this pace for a few more minutes until she came again, me speeding up while she orgasmed. I’m not even sure how long we repeated this pattern, until finally I was getting close myself.

As I felt myself growing near orgasm, I pounded her sweet pussy harder and faster than I had before. I lowered my mouth to her neck and began to kiss and lick her neck, preparing to bite. She raked her nails down my back and bucked her hips wildly against me, loving every second of this. She began to spasm around me yet again and that pushed me over the edge.

As her body shook, I let my fangs descend and sank them into her neck. She let out a squeal of pain and pleasure as my fangs broke the skin and her blood began to flow into my mouth. The moment I tasted her sweet blood, my orgasm finally came as well. I drank greedily from her neck as we both shook and spasmed through our shared orgasm. When both our bodies began to settle down, I stopped sucking on her neck, and licked the wound my fangs had made to cause the wound to close. She would have no clue I fed on her.

I rolled off her and caught my breath for a moment, allowing the taste of her blood to leave my mouth before pulling her into a deep kiss. After a few minutes, I pulled back and let us both relax.

“That was amazing Sir. It has been so long since I was fucked hard like that…” She quietly spoke as she let her fingertips explore my chest and stomach.

“That is a shame, a good girl like you deserves to be fucked hard regularly. Maybe I can help you with that?” I laughed and her face lit up as I spoke.

“I would really like that Sir. I can’t wait to see what you have in mind for next time!” She giggled and let her head fall on my chest.

“Well, we didn’t tie you up this time, next time we definitely should, don’t you think?”

“Yes, please Sir! I love rope so much…”


Bimbobook
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Conner woke up to the alarm on Saturday afternoon. He sleepily looked over to the nightstand and grabbed his phone. He had stayed up late last night gaming with his roommates, and when he finally made it to bed he laid awake, too excited from the anticipation of seeing Brianna the next day. He wiped the sleep from his eyes as he glanced at his phone, hoping there would be a text from the girl he was tutoring. To his surprise, there was a text from Brianna. Conner quickly snapped awake, checking the text and reading the message.

‘Can’t make it to our tutoring session. We’ll have to reschedule.’

A frown immediately appeared on Conner’s face. His excitement from wanting to read the text faded as fast as it had begun. He was hoping that Brianna would have come for their tutoring session today. He had planned to have her over all week, as well as the week before that. Conner enjoyed the company from the hottest girl in college. But apparently, she didn’t care too much for him. She had asked for him to be his tutor to help her out with math class. Which he had immediately accepted, secretly hoping his fantasy of being with her would come true. Besides, not many people at his college ever had the opportunity of being in the same room as her. Even though she needed the assistance with her math, that didn’t carry over to her wanting to actually learn or do the work. Brianna was constantly missing their sessions, canceling almost everyone the day of. And at the last minute, she’d ask Conner to do the assignments for her, which he would always agree to do.

He lay there for just a minute and thought about her. Brianna, the brunette beauty of his college, had always acted as Conner didn’t exist. Even with her sitting beside him in Math class, she never paid him any attention, constantly looking like she had better places to be. Spending most of her times with the popular clique and getting chatted up by the alpha jocks. But what could Conner expect? She was the hottest girl in the whole school, while he and his friends were the biggest group of dorks and nerds in the entire county.

Conner wished his phone with buzz with a text and it would be a message that she was going to come over. That he would tutor her in her math and eventually become friends, maybe even more than just friends. A fantasy of her walking into his room and fucking him sprang into his mind as he slid his hand down to his raging morning wood. He started stroking intensely, shutting his eyes as he drifted off into a fantasy…

When she entered his bedroom, Conner smiled back at her as she shut the door behind her. She did the same, but her smile just made the rest of her look perfect. Her amazing body was a perfect model figure. Her large natural tits were making his mouth water, rounding out from her tight stomach at somewhere around a C-cup. Her ass was fantastic, one that Conner would dream of every night, firm and tight. She crossed her legs from the doorway and her hand raised up to her mouth. She slid a finger seductively to her lips and look back at him intensely. Conner laid back in bed with his blanket covering his naked body as she walked slowly up to the foot of the bed…

Conner opened his eyes at the sound of one of his roommates rolled dungeons and dragons dice across a hardwood table in the living room. The click-clack of the dice tumbling across the table echoed throughout the house. He continued to stroke his cock, as his roommates cheered over rolling a critical hit. Normally, rolling a natural twenty would have made Conner excited and he would’ve left his room to see what all the fuss was about. But he had a better fantasy game going on in his head, so he shut his eyes and went back to his daydream…

‘Wow, your early to our tutoring session’ Conner said. ‘I haven’t even gotten dressed yet. Brianna gave him a seductive smile and stood above him.

‘Well, I thought I’d come early and see everything that I’ve been missing out on.’ Brianna said slowly, shooting him a flirty look as she got on the bed. She straddles him with the blanket between them and pressed her tits together through her shirt. Conner sat up on the bed and wrapped his arms around her and Brianna curled up against him. He moved his hands to her back, his fingers smoothing up were slim waist around to her back. His hand slid under her shirt until he felt the strap of her bra. Just the mere touch of it and he felt his cock surge…

Conner opened his eyes again, stopping his fantasy for a moment. The scene in his mind of the two of them being alone made him draw steadily to climax. He heard more commotion from his roommates, dice knocking against the table and followed by dorky yelling.

‘Oh Conner.’ Brianna flirted. ‘I love it when you put your hands on me.’

Brianna and Conner were only mere inches apart, her eyes looking intensely into his. She leaned forward and before Conner knew it they were kissing. Suddenly, Brianna broke their kiss and reached for the hem of her top. She pulled it over her head revealing a sexy embroidered black bra that contrasted perfectly with her white skin tone.

‘I’ve been wanting you for so long Conner.’ She said, finally vindicating his fantasies.

Brianna leaned down and began to kiss his chest passionately, working her way down toward his cock, only stopping to gasp for air. She slid down to where the edge of the blanket was covering his crotch and slowly peeled it away from his body.

‘It’s so much bigger than I thought Conner!’ She gasped. ‘I can’t wait to have it in my…’

Conner groaned and began to cum in real life as his fantasy got to the best part. The thought of even having the most popular and prettiest girl in college wanting his cock in her mouth was more than he could bear. Even though she acted like he didn’t exist she still provided him with plenty of material to masturbate to. While having Brianna would never happen, at least he still had his fantasies. He laid there in the aftermath of his orgasm for a moment before finally deciding to rise from bed to clean himself off.

Conner found his glasses and dressed. Standing at somewhere around five feet nine, he was an average height. Conner carried a lanky frame with not much muscle to speak of. He wasn’t ugly, but he was definitely dorky looking, which showed through in his clothing choices. He usually sported a comic book or video game tee shirt and a pair of jeans or cargo pants. But what gave him his nerdy appearance the most was how he carried himself. He walked and moved awkwardly. He’d constantly trip over his own feet and was generally clumsy. This overall demeanor made him avoided at all costs by the opposite sex. He was constantly being pranked and made the brunt of jokes by his peers. He had never been with a girl before and had never even tried to ask one out. The whole idea of dating was beyond strange for him, flirting was not something he had any experience with.

When he was ready for the day he sat down at his computer. He thought that he should play some World of Warcraft but thought about a recent assignment for one of his computer classes to create a website and app. Conner like computer programming and coding websites. He had an idea to make a new social media platform for the assignment that would take all the current ones on the web and bundle them together so that people would only need to use just one. Conner had been working on it in his free time and had made some headway. It just needed a few finishing touches before turning in the completed project.

Conner looked out the window of his bedroom and noticed the sun was shining and the day seemed nice so he decided to take his laptop into the backyard and work. While he preferred to just cocoon himself in his room, something called for him to go outside for once. With his laptop charged with several hours of battery life, he decided that it would be a nice change. Conner grabbed his laptop bag and went to the door to the backyard. Before getting there, he was greeted by his roommates who were still in the midst of their dungeons and dragons game.

“Hey, Conner!” One of his dorky roommates said with a squealing tone to match. “We’re about to battle the evil sorcerer of Agmalon and we could use the mighty spellcasting abilities of Apollo the mage.”

“Sounds fun but I’m going to finish this website with my laptop.” Connor replied.

“More like a date with your laptop.” Another one of his friend mocked and then breaking out into obnoxious snorts mixed with laughter. Even the dungeon master peeked out from behind his screen and joined in with nerdy laughter as well.

When the annoying snorts and giggles died down one of the roommates spoke up. “Can’t blame him for not wanting to play, Conner here is going to get a visit from Brianna today. Guess he’s been tutoring her with her math. Conner’s hoping she can help him find ‘X’.”

The D&D table erupted again in nauseating nerdy laughter.

“Ha. Ha. That’s a real knee-slapper guys.” Conner said. “If you really must know Brianna isn’t coming today. And while I do want to help you with the slaying of the evil sorcerer, I have an idea for this website that I just must get coded. I’m taking my laptop out back and going to work on it for a while.”

“Still working on that website?!” The Dungeon master said. “You should’ve chosen a different type of site for your assignment, there are so many social media sites these days. There’s no way you’ll be able to contend with them.”

“Well, once people see my site is better and can do everything that all the others can do and more, internet users worldwide will definitely make the switch.” Conner said defensively.

“Yeah right.” Another said. “You’re wasting your time. Stop working on something that has been done before and pull up a chair and roll some d-20’s.”

“Sorry,” Conner replied. “but I really need to get this assignment finished.”

“Pffft! Good luck with that.” One of his roommates replied.

And with that Conner took himself and his laptop outside, shutting the sliding glass door behind him. He took a spot on a padded chair underneath the shade umbrella. The day was nice, not a cloud in the sky and cool 83 degrees. Conner quickly got to work, pulling out his laptop and bringing up his coding program. As his fingers tapped away at his keyboard, Conner began thinking of inspiration from several other social media sites. He smiled and chuckled thinking about the most popular site and it’s ‘poke button’. When it came to his mind and he considered of adding a similar one his site, his thoughts started to flood with all the ridiculous internet memes. ‘She poked me back. That means she wants the ‘D’. or ‘Creepy guy poked me. That means he wants to give me his ‘D’.

Conner decided to try and program his own. While it was a stupid feature that would never get any use, he would implement it anyway. Besides, it was an easy feature to throw in and it would be good practice. As Conner started to code his own poke button, his mind started to drift and he began daydreaming about Brianna again. His eyes began to feel heavy as he thought about her. His lack of sleep from the night before was taking it toll. And before Conner knew it, he was fast asleep, his hands resting gently on the keyboard.

As he dreamt, his visions began to fill with images of Brianna. One moment, he was looking upon her beautiful body, the next he was looking at her social media profile. An image of her flashing a genuine smile from her profile photo winked at him, seemingly coming alive in his dreams. His mouse cursor drifted across her page and opened her photo albums. He started going through all her pictures, each one of them more beautiful than the last. Conner couldn’t help but be turned on more and more as he went through the albums. Blood rushed through his body and to his cock, making it harden. He kept swiping through the photos and Brianna’s poses began to get increasingly suggestive and promiscuous, each slide showing more and more skin. The next photo, Brianna had no top except for the black embroidered bra he had imagined earlier in the day. Then suddenly she had no pants, her panties matching the bra. Finally, the next photo she was wearing nothing at all. The picture came alive as if moving by itself and Brianna moved a hand down to her beautiful pussy. She spread her lips with her fingers, revealing her insides and a sheen of glistening moisture.

“I want you, Conner!” Her photo said to him, moaning and breathing heavily. “I want your cock inside of me.”

Brianna began to rub her clit furiously before she continued, her voice pleading for him. “I want you to give it to me. Click the poke button so you can give it to me hard and deep. Please, Conner! Click it now!”

As she spoke the poke button she mentioned appeared over her profile picture and he ran his mouse his cursor over to it. His finger slowly came down on the right click and…

Suddenly Conner was pulled out of his dream abruptly by a loud clap of thunder and sudden crackling pain! His vision blurred, and his body jolted awoke from the searing pain. He tasted metal in his teeth and he knew that he had been electrocuted. When his vision finally came into focus from the sudden shock, he noticed the hair on his arms was singed, but luckily, he could tell by the smell that the hair on his head was not.

His left hand was tapping away furiously at the keyboard as if it had a life of its own, floating around the keyboard in a blur. Conner tried to will himself to pull it away but it felt like his arms were attached to a massive lead weight. He must have still been dreaming, but the pain in his body told him that this was all too real. He tried to yank his hand away yet again, but it continued to tap away at the keyboard, small sparks of electricity shot out his fingertips with every keystroke.

Conner looked up at his laptop screen. It was flickering frantically. As he watched it the computer seemed to jump through his web design files by themselves. The .php input fields would pop up and his possessed hand would quickly type out unrecognizable code seemingly instantly and then save all by itself. Between the dreamlike activity of his uncontrollable hand and computer was sharp stabs of pain, Conner couldn’t help but scream in agony. The pain was just too much, his mind began to shut down and his vision faded to black.

When he came to, everything was right where he left it before he fell asleep and dreamt of Brianna. He was still sitting at the patio table with his laptop resting on his legs. The pain was gone and he felt fine as he lifted his arm to check to see if it was still burnt.

It was. His mind reeled realizing it wasn’t a dream. He looked over at his computer screen and noticed it went black from going into sleep mode. Conner quickly snapped his laptop closed and rose up from his chair. He walked a few short steps and to the sliding glass door and went inside.

The gaming table was still set up with dice and books strewn across it. His D&D buddies and roommates were gone, they must have gone for lunch. Conner walked down the hallway to his bedroom and opened his laptop. As it awakened out of sleep he heard his roommate’s voice behind him.

“You ok man? You look startled.”

Conner turned to see one of his roomies standing in his doorway, he must have stayed behind from the others for some reason. “Ummm.” Conner stuttered before gathering himself. “Actually, the weirdest thing just happened. In fact, I’m surprised I’m still alive.”

His roommate shook his head in disbelief. “Uhh, what?!”

“I’m pretty sure I got struck by lightning! Didn’t you guys hear the thunder?”

“What?!” His roommate said sharply. “No. We heard the garbage truck lifting and setting down the dumpster. And last time I looked, there’s not even a cloud in the sky. How could there of been lightning? And besides, there are no burn marks on you. Your hair isn’t standing on end, you look fine.”

“You didn’t hear me shout scream from the pain!? Look! My arm hair is burnt.” Conner raised his arm to show him and his roommate agreed.

“Well,” his roommate responded, his tone still showed that he thought Conner was crazy “You should double check your asthma inhaler because you sound crazy. But yeah, your arm hairs are burnt. But it’s definitely not a sign of a lightning strike. And yes, we heard you yell. But when we looked out the sliding glass door you were just typing away at your laptop like nothing was wrong. We didn’t think much of it for some reason and just got back to our game.”

“How considerate…” Conner said unamused.

“Well, when I heard you storm inside I knew something was up. I’m glad I did because now I know my roommate is crazy.” He laughed. “But seriously, you like fine. Can’t explain the little burn, but you definitely didn’t get struck by lightning.” His roommate then turned and left.

“Thanks…”

“No problem Conner. I’m going to take off and catch up with the rest of the guys. I’ll get you a to-go box of Chinese food when we get back.”

Conner thought about what happened outside. There was no logical way to explain it. The more he tried to rationally put it together, the more he just thought it had to be a dream. How could his arm hairs be burnt though? Did his laptop shock him? He shrugged it off turned his attention back to his computer. The monitor had turned back on and his social media site was up on the screen. He cocked his head in confusion, for the site had radically changed since he was coding it outside.

‘Da fuq?’ He thought. Not only did it look different, but it was a complete clone of the most popular site. The colors, the font even the color scheme looked spot on. All except one thing- the name.

“Bimbobook!?” Conner said out loud. He looked over the screen and his eyes came to rest on a slogan- Don’t stroke it, poke it! Conner’s eyes rolled so high in their sockets you could see only the whites of his eyes. ‘What fucking dork thought up this stupid shit!?’

Even though it was totally ridiculous, Conner couldn’t help but lean in closer to his laptop and look over the site like it was the latest piece of technology. As he looked it over, he noticed that it was the landing page for his own personal profile. He looked through his friend’s list as so it was populated with several people he knew. There were absolutely no men in the list. Every single one of them was women that he considered beautiful. There was his science teacher, the mysterious girl from down the street, even that out of his league waitress from his work. And at the very top of the list was Brianna.

Conner took a seat and his hand went to the trackpad. He guided the cursor over to her profile and clicked the link to open up her page. Conner’s eyes went wide as her page loaded up. It was one of the photos that he has seen in his dream. The gorgeous brunette Brianna just smiled back at Conner from the profile picture. But then out of the corner of his eye, he noticed in the sidebar. A button that was bigger and more pronounced than the rest. He couldn’t help but cringe when he saw it. A picture of a pointer finger entering an ok hand gesture and the text next to it plainly stated- poke!

‘This has got to be joke.’ He thought smiling, guiding the cursor over to it. ‘If this was actually real, I’d be clicking this poke button all day. Not even all day- for the rest of my life!’

Conner snorted and laughed as he right clicked the button. The button depressed, signaling its activation. As the poke button rose back up, he noticed on the dashboard a notification popped up. Conner guided his mouse over to his notification and the drop-down menu expanded showing him a message. His eyes read the quick blurb- ‘Brianna poked you back! She wants the D!’

Conner rolled his eyes but just then his phone chimed with a text. He fished his phone out of his pocket and noticed it was from Brianna. He cocked his head back in surprise as he read the text.

‘Heyyyyyyyyyyyyyy.’

His stunned look turned into one of consideration. One of his friends would joke that the amount of y’s in a ‘hey’ greeting was a sure-fire way to quantify the amount that a girl wanted the ‘D’.

He was about to reply with a plain ‘hey’ when his text tone chimed again. ‘You still available for our tutoring session?’

Conner was taken back. While he absolutely wanted her to come over, it seemed extremely odd considering everything that had just happened on the Bimbobook. It had to be more than coincidence. Even if it wasn’t, there was no way he wouldn’t say no to her, but he hadn’t showered yet and his arm smelt of burnt hair. He was going to need a little while before she came over.

‘Yes, but I need some time to get ready.’

‘Great, be over soon.’

It still seemed awkward. Conner had to know why the sudden change of mind and sent another text. ‘Why all the sudden? Seemed like you had just given up on the tutoring and math altogether. We have a lot to catch up on since you’ve missed several sessions.’

‘I don’t care if it takes all day. I’m coming over.’

‘You sure? We have the quadratic formula to review. It’s quite a bit to get your mind to wrap around.’

‘I can think of several things to wrap around. :) Maybe you can plug your solution into my equation?’

‘What!?’

‘I’ll be sure to find my ruler and then you can show me the growth of your natural log.’

He was beyond confused and her innuendos were flying over his head. To Conner, he thought that she had no concepts of the math she was talking about. ‘Umm Ok. We may have to do some serious review first…’

‘That’s fine. You better get ready, my ride just picked me up.’

Brianna was right. He did smell ripe and a shower would definitely be needed. Bimbobook would have to wait for a few minutes so he decided to close out the browser and shut down the computer. He went down the hallway to the bathroom, closed and locked the door behind him.

He started the shower and got undressed. He started to rinse off and began to lather himself with soap when decided to wash his nether regions. Conner’s eyes flew open in shock when he saw his cock. It had grown immensely since he had last seen it. It was only five inches hard when he had fantasized about Brianna earlier this morning. But now, it was that thickness and length when he was soft. Just the sight of his new dick turned him on and it thumped to life as the blood rushed through it. Conner stared at himself in disbelief as it began to flex and harden. His hand went down to feel if it was real. He wrapped his hand around his cock, his fingers barely touching around the girth. His jaw dropped astonished, his cock was easily eleven inches and much thicker.

“Awesome!” He said out loud.

Must have been a side effect from whatever had happened to him when he was outside. Conner didn’t really care why it happened or what caused it. He was just ecstatic that he had a big dick. He imagined fore playing with Brianna as his hand squeezed it tightly as he began to stroke himself and drifted off into another daydream.

She would see it for the first time and gasp at how huge it was. Tell him that it was the biggest she’d ever seen and had. He would press it into her, stretching her pussy, filling her up completely. Her cunt would cling to him while she screamed his name- “OHHH CONNER!”

The fantasy overwhelmed his body, making his eyes roll back into his head. His huge new cock erupted, sending a massive rope across the shower onto the walls. The steamy water from the shower head ran over his body as he stroked through his orgasm looking down at his massive shaft. He couldn’t wait to lose his virginity now more than ever. Between this new cock, Bimbobook and being struck by lightning, anything could happen.

Conner’s heartbeat slowed and he came down from his peak, finishing his shower. When he was done, he stepped out dried himself, shaved and brushed his teeth. He had spring in his step and whistled as strode out the bathroom and down the hallway to his bedroom. He opened the door and stopped suddenly when he saw Brianna laying on his bed on top of the covers. His roommate must have left the door unlocked and she let herself in while he was showering. The surprise made him jump and his towel came undone, falling to the floor at his feet. He quickly tried to hide himself with hands, but his cock began to harden, making it hard to conceal. He was much bigger than he was used to, making his efforts futile.

Brianna smiled at him as he squirmed for his towel. Her toned and slender figure spread across his blankets. She wore a cute blue and white striped tee that showed a peak of her ample cleavage from her amazingly large tits. Conner’s suddenly forgot about his towel and his eyes traced slowly along her smooth belly that showed off her creamy white skin and a pierced navel. Her waist tapered down in a sexy hourglass shape spreading out to her blue and white designer panties that had several strands of lacy frill covering the front. One of her legs swept along the covers with one knee raised up, creating a triangle with her panties and where her bare foot rested on her calf. His eyes wandered back up her body, the provocative bikini briefs wrapped around her hips and curvy ass as if they were a present to Conner, holding a gift for him that he had wished for since he had met her. Her left arm smoothed along the indentation of her waist and up near her breast, caressing her smooth skin as if lift her shirt.

Conner watched as her eyes raised and then lowered themselves, looking over his body. They stopped on his midsection where his towel had once been. Her eyes flew open at the sight of his cock and she slid a finger to her lips as if it was out of instinct and smiled back at him. Conner couldn’t help but think how gorgeous she was with that smile on her face. Not only that but that look in her eye. There was so much desire in them that Conner could feel it radiate from her blue irises.

“It’s so beautiful.” She said to him, her eyes never leaving his cock. “I can’t believe this cock was hidden from my vision for so long. Who would’ve thought that a massive meat like that was sitting next to me in class all along?

“Umm uhh.” Conner stammered, still in shock that this gorgeous beauty was in his bed. His cock began to grow before her eyes and Brianna licked wildly across her upper lip.

“Close the door, Conner.” She asked.

Conner did as she said, not realizing that he had left it wide open.

“I must have it.” She continued, moving her body from her current position, crawling across his bed and over to him. She came up close to him but stopped when she neared the edge. “Come here!”

Conner froze for a moment, his mind spinning. He couldn’t believe what was happening. The hottest girl at his school was in her tee shirt in panties in his bed. She was on all fours demanding his cock. He was reluctant however, part of his logical mind knew it had to be a joke.

“Uhh um uhh.” He stuttered. His face went red from embarrassment. He wanted to say something, but he couldn’t find any words. It was the first time he had even had shown his cock to a girl.

“Ok… “Conner said, finally finding the strength to speak. His giant new cock seemed to guide him as he took a meager step up to his bed.

“Come on. Closer.” She directed. “I want to see it up close.”

He stepped in again until she was sitting just inches away from his cock.

“Mmmmmm….” She smiled as she reached over and grabbed onto his length, wrapping her fist around it. She began stroking his cock, assisting it to full length. Conner was beyond nervous and his cock began to dribble with precum.

“WOW!” Brianna said as he stiffened even more in her hand, her eyes wide in surprise and fascination of his dick. Her other hand came up to his cock to join in on the fun with the first. Brianna began double fisting his cock and Conner’s eyes went wide as she stroked him. She scooted her body down onto the bed to lay flat and lowered her head closer to his cock.

“It’s so big. Can I taste it?” She asked.

“I uh… guess so?” He stammered.

Brianna extended her tongue, encircling the crown of his cock. Brianna began to run her tongue along on his length and Conner’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled up on the floor beneath him. She raised his cock up at an angle and licked him from his balls to his tip before going back down and repeating the process. This sent waves of pleasure from Conner’s cock to his brain. A sensation he had never experienced before. He had never experienced anything like it and to have Brianna washing her tongue all over his cock added to the euphoria.

“Let’s see how much I can fit in my mouth.” Brianna said as she gracefully slid her lips over the crown of his dick. Conner’s mouth dropped open in shock as her lips glided down his shaft. Conner’s shot open wide as he felt the tip his cock press firmly against the back of her mouth.

‘I can’t believe the hottest girl in school is sucking my dick!’ He thought. His mind raced with thoughts of how Bimbobook could’ve changed her mind. She was so disinterested before, but now she was worshiping his cock like he had been her lover all along.

She slowly began to bob his shaft and her mouth filled with saliva. She made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length. She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever imagine placing her lips around him. Brianna moved her hands away from the base of his cock and to his hips. She began bouncing on his cock without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her pace. She looked up into Conner’s eyes while she nursed his cock at a steadily, moaning brightly.

Conner felt so so lucky to get his first blowjob from such a bombshell. The way she sucked him so eagerly. How she was twisting her head as she descended. How she was trying to take as much him into her mouth as she could. It was like she was enjoying more than he was. As she attempted to deepthroat him he noticed her body shake mildly. Was she cumming?

“MMmm! Mmmmm! MMMM!” Brianna moaned as her hips spasmed and bucked.

It was way too much and he could feel the churning in his nuts. Brianna slid up the length of his cock and released it from her red lips. She raised her head away from his cock and pressed his cock against her cheek. It looked so massive resting against the side of her tiny head. It was amazing to Conner that she was able to get even the portion she had inside her mouth.

“Can’t believe I came from just sucking your dick.” She said, her tone full of excitement. “Can I suck your balls?” Brianna didn’t wait for him to respond before she extended her tongue and licked at his balls for a moment before sucking each of them one by one into her mouth. Conner let out a low groan as Brianna’s hand worked up and down along his long shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly on his testicles.

“Do you like it when I lick your balls, Conner?”

“Uhh… umm… Yeah. I do!” He answered between groans. He was happy that she had taken a timeout. He was going to burst in her mouth at any moment.

Brianna continued to tease his balls with her tongue. She began sucking one between her lips, then deciding to suck on the other. She held his cock up against his chest and worked her tongue from the base and back up to his tip.

“I know you’re about to cum… It’s ok. I want you too. I want to feel it shoot in my mouth.” Brianna said as she opened her mouth wide and slid her mouth down his shaft.

Conner looked down at Brianna took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around him, filling her mouth completely with his hard rod.

Conner groaned so loud that it echoed off the thin walls of his room. “This feels so amazing. I can’t believe you are…. Giving me head!”

“MMMMmmmm.” She hummed, her tone completely content as she looked up at him as if anticipating a reward. Brianna bobbed her head slowly on his cock, filling her mouth as she eagerly sent him over the edge.

“I’m about to cum Brianna. I am going…. to cum… in your mouth!” Conner whispered in shock. His deepest fantasy of cumming in Brianna’s mouth about was going to come true!

She answered him by plunging her head down on him. Conner began to buck and instinctively thrust his dick deep into her mouth. He groaned uncontrollably as his balls spasmed. Brianna knew he was about to burst. She stared into his eyes and thrust her face forward, deepthroating him as much as she possibly could. Conner felt the tip of his cock enter her throat and constrict around him adding to the sensation of the moment.

“OHHH MY… OH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a hot blast of his cum into her mouth. Her eyes popped open wide in surprise as his pent up jizz rushed out his cock and into her throat. She continued to suck him furiously as he unloaded ribbon after ribbon of his warm cum. It was the first time Conner had ever cum into a girl and he was unloading more than ever. He just kept cumming, each volley bigger than the one before.

“Mmmmmmm…” Brianna hummed blissfully as his massive load continued to fill her mouth to the brim. Both of her hands steadily stroked his shaft, milking it as his ball emptied. She held his cum in her mouth like a champion, waiting graciously for him to finish. Once he finally did, Brianna slowly raised her head off his massive cock and smiled like a submissive slut, globs of his thick cum oozing out the sides her mouth. Conner watched in amazement as she tilted her back and swallowed. Brianna kept eye contact with him, grinning happily as his cum went down her throat.

“That was amazing,” She whispered. “Do you have anymore!” Brianna leaned back in, fisting his cock, swiping her tongue along his meat to clean him off.

Conner grinned. Normally, he would have been exhausted after unloading such a massive draining load. Most men would have passed out immediately afterward. But something about his cock seemed to carry a paranormal nature to it. Even though his balls had spent everything they had, his cock was still rock hard and aching for more. He looked down as Brianna’s tongue slithered over the sides of his cock, worshiping him in his aftermath.

He and saw her beautiful hips still clothed in her amazing frilled panties. Conner wanted to know what lay hidden beneath them, to see a pussy with his own eyes for the first time in his life.

Brianna noticed him eyeballing her panties. “Let me show you what’s under these.”

“Uh um,” He stuttered clumsily. “I was hoping you would say that.”

Brianna stood up off the bed facing Conner and grabbed the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head revealing a bra that perfectly matched her underwear. She then slid her hands to the waistband of her panties. Conner stared back with a look of shock on his face as Brianna hooked her thumbs around the straps. She swayed her hips back and forth seductively and turned around. She bent at the waist, and then slid her panties over ass, down her legs, and off her ankles. Her hand went to her luscious shaved pussy and she began to trace a finger around her hood.

“Mmmm, I’m so wet.” She said.

Conner couldn’t help seeing the moisture built up and instinctively stepped in behind her. “Can… I touch it?” He asked.

“Oh, please do Conner! Please touch me!” She replied taking his hand and smacking into her perfect round ass. He felt the smooth skin of her ass for the first time. It felt like heavenly velvet. Conner began caressing her ass with his hands and then tracing her curve of her waist and hips. Brianna placed her elbows on the bed, rocking her ass enticingly for Conner.

“Conner. Hurry up and fuck me.” Brianna begged.

She spread her legs apart, pressing the bra that held her tits against his mattress. Brianna raised her ass, baring her sweet pussy for Conner. He reached down, slipping his hand between her cheeks and against her warm slit. His index finger penetrated her pussy lips, feeling a pussy for the first time. Conner slowly slid his finger inside her, curiously exploring. Her walls seemed to greet his probing digit, warmly kissing it, as if asking him for more. She looked back at him over her shoulder, her face flush with desire.

“Mmmmm.” Brianna moaned. “You’re making me cum already. Hurry up and shove that nerd cock in me!”

She positioned her body so that her opening rubbed against his cock. She reached back grabbed his shaft and swiped it across her clit, and then tapped it at her lips. With his tip placed at her lips, Conner attempted to slowly slide into her tight pussy. He touched some resistance, unsure if he was doing it right. Conner paused there, looking down and making sure it was in the right spot. Brianna looked over her shoulder at him, sensing his hesitation.

“Keep pushing! You’re in the right spot, it just might take a moment because you’re so big.” She said nodding frantically. “Please! Right there.” With one slow, powerful lunge, Conner pressed in, slipping his massive cock into the opening her dripping pussy.

The pair simultaneously moaned as the warm walls of Brianna’s pussy surrounded his hard cock. He felt a sensation like never before. He couldn’t believe he was losing his virginity to the girl he fantasized about. The hottest girl in the whole school had begged for him to give her his cock!

Her hands clenched at the bedspreads as she hurled her head back in pleasure. Conner took the hands off of his dick and squeezed his hands around her slender waist. He used his new leverage to pull her into him, sinking his cock further inside her molten mound. “Uhhhh” She panted. “Oh yes, Conner! It fits! Keep going!”

Conner did as directed and kept pressing in, his cock continuing to disappear inside of Brianna. Amazingly, her tight pussy was accepting his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by him. Her pussy gripped onto him as she pushed herself back, impaling herself on his cock.

“OH GOD YES!” She screamed as his cock bottomed out against the back of her pussy. Not wanting to hurt her, he slid back out and pressed back in. “Yes! Just like that! FUCK THIS PUSSSSSSY!”

Conner slowly began to pick up his rhythm, working his cock back and forth within her. He looked down at her ass and pussy as he fucked her. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her cunt under her ass cheeks. He saw and felt her hips shudder and looked up at her face to see it flushed with lust. Her eyes were closed and she was biting down on her bottom lip.

“CUMMMINNNNG!” She screamed.

Conner’s face formed into a massive smile. Not only was he finally losing his virginity, but he was making Brianna cum uncontrollably. An hour ago, she could’ve cared less, but now she was bent over his bed squirming over his cock.

Conner looked on as her gorgeous ass rippled against him. He continued to pump it in and out of her in its entirety, his shaft coated in a lather of her white cum. Brianna tossed her head about as Conner continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her. He reached up, finally unclasping her bra and grabbing her tits, massaging it as he rode her from behind. Her pussy constricted around his dick like a vice as Conner started to piston faster, increasing his pace. He continued to fuck her with his cock, adding more force to each thrust. His eyes rolled back into his head as he could feel every little ridge in her, Brianna’s tiny little hole being filled completely by his throbbing shaft while she moaned out loud all the while.

“Oh yes, fuck my virgin pussy with that big cock!” She whimpered. “Make me cum again-”

“WHAT!? You’re a virgin too?” He asked, cutting her short.

“YES!” She said between moans and spasms. “Now please just keep fucking me!”

Brianna pressed her hips back against Conner, her wet folds wrapping around the girth of his shaft, accepting him fully now him. Conner moved his hands from her hips and switched his grip, placing them on her ass cheeks, cupping them to plump them up as he repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Brianna’s head whipped around and she moaned as Conner’s thick long cock pounded her. Her tits bounced back and forth and she lowered her head into the mattress. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against her tiny clit. He felt her body tense up and her breath quicken, she was going to burst all over his cock.

“Ughhh! OH MY GOD I’M CUMMING AGAIN!” Brianna screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his rampaging cock as he buried it as deep as he could inside her. Brianna’s orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled over his length. The waves of pleasure shivered through her for several moments until it resided. She panted and gasped as Conner resumed pounding her hard from behind.

“I love…” She panted, his cock still working in and out of her pussy. “cumming all over you dick. Give me more Conner! Don’t stop!”

He excitedly pounded her tiny virgin pussy with savage abandon as his hips smacked against her ass, echoing off the walls of his room. He continued to drive harder, slamming her body on his long rod. His pace in and out was fast as he could muster.

“Oh oh-oh OH! Fuck my pussy hard!” She yelped.

He stepped up his rhythm beyond what he thought was possible and sustained it for several minutes as her body bounced back and forth on his cock. Brianna buried her face in the mattress and grabbed at her scalp, receiving a fist full of brown hair. Conner tried to hold off but Brianna’s pussy clutched tightly around him, wearing him down and he knew he would cum soon.

She moaned as she felt his cock beginning to flex and swell inside her. “Shoot it inside me.” She begged. “Please Conner… I want it.”

“I’m not wearing a condom…”

“Don’t care.” She replied quickly. “Give it to me raw! I want to feel it spurt!”

Her naughty words sent him over the edge. His balls convulsed and his toes curled up. Conner gripped her hips with both hands as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of his dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum inside her.

“OH FUCK YES! FILL MY PUSSY WITH YOUR CUM!” She screamed as his cum erupted into her, filling her womb. Brianna’s hungry cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he furiously fucked her. Conner’s balls spasmed as he pumped huge amounts of his jizz into her, sending Brianna into another orgasm. She assisted him by squeezing her pussy around him, tightening her little hole, squeezing him for everything it had. He fired blast after blast until he had dispensed the full load of his balls.

It was everything Conner had fantasized about as he drifted through the aftermath of his orgasm. He kept his cock lodged inside her as he went through the whole ordeal in his mind. Brianna had become a raging bimbo because of the site. Now he could have her way with her however he wanted, and a massive grin formed on his face as his cock rose to full mast, demanding more. Conner began fucking her again, a mixture of their juices oozed out from her pussy as he pressed back in slowly. Brianna moaned out in surprise as he resumed.

As Conner carried on fucking Brianna, he looked over at his computer, it had since gone to sleep, the monitor turned off. He wondered about the website and what else he could use it for. There were more girls like Brianna out there. Plenty of them that he wouldn’t mind clicking the poke button on. Every hot girl in his school and neighborhood, his sexy science teacher, maybe even that gorgeous waitress at his work. He would poke them all on Bimbobook, and they will all become his bimbo.


Bimbobook (Book 2)
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The clock struck twelve-fifteen and Professor Abby’s students started shuffling their feet under their desk as if they were waiting for a bell to ring. The class was over, and the college students were getting anxious for lunch and ready to be dismissed. Mrs. Abbey turned from the whiteboard showing a diagram of a particle accelerator, her wavy long blonde air shimmering under the fluorescent lighting. As she turned to face her class she noticed stares from some of the girls, and especially her male students as she started to speak. None the less she decided to wrap up her the topic.

“So that in a nutshell, is what a particle accelerator does.” She continued. “While yesterday’s explosion is definitely a setback in research of subatomic particles, I’m grateful that there were no fatalities. There is still much to be learned, like what caused the lightning strikes. They are still investigating, and we’ll have more to talk about next class.”

She looked around the room at her students. Like always, some were listening, but most weren’t even paying attention. At least not to the topic, but her body was definitely one that demanded attention.

“Ok, class is over.” She acknowledged as she caught one of the guys glaring at her large d-cup breasts as they strained against the front her blouse. He gulped his Adam’s apple and snapped his eyes back to his papers on his desk as she made eye contact with him. This was a common occurrence in her class, and Professor Abby reacted like she always did and pretended not to notice. “Remember we have an exam next week so prepare yourself by going over the textbook and taking the practice quiz that I’ll be emailing out tonight.”

Without any questions, her class rose from their seats and strode toward the exit. They filed out the door and into the hall leaving the room barren except for three girls who decided to stay. The most notable was the college sophomore Brianna who, because of her striking good looks and desirable figure, was the most popular girl on campus. When the boys of the college weren’t staring at Mrs. Abby tits through her conservative blouses, they were pulling up a chair next to Brianna. While the professor was married and well out of any student’s league, Brianna was in their age group, but most of all- single and available.

“Girls, I’m about to lock up the classroom for a few hours.” Professor Abby said to them. “Don’t you want to go get some lunch?”

The three girls looked up at the professor before Brianna decided to speak. “We have or lunches in our bags. Would it be ok we just ate here and had a quick study group?”

Mrs. Abby pondered their request. It wasn’t exactly protocol to let them stay, but not really against any rules either. “I suppose that would be alright, but I will need to lock up at some point. I’ll just go and get a bite to eat myself and I’ll come back in thirty minutes. Is that enough time?”

The three girls nodded in unison. “Thanks, Mrs. Abby!”

Without anything further Professor Abby let them be and walked out of the classroom, leaving the propped open to the empty hallway. She made her way towards the parking lot and went to check for her keys when she realized that she had forgotten her purse on her desk and decided to return to the class to grab it. When she came upon the propped open door to the class she was taken back by the conversation taking place between the three girls inside.

“Ok, Brianna. Tell us what happened with you and Conner yesterday.” The second girl asked.

“And don’t spare any filthy details either!” The third girl added. Mrs. Abby decided to stay in the empty hallway to the side of the door and out of view from the gossiping girls.

“Ok, ok. I’ll tell you what happened.” Brianna said. “So yesterday, I finally decided to go to my math tutoring with Conner.”

Mrs. Abby grinned at the statement, knowing that Brianna’s coursework left much to be desired. If there was anyone that needed tutoring, it was Brianna.

“I’m surprised you even decided to go at all.” Her friend said. “You left the pool hall in such a rush. It was quite unlike you to leave all the popular guys to go see that D&D nerd.”

“I know!” Brianna replied. “I don’t know what came over me, but I just went anyway. But I’m glad I did.”

“I fail to see how math tutoring with a goofy dork is better than shooting pool with hot boys…” Her friend pressed. Mrs. Abby was suddenly interested and stayed in her spot out of view. It was quite unlike Brianna to leave her niche of friends like that to go study.

“Well,” Brianna replied, her tone filled with a sense of victory. “When I finally arrived at his house, Conner was getting out of the shower. And that’s when I saw… It!”

“It?” Her friend asked confused.

“When he saw me, he must have got a stiffy and the towel came undone.” Brianna said. “All I could see was his big cock! Like, really big!”

“No way! The biggest nerd in school has a huge cock? Shut the front door!”

“I didn’t believe it either!” Brianna replied. “I was totally shocked. Transfixed even, but in a good way.”

“I still don’t believe it!” Her friend interjected.

“Trust me.” Brianna countered. “Believe it! I couldn’t focus on anything else. I just kept staring at his dick.”

Her friends gasped at the same time and Brianna continued. “I don’t know what it was, but something just came over me. I had to know it was real, so I just reached out and grabbed it!”

“And?” Her friends asked in unison.

“It’s real!” Her voice filled with surprise. “All twelve inches of it!”

Professor Abby raised her hand in front of her mouth in disbelief and thought inwardly- ‘Did she just say that Conner has a twelve-inch cock?!’

“TWELVE INCHES!” Brianna raised the volume of her voice while raising her hand about a foot apart from each other.

“So, what did you do next Brianna?” Her friend inquired.

There was a long silence before she responded, the air of the room seemed to fill with an electricity that was charged with an anticipation like no other.

“I did what any girl would have done…” She answered. Brianna cocked her head at an angle and a smirk appeared on her face before she continued. “I decided to get to know Conner a little better and get a closer look!”

Professor Abby was in shock at the erotic conversation taking place. Her logical side wanted to charge in the room and break up the lewd and naughty conversation but something primal stopped her in her tracks. She was getting turned on and started to feel getting wet. She decided to immerse herself in this guilty pleasure and stay put so she could hear this story through.

“I could tell he was nervous as I inched myself closer and took his cock my hand.” Brianna continued. “And to be honest, I was beside myself because I had never been so close to a cock before. I couldn’t believe that a cock that big had been sitting near me in math class all along. Conner must have been really excited too because he had a streak of precum running from the tip of his cock.”

“So, what did you do next?” her friend asked excitedly. “Did you give him a handy?”

“UHH YEA!” She responded shamelessly as if her answer was obvious. “But not only that, I was so worked up and enthralled at the sight of his impressive meat, I just had to suck his massive cock right then and there!”

“You slut!” Her friend said.

“You gave him head?!” The other girl asked in disbelief.

“Mmmhmm.” Brianna answered proudly. “I never thought it would have been so pleasurable too!”

“Get out of town! Giving blowjobs isn’t fun at all.”

“Say whatever you want but I think it is.” Brianna’s volume suddenly came to a whisper. “Believe or not but I actually came just from sucking his dick.”

Professor Abby’s hand came immediately back in front of her mouth, this time to mute the gasp that escaped her lips. ‘She had an orgasm just from sucking his cock! That’s incredible! Borderline impossible! Brianna must have been so turned on that she just erupted from excitement. Maybe a man might cum without being touched, but not in a million years would that ever happen to a woman. Not to mention, happen to me!’

“How’s that even possible?” One of the girls argued.

“Trust me!” Brianna shot back. “With Conner’s cock, anything is possible!”

“Damn!” They responded.

There was a short pause before the girls pressed Brianna with another question. “So, is that all? Did anything else happen?”

“Well, my virginity is no longer a question.” Brianna answered.

“YOU LOST YOUR V-CARD TO THAT NERD-BOY?!”

“Mmmhmm.” Brianna said. “I was turned on by his cock that I practically begged for him to shove his big nerd cock in me! He was uncertain if he’d even be to stick it in. It took a while to get it to fit but once it did, I came a second time. In fact, once he actually started fucking me, I came multiple times!”

“No way! How many times?”

“I dunno! I lost count after six.”

Mrs. Abby’s eyes snapped open wide. ‘More than six times! That’s unreal!’

“I would have never thought the biggest dork in school was such a stallion.”

“I know!” Brianna said.

“What happened next?”

“Conner ravished me for the next hour and thirty minutes!”

‘Oh, my! Conner fucked Brianna for an hour and a half!? My husband didn’t even last that long on our wedding night! In fact, he doesn’t even last five minutes if I’m lucky!’ Professor Abby thought inwardly as she felt her panties go damp.

“That long? Holy Shit! That’s in the realm of fantasy.”

“Yep.” Brianna grinned. “He fucked me for what seemed like forever and ever. My pussy was so sore, I had to spend the rest of the night with an ice pack on my crotch.”

Professor Abby had heard enough. While Brianna’s story did make her wet and she wouldn’t mind hearing more about how Conner has a monster cock, she had to get her purse. She clicked her heels on the tile as if she was walking towards the door to warn Brianna and her friends that she was about to enter and go silent. As she came in the door the girls started giggling.

“Forgot my purse!” Professor Abby said casually like she hadn’t heard a word. Besides Conner and Brianna were consenting adults, albeit only by a year or two. None the less, her student’s sex lives weren’t any of Professor Abby’s business. The professor grabbed her purse. As she walked by the girls back to the door she locked it. “Be sure close the door behind you when you leave, and grab your things, once the doors shut behind you’ll be locked out. I’m sure I’ll be able to trust you all to do that?”

“Of course, will do.” The girls replied.

Mrs. Abby went and got some take out and returned to her office to have her lunch. As she ate she couldn’t stop thinking about how Brianna’s story had made her so wet. Who would have thought that Conner had a monster cock? The thought even crossed her mind what his cock would like in person. Her mind wandered- ‘I wonder what it would be like having something big fill my pussy.’

Mrs. Abby’s crotch began to tingle, and her blood pressure rose through the roof as she got incredibly horny. As she thought about it her logical side cut herself short. ‘What the fuck am I thinking? I could get fired for having a sexual relationship with a student. My career as a teacher would be ruined for sure. While Conner was an adult, it was against the university staff code of conduct. And not just my job, but my husband would divorce me for sure! While he doesn’t have the biggest penis, and doesn’t last long in bed, I still love him.’

And with that, Professor Abby shrugged off her thoughts as just a strange wonton desire and quietly ate Chinese food in her office. Brianna’s steamy story, while entertaining, faded away into memory… for now.

* * *

Conner opened his laptop and brought up his web browser. He overlooked the headline news on his default page about an explosion at a particle accelerator and clicked the bookmark to his completed project. Conner chuckled in amusement as the website he created loaded up instantly on to the screen. There it was in all its glory- Bimbobook. An almost exact replica of the popular social media site, fonts, colors and user interface. The only difference is that Conner could see himself spending all his time on it. Bimbobook was the most interesting thing he had ever encountered in his life since he figured out how to masturbate and because of it, he wouldn’t have died a virgin.

Yesterday, while he was coding a social media as a project for one of his computer classes, Conner drifted off to sleep in his backyard. Suddenly he was jolted awake by being struck by lightning and started coding up a storm on his laptop. He thought it was a dream and he awoke a second time, there it was- Bimbobook, staring at him through his laptop screen.

The site was amazing! Conner immediately took it into his room and started to study it like it was the latest technological gadget. It had everything that he had dreamed of- literally. The landing page even forwarded him to Brianna’s profile. And off to the right was the cliché poke button that just begged for Conner to click. So, he did.

Not even a moment later, the sexiest and most popular girl in school was texting him, begging to come over so they could ‘study’. Shocked that the hottest chick on campus was actually giving him the time of day, Conner quickly jumped into the shower to get clean up. When he got undressed, Conner was stunned to see the size of his manhood had increased astronomically.

It was safe to say that Conner would no longer be embarrassed about what hung between his legs. Because now, instead of his small cock that he had grown used to his whole life was a massive piece that was easily nine inches soft. His new cock was what legends were made of. Even the sight of the thing turned him on.

When he returned to his bedroom, Conner was surprised to see Brianna was already laying on top his bed waiting for him. She must have rushed right over as soon as they had stopped texting and let herself in. In a sudden change from her normal character, she threw herself at Conner, giving him head forthwith and cumming while his cock filled her mouth. They then proceeded to fuck for what seemed like hours, only stopping when Brianna passed out after having multiple massive orgasms.

Conner passed out not soon after her and ended up sleeping the rest of the day, night and into the late morning. He woke up to an empty bed but a massive smile on his face. Conner could have never been happier, and it showed through in the spring in his step as he went for his computer to take a second look at his new website. As he looked at the screen and smiled away his initial amusement, the site immediately redirected from Brianna’s page to the one of his science professor- Mrs. Abbey.

Professor Abbey was the subject of many college boy’s fantasies. Conner would constantly watch all the hormonal male and lesbian peers stare at her during class. He didn’t blame them, in fact, Conner agreed with them, he just wasn’t so forthcoming with his lewd thoughts. None the less, Professor Abby was definitely an amazing piece of sexual candy and he couldn’t have thought of a better choice for his next woman to poke.

Conner looked at her profile picture, taking a long stare at the Professors long shimmering blonde hair that waved around her perfectly shaped oval face. Her face didn’t show signs of age and was free of wrinkles. She usually wore a knee length skirt that glided down to her sweeping legs with and a white long sleeve button down blouse with the top few buttons undone. The blouse always stretched the seams down the middle, her huge breasts pressed against fabric almost to the point like they were going to burst through.

Professor Abbey’s figure was to die for- her tall hourglass shape and a pert ass that was perfectly raised up by the high heels she would constantly wear made her body one that his peers would drool over. He would often hear the other male students joke that if someone didn’t think she was hot than they were assuredly gay or crazy and probably both.

After confirming her beauty from the quick scan around her profile and a longing look of her photo, Conner shrugged, smirked, and clicked poke without even taking a moment to consider why the page had redirected him to Professor Abbey in the first place.

* * *

As Professor Abbey took one of the remaining bites of her lemon chicken, she began to relish in a sudden craving that coursed through her body and mind. For some reason unknown, she wished that the Chinese food was the cream of some young guy exploding into her mouth. But not just any young guy, and definitely not her husbands. The sauce she wanted to fill her mouth was none other than that which would come from Conner’s massive cock.

The story that she had overheard Brianna telling her friends stuck like glue in the front of her mind. She couldn’t explain how or where the thoughts came from. But what she did know is that they now took over, consuming her thoughts and actions. She wanted nothing more than to have Conner’s magnificent cock filling up her holes. Just imagining the fantastic piece penetrating her made her pussy so wet that she could feel herself leaking through the front of her G-string.

She quickly went to her computer and pulled up the student records and found Conner’s file. Frantically, she entered his number into her cell phone. And without any hesitation, she pressed call.

* * *

Conner’s phone rang just as he expected it would. He picked it up and didn’t recognize the number, but he had the intuition that it was his hot professor.

“Hello?”

“Conner?” A female voice on the end asked an attitude that was one of apprehension.

“Um. Yea… Um. This is Conner.” He answered. His tone shook with nervousness. He had always got this way when talking to a woman. No matter who it was. Even though he had been expecting the call it still rattled him and gave him social anxiety.

“Hey Conner,” The voice replied, seemingly some of the tension released from her attitude. As of hearing his voice confirming who he was had changed it to one of pleasant relief. “It’s Professor Abbey, Your science teacher… I…”

Her voice trailed off as though she was entranced and trying to find words. It was obvious she had gone for the phone and called him without any plan in mind. Conner was fumbling as well. He knew Bimbobook had done a number on his sexy professor, but he didn’t know how to respond.

“Um… Hi.” He finally said, breaking the awkward silence. “How can I help you?

“Yes. Young Man. You can definitely help me by coming to my campus office at once!” She ordered. Professor Abbey’s voice seemed disingenuous as if she was hiding her true motive of utter naughtiness behind a cloak of authority. However, it was obvious to Conner what her true intentions were, and he decided to make it easy for himself and play along.

“Right away Professor. Am I in trouble?” He asked.

“You’re not in trouble… Yet.” She responded. “But if you don’t come to my office immediately you will be.”

“Well, would you be willing to tell me what this is all about?” He asked.

After a long pause, she responded, finally coming up with a solid plan to get Conner to come to her. “I suspect you plagiarized a few of your assignments. Now I’m a give you a chance to rectify this in person… Or I’ll go to the dean.”

While Conner was an inexperienced dork, he was by no means an idiot. He knew that she was just leveraging her authority as his teacher to get him where she wanted. But knowing the nature of Bimbobook and how it had affected Brianna the day before, Conner had nothing to be afraid of as far as her plagiarizing claims and everything to look forward to!

“I’ll… Be right there.”

* * *

Conner knocked on the door to Professor Abbey’s private office.

“Come in.” Her voice said from within the room.

Conner entered to see professor Abbey sitting at her desk in her office. The walls had posters involving various fields of science and several high book bookshelves that were loaded with scientific literature. Her eyes brightened up as he walked in and elevator eyed Conner, her vision coming to a stop squarely on his crotch. Conner watched her pristine face as it looked him over and he decided to take in her breathtaking breasts as the pressed against her blouse and bulged out the top her V-neck into ample cleavage.

Mrs. Abbey had an impatient look on her faced with her arms crossed just under her gorgeous tits and kept her eyes fixated on his crotch as she spoke. “Thanks for coming so quickly, Conner. Have a seat.” Her arm stretched out and pointed to the cushioned chair directly across from her desk.

“Good to see you to Professor.” Conner answered.

“What I’m about to ask, I want you to answer truthfully so I don’t want any funny business out of you. You understand Conner?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Conner replied taking his assigned seat.

“Now can you tell me why your latest assignment was verbatim with a science text from ten years ago?”

Conner had absolutely no idea what she was talking about. His last assignment in her class he had written in his own words. “Umm. No, I can’t tell you, because I wrote it myself. Any similarity must have been pure coincidence.”

“Is that so?” She said.

“It is.” He replied confidently, knowing that she was lying. He just didn’t know how this was going to tie into jumping his bones. “May I ask what old textbook you are referring to? I’m sure if we compare it with my last paper we can rule out if it’s a copy.”

“Indeed.” Professor Abbey said as she rolled her chair back from her desk and stood up. “I thought you’d ask that. And to be fair it would be appropriate to give you a moment to review it before I took it up with the Dean.”

She slid a basic wooden chair up to the nearby shelf and continued. “See the thickest blue book on the top shelf? Get that down from there and open it up and read the beginning of chapter eleven yourself.”

“Don’t you have a step ladder?” Conner asked looking at the chair.

“Not at the moment, Professor Grady is borrowing it. This chair is going to have to do.”

“Alright.” Conner nodded as he stepped onto the seat of the chair, making sure to face toward Professor Abbey. He stood up as she reached out in an act to steady the chair for his apparent safety. “Got it.”

As she looked upon him as he took the book from top of the bookshelf she moved her head in closer to his crotch. “Yes, you do.” She responded, fascinated by the bulge that almost touched his knee. She was amazed that Brianna was right about her story and that Conner was hiding an anaconda in his pants. Her pussy was soaking wet and she licked her lips in fascination.

It was now or never, the book on the shelf wouldn’t prove her claims and he would call her bluff for the bullshit cover story it really was. This is the moment she had planned for. And without another thought, she pressed foot her foot against one of the legs of the chair and kicked. Not hard, just enough so that Conner would lose his balance, giving her the opportunity to reach out and finally touch it under the guise of an accident.

As the chair rocked slightly from her kick Conner fell forward onto her. She reached out directly for what she had her eyes on and steadied him back onto the chair. Conner’s cock began to stiffen in his pants as Mrs. Abbey’s hands began to smooth over the outline of his cock through his jeans. ‘Its real!’ she thought.

“Professor…” Conner said looking down as Mrs. Abbey groped his cock.

“Conner…” She replied astonished as her eyes went wide, still feeling up his impressive dick without any shame. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to touch you. It kind of just happened.”

“It’s… Ok… Professor.” Conner stammered.

“Are you getting an erection?” She asked coyly.

Conner was so turned on by the sexiest teacher in school rubbing at his cock through his pants. He felt as if it was going to burst through at the seams. Even though he knew how this was going to end, he still had to play along like he was clueless. “Oh. Um. I’m… sorry Professor. I didn’t mean for it to get so hard. I’m not in any more trouble, am I?”

“You are not in trouble…” She said as she stared down at the size of his bulge increased and pressed forward against the fabric that kept it hidden from her view. “Yet.”

She ran her index finger down the length of it and looked him squarely in the eyes. “Pull it out I want to see it.”

Conner was grinning on the inside but continued to play along. “You want to see it?” He gulped.

“YES!” She exclaimed confidently as her fingers went to the tab on his zipper and pulled it down. “If you tell anyone I’ll say you forced yourself on me and you’ll get expelled from the university and arrested so let’s just keep it between us.”

“I promise I won’t tell a soul.” Conner replied as she slipped his pants and boxers over his ass.

“To be honest I’ve been thinking about this all day.” She muttered.

‘I know you have.’ He thought as his cock sprang out from its constraining clothing and into the air, slapping her square on the cheek.

Her mouth dropped open wide and her eyes shoot open wide like the floodgates on the hoover damn. “OH CONNER!”

He looked down and Professor Abbey grabbed hold of it and began to slowly run her fist up and down his length. His foreskin rippled along his cock and over his head as she pulled it back. The large veins pulsed vibrantly, and she felt him throb with life. It was bigger than any cock she had seen with her own eyes and she couldn’t peel them away from it.

“I know I only asked to see it but I’m just going to taste this and put it in my mouth.” She stated. “You won’t mind will you.”

“Not at all.” Conner croaked as ran her tongue along the underside of him to the tip of his cock, and planted a solid kiss on the head. She paused just licking his head for a moment before her lips parted around the tip of his huge phallus. Professor Abbey attempted to slide her lips over him. Conner knew that she was going to have open her mouth as wide as possible to get her head down on it.

“Ahh.” He groaned as she opened her mouth and glided her lips over his head.

Conner was surprised that the ridge of his head made it past her lips and slowly into her warm mouth. She lowered her head onto him until she was about a third of the way before it pressed up against the opening of her throat. Abbey backed her head up slowly until only his tip was in her mouth. Conner groaned and smiled as if he was in sheer heaven from getting his cock sucked by his hot college professor rolled through his body.

Excitedly, Abbey began to bob her head on his dick and Conner’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled in his shoes. She quietly slurped as she rose her head slowly up and down a portion of his length. It felt strange having another man’s cock in her mouth. She had only given her husband head, and Conner’s cock was so different. Not only was it longer, but thick, heavy, and lined with thick veins that seemed to pulse as she sucked it. She wrapped both of her tiny hands around his shaft and slowly stroked him, while still sucking on the big cock head as it rested in the front of her mouth.

Having her suck him felt amazing, she was definitely well educated in the arts of fellatio. Her beautiful and mature face would make a fulfilled look as the tip of his rod would touch brush the back her mouth. She was amazing at sucking cock, way better than Brianna, it was like Professor Abbey’s mouth was built to take his big dick. He didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold out, he felt his balls beginning to churn, his orgasm was imminent.

‘I can’t believe I’m sucking a student’s dick!’ The Professor thought. ‘It’s turning me on so much I think I’m going to have an orgasm. This can’t be, Brianna was right! I’m actually going to cum from giving head! And by the way he’s shuddering he’s going to have one too!’

Conner’s hands came down behind Abbey’s head, clutching her soft blonde hair. Shit, she turned him on! He watched as her pretty face bobbed on his cock. Her hands were moist from pre-cum and saliva as she stroked him.

“Umm Mrs. Abbey.” Conner moaned. “I’m about to…cum.”

She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth as she tilted her head slightly to give more friction as she descended to fill her mouth with his hardness. Her hand raised to his balls and she began caressing them with her fingers. Conner watched on as she plunged her head deep into him, shoving his cock deep into the cavern of her throat. Tears began to form in her eyes as her hands cupped his ass cheeks, thrusting his hips into her face. Conner’s cock swelled in her throat and she began to cum at the same time as him, it felt as if sparks were flying out her pussy as her thighs and hips trembled.

Conner watched as Abbey’s amazing eyes shot open wide as he sent a massive hot jet of cum into her throat. He pumped spurt after spurt into her willing mouth as she continued to press her face forward.

“Mmmmm…” Abbey hummed blissfully as his cum continued to fill her.

‘Oh, my! So much cum! And it tastes so amazing! It’s like I’m getting drunk on his cock! Just the taste of it is adding to my orgasm.’ She thought as her hips and body quaked as her own orgasm ran through her, leaving the front of her panties completely soaked. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her pretty mouth, filling her stomach full of his seed.

After a long while, he spent, and she swallowed him down. Abbey immediately stood up and turned around, unzipping her skirt. “I have a question Conner. Do you think you can handle this ass?” She asked looking over her shoulder as she pulled the thin material off her curvy ass and let it fall to her ankles. All that was left behind was a tiny G-string that left a triangle of flimsy material just above the crack of her ass. Her curvy booty was gorgeous and was one of every boy’s milf fantasy. It called out to him begging to be stared out.

“I definitely like what I see Mrs. Abbey.” He replied, his mind still fuzzy from the massive load he had expelled into her mouth.

The Professor tugged down her g string and they quickly fell to the floor next to her skirt. Abbey leaned over her desk as she slid her hand over the curve of her ass and smooth it over the curve.

“I’m glad you like it,” She said as she walked over to the door and twisted the lock closed. She walked back over to her desk and laid over it, presenting her ass again to him and peered back at him over her shoulder. “Now come over here and fuck me.”

Conner knew that her pussy was begging for his hard cock. He got down from the elevation of the chair and stood up behind her, his cock instantly returning to full strength. As he stepped in closer, the professor reached back and held his dick from the middle before swiping it up and down across her ass and down to her swollen pussy lips. She kept it there, rubbing it up and down between her labia as she moaned out.

“Put it in Conner! I need it!” She begged as she positioned his head at her opening.

Without a word, Conner pressed in, her molten hot folds parting around his massive cock as it slowly slid inside her.

Abbey tilted her head back, grimacing and biting down on her lip as she felt him enter her. “Ughh, god!” she cried between gritted teeth.

“It’s kinda tight Mrs. Abbey.”

“I know,” She panted. “but keep pushing. I want to feel all of it!”

He dug his feet into the floor, and pushed hard, shoving his thick shaft into her soaking pussy. As Conner’s massive manhood disappeared inside Abbey, he moved his hands to her hips for more leverage. She opened her stance of her legs as he impaled more of himself inside her. Professor Abbey reared her head back towards him as she bit down hard on her lower lip. She moaned uncontrollably as her tight pussy adjusted to his girth.

She shivered as he got close to bottoming out. “OH FUCK! I LOVE YOUR COCK CONNER! Give me all of it! Keep going and don’t stop. Shove that big cock inside me! My body needs this”

He kept pressing in and pushed another two inches into her. She braced herself against her desk as she felt Conner fill her pussy more than she had ever felt in her entire life, and then… he thrust even more of his cock inside her.

Conner couldn’t believe what was happening. Professor Abbey was amazingly tight! And she was so fucking hot! Her tits were large and perfectly shaped, her ass tight and her long sweeping legs were fucking amazing! Her face looked gorgeous as she held onto her desk, he felt so lucky being able to even touch her, not to mention penetrate her!

‘God he’s huge!’ She thought.

Conner pushed hard into his teacher again. She squealed as more of Conner entered her.

‘This is unreal! Conner’s cock feels so good it’s driving me crazy. This is what I need. This is what I deserve! It’s going to make me cum from just sticking it in!’ She had never felt so full in her life. “OH… FUCK… YES!” She panted as she came. She shuttered uncontrollably like never before. Her orgasm raced through her, making her body writhe on the end of his magnificent cock.

Conner didn’t even give her a chance for her peak to subside and started rocking back and forth, a few inches of his thick shaft slowly moving back and forth in her pussy as it spasmed around him.

“OH MY GOD!” She shouted. “FUCK ME!”

Her ass started to move back to meet his thrusts, working with Conner. Her cunt clinging to him each time he withdrew. Her tits bounced back and forth as she propped herself up on the desk. Conner’s eyes focused on her cunt being impaled by his rod of flesh as he watched it slam in and out underneath her gorgeous ass.

“Oh, yes fuck my pussy.” she sobbed, another orgasm slowly building inside her. Conner’s thrusts got longer and more forceful. Abbey began moaning. It felt so good! He was hitting spots her husband never had. Spots she never even knew existed, and his cock was so thick that the sensation that came from being completely filled with it felt amazing.

Her orgasm was building. “OH GOD YES! YES! YES!” she wailed as Conner’s huge cock sent her over the edge and she began to cum again. Abbey’s nails dug into the edges of her desk as her peak washed over her body. With each press in, Conner seemed to stimulate both her clit and g-spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her shuddering body. Her orgasm had been incredibly intense, and it felt like another was building.

Abbey was almost breathless Conner slipped his cock out of her. She quickly turned to face him and sat up on the desk.

“Let’s try something different.” She ordered, spreading her legs and inviting him to return. He stepped out of his pants and walked towards her, holding his cock from the base. Conner carefully brought the tip of his cock to her entrance, guiding it along the length of her slit with his fingers.

Abbey was still wet with excitement. As his dick angled straight toward her pussy. He could feel her labia barely brushing against his head and felt a chill run down his spine. He heard her moan again softly as the head of his cock rubbed against her clit. Then he positioned his hardness at her opening.

Abbey looked up at him, licking her lips, “MMMmmm. Put it in. please” She begged.

Abbey felt her lips widen and separate. He felt the hot, wet folds part and begin to work their way around his thick girth. Two inches, then three…she relaxed and allowed her wet pussy to suck the giant cock in. Four inches. She had never been so full and he wasn’t even halfway inside her yet. She was about to scream out in unfathomable pleasure when the door handled wiggled followed by a quick sturdy knock.

“Mrs. Abbey, you ok in there? It’s Professor Grady.” The voice said from the other side of the door. Conner and his teacher’s eyes met in utter shock, their expression showing both of their fears of getting caught.

“I’m fine!” She answered, Conner’s cock still half buried in her pussy.

“I was just returning your step ladder when I heard you yelp from down the hallway. You’re not hurt, are you?” The concerned voice asked.

“Never been better!” She said, pushing her hips forward on her student’s cock, whimpering slightly as it slid further in.

“You sure? Sounded painful.”

“I just poked myself on big peni- pencil.” She responded with the first thing that came to mind.

“Oh ok? Is there someone in there with you?”

“I’m disciplining a student who happens to have a MASSIVE attitude problem.”

“Hmpft! Millennials…” He responded. “Well, I’ll leave the step ladder outside your door. Let me know if you need anything.”

Conner and Abbey heard the metal of the ladder tap against the wall and tile outside followed by Grady’s voice. “Kids these days.”

They waited motionless for the sound of the footsteps to fade. Professor Abbey stared at her student and finally spoke in demanding tone “WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR?! KEEP FUCKING ME!” She said slapping his arm. “DON’T STOP TILL YOU CUM!”

Conner immediately drove his cock into her all the way. “Oh, oh, OHHHHH!” Abbey panted as he Conner picked up his rhythm over the next minute or two until he was pistoning his cock into her frantically.

“Yes, yes, faster. FASTER! I’M GOING TO CUM AGAIN!” She pulled him into her with her arms while she dug her heels into his ass. He was almost there as well. He just wanted to be deep inside her when he finally came.

Conner stifled a groan as her pussy caressed his hard length. Abbey reached between her legs and gently rubbed her swollen clit with her fingers as he slid in and out of her. She could feel its heat and the pulse of his rapidly beating heart pounding through the veins of his cock inside her pussy. Abbey was accepting more than nine inches of his member with every slow, hard stroke and loved it. She began another orgasm, letting out another scream. “AHHH FUCK!” Conner felt her wetness as she came again, his cock pushing into her at her climax.

He thrust into her for few more minutes, making her cum uncontrollably. It seemed that every time she came down from a peak she would ramp back up. “Geeze Mrs. Abbey. Is this normal for you?” He asked about her constant cumming between heavy breathing. While he knew that Bimbobook had everything to do with it. He thought the question we be a good way to keep up his act of plausible deniability.

She looked up from her pussy being plowed and across at him and shook her head. She had never had multiple orgasms during sex before. In fact, she considered herself lucky if she even had one. “NO!” She answered. “Just keep fucking me!”

Conner began to fuck her with savage abandon, sinking his cock all the way into her cunt with each thrust. She was grinding her hips against him, fucking herself on his cock as he clenched her hard on her sides, adding more force to his thrusts. Conner relentlessly continued to fuck her forcefully through orgasm after orgasm, her energy decreasing after each climax. Conner felt like a real man, fucking the life out of this hot teacher. He couldn’t get enough. He watched her tits shake, her eyes roll back and her head along with it. He just continued to pump her with his thick, hard meat.

After several intense orgasms, Abbey began to become weak and Conner felt her body becoming more and more limp. They had been fucking on her desk for thirty minutes and Conner was finally nearing his own climax. It would take Conner only a few more minutes before he would flood her pussy with his cum. Conner watched her face, it was a rosy flush of arousal as he felt her body tense. His balls were beginning to tense as well.

He felt her pussy suck his cock deep into her body. A few moments later, he heard Abbey’s breath catch in her throat, choking back her moan of pleasure. “UHHHHH!” she moaned softly as her pussy began to spasm again, squirting an eruption of juices over the length of his cock and balls.

‘OH MY GOD I SQUIRTED! I’VE NEVER DONE THAT BEFORE! CONNER IS AMAAAAZING!’ Professor Abbey’s mind reeled.

A moment later, his cock twitched and swelled ominously side her. He thrust forward, burying his cock deep into her clasping cunt. The searing hot buildup of cum inside his balls began to churn and rushed its way up his long shaft.

“AHHHHH FUCK!!” He yelled as his cock began to spasm, spurting hot, thick, jets of cum inside of her.

“OH YES! GIVE IT TO ME RAW!” She moaned as she clenched his dick with her pussy, milking him as she felt him erupt inside of her and splashing against the back her cunt. His thick jizz flooded into her, filling her to overflowing as she moved back against him, her body continuing to shudder violently. She could feel the hot fluid being emptied into her with the final strokes of his glorious cock.

“UGH! I LOVE YOUR CUM!” She cried.

As the pair came down from their peaks, Conner collapsed on top of her. Her breath was ragged, her body beyond exhausted. He rested over her for a moment before withdrawing his wet cock. He was spent and satisfied. Abbey collapsed backward against her desk, looking exhausted for the throttling she just received.

“You’re amazing. I’m going to start tutoring you on weekly basis.” She said once she caught her breath, finally having enough strength to prop herself up on the desk. “I never knew how much my body could desire a cock in that way. Your ability to fulfill my needs… is unprecedented.”

Conner found his pants and began to get dressed. “Thank you, Mrs. Abbey”

“No, thank you.” She said, her breath short and ragged. She reached over and opened her desk drawer and took out a key. She handed to Conner as he was pulling up his jeans. “Every Tuesday, 6 pm, in this room. You will fuck me.”

“Deal!” Conner said sticking up two thumbs in excitement, letting his pants fall around his ankles.

“Now I just need something else to remember you by.” She said going for her phone and opening the camera app. Being careful to not take a photo of his face, she snapped a quick photo of his massively wonderful cock and smiled.


Bimbopedia
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To say that Wyatt had a rough life was beyond an understatement. In fact, Wyatt lived in a personal hell that no one would want to wish on anyone else. Growing up in abusive foster family with two lousy foster sisters whom always ridiculed him and made him the brunt of every joke and prank. His foster parents were not much better. Nothing was ever good enough for them no matter how hard he ever tried. It wasn’t that they thought he could do better, it was more of a fact that they never cared. Christmas was just another day where his foster family got presents and he received nothing. Wyatt’s sisters would constantly joke that their parents only wanted the monthly adoption money from the county. He was constantly restricted to staying inside which forced him to enjoy indoor entertainment like books and especially computers. Wyatt learned before he was a teen how to piece together a computer from the bare components. From there, he took up an interest in coding websites and eventually programing software.

Standing at somewhere around six feet tall, he wasn’t a small man. Wyatt had some muscle built up from everyday things like running from the neighborhood bullies on his way home from school or the heavy lifting from the chores his parents assigned. He wasn’t ugly by any means, sporting dark brown hair that somehow turned light in the sunlight and a set of hazel colored eyes. He just never really presented himself as appealing to the opposite sex, choosing mismatching shirts and jeans for his day to day wardrobe. But most of all, he always walked and moved awkwardly giving him an all-around goofy and dorky appearance. He had never been with a girl before and was reluctant to ever ask one out. Every time he even flirted with one he’d be immediately shut down because his lack of experience and poorly timed remarks. The whole idea of dating was beyond awkward and trying to get a girl to sleep with him- forget it.

Even though he made great grades in school and wasn’t able to secure a scholarship to college. Being denied because of some lie his sisters and teachers had reported to the scholarship board. But when he had the opportunity to move out and attend a university at the age of eighteen, he jumped at the chance, deciding to major in computer sciences and become a programmer. He moved in with some other students in a four-bedroom house. His roommates were obnoxious jock types, who were always loud and disrespectful. They would constantly party when he was trying to study, and sometimes, Wyatt’s things would come up missing. He worked long hours at dinner under the supervision of a horrible female boss that would constantly bitch while he was washing dishes. Wyatt had a massive amount of student loans to supplement his tuition that would easily take him a decade to pay off after he graduated. If he could get make it through college and land a decent job than he would be ok. But for the time being, things were tough. If anyone had told Wyatt that his life was about to change for the better he would have laughed.

One dismal Saturday just before the last week of his third year, Wyatt woke up. He didn’t want to make any noise, afraid that any unwanted sound would let his roommates know he was awake. If they did, they would barge in asking for things that Wyatt didn’t have. He lay there for just a minute and thought. His thoughts turned from the completion of recent finals at school, to his family, to sadness, and then back to school. The sadness in mind started to think about one of the girls in his classes. Charlotte, the dark-haired beauty in one of his more simple computer science classes, had been really rude to him since she met him freshman year. She would sit beside him, trying to trip him and mock him whenever she could. Her insults were excessive, always taking it way too far, becoming personal and getting under Wyatt’s skin. Sometimes even to the point where when he was alone he would cry. She was beyond a bitch, she was a spiteful cunt.

Even with her being intentionally abusive to Wyatt, she was fucking hot, and he wished that she would cut the shit out. Maybe if she would actually just give him a chance and talk to him like a normal human being, she might actually like him. Maybe even more than just friends. The thought this fantasy began to stir Wyatt’s morning wood to a full mast. He slid his hand down to take care of the issue almost automatically, stroking his six inches lightly at first. Wyatt shut his eyes and drifted away into his fantasy…

Wyatt arrived at class fairly early. He had thought that the traffic would delay him but he had been happily mistaken. When he entered the classroom, the place was empty all except for Charlotte. As Wyatt took his seat he smiled wide, showing a perfect smile. She did the same, but her smile just made the rest of her look perfect. Her body was something of a legend among the guys on campus, a perfect model figure that never required her ever to work out. Her tits were gorgeous eye candy, rounding out from her tight stomach at somewhere around a C-cup. Her ass… was one that every college guy dreamed of every night. It would perfect fit to any man’s palm, firm and tight, but soft as anyone dared to imagine it. She crossed her legs from across the room and her hand raised up to her mouth. She slid a finger seductively to her lips and look back at him intensely. Wyatt decided to take the chance and rose out of his seat and approach her. When he neared her seat, she stood up to hug him, and they both lingered in their embrace for a moment…

Wyatt opened his eyes at the sound of one of his roommates walking down the laminate hallways, the sound of the boots reverberated throughout the house. He continued to stroke his cock, as the sound continued and began to fade until the front opened and loudly slammed as whoever it was finally left. He shut his eyes and dropped back…

‘Your early’ Charlotte said as she gave him a seductive, not so innocent smile.

‘I thought that I would be delayed by traffic. But I got here undisturbed without being tripped. A miracle huh?’ Wyatt continued to smile. Charlotte leaned back into him, resting her head on Wyatt’s shoulder. His arm wrapped around her shoulder as she was curled up against him. He moved it to her back, his fingers reaching around to her side. His hand sliding around on her shirt in a circle. He could feel the strap of her bra though the fabric of her shirt. Just the mere touch of it and he felt the blood rush to his cock…

Wyatt opened his eyes again, stopping his fantasy for a moment. He replayed it through his mind, the scene of the two of them actually being alone and her being sexually attracted to him made him draw steadily closer to climax. He checked the alarm clock he saw that it read nine thirteen. He heard the stirring of another roommate, probably woken up by the foot footsteps and he shut his eyes…

Wyatt continued to rub his hand on her back and down to her side. When he looked over at Charlotte he saw that her eyes were half shut in what he could only hope to be pleasure. His hand moved further up and down with every motion, touching her shoulder and reaching down to the waistband of her shorts. Wyatt abstained from going any further, worried that his venturing hands to her waistband had made her uncomfortable.

‘Are going to keep going?’ Charlotte demanded.

‘Sorry, some part of me thought you didn’t like it.’ Wyatt responded

‘Oh, trust me Wyatt. I like it when you put your hands on me.’ She flirted.

Charlotte and Wyatt were only inches apart, her eyes looking intently into his. Wyatt looked deeply back into hers, nearly drowning in them. She took the initiative and closed the gap between their lips and before Wyatt knew they were kissing. Lightly at first and then passionately. He tightened his arm around her shoulder and drew her in as he arms slid up to cradle him around his neck. Suddenly, Charlotte unclasped her embrace around his neck and reached for the hem of her top. She pulled it over her head revealing a embroidered pink and white polka dot bra that was lined with lace around the edges. Charlotte reached up and pulls Wyatt’s shirt over his head, freeing his chest for her to view.

‘I’ve been wanted your body for so long Wyatt.’ She said, disclosing her inner wishes to him.

Charlotte leans back up to his face and they kiss passionately, only taking breaks for gasps of air. She slides the shorts off her hips, letting them fall around her ankles and showing off her sexy pair of panties that matched her bra. She leans back against a desk and sits on the table top, spreading her legs invitingly and pulling Wyatt between them, wrapping her legs around his waist. She’s moaning as Wyatt caresses her back and hips and he kisses his way down to her neck before proceeding to her bra. Charlotte desperately starts undoing his fly to free what she needs. Wyatt slides his hands down to her silky-smooth legs, caressing her inner thighs and then reaching up to slide off her panties.

Wyatt grunted in real life as he came abruptly before his fantasy even started. The thought of even having such a woman that was so out of his league want his cock was more than he could bear. Even though he hated her for tormenting him at school she still provided his fantasies with plenty of masturbation material. He laid there in the aftermath of his orgasm for moment and rose from bed to clean himself off. He climbed into the shower and let the hot water ease his aching muscles.

Once Wyatt was fully awake he dressed himself and sat down at his computer. He thought that he should play a few shooter games but looked over his shoulder and out the window. The sun was shining and the day seemed calm so he decided to throw a few fantasy books on his kindle and read at the nearby park. This decision was quite unusual for him because he rarely went out unless he had a good reason, never for enjoyment. But something inside of him just wanted to get out of the house for once. Wyatt grabbed his backpack and went to the kitchen, throwing some snacks and a drink inside his bag. Walking to the door, he stopped briefly at the sound of his roommates shouting at each other. When he realized it had nothing to do with him, he left the house and made his way to the park.

Once there he made his was down a set of concrete stairs, he had his eyes set on a shady bench about a hundred yards away. Wyatt had never noticed the bench there when walking the park before. The bench seemed like one out of a professional landscape photograph. The light from the summer morning seemed to hit the area perfectly. The district must have just put it in just this week, still having it’s mint and pristine polish to it.

He made his way down the steps he neared the bottom but was pushed from behind, falling down the last three steps and landing roughly on his head. He stood up dizzy from the pain and touched the back of head where he had hit. His fingers found a large bruise and a small amount of blood. Not having time to think about it he turned to see his assailant, it was Charlotte staring down at him from the steps.

“What the fuck Charlotte?!” Wyatt scowled at her.

“Next time move when I fucking tell you too ass!” She sneered back. Her straight dark hair was in contrast to her icy blue eyes. She was such an attractive girl, having an athlete cheerleader body that was definitely a combination of god’s gift to men and the devil’s finest attempt at creating lust.

“I must not have heard you.” Wyatt said. He could of swore that he didn’t hear a sound and that she had done it out of pure malice.

“Where the fuck you think you’re going leech?” She asked, walking towards him. Wyatt stepped away from her, knowing he was in a bad situation.

“None of your business Charlotte!” He replied firmly. “Just leave me the fuck alone. You have already made me bleed.”

“Whatever loser.” Charlotte smugly said to him as she walked past him, not even glancing back.

Wyatt wondered why she was even at the park. He soon found out when she saw a group of her friends sitting at a nearby set of benches. They had seen the whole ordeal of Charlotte knocking him down the steps and were chuckling as she approached them. Once they had exchanged their hellos, the group took off down a walkway and out of the park.

Wyatt dusted himself off and strode over to his destination, head throbbing and took a seat on his bench. He pulled out his kindle and pulled up a title. He read several pages and suddenly he shivered. He glanced around the park finding nothing changed and his eyes went back to his kindle. When his eyes dropped back down to his hand he found himself holding nothing. He jumped and looked around in case he unknowingly dropped it, when he turned to look under the bench he yelled at the sight of a man in a long black leather trench coat and sunglasses reading his kindle. He had long straight shiny black hair, and pale skin. His trench coat had some peculiar silver accents on it that had a dangerous yet beautiful look to them, it must have been custom made, for Wyatt had never seen anything like it. But he didn’t have the normal slender goth body, more built and toned like one you’d see from a large Norse warrior. His demeanor was calm, confident, but with a hint of annoyance as if he didn’t want to be here. The man looked over at Wyatt and smiled, a smile that gave him the same shiver as a moment ago.

“Nice book kid!” The man said as he rapidly pressed the page flip button. “I gotta say, this one is a good combination of every book this author has ever written. The ending is quite good.”

The man sat nonchalantly and smiled once again. Wyatt backed away, his body still shivering. He glanced over at the man, noticing his perfectly straight white teeth. The man smelled like he was made of burning sulfur, a stench that filled the air around him and stuck heavy to Wyatt’s nose. The man’s eyes, though hidden behind the thick black sport sunglasses seemed to glow a deep red through the lenses.

“But hey, decent read, though a short one.” He said casually, as if he known Wyatt his whole life. “Better than the other ones you have on there and on your computer at home.” The man handled the kindle back to Wyatt, who was starting to sweat in the presence of this stranger.

“Sit down kid. Don’t be afraid.” The man continued. “Let’s have a chat.”

Wyatt sat back down on the bench next to the man. His mind racing from all the unexplainable things that had just transpired and were still happening. Though it was awkward, something about this man was comforting. Wyatt felt protected, the pain from the welt on his head seemed to vanish and his worries seemed to drift away.

“That chick Charlotte,” The man carried on. “What a fucking bitch huh?”

“What?” Wyatt questioned. “You saw that?”

“I see everything.” the man replied quickly. “That’s a dumb question. But wait, you wouldn’t know that, now would you?”

“What are you talking about?” Wyatt inquired. The look on his face confused.

“Nevermind kid. Nevermind.” The man said. “She’ll come around.”

“I hope so,” Wyatt said, his hand going to the back his where he had hit. As he felt the spot he noticed the bruise was gone. His vision blurred and deepen to black. He became dizzy as his mind went through a loop but then he heard the stranger snap, and suddenly, he was fine.

“Not to worry Wyatt.” The man went on. “Everyone feels that way around me at one time or another. Unless you happen to let your desires become your sins.”

The man paused, stopping himself from another ramble.

“But you kid, you’re different aren’t you Wyatt? You’ve had a rough life and bad shit keeps coming your way every day. While you are on your own now, making a life for yourself, you haven’t confronted the things bringing you misery. Why don’t you?”

“I don’t know…” Wyatt pondered.

“What is it that gets you through every day? Your parents?” His word hung in the air for a moment before continuing. “Nope not that. Your friends? Not that either, not that you have many outside your D&D and magic the gathering buddies. What could possibly sit you down right here in the devil’s seat and stay there without upsetting you? You seem like you want to hit someone, but haven’t hurt anyone your entire life… Why haven’t you?”

His question sounded angry, a scowl spread across his face. The man seemed infuriated that Wyatt was actually ok with his life. Why yes, he wasn’t given the best hand of cards, but he was making the best of the situation with the minimal resources he had. This made Wyatt smile.

“I don’t understand how I can sit in the chair of the devil when the devil doesn’t exist?” Wyatt calmly replied, the words coming from his mouth with the least of thought. The man just looked back at Wyatt for a moment, his stare frightened him so deeply he almost jumped up to run away. Then the stranger cracked a wide grin and laughed.

“You know the greatest achievement of the devil?” The man asked.

“Convincing the world he wasn’t real.” Wyatt calmly answered, not knowing where the words came from.

“That’s right. We got a smart one here.” The man said as he patted Wyatt’s back firmly. He leaned in close to Wyatt, staring at him intensely with those fiery red eyes. “Well you see, there is a devil, and there is a hell. And guess what kid, you’re living in it. But what’s strange Wyatt, it that I’ve corrupted many people and I couldn’t get Wyatt here to hit anyone throughout his shitty life. Which is why you came here to have the pleasure of meeting me, the one who doesn’t exist… And yes, this is why you act so strangely around me. Now to explain, I’m going to give you a gift Wyatt. One that enhances one of your only joys you have in this life. And with this gift, it will bring you joys that have been forbidden to you.”

“What do you mean?” Wyatt asked.

“You’re still a virgin, it’s time to live a little. Time to take control of things outside your bubble.” The man replied.

“How I am I supposed to that? You giving me a mountain of money?”

“No, even better. I know how you love writing code and working on the computer, you already have several ideas for sites and programs in the works. I’m just going to enhance your abilities. This power may seem ridiculous to other people, but it’s quite fitting for a computer nerd like yourself. Plus, I’m fresh out of hypnosis medallions and scepters so I had to get creative… Anyways, this may hurt a little but it will all be worth it.”

“Wait. What?” Wyatt stammered.

“Just shut up.” He replied.

And with that the stranger reached out and grabbed Wyatt by the shoulders, forcing him to his knees in submission. A pain began to wrack his mind, it felt like the insides of his brain were shifting and burning. And then… it was gone. Wyatt stood and felt a draining head rush as he looked in awe at the stranger. All that he saw was the man’s smile, and then that too was gone.

His vision faded to black, it seemed as if he was asleep, dreaming of sitting at his computer. Lines of incomprehensible web design code mixed with demonic runes seemed to spew out of his mind. They swirled about his room and head chaotically before disappearing into his fingers as they worked their spell on the keyboard. His head and keyboard seemed to glow with a bizarre crimson red mist as his hands and fingers seemed to blur over it at an incredible speed. Wyatt had no idea what he was typing or what the code even meant. He wasn’t a novice by any means but these scripts were way beyond anyone’s knowledge. He was typing at an insane rate as the sun rose and fell outside his bedroom window, darkening and lightening the room several times. Wyatt began to feel fatigued in his dream and the last thing he saw before it all went blank was a mouse cursor hovering over and clicking a button that said, ‘Publish to the web’.

When Wyatt’s eyes finally opened, he was laying in his bed. His stomach was growling from severe hunger, his throat parched and dry and he could smell himself as if he hadn’t showered in several days. He quickly got up and ran to his adjacent bathroom to drank some much-needed water from the faucet. The water tasted the like best he had in ages as it wetted his mouth and tongue. He looked up at himself in the mirror, his jawline and chin was covered in thick brown stubble as if he hadn’t shaved in some time. He had no time to ponder why, he was starving and frantically went to the kitchen to find some food. He found his cereal stash and reached into the fridge past half drunk forty bottles to find the milk jug with his name on it. In a flurry, he had his breakfast ready and began eating it at the counter, not even taking a moment to put anything away. The food finally went down his throat to his aching belly, instantaneous satiating his hunger. Wyatt just stood there in the kitchen in his boxer shorts just eating the most heavenly bowl of cereal, stuffing his face with the whole bowl. He moaned out contently as his roommate walked in and stared at him, a look of shock spread over his face.

“Duuuude…” He said. “You ok bro?”

“MMhmm.” Wyatt snorted, tipping the bowl at an angle to drink the milk from bowl. It tasted like the nectar of Aphrodite’s titty, licked from the nipple of the goddess herself.

“You sure? You’ve been locked in your room for three days…”

Wyatt’s eyes snapped wide in shock. His roommate had to be joking. “What?!”

“Yea bro, we had a raging party last night for the end of finals week. We had a dj spinning trap music, everyone was going bananas bro and you’ve just slept through it.”

Wyatt looked around the room. He was appalled to see hundreds of beer and liquor bottles littered everywhere. The place smelled like stale malt liquor and filthy sweat. It must have been quite a rager because one of the arms on the ceiling fan was broken in a 90-degree angle.

“This place is so gross…” Wyatt said confused. “I’m not cleaning this up.” Wyatt started to put away his milk and cereal.

“It’s cool dawg.” His roommate replied. “Dude you know that fine ass girl Charlotte?”

“Oh please, don’t even bring up her name.” Wyatt cringed.

“Why you say that man? She’s totally into you bro.” He said excitedly.

“You’re joking, right?” Wyatt responded cynically.

“Nah bro, she couldn’t stop talking about you last night. She kept blowing off all the top guys on campus that were at the party and comparing them to you. People were totally making fun of her but she totally didn’t care. You had the hottest chick at the party jocking your nuts!”

“Pfffft.” Wyatt sputtered. “I’m going to my room. See ya.”

His roommate followed him insistently. “I’m totally serious, she fucking wants you dude!”

The two of them got to the end of the hallway where Wyatt’s bedroom door was. Wyatt immediately got confused when he looked down at the floor near his open door. Someone had slid a note underneath it. Wyatt must have missed it when leaving his bedroom. He bent down to pick it up, unfolded it and read the message. It was written in a perfect feminine cursive and the words it spelled out made the naughtiest message ever directed to him.

Wyatt,

I almost busted down your door to fuck you but decided against it. I need your cock as soon as possible so I can give you my virginity! Please call me and I’ll come over immediately and slide my lips down your shaft and cram it down my throat. I want it to fill me and cum in my holes. I’ve never wanted anyone more than I have ever wanted you. There’s a burning in me that won’t be put out until I become your whore. You have to call me Wyatt! Please I beg you! I’ll do anything you ask!

-Charlotte

The note then left her phone number with several x’s and o’s. Wyatt had never been the recipient of such a naughty love letter. The language started to make his cock thump in his boxers. He noticed his cock seemed to have more weight to it than usual. However, it wasn’t a concern right now. This note had to be joke. Charlotte was setting him up for humiliation and he wasn’t falling for it.

“See I told you man!” His roommate said once Wyatt finished reading the note. “How did you do it? What’s your secret?”

“This has to be a prank! Charlotte hates me!” Wyatt tore the note and ripped it apart. He threw its remains into the waste basket next to his computer and looked back to his roommate. His roomie was shocked he was destroying the note and the phone number to contact Charlotte.

“You’re crazy man!” He said top Wyatt. “You hole yourself into your room for three days and blow off a stunner like Charlotte?”

Wyatt wasn’t having his crap. He was more concerned with the recent time loss. If he was in his room for three days, that would definitely explain his hunger. He leaned over his computer desk and giggled his mouse, waking his computer up. Without looking at the website he had open, he clicked on the clock in the bottom right hand corner. It was Tuesday, his roommate was not lying. Wyatt’s mind tumbled, he had missed two shifts at work, he was definitely fired.

“FUCK!” Wyatt blurted out.

“What’s wrong man?” His roomie asked.

He glanced back on the web page that was open in his browser. It was some sort of wiki style database site. The site was called Bimbopedia, on the subpage it was opened to was a profile for Charlotte. There was quite a bit of information about her, some of which had an edit link. The page included a brief history of her life, physical description, personal attributes, and the list continued.

“Just get out of my room…” Wyatt asked softly, shocked at what his eyes were seeing. “Please… Leave me alone.”

“Alright man.” His roommate responded. “I’ll let you be, I just thought you’d be excited about Char-”

“GET OUT! PLEASE!” Wyatt cut him off.

“Ok man, shit.” And with that, his roommate left.

Wyatt turned his attention back to his computer, taking a seat in his chair. He reviewed the web page reading the entire entry for Charlotte. After browsing through where she was born and who her parents were. He glanced through her physical attributes, her measurements all had editable fields. He passed by that section thinking that anyone to edit her physical beauty would be crazy. Wyatt continued on, breezing through personality and stopping at interests. Everything seemed to be normal for a female college student in her junior year. She actually liked a few shows and bands that Wyatt was into. But then, he came upon the last few editable fields on the page. They were mostly answers to personal questions, like what Charlotte aspires to be, her dream house, dream job, and things of the like. The list got increasingly bizarre with questions like who does she hate? Wyatt stopped at this question thinking his name would be here, but it wasn’t. In fact, it was blank. The next one read current crush. Wyatt was amazed to see only one name in the answer field; his.

“Pfffft! Fake!” Wyatt said out loud. But he continued reading on until he got to the last and final question. A question that read ‘Will be a complete bimbo for:’ Wyatt thought that there would be some heart throb actor or rock star filled in here, but yet again his name was listed as the only entry. He instinctively clicked the edit link hoping to remove his name but a pop up error message flashed onto the screen.

‘Sorry! You have already made changes to this field within the last the 48 hours. Please wait until the time has expired to make further edits.’ There was a cartoony looking picture in the pop window. It had a remarkable resemblance to the strangers smile he had met in the park. Wyatt sat back in his chair in frustration. While the fact of Charlotte wanting to be his whore turned him on in the pants, it felt wrong in mind. This all had to be joke, the time loss, the naughty letter from Charlotte, this website. Bimbopedia, really?

“It’s not a joke Wyatt.” The stranger’s voice echoed in his. “It’s a gift! Now get yourself in the shower, you smell.”

The stranger was right. He did smell ripe and shower was beyond necessary. Bimbopedia would have to wait for a few minutes. He got out of his chair and went to his attached bathroom. He started the hot water and removed his boxers. Wyatt gasped when he saw his cock. It had grown since he had last saw it. It was only six inches when he had fantasized about Charlotte, but now, it was that length and thickness when it was soft. Just the sight of his own dick turned him on and it thumped to life as the blood rushed through it. Wyatt stared at himself in awe as his cock began flex and lift to full mast. His hand went down to feel if it was real. He smiled widely as his fingers touched it. He wrapped his hand around it, his grip was much more open, his fingers barely touching around his girth. He looked at himself in the mirror to get a second-hand view of himself. His jaw dropped astonished, his cock was easily nine inches and quite thicker. Wyatt instantly fell in love with his new cock. When it was fully erect he grabbed it by the base and waved it around the view it from every angle.

“Amazing!” He said out loud.

‘Another side effect of his new website?’ He thought. ‘Who gives a fuck?! I don’t even care where it came from or why it happened. My. New. Cock. Is Awesome!’

He imagined foreplay with a petite woman as his hand squeezed it tightly as he began to stroke slowly. He would press it into her pussy lips and she would gasp at his sheer size. Tell him that it was the biggest she’d ever seen and had. He would press it into her, stretching her pussy, filling her up completely. Wyatt stroked harder as he imagined her cunt clinging to it while she screamed his name. The fantasy too much and it overwhelmed him quickly as his eyes rolled backwards into his head. His huge new cock erupted, sending a massive rope across his bathroom counter. He stroked through his orgasm looking down at his massive shaft. He couldn’t wait to lose his virginity. He would not feel vulnerable when showing this to woman. And for the first time in his life, he felt confidence in regard to sex.

Wyatt’s heartbeat slowed and he got himself into the shower. He washed his hair and body, being sure to take tender care of his new member. When he was finished, he stepped out dried himself, shaved and brushed his teeth. He assuredly strode out his bathroom to his chest of drawers to pick out some clothes, but stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Charlotte laying in his bed on top of the covers. She must have been let in by his roommates while he was showering. The surprise made him jump and his towel came untucked and fell to his ankles.

Her toned and slender figure was spread across his blankets. She wore a pink low cut tee that showed a peak of her ample cleavage from her amazingly large tits. Wyatt’s eyes traced slowly along her smooth belly that showed of her creamy white skin and pierced navel. Her waist tapered down in a sexy hourglass spreading out to her pink and white polka dot panties from his dreams. One of her legs swept along the covers with one knee raised up, creating a triangle with her panties and where her bare foot rested on her calf. His eyes wandered back up her body, the provocative bikini briefs wrapped around her hips and curvy ass as if they were a present to Wyatt, holding a gift for him that he had asked for his entire life. Her left arm smooth along the indentation of her waist and up near her breast, caressing her smooth skin as it lifted her shirt. Her long, flowing black hair framed along her face with a dainty nose and a set pouting, heart shaped lips.

Wyatt watched as her eyes raised and then lowered themselves on his body. They stopped on his mid-section where the towel had once been. Her eyes opened wide at the sight of his cock and she slid a finger seductively to her lips and look back at him intensely. She sucked her finger nail into her mouth and smiled widely. She looked so gorgeous with that smile across her face Wyatt thought. It wasn’t the first time he had seen her smile but it was the first time she genuinely smiled at him. The look in her eyes was filled with a fierce combustion. So much that Wyatt could feel the desire radiate from her pupils.

“It’s so much more beautiful than I expected.” She said to him, her eyes never leaving his cock.

“Umm uhh.” Wyatt stammered, still in shock that this gorgeous beauty was in his bed. His cock began to grow before her eyes and Charlotte licked wildly across her upper lip.

“I must have it.” She muttered and moved her body from her flat position, crawling over to him slowly. She pawed on all fours across the bed spread closer to him. She stopped when she neared the edge. “Come here!”

Wyatt froze for moment, his mind spinning. He couldn’t believe what was happening. The hottest girl at his school was in her tee shirt in panties in his bed. She was on all fours four demanding his cock. He was reluctant however, part of his logical mind knew it had to be a joke. That a crowd would be watching through the window or on the other side of the door, waiting to burst in and point and laugh in a mocking mass. He glanced out the window, his blinds were drawn closed. His head turned the other direction to the door, the tumbler was vertical-it was locked. He quickly snapped himself out of his doubts and reservations, those were thoughts of his old self. ‘Who cares’ he confidently thought for the first time. ‘Let them come in, even if they did all they would see was his giant cock and the hottest girl to grace his vision just inches away from it’. Wyatt stepped closer to the bed. But not a wimpy baby step, it was a step of confidence and certainty.

“You want it?” He asked.

“Mmhmm.” She smiled and nodded.

“Suck it bitch!” Wyatt said boldly, forcing his cock within inches of her face. If her note said she wanted it so bad, then he was going to give it her. However, it was going to be on his terms, not hers. With all the torment she had put him through, she was going to take it. All of it.

She reached up and grabbed onto his length, wrapping her fist around it. She began stroking his cock, assisting it to full length. “WOW!” Charlotte said as he stiffened even more in her hand, her eyes wide in surprise and fascination of his dick.

“OHH!” She gasped as his cock filled her vision. “Any woman would be so lucky to have your big cock!”

A second hand came up to his member to join the first, she began double fisting his cock and Wyatt slowly tilted his head back in pleasure as her small hands caressed his piece. She scooted her body down onto the bed to lay flat and lowered her head closer to his cock. She continued to stroke him as she admired the biggest cock she had ever seen with her own eyes. It was definitely larger than any of her boyfriend she had ever messed around with. While she was still a virgin technically she had given a blowjob before, but never to anything this big. She hoped that she would be able to please such a great cock with her mouth.

“What are you waiting for Charlotte?” Wyatt asked? “Is it too big for your bitchy little mouth?” Wyatt seemed angry. her delay was making him impatient. All the hurtful insults she had said to him filled his mind. Nothing would be more gratifying then to fill her vulgar mouth with his hard cock and wash her mouth clean of every scornful thing she has ever said about him.

“Yes Wyatt.” She stammered. “I’m sorry, your cock is just so beautiful I had to stop and admire it like a-”

“Shut up and get to work already!” He ordered.

Charlotte extended her tongue, encircling the crown of his beautiful penis. She then gracefully slid her lips over the crest of the crown of his cock. Her lips glided down his shaft until Wyatt felt the tip his cock press firmly against back of her mouth. She slowly began to bob his shaft and her mouth filled with saliva. She made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from Wyatt’s balls straight to his brain. She briefly took it out of her mouth and looked down at his cock.

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock Wyatt.” She whispered. “I’ve been wanting it for so long.”

“I didn’t tell you to stop.” He said flatly, knowing her statement about wanting him was a lie until yesterday. This website must have changed her mind, she was actually being his bimbo.

“Sorry Wyatt,” She responded before quickly sliding him between her lips.

She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever imagine placing her lips around him. On the inside, he felt extremely lucky to receive his first blowjob from such a bombshell. Her soft sucked him eagerly and she twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth as she could. Charlotte slid up the length of his cock and released it from her red lips. She lowered her head down to his balls and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her rhythm. She looked up into Wyatt’s eyes while nursed his cock at a steady pace and moaned softly.

Charlotte raised her head off his cock and pressed his cock against her cheek. It was so massive resting against the side of her tiny head. It was amazing that she was able to get even the portion she had inside her mouth.

“Can I suck your balls?” She asked. She didn’t wait for him to responded before she extended her tongue and licked at his balls for moment before sucking each of them one by one into her mouth. Wyatt let out a low groan as Charlotte’s hand worked up and down along his long shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly on his testicles.

“You like it when I lick your balls Wyatt?”

“Fuck yes I do.” He answered. Charlotte continued to lick and lap at them, teasing them with her tongue, before sucking one between her lips, then pulling back and servicing the other. She held his cock up against his chest and worked her tongue from the base and back up to his tip. Her jaw as wide as possible and glided her lips over his head and down his shaft again.

Charlotte began to bob her head on his dick and Wyatt’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled up on the floor beneath him. She rose her slowly up and down a portion of his length, sending waves of pleasure from the tip of Wyatt’s cock straight to his brain. A sensation he had never experienced before. He had never experienced a blowjob and to Charlotte servicing him for the first time felt amazing. Wyatt didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold out, he felt his balls beginning to churn, his orgasm was on the brink. She raised her head up his length and spat his cock out.

“You can come in my mouth if you want.” She offered. She had never had anyone cum in her mouth before. Before this day, it grossed her out. The thought of cum even touching her body was atrocious, but that had changed. Now she wanted to be his whore and please him. She wanted to feel him cum, feel it spurt down her throat. The thought of this man creaming in her mouth excited her. She had to get him off, taste his cum- become his oral bimbo.

She opened her mouth wide and slid her mouth down the shaft. Charlotte took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She moved her hands to his chest and began to bob her head on him. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth as she tilted her head slightly to give more friction as she descended to fill her mouth with his hardness.

“OHHHH FUCK YES!’ Wyatt groaned. “This feels so amazing. I can’t believe you’re actually sucking my cock.”

“MMMmmm.” She hummed contently back. Her soft warm mouth was sending him over the edge.

“I’m about to cum in your mouth Charlotte.” Wyatt whispered in shock. His wildest fantasy of cumming in the girls mouth that had terrorized him was about to come true.

She pushed her head down on him and thrusted his dick deep into her throat. Wyatt groaned loudly as his balls convulsed. She knew he was about to explode and kept her eyes locked on his as she tried her best to take as much of hard cock as she could into her mouth. Continuing to rise and fall her head on his length and suck him eagerly.

‘OHHH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a blast of his hot cum into the back of her mouth. Her eyes popped open wide as his thick pent up jizz splashed against the opening of her throat. She continued to suck and bob him earnestly as he shot round after round of his warm semen. It was the first time Wyatt had ever came inside of girls body and he was unloading much more than he ever had in his entire life. He kept cumming profusely, and with each volley he felt the sweet satisfaction of revenge as he dumped into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmm…” Charlotte hummed blissfully as his sperm continued to fill her mouth, both of her hands stroked his shaft, milking it for everything it was worth. She held his cum it in her mouth, waiting patiently for him to finish. Then she slowly raised her head off his massive cock, and smiled like a shameless slut, a glob of his cum pearling out the side her mouth. Wyatt watched in amazement as she swallowed, Charlotte kept eye contact with him as his cum slid down her throat.

“You taste so amazing,” She whispered. “I want more!” Charlotte leaned back in, fisting his cock, swiping her tongue along his length.

Wyatt grinned. Normally, he would have been exhausted after blowing such a massive draining load. His cock was still tingling in the aftermath as Charlotte’s tongue slither over the sides of his cock. He looked down at her body and saw her beautiful hips still clothed. Wyatt had to sample what lay hidden beneath those pink panties. The thought of drilling what was under there with his new dick made his cock spring back to life.

“You’ll get more,” Wyatt laughed. “Show me what’s under those panties of yours.”

“I was hoping you would ask me that.” She replied.

Charlotte stood up facing Wyatt and grabbed the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head revealing a bra that perfectly matched her panties. She then slid her hands to the waistband of her panties. Wyatt backed away so that she could put on a brief show. Charlotte hooked her thumbs around the edges and rocked her hips. She swayed them back and forth seductively and then turned around. Charlotte turned, bending at the waist. She then slid her panties over ass, down her legs and off her ankles. Her hand went to her luscious shaven pussy and she began to trace a finger around her hood. Wyatt viewed the glistening moisture beginning to build up between her parted lips. He instantly moved up behind her, caressing her ass with his hands and then tracing her curve of her waist and hips. Charlotte placed her elbows on bed, rocking her ass enticingly for Wyatt.

“Take me Wyatt. Please fuck me.” Charlotte begged.

She spread her legs apart, pressing the bra that held her tits against the pillow top of the bed. Charlotte raised her ass, baring her sweet pussy for Wyatt. He reached down, slipping his hand between her cheeks and against her warm slit. His index finger penetrated her pussy lips and he felt her velvet cunt for the first time.

“Mmm.” Charlotte moaned. Wyatt slowly slid his finger inside her, curiously exploring. Her walls seemed to greet his probing digit, warmly kissing it, as if asking him for more. She looked back at him over her shoulder, her face flush with desire.

“Please Wyatt, I want your cock. I want to feel you explode inside me!” She pleaded.

She positioned her body so that her opening rubbed against his massive member. Wyatt grabbed his shaft and swiped it across her clit, and then tapped it at her lips. She was about to lose her virginity and was uncertain if she could handle his massive cock. She had to please him, she pressed through any pain. In the end, she knew it would be worth every moment.

“Hurry Matt, just do it. Fuck me.” She stammered and bit down on her bottom lip, readying her body.

Wyatt placed his cock head at her lips and attempted to slowly slid into her tight pussy. He moved out a bit as he touched her resistance. Wyatt paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia, making sure he was in the right spot. Then, with one slow, powerful lunge, he pressed in, slipping into her dripping cunt.

The pair simultaneously moaned as the warm walls of Charlotte’s pussy surrounded his hard cock. Charlotte felt her opening stretch beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hands clenched at the bed spreads, her face grimaced in pain as she hurled her head back. It was good pain, she accepted it for what it was, pleasuring Wyatt was her first concern, pain a mere second. Wyatt took the hands off of his dick and squeezed his hands around her slender waist. He used his new leverage to pull her into him, sinking his cock further inside her tight cunt.

“Uhhhh” Charlotte panted. “Oh, yes Wyatt! It fits! Keep going!”

Wyatt kept pressing in, his cock continuing to disappear inside of Charlotte. Her tight vagina was accommodating his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by him. Her pussy gripped onto him as he pushed her down slowly onto him, impaling her with his cock. Wyatt felt his cock press against her cervix, so he slid back out and pressed back in. Wyatt slowly picked up his rhythm, working his cock back and forth within her. He looked down at her ass and pussy as he attempted to deepen his thrusts. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her cunt under her ass cheeks.

Wyatt’s face beamed a massive smile. Not only was he finally losing his virginity, but her was taking hers. A few days ago she hated his guts, but now she was bent over his bed squirming over his cock. After all the ill treatment she had given him it was beyond a fitting retribution.

“Oh yes, fuck my virgin pussy with that big cock!” She whimpered.

Charlotte tossed her head about as Wyatt continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her. He reached up, finally undoing her bra and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it as he rode her from behind. Her pussy constricted around his dick like a vice as Wyatt started positioning faster, increasing his pace. He continued to fuck her with his cock, adding more force to each and every thrust. His eyes rolled back into his head as he could feel every little ridge in her, Charlotte’s tiny little hole being filled completely by his throbbing shaft while she moaned out loud all the while.

Charlotte pressed her hips back against Wyatt, her pink walls quivered around him as her breath shook her body. Her wet folds wrapped around the girth of his shaft, accepting him fully now him. Wyatt moved his hands from her hips and switched his grip, placing them on her ass cheeks, cupping them to plump them up as he repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Charlotte’s head whipped around and she moaned as Wyatt’s thick long cock stroked powerfully away. Her tits bounced back and forth and she lowered her head into the mattress. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against her tiny clit. He felt her body tense up and her breath quicken, she was going to burst all over his cock.

“Ughhh! OH MY GOD I’M CUMMING WYATT!” Charlotte screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his rampaging cock as it pistoned in and out of her. He buried it as deep as he could inside her. Charlottes orgasm to seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as trembled over his length. The waves of pleasure shivered through her for several moments until it resided. She panted and gasped as Wyatt resumed pounding her hard from behind.

“You like cumming on my fucking dick?” He asked her.

“I just can’t help…” She panted, his cock still working her pussy. “but cum… all over you dick. Punish my pussy Wyatt! I’m so sorry for all the shitty things I’ve said in done. Take it out on my cunt! Please.”

Wyatt pulled out of her pussy. “Then take this fucking dick bitch!” He yelled and thrust it back inside her.

“OHH!” she grunted as slid deep into her pussy below. “YES WYATT! I’M YOUR BITCH! I’LL TAKE IT AS LONG AS YOU’RE WILLING TO GIVE IT TO ME, I WANT TO BE YOUR WHORE!”

He pressed in with his hard penis, filling her up with his girth. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped her hood and clit, sounding about his room. He continued to drive harder, slamming her body on his long rod. His pace in and out was fast as he could muster.

“Oh oh oh OH! Punish my pussy hard!” She yelped.

He stepped up his rhythm beyond what he thought was possible and sustained it for several minutes as her body bounced back and forth on his cock. Charlotte threw her head back against it and grabbed at her scalp receiving a fist full of black hair. Wyatt tried to hold off but Charlottes pussy clutched tightly around him, wearing him down and he knew he would cum soon. He thought he should ask her to kneel in front of him like the bimbo she was and take his load all over her face. He quickly brushed the idea away feeling that filling her pussy would be the more pleasurable option. Besides, she wasn’t going anywhere.

She moaned as she felt his cock beginning to flex and swell inside her. “Shoot it inside me.” She begged. “Please Wyatt… I want it.”

His balls began to convulse and his toes curled up. Wyatt gripped her ass from below with both hands as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum and it splashed against the back walls of his bimbo’s cunt.

“OH FUCK YES! FILL MY PUSSY WITH YOUR CUM!” She screamed, as the cum erupted into her. Charlotte’s hungry cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he furiously worked his penis in and out. Wyatt’s balls spasmed as he pumped huge amounts of his jizz into her, sending charlotte into another orgasm. She assisted him by squeezing the walls of her pussy around him, tightening her little hole, squeezing him for everything it had. He fired blast after blast until he had dispensed the full load out of his balls.

It was everything Wyatt had fantasized about as he drifted through the aftermath of his orgasm. He kept his cock lodged inside her as he went through the whole ordeal in his mind. Charlotte had gone from total bitch to a raging bimbo overnight. But not just any bimbo, his bimbo. She was now his sexual fuck slave. Such a fitting sentence for the years of verbal abuse and suffering. Now he could have her way with her however he wanted, and a massive grin formed on his face as his cock rehardened. Wyatt began fucking her again, a mixture of their fluids oozed out from her tight walls around his cock as he pressed back in slowly. Charlotte moaned out in surprise as he resumed.

As Wyatt carried on fucking his new bimbo, he looked over at his computer, it had since gone to sleep, the monitor turned off. He wondered about the website and what else he could use it for. The where more girls like Charlotte out there. Plenty of them that had mistreated him through his life. Every little spiteful brat from school or the neighborhood he grew up in. Every strict teacher that went too far, even his horrible foster sisters. He would make a Bimbopedia profile for all of them, they would all become his bimbo. The smile of the stranger appeared in his mind and he smiled back in gratitude. It would be all too easy, just click it and stick it.


Bimbopedia (Book 2)
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Charlotte roused her naked body and got up on all fours on Wyatt’s bed. She placed her palms on the mattress and tried to relax her asshole for the impending penetration off his massive cock. Wyatt thought inwardly that it was too big and wouldn’t fit, but he quickly dismissed the thought as he postured himself behind her. He knew that she had never been touched this way before and watched her turn her head towards him, biting her lip to ready herself for any discomfort.

Wyatt loomed over her, guiding the head of his cock to her asshole. He grabbed his cock, holding it from the base and pressed it against her constricting entrance, lodging it there as Charlotte braced herself. She had already given him her virginity hours ago and swallowed for the first time but even that still wasn’t enough. Every ounce of his new bimbo existed only to please him.

It had been quite a change for Wyatt over the last twenty-four hours. Until recently Charlotte had hated him. She was the most gorgeous girl at his university and had always treated him harshly for absolutely no reason. Between her and other abusive relationships in his life, he had been living in his own personal hell. But it all changed suddenly when he met a dark stranger in the park, a tall stocky man with long brown hair that smelled of sulfur. Wyatt’s life changed overnight when the stranger gave him a magical gift to enhance his computer programming skills. Wyatt had seemingly been possessed and when he came to, he found his cock size had increased and that he had made an editable wiki database called Bimbopedia. Though he didn’t believe it at first, the website had the ability to turn Charlotte from a ruthless bitch to his submissive bimbo slave. Wyatt would have never dreamed of have her screaming his name, cumming in her mouth and taking her virginity. Now look at her! She was on all fours in front of him waiting for him to give him her first anal!

Slowly, he pushed forward. Her body resisted, then gradually stretched to admit his huge girth. Charlotte felt it slowly force its way forward…and then, with a quick intake of her breath, the head popped inside her. Tears streamed down her face at the sudden, intense pain.

“Ughh!” She cried out from the pain of her impalement of his cock. Wyatt waited patiently now for her body to adjust. At last the pain began to lessen. Wyatt slowly thrust his cock deeper in Charlotte’s ass, loving the way she looked with his cock imbedded in her. He moved slowly in and out, sending it deeper into her with each stroke.

“Yes, take my virgin ass!” Charlotte whispered.

Wyatt was like her before today, a virgin. He had never had any luck with females in the past. Always being shut down because his lack of experience. The whole idea of dating was beyond awkward and trying to get a girl to sleep with him had felt like pulling teeth. It wasn’t because he was ugly. He just never really presented himself as attractive, his wardrobe lacked style and he moved awkwardly like a total goof. In the past, he’d rather cocoon himself like a hermit, reading books and playing computer games. But after meeting the stranger and seeing the power of Bimbopedia, his whole demeanor had changed. Confident was finally a word he used to describe himself. Who wouldn’t have confidence after taking the virginity of the hottest girl he had ever laid his on. And now he had his huge new cock buried in her ass. The whole feeling was beyond liberating and began to go to his head.

“You like my big dick in your ass, don’t you Charlotte?” said Wyatt, sensing the change in her as well as himself.

“Y…yes.” she whispered quietly.

“What was that?!” he said, his voice sharply and his demeanor more demanding. Days previously the verbal roles would have been reversed, with Charlotte being the one to have the dominant tone. It felt satisfying finally having her under his control. “I didn’t hear you.”

“YES,” she shouted again. “I LOVE IT!”

Wyatt reached over her back and grabbed a handful of her hair at the base of her neck, yanking her head back sharply as he sank his cock deep in her ass. “Say it louder! You like my dick in your ass, don’t you bimbo?”

“OH Oh! Yes, I love your cock!” Charlotte groaned through a sob. “Do it! Fuck my ass! I want to be your slut.”

Wyatt began to skewer his cock in and out of her, her asshole still gripping him tightly, but moving more easily now that she had adjusted. Charlotte moaned with mounting lust as he ass-fucked her. She moved with him, squirming as his cock moved in and out of her defenseless asshole. She was loving it Wyatt thought. He wanted nothing more than to feel his sperm pulsing into her body, flooding her just as it had several times in the past few hours. Wyatt’s balls slapped against Charlotte’s aching clit as both of their faces contorted with pleasure. Wyatt began to feel her ass shake as he felt her orgasm once again surging upward from deep within her. Charlotte squirmed against the stiff rod as her ass drew up tight against the base of his thrusting cock.

Her tight little hole was too much for him to bear and Wyatt groaned suddenly as he felt his balls begin to spasm. “Oh, fuck Charlotte, here it comes!”

Charlotte shivered against his cock as her own climax erupted with primal force. “OH GOD YESSSS!” she screamed, her body exploding in carnal ecstasy. She felt Wyatt’s cock erupt inside her ass, shooting spurt after hot spurt of cum into her depths as she shuddered violently in the throes of her own shattering orgasm.

As their climaxes subsided, Wyatt backed off of her. He had his way with her, cumming in every one of her holes and went to the shower to rinse off. After a moment, she joined him under the shower head letting the hot water soothe their muscles. She grabbed his luffa and filled it with soap and began to wash his body, taking ample time scrubbing his cock. The suds washed his crotch and she dropped the luffa to the shower floor.

“I want more of this fantastic cock.” She whispered, stroking his soapy rod, bringing it back to life. Charlotte squatted down on the shower floor and stroked him slowly, watching his cock lengthen and thicken through the soap.

“God, what a magnificent cock,” she murmured.

Wyatt smiled as she stroked away, his mind in pure bliss. She was going suck him off again. He felt like the luckiest man alive. With his new cock, he would never have a hard time with other women. But for now, it was Charlotte’s so she had better put on a good show for him he thought happily as she the water rinsed the soap away.

Leaning forward, she slowly slid her tongue around his bulbous head, lifting her eyes to watch his face. Her lips slid down over the crown and she began bobbing her head, sucking him hungrily, her lips stretched around it’s immense girth. The sight of her beautiful face impaled by his big cock was enough to cause a familiar stirring in his balls. He had cum numerous times in the past few hours, but the experience of receiving another blow job from this hottie was more than enough to make him excited again.

The water poured over the pair from the showerhead, filling the small space with steam. She moved one hand lower and caressed his balls with her fingers as she continued to patiently slurp on his cock. He imagined his wonderful cock erupting like a volcano in her mouth. He wanted her to taste his hot, pulsing semen a second time as it gushed into her mouth. She must’ve been thinking something similar, for she slipped one hand down between her legs, sliding into her wet folds and rubbing her clit as she prayed her head on his cock.

“Cum in my mouth,” she panted, looking up at him with an expression that showed her rising lust, before plunging her mouth back down on his drenched cock. She began to suck him with growing urgency now, her fingers milking his sperm-filled balls, coaxing them into giving up any leftover contents.

“Oh, absolutely.” Wyatt groaned. He gripped her head with both his hands and began thrusting into her mouth as he forced her head up and down in the same rhythm. Charlotte felt his balls contract against the base of his cock, expanding ominously in her mouth. She continued to suck him eagerly, waiting for her reward.

“OH FUUUCK!” Wyatt groaned as the first heavy rope of cum shot into her mouth. Her lips clung to the shaft as he eased her head downward, his balls spasming as he pumped a huge quantity into Charlotte’s sucking mouth.

“MMMmmmmmmm…” she moaned as his cock flourished and pulsed and she tasted his hot, creamy cum against her tongue. Charlotte’s lips pursed tightly around him and she sucked eagerly, squeezing his balls now as they emptied themselves into her greedy mouth.

At last, Wyatt was finished. She felt the last spasm of his body as the last ooze of his cum drooled out onto her tongue. Carefully, she eased her head back, keeping her lips closed to prevent the loss of a single drop. The water from the shower head sprayed over her body and dripped from her luscious tits. Releasing him, she looked up again as she opened her mouth to let Wyatt see his cum gathered on her tongue. He smiled down at her as Charlotte let it slide back into her throat and swallowed the entire load.

“Thanks!” Charlotte said pleasantly. She stood up next to him and exited the shower. After she dried herself off she went his bedroom. Wyatt turned off the water and stepped out himself. He heard her plop onto the mattress as he dried himself. When he joined her his room Charlotte was already sleeping soundly in his bed.

Wyatt thought about the whole ordeal of the last several hours as he looked her over. Charlotte had gone from total bitch to his bimbo overnight. Thanks to the website he had made while possessed, he could have her way with her however he wanted, and a massive grin formed on his face. It was everything Wyatt had fantasized about when he had masturbated thinking about her. He looked over at his computer, the monitor turned off. He wondered about the website and what else he could use it for. There were more girls like Charlotte out there. Plenty of them that were deserving of a little editing. With Charlotte asleep on his bed it was due time for him to take the new site for a test spin.

Wyatt sat down at his computer and wiggled the mouse to bring his pc out of sleep mode. The monitored flickered to life and there it was, Bimbopedia. Wyatt pondered how such a thing could manipulate real life. There was no scientific way for this to be real. The only explanation was the divine intervention of the devil he had met in the park that had possessed him into coding such a site. Wyatt wondered briefly about the bizarre man he had met at the park the other day. How he had put his hands on Wyatt and taken over him. Wyatt had woken up three days later to this website on his pc, a new dick and Charlotte being his bimbo.

“Why are you thinking about me when you could be doing the world a service and creating profiles on your new site?” Wyatt heard the stranger’s low dark voice in his head. He looked around room to make sure he didn’t appear behind him. The room was just as it was moments ago, a complete mess from the several hours long fucking session with Charlotte.

“Go on, live a little. You have to have someone in mind.” The voice carried on.

After the stranger’s sentence finished in his mind, Wyatt got a text. He remembered he hadn’t checked his phone since before he made the website. It had been at least four days. He had been so caught up in the moment, he had forgotten about his job. He grabbed the phone and read the text. It was from his boss at work.

“Fuck!” Wyatt said out loud. He had missed several shifts at the diner where he washed dishes. His boss was a demanding bitch who repeatedly asked for the impossible and screamed at him constantly over the littlest things. He had been trying to find work but somewhere else, anywhere else, but he didn’t have any leads. Wyatt needed this job to supplement his income from what he couldn’t cover from his student loans. “Hope I’m not fired!”

He opened the message and read the text. ‘No call, no show, no job. Turn in your uniform in exchange for your final check.’ -Lexus

He hurriedly started typing a response begging for his job back but the stranger’s voice sounded in his mind. “Your efforts are futile. Why don’t you give yourself a little leverage?”

Wyatt couldn’t help glance away from his phone and at his computer monitor. The answer to keeping his job was right in front of him. The website could not only change a woman, it could also change how they thought. His boss would never hire him back on her own, but he could make a page for her and she wouldn’t even argue. In fact, Lexus would be begging for him to come back.

“Not just begging for you to come back,” The voice said. “make her beg for your cock!”

Wyatt didn’t even give it a second thought. Before he knew he was typing away and building frame work for her wiki page. With the click of a button he had imported pertinent information from county records and social media. And with minimal effort, he had his basics of his boss’s Bimbopedia profile laid out. Now with the page populated he could properly edit her measurements.

Lexus was decently pretty in her own right, Wyatt thought she was a little cute when they had first met but was quickly turned off by her attitude. She would deny him of tips and take them all for herself. And if something difficult needed to be done, Wyatt would always have to do it, no matter how gross and dirty the job. He was constantly scrubbing toilets with improper gear. After he’d do an immaculate job out of fear of losing his job, she would ruin everything he did and make him clean it again.

She always had a bad perspective in life, and that demeanor seemed to always rub people the wrong way. It was probably a side effect from being treated like dirt her whole life by her family and deadbeat loser boyfriend. Her insecurities in her personal life carried over to her professional and she would take it out on Wyatt. In a strange way, Wyatt empathized with this. Lexus’ life mirrored his in a way. However, Wyatt was always able to not let it consume him and take over his life. Which was the main reason the devil stranger gave him the gift of Bimbopedia. There must was a higher purpose at play, Wyatt thought.

A smile widened across his face as he began editing Lexus’ features. As he played with the sliders for her measurements he watched in awe as her profile photo began to change and fit with the settings he’d picked. As he worked Lexus’ features began to take on bimbo characteristics. He expanded her small breasts, making them blow up like balloons until they pressed perfectly against the fabric of her blouse. Wyatt adjusted her ass into an exquisite heart shaped rear that pushed out to the point where it was calling for him to grab hold of it. Her legs thinned out slightly and lengthened as her blonde hair grew a little longer, cascading down her back in beautiful, glistening waves. He cleared up her skin and face to make them free of any blemishes. For the final touch gave her a set of pouty, soft glossy lips. When he was done Wyatt sat back in his chair and took in the photo, god damn, she looked fucking gorgeous.

Just looking at her new body made the blood rush to his cock. He had to go find her and fuck the shit out of her. Jam his cock in her mouth and bathe her tongue in his cum. Wyatt got dressed, grabbed his car keys and phone, and began to head out the door when the stranger’s voice echoed in his head.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” The voice questioned. “She may look like a bimbo… But is she going to act like one?”

Fuck he’s right he thought, sitting back down at his chair. He scrolled down the last few editable fields on the page. They were mostly personal questions to define personality and aspirations. He bypassed all those until he came to final one; Will be a complete bimbo for. Wyatt quickly replaced some famous hot young actor with his name and saved the changes. He left Charlotte sleeping in his bed and his room. Wyatt hardly closed the front door behind him when he received a text. He fished the device out of his pocket and checked the message.

‘Come to work, you can have your job back. I have a special job for you and want to give you a raise.’ - Lexus

“Fuck yes!” He shouted. “It’s working!”

He sent a response thanking Lexus and telling her he would be there soon. He jumped in his car and started the engine. He quickly drove the mile-long drive to the diner and pulled into the parking lot. As Wyatt took a parking spot in front he could see Lexus pacing in front of the glass doors. His mouth hung open and eyes popped wide in starry eyed surprise when he saw her. As if he saw a knock out stunner for the first time. Her hair was a stunningly shiny, falling down her back and begging to be pulled. Her breasts had grown several cup sizes and the shirt that hid them was straining to contain them. Her tits seemed to defy gravity and jiggled when she shifted her weight. Her body had gone from a plain, somewhat featureless frame to a curvy, sleek, bimbo goddess with long sweeping legs. Several patrons of the restaurant were surrounding her, obviously flirting. Wyatt couldn’t blame them. With her new body, there wasn’t a man who couldn’t look at her and thinking about nothing but burying their cocks deep inside her. His own mind screamed thoughts of primal, hip grabbing, bedpost clenching sex.

As Wyatt threw the car in park he saw Lexus ignoring the men staring at her phone, but she glanced up almost immediately and saw Wyatt. She bolted through the glass double doors and almost sprinted to his car. A button popped off her work shirt, revealing her ample cleavage, unable to contain the bouncing breasts as she jogged towards him. He was surprised that she was actually coming to him. He thought that he would have been the one to get out and meet her inside the diner and formally rehire him. Apparently, that wasn’t how it was going to go down as he waved casually through the windshield at her and she smiled back with a sense of longing. The men in the restaurant lobby glared at him with envy when she opened his passenger door and climbed inside.

“Hey Lexus.” Wyatt greeted her. “How are feeling?”

She smiled broadly as she leaned over the center console and gave him hug, smashing her amazing breasts against him. She giggled as she ran a quick hand through his hair leaned back into her seat and gave Wyatt a once over. The look in her eyes was one of desire, as if she finally sitting next to the man of her dreams.

“I feel fucking amazing!” She said brightly. “I have no idea what got over me a little bit ago, I was in the office doing bullshit paperwork when I blacked out. When I came too I had a revelation on how great my body was. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I just couldn’t wait for you to come to pick me up.”

“Well I came right down when you offered my job back.” He replied.

“Pfffft fuck this place.” She replied strapping her seat belt around her. “I quit, I already have a different job lined up.” She licked her lips and her eyes glanced quickly at Wyatt’s crotch.

“What?!” Where?” He responded. “You didn’t have to lie about a raise and job to get me to come.”

“Sorry hun,” Lexus said, her hand coming down on his leg. “I couldn’t think of any other way. But honestly, you don’t want to work at this diner, you’re so much better than that. Let me make it up to you.” The palm of her hand glided from his knee up to his crotch.

She was right. He was too good for some lame job washing dishes. If he had to edit Lexus’ and Charlotte’s Bimbopedia profile to make him money than he would just do that. But those ideas would have to wait for now, he had more pressing matters on his cock.

She leaned over, bringing her head next to his ear. “I have a job for you, it’s just not the one you thought. Let’s get out of this hell hole and I’ll show you.” She whispered as her hand rounded over his thigh and smoothed over his crotch.

The blood shot through his cock as her tiny hands pressed over his cock through the material in jeans. There was only one thing on Lexus’ mind; his cock. And he was going to give to her. Without hesitation, he threw the car in reverse and pulled out of the parking lot. They left the restaurant and Wyatt drove his car down a side street. He thought he’d drive to a secluded spot in a vacant parking lot somewhere unless she had another idea.

“We are we going?” Lexus asked looked over at him.

“I thought we would find somewhere more private.” Wyatt answered.

“Well like, fucking hurry!” She demanded, leaning over the center console. “I can’t wait to see the goods.”

“What’s stopping you?” He shot back.

She unbuckled her seatbelt and laid her head on his lap, her hair tucked behind her ear. Lexus gently placed her finger against Wyatt’s cock which soon became quite firm inside his pants. The touch took Wyatt’s eyes away from the road for a moment as he glanced down at Lexus, she had a wicked grin that showed her inner feelings of desire. He couldn’t do anything but smile back as he returned his eyes to the road ahead of them. Lexus unzipped Wyatt’s slacks and quickly slid her fingers inside, caressing his member through the thin fabric of his boxers. Her touch made his cock twitch and rush as he felt the button of his pants suddenly pop open as she sought to free his rod.

“Wow it’s so much bigger than my boyfriends…” She said, as she gripped his cock. Her hand could barely close around his girth.

Wyatt was amazed how someone could change so drastically and so quickly. An hour before she was a plain jane, and now she was a gorgeous bimbo goddess. A few days ago, she hated him, but now she was bent over his lap getting ready to suck his cock. After all the harsh treatment she had given him at work, her taking his dick would be a fitting revenge.

“Why don’t you pull my pants down and measure with your mouth?” He asked boldly. He lifted his hips slightly as she yanked down his pants down, fishing his rod through the opening his boxers. Her eyes opened wide when it came into her view.

“Oh my god!” She said, a tone of shock in her voice. “It’s the perfect cock!”

Lexus’s fingers traced the length of his thick cock, up one side and down the other. She returned her grip to it and began to stroke hard and firmly. After a few tugs, Lexus’s tongue slipped from her mouth as she licked the tip of his cock. Wyatt choked back on breath and twitched his hands on the steering wheel as her tongue began tracing along his head. The car slightly swerved and he corrected as he focused his attention on the road. Good thing he had chosen a quiet street with little to no traffic or someone may have reported him reckless driving. Lexus didn’t seem to notice sharp movements of the vehicle and began bobbing her head, getting his hard cock wet, coating his cock in her saliva. She licked his cock from the base to the tip and swirled her tongue around the head, causing Wyatt to groan out. Lexus began to bob her head slowly and deeply, allowing Wyatt’s shaft to brush against the back of her throat with each stroke. Lexus hummed happily as she sucked away, letting Wyatt know that having his cock in her mouth was more pleasing than anything she’d experienced.

One of his hands came off the steering wheel to rub the top of her head as she moved her hands away from his cock began to bounce her head faster. She nursed Wyatt’s cock as her moans increased in volume. She sucked him for several minutes while Wyatt had a hard time paying attention to the road. Lexus was quite a natural at giving head, her bad attitude had transitioned over into a naughty slut, full of enthusiasm. His balls began to churn and Lexus quickened her pace. He groaned as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up.

“I’m going to pop!” Wyatt cried out.

“Please do! Cum in my throat.” She begged as so took him deep into her mouth. Wyatt felt his cock press against the opening of her throat. He thought she would back her head up but she pressed her face down further and he felt her throat constrict around the tip of his cock and then around his shaft. Lexus continued to descend on his length until her lip were almost pressed up against the base of his cock. Wyatt couldn’t hold it back any longer, Lexus’ deepthroat was sending him over the edge.

“OOOHHH FUCK I’M CUMMING.” He shouted out as he erupted his into Lexus’ eager mouth. The resentment from when she had belittled and embarrassed him while he was working melted away with every round he sent flying into her mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she began to bounce her head up and down. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her mouth, filling it full until some spilled out and trickled out the corners. Lexus left his cock standing in the open air and sat up in her seat and immediately swallowed.

“Are we there yet?” She asked impatiently, wiping the side of her mouth, and pressing his leftover cum between her lips. Lexus began to tug at his cock again, bringing it back to life.

Just then, they arrived at their destination, an empty parking lot that was secluded from the street by numerous large trees and buildings. Wyatt pulled into a parking spot in the back of the lot and killed the engine. Lexus immediately crawled over the center console and straddled him in his seat. She pressed her face against him and kissed him deeply, pulling him by his shirt.

“I can’t wait to have your cock inside me.” She said, unbuttoning her strained blouse and freed her amazing breasts. Lexus reached back and undid her plain black bra, exposing her luscious nipples to Wyatt. He didn’t hesitate to bury his face between them. He licked along the skin of her globes, tracing his outstretch tongue over her nipples and then back to other. As he sucked one into her mouth Lexus bucked her head back, moaning out towards the ceiling.

“You ready to fuck me?” She grabbed his head and pressed him against the headrest. Wyatt nodded in response. Lexus unlatched the driver’s side door and stepped out. She immediately took off her shoes and undid her pants. She turned and bent over in front of him as he watched her pants slide off her ass and around her ankles. Lexus looked fantastic in the summer night air standing before him in just her panties waiting for him to take charge.

Wyatt got out of the car himself and started to remove his pants. His cock stood straight out before him as he motioned for her to bend over the hood. She bent over the fender of his car looking back at him with a naughty smile spread across her face. Her ass called out to Wyatt asking to be fucked. However, there only one thing wrong, her ass still had panties on. He moved up behind her. With a quick motion, he pulled her panties down over her ass, leaving them stretched between her thighs. Wyatt grabbed his thick massive cock from the base and stepped in closer. He rubbed it against her labia, teasing her lips. He had already cum multiple times, he wasn’t in any rush to get off. Teasing her with his cock for a moment or two wouldn’t hurt either.

“Is this what you want?” He asked as he bounced it upward against her clit.

“Yes, I want it so bad.” Lexus answered, her body shivered against the tapping of his hard cock.

“What if I decide to not give it to you?” He taunted, backing away just an inch or two from her awaiting pussy. He looked down to see her slit was already glistening with moisture. His mind flooded with how this should play out. He had to make her scream for it. He would eventually bury it inside her but not after she apologized for all the fucked up shit she put him through at work.

“Please Wyatt! You have to give it to me! My pussy is aching for you.” She insisted, her voice a high whine. “Please take me now! PEASE!”

“What about shitty things you said and did to me at work?” He demanded.

“I’M SORRY WYATT! IF I COULD TAKE IT BACK I WOULD.” She apologized.

“You say that now, but that doesn’t make it right…” She said coldly.

“You’re right… I deserve to be punished.” She replied softly, her face flushed with embarrassment. “Slap me, spank me, do whatever you want. Take my pussy as restitution. It’s yours forever…”

“Forever?” He asked, pressing his cock back against her opening.

“YES!” She screamed looking back at him over her shoulder, her hips pressing back onto his rod, his tip spreading her eager lips.

Wyatt leaned over her back grabbing a fist full of her beautiful blond hair. He yanked her head back towards his, arching her back up and bringing her ear next to his mouth. “Then take this dick you fucking bitch!” He shouted. He then pushed her face hard into the hood and jammed his prick into her tight pussy.

“Oh!” Lexus grunted and her eyes slammed open wide as he violently sank his massive member into her. Her tight vagina accommodated his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by him. The folds of her pussy gripped onto him as he impaled her with his cock. Aggressively, Wyatt began to pump his cock in and out, slamming her body with his hips so forcefully against the car that it lifted her feet off the ground. He drove into her again and again, thrusting so hard that her firm ass cheeks shook with each thrust into her submissive pussy.

He moved his hands from her hair and switched his grip, placing his hands on the curves just above her hips. He grabbed each side for more leverage to aid his thrusts as he mashed into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as his thick hard cock tore her tight cunt apart with hard, painfully deep thrusts. The sound of his balls slapping unceasingly against her tiny clit seemed to echo throughout the vacant parking lot.

“Yes. Yes. YESSS!!!! FUCK ME HARD WYATT! FUCK MY FUCKING PUSSY!!!” Lexus screamed, her body writhed back against his pounding cock, loving the vicious fucking she was receiving. She moaned with overwhelming lust as her body tensed as she through her head back and Wyatt felt her hips shiver around his dick.

“OH GOD YESSSS, I’M CUMMIIIINNNNNGGGG!!!” Lexus screamed. Her pussy was spasming and tightening around his pistoning cock.

Wyatt didn’t stop his onslaught while she came and continued to work his cock into her. She kept bouncing her hips back and forth on him in encouragement. Her tits bounced against the hood of the car as his cock sunk in and out. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as she pressed back onto him slamming her body on his hard rod. Her breathing became rapid as her moans started rising in crescendo. The folds of her pussy began convulsing around his cock again, letting Wyatt know that she was ramping back up. He increased his rhythm and began slamming her pussy furiously with his cock. Her moans were increasing with volume with each thrust in.

“Oh oh OH OH MY GOD!” She moaned. “I’m cumming again…”

Lexus press her ass into Wyatt’s hips, her pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. He buried it all the way inside her and waited as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. Wyatt looked down to see his cock buried in her wonderful pussy. The view was too much, Lexus was going crazy, her face flushed with desire beyond her control as her pussy clenched over his cock. He felt the familiar expanding in his balls, he was finally going to cum.

She bucked her head back and screamed “CUM FOR ME!”

Wyatt groaned loudly as his toes began to curl up. Lexus’ cunt fucking was wearing him thin. He moved his hands to her shoulders pulling her up and arching her back. Her pussy tightened around his dick as he sunk his rod all the way into her cunt. Wyatt felt his body tense up, he was going to blow at any moment. She looked up at him over her shoulder, a look of thirst and yearning deep in her eyes

“Please cum Wyatt.” She urged, her voice a whisper. “Cum deep in my pussy.”

He couldn’t contain it any longer, his balls were beginning to contract, and moment later his cock twitched and swelled enormously inside of her. He grunted loudly as her soft warm pussy drove him to climax. She pushed her hips back onto him as he thrusted his dick deep into her. Wyatt groaned and pulled her hair instinctively as he shot a massive rope of cum inside her pussy.

Lexus’ eyes popped wide open as she felt his cum splash against her cervix sending her into another orgasm. He continued to pound her earnestly as he shot ribbon after ribbon of his warm semen into her. Her arched body began shuddering uncontrollably as he kept shooting more and more into her body. He groaned happily as his sperm filled her up, her pussy locked tightly around the base of his cock as it erupted. He left his cock still as his balls emptied, until finally, he was spent.

“I want to lick it clean.” She muttered. She slowly raised herself off of him and turned around to face him. She knelt down and extended her tongue lick his cock free of cum. She kept eye contact as she slid her tongue all over every available inch of his shaft. A glob of his cum escaped out the side of her mouth, but she raised a finger and pushed it back into her mouth. Lexus lowered her mouth back onto his cock and sucked him clean, Wyatt groaning in euphoria all the while.

His mind raced as she masterfully cleaned his cock, making up for all the times she had made him do the dirty cleaning duties at the restaurant. He grinned wide as he thought about Bimbopedia. His website had made it all too easy to get his revenge. If he could turn the campus bitch and his wicked boss into raging bimbos, he could do the same to any woman he desired. Just click it and stick it.

Once she appropriately cleaned him she stood, turned, and bent back over the hood of the car, keeping her hand on his cock the whole time. She pulled him in toward her ass. Wyatt looked down as she guided his tip to her puckered butt hole.

“You’ve punished my pussy,’ Lexus said. “Now punish my virgin ass…”
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“You’ve punished my pussy now punish my virgin ass.” Lexus said, guiding his massive cock to the entrance of her puckered butthole.

Wyatt’s mind spun with the drastic change in Lexus. Hours before she was just a plain jane and with the powers of his website, Bimbopedia, he was able to transform her into a gorgeous bimbo goddess. He had modified her breasts, blowing them up like balloons to a fantastic set of D cups. Wyatt adjusted her ass into an exquisite heart shaped rear that pushed out to the point where your eyes couldn’t help but stare. Her legs before were short and slightly chunky, but now they swept out immaculately. Her dusty blonde hair he made a little longer and lightened the color, making it shine and cascade around her face in beautiful, glistening waves. He cleared up her skin and face from any blemishes, raising her cheek bones to make her facial features symmetrical. For the final touch gave her a set of pouty, soft glossy lips. Not only did he change her physically, but he altered her mind. She used to be horrible bitchy boss who had just fired him hours before and now she was craving his cock to the point she wanted him to take her ass for the first time.

“Please take it now!” She begged.

Wyatt smiled as he looked her over. Lexus sexy naked body was bent over the hood of his car. The only piece of clothing she had on was her panties that were still stretched between her thighs. Her amazing breasts were pressed up against the hood as she looked over her shoulder at him, biting her lip in anticipation. He was amazed with how the website had made her transform so excessively. She used to yell at him over the little things when he was her subordinate. Do the most demeaning work and blame as well as punish him for actions he had never done. She would steal his tips, charge against his check for things that would turn up missing, make him work over time and never pay him for it. Now she was going to be the one to pay for it.

“I am going to take it…” He said coldly. “You’ve already apologized for the things you’ve said. But how are you going to make it right by your new master?”

“I’ll give you anything you want Wyatt!” Lexus bargained. “Just tell me what it you want and I’ll do it.”

Wyatt pressed his cock into her into the entrance of her tight hole and pressed in meeting immediate resistance. He kept pushing forward but his cock was having trouble slipping in. Lexus’ face grimaced as he turned her head away from him, biting her lip. Her body was resisting and she was struggling to relax. Wyatt felt her ass began to stretch to admit his huge cock. At any moment, he would pass through.

“You know what you can do?” He asked.

“What?” She whispered, hanging her head.

“TAKE THIS FUCKING DICK!” He screamed as he leaned forward with a quick and powerful lunge. The head of his giant cock popped inside her ass and began to slide inside.

“UGHHHHH!!!” She screamed out and bucked her head backward. Her fingernails scratched across the hood of the car. Good thing there was no one around to hear them because any passerby may have thought he was forcing himself on her. He didn’t give her time to adjust and just pressed in further. Wyatt saw Lexus turn her head back over her shoulder to look at him. Her face was clenched up and single tear streamed down her face from the sudden pain.

Good. He thought, as she cried out from the pain of being impaled by his cock. Wyatt grabbed her by the hair on the back of her neck and pulled her face closer to him. She arched her back as his cock continued to bury itself in her ass. When he brought her head to his, Wyatt extended his tongue and licked at her earlobe briefly before tracing it up her cheek and to the corner of her eye. As he did he felt the moisture of her tear briefly wet his tongue and it bore the true taste of sweet revenge.

‘Good!’ Wyatt heard in his mind as her tear dissolved into his tongue. The voice was deep, dark, and fierce. It was the familiar voice of the stranger. The one he had met in the park a few days before when his life was ‘normal’. The man had simply appeared out of nowhere. He smelled of sulfur and seemed to know Wyatt more than he knew himself. After a strange conversation, the man touched Wyatt, possessing him to program Bimbopedia.

Days later, Wyatt woke up in his bedroom with an enlarged cock and had an encounter with his school bully, the college hottie, Charlotte. The power of the website had changed her as it had changed Lexus, turning her into a slutty bimbo. Wyatt extracted his revenge for her harsh treatment, taking her virginity in all three of her holes. After she had sucked him off in the shower and fell asleep Wyatt used the power of Bimbopedia to transform his boss Lexus. And now the cycle continued on with her. The encounters between the two of the were oddly similar. Two young women who had scorned him before but now they existed only to please his cock. Both of them had given him everything their body had to offer in apology for how they had treated him. It was all too strange for Wyatt and he thought that the demon who had possessed him had plans that were beyond the understanding of mere mortal.

After licking the tear free from her face, Wyatt waited patiently now for her body to adjust. While he did he saw the stranger’s smile flash before his eyes briefly and he thought for moment how much he had changed as well. He had gone from goofy nerd to big dick alpha in no time at all. He stepped with confidence for the first time in his life. The power he now held had gone to his head, he would’ve never thought that he’d ever talk this way to woman nor treat them in such harsh manner.

‘She deserves it!’ The stranger’s voice echoed in his mind. ‘NOW TAKE WHAT IS YOURS!’ And with that, the image of the stranger’s smile laughed and disappeared, snapping his focus back to scene unfolding before him.

Lexus’ ass began to finally relax and he pushed her back down to the hood of his car. He grabbed her by the hips and backed out before slowly thrusting his shaft deep in Lexus’s ass. He looked down between her cheeks and loved the way she looked with his cock imbedded in her. He began to slowly move in and out, sending it deeper inside her with each stroke.

“Fuck my virgin ass!” Lexus chanted, turning her head to the side to try to get a glimpse of him behind her.

“How do you like it slut?” He asked.

“I LOVE IT!” Lexus screamed. “I love your cock in my ass! Fuck me like whore I am!”

Wyatt began to piston his cock in and out of her, her asshole gripped him tightly. She moaned all the while as he ass-fucked her. She began to bounce back on him, writhing as his cock moved in and out of her asshole. As she peered back at him the look on her face told him she was loving this brutal fucking. As if she wanted with every ounce of her body to ravaged like this. With each thrust Wyatt’s balls slapped against her clit, echoing off the buildings in the empty parking lot. Wyatt continued to plunge inward for several minutes until he felt her ass shake as he felt her orgasm rush in from deep within her. Lexus squirmed against his enormous cock and drew up her ass tight against the base of his thrusting shaft.

“OH FUCK YESSSS!” she screamed, her body bursting into a massive orgasm. Her body seemed to ripple around his stiff cock as he continued to pound away. The tight little hole of her ass was too much for Wyatt to resist any longer. He groaned loudly and felt his balls churn, folding in on themselves to unleash his pent-up cum.

“Here it comes whore!” He yelled. A moment later, Lexus felt his cock swell and erupt inside her, spurting a rope of hot cum into her depths as she shuddered uncontrollably in the midst of her own disabling orgasm.

When his climax subsided, Wyatt backed away from Lexus and wiped his cock on her ass cheek, his cum oozing from her used ass. He had his way with her, just as he had with Charlotte earlier in the day. He had cum in every one of their holes and now they were now his slaves and they would call him master.

He leaned in over her back and brought her body upright, pulling her against his chest. He kissed along her shoulder and up her neck before biting softly on it. She moaned as he did, rubbing his arms and head.

“That was amazing.” She whispered. “I can’t wait to have you again.”

“All in due time Lexus.” Wyatt said, not knowing where the response had come from. The way he had enunciated had a striking resemblance to the stranger. “But first we need to get you some better clothes for your new killer body. So, get dressed and jump in the car.”

“Sounds fun!” She replied. Immediately carrying out his request and finding her clothes. The clothes she had on were her work clothes. The pants and underwear were too big and baggy for her body. Her top didn’t fit well either, straining on her breasts and way too baggy around her shoulders and waist. After they both got dressed they got in his old sedan. Wyatt drove back to his house and the pair walked inside.

When they walked through the rental house he shared with several other male students they were greeted to the typical college bachelor party house. The place was beyond messy. Half empty beer cans and old pizza boxes filled a majority of the unused space in the front room where his roommates would gather and play console games. His roomies would constantly party and would stay up late being loud and doing who knows what. Wyatt never participated, foregoing any partying to be an introvert who stayed in room reading books and playing on his computer. When they entered the kitchen, one of his roommates was shaking parmesan on a slice of pizza. His roomie immediately noticed Wyatt and quickly waved him over.

“Heyyyyy brah!” His roommate said happily, his eyes surprised that Wyatt was bringing another sexy hottie into their home. The look on his face was one of desire when he looked Lexus over. He obviously wanted to shove his face into her gorgeous tits.

“I don’t have time for this.” Wyatt replied.

“Trust me man you’ll want to hear this.” His roommate stated as he walked over to Wyatt, holding a hand up to cup his ear so he could whisper privately. “Charlotte’s still sleeping in your bed bro…”

Wyatt backed his head away from his roomies cupped hand. “I know…” Wyatt said, his voice a normal volume for anyone to hear. Wyatt placed a hand on the small of Lexus’ back and began walking her down the hallway.

“Just looking out for ya…” The roommate’s voice trailed off. To an outsider it was very strange to see Wyatt like this. For it was quite unusual from his normal hermit behavior. He used to just hole himself up in his room, only leaving for work and school. He was a virgin and had never brought a girl to the house. But now he was bringing home a second stunningly beautiful woman while he already had a gorgeous one in his bed. The look on his roommate’s face was one of shock from not understanding what the fuck was going on. Wyatt didn’t care to give him an explanation. Until this morning his roommates rarely talked to him, now all a sudden they were being buddy-buddy now that he had hot girlfriends. Goes to show how demeanors change when there is a shift to a new alpha.

Wyatt decided to leave his roommate without an explanation and guided Lexus to his bedroom door. He opened it and they went inside. Charlotte was still sleeping as they entered his room. Her naked youthful body was half covered with his bed spread and her lovely long black hair fanned out across his pillow. Like Lexus, Charlotte looked fucking hot, just the brunette version. Her body was legendary, a perfect model figure that required no maintenance. Her tits were pure candy, rounding out from her flat smooth stomach. Her firm and tight ass was one created by the lustful dreams of horny men.

“Who’s the sleeping beauty?” Lexus said, tilting her head in confusion.

“Your new co-worker.” Wyatt responded plainly as he closed the door behind them. He sat down on the edge of the bed next to Charlotte, grabbed her by hip and shook her awake. She roused almost immediately and raised her head to look up at him. When Charlotte realized it was him her face brightened up and she smiled devilishly.

“Heyyy Wyatt.” She said pleasantly as she sat up, letting the covers slide off the top half of her body, revealing her mesmerizing breasts. “You ready for more?”

“Actually, I need you to do something for me.” He replied.

“Sure!” She giggled, her tone ecstatic. “Does it involve sucking your cock? Please say it’s sucking your cock!”

“Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god! This girl read my mind.” Lexus blurted out quickly.

“It does involve that,” He said to the both of them. “but that’s your reward for you two doing something for me.”

The pair of girls looked at him impatiently, hanging on his every word.

“What I need for you to do is find some sexy outfits. The sluttier the better. And go dance at the strip club. I lost my job and need some money so I’m going to put you ladies to work.”

“Good idea!” Charlotte giggled.

Lexus nodded quickly in agreement several times. “Okay!”

“When you get back I’ll let you both suck my cock for your reward.” He said. His mind was racing on how easy the ladies were making this. Unbelievable! He couldn’t help but smile.

“Oh hell yes let’s go!” Charlotte said, getting out of the bed, and finding her clothes. “I have the something picked out already, I can’t wait for you to see it!”

“I wanna see it!” Lexus said. “Name is Lexus by the way.”

“Nice to meet ya! Charlotte.” She greeted.

“You wouldn’t happen to have anything I could wear, do you?” Lexus asked.

“I have just thing actually!” Charlotte responded. “Let’s go to my place and play dress up.” She finished getting her clothes on and the two ladies started walking out the bedroom door.

“Uh hem!” Wyatt grunted, making the ladies. “Don’t forget your transportation.” He held out his car keys and jingled them.

“You’re not coming with us?” Lexus asked.

“Actually no,” He responded. “I’m gonna stay in.” He knew that they didn’t have their cars with them. He would of drove them but he was tired and needed sleep.

“Awe.” Charlotte muttered. “Oh well we’ll back early in the morning then, and I’m waking you up when we get back so I can get my reward.”

“That’s fine.” He said. “Just bring me back some money.”

“I will!” Lexus said whimsically, taking his keys. And with that the girls left his room and walked down the hallway, having a conversation about some slutty top Charlotte thought would look great on top of Lexus boobs. He heard his roommate say something to them but they must have disregarded him because they kept talking about miniskirts and front door closed shortly thereafter.

Wyatt collapsed onto his bed. It was nice to be alone and have some quiet. Finally, he was able to sigh deeply. It was quite a contrast to the rest of the day that was packed with surprises and hours of sex. As he lay there he went over the day in his mind. The website the stranger had possessed him to create was doing wonders for him. It had turned two girls that completely hated just yesterday him in submissive bimbos. If his idea of them stripping worked out, money wouldn’t be an issue. The thought of not having money troubles definitely took a weight off him. He could pay his bills and just focus on school. When he started thinking about school he remembered that his grades from finals should be available soon. He wanted to check his email but he was so exhausted he decided to be lazy and just let sleep take hold of him. Not even a moment later, he drifted off to sleep.

He woke up several hours later to weight shifting on his bed and then tugging at his boxer shorts. A pair of small soft hands lifted his hips and the pulled off his shirts. Then the familiar sound of Charlotte’s filled his ears “It’s such an amazing dick.”

His sleep deprived eyes opened as Lexus scooted forward to grab his shaft, her fingers began sliding up and down along his cock. Giggling, Charlotte crawled over to him, bending forward and extending her tongue. Lexus’s hand bent Wyatt’s cock toward Charlotte’s face and she slowly traced her tongue around the head of his stiff rod. She lapped at him for several moments until she parted her full lips and slid them down over his crown, sucking on just the head and then sliding down just a bit more to take another inch of his cock. Wyatt groaned with pleasure, excited at the sight of these two young girls, whom had hated him yesterday, were now worshipping his cock.

Lexus released her hand from his shaft and leaned down, and began to lick and suck on his balls. Lexus teased them with her tongue, alternating between them with her lips, then pulling back and letting it pop out. Meanwhile, Charlotte sucked happily on the head of his cock, her lips descending further as her head bobbed up and down making soft slurping sound all the while.

“Charlotte, you look so hot while you suck his dick.” murmured Lexus, her voice girlish.

“I couldn’t agree more.” Wyatt agreed, watching the whole ordeal unravel. Charlotte accepted the compliment, flashing her master a quick wink as stroked him with one hand and bobbed him eagerly with her head

“Can I have a turn?” Lexus asked.

Charlotte lifted her head off Wyatt’s cock and held it for Lexus’s waiting mouth. Lexus almost immediately plunged her lips around him, wrapping her mouth tightly around his girth. Charlotte slid her hands around the base of his shaft and began jerking him off into Lexus’s eager mouth. She then dropped her head towards his balls and began to lick and tease his balls with her tongue. The two of them worked away their self-assigned area. Servicing every inch of his cock and balls.

As if by prior agreement, the girls turned their heads and pressed their lips against his thick shaft on each side, and they began to move up and down his dick with their open mouths. Their tongues flickered along his shaft as they rose and fell. Their lips surrounded the sides of his shaft, both of them loving on his throbbing cock. The familiar stirring in his balls began to rush forth, he knew that he was going to pop at any moment. They let their mouths move all the way up the shaft to the head, their lips met and they kissed each other, thrusting their tongues forward into each other mouth.

Wyatt grabbed his cock just as they began to kiss. “I’m going to cum on your pretty faces.” He said. The girls immediately placed their heads together side by side. Wyatt stroked his slippery cock with his fingers, as Lexus reached up and fondled his heavy balls. They were drawn up even tightly against the base of his dick. She felt them flex as his cock swelled in front of their faces.

Suddenly he groaned, slowing the pace of his stroking, and felt his cum racing up the shaft and erupting like a volcano, spurting thick ropes of cum over Lexus’s and Charlotte’s face. His hand moved in rhythm with the thick pulses of his semen, pumping out what seemed like an endless quantity of it. He aimed his cock alternately at Charlotte, then back at Lexus, wanting to give them both their share of his hot, syrupy cum. Each time he fired a blast, he alternated between their parted lips, filling their mouths with it.

Finally, his balls were empty, a last strand cum stretch across to Lexus’s lips, connecting her mouth to the tip of his cock. She leaned in and enclosed the head of his spent cock with her mouth, her tongue caressing the sensitive tip. Charlotte licked along the side of him cleaning along his length.

Finally, she withdrew her mouth and leaned away. Charlotte watched as Lexus swallowed, letting his cum slide down her throat. Charlotte then followed Lexus’ example and swallowed hers as well. The two girls began to lovingly lick each other’s faces like two kittens, cleaning off the pearls of cum that covered them. Wyatt watched on, fascinated with the eagerness with which they cleaned each other of his cum. Once complete, the turned over to look up at Wyatt.

“Thank you!” The said excitedly in unison. The tone they said it with was as if they had received a present that had wished for all year.

“Your…” Wyatt paused briefly still tingling from the massive load he had shot on their faces. “…welcome.”

This morning he was still a virgin and not even a day later he had given a facial to two the two girls that he fantasized doing it the most to. It was a dream realized, achievement unlocked. He glanced over to his nightstand there was a massive stack of bills piled up. Not only did he just get his cock services by a blonde and brunette goddess, but they paid him for it.

“That’s for you for letting us suck your cock.” Charlotte said.

“Thanks for all you hard work.” He replied. “I’ll count it in the morning. It’s been a long day and still need to sleep.”

And with that he shut his eyes. The girls collapsed on top of Wyatt. Their breathing heavy as they cuddled together in a pile of flesh on his bed. They latched onto Wyatt in his blissful aftermath for several minutes before the woman decided to get up and rinse off in the shower. Wyatt stayed laying in his bed and they returned minutes later with wet washcloths. They proceeded to clean his body, taking tender care to make sure they didn’t miss an inch.

When they finished, the ladies climbed into bed with him and they drifted off to sleep. He took comfort as his bimbos’ heads rested on his chest. The stress of the day’s events melted away from his mind, everything was falling into place. Wyatt felt like the luckiest man alive as sleep finally took his body.

When Wyatt’s weary eyes finally opened the sun was up. He glanced over at the clock on his nightstand to read the clock. It was obscured by a wad of money and he had to shift the pile away to finally read it; eight thirty am. He felt the weight of two women’s heads on his chest. Wyatt carefully got up, lifting Lexus and Charlotte’s heads, and easing them one by one back to the mattress. They adjusted towards each other, cuddling together to fill the space that Wyatt had left.

He showered, shaved, and came back out to his room still wrapped in a towel. He got all the cash and decided to count it at his desk. The majority of it was fives and tens, but a decent chunk was twenties. Totaling up to $710. ‘Not bad’ he thought, he had enough to make his portion of the rent in just one night. They must have worked really hard at the club. Good thing he had rewarded them, they earned every cent, well drop that is.

With that taken care of he checked his email on his computer, hoping for an email from his math professor; Miss Seu. He was in luck because it was at the top of his inbox, just sent moments ago. Wyatt opened the message and gave it read. His jaw dropped in surprise when he read his grade - F! Supposedly he had flunked the final because he didn’t do several problems the teachers way. Which was bullshit, he had studied hard for this test and knew the material. He had shown his work and got the correct answer to every question. He had even gone back and redid every problem in the way she had instructed, showing his work yet again.

“FUCKING DAMMIT!” He shouted at his computer screen.

Miss Seu was his least favorite teacher. She treated him unfairly, always demanding Wyatt’s work be done to a higher standard than the other students. She would gloss over everyone else’s work and give them a pass as long as they had the right answer but when she gets to Wyatt she would severely critique every number. Worst of all, Miss Seu would constantly lose his assignments and not give him a chance to redo it saying it was past the deadline. It became such a problem that he went to the math department dean. He was quickly turned away when he found that Miss Seu was the department dean. Wyatt had then turned to the school dean which quickly backfired because the Dean was Miss Seu’s father.

Wyatt quickly got dressed in a rage. He knew that Miss Seu would be in her private office on campus and would plead with her to fix his grade. Right before he left his room he heard the familiar words of the stranger in his head.

‘What are you going to do if she doesn’t change your grade?’ The cold voice said. ‘why don’t you bring something for leverage?’

As if by its own will, his closet door quickly slid open and his laptop case dragged across the floor by itself and stopped at his feet. The sight made him jump in fright.

‘The battery is charged and a bimbo profile has been prepared for Miss Seu in case you need it.’ The stranger’s angry voice continued, sending a shiver from inside his mind and down his spine. ‘Go now… And take what is yours!’

Before Wyatt knew it, he was in his car throttling the gas to the college. He looked to the passenger seat to check if his lap top case was still there. It was, right where he left it. Wyatt wondered how Miss Seu would handle the transformation if he decided to use the website. He would try to talk some sense into her and get her to adjust his grade. If she didn’t than he’d use the college wi-fi to connect to the site and get her to change her mind. Miss Seu could use a couple adjustments to her body and attitude anyways.

Finally, he pulled into the student parking lot at the university and took the closest available spot. He took his laptop from its place on the passenger seat of his car and strode toward the faculty office. He walked into the hallway and found Miss Seu’s door. He knocked lightly before twisting the knob and entering. Her office was a narrow room with plain office furniture and smelled of expo marker from the numerous white boards on the walls.

Professor Seu was seated at her desk, focused on her computer screen. She continued to read on as he entered, most likely trying to finish whatever she was doing before greeting him. Miss Seu was a short, slim Korean woman in her mid-thirties and had her brown hair tied back in a bun by a chopstick. Her face, was smooth with high cheekbones that bore a pair of almond shaped eyes. She wore a pair of slim framed reading glasses, knee length skirt and white long sleeve button down blouse with the top few buttons undone.

“You failed my class Wyatt,” She said not even turning her head away from the computer screen. Her voice didn’t carry an accent to match her ethnicity. “You’ll have to retake it next semester.”

“Miss Seu, you have to let me pass.” Wyatt pleaded, coming to the front of her desk. “I did everything you asked, every assignment, studied, showed up to class every day, payed attention and was never a disturbance. I don’t understand how you could fail me.”

“You failed to turn in the assignments.”

“I sent every assignment in on time and even ahead of the due date. Some assignments I even sent twice!” Wyatt’s voice was starting to show frustration.

“I never received any emails from you for the whole semester.” She said plainly. She wouldn’t even give him the respect of looking him in the eye. She seemed to care more about what was on her computer monitor.

“I even printed them out ahead of time and gave them to you in class to be sure.” Wyatt argued.

“All assignments must be emailed.” Miss Seu said staying firm.

Wyatt boldly came around the desk. “Professor, why do you treat me so unfairly?”

“You’re a disgrace to the math department. I’ve never had more of a horrible student in my class for my whole career.”

“What are you talking about? I did everything per the syllabus. I was so well versed on the material that other students wanted to copy my notes!” His voice was getting angry.

“You failed my class, it’s as simple as that. Now get out of my office!” She warned.

“Fine,” Wyatt said, trying to keep his temper. She could easily have him expelled and Wyatt needed to finish his degree. “I’ll leave.”

Wyatt turned and started walk towards the door. He was about to reach for the door handle when he thought about Bimbopedia. Miss Seu may not change her mind on his grade so he would have to make her. But Wyatt wasn’t going to stop there. He was going to make her pay for it. Suddenly Wyatt turned back towards her and started to remove his computer from the shoulder bag.

“You know the only reason you have this job is because your father is the dean.” He said, his tone mocking her.

“What did you say?” She asked, her tone rising sharply. Her face finally tearing away from her computer.

“You heard me. It’s true too, that’s why it actually got your attention.” Wyatt said, taking a seat, and unfolding his lap top.

“You’re an idiot.” She said.

“You’re unfit for teaching.” He replied, connecting to wi-fi.

She shot him a look of disdain for his contemptuous remark. It was obvious by her expression that she didn’t enjoy Wyatt’s insults. She slowly got up from her chair behind her desk as Wyatt pulled up his browser, pulling up her Bimbopedia profile and preparing himself for a good time.

“You have some nerve coming in here saying that to me.” She snarled at him.

“Me?” Wyatt said arrogantly, scrolling down to her measurements on her profile.

“Who else would I be talking to you fucking moron!” She said, clenching her fists. “I don’t know who you think you are but I’m gonna make you pay. I’ll see to it that you expelled in a heartbeat for your insubordination.”

“Yeah just keep talking bitch.” Wyatt said nonchalantly as he started adjusting measurement sliders on her profile. He looked up at her as he did, wanting to see the website’s effects in real time.

Professor Seu seemingly froze, as if something had shocked her. The chopsticks holding her hair popped out of her hair, letting it fall as her back arched and her mouth fell open as her eyes flung open wide. Her tiny breasts expanded beneath her blouse, breaking buttons away from the threads and ripping through the fabric. Her hips and ass widened as her legs lengthened in her mini skirt, sweeping outwards beautifully. Her hair turned glossy and waved around her face as her complexion went pristine and youthful. In moments, she had turned from plain Asian teacher to perfect model body bimbo goddess.

Miss Seu screamed, but soon enough her terror gave way to the realization that she had changed into something better. She looked down at her tits that had torn through her top and took in her new body. She was mesmerized by her breasts and let them hang their briefly before shyly covering them with her arms.

“Did… did you do this?” She asked, her tone shocked.

“Say hello to the new you.” Wyatt replied coyly. He scrolled down to the bottom of the page to edit the final field that would seal the deal. The question of ‘Will be a complete Bimbo for’ was blank. Wyatt typed his name in and looked up as he hit enter.

Her knees hit floor of the room and a few tears streamed down her face. Wyatt had never seen firsthand the reaction to Bimbopedia before. The look on Miss Seu’s face was confused and sad at the same time. He knew that her mind was being re-ordered. As if her previous logic and morals were being ripped away and replaced with new set of values. Despite everything she had said and done to him, he felt a strange sympathy for her. He stood up and got her a tissue to dry her eyes. Something inside his heart knew that this was wrong but then he heard the stranger’s voice in his mind.

‘No remorse, no regrets. These thoughts of yours will sidetrack you from your purpose.’ The voice sounded angry, stinging his mind like a whip. A loud bell sounded in his mind and before he knew it, any empathies and sympathies were washed away. They were replaced with motives of revenge and ultimate vendetta.

He looked over at Miss Seu who dabbing her eyes furiously. “You ok?” He asked flatly.

“Okay?” She sniffed, looking up at Wyatt. “No! I’m not okay!”

“What’s the matter?” He asked coldly, the voice of the stranger lingering in his tone.

“It’s just… that I… was so awful!” She proclaimed. “I’m such a monster. Failing you in my class. I’ve treated you terribly, oh my god…”

Miss Seu’s hand suddenly came up in front of her face and over her mouth as if he had realized something horrible. Her head sunk down and she began sobbing like a hot mess.

“FUCK!” She whimpered. Her hands were trembling over her face. “I’m so sorry Wyatt… I have no explanation why I did those things to you.”

Wyatt showed no sympathy for her situation, grabbing her by the neck and hauling the petite Asian bimbo to her feet. She stood up next to him, her eyes wide in surprise as she looked up.

“Stop it!” He snarled. He then slapped her lightly to bring her to her senses. Her eyes showed that her confusion clearing from her mind and her body stopped trembling.

“Thank you, Wyatt.” She said holding her cheek. “I deserved that. I don’t know what came over me.”

“You just needed to snap out of it.” Wyatt replied, the voice of the stranger seemed to guide his words. “You feel awful- and you should. You’ve been total bitch!”

She flinched suddenly at his words. Wyatt could see his words causing her pain. He could see also see her new mind taking form through her eyes. The expression of regret being replaced with one of uncontrollable lust that she didn’t understand. Wyatt grabbed her by the shoulders and forced her down to kneel on the floor in front of him.

“You’ll feel better after you apologize.” He said.

Miss Seu looked up at him with her new face. “You’re absolutely right!” Her face lighting up. She looked at him as if she saw the man of her dreams for the first time. She bit her lip softly, her face flushing. “Please let me make it up to you. I want to apologize.”

Wyatt towered over her and thrust his hips out slightly. “What are waiting for?”

She immediately reached for his belt, working quickly to free him, licking her lips all the while. “Just tell me what you want me to say…”

“Say: I’m sorry for being a horrible teacher.” He commanded.

“I’m sorry for being a horrible teacher.” Miss Seu said quickly, unzipping his fly. His cock twitched inside his pants. The hard member becoming hot and thick, rising to full mast.

“I don’t ever want to be a horrible teacher ever again.”

“You’re going to resubmit my grade as an A.”

“I’m retracting your grade and replacing it with an A.” She replied. “I will definitely do this for you and more.”

She slid Wyatt’s pants down and his huge cock sprang free. She stared at it in awe, her mouth dropping wide open. By her expression it was the largest cock she had seen with her own eyes. She closed her fingers around his cock and it throbbed in her hand.

“You now understand that you are meant to serve me.”

“My entire existence is meant to serve you and make you happy.” She said confidently. Wyatt listened to her words. The sounds made him feel great to finally hear the submissive words coming from her mouth. Her pretty mouth and face looked so enticing, he had to bury his cock in it. It would look so much prettier with her lips wrapped around his cock.

“Show me how you serve Miss Seu.” He grunted, the head of his cock tapping against her pouty lips. “Serve my fucking cock to make up for what you did.”

The professor opened her mouth and extended her tongue. She licked at his tip briefly before holding his rod straight up and running her tongue along the underside of him. She then slid her tongue back up to his crown and engulfed him. Wyatt groaned as her sweet Asian lips wrapped around his girth as she slid her mouth down, not stopping until it pressed into the back of her throat. In moments, she was bobbing back and forth between Wyatt’s thighs. He reached his hand down and tangled his fingers in her hair. He used the leverage from his new grip to thrust his hips forward into her mouth.

Wyatt was in ecstasy while Professor Seu kept her mouth tightly circled around his cock, her head moving up and down, slowly nursing him. Her mouth must have filled with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him. Wyatt was surprised with her skills, for with her age obviously came experience. She had no shortcomings on her technique, unlike Charlotte and Lexus whom made up for it with sheer enthusiasm. He groaned loudly again and the professor raised her head of his cock

“You have an amazing cock Wyatt.” She complimented before Wyatt used his grip on her hair to slide her mouth around his shaft again.

“I didn’t tell you to stop Miss Seu.” He commanded. She let him know that she understood by humming wildly as she resumed her servicing.

She continued her oral assault on him and suddenly Wyatt felt a wave rush from his balls and up his spine.

“There you go,” He grunted, spasming hard as his cock filled her mouth. “I’m going to cum. Take it all bitch, take every drop in restitution.”

She nodded her head in accordance. Wyatt reached his peak and sped over the edge, thrusting his cock faster as his cock began to twitch. Pleasure washed over him as thick ribbons of cum shot from his cock. Miss Seu’s eyes popped open wide as he erupted into her throat. He filled the professors gorgeous mouth with burst after burst. Wyatt felt the sweet satisfaction of revenge as he came. Miss Seu, his professor that had hated him previously was now taking his load into her mouth. As he came down from his peak, she slowed down and cleaned him off. When she was done spat his cock out and showed him his load in her mouth, then quickly swallowed him down.

“Did I do okay?” The professor asked sweetly. “I hope it made you feel better.”

It did, but he wasn’t done with her yet. Wyatt looked down between her legs to see her skirt had been removed. She must have worked them off while she had his cock in her mouth. The only piece of clothing on her body was her sexy brown panties had a tiny wet spot in the center. Wyatt had to continue one, bury his cock in what lied beneath. Not only was he going to ravage her tight pussy, but he was going to make her feel him. All of him, every inch.

“Come here!” He commanded, hauling her up to her feet.

He took behind her desk and bent her over in front of her computer monitor. The display showed a listing of grades for the students in her class, Wyatt’s included. Wyatt noticed that he was the only name on the list that didn’t have a passing grade. He grabbed her back the back of the neck and pressed her face near the monitor next to his name and grade.

“You see that!” He sneered as he yanked her panties down.

Miss Seu nodded as they fell around her ankles.

“You going to pay for that.” He told her as his hand slipped down and parted her thighs. He grabbed one of her legs and placed it up on the desk. Wyatt noticed how flexible she was as he positioned her, the transformation must have made her body that of a cheerleader or gymnast.

“How am I going to pay Wyatt?” Miss Seu asked, shoving her keyboard out of the way and pressing her face against the desk.

“By taking something.” He told her as he spanked her ass cheek, making her squeal in delight. “This fucking dick!”

“YES!” The Professor begged, thrusting her pert ass against his hips. “Please fill me with your cock! Do it now! Just fuck me! PLEEEEEEASE!”

Her words let loose a primal urge within Wyatt and he pinned her against the desk. His fingers spread the folds of her tiny pussy and with one hard stroke he drove inside of her. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as he slowly pressed forward. Her walls were intensely tight around his huge girth and took a moment for her to stretch around him. He continued to lunge in, inch after inch of his massive cock disappeared within her until finally he bottomed out inside her petite body. He pressed up against her cervix, the contact sent shivers through both of their bodies.

“OH WYATT!” She whimpered. Her tight pussy beginning to adjust and stretch to his thick shaft, accommodating his penis until she was completely filled by him. Wyatt began pistoning his cock in and out of her from behind.

“I was so wrong about you.” She panted. “I had no idea that taking your cock would… feel this GOOD! UH UH UGHHH! I should’ve done… this when we… met. I have… no idea what I was… Ughhhhhh!… thinking.”

He began to fuck her steadily, pounding his cock back and forth inside of her. Miss Seu’s hand grabbed at her hair as she moaned in pleasure. Wyatt reached down and caressed her breasts as the bounced forward with each of his thrusts. He lifted her by the shoulders, arching her back bringing her face near his. He quickened his rhythm into her pussy, pistoning his cock into her hungry cunt. Professor Seu continued to moan, her breath becoming short, her voice rising in pitch until it became a high shriek.

She reached up to touch his face, brought his head in toward her lips and nibbled his ear briefly before backing away. She marveled at his eyes as he pumped in and out of her pussy. “Oh yes! Fuck me! FUCK my pussy!”

Wyatt pushed her back down to the table and her arms were stretched across the table, gripping edges furiously. Wyatt drove deep and hard for several minutes. She moaned out each time his balls bounced against her swollen clit, her body climbing toward orgasm.

“OHHH! OH MY, I’M CUMMING!” The professor screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. Miss Seu’s pressed against Wyatt’s, her body quaking as she climaxed. He could feel her pussy spasm around his cock as she panted and gasped. Wyatt continued to pound her hard from behind, locking into a hard rhythm. Miss Seu came down from her peak and begged Wyatt for more and he knew that it was his turn to ramp up.

He forced her flat against the desk as he finally felt himself let loose. The contents of his balls surged up his cock before exploding inside her. Miss Seu bucked her head as he sent a massive hot jet of cum splashing against her cervix. Wyatt pumped spurt after spurt of his creamy goodness inside her as she grinded her ass back onto him. She cried his name out in relief as she felt him burst inside her cunt.

When it was over, Wyatt pulled back and went back in few times, just to make sure Miss Seu was nice and plugged. She continued to sob out his name and then for forgiveness of her crimes against him.

“Thank you so much, Master.” She whispered, seemingly afraid to say the final word as it escaped her lips.

While he appreciated the gesture of her given her mouth and pussy to him, Wyatt had no time for thanks. He had work for her to do.

“Change my grade Miss Seu.” He commanded.

She did as she was told, quickly changing the grade to an A as he requested. Miss Seu then reached back and stroked his cock that was still buried in her pussy in attempt to harden him up again. She then looked back at him over her shoulder.

“I’ll give you an A+ if you fuck me in my ass…”
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“I’ll give you an A+ if you fuck me in my ass…” Miss Seu offered.

Miss Seu straightened her body and spread her arms across her desk. She gripped the corners and waved her tiny Asian ass enticingly, begging for Wyatt’s massive cock. Wyatt knew he’d have to struggle to slip it in, but he knew from his experiences with Charlotte and his boss Lexus that it would eventually work its way into her tight butthole. Miss Seu looked over her shoulder and placed his tip at her ass’ entrance and looked over her shoulder licking her top lip in desire and anticipation.

“Please Wyatt, fuck my ass.” She begged. “You want an A+ right?”

Wyatt stepped in close to her as his cock settling down between her ass cheeks. She reached back and grabbed his cock, and pressed it against her puckered entrance. She had already taken him in her mouth and pussy, but she was still aching for more. With her recent change, all she wanted was to pleasure him and be his bimbo.

The changes in Miss Seu were drastic. She was just a normal middle-aged teacher before, while she was decently attractive, she wasn’t anything to write about. She had given him a F in his class for apparently no other reason than just spite him. But Wyatt wouldn’t have it. With the power of his website; Bimbopedia he had changed her to a gorgeous, submissive, bimbo goddess. Now look at her! She was spread across her desk in the private faculty offices, begging for his cock in her ass!

His life had changed about several days ago when he had met a mysterious stranger, who possessed him into creating editable wiki website called Bimbopedia. Wyatt didn’t remember much of the possession, only seeing flashes of the ordeal. Supposedly three days had passed when he finally came to. When he woke up, he a massive new cock and a supernatural website to use to get his revenge on all the women who had wronged him. First, he used it to turn college hottie Charlotte from a ruthless bitch to his submissive bimbo slave. Wyatt would have never dreamed to have his school bully screaming his name, cumming in her mouth and taking her virginity. While he took her in every hole, she begged for forgiveness and he sentenced her to taking a load in every one of her holes. It was like a dream fulfilled.

Wyatt had then used Bimbopedia on his horrible boss Lexus when she fired him for a no call no show. He turned her from slightly overweight plain jane to gorgeous woman. Not only did he change her physical features, but changed her mind as well. Making his boss crave his cock. She begged for him to take her over the hood of his car, while she apologized all the while for every crappy thing she had put him through.

The same fate was befalling his math teacher Miss Seu. When he had edited her Bimbopedia profile, she begged for his forgiveness. Saying that she had treated him like a monster and wanting to repay him with her body. She was definitely going to pay for it. And he was going to make her feel it.

Slowly, he pushed his cock forward. Her ass resisted, trying to stretch to admit his huge member. Miss Seu did her best to relax her body, biting her lip as she felt him slowly press it forward. His cock seemed fold back on itself as it pressed in but then, his tip popped inside her and he felt the walls of her butthole constrict around his massive cock.

“Ughh!” She cried out as he finally penetrated her. “…it hurts.”

“GOOD!” Wyatt snarled. “I’m glad it hurts. This is what you get for being a cunt all semester.” It felt good to tell her how he felt. She had failed him even though he had done everything the professor had asked. She would lose all his assignments and not give him a chance to redo it saying it was past the deadline. Sometimes he’d even send her two copies just in case but every time she insisted he never did the work and wouldn’t accept it late.

“I’m so sorry Wyatt!” Professor Seu whimpered. “I… deserve this. I’ve been a monster! I’m so sorry. Punish my ass. Every bit of pain I feel will be my payment for everything I did.”

“Good!” He replied, knowing that she finally understood. And with that he powerfully lunged in, stretching her tiny hole as he buried his huge girth deep into her ass.

“UGHHH!” She groaned in response.

“Take this fucking big dick in your ass professor!” Wyatt yelled, reaching over her back and grabbing a fist full of hair. He yanked her head back as he began to work his cock back in forth inside her, sending it deep with every plunge.

“Oh yes! Fuck my ass!” Miss Seu sobbed. “Cum in my ass. I want to feel it.”

Wyatt continued to pump his cock in and out of her, her asshole wrapping around him tightly. Miss Seu moaned as her body adjusted, the pain finally turning to pleasure. He pounded her ass for several minutes, he wasn’t in a rush to get off, beside her really wanted to savor this moment and make her feel his big cock for everything it was worth. She began to move with his thrusts, loving the way he pounded her in restitution for her crimes. As he throttled away his balls bounced against her clit and she squirmed over the length of his cock. The tight and warm sensation rushed up Wyatt’s cock, to his balls and through his brain. Pleasure washed over him, knowing that he would pop any moment. Wyatt wanted to fill the final hole of his Professor, fill her ass with his warm cum. Her tight little hole clenched him so tightly that Wyatt groaned as his balls started to churn.

“Here it comes Professor!” He said.

Miss Seu shuttered around his cock when he said his words. Just the mere fact that he was about to come sent shivers throughout her body. She pressed herself backwards against his cock as her own climax took her.

“OH GOD YESSSS!” she screamed, her body ramping up to a peak. She felt Wyatt’s cock erupt inside her ass, feeling his hot cum splash into her depths. She shuddered uncontrollably as he spent his load, moaning all the while.

As their climaxes subsided, Wyatt backed off of her. He wiped his cock against her ass cheek to clean it off. He felt redeemed that he was able to have his way with the professor, cumming in every one of her holes just as he had done with his other two bimbos. Now it was Miss Seus turn to join his harem.

“Now that we got that out of the way,” Wyatt said. “You will do everything I say from now on.”

“Yes master.” She said submissively, his still cum oozing from her ass. “Anything you want.”

“Good!” Wyatt replied, his voice and tone sounding much like the demonic stranger that had possessed him to make Bimbopedia. “If I need you, I’ll call you and you will immediately do as I say no matter what. I don’t give a fuck what you are doing or how important it is. You will drop everything because nothing is as important as your devotion to me. You will continue you position as Professor here at the college, but all your money, all your property, belongs to me.”

“I understand Wyatt.” She murmured. “My everything is yours, I only exist to please you now.”

“Good!” He responded, putting on his clothes and putting his laptop back into his shoulder bag. “In your spare time, I want you to work the strip club. Every penny you make dancing you will give to me, you understand?”

“I do.” She responded, still leaning over her desk.

“Good, now get dressed and get back to work.” He directed, she immediately sprang into action and found her clothes. “I’ll call you.”

And with that Wyatt left her private office, closing the door behind him. He walked out the halls of the faculty building and to his car, placed his shoulder bad in the passenger seat and drove away from the campus. He decided he would head home, back to his rental house that he shared with several roommates. Wyatt knew that Lexus and Charlotte would still be sleeping in his bed when he got back. He thought that maybe he’d wake both of them up and have them take his cock again before sending them off to go dance at the strip club. Maybe he’d bend them over next to each other, take turns filling their pussies with his cock and then make them kneel in front of him as he painted their faces with cum.

As he pulled in the driveway to his home he received a call. Placing the car in park he fished his phone out and checked the caller I.D. It was Maia, one of his twin foster sisters. If there was any reason for Wyatt having a horrible childhood it was because of them. They treated him with abuse at every chance they had, going way too far making him brunt of every embarrassing joke and prank. When they weren’t tormenting him, the twins would be plotting their next vicious attack. If Wyatt ever brought it up to his foster parents, the pair of girls would lie their way out of it because it would be two against one. They would go out of their way to cause him physical harm, pushing him off play sets and even out of trees. The more damaging the fall or the more he cried, the more they would laugh out of sheer evil. The phone that he reached to pick up the phone had been broken at one time because of them, still slightly bent several years later if you knew exactly where to look. It was because of their behavior Wyatt grew up hating the outside world, which forced him to cocoon himself indoors with the only things that brought him joy- books and computers.

Before he raised the phone to his ear he heard the voice of the stranger in his head. ‘Take back what is yours!’ The cold voice sounded, send a creep throughout his mind. ‘These bitchy cunts deserve punishment! You know exactly what you need to do…’

The stranger’s voice would play in his mind in moments of opportunity. As if it were a guiding voice, directing him like commander. Every time it spoke, it all worked out, as if the voice had a foresight of what was to come. Wyatt couldn’t figure it out. The only logical reason behind this was it was the supernatural work of the devil.

The offset of the interjecting voice soon faded as he focused his thoughts back to his foster sister. Maila was far from overdue for a serious and deserving verbal assault. In the past Wyatt would have just rejected her and her twins phone calls and refuse to respond to their abusive texts. Eventually they would threaten him with taking something away or telling authority some huge lie to get their way. But this time he wasn’t having it, not only was he going to turn the tables on them, but he was going to play with his food and he was going to enjoy every second of it.

“Hello.” Wyatt said warmly, his tone obviously fake.

“Wyatt you are going to be in so much trouble with mom and dad.” She said in her usual mocking tone. The demeanor of her voice always had an underlying message of ‘I got you.’ This time was no different. She probably had some information that she was going to hold over his head and use it to get him to something he didn’t want to do.

“And why is that?” He questioned.

“I’m going to tell them about your math grade. That you failed your class. And that you lost your job.”

“And your point?” He replied unamused. He reached over to his shoulder bag and retrieved his laptop.

His foster parents didn’t pay for his school to begin with. He paid for it on his own with student loans and hard work. His parents didn’t even co-sign on the loan, they honestly couldn’t do anything. But now with his harem, money wasn’t an issue and his grade had been fixed. What Wyatt wondered was how Maila found out about this information. She must’ve been keeping tabs on him and wait for him to slip so she could pounce and get what she wanted, usually for him to do some embarrassing job for her sheer enjoyment.

“Well, when they find out about you losing your job they will tell the bank and make sure your student loans are revoked.” She threatened. “And you wouldn’t want that would ya? So, I’m going to give you an out. What I want you to do is-”

“Not doing it. Go tell them.” He said unphased and cutting her short, knowing her petty threat was more than hallow. While it could be possible that they may reconsider his loan without holding a job, the bank would immediately change their tone once he paid them with the money his harem made dancing.

“I will!” She replied, anger rising in her voice. Usually Wyatt would have already folded. “And when I’m done your chances at a degree are over! You’ll be flipping burgers for the rest of your life!”

“Pffffft!” Wyatt sputtered defiantly, knowing that his resistance was infuriating her.

“Oh, shut the fuck up Wya-”

“Why don’t you shut fuck up?” He interjected with the same pleasant tone.

“What did you just say to-”

“Shut the fuck up.” He said again, throwing his foster sister totally off track. He had never stood up to her in the past in this manner. She would have threatened him with some lie to put him in his place, which is exactly what she was about to do.

“How… dare you.” Her voice raised to pure anger. “I’m going to-”

“You ain’t going to do shit, you pathetic cunt!” He taunted, the sharp demeanor of his voice eerily similar to the stranger. He flipped open his lap top open and took it out of sleep mode and connecting to his home wifi.

“Why you little despicable shit! I’m going to get you thrown in jail! Bethany and I are going to tell our boss you fucking forced yourself on us!” She threatened. Normally this would have been a last resort to get him to do exactly what she wanted. Her and his foster sister Bethany had been interning for over a year at the District Attorney’s office and had contacts in the police force and court system. In the past, everyone believed his foster sisters over him no matter how outrageous the lie. This time however, Wyatt was calling the bluff.

“Fine.” He said keeping completely calm, bringing Bimbopedia up in his web browser. Wyatt knew his ice-cold calm was getting to her. “Do it. If you want to go through a public trial made up on the basis of an outright lie, then by all means.”

“HOPE YOU LIKE YOUR JAIL CELL!” She screamed, the call then disconnecting.

Wyatt knew that she would immediately go to her boss at work and tell her the lie. She and Bethany would stop at nothing to make sure Wyatt was under their thumbs for even the slightest thing. Wyatt had an idea to counter this and turn this completely around on his sisters. They needed to be taught a lesson. Their whole lives they had lied to get what they wanted. It was now time to make sure they got caught in a huge lie by a massive authority. With their profiles brought up on the website he started editing their personality. In a field regarding personal philosophy, he deleted the section of compulsive liar and replaced it with always tells the complete truth. He waited for a second, knowing that she was about to walk into her boss’ office. Satisfied with how long he waited, he pressed enter.

Wyatt wished he was in the room with his sisters as they sat in the DA’s office telling whomever their boss was that Wyatt was a predator but then doing an about face and admitting they were lying. Hopefully their boss had some sense and fire them from their internships immediately.

He didn’t stop there he had to be one step ahead, he scrolled down to their basic skills and replaced ‘knows how to drive an automobile’ with ‘doesn’t know how to drive, always calls her foster brother Wyatt for a ride.’ Such a shame Wyatt thought, they both drove incredibly nice and expensive luxury sedans. It sure would be nice of them to trade vehicles.

He waited in his car several minutes and kept the engine running when his phone rang. It was his other foster sister Bethany. He answered the call and raised the phone to his ear.

“Yea.” He greeted.

“Hey…” Bethany replied, her voice sounded shaken and embarrassed. “Can you pick us up from work?”

“Why so soon?” He responded pleasantly. “Doesn’t your shift end at five?”

“I don’t… want to talk about, please just come get us.”

“Awe sis you said please for the first time, what happened with talking to your boss? I gather it didn’t go so well…” He chided her. “Tell me the truth, what happened?

“Uh ummm.” She stumbled. It was obvious she was struggling to find the words, she had lied her whole life and now she couldn’t. She was obviously on the verge of tears suddenly faced with the facts of how she had treated him. The world of lies the two of them had crumbled down around them. “Uh bu- ah umm.”

“What has your tongue? Why are you stuttering Bethany?”

“I don’t know.” She burst in tears, her loud sobbing coming through clearly through the earpiece on his phone. He smiled, if it were anyone else he would’ve felt bad, but Bethany definitely needed to feel remorse for once in her life. Finally, maybe they would feel the shame of how they had been horrible monsters to everyone when they heard the truth coming out their own mouths.

He heard the phone shake and static with white noise for a moment. Wyatt heard Maila crying as well and a stern female voice of their boss saying that they needed to leave before Bethany’s voice returned. “Sorry… I don’t know what happened but we both just got fired and we need to leave the office, please… just come get us.”

“Why don’t you just drive yourself? Why call me all of a sudden? I thought you hated me.” He asked, really wanting her to deal with the torture of her own horrible thoughts. He threw his car in reverse and pulled away from his house.

“I do…” She answered slowly.

“But why?” He asked. It was finally going to get an answer to a question he had asked his whole life.

“Because I’m a monster.” She said between sobs. “You never did anything wrong, it just made me feel better. I’m so sorry, just please come get us. We forgot how to drive.”

“Thanks for the apology from your recent epiphany but it doesn’t make up for what you’ve done you fucking bitch.”

“I know… I’m a fucking bitch, I’ve been a bitch… my whole life.”

“Hell yea you have! Why did you get both get fired?” He asked.

“For lying…” She replied slowly. The admission seemed to be shock to her system by the sudden change in tone.

“About what? Must have been something big…”

“You know exactly what we lied about, you were on the phone with Maila. She came and got me and told me you called her on her bluff. We both went to our boss… the D.A. We were telling her about how you touched us and forced yourself on us. Then something changed. We suddenly stopped lying and told her we were compulsive liars and recanted what we said. Needless to say, she wasn’t amused by our charade and removed our internship.”

“Don’t blame her.” Wyatt yelled. “That’s one of things that can happen to a liar when they get caught. I’m glad you’re fired! I’m surprised they didn’t lead you out of there in handcuffs for a false claim or report. You realize that if you would have followed through with what you said I would have been hauled off to jail in an ambulance! I hope you’re happy with yourselves! Enjoy your walk home! I’m not coming, fuck off!”

“BUT WYATT-” She pleaded.

Wyatt didn’t wait to hear what they said and hung up the phone. While he was driving to actually pick them up, he just wanted them to feel helpless and defeated for the first time in their life. Maila immediately called him, and he picked up the phone.

“What?!” He snarled.

“Please come get us, we’ll make it up to you somehow.” Maila pleaded.

“Fine, I’ll come and get you, and I’ll tell you how you’re going to pay for this…” Wyatt said, immediately hanging up the phone.

He drove to the downtown area of the city where the D.A.’s office was located and pulled up to the curb. His twin foster sisters were holding boxes filled with their belongings from work while a mortified spread across their faces. He pulled to a stop and let them in. When he opened the door and looked at the twins, he was forced to smile and grimace at the same time. They were extremely attractive girls but at their core were manipulators. They were identical twins, each having the straight red hair and icy blue eyes to contrast, not to mention the cheerleading athlete body that was a combination of god’s gift to man and the devil’s best efforts at creating lust. When he was younger, he had seen the tags on the various pieces their lingerie, noting the 36C bust and the constantly wet panties. He had never sniffed anything due to will power, and had only looked briefly at the tags when stumbling upon them in the bathroom, but the numbers and the facts had stuck. Back in highschool, they were most likely in the top ten hottest girls in the school, most likely ranking first because they were twin cheerleaders.

Maila got in the front seat while Bethany took the back.

“Thanks for coming and getting us.” Maila stammered.

“Yep,” He replied. “You have the keys to your BMW?”

“Uhhh yeah.” Bethany answered, her tone confused. Her eyes bounced between Wyatt’s face and her sisters.

Wyatt drove his car to the court staffing parking lot and found where her car was parked. He parked next to it and looked over at his foster sisters.

“We’re trading cars, since you don’t know how to drive.” He demanded. “This is one of the ways you are going to repay me.”

“But dad bought it for us.” They said.

“Don’t care, it’s mine now,” He said coldly. “Give me the keys or I’ll tell him that you got fired from your internship, and now your law degree will be delayed. You wouldn’t want that, now would you?” It felt good for once for Wyatt to give them a taste of their own medicine. Unlike him, the twins had a free ride in school from scholarships and money from his foster parents. Their recent removal from their internship would put all that in jeopardy.

“FINE!” Bethany replied, giving him the keys.

“Great, now we’re switching cars.” Wyatt took the keys. “You can come back and drive my bucket when you remember how to drive.”

They trio grabbed their things and got out of his car and into theirs. He started the engine to his new car and drove for a few minutes to an abandoned parking garage that was hidden from the street. He looked over at his twin sisters, taking in the sight of the pretty figures and luscious pouty lips. He wanted nothing more than to make their lie spewing mouths wrap around his cock. While he could easily use the website to make them do it without question, he wanted to blackmail them into doing it.

“Why are we here?” They asked.

“You’ll see.” He answered. “We’re all getting out for a little bit, I want to show you something.”

“Can you just take us home?”

“No.” He answered plainly and getting out of the car. “Do as I say or I’ll tell dad.”

“Fine!” Maila answered, and the two twins left the vehicle.

Wyatt came around the back side of the car and leaned against the trunk. Maila and Bethany came around to face him, a puzzled look spread across their faces.

“Now what’s so important that you had to stop in abandoned part of town to show us?” Bethany asked.

“Well I wanted some privacy for when you both take turns sucking my cock.”

“Unbelievable!” Maila said. “There’s no way we would do that. I’d rather-”

“Rather what?” He interjected, taking out his cell phone. “Not finish college?”

“I won’t do that, I’d rather be disgraced by dad and start over than have to give you head.” Bethany said.

“Won’t be able to do that from jail.” He responded back coldly.

“Jail!?” Maila questioned.

“Yea jail, slanderous rape accusations are a big deal, besides I have a key witness, your old boss, the DA.” Wyatt said.

They looked back at him defeated, however they were still hesitant to begin.

“Now I have the ability to make your old boss forget.” Wyatt continued. “Just like I had the ability to make you both tell the truth, I’ll make it all go away and get you back to your internship. All you have to do is suck my cock how I like it.”

“You’re… our brother,” Bethany stammered, it was actually the first time she used that title, usually she’s call him twit, or some other insult. “We can’t give you head. It feels so wrong.”

“Pfffft!” He said. “Neither of you ever considered or even treated me like family. Your actions throughout our lives have proven that.”

“You’re… right.” Maila stumbled, her head hanging low.

“You ready to make it up to me? Finally treat me with the respect I deserve? Or do you want to be expelled from college and spend a few months in jail?”

Maila and Bethany looked over at each other, they had no other way to get this themselves out of it. Their ability to talk and lie themselves out of every situation had been taken away.

“Ok…” Bethany said, unable to keep eye contact with him or her sister, obviously embarrassed.

“Ok…” Maila agreed, her head hanging low.

“GREAT!” Wyatt responded. “Now kneel before me and suck my fucking dick!”

The twins looked over at each other confused. They exchanged glances as if they wanted the other to take the lead. Bethany and Maia frowned a little bit when they peered over at Wyatt’s ever-growing bulge.

“Hurry now!” Wyatt snarled. “The longer you wait, the more damage your boss will do to your future…”

And with that the twins sank to their knees, sour looks on their faces as they began fumbling with his belt. Before he knew it, they had pulled his pants and boxers down, Wyatt’s long thick cock sprang out at attention. The twins’ eyes popped open in shock with how massive it was.

“Better hurry,” He teased. “Definitely don’t want anyone to know what damage your lies have caused.”

“You’re… big.” Maila said surprised, running a finger along the topside of his shaft and making a face.

“I’m starting to lose my erection.” Wyatt said. He grabbed his cock from the base and slapped both his sisters with his fat tip. He was hard as ever; his words were just intended to make them squirm. The look in their eyes as they flinched was all too wonderful for Wyatt to finally see.

Finally, with a squeal that seemed to say, ‘I can’t believe we are doing this,’ Maila and Bethany began licking along the sides of his cock.

“That’s right, lick it, get it wet first…” Wyatt directed.

Maila was the first to make it up to his tip and she opened her mouth wide as she could and took his cock into her mouth. She gagged gently as his shaft flexed inside her. The tightness of her wet mouth finally wrapped around his cock sent shivers of ecstasy up his spine. Bethany licked along the underside of his length as Maila began to slowly bob on his tip.

“Fuck that’s good.” He said, reaching down with a hand and feeling their tits through their tops. “Yeah, keep going Maila. That’s really good. Bethany, suck my balls. You don’t want me to tell anyone do you?”

They both extended middle fingers as Maila took his cock as deep as she could in her throat.

“Fuck you.” Bethany groaned as she rolled her tongue along from the base of his cock and started sucking his balls. Sucking one and letting it pop out of her mouth before working on the other.

“That will come soon enough if you don’t show a little more enthusiasm.” Wyatt said, his voice cold like the demon stranger. “I’m pretty close to dialing dad.”

“I hate you.” Maila grunted, gagging around his girth.

Yet the twins continued to work, worshipping his cock like their lives depended on it. Wyatt gripped the side of Maila’s head for leverage and thrust her mouth deeper onto his shaft. He felt his tip press against the opening to her throat as she attempted to take his whole length, but only a portion of his cock disappeared into her mouth. He loved the sensations that rushed through him, thrilling him, leaving him intoxicated with power. Maybe he was going to come, Maila’s filthy lie ridded mouth felt so good rising and falling along his long hard cock. But he had to give Bethany a turn before he decided to erupt.

“Move Maila, it’s Bethany’s turn.” Wyatt directed.

Maila backed off of Wyatt’s cock and Bethany replaced her, she grabbed his cock from the base and slid her mouth over Wyatt’s head. She slid down slowly, her lips perfect glossy cushions for his cock. Once he tapped against the opening of her throat she backed off and began again. Bethany began to bob his shaft and made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from his cock and up to his brain. She looked up at Wyatt briefly to make eye contact with him while she engulfed his but immediately broke the stare out of embarrassment.

“Awe Bethany, you look so beautiful while you suck my dick.” Wyatt teased.

“Scroo yoo.” Bethany groaned as his cock filled her mouth, muffling the movements of her tongue.

“Hmphh!” Maila snarled instinctively in contempt, as she kneeled next to her sister.

“Why you just sitting there Maila? You jealous of your sister?” Wyatt asked. He removed his cock from Bethany’s mouth and shoved it into Maila’s. “Open wide!”

She did as he instructed, sliding the head of his prick between her lips and sucked him in. She hollowed her cheeks as she swirled her tongue around the tip. Maila then slid her lips down his shaft an inch at a time, her lips stick smearing along his cock as she attempted to deepthroat. She moved a hand to his hip and began to bounce on his rod with increased rhythm. Maila twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth as she could. While she was sucking him off with every trick she knew, it still felt reluctant and forced, as if it was her job, no enthusiasm or glee like his bimbos.

“Give it back to Bethany, she was sucking it better.” He withdrew his cock from her mouth and pointed it back to Bethany. Maila rolled her eyes as her sister took Wyatt’s hard cock back into her mouth, pumping her fist along his length in time with the movements of her head.

“I saw that Maila.” He snarled. “You going to have to pay for that.” He lifted his phone to his vision and unlocked it to taunt her. He pulled up his web browser and went to Bimbopedia. He had no intention of making a call out, he just wanted to make it look as if he was and make her squirm.

“DON’T!” She pleaded.

“Then give me a rim job…” He said, looking away from his phone and making eye contact with her.

“Oh my god, gross!” Maila said, fear spreading across her face.

“I’m calling dad then….” He threatened, searching Bimbopedia for their boss’s profile. It would take him a while since her didn’t know her name. But they didn’t need to know that, just as long as it looked as if he were texting.

Bethany noticed Wyatt playing with his phones and stopped his oral assault briefly and looked over at her sister. “Fucking do it Maila! He’s texting, make him stop!”

“But I don’t know how…” Maila responded.

“You’ll figure it out!” Wyatt said nonchalantly. “Now hurry up, my ass is waiting.”

Maila scooted around to the backside of her foster brother. Hesitantly she placed her trembling hands on his ass cheeks and gave them a quick little spread. Maila leaned in and extended her tongue, sliding it along the bare skin of his cheeks before working her tongue inward to his hole. She swirled her tongue around his opening, lapping at him.

“There you go!” Wyatt complemented. “That’s a good sister.”

Maila straightened her tongue and drove it inward and a sudden wave of pleasure washed of him. It wasn’t so much the pleasure caused by her tongue in his butthole, but more that mental release from the act. Her tongue worked away at him from behind as Bethany continue to bounce her head between his thighs from the front. Wyatt groaned as they worshipped him from two sides. His cock flexed in Bethany’s mouth and moaned softly as she realized he was about to burst. Bethany moved her head up and down quickly now trying to end the ordeal, keeping her steady pace and stretching her mouth around massive girth.

“Fuck yes, this is how it’s done!” Wyatt groaned. “I’m cumming soon. Maila get up here and get your reward.”

He knew he was going to erupt like never before, with his twin sisters submitted to his every whim, it was all too much and drove him over the edge. Maila came around to his front and knelt next to her sister, staring up at Wyatt. He thrust his hips upward, sending his dick deep farther into Bethany’s throat. She kept her lips pursed around the base of his shaft as his cock flourished. He quickly withdrew from her mouth as felt his balls contract and spasm.

Wyatt held his cock from the side and stoked it briefly before it finally swelled in front of their apprehensive faces. Suddenly he groaned as his cum raced up the shaft and burst out the tip. He aimed the first load at Maila, sending a massive rope of his cum splattering on the bridge of her nose. She instinctively flinched, making a face of objection as it struck her between the eyes. He then angled his cock toward Bethany, the second burst blasted with more pressure than the first as it landed square in her eye. He switched the direction of his cock alternately between them painting their faces with what seemed like an endless quantity of hot cum. They kept their eyes and mouth closed and tilted their heads back as he continued to unload. Each time he fired a shot across their faces, he felt the utmost liberation for every evil thing they had done to him over the course of his life. His revenge was more satisfying than the cake he never received for any of his birthdays.

When he finally finished the twins opened their eyes, a panicked look smeared with his cum across their faces. “We’re done now, right?” Bethany asked.

“For now.” He replied, taking to his phone once again. He edited their bosses profile to put everything back the way it was. They would receive a call any moment to get their internships back. But that would be the only thing that would return to normal for his twin sisters. Wyatt was far from done. For after he was done with changing their boss’ mind, he pulled up the twins Bimbopedia profiles and the stranger’s smile flashed before his eyes. “For now.”


Bimbopedia (Book 5)
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Wyatt glared down at his two foster sisters as they kneeled before him. Their heads were tilted back as globs of his cum were rolling off their faces. He had just painted both theirs faces with his warm seed in response to their attempt to blackmail him. Obviously, their plan didn’t go so well.

“We’re done now, right?” Bethany asked.

“For now.” He replied, looking back to his phone and editing a Bimbopedia profile for their boss. “For now.”

Until recently, Wyatt was your everyday introverted dork. That all changed when he met a demonic stranger who turned his life upside down, possessing him to make an online wiki database where he could change any woman into a gorgeous bimbo slut. Not only could he change how they looked and make them thirst uncontrollably for his cock but he could alter their thoughts and philosophy.

When his sisters had attempted to blackmail him with threat of a blatant lie, he had used Bimbopedia to turn the tables. Bethany and Maila threatened to tell his foster parents that he was failing in school and that they would take away his source of income. His twin sisters had always done this throughout his life, it had become a common tool for them to get what they wanted out of him. His sister would stop at nothing to get their way, not caring how big of a lie it was or who they hurt. When he called their bluff, his sisters doubled down and threatened to tell their boss he had forced himself on them. Normally, this action would have made Wyatt submit to their ridiculous demands because they interned at the district attorney’s office. But with the power of the website he was able to take away their ability to lie. Their plan backfired while in the midst of telling their DA boss, who immediately fired them.

Wyatt followed with a taste of their own medicine, threatening to file a police report about their false accusations, using their x-boss as a key witness. With their life and turmoil and their ability to lie taken away from them, they pleaded for forgiveness. Wyatt told them he had the ability to put things back to normal, but not before making them submit to a glorious face painting. His years of pain his sisters had put him through rushed out of him when he sprayed their pretty faces with an endless quantity of his cum.

With his punishment dispensed, it was time to for him to follow through with his word. He edited their bosses profile to put everything back the way it was. They would receive a call any moment to get their internships back. But that would be the only thing that would return to normal for his twin sisters. Wyatt was far from done. For after he was done with changing their boss’ mind, he pulled up the twins Bimbopedia profiles.

The smile of the stranger flashed before his eyes. The stranger had stayed with him through the last few days, interjecting himself in Wyatt’s mind, guiding his actions. The stranger didn’t take control if his mind, seldom speaking in Wyatt’s head with his cold tone, using logic to point Wyatt in the right direction. It seemed when Wyatt imagined his smile, it was as if he was following the stranger’s road map to its final unknown destination.

A few days ago, he had met the stranger in the park by his house. After an odd conversation, talking about Wyatt’s upbringing as if the stranger had known him his whole life. The dark man had placed his hands on Wyatt, sending him into a dream state where he had made Bimbopedia. He didn’t remember much of the possession, only seeing flashes of the ordeal and three days had passed when he finally came to. When he woke up, Wyatt had a massive new cock and a supernatural website to use to get his revenge on all the women who had wronged him. First, he used it to turn college hottie Charlotte from a ruthless bitch to his submissive bimbo slave. Next, he transformed his horrible blonde boss and then his spiteful Asian math teacher in gorgeous bimbo goddesses, making them scream his name and beg for his cock. Wyatt had rewarded them with cumming in all three of their holes and letting them become a member of his new harem.

“Go clean your pretty faces and I’ll take you back to your place.” Wyatt said.

The twins got up from the kneeling position and went to their purses in the car. They removed his cum from their cheeks and chin with tissues while Wyatt put his cock back in his pants. They waited for him patiently in the car as he peered down at his phone. He thought about the other bimbos he had been with over the days and how he wanted to bury his cock in them.

But now it was his twin sisters turn, he swiped down on his phone, scrolling their profile to the bottom of the page. The screen of cell phone stopped when it reached the bottom, the only editable field being the one he was looking for. ‘Will be a complete bimbo for.’

‘You should wait.’ Wyatt heard the stranger’s voice sound loudly in his mind. The tone was twisted and distorted, the low pitch reminded him of a stereotypical demon. ‘They have something they need to tell you. Making them bimbos will delay it.’

‘Huh?’ Wyatt thought. He looked around as if the voice wasn’t coming from his mind. The stranger’s interjections were beyond off-putting.

‘You’ll see,” The stranger continued. ‘only use the site unless you know what question needs to be answered…’ And with that the voice trailed off.

Wyatt clicked off the twins’ profiles and minimized his browser. While he wanted to fill his foster twins tiny pussies with his massive new cock, it seemed the stranger had better plans. The demon hadn’t been wrong before, this time would be no different. Wyatt joined the twins in his newly acquired BMW and started the car.

He was in the midway through the twenty-minute drive to their apartment when Maila’s phone rang. It was their boss telling them they had their jobs back. A sigh of relief spread across his sisters faces as they heard the good news. Their boss apologized and gave them the rest of the day off.

“I have no idea how you did that, but thank you.” Bethany said.

“No problem.” He replied.

“Wyatt, please don’t tell anyone what just happened.” Maila asked from the passenger seat.

Wyatt frowned and looked over at her. “Pfft. I won’t.” He replied. “Who’d believe me anyways.”

“True.” Maila replied. “Guess I just needed some reassurance.”

The car remained silent for the rest of the ride home, almost awkwardly so until Wyatt pulled into the parking lot of their place. Wyatt thought about the stranger and how they had something to tell him. He just didn’t know what to exactly ask so he may as well just start from the beginning and it will come out eventually.

“So, Bethany, Maila. Why did you treat me so badly growing up?” He asked.

The two twins looked down at their laps and then over at each other. “We’d rather not answer that question.” Bethany responded.

Wyatt knew that his question was the correct one. There was definitely more to their hate than just being spiteful cunts. “Why is that?” He snapped as he pulled into a parking spot and killed the motor. “What’s keeping you from telling me?”

His prying questions were making them squirm, Maila and Bethany were shaking, he had struck a nerve on both of them. “We can’t say, we promised to never tell.” Maila muttered.

“Must be rather important for to not tell me.” Wyatt said.

“It is!” Bethany said. “Please don’t make us answer that. It will just cause more damage.”

“Damage to who?” He asked.

“You.” They both responded in unison.

Now Wyatt really had to know. It must be rather important to them to want to keep this secret. While they had to tell the truth because of his manipulation of their profiles, they didn’t have to answer his question if they didn’t want too. If they weren’t going to come out with it normally, then using Bimbopdeia will make them.

“Fine,” He responded, his tone straightened out, knowing he had other means to get the answer. “Just go inside. I’ll be up in a minute.”

They twin girls grabbed their things and exited the car. Wyatt pulled out his phone and brought up Bimbopedia. While he could just make a simple edit, and make them always answer his questions, but he wanted more. His cock thumped supernaturally in his pants as he edited the final question, imputing his name into the field. Not only would they answer, but now they will obey without question.

Wyatt locked up the car and went to their apartment. He opened the door and went inside. The twins were in standing in the middle of the living room, the look of confusion spread across their faces changed to excitement when he walked in. The identical twins’ faces were filled with desire as their blue eyes looked him over. Their straight red hair was down and framed their pretty faces and their sexy hour glass shaped cheerleading bodies were poised provocatively. Their 36C breasts seemed to press and stretch the fabric of their shirts as their nipples hardened underneath.

“I’m so glad you came back.” Maila said walking slowly towards him. “Don’t know what just came over me, but…” She placed a hand on Wyatt’s chest and looked him in the eye. “… I must see your cock again.”

He knew the transformation had already taken hold. The power of the site was amazing, a moment ago they despised him and now they craved his cock. It was all too easy, just click it and stick it. Wyatt might as well enjoy what was on the menu before finding out the answer to his question. He reached out and touch Maila’s smooth waist and pulled her in towards him.

“Well what’s stopping you sis?” He said before forcing her to her knees in front of him. Bethany joined her sister next to him on the floor. The twins quickly worked at his pants and belt, freeing his cock. It popped out into their view and the two of them looked at it as if they had opened an expensive birthday gift.

“You have such a beautiful cock Wyatt.” Bethany said

“Mmhmm!” Maila gasped in agreement. “We’re so lucky to have a cock as big as this one.”

The excitement began to rise as the sisters both reached for his cock. It twitched in front of them, awaiting to be serviced. Their hands began stroking his cock and getting him worked up as it stretched to full length in front of their gorgeous faces. Wyatt looked down at him as they played with his hardening cock. The whole sight made him groan in delight.

“I don’t know why we have never done this before today.” Bethany giggled as she lowered head towards his cock.

“Me either.” Maila replied, fondling his balls. “Don’t know what I was thinking before, but now I feel as if I wanted his cock my whole life.”

“Same here.” Bethany agreed, her lips just an inch from his tip. “It’s bigger than any boyfriend I’ve ever been with.”

Maila continued to stroke him in amazement at Wyatt’s wonderful cock. She scooted closer to her sister’s face as Bethany extended her tongue, encircling the crown of his beautiful cock. She angled his cock up and the two girls licked the bottom side of his shaft. Bethany then gracefully slid her lips over the crest of his tip of his cock and glided down his shaft until Wyatt felt his cock touch against back of her mouth. She slowly began to bob his shaft and her mouth filled with saliva. She made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure rushing up Wyatt’s spine.

When she had given him head in the parking lot an hour earlier it felt great. The difference from before was that it was forced. Now, Bethany and Maila loved him, the only thought on their minds was to please Wyatt.

“Wow.” Maila said. “You look so hot sucking our brother’s cock.”

Bethany spat out his cock making a loud pop sound. “Thanks,” She replied. “I want to see how good you look.” Without hesitation Maila engulfed his cock and immediately started humming away in glee.

“You look beautiful with his long hard cock filling your mouth Maila.” Bethany said before lowering her head to his balls. She started sucking each one, letting them pop from her mouth before working the other.

Wyatt groaned out as Maila slid up the length of his cock and released it from her red lips. She lowered her head down to the base of his and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. As she descended back down on his she moaned joyfully. Wyatt ran his fingers through her gorgeous red hair as she moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her pace.

“MMMmmm, you’re both fantastic little cock suckers, aren’t you?” Wyatt said aloud as his hard length and balls filled his foster sister’s mouths.

“Mmhmm.” They murmured as they continued to service Wyatt, Maila swirling her tongue around the head as it oozed with pre-cum while bethany continued her pleasurable assault on his balls. Maila sunk her head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire ten-inch length, but the crown of his dick hit the back of her mouth when she had engulfed about half of him.

“Pump my dick with your hand. Show me how my foster sister does it.” Wyatt ordered

“MMhmm.” Maila murmured obediently began to fist her hand steadily back and forth on his dick with her lips tight around his head. Wyatt groaned as he felt his balls and cock flex in Bethany’s mouth with excitement. Maila was sucking his cock so nicely, it was beyond any blow job he had ever received in the last several days. Good thing he had just fucked three other women and came an excessive amount of times in the last two days. He could hold back for as long as he wanted to and enjoy his sister’s performance. Besides, he didn’t want to come before he sampled Maila’s and Bethany’s tight pussies. But first he was going to have some fun with their mouths.

“Can I suck his cock again?” Bethany asked. She joined her sister next to his cock and Maila angled his cock towards Bethany. Wyatt breathed heavily as Bethany took him back into her mouth, rising and falling on his hardness.

He reached out and gabbed a handful of hair in the back of her head and began to guide her head as she worked his thick penis. She moaned and took him deep in her mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. He pushed her head down even more on him as he thrusted his hips up and buried his dick deep into her throat. Wyatt groaned loudly as Bethany’s eyes shot open in surprise and coughed. She quickly resisted and moved her head back up his length.

“Awe, you can take it sis,” Maila smiled, removing her shirt, and revealing to Wyatt her sexy designer bra that held her amazing breasts. “Just relax your throat.”

Bethany didn’t want to disappoint him and she heeded her sister’s advice. She plunged her mouth down his cock and back into her hungry mouth, slowly descending her head on his length. She pushed her face tighter against Wyatt and as his cock reached her throat. Bethany breathed through her nose as her throat relaxed. She moved her hands around his hips and clasped his ass, pushing him further into her mouth and past the opening to her throat. Wyatt groaned as her throat constricted around his tip as she swallowed him all the way into her throat until her lips were tight around the base of his cock.

Maila and Wyatt couldn’t believe it. Bethany had taken his whole ten inches into her mouth. She rested there for a moment and knew she was about to cough before she had to draw back to keep from choking. Bethany took a breath and looked up at him and winked. Maila rubbed her sisters back as she repeated deep throating him, each time she was able to rest her lips at the base, making his cock completely disappear in the mouth. She licked the bottom side of his shaft and top of his balls before she couldn’t handle it anymore and raised her mouth back up to catch her breath.

Wyatt pulled them up to him and looked them over. He wanted nothing more than to bury his cock deep inside them. “Why don’t you both take your clothes off and we can find out how deep you both can take it.”

The twins obediently removed their garments in a sensual strip tease. Rocking their hips as they hooked their thumbs around the waists bands on their jeans and panties. They bent over in front of him letting them slide off their perfectly round asses and revealing their luscious sexy figures. Their slim waists and shaven pussies were calling to Wyatt, letting him know that they were ready for his taking. The twins helped each other out their bras, finally displaying perfect pert breasts with tiny pink nipples.

Wyatt led them over to the couch, sitting them down. He reached out to touch Maila’s knees and she twitched as his hand met her smooth skin. His other hand did the same on the opposite knee and slammed her knees apart on the couch. Maila’s hand went to her crotch and she split her pussy lips revealing to Wyatt her pink pearl insides glistening with moisture. Maila reached farther down and slid her index finger inside herself. Wyatt knelt down on the floor between her thighs and positioned his cock at the entrance of her tiny moist pussy. Bethany sat up on the couch next to her sister, running her hands along her sister’s thighs, holding them up for their foster brother.

“Oh, I can’t wait.” Maila whispered as she looked across at him. “My pussy aches for you Wyatt.”

The logical side of her was gone, she had completely forgot about any reservations of fucking her foster brother and wanted to get banged like the whore she secretly was. Wyatt nudged himself forward, positioning his stiff member, and pressing forward toward her pussy. When he got close, Wyatt rubbed his cock against her lips, teasing her.

“Please fuck me.” She begged.

He held his dick from the base swiping it up and down across her clit, poising the head of his cock between her legs. She moaned as the skin connected with her pussy lips, sending her hips shivering. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. She tried to press her hips forward on him so he would enter her but he kept sliding it away from her opening. Maila leaned forward, grabbing his hips, and raking her fingernails against his skin.

“NOW!” She demanded.

Wyatt nodded and pointed his rod at her lips and with one slow, powerful plunge, she buried his stiff cock deep in her tiny welcoming cunt. Her tight vagina began to accommodate his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by her brother’s huge cock. Her pussy gripped onto it as his hands moved from her thighs to her hips, and he pushed himself slowly into her, filling her up completely and impaling her with his long cock.

“OHHH GOD YESSS!” She moaned, her mouth dropping open and her head rocking back toward the ceiling.

Wyatt began to stoke powerfully away, sinking his cock all the way into her pussy. She lifted her body slightly off the couch and grinded her hips forward when he pressed in, rocking herself back and forth before he backed out. Wyatt began to thrust his hips upwards to meet hers, working with Maila. Her cunt clung to him each time his dick withdrew. Her tits bounced up and down as she sunk his cock in and out. Maila titled her face down and focused on her cunt being impaled by his rod as it slammed in and out of her.

“Oh yes, fuck her tight pussy with that big cock of yours.” Bethany cheered, caressing her sister as Wyatt throttled Maila.

Maila flung her head about as he continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her. Her hands went down to his to his chest to rest on his pecs as Wyatt reached up and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it as he pounded her aggressively with his dick. Her hot tight pussy was sending sensations over his body. Her pussy constricted around his dick as he started rampaging his rhythm, increasing his pace in and out, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt with each thrust. Wyatt looked up into her eyes, they were filled with lust. He felt her body tense up and her breath quicken, she was going to burst all over his cock.

He licked at it quickly as he locked his mouth around her opening and she thrusted her hips forward to assist him. as an orgasm began to climb within her.

“AHHHhh. I’m cumming, I’M CUMMING!!!” she screamed out, loud enough for her neighbors to hear. Maila choked back a short breath and grabbed his hips and grinded it into her she shuddered and bursted. A powerful flood of pleasure swept across her body and out her pussy, Wyatt continued to pound away as she spasmed over the length of his cock.

“MMMMmmm!” Maila cried out as her orgasm subsided.

“My turn?” Bethany asked. “I wanna ride you. Is that ok?”

“Sure.” Wyatt said plainly, sliding his cock out of Maila.

He softly pushed them aside and took a seat on the couch between the two of them. Bethany was quick to act, quickly pressing him down to the couch and swing a leg over his lap. She propped herself up on his shoulders and angled her hips into position. Bethany then reached down to his cock. She swiped his dick in upwards across her opening a few times before driving her hips down, filling her tight pussy with his hard cock. Bethany threw her head back and moaned, she hands grabbed at his skin urgently as he slid inside her, stretching her tight hole.

Eventually she relaxed and began to ride, working his hard prick in and out of her, her moans escalated in pitch. Wyatt moved his hands from her hips and placed them on the back of her ass cheeks. He cupped each one from the sides so they plumped up nicely as she repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as her hips stroked away on Wyatt’s thick cock.

Maila crawled down from the couch and spread Wyatt’s legs. As she leaned her head closer to his balls his massive organ filled her vision as it disappeared in and out of his sister’s cunt, her labia seeming to cling to it as she bounced up and down. Maila extended her tongue and licked at his balls, her juices had covered his sack and she wanted to give it a nice cleaning. As she lapped them up, they were replaced with new fluids as Bethany worked herself to orgasm.

Bethany’s tits bounced up and down and she lowered her head onto Wyatt’s shoulder. Moments later, she forced herself down on his him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, she tried with all her strength to choke back a moan of pleasure but ultimately failed.

“UGHHHHhh!” she screamed out as her pussy spasmed over the length of his cock, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm shivered throughout her body.

“OHHH! I’M CUMMING!” Bethany screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his cock as it stayed buried within her. Her pussy grabbed his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure.

“You just can’t help but cum on my cock, can’t you?” He asked.

“YES!” Bethany panted, his cock still deep in her pussy. “I don’t know what it is, but I can’t help it but cum… all over you dick.”

He waited for her tremoring to subside and slapped her ass briskly. Bethany rose up off his cock and scooted away. She looked back at him with a longing look as stood up off the couch. He pointed over to the breakfast bar and directed them to bend over next to each other. They did so without hesitation, looking over each other briefly before looking back over at their shoulders to Wyatt. They grinned wildly and rubbed their clits, inviting Wyatt to take them from behind.

Wyatt stepped in behind Maila. He leaned over grabbed her by the hips and slid his cock inside her. She moaned out as he entered lowering her head down to the bar.

“Oh yes! Fuck me.” She begged him as he began to work his cock in and out of her.

Wyatt started with fucking Maila slowly before he stepped up his rhythm and sustained it for several minutes. Maila threw her head back as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably as if she was finally receiving what she desired. Wyatt looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her from his vantage point. She threw her head backwards and grabbed at her scalp receiving a fist full of red hair. Bethany looked over at her sister with a jealous look smeared across her face. It was obvious she wanted the rigorous pounding from her sister was receiving. Wyatt noticed and slipped his wet cock out of Maila and shoving Bethany down to the bar.

“You want this Bethany?” Wyatt teased, tapping his cock against her pussy lips.

“Oh, fuck yes I do!” She moaned. “Give it to me hard. Fuck me like the dog I am! Make me bark!”

Wyatt was shocked by her nasty words. None of his other bimbos had begged him in such a way. It was time to really make her feel it. “Take this fucking dick you dirty slut!” Wyatt’s tone angry as he sunk his cock into her.

“OHH!” she grunted as slid deep into her pussy below. Lovingly accepting his cock. Bethany wanted him to cum for her and if there was anything she could do make that happen she would.

“YES BROTHER! WHATEVER YOU SAY, I’LL DO IT! I WANT TO BE YOUR WHORE! JUST FUCK ME! FUCK ME HARD! PUNISH MY PUSSY FOR ALL THE SHITTY THINGS I’VE DONE!” Maila screamed.

He pressed in with his hard cock, filling her up with his girth. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy with savage abandon as his balls slapped against her swollen clit. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his hard rod. He began to breathe rapidly as his pace in and out was fast as he could muster.

“OHHhhh fuck me. Faster. Cum for me.” she panted.

“You want for me to cum?” He asked

“OHH GOD YES!” Bethany cried. Maila leaned her head over onto her sister’s back. She held her mouth open as if she were awaiting the award of his syrupy cum.

Wyatt tried to hold off but Bethany’s pussy clutched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum soon. She moaned as she felt his cock beginning to flex and swell inside her.

“I’ll come for you both, but you have to tell me why you treated me like monsters when we were growing up.” He demanded.

“Ok, ok.” Bethany moaned. “We will tell you, just cum for us! PLEAAAAASE!”

Wyatt couldn’t hold back any longer, his balls began to convulse and his toes curled up. “Oh fuck I’m cumming.” He whispered as his eyes rolled back in his head.

Wyatt gripped her ass from below with both hands as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick and pulled out. He rested his cock right between Bethany’s ass cheeks with his tip pointing towards Maila’s mouth.

“HERE IT COMES!” She shouted as he sent a ribbon of hot thick cum splashing into Maila’s mouth. She hummed contently as the first round jetted into her throat perfectly.

“Ohhhh FUUUCCCK!” He groaned out as the cum erupted out of him and over Maila’s head, splattering on Bethany’s upper back. Wyatt’s balls spasmed as he pumped huge amount of his into Maila’s mouth and Bethany’s back. He fired blast after blast until finally, he had dispensed the full load of his balls.

“Fuck that was that hardest I’ve ever cum in my life!” He exclaimed. His cock still twitching intermittently between Bethany’s ass cheeks as he came down from his peak.

“That was amazing.” Bethany replied looking back at him. A considerable amount of his cum ran down her back, dripping to the floor below. Maila’s pretty red hair was a mess from pulling at her scalp, her brow was sweaty, and her face painted once again with his cum. Maila looked up at him, a strand of his cum hanging from her chin. She caught it with a finger and pressed it between her lips.

“You want to know why we did it?” Maila asked.

Wyatt nodded, somewhat dizzy in the aftermath of his orgasm. “Yes…” He replied. Finally, his sister big secret was going to be revealed.

“Mom made us…” Bethany interjected. “Encouraged us our whole lives.”

Wyatt snapped back to reality with the weight of their answer. The stranger’s smile flashed before his mind. This time it didn’t stay its plain devilish grin, instead it broke into laughter…


Bimbopedia (Book 6)
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Wyatt sped his newly acquired BMW down the road, pressing the throttle and going well over twenty miles above the speed limit. He had just found out from his twin foster sisters the reason why they had treated him so abusively his whole life. After using the website to turn the twins into complete raging bimbos and filling them completely with his massive new cock, they had told him that his foster mother had been the one that drove them to mistreat him his whole life. Once her heard their reveal, he saw and heard the laughter of the stranger in his mind.

A few days ago, Wyatt met a dark stranger in the park. This man possessed him into creating editable wiki website called Bimbopedia. Wyatt couldn’t remember much of the possession, it all seemed like a distant dream. When he had come to his senses, his roommates told him three days had passed. He quickly found out about his enormous cock while taking a shower. When he came out to his bedroom, the college hottie Charlotte was spread across his bed like a submissive bimbo slave. Wyatt would have never dreamed to have his school bully screaming his name, cumming in her mouth and taking her virginity.

It didn’t stop there, for next he transformed his horrible blonde boss and then his spiteful Asian math teacher in gorgeous bimbo goddesses, making them scream his name and beg for his cock. Wyatt had rewarded them with cumming in all three of their holes and letting them become a member of his new harem, quickly putting them all to work at a local strip club. When his sisters had attempted to blackmail him, Wyatt used Bimbopedia to turn his twin foster sisters; Bethany and Maila into raging sluts. After he painted their faces with his cum and fucked them silly, they told him the truth about his foster mother.

“Mom made us hate you” His foster sister had said. “Encouraged us our whole lives.”

The stranger’s smile then flashed before his mind. But this time it didn’t stay its plain devilish grin, instead it broke into laughter. The stranger had stayed with him through the last few days after the creation of Bimbopedia, speaking in Wyatt’s mind, guiding his actions as he saw fit. It seemed when Wyatt saw the stranger’s smile, it was as if he was following the stranger’s directions to some unknown higher purpose. Somehow that purpose involved him finding out about his mother’s dark and abusive past.

Wyatt pulled in the driveway to his mother’s home. He noticed his father wasn’t there, must be away on business trip like usual. This was perfect, Wyatt needed to confront his mother for encouraging everything evil that had happened in his life. Growing up with this foster family was horrible to say the least. Nothing was ever good enough for his mother, no matter how hard he ever tried. It wasn’t that they thought he could do better, it was more of a fact that they seemed to never care. He never got any presents on his birthdays nor on Christmas. When he asked why he was told to shut the fuck up and that he didn’t deserve such things. His foster sisters would mistreat him constantly. They would go out of their way to hurt him, pushing him off play sets and pulling him out of trees. The more damaging the fall or the more he cried, the more his sisters would laugh. While he had finally got his revenge on his sisters, his blinding rage now had turned to his foster mother.

Wyatt killed the motor and had exited the vehicle when he heard the voice of the stranger in his mind.

“Forgetting something?” The cold tone said, his laptop bag shifting telekinetically across the seat inside the car. If it were any of his other bimbos he would have taken the computer and powers of the site with him, but this time was different.

“Don’t need it devil!” He spoke back in his mind. It was the first time he had ever spoke back to the stranger. “I’m not here to fuck my mom. I’m here to yell at her! Tell her how pissed off I am. Make her admit what she has done. I need answers…”

The voice laughed cutting Wyatt’s thoughts short. “You may get farther in the conversation if you use the site, Wyatt.” The lap top bag raised up of the seat and supernaturally pressed against the inside glass of the car window.

“No!” He screamed in his mind. “Not using it.”

“Hmmph.” The voice echoed in contempt. “Suit yourself…”

Wyatt watched as the laptop case zipper opened by itself and the computer floated out. It flipped open as if done by invisible hands and began to power on.

“What are you doing?!” Wyatt tried to open the car door. Locked. He shook the handle several times as the windows loading screen flickered on. He grabbed his keys and hit the key fob to unlock the doors but there was no response.

“What do you think I’m doing?” The stranger replied, the lap top flickered on. Wyatt went to insert the key into the lock since the fobs electronics didn’t work.

“Won’t be needing those.” The stranger’s distorted demonic voice spoke coldly in his mind as his car key were ripped from his hand and flew up on the roof of the house.

“The fuck!” Wyatt shouted out loud. He went into his pockets and fished out his phone. If the stranger was going to use the website to bimbofy his foster mom he’d have to delete the edits before he submitted them.

“Or that.” The stranger’s voice crackled through his mind. The phone in his hand went flying up in the air, joining his keys on the roof.

“Better hurry Wyatt. Your mother is waiting…”

He watched as the laptop flickered on. The stranger was most likely going to turn his mom into something Wyatt didn’t want. If he turned her into a bimbo she would come find him at his house like Charlotte had and force herself on him. He quickly made up his mind that he had to do something about it and ran up the path to the front door. Maybe if he got to his mom before the stranger, he could get his answers before she started craving his cock. He went for the handle and tried to push it open but it too was locked.

“Give me back my keys!” He thought to the stranger.

The stranger didn’t respond, instead he just saw the strangers frightening smile flash in his brain. Strangely, his mind began to tingle and he felt his blood pressure rise. His heart began beating rapidly as his thoughts began to rearrange in his mind.

“Just click it and stick it…”

As the words sounded in his brain, Wyatt’s rage toward his mother slipped away. The stinging pain from knowing the truth escaped his thoughts until it was no more. Wyatt had never felt such a sensation in his life, he was shocked that he was forgetting everything horrible about his mother but began to remember everything fantastic about her. And then it was nothing at all. Wyatt looked down at himself and questioned why he was even here. His heart rate calmed and he just stood there in confusion not knowing why he was even standing in front of his parents’ house. The strangers smile, was no more.

Wyatt heard the deadbolt click and the front door open so he looked up. Standing in the doorway was the most beautiful sight he had ever seen. An absolutely stunning woman stood before him. She was tiny and slim, about 5’8” with an hourglass shape the was wide in the ass and breasts. She wore a tight mini skirt that showed off her smooth sweeping legs, curvy round ass and a crop top that carried a huge, mouthwatering rack. Her glossy straight blonde hair bordered her pretty face and cascaded in front of her shoulders. She had minimal makeup on, shiny lip gloss, some blended eyeliner and mascara. She smiled at him through doorway, her luscious lips were perfectly heart shaped, made to be wrapped around his cock. It was the woman of all his fantasies, and his dick started thumping wildly in his pants at just the sight of her. He wanted nothing more than to pin her to the wall and bury his cock deep inside her.

“Hey son.” The woman said.

Wyatt shook his head in amazement, suddenly realizing for the first time that he had the biggest crush on his mom. Even though it seemed new, it felt familiar as if it had always been there in the depths of his mind. He didn’t realize how his mom had become so hot. Somehow a twisted fantasy of banging the shit out of his mom had been brought out of nowhere and to the forefront, it was the only thing he could think about.

“Hey mom…” Wyatt replied.

She crossed her legs in front of her seductively, keeping her thighs close together as one leg rounded in front of the other. Her eyes looked upon wide in excitement as if she had been waiting for him for years. “Come in Wyatt. I was just thinking about you.”

She stepped back into the doorway and Wyatt went inside. As he passed, he couldn’t help but reply to her with words that even surprised himself.

“You look fucking hot today mom.” He said, meaning every word while genuinely smiling.

“Thank you, son,” She replied, a familiar fire of desire filled her eyes. “I must say you look amazing yourself. Look at your body Wyatt. You’re pure candy.”

With all his mental strength Wyatt peeled his eyes away from his mother’s new model body and looked down at his legs. They had changed from no tan white legs to long and toned to the liking of an athlete. He raised his field of vision to his stomach and hiked it up his shirt to reveal a set of solid rock-hard abs. His skin was not the creamy white, but now a full tan. He lifted his shirt even more to see his flat upper chest had been replaced tight sturdy pecs. His jaw dropped open in surprise and he looked back over at his mother who was licking her lips in lust as she stared at him.

Wyatt wanted to cram his cock between her lips, they were perfect cushions for sucking his cock. His eyes wandered down to her breasts and he imagined his cock sliding between them, back and forth as she wrapped her hands around them pressing him against his wide girth. Wyatt’s eyes continued to drift farther down to the mystery of what lied underneath her mini skirt. He wanted to yank it off in one clean pull and bury his mouth in her amazing pussy and make her cum and squirt all over his face.

Just then the thought hit him - the stranger had used Bimbopedia on him and his mother. He saw the strangers smile appear in his mind, laughing once again. But as it faded away, any logic Wyatt had immediately left his mind along with it. He didn’t hate her anymore. In fact, he never hated her. He wanted her. Wyatt wanted to fill her up and ravish her so completely that it consumed him in thoughtless, primal, lust. And by the way she was looking back at him as she sucked on the tip of her finger, she was thinking the same.

Wyatt shut the front door behind him and rushed up close to his mom. He reached for her hips and she instinctively hopped towards him. As he caught her, Wyatt held her up and she wrapped her legs around his waist. Wyatt leaned her back against the wall as he began kissing wildly at her neck. Her hands smoothed along his back as he continued lick and nibble up to her ear.

“I’ve been wanting this my whole life.” She moaned, her breath hot on his ear.

“Me too.” Wyatt replied as his tongue slid along the curve of her neck to her collarbone.

His hand went down to her skirt and quickly slid down the zipper. She straightened her legs toward the floor and with a quick tug, Wyatt pulled it off. She immediately wrapped her legs back around him, grinding her silky g-string into the front of his pants. He continued to kiss and bite her neck as his hands cupped her ass. Her cheeks rested perfectly in his palms as his fingers grasped at them, imprinting themselves into her flesh.

“My pussy is so wet for you.” She groaned. “I haven’t felt this way in years. Your dad has never made me feel this way. I want you so bad.”

“Don’t worry.” Wyatt replied, not thinking much of her words. “You’re going to get what you want.” He removed his mouth from her neck and slid down in front of her, using his strong hands to hold her in place against the walls. Wyatt wanted nothing more than to explore her pussy. To smell it. To taste it. The thought of enclosing his lips around her clit sent a ripple down his back in anticipation.

When his face was in front of her hips she threw her legs over his shoulders. Wyatt leaned in between her legs and pulled her g-string aside. He moved his face closer to her awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. Her musky fragrance intoxicated him as he slowly licked the top at first with the tip of his tongue. His mom started shivering as his tongue finally touched her wet pussy. Wyatt traced the outline of her plump lips, starting just below where her clit peered out from its hood and he slowly flicked his tongue against it. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Wyatt repeated this again and again until she was writhing and moaning with pleasure.

Wyatt continued lapping at her pussy. He was amazed with how wet she was getting; her juices were flowing out of her unlike anything he’d seen from his other bimbos. He ran a finger along the underside of her ass and back up her pussy lips. He stopped just below the clit and traced it with his finger. Wyatt then leaned in and closed his lips around her clit. He licked at it quickly as she thrusted her hips forward.

“OHHH Yes!” She screamed her body shaking. Wyatt felt her hips buck as an orgasm began to climb within her. He rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax continuing to work his tongue over her velvet pussy lips.

“I’M CUMMING!” She screamed as she grabbed his head and pulled it into as her she exploded in orgasm. Wyatt felt the powerful waves sweep across her body and out her pussy. Savoring the moment as he sucked her clit into his mouth.

“Uh uh uh OHHHHHHHHH!” She moaned. “I can’t believe I came so fast.”

Wyatt lifted his head from her pussy. “Me either.” He responded and then returned to tonguing her clit in the aftermath of her climax.

“I can’t resist your cock.” She panted. “From what I felt when I was grinding into your pants, it seemed huge. I must see it!

She lifted her legs off his shoulders as Wyatt released his mouth from her clit and stood up. She kneeled and scooted closer on her knees. She reached out and undid Wyatt’s belt, then proceeded to unbutton the fly and pull down the zipper.

“I can’t wait to see….” She said but she was cut short when his twelve-inch cock sprang forward fully erect and slapped her in the face. Wyatt noticed that his dick had grown even bigger from before. The recent bimbofication must have added another three inches to his already massive cock.

“WYATT!” She gasped, wrapping her hand around it and leaning it against the side of her face. “How did you get so fucking huge!?”

“I get it from my father I guess.” Wyatt said, not knowing where the words came from. While his dick had grown because of Bimbopedia, blaming it on genes seemed like a better reason.

“Can I put it in my mouth?” She asked.

“Of course.”

She stroked it for a few seconds looking at it in awe. It was the biggest cock she had ever seen. She moved her head closer and extended her tongue, encircling the crown. She licked the underside of his cock down to his balls and up to his tip before closing her mouth over the head. She lifted her eyes to look up at his face as she tilted his dick at an angle towards her. Wyatt watched as his foster mom began bobbing her head, sucking him hungrily, her lips stretching around him. Her hand began to stroke the shaft below her mouth as she twisted her head around his tip. Her lips glided down his shaft until Wyatt felt his cock touch the back of her mouth.

Her mouth filled with saliva, making quiet slurping sounds and she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from Wyatt’s cock and down his spine. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster. She continued to nurse Wyatt’s cock at a steady pace and moaned softly. As he watched her, Wyatt noticed the front of her panties were sopping wet. Her hips were beginning to shake again, telling Wyatt that she was going to cum just from sucking his cock.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caress them with her fingers. She was humming constantly while his hard cock filled her mouth. She continued to service him, swirling her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his oozing pre-cum. Wyatt watched as his mom plunged her head deep onto his cock. His tip pressed up against her throat and kept sliding down even further. Tears began to form in her eyes as her hands cupped his ass cheeks, thrusting his hips into her face. Wyatt’s cock began to swell in her throat and she began to buck at the same time as him, their thighs and hips beginning to tremble.

“CUMMING!” He shouted. “I’m busting in your mouth mom!”

She moved her head off his cock and stroked him furiously as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up. His mom’s amazing blue eyes shot open wide as he sent a massive hot jet of cum into her open mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she continued to stroke her hand back and forth. Her hips and body quaked as her second orgasm ran through her, leaving the front of her panties soaked. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her pretty mouth, filling it full until some of it overflowed and escaped from the side of her lips.

Finally, they both came down from their peak and her hand went to her lips. She used her index finger to find a dribble of cum on her lips and pressed it against her tongue to join the rest of his load. Then she slowly raised her head as she slowly swallowed, smiling brightly as his cum slid down her throat.

“You taste so good Wyatt.” She said looking up at him.

“You suck cock like a pro mom.” He replied. “I’m still hard and need more.”

She looked back down at his cock, making sure that what he was saying was true. “Oh my god! You are still hard!”

She leaned back in and slid his cock between her breasts. She used the leverage from her kneeling position to work him up and down as she pushed her lumps inwards. The head of his wet cock poked out from her impressive cleavage as she lowered her tits on him. She kept squeezing them around him with her hands, moving them up and down, caressing his cock with her soft mounds.

Something about her titty fucking his cock rushed through him. The sight of her amazing tits as she brainlessly worked them around his length fired something off in his mind and down to his balls.

“Cumming again!” Wyatt groaned. They churned briefly before his cock erupted, sending hot cum flying in front of her face about a foot straight up in the air. When it landed, it splashed between her eyebrows. The second shot fired up and arced down into her hair. His cock began dripping and she was quick to close her lips around the tip and suck him clean.

“Mmmm.” She muttered. “I haven’t seen a man cum so much in so little time! And you’re still hard!”

Wyatt felt it too. His stamina was unlike anything he had before. He had just cum twice but there was no feeling of being spent. His mind and cock kept craving for his mom as if he had an endless supply of energy and cum just for her.

“You have to fuck me with this huge cock Wyatt!” She begged.

“TABLE!” He ordered. “Lay back on top of it.”

She released her grip on her tits and complied with his order, laying down on the dining room table. She looked up at him, licking her lips as stepped towards her, holding his cock from the base. He ran it along her smooth legs before rubbing it across her pussy lips. She moaned loudly as he tapped against her swollen clit. Wyatt paused there, poising it at her entrance.

“MMMmmm. Stick your big cock in me!” She gasped.

Wyatt pressed in past her pussy lips and he slowly buried his stiff cock deep in her tiny welcoming cunt. Her tight pussy stretched to accommodate his thick shaft, her face when from one of desire to one of pain as he began to slowly fill her. Her opening was stretching beyond anything she had ever felt. Her hands clenched at the table, her face grimaced in pain as she hurled her head back.

“I’m half way in!” He said. “You’re so tight!”

“Keep going, put it in all the way.” She panted. “Don’t stop!”

Wyatt took the hands off his dick and squeezed his hands around her slender waist. He used his new leverage to pull her into him, sinking his cock further inside his mom’s tight cunt. Her molten folds wrapped around him tightly as his length inched in until he was finally balls deep. When Wyatt couldn’t press in any more, her pussy began to quake around his cock.

“I’M CUMMING! OHHH GOD! I’M CUMMING!” She screamed and thrashed her head. Her ass and pussy shivered around his cock as it was buried it all the way inside her. Her third orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. She panted and moaned until she came down from her peak. He waited for her tremoring to subside, before sliding back out. When his tip was the only piece of his cock inside her, he thrusted his massive cock back in.

“OH FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG COCK WYATT!” She screamed.

Wyatt slowly picked up his rhythm, working his fat cock back and forth within her. Each thrust ended with him being fully balls deep. He looked down as he repeatedly sunk it into her, his cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her cunt between her spread legs.

Wyatt began to fuck her with savage abandon, sinking his cock all the way into her cunt with each thrust. She was grinding her hips against him, fucking herself on his cock as he clenched her hard on her sides, adding more force to his thrusts. He pistoned in and out of her for several minutes before he decided to turn her over onto her front.

“OH FUCK YES! FUCK ME FROM BEHIND!” She shouted.

Wyatt loomed behind her, tapping his cock upwards against his clit briefly before sinking his cock back into the swollen pussy.

“AHH! Ohh.” She panted, erupting into another orgasm. “CUMMINNNNNNNG AGAINNN!”

He kept fucking her with his hard cock as she came, filling her with his girth while her body shook. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped her clit.

“I NEED THIS BIG COCK! I DESERVE THIS! FUCCCCK! THIS! PUSSSSSSSSSY!” She yelled.

He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his rod. He grunted loudly as he fucked her. The familiar stirring of his churning balls began to rise with in him. His mom’s pussy clenched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum soon. She turned to give him a view of her face. She eyes were filled with frenzy from the savage fucking she was receiving.

Out of the corner of Wyatt’s he saw something that wrenched his eyes away from the hot mess in front of him. On just the other side of the window he saw his lap top floating in midair. It seemed to bounce as the stranger’s invisible hands held it open for him to see. From the distance, he couldn’t tell what was being changed, but he could see that it was his mother’s Bimbopedia profile that was being edited. If Wyatt were in his right mind he would have cared, but he couldn’t resist fucking his mother’s brains out and his eyes returned to her as she writhed on the table in front of him. She shivered uncontrollably beneath him, her tits were pressed against the table with her mouth wide open. Her trembling knees were pressed together as her calves and feet angled out. On the floor below that was a puddle of her cum and juices that were flowing out from her gushing pushy.

“Wyatt!” His mom panted. “I’m going to tell you something, but you have to promise… to keep… fucking me.”

“You can tell me anything you want as long as I can keep burying my cock in your tight pussy!” He replied, still stroking away powerfully with his cock.

“When me…Oh!.. and your dad met…” She panted. “A dark man… with long black hair… Ughh! OH!… Dominated my mind and made me his bimbo!”

Wyatt groaned as he continued to throttle her. He knew who she was talking about but he could resist the urge to fuck her. His orgasm was ramping up and by the way she was squirming she was about to burst as well. The situation began to feel wrong in his mind but his deep primal desires to spill his load was paramount.

He reached out and grabbed a fist full of her hair and yanked hard. “What about him?!” he yelled, his hips still pumping his cock furiously.

“UGHH! He used me… and we cucked your step dad! OWW!” She groaned as Wyatt shoved his cock deep into her, pressing into her cervix. “OH! OHHH UGHHH! His cock… was just as big…OH!.. and as amazing as yours. He fucked my brains out…just like you’re doing now…He got me pregnant.”

His balls clenched up and his cock swelled inside his mother. A massive rush unlike no other he ever had rocked his body as he began to gush cum from his cock. The first shot blasted out his dick splattering into her womb.

“I’M YOUR REAL MOTHER!” She screamed as his cock spurted hot, thick, jets of cum into her. His seed filled every fold and crevice in her pussy, sending her body shaking into a mind-blowing orgasm. The reveal sunk into Wyatt but he couldn’t stop railing into her. The demonic powers of Bimbopedia had taken over his will. He wanted nothing other than to be his mom’s complete bimbo.

As the pair came down from their peaks, Wyatt collapsed onto his mother’s back. Their breaths were ragged, their bodies exhausted. Their smiles from the massive orgasms they just had shined brightly. But as Wyatt looked up to the window with the floating laptop, he saw the computer drop out of sight. Wyatt felt pain in his brain at the same moment the computer hit the ground outside. His head shook wildly as he saw the laughing face of the stranger in his thoughts. The laughter seemed to come in from all around him and he started to have his previous thoughts back. He stepped back from his mother, his massive cock slipping out of her cunt and leaving a stretched opening oozing with his cum. Her pussy was completely soaked, dipping fluids down her legs and to a puddle on the floor.

Wyatt’s head began to fill with rage as he came to his senses. He started to forget all the wonderful things about her and remember all things horrible. Wyatt’s face went red, contorting in anger and flush with embarrassment. His blood boiled knowing that the only reason his mother had treated him so badly his entire life was because the stranger was his father. His fury was blinding and he was going to snap and go crazy any moment. Wyatt back peddled away from his mom in horror and quickly grabbed his pants.

His mother didn’t seem to snap out of her hypnosis, she just looked back at him with an unprecedented satisfaction. “Where you going?” His mom said innocently. She then noticed his face and his rage. “Why are you so upset?”

“I…I… Have to go.” He stammered. He wanted to shout, but he took a deep breath in attempt to settle himself. Yelling at his mom while she was in her current state was not going to do him any favors.

“Why are you leaving?” She said.

“To find the stranger…” He snarled, pulling his pants up. “I know where to find him.”

“But he’s a demon!” She said.

“No, he’s the devil.” He said. “And he’s my father. You have a lot to explain mother, as do I. I’ll be back, but I must go. I really have to do this.”

Wyatt quickly left the room with his mother still standing in their mess of fluids and went to the garage. She watched him leave, her face smeared with cum and confusion. “Don’t leave me Wyatt!-”

He shut the door behind him. He wasn’t listening to his mother as the apologies of how she treated him his whole childhood sounded through the door. While it was nice to hear a sincere apology from her, Wyatt had only one purpose right now and nothing was going to talk him out of it.

He grabbed a ladder and propped it up against the side of the house and grabbed his phone and keys. He left the ladder resting there and hopped into his BMW. He drove furiously back to his house, but instead of going inside his home he walked down the path to the park that where had met the stranger for the first time.

When he made his way down a set of concrete stairs, he looked over into the grassy area where the shady bench was supposed to be. If the stranger was going to be anywhere it was going to be there. However, he was in for a surprise - instead of the newly landscaped grassy field, it was just an undeveloped lot of dirt, tall weeds and overgrown bramble bushes. Wyatt stopped suddenly in his tracks, a sudden rush of defeat washed over him.

Wyatt remembered when he had met the stranger he had asked him: “You seem like you want to hit someone, but haven’t hurt anyone your entire life… I’ve corrupted many people and I couldn’t get Wyatt here to hit anyone! Why haven’t you?”

Wyatt remembered back to the time before he met the stranger. He did have a hard life; constantly bullied by his family and peers, ridiculed, but most of all he was lonely. Even though the circumstances were burdensome, Wyatt struggled on through it all. When he had spoken to the stranger he smiled because this endearing force of will empowered him in that moment and he even questioned the devil’s existence.

But that was when the devil pointed out: “The greatest achievement of the devil was convincing the world he wasn’t real.”

But he was real, in fact the devil was actually his father. His father had possessed him, given him a website the ability to transform women into raging bimbos. Through this website, Wyatt transformed to normal virgin nerd to master of a harem. His father had finally found a way to corrupt him, but he didn’t really leave Wyatt much choice in the matter. The last few days his father had guided him through his revenge fuckings on the women who had mistreated him. It was as if the devil was preparing him for something. And Wyatt had to know that that something was. But at the same time, it all didn’t make sense. The reason for his existence was because of the stranger. Why would his father go through all that just to mind control him and his mother to tell his family’s darkest secret?

“Son.” He heard a voice behind him.

Wyatt spun about to face the voice. It was him. The stranger. He stood there on top of the steps in his long black leather trench coat and sunglasses. His hair was shiny, black, long and straight. His skin was pale, matching his calm cold demeanor. His father looked down at Wyatt and smiled, a smile that gave him multiple shivers throughout the last few days.

“Why?” Wyatt asked, his tone full of contempt and hate.

“To see if you can handle the power that is your lineage.” He said flatly, coming slowly down the steps. “And you can. Most men would have fucked the whole city by now.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me?” Wyatt demanded. “You could’ve saved me the time and torment.”

“Sheesh. You’ve wouldn’t have believed me.” He answered calmly. “I have many tricks and I could have just hypnotized you into knowing the truth, but what would have been the fun in that?”

“Fun!?” Wyatt snarled. “You made me fuck my-”

“Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it. I saw all that cum flying everywhere.” He said.

He was right, Wyatt thought. Even with how sickening it was and he’d never admit it outright, there was a primal part of him that enjoyed fucking her. But it was still wrong on several different levels.

“That’s not why I went there…” Wyatt said.

“She would have never told you without the powers of the website Wyatt.” The stranger continued. “Besides, you would never have been able to have closure on your upsetting past without a little push. Without meeting me, you would still be a depressed loner mess - jacking off in your bedroom to some fantasy about the campus hottie. Now look at you! Not only did you fuck the hottie, but also your boss, teacher, and twin sisters. They apologized while they took your cock in their mouths and now you know the truth. You faced that truth and turned the tables on them. Instead of being the slave, you are now the master.”

Wyatt knew he was right. He couldn’t go back nor would he give up the last few days. His father’s words seemed to magically soothe his rage. His will to resist this man seemed to be taken away just from being near him. Everything just seemed so logical. While he could sit here and dwell on the past and beat himself up over it, he decided to just move forward. But Wyatt still had some questions.

“Am… I the devil?” He asked.

“No.” He replied plainly. “But you are a devil. Devils are a whole species, there are many varieties and races of them. You and I are Incubi…”

Wyatt was well read and knew what his father was speaking of. An incubus was the male version of the succubus. They had the ability to lure the opposite sex into bed, making them succumb to their primal desires, but usually such encounters resulted in death.

“Bimbopedia is just a conduit to your incubus powers.” His father continued. “You may think that it was I that possessed you into writing all that code. That was you Wyatt. I just brought your powers to the fore front and gave you an interface in which to use them. You see, I was like you back in the 70’s Wyatt. Our stories are the same. I was given the ability to access my powers by a supernatural encounter with my father. After that, I went on a rampage, fucking all the women that deserved wrath. I bimbofied your mother, and that’s how you came to be. I was just coming back for once you came of age.”

“So, if I’m an incubus. Why didn’t my harem die? Why didn’t you take me back to where you came from when I was born?” Wyatt asked.

“Only the eldest incubi can cause death.” His father responded. “You and I are just babies in the grand scheme. Our journey has just begun, and there are many worlds to explore, and many, many bimbos to fuck.”

“That’s exciting and all.” Wyatt said. “But why did you leave me here?”

“Trust me you were better off here on earth then in the underworld.” His father snarled. “You would have been dead the moment I took you back.”

“But I fucking suffered!” Wyatt yelled.

“Yes, you did.” His father said. “But now you are a better because of it. Now let me ask you this then. I’m giving you a choice son, either go back to your ignorance and live as a mortal or come with me and live as incubus and keep your powers?”

Wyatt thought long and hard. He had gotten so used to being able make any woman his bimbo, there was no way he could go back to a normal life. “Where do we go from here?” Wyatt asked.

“You could stay here with these mortals.” His father said. “But trust me you will grow tired of their shit. I’d suggest you come with me back to the underworld and learn more about your true identity.”

Wyatt instantly made his decision. His devil blood coursed through his veins, intriguing him. He wanted to see these other worlds, and sink his massive cock into other bimbos. He wanted to learn more about his powers and see what being an incubus was all about. He would come back to his harem someday, check to see if he had an heir.

“Let’s go.” Wyatt said.

“Wise choice my son. Wise choice.”


BIMBOS: The Beginning
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Carlos looked through everything he was bringing to the river to make sure he had everything. Tent, sleeping bag, chair, cooler, drinks, food, camping stove, fishing pole, tackle box, and various supplies… The next day there was going to be a complete solar eclipse, and Carlos had the perfect spot to camp out to relax and watch it. He knew of a secluded spot along the river up in the hills that was easy to get but no one knew about. He had stumbled upon it dirt biking several years ago and it had great open spot to view the sky.

A good site, plenty of supplies, everything he needed to camp out at his favorite spot, just not any company to share the occasion with. Carlos had been single for well over a year with hardly any dates. While he wouldn’t mind having a tumble with some of the ladies he worked with, a lot of them were taken or just weren’t his type when it came to a serious relationship. As far as his friends, they were all busy for the weekend and his family had since moved from the area.

It was just going to be him and the open road he thought as he started the engine to his truck. He was ok with going camping alone. While it would’ve been nice to have someone to share the eclipse with, it wasn’t a deal breaker by any means. Before leaving town, he went to a local store and picked up some ice and beer. And with that he blared some music on the truck stereo and set out down the highway for his hour trip into the hills.

The drive was uneventful and Carlos arrived at the spot around one. When he pulled up through the thick pine trees to the campsite, he was shocked and a little frustrated to find that it was already taken by some other campers. Two girls and guy, all in their early to mid-twenties. They were already pitching their tent and unloading their vehicle and since it wasn’t a normal paid camping spot Carlos couldn’t ask them to leave. Apparently, the site wasn’t much of a secret anymore. Early bird gets the worm, he thought. Besides there was another spot nearby where he could camp, it just wasn’t as awesome.

Carlos gave them a quick and friendly waved and back his truck out of their space. He drove about a minute up the dirt road to another clearing that had decent fire pit and flat spot for his tent. He parked and began to made camp. When he was done it was around three and had plenty of daylight left so he threw on some shorts, loaded his tackle box with a few ice-cold beers, grabbed his fishing pole and ventured down to the river.

The river was beautiful as always, short bursts of rapids with long swimming holes surrounded by long sandbars. He took a spot on a flat shady rock, cracked a beer, baited a hook and cast a line into the rapids. Carlos relaxed there for an hour so, he didn’t catch anything but he wasn’t really here for the sport. Catch a fish or catch a buzz, but hopefully both.

He more enjoyed being away busy city life. No speeding cars every ten seconds, no sirens, alarms and blaring top forty music. Just him, his beer, the hot summer sun, and the river. Carlos sat in silence for some time and let his line drift in the water. He sat and listened to the wind blow through the trees, it was a sound he had forgotten about the seemed to soothe him. The only thing missing was a sexy girlfriend in her bikini. Or better yet nothing at all.

A moment later he heard rustling coming from the bushes and trees. It was obvious that it was the campers that had taken his site. Wildlife would have been much more graceful and would not create such a disturbance unless they were running in fear. He looked over to see the three campers come out from the tree line and next to the river. They began swimming in the same pool Carlos was fishing in so reeled in his line out of respect to not hook any of them. He just wished they would’ve found a different spot to go swimming. As the line recoiled the guy of the group noticed him and gave him a wave.

“Catch anything?” The man asked. He was tall guy with an athletic build. He sported a wedding ring which matched the cuter of the two woman he had arrived with.

“Nope.” Carlos replied, waving back. “No luck today.”

“Tried the water yet?” His wife asked dropping her pants to reveal the bottom half of her bikini. She a cute lady, dirty blonde hair, decent rack, a little thick but still proportioned.

“Nah,” He replied, his tone pleasant. “Just enjoying a cold one.” Carlos pointed at his drink.

“Got a spare?” The other girl asked. She was a brunette and was not much to look at. She had short hair and some chunk to her. Her tits were small, probably an A cup. She had blemished skin and her nose was slightly disproportionate to the rest of her face.

“Sure.” Carlos replied. He reached over into his tackle box and under handed it to her. She surprisingly caught it.

“Thanks.” She smiled, immediately cracking it open. If there was a pretty thing about her it was definitely her eyes and smile. “You camping over the weekend for tomorrow’s eclipse?”

“Yep.” He replied. “It’s a nice spot for it. Don’t like stellar events in the city.”

“Yea that’s why I showed my brother and his wife this place.” She pointed at the sky, keeping the conversation going. “How do know about this place? Not many people come out here.”

“I used to live in the area. Came across it dirt biking in my teens. How bout you?”

“Horseback riding. Found it a few years back.”

“Right on.” Carlos replied.

The conversation pretty much died there as the trio spread out towels. Carlos felt awkward that the three of them had come into his spot. But fair play though, he didn’t have any particular right to it since it was national forest land. Carlos watched from his perch on the rock as the married couple swam and enjoyed themselves. The brunette just sat on her beach towel sipping her beer, reluctant to strip to her swim suit. Carlos decided not to watch and let them have their fun and laid back and tilted his cap down over his face. He tried to wait it out for them to leave, hopefully get his fishing spot back but they continued to splash around and ruin his serenity.

The brunette finally got the nerve to strip down to her one piece. Carlos couldn’t help to glance even though she was not much of a looker. He always did no matter the woman, instantly deciding if he would stick it in or not. For her, the answer was definitely a no. Unless there was copious amount of alcohol involved then maybe.

She waded into the water and when she was chest deep she turned to Carlos and gave him a wave. “Waters great, you should come in for a swim.”

“I’m good. Thanks though.” He replied. Carlos really didn’t really didn’t want to swim he’d rather just relax and fish. And if he did want to go swimming, it would definitely not with her. “Actually, I’m going to check out this other fishing spot up river.” Carlos stood up from his perch and grabbed his things.

“Okay. Thanks for the beer.” She said, dunking her head in the water. When she came back up she brushed the wet hair back on her scalp. “If you need anything you know where our camp site is. Name’s Jenn, this is my brother Sam, and his wife Rebecca.” The married couple gave Carlos a quick wave.

“Thanks. Name’s Carlos, nice to meet you all.” Carlos said, not letting the frustration from their inconsideration sound in his voice. He gave the trio a wave set off up river, following the bank instead of going up the hill to the trail. He walked for about five minutes and found another fishing hole. There he stayed for the remainder of the day in the shade of a tree that fanned out over the river. After catching a few fish, he noticed the sun was about to set and made his way back to his camp spot. With the moon high in the sky, he made a campfire, played some classic rock, cooked up a steak, and enjoyed a beer.

As he appreciated his fire he noticed the other campers had lit one as well. They were also enjoying some tunes, some intense electronic music with lots of bass. Every now and then he would hear them laughing. At least they were having a good time. Carlos had the intuition that he should go join them, bring a six pack over for contribution, but decided against it. Besides for the same taste in campsites he didn’t really have much in common. One beer turned into three and when the fire started to burn low, he spread the coals, killed the music, and retired in his tent. He laid in bed for about an hour listening to their house and dubstep music, but then heard voices from not so far away. Not so long after he heard two sets of footsteps.

“Why did we have to go so far away?” A man asked, obviously Sam’s voice.

“Ssssh.” A hush woman’s voice responded. “I don’t want Jenn to hear us.”

“My sister won’t care if we bone in the tent,” His voice turned down a little. “We’re adults.”

“I don’t want to fuck in the tent.” Rebecca said, her voice a little slurred. The pair had obviously been drinking a little too much. “I want to do it in the open woods because I’ve never done it in the woods before. Besides this molly is getting to me.”

‘They were rolling?’ Carlos thought. That would explain the choice of music and their adventurous escapade.

“I’m feeling it too.” Sam said quietly. “Trust me hun I’m game for it, we just don’t have to be hush hush. Besides isn’t this the direction of that other camper?”

“You’re fucking high Sam. He’s the other way.”

“I could’ve swore he…”

“Oh, shut up.” Rebecca cut him off. Carlos then heard the sound of lips slowly smacking together. The couple must have been incredibly inebriated to not see his tent and truck. They were literally only twenty yards away.

Not long after Carlos began to hear soft slurping sounds and Sam groaning.

“Gosh I love it when you suck my cock.” He whispered.

Carlos couldn’t help but get a rise out of hearing Rebecca give her husband a blowjob. Even though he was unwilling listening to it, his own cock sprung to life. His hand went down to boxers and he slipped his dick through the opening. He began to slowly stroke himself as the scene continued nearby. He fantasized that Jenn was a knock stunner with a beautiful model body. When she asked for him to take a swim he had taken her up on the offer. A moment later they were fucking on the beach next to the river.

“Take me from behind against this tree.” Jenn ordered Sam. A moment later Carlos was hearing skip slapping against skin. Slowly at first, but then ramping up in speed at Sam pistoned his wife’s pussy.

“Oh oh ughh. Oh fuck my pussy Sam.” Jenn moaned out, not controlling her volume. Her husband didn’t respond and the smacking carried on. “Oh my god, I’m cumming Sam!”

“Me too.” Her husband whispered. Suddenly the skin slapping came to a halt, and they both groaned out.

‘Me three.” Carlos thought as his cock erupted, spewing his load all over his chest. He felt wrong jacking off to the ordeal, but quickly brushed the thought away. They were the ones fucking in his camp site. He had every right to rub one out in his personal tent. Didn’t matter what caused his erection to begin with.

“That was amazing.” Jenn said quietly. “I can’t believe how much you came. Let’s get back to camp before Jenn comes calling for us.”

The couple left and Carlos was finally free to make noise again. He cleaned himself off and then laid back down. The music from their campsite was still blaring in the distance. He hoped that they would just party all night and sleep through the day. At least that way he would be disturbed during the eclipse. His thoughts of the next faded away eventually and soon enough Carlos was so tired that sleep finally took hold.

It was quiet when he finally rose the next day, just the sound of the wind through the forest and several birds. He got dressed and fired up the camping stove. He cooked up some bacon and boiled water for some instant coffee. He enjoyed his breakfast and then decided to go down to the river to enjoy the eclipse as it slowly put on a show. The whole eclipse will last about two hours but the sun would be totally blocked by the moon for about seven minutes. And Carlos wasn’t going to miss any second of it. He was even prepared to view the entire 2 hours by bringing a set silly looking viewing glasses.

He went back to his rock he had sat on yesterday. Instead of bringing his fishing pole he just brought his small ice chest, camping chair. As he relaxed and waited for the stellar event to start. He cracked open a beer and wondered about the other campers, especial Rebecca and Sam with their naughty shenanigans in his camp site. It amazed him how high they must have been to not notice their surroundings. He was glad that they had their fun though and even more glad he didn’t make any noise while they gave him a soundtrack to jack off to.

He looked up to the sun through his viewing glasses and just as minute counted down for it to start he noticed a familiar rustling in the bushes and tree behind him. He turned to see plain jane Jenn walking down the path toward him. She also was prepared as he was for the event, folding chair, six pack of nice beer, viewing glasses resting on the top of her hair.

“Hey.” She said pleasantly. “Mind if I watch with you?”

Carlos would’ve rather been alone but company wouldn’t hurt especially if it came with a few cold ones. “Yeah sure, you can plop your chair next to mine.”

“Thanks.” She replied. “Beer?” She didn’t even give him a chance to respond before shoving it in his face.

“Don’t mind if I do.” Carlos said taking her up on the offer. “You have a good beer choice. Better than mine.”

“No problem, thought I’d return the favor since you gave me one yesterday.” She unfolded her chair and set it down about a foot away from his. She took a beer for herself and sat down.

“Where’s the newlyweds?” Carlos asked.

“Sleeping.” She answered plainly and then grinned. “They had a long night.”

Carlos couldn’t help but smile back. “Yeah I heard… the music. Must have been quite a party to sleep through this. These things only happen once in a lifetime for some people.”

“Yeah, well their loss.” She nodded, taking a sip of their beer. “Has the eclipse started?”

Carlos checked his watch. “Starting right now actually.”

Jenn put the square viewing glasses over her eyes and looked up at the sun. They sat in silence for a few moments and the daylight dimmed slightly before Jenn decided to speak up.

“It’s interesting that in the past some cultures thought solar eclipses were bad omens because of some supernatural event.”

“Yeah I could understand that and some still do.” Carlos replied, happy to actually have an interesting conversation about it.

“Without a knowledge of astronomy and the solar system, it must have been quite bizarre for people in the past.”

“That’s a good point, it was probably terrifying for the sun to darken for two whole hours and not know why.”

“Oh no it’s the wrath of whatever higher being we believe in.” Jenn laughed and Carlos chuckled.

“For real.” Carlos replied. “It’s strange how beliefs in the paranormal can change when questions are answered.”

“Very true.” She smiled.

The two of them continued talking, keeping the conversation going as the moon slowly inched itself over the sun. They actually had quite a bit in common as they talked about everything from hobbies, beer, even social issues. It was actually quite pleasant once Carlos actually gave her a chance. Realizing he had been shallow when he had first seen here, wishing that he hadn’t left the swimming hole yesterday. Besides, it wasn’t like he was all too good looking either. He was similar to her, overweight, flawed skin, didn’t exercise, and bad curves in the wrong places. His mind gradually changed, may as well live in the moment and just see what happens.

As the moon creeped over the sun, turning it to total eclipse, the light faded considerably on their spot at the river. Carlos finished his beer and reached for a fresh one. When he reached down to his cooler he noticed the weight to the beer had changed. It was noticeably much lighter. He looked down at it and so his forearm had more muscle tone to it, but not only that his skin tone had gone from farmer boy white to a more light bronze tan. Carlos thought he had was imagining it, thinking it may just be a trick of the alcohol and the dimming light of sun. But then he looked over at Jenn who was fully leaned back in her chair, entranced, staring up at the eclipse in her one piece.

Her tiny breasts expanded beneath her bathing suit, stretching the fabric from her previous A cups to that of a large C. Her legs lengthened and dropped a considerable amount of weight. The skin tightened up on them as they swept outwards beautifully from her chair. Her hips and tummy shrunk to the point where the bottom of her bathing suit became baggy, she must have lost over five pant sizes instantaneously. Her brown hair grew long, turning glossy and waving around her face as her complexion went pristine. In moments, she had turned from beast to perfect beautiful body goddess. Jenn looked gorgeous!

Immediately his cock thumped in his jean shorts. He even felt the tap of his head further down his leg as it flexed from the rushing blood. Carlos shook his head. It had to be his imagination. He took off his viewing glasses and gave her another once over. Jenn casually sipped her beer bottle and continued to look up at the eclipse, her figure sexy and impeccable, her breasts fabulous eye candy. Carlos lost control of his hand from the shock of the sudden change next to him and dropped his beer onto the rock below. Luckily it didn’t shatter, just clanked hard against the rock as its hoppy contents poured out.

Jenn heard the bottle drop and looked over at Carlos. He watched as she looked down at the bottle at his feet and wandered all the way up his body. As her eyes slowly rose up the length his body to meet his eyes, her jaw dropped in surprise, as if seeing something completely amazing.

“What the fuck?!” Jenn said, taking off her goggles to show her eyes that were wide with confusion. “What the hell happened to you?”

“I… was… thinking the same thing.” He replied, still in shock. He wondered if she had slipped something in that beer she gave him, its only thing that made sense. “Am I hallucinating?”

“Well I’m definitely high or nuts because your whole body has changed.” Jenn said

“WHAT!?” Carlos asked.

“I’m serious,” She said, her voice very much bewildered. “You went from average joe beer gut fisherman to hot hunk! You’re eyes and face are still similar, it you… you’re just… amazing.”

With all his mental strength Carlos peeled his eyes away from Jenn’s new model body and looked down at his legs. They had changed from stumpy no tan white legs to long and toned to the liking of an athlete. He raised his field of vision to his stomach and noticed that the hem of shirt was baggy and loose. He hiked it up to reveal a set of solid rock-hard abs. His skin was not the creamy white, but now a full tan. He lifted his shirt even more to see his flabby man boobs were replaced tight sturdy pecs. His jaw dropped open in surprise and he looked back over at Jenn who was licking her lips in lust as she stared at his new chest.

“You… should see yourself.” He said.

“I’d rather be looking at you Mr. Mancandy…” She replied.

“No I’m serious Jenn, look at your legs and hips.”

She finally tore her eyes away from Carlos and looked herself over. Jenn screamed as she took in her new body for the first time, but soon enough her terror gave way to the realization that she had changed into something better. She looked down at her tits that pressed beautifully against her bathing suit and took in her new body. She was mesmerized by her breasts and cupped them with each handing and bounced them to see if they were real. They were. She grabbed at her scalp briefly and stroked her long her, bringing it in front of her eyes. Jenn’s eyelids popped open in excitement at her new head of hair and she jump up from her chair and went to the sand bar next to the river.

Carlos followed her to the river bank and they both took in their reflections in the water. While the light was incredibly dim in the midst of the eclipse, they could still make out their silhouettes from the glistening top of smooth water. They had definitely changed, their bodies had altered completely, transforming to complete candy to the opposite sex. Carlos took in his new body, his muscles were toned and sculpted, his short brown hair shiny and his skin free of blemishes and imperfections. As amazing as it was and how he enjoyed his new body. He couldn’t stop looking at Jenn.

As he looked over at her fantastic new body with all the right curves in all the right places, he noticed her staring back at him. She raised a finger to her lips and began sucking on the tip. Her legs crossed squeamishly and the baggy once piece of her old body fell off her shoulders and over her frame, resting around her ankles. She stood naked in front of him, the look in her eyes was one of desire. Carlos’s cock thumped wildly in his shorts, he felt the tip of his cock pop out from the hem of his boxer shorts. It rubbed against his thigh and he instinctively reached down to feel it. He was amazed as he ran his palm along it through the fabric of the denim.

Carlos gasped when he felt his cock. It had grown since he had last touched it. It was only six inches when he had fantasized about Jenn last night, but now, it was that length and thickness when it was soft. It was the only thing that held up his pants since the recent transformation. Carlos stared at himself in awe as his cock began flex and lift to full mast.

Before he knew it, Jenn was at his side. Her fabulous naked body bared out in the open for him, making the excitement rush to his head and cock. She reached out and felt his chest through his shirt. She caressed a hand over his pecs and abs as a naughty smile spread across her face.

“I don’t know what came over me just now.” She said softly with assurance. “Maybe it’s the eclipse, maybe it’s the beer. But I don’t care what it is. What I do know is that I have to help you out of your shorts.” Her hand pushed his out of the way and went down to feel his sizeable cock through his shorts. He smiled widely as her fingers grazed along his length.

“Wow, it seems we are both lucky.” She said looking down at the bulge his prick was making.

She undid his fly and reached inside. She wrapped her hand around it, her fingers barely touching around his girth as she retrieved him, fishing his cock out from beneath his shorts. His oversized shorts immediately felt around his ankles as their only support was taken away. Carlos and Jenn’s jaw dropped astonished as she brought it out into the open air, his cock was easily ten inches now and much thicker. From the look on her face, Carlos could tell that she was falling in love with his new cock. When it was fully erect, she grabbed it by the base briefly, letting it point towards her in its sheer vibrant beauty.

“It’s so… beautiful.” She said to him, her eyes never leaving his cock as her tongue licked slowly across her upper lip.

“I’ve never given a blowjob before, I don’t know what is coming over me, but must have it.” She muttered as knelt slowly before him. “I have to have this in my mouth.”

Carlos froze for moment, his mind spinning. He couldn’t believe that this was happening. Jenn has transformed to the hottest girl he’d ever have touch his body and now she was kneeling in front of him preparing to worship his cock. She wrapped her fist around his girth and began stroking his cock, assisting it to full length.

“WOW! It’s so big.” Jenn said as he stiffened even more in her hand, her eyes completely fascinated by his dick. “I’m so lucky to have this beautiful cock.”

A second hand came up and joined the other, Jenn started double fisting his cock and Carlos slowly tilted his head back, groaning out in pleasure. She continued to stroke him as she admired the biggest cock she had ever seen with her own eyes and felt with her own hands.

Jenn extended her tongue, sliding it around the tip of his beautiful cock and down the underside. She then gracefully slid her tongue back up his length before slipping her lips over the crown of his cock. Her lips glided down his shaft and back up again. She descended a little farther with each rise and fall, taking just a little be more each time. Carlos groaned out as she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth, until eventually he felt his cock press against the opening of her throat. She slowly began to bob his shaft and quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from his cock and up to his brain.

She looked up into Carlos’s eyes while she nursed his cock at a steady pace, moaning softly all the while. She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever imagine receiving a blowjob from. She lowered her head down to his balls and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. Her soft lips sucked him eagerly and she twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth as she could. He looked over to the reflection in the water, watching her beautiful silhouette of her body worship his cock as her knees rested in the sandy beach. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her rhythm.

She released him from her mouth and looked up at him, stroking his cock with her right hand. “Cum in my mouth.” She begged.

Carlos didn’t know what came over him, but just as she said the naughty command, his balls swelled up and he felt a wave rush up his spine. He should have been able to last several minutes longer, but her words seemed make a suggestion that his body couldn’t ward away. “I’m cumming!” Carlos groaned.

A rope of cum erupted from his cock and splashed against her cheek. She immediately opened her mouth to start cheeking the rest of him. Jenn was obviously as surprised as he was that he began cumming immediately on her command.

The sun started to peek out from behind the moon as the total eclipse portion of the event came to an end. Pleasure washed over Carlos the sun again touched his face and thick ribbons of cum shot from his cock. Jenn kept her mouth open wide as sent his next shot into her throat. He filled her gorgeous mouth with burst after burst as she slowly stroked him. As he came down from his peak, she slowed her hand and licked him clean. When she was done she looked up at him showing him his load in her mouth, then quietly swallowed.

“That was such a big load.” She smiled as her new face beamed as some of sun’s illumination returned to the river. “You taste so amazing, I want more! Take me in the sand!”

Carlos was beside himself as reached down and lifted her up. He was surprised with ease in which he was able to raise her, it felt as if he was lifting a paperclip. His new muscles had more power than they would normally have. Jenn looked him passionately in his eyes and wrapped her legs around him, his cock rested against her belly and his balls against her sweet opening as he moved them a short walk up the beach. He kneeled down, and gracefully laid her in the sand.

Jenn smiled up at him, her face flush with arousal. Carlos leaned in to kiss, their lips connected slowly. They tasted each other lips and swirled their tongues briefly as he slid down between her spread legs, leaning his face in closer to her wet pussy. He moved his face closer to her awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. The sweet scent of her drove crazy him and he slowly traced the outline of her lips, starting just below her hood and her slowly smoothed the tip of his tongue against it. As it made contact Jenn moaned out as her anticipation faded away. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Carlos used the thick part of his tongue to lick her labia completed before he worked up to her clit. Jenn moaned with pleasure as she gripped his brown hair, her knuckles white.

“Ughhh! Your tongue… is so… amazing! It’s so… powerful!”

Carlos continued spread his tongue over Jenn’s luscious pussy. It seemed that just the slightest amount of pressure from his tongue applied overly amount of force. He moistened his fingers in his mouth and placed it on her clit, tracing it, and rubbing softly. Carlos then leaned in and removed his fingers before closing his lips around her clit. He licked at it quickly using the thick part of his tongue to cover as much area around her hood as he could. Jenn began to shiver sheer amount of power from his strong tongue and she thrusted her hips forward as an orgasm began to take her.

“Oh oh OH OH OH!” She screamed out. Carlos kept his mouth encased around her clit as he rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax.

“AHHHhh.” she screamed softly. Jenn grabbed his head and pulled it into her as she burst. Carlos could feel the power of her orgasm sweep across her body. He savored the moment, appreciating the fact he was able to get her off with his mouth as he sucked her into his mouth. He released her from his mouth and positioning himself in front of her wet pussy. His cock stood straight in front of him.

“Take me now.” She begged. His cock slowly inched forward towards her awaiting opening, as if her commands were guiding him. Not that he wouldn’t have on his own free will, it seemly took on a life of its own.

Carlos placed his cock head at her lips and slowly slid into her tight pussy. He saw her bite down on her lips so he moved out a bit as he touched her resistance. Carlos paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. Then, with one slow, powerful thrust, he pressed himself in, slipping into her eager cunt.

The pair simultaneously moaned as the warm walls of Jenn’s pussy surrounded his hard cock. Jenn felt her opening stretch beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hands clenched at his biceps, her face grimaced in pain as she hurled her head back. Carlos took the hand off of his dick and placed his hands around her slender waist. He used his new leverage to pull her into him, sinking his cock further inside her tight pussy. Carlos kept pressing in, his cock continuing to disappear inside of Jenn’s gorgeous body. Her tight cunt accommodated his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by him. Her pussy gripped onto him as she pushed herself down slowly onto him, impaling her with his cock.

“OH MY GOD! Uh uh!” She moaned out. Her tone a mixture of pleasure and pain from the power of his thrusts. Carlos felt his cock press against her cervix, so he slid back out and pressed back in. Carlos slowly picked up his rhythm, working his cock back and forth within her. He looked down at her pussy as he attempted to deepen his thrusts. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her cunt.

“Oh yes, fuck my pussy with your big cock!” Jenn whimpered, begging again. His body seemed to react immediately each time she asked.

Carlos tossed her head about as Carlos continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her. Her pussy constricted around his dick like a vice as Carlos started pistoning faster, increasing his pace. Her eyes rolled back in her head with the sheer force of his powerful thrusts. The mounting lust on her face was showing that she was losing control. He continued to fuck her with his cock, adding more force to each and every thrust. His eyes rolled back into his head as he could feel every little ridge in her. Her tiny little hole was being filled completely by his throbbing shaft, she couldn’t help but moan uncontrollably.

Jenn’s pink walls quivered around him as her breath shortened. Her wet folds accepted him fully now, feeling like molten lava around the girth of his shaft. Jenn’s head whipped around and she moaned as Carlos’s thick long cock stroked powerfully away. Her tits bounced back and forth and she lowered her head into the sand. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against her ass. He felt her body tense up and her breath quicken, she was going to burst all over his cock.

“Ughhh! I’M CUMMING Carlos!” Jenn screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against he buried himself as deep inside her. Jenn’s orgasm to seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as it trembled over his length. The waves of pleasure shivered through her for several moments until it resided.

When she was finally down from her peak Carlos continued. Jenn grabbed at her scalp receiving a fist full of black hair. He looked at Jenn in front of him loving and writhing below him. The sight of her pleasure was too much and he knew he would cum soon.

She moaned as she felt his cock twitched inside her. “Shoot it inside me.” She begged. “Please Carlos… Give it to me.”

Instantaneously his balls began to convulse as his toes curled up in the sand. Carlos threw his head back toward the eclipse in the sky as gripped her hips with both hands. His cock expanded in her pussy, his balls contracted against the base of dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum back walls of Jenn’s warm beautiful pussy.

“OH YES CARLOS! FILL MY PUSSY!” She screamed, as the cum erupted into her. Jenn’s hungry cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he lunged in and plugged her. He kept his hips pressed into her, keeping his cock deep as his balls spasmed as he pumped huge amounts of his cum into her, sending Jenn trembling into another orgasm. She assisted him by squeezing the walls of her pussy around him, tightening her little hole, squeezing him for everything it had. He fired blast after blast until he had dispensed the full load out of his balls.

Jenn grabbed Carlos’ hips and wrapped her legs around his waist, digging her heels into his ass. She was still cumming even after Carlos had come down from his peak.

“I don’t…” She gasped, “know… what it is, but… I can feel your thoughts as you cum! You’re so strong! And unbelievably so. It’s amazing! CUM FOR ME AGAIN!”

Just the simple command made his balls boil with familiar stirring and he immediately went over the edge again. “OOOHHH FUCK I’M CUMMING AGAIN!” He groaned as his balls tensed and his cock swelled inside her.

Jenn bucked her head as he sent another massive hot jet of cum splashing against her cervix. Carlos kept his cock buried inside her as pumped spurt after spurt inside her as she continued to press him into her with her heels. Her already filled pussy caressed his shaft adding more pleasure to his orgasm as he dispensed his third load.

“OH MY, I’M CUMMING TOO!” Jenn screamed as her ass and pussy shuddering against his buried shaft. He buried it all the way inside her and waited another orgasm seized her body, her pussy vibrating around his cock as she trembled through immense waves of pleasure. She panted and gasped through the whole ordeal, her eyes rolling back and disappearing into her skull.

The light from the sun had fully returned now, the moon moving out of its way, finishing the solar eclipse. While the stellar event was done, it had left Carlos and Jenn completely transformed. Not only their bodies, but also their minds. Carlos looked down at Jenn as she continued to climax over and over again. She seemingly had the ability of suggestion and could read thoughts, while he had gained an insurmountable amount of strength. Though the pair of them couldn’t logically explain it, they enjoyed each other’s new selves. For superpowers weren’t the only thing they had gained. This was going to be a new beginning for them both.
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As the solar eclipse ended, the light from the sun had fully returned. Carlos looked down at Jenn below him. She was so beautiful and even more so as his new cock massive worked in and out of her tight pussy. While the stellar event was done, it had left Carlos and Jenn completely transformed. Before Carlos was an average Joe with a beer gut, but now he was a rock-hard stud with tight muscles and rippling abs. Jenn had transformed as well, going from overweight plain jane that wasn’t much to look at into a slim leggy gorgeous goddess.

Not only their bodies had changed, but also their minds. She seemingly had gained the ability of suggestion because of the eclipse and Carlos gained unspeakable strength and stamina. Though the pair of them couldn’t logically explain it, they enjoyed each other’s new bodies and supernatural abilities.

Jenn looked back at Carlos as her luscious pussy quivered over his length. She couldn’t stop cumming as he stroked powerfully away at her as she laid spread eagle in the sand.

“Cum… for me… Carlos.” She asked, her breath was short, pausing between his heavy thrusts.

Carlos tiled his head back as his cock erupted. He lunged deep into her shaking cunt, spilling his fifth load into her. As his cock filled her up, Jenn’s eyes rolled back into her head. She squirted all over his length as she burst. Jenn had said minutes before that she could feel his thoughts and that when he came, she came twice as hard. Not only could she make him cum on command, but his pleasure was added to hers. She was in pure euphoria.

Carlos pistoned away through his orgasm, amazed by his new stamina. In the past, he would have to force himself to carry on after cumming the first time. But now with his new ability, he could carry on through it without even the slightest urge to stop. Carlos pressed on like a stallion, his super strength drove tirelessly away at Jenn’s swollen pussy.

He picked her up from beneath him and stood the pair of them up. Jenn wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his back as Carlos grabbed her slim waist. He used his leverage to bounce her on his massive cock. He picked up his rhythm, using his grip to move her hips quickly up and down on his girth. The speed in which he was able pound her was unimaginable and Jenn tilted her head back at the sky and moaned uncontrollably.

They continued to fuck for hours on their private section of the beach. They were out in the middle of woods, with nearest town more than 15 miles away. Carlos had decided to go for a camping trip here to watch the eclipse. He had thought this camping spot was a secret and would have the place all to himself. He was surprised when arrived that it was taken by Jenn, her brother, and his wife. When the eclipse and their transformation happened, it was just the two of them. Her brother and his wife had drunk too much the night before and couldn’t join them for the viewing down by the river. They had no idea how widespread the events of eclipse were outside of their campsite.

While Carlos and Jenn wanted to fuck every way till Sunday, but they began to get control of themselves and finally decided to stop. Jenn was covered in sweat while Carlos didn’t shed a drop.

“Oh my,” She panted as he set her down, her body quaking. “I’ve never been fucked so intensely in my life. My body feels like rubber.”

She dove into the water to rinse herself off and Carlos did the same. They decided to get dressed, Carlos’ clothes were quite baggy on him after the transformative effects of the eclipse, having to tighten his belt severely to keep his pants up. Jenn wasn’t so lucky, saying every piece of clothing she owned was easily eight to ten sizes too big for her now. The one-piece bathing suit she arrived at the river in could fit almost two of her in it. She did have a change of clothes at the campsite that would work for now, it would just be incredibly baggy.

“You can just walk around naked.” Carlos joked. “I don’t mind.”

“Thanks, but I don’t want my brother to see me nude.” She smiled back at him. “Speaking of Sam and Rebecca, we should really check up on them.”

Jenn wrapped herself in a beach towel to cover herself up and the two of the took the trail back to the campsite. The pair were greeted to the familiar sounds of the couple fucking in campsite from a distance away. Jenn didn’t want to continue out of fear of seeing them naked but carried on, wanting to see if they had been affected by the eclipse as well.

“I’ll check it out,” Carlos offered. “Make sure they are in their tent or what not. Just stay right here at the bottom of the hill and I’ll be back.”

“Good idea.” She replied.

Carlos walked up the remaining part of trail and into their campsite. When he rounded the tree line he was shocked on what he saw. Sam and Rebecca has also transformed into a perfect sexy couple. Sam had toned rippling muscles of handsome hunk, blatant man candy to the opposite sex. Rebecca had a new knock out body. Her slim hourglass figure with her curvy ass and c cup tits was one that men would drool over. Her blonde hair now carried a shiny platinum sheen that framed her beautiful face that were adorned with a set of pouty heart shaped lips.

The transformation was the only thing that amazed Carlos, the pair were in the midst of making crazy passionate love in the open space outside their tent. Sam was standing upright with his hips thrusted forward while Rebecca bend over at the waist. To make the ordeal even more strange, she was floating several inches off the ground in front of her husband. Her hips and body hung in midair and seemed to move back in forth on Sam’s cock without any suspension. Rebecca’s face was flush with lust, her eyes were closed as her body throttled Sam’s cock at an incredible speed. Sam just stood there with a massive smile spread across his face as he looked down at his massive cock impaling his floating wife over and over.

“I have an idea.” Sam said. “Grab your legs just under your knees and pull them to your chest.”

Rebecca did as he directed. When she was in position, Sam floated her to the tip of his cock and then with an unseen force that spun her body around slowly as he thrusted into her. Rebecca moaned as she screwed onto her husband. Carlos watched awestruck as the possibilities of such a power flooded through his mind.

“Uhh uh! Fuck that’s good!” Rebecca screamed. Her body rotated out and back down on his cock. They did it several more times before the look on her face became one of disorientation leu of pleasure. “I’m getting dizzy.”

Sam stopped his experimentation of his power and returned her to the first position, slowly rocking her body back and forth on his cock. Just then, Carlos noticed the branches on the trees and bushes seemed to move a slightly as Rebecca screamed. The movement seemed to get more dramatic as her screams rose in volume and crescendo. At first, he thought it was the wind, but when he volume rose, he too felt the weight her voice seemed to carry. As if the sound itself carried an unseen force along with it.

“Uh uh! OH oh! Fuck yes!” Rebecca screamed, not caring if she was being heard or the even knowing the power of her voice. “Faster! Do it faster!”

Sam’s smile seemed to grow even wider as whatever force was holding his wife afloat and ramming her back in forth on his cock seemed to double in speed. Rebecca’s body almost turned into a blur it seemed to happen so fast. The telekinetic force continued to pump his wife on his cock. Rebecca’s pussy wrapped around him tightly and moaned as her body adjusted to the heavy rhythm. Her floating body pounded his thick girth for several minutes until Rebecca’s face contorted and her jaw dropped open, the only thing missing was the trails of dizziness and stars in her eyes.

“Oh fuck Sam! I’m about to cum!” Rebecca moaned, the tree branches flung wildly as if a strong wind were rushing through the campsite. “Fuck me!”

Sam seemed to control her body with hands free precision and thrusted her body deep on him as he groaned out, joining his wife in orgasm. Carlos could visibly see her hips shaking uncontrollably from his vantage point instinctively braced himself on a nearby boulder. Just as his grip was a solid, Rebecca burst all over her husband’s cock.

“OOOHHHhhhhhh YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!” Rebecca screamed.

The force of her voice sent a sudden shock wave of dust in all directions, knocking over their camping chairs and table. The rush of wind cracked small tree branches as others seemed to sway violently away from the epicenter of her voice. Carlos could easy with strand it with his own super strength but wondered about Jenn down the hill, hopefully she was far away enough to not get knocked off her feet.

“SHIT!” Jenn yelled in the distance.

‘Guess that answers that question.’ Carlos thought, hoping she was ok.

Sam and Rebecca finally came down from the peak as they heard Jenn in the distance. They opened their eyes to see the air around them filled with dust. Carlos could barely see their mouths hanging open in awe as they took in the devastation of Rebecca shriek. Though the damage was small, it was still quite a surprise to all of them.

“Everything ok down there Jenn?” Carlos called out to her, his head popping out from above the rock and letting his position known to Sam and Rebecca.

“I’m ok!” They heard her quietly in the distance. “Just lost my towel.”

Sam and Rebecca’s demeanor went from worry to relief as they realized Jenn was ok. However, they were still shocked with all the recent changes to their bodies and mind. It was time to put their insatiable lust aside for the moment and talk about what had occurred. Sam set his wife down lightly to her feet and the pair of them went to grab clothes to cover themselves up.

“Sorry guys,” Carlos finally said to them. “I didn’t want to interrupt…”

“It’s ok man.” Sam replied, pulling a loose pair of swim trunks over his body. “Give us second to put some clothes on.”

Rebecca rushed to the tent to find clothes and then returned shortly wearing some loose clothing that fit her older body. Carlos went down the trail to Jenn. He was happy to see she was ok. She had fallen over when Rebecca screamed, but other than that she was fine. The two of them returned to the campsite to join the married love birds. Rebecca and Sam were shocked to see Jenn and Carlos for the first time since the transformation, gawking at their new bodies.

“Wow sis,” Sam said. “While it may be awkward to say, but you look great.”

Sam looked over at Carlos “You looked stacked bro, I’m guessing everyone that was under the eclipse has been changed too.”

Rebecca’s mouth hung wide as she looked upon Carlos. He was so gorgeous she could help but eyeball him in front of her husband. She then looked over at her step sister Jenn and took in her beauty.

“Oh my god Jenn!” Rebecca said excitedly. “You look so fucking hot!”

“I was about to say the same about you.” Jenn replied.

“It’s like we have all changed.” Carlos said.

“Yeah and not just our bodies.” Sam said.

The cooler next the Sam opened as if all by itself and two beers floated out, dripping of cold water. The two cans floated over to Jenn and Carlos, hovering in front of them. Jenn’s mouth hung open at this display of telekinesis.

“Take it sis.” Sam said. “Have a seat too, we need to talk about this.”

Two camping chairs quietly drifted over and unfolded themselves in front of Jenn and Carlos. With a cock of her head, Jenn accepted that Sam could move things with his mind. Her and Carlos grabbed their drinks and happily took a seat.

“Cool trick Sam.” Carlos said casually. “I’m kind of jealous of that power.”

Rebecca giggled and Sam looked over at his wife smiling.

“Thanks,” Sam replied. “What gift did you get?”

“Well, I’m much stronger than I used to be.” Carlos said. He noticed Jenn’s hand went to down between her legs and her eyes looked off to the side in their sockets, giving away that she had felt his new strength in place that she had never felt before.

“While I haven’t tested it, I’m pretty certain I could break that log over there.” Carlos set down his beer and got up from his chair. He walked over to a thick tree branch resting on the ground. The branch was fresh, sturdy enough that it could be angled on a rock and three people could jump on it simultaneously and it wouldn’t break. Carlos picked it up easily and hoisted it above his head and with a slight flick of his wrist, broke the branch in two, sending a small shower of splinters around him.

“Wow…” Rebecca said. “That’s amazing. I didn’t get so lucky.”

“Yeah that’s a dangerous one you have.” Jenn mentioned. “Please try to keep that voice under control.”

“Yea,” Rebecca replied. “Sorry about that, I didn’t know. It seems to manifest when I’m… excited. But at least I got this amazing new body and these awesome set of tits!” She cupped her breasts from underneath and gave them a shake, alternating between the two. She peered down at them as she did, a look of joy and glee as they bounced.

Sam laughed as Carlos walked around the campsite lifting random heavy things to test his newfound power. He walked over to Sam’s SUV and placed a hand in the top of the wheel well.

“May I?” He asked.

“Sure, give it a try.” Sam agreed. “You break it, you buy it.”

With just one hand Carlos was able to raise the front end of the SUV. All three of their eyes widened in amazement as he lifted it so casually. Carlos set it back down easily without even breaking a sweat and returned to his seat.

“So, what about you sis?” Sam asked. “What’s your gift?”

Jenn looked back at her brother, the look in her eyes showing that she had no idea where to start. But she must have had an idea as her face changed to one of excitement.

“Think of a number.” She asked her brother.

Sam was about to open his mouth to answer when Jenn cut him short.

“Why?” Jenn said quickly. Sam flinched in realization that she might have well heard his thought before he even spoke it. He went to open his mouth to say something but again was stopped by the words of his sister.

“No way.” Jenn said.

Sam recoiled again speechless, this time dropping his beer.

“How are doing that?” Jennifer said quickly. “Are you reading my mind?”

Sam leaned deeply back in his chair, a massive look of surprise and confusion spread across his.

“She’s can hear your thoughts.” Carlos said, taking a sip of his beer.

“I can’t… believe it.” Sam muttered. “That’s insane. Please be careful with that.”

“Don’t worry brother,” Jenn replied. “I can only hear them if I want to. But there’s more to it than just reading thoughts…”

Carlos knew about her ability of suggestion from when she had made him cum on command when they were fucking at the river. He wondered how she was going to show this ability to her brother and Rebecca. Hopefully she wasn’t going to embarrass anyone.

“What? There’s more?” Sam questioned.

“Rebecca,” Jenn said. “Can you grab me my bag of clothes.” Without hesitation Rebecca got up from her chair and made her way to Jenn’s tent and went inside.

“She would have done that anyway.” Sam scoffed.

“On your way back to us, hop on one foot.” Jenn whispered, just loud enough for her brother and Carlos to hear but not Rebecca. Rebecca emerged from the tent with a backpack and stood upright as she left the tent. She hopped back towards the three on one just foot.

“I have no idea why I’m hoping on one foot,” Rebecca said. “It just seemed like the fun thing to do.”

Sam looked over at his sister and back to his wife. The backpack she was holding lifted out of Rebecca’s hands and floated across the campsite. It finally came to a rest in Jenn’s lap.

“That’s an amazing power you have there, sis. Please try to not humiliate us with it.”

“Same goes to you Sam.” Jenn replied, unzipping her backpack. She pulled out some baggy clothes and went to her brother’s tent. “You have a belt I can use for the time being?”

“Yea it’s in my bag, help yourself.” Sam replied.

While Jenn got dressed Carlos decided to speak up. “Do you guys think that other people were affected?” He asked.

“Don’t know.” Sam replied. “Someone should probably go into town to see and make sure.”

“I agree with this idea.” Rebecca added.

“Well I’d be willing to go and check it out.” Carlos volunteered, getting up from his chair. “I’ll come back.”

“You better.” Jenn’s voice sounded from within the tent.

“Trust me, I’ll definitely come back.”

“While you’re there, can you see if there’s an outfit my size?” Jenn asked. “I don’t care what it looks like. I just need something that fits.”

“Same here.” Rebecca added. “We’d go with you but frankly I’m embarrassed to be seen dressed in such a way.”

“I don’t think anyone cares honestly.” Carlos said. “Why don’t you all just come with me?”

“If it were any other circumstance I’d definitely go,” Jenn replied. “But with these powers I think it’d be best to stay here where I couldn’t hurt anyone. Be sure to check your cell phone for news when you get in service range. And please be careful Carlos.”

Sam and Rebecca nodded their heads in agreement. Carlos didn’t really want to go alone, but honestly, he had just met these people yesterday. They probably still considered him a stranger. While having made nice with Jenn earlier in day, he had to respect her decision. Besides for being transformed by the eclipse, they didn’t really have much else in common.

“Ok then,” Carlos said. “Town is not too far. I should be back in an hour or two.”

“Cool man,” Sam said. “See ya in a bit.”

With that, Carlos went up to his campsite and grabbed his keys. He started up his truck and set off to the nearby town. It was a small, quaint place on the side of the highway in the middle of the woods. It probably only had a population of about four or five hundred. The only shop the place had was a general store that was attached to a bar. That would be the place he needed to stop if he were to get Jenn the outfit she needed. With the bar being there, it would good place to see if the eclipse had affected anyone else.

After driving in the woods for about 15 minutes, he pulled off the dirt road onto the highway. The two-lane highway ran through thick woods until his destination. He was drove undisturbed for quite some time when he noticed something in the mirror out of the corner of his eye. Whatever it was whisked past the view of his mirrors so quickly he didn’t see it the first time. He slowed his truck and looked left and right out his windows - nothing.

Just as he sped back up to the speed limit he checked his rear mirror once again. As he looked into the reflection, Carlos was dumbfounded by what he saw. Filling the vision of his rear view was a black-haired Latina beauty. She had an arm out in front of her with a clenched fist, as if guiding her direction as she flew behind his truck. Her hair was billowing through the rushing air as she kept perfect speed with his vehicle. The mocha skin of her face was flawless, sporting luscious shaped lips that shined with lip gloss and her eyes were topped with nicely sweeping eyelashes. She was wearing a tight, spandex miniskirt that barely covered her pert ass with a tight pink tube top that showed off her tummy. The look in her eyes was familiar to Carlos, it was the same look Jenn had after seeing a man for the first time after the eclipse. A look that could only mean one thing- ‘Fuck me!’

“GOD DAMN! That girl is hot.” He blurted out, slowing his truck once again.

The woman flew alongside his vehicle and up to his driver side window. She rolled onto her side as she came up his window, looking him over with her lustful green eyes. Satisfied with her initial review of Carlos, she brought a hand up to her mouth and traced her lips with a finger. Her other hand propped up her head as she crossed her legs seductively as if she were lying in bed to encourage him to join her. The rushing wind from the speed of her flight whipped through her hair and she finally made the motion to Carlos, asking him to roll the window down.

He rolled the window immediately, easing up on the throttle of his truck. “Hey gorgeous.” He greeted.

The woman giggled, barely audible with the rushing air as the car continued to slow on the open road.

“Where are you going?” She asked. “I want to… come.”

“Uh um, sure… Let me get off the road.” Carlos replied, slowing the vehicle to a halt on the shoulder. “What’s your name? Wonderwoman?”

She giggled a ran her fingers up her legs and to her stomach. “Valentina.” She answered, her Latin accent mild.

“You realize you’re flying right.” Carlos said. “You don’t need a ride.”

“Why I need a ride, just not in your car.” She said, levitating her body upright in front of his window.

“How did you get it all the way out here? I have to know.” Carlos asked.

“I was watching the eclipse from my apartment window when I began to float.” Valentina responded. “Before I knew it was flying high in clouds. When I decided to come back down, you were the first person I saw.”

“Well, flying isn’t the only ability you gained.” Carlos remarked, checking out her gorgeous body down and then back up to her amazing breasts, before finally meeting her eyes once again. “You’re amazingly beautiful.”

“I know!” She said excitedly. “Same with yourself. I love my new body, it changed with eclipse.”

“I had a similar experience.” Carlos replied. “I was camping in the woods watching the moon slide in front of the sun and the next thing I knew, I changed.”

She looked down at her body and pressed her tits together. “My body isn’t the only thing that changed.”

“Oh y-?” Carlos tried to ask but he was quickly cut off by Valentina leaning through the window and planting a passionate kiss on his lips. Her tongue slid out and licked his lips. He parted them and let her tongue slide in. They twirled their tongues together briefly before she pulled away.

“I don’t know what came over me when I saw you, but I have to have you.” She whispered. “I’ve never acted this way ever in my life and I was serious when I said I needed a ride. My new body…it’s begging to be fucked.”

“But we just-” Carlos said but again being cut off by Valentina.

“Please fuck me…” She begged, floating closer and opening the door to the truck.

Carlos’ mind rushed with confusion briefly as he put it together. A similar situation had happened with Jenn earlier in the day. The eclipse not only gave everyone super powers and new gorgeous bodies, but ramped up their sex drive to the point of raging bimbo status. He remembers the same feeling himself, knowing it was impossible to resist. The power of it was so intense that it would drive someone to begged to be fucked by a complete stranger. But what did Carlos have to lose? Nothing. In fact, he felt grateful and lucky this wonder bimbo was even given him the time of day. She was amazingly beautiful and any man that didn’t want to bury their cock deep in her was crazy.

“Don’t have to ask me twice.” Carlos said quickly.

Carlos got out of the truck and stood up next to her. He grabbed her by her slim waist and pulled her close. “Hope you can handle it.” He said.

“Let’s see what I need to handle.” Valentina replied, looking down and undoing the buckle on his belt.

Once it was undone, his pants immediately fell to his ankles from being several sizes too big. His ten-inch cock bounced out and into her vision. Valentina mouth fell open in surprise and glee as if she opened the present she had hoped for.

“Ay, it’s so big,” She whispered. “I can’t wait to have it in my mouth.”

“Me either.” He replied. “Show me what you can do.” His cock sprang out rock hard, completely erect. His entire ten-inch shaft stood at attention as she grabbed it from the base.

“Been awhile since I’ve given head. Consider yourself lucky.” She squatted down slowly in front of him and inched her head closer to stiff cock. Valentina extended her tongue, licking at the crown of his massive cock. She swiped her tongue across as a drop of pre-cum from his tip chained it to her tongue. Valentina licked at him for a moment before moving her head to side to lick his length. She slowly slid her tongue from the base of his cock and then back up until finally reaching his tip. Valentina took his cock into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth. Her lips glided slowly down his shaft until she was about half way before raising her head back up.

She slowly began to bob her head on his dick and Carlos’ eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled up in his sandals. Valentina quietly slurped as she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from Carlos’ groin straight to his brain. She slid up the length of his cock and released it from her mouth.

“You have a big dick, this is bigger than any I’ve had.” She murmured.

“Just wait till I fuck you with it.” He replied.

Valentina leaned in toward his chest and pressed his cock against her cheek. It looked rather large resting against the side of her tiny head. “I can’t wait.” She responded.

She extended her tongue and licked at his balls for moment before taking to the shaft. Valentina worked along his shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. He rubbed and stroked her beautiful hair as she nursed his cock moaning all the while. Valentina began to float in front of him, using her power of flight to make herself more comfortable. Her legs were tucked under her Indian style with her hands resting on her knees as she continued to service his cock. She twisted her tongue around the head before lowering head back down, tilting her head slightly to give more friction as she descended. Valentina moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce her head on him. She sucked on him feverishly, filling her mouth with his hardness.

It may have been a while since she had given a blowjob, but she was incredibly good at it. Carlos felt the sensation of a far-off orgasm, but he didn’t want to come in her mouth, at least not yet. He knew that he could hold out for quite a while. His stamina had increased tenfold because of the supernatural effects of eclipse, not to mention the sheer amount sex he had early in the day. Carlos grabbed Valentina’s shoulders and she spit his cock out. Her eyes looked up at him asking what she wanted him to do.

“Lean against the hood of the tuck.” Carlos directed

She floated up alongside him, straightened herself upright and then bent over the hood. He reached out, and with a quick pull yanked her mini skirt down.

“Oh!” She yelped in surprise with ease they came down. He stepped in behind her pulling her gorgeous embroidered panties down, leaving them stretched between her thighs. She closed her eyes as she brought a hand between her legs to the top of her pussy. Valentina rubbed at her hood with a finger, her pussy glistening with moisture.

His cock was at full strength as he stepped in behind her. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it upwards across her clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening. Carlos slowly slid into her and filled the entrance of her tight pussy with his cock. Valentina threw her head back as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably when she finally received what she desired. She gasped as he touched her resistance, so Carlos decided to back out before slowly pressing back in. As the initial friction began to reside, he slowly picked up his rhythm, moving back and forth within her. Carlos looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her from his vantage point.

“OOOHhh.” she moaned. Her hand went to her scalp and pulled at her hair.

Carlos let out a low groan as Valentina’s tight vagina clenched onto his long hard length. He began to deepen his pushes further, sliding his shaft until he had buried it until nothing showed but his balls. Carlos was amazed that she was taking it all like champ. He continued thrust into her hovering body, quickening his rhythm, grabbing her hips for more leverage. Carlos tilted his head back and gasped as her tiny pussy clenched around his cock. His eyes rolled back into his head as her pussy tightened around his dick as he began increase his pace further. He could feel every little ridge in her tightness, the feeling sent sensations rushing throughout his body.

“Ay papi! You’re fucking me too hard!” Valentina screamed, looking back at Carlos over her shoulder.

Carlos slowed his movements briefly, realizing he was getting carried away. His super strength must have been pounding Valentina too hard. “Sorry. I’m much stronger than I used to be.”

“It’s ok,” She said. “let’s switch. I’ll ride you against the car.”

Carlos slid his cock out of her and leaned against the fender of his truck. She floated up in front of him and removed her panties. She placed her hands on his shoulders, leaning him back slightly. Valentina quickly straddled him and positioned her opening above his cock. She reached between her legs and held him straight to make sure it was accurately guided into her awaiting pussy. He kept his hands on her sides, just above her hips as she lowered her hovering body slowly onto him, impaling herself with his cock.

“OHHHH MY!” she screamed and bucked her head back. “UHHHHhhh.”

She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to rise and lower herself on him. Her pussy clasped his massive member as Valentina began to work his cock in and out of her, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt with each bounce. When she fully down she rocked her hips against him. She continued to fuck herself on his cock as he looked into her eyes. They were clinched close while her face was flush with arousal and excitement. She carried on, positioning her flying hips down on him until Carlos felt her body tense up and her breath quickened, she was going to burst any moment.

She kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch. Carlos tried to hold back, but he couldn’t contain himself from rising to a climactic peak. A minute later, Valentina forced herself down on his him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, she tried to choke back a moan of pleasure but failed. “UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as she flung her arms around his neck and pressed her head against his shoulder. Her pussy spasmed over the length of his cock, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated throughout her body.

Carlos felt the familiar stirring in himself as her pussy quaked around his hard cock. His cock swelled within her as his balls churned. “OHHH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a rope of hot cum inside her. She continued to fuck him eagerly as he filled her pussy. She moaned out as she felt him splash inside her, sending her back into orgasm. Carlos groaned happily as his cum filled her beautiful body, her pussy still pumping down on him and sending him into further euphoria.

As Valentina came down from her peak she stopped her movement. She put her hands of his pecs and looked him in the eyes. She was about to open her mouth to say something but her words turned to a moan and Carlos began rocking his cock in and out of her hoover pussy. He gave her a few quick strokes to make sure she was good and plugged and he felt her hips shudder a second time.

“OOOOHHHH. I’M CUMMING AGAIN!” She screamed.

The quaking within her was even greater than the first. Her body spasmed violently and she burst. She squirted with such force that she blasted off his cock, sending her flying into the air like a spread-eagle rocket.

“UGHHhhHhhHhhhhhhh…” Her voice trailed off until she was about twenty feet in the air.

He looked up at her awestruck as she flew high into the sky until she steadied herself and came to halt. Realizing she was ok, Carlos lost it, cracking up so much his sides began to hurt. From Carlos’s vantage point on the ground, he could see her pussy oozing with his cum. She joined him back down on the earth as they laughed.

“I’ve never had a double orgasm,” Valentina said a she flew up next to him. “I came so hard I almost flew to the moon.”


BIMBOS: Super Blonde
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Carlos pulled up his shorts and zipped up his fly. Valentina floated in the air across from him, sliding on her sexy embroidered bra and panties onto her curvy body. She smiled mindlessly as Carlos got dressed, her eyes fixated on his hunky muscles like they were eye candy. Carlos noticed her stare at his body and decided to speak.

“Maybe my eyes fool me but your face tells me you want to go again.” He said.

“Maybe later.” The sexy Latina replied. “I think I’ll continue with my flight. I might come down to earth and find you if I need a complete fucking.”

Valentina was a black-haired Latina beauty. When he first saw her in the rear-view mirror of his truck she was flying behind him as he made his way to town. Her glossy hair was billowing through the rushing air as she kept perfect speed with his vehicle. She had flawless mocha skin, luscious heart shaped lips, and sweeping lashes that fanned over her gorgeous eyes.

“Hope I wasn’t too rough on you. Ever since the eclipse my strength is a hundred times what is was. Hope that didn’t carry over to your…” Carlos stopped and looked down at Valentina’s crotch. It was visibly swollen through her panties. She moved at hand to cover it in an attempt at comfort.

“Well,” She replied. “You were definitely powerful. But it was worth the pain. Because it was good pain. I’ve never shouted ai Poppi that much nor have I came so hard in my life.”

“Thanks, I’m glad it’s ok. I could make you an ice pack if you like?” Carlos offered, going to the rear of his truck and opening up his camping cooler. He reached in past several large bottles of water and beer cans and handed her disposable ice pack. Valentina took it from him quickly and immediately placed it on her crotch. Carlos saw a look of relief spread across her face as the cool ice soothed her sex.

“Thanks Carlos.” She said, giggling at the situation.

Carlos chuckled and smiled as he thought back to moments before. He was leaning his back against the fender of truck while Valentina was bouncing on his cock in midair, using her powers of super flight to fuck herself on his massive organ. Her orgasm quaked her body so hard that she blasted off his cock and went flying into the air.

“Good thing the eclipse gave you the ability to levitate and fly.” Carlos joked. “If it makes you feel any better, I kind of wished I could swap powers with you.”

Valentina giggled continuing to press the ice pack on her panties. “I enjoy the powers the eclipse has given me. But that strength you have there, wow Poppi. Just remember to take it easy on the next girl you pound with that massive cock.”

Earlier in the morning, a total solar eclipse passed overhead. Carlos had taken a trip to his favorite camping spot to view it, thinking that he was going to be alone with the world when he got there. But when he arrived his favorite spot was taken by a woman name Jenn as well as her brother Sam and his wife Rebecca. Carlos ended up watching the stellar event with Jenn, but for reasons unknown to him, the eclipse had left both of them completely transformed. Before Carlos looked like your stereotypical fisherman with a beer gut, but now he was a rock-hard stud with tight muscles, rippling abs, and a huge new cock. Jenn had transformed as well, going from overweight woman that wasn’t too easy on the eyes at into a slim, leggy, gorgeous angel.

Not only did their bodies change, but also their minds did as well. Jenn gained the ability of suggestion and Carlos gained superhuman strength. Carlos couldn’t explain the change, only knowing that it was somehow related to the eclipse. He quickly found out that it wasn’t just him and Jenn. When they went back to the campsite to her brother and his wife, they had also changed physically and had gained superpowers. But super powers weren’t the only thing they gained, for the eclipse had turned everyone he had met so far into a raging nympho. For right after the stellar event, Jenn threw herself at Carlos, taking to his cock to fulfill her primal desires.

After the events of the eclipse Carlos and Jenn fucked for hours on the beach of a river. When they finally were able to get ahold of their lust, Carlos decided to go into town to see if the effects of the stellar event had affected others. That’s when he met Valentina. When he was driving down the highway through the woods toward town, she flew up alongside him. The sexy Latina glided along in midair while he drove at 45 miles an hour.

She immediately made him pull over so she could fuck his brains out. Carlos happily obliged, not wanting to waste the awesome opportunity. She crammed his cock down her throat and then he took to plowing her against the fender of his truck. They fucked on the shoulder of the highway for quite some time before it ended with Valentina having a double orgasm that made her squirt and rocket her in the air.

“So, where you going to go?” Carlos asked Valentina.

“Wherever the wind takes me.” She replied, lifting off several feet into the air above him. “Bye handsome! Hope to see you soon!”

“Later sexy! It’s been nice!” Carlos responded waving good bye. And with that, Valentina quickly flew away, her sexy hourglass figure and amazing ass disappearing into the distance.

Carlos climbed back into his truck and started it. He threw it in gear and pulled back onto the highway, continuing his journey back into town. He was going there to see how widespread the effects of the eclipse were. But with the recent meeting with Valentina, he thought that the whole world may have been effected. If a random flying woman in the middle of nowhere was, then it was very likely that everyone else had been too. A big question lingered in his mind- how was the world going to adjust?

After about ten minutes of driving down the heavily wooded highway, Carlos finally got to the outskirts of town. The first structure he noticed was the four-story water tower. The globed structure stuck out beyond the tree line and had a catwalk that encircled it. The tower immediately caught his attention, not because it was taller than the surrounding trees, but because there was young blonde woman, probably in her late teens or early twenties on the cat walk. She was standing on the outside of the guard rail looking down at the ground below. It looked as if she was going to jump, but seemed to be unsure of her decision. While she was quite some ways away, just a speck in the distance, but Carlos could see and feel the distress of her situation.

Carlos’ mind began to reel and he throttled the gas, speeding his truck down a dirt road toward the tower. His blood pressure skyrocketed as his eyes continued to glance up to the tower. The structure kept disappearing behind the trees, but every time she popped into view he saw the beautiful blonde hair blow in the wind as her feet shuffled below her. Carlos wanted desperately to save her and pressed the pedal to the floor. His heart was racing as neared closer and closer. As he rounded the final tree line that blocked his sight, he looked up to the railing where she was standing, but this time, she wasn’t there.

Carlos screamed as he raced closer to the tower. She finally came into his view as she was falling quickly to the ground. He wished that Valentina would fly out of nowhere and swoop her up mid fall. But she rushed to the ground just as his truck barreled into the clearing. He screamed again as the she hit the earth with such force that it sent an immense cloud of dust into air.

Carlos slammed on the breaks of his truck in failure, knowing that there was no way anyone could survive such a fall. He slammed forehead into the steering wheel, the metal giving way and bending from the force of super strength. His mind began to overwhelm itself in grief and guilt. He just wished he would of saw the woman a little sooner and he might have been able to get to her and catch her. Carlos caught himself. It could be possible that she might have survived. He had heard stories that people have dropped from higher heights and lived. He lifted his head from the bent steering wheel and looked into the cloud of dust.

Carlos was awestruck as the dust began to settle and out from the cloud came the blonde woman. She stood tall without a mark on her, walking slowly towards him. She was tiny and slim, barely 5’3”. She wore a pair of tight size zero, low-rider jeans that were torn and dirty from the fall. The fall must have ripped her tee-shirt, giving him a glimpse that she had no bra on. She was wearing her wavy blonde hair down and bordered her pretty face until rested on her shoulders and down her back. Her body was dirty from the fall, the thick dust that filled the area around the water tower seemed to cover her from head to toe. Even though she was caked in dirt, Carlos could tell that if she cleaned up a bit she would be knock out gorgeous. While she was filthy, it kind of turned him on. Carlos was an outdoorsman himself, not afraid to get dirty.

He couldn’t help but feel his cock stiffen from the sight of her. It was quite awkward however, because his mind was still reeling and how she survived the fall unscathed. Not only that, why did she jump in the first place? He knew inwardly that the eclipse most likely had something to do with it. Carlos would soon find out because she smiled at him and walked closer. He immediately got out of the truck and called out to her.

“Holy shit! Are you ok?” He asked.

“I’m ok!” She responded, still walking closer to him. “I’m sorry if I scared you.”

“Scare me?! I almost died from the grief of watching you fall.” Carlos said, his tone still filled with shock. “How are all your bones not completely shattered?”

The woman came within a few paces of Carlos and stopped in front of him. Underneath all the dust she had a very youthful look to her body but even more so in her eyes. “I was like… testing something.”

“Testing something?!” Carlos questioned. “What on earth requires you jumping off a four-story water tower for a test?”

“I don’t know how to explain it. Ever since the eclipse I can’t get hurt. I can’t even feel pain for that matter.” She answered and coming within an arm’s distance of Carlos. “Were you trying to save me?”

“Of course, I was!” Carlos said. “You didn’t see me barreling down the-”

“OH MY GOD HOW CUTE!” she yelled and wrapping her arms around him in a massive hug. Carlos felt her massive D cup breasts press into his chest as she embraced him. She lingered in her embrace for longer than any normal stranger would, even moving her chest slightly from side to side before backing away. “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself. You’re the first person I’ve seen since the eclipse. I guess I’m just happy to see a hot guy - I mean… someone.”

“So, the eclipse did that to you?” Carlos asked, his frightened tone was now gone and the adrenaline subsided. Carlos inwardly thought to himself, if she was anything like Jenn and Valentina, her bimbo hormones would take hold and there would be no stopping her from craving his cock.

“I’m pretty sure handsome.” She answered, her head nodding merrily. “I was driving my new car that I just got for my eighteenth birthday when the sky went dark from the eclipse. All a sudden, my body completely changed and I had these gorgeous tits!”

She shook her breast in excitement, bouncing each one alternately before she continued. “I was so entranced with my boobs that I forgot that I was even driving and I crashed my car going well over 55.”

Her words made Carlos jump. “Holy shit…”

“I know, they’re amazing, aren’t they?” She said as she reached for the hem of her ripped up shirt and pulling it over her head.

“That’s not what I meant!” Carlos interjected, but as she bared her large fantastic breasts for him it began to sooth him into calming down. “But yeah… uhh yes, they are amazing. Incredible even.”

His eyes got lost in her marvelous super titties for moment. Her areolas and nipples stared back at him. Carlos could of swore they were speaking to him, asking that he would press his face between them. He decided right then that if given the opportunity he definitely would. But he had to tear himself away from staring too long, even though it was obvious that her bimbo traits were getting the best of her.

“Uh um,” Carlos stammered. “What I meant is that you got in a car wreck going 55 and there’s not a scratch on you?”

“Mm hmm.” She replied. “I was just as shocked as you. The car was a complete total, had to climb out the windshield, it was a big mess, trust me. There’s no way anyone would have survived. That’s why I came to the tower. I thought I was dreaming to be honest. So, I jumped from the tower to wake myself up. When you came, it was my fourth attempt.”

Carlos gulped. “Fourth attempt?”

“Mm hmm.” She answered, coming within an inch of his body and placing her hand on his shirt over his pecs. “I know I’m as shocked as you are. But honestly, I really like it, well my body anyway. I kind of want to see it in action.”

Carlos acted like he ignored her final sentence for the time being. “So, the eclipse gave you the power of invulnerability?”

“Yep!” She said cheerfully as she walked past him to the rear of his truck.

Her enthusiasm for throwing herself off the edges of buildings bewildered Carlos, but he kept finding himself getting distracted by her heavenly breasts and body. She swung her amazing ass more than one normally would when she walked. She looked over into the back of the track and looked at his cooler.

“Got any water?” She asked.

“Wait what?” Carlos stammered. “Aren’t you shocked about your powers?”

She looked over at him with a stared that told him to answer her initial question, but then decided to answer his. “Well yes, of course. I didn’t just jump off a four-story building for nothing. But I’m more excited about rinsing my new body off all this dirt.”

Carlos smiled. Was this barely legal blonde bimbo going to pour water on herself?Sign. Me. Up.

“In the cooler.”

With that she opened the cooler and fished out a liter size bottle of water and started to undo the cap. Her petite little hands were struggling with getting the lid off, the water within the cooler must have made the cap too slippery.

“Let me help you with that.” Carlos offered, taking the bottle and easily twisting the cap off. He handed the bottle back to her. “I’m Carlos. Didn’t get your name…”

“Bridgette.” She answered and took the bottle. Bridgette leaned her head back and pouring the water on her face. The water cascaded down her face and onto her shoulders until finally washing down her tits, clearing the top half her body from the dust that covered it. As the cold water touched her nipples they began to visibly harden. As the bottle ran dry Bridgette held it closer to her face. She extended her tongue catching the last few drops water. The phallic sight made Carlos’s blood rush from his body to his cock. It began to harden as quickly as her nipples had, noticeably pressing against the fabric of his shorts.

Carlos grabbed another bottle from the cooler and twisted off the cap. “You still have some dirt on you.” While Bridgette had gotten most of it with the first bottle, Carlos wanted to milk the situation for all it was worth.

“Wow you’re right.” She said looking down at her body. Bridgette seemed to nice his erection bulging in his shorts and smirked. But instead of taking the water from his hand she stepped up into the bed of the truck.

Bridgette stood above like a dancer on stage and began removing her pants, slowly undoing her fly. She rocked her hips slid the pants off her hips. But just before she pushed them down she turned away from Carlos and bent over. Bridgette slowly pulled her pants and panties off, giving Carlos a full view of her luscious ass and shaven pussy. Carlos’s eye went wide as the glared over her smooth curvy body, the moisture from the water gave her breasts a glossy sheen. Carlos just watched on, knowing that the eclipse’s bimbo transformation had fully taken hold of Bridgette. There was going to be no way talking her out of seducing him.

Bridgette stood up ran her hands over her curves, slowly rocking her body. She turned and looked down at him and licked her lips. She tossed her hair back and stared him down as she rubbed her impressive tits. She caressed her body and spread her knees as she came to crouch in the bed of the truck. Her hand went to her tiny pussy and she rubbed her clit gently and blew a kiss at Carlos.

“What are you waiting for?” She said. “Get up her and pour that water over my ass.”

“Don’t have to ask me twice.” He replied.

“Then don’t make me and give me what I need.” Bridgette snapped back bending over at the waist and shoving her ass out.

While the whole scene of them just meeting was ridiculous, her innuendos were just as absurd. But Carlos didn’t care, he immediately jumped in the bed of the truck and came up alongside her. “Here you go.” He said as he poured the water slowly onto the curve of her ass. He watched it streamed over her cheeks and down her long legs, pooling beneath her in the bed of the truck. She moaned lightly as the water washed over the bottom half of her body and Carlos could see some of it go between her cheeks and trickle down her pussy lips.

“Thank you, Carlos.” Bridgette said as she stood up. She turned to face him and noticed him gawking at her beauty. Bridgette stepped up closer to him, letting him get a closer view of her body. Carlos watched as her eyes began to fill with primal desire for him. Her nipples hardened further than they already were.

“Now how can I repay you?” Her hand went down to his crotch and grabbed at his raging hard on through the fabric of his shorts.

“Wow! Don’t you think you’re moving kind of fast?” He asked, but not jerking away in the slightest. Carlos just smiled back at her and pushed his crotch against her feeling fingers.

“Think?” She replied, tracing her fingers over his bulge. “I have a hard time doing that ever since I saw you. I don’t know what has come over me and I don’t care. But I must have your cock. Actually, I need your cock.”

“But we just-”

“NOW!” She demanded as she stood up on the tip toes of her sweeping legs and leaned forward, swung her arms arm his neck and pulled his face to hers. She kissed Carlos deeply for moment and he raised his hands slowly to her breasts. Carlos massaged them before smoothing his thumbs over her nipples. As his hands pressed along her luscious mounds, her tongue continued to brush against his. Carlos continued caress her surging breasts as he kissed her back He moved his left hand down to her ass and palmed her naked tight ass. Bridgette raised a leg and pressed against his with her inner thigh. She then pushed her hips into his shorts, rubbing her exposed pussy against the bulge in his crotch.

“I love it when you touch my breasts.” She whispered, only taking her mouth far enough away to speak before pressing back in and filling his mouth again with her tongue.

His cock began to twitch in his shorts as it pressed up against her mound. Bridgette gasped slightly in his mouth as she felt him shift against her pussy, his hips pressing against hers.

As the kissing continued as she became bolder, undoing his fly, and sliding her hand inside. Bridgette quickly found his cock and broke their kiss. She leaned back from him as rubbed her fingers along his massive dick. Bridgette looked down and her jaw dropped in amazement. As she brought it out into the open air, it was obvious from the look on her face that it was one of the biggest cocks she had ever seen.

“OH MY GOSH THAT’S HUGE!” She exclaimed as she began to stroke his length.

“The eclipse transformed me as well.” He replied nonchalantly as her fingers brushed along his cock.

She whimpered slightly as she began to lose herself in the moment. The look on her face was undeniable- Bridgette wanted nothing more than to try to fill her mouth with his cock.

“Why don’t you get a closer look?” He asked.

Bridgette didn’t waste any time. She broke away from his hands and squatted down in the bed of the truck in front of him. She lowered her head and he gasped as he felt her hot breath against the side of his massive flexing cock.

“Wow! It’s so thick and heavy.” She stammered. “You think I can get my mouth around it?”

“Why don’t you find out?” He replied.

Again, Bridgette didn’t hesitate, extended her tongue, and encircled his tip, twisting it around his crown. Her mouth slid over his head and she paused for a second before sliding further down his shaft. “Sorry, I’ve never done this before.” she said briefly between licks.

She’s never given a blowjob before? Carlos thought. Could’ve fooled me.

“You’re doing great. Keep going.” He ordered. “See how deep you can take it.”

“Mmmm.” She mumbled in confirmation. She attempted to engulf his cock, flicking her tongue along the underside of his rod as she did.

Carlos reached down and rubbed the top of her head as Bridgette began slowly shoving her face down on his rod. He groaned in pleasure as she continued to suck intensely on his hard cock. She got it about halfway before the crown of his dick pressed up against the back of her mouth. She pushed her face tighter against Carlos and as his cock reached her throat. Bridgette breathed through her nose and relaxed her throat. She moved her hands to his ass and pressed his hips into her face, pushing his cock further into her mouth and past the opening of her throat. Carlos groaned as he felt the opening of her throat constrict around his tip. She kept sinking her head ever further down the length of his cock, attempting to deepthroat his entire length.

Bridgette moaned gleefully as she swallowed his tip, pulling him further into her throat until she could bear it no more. But to his and her surprise, she kept sinking her head down on Carlos’s cock. He felt the better portion of his dick being constricted by her tight throat.

“Can’t believe you’re taking the whole thing!” Carlos exclaimed. “You sure this is your first time?”

Bridgette closed the gap of the last inch between her lips and the base of his cock. She looked up at him with her pretty blue eyes and mouth full of cock and nodded. The sight of her beautiful face engulfing his massive meat was just too much for Carlos - his cock swelled in her throat and he erupted into orgasm.

“OHHH FUUUUCK!” He groaned as he filled her throat with burst after burst of his hot cum. Bridgette kept her lips encircled around the base of his cock as he spilled a massive quantity into her belly.

“Mmmmmmm…” She hummed blissfully as his sperm continued to spill into her, the sides of her throat flexed along his shaft as she swallowed, milking it for everything it had.

“You’re fucking amazing!” He cried as she slowly backed off his cock, his cock finally reappearing little by little until she released it from her lips with a loud pop.

“Thank you.” Bridgette replied, mindless glee filling her tone. “Didn’t hurt as much as I thought it would. In fact. it didn’t hurt at all.” She then leaned back in and cleaned him off with her tongue.

Bridgette stood up in front of him and Carlos grabbed her by the waist and hoisted her up onto the cab of his truck. She leaned back and her hand went to her pussy and began to finger around her clit. Her lips parted slightly and Carlos viewed the glistening moisture. She was soaking wet.

Bridgette stared at him, not believing how big and beautiful his cock was. She reached for his cock and dragged him in towards her spread legs. She fisted his cock for a moment as Carlos got into position. He thought that she wouldn’t be able to take in his huge length. He quickly brushed the concern aside- even if she did it wouldn’t matter, she couldn’t feel pain or be hurt because of the eclipse’s effects.

“Please. Fuck me.” She stammered. Her fore head started to glisten with sweat, her eyes wide with anticipation. He grabbed his shaft and tapped it on her clit, and then swiped it across her lips. Bridgette bit down on her bottom lip and readied her body.

Carlos placed his head at her pussy lips, he paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. He attempted to slowly slid into her tight pussy with his cock. But moved out a bit as he touched her resistance, her lips had parted for about half of his head.

“Hurry! Stick it in!” Bridgette begged.

He backed his hips out and then slowly pressed back in. He got the crown in to where it felt resistance before, her pussy lips parted around his tip. Then, with one slow, powerful lunge, he pressed in.

As Bridgette felt her opening stretch, her hands grabbed at Carlos’s arms, clenching down on his muscles like a vice. He thought that her face would be grimacing in pain, but it was not. She smiled as waves of pleasure washed through her slowly as he began to fill her completely.

“Oh my god that’s huge!” Bridgette groaned as she hurled her head back.

Her drenched pussy readily stretching to accommodate the thick girth of his shaft. She would never have dreamed she could be so completely filled by a man’s cock. His cock slowly slid in, impaling her, stretching walls inside her clasping cunt. Carlos pressed it in, until half of his length was inside and it touched up against her cervix.

“OHHHHhhh.” Carlos groaned, feeling Bridgette’s molten folds wrapping around him.

“I can’t believe my virgin pussy took it!” She cried. “I love big cock! I love your big cock!” Carlos felt a warm pleasure shoot down his cock through his balls and up to his brain as she told him she was a virgin and that she was falling in love with his cock.

Carlos’ mind reeled - A virgin? No wonder it’s so tight.

He looked down at Bridgette, her mouth was wide open in shock as her white knuckles gripped his arms, bracing herself. His long stiff cock was lodged inside of her, but there was plenty of his length that still remained outside her pussy. His girth and length looked unnaturally disproportionate to her tiny hips and slender long legs.

“KEEP GOING CARLOS! I DIDN’T TELL YOU TO STOP!” She screamed as he started to back his cock out of her. As she finished her sentence, he pressed back in slowly.

Her molten mound continued to constrict around his steel rod as he pressed back in. Goddamn she was tight! Carlos slowly picked up his rhythm, moving back and forth within her. He looked down at her pussy as he attempted to deepen his thrusts. They could feel every little ridge in each other, the feeling sent pleasure throughout their heads and bodies.

“UH! Give me all of it! FUCK ME!” She howled as he impaled her yet again with his cock. The tip of his dick rested against her cervix.

“I don’t think it will all go in! I don’t want to hurt you!”

“Believe me, I can take your dick!” she moaned. Her hand went to her scalp and pulled at her long blonde hair. Carlos let out a low groan as Bridgette’s tight vagina clenched onto his long hard length.

“If you say so…” he said, hoping his super strength wouldn’t rip her in two. But since she begged, he had to give it to her. It would be a true test of her powers.

With a powerful lunge sunk his cock deep inside her. When he met resistance, she moved her hands from his arms to his hips and pulled. Before Carlos knew it, he was bottomed out balls deep inside her. He began to feel her body shudder around his massive cock, sending her deep into orgasm.

“OOOH CUMMINGGGGGGGGGGG!” She cried.

He kept his cock buried inside her tight cunt and tilted his head back as her tiny pussy vibrated around him in the throes of her climax. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her pussy trembled along his dick.

“OHHHhhh! Your cock is so amazing! I can’t help but cum all over it.” She screamed out, furiously gripping his ass cheeks as he began pounding her again. He thrusted into her for several minutes on top of the cab before he pulled out and flipped Bridgette over. She propped herself up on her elbows as Carlos watched her drenched pussy flow with her juices.

His cock was at full strength as he stepped in behind her. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it upwards against her clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening.

“Give me more!” She begged. Carlos didn’t hesitate, immediately sinking his rod back into Bridgette as far as he could. Bridgette threw her head back, sending her blond hair flying as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably. Carlos looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts. She must have started to get comfortable and she began to rock her hips against him. She glanced back at him over her shoulder, her eyes flushed with arousal.

“Fill me with your thick cock Carlos!” She screamed.

Her naughty words made Carlos lose control and he felt his balls tense up and his breath quicken. Carlos grabbed her by her hair on the back of her neck and yanked, sending his cock deep inside her. He kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in crescendo. Bridgette felt him begin to climax and bucked her head back, her hips beginning to shudder with another climax as he pounded her.

“Fill my virgin pussy with your cum.” She begged. “I want to feel it burst inside of me!”

“OH FUCKKKKK!” He moaned as he blasted a ribbon of hot thick cum inside of her pussy. Her eyes widened as his cum splattered against her cervix, sending her into a double orgasm. She continued to rock her ass back against him as her hips quaked. Carlos shot round after round of his warm seed, groaning happily as he filled her pussy.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy erupted over his hard cock, her hips bucking as Bridgette’s orgasms resonated throughout her body. Carlos continued to work his cock deeply into her as her peak rocked her body.

Carlos body fell on top of Bridgette’s back when their orgasms finally finished. He wrapped his arms around her and cupped her breasts as they leaned against the cab of the truck. Carlos pulled away, sliding his spent cock out of Bridgette’s tight pussy. Her hole was left wide open, a mixed glob of their cum oozed out of her and streamed down her legs.

“I never knew what my body was missing.” She whispered, her breathing heavy and labored. “My body is made to take big cock.”

“Well I’ll give you mine any time you like.” He answered. “I can’t believe your body held up to my super strength.”

“Me either!” Bridgette said. “But that’s a good thing! Because I want to try anal!”
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“Inever knew what my body was missing.” She whispered, her breathing heavy and labored. “My body is made to take big cock.”

“Well, I’ll give you mine any time you like.” He answered. “I can’t believe your body held up to my super strength.”

“Me either!” Bridgette said. “But that’s a good thing! Because I want to try anal!”

Bridgette roused her naked body and placed her palms on the cab of his truck and tried to relax her asshole for the impending penetration off his massive cock. Carlos thought inwardly that it was too big and wouldn’t fit, but he quickly dismissed the thought remembering her supernatural abilities and postured himself behind her. He knew that she had never been touched this way before and watched her turn her head towards him, biting her lip to ready herself.

Carlos loomed over her, guiding the head of his cock to her asshole. “You sure you can handle it?” He asked, wanting to make sure he was giving her every courtesy since they had just met.

“Mmhmm.” Bridgette nodded. “Give it to me, please.”

He grabbed his cock, holding it from the base and pressed it against her constricting entrance, keeping it there as Bridgette braced herself. She had already given him her virginity and swallowed his load but even that still wasn’t enough. Every ounce of her wanted to have all her holes filled by him, to be his super bimbo.

It had been quite a change for Carlos over the last twenty-four hours. Earlier in the day, a total solar eclipse passed overhead. Carlos had taken a trip to his favorite camping spot to view it, thinking that he was going to be alone with the world when he got there. But when he arrived his favorite spot was taken by a woman name Jenn as well as her brother Sam and his wife Rebecca. Carlos had watched the stellar event with Jenn, but for reasons unknown, the eclipse had left both completely transformed. Before Carlos looked like your stereotypical fisherman with a beer gut, but now he was a rock-hard stud with tight muscles, rippling abs, and a huge new cock. Jenn had transformed as well, going from overweight woman that wasn’t too easy on the eyes at into a slim, leggy, gorgeous angel.

Not only did their bodies change, but also their minds did as well. Jenn gained the ability of suggestion and Carlos gained superhuman strength and stamina. Carlos couldn’t explain the change, only knowing that it was somehow related to the eclipse. He quickly found out that it wasn’t just him and Jenn. When they went back to the campsite to her brother and his wife, they had also changed physically and had gained superpowers. But super powers weren’t the only thing they gained, for the eclipse had turned everyone he had met so far into a raging nympho. For right after the stellar event, Jenn threw herself at Carlos, taking to his cock to fulfill her primal desires.

After the events of the eclipse Carlos and Jenn fucked for hours on the beach of a river. When they finally were able to get ahold of their lust, Carlos decided to go into town to see if the effects of the stellar event had affected others. That’s when he met Valentina. When he was driving down the highway through the woods toward town, she flew up alongside him. The sexy Latina glided along in midair while he drove at 45 miles an hour. She immediately made him pull over so she they could fuck, which he obliged. When she crammed his cock down her throat, Carlos quickly realized the eclipse had bimbofied her as well. Not wanting to waste an opportunity he immediately took to burying his massive new cock inside her against the fender of his truck. They fucked on the shoulder of the highway for quite some time before Valentina had a double orgasm that made her squirt and blast off into the air! Without much conversation afterwards, Valentina thanked Carlos and continued with her flight. Flying away with a pussy battered by Carlos’ super strength.

Carlos carried on with his drive to town, still wondering what had happened to the rest world. His past few encounters with the opposite sex had shown him that everyone had become handsome studs and beautiful bimbos. This intuition was proven to be true when he was on the outskirts of town and met Bridgette. The gorgeous curvy blonde was standing on top of a four-story water tower when he first saw her. It looked as if she was contemplating her life and was going to jump to her death. She was obviously in distress and Carlos rushed his truck to go save her. But when he arrived, it was too late- she jumped off the tower just as he drove into the clearing. Carlos was immediately overcome with guilt watching the scene unfold in front of him. The whole ordeal scared the crap out him and it felt as if he might have a heart attack watching this gorgeous blonde stranger jump to her death. But he was soon surprised to see she emerged from the cloud of dust her landing had created unscathed!

They spoke for a moment, and she let him know that ever since the eclipse she had the power of invulnerability. She was just testing her new powers because she was still coming to terms with them. Carlos was beyond amazed that she was ok, any common person probably would have died or at least be laid up in the hospital for a long time. Bridgette apologized for scaring him, and that was when her bimbo urges took hold.

Their conversation quickly turned from one of explanation to one of little words. Her faced flushed with uncontrollable arousal much like the Jenn and Valentina when they had first seen him. Bridgette was quick to remove all her clothes, whip out his cock and get to sucking, making the excuse that she had to thank him for attempting to save her. He fired his creamy load into her mouth before proceeding to pound her in the bed of his truck. Bridgette let him know as they were fucking that she was in fact a virgin and Carlos was amazed with her sexual appetite. And now, she was bent over the cab of his truck, waiting for him to give him her first anal!

Slowly, he pushed forward. Her tight hole resisted, but then gradually stretched to admit his huge girth. Bridgette felt it slowly force its way forward…and then, with a quick intake of her breath, his cock head popped inside her.

“Ughh!” She cried out from the initial discomfort of her impalement of his cock. A normal girl would have tears streaming down her face from the pain, but Bridgette was no normal girl. Carlos waited patiently for her body to adjust and then slowly thrust his cock deeper in Bridgette’s ass. He moved slowly in and out, sending it deeper into her with each stroke.

“Yes! Take my virgin ass Carlos!” Bridgette yelled, screaming his name as loud as she could.

“You like my big dick in your ass, don’t you Bridgette?” asked Carlos.

“YES,” she shouted again. “I LOOOOOVE IT!”

Carlos reached over her back and grabbed a handful of her hair at the base of her neck, yanking her head back sharply as he sank his cock deep in her ass. She was so tight around him and he was relishing in the moment.

“OH Oh! Yes, I love your cock!” Bridgette groaned. “Do it! Fuck my ass! I love being a slut. I LOVE BEING A BIMBO!”

Carlos began to thrust his cock in and out of her, her asshole still gripping him tightly, but moving more easily now that she had adjusted. Bridgette moaned with mounting lust as he ass-fucked her. She thrusted her ass back into him, squirming her body as his cock moved in and out of her asshole.

She was loving it Carlos thought. He wanted nothing more than to feel his cum gushing into her, flooding her ass just as he had done with her mouth and pussy. The amazing part was that she could handle his paranormal strength like no other. Jenn and Valentina were visibly sore after he had his way with them.

Carlos’s balls slapped against Bridgette’s aching clit as face contorted with pleasure. Bridgette bit down on her lower lip as he began to feel her ass shake as he felt her orgasm once again surging upward from deep within her. Bridgette shuddered on his stiff rod as ass her drew up tight against the base of his thrusting cock.

Her tight little hole was too much for him to bear and Carlos groaned suddenly as he felt his balls begin to churn. “Oh, fuck Bridgette, here it comes!” He yelled out.

Bridgette shivered against his cock as her own climax erupted with primal force. “OH FUCK YESSSS!” she screamed, her body exploding in ecstasy. She felt Carlos’s cock surge inside her ass, shooting spurt after spurt of hot cum into her depths as she shuddered violently in the throes of her own shattering orgasm.

As their climaxes subsided, Carlos backed off of her, his cock making a loud pop as it freed itself from her ass.

“That was amazing.” He said. “Your body is built for handling my strength and big dick!”

“I’ve been more than happy to accommodate.” She replied. “You’re going to have to give it to me again sometime, your cock is addicting.”

Bridgette went looking around for her clothes but quickly realized that they were beyond dirty. This reminded Carlos why he had left his campsite to begin with. While his question of how the eclipse had affected the population was answered, he still promised Jenn and her friends he would return with some clothes that actually fit their new bodies.

“While it’s been nice, I really need to get going to town.” He said. “Do you need a ride somewhere? I remember you saying you had totaled your car during the eclipse. Do you live in the area? I could take you home if you like.”

“That’d be nice actually.” Bridgette replied going to his cooler and retrieving a bottle of water. “I don’t live too far from here and I could really use a shower and clean clothes.”

“Well jump in…” He said as she poured half of the bottle onto herself and then saving the other half for his cock. She splashed the water onto his spent cock and gave it a decent rinsing.

“Thanks.” He said appreciating her gesture.

“No problem.” She replied, rounding his truck to the passenger door. “Least I can do to repay you.”

Carlos couldn’t help but smirk as he found his shorts and put them on. The pair of them climbed in his truck and started it. They drove away from the tower and back to the main road. The outskirts of town were barren of life, not a single car on the road, given the town an empty feeling. Carlos wondered where every had gone.

“Where is everyone?” Carlos wondered out loud.

“If there anything like us, they’re probably fucking.” She answered plainly. “Quite strange though, usually there’s someone about at this hour.”

“Makes sense.” He answered.

As they came upon the main road the still naked Bridgette directed him where to turn. Her smooth nude body reminded him again of why he had set out to town in the first place. Carlos decided to take the moment to ask the local a few questions.

“Where can I get some new clothes in this small town?” He asked.

“May want to try the general store, it’s the only place nearby. You probably saw it when you drove through on the way up here. Otherwise you’ll have to order online or go into the city to one of the malls.”

“Ok, I pretty sure I remember that place you mentioned.” He responded. “I’ll be sure check it out.”

Bridgette turned to look at him and wicked grin spread across her face. “I know something I want to check out while you’re driving.”

“Uh, and what is that?” Carlos asked curiously.

She answered him by laying her head on his lap and tucking her hair behind her ear. Bridgette gently placed her finger against Carlos’s member, which soon became quite firm inside his shorts. The touch took Carlos’s eyes away from the road for a moment as he glanced down at her, she had a wicked grin that portrayed her inner feelings of desire. He couldn’t do anything but smile back as he returned his eyes to the road ahead of them, hopefully she didn’t get to busy to remember to tell him when to turn.

Bridgette unzipped Carlos’s shorts and quickly slid her fingers inside, caressing his member through the thin fabric of his boxers. After a few moments of pleasurable torture, Carlos felt the button of his pants suddenly pop open as she sought to free his cock. He lifted his ass slightly as she slid down his shorts a little and fished him out through the opening his boxers. Bridgette’s fingers traced the length of the cock, up one side and down the other, slow and gentle.

After a few moments, Bridgette’s tongue slipped from her mouth as she licked the tip of his cock as it rose to full mast. Carlos choked back on breath as her tongue began tracing along his head. Again, he forced his attention back to the road, struggling to maintain his composure as Bridgette’s mouth engulfed his manhood. Bridgette began bobbing her head, coating his cock in her saliva. She licked his long cock from the base to the tip and swirled her tongue around the head, causing Carlos to fight back a moan of pleasure. She took him in her mouth, bobbing her head deeply, allowing Carlos’s shaft to brush against the opening of her throat with each stroke.

Carlos was caught up in the excitement, for he had never received a blowjob while driving before. Bridgette hummed happily as she took his massive length into her mouth. She sucked him for several minutes and Carlos had a hard time paying attention to the road. His balls began to churn and Bridgette noticed so she quickened her pace.

“I’m cumming!” Carlos cried out as he started shooting his load into Bridgette’s eager mouth. Some spilled out and trickled out the corners of her lips. Bridgette sat up and concealed his spent member back into his pants and swallowed.

“Turn here.” She said nonchalantly, his cum still rolling down her chin. She scooped it up with a finger and wiped it against her tongue instinctively. “Last house at the end of the road.”

The road had only a few homes on it, all of which were spaced out on massive ranch style lots. They finally arrived at their destination, her home was a simple one story that sat on at least twenty acres of land. Carlos pulled in the long gravel driveway, noticing an older, yet gorgeous woman on the front porch.

“Wow my mother changed for the better as well. Looks like she reversed in age too.” Bridgette said being taken aback by seeing her mother for the first time since the eclipse.

As Carlos parked and killed the motor he got a better look at Bridgette’s mom. She was a slim woman in her late thirties or early forties and had her shiny blonde hair put up in a bun by a chopstick. Her face, was unlike her hair didn’t show signs of age and was free of wrinkles. She had sweeping stocking-clad legs with a knee length skirt and a white long sleeve button down blouse with the top few buttons undone. The blouse was stretched to the seams down the middle, her huge breasts pressed against fabric almost to the point where they were about to burst through. She seemed to be clothes pinning various pieces of paper about the porch. The whole front of the house was filled with them. When Carlos looked closer he realized they were all sketches and drawings.

Bridgette hurriedly went to open her door when she noticed what she was doing. That’s when Carlos spoke up. “For some reason, I thought you lived alone. I forgot you had just turned eighteen.”

“Yea, I haven’t even enrolled in college yet. Why, does that matter?”

“It doesn’t…” He said. “But aren’t you a little worried that you’ll be getting out of the car naked with a stranger?”

“I am, but lucky for me she’s blind.” She countered. “What I’m worried about is that she’s doing outside. She barely knows how to draw; my mom usually just sits inside and listens to audiobooks and the radio. I hate to ask but will you stay for at least a minute or two while I figure this out.”

“Sure, no problem.” Carlos replied. Whatever power the eclipse instilled in Bridgette’s mother peaked his curiosity. For someone who was blind and barely drew, those sketches looked rather detailed.

They both exited the vehicle and Bridgette walked up to the porch towards her mother. She seemed to know that they had arrived and turned to face them after pinning up a freshly drawn picture. Her eyes were glazed over, the lack of vision was obvious. “Bridgette is that you?” She said in her daughter’s direction.

“Yes mom, it’s me. I’ve brought a friend. His name is-”

“Carlos.” Her mother cut her off and finished her sentence. “Yes, yes. Hello Carlos. I’m Natalie.” Her mother said.

Carlos and Bridgette were startled by Natalie’s knowledge of his name and gave each other awkward glances. “Nice… to… meet you Natalie.” Carlos greeted, his tone full of confusion. “I have to ask. How is it that you knew my name?”

“Ever since the eclipse, I’ve had an overwhelming urge to draw what I’m thinking, it’s like I’ve been touched by a muse.”

“Mom, you sound crazy…” Bridgette interjected.

“About as crazy as you standing there naked.” Natalie countered.

“Umm…” Bridgette stammered, her voice suddenly filled with embarrassment.

“It’s ok dear, I understand. See look here.” Natalie said, easing her daughter’s tensions. She went to one of the clothes pins on the porch and took down a drawing. Bridgette and Carlos walked up closer to her as she presented it to them. Bridgette took the piece of paper and looked at it while Carlos curiously looked over her shoulder to steal a glance.

It was a rough sketch of Carlos’ truck parked in the very place it was now with Bridgette and Carlos looking at a piece of paper that her mother had given them. Carlos flinched his head back in shock and Bridgette’s eyes went wide in surprise. They were looking at picture of themselves in this very moment.

“How… how can this be?” Bridgette stuttered.

“I’m still trying to figure it out too.” Natalie answered. “While I know it’s related to the eclipse, I don’t know how or why.”

Carlos gathered himself from the bizarre reveal that just happened and decided to chime in on the conversation. “Same thing has happened to me… to us. Everyone I have met so far had been affected. However, the powers that they have gained are wildly different from person to person.”

“It’s widespread.” Natalie answered. “Everyone in the path of the eclipse has changed.”

Carlos believed her. With the drawings clipped up all around him as proof, it seemed as if this woman had the power of foresight. His mind reeled with how many exploits one could have with such a power.

“The only thing that is similar between everyone is that it changed us physically.” Carlos continued. “Everyone I have met had transformed to gorgeous and handsome.”

Bridgette giggled as if wanting to add something but held back.

“Mmhmm.” Natalie agreed with a smirk at her daughter and then over to Carlos. “Super powers and beautiful bodies that are heaven sent aren’t the only thing we’ve gained.”

Carlos watched as she put two fingers in front of her mouth as if she was hiding a dirty thought. He knew that her bimbo instincts to please men were coursing through her veins. Carlos looked back over at Natalie and she seemed to smile back knowing that he was checking her out. He could feel his own lust beginning to mount. Maybe a three some was in order.

“Bridgette,” Natalie continued. “why don’t you go inside to shower up and get some clothes on while I get to know Carlos here a little more. We have a lot to talk about, so please hurry.”

‘There goes my hopes at having my first ménage…’ Carlos thought.

“I was hoping you would say that.” Bridgette replied. “While I wanted to stay and talk about the eclipse and these drawings of yours, I’m in desperate need for one.” She strode towards the door to the house, her naked ass swaying as she did.

“By the way mom you look great.” Bridgette said looking over her shoulder. “I like the change. I also like how you fit into my clothes. You look better than I did in them.”

“Thanks.” Her mother replied as Bridgette walked past her. “I couldn’t find anything that fit in my wardrobe so I decided to help myself to yours. While the fit is tight, they’ll do.”

Carlos was a little taken back by how Bridgette seemed to aimlessly leave him with her mother. Wasn’t Bridgette the least concerned or interested about Natalie and her powers? Carlos thought it was fascinating. But it was quite bizarre that she was clothes pinning up drawings. Usually that only needed to be done to dry out wet paint.

“I hate to ask Natalie, but why are you pinning these up when they don’t need to dry?” Carlos asked.

“Yea I know it seems silly, but it’s the only thing I thought of to organize them.” Natalie responded. Her hands fumbled around, searching for one of her sketches. “But mostly because I knew you were coming and I wanted you to be able to see them.”

“What?!” Carlos asked.

Natalie didn’t immediately have an answer to his confusion. She found the drawing she was looking for and unpinned it from the others that were with it. “This is my first drawing. When I drew it I was thinking about society as a whole, and our future together. This is what my mind came up with.” She held out the paper in his general direction. Carlos took it from her and held it in front of his face to get a closer look.

Carlos was intrigued as he gazed upon the top half of the picture of a large group of people watching a stellar eclipse. Some people in the sketch were flying while others seemed to be using various super powers. Needless to say, there were several couples scattered through the piece fucking each other’s brains out. In the corner was a date April 8th, 2024. The lower half of the picture showed the crowd returning to normal as the eclipse ended.

“So, we are going to have our powers for the next 7 years?” Carlos asked.

“Apparently so.” She answered. “So, we all better get comfortable.”

“This is great information and all, but I don’t see how it has anything to do with me.” Carlos said.

“To be perfectly honest, it doesn’t have anything to do with you right now.” She replied. “You and I are just one in a million affected. I just thought you should know so that you can start planning accordingly. But these next three drawings, these have everything to do with you.”

She unpinned another sketch and hand handed it to Carlos, this time she stepped in quite close, almost enough the where Carlos could feel her breath. He took the picture from her hand and took a peek. Carlos was astounded when he saw what looked like a comic strip artist concept sketch of him meeting and fucking Valentina. It even ended with Valentina orgasming on his cock and shooting herself into the air like some pressure rocket. Carlos didn’t know how to respond, and quickly became nervous.

Natalie seemed to know his reaction and decided to speak up. “I know what you’re thinking, and it’s ok, I got off too.”

“Umm. WHAT?!” Carlos’ expression went to one of surprise and disbelief.

“Not only do I envision the future, but I feel when it happens as well.” Natalie answered, stepping away from him and to another hanging picture. “When she exploded on your cock, so did I.”

“This isn’t real.” Carlos stuttered. “You’ve got to be kidding me, this cannot be happening.”

“Oh. it happened.” She said coyly, taking another picture off a peg. “When I saw your cock, I became overwhelmed with a sudden inner urge.”

Carlos knew what she was about to say, her inner bimbo was coming to life before his eyes. He just didn’t know how she was going to say it. “What sudden urge?”

“The urge to make me do this…” She said as she flipped around the paper for him to see.

Carlos’ shock rose to heightened levels as he looked upon the picture she showed him. It was a picture of Natalie’s beautiful face with her lips wrapped around a humongous cock. But not just any cock, his cock. His mind raced as he looked upon the detail of the photo, she was deepthroating him completely with a a wide eyed blissful look on her face. His cock was dripping wet, lathered with her spit, while his cum was dripping out the corners of her mouth. The image made his dick grow instantly to a full raging hard on. Carlos was lost in the image, entranced. But suddenly he felt a tug at the buttons in her jean shorts and they were sliding off his ass and falling to the porch at his feet.

He looked down and Natalie had already squatted down in front of him. His cock was free in the open in air and she grabbed hold of it and ran her tongue along the underside of him.

Natalie ran her tongue from his balls to the tip of his cock, licking feverously at the head and then back down his length. She came back up and paused just licking at his head for a moment before her lips parted. Natalie attempted to slide her lips over him but must have missed judged it and his head butted against her teeth so she quickly backed off to be careful not to scrape him. Carlos hoped that it was just because she was blind, but even then, she was going to have open her mouth as wide as possible to get her head down on it.

“You sure Natalie? I don’t want to choke you.” He said.

“Mmhmm.” She answered as she opened her jaw as far as she could muster and glided her lips over his head.

Carlos was surprised that the ridge of his head actually made it past her lips and slowly into her warm mouth. She lowered her head onto him until she was about a third of the way before it pressed up against the opening of her throat. Natalie backed her head up slowly until only his tip was in her mouth. Carlos groaned and smiled as the sensation of getting his cock serviced washed over him.

Excitedly, Natalie began to bob her head on his dick and Carlos’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled in his shoes. Natalie quietly slurped as she rose her head slowly up and down a portion of his length. It felt strange having another man’s cock in her mouth. She had only given her late husband head, and Carlos’s cock was so different. So much bigger, and lined with thick veins that seemed to pulse as she sucked it. She wrapped her hands around Carlos’s shaft and slowly stroked him, while still sucking on the big cock head.

Having her service him felt amazing, she was definitely well educated in the arts of blowjobs. Her beautiful and mature face would make a fulfilled look as the tip of his rod would touch brush the back her mouth. She was amazing at sucking cock, better than any he had all day. He didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold out, he felt his balls beginning to churn, his orgasm was imminent. She raised her head up his length and spat his cock out.

“I told you I could handle it.” Natalie grinned as she spoke.

Carlos’ hands were behind Natalie’s head, clutching her soft blonde hair. Shit she turned him on! He watched as her pretty face bobbed on his cock. Her hands were moist from pre-cum and saliva as she stroked him. He pulled his cock from Natalie’s mouth and rubbed it across her face.

As she let him swipe across her lips she decided to speak. “I want you to cum in my mouth.” She demanded, needed to fulfill the destiny that she had drew earlier in the day.

Carlos groaned in delight and she took his cock back in her hand. She worked her mouth up the sides of his length until she finally reached the head. Natalie took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bob her head on him. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth as she tilted her head slightly to give more friction as she descended to fill her mouth with his hardness.

Natalie was so aroused; her pussy was becoming so wet and her mouth was filling with saliva. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster. She continued to nurse Carlos’s cock at a steady pace moaning all the while. Her hips were beginning to shake, telling him that she was going to cum just from sucking his cock.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caress them with her fingers. She was humming constantly while his hard cock filled her mouth. Carlos watched on as she plunged her head deep into him, shoving his cock deep into the cavern of her throat. Tears began to form in her eyes as her hands cupped his ass cheeks, thrusting his hips into her face. Carlos’s cock swelled in her throat and she began to cum at the same time as him, her thighs and hips trembling.

She sucked him furiously as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up. Carlos watched as Natalie’s amazing eyes shot open wide just like in the picture she had drawn as he sent a massive hot jet of cum into her mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she continued to press her face forward. Her hips and body quaked as her own orgasm ran through her, leaving the front of her panties soaked. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her pretty mouth, filling her throat full of his seed. Carlos was amazed how well she had drawn this exact moment. The image was spot on to every last detail, including the cum dribbling out the corners of her mouth.

“Mmmmmmm…” Natalie hummed blissfully as his cum continued to fill her mouth to the brim. Both of Natalie’s hands feverishly stroked at his shaft, milking it for everything it had. She waited patiently for him to finish, then slowly raised her head off his massive cock, and smiled gleefully at him. She swallowed and turned her head in Carlos’s direction to make sure he saw.

Natalie stood up and turned around, unzipping her mini skirt. “I have a question Carlos. Do you think you can handle this ass?” She asked looking over her shoulder as she pulled the thin material off her curvy ass and let it fall to her ankles. All that was left behind was a tiny G-string that left a triangle of flimsy material just above the crack of her ass. Her curvy booty was gorgeous and called out to Carlos begging to be felt, squeezed and smacked.

“Now I can definitely handle it.” He responded confidently. “The real question is, can you?”

Carlos tugged down her g string and they quickly fell to the ground next to her skirt. Natalie leaned over against the railing of the porch as he slid his hand over the curve of her ass and gave it a few good squeezes, and spanks. “Ah!” She moaned in painful delight as slapped her ass. He smoothed his hand down to the lips of her shaven pussy and traced along her labia before slid in two fingers. Carlos was amazed about how wet she was, and with how heavy she was breathing. He knew that her pussy was begging for his hard cock. But as he fingered her, all he could think about is how much he wanted to taste her with his mouth before he buried his cock deep inside her.

Carlos squatted down behind her and drew his face up close to her pussy. Natalie threw her head back and moaned as she felt his breath against the entrance of her pussy. Natalie’s sweet musky fragrance intoxicated him as he slowly licked her with the tip of his tongue. Carlos lightly traced the outline of her plump lips, starting just below where her clit peered out from its hood and he slowly flicked his tongue against it. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Carlos repeated this again and again until Natalie twitching uncontrollably with pleasure, moaning all the while.

He lifted his head briefly and then kissed her smooth ass. Carlos then moved back between her legs to her luscious pussy. He moistened his finger in his mouth and placed it on Natalie’s lips just below the clit and traced them with his finger. Carlos then leaned up underneath her and closed his lips around her clit. He licked at it quickly as she pressed her ass down onto his face while an orgasm began to climb within her. Carlos rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax.

“AHHH GOD YES!” she screamed softly. Natalie grabbed the wood of the railing, turning her knuckles white as she exploded in orgasm. Carlos could feel the powerful peak sweep across her body and out her pussy. Savoring her satisfaction as he sucked away at her, pulling her clit into his mouth.

He released her from his mouth and stood up behind her, his erect cock was at full strength. He held his dick from the base swiping it up and down across her ass and down to her swollen pussy lips. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. The with a slow and solid thrust, he guided his massive cock with his hand and pushed inside her.

Natalie grimaced as she felt him enter her. “Ughh, god!” she cried between gritted teeth. He dug his feet into the floor of the porch and pushed hard, shoving his thick shaft inside her soaking pussy.

As Carlos’s massive manhood disappeared inside Natalie he moved his hands to her hips for more leverage. She opened her stance of stocking-clad legs as he impaled more of himself inside her. He grabbed Natalie’s blonde hair and pulled her head back towards him, and sucked on her neck and she bit down hard on her lower lip. Natalie moaned uncontrollably as her tight pussy attempted to adjust to girth. Carlos then moved to Natalie’s ear. “Half way in now.”

She shivered from his hot breath next to her ear. Tears were flowing down her cheeks from the initial pain, but she knew from her foresight that she would soon loosen up and be overwhelmed with pleasure “OH FUCK! It feels like you’re splitting me in two! I LOVE IT! Give me all of it! Shove that big cock inside me!”

“You’re getting it all!” he growled, and pushed another two inches into her. He roughly fondled Natalie’s breasts, pulling and twisting at her sensitive nipples. She braced herself as she felt Carlos tense up, and then he thrust more of his cock inside her.

Carlos concentrated to avoid cumming. Natalie was amazingly tight! And she was so fucking hot! Her tits were large and perfectly shaped, her stomach flat, her ass tight and her long sweeping legs were fucking amazing! And even beaded with perspiration as she held onto the railing, her face was gorgeous! She was beyond hot!

Carlos dug his feet again into the deck, and pushed hard into Natalie again. She squealed as more of Carlos entered her. She had never felt so full in her life. “I’m all the way in now!” he said congratulating her.

Carlos started rocking back and forth, a few inches of his thick shaft slowly moving back and forth in her pussy. Her ass started to move back to meet his thrusts, working with Carlos. Her cunt clinging to him each time he withdrew. Her tits bounced back and forth as he sunk his cock in and out. Carlos’s eyes focused on her cunt being impaled by his rod of flesh as he watched it slam in and out.

“Oh, yes fuck my pussy.” she sobbed, an orgasm slowly building inside her. Natalie leaned back against his chest as his pace quickened, letting him fuck her in a standing position. Carlos’s thrusts got longer and more forceful. Natalie began moaning. It felt so good! He was hitting spots she didn’t even know existed, and his cock was so thick that the friction against her clit was amazing.

Her orgasm was building. “OH GOD YES! YES! YES!” she wailed as Carlos’s huge cock sent her over the edge and she began to cum. Natalie’s nails dug into Carlos’s arms and wrapped them around her body as pleasure filled her, her toes curling on the wooden deck beneath her. Carlos held tight to Natalie’s blonde hair as he continued to pound her. With each press in, Carlos seemed to stimulate both her clit and g-spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her shuddering body. Her orgasm had been incredibly intense, and it felt like another was building. Her moans were almost continuous as his thrusting.

Natalie was almost breathless Carlos slipped his cock out of her. She quickly turned to face him and sat up on the deck railing and spread her legs, gripping hard onto his arms to steady herself. Carlos immediately buried his cock back into her. His huge thickly veined shaft glistened with their combined juices as he moved in and out of her.

“OHH KEEP FUCKING ME!” Natalie panted as he Carlos pistoned his cock in and out of her. “I’M GOING TO CUM AGAIN!” She pulled him into her with her arms while she dug her heels into his ass. He was almost there as well. He just wanted to be deep inside her when he finally came.

Carlos’ thrusts became almost frantic as he neared his peak. The thought of getting this pretty blonde milf pregnant made his cock throb. The feeling of her silky stockings wrapped around his torso made him even hotter, and then finally, his orgasm hit. Carlos lurched into her repeatedly, continuing to plug her as he ejaculated thick streams of his sperm deep inside Natalie’s womb.

Her hands clutched at his arms. “Fuck me, fuck me!” she cried as she pulled him to her, opening her mouth to his. Natalie felt it splash inside her, filling her pussy with cream seed, sending her into her second orgasm. Her body shuddered almost violently as she came again.

When they came down from their peaks Carlos lifted one of her legs over her his shoulder and continued to throttle her pussy. She leaned away bracing herself on the railing, her eyes flush with lust. She attempted to push her hips forward, her pussy begging for more of his cock, needed it with every ounce of her being.

“OH FUCK YES! FUCK ME MORRRRRRRRE!” She shouted, erupting into yet another orgasm. “UGHhh! CUMMING AGAINNN!”

Natalie’s cumming again? Carlos thought, she just fucking had one! Carlos continued fucking her with his hard cock as she came over his length. He filled her with his girth while her body shook and pounded her tight pussy below with savage ferocity.

“GIMMIE THAT BIG DICK! FUCK! MY! PUSSSSSSSSSSSY!” Natalie yelled so loud that the house over twenty acres away most likely heard her.

Carlos picked Natalie up off the railing, holding her up off the ground. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his rod as she wrapped her arms around his neck. He grunted loudly as he fucked her. Her pussy clenched tightly around his cock as it impaled her over and over again. He looked her in the eyes, even though she couldn’t see, they were filled with frenzy from the savage fucking she was receiving. She shivered uncontrollably as he bounced her on his cock, her head falling backwards while her mouth hung wide open. Her trembling knees were rattling as her pumped her hips up and down. On the wooded deck below a puddle of her juices was forming, flowing out from her gushing pussy.

Carlos’ balls clenched up and his cock swelled inside Natalie. A massive rush unlike no other rocked his body as he began to shoot massive amounts cum from his cock. The first shot blasted out his dick splattering into her pussy.

“UGH! I LOVE YOUR CUM!” She cried as her body began shaking into another orgasm. Carlos’ balls were spasming as he pumped a huge amount of his jizz into her. Natalie assisted him by using what weight she had by slamming her hips down, using her grasp around his neck as leverage. He fired blast after blast until finally, he was spent.

As the pair came down from their peaks, Carlos set Natalie down on a nearby table and collapsed on top of her. Her breath was ragged, her body beyond exhausted. Carlos however, could go longer thanks to his super stamina. But after propping himself up and looking down a Natalie, he decided to slide his cock out of her and give her a much needed break.

“You’re amazing. You handled it like a champion.” He said.

“I’ll be able to handle even more in the future.” She panted.

“I’ll definitely be coming back for more, that’s for sure.” he replied.

“That’s not all you’ll be coming back for…” She said after a short silence, finally having enough strength to peel herself up from the table.

“What do you mean?” Carlos asked, his tone filled with curiosity.

Natalie answered him by going to one of her drawings that was tacked up on the far end of the porch. Carlos was surprised that she could even walk after the fucking she just received. Even though her walking was as staggered as her breath, she powered through. Natalie took the picture down and handing it to Carlos. It was the third photo she wanted him to see, he had forgotten about her mentioning the last picture when they had got carried away.

“I may be blind… but I can still see the future.” She said.

Carlos took the sketch from her and was yet again shocked with the subject matter of her drawing. In the dead center of the photo was him, all dressed up in a nice dress suit as if it was a portrait with a massive smile spread across his face. But surrounding him was not his current family, but his new one, most likely nine months from now. For standing around him was four gorgeous women, all of which were holding newborns. As he looked at their familiar faces, Carlos smiled back as he confirmed that they were Natalie, Bridgette, Valentina, and Jenn.


Can’t Take the Willing
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Kathleen typed away briskly entering all the information he had requested. She answered all the questions as truthfully as possible, not wanting the recipient to reject her application. She paused briefly at the send button and gave it a once over, making sure her address, phone number, and other personal information was correct. She realized the gravity of this questionnaire and decided to save a screenshot. Before submitting the application, Kathleen decided to type into the optional instructions field.

‘I need you to take me. Catch me and force me to do anything you need. Harm me any way you want. Hold me in your grip for seven days.’ And then Kathleen finally clicked send, the anticipation made her wet.

She had just messaged a professional dominate. She had heard about him from one of her kinky friends. Anyone can contact him through his website, letting him know precisely what they want done to them and he makes their dreams a reality. He doesn’t charge anything for these encounters. Legally he can’t charge anything for his services, that would fall into prostitution. Rather he has them sign a contract and model release and he puts the pictures and recordings on his site. Kathleen had heard a ton about his site and what he does. She has been considering it months, often visiting his site just to masturbate. And finally, she had mustered enough courage to message him.

Kathleen went about her day until finally that evening her phone buzzed notifying her she had received an email. She quickly pulled it up to give it a read.

“What are your hard limits? You neglected to fill out a safe word.” It was just a simple text email that didn’t bear any signature. The only way she knew it was from him was from the domain name in the from field.

His response may have made someone nervous from not filling out the necessary information, however she had done that intentionally.

“I left it blank on purpose. I need to be totally at your mercy. No limits, no safe word.” She texted back. Ten minutes passed but it felt like an hour to Kathleen.

“A whole week is a long time; won’t someone notice that you’re missing?” Was the response.

“No. I live alone. I have no family and I work from home. My calendar is free for two months and the few friends I do have will be traveling out of country for quite some time.” She wavered briefly before hitting send. Kathleen knew what she was disclosing to him that no one would see her for a while. The would be no evidence of what happened, and if there was she would already be long gone. He could take her and never let her go for all she cared. The thought made her wet as she hit send.

“You have to give me a safe word.” Was his immediate response.

“NO! This is my fantasy, if you won’t help me I’ll find someone else.” she quickly typed and sent the message.

An hour passed and Kathleen thought she may have blown her chance. She pondered giving him a safe word even though it wasn’t what she wanted. There was a dark part of her that wanted to be taken completely, for her body to confiscated. She wanted to be in fear, her freewill taken from her and immersed in the horror.

Her phone rang from a blocked number.

“Hello.” Kathleen answered, her tone frustrated.

“Are you sure you want to proceed without a safe word?” The voice on the other end of line asked. It was not a natural voice. It was disguised by a voice changer, making it sound deep, distorted, and jarring to her ear.

“YES!” She yelled into the microphone. There was a long pause. The only sound coming from her cell phone speaker was the slow distorted breath of the cloaked voice.

“Very well then. Just understand what you are asking for then. I will have to modify my contract to fulfill your request.”

“Thank y-.” She muttered.

“Shut the fuck up.” The voice demanded. The breathing continued for what seemed like an eternity before it decided to continue. “Now listen closely. In a few days, you will receive two copies of my contract. Sign both and send one copy back. Keep the second copy for your records. Sometime in the following month I will come to you unannounced. You can attempt to resist all you want, try to scream all you want, fight all you want… But trust me, you will fail. I am great at what I do.”

Kathleen shuddered at the idea and couldn’t help fingering herself in anticipation. His call ended and Kathleen immediately striped her pants and panties off and masturbated. Building herself to an orgasm almost instantly. She squirted uncontrollably at the thought of being taken and abused by a complete stranger.

The next day, there was a knock at her front door. When she opened the door, a mailman stood impatiently in the entryway to her home. He stood in a raincoat to protect his uniform from the pouring rain, his hand outstretched towards her holding a manila folder inside a sheet protector.

“Certified mail.” He said as he handed Kathleen the envelope. “Please sign.”

Kathleen followed the courier’s request and signed the slip and handed it back over to the mailman. She took the envelope from his hands and looked upon the return address. It was the P.O. box that matched the one listed one her chosen dominate’s website.

“Thanks,” She said, closing the door.

She quickly tore open the envelope and pulled out the documents. Kathleen gave it a glance over to determine it was his contract. Once she was satisfied it came from him, she hastily signed and initial every form and without even reading the entire document. She placed one of the signed copies into the prepaid envelope he had provided and sealed it. Kathleen grabbed her coat and quickly went outside to find the mailman several houses down and gave him the envelope. She wanted to make sure it was sent back to her Dom as quickly as possible, not wanting there to be any delay.

The days went on and Kathleen tried to fill her time with her work. The days turned into a week and she began to not be able to focus on business matters. Kathleen filled her time taking out the frustration from the anticipation with exercising. She keeps her tall figure in shape with a disciplined routine, wanting to look her best for when the day her Dom finally came. She would finger herself constantly, thinking about how he would introduce himself and surprise her. As the weeks went on she wondered if the contract had been lost in the mail or if he had forgotten about her. Kathleen emailed him asking if he had received the document, but he never replied. The weeks slowly turned to a month and she wondered if the arrangement would ever happen at all.

* * *

One night while she was in bed, she was abruptly woken up out of a deep sleep in the middle of a cold night. A strong hand held her head down and covered her mouth, making it impossible to breathe out of. Her bedroom was dark and she couldn’t see, but she could feel his knees jamming into her shoulders preventing her from sitting up or moving away. Kathleen’s mind instantly began to flood with thoughts. Was it him? Was this one she had wanted to take her? Was it a burglar? Was it someone who may not let her live when he was done? She wondered how this man had gotten inside her house. She knew she had double checked the locks on her doors and windows. The thought that it could be someone else made her mind fill with fright. Her fear escalated as she felt a knife at her throat. Whoever it was took the knife and slowly dragged it down to her breasts, stopping at her nipples.

“On the off chance that you make one sound I will cut your damn areola off, you comprehend skank?” A low voice whispered into her ear.

Kathleen nodded her head in terror and he removed his hands from her mouth. Kathleen quickly breathed in and was about to shout for help when the man quickly backhanded her across the face. The strike stung her cheek, taking her breath away.

“Fucking imbecile! Did you think you were being shrewd? You know you’ll pay for that.”

Kathleen tried grasping for breath but was cut short by him jamming a ball gag in her mouth. The size of the round object was quite large and her jaw began to ache. He slapped her again and shoved her onto her stomach. Kathleen sobbed quickly as she felt his knee press firmly against the back of her neck. She felt her arms being forced together, followed by the familiar sound of duct tape being stretched out. The glue from the taped pulled at the skin on her wrists as he tightly wrapped it around her forearms.

“Okay fuck slave, we are going on a little excursion.”

He quickly pulled her up off the bed, standing her up beside it. She stood there passively out of fear for her life, waiting for his next demand, not wanting to disobey for the fear that he may strike her yet again. She felt the knife slide into the waistband of her panties, the back of blades cold steel rubbed against her hip bone, making her shake in fear. With a quick sawing motion at the material, he cut them away and they fell to the floor.

“Try not to stress whore, you won’t require those where you’re going.” He growled at her.

Kathleen began to cry as she felt the cold air of the room against her pussy and he pushed her towards the exit of her bedroom. As he led her to the front door of her house, he grasped his hand firmly around her wrist. The strength of his grip felt more constricting than the duct tape. When the two of them reached the front door, he yanked up on her wrists, twisting her arms in their sockets sending pain up her shoulders.

“Stop.” He demanded.

Kathleen did as he wished and froze immediately. She felt the familiar texture of leather as he wrapped a collar around her neck. A moment later she heard the clink of metal on metal as he clipped what must have been the end of a leash to the collar. He opened the door to the outside and the sound of rain from the night’s cold storm crashed into the entryway of her home. Without anything further, he pushed Kathleen out the door and into the turbulent weather.

The rain splashed against her bare body as they stepped out from the protection of the front patio. Kathleen hoped that someone would see him pushing her out onto the street. There had to be someone driving by or looking out their window that could see her walking down her driveway. She was naked, gagged, and being led on a leash by a tall dark hooded man, this wasn’t a normal situation, there had to be someone to take notice and call the police.

He opened the backdoors to his windowless white van, Kathleen pushed back against him knowing that if she were to get in, she will never be seen again. He slapped her ass hard she could hear the loud crack sound and echo off the walls of nearby buildings. The sound was loud the street remained silent besides for the rain falling on the asphalt. No lights turned on inside any of the homes and beside for the two of them, the neighborhood remained motionless.

Kathleen begin to sob again as she got in the van, crying softly through the ball gag. She resisted for a moment before he pushed her hard to the floor. He then roughly grabbed her legs and turned around, tucking her legs underneath his armpit. She heard the sound of the tape again and felt the retraining glue wrap tightly around her ankles.

“I will have a ton of fun with you. But first, we don’t want you to get bored during our drive.”

He climbed in the back of the van closing the doors behind him. He then reached over to a compartment next to her pulled out a giant dildo. He gradually worked it into her pussy before turning it on. The buzzing immediately got to work on her clit, turning her on, making her come down from her fear. He quickly turned away from her and went back to chest of toys. A grin came across her face as she realized it was her Dom, putting her at ease. She quickly wiped the smile from her face when he spun around with yet another vibrator.

He watched as Kathleen began to grind her hips as the world around her faded to everything but the buzzing in her pussy. Her hips started shuttering and she barely noticed him as he reached over rolled her onto her stomack. He lifted her ass up and rubbed her ass for a moment before spreading her cheeks. With his spare hand moved the smaller vibrator towards her crack and rubbed it against her opening. Once there he pressed it roughly into her dry ass hole.

Kathleen tried to scream but the ball gag choked back any sound and making it into a soft whimper. Tears rolled down her cheeks from the pain of the insertion, but the gyrating dildo embedded in her pussy took her concentration off the pain in her ass. He let the vibrator sit inside her as her ass adjusted to accommodate it. Finally, he reached over and turned it on, as he did, Kathleen’s shuddering began to quicken and she bucked her hips wildly. She grinded her teeth against the ball gag and tried to moan out in pleasure as the waves of climax crashed through her body. Kathleen came in spurts as she squirted over the dildo buried deep in her pussy.

“My little slut, already cumming? And I haven’t even started yet.” He pet her head, smoothing her hair. “You’ll be quite the good little whore… Hope you enjoy the ride.”

And with that he opens the cargo door to the front cab climbing inside and shutting the door behind him. The back of the van was cold and the only sound she could hear was the rain splattering against the metal roof. She tried scream out and work herself out of the duct tape to no avail. She had a hard time focusing as the dildo went to work on her. The van shook as the engine turned over and Kathleen cried as another orgasm rocked her body, mixing with the pain buzzing away in her ass.

The van drove off away from her home as Kathleen writhed on the floor board. An hour must have passed before the vehicle stopped. The door to van opened and then closed shut. Kathleen expected for the rear doors to open but instead was just left to the pounding rain and the vibrators humming away at her holes. The battery life must have been wearing down for the bussing wasn’t as intense as it was previously. As she laid there bound and gagged on the cold van floor she could hear the sound of electronica dance music coming from nearby.

She felt the bass and kick drum being filtered through the walls of building it was coming from. The music went on for what seemed like hours as she laid there shivering in the cold and vibrators went dead. The only warmth she felt was from the juices that oozed from her pussy. From time to time she would hear chatting and laughing just outside the van. Kathleen tried to scream but the gag muffled any sound she tried to make. The voices came and went from the various party goers. She even tried rocking the van with her body weight but her efforts didn’t seem to matter. Tired and exhausted, Kathleen passed out and went to sleep.

She had no idea how much time had passed when the van started up and began moving again. The pain in her ass had faded to be replaced by pleasure, her thighs sticky from her pussy juices. It wasn’t long before the van came to a halt and the rear doors opened. The man grabbed Kathleen by the hair and pulled her up.

“Time to wake the fuck up whore!” He mocked her pointing her face out the van doors. “Welcome to your new home as my slave.”

Kathleen looked out the back of the van and laid her eyes upon what he had directed her to. It was just like any other house in suburbia. A one-story tract home with a small front yard of freshly mowed grass and trimmed hedges. He cut the duct tape from her ankles, grabbed her by the bicep, and dragged her from the van and into the house. Once inside, the resemblance to any normal home ended, being replaced with one of a medieval motif. He swung aside a tapestry on a wall revealing a door with an inset handle. He quickly swung it open and led her down a narrow set of rickety wooden stairs.

Once she was down off the last step she noticed the basement looked like a torture chamber complete with stokes and a rack. One wall had sets of chains hung about it and there were several hooks mounted to the ceiling. He walked her over to the far corner, where a cage rested.

“Welcome to your new room slut.” He said as he aggressively pushed her inside. Its enclosure wasn’t large and only allowed for her to bend, squat, lay, or sit.

The man came inside the cage and squatted next to her and pulled the dildo from her pussy. Kathleen groaned as it was removed from her hole. It had been inside her so long it had started to feel as if it were part of her and she felt empty without something filling her. He cut the tape from her wrists and quickly replaced them with a set of handcuffs on each arm. He turned her away from him and locked her arms to the bottom bars on separate sides of the cage, forcing her to bend over.

Kathleen couldn’t see him but hear his pacing about the room behind her. She heard him open the door to a cabinet and retrieve something from it before he returned. She felt the base of the dildo still lodged deep in her ass moving slightly and some weight being removed from it. But suddenly, as the weight was replaced the vibrator came back to life at full power.

“Ughhh!!” Kathleen moaned, her voice exhausted and held back by the ball gag.

“Shut up.” He said as a sudden pain shot across her but cheek. She had an idea what she had just felt from her experiences before, but she’d have to wait to know for sure.

A flat leather bound surface gently glided around her ass cheek and then over to the other. Kathleen wanted to moan just so he would slap her with it again but she wanted to draw out the smooth caressing. As it rubbed across to the other ass cheek she was able to confirm it was in fact a paddle. The massaging from the paddle and the buzzing dildo embedded in her ass was probably the most gentle gesture she had felt the whole night.

A loud crack sounded and blunt force pain rippled across her ass. Kathleen was quickly taken out of the mindset when it was pulled back and swatted her ass where the paddle had been caressing. She jerked away out of instinct and attempted to scream out from behind the gag. The metal links of the hand cuffs rattled against the bars of the cage as his hand came up to feel her ass where he had just struck. The hum from vibrator was the only thing she felt and heard as his hand pacified her pain.

“You redden quickly.”

CRACK! The paddle came down on the opposite cheek, making Kathleen flinch and squeal again. The mixture of pleasure in her ass and the pain on her cheeks made her swollen clit tingle and peer out from her hood.

Time and time again her Dom brought the paddle down on her ass. Each time he reached out to touch where he hit. Smoothing his fingers over her rump to test for bruising. Kathleen’s squeals had turned into muffled screams from behind the gag and the jerking of her body became more violent. He repeated the paddling for several minutes until her ass was as red as rose petals.

The beating seemed to stop as she breathed heavily through her nose, the only sound that filled the silent room was quiet purr of the dildo. It quickly shook in her ass as she heard him step up behind her. She her the zip of his pants as he loomed over her, shortly after he guided the head of his cock to her pussy lips. He grabbed his cock, holding it from the base, and pressed it against her lips, lodging it there as Kathleen braced herself against the cage. She prayed inwardly that she would be able to please his cock with her withered pussy.

Slowly, he pressed his cock into her. Her body resisted at first, but then gradually stretched to admit him. Janice felt it slowly force its way forward, filling her up. It took strength to not cry out as his hips pressed against her red and tender ass. Once he buried his cock inside her to the hilt, he pressed his stomach into the dildo protruding from her ass. Pleasure shot throughout her body from her pussy and her ass. She felt the familiar buildup of pleasure that she desperately desired as he stood outside the opening of the cage, sliding his cock back out.

He began to skewer his cock in and out of her, her pussy still gripping him and moving. Kathleen moaned through her gag as the pleasure began to mount inside her. The pain was banished now, his back and forth motion sent waves of intense pleasure swirling through her. Her mind was filled with the vision of how she looked being fucked in this cage. The thoughts made her light headed with pleasure, becoming immersed in her fantasy.

The slap of his paddle, the viciousness in his voice, demanding her submission as he pounded into her pussy from behind all played into her mind. The way he left her for hours bound and gagged in the back of his cold van. The multiple dildos he had placed inside of her until the charge of the batteries went dead. How he had taken her in the middle of the night at knife point, cutting her panties from her body. As the experience came full circle in her mind her body trembled, her hips shuddered uncontrollably, and finally her pussy began to spasm all over the length of his cock. She came so hard that she squirted out of the top of her vagina. She could hear the splashing of her cum as it sprayed onto his balls.

“UHHHHH!” Kathleen moaned against the gag as she as the waves of pleasure washed through her. Her Dom remained silent as she came, letting her have this moment.

He continued to drive into her as his balls began to drip from her juices. Her hips shook quickly with the speed of the dildo as she squirmed against the stiff rod in her pussy. Kathleen pressed herself up tight against the base of his thrusting cock and buried him balls deep inside her. As she pressed her clit against his balls she felt them begin to spasm. She writhed against his hard cock as he erupted in his own climax. She flexed her pussy around his cock gripping it tightly as his cock flourished. Her eyes shot open wide in surprise as his cock fired off a shot of hot thick jizz against the back of her pussy. The first shot was larger than she expected but she continued to rock back and forth on his cock eagerly as he fired round after round of his semen. His balls unloaded a clip of warm cum into her pussy until it was full.

Once he finished he backed up from her and zipped up his pants. He reached over and removed the vibrator from her ass then undid her handcuffs from the bars. He quickly motioned for her to sit with her legs out. She obeyed, inwardly thankful for the break. He quickly locked the cuffs from her hands back to the bars once she was facing him and pulled out two more sets, placing them around her ankles. Once she was seated, he took the other end of the cuffs and linked them to the edges of the cage, leaving her legs spread. He left her there momentarily as walked away into the darkness. When he returned, he was holding two corded dildos and an extension cord.

“I’m going to take real good care of you, fuck toy.” He said as he plugged both of the vibrators in and plunged one into her pussy and the other into her ass. “See you shouldn’t be able to wear these out like the other ones.”

He backed out of the cage and left into the shadows. Kathleen’s vision blurred from the intense vibration of the vibrators as he walked up the rickety staircase and closed the door behind him.


Drek’Tar the Orc Mercenary
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The world of Thayrune is full of fantastic beasts and men. This is the story of one of those men. Drek’Tar is an orc and a mercenary. He spent the beginning of his life as a slave, but was able to escape. Since then, he has roamed Thayrune, finding work where ever he can. He is good with a sword and great with a shield. Orcs are taller than men and broader, his size and strength makes it easy for him to find work as a sell sword.

His journey has brought him to a sleepy little town in Northern Kormyr called Morning Brook. Orcs in this part of the country are rare, it being a predominantly human area. There is fairly large orc clan to the northeast in the mountains but they are a peaceful clan and rarely come this far into human territory. Since the neighboring orcs here are peaceful, the humans are fairly neutral when it comes to their opinions of orcs. As long as they don’t cause any problems, they are accepted as easily as a dwarf or gnome.

Since Drek’Tar arrived alone, in broad daylight, the humans of this town weren’t bothered by his appearance at all. He made his way to the bulletin board but found nothing of interest to a man like him. There were a few notices for jobs that were considered manual labor. Drek’Tar had had his fill of manual labor while being a slave to an evil clan of orcs. He spent most of those years working in the mine for them and hated every backbreaking moment of it. His weapon skills allowed him to find much more interesting work now.

Finding nothing of interest on the bulletin board, he made his way to the tavern which also served as the small town’s inn. He had been on the road for days and could sure use a cold beer or four. The tavern was also the next best place for a man like him to hear of work to be done.

He entered the tavern and glanced around. The place was fairly empty but the sun was setting soon so he was sure it wouldn’t stay that way long. A few humans sat scattered around the bar with drinks or food in front of them. They glanced up as he walked in then went back to their business. He saw a corner table open and headed that way. Drek’Tar didn’t have many enemies but had seen enough in his days to feel more comfortable with a wall behind him.

A cute young barmaid came out of the back and glanced around. Upon noticing Drek’Tar, she headed his way with a smile on her face. Her hair was blond and tied up in a bun. A couple little strands of shoulder length hair had snuck free and framed her round face. She had nice curves and the tops of her large breasts showed nicely out of her bodice. She definitely didn’t mind showing off a bit, probably helped her tips working in a place like this. He smiled at her as she reached his table.

“I know I haven’t seen your smile in here before, I’m Celeste. What can I get for you?” She asked, still keeping that smile on her face as she looked Drek’Tar over quickly.

“I’d love a cold beer, the strongest you’ve got. I’m Drek’Tar, by the way, pleased to meet you.” He said, not making any attempt to hide his looking her up and down and letting his eyes linger on the cleavage she was showing.

“We’ve got something you will like, I’m sure. Be right back.” She turned and walked away swiftly. Drek’Tar couldn’t help but notice that she swayed her hips a little more walking away than she had walking over.

Drek’Tar was good looking. He had waist length, dark green hair that he normally kept in two braids. His eyes were a brilliant blue that was quite rare for an orc. His features were sharp compared to most human men, but fairly soft for an orc. His lifestyle kept him in great physical shape so his muscles were rock hard from head to toe. He had never had any problems seducing barmaids or shop girls in his travels, no matter what race they were.

It only took a couple of minutes and Celeste was returning with a large stein of beer that was full to the top. She continued her little hip sway as she made her way across the bar.

“Dwarven Stout, I think this should hit the spot for you.” She announced proudly as she placed the stein in front of Drek’Tar. She leaned a little bit lower than she needed to, giving Drek’Tar an eyeful of tits.

“Perfect, dwarves sure know how to make a good beer.” Drek’Tar said as he grabbed the stein and took a big drink.

“Are you hungry? I’ve got some pheasant stew on and bread made fresh this morning.” She asked as she watched him drink the beer.

“That sounds good, I haven’t had a hot meal in a week.” Drek’Tar replied.

“Been on the road that long huh? Well I’ll take care of you, don’t worry.” She said with a grin and a wink and swayed back to the kitchen again.

The meal was actually pretty good so Drek’Tar had seconds. He also had a few more beers over the course of the evening. The night was pretty uneventful. The place filled up decently after the sun went down. Despite the crowd, Drek’Tar found no leads on work so he went ahead and paid for a room for the night. Once the crowd started to thin out, he went upstairs to retire for the evening.

He stripped down and cleaned himself up from his travels the best he could. The tavern below grew quiet as he lay on the bed, waiting for his skin to completely dry before crawling into bed. He thought about Celeste and wondered if he should have tried to seduce her. She was fairly cute for a barmaid so she should prove to be good entertainment for a night or two. As he contemplated heading back downstairs to find her, he heard soft footsteps approaching his door. He bolted upright and pulled a towel over his lap to cover his bare manhood as there was a soft knock at the door.

“Who’s there?” He asked fairly loudly as he stood and tied the towel around his waist. He was starting to lean to reach for his sword when he got a reply.

“It’s just Celeste. Open up.” She said with a giggle. Drek’Tar stood back up and walked to the door. He opened it wide, not hesitating to give her a good view of him wearing nothing but a towel tied around his waist. She had lost her apron and let her hair down. Clearly, she was done working for the evening. She looked even better with all her bright blonde hair now framing her face.

“Can I help you with something?” He asked as he looked at her with a grin.

“I hope I didn’t interrupt anything, but I was hoping you could help with me with something.” She said as a blush raised on her cheeks while she took in the sight of Drek’Tar’s muscular chest and arms.

“No, I was just getting cleaned up and ready for bed, come in.” He said as he stepped aside so she could enter the room and then closed the door behind her. “So, what can I help you with?”

“Well I was hoping we could help each other actually. I’m sure you are lonely, being on the road alone. No woman to warm your bed at night. And me, well I’m bored with the men of this town. Not a damn one is good in bed. But if what they say about orcs is true…” As she spoke, she stepped close to Drek’Tar and trailed the fingertips of one hand up and down his arm. Drek’Tar laughed deeply at her last statement.

“It’s at least true when it comes to me, I can’t speak for other orcs.” He said as he continued to laugh. He wrapped one strong arm around her small waist, pulling her into him. “The men of this town can’t please you? Well luckily for you, you met me. You do realize that some women never enjoy human men after experiencing an orc, right?”

“I don’t enjoy them now so it doesn’t matter. Want to show me what all the whispers are about?” She asked with an even deeper blush on her face now as she let her hands explore his arms and chest.

“Of course, I’d love to hear you scream in pleasure.” As he said this, he scooped her up off the floor like she was light as a feather and turned, taking her to the bed. He gently laid her on the bed then laid next to her.

The moment he was on the bed she leaned up to kiss him. He kissed her gently at first, but thanks to the beer and the travels, he was feeling a bit eager and deepened the kiss quickly. She seems just as eager, parting her lips to let his tongue explore her mouth.

It didn’t take long before he was letting his hands explore her body. She responded by untying her bodice and pulling it out of his way. His hands were larger than any man she had been with so he had no problem cupping her entire large breast with his hand. It made her feel small in a way that turned her on so much. She wanted to feel his hand on her bare skin badly. She sat up a bit so she could pull away her bodice completely then untied the top of her skirt so that she could pull her shift loose from it. She removed her shift, carelessly letting it fall to the floor, bearing her chest for him.

As she leaned back down, he didn’t hesitate to fall upon her, squeezing her breast gently while letting his lips find her nipple. As he began to suck and lick at that nipple, he moved his hand to her other breast, taking her nipple in between his fingers. Now stimulating both her nipples at once, she began to moan softly and arched her back a bit, pressing her breasts into him more firmly.

He responded to her signs of pleasure by increasing the pressure on both her nipples. He kept this up until her moaning grew a bit louder, then switched his mouth and hand to the opposite breasts. This changing the way he was playing with her caused her to arch her back even further. Knowing he was on the right track, he let his hand glide down her body until it found its way over her skirt to her pussy. He gently rubbed her pussy through her skirt, causing her to gasp and spread her legs a bit wider for him to make room for his large hand.

Her breath was shallow and rapid now and she wanted more. She reached down and slid her skirt and pantaloons off at the same time. She was now wearing nothing but her stockings, shoes, and a huge smile. He smiled in turn as he watched her finish undressing for him. He loved when a woman was eager enough to undress herself for him.

As she laid back on the bed, she pulled Drek’Tar into a greedy deep kiss. He quickly let his hand begin to roam her body again, not wasting much time sliding it between her legs again. He teased at her rubbing her gently for a minute. She responded by tilting her hips slightly into his hand, increasing the pressure and showing her desire for him. He took the hint and let a finger slid into her slit, gliding up and down easily due to how moist she had already become.

He found her clit easily and began to alternate between rubbing it in a circular motion and then a side to side motion. He broke off their kiss and moved his mouth down to her breast again. Between both sensations, it didn’t take long before she was gasping for breath.

“I’m so close… fuckkkkkkkk!” She said softly between moans and Drek’Tar increased the speed of rubbing her clit until she began to orgasm. As he felt her begin to spasm, he quickly slid his finger down inside her and thrust it in and out of her tight pussy.

“AAAAAAhhhhhhhhhh!” Her moans became a scream of pleasure as he could feel her pussy spasm around his finger. He kept up the pace until she relaxed a bit.

“Ready for the main event?” He asked with a chuckle.

“Oh god yes!” She giggled as he freed the towel that was still tied around his waist. She pulled him into a kiss while he positioned himself in between her spread legs. She reached down to stroke his hard cock, feeling how large it was for the first time.

“Oh wow, you are going to need to be gentle with me big boy!” She laughed but he could see concern in her eyes. Human women were always nervous the first time that they experienced Orc cock. Orcs were not just taller and stronger than humans but very well endowed. Drek’Tar was 10 inches in length and has such girth that Celeste could not wrap her hand all the way around it as she stroked him gently.

“Don’t worry sweetie, I am patient and gentle and your body will adjust to my size and then I will give you the fucking of your life.” He tried to reassure her. He had never hurt a human woman during sex but they were usually sore the next day. Sore in a good way that reminded them of the amazing sex they had the night before.

“Are you sure it will fit?” she said confirming his suspicions that she was nervous.

“Yes it really will. I promise.” He kissed her deeply as she freed her hand from his dick, allowing him to take control.

He guided the tip of his cock to her wet slit and slid it up and down her until she was moaning again. He then focused in on her clit, flicking back and forth across it rapidly.

“MMMMMMmmmmmmm that feels amazing…” she whispered softly before resuming kissing him.

Knowing that she was now turned on enough to forget about how nervous she was, he slid the head of his dick down to her sweet entrance. He pressed gently and began slow and short thrusts. Her moaning didn’t stop as he slowly worked the head inside her.

“UUUUUUuuuuuhhhhhhhh… Oh god you are so big!” she cried out, breaking off their deep kiss, as the head slipped in. Drek’Tar continued to take his time, slowly filling her more and more with his massive cock. It took a few minutes to work his whole length into her. By the time he was completely inside her, she was breathing rapidly and digging her fingernails into his shoulders. He gave her a moment to let her body fully adjust before he began long thrusts, pulling back until just the head was inside her before burying himself to the hilt again.

He could feel her pussy begin to spasm gently and knew she was about to orgasm again. He sped up a little bit, still trying not to hurt her, but wanting to push her to orgasm.

“I’m gonna cummmmmmmm… Oooooohhhhhhhh MMMMMmmmmMMMMM!” She screamed in pleasure as her whole body shuddered from the intensity of her orgasm. He kept up the pace the whole time and once he felt her body relaxed, he increased the pace even more, not giving her a second to recover.

On and on he went, making her cum many times over the course of a half an hour. She was at the point where the orgasms were blending together and it just felt like as one subsided, the next was already starting. She was gasping for breath and didn’t have the strength to really move by the time he felt his balls begin to tighten and knew he was getting close. He had his hands on her hips, pulling her to meet his thrusts.

“Fuckkkk I’m almost there…” he said as he drove into her and held her in place while he shot burst after burst of his hot cum deep inside her. The feeling of his dick twitching and filling her made her orgasm with him. They both cried out as his balls emptied into her. He waited for her orgasm to finish as well before pulling out of her and lying next to her on the bed.

“That… was… amazing…” she struggled to get the words out between her ragged breaths. She laid her head on his chest and curled up against his body. He wrapped an arm around her and kissed the top of her head.

“I told you I wouldn’t hurt you.” he said with a laugh. After all the physical exertion, it didn’t take long before they both drifted off to sleep.

* * *

The next morning Drek’Tar awoke to find Celeste had already gone. It was mid-morning already, apparently he had tired himself out the night before. He got ready for the day and then went downstairs to get himself breakfast. He found the tavern empty and Celeste was back at work, wiping down tables.

“Good morning handsome.” She greeted him with a smile as he took the same table he sat at the night before. “Ready for breakfast?”

“I sure am. I’ll take a plate of whatever you have hot and just water to drink.”

“Coming right up.” She said cheerfully. He watched her swinging her hips as she walked away and wondered how sore she was from the night before. She seemed to be in a great mood so if she was sore, she sure didn’t mind. He couldn’t help but grin at the thought.

She left him alone as he ate slowly. He contemplated what he wanted to do next. There didn’t seem to be any work for him here. It was a small town so that was too surprising for him. His last job had paid really well so he wasn’t in a huge hurry to find something. Maybe another night of drinking here and then seducing Celeste would be a good plan before he decided to move on to the next town.

Shortly after he finished his breakfast, a man burst into the tavern in quite a hurry. Celeste was at the bar, trying to look busy. The man looked to be in his fifties with high quality clothing that pegged him as someone wealthy. His gray hair was damp with sweat and he looked panicked due to the tension on his face and the way his eyes wildly scanned the tavern.

“Girl, do you have any sell-swords staying here? I need men and fast.” He said rapidly. Drek’Tar was not surprised that he didn’t know her name, despite it being a small town. He looked too high class to frequent a place like this.

“Business is slow right now, Drek’Tar is the only one staying here but I reckon he has the strength of two or three men.” She said with a smile and jerked her head in Drek’Tar’s direction. In response to her motioning towards him, Drek’Tar began to rise out of his chair.

“An orc, perfect. My daughter, Kristiel was kidnapped last night. I only have a couple of guards at my manner. One of the servants thought they saw Frederik Le Doux sneaking through the gardens.” He was still speaking rapidly but was cut off by Celeste.

“Frederik Le Doux? Oh god!” she cried out in response to his name and covered her mouth with her hand. Her eyes were wide.

“You know this man Celeste?” Drek’Tar asked, turning towards her.

“I’ve never met him, but men speak of him. I hear everything in this tavern. He is an evil wizard, obsessed with power. I’ve heard he has a tower deep in the woods where he spends his time perfecting his craft. Some say he raises the dead and makes them obey his commands, others say he makes pacts with demons to increase his power.” She was rambling rapidly now too, apparently, the reputation of this wizard scared her.

“Raise the dead? Demons? Urban legend… Small town people talk big! However, he is dangerous, that much I believe. The tower is also likely true. But I doubt we will find anyone that knows it’s exact location, that is why I need men, and fast. I have the gold to pay and will pay well for my daughter’s safe return.” The man said quite abruptly, seemingly annoyed with Celeste’s interruption.

“I’ll need all the information you both can give me and then I’ll leave at once. Why don’t you tell me everything you know Sir and then you can go try to find others to help as well?” Drek’Tar said politely. He knew this type, the kind of rich guy who thought that anyone without money was beneath them. This kind of guy needed to be shown respect before he earned it.

“Count Thodr Sorn. One of my servants claim to have seen who they believe was Frederik Le Doux in the gardens, sneaking about. They rushed back and told the head maid who dismissed their claim. She thought the locals scary stories had just gotten to the girls head. But when my daughter’s lady’s maid went to awaken her this morning, she was gone. Her bed showed signs of being slept in, nothing was amiss.” The count explained.

“Count, I hate to even suggest such a thing, but you know young people don’t always think clearly. Is it possible that she could have run away of her own free will? That seems more logical than a story about an evil sorcerer who makes deals with demons and raises the dead…” Drek’Tar asked trying to sound humble. He didn’t want to anger the count but it had to be asked.

“Peasant girls might run away with some farmhand in the middle of the night, but respectable young women don’t ever behave in such a way! My daughter would never do anything so scandalous and bring shame upon my household with such wanton behavior!” The count answered sternly.

“Of course, Count. I just needed to be sure before I go off hunting down this sorcerer. Wouldn’t want to waste time looking in the wrong place. What does your daughter look like?” Drek’Tar asked, he was glad the count only seemed a bit annoyed with his previous question but it was a real possibility so it had been worth asking.

“She is tall and very fair. Long hair, raven black and bright green eyes. She is well breed and stunning like her mother was in her youth. If you can find this man’s tower, I can assure you she would be the only high-born woman in such a place.” His tone of voice softened as she spoke of his daughter. It was clear he actually cared for her deeply.

“Very good Count. Go, see if you can’t find others to help in the search as well, I shall set off in just a few moments. I will do my best to bring her home save to you as quickly as possible. Celeste come, tell me anything else you know as I grab my weapons.” Neither man waiting for a reply from the girl. The count flew out the door and Drek’Tar rushed to his room, forcing Celeste to practically run to keep up with his long and rapid stride.

“Well really all I can tell you is that his tower is supposed to be in the woods to the east. No one ventures too far when hunting out there because of him. I wish I could give you more exact directions but I don’t think anyone really knows!” She rambled as she tried to keep up with him.

“Well since it is supposedly a tower, hopefully I will be able to spot it from the tree tops… He lives there alone? I mean other than the dead he commands?” Drek’Tar chuckled. He had seen many manner of beast and monsters in his days but he had never seen the dead rise again. He agreed with the count about these being just stories of bored villagers, perhaps to keep the children from wandering too far and getting lost in the woods.

“Laugh if you will, I hope like hell the stories are wrong since you will be in danger. I’ll go pack some food for you while you finish getting ready.” As if she felt the need to show him how scared she was, she interrupted him donning his armor to pull him into a passionate kiss before running downstairs. After a few minutes, Drek’Tar was ready. He flew downstairs, thanked Celeste for the food with a hurried kiss and headed east towards the woods.


Kinky Possession: Discovering Rosalynd
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Prologue

Woodcock, California 2013

Rosalynd Boyes was a fairly typical kind of girl, for the town of Woodcock, California. Woodcock is one of the few cities in this country that are a mecca of the adult industry. In the nice big houses, you didn’t find soccer moms, but porn actresses. Rosalynd was one of those actresses and one of the girls that got into the industry because she enjoyed sex so much. Boyfriends over the years always said she was a nymphomaniac.

She had a contract with one of the biggest companies in Woodcock, Forbidden Delights Film. They catered to the BDSM market, making top quality, full length movies featuring almost every kink or fetish you can dream up. Rosalynd was a submissive who loved pain. There wasn’t much she couldn’t handle when it came to pain and she usually left her movie sets bruised and sometimes even bloody.

There wasn’t many girls who would do this kind of work repeatedly. Never mind the fact that she was a gorgeous blond with an hourglass figure, long legs, and tits that were big enough to play with but small enough to be super perky. She quickly rose to stardom, landing her big contract.

She lived a dream life, making big money from her films. She didn’t have to work constantly like most people did in the industry, due to the nature of her films. She could film just one or two movies a month and live quite the lavish lifestyle. She wasn’t living in a mansion or anything, but she had a great car, designer clothes, and didn’t need to worry about money.

The downside to being a star in the spotlight is sometimes you get crazy fans. Regular film stars see this all the time, but with porn stars, the nut-jobs can be very, very nutty! Rosalynd ended up with one such fan, unfortunately.

He stalked her digitally at first, messaging her daily on all her social media accounts. She tried to reply to fans as much as she could but this guy gave her the creeps very quickly. She decided to just not reply and hope he would give up. When that didn’t work, she tried blocking him from being able to message her or even see her accounts. He reacted by simply making a new account on every platform and beginning to harass her again.

She wasn’t sure what to do. She could just keep blocking him but she didn’t know how he would react. She thought he could try something crazier if she did that. She went to the police and a nice detective advised her to just ignore him. Since he hadn’t threatened to kill her nor had he done anything in person, the department couldn’t do anything more to help. He did give her his card and told her that if his emails started to become threatening, she should forward them to the detective. At least if there was an incident in the future, they would have evidence of his behavior.

She took their advice and just deleted his messages. He didn’t like being ignored and somehow tracked down her personal email address. Then he started flooding that, instead of her social media. His emails got worse and she got more and more scared. She had a great security system installed on her house and stopped going out at night. His letters were growing angry, how dare she ignore him, he should “come teach her some respect”. Every couple of weeks she would forward the worst of the emails to the detective she met.

This went on for months… Finally one day the emails just stopped. Rosalynd was so relieved, thinking he had given up. More than a week passed by without a word and she finally felt more relaxed. She decided to be brave so she went out for dinner and then drinks with friends, girls who worked for Forbidden Delights too. She had a great time and was finally feeling like herself again. Her friends dropped her off at home.

The next morning her gardener found her dead in the kitchen. The door off her kitchen had a big glass window in it, allowing the gardener to see inside and notice her as he passed by slowly while mowing the lawn. She had been stabbed repeatedly and was lying in a pool of blood. He called 911 and broke in through the door to try to help but she had been dead since the night before.

The detective she was communicating with was put on the case due to his knowledge of her. It didn’t take long for him to figure out that her harasser had stopped communicating with her because he was traveling cross-country to confront her in person. Apparently, he had been following all the Forbidden Delights girls on social media, and one of them had tweeted about how awesome the bar & grill was, this told him their location and allowed him to find them.

Luckily the guy was sloppy, leaving evidence behind, and was caught fairly quickly. Her new security system had cameras outside and inside the house. The whole incident was caught on film and he had parked just two doors away after following the girls from the bar & grill, his personal car being observed by a neighbors security camera. The jury had no trouble reaching a guilty verdict. He was sentenced to life without the possibility of parole.

Chapter One

Woodcock, California 2017

Christopher couldn’t believe his luck in finding this house. He had been living in a neighboring suburb of Woodcock because the house prices were pretty high in the city. But this house was perfect and a good 15% below market price! He didn’t care if years ago some poor woman had died in the house. Cindy, the realtor, had said the house had been bought and sold 3 times already since the murder. The previous owners all thought it was haunted by the woman.

He didn’t believe that for a second. People had been searching for evidence of ghosts for a really long time and never turned up anything credible. If science couldn’t prove it with modern technology, it probably didn’t exist, at least to his rational way of thinking. The kitchen, where she died, had been completely remodeled so no one would ever be able to tell what had happened. All it meant to him was he was getting a much nicer house, closer to work, that he could afford comfortably.

The previous seller was happy to accept his bid right away and things moved quickly since the house was already empty. It had been on the market for months. A few weeks later Christopher finally got the keys, he called up some friends, and got moved in. The weekend he spent moving his stuff he didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary at the new place.

After getting everything moved into the house they ordered pizza and relaxed over a few beers. The standard way to thank friends for helping you move. One of Christopher’s friends told him that the woman who died in the house, Rosalynd Boyes, was not just any “adult star” like the realtor had told him. Christopher had moved to this part of California just two years ago so he had not been around to hear the news when it happened. His friend said she was in extreme bondage films where the men subjected her to all sorts of weird and painful stuff. Christopher wasn’t into all that but wasn’t shocked by it either. He was a website developer for a different porn production company and had seen his fair share of kinky stuff at work.

That night was the first night he slept in the house. As he drifted off to sleep, he couldn’t help but chuckle at the thought of people taking a loss on such a great house over a supposed “ghost.” That night he had a strange dream. It was a sexual dream, which wasn’t unusual for a single guy, but the subject matter was odd for him. He was in what looked like a basement due to the poor lighting and lack of windows. There was a curvy blond in the room with him, she was completely naked.

As if the basement in California wasn’t weird enough, the girl was tied at the wrists standing up, to one pole of a big four poster bed. Her hands were tied together with course rope and raised above her head, attached to the top of the post. She had her back turned towards him so he couldn’t see her face. He could also see a black leather strap buckled behind her head which stood out in sharp contrast to her pale blond hair. He figured it was probably a gag, he had seen plenty of those to recognize one.

She had leather cuffs around both her ankles which were attached to a long metal bar. This forced her to keep her legs spread pretty wide open. All of her was easily accessible really. Christopher had played around with handcuffs and spanking a girl before, but never anything like this! He walked towards the girl and stood to her side so her could get a look at her face. She seemed vaguely familiar but in his industry there were an absurd amount of blonds so he had no idea where he might have seen her.

The girl did in fact have a black rubber ball gag in her mouth. When she saw him get close, she looked from him to the bed and then back again quickly. He glanced to where she had looked on the bed and noticed a leather paddle that he hadn’t noticed before lying at the edge of the bed. When she saw him looking at it, he could swear he saw her try to smile a bit. There was a pleading look in her bright blue eyes, but she seemed calm, not scared.

“Do you want me to spank you with that?” Christopher asked her. He hadn’t meant to say the words, it felt like he was not fully in control of himself.

She couldn’t reply with words so she just shook her head yes in reply. He felt himself lean forward and grab the paddle, again he still felt like he wasn’t really in control. He had spanked a girl with his hand before, but had never even thought about doing something like this. Never mind the fact that this girl was a stranger to him. Again, it appeared as though she was trying to smile as he picked up the paddle.

He moved behind her and began to tease her, gently gliding the paddle in a circular motion on one ass cheek and then the other. This got a quiet moan out of her. Out of the blue he pulled back the paddle and hit her with it, hard on the cheek he had just been teasing.

CRACK! The sound of the leather striking her skin was louder than he expected. She jerked away instinctually and let out a muffled squeal. The metal attaching her ankles to the metal rod clanged as she moved. He now rubbed the spot her just hit gently with his hand. Her ass cheek was already a lovely pink from the slap of the paddle. Again, he rubbed in a circular motion, teasing her and getting a moan in response again.

CRACK! This time he brought the paddle down out of nowhere on the other cheek. Again, she jerked away and let out a squeal. He then repeated the teasing motion with his hand.

CRACK! Again and again he repeated this process for what felt like 10 minutes. By the time he was done, both her ass cheeks were bright red. Her squeals had turned into muffled screams and the jerking of her body was much more extreme.

This whole time Christopher felt trapped inside his body, completely out of control of the dream. It was like watching a movie from the point of view of the male character. It was really unnerving to watch his body do things that he had never done. He moved again to her side so that he could see her face.

“Have you had enough my pet?” He asked her as if it was the most normal thing in the world. She nodded her head yes again.

“Are you ready for some pleasure?” Again she nodded in reply, this time much more rapidly. Clearly she was eager.

“Good, I’m rock hard and want to fuck you…” He hadn’t even really noticed that he had become fully erect while paddling her! But sure enough, he looked down and as he slid his pants and boxers down, his fully erect cock sprung free. He stepped out of his pants and moved behind her.

He gripped her hips and pulled her towards him slightly, causing her to bend at the waist a tad which gave him a better angle. He grabbed his dick with one hand and guided it to her wet slit. He slid it up and down a few times, making sure that she was wet enough to be ready. She was plenty wet so he found her sweet entrance and thrust hard, impaling her completely. She began to moan loud as he quickly set a rapid and hard pace.

It didn’t take long before her moans were getting close to screams again and he felt her pussy clench around him. Knowing that she was about to cum, he tightened his grasp on both her hips and began to pound her hard. His body slapping up against her bright red ass had to be causing some stinging in her ass. She was loving it though and exploded in orgasm so hard her whole body was shaking.

When she calmed down a bit, he slowed his pace. He repeated this process, speeding up as she got close then slowing down after she recovered. He lost track of how many times she orgasmed, it had to have been at least four or five times. The last time, as she began to clench around his shaft, he felt his balls begin to tightened and knew he was going to cum with her.

“Fuckkkk! I’m gonna cum too!” He said, tightening his grip on her hips again. This time he pounded her with all his strength, losing himself in the moment. He growled as he felt hot spurt after spurt of his cum fill her cunt. He held her still, impaled to the hilt, until his balls emptied completely inside her. When he was done, he pulled out of her and immediately woke up.

He suddenly found himself alone in bed, drenched in sweat and quickly realized that he had actually ejaculated in his sleep! He hadn’t done that since he was a young teen…

Chapter Two

Christopher glanced over at the clock and saw he had to get up in less than an hour anyway so he decided to just get up early and hop in the shower before work. He couldn’t understand where the dream had come from and contemplated it all morning. He had never felt so out of control during his dreams either. Finally, on the drive to work, he decided it just had to be a result of the conversation he had with his friends about the woman, Rosalynd, who used to live in his house.

By the time he settled into work, the dream was all but forgotten. He went about his normal routine, went through a drive through on the way home and then unpacked all evening. As he was getting ready for bed, the light in his bathroom flickered a bit. He figured it must be a loose blub or wire and made a note in his phone to check it out that weekend.

Later that night, he had the same dream again. Everything was exactly the same, like watching a movie for the second time. He felt out of control of the dream as well. He wasn’t nearly as surprised to wake up this time and find that he had cum in his sleep, yet again. Over the coming week, he tried not to dwell on the dreams but despite his every effort to not think about it, they kept returning each night. The whole situation baffled him and he had no clue what to do to make it stop.

That weekend he managed to get all the unpacking finished up. He was glad to be done but also annoyed that he didn’t have any more busy work to help distract him from the dreams. He decided to check out the light in his bathroom as it had continued to give him problems all week.

He tried a different blub and when that didn’t fix the problem, he unscrewed the fixture and checked the wiring. All the connections seemed to be solid so he put it all back together. The damn thing kept flickering a bit so he gave up and decided to take a shower to relax a bit before bed.

When he got out the shower and got done drying off, the mirror was all fogged up. He stood over the sink and brushed his hair out his chin length dirty blond hair. He then looked down to get his toothbrush ready and when he raised a hand to wipe the mirror clean while looking up, he saw writing in the fog. “Hey sexy!” was in the center of the mirror, clear as day. He backed away, so shocked that he dropped his toothbrush to the floor and slid a bit on the damp tile with his bare feet.

“What the fuck???” He stood in disbelief, unable to look away. As he stared intently, more writing quickly appeared on the mirror. It looked as though someone was using their fingertip to wipe away the fog and leave the writing. “Don’t be afraid, I like you Christopher.”

With a loud gasp, he leaned forward and quickly wiped away the writing. He was breathing hard and was surprised with how pale he looked in the mirror. He quickly turned away and left the bathroom, slamming the door behind him. He collapsed on his bed, completely naked, and stared up at the ceiling.

His mind raced. There was no explanation for what he had just seen. Okay, there was ONE explanation, but that totally defied logic. There was no such thing as ghosts. The words repeated over and over in his head like a mantra. Try as he might, he couldn’t think of another explanation after about 20 minutes of thinking.

He got up and threw on some boxers quickly and went to the kitchen. He grabbed a cold beer out the of fridge. Without even bothering to close the door, he immediately cracked it open and chugged it all down. He put the now empty can on the counter and grabbed another beer before closing the fridge. He sat down at the breakfast bar and sipped his beer.

Maybe the lack of sleep all week was catching up to him, he thought. That had to be it. He did feel exhausted from all the unpacking and missing some sleep every night. The ghost explanation was just the rumors getting to him, due to his exhaustion. He would finish his beer and get to bed early. Hopefully the beer would prevent him from dreaming…

* * *

Christopher didn’t have the same exact dream again. But he sure did dream about the blond again, it was just a new dream. He was back in the bathroom, he brushed his hair and then got his toothbrush ready. This time when he looked up and saw “Hey sexy!” on the mirror, he also could make out someone behind him in the mirror. The fog distorted them both but it was clear what whoever it was had blond hair, was shorter than him, and was standing right behind him.

He spun around quickly to find the blond woman he had been dreaming about standing there while a huge smile on her face.

“Hey sexy!” she said and threw her arms around his neck and started kissing him. He returned the kiss immediately, like this situation was perfectly normal for him. After a short while of her kissing him, she slid her right hand down his torso until she made her way to his dick. She stroked it gently a few times, then slid her hand down and cupped his balls. She continued this fondling back and forth between his shaft and balls until he was rock hard, which truthfully didn’t take long between her expert touch and her kisses.

Once she was satisfied with how hard he was, she broke off their kiss and quickly fell to her knees in front of him. She stroked his cock a few times before beginning to lick the head in a circular motion. He let out a deep moan and watched her intently as she took the head in her mouth and began to suck softly. The whole time she kept her eyes locked on his which just made her look incredible to him. She slowly worked back and forth, moving further and further down his shaft, taking a little more with each forward movement. Before long she had most of his cock in her mouth and he felt the head hit the back of her throat.

She then started to speed up and vary the depths, driving him crazy with her skill. She definitely had some practice with blow jobs. She wrapped one hand around the base of his cock and she started to move her hand up and down in time with her mouth; her other hand found its way to his balls and she gently toyed with them as well. He wasn’t going to last much longer at this rate and he completely didn’t care.

He felt his balls begin to tighten so he reached down and grabbed her by the hair. He completely took control of her rhythm and sped up the pace. She was simply along for the ride as he fucked her face until he started to cum. He held her with his cock deep in her mouth as he spewed rope after rope of hot cum in her mouth. Like a professional, she swallowed over and over to make sure not a single drop spilled out of her mouth. Once his balls were spent he released her hair. She took advantage of the freedom by licking up and down his whole shaft, ensuring there wasn’t a drop of cum anywhere.

Once again, when the sex was done, Christopher awoke. He found himself drenched in sweat and his own cum yet again.

Chapter Three

Another week went by and every night Christopher was having dreams about this blond. They were different each night now. Other than the night of the bathroom incident, all the dreams were kinkier than anything he had done in real life. He couldn’t understand but was relieved that there hadn’t been any more writing on the mirror. The light bulb in the bathroom had stopped flickering as well.

The dreams were completely confusing to him and was wondering if he shouldn’t talk to a friend about it. What would be say though? There was no way to explain it logically. If he couldn’t explain it logically, it would make him sound crazy. There was also the detail of these dreams literally making him orgasm in his sleep. He was far too embarrassed to admit that to even his closest friends. He did contemplate making a Dr. appointment to see if he could get something to help him sleep. He could just tell the Dr. he was having weird dreams but didn’t remember most of them when he woke up.

Saturday rolled around and he wanted to get out of the house but it was a rainy day. He went grocery shopping after breakfast and tried to take his time, slowly strolling down all the aisles. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much else to do so he spent a while binge watching one of his favorite shows on his laptop. Doing anything to keep his mind occupied was the only way he could relax and not think about the blond.

It was late in the afternoon when suddenly the doorbell rang. Christopher jumped at the sound since he wasn’t expecting company. He quickly pulled himself back together and headed to the door, hoping it was a friend to distract him. Instead, he opened the door to find his realtor, Cindy, standing at the door with a potted houseplant.

“Hey Christopher! Some weather huh? Hope I am not interrupting anything!” she said in her usual perky voice. Cindy was in her late twenties but she looked younger. She had shoulder-length brown hair with highlighting in it that was clearly done at a salon. Due to her job, Christopher had always seen her dressed professionally. Even in a knee length skirt and conservative blouse, she looked amazing. She was a little thick but curvy in all the right ways.

“No, not at all, I’m just watching TV; not much else to do in this downpour. Please come in.” he said as he backed away and made room for her to enter the house, politely closing the door behind her.

“I was in the neighborhood, showing a different house. I thought I would stop by with a house warming present and make sure you were settling in ok.” She explained with a smile as she handed him the potted house plant. He couldn’t keep indoor plants alive to save his life but he wasn’t going to tell her that.

“Thank you. That was very kind of you. I’m settling in well, got everything unpacked and pretty much arranged how I want it. Can I offer you something to drink? I’ve got juice or iced tea.” He said as he took the plant and set it down on the sideboard in the foyer.

“Tea sounds lovely.” He gestured towards the kitchen and she followed him.

“Please have a seat.” he was being more polite than normal. He only had a business relationship with this woman so he was trying to behave properly.

“Thanks.” She sat at the breakfast bar. “So, I have to ask, have you seen anything ‘paranormal’ since you moved in? I don’t really believe in ghosts but the sales history of this house sure has me curious. Sorry if that is a bit nosey.” She giggled shyly and he chuckled in return.

“Well if you count the light flickering in the bathroom. But I took the fixture down and make sure all the wiring was secure and then put a new bulb in it. It hasn’t flickered since that day so I guess no one had bothered to try to fix it.” he laughed. Ok so technically it had flickered after he tried to fix it, but it was true that it had not flickered since that day. Not much of a stretch and it was easy to play it off. He surely couldn’t tell her about the dreams and the writing on the mirror. She would think he was nuts.

“Well I’m glad it was an easy fix. I doubt people sold over one light flickering, but you never can tell with people. At least you aren’t having anything crazy going on or losing sleep.” She said sounding almost disappointed. That made him pause, maybe she did believe in ghosts but just didn’t want to admit it. He finished pouring her a glass of tea and handed it to her.

“Well unless you count someone writing a message on the mirror while I was in shower and home alone. That was kind of strange.” He chuckled and surprisingly, her face lit up.

“Really? What did it say?” She leaned towards him, clearly listening intently.

“At first it just said hi. Then I backed away, kind of alarmed. As I watched, more words appeared before my eyes like someone was writing with their finger but there was no one there. They wrote, ‘Don’t be afraid. I like you Christopher.’ So, that was kind of weird.” he said intensely.

“You are kidding me, right? The ghost knew your name? That is crazy!” she said sounding surprised yet enthralled by the possibility.

“Well if she is just hanging around the house all the time, she would have heard you say my name while you were showing me the house. She also would have heard my friends that helped me move in say it. So, it makes sense that she knows it, doesn’t it?” He couldn’t believe she was actually believing him. At first he was going to act like it was all a joke, but since she was believing him, it actually felt good to get it off his chest.

“That totally makes sense. Wow so you think it is the girl who got murdered here? Well, of course it is. I mean, who else could it be? So, she likes you, well at least that means you don’t have to worry about her trying anything violent, right?” She rambled, clearly excited by what he was telling her.

“Yeah. I don’t think her intentions are bad. Maybe she is just lonely…” As he talked, Cindy’s body language totally changed. She tensed up and her face went blank. Her eyes stared at nothing for a moment then rolled back very briefly.

“What the…” Then she relaxed again and the expression came back to her face, she smiled.

“How could any woman have anything but good intentions towards a handsome man like you?” she said in a very sultry voice. Complete night and day from just a moment before.

“Wait, what?” he said, sounding as confused as he felt. She stood up and made her way around the counter towards him. He couldn’t help but notice that her hips were swaying in a seductive way that he had never seen before.

“Oh, come on Christopher, do you really think I came over, in the pouring rain, just to give you a stupid plant? Of course I didn’t. I came over because I couldn’t stop thinking about, all alone in this big house, on such a cold and rainy day. I thought we could find a way to stay warm and entertain each other…” She kept up the sultry tone and once she was close, she trailed her fingertips up and down his arm lightly. Her touch sent chills in a good way up and down his arm.

“You never even hinted that you were interested before. Why the change of heart?” He asked as he leaned back into the counter behind him, creating a little more space for comfort between them.

“Well, you were my client before. I had to act professional, of course. But now that the deal is done, I can act casually. Am I not your type?” as she spoke she closed the gap between them and leaned into him. He couldn’t help but feel like something was going on. Her behavior changed in an instant… But she was attractive and he had been having quite the dry spell. What single guy would turn down an attractive woman who was being aggressive? Not this guy…

“I don’t really have a type, but you are gorgeous. Sorry, you just took me by surprise. What did you have in mind?” He slid his hands around her waist. Some little voice in the back of his head told him that this was wrong, but a louder one was loving her behavior.

“I’d love to please you. You are the type of man that makes a woman want to beg.” Her words were turning him on. She reached up and wrapped her hands around his neck, pulling him into a kiss.

With that, he was lost. That little voice telling him to stop grew softer and softer as they kissed passionately, her hands roaming his torso. Before he knew it, she was leading him to the bedroom. He followed her happily, already pretty hard just from the making out and her hands exploring his body.

As they made it to the bedroom, she let go of his wrist and started stripping off every stitch of clothing she had on. She danced to music only she could hear, looking absolutely irresistible as she stripped for him. He watched her intently as he followed her lead and removed his own clothes.

Once they were both naked, she grabbed his wrist again and pulled him to the bed. She pushed at his shoulder to get him to lay on his back. She immediately straddled his legs, barely giving him time to get comfortable. She set to work, licking and sucking his cock while one hand played with his balls. All he could do was lay back and watch. Her skills were amazing, sending ripples of pleasure from his crotch to his whole body. Shortly after she got him moaning, she lifted her head up and smiled at him.

“Was that the way you like blowjobs, Master?” That little voice of alarm cried out as she said “Master” but he was so damn turned on, he was beyond caring. He smiled and nodded in answer. She seemed satisfied with his answer and moved herself up on the bed, positioning her sweet little pussy right over him.

“Fuck me, Master.” She whispered, eyes locked onto his as she used a hand to guide the tip of his dick to her opening then pushed down hard, burying him to the hilt deep inside her. She put her hands on his thighs and began to bounce up and down hard on his cock. For a couple of minutes, he just laid back and let her go at it, watching her tits bounce and his shaft disappear inside her.

He felt her pussy begin to clench and her moans had grown very loud, tipping him off that she was about to cum. He reached forward and grabbed her hips, and started thrusting up to meet her pushing down. Now he was pounding her hard as she began to cum, screaming in pleasure and losing her rhythm as her whole body shook. He made up for her lack of motion, fucking her as hard as he could in this position until her orgasm subsided and she began to relax.

He wanted to shift into a position that gave him more leverage, so he lifted up on her hips. She understood his meaning and moved off him. He pushed on her shoulder, guiding her to get on all fours as he quickly got into position behind her. he didn’t hesitate to impale her roughly back on his cock and start a fast and rough pace.

“Fuccccckkkkkk yessssssssss. MMMMmmmmmmm Pound me hard. Oh oh oh oh yes fuck yes, just like that. Spank my ass, Master!” she cried out, twisting a bit to watch him as much as she could.

he didn’t even think, He just began to spank her as he thrust into her. He started fairly gently but her moans in response, got him to spank her harder and harder. Before long he felt her start to spasm around his shaft and her moans became screams. His balls responded to her clenching by tightening themselves, he was going to cum with her…

“Shit, I’m going to cum too…” he damn near yelled. She was still shaking and clenching on his cock as he shot burst after burst of hot cum deep inside her. He held her still, his cock as deep as he could get it until his balls were spent. He couldn’t help but notice that her ass was pretty bright red from his spanking her. As he withdrew from her, he slapped her ass hard one more time.

She collapsed on the bed, looking as exhausted as he felt from their little tryst. He laid on the bed next to her, both of them gasping for breath.

“That was better than your dreams, wasn’t it, Master?” she asked, the sultry tone in her voice had returned.

“What dreams, huh?” He asked, totally confused. His heart was still pounding, his breath rapid, he could barely think straight.

“The ones I have been giving you every night since you moved in, Christopher. You saw me take control of Cindy. You knew it was me, deep down, the whole time. No way you would have spanked Cindy like that…” she stated as if this was a normal conversation.

“Rosalynd? Ok Cindy, very funny… Ha ha, you can cut the act now…” he said trying to play it cool. He had gotten up on one elbow, looking at her intently.

“Christopher, you didn’t tell her about the dreams. Cindy knows nothing about them. How you had me tied up and paddled me… How I sucked you off in the bathroom…” She ran her hand up and down his arm while she spoke. He was shocked and didn’t reply for a moment.

“Shit. Shit. Rosalynd, how am I going to explain this to Cindy? What did you just make me do… Fuck… This isn’t funny… I can’t believe this is happening…” He pulled away from her and stood up. He clumsily rushed to put his clothes back on.

“Don’t worry, Master. Get dressed and go back in the kitchen. I’ll get Cindy all cleaned up and dressed. Then I’ll go back to the breakfast bar and give her back control of her body. She will have no clue anything happened. Ok well she might wonder why her ass is a bit sore all of a sudden, but really it will be fine! Go, go…” She shooed him out of the room as she picked up Cindy’s clothes and headed to the bathroom.

He was too shocked to do anything but listen to her so he made his way back into the kitchen. His mind was reeling. Ok so not only was the ghost of Rosalynd real, but he just fucked her… No, he just fucked her using Cindy’s body… He knew this whole thing was terribly wrong, but he couldn’t help but be a little excited thinking about the whole thing.

Rosalynd made her way back to the breakfast bar, leaned towards him a bit and then winked. “See you soon, Master.” He didn’t even get a chance to respond when Cindy’s body became tense again and her eyes rolled back briefly again.

“Well that is really awesome. I should get going before night falls and it’s even darker out. You have my cell though on my card, text me or call me if anything else happens! I wanna know everything!” She said in Cindy’s normal bubbly tone of voice. She took a big drink of her tea then stood up.

“Yeah. Of course. I’ll keep you up to date. Get home safe ok Cindy?” He said as he followed her to the door.

“I will, talk to you soon.” She said with a smile as she picked up her umbrella off the front porch where she had left it. She opened it and then headed to her car. He watched her leave, totally in shock as to what had just happened.


Kinky Possession: Rosalynd Unleashed
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Prologue

Amonth ago Christopher moved into a great new house. He got a great deal on it because four years ago the woman who owned it was murdered in the house. Christopher didn’t believe the previous owners claims about it being haunted. Ghosts are not real, right? So as far as he was concerned, he got a great deal because people were superstitious!

The only odd thing he noticed at first was the bathroom light flickering, but he figured it was a loose bulb or wire and planned to fix it. But starting that first night Christopher was having weird sexual dreams daily. These dreams were so intense, he awoke from them to find that he had ejaculated in his sleep! He hadn’t done that since he was a young man… The really weird thing was these dreams were kinky, more kinky than he usually liked. He wasn’t a prude by any means. He worked as a web developer for a porn production company and had seen his fair share of bizarre and unusual sexual things in his work. But he usually never brought that home with him. The most he had actually done was a little playful spanking and using handcuffs.

In these dreams though, he felt completely out of control of himself. He found himself doing and saying things that he never imagined himself doing. He paddled this girl, hard enough to leave her ass bright red and sore. She called him Master and he loved it in his dreams. The first week, he had the exact same dream over and over each night.

Then one night, after getting out of the shower, he found that someone had written in the fogged-up mirror while he was home alone. He looked up and it said, “Hey sexy!” He was shocked, backed away and starred in disbelief. As he watched, more writing appeared like there was someone else in the room with him. “Don’t be afraid, I like you Christopher.” This scared the hell out of him! He quickly wiped the writing away and fled the bathroom, slamming the door behind him.

After that night the light in the bathroom stopped flickering, despite his failed attempt to fix it earlier that day. He also didn’t see any other signs of the paranormal. But the dreams continued and now they varied nightly. Christopher was getting worn down from the lost sleep but he didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t tell anyone, he would sound crazy if he did.

The following weekend, Cindy, the realtor who sold Christopher the house stopped by to bring him a housewarming gift and see how he was settling it. Everything seemed perfectly normal as they made small talk. Cindy asked about anything paranormal, Christopher told her about the writing on the mirror, planning to play it off as a joke. But she actually believed him, it felt really good for him to get the incident off his chest.

As they continued to talk, something bizarre happened. Out of the blue, Cindy’s body tensed up weirdly and, for just a moment, her eyes rolled back in her head. After that, she seemed fine physically at least. Her normally bubbly voice has suddenly turned very sultry as she tried to seduce Christopher. The change in her behavior was complete night and day and it worried him that something was going on. A little voice in the back of his mind told him that this was wrong.

However, Cindy was a very attractive woman and was suddenly being quite aggressive. Christopher was a single guy that was going through a dry spell sexually and could only take so much of her advances. As she kept trying, that little voice telling him it was wrong was drown out by his growing desire for Cindy.

He ended up giving in and they ended up in the bedroom. The sex was great and he was pleasantly surprised with her oral skills. After they were finished things got really weird. “Cindy” confessed that it was actually Rosalynd possessing Cindy, the ghost of the woman who had been murdered in the house! Christopher didn’t believe it at first, but she knew graphic details of the dreams he had been having that he had not told Cindy… He was experiencing the shock of a lifetime and his mind was reeling so quick he could barely form a complete sentence as he threw his clothes back on rapidly.

Rosalynd stayed calm and ordered him to go back into the kitchen where he was when Cindy tensed up. That was when she had possessed Cindy she explained. Rosalynd cleaned Cindy up and got her dressed. She went right back to where Cindy was and told Christopher she would see him soon. Cindy’s body tensed up just like before and her eyes rolled back again. Sure enough, Cindy had no recollection of what had transpired the entire time that Rosalynd possessed her. Their small talk wrapped up and then she made a polite exit while Christopher struggled to act normal.

Chapter One

That night, Christopher had a new dream. Of course, it was still a sexual dream about Rosalynd. He thought maybe he would be spared this evening and could catch up on sleep after what happened with Cindy, but she had other things in mind it seemed.

For a while that night he had no dreams, but before he knew it, he was back in that basement from his first dream. He was standing in front of the bed again, this time Rosalynd was naked and kneeling before him. He looked down at her, he had this feeling of being completely out of control. He always had that feeling during these dreams. It was like watching a movie from the point of view of the main character. He was watching himself do and say things, but couldn’t control himself at all.

“Lets play somewhere other than the bed tonight pet.” he heard himself say. He reached down and grabbed Rosalynd by the hair, pulling her to her feet rapidly. She let out a small squeak but didn’t seem bothered at all by his rough treatment of her. He spun around and for the first time was able to see the rest of the basement.

The entire large room was setup as a dungeon. There was different types of furniture, all designed to restrain someone. A St. Andrews cross stood tall and menacingly in one corner. There was a stockade. On the walls, everywhere, there were a wide variety of whips, paddles, rope, tools, and more. Some of the items, Christopher had never seen and didn’t know what they were for. There were two chest of drawers, one at each end of the room. He wasn’t sure he wanted to find out what was hidden in those drawers with so much out in the open. There was even what appeared to be a Dr.’s examination table; beside it a metal storage unit and a metal tray for medical instruments on wheels which had a few clean towels folded neatly on it. Christopher tried to take everything in calmly as his body moved of its own will across the room to the stockade.

He kept his grip on Rosalynd’s hair as they moved across the room. He could hear her bare feet shuffling quickly on the cold concrete in an attempt to match his longer stride. When he got to the stockade, he noticed that it wasn’t made finely. The wood looked rough and unfinished. It looked much like he imagined the medieval ones looked being made only with hand tools. The hinge and latch were wrought iron and looked really old too. The lock however was one of those big modern ones that took a key and was supposed to withstand a gunshot without unlocking. The key was in the lock.

Christopher reached down and unlocked the lock, put the key in his pocket, and swung the stockade open. Without a word or even a head nod from him, Rosalynd lowered her neck and wrists into the rough cutouts in the wood. He slammed the stockade shut hard, the loud impact noise from the wood making her jump even though it didn’t hurt her. He chuckled as he placed the lock back in the latch and closed it. The way the stockade was positioned, she was stuck mostly staring at a wall. There were some canes hanging on the wall in front of her, but that was really all she could see.

Christopher began to move around the basement. The sound of his heavy boots falling on the concrete was intentionally loud. He wandered and played with things on the walls, making noise while trying to decide what to grab. He knew she could hear his every move and must be going nuts in anticipation, not able to see what he was doing. He moved to the corner furthest from her where one of the chest of drawers stood. He opened and closed the drawers a few times, now seeing what was inside.

This one was full of all sorts of sex toys that he mostly recognized. Dildos of all shapes, sizes and colors. A wide variety of butt plugs filled one drawer. There was a drawer filled with a assorted collection of vibrators. He ended up choosing a fairly small butt plug. It wasn’t tiny but it’s girth was a bit less than that of his cocks. It contained a vibrator inside and had a knob on the bottom to control it. He turned it up to full blast, Rosalynd could hear the sound and let out a small moan and shifted her legs in response. He turned it off and walked back over near her, grabbed the medical tray on his way and putting the butt plug on it.

He then made his way to a different part of the room, there was a rack on the wall like you would see in a stable, filled with different riding crops. He chose one and pulled it down from the rack and then quickly slapped the wooden frame of the St. Andrews cross. The sound made Rosalynd jump and squeal. He then fussed with the rack of riding crops, making lots of noise. He took the first one he had chosen and set it loudly on the table by the butt plug.

He stood behind Rosalynd for a moment and couldn’t help but notice that she was already glistening wet in anticipation of what was coming. He reached down with one finger and quickly jammed it deep inside her. She let out a loud moan and bucked her hips back into his hand. He thrust his finger in and out of her rapidly and roughly a few times. He then withdrew his finger and walked away. She whimpered but knew better than to complain apparently.

He was growing hard and could feel the pressure of his cock rubbing against the fly of his pants as he walked. This spurred him to quit dragging it out and get on with the main event. He quickly grabbed some lube and a fairly large vibrator and put them on the table. He stood still for a moment, taking in the fabulous view. Rosalynd bent at the waist, so turned on she could hardly stay still. She was almost constantly shifting her weight back and forth between her legs. He reached out and slapped her ass really hard on the right cheek.

She jerked away from him and cried out. He quickly brought his hand down again on her other cheek. Again she jerked away and cried out but not as loud, she was more prepared this time. He stepped back and over to the table. He tried to silently squirt some lube on the butt plug and rubbed it all over, when he was satisfied with it, he moved back to her.

He positioned the plug at her tight little rosebud and pushed with a firm and constant pressure slowly. She let out a loud moan as she relaxed her body, allowing the plug to slide into her fairly easily. He got it completely inside her and then grabbing it by the control knob for the vibrator inside, shook it a bit.

“Fuuuuuuuuck. Thank you Master.” She cried out, enjoying the feeling. He then went back to the table and got the vibrator, he lubed this up a little as well. He knew she was already pretty wet but a little more lube wouldn’t hurt. He then turned towards her and when he was close enough began to fuck her painfully slow with just the head of the penis-shaped vibrator. She tried to rock her hips back to take it more deeply inside her, but the stockade prevented her from moving too far.

“OOOOhhhhhhhh pleaseeeeee Master.” Was all she could manage to sneak out between moans. Since she said please, he thrust it deep inside her, hitting her cervix fairly hard. He sped up now and fucked her hard with it for couple of minutes. Her moans were turning into screams and he could tell she was getting close from his previous dreams of her. He still felt completely out of control and was slightly bothered by the fact that he had no power, even though in the dream he had complete power.

“May I please cum, Master?” She begged. He slowed his pace in response, not ready to let her cum yet.

“Not yet…” He said sternly. He shoved the vibrator as deep as he could inside her and then backed off his hand, letting go of it and letting her tightness keep it inside her. After a minute or two, her breathing slowed down and he knew she wasn’t on the edge anymore. He turned the vibrator on high and thrust it a few more times.

“Ooooohhhhhhh god… Thank you Master!” She cried out. He slapped her ass and then turned on the vibrator inside the butt plug. She jumped in response, apparently not prepared to have a vibrator inside both her holes at once.

“Fuuuuuuuuucccckkkkkkk! MMMMMMmmmmmmmm!” Her moans were turning back into screams. He then reached over and grabbed the riding crop. He moved into position off to the side of her slightly and brought it down sharply on her left ass cheek.

CRACK! The leather tip snapped against her ass loudly over the noise of the vibrators and her moans. She squealed loudly and jerked away.

CRACK! He brought the tip down again, on her other ass cheek this time. Again she squealed and jerked away.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! He brought it down again and again, rapidly turning her lovely milky white ass bright red. CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! He kept up the pace until her squeals and screams were almost turning into sobs. Christopher couldn’t believe he was hitting her so hard, he had never done anything even remotely like this. But he also couldn’t help but notice the rubbing of his pants against his now rock hard cock each time he swung the riding crop as well.

Finally he stopped and dropped the riding crop on the floor. He stepped towards her and gently rubbed one ass cheek and then the other in a circular motion. He could already see a few spots darkening as bruises began to form under her skin. Her breath started to slow back down and her moans grew softer.

“You are such a good pet. I love seeing your ass all bright red from my blows.” He said, surprising himself as the words came out of his mouth. But the bulge in pants said he was telling the truth.

“Thank… you… Master…” She managed to get out softly.

He grabbed the end of the vibrator and began fucking her hard with it again. Her hips began thrusting back as much as they could again.

“You are so good in fact that I am going to reward you… Cum for me my naughty little slut!” The second half was a sharp command and the roughness in his voice made his throat tickle just a tiny bit. It only took a few more moments of his thrusting the vibrator before her whole body began to shutter and she screamed out louder than any time before.

“I’M CUMMMMMMMMMING MASTER! THANK YOU, THANK YOU, FUCK THANK YOU!” Her whole body shook hard and her screams almost echoed in the closed basement. He kept up a rough and fast pace with the vibrator while his other hand found its way to her clit and flicked it back and forth rapidly. He kept it up for what felt like a few minutes before finally her orgasm subsided and her body quit shaking.

He left the toys inside her, still vibrating away. He walked around to the front of the stockade, and stopped right in front of her face. She looked up at him, drenched in sweat, her hair matted around her face. Her cheeks had a bright blush to them and her mouth hung open as she panted. Her eyelids were heavy as she tried to keep them open to gaze at him. He unbuttoned his pants and slid them and his boxers over his hips and let them fall to the ground. His hard dick sprung free and bounced in front of her face. Her eyes quickly locked onto it.

Her mouth was already hanging open so without a word, he grabbed her hair and shoved his dick her in mouth. Holding onto her hair firmly, he began to fuck her face. Slowly at first, but working his way into her mouth until he felt the tip of his dick hit the back of her mouth. Her eyes flew open completely as she looked up at him. He paused for a moment then picked up his speed. He took long strokes, forcing her to take as much of his cock as she could with each thrust. She did her best to suck at him and press her tongue into him. She had amazing oral skills and was doing to best to use them for him, despite the fact that she was mostly just along for the ride as he fucked her face.

He was so turned on from the whole scene that it didn’t take long before he began to feel his balls tighten and knew he was getting close. He let out a moan and then before he could actually cum, he woke up.

Chapter Two

“Fuck…..” he found himself saying out loud as he awoke. Every other dream she had ever given him had ended just after he came, not before. He couldn’t understand for a moment why this time was different. He was aware of the pulsing in his hard cock though, knowing he had been close in the real world too.

He only had a couple of moments to ponder this situation before he felt pressure on his hips. He jerked upright, throwing his elbows behind him to support his weight. He watched in disbelief as somehow his boxers slid down his legs, allowing his dick to spring free just like it had in his dream.

“Am I still dreaming? What the fuck?” he asked out loud, knowing he was alone in the house, except Rosalynd clearly.

His mouth dropped open and he was unable to mutter a sound as he felt pressure on his cock now. He stared at it, completely amazed as it felt like he was being stroked up and down with a hand. He could see the lose skin of his penis bulge then relax near his head, just like someone was in fact stroking him, but there was nothing to be seen.

“Rosalynd? How are you… MMMmmm…” he couldn’t help but groan as he experienced what felt like a cold tongue, begin to lick up and down his shaft in addition to the stroking. He could swear that he felt saliva on his cock but she was licking at the underside so he couldn’t see it.

Before long he felt her take the head in his mouth and suck gently. She flicked her tongue side to side while sucking, getting another moan out of him. He couldn’t take his eyes off his dick as she took more and more in her ghostly mouth. Before long, it felt like her hand was wrapped around the base and she was taking him as deep as she could. He could feel the tip hitting the back of her throat.

He began to hear soft moans that definitely were not his each time his head her the back of her throat. He remembered her doing this in his dreams, apparently, she really enjoyed the feeling. Her moans grew louder and he just stared in disbelief but couldn’t help but let out a moan himself once in a while.

Still staring as she sucked him hard and fast now, he could swear he saw a shimmer of something. He kept his eyes locked on his cock and as her moans grew louder, he began to see her! At first it was just a shimmer, the distorting of the light. It reminded him of mirages on blacktop on a hot summer day. But then it grew clearer and he recognized her blond hair and beautiful face as it appeared.

“Oh my god! Rosalynd, I can see you!” He exclaimed. She jerked her head up, freeing his dick from her mouth but beginning to stroke it instantly. They just stared at each other for a moment, both smiling widely. She then winked at him and took him back in her mouth. She immediately started a fast pace, sucking him hard.

She kept her eyes locked on his as she worked her oral magic. Despite his shock of the whole thing, her moans and sucking had pleasure raging through his whole body. His balls began to tighten and he let out a loud groan. He tried to reach forward to run his fingers through her hair out of instinct. Before he could pull his hand back, his hand passed right through her.

She totally didn’t react and just kept sucking him. He only could think about it for a moment before he began to cum. He watched as his cum shot from tip of his dick, distorted slightly by Rosalynd. He could see it spurt up about an inch before it vanished! He watched as rope after rope of his hot cum just disappeared. When his balls were empty, he was so shocked, he didn’t know what to say or do, he just stared at Rosalynd.

She smiled and released his softening cock before sitting up and then leaning back on the bed, facing him. She spread her naked legs and brought a hand down to her sweet pussy. She quickly found her clit and began rubbing it furiously. Again, he could hear her moans, softly at first but the volume increased. It also really seemed like the closer she got to cumming, the more solid she appeared. He just watched, transfixed by her ghostly form growing more and more solid.

As she cummed, he could almost swear that she was real, her image was now so dense. She threw her head back and her body shook as she exploded in orgasm.

“Oh Master!” She cried out as she peaked. Then her hand started to slow as her orgasm faded. She quit literally faded as well, by the time her legs quit shuttering, Christopher could barely see her. Then she vanished completely with a smile on her beautiful face.

Christopher collapsed back onto the bed. His thoughts rapid as he stared at the ceiling. So, he could see her when she was really turned on? That had to be it! The thought ran through his mind over and over. The next thing he knew, his alarm was going off and he awoke alone, his boxers still half way down his thighs.

Chapter Three

The next day, Christopher could hardly focus at work all day. He just kept reliving the previous night over and over in his mind. It really didn’t help that his job required him to look at porn websites all day. Every time he saw a blond, his mind would begin to wander. He finally decided to call it quits a little early. He gave his boss some bullshit excuse about his stomach bothering him all day and took off a couple of hours early.

He had been thinking about her writing in the mirror. There had to be a way they could communicate without keeping the bathroom steamy. Being a tech guy, he wondering if she could type on his computer. He decided to try it out when he got home.

He entered the house and immediately made his way to his office and fired up his computer. As it was booting up, he thought he would try to get her attention, even if the whole thing made him feel a little crazy.

“Rosalynd, can you hear me? If you can, I am turning on my computer. When it boots up, I will open up my word processing program. I want you to see if you can type, if you can, then we can talk! Rosalynd? Shit I have no idea if I am talking to myself here… Rosalynd?” He put his face down in his palm, frustrated and feeling like a lunatic. But sure enough, she could hear him, she let him know by making the lamp on his desk flicker like crazy. That lamp was a few years old and had never given him any trouble so he knew right away that it was her.

“Thank goodness! It feels really silly to be talking to an empty room… Okay, the computer is almost done, I’ll get that open in a second. I really hope you can actually talk to me this way, if not we will have to figure something else out. Somehow the steamy mirror thing seems really inefficient for more than a brief message.” The light flickered in response. He took that to mean she agreed.

His hands were shaking as he grabbed the mouse and opened up the software. The loading screen seemed to take five times longer than normal due to his anxiety. Finally the program opened and he just stared at the blinking cursor. He had heard from a friend that was an author that writers are sometimes haunted by that pulsing little line when they are suffering from writer’s block. He now completely understood what his friend had been venting about!

“Give it a try for a minute, if you can’t do it, then I guess flicker the light to tell me when you give up. We will have to think of something else. Well I guess I will have to think of something else because even if you have a million ideas, you can’t really tell them to me can you?” He heard himself rambling and realized he really needed to calm down. He leaned back in his chair and took a few deep breaths. His eyes stayed fixed on that blinking cursor though.

“hi” appeared on the screen! He cheered and jumped out of my chair. He felt silly after a moment but realized no one could see him but Rosalynd, who must be excited too. The lamp on his desk began to flicker again and then more text appeared.

“this is a little hard but i think i can get the hang out it! You are such a genius Master!” He laughed in response.

“Thanks. I see you are managing capitalizing now. Hopefully it will just take practice and get easier and easier. Last night… God… I don’t know how you did that, but it was amazing! I could hear you moaning at first, and then I could see you. I swear it seemed like the more turned on you got, the more I could hear you and see you!” He was rambling again but he didn’t care. They could actually talk now!

“I’m glad you enjoyed it Master! I’ve noticed that when I am horny, I feel stronger. It is easier to give you dreams or interact with the world.” The words appeared on the screen a little faster now, she seemed to be mastering typing as a ghost.

“I have heard that ghosts are stronger when they feel powerful emotions like anger. Never really thought about the possibility of ghosts being horny until I moved into this house though. Honestly, I didn’t even believe in ghosts. God, I have like a million questions…”

They talked like this for hours. Christopher didn’t even think about eating dinner, or even getting a drink or using the restroom. They talked about what it felt like to be a ghost for a while and then started talking about Rosalynd’s life before she died. Rosalynd told him how she had been trapped in the house since she died. She was completely unable to leave the property. Christopher felt bad for her, knowing she was trapped for who knows how long.

Then they started talking about the previous owners. Rosalynd told him how she didn’t like any of them, for various reasons. She wanted peace and quiet but they wouldn’t give it to her. So she tried to do things to scare them away. She said that the writing on the mirror trick was really effective if she wrote threatening things. She confessed to being madly attracted to Christopher from the moment she saw him.

This led to their conversation turning to sex. Christopher explained his lack of experience with most things kinky. Rosalynd said she could tell that he was anxious when she gave him dreams. But she also tried to reassure him, explaining that she sensed he was a natural dominant and would enjoy it once he let himself relax a bit. He admitted that he had enjoyed the dreams, it just felt weird. Now that he knew what was going on and felt like he knew her better, he was feeling much more relaxed about the whole thing.

It was now getting late so Christopher finally realized he needed to eat something and get to bed. That night, he felt more in control during the dream she gave him. He loved it even more than he thought he would. They continued on like this, every night talking for hours, getting to know each other really well. It didn’t take long before Christopher was starting to feel like her really knew her. After about a week of this, Rosalynd really felt like his girlfriend, despite the fact that she was a ghost who couldn’t leave his house. The whole issue with her not being able to leave was something that Christopher had been researching on his breaks at lunch.

He found in his research that sometimes ghosts are bound to objects, not locations. Rosalynd wasn’t the type of ghost that was stuck in some tragic loop of her murder so he hoped that she was actually bound to an item in the house, instead of the house itself. He just had to find the item! He didn’t want to get her hopes up, so he didn’t tell her of this notion. He just spent a few moments here and there, searching every nook and cranny in the house for something that might have been hers.

After he thought he had searched every inch of the house he was so frustrated, he decided to just talk to her about it. That evening they spent a while talking about the possibilities. It turned out that she had some stuff in the attic crawlspace which he had not bothered to check out. When looking at the house he had asked Cindy if it was a full attic, when she said it was just a crawl space, he assumed it was empty besides the spiders living there. When Rosalynd mentioned she had a small box of things hidden up there, Christopher didn’t even wait to hear more. He jumped out of the computer chair and flew to the master bedroom which had the access door hidden in the closet.

He carelessly grabbed an end table to use as a step stool and rushed to the closet. Dust and insulation rained down on him as he slid the door up and over to find the box. Coughing up a storm from the dust, he found the box and climbed down. He rushed back to his office and sat at his desk. He went to open the box but suddenly felt really weird.

He had no idea what was inside, he just knew they were things she had bothered to hide. It felt like invading her privacy to him oddly. He just starred at the box for a moment before looking up at the screen.

“Well, are you going to open it??????” Rosalynd had typed on the screen.

“Yeah, it just feels like an invasion of your privacy or something. Are you sure you want me to see everything inside?” He asked her nervously out loud.

“It’s just some random keep sakes. Open it, the key to me being able to leave the house with you might be in there!” She typed rapidly, her skill had much improved since they were spending hours each day communicating like this.

Christopher just nodded in reply and took the dusty lid off the shoe box. On top there were what seems to be just letters and photos. Somehow he was surprised at how mundane it seemed. He started pulling them out and eventually worked his way to the bottom where he found a few things.

The first thing that jumped out was a leather collar. It was the kind he had seen on girls in BDSM porn films at work, but he had never seen Rosalynd in one. He was hesitant to touch it for some reason and instead shifted his focus to the other items. Everything else seemed normal for a young woman’s keepsake box, some random pieces of jewelry, a graduation tassel, a keyring with a few key chains on it, etc. He looked up at the screen, but she hadn’t typed anything new yet.

“See anything that you think might be it?” He asked her, again his tone of voice showed he was feeling nervous. He stared at the blinking cursor for a little while until she started typing again.

“If it is anything in this box, it has to be the collar…” She typed rather slowly. He wondered if his was hesitation on her part?

“Do you want to talk about it? Or should we just try it…” He almost whispered. Again, she hesitated a bit before answering.

“Well I should explain. That collar was given to me by my first Master. I guess, to me, it was like keeping the first piece of jewelry any guy gave you. He is the one who taught me about BDSM. I haven’t thought about it or him in a long time. Looking at it now, I can’t help but wonder if I would still be alive if I had never met him. My life would have been so different…” she slowly typed out.

“Oh Rosalynd, I’m so sorry… Maybe this was a bad idea…” He said quickly, a tear forming in the corner of one eye. He went to put the letters and photos back in the box when more words appeared on the screen.

“No, it’s okay. It just caught me off guard. But if anything in this box is what I am bound to, it is that collar. So lets give it a test run. I promise, I’m okay.” She typed more rapidly.

“If you are sure…”

“I am!”

Christopher couldn’t help but notice his hand shaking slightly as he took the collar out of the box. He laid it down in front of the keyboard gently, like it was something fragile. He put everything else back in the shoe box and closed it.

“Ready to try to go for a walk to the park?” He said, trying to force a smile on his face and a hopeful tone to his voice.

“Let’s go!”

There was a park a block away from the house. They had planned on him taking the object they found down there and then seeing if she could type to him on his phone. He was hoping the item would be something small enough to put in his pocket but the leather collar was a bit bigger than he was prepared for. Thinking quickly, he ran upstairs and changed into cargo pants. The side pocket would be plenty big enough for the collar! Again, he treated the collar with the respect you show something fragile and important as he gently folded it up and put it in his pocket.

He walked so quickly, he thought that he surely looked suspicious but he didn’t care. He barely entered the park when he plopped down on the grass and pulled out his phone. He opened up the memo app and waited.

“im here master” slowly appeared on the screen. They hadn’t practiced at all with his phone, so he guessed it was a little harder for her to type on it.

“Oh my god, oh my god! It worked!” he exclaimed, then nervously looked around. Luckily there was no one with in site. “Okay I’m just going to type on my phone so I don’t look like I’m talking to myself from now on.” He quickly typed into his phone.

He got up and started walking around the park. To everyone he passed, he just looked the picture of the modern man, walking in nature but consumed by his cell phone. In reality, he was having a conversation on that phone with his ghost girlfriend. She was so excited to get to leave the house for the first time in four years.

After a while, they headed back to the house. They made plans for the rest of the day, going to dinner and then to get drinks at her favorite club. Of course she wouldn’t be able to eat or drink anything, but she desperately just wanted to see some of her favorite places and feel somewhat normal. Christopher was happy to oblige her, wanting to make her happy.

Chapter Four

Dinner went well and the day just seemed to fly by. Before he knew it, Christopher found himself at a cocktail table in a club he had never been to. What he assumed was popular dance music blasted through the club’s sound system. The lights were dim with colorful spotlights flickering about the main room. Christopher had only seen clubs like this on TV, never venturing to one himself previously. He felt uncomfortable at first but once he was seated with a drink, he began to relax, once again losing himself in his conversation with Rosalynd.

She mentioned more than once how much she had loved to dance here but of course she couldn’t really dance with him. After about an hour, she asked Christopher to pick out who he thought was the most attractive women in the room that wasn’t with a guy. He was apprehensive about answering her but she kept insisting. So, he gave in and looked up from his phone to take in the club once more.

There was a curvy blond at the bar that drew his eye. She was alone and dressed a bit conservatively compared to the rest of the women there who were barely covered up. He could make out her inviting curves though and her face was pretty cute. He described her to Rosalynd. She simply replied “Okay” and then went silent.

Christopher gazed at his phone for a few moments waiting for a reply, then it clicked in his head. He quickly looked up at the blond and noticed she was sitting perfectly still. Then she grabbed her drink, stood up, and made her way straight to him.

“Hey sexy.” She said as she got near his table. She didn’t hesitate to throw her arms around his neck and pull him into a fiery kiss. He pulled back in shock and looked at her, his face full of confusion. “It’s Rosalynd silly! Come dance with me!” She said as she kissed him again and then grabbed him by the wrist and drug him out onto the dance floor.

Christopher had very little experience dancing. Most of the dancing he had done was in junior high at dances with his girlfriends. That awkward slow dancing that really didn’t require any skill but gave the young men a chance to put their hands on a girl so it was worth it. This type of dancing, well he felt like a fish out of water.

Luckily, Rosalynd was a great dancer and helped him out. She did most of the work, grinding against him and guiding him in time to the music with her hands. After the first few minutes, Christopher relaxed and just focused on her. He wasn’t sure how he felt about her possessing yet another woman but her body pressing into his made it hard for him to deeply consider the morality of the situation.

His hormones won out of course, and after a few songs, he had forgotten all about his reservations and could only think about feeling more of her. She seemed to pick up on the growing bulge in his pants. She teased him, turning around and grinding her ass into his crotch for a moment. When she relented and spun back around, she pulled him into a kiss.

“Wanna head to the car?” She purred in his ear. She didn’t wait for an answer, just grabbed his wrist again and led him out to his car. He unlocked it with the remote control as they approached. She didn’t head towards the passenger seat, instead she pulled him towards the back door. He obliged, not really caring what exactly she had in mind because he trusted her to make sure it was good for him.

They both climbed in the back seat and she quickly pulled him into a kiss. They made out for a few moments before she slid a hand down and began stroking him through the material of his cargo pants. His hands mirrored her actions, roaming her body freely until he found his way to her crotch as well. He rubbed in a circular motion, pretty sure by the slight moaning coming from her that he had his fingertips in the right spot.

Her moans grew a bit louder as he increased his pressure. She hurriedly unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, her hand fumbling a bit as she was distracted by kissing him deeply. He removed his hand from her and helped her, sliding his pants and boxers down over his hips, freeing his hard cock for her. She didn’t hesitate to begin stroking him firmly and quickly. After a few moments, she broke off their kiss and lowered her head to his lap.

She continued to stroke him as she licked the head of his dick with a circular motion. She then kept her hand still at the base and licked up and down his length. Once she was satisfied, she took him in her mouth, sucking gently at his head. She started to bob up and down taking more and more of his shaft in her mouth each time.

He let out a soft moan as he felt the tip of his dick hit the back of her mouth. This was all the encouragement she needed, she increased her speed while continuing to take him as deeply as she could. Before long he felt his balls begin to churn and knew he was getting close. He grabbed her hair and he set an even faster pace, thrusting his hips as much as he could in this position. Rosalynd did her best to continue to suck and please him as he took control.

“Fuck yes, swallow for me…” he cried out with a groan as he began to spurt rope after rope of hot cum in her mouth. She did her best to swallow it all while he held her in place, his erupting cock taking up nearly all her mouth. A little spilled out of her mouth as he emptied his balls into her mouth. When he was done, she wiped the cum from the corner of her mouth with a finger then licked her finger clean. Bobbing her head up and down once more, she licked him clean as well.

“I love the taste of your cum Master.” she said softly as she sat back up. “Well I should get this girl back inside, wait 5 minutes before you head home so I can get her back to the bar. I’ll see you in your dreams tonight.”

Without even waiting for a reply she pulled the door open and slid out of the car. She headed back to the club, walking quickly but swinging her hips in a sultry way. He watched her head inside and then waited a bit before heading home for the night.


Kinky Possession: Rosalynd’s Desire
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Prologue

Since Christopher moved into his new house, his life has taken some dramatic turns. He got the house below market because four years ago a woman was murdered in the house. Rosalynd Boyes was a BDSM porn star who was quite successful and well known. A crazy fan hunted her down and killed her after she ignored his obsessive attempts to contact her online.

In the four years since her death, the house has been bought and sold three times before Christopher. All the previous owners claimed that the house is haunted. Christopher, however, didn’t believe in ghosts or the paranormal. He believed he was getting an amazing deal on the house because people were superstitious. Almost immediately after moving in, he began to think he might be wrong.

The first weird thing he noticed was a flickering light in the bathroom. He dismissed it as a loose bulb or wiring and added fixing it on his to-do list for the coming weekend. From the first night he slept in the house, he started having weird dreams about a beautiful blond. Having naughty dreams wasn’t unusual for single Christopher. It was the subject of these dreams and the fact that they were so intense they actually brought him to orgasm in his sleep! They were kinkier than anything he had ever done in real life or even thought about doing. He couldn’t explain it and began to get worn down from the lack of sleep.

After a week of these relentless dreams, he saw writing appear in the fogged-up bathroom mirror. That freaked him out, now he was having a hard time denying that something paranormal was going on. The message was friendly though so at least the “ghost” didn’t seem hostile.

A week later, he had a surprise house guest. His realtor, Cindy, stopped by to see how he was settling in and brought him a houseplant. The small talk was pleasant but then Cindy tensed up and got silent. Then when she relaxed again, her behavior completely changed. She began to try to seduce Christopher, being persistent and aggressive. He was unsure of the whole situation but in the end, he gave in. One can hardly blame a guy going through a dry spell for giving in to a beautiful woman trying to seduce him!

After they were done, “Cindy” revealed that is was actually Rosalynd. She had possessed Cindy’s body to seduce Christopher! This completely shocked the hell out of him. Somehow, he managed to stay calm when Rosalynd released Cindy. She acted like the whole thing had not happened.

Things ramped up in craziness from there. Up until the day Cindy came by, every night Christopher awoke from his sexual dreams right after he ejaculated in his dream. But this night he woke up when he was almost there, but not quite. Rosalynd proved she could touch him that night by stroking him then giving him a blow job until he came. He also could hear her moaning in pleasure. As she got more turned on, he could hear her more and after a bit he could start to see her!

The next day he figured out a way for them to communicate. Turned out that she could type on the computer if he had it open to a word processor. They spent hours talking and this became the routine. The evening spent talking then a sexual dream which ended with him awaking to a blow job from her, every night. Before long he began to feel like she was his girlfriend, despite the whole ghost thing.

He discovered that Rosalynd was trapped in the house these last four years and wanted to find a way for her to leave. He did research on his lunch break, trying to figure it out. Turned out that there was an old collar of hers hidden away in the attic crawlspace. This was the item she was bound to, not the house itself. So, if Christopher took the collar with him, she could go anywhere with him!

They celebrated that evening by going to her favorite restaurant and then to a dance club. Of course she couldn’t eat, drink, or dance. Even so, she was excited to get to experience her favorite places again after so long. They communicated by typing on his phone when they were outside the house. This way he appeared to be a normal guy staring at his phone.

After being at the club for about an hour, Rosalynd couldn’t resist the temptation anymore. She asked Christopher to pick out a woman he found attractive. He resisted at first but finally gave in and picked out a curvy blond that was alone at the bar. Rosalynd didn’t falter before rushing over and possessing the blond. She then made her way back over to him.

She kissed him and revealed who she was. He felt uncomfortable with her doing this but she drug him out on the dance floor before he could complain. Rosalynd was a great dancer and after a few songs, she had Christopher forgetting about his moral dilemma. She had gotten him too turned on with her rubbing and grinding against him to think about much but exploring more of her.

She realized how turned on he was and pulled him out to the car. They climbed in the backseat and made out for a while. She closed up the quickie with giving him one of her amazing blow jobs. Rosalynd then took the blond back in the bar and gave her back control of her body. Christopher waited while she did that then returned home.

Chapter One

When Christopher got home, he headed straight for the kitchen and grabbed a beer from the fridge. He sat at the breakfast bar, drinking it and contemplating this whole situation. Feeling bothered by the fact that Rosalynd has possessed women without permission. They of course had no memory of what transpired but it still felt wrong to him. Rosalynd seemed to be quite okay with the situation. He assumed this was because after four years of being a ghost, she was willing to cross a line to feel alive again for a little while.

He needed to find a better solution. The logical solution was to find a woman who was willing. The real question was how the hell was he going to find a girl willing to be possessed, and then let the ghost have sex with him? There was also the not so minor detail that Rosalynd was beyond kinky. It was only a matter of time before she would want to explore that side of herself while possessing someone. Frustrated, he decided he should talk to her about it. He chugged the rest of his beer in a flash and then pulled out his phone.

“Rosalynd, hey can we talk?” he asked aloud, staring at the screen waiting for her reply.

“Of course, is something wrong?” she asked by typing on the screen in a memo app.

“Well, sort of… I’m a bit uncomfortable with this whole you possessing women thing. I mean Cindy and the girl from the bar have no idea that they did something sexual with me. It just feels wrong, ya know?” He said with clear hesitation in his voice.

“I understand, but what else can we do? I mean it is the only way you can touch me!” She replied.

“What if we try to find a girl who is willing? Then it wouldn’t matter. Does it always give them no memory of what happened, or have you been causing that?” He asked nervously. He was beyond worried that she wasn’t going to like the idea, but he was at a loss for a different one.

“I make them forget. If we could find a willing girl then you wouldn’t have to feel guilty. But how in the hell are we going to find a girl that is willing?”

“Maybe we can find a girl online that has a genuine obsession with the paranormal and would want to try it for the experience. Then if she likes it, she might be willing to do it again? I don’t know hun… But we have got to find a long-term solution, ya know?” He said, still feeling anxious.

“Good idea! Go get on the computer and see what you can find!”

Christopher headed to his office and fired up his computer. He had been checking out a couple of paranormal forums to do research. That was the only place he could think to look. He had dual monitors on his computer so he opened up his word processing app on one. That way, Rosalynd could talk to him, and his web browser on the other.

“I’ve been doing some research on a couple of forums that cater to the paranormal. I feel like that would be the best place to start. The only problem is there are people from all over the world on those forums… What are the chances of finding a willing girl who is close by?” He explained to Rosalynd.

“Is there is a local ghost hunting club nearby? Or you could try the dating section on one of those community sites where you can post anything, like Robertslist.” she suggested.

“Good idea, okay so I guess I’ll start by posting on Robertslist, if only I can think of something that doesn’t sound crazy to write. Then look for clubs or something…”

Christopher went to Robertslist and went to the dating section. It took him a while to write up an ad, but finally he settled on:

Looking for fellow ghost hunter!

Just a normal guy who is obsessed with ghosts and wants to find a girl who is too! I’ve included a pic. I’m not picky on looks when it comes to women, what really matters is that we click. Looking for an adventurous girl who is willing to try new things!

It was kind of brief and vague. He couldn’t say he was looking for a girl willing to be possessed by his ghost girlfriend so that they could have sex! He hoped it wasn’t too vague and actually got some replies. He was a good looking guy so he was kinda hopeful.

Next, he tried to find a local club or group. He did manage to find a group on a social media site that was for the whole county. That was close enough to be worth a shot he thought! He looked through the member roster and was surprised to find a lot of women in the group. He had expected it to be mostly nerdy guys. He decided to take a chance and post there too. Of course, this wasn’t a site for dating, so he would have to try a different tactic.

Hey everyone. So I recently bought a new house and was told that multiple previous owners had claimed the house was haunted. To be honest, I didn’t really believe in ghosts so I thought I was just getting a good deal on the house because of superstition. I’ve been here over a month now and have been experiencing some really weird stuff. I was hoping to make a friend or two that I can talk to about all this. I’m afraid my friends would think I was crazy if I told them everything!

Now he would have to hope like hell that some women replied and he could strike up a friendship with them without seeming like a creep. It had been a very long night so he decided to head to bed, wishing he could sleep in the next day.

Chapter Two

Once again, Rosalynd gave him a very naughty dream, despite the fact that they had already had some physical fun earlier that evening. He found himself in the basement dungeon again. Rosalynd was kneeling before him, her head bent down with her gaze locked on his boots, completely naked, and waiting for his command.

The entire large room was setup as a dungeon. There were different types of furniture, all designed to restrain someone. A St. Andrews cross stood tall and menacingly in one corner. There was a stockade. On the walls, everywhere, there were a wide variety of whips, paddles, rope, tools, and more. Some of the items, Christopher had never seen and didn’t know what they were for. There were two chests of drawers, one at each end of the room. He wasn’t sure he wanted to find out what was hidden in those drawers with so much out in the open. There was even what appeared to be a Dr.’s examination table. Beside it a metal storage unit and a metal tray for medical instruments on wheels which had a few clean towels folded on it. Christopher had dreamed of being in this room with Rosalynd before and wasn’t shocked to take it all in as he had been the first time.

He looked down at Rosalynd and contemplated for a little bit. She had been starting to let him have more and more control of the dreams. It seemed she was going to let him get the scene started this time. He reached down and grabbed her chin gently, lifting it to get her to make eye contact with him.

“Well, you were very good earlier when you got me off without needing pleasure for yourself.” He said with a warm tone to his voice.

“I am pleased to give you pleasure, Master.” She whispered softly.

“However, you were very naughty possessing that poor girl and making her suck my dick without her knowledge, weren’t you?” He asked, his tone much sterner now.

“I was, but I only did it because I desired you so much Master.” She glanced down as she spoke, unable to turn away due to his grip on her chin. She clearly had some feelings of guilt for what she had done. Or she just wanted to be punished. Either way, he had a feeling that she was going to get punished, whether he wanted to punish her or not.

“We are working on a plan to avoid that necessity. In the meantime, I don’t want you to ever do that again without my explicit permission first, do you understand?” His tone of voice was scolding.

“Yes Master. I won’t do that again.” She said softly, still keeping her gaze low.

“Up on your feet.” He barked at her and pulled at her chin. He usually wouldn’t speak so roughly to a woman, he hadn’t chosen those words either. She was starting to take control of the dream again. He had hoped that if he got her to agree not to possess anyone while she was being submissive like that, it would get her to really stick to the agreement. He wasn’t sure if she was taking back control because she was bothered by him doing this, or if she wanted to control the type of punishment she got.

Once she was standing, he headed to the corner with the St. Andrews cross without saying a word. She followed him obediently without needing to be commanded. There were leather cuffs already clipped into position at all four corners of the cross that hung open.

“Face the wall and get into position.” He barked at her. She flinched a tad and then quickly did as he told her to. She spread her legs and tried to get her ankles as close to lined up as she could. Then reached up and out with both wrists, lining her wrists up with the empty cuffs.

He roughly strapped her ankles and wrists in, pulling hard to ensure she had no wiggle room at all. She let out a little gasp each time he pulled a strap tight and then instinctively tested the restraint. She twisted and pulled with her limbs but wasn’t going anywhere. Each time he paused to watch her struggle against the restraints. He couldn’t help but notice that he was getting half hard from watching her struggle and the sound of the metal clips clanging. Once she was completely restrained, he began to wander about the room, looking for today’s toys.

She was restrained facing the wall, unable to see what he was doing again. He thought about dragging it out and teasing her, making lots of noise during the process but decided against it. She was letting him have control over this part of the dream now and he wanted to get to something more fun than teasing her! He selected a long flogger off the wall and then headed to the chest of drawers he knew contained toys. He opened the drawer with the vibrators and choose a wireless bullet that had a remote control.

Her hands were higher than her head but there was some slack which allowed her body to be moved. He walked back over to her and put the handle of the flogger in his back pocket. He also stashed the bullet and it’s remote in a front pocket. He then grabbed her hips on either side and pulled them back towards him roughly. She didn’t resist, sticking her ass out as far as she could the way she was restrained.

This gave him a much better angle to reach her sweet pussy. Holding her in place with one hand still on her hip, he took a fingertip and slid it up and down her slit with feather-light pressure. She was already wet, she really loved being restrained it seemed.

“Since you were good and naughty all at the same time, I thought I would give you some pleasure with your punishment.” He said in a suggestive way. While he was talking, he found her sweet entrance with this finger and thrust it inside her.

“Thank you Master!’ She cried out as he set a fairly quick pace. He added a second finger, wanting to make sure she was ready for the bullet. She was moaning loudly, clearly loving getting some pleasure when she had been expecting punishment. He fucked her with his hand until she was close to cumming, the first time he felt the tell-tale clenching of her cunt, he pulled his fingers out.

“Not quite yet, pet.” He chuckled and waited a moment for her breathing to calm down. She didn’t protest his denial of her orgasm, she knew it would do no good. Once she calmed down a bit, he took the bullet out of his pocket. He rubbed her clit with it in a circular motion causing her to gasp and begin moaning again. After a little teasing, he slid it inside her completely in one movement.

“MMMMMMmmmmmmmmmmmm.” She moaned as it entered her. He backed away and watched her for a bit. It didn’t take long before she was squirming a tad, turned on by having something inside her but wanting more. He chuckled as he pressed the button on the remote, turning the bullet on it’s lowest setting.

“Thank you Master!” She moaned as she felt the vibration start.

He then picked up the flogger and shook it out a bit. He watched her clench her hands in response to the noise. Interesting, she must recognize the sound he thought. Suddenly, Christopher felt out of control again, Rosalynd was taking over. He wondered about this back and forth she was doing with the control of the dream tonight. He would have to ask her about it later!

He reached out with the flogger, teasing her with it. He held it high so the tips grazed her back, moving up and down until he got a soft moan out of her. He then teased lower and lower until he was dragging it back and forth across her ass. She was fidgeting a bit and continuing to moan as he took his time. She let out a slight little groan of frustration as he pulled it back and waited a moment.

Then he began to swing the flogger landing moderate blows, back and forth across her round ass. She moaned a little each it landed. He picked up the pace and the strength of the stroked until her moans started to sound more like squeals of pain. Her ass was bright red at this point from the lashes of the flogger. He reached into his pocket and pressed the button on the remote for bullet that was still inside her, turning it up to its highest setting.

She let out an intense moan for a moment, until he started again with the flogger. She squealed in surprise as he swung the flogger gently with an upward motion against her wet pussy. He waited about five seconds and then brought it against her cunt again. He kept up this pace for a couple of minutes. Finally, he thought she had enough and he left the flogger fall to the ground.

He rubbed her ass cheeks in a circular motion with both hands, trying to lessen the stinging she was feeling. He then rubbed the outer lips of her pussy in the same way. He hooked a finger through the loop attached to the bullet and yanked it out her, causing her to moan loud. She then whimpered as she heard him undo his belt buckle followed by the unzipping of his pants. He let his pants and boxers fall to his ankles, not bothering to take them or his boots off.

He gripped the base of his dick and guided it to her wet tight little pussy. He slid it up and down her slit a few times then found her entrance and entered her completely with one quick thrust. She arched her back as much as she could with the restraints, moaning as he entered her. He gripped her hips with both hands and started long thrusts, pulling back until just the tip was in her before slamming his full length back into her. He went teasingly slow at first but ramped up the speed quickly.

Before long he was pounding her hard, his body slapping against her sore ass, driving her to the brink of an explosive orgasm.

“Please can I cum, Master?” She screamed out.

“Yes, cum all over my dick!” He ordered her with a stern tone of voice.

She screamed in pleasure as he felt her pussy clench around his hard cock while she shook from the intensity of her orgasm. When her body started to calm down a little, he spanked her ass hard. This cut off her moaning as it turned into a squeal from the pain. Her pussy continued to spasm around him as she finished her orgasm.

He slowed his pace for a little while after she calmed down then ramped back up the speed again until she came again. Again, as she orgasmed, he spanked her hard, loving her little squeals and loud moans. Once she calmed down, he pulled out and positioned the tip of his dick at the tight little bud of her asshole and pushed.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, relax and it won’t hurt as bad.”

“Yes Master.” he could feel her body relax a little at his command. He began tiny short thrusts to work the head of his cock into her ass. It didn’t take that long with her relaxed before his head slipped inside her. They both let out a loud moan. Her ass was so tight, he paused for a moment to let her body adjust to his girth. Then resuming his short thrusts, now working his entire length into her. She was moaning like crazy as he finally got himself buried to the hilt in her.

Now he began much longer thrusts, pulling his dick back until only the head was inside her before filling her completely again. He started slow, it felt so good he wanted to cum but he was trying hard to hold back. Still gripping her hips, he picked up the pace until his body was slapping against her ass while he pounded her tight little ass hard. Her orgasms were coming so quick, he completely lost track of them. He could feel his balls tightening as her body was spasming around him, each time she came brought him close to the edge.

When she came, he spanked her harder and harder. Her ass was dark red by the time he couldn’t hold back any longer. He spanked her roughly a few times then pulled her into him by the hips as much as he could, burying himself as deep as possible inside her ass. He shot burst after burst of hot cum deep inside her ass. When he felt like he was finally spent, he gave her a few more thrusts and then pulled out of her. Immediately after withdrawing from her, he awoke in his bed alone, the wetness of his cum all over him and the sheets.

Chapter Three

The following day Christopher was pleasantly surprised to find he had gotten some replies to both of his posts from the previous day. The social media post got a reply from mixed men and women, and he struck up light conversations with some of the women through private message.

The dating ad proved to garner way more replies than he was expecting. Most of the replies were from relatively attractive women who all also said they were fascinated by the paranormal. He skimmed over all of the replies, one girl, Sharla, jumped out at him. He wrote back and forth with some of the girls but Sharla was the one he really wanted.

She was adorable and had this dark and mysterious thing going on. She wrote mostly about her beliefs in ghosts and the paranormal. She was obsessed with the “ghost hunting” type reality shows. She had never gotten to experience anything in real life but said that she really wanted to.

He wrote back to her, starting with a compliment, but mostly talking about the paranormal too. He explained how he had always been the guy that didn’t believe anything without science to back it until recently. He explained that he had experienced something that changed his way of thinking but was vague. He was hoping mystery would be a good thing here.

They emailed back and forth all week, talking about ghosts and stories of places that were haunted. Their emails also got more and more personal, them both revealing a bit about themselves slowly. It turned out that Sharla was a programmer too, but she worked in application development. He felt like he was really connecting with her and decided to be brave on his lunch break on Friday and start to explain what was really going on. He was going to take it slow, but he was hopeful she would react well.

He told her about the writing in the mirror, the flickering lights, and a little about the dreams. He said that the dreams were naughty in nature, but didn’t go into any specifics. He did however say that he had verified that the woman he was dreaming about was the ghost that was supposedly haunting his house. He also explained he didn’t think he had seen her before the dreams began. The major detail he left out, was the story of her death. Of course, revealing too many specifics about that would allow Sharla to find his house on the internet easily due to the media coverage of her murder.

He waited anxiously all afternoon for her reply and had a difficult time focusing on work. He finally found he had a reply waiting for him as he left work and headed to his car. She was totally excited by his story and told him that she had an EMF meter, EVP recorder, and a thermal camera. She said she would love to bring them over sometime and see what they could find. Of course, she said they should meet up somewhere for coffee or lunch first. Christopher couldn’t help but feel excited, though he knew he should tone it down before he got home. The last thing he needed was this plan backfiring if Rosalynd got jealous!

He replied telling her that he was just leaving work and had no plans for the rest of the weekend. He suggested that they meet up whenever she had some free time. He gave her his cell phone number as well. As he turned down his street twenty minutes later, the text message alert went off on his phone. He barely got the car in park before grabbing his phone to check the message.

“Hey, it’s Sharla. I just wrapped up work too, wanna grab a bite somewhere? I have a million questions, this is so exciting!” The text message read.

“Sure, I just got home, give me about 30 minutes to get ready. Where would you like to meet?” He asked. They texted back and forth a couple times making plans then he went inside to tell Rosalynd and get ready.

He rushed to the bedroom to change into something more presentable. His office was extremely casual and he wanted something a little nicer than torn jeans and an old t-shirt. As he got changed, he spoke out loud, explaining everything that happened to Rosalynd. When he was done getting ready, he pulled out his phone and sat on the bed to see her reply.

“This is so exciting! I want to go with you, please!” She typed quickly on his phone.

“One step ahead of you hun, why do you think I put on my nicest cargo pants!” He told her with a chuckle. He headed to his nightstand and pulled her collar gently out of the drawer then placed it in his pocket. “You ready for this? Please though, be good and no possessing her until we have her permission. That might not happen tonight so we gotta be patient with this one!”

“Yes Master, I’ll be good! Let’s go!” Appeared on his phone in reply.

“Good girl.” He said warmly as he stood and headed to the car.

* * *

They had chosen a big franchise diner that was only about 15 minutes from Christopher’s house. He got there a bit early but headed inside anyway. The diner wasn’t busy but he told the hostess he was waiting for someone and sat on a bench to wait. He texted Sharla to let her know that he was inside.

She arrived a few minutes later and they awkwardly hugged and then made small talk while being seated and giving their drink orders. Luckily since the diner was so empty, they were able to get a corner booth, pretty far away from anyone else. Christopher had been a bit nervous about talking about all this in public. Once the hostess walked away, they both visibly relaxed and they started talking about Christopher’s house.

She asked him to retell everything in much more detail and was patient despite her excitement. She didn’t interrupt him at all but did ask questions when he paused long enough for her to do so politely. Once he finished with the things she already knew a bit about, the hard question came.

“This is a really new part of town. I don’t mean to sound skeptical of you at all, but usually it is older houses that you hear are haunted. You just bought the place, did they tell you about anything bad happening in the house when you bought it?” She asked.

“Yes actually they did. I didn’t mention that in my email because I didn’t want you to think I wasn’t being honest about it. You said you have lived in this general area your whole life. You remember hearing about a woman being killed in her house a few years ago? She was an umm… actress and a crazy stalker fan murdered her.” He said anxiously. He knew since the story was fairly recent there was a chance she would remember. He also worried that she wouldn’t believe that was the house he bought. He had come prepared for her doubt though.

“Wait that bondage porn star? What was her name, Rose or something like that? You mean to tell me that is the house you bought? That was like the most horrible crime that happened here in our lifetime…” She crossed her arms against her chest and leaned back. Clearly, she wasn’t sure he was telling the truth.

“I had a feeling you might doubt me since her death did get national media coverage and such. I haven’t gotten my new driver’s license yet but I did bring my first power bill. Go ahead and look up her address on your phone from the news coverage.” She relaxed a bit as he spoke and pulled out the power bill and set it on the table. He also got out his wallet to show her his license so she could see the names match. “I know it is crazy, trust me. I thought I was just getting an awesome house really cheap due to the previous owners being freaked out over nothing.”

She pulled out her phone as he spoke and began to look it up. Once she found the address, she set the phone down and slid over the bill and his license.

“Ok, thanks for thinking ahead to show that to me. I don’t know if I would have believed it otherwise. So, you said the previous owners were freaked out? What happened?” she relaxed as she spoke and gave him back the bill and his license.

“I’m actually already the fourth owner of the house since Rosalynd died. The realtor who sold me the house believed in ghosts too. She said every previous owner sold because they claimed the place was haunted. She didn’t know specifics though.” He explained.

Now that they both were relaxed, with that awkwardness behind them, they chatted for a couple of hours. There dinner date wrapped up with them making plans for the next evening. Sharla really wanted to check out the house with her ghost hunting gear. He paid for their dinner and walked her to the car. She gave him a less awkward hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then she began to search for her keys in her purse when suddenly she tensed up and froze for a minute.

“I know, I know, Master. But just a peck goodnight? That will never do!” She laughed as she began walking towards his car.

“Rosalynd… What did I tell you, we don’t want to mess this up!” He said, the frustration in his voice was clear as he followed her to his car.

She laughed and then pulled him into a deep kiss, leaning up against the car. She reached in his pocket and found his keys, pulling them out as they kissed. She pulled back long enough to unlock the car and then opened the back-seat door and pulled him inside with her.

“Baby this isn’t funny dammit. You know I’m not going to be able to resist… Fuck…” He cried out as she began to stroke him through his pants.

“Just a quick blow job and I’ll let her go, I promise Master. I just want to feel your hands on me while I suck you off.” She begged while stroking him and kissing his neck.

“Okay, okay, but you aren’t swallowing. Don’t you think she will notice that taste in her mouth all of sudden?” He caved to her advances. God, he just could not resist this woman.

She beamed as she nodded her head in reply. She quickly undid his pants and slid them down his hips. She reached in his boxers and pulled him out, smiling to see his was already almost completely hard. He might have protested outwardly about being uncomfortable about her possessing random women, but he couldn’t help but be turned on by it too. His desire for Sharla had built up and he was very turned on to watch her head lower as she took the head of his dick in her mouth.

Rosalynd was in control though, and she sure knew how to please him. She kept a hand wrapped firmly as the base of his cock as she bobbed her head up and down. Clearly, she meant it when she had said quick for she was sucking him hard and fast within a couple minutes.

Pleasure coursed through his body as she reached over with her other hand and began to fondle his balls. She was letting out a moan each time the head of his dick hit the back of her throat. He really loved that she was so damn turned on by pleasing him. He reached his left hand up into her hair, not taking control, just gently rubbing at her scalp. Her moans got a little louder in reply as he slid his right hand between her legs and rubbed at her clit gently. A couple more minutes and he felt his balls churning, letting him know he was getting close.

“I’m gonna cum, back off.” He ordered her. She whimpered a protest but didn’t back off. She instead increased her pressure, nursing him hard. He tightened his grip in her hair, trying to lead her off but she refused.

“Shit…” He cried out as he began to erupt, spurting the first hot rope of cum into her warm mouth. She held him deep in her mouth and swallowed rapidly, trying to make sure she didn’t waste a drop. Once she felt his hand relax in her hair, she knew he was done and sat up.

“I love the way you taste, Master.” She said as she pulled him into a deep kiss again.

“Okay, back to her car baby. You had your fun!” He said as he pulled his pants back on and opened the car door. She didn’t protest and followed him back over to Sharla’s car. She gave him another quick but passionate kiss before getting back into position and then releasing Sharla.

“Get home safe.” Christopher said as he backed away slowly.

“See you tomorrow!” Sharla replied cheerfully as she unlocked her car and got in.


Game of Bimbos: Lady Marella
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Lady Marella Byrnell’s caravan trotted onward down the Bimbeau road. The large group had been traveling for a score of days in order to be on time for its meeting at Sovereigns Harbor. Their journey had been uneventful in the long summer days of the land. With the caravan being guarded by the men of house Byrnell, many commoners knew better than to disturb a convoy of such high stature.

Lady Marella spent most of her days during the journey in her posh carriage, staring out the wooden window, accompanied by her mother; Lady Kristania and their handmaidens. She would wonder about how the recently widowed King Bjorn would accept her arrival. Would King Bjorn be cheerful when she came upon the gates of the keep, or would he be indifferent and bored in the midst of the tradition of the upcoming convention.

“Why do you look so dull child?” Her mother asked.

“I was just thinking mother,” Marella replied. “What if King Bjorn doesn’t choose me?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Her Mother said. “We only go to Sovereign’s Harbor for sake of sacred tradition. We… well you must play your part in the King’s decision of whom he will take for his new wife. We’ve went over this before. This rite had been long tradition and is older-”

“Than Sovereign’s Harbor itself.” Marella finished her mother’s sentence.

“It should be an honor for you to take part in this and serve our King in this time of need.” Lady Kristania continued. “The queen had passed recently during childbirth, and now a convention must be held to find a new queen. This is a good opportunity for house Byrnell to make a name for itself and honor these traditions. Besides you have one of the best chances as any, you are the fairest noble bachelorette in all of the Rose Highlands.”

“It’s a silly tradition, why can’t all the eligible noble ladies just line up and the king points a finger and we’ll all be done with it?” Lady Marella said, her tone annoyed.

“BAH!” Her mother replied. “And risk angering the old gods and the new? I should smack you for saying such words! Besides, how is the Kingdom of Solice supposed to get the materials to build the new queens throne?”

Her mother spoke of the dildo throne. Whomever the king had chosen to be his new queen would sit on a throne made of all the failed participants dildos. The last time a queen’s convention was held there was over three hundred noble ladies that took part. All of which brought their own personal dildo to show the king how they would be able to service the king before privately taking the real thing. This contest was an audition of sorts that could take up to a year for the king to decide. For the first few months, the king would narrow down the pool of candidates, few would stay and many would leave. If Marella made it past this first round should could be asked to perform for the king on several occasions during her stay. During this time, Lady Marella and her caravan would live at Sovereigns Harbor until the king made his final decision. The throne would then be made in the new queen’s honor, she would then sit on throne made of the unworthy contestant’s dildos, accepting her new position at the right hand of the king.

The conversation came to a lull as Marella thought about the history of the convention. While it was a ridiculous tradition, she did want to participate. Not only participate, but win. The thought of being the queen of all of Solice intrigued her and she had been ‘practicing’ to make sure she would at her best when she auditioned for the king. Part of her caravan was a battalion of soldiers to protect her during her stay as well as many of their best servants to make sure Marella was always at her finest. But the mere fact there would be hundreds of other noble ladies that would be preparing themselves just as much, if not more. Other houses would have more resources and political influence, and Marella knew that there would be other reasons and incentives for the King to make his final decision. Marella would have to watch herself during her stay, because all these house envoys in one city, some of which whom were at odds, could become dangerous. But with the resources of her house and wise mother being at her side to guide, advise, and reassure her, she would have fighting chance to make to the end of the game.

“Have you been practicing with your dildo at night?” Her mother asked bluntly, a hint of worry in her voice.

“Yes mother…” Marella responded plainly, keeping her gaze out the window. Normally, a daughter would be flush with embarrassment with such questions. The dildo she spoke of was her prized possession, in fact, it rested in Marella’s personal satchel that she kept with her at all times.

The handmaidens that accompanied her in her carriage seemed to pay no mind to her mother’s question, for Lady Kristania asked it at least once a day. She was speaking of her recently crafted dragon glass dildo. The smiths of the Rose Highlands had crafted it with such care knowing it would not only be used by fairest noble lady of their land, but will exist for prosperity on the dildo throne whether Marella was chosen or not.

Most dildos would be made of elaborately blown glass or precious metals, but Marella’s was made from the breath of a dragon by the name of Shatterstar, one of several long extinct magical beasts that could melt rock with blasts of fire. Over the eons, dragon glass had become extremely rare and her family was lucky enough to own a small quantity, which her father insisted it be used for this event. ‘Anything to give my daughter an edge over the competition.’ He had said to before they embarked on their journey to keep.

“And have you been practicing your fellatio on your stallion?” Lady Kristania asked.

Marella rolled her eyes. “Yes…” She responded.

Marella didn’t roll her eyes at the awkwardness of talking about such things with her mother like normal commoners might, but because she was annoyed that her mother asked so often. Marella smiled inwardly thinking about her stallion’s cock filling her mouth. The thought excited her, even making her pussy tingle with moisture.

The amount of resources her family had put into this journey amazed her. A few months ago, after hearing the word of the queen’s death and the proceeding announcement of the convention, House Byrnell immediately began preparing their daughter for the games. From the battalion of knights, servants, and spending an insurmountable amount of wealth on a dildo, and even priest’s spell to protect her womb. The family also had hired studly bard for her to lay with. Other families would send their prettiest virgin daughter, while that may excite the king for one night, House Byrnell knew that experience would keep the King’s attention. The family wanted to make sure Marella was well practiced in sexual arts before she met the king. Oleander was the bard’s name, and while he was handsome and experienced man, he did his job well. Their first engagement was awkward at first, but Marella quickly unraveled and succumbed to her primal desires, letting him ravish her beautiful virgin body.

As the caravan prepared for its journey to Sovereign’s Landing, Marella met with Oleander at least once a day, increasing to several times as she started growing accustomed to their ‘training’ sessions. She learned every position he knew, but when it came to act of sex, the best lesson learned was that it came down to attitude. While looking pretty and reacting to your partner’s movements without any awkwardness were a must. It was more about letting your partner know that you were into what they were doing, letting him know that he was pleasuring you.

When the fellatio lessons started, the same sort of attitude came into play. While wrapping your lips around one’s cock will get any man to spill their seed. They will spill it faster if they know you want your mouth being around his cock. “Don’t just do it because he likes it.” Oleander had said. “Do it because you love it or don’t do it at all.” And love it Marella did, the first time he came in her mouth she happily swallowed him down, moaning with glee as he erupted. In the following months, she would spend hours with Oleander’s cock deep in her mouth rubbing her tiny pussy to ease the excitement she got when she sucked him.

Once, Oleander had an engagement in the nearby village, leaving Marella without her daily lesson. She was so eager for him to return that she grew impatient. Marella had paced around her chambers until she called in a male servant and made him disrobe. She took his cock in her mouth before he could say anything and not even a minute past before the servant’s eyes rolled back in his head and he exploded into her gorgeous mouth. This excited Marella that she was able to please a man other than Oleander in such a way. She proceeded to call in all her of male servants one by one, blowing them all. She took care to implement Oleander’s advice, reacting to their movements and moans, learning with each man how they wanted her to perform without a word. She would tirelessly rub her clit and cum with each one of them as they would spill uncontrollably into her mouth.

When Oleander returned and heard of Marella’s conduct, she was surprised that he was in fact pleased she had taken the opportunity to practice without him. From the recent boost of the morale of all the male servants, she had definitely passed his test and that she was almost ready to head to Sovereign’s Harbor. He had one final question for her before he would give his recommendation to her father to ready the caravan.

“Marella,” Oleander had asked. “What do you say to the King’s cock?”

Lady Marella had thought about his question for a moment, immediately realizing it was a trick, made to confuse a lady that wasn’t ready for the convention.

“You don’t say anything, you just put the King’s cock in your mouth.”

“Good Lady Marella!” He had cheered. “And why is that?”

“Because good ladies don’t think.” she responded. Marella had changed considerably from his training, now having insatiable craving to please men.

Oleander was pleased with her answer and gave his recommendation to Lord Ranald Byrnell. Within a week, the Byrnell caravan was prepped and making its journey from the Rose Highlands and east down the Bimbeau road to Sovereigns Harbor. They were well ahead of schedule and should arrive well ahead of the start of the convention. This will give Marella and her caravan ample time to get familiar with their surroundings at Sovereigns Harbor. Marella would be able to size up of all the competition as the other noble houses envoys arrived. While Kristania and Oleander would reach out to their contacts within the keep and city in efforts to find out valuable information to assist them with Byrnell’s chances at merging houses with the throne.

“Well I’m glad that you have been keeping up on your… studies.” Lady Kristania said, pausing at the end because she wasn’t able to find a suitable word for slut training without sounding like a raunchy peasant.

The words snapped Marella away from her thoughts and back into the elegant interior of the carriage. She finally looked over to her mom and decided to put her mind at ease.

“Would you like to see a showing of what I’ve learned?” Marella asked. “Would that calm your mind?”

Lady Kristania cocked her head, being slightly off put by her daughter’s words. But her face quickly turned up to smile from Marella’s confidence. “Strangely enough, yes it would.” She answered. “While hearing the tale of you with our servants may be one thing, seeing your new-found skills is another. That just might remove my doubts.”

“Well then, choose a man from our caravan and invite him in here.” Marella responded. “Make sure he’s a handsome one.”

“Alright,” Kristania said, looking over to her reliable servant and pretty handmaiden named Alexnia. “Alexnia, send for rider Duncan. He should be at the head of the caravan.”

“Yes, my lady.” The handmaiden responded. She was about to open the door before Kristania spoke again.

“Get stable man Vertane as well.”

Alexnia nodded in response before quickly opening the door to the carriage and hopping down to road.

“Duncan is a good choice Mother, he’s our second in command of our battalion and quite handsome.” Marella said. “But I fail to see why you want Vertane. While he isn’t ugly, he just came of age over a year ago, he’ll spill in mere seconds.”

“Vertane isn’t for you.” Kristania responded. “He’s for Alexnia.”

Marella was taken back. “I fail to see why Alexnia needs a stable keeper.”

“To test your skills Marella.” Kristania answered plainly. “If you can make experienced Duncan spill before Alexnia can make Vertane than I’ll be appeased and stop pressing the issue.”

“That’s quite a test mother…” Marella said, slightly worried. When the caravan stopped last night at a wayside Inn, Duncan and his men had taken services from a group of local whores. Marella remembered seeing the prostitutes leaving the men’s tents bowlegged and pockets clanking from overflowing coppers. Since Duncan had been serviced the night before, making the man spill before Vertane would be fine test of Marella’s abilities.

“The amount of resources and training our family put into this venture should give you an edge over the Alexia and the young hair trigger.” Kristania said. “Keep in mind that you are not the only one who will be bedding with the king, there will be many other ladies that may have their appointment before you. Let us hope you’ve been paying attention to Oleander’s lessons.”

“You’re quite wise mother.” Marella replied, sending the other servant away, she was going to need room in the carriage if she was going to succeed in the challenge. “I won’t disappoint.”

A moment later, Alexnia returned with rider Duncan and Vertane. The handsome soldier and the average young man gave respectful bows and greetings and took the seats across from the ladies at their request. Alexnia stood hunched over in the carriage, with no place to sit she braced herself with a handle that was mounted to the interior. While Vertane looked boyishly confused and shy, Duncan had an air of mature confidence and was the first to speak.

“You summoned me lady Kristania, how may I be of assistance?” Duncan asked.

“Thanks for coming so promptly,” She replied. “We need you both to drop trou.”

Alexnia, Duncan, and Vertane eyes widened in confusion. Again, Duncan decided to respond first. “While I’d be honored to drop my trousers for the loveliest ladies of the Rose High-”

Kristania rolled her eyes and clapped her hands. “Honorably drop trou!” She directed, cutting off Duncan mid-sentence. “Enough with the pleasantries, remove your riding leathers, come on now. Out with your cocks, let us see them.”

“Yes, my lady.” Duncan said, not skipping a note. He instantly began the chore of removing his riding leathers and boots.

“Yes…M’lady,” Vertane stammered, still shy.

“Hurry up now stable hand.” Kristania said. “You’re going to enjoy this. Alexnia, help rider Duncan with his leathers.”

Vertane was quick to follow the lady’s orders, with a tug on the string of his trousers, they loosened up and he pulled them off around his ass. His average size cock fell out into the open air and immediately began to harden at the sight of the beautiful lady Marella. Duncan had many more garments than the common stable hand, but with the handmaiden’s assistance, finally, his cock too came out from beneath his trousers, still soft, but Marella looked upon it with desire, instinctively licking her lips.

“Very good.” Kristania continued. “Now this is what’s going to happen, Alexnia is going to suck Vertane’s cock while Marella sucks Duncan’s. All you men need to do is sit there.”

This was the first time Alexnia had heard the news that she was going be doing this. When she had left the carriage, she thought she was fetching both of the men for Marella. While she would do anything for the lady she served without question, it was still quite a shock. She came around in front of Vertane and knelt obediently in front of him.

Marella was quick to slid off her seat and knelt on the floor in front of Duncan. His cock began to harden as he saw her ample cleavage bursting out her finely embroidered corset. She spread his legs and leaned in closer to his cock, she took his cock in one hand and began smooth her fingers along it with the other. Duncan looked back at the gorgeous Marella and perfect body. Her slim hourglass figure with perfectly round natural breasts and flowing brown hair that framed her immaculate face. But most of all, those pouty heart shaped lips - perfect soft cushions to be wrapped around his cock. Just the mere sight of her face just inches away from his cock made it harden before her eyes. It was quite a nice cock; any woman would be lucky to have it. Marella felt no different, her new-found desire to please it was rushing through her.

“You may begin sucking cock.” Kristania announced.

Before the noble lady even finished her sentence Marella extended her tongue and ran it along the underside of Duncan’s cock. With one quick movement, she went from the base to his tip, sliding her lips over his crown and taking him into her mouth. Alexnia looked over at Marella as she began furiously sucking Duncan’s cock. The rider groaned out as the beautiful lady began to pleasure him. Kristania noticed her servant’s procrastination and shot her a glance of disapproval.

“Go on Alexnia.” Kristania said. “Suck the stable hand’s cock. The hourglass sands are wasting.”

Alexnia wasted no time, taking the stable hand’s raging hard cock past her lips. Marella knew Alexnia had her reservations with sucking the man’s cock because she had a lover back home that she was devoted too. But she had to do as her mistress directed out of fear of losing her status and position with the house. Alexnia did as directed, sliding her lips down the young man’s cock, knowing that it was probably the first time he’d ever been this close to a woman. Her lips sucked him eagerly and she twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth and appease her mistresses wishes. Vertane groaned, but it was mere whisper compared to the sturdy Duncan being serviced next to him.

Marella looked up into Duncan’s eyes while nursing his cock at a steady pace, moaning softly all the while. She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever imagined sucking his cock. The rider moaned out in glee as the noble lady lowered her head down to his balls and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. Her soft lips sucked him eagerly and she twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth as she could. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her rhythm.

Even though he had been fully serviced the night before, Marella’s skills were beyond any common whore. The sheer excitement of his wildest fantasies being fulfilled before his eyes was wearing him down and he began rising to his peak. Marella noticed his balls shake and she released him from her mouth and looked up at him, stroking his cock with her right hand. “Cum in my mouth.” She begged.

Duncan didn’t know what came over him, but just as she said the naughty command, his balls swelled up and he felt a wave rush up his spine. Normally he would have been able to last several minutes longer, but her words sent him over the edge instantaneously.

“I’m already there my lady!” Duncan groaned.

A ribbon of hot cum erupted from his cock and splashed into her open mouth. Her right hand stroked the shaft while the other cradled his balls. Lady Marella laughed in glee while everyone in the carriage stopped and turned to look. Duncan grunted in rhythm as each burst shot from the tip of his cock, coating her tongue in his pearly white seed. Marella grinned mischievously and milked his cock as Kristania cocked her head in acceptance.

As Vertane looked over and saw Duncan erupting into Marella’s open mouth, he too went over the edge of the sight of the eager noble lady taking a hot load from the rider. Vertane sent a massive rope splattering against Alexnia’s turned cheek. She flinched in surprise but let him finish, raising her tits in her corset like a platter, letting him spurt like a fountain on her breasts.

“The god’s graces must be in your favor Marella, that was quite a feat.” Kristania said. “This display comforts me greatly.”

Marella smiled as her mother admitted her acceptance. “Thank you, mother.” She replied. While the words of her mother empowered her that she had good chance at the throne, she was still enthralled with Duncan’s cock and wanted more. Marella continued the stroke his spent cock and began licking him along the length of his shaft. Kristania noticed her daughter’s desire to go above and beyond and looked over to the stable hand.

“Vertane, leave us.” Kristania directed.

“Yes, m’lady.” Vertane responded, fumbling to pull up his trousers as he stood. Not a moment later, he opened the carriage door and hopped down.

Vertane turned to the open carriage door once he had exited. “Happy to be of-” But Lady Kristania quickly closed the door to shut him out before he could finish.

She turned to face her daughter and Duncan, Marella was attempting to disrobe. Alexnia came to her aid to loosen the lacing in the back of her dress. Once her dress and corset was removed, her garments dropped to the floor of the carriage, displaying her perfectly curvy body and pert ass to Duncan. He tried to overt his eyes as if he wasn’t worthy to look upon her.

“I’d hate to protest my lady,” Duncan stammered. “But isn’t your body promised to the King?”

“It is,” Kristania answered for Marella. “But house Byrnell needs the assistance of your cock to test what we are promising. Now stay quiet and seated Duncan. Don’t move or speak unless it’s to groan or fuck my daughter.”

“But her womb my lady, I’d hate to give plant my heir in a lady meant for his grace.”

“Your concern is appreciated rider Duncan,” Kristania replied. “But house Byrnell called in the prayers of a powerful priest to protect her womb of such things while we prepare her for the King. That is no worry to you.”

“You’re going to enjoy this Duncan.” Marella added.

Duncan nodded his head in acceptance knowing the power of the gods went way beyond just mere belief. He grinned delightfully as the beautiful naked Marella approached him. She swung a leg over his lap and sat astride him. She positioned her opening above his stiff cock and reached between her legs to hold him straight. Marella accurately guided into her awaiting pussy as lowered her hips onto him. Duncan placed his hands on her sides, just above her hips, assisting the noble lady as she pushed herself down onto him. The pair gasped and moaned as he slid into her, his cock filling Marella’s tight pussy.

“OHHHHhhh!” Marella screamed as she bucked her head toward the ceiling of the carriage.

She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to rise and lower herself on him. She clenched her pussy around him, tightening herself around his dick. Marella increased her pace, sinking Duncan’s hard cock all the way into her cunt with each bounce. When she was fully down, she rocked her hips against him. She continued to fuck herself on his cock adding more force to her bounce. He looked at her face and looked into her eyes. The noble lady’s face was flushed with arousal as she stared back with a look that only asked for one thing.

“Come for me rider Duncan.” Marella begged. “Show me how well I can service a man.”

Marella felt his body tense up as Duncan choked back on breath, he was going to burst any moment. She kept working his cock in and out of her at a furious rhythm, her moans rising in crescendo. His balls were beginning to tense, and moment later his cock twitched and swelled enormously inside of her.

“I’m cumming my lady.” Duncan whispered.

Marella forced herself down on his him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, she bucked her head back again as she felt him erupt inside of her. Her hungry cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting his seed as he thrusted his hips up to plug her. He kept his hips pressed into her, keeping his cock deep as his balls spasmed and he pumped huge amounts of his cum into her. The rush she felt knowing that she had pleased him overwhelmed her and sent her body into ecstasy. As he sent another ribbon splashing against her cervix, the waves of her own orgasm rippled through her.

Marella unleashed a banshee scream as her pussy spasmed over the length of his cock. “UGGGGHHHHHHhhhh!” The sound was so loud that it was obvious to the whole caravan.

Her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated throughout her body. Kristania watched as her daughter shook in the midst of her peak. It was obvious to everyone that house Byrnell would be staying at Sovereign’s Harbor for a long time.

Duncan was panting from as he came down from his peak, but Marella began to rise and fall on hips. The smell of musky sex filled the cabin of the carriage as Marella’s insatiable desire to fuck and please men returned to her face. With just the sight of her desire, his spent cock began to hard immediately.

“I’m not done with you yet Duncan…” Marella said.

Kristania was overjoyed as she sat smiling across from her daughter as she rode the rider.

“We may have a better chance at the dildo throne than I thought.” Kristania said, looking to Alexnia. “Send word back to Rose Highlands, we may need winter clothes.”


Game of Bimbos: Lady Vasna
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As the convoy from house Col came over the crest of the hill, Lady Vasna took in the sight from atop her horse. The hot summer wind swept through her long black hair as took in the view for the first time in her life. The light from the clear day illuminated the vast city of Sovereigns Harbor. The thousands of buildings within its township seemed to grow in size as her eyes gazed along them up to the magnificent spires of the King’s Keep. The rest of city may have bared a larger foot print on landscape, but nothing reached higher in the sky than lengthy spiraled towers of the King’s castle.

The skyline was a welcome sight for Vasna Col. She, her brother Brant, their servants, and men at arms had been traveling the southern portion of Bimbeau road for over a month to get to Sovereigns Harbor. Recently, the ruler of Solice; King Bjorn Knotts had sent a royal decree to all the houses of the kingdom. His wife, the queen had passed during childbirth some months back and the king sought a new wife. Bjorn enacted the sacred tradition of the new queen’s convention, sending missive to the hundreds of noble houses through his lands to send their finest maidens. All the eligible noble ladies were to complete for the king’s love and hand in marriage.

With such high stakes and a chance at becoming queen, Vasna’s father, the Count of Col immediately annulled his decision to wed her to off to House Suzail. Vasna was surprised at her father brash choice, known throughout Solice as an honorable man of his word. But as the counts only daughter, he’d take this once in a lifetime opportunity for a chance to merge houses with the throne. Vasna, while surprised, was happy with her father’s choice. She didn’t take up to Marco Suzail in the slightest, knowing that her father had chosen him because house Suzail’s access of mines of precious metals. These mineral veins provided house Suzail with great wealth and strong labor force. While House Suzail would have been a good choice to further the assets of house Col, it paled in comparison to the throne and Vasna would take her chances.

While the cancellation of her marriage to Marco was abrupt, it was commonplace in today’s political climate. Many of the noble houses abolished any agreement to join together through wedlock for chance at the throne. House Karib dissolved the relation between their daughter Symphony and her brother Brant. Things would be awkward between the three houses during their stay at Sovereign Harbor, but there were many houses with more grim relationships than theirs, making all the noble families sojourn to the capital city a dangerous one.

Vasna heard the trot of an approaching horse and turned her head from the view of Sovereigns Harbor. She was pleased to see it was her brother Brant as he brought his horse alongside her. He wore his riding leathers and his banded mail armor adorned with the crest of House Col, a wide rook that was much like the one they lived in back home. He had a polished look to him, always holding himself with confidence alongside neatly trimmed black hair and shaved face, giving any commoner the distinct impression of nobility and importance.

Brant was sent with two score of men to protect Vasna while she competed at the convention for the king’s hand. The count would have come himself, but chose to stay home at the Rook of Col. Many of the other house decided to do the same, fearing that something may happen to them in the tumultuous city during the convention. While the king had a massive city guard to protect the families during their stay, it was best not to take the risk from a would-be assassin. Brant was a fine choice to send along with Vasna. He was an experienced swordsman and fine negotiator. Whether it be words or weapons, Brant was would see to his sister’s safety.

Vasna looked upon her brother as he sat astride his stallion, noting the new dagger that was scabbarded at his side. While it was finely crafted piece, it was just a mere shadow of its predecessor. Brant has given up his heirloom dagger to assist Vasna in the convention. The convention had a sacred tradition that needed to be honored. All the ladies that took part had to bring their own personal dildo to present to the king. They would perform a show with their dildo for Bjorn before servicing him sexually in his private chambers. After fucking all the noble ladies, the king would narrow down the pool of candidates. As the pool woman decreased in size, the ones that were sent home would give up their dildos to be made into a throne in the new queen’s honor. The victor would then sit on throne made of the fallen contestant’s dildos, accepting her new position at the king’s side in grand ceremony.

Brant had given up Widowmaker; his family dagger made of Ancient Everese steel to make Vasna’s dildo. The Everese were long expired kingdom of the ancient world when magic existed. Apparently the magocracy were so powerful in the arcane arts that they would sheer off the tops of mountains, turn them upside and build cities on them. The high wizards would then use their powers to make them float about the world of Thayrune. Her brother willingly bestowed it to her, knowing it would definitely give her an edge over the other ladies, hoping its magical properties will make his sister stand out among the many. Even if Vasna were not to be chosen, the dildo would still exist for prosperity as part of the throne. Vasna was pleased with her brother’s endearing sacrifice of the family heirloom, quickly renaming it to Queenmaker once the smiths of Col were done with the long craft.

“The men and servants have the wagons packed and horses tacked, Vasna. We’re ready to finish the journey.”

“Aye.” She responded, keeping her gaze on the sprawling city in the distance. “Will the hand be expecting us.”

“Aye sister, I sent a rider at dawn.” Brant replied. “Lince will be greeting us once we check in at the city gates.”

She smiled as she heard that name, Lince Demockly was first advisor to the King Bjorn. While Vasna had never met the met, his reputation and good looks proceeded throughout Solice. He was a noble of a smaller house, similar to Col, but was able to amass power through bargaining and business. Supposedly, Lince had put more coin in the king’s coffers during his tenure than the last three hands combined. Vasna was glad that she’d made the decision to leave to Sovereigns Harbor so early. With the opportunity to meet the hand of the king before the convention started, it could hopefully result in a new ally.

“Brant,” Vasna turned her horse about and looked upon her brother. “You think we’ll be able to make it far in the games?”

“I do.” He replied immediately. “Father has spent the entire coffer of the Rook on this. Not only that but we have our best men to protect you, your handmaiden is here to keep you at your finest. But most of all, we have you; Vasna Col. The one they say who is as clever as she is beautiful. And I agree.”

The complement cheered Vasna’s face. She was always praised for her logic and wit, but on the outside, she was blessed with a gorgeous curvy figure that many a man would beg for. With the breath-taking beauty and the brains to back it up, she knew that she would still have an uphill battle. The competition was immense and fierce. Hundreds of gorgeous ladies bred by the richest houses of Solice with just one purpose - please the king. All brainless nympho maniacs that would take his cock in every hole without him even asking. Vasna had no reservations about her audition with the king. She could suck and fuck just as good as any of the other noble bimbos, but she feared that to get a leg up in the competition, she may have to shed her thoughts and worries and rely more on her primal instinct to please.

As her mind released itself from its cage of thought. She began to think of Queenmaker. She loved pleasing herself with it, even doing mock up shows in her private chambers of how she’d use it in front of Bjorn. Every time she used it she felt liberated and transformed. Finding herself craving men’s cocks and an unexplainable desire to please them. Vasna had choreographed a whole routine, one time when she rehearsed, she squirted so hard that she screamed and woke up several servants of the Rook. Now atop of the hill overlooking the Harbor, the thought of the Queenmaker and Bjorn made her tiny pussy twitter. She couldn’t wait for it to be filled with king’s cock.

“Very well,” Vasna replied. “Let us show Sovereigns Harbor and all the other families how the House Col plays the game.”

“Aye!” Brant replied, his smile bright with resolve as the siblings snapped their reigns to rejoin the convoy.

* * *

The banners of house Col were raised high as the Vasna and Brant’s group came upon the gates of Sovereigns Harbor. They were approached by several mounted men bearing the Icovellavna, the stylized decorative knots that made the crest of the king’s house. Realizing it was the city guard, Brant and Vasna waved their company to halt. As the king’s men rode forth to greet them, their commander was quick to address them in formal fashion.

“Be pleased.” The commander nodded as he gave the common greeting of house Knotts. “Lord Col, Lady Vasna, Lince is expecting you at your assigned lodgings in the high quarter.”

“Our many thanks commander.” Brant replied. “I’m… we’re pleased that his grace and hand held no reservations with our accommodations.”

Vasna knew her brother was happy with the assignment, for the high quarter was walled off from the rest of the city. Other than the keep itself, it was commonplace for a visiting noble family to stay when visiting the king. It was well guarded and there were many lavish inns and posh parlors to keep them clean and rested.

“Only the very best for House Col while they participate in the new queen’s convention.” The commander replied, turning back towards the walls. “RAISE THE GAAAATES!”

The sound of chains running along torqueing wood filled their ears as the portcullis raised, allowing them entry into Sovereign’s Harbor. The group made their way through the filled city streets and down the wide dusty lanes of the marketplace. The common folk of the city busily rushed about their daily chores and vending their produce and wares. As they made their way to the high quarter, Vasna took in the sights of Sovereigns Harbor from ground level. She was surprised with the amount of people within just one city. The population was at least tenfold that around the Rook of Col. It made sense that the populace would congregate here, and all roads led to Sovereigns Harbor, making it a fine place for the capital of Solice.

As they came upon the inner gate to the high quarter, Vasna saw several banners flying through out. House Brynell, Lavont, Suzail, and Karib were already here. Vasna saw Brant gaze waver slightly as he looked upon House Karib’s crest. Although he never mentioned, the cancellation of his arranged marriage to Symphony had pained him. Him and the lady had spent many nights together and grown quite close. But when Symphony had heard about the convention, she immediately left the Rook and returned to her father’s side. Brant had thought they had more of a connection established for Symphony to run off so suddenly. Her actions when she had heard she had a chance to be queen made him feel like less of man than he indeed was. Vasna still wondered if Brant had resolved the issue with himself. Maybe he had a second motive to be here, as if Brant had come to Sovereigns Harbor to make sure Symphony didn’t win and hopefully win her back.

The inner gate opened, and house Col went through. Suddenly the landscape changed from wide and busy dusty lanes to slender stone streets only broad enough for a wagon. The place was quite clean and easy on the eyes, filled with artistic stone masonry and large fountains. The commander guided them to the center of the quarter to a decently size two story inn with a large stable attached. The place carried a nautical theme it seemed from the name that was burned into the wooden sign; The Polished Cutlass.

“This inn is yours during your stay for the games.” The commander stated. “The king had refurbished the hall of the first floor with bunks for your men while you can take rooms on the second floor. The proprietors have been paid generously for their troubles and are happy to accommodate your wishes if you so desire. Hand Lince will be about within the hour.”

“Thank you, Commander.” Vasna said, dismounting from her mare.

“Anything further my lord and lady?” He asked out of formality.

“No that is beyond enough.” She responded

“Be pleased.” He parted courteously, waving his men to return to their post at the outer walls.

“Be pleased.” Brant and Vasna replied.

They spent a decent half hour going through their new accommodations as their men and servants unpacked their wagons. Brant gave the largest upstairs bedroom and thorough once over before he approved it was good enough for his sister. After making sure there was no hidden weapons and smelling the carafe of wine for poison, he let her handmaiden be to themselves while he prepared his own room next door.

The room was quite posh, bearing a large four post bed with birch wood chairs padded with Vasna favorite fabric, velvet. There was an open tall window that faced the street and Vasna took the opportunity to hang her personal Rook of Col banner from the sill. It was a one of a kind and carried a pinkish field that was different than her family’s usual maroon red. She unrolled the lengthy banner and it came to a rest on the outside the inn, announcing her arrival the other houses.

“It belonged to your mother, did it not?” A calm voice said from the doorway behind her.

Whomever was speaking must have known her family, because he was correct that he had belonged to her mother before her fatal accident. Vasna had brought the banner so that her mother would at least be here in spirit in lieu of her absence. Her mother’s death had hit the kingdom hard with sadness and tragedy. Vasna remembered gifts and letters pouring in throughout the land. Whomever just spoke must have been one of the names on those letters.

Vasna turned to see an impeccably clean and dignified man in his early forties causally leaned up against the frame of the door. He was tall of stature and had finely groomed black hair and smooth skin. His clothes were well made and obviously custom tailored. Atop a shoulder and looping under his arm was a knotted tassel, a telltale sign he was Lince Demockly, the hand of the king.

Her heart jumped at the sight of the man, she had never seen a man that was more handsome in Solice. One time when she was rehearsing her routine with Queenmaker, her thoughts had drifted to thinking about Lince and what he’d be like if she were to lay with him. If she were to not have the throne than Lince would be a fine suitor. But for now, she had to see what he wanted, hopefully she’d be able to get in his favor. And any help or insight up the path to the dildo throne would be advantageous.

“Why yes,” Vasna finally spoke, bending her knee slightly while lifting a fold in her dress to a curtsy. “It had belonged to her. May I ask how you knew that?”

“I gave it to her as a congratulations gift, had my tailor fashion it with a more feminine colored field.” He replied plainly as he paced quietly towards. He came to her side next to the window, looking over Vasna in her thin velvets. Her ample breasts plumped out her top into sightly cleavage as she brought her arms to her side and squeezing them slightly against her chest.

“A gift?” She asked, looking at him with intrigue. “For what?”

“Your birth.” He replied, pulling the shutters closed and removing visibility from the street.

“Why… thank you.” She replied. Vasna already liked this man, his gift from long ago was a pleasant surprise.

“You’re welcome.” He said glancing down at her cleavage. He grinned and then immediately straightened back to his noble composure. “I also welcome you to Sovereigns Harbor my lady. I hope the accommodations at the Polished Cutlass are to your liking?”

“They are.” She replied, having noticed his eyes checking her curves. It was a good sign, one that she had hoped for.

“Good.” He said. “While I hate to be hasty Lady Vasna, there’s another matter I came here to see to before I carry on with my schedule.”

“How can I be of service Sir Lince?”

“The king has tasked me with reviewing all the ladies that have come to participate in the new queen’s convention.” Lince said formally. “The reason for this is the King’s safety during the auditions. I’m sure as you know that all ladies to audition with the king are to bring a personal dildo to his chambers.”

Vasna’s eyes lit up with the thought of the queenmaker sliding in and out of her pussy, but she quickly forced herself back to the conversation at hand. “I do know.” She responded and then a grin spread across her face. “Would you like a showing?”

“Yes, I need to give all goods entering the King’s chambers a…” His eyebrows lifted slightly as his eyes wandered back to her magnificent breasts. “thorough inspection.”

She noticed him gawking at her beauty and stepped up closer to him. Letting him get a closed view of her goods. She was wearing a sexy velvet dress that flowed around her body. But her breasts lumped out the top of her lavish dress, showing ample cleavage but still leaving some to imagination as his eyes wandered over her, checking her lovely curvy figure fully. Her mind began to fill with primal desire for this man. Vasna felt her nipples tingle and harden, hoping he’d touch them immediately through her dress. “Please start your… inspection Lord Lince.”

He smiled down at her, his body language showing his indifference in her advance. “The dildo, Lady Vasna.” He asked.

Realizing it wasn’t her body as she had hoped, she kept her gaze on his and clapped off to call her servant. “Handmaiden, bring me the chest with Queenmaker.” She ordered.

Her handmaiden quickly found the ornate box and set it on a nearby table. Vasna found a key that hung from a necklace and undid the lock. Lince watched as she opened it for him. Inside the custom padded case laid the Queenmaker. It’s polish ancient steel twinkled to his sight, its smooth etched runes spanned the length of the cylinder before coming to a domed tip at one end.

“Quite a beautiful piece Lady Vasna.” He said, reaching his hand out to touch it. Vasna wished he was reaching to touch her and that she was touching his rod. But it seemed that he was wrapped up in his protocol. He picked it up with two hands, his fingers holding it from the ends. Lince raised it closer to his eyes to read the runes when he noticed the weight of the queen maker.

“Extraordinary! Is this Everese?” He asked, giving the queenmaker slow shake up and down, letting her know that it weighed much less than normal steel.

“It is.” She responded. “Brant had his Widowmaker dagger melted down and smithed into this dildo for my use in the audition.”

“That was quite kind of your brother.” Lince said. “But unfortunately, there’s a problem.”

A look of shock and worry spread across Vasna’s face. “Problem?!”

“Yes, Everese steel is magical and the king has requested that no items that hold arcane power be used in the auditions.” He said as if reciting a law.

“Supposed arcane power,” She replied. “While the steel is ancient it’s nothing more than that. The real power behind it comes from the fact it was made from a family heirloom of House Col.”

She gingerly took Queenmaker from him. Vasna felt her hand tingle as she gripped it, knowing that it always infused her with mounting lust and the desire to serve and pleasure men. She let the horny instincts wash over her before she continued. “Would a showing of its use be able to determine its magical significance?”

She raised queen maker to her breasts, gliding it along the underside and up to her nipple. Lince watched her as she encircled her nipples through the velvet fabric of her top and then guided up her neck. She raised her head in pleasure as the steel touched her skin, just the thought of its rarity and history gave her a feeling of empowerment over men. Lince gasped meagerly as his eyes brightened up, transfixed as Vasna brought it up to her mouth and smoothed it along her luscious soft lips. She held it there and kissed it before sliding her lips over the tip and into her mouth. Vasna held queenmaker at an angle and pressed it against the inside of her cheek, it’s phallic form bulging its impression from the inside of her mouth. She backed out queenmaker and pressed it back against the inside of her cheek, keeping her lustful eyes locked on Lince.

Impressed, Lince turned his head in the direction of Vasna’s servant. “Handmaiden, send a word to my men downstairs that I will be longer than I had expected.”

“Yes, my lord” she said quickly.

“And close the door behind you.” He added. With a soft clunk of wood on wood the door closed as Vasna’s handmaiden exited the chambers.

“Now,” Lince continued. “I’ll keep a secret about the origins of your dildo from the King. If he finds out that it is Everese steel then I’ll say you must have switched it with another when I inspected it. Understand?”

“Mmhmm.” She replied. The queenmaker still filling her mouth.

“Now why don’t you remove that magical rod from your mouth and replace it with mine?”

“It’d be my pleasure, Lord Lince.” She replied, finally removing the dildo from her mouth. She placed it back in the chest at the tap and closed it before turning to Lince. She stood up on the tip toes of her sweeping legs and leaned forward, swung her arms arm his neck and embraced him in a deep kiss. He raised his hands slowly to her breasts, massaging them through the fabric of her velvet top with his palms. As his hands pressed along her luscious mounds, her tongue continued to brush against his, making her forget the reasonable side of herself. Lince continued caress her surging breasts, working his thumbs across her nipples and she moaned softly. He moved his left hand down to her ass and palmed her curvy ass through her dress. Vasna slide her arms out of the sleeves of her dress and slipped the hem of her top below her tits. They popped into Lord Lince’s view and her smiled as he gazed upon the wonderful sight her perfect curves.

“Grab my breasts Lord Lince.” She whispered, only taking her mouth far enough away to speak before pressing backing and filling his mouth again with her tongue.

His hands ventured in and made contact with her large firm bare breasts. His cock began to twitch in his trousers as it pressed up against her dress. Vasna gasped slightly in his mouth as she felt him shift in his pants, his hips pressing against hers. The skin on her breasts was silky smooth and her hair smelled of vanilla. Her scent was a pleasant one and he couldn’t wait to taste her skin and suck her nipples into his mouth.

As the kissing continued as Vasna decided to become bolder, moving a hand down to Lince’s bulge in her trousers. She undid the single tie and slid her hand inside. She quickly found his cock and began to stroke it to full length. He gasped as her fingers brushed along his length and Vasna whimpering slightly as his hand grabbed hold of the folds of her dress. Pulling it down along her body. She now stood before him wearing nothing but a sexy pair of embroidered panties. He drew up close to her and his hand went down between her legs as he slipped his finger along her pussy and began to rub her through the fancy fabric. She rocked herself forward onto the balls of her feet and leaned into him heavily, moaning into his mouth as he explored her entrance through her panties. Vasna was lost in the moment wanting nothing more than to carry out his wish and fill her mouth with his cock.

Vasna others hand slowly ran along Lince’s chest, down to his stomach, stopping at his trousers and pulled them down with a quick yank. A moment later, his cock was out in the air and she began stroking it lightly. She kissed again at his ear as she quickened her pace with her hand. Vesna broke away from his hands and kneeled on the floor in front of him. She lowered her head and he gasped as he felt her hot breath against the side of his flexing cock.

“You have such nice cock, Lord Lince.” She said, and then she extended her tongue and encircled his tip, twisting it around him. Vasna’s mouth slid over his head and down his shaft, engulfing his cock, flicking her tongue along the underside of his rod as she did. Lince rubbed the top of her head as she began bouncing on his rod. She nursed his cock at a steady pace and moaned softly as she felt him tense up from the pleasure of her servicing.

Lince groaned in pleasure as Vasna continued to suck intensely on Lince’s hard cock, swirling her tongue around the head and tasting his pre-cum. She sunk her head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but the crown of his dick pressed up against the back of her mouth. She pushed her face tighter against Lince and as his cock reached her throat, Vasna breathed through her nose and relaxed her throat. She moved her hands back around his hips and pressed them against his ass, pushing his cock further into her mouth and past the opening of her throat. She swallowed his tip, pulling him all the way into her throat until her lips were finally tight around the base of his cock. She rested her face there for a moment before she took a breath and looked up at him and smiled.

Lince couldn’t believe that she had just deep throated him completely. There was only one other woman that had done it before with such precision. Lord Lince held many secrets, and the one he thought about at this very moment was definitely one that aided his decision to lie to king on Vesna’s behalf. ‘Like mother, like daughter.’ He thought as Vasna licked the top of his balls before she couldn’t handle it anymore. Lince groaned out in ecstasy as her pretty face enveloped his whole length. Vasna then rose her head slowly back up his cock, keeping her lips tight around him until it exited from her soft lips.

Vasna wiggled Lince’s trouser down to the floor and shimmied out of her panties. Lince took control and guided her to the four-post bed to lay her on her back. He quickly joined her at the foot of the bed and reached out his hands, spreading her thighs. He moved his head in toward her tiny welcoming pussy and extended his tongue. He slowly licked the outline of her glistening lips, and then worked up to her hood. Her clit felt like a lump of velvet as he flicked his tongue across it. Vesna propped herself on her elbows and looked down at him rocked as waves of pleasure washed through her.

“Mmmm.” She moaned softly. Vasna pressed on Lince’s shoulders with her palm and he moved his face to look up at her. “I want your cock in me Lord Lince. Give it to me now.”

Without needing further instruction, Lince crawled on top of her. Vesna spread her legs earnestly, getting herself into position. Lince’s hard cock was pointed at her opening, and Vesna reached down and looked him in the eyes as she guided it into her warm wet hole. She moaned as he slid down his long rod inside her and caressed her hands over his firm body. He held him all the way inside her for a moment before rising his ass back to thrust his hips back down on her again. She rocked her hips back onto him when he was lunged into her, filling her completely until he was balls deep. Lince raised his hips back up before thrusting back into her tight pussy.

“Oh, yes!” Vasna moaned. “Fuck my pussy Lord Lince! By the old gods and the new, that feels so good!”

Lince began to bounce his hips between Vasna spread legs as he leaned down to kiss her breasts. Her cunt was becoming tight and slick, and she began to feel a rush within her and didn’t how long she’d be able to hold it in. She continued to pound her, sinking his cock all the way into her pussy. This mature man had an incredible amount of stamina and Vasna was surprised he hadn’t spilled his load. Her welcoming cunt clung to him each time his cock withdrew and she leaned her head down to focus her vision on his rod as it worked in and out of her.

They began moving faster with each other, grinding harder against each other’s hips. She flung her head about as he continued to thrust his cock back in forth inside. Vasna’s hands went down to his to his chest as he reached up and grabbed one of her breasts, massaging it as he powerfully stroked away. Her pussy constricted around his dick as Vasna started to ramp up to a peak. And with a slow thrust, he sunk his rod all the way into her cunt.

“OHHHhh! Lord Lince!” You’re going to make me cum!”

“Come my lady,” He replied. “Come all over my cock!”

He felt her spasm uncontrollably around his cock. Her orgasm washed through her, making her body quake and erupt as she screamed out.

“UGHHHH!” Vasna moaned, her peak resonating over her.

Her shuddering pussy sending sensations over Lince’s body. He knew he would come any moment now and buried his cock in her for moment as Vasna settled back from her climax. He withdrew from her and grabbed her hip, flipping onto her front. Vasna quickly raised herself to her hands and knees as Lince and poised his cock at her opening. He swiped his dick across her pussy lips several times before slamming it back into her. She threw her head back and moaned towards the chamber’s ceiling as he slid in, filling her tight little hole again.

Lince moved his smooth hands to her hips and began thrusting into her in a constant rhythm. It gave him a perfect amount of leverage as he repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as his cock stroked away at her. He looked down and his massive organ filled his vision as it moved below, thrusting in and out of this noble woman’s delightful cunt. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped against her clit below. Lince could feel her clasping pussy beginning to swell, she was approaching orgasm again.

“OHH god yes!” She cried out. “I’m cumming again! Oh yes! I’m cumming so hard. OHHHH!”

Her body shuddered once, then twice and finally a third time. Before her orgasm subsided, Lince finally worked himself over the edge. Lince quickened his rhythm as his toes curled up behind him before pulling out of Vasna and groaning loudly. Vasna groaned as he shot a ribbon of cum across her ass and back. Vasna looked back at him as he burst like a geyser. He stroked himself in rhythm with each burst as he unloaded his balls, sending his seed flying across her gorgeous body.

When he came down from his peak, Lince rested his cock on top of her round ass and leaned over her back and towards her ear. His breath was heavy and quivered along her earlobe as he spoke.

“The king is in for quite a treat Lady Vasna.” Lince said, his voice a deep whisper. “I want to thank you for your cooperation in letting me inspect the goods. And because of that and my loyalty to your family I’m going to tell you a little secret.”

Vasna was immensely pleased to hear those words coming from the hand of the king. This encounter was turning out to be everything she had hoped for. Not only would she be able to use the Queenmaker for the king but she would have some insight into what was going on behind the curtain of the king’s council.

“Do tell my lord.” She responded in a loving whisper, turning her head to glide her tongue along the ridge of his earlobe.

“Mmmm.” He groaned as her tongue flickered and sucked at his ear. “Lady Vasna, you’re not the only noble lady with a magical dildo…”

“Is that so?” Vasna inquired, her tone still lustful.

“Why yes,” Lince continued. “Lady Marella Brynell has one made of Dragonglass, so I hope you have prepared a show to make yours stand out over hers.”

She turned around on the bed to face him, keeping her body on her hands and knees as she came about. “Thank you for that information Lord Lince.” Vasna said. She leaned in toward his cock and it began to harden again as she moved her head closer to it. “Any other information you are willing to give me will be appreciated. Please accept my mouth as your reward.”

Vasna wrapped her lips around his cock and began bob on him slowly, sucking him so intensely that his length extended as she pulled away. She knew that Lord Lince had a wealth of information and was hoping he’d give up more than just another load from his balls. She couldn’t help wondering if he had reacted with Marella the same when he had found about the dragonglass. While dragonglass may have been made by magical beast, it didn’t carry magical properties as far as she knew.

As she continued to service him, Lord Lince thought inwardly. Lady Marella had serviced him about an hour before, making him come in her mouth in mere moments. That was much of the reason Vasna had cum two times before he even spent his first. If Vasna was going to have a fighting chance at pleasing the king, she was going to need practice. Lince leaned back on the bed, watching her beautiful face make love to his cock. A pity, he thought - she was going to be sucking him for a while. But he was going to take this gift of her mouth while he had it, it was the upside of being the king’s hand during the convention. He had many more secrets to tell, and many more to find out. But the only other thing he’s be spilling to Vasna, was his seed into her hungry mouth.


Game of Bimbos: Lady Symphony
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Lady Symphony Karib sat at her place in the stands overlooking the jousting ring. The sun of the clear summer day beat down on her shiny, wavy blonde hair as she looked upon the gathering. It was opening day for new queen’s convention and King Bjorn held a royal joust to start the games. The former queen had passed suddenly during childbirth several months ago and King Bjorn Knotts had sent a royal decree to all the houses of the kingdom seeking a new wife. Bjorn enacted the sacred tradition of the new queen’s convention, sending missive to the hundreds of noble houses of Solice to send all the eligible noble ladies to Sovereigns Harbor. They then made the long journey to complete for the king’s hand in marriage through a strange audition process that was the will of the gods.

Once her father had received the missive of the upcoming convention, he annulled her arranged marriage to Brant Col and made her return home immediately. With a chance at sitting on throne with the King, many houses throughout that land cancelled any merging of houses. While Symphony had grown to like Brant Col, she’d rather take her slim chances with the King and came to Sovereigns Harbor once the travel arrangements were made. But she was in a large pond with many other noble ladies, all of them just beautiful as Symphony. As she sat amongst them in the stands watching the joust, Symphony knew that her chances of winning might be meager, but the ends definitely justified the means.

The competition would be great. All the other noble houses, hers included, had spent an insurmountable amount of resources preparing themselves for the new queen’s convention. Not only did they send their best eligible lady, but also men at arms, servants, and personal handmaidens to keep to hopeful brides to be always looking their best. As part of the convention, all the ladies were to bring a dildo and pleasure themselves in front of the king. Once they had put on a show, they were to lay with king. If the rumors were true, the other houses had spent fortunes on crafting their maiden’s dildos. Supposedly some were made of rare ancient materials, other made of solid gold and jeweled with precious gems. Symphony’s however, while ancient, was neither of these. Hers belonged to her family and had been passed down from mother to daughter knowing that someday another convention will be held. It was a piece of Birchwood from an ancient mystical tree that had been shaped, sanded, smoothed and lacquered to a deep rosy color to keep the wood from splintering. Grandmother had said that it was a gift to house Karib from a druid of an old god whom had given it her blessing.

Normally when a maiden competed in the convention for the king’s love, they would have to give up their dildo if they were not chosen. The dildos of the failed contestants would be fashioned into a throne for the new queen. All the dildos of the participants went to making the throne. All except for one, the victor. It had been well over five hundred years since a King had enacted the rite, but the last time it happened, her ancestor; Lady Tiffany Karib claimed victory and sat upon the dildo throne. Their rule only lasted for several generations until they were overthrown in a rebellion. But even still, Symphony Karib was considered by all to be the returning champion.

Symphony’s mind snapped back the joust unfolding in front of her. It was a grand joust with plenty of seating for all the royal houses and vast amounts of standing room for the commoners. There were two main bleacher boxes, the one she sat in held all the noble ladies that were to compete in the new queen’s convention. The box of seats was rather large and carried so many beautiful ladies that she couldn’t care to count. The stands across the jousting ring sat King Bjorn Knotts, the king’s hand; Lord Lince, as well as his family and other advisors. Symphony smiled at the sight of Bjorn, he was tall and large man. Extremely muscular and just as handsome with long golden blonde locks that were common of his linage.

Lord Lince saw Symphony’s smile from across the arena and he nodded and smiled back. His smile was a reminder of when he had come to give the king’s “inspection” when she had arrived at Sovereigns Harbor. He had come to look over the things Symphony was planning on bringing to the king’s chamber for audition. It was easy to provide those things for him because all she was bringing was herself and her dildo. Lince had looked over her dildo and told her that it wouldn’t do. Saying that it had been blessed by an ancient druid and had magical properties. Supposedly the king had requested that nothing magical be brought to his chambers, whether it was of faith, the ancient, arcane, or otherwise. After a short debate, Lince was willing to let Symphony keep her apparent magical dildo a secret, as long as she wrapped her lips around his cock. She was pleased to do so, letting him cum down her throat so that she could keep and use the dildo of her family’s heritage in the audition.

Again, Symphony’s thoughts snapped back to the present moment as the knights in their full plate filled her vision. They were wearing the surcoats of their houses atop their barded steeds as they came about and readied themselves at the ends of the tilt barrier. The horses whinnied and snorted, awaiting the riders command to snap their reigns and charge at their opponent. The knight and horse to her far right was Marco Suzail, the obvious giveaway was the golden lion of his house on his shield and surcoat. Across the barrier from Marco was Brant Col, Symphony’s ex-fiancé. His full plate armor dazzled on the jousting ring and the sigil of the Rook of Col stood out proudly on almost every piece of gear he wore. The woman commoners in the standing areas called out for him, begging for the rose that he may win.

The circumstances of the upcoming match were intriguing for Symphony. If Brant were to win would he give her the rose? Apparently, he still cared for her deeply, protesting greatly when she left the Rook of Col when her father had called off their upcoming wedding and recalled her for the convention. The whole situation would be awkward for Symphony, if she did get the rose it would look good in front of the king, but receiving it from her ex-fiancé were to mean something else entirely.

“I hope you get it.” Lady Vasna said from behind her. She was Brant’s sister; a black-haired beauty was just as curvy as Symphony and had a figure common men would fight and die for. And like all the other ladies that sat with her in the stands, she was also competing for the dildo throne. The situation of Marco and Brant jousting was awkward for her as well. She had been promised to Marco Suzail by her father, but again when the word of the upcoming new queens convention came, he too broke off their engagement to merge their houses through wedlock. Seemed like a common political practice this day in age. Besides, any house that didn’t want a chance at the throne would crazy.

“If he gives me the rose I’m refusing it.” Vasna continued. While the predicament was similar for the two ladies it still had its differences. Vasna obviously didn’t like Marco all that much, Symphony’s feeling for Brant still lingered even though she didn’t show it.

“You can’t refuse it child.” Lady Kristania said from a few seats down from Vasna. “It’s forbidden to show any sign of disrespect to the winner of a joust while he is still on the field. What you do with the rose after words is your decision.”

Kristania was the mother of Lady Marella, coming to Sovereigns Harbor to see and advise her daughter through the games. She had a reputation of being witty and knowledgeable about all things royal and noble. It was strange that she was even allowed into the stands with the ladies for even the handmaidens were barred. But Lord Lince happened to make a change of policy for Marella’s mother. Marella was seen as Symphony’s highest rival at the queen’s convention. Not only did she match Symphony in the realm of being incredibly alluring, but if the rumors that Lord Lince had told her were true, then Marella was the most experienced out of all the ladies in the stands when it came to pleasing a man’s cock.

“Be damned.” Vasna muttered.

“Be pleased.” Kristania shot back with common greeting and closing used in Sovereigns Harbor.

A loud horn sounded, giving the signal for the jousters to begin. With a snap of the reigns and a loud yah, Marcos and Brant charged their horses at each other. The lances righted forward as the steeds carrying their full plated masters kicked up the soil beneath them. The crowd yelled and cheered as the riders came closer. Vasna encouraged her brother while Symphony hoped Marcos would dismount him. However, Symphony didn’t get what she had wished when Brant hit Marcos square on the shield, dismounting him from his warhorse and sending splinters of shattered joust through the air. Marcos’ fully armored body fell to the earth with a heavy thud, the heavy full plate adding serious momentum to his fall.

“Seems he’s just as lousy at a joust as he is in bed.” Vasna said, adding insult to embarrassment.

Symphony rolled her eyes, knowing what was to come. Brant discarded his joust and shield, brought his horse about and flipped up his visor. He looked towards the stands and trotted his steed to the flower bearer. With a quick grab, he picked up a single red rose with his gauntlet and rode slowly to the stands filled with the noble ladies. He looked upon the stands filled with the beautiful vixens of all the houses of the land. To the other ladies, it was hard to tell which one of them Brant was looking at, even from beneath his open visor.

“Give me the rose Lord Col.” A redheaded maiden called out.

“Give it here handsome!” Said one from the front row.

“You can stick me with your joust any day.” Said another and giggled.

Brant waved the rose in front of his body, silencing the ladies before he spoke. “You there,” He said pointing into the crowd. “The one that is slim of waist with fair skin, long gorgeous locks and big of breast.”

Every lady in the stands stood up except for Lady Kristania. She rolled her eyes as all the standing ladies except for Symphony and Vasna erupted in chatter, begging for the rose. The men from the stands opposite exploded in laughter as did the commoners in the standing room nearby. Brant let the laughter persist for moment and waved the rose through the air to silence to crowd again.

“I meant the one whose beauty shines more than her wavy blonde locks…” Brant continued and two thirds of the ladies sat down. “That has blue eyes deeper than the ocean her houses castle sits aside…”

His last description narrowed the pool considerably leaving just Symphony and one other as Brant continued.

“The one that bears the sigil of her house’s Hedgestone on the choker around her neck…”

The other lady sat down, leaving just Symphony standing amongst the many. She stood in silent composure, hands folded in front of her as the wind picked up into a slight breeze that flowed through her hair sweeping it around her face and under her chin.

“Lady Symphony, the rose is yours…” Brant said, holding the rose aloft.

The woman in the seats before her parted to let her pass among them and Symphony gracefully went to the front and took the rose. Cheers echoed through the crowd as she took it from her ex-fiancé. She looked across the ring toward King Bjorn, whom was watching vigilantly as the exchange took place.

“Thank you Lord Col.” Symphony said pleasantly. “Congratulations on your victory in the joust.”

“Many thanks my lady.” He responded, turning his horse and trotting away from the stands.

As he ambled his horse away, Symphony wondered about Brant and his obvious feelings he still had for her. Would he try at every turn to show his love? She hoped that his advances wouldn’t hinder her attempt at the throne. She looked upon King Bjorn in the stands across from her, their eyes locked and she smiled. The next day, she and all the ladies would meet in the grand hall of the Kings keep and hold the opening ceremony for the new queen’s convention. She would finally get to be next to the king and the thought thrilled her more than Brant Col ever would. Bjorn smiled back at her, but as he did lord Lord Lince leaned in towards him and whispered something in his ear.

* * *

“Bring in the Bimbos!” Shouted King Bjorn from his throne on top of the dais overlooking the grand hall of his keep. His loud and deep voice echoed throughout massive stone halls as his private guard pulled the rings to the large double doors. They opened slowly to a hallway filled with the gorgeous ladies of the land, all wearing fabulous gowns and hair done up in extravagant pageantry. They ladies of the houses walked in slowly two by two, their long sweeping legs stepping out from their dresses in perfect, practiced posture. As they got to the end of the pews, the women bowed and the right column of ladies split from left, forming a half circle around the throne. The procession of women was followed up by their handmaidens and other guests who took seats among the pews. The room silently filled until there were hundreds of ladies filled the large speaking area at the foot of the dais shoulder to shoulder.

As Symphony took her place in the circle, she stood composed in her fetching gown, her face vibrant with life as she looked up at the king. On her left stood Vasna Col, and to her right was Marella Byrnell. The three of them exchanged cordial glances before returning their gaze back to Bjorn, their faces turning bright with hope and lust as they did. Marella touched a finger to her lip as her eyes glossed over his crotch, her eyes intoxicated with desire. King Bjorn sat on his exquisite throne looking back at them, his hand, Lord Lince standing behind him.

Bjorn looked down from the throne upon what seemed like an endless of sea gorgeous ladies. All of them looked impeccable in their custom dresses. Their slender waists hour-glassed up to their breasts. All their tits being pressed together by the corset tops making the hall a field of impressive cleavage. As his eyes went over the crowd he smiled pleasantly as if the next year was going to the most memorable in his tenure. But then the look on his face turned to one of unease, it would take a year just to get through the first round of auditions, he would have to make haste if he were to name a queen and have a male heir with in wedlock.

“Begin with introductions.” Bjorn requested. “Keep it brief or we’ll be here till winter.”

The first lady to his far right stepped forward. She wore a dress unlike the others. Instead of the normal flowing gown, hers had a series of hoops to extend the skirt into what the lady thought was a more fashionable shape. It guided the skirt away from her legs and enlarged her ass. While it was different, it looked absolutely ridiculous and stuck out obnoxiously from the rest. Symphony looked upon at the lady’s dress in confusion. While it would keep your legs cool in the summer months, it stood out like a tarnished copper among gleaming platinum.

The lady bowed, pulling a hoop up with a curtsy and spoke with a voice that was absurdly high pitched. “I’m Lady Chantal or the Summer Isles your grace, I hope-”

“WHAT IN THE NINE HELLS ARE YOU WEARING!?” He shouted.

“It’s…” Chantal replied, her tone embarrassed. Obviously not the reaction she was hoping for from the king. “a dress my grace, it’s called a hoop skirt, it’s the forefront of fashion in the Summer Isles, ahead of its time, custom made by our family’s best seamstre-”

“It’s ridiculous, hideous, a spawn of Lazmashtu!” Bjorn interjected, comparing it to the unholy goddess of all things horribly monstrous to drive home his point. “Imprison your seamstress for designing such a hideous thing…” The king rolled his eyes in disgust. “…and hand over your dildo. You’re dismissed from the convention!”

“I’ll change… to different dress if you so please your grace.” She pleaded, her face was mortified with tears swelling in her eyes.

“My decision is final.” Bjorn Said flatly. “I’ll never have my queen setting fashion precedent of this sort for the ladies of my land. Hand your dildo to Lord Lince and send a decree to the Isles banning these atrocious hoop skirts. Not in my lands!”

“Yes, my lord, my apologies.” Chantal said, her head hanging low.

Lord Lince came out from behind the King’s throne and approached Chantal. Her handmaiden came up alongside her and gave her a small case containing her dildo. Chantal’s hands trembled, still in shock as she fumbled open the case. When she did, she presented Lince with a transparent glass dildo. It was an ornate piece, with streaming flecks of gold dust that spiraled from base to tip.

“My apologies Lady Chantal,” Lord Lince muttered, taking the dildo from her. “While it was a valiant attempt to stand out from the rest, you should have heeded my advice.”

Symphony glanced in interest as Lord Lince said what he had. Seems the man knew a lot about the women competing for the King’s hand in marriage. Apparently, he had paid all of them a visit within their first days at Sovereign’s Harbor when he did his ‘inspections’. Symphony noticed Marella smiling like mindless bimbo when he said, ‘my advice’, while Vasna smirked deep in thought.

Chantal handed her dildo over to Lince and turned from him bursting into tears. She was quickly escorted out by her sympathetic handmaiden. Some of the ladies stood there in shock while King Bjorn sat atop his throne without empathy. When she left the grand hall, Lince gave the dildo to an artistic furniture maker by the name of Leopold to begin the creation of dildo throne. Lince then rejoined King Bjorn behind him on the dais.

“On with the introductions.” Bjorn ordered.

And so it went. One by one each lady would step forth and state their full name and their land of origination and then step back in line. This process would repeat unless the King spoke up with a question. Symphony, Marella, and Vasna’s delivered their introductions with perfect formal etiquette with no incident. The whole process took about an hour, when it was finally done, King Bjorn had dismissed several other noble ladies. One for not liking her eyebrows, others for nontraditional alternative hairstyles or unnatural dyed hair, and the last one for not liking her shoes. All them gave their valuable dildos to Leopold, some left in tears, while others taking it in stride and leaving with grace and dignity.

When the last lady delivered her introduction, the king rose from his throne and addressed his congregation. His tone had changed from harsh critic to pleasant. “I thank you all for coming today and making the long journey to the Harbor for this convention. I look forward to spending time getting to know each and every one of you. I apologize that you all had to see my conservative side, but I can’t have a queen that doesn’t present themselves to my liking. See the new queen needs to be perfect, anything less and you’ll be dismissed. The new queen had to be able to handle everything thing that comes her way… The queen has to be prepared.”

He looked around the room as all the hopeful bimbos smiled back. “All of you have been prepared enough to pass my first visual inspection, but can you pass the second? We will begin the personal auditions this evening. Lord Lince will assign each of you a time and day. I bid each one of you… good luck. I hope you are all… prepared for what I have in store for you. In fact, it’d be best to show you all now…”

With quick tug at his trousers from his massively muscular arms, King Bjorn ripped them off in one clean rip. His enormous cock sprang free, sticking out from the part in his robe and all the ladies that stood beneath him gasped. Their hands came up in front of their mouths in surprise and awe as if it had bounced against their faces. Most of the lady’s eyes fired open in shock, but Symphony raised a finger to her mouth and instinctively sucked the tip. Vasna shivered lust as she cupped her breasts and Marella rocked her body and while her hand went between her legs in excitement. King Bjorn was so big that his length was easily as long as their forearms. The tip would barely be able to pass through her mouths, but they were begging inwardly to find out.

Lady Marella was the first to speak. “Can I go first your grace?”

* * *

Symphony and her handmaiden showed up to the King’s keep the next day. Lord Lince had the ladies draw chips in the hallway after the king’s surprise to determine the order of the auditions. Symphony was lucky enough to be able to go the next day. She had stayed by her window at her private inn in the High Quarter for most of last night. She had spent the better half of the night sitting next to her window and looking up at the spires of the King’s Keep. She had played with her dildo from her vantage point of the keep knowing that King Bjorn’s enormous and magnificent cock was pounding in and out of one of the ladies in his private chambers. While most ladies would have felt envy and jealousy, Symphony was pleased that king was being gratified.

As she came upon the great hall where they had the opening ceremonies the previous day she was greeted by Lord Lince. He was to welcome all the competitors before sending them off to the King chambers. Leopold was also present in the grand hall, keeping himself busy with building the dildo throne. Not only was he fashioning the ones from opening ceremony, but it seemed that there was a new one added to the pile either last night or this morning.

“Lady Symphony,” Lord Lince addressed her as she entered the hall. “You’re an hour early.”

“As they say in lands of house Karib, the early bird…” She grinned thinking about taking Bjorn’s huge cock into her mouth. “gets the worm.”

Just as Symphony finished her sentence a side to the great hall opened and a noble lady returning from her audition came through. She was in tears with her dress thrown on in a hurry and quickly followed by her handmaiden. She gave her dildo to Leopold and went for the door, but Lord Lince stopped her to show comfort and concern.

“Gratefully sorry, Lady Felicia.” He said trying to slow her escape from the hall.

“He didn’t like my dildo…” Felicia sobbed, quickly side stepping away from Lince with apprehension.

“If it’s any consolation, it will exist for eternity on the dildo throne.”

“I bet if I would’ve fucked you the night of my arrival my chances may have been better.” She said coldly, her tone full of grief.

“I would never have done such a thing…” Lince said in his purely calm composure, her stated to give an explanation when Lady Felicia turned to Symphony.

“Good luck Symphony!” She said as she rushed for the door. “No woman will be able to tame Sovereign’s Harbor. You have to play their game to win, and even if you win, you still lose!”

Lord Lince rolled his eyes “Bye Felicia.” He said as the large double doors closed behind her. “She was an experienced prude anyway, her dildo lacked fine craftsmanship and historical depth. Not fit for queen.”

Lord Lince was about to continue when a servant came into the hall.

“Lord Lince,” The servant said. “His grace wishes you to send for the next lady.”

“Tell his highness that Lady Symphony has showed early, and she will be up momentarily.” Lince responded. And the servant went back the way in which he had come.

“You ready my Lady?” He asked.

“I am.” She grinned, her hand going to her satchel that carried her dildo and patting the fabric.

“Very well,” He grinned. “This way.”

Lord Lince led her from the grand hall. The halls of the King’s keep were expansive and vast. It would take over a half hour to climb the steps to the top of the spire. A previous king had grown tired of the long walk to his private chambers and had man powered elevator system installed. Before they knew it Bjorn’s chambers. At the solid oaken door guarded by two men Lord Lince stopped and gestured Symphony to carry forth.

“Our grace awaits you inside.” One of the guards said.

“Thank you Lord Lince.” She replied, as the guards open the doors to the King’s private chambers and she confidently walk through.

Symphony strode into the king’s room, the welcoming sight of Bjorn sitting shirtless on the edge of his bed. His long golden blonde hair hung over his shoulders and around his muscular pecs. Symphony’s eyes wandered to his solid rock-hard abs. His skin was clean and carried a soft tan. Her jaw wanted to drop open at the sight of his delicious man body when she noticed that her was staring at her with his blue in the same manner she was at him.

“Lady Symphony, thank you for coming so soon.” He finally said after he looked her over. Her flowing gown framed her exceptional hourglass figure and plumped out her cleavage. Her wavy locks were a similar shade to the king’s which was an attribute that he appreciated, reminding him of the woman of his homeland.

“My pleasure your grace.” Symphony responded, bowing pleasantly. “I couldn’t help but show early after your big… reveal.”

Bjorn smiled at the compliment. He was about to rise to greet her and maybe pour some wine but Symphony wasn’t wasting anytime. She placed her satchel on a nearby table and approached him as he stayed seated at the edge of his bed. She hiked up her flowing skirt and straddled him, her hands caressing his chest as she glanced down once and back up to his eyes.

“Sorry if I’m being so forward your grace.” She finally said. “But I didn’t get much sleep last night. I couldn’t stop thinking about your perfect cock.” Symphony grinded her hips against his trousers. She felt his enormous rod press up against the inside of her thigh, barely an inch away from where she wanted it. His stiff member made her shiver slightly as his hands clasped around her slim waist. He wrapped his large firm hands around the curve and ran his fingers along the small of her back as Symphony grinded her hips into him yet again. His massive cock with thumping to life in his trousers as it pressed through his fabric and against her under garments.

“I can’t wait to have your cock all to myself your grace.” She whispered and then moaned lightly as he did the same.

“Perhaps,” He responded warmly, his hand rising to the back of her corset top dress, undoing the ribbons that held it in place. “Things are going well for you so far and I appreciate you being so forward. The others needed much more direction and seemed to have their reservations. Let me see your body and what you have brought with you.”

“It will be my pleasure your grace…” She whispered into his her, her breath hot against his earlobe.

Symphony did one final grind into his hips before raising herself off him. She walked slowly toward the table where she had her satchel but turned quickly about to face him again. She began to slowly rub her hands over her dress, wrapping her palms around her curves. She keeping her eyes fixated on him as she sexily rocked her hips in a figure eight.

Symphony continued her sexual samba. She turned away from him and kept her hips rocking slowly. She looked back and flashed Bjorn a naughty smile as her arms went to the back of her undone corset and slowly removed her arms from the sleeves. Symphony had the dress designed specifically for this moment, knowing that she didn’t want it to delay her undressing. She turned to face him as she held the corset in place, hiding her breasts from his sight. She then dropped it, revealing her gorgeous tits and neatly trimmed pussy to Bjorn.

He smiled as he looked upon her curvy figure. Symphony’s body was amazing. She had a flat smooth stomach and her naval was indented in with perfection. Her long smooth legs stepped out of her dress wearing only her leather calf high heeled sandals. He began to feel his cock to stiffen at the sight of her as Symphony turned away from him and slowly bent over. She let him awe at her curvy round ass for a moment before her legs parted and a hand came up from between them smoothing over her heavenly pussy.

Symphony ran her hands over her curves, slowly rocking her body. She looked back at him and licked her lips. She turned back around and straightened up. She tossed her hair back and looked up at the ceiling as she rubbed her impressive tits. She backed up to a tapestried wall that bears the decorative knotted sigil of the King’s house and slid up and down on it, all the while caressing her body. She spread her knees as she came to crouch on the floor. Her hand went to her tiny pussy and she rubbed her clit gently and blew a kiss at the King. Bjorn watched in glee as she caressed herself in front of his house’s symbol, it was one of the most erotic sights he had ever beheld.

She stood up and strutted over to the table that her satchel sat atop. She loosened the drawstring and reached inside and withdrew her dildo. The mighty piece of lacquered Birchwood glimmered in the light as she turned around. Bjorn gazed upon it curiously from his vantage point. Symphony saw his intrigue and brought it along the curves of her hip.

“This is not the first time this dildo has been in these chambers your grace.” She said looking down at it as she smoothed it along her flat stomach. “As I’m sure you know house Karib once married into the throne many generations ago.”

“I remember.” He said, knowing that it was his ancestors that had fought to overthrow that dynasty.

“When house Karib went back to the Hedgelands, they returned with the dildo that had helped my ancestors win the last queens convention and the dildo throne.” Symphony said as she ran the smooth rosy wood along the underside of her breasts.

“The champion returns.” He smiled. Her family may have been the champion of a previous queen’s convention, but house Knotts now sat on throne. It would be pleasing to take Symphony’s pussy as an offering of submission from her family again. But first he’d have to wait for the tradition of her show with her dildo, a sight he was going to fully enjoy.

She glided the dildo along her body and between her legs. She rested her family’s dildo against her entrance and rubbed it gently against her clit. Symphony looked up at her King and decided to give him a closer view and came up in front of him, sitting on the floor and spreading her legs. She worked the dildo around her entrance briefly before pushing it fully into her pussy. Symphony just held it there for several moments as her body adjusted. After a moment, she began to pump it into herself, running it in and out slowly at first working up to a steady pace. Bjorn watched in complete amusement as Symphony’s nipples began to harden on her breasts, her clit throbbing and thighs trembling. She continued to work the dildo faster in and out of her pussy for her king.

“OOOOH! Your Grace, I am going to…” Symphony moaned as she took her finger and started to rub her clit. As she worked it in and out the rosy dildo began to shine from the wet fluids. Symphony started to breathe heavy, sucking for air just like her pussy was sucking in her family heirloom.

“Feel free my lady.” Bjorn said.

“But I want… to wait… for your magnificent cock… your grace.” She whispered between moans.

“I insist Lady Symphony.” He replied.

Almost immediately. as her king gave his demands, Symphony started to have many short and fast multiple orgasms one right after the other. She began screaming and moaning wildly as her orgasm took over her writhing body. Symphony continued to work her fingers along her clit with her hand as she pushed the dildo in deeper.

“OHHHHhhh!” Symphony moaned out uncontrollably as she hit the perfect spot in her pussy, popping the rosy dildo out of her pussy followed by a big gush of her juices onto the stones of the floor. Her orgasm was strong and intense as she must have squirted about 3 more times shaking wildly on the floors of the chamber.

“That was quite a show Lady Symphony.” Bjorn said, his cock coming to life within the fabric of trousers. “Now are you ready for the real thing?”

“I was ready before I came to Sovereigns Harbor, my Liege.” She answered, placing the dildo aside. She crawled up to him, her eyes filled with desire as she should him in the eye. Bjorn knew the look, it was one that told only one tale - I want to please you.

Before he knew it, Symphony was between his legs, she placed her hands on his knee caps, spreading them before leaning in. Her fabulous naked body bared out in the open for him, making the excitement rush to his head and cock. She reached out and felt his chest, caressing her hand over his pecs and abs, as a naughty smile spread across her face.

“Ever since you showed us your cock in the grand hall yesterday. It’s been all I could think about.” She said softly. Her hand went down to feel his sizeable cock through his trousers. He smiled widely as her fingers grazed along his length through the fine material holding his cock from her sight.

“I can’t wait to see this magnificent cock up close.” She said looking down at the bulge his prick was making.

She pulled the tie on his trousers and reached inside. She wrapped her hand around it, her fingers barely touching around his girth as she retrieved him. Symphony’s jaw dropped astonished as she brought it out into the open air, his cock was easily eleven inches now and much thicker. From the look on her face, Bjorn knew that Symphony was falling in love with his cock. A low grunt escaped Bjorn’s lips as Symphony’s fingers enclosed around his hefty cock. When it rose to full mast she grabbed it by the base briefly, letting it point towards her in its sheer vibrant beauty.

“MMmm.” Symphony groaned in glee as she lowered her head next to his cock, her face suddenly going slack. She cupped her mouth along the side of her Kings cock, flicking her tongue along the underside of him as she slowly lowering her head towards his balls. Her lips pressed against his pulsing shaft and she moaned in ecstasy as her hand went to the folds of her pussy. As she licked him along his shaft she felt a slight bit of unease about if she would be able to fit it in her mouth. Her tongue kept running along the underside of his cock, lapping at it as she squeezed his balls and tugging them gently downward.

Symphony raised her head up briefly and made an ‘o’ shape with her lips. Bjorn’s hips unconsciously thrusted forward as she slid the head of his huge cock into her mouth.

“Hmphh.” She groaned out as he slid past her lips.

‘Thank the gods… it fits.’ She thought.

Her velvet lips treated his cock like the ruler he was as she took him slowly. Symphony worked down on his cock, taking him deeper an inch at a time further into her mouth. Soon his cock pressed up against the opening of her throat and she kept pressing in. Bjorn’s fingers went to the back of her head as she deep throated him.

Symphony let his cock pop out of her mouth and lowered her head back toward his chest. She pressed his cock against her cheek; it was so massive resting against the side of her tiny head. She extended her tongue and licked at his balls for moment before sucking each of them one by one into her mouth.

“You like it when I lick your balls your grace?” She whispered.

He groaned contently in response as Symphony’s hand worked up and down along his long shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly on his testicles. She licked and lapped at them, teased them with her tongue, before sucking one between her lips, then pulling back and servicing the other.

Symphony lifted her head away from his balls and straightened his cock toward her lips.

“You can cum in my mouth if you wish your grace.” She said as she reached up and caressed his abs.

She worked her mouth up the sides of his length until she finally reached the head. She opened her mouth wide as she guided it back between her lips and slid her mouth down the shaft. Symphony took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bob her between his thighs. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth, twisting her head slightly as she descended.

Bjorn and Symphony groaned in delight as his cock swelled up even bigger in her mouth. His cock throbbed as she took it in like the good little whore she wanted to be for him. Symphony seemed to have no gag reflex, showing no hesitation as she took him deep into her throat. She bobbed between his thighs again and again until it felt like he was fucking her sweet little face.

Bjorn’s ass tightened and his toes curled on the floor as he felt himself ramping up to a peak. Symphony felt him swell in her mouth and thrust her face down on his cock. Pleasure washed over Bjorn as thick ribbons of cum shot from his cock. Symphony’s eyes popped open wide as he erupted into her throat.

“Ughhh!” He groaned as he filled her mouth with burst after burst of his hot seed. Symphony kept her lips encircled around him as he spilled copious amounts.

“Mmmmmmm…” She hummed blissfully as his sperm continued to spill into her throat, both of her hands stroked his shaft, milking it for everything it had. She held his cum it in her mouth, as he came down from his peak, she slowed down and cleaned him off. When Symphony was done she spat his cock out and showed him his load in her mouth, then quickly swallowed down his seed.

Lady Symphony stood up in front of him and Bjorn reached, grabbing her by the waist and brought her up on his bed. She leaned back and her hand went to her pussy and began to finger in circle around her hood. Her lips parted slightly and Bjorn viewed the glistening moisture sopping from her cunt. She was wet as can be, wanting to be filled.

Symphony stared at him, not believing how big and beautiful his cock was. She leaned up, pulling him on top of her and took his cock in her hand and kissed him deeply. She stroked him along his length as Bjorn got into position on top of her. She had no idea if he’d be able to even get his head past her little pussy lips. Even if he did she would be sore for months, but in the end, it was for the best.

Bjorn held his cock from the base and pointing his massive member at her awaiting pussy. She thought briefly that she wouldn’t be able to take in his massive length. Her forehead started to glisten with sweat, her eyes wide with anxiety. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it across her clit, and then tapped it at her lips. Symphony bit down on her bottom lip and readied her body.

“Please. Fuck me your grace.” She stammered.

Bjorn placed his head at her pussy lips, he paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. He attempted to slowly slid into her tight pussy with his cock. But moved out a bit as he touched her resistance, her lips had parted for about half of his head. He backed his hips out and then slowly pressed back in. He got the crown in to where it felt resistance before, her pussy lips parted around his tip. Then, with one slow, powerful lunge, he pressed in.

Symphony felt her opening stretch far beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hands grabbed at the bed spreads, her face grimaced in pain as she hurled her head back.

“Oh, by the gods that’s huge!” Symphony groaned, her drenched vagina readily stretching to accommodate the thick girth of his shaft. She would never have dreamed she could be so completely filled by a man’s cock. Not to mention her King’s. His cock slowly slid in, impaling her, stretching the walls inside her clasping cunt. Bjorn pressed it in, until half of his length was inside and it touched up against her cervix.

“OHHHHhhh.” Bjorn groaned, feeling Symphony’s pussy for the first time, her molten folds wrapping around him. He felt a warm pleasure shoot down his cock through his balls and up to his brain. He looked down at Symphony, her mouth was wide open in shock as her white knuckles gripped the sheets to braced her body on the bed. She was breathing fast, her gasps for air turned into painful moans as her pussy stretched. His long stiff cock was lodged inside of her, but there was plenty of his length that still remained outside her cunt. His girth and length looked unnaturally disproportionate to her tiny hips and slender long legs.

“OHHH FUCK MY LIEGE! It won’t even go in halfway!” She screamed as he started to back his cock out of her. Before the head popped out he pressed back in slowly.

Her molten mound began to relax as the initial friction began to reside and he slid back out and pressed back in. Bjorn slowly picked up his rhythm, moving back and forth within her. He looked down at her pussy as he attempted to deepen his thrusts. They could feel every little ridge in each other, the feeling sent pleasure throughout their heads and bodies. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her.

“UGGGGH!” She howled as he impaled her yet again with his cock. The tip of his dick rested against her cervix.

“OOOHhh. Blessed be the gods! I can’t believe I’m taking your dick!” she moaned. Her hand went to her scalp and pulled at her long blonde hair.

Bjorn let out a low groan as Symphony’s tight vagina clenched onto his long hard length. He began to feel her body shudder around his massive cock, sending her deep into orgasm. His cock slid right back out and Bjorn tilted his head back and gasped as her tiny pussy vibrated around him in the throes of her climax. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her pussy tightened around his dick and he continued to throttle her.

“OHHHhhh! Your dick is so fucking huge! I can’t believe I came already.” She screamed out, furiously gripping her scalp and bed sheets.

Bjorn pulled out and flipped Symphony over onto her front. She propped herself up on her hands and knees as Bjorn watched her drenched pussy flow with her juices, inviting him to continue.

His cock was at full strength as he stepped in behind her. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it upwards against her swollen clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening. Bjorn sunk his rod back into Symphony as far as he could. Symphony threw her head back as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably when she finally received what she desired. His cock filled her up from behind, this time sliding in with ease. Bjorn looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts. She must have started to get comfortable and she began to rock her hips against him. She glanced back at him over her shoulder, her eyes flushed with arousal.

“Fill me with your big fat cock my King!” She screamed.

Her naughty words seemed to make an impression on Bjorn and felt his body buck and his breath quicken, he was going to cum any moment. Bjorn grabbed her by her hair on the back of her neck and yanked, sending his cock deep inside her. He kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch.

Symphony felt him begin to climax and bucked her head up, her hips beginning to shudder yet again as he pounded her. She wanted this, wanted to be treated like the whore she was. She lived for this man’s cock, and wanted nothing short of being filled by it.

“Fill me up with your seed.” She begged.

“OHHH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a rope of hot thick jizz against the back of pussy. Her eyes widened as his cum splattered against her cervix, sending her into another orgasm. She continued to rock her ass back against him as her hips quaked. Bjorn shot round after round of his warm semen, groaning happily as his sperm filled her pussy, the tightly locked walls of her cunt spasming around the girth of his cock.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy erupted over her King’s hard cock, her hips bucking as Symphony’s orgasm resonated throughout her body. Bjorn continued to work his cock deeply into her as peak to her. She choked on a breath and screamed out- “OH! BY THE GODS!!! OHHH!!! YESSS!!!! Oh, fuck yesssssssssssssss!”

Bjorn’s body fell on top of Symphony’s back when their orgasms finally finished. He wrapped his arms around her and cupped her breasts as they laid in a heap of flesh. Several moments passed as their heart beats and breathing began to slow. Finally, King Bjorn pulled away, sliding his half hard cock out of Symphony’s beaten pussy. A mixed glob of their cum oozed out of her as he removed the tip and stained the bed sheet. He rolled over next to her, his breath slow but still heavy.

“I’ve never been fucked so hard in my life, your grace.” She whispered, cuddling closer to him.

He looked her over, got up from the bed and pick up her dildo. He held in his hand looking it over curiously as if making a decision. “Well Lady Symphony,” He said after a long silence, and holding the dildo out for her.

“You’re your dildo will be staying with you and house Karib for another day.” He said, his face pleased.

“Thank you, your grace.” Symphony said pleasantly, taking her family dildo from his outstretched hand. Her mind was racing with triumph, ecstatic that she would be seeing the king and his massive cock again. Her hand went down to her beaten pussy, hopefully it would heal in time.

“Lord Lince will send for you once the first auditions are complete. I look forward to our next audience.” He said as he looked her over again. His eyes wandered down to hand that was cupping her sore and swollen pussy. He went to the solid wooden to door of his chambers and opened it.

“Guard!” He commanded in rough tone. “Send for a small block of ice wrapped in cloth, Lady Symphony is in need of it.”


Game of Bimbos: Lady Marella II
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“OOOOOOHHHHH! FUCK YESSSSSS!” Oleander screamed as he blasted his load into Lady Marella Brynell’s throat. He came immensely as she deep throated him, sucking him down as he unloaded the full volume of his balls into her mouth. He continued to groan as she hummed while swallowing him down.

“Be pleased, Oleander.” Lady Marella murmured once he finally finished, sliding his cock from her mouth.

“I am, my lady.” He responded, tucking himself back in trousers. He was impressed with how fast she had made him spill in her mouth. It was only moments ago when he had taken his cock out for her to practice her skills. “You have learned a great deal from my training. I believe you are now ready for Bjorn.”

“I hope so.” She said smiling up at him. “I’ve been practicing every chance I get.”

“So I’ve heard.” Oleander responded, thinking about all the stories he had heard from the servants and men at arms. But also from the strangers around town and even from the king’s hand; Lord Lince. “You’re beginning to build up quite a reputation in Sovereign’s Harbor. The words on many people lips is that you are the favorite to take the dildo throne and become wed to the king.”

Oleander spoke of the new queen’s convention. Hundreds of the noble ladies throughout Solice had come to participate. As the pool of eligible bimbos was narrowed down by the King’s auditions, they would give up their dildos for a magnificent throne to be crafted in the new queen’s honor. Whomever was chosen by King Bjorn would win the convention and sit on the new throne, accepting her new position at the right hand of the king.

“I think I’m ready for his cock.” She replied, grinning wickedly. “Is there anything I need to work on?”

“Have you been practicing with your dragonglass dildo?” Oleander asked.

“But of course.” Marella replied. “I use Shatterstar every available chance I get. I’m surprised I haven’t broke it.”

Marella’s dildo was of fine quality, crafted by the Rose Highland’s finest smiths and made of stone melted by dragon’s fire. Dragons have long since become extinct and her family was lucky enough to own a small quantity, which they insisted be used for this event.

“That’s what I like to hear.” Oleander replied.

House Brynell needed their daughter well practiced in sexual arts before she met the king and had hired him to be her stallion to practice with. Oleander was handsome and experienced bard, well versed in entertainment and sexual acts. He had slept with more women than House Byrnell had foot soldiers, making him a popular choice to prime Marella to be at her sexual finest for the queen’s convention. Marella and Oleander’s first meeting was awkward, but once she got a taste of Oleanders cock, she became a mindless bimbo - wanting nothing more than to have her holes filled with cock at all times.

“I’m certain you will perform brilliantly.” Oleander said, going for the exit of Marella’s chambers. “Consider this meeting my last lesson.” He turned from the door and looked upon Lady Marella. She looked back at him, hanging on his words, anticipating what wise words he’d say next. She was gorgeous woman by king’s standards. Any man in the kingdom of Solice would have wet dreams about her. She was a beautiful 5′ 4″ brunette with large natural breasts, an hourglass figure, and an amazing ass. Her face was blessed with angelic features as if given to her by the gods themselves.

“Beejaymar Bimbeaus Morghulis.” He said.

Marella didn’t recognize the phrase. But she could tell by the way the words flowed that it was of ancient Everese origin. Only the most well-educated seers and sages knew how to speak the language because of its rare usage.

“I’m afraid I don’t know how to speak ancient Everese, Oleander.” Marella said, confused.

Oleander looked upon Lady Marella, knowing that this was going to be last time he saw he before her audience with the king. “This ancient phrase is very important my lady. It’s not only a phrase but a motto for you to live by. It sums up every lesson I’ve taught you. Live by this motto, and assuredly you can make any man want you, included the King.”

Marella was intrigued. Her eyes flickering with excitement. “And what motto is that Oleander? If any knowledge from ancient past empires can assist me with winning the dildo throne than I must know.”

“All bimbos must suck cock.” He replied.

After a short silence of Marella just wickedly grinning she finally spoke. “Beejaymar Bimbeaus Morghulis defines me.”

* * *

Lady Kristania strolled across wide streets of Sovereigns Harbor. She kept her head low and stayed to the shadows in an attempt to stay out of view. The dress she chose was one of her handmaidens with a veil included, making her disguise full. As she walked the long avenues of the high quarter, she passed several men and woman that she knew, all of which didn’t pay her a second glance.

She came upon the Stallion’s Smith, a somewhat popular shop amongst the men at arms of the houses that were currently staying the quarter. It was well known for its fine craftsmanship with weapons and armor. As she walked in, the place was quiet. The furnace was burning bright, filling the room with intense heat. Several blacksmith tools and unfinished pieces of armor lay strewn about the room. Kristania removed her veil and looked about the room to see if is she could see her contact, but he was not there.

She made her way to the rear door of the work area but when she got there the door opened and out came Brant Col. A look of surprise washed over Kristania face. “You scared me, when I didn’t see anyone as I walked in, I thought we were found out.”

“Apologies, my lady.” Brant replied. “I had to come early and make sure the smith was out gathering supplies for our meeting. I wanted to make sure we were undisturbed.” He walked over the front door and rested a wooden sign with burnt lettering that read ‘closed’ in the window and drew the shutters. He then locked the door with a simple hook and ring before turning back round to Kristania.

“I found it interesting you would summon me for a private meeting Lady Kristania.” Brant spoke cordially but a hint of defensiveness carried along with his tone. “Our two houses have been at odds recently, but when your sage told me you had some important information, I decided I’d extend the courtesy of meeting with you against my sister and I’s better judgement.”

Kristania nodded in acknowledgement of his concerns. “Trust me Sir Col. You’re going to want to hear what I have to say.”

“I’m certain I will.” He replied, crossing his arms in front of his chest. “My question is, what could be so important that the famous matron of house Byrnell had to leave her protected inn and come to blacksmith shop to tell me a few words that could have been scribed on parchment.”

“Quite important indeed.” She responded plainly, stepping within a few of Brandt. “I needed to speak with you regarding Lady Symphony.”

Brandt cocked his head at the name of his ex-fiancé, his demeanor immediately switching to one of interest. When the ravens were sent to tell all the houses of Solice of the new queen’s convention, Symphony’s father annulled the arranged marriage between her and Brandt. It was no secret he still loved Symphony, for he had given her the rose after winning the Kings joust a few days before.

“I knew that would get your attention.” Kristania continued. “I have information about Symphony that may get her disqualified from the queen’s convention. And with her removal from the games, she’ll come running back to your arms.”

“I’m listening.” Brandt said, giving her his full attention. There was no other wish that would fulfill his desires. Not only would this give his sister Vasna better odds at the dildo throne, but also, he could have the woman he loved back in his arms. Brandt had to know this information, but from what he knew of Lady Kristania, this information would come at a price. He loved Symphony too much to pass up this opportunity. It would be a risk he would have to take.

“What is it you need from me?” He asked. “Name your price.”

Kristania’s wrinkled face smiled and drew up close to Brandt. She kneeled down before him and began to work open his trousers.

“Your cock.”

* * *

Lord Lince and Leopold turned as the doors to the grand hall opened. As the king’s guard parted them, Lady Marella strode through. Lince took in the gorgeous Marella and her perfect body as she gracefully came forth to the dais. Her slim hourglass figure with perfectly round natural breasts and flowing brown hair that framed her immaculate face. Her sleeveless dress was made of the finest silks Solice had to offer, providing a glamorous view of her impressive cleavage and wrapped tight around her curvy legs and ass. She was so breathtaking that the king’s hand and the craftsman neglected to see her mother, Lady Kristania follow her in.

“You’re right on time Lady Marella.” Lord Lince greeted. “Bjorn awaits you in his chambers.” Lince Demockly was a dignified man in his early forties. He was tall of stature and had finely groomed black hair that carried a few wise streaks of grey. His clothes were always the finest, custom tailored and always matching his cool calm but silently showing his grand position as king’s advisor.

“I’m ready for his grace, please guide the way.” The beauty responded.

Lady Kristania came alongside her daughter and gave her a long once over. Making sure Marella was at her finest, smoothing her dress and adjusting her hair. Kristania then gave her the satchel that contained Shatterstar, the dragonglass dildo their family had spent a fortune creating for this very audition.

The smiths of the Rose Highlands worked tirelessly to craft it. Knowing it would be used by the house Byrnell princess and exist for prosperity on the dildo throne whether Marella was chosen or not. Most dildos would be made of elaborate glass or precious metals, but Marella’s was made from the breath of a long dead dragon by the name of Shatterstar. Dragons have since been extinct, leaving the dragonglass extremely rare. Luckily, House Byrnell owned a small quantity, which they insisted be crafted into a dildo for this event.

“I’m sure you’ll be fantastic Marella.” Her mother encouraged. She then turned and gave a nod to Lord Lince, telling him she approved of his escort to the King’s chambers.

“This way, my lady.” Lord Lince said, gesturing to a nearby door. “Be pleased, Kristania.”

Marella nodded confidently and headed away, leaving her mother with Leopold, the craftsman. Lord Lince walked alongside her and led her to the grand elevator. The pair of them made their way in and closed the doors. Lord Lince gave a nod to a King’s guard and the booth began to lift its way up the spire.

As it cleared the ground level, Lince turned to Marella. “I hear your mother has been quite busy recently.”

Marella knew not what he spoke of but hid it as if she knew. Lince was well connected throughout the lands of Solice, having contacts and allies in every walk of life, especially in Sovereign’s Harbor. If there was important news in the city, it was impossible for Lord Lince to not know. “Royalty and nobles are always busy my lord. With all these noble houses inhabiting the city, I’m sure there is much to discuss.”

“Aye…” He responded. “There’s plenty of negotiations to be had and allegiances to be made. One would be a fool to not take an opportunity such as the new queen’s convention to sew some new seeds.”

“Aye.” She replied. She stayed silent, not wanting to be distracted by her mother’s recent travels about the city. Marella had other things on her mind, such as wooing King Bjorn. She had waited several days for her audition and she wasn’t about to let Lord Lince take her mind away from it.

Lince noticed her Marella’s sudden silence about the subject and decided to change topics. “Did you enjoy the joust tournament?”

“I did, my lord.” She turned to face him as the booth came to a halt and the doors opened. “But not as much as I enjoy sucking cock.”

Lord Lince smiled and nodded as Marella left the elevator, leaving him in the booth. “Aye.” He said, thinking of the inspection he had with her on her arrival. Of all the ladies that had come for the convention, Lady Marella made him pop the fastest. “I wish you good fortune in the fuckings to come.”

The elevator gate closed behind her as one king’s guard came up to usher her to King Bjorn’s private chambers. As the elevator began to descend Lord Lince decided to say one last phrase before his departure. “Beejaymar Bimbeaus Morghulis.”

Marella turned sharply as the words left his tongue but as she turned his head had already fallen below the floor. It was more than a coincidence that Lince said the phrase. He was trying to get under her skin. But what for? It must have had to do with her mother. All of that had to wait for now. She couldn’t get discouraged by whatever her mother was up to before her audition, whatever the secret was Marella would have to find out later.

Marella turned back down the corridor to Bjorn’s chambers. When she approached the door, another set of King’s guard greeted her and opened the heavy oaken door. She thanked them and stepped into the candle lit room that smelled faintly of musky incense. It took a moment for her eyes to adjust, but when they finally did she was pleased to see the large King Bjorn sitting shirtless in his large bed with the covers over the bottom half of his body. His long golden blonde hair hung over his shoulders and around his muscular pecs. Marella’s eyes gazed upon his mouth watering abs and she strode towards him as he looked back at her silently.

Marella knew that she was the last of four of his auditions for day. She knew that he would be tired and his balls drained. She definitely had her work cut out for her. But after her training with Oleander, she knew she still had a good chance. This would be a true test of her newly found skills.

She bowed low. “Be pleased, my king. My body is yours to rule.”

His straight face turned up into a grin before he spoke. “A fine body it is Lady Marella. It seems I have saved the best one of the day for last.”

“Your compliment pleases me, your grace,” She replied. “Now let me please you.”

“You can. And you will.” The king responded. “But first, show me what’s under your gown and then show me your dildo I’ve heard so much about.”

She thought that she may have laid on his bed first and given him a kiss and ease into the moment more naturally. But the king’s command was her desire and Marella wasted no time, she grew excited knowing that she was going to finally undress for Bjorn. She placed the satchel down and began to slowly rock her hips as she hiked up her gown. She shot a glance across at Bjorn seductively as slid the whole dress up her long legs and over per pussy, showing her king that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Bjorn smiled as he looked upon her neatly trimmed pussy. Though he had been with three other woman the same day and came numerous times, he couldn’t help but get hard as she continued to lift the gown up off her body. Marella lifted the dress up and over her tits. His eyes got lost in her marvelous breasts for moment. Her areolas and nipples stared back at him as if speaking to Bjorn for him to suck on them. She slid her arms out of the sleeves, one by one, and lifted the rest of gown over her head.

Bjorn gazed upon her lovely body, taking in her perfection. Marella’s body was magnificent! Her stomach was smooth and flat. Her legs curved up into her tight heart shaped ass. Her shiny brown hair fell in waves around her shoulders and framed her angelic face. His cock began to harden like steel and she caressed her hips before smoothing her hands around her sizable breasts.

Marella gracefully went to her satchel and retrieved her dragon glass dildo. She extended her leg in front of her and slid the smooth obsidian up her calf and to her inner thigh. Marella straightened up before it reached her pussy and Bjorn smiled, liking the quick tease. She raised it to her tits and ran it along the underside of her breast. Marella then softly touched it on her nipple and brushed it back and forth slowly to make them harden up. The magic within the dragonglass sent a tingle throughout her body. She loved rubbing Shatterstar against her nipples, something about the magical glass gave her a fiery passion to want to please men.

Marella ran it up her shoulder and to her neck slowly before bringing it along her cheekbone. She brushed her dildo against her lips and kissed it before extending her tongue. She guided the dildo across her tongue from the side, licking the underside as she moved it back and forth. As Marella did another shot of passion coursed through her veins, making her crave the real thing. She wanted so desperately to suck his cock, but her display wasn’t over yet. Marella had to hold herself back from jumping on the bed and taking his cock deep in her mouth. The need for tradition was paramount and it took her strength of will to keep her from doing so.

Marella parted her lips and slid the black dildo between them. She began sucking on just the tip and she worked it slowly back and forth. The magic inside the dildo heightened her desires further, her eyes flashing wide with immense passion. She pressed the head of the dildo against the inside of her cheek, making it bulge from the inside. Marella did this several times until she saw the heavy bed spreads twitch briefly. The sight made her pussy wet, she knew his cock was huge and she couldn’t wait to replace the dildo with his massive member. Marella knew Bjorn must have been turned on because he groaned blissfully. This was a sign to Marella that she could approach and finish the final portion of her dildo dance.

She strode forward to the foot of the bed and climbed on top. Marella crawled slowly like cat on the prowl, looking at her soon to be lover with a passion filled with a fiery intensity. She came upon the outline of his legs in the covers and lowered her body on them. Marella slid herself up his legs, making sure to keep eye contact as she pressed her breasts against him. As she got to his hips, she pressed the dildo and free hand into his abs. Marella scratched him lightly as she pulled her hips up him the rest away. She grinded her pussy over the blanket against his hard cock slowly and then arched the top half of her body away from him. Marella brought her legs up and finally she was sitting astride Bjorn.

The king groaned in delight as Marella grinded her pussy on covers against his stiff rod. Bjorn looked her over as his cock flexed against the blanket. He had no idea how she did it but he was incredibly turned on, as if the goddess of lust had touched him through Marella. His attention snapped to the dragonglass dildo as she rocked back and spread her legs. Marella traced the dildo over his pecs and down his abs before running it along her inner thigh.

She glided the dildo up her thigh and rested it rested against her pussy.

“You ready to see me fuck my pussy with my dildo?” Marella asked.

Bjorn nodded excitedly as Marella touched the dildo against her clit briefly before pushing it into her pussy. Marella worked just the tip for moment, letting her now sopping wet pussy coat the dragonglass with her juices.

“It’s made with dragon’s fire your grace.” She said softly.

“So I’ve heard. It’s a fine artifact of ancient times.” He responded. “Now show your ruler how you fuck yourself with it.”

When she had it lubricated she began to run it in further, working up to a faster pace. Bjorn watched in complete amusement as Marella’s pumped herself with the magical glass, her clit peeking out from her hood. Even though several women had banged themselves with their dildos in front of him the last few days, Marella seemed different. Previously, the tradition seemed to wear him to boredom, but now after watching Marella work her magic with her dildo, it was like the first time.

“Let me help you with that.” Bjorn said, raising his hand to her stomach and rubbing her clit with his thumb. Marella moaned as his thumb rubbed circles around her tiny nub. She continued to work the black dildo, ramming it in and out of her opening. Marella started to breathe heavily, her body beginning to buck from the combined sensations.

“I’m cumming your grace.” She muttered as her climax took her body. Her hips shook and she continued to work the dildo furiously inside her. Marella leaned her head in and kissed him as she came. Her primal lust rushed through her mind and clouded her thought with a passionate frenzy. He kissed her back and she pressed her lips back into him. They kissed for several moments, circling their tongues against one another’s. Finally, he broke their kiss and looked at her gorgeous body as she came down from her peak.

“Now let us see what your mouth can do.” He demanded. Marella was hoping he would say that, she had been craving his cock in her mouth since she saw it in the grand hall.

Bjorn felt his cock thump to life under the covers and Marella crawled down between his legs. Marella could tell he was hardened completely through the heavy blanket. She kissed his chest and then his stomach before pulling back the thick cover. Her eyes widened as his cock sprang free. His cock was enormous and beautiful. Marella tried to hold back a gasp but she couldn’t and her eyes fired open in desire. He was so big that his length was easily longer than her forearm. It called out to her silently in her mind- Beejaymar Bimbeaus Morghulis. The phrase sounded as if it had come from a higher plane of existence, as if the gods wanted her to wrap her lips around it.

Marella spoke slowly as she took in the sight of his dick. “I love your magnificent cock your grace. It’s all I could think about.”

Marella took his cock into hand and caressed it slowly with her fingers causing it to twitch and causing his balls to tighten up in anticipation. She gripped it with one hand and moved it slowly down from the head to base. Her king hummed with pleasure as she stroked it, in awe of his size. Her hand began to move faster and faster, adding her second hand as she moved her clutching hands up and down on his dick. Even with the second hand added and clasped around him, half of his shaft and head were still visible.

“My mouth may be tiny, as is my pussy your grace. But I don’t care how long it takes my king, this is going inside me.”

Marella moved her head closer to his crown and extended her tongue, licking feverously at the head of his cock and then down his length. She ran her tongue down to his balls and then made her way back to the tip. She paused just licking at his head for a moment before her lips parted, she opened her jaw as wide as possible, and slid her lips over his head. She was surprised that the ridge of his head actually made it past the parts of her lips and slowly into her warm mouth. She lowered her head onto him until she was about a third of the way before it pressed up against the opening of her throat.

“MMMmmm.” She moaned, finally fulfilling her deepest wish. Marella backed her head up slowly until only his tip was in her mouth. She looked up at him and gave him a sexy wink. Bjorn watched on with a smile of approval as she began to eagerly suck him.

Marella began to bob her head on his dick and Bjorn’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled. Her mouth felt so heavenly wrapped around his cock. He had his cock sucked more times in the past several days he could count. But there was something about her that sent pleasure surging down his cock and through his balls. Bjorn’s mind spun as she happily worshipped his cock. His vision began to blur as his brain wracked with intense gratification. It was as if the clouds parted and a heavenly ray of warmth was blessing his cock. The sensation was unlike any he had ever felt. It was so good. Too good, maybe even magical.

Marella quietly slurped as she rose her head slowly up and down on his length. Marella’s cock servicing was amazing and second to none. He didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold out, he felt his balls beginning to churn, his orgasm was imminent. What he couldn’t figure out is how she was going to make him spill so soon. She pushed her head down on him and thrusted his dick deep into her throat. Bjorn groaned loudly as his balls convulsed. She knew he was about to explode and kept her eyes locked on his as she tried her best to take as much of him as she could into her mouth.

“I’m about to cum Marella…” He muttered but he could help his voice from rising to a shout. “OH FUCK! BY THE GODS I’M GOING TO CUM SO HARD!” He moaned as he shot a burst of hot cum against the back of her mouth. Her eyes popped open wide as his thick jizz splashed against the opening of her throat. She continued to suck him eagerly as she bobbed her head rapidly as he shot globs of his warm cum. He couldn’t believe how hard he was cumming, somehow finding himself unloading much more into her mouth than he ever had in his entire life.

“Mmmmmmm…” Marella hummed blissfully as his cum continued to spurt into her mouth. She backed her head up just to the tip of his cock while her hands feverishly stroked along shaft, milking it for everything it had. She continued to suck him as if her life depended on it, swallowing each and every drop. Every time she swallowed his seed down he quickly replaced it with another thick ribbon. It was so much cum, more than she could have ever dreamed. All of which she happily slurped down. Her mind raced with accomplishment, tasting his warm delicious seed and making the king unload his balls into her mouth reminded her that this is what she was meant to do.

Marella raised her head off his cock. “You came so much more than I expected your grace. It was amazing servicing you.”

Bjorn was washed away in his afterglow, his eyes still rolling in the back of his head. “What’s amazing is that I’m still hard.” Marella looked down expecting his cock to be spent, but he was right, he was still hard as steel. She wanted nothing more than to mount him and ride him to oblivion.

“I want more, but I going to taste you first.” He said, leaning up and pressing her away from him. She spread her legs instinctively, her hand sliding along her stomach to her trimmed pussy and rubbing her finger in circle around her hood. Her lips parted slightly and Bjorn viewed the sheen of moisture building up. With Marella spread eagle for him he had to take the opportunity to finally taste her luscious pussy. It took a feat of strength to get up after returning from his peak but her lovely pussy called out to him. With nothing further, Bjorn crawled over to her until his head was a foot away from the luscious pussy.

“Mmmm.” She moaned. She was wet already, but she wanted to be even more so. “Lick my pussy, your grace. I’m going to need it as wet as possible if I want to be able to handle your monster cock.”

Bjorn moved his face closer to her awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. As he got closer, her musky fragrance intoxicated him and drove him crazy. He kissed the inside of her thighs and then ran his tongue closer to her clit. Bjorn slowly licked the top at first with the tip of his tongue. Marella moaned as he finally touched her pussy with his strong tongue. He lightly traced the outline of her thin lips, starting just below where her clit peered out from its hood and he slowly glided his tongue up against it. He then worked down one lip and then back up to her clit. He switched to the other before working his way down up and then back up. Bjorn repeated this again and again until Marella began to moan with pleasure.

“MMMmmm. You’re quite the natural your grace.” She moaned softly as she arched her back.

He lifted his head briefly and then kissed the inside of her thigh before moving back between her legs to her pussy. He pushed his tongue into his Marella’s lips just below the clit and began tracing it with his tongue. Bjorn lapped his tongue all over it wildly in every direction for several moments and then pressed in, closing his lips around her clit. He flicked his tongue against it a few times before he took her clit in his mouth and began to suck slowly. Marella started to shiver uncontrollably, the magic of his tongue sending waves of pleasure through her. His movement sent shudders through Marella’s body as she thrusted her hips forward. Bjorn rolled with her body like the waves of the vast oceans as she began to climax.

“Ahhhh, I’M CUMMING!” she screamed. Her King going down on her was way more than she could bare. She grabbed his head and pulled him further into her pussy and grinded against his face as her she burst. Bjorn could feel her powerful orgasm sweep across her body and out her pussy. The ocean of pleasure splashed over her as her hips shuddered. Her sopping wet pussy continued to spasm in his mouth as he darted his tongue all about her clit. Bjorn clutched the underside of her ass and pulled her in further, savoring her taste as she squirted.

When Marella finally came down from her peak, Bjorn raised his head, finally releasing her from his mouth. Bjorn couldn’t help staring at her as she laid there. The sight of Marella’s smooth tummy and gorgeous pussy made his cock lust for her, swelling beyond full size. Marella stared back at him, not believing how big and beautiful his cock seemed to her. She leaned up and took his cock in her hand and kissed him deeply, fisting his length.

“Put it inside me my king.” Marella begged. “Please!”

Bjorn crawled up on top of her and grabbed Marella’s hips. He spread her legs, and brought his torso in closer. He positioned his body so that his cock rested on her belly. Bjorn grinded his balls against her mound briefly while she purred. Bjorn then raised his body off her and held his cock at the base and pointing his massive member at her awaiting pussy. Marella’s body was shaking, her eyes filled with anticipation. Bjorn looked down at her tiny pussy and tapped his shaft lewdly on her clit. Marella bit down on her bottom lip and readied her body. Bjorn knew she would extremely tight, that thought excited him wondering how her molten folds would feel wrapped around his large length.

“Hurry Bjorn. Pleeeeease! Fuck me.” She begged.

Bjorn placed his massive cock head at her lips and attempted to slowly slide into her tight pussy. He stopped suddenly as her lips parted and he felt her pussy resist. But his mind was reeling with desire. Instead of backing out and giving her moment to adjust he continued to press in slowly, powerfully.

Marella felt her opening stretch far beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hands grabbing at the bed spreads while her face grimaced in pain. “Oh by the gods!” Marella screamed as he bucked her back and her jaw dropped open.

Her wet pussy began to accommodate the thick girth of her King’s shaft. It was inconceivable how such a woman was being filled with such a massive cock. But the best part of it all - it was his. While he had fucked so many women throughout the last several days, nothing could compare with luscious folds that were now enveloping him. “OHHHHhhh.” Bjorn groaned, as he felt a warm pleasure shoot down his cock through his balls and up to his brain.

His cock slowly slid in, impaling her and stretching her. Bjorn pressed himself in and touched up against her cervix. He looked down and only half of his cock was inside. He looked up at Marella, her mouth was wide open in shock as her knuckles were white from gripping the covers. Bjorn started rocking back and forth, a few inches of his thick shaft slowly moving back and forth in her pussy. Marella clutched his muscular arms as his pace quickened.

“I can’t believe… I’m finally taking your…. cock! I’ve never been filled like this ever before!” she moaned. Her hand went to her scalp and tugged at her long shiny brown hair. “I’M ALREADY CUMMING!”

Bjorn’s thrusts got longer and more forceful. Marella began moaning. It felt amazing! He was hitting spots she didn’t even know existed, and his cock was so thick that the friction against her clit was amazing. Her orgasm was building. She wrapped her long legs around Bjorn’s waist, and dug her heels into his ass, urging him to pound her harder and deeper.

“OH BY THE GODS!” she wailed again as Bjorn’s huge cock sent her over the edge and she began to cum. Marella’s nails dug into Bjorn’s back as pleasure coursed through her, her toes curling inwards.

Bjorn let out a low groan as Marella’s pussy spasmed around his hard length. He continued thrust into her as she came and quickened his rhythm. He moved his hands from the bed and grabbed her hips for more leverage. Bjorn increased his rhythm and added more force, sending Marella further into euphoria.

“Ohhh FUCK YES!” Bjorn yelled as he tilted his head back and gasped as her tiny pussy constricted around his cock. His eyes rolled back into his head as her pussy tightened around his dick as he began increase his pace further. Bjorn held Marella’s legs wide apart as he continued to pound her. Marella’s orgasm had been incredibly intense, and it felt like another was building. Her moans were almost continuous as his trusting. With each lunge, Bjorn stimulated her clit, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her writhing body.

“OHHHhhh I’ve never been fucked like this before. Your dick is so fucking huge!” She screamed out as she came down from her peak, still furiously gripping the bed. “I can’t believe I came so fast… I’m already… ramping back up.

Bjorn sank his rod deep inside her and decided to keep his hips still for a moment. Marella took it as a cue to prop herself on her elbows and lift her ass off the bed to fuck herself on his cock. He glanced at her face and looked into her eyes. They were completely flushed with lust. Bjorn’s thrusts became almost frantic as he neared his peak. Bjorn felt his body tense up and his heart beat quicken, he was going to cum any moment. She kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch, Bjorn couldn’t hold back.

“OHHH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a rope of hot thick jizz against the back of pussy. Marella’s eyes widened as his cum splattered into her. She continued to rock against him as Bjorn lurched back in to meet her hips, each time ejaculating thick streams of his sperm deep inside Marella’s womb. He groaned happily as his cum gushed into her pussy, her tightly locked walls convulsing and rippling as she came a second time.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy erupted over Bjorn’s cock, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as Marella lost herself in yet another orgasm. Marella’s hands clutched the sheets. “Fuck me, fuck me!” she cried.

Bjorn released her hands and she pulled him to her, opening her mouth to his. The feel of Bjorn’s cum shooting inside her send her over the edge, and her body shuddered almost violently as she came. It resonated through her being as she bucked her hips upwards. She screamed again and again as her climax gripped her body. She choked on a breath and screamed out- “OHHH FUCK YESSS!!!”

“OHHHhhh! Your cock is so amazing! I can’t help but cum all over it.” She screamed out, gripping his ass cheeks as he began pounding her again. Even though he had just cum, Bjorn’s cock was still hard and he still wanted more. There was something about Marella that just made him keep going when most men would have already passed out. Bjorn wanted more of her but in different ways so he decided to have a change of position.

“I want you against the window.” He commanded, pointing toward a shuttered window and pulling his cock out of her.

Marella quickly rose up off the bed and walked to the window, swinging her perfect naked ass. She threw open the shutters and propped herself up on her elbows in the long stone sill as Bjorn watched her drenched pussy flowed with their juices. Behind her the night lights of Sovereign’s Harbor flickered through the opening. “Take me with the shutters open. I want the city to know your fucking me.”

She need to say no more as he rose off the bed and approached her. His cock was at full strength as he loomed behind her. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it upwards against her clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening.

“Give it to me in front of those you rule!” She begged. Bjorn didn’t hesitate, immediately sinking his rod back into Marella as far as he could. Marella threw her head back, sending her hair flying as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably. Bjorn looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts, taking the wonderful sight of his cock disappearing back into her. She glanced back at him over her shoulder, her eyes filled with devilish arousal.

“Fill my pussy with your cum again.” She begged. “I love when it bursts inside of me! I want your people to hear me when it makes me scream.”

Bjorn reached out and clutched her massive breasts as he pounded her. She moaned loudly as he riddled her body with overwhelming pleasure. He thrust into her for several minutes as her body rocked against the bricks of the window sill.

“You like my big cock Lady Marella?” Bjorn asked.

“Mmmhmm.” She responded, biting her lip, and closing her eyes. “I can’t get enough of it your grace!”

“Well you’re going to get more of it. Not just right now but after the first auditions as well. Your mouth and pussy are magical. I’ve never came so much in such a short amount of time in my entire life! I don’t know how you did it Marella Brynell, but I’m going to find out.”

“I’ll be there in a moment’s notice your grace. My pussy lives for your cock. You have me. All of me! Thank you, my King!” Marella was overcome with triumph. The feeling of success washed over her mind. She was beyond grateful to have the opportunity to take his massive cock a second time. But she was even more grateful that he was beginning to buck. She knew that he was going to cum again any moment. “CUM INSIDE MEEEEEEE!!” She screamed out the window of the great spire of the King’s keep.

Bjorn roared, bucking violently as his massive balls contracted upwards tight to his shaft. He was unleashing a torrent of seed deep into Marella’s waiting pussy. She screamed loudly, cumming violently as she did. “OHHHHHH FUCK YESSSSSSSSS!!”

“OH FUCKKKKK!” He moaned as he filled her up again, blasting ribbons of hot thick cum inside of her pussy. Her eyes widened as his cum splashed inside of her, sending her back into orgasm. She pressed herself fully against him as her hips quaked.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy erupted over his hard cock, her hips bucking as Marella’s orgasm resonated throughout her body. Bjorn buried his cock deep inside Marella long after their orgasms, purposely trapping his seed inside her.

Bjorn’s body collapsed on top of Marella’s back when they finally came down. Several moments passed as they laid there in the window atop the spire of the keep. As their heart beats and breathing began to slow, Marella wondered how many of the citizens of Sovereigns Harbor were looking up at the spire while they were fucking. Hopefully all of them were… hopefully they would soon be calling her queen.


Medallion of Submission: Book One
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The life of an archaeologist is usually fairly boring. I go out on digs and spend days or weeks, sometimes even months, without finding anything. Then what I do find is mostly mundane items like pottery or metal tools. But once in a great while every archaeologist finds something amazing that becomes a highlight of their career. These big finds are why we do it, the hunt for the exciting treasure. Today I made just such a find! I had no idea just how much it was going to change my life forever.

My name is Daniel and I’ve been on a dig in the rainforest with my best friend Anna for three months now. We have a local bringing us food on a regular basis but other than that, we are alone. This is the first time she has come on a dig with me and I am loving the alone time with her. When I went off to college we drifted apart and barely spoke for many years but this time together has brought us closer than ever. She has always loved the rainforest, she is studying to be a botanist, so I had an easy time convincing her to take some time off from graduate school to join me.

Anna was my next-door neighbor growing up so we were very close. She was a late bloomer and still looked very young when we graduated high school. She was teased badly for having the figure of a boy in high school. But when she showed up at my college graduation, she had blossomed from a cute little girl into a very pretty, young woman. I almost didn’t recognize her at first, with her new curves, long hair, and makeup done. Her long auburn hair is thick and falls to her mid-back now. Although on the dig she usually keeps it up in a messy bun, due to the heat. Her breasts are just large enough to be a good-sized handful and make her waist seem even smaller. Her ass is round and firm. She really is a dream for someone studying to be a botanist.

I know since we have been friends forever, it isn’t really worth the risk of destroying our friendship by showing my interest in her now. But I just can’t help myself. Being in such a warm and humid climate is just making things worse. She is usually in shorts and a tank top, body glistening with a light sweat. Sometimes I just can’t take my eyes off her. I am worried she has noticed me staring just a tad too often but so far, she has never said anything.

I’m not exactly a lady’s man. I have always been fairly shy and awkward around women I find attractive. I’m six feet tall and kind of tall and lanky. Definitely not the muscular guy that women always seem to go for. But my face at least isn’t unattractive, I think I’m fairly handsome. Although having to wear glasses does peg me as the nerd I am. I’ve had a few girlfriends over the years but nothing too serious. My studies then career makes it hard to maintain a long-distance relationship since most dig sites don’t have cell phone service. Being here, alone with Anna, I am finding myself more and more attracted to her every day. I know how wrong it is, but somehow the thought of how wrong it is, makes it even more appealing. We always want what we can’t have, right?

For the past couple of months, I have been having dreams about her. Dreams of her sneaking into my tent in the middle of the night, drunk and horny as hell. I think in my dreams she is usually a little drunk because I know she would never come on to me sober. Being so isolated out here surely is making things worse. She is literally the only woman I have seen in months. I feel guilty when I awaken with such a raging hard-on that the only way I can possibly get back to sleep is to jack off first. Thoughts of her full lips wrapped around my hard cock fill my mind as I bring myself to orgasm.

In my dreams and fantasies while I masturbate, I always imagine her to be kind of innocent and inexperienced. Looking at her, I can’t imagine she had any problems finding boyfriends at the university. But I have never really asked her about her love life and she has never volunteered much. When I asked her to come on this dig, she did mention that she, “didn’t have a boyfriend or anything like that keeping her at campus.”

Anyway, enough about what has been going on, today is where things get interesting! So, Anna was feeling a little tired today, it is really warm and humid, so she went to go take a nap right after lunch. I had just found the corner of something metal so I decided to stay and finish digging it up alone, despite the heat getting to me as well.

Within an hour or so I had unearthed a small metal box. At first inspection, it seemed rather plain and uninteresting but once I got it open, my life changed. Inside was a gold medallion with a round green gem in the center. I had never seen a green gem like that. It had streaks of white that looked like lightning running through it. It was truly breathtaking. The gem was surrounded by ancient symbols that even I didn’t recognize carved into the gold. There was also a tiny scroll in the box, which luckily was written in one of the many ancient languages I can read decently. The scroll simply read, “The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.” Roughly translated of course.

I spent quite a while staring at the scroll, reading it over and over to check my translation. I studied every inch of the medallion and it just seemed like a coin of gold with a gem set in the center. There didn’t seem to be anything mysterious about it, except the symbols which I didn’t recognize. I figured they probably said the same thing as the scroll. The scroll being a translation done by whoever put it in this box. That was the most logical conclusion I could come to anyway.

“She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.” The words played over and over in my mind. Could this medallion really make a woman obey a man? That would be crazy, wouldn’t it? It would have to be some kind of magic, and I am a man of science, not superstition. I didn’t believe in magic or the supernatural or paranormal. I spent my life studying fact, not fiction. But what if it really did have some sort of magical power that could make women submit? I didn’t think it would work but it didn’t hurt to try, right?

Then I started debating what to command Anna to do. I sat up against a tree in the shade and let my mind wander. I had to test it, so I would start with something simple. Maybe ask her to jump up and down a few times or meow like a cat. Something innocent, but something she wouldn’t normally do while looking at the medallion. Then I debated well what if she remembered the commands I gave her? How would I explain my odd behavior?

My mind wandered deeper, if it worked, I could make her do whatever I wanted! I thought about the dream I had the night before. Anna on her knees, my cock down her throat, sucking me hard and fast until I came in her mouth and she swallowed it all up before licking me clean. Could I really make her do that? Oh, that would be heaven on Earth. But if she remembered it, she would probably freak out. Probably? Of course, she would. But the thoughts were so tempting I continued to think about the naughty things I could make her do. What if I commanded her to forget everything that happened since she looked at the medallion? That would work, right? Well assuming the thing worked at all. The thought of commanding her to forget brought my thoughts back to the sexual things I could command her to do until I was snapped out of my fantasies by her walking up.

“Did you find something?” Anna asked, looking down at the box in my lap.

“Yes, I did actually. Come take a look at this.” I said as calmly as I could. My mind was still filled with erotic visions of her as I stood up and watched her hips sway slightly as she walked up to me.

“It is some sort of medallion. The odd thing is that it has symbols on it that I do not recognize at all.”

“Wait, so there is something you actually don’t know?” She laughed and I couldn’t help by notice her somewhat large breasts bounce as she laughed.

“Ha ha. Very funny. There are lots of things I don’t know, there just happens to be a lot of things I do know as well. Just come take a look.” I closed the box with the scroll inside and held the medallion up so she could look at it.

“Wow that gem is really pretty, those streaks look like lightning. I’ve never seen anything like it. I wonder what it is?” She said as she gazed at it. After about 30 seconds the smile on her face slowly faded until she had a blank look on her face. She stood motionless, just gazing at the medallion.

“Anna, have you seen anything like these symbols before?” I asked.

“Ummm… No.” She said in a flat way, never letting her eyes leave the medallion. Was it actually working? Time to find out!

“Anna meow like a cat.” I said as calmly as I could. I wanted to laugh at the silliness of my command but I had to try something innocent first.

“Meow.” She said instantly, again her voice had a flat emotionless tone to it. I nearly jumped I was so excited. Ok now to try something a little harder.

“Anna, jump up and down four times.”

She immediately obeyed, her eyes staying focused on the gem. I watched her breasts bounce and felt my mouth salivating slightly at the delicious sight. Okay, now it was time to try a command and then hide the medallion from her sight.

“Anna, go get me a canteen of water and bring it to me, but on your way back I want you to put it around your neck and then crawl on your hands and knees. After you give it to me, you will forget everything that happened since you looked at the gem.” I knew I was pushing it with this but I had to see how far I could go. I also had to see if commanding her to forget would actually work. Anna is an independent young woman and probably had never crawled to a man like this before, the thought of commanding her to be so submissive was turning me on like crazy. After I finished talking, I closed my hand so that she couldn’t see it anymore.

Wordlessly, she turned around and walked about twelve feet over to our supplies. She grabbed a canteen, put it around her neck and then dropped to her hands and knees. My jaw dropped as I watched her crawl back to me. Watching her crawl over to me made me rock hard. Watching her ass sway back and forth, her breasting hanging nicely. Her tank top was low enough cut to give me a great view of her cleavage as she crawled to me. She reached up and handed me the canteen, I just stood there and waited. After about a minute she seemed to snap out of it.

“Huh, what were you saying?” She asked with a slight look of confusion on her face.

“Oh, I was just saying that I don’t recognize the symbols on the medallion. Do you remember them from anywhere?” I wanted to see just how much she remembered, although it seemed like she had forgotten everything! This could work out very nicely! I tried not to grin at that thought. I could make her do anything and then tell her to forget it after it was over.

“I don’t think so, let me look at it again, I spent most of my time looking at the gem and hardly noticed the symbols at all.”

“Okay, of course.” I held the it up again so she could look at it.

“Hmm no, I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything like these symbols.” She said and then her eyes focused on the gem again. “I’ve never seen a gem like this either, it’s so gorgeous.”

Sure enough, her expression went blank again. Now it was time to see just how far she would go. I really hoped she wouldn’t remember the things I was about to try since I was going to push her much further this time.

“Anna, meow like a cat.” I commanded again, just wanting to ensure it was working before commanding her to do anything sexual. I was worried that she would react differently to a sexual command but I just had to try it.

“Meow.”

“Anna play with your breasts.” I thought I would go a little slow, just in case sexual commands would snap her out of this. Luckily that one didn’t, and she brought both hands up to her breasts. She started rubbing them and squeezing them until her nipples were hard enough to be seen through her thin tank top and bra. Then she began to focus on her nipples, rolling them between her fingers and pinching them slightly. This caused her breathing to shallow a bit, she parted her lips slightly and let out a tiny moan. I was so turned on I couldn’t help but begin to rub my hard cock slightly through my pants as I watched her. Time to try another command.

“Anna, let one hand glide down your body and find its way down into your panties until it finds your pussy. Play with yourself until you cum.” I was worried that an orgasm might break the medallion’s spell but better to find out with her fully dressed, then later when it would be harder to explain what was going on.

She did exactly as I commanded with no hesitation. Her breathing grew faster and her moans louder as she played with herself. I also reached my hand into my shorts to stroke my cock. I could see her hand moving back and forth, rubbing or circling her clit. God I wished she was naked, but there would be time for that later. It only took a few minutes for her expert hands to bring herself to orgasm. Her body shook slightly and she moaned loudly as she came. She squeezed her nipple hard with her left hand as her right hand was rubbing her clit fast. I could feel precum dripping from my cock and my breathing was now rapid as I watched her orgasm.

“Anna, get down on your knees and suck my cock.” My voice was shaky, I was so nervous. I was relieved as she moved over to me and got down on her knees. Apparently, she really would do anything I said, even if I told her to suck my cock. She unbuttoned my shorts and freed my hard cock from my boxers. The whole time she was looking up at the medallion, so I moved it to an angle where it looked like she was looking at me.

She stroked my cock a few times before beginning to lick the head in a circular motion. I let out a moan and she took the head in her mouth and began to suck softly. She slowly worked back and forth, moving further and further down my shaft, taking a little more with each forward movement. Before long she had most of my cock in her mouth and I felt the head hit the back of her throat.

She then started to speed up and vary the depths, driving me crazy with her skill. She definitely had some practice with blow jobs. She wrapped a hand around the base of my cock and she started to move her hand up and down in time with her mouth. All the time she stared up at me and the medallion. I wasn’t going to last much longer at this rate, this was far better than I dreamed. I always thought of her as being too innocent for something like this but her skill was amazing. I couldn’t wait to see what fucking her felt like.

“Anna, stand up… Good, now drop your shorts and panties to your ankles… I’m going to fuck you hard and after I cum into my hand, you are going to lick me clean then get dressed. Afterward, you will go grab a snack for us like nothing happened at all. You will forget this whole event. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” She said, her voice was still flat and emotionless, even though she was clearly turned on. It was a little creepy how her voice was so devoid of emotion, like she was a robot or something. It was also more than a little exciting to think of just how much power I held over her, despite the change in her voice.

“Now turn around and bend over at the waist, showing me that sweet ass and pussy of yours.” I shocked myself with how brave I was being, but I was so turned on, I needed to fuck her now.

I took a moment to admire her as she stood bent over, bare assed in front of me. Her pussy was neatly trimmed and glistening with her wetness. I held the medallion firmly with one hand and let the other explore her ass. I could hear her softly moaning as I rubbed and squeezed her firm ass. I slowly moved the tip of one finger gently down her ass crack, heading for that juicy pussy. She squirmed in anticipation as I slowly moved my finger. I wanted to drag this out as long as I could.

As my finger reached her tight little asshole, I couldn’t resist the urge to press a little more firmly against her tight bud. She moaned and pushed into my finger slightly, she must like anal, I have to remember that for later I thought. I kept moving down, gently playing with the opening of her pussy as she pushed into me again. I slid my finger down to her clit and began to rub it gently. She began to rock her hips slightly and this just sent me over the edge, I couldn’t drag this out anymore. I moved my hand down to my cock and led it to the opening of her pussy.

I pushed gently, then slid the head of my cock and up down her wet slit. She pushed into me harder, clearly ready for more. I slid my cock back up to her sweet entrance and entered her just far enough to get my head inside. We both moaned and I began to slowly thrust back and forth, entering her more deeply every few thrusts. I couldn’t believe my cock was now inside my best friend! Just the thought of it all made me want to cum but I had to savor this moment as long as possible.

When I finally had myself buried to the hilt in her tight pussy I paused for a few moments, just savoring the feeling of her little pussy wrapped around my cock. I then began long thrusts, pulling all the way back until just the tip was inside her then thrusting all the way back to the hilt. Even at this slow pace, I could feel she was close to cumming. She moaned every time I entered her fully and I sped up just a little until she was spasming around me. She was rocking her hips to meet my thrusts, trying to get me fully inside her just a little faster.

After her orgasm subsided, I sped up until I was going fast enough for our bodies to make a slapping sound every time I filled her cunt. She was gasping for breath at this point, moaning almost non-stop. I grabbed her hip with my free hand and began pounding her as hard as I could. It didn’t take long before her pussy began to spasm around me again. I kept going for a few minutes, trying to fight my urge to cum deep inside her. She began to orgasm again, how many times was that now? I couldn’t remember and didn’t care. Feeling her spasm around me was blissful.

I couldn’t hold back any longer so I pulled myself out of her completely and let myself finally cum into my hand. She spun around and got down on her knees again. She grabbed my hand and licked it clean then moved to my cock and licked it clean as well. She took her time, licking up and down my shaft, making sure to lick every single inch. I watched her in complete awe of what just happened. I just fucked my best friend.

She then stood up and pulled her panties and shorts back on. I put my cock back in my boxers and rebuttoned my shorts. I put the medallion in my pocket as I watched her go grab us a snack and then walk back over. She handed me a bag of trail mix then opened one for herself.

“Wow! It is really hot today, we should go sit in the shade.” She said as she wiped sweat from her forehead and walked over to the tree I was leaning on earlier and sat down. She began to eat her trail mix like nothing had happened.

“Good idea Anna.” I said with a smile as I sat down next to her and began to eat as well. The rest of this trip was going to be so much more exciting! We had a month left before our flight back to the United States. I was going to make the most out of my new discovery and my alone time with her…


Medallion of Submission: Book Two
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It had been three days since I discovered the Medallion of Submission on our archaeological dig in the rain forest. I found it, in a metal box, with a scroll which read, “The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.” I didn’t believe at first that it really could work. That would require some kind of magic, wouldn’t it? But after giving it much thought, a lot of which involved all the sexual things I could make a woman do, I decided that I just had to try it. After some careful testing, I discovered it did in fact hold some magical power that made women obey. I was alone on this dig with my best childhood friend Anna. She had been a late bloomer, but god was she gorgeous now.

I was dying to use it on Anna again but I was trying to be patient to make sure she didn’t remember what happened. She had shown no signs of having any clue that I had used the medallion to make her put on a little show for me, then suck my cock before letting me fuck her. She was acting completely normal, thank goodness. I had commanded her to forget everything that happened, just to be safe of course.

I decided it had been plenty long enough and today, I was going to start some new experiments with it and her. So far, every time she had obeyed my commands, I was physically touching the medallion. I wanted to see if she would still obey me if I placed it in my pocket where it wasn’t in contact with my skin. I didn’t want to have to hold it during all the naughty fun we were going to be having in the near future. I was especially anxious to pound her on all fours, gripping both her hips tightly as I slammed into her, but that would require me to not be touching the medallion.

I was going to try some innocent commands first again. I really didn’t want to risk having her figure out what was going on just yet. I did have some ideas for the long run on how I could use the medallion to make her mine all the time, but I was going to try my best to patiently work up to that. I was planning on starting slow, commanding her to dream about me. Then maybe move into commanding her to masterbate while thinking about me every time she woke up from a sexual dream about me. I would keep ramping up from there, hopefully making her want me as much as I wanted her over time.

I also wanted to convince her to enjoy being submissive towards me. I wanted her not just to want my cock, but to be willing to beg for it. I also wanted to convince her that my dick could please her more than anyone else’s. I wanted to reshape her into a perfect little sex slave. I had a month or so before we left, that should give me plenty of time! So, while we were taking a break from the dig, and eating lunch, I pulled out the medallion and showed it to her.

“Daniel, I just cannot get over how gorgeous that stone is.” She said normally then her face fell expressionless and she sat perfectly still, entranced by the green gem at the center of the medallion.

“Anna, meow like a cat, three times.” I ordered her to test that she was really enchanted by the stone.

“Meow, meow meow.” Perfect, she was all mine now.

“Anna, I am going to ask you some questions. You are going to answer me honestly and completely. When I am doing asking you questions, I am going to ask you for a blowjob, you will give me one and swallow like the naughty little girl you are. Then when I tell you that we should, ‘get back to work’ you will break out of this and forget seeing the medallion, our conversation, and giving me a blowjob. Do you understand?” I asked her while her gaze never left the gem.

“I understand.” She said her voice now completely devoid of emotion. She had always spoken that way while under the spell of the medallion. It was a little creepy but it also turned me on like crazy, knowing she would do whatever I told her to do.

“Good. Anna, do you find me attractive?” I asked her calmly.

“I didn’t while we were growing up, but now I do.” She answered while still focusing on the gem.

“Have you ever thought about having sex with me?” I asked her as I palmed the medallion, breaking her line of sight on it.

“I have. I have been dreaming about you from time to time, since your college graduation.” She stared into my eyes now, her face and voice still blank.

“Would you ever have sex with me?” I put my hand into my pocket but didn’t release the medallion just yet. I wanted to make sure that I got some good information out of her before risking breaking her enchantment.

“I don’t know. We have been friends forever, it feels wrong even to think about it. But then again, don’t they say that best friends make the best lovers? I just don’t know if I want to risk our friendship by saying anything. You have never shown any interest in me, so it could get weird and mess things up.” She stated. It was really weird to hear her talking about me like she wasn’t talking to me. But I now learned she was at least somewhat interested. Maybe there was hope for my long-run plan after all!

“Have you ever thought about me while masterbating?”

“Not on purpose, sometimes my mind wanders and I find myself thinking about you without meaning to.”

I couldn’t believe her response! Oh, this was going to be much easier than I thought. Here I was under the impression that she didn’t feel the same way I did. But if she already had desire for me, I just had to intensify it and make her want to act on it.

“Anna, have you ever had anal sex?” As I asked her, I released the medallion from my grasp. No longer was it in contact with my skin. Now to see if she stayed under my control.

“No, I haven’t.”

“Do you want to try it?”

“I do, I really like the thought of doing something so naughty. I just haven’t been with a guy who asked to do it.”

“You like feeling naughty, do you?” I was getting hard at the thought of taking her sweet little virgin ass. That was definitely happening tonight whether she knew it or not.

“I do, there are so many things I want to try. But the only two guys I have dated were pretty boring and never wanted to try anything new. I was too shy to suggest stuff, so maybe they would have done it, if I had only been brave enough to tell them what I wanted.”

“I’m sure you will be braver with your next boyfriend Anna. I think I am done with questions now, so now I want you to come give me a blowjob.” I was pretty hard just from our conversation and I was anxious to get onto something more fun.

Without saying a word, she got up, walked over to me, and kneeled in front of me. She unbuttoned my shorts and pull my hard cock free from my boxers. I lifted my hips a little, giving her room to pull my shorts down just enough to get them out of her way. She started by stroking my dick with a gentle grip. After several times, she looked up and me then began to lick the head, circling it with her tongue.

Her grip became more firm and her strokes faster as she took my head in her mouth and began to suck it. I sat back and enjoyed the view of seeing her on her knees, her mouth worshipping my rock-hard johnson. She was taking more and more of my length into her mouth slowly but I was growing impatient so I reached up and grabbed the back of her head and pushed her head down until the head of my cock hit the back of her throat. I released the pressure from her head and she got the wordless order and now was doing her best to deep throat me.

I’m not huge but I am large enough that she was having a hard time breathing while taking as much as my length as she could. It was turning me on so much to hear her breathing stop as I felt my cock hit the back of her throat. I reached up and grabbed her hair again and took control of her speed and depth. She did her best to keep sucking as I fucked her mouth. It wasn’t long before I was feeling the urge to cum and thinking about cumming down her throat just made the feeling more intense. I picked up the speed a little as I felt myself getting so close.

“Remember to swallow up all my cum you naughty girl.” I said to her and that pushed me over the edge. I tried to keep myself as deep in her mouth as possible, without gagging her, while I pumped my cum into her. When I was done, I pulled out of her and sure enough, she swallowed it all. I couldn’t believe I just got her to swallow for me. A few days ago, I had never even touched her in a sexual way and now she was under my complete control.

“Go ahead and sit back down,” I told her. I put my softening cock back in my boxers and readjusted my shorts. Once both our breathing had returned to normal, I looked over to her with a smile and said, “Well let’s get back to work.” I said as I stood up.

“Sounds good! I really hope we find something else awesome before we have to head back home.” She said cheerfully, all the emotion returning to her face and voice. Clearly, she didn’t remember our conversation or the blowjob. She would have probably been very embarrassed by all that she had admitted to me, let alone swallowing my cum. Perfect, things were going to be great tonight.

* * *

We didn’t find anything else that afternoon and I had a hard time keeping my eyes off her all afternoon. When we started this dig, I was so focused on the work, so passionate about the promises of what we might discover. Now I couldn’t care less if we found anything else for our remaining time. I had found the most wonderful item in the whole world. I just wanted to explore every inch of Anna’s tight little body and turn her into my perfect little sex slave, using the medallion to bend her to my will. I ate dinner a little too quickly, anxious for the dessert consisting of a big helping of Anna’s cunt, and she noticed.

“In a hurry to do something after dinner Daniel?” she asked as she glanced from her only half eaten meal to my empty plate.

“No.” I laughed, “I guess I was just a lot hungrier than I realized. Digging in this heat and humidity sure does work up an appetite.” In my mind, I was thinking that I had been working up an appetite for her sweet body but of course I didn’t say that.

“It was really hot today. I’m glad the sun will be down soon.” She laughed.

I waited patiently as she finished her dinner. We chatted about a whole lot of nothing while she ate. Finally, once she was done, I grabbed the medallion out of my pocket and held it up for her to see again.

“I wonder if we will find another stone like this one?” she asked and then after about 30 seconds, her face went blank. Time to have some fun! I was going to try to just give her one long command to cover all I wanted to do with her that evening.

“Anna meow like a cat.” I ordered, this was quickly becoming my standard test to make sure she was under my complete control.

“Meow.”

“Anna, when I get done talking I will put the medallion back in my pocket then you are going to come sit in my lap and kiss me. We are going to make out for a bit before heading to my tent. When we get to my tent we are going to fool around, give each other head, and then finally have sex. When we have sex, I’m going to start by fucking your pussy but then I will fuck your virgin ass. When we get done, you will clean me up with your mouth. You will then get dressed and head to your tent. You will forget this whole thing happened from the moment I pulled out the medallion until you reach your tent. Do you understand?” I knew that was a lot to try at once, but I was hoping it would work just fine.

“I understand.” She said blankly, still staring at the medallion.

I then put the medallion in my pocket and waited. It only took a minute before she got up and walked to me. She sat in my lap and without saying a word, began to kiss me. I gently slid a hand into her hair and pulled her into a deeper kiss as our tongues began to explore each other’s mouths. I let my free hand roam her body, trailing up and down her arm before moving to her breast. Her nipples were hard already and I gladly pinched and played with one while continuing to make out with her. She moaned into my mouth as I pinched her nipple and I was beyond ready to take her to the tent.

“We should head to my tent where we can get more comfortable.” I said, breaking off our kiss.

“Good idea.” She said flatly as she stood up. It was really going to take some time to get used to her emotionless robot voice while the medallion enchanted her.

I stood as well and took her hand, leading her to my tent. When we got inside, I laid down on the blankets and pulled her down with me. We both laid on our sides, facing each other and began kissing again. I quickly let my hand find its way under her shirt and began playing with her nipple again. It didn’t take long before she was moaning softly in my mouth.

“I think we are both wearing too much clothing.” I said with a chuckle as I pulled her shirt up a bit.

“I agree.” She said and sat up, quickly removing her shirt and bra.

I mirrored her actions, pulling my shirt off and carelessly throwing it to the corner of the tent. I pulled her into a kiss as we laid my back, her tits now bare for me to play with. I rolled a nipple back and forth between my fingers as I explored her mouth with my tongue. I pinched her nipple gently which got a fairly loud moan out of her. I broke off our kiss again and slid down a little so I could take her nipple in my mouth. She ran a hand through my hair as I licked and sucked at her nipple. I playfully nipped softly which got her to arch her back, pushing her breasts into my mouth more.

“You like when I bite you?” I asked as I moved to kissing at her neck while my hand slide across her flat stomach.

“Mmmm… Yes, I do.” She replied while moaning softly. I nipped her neck in reply and unbuttoned her shorts.

“Still too much clothes…” I said with another chuckle as I unzipped her shorts. She didn’t say a word this time, just sat up and removed her shorts and panties. I removed my shorts and boxers as well while watching her undress. Once we were done, I let my mouth fall upon her neck again while my hand went straight for her sweet pussy.

I quickly found her clit and began to gently rub back and forth. She was already surprisingly wet and I was loving it. Her breathing grew more shallow as I increased the pressure and began circling her clit. She reached a hand down and started lightly stroking my erect cock. I moaned in response and let my finger glide down her wet pussy and slowly enter her. I thrust my finger in and out of her for a couple of minutes then added a second finger. She started to rock her hips, trying to match the thrusts of my fingers inside her tight hole. Before long she began clench around my fingers as her body erupted in orgasm. She stopped stroking my shaft, just holding her hand still, so caught up in her own body that she had forgotten to keep pleasing me. As her body calmed down, she resumed her efforts to please me.

“Come suck my cock.” I said as I rolled onto my back. She didn’t hesitate to obey my order and positioned her face above my dick, never letting her grip on me release. She let her tongue twirl around the head of my dick while firmly stroking up and down my rock-hard cock. I grabbed a pillow and propped my head up a bit so that I had a good view of her in action as she switched to licking my full length. After a little while of this teasing, she finally lowered her mouth around me, taking as much as possible, all at once. Moving slowly, she sucked smoothly working her way up and down until I felt the back of her throat hit my head. She then picked up the pace and sucked harder, causing me to moan in pleasure and being lifting my hips slightly to match her timing. I couldn’t believe her skill, I wanted to cum down her throat again, but I would save that for next time.

“God that is good, your turn, lay back down and spread your legs wide for me.” I said with a smile on my face and she looked up and made eye contact me with.

“Okay.” She replied as she did what I said. It was still kind of weird to get replies out of her that made her seem bored. Maybe next time I will try commanding her to be descriptive with her replies to me and see if that helps.

I moved between her legs and began rubbing her clit with two fingers tenderly. She pivoted her hips into my hand slightly to try to increase the pressure. That was all the encouragement I needed. I let my fingers glide down her wet slit and thrust them deep into her again, at the same time lowering my face and letting the tip of my tongue find her clit. I fingered her slowly and circled her clit with my tongue until she was moaning loudly. I then sped up my thrusts and began to suck on her clit gently. She was rocking her hips now, trying to meet the thrusts of my fingers. I pulled my now dripping wet fingers out of her and moved one down to the tight bud of her sweet virgin ass.

She didn’t say a word, just continued to moan as I slowly worked my finger into her tight ass. I moved my tongue down to the opening of her pussy while my finger found itself completely inside her ass. I started thrusting my finger in her ass slowly while matching my rhythm with my tongue. It didn’t take long before she exploded in orgasm, bucking wildly against my face, making it difficult to keep my tongue inside her. Once she calmed down I took my finger out of her and sat up.

“On all fours now, I want to fuck you so bad.” I ordered her. She didn’t hesitate to silently follow my directions.

My hard dick was now dripping with precum I noticed as I guided it to her and didn’t hesitate to enter her. I entered her completely and started long and slow thrusts, filling her completely then pulling back out almost all the way. It didn’t take long before I felt her beginning to clench around my hard shaft as she got close to orgasm again. I sped up the pace, grabbing her hips to pull her towards me as I slammed into her. She screamed in pleasure as she came all over my cock.

I slowed back down until I felt she was close again then sped up while she came. I repeated this a few times until I had lost count of her orgasms. She was dripping wet now and I couldn’t wait anymore to make things more interesting. I waited for her last orgasm to subside before pulling out of her and using my hand to guide the tip of my dick up to her tight virgin little ass.

“Relax and let me inside you, if you tense up it will hurt more. Don’t worry, I’ll take my time.” I told her. I wasn’t sure why I was bothering to try to reassure her, as she was going to let me do it anyway since I had commanded her to using the medallion.

I stayed true to my word though, and very gently and slowly pushed against her little ass. I felt her tense once, then relax, clearly, she remembered my words. I used tiny little short thrusts ever so slowly to work the head of my dick inside her. Once I was in that far, she moaned loudly. I couldn’t believe how tight her ass was, it was like a warm vice squeezing me almost as hard as I could take. I gave her a second to adjust, then began my tiny thrusts again, working my way deeper and deeper into her ass.

By the time I had worked my whole length into her, she started to cum and scream with pleasure. I switched to long movements now, pulling all the way back until just my head was inside her before pushing myself back in to the hilt. I sped up over time and had her cumming again really quickly. Each time she came, I wanted to as well but I held back, wanting to make this last.

I worked my way up to pounding her tight little virgin ass hard. I was gripping her hips firmly and thrusting into her with everything I had. Her moans were pretty much non-stop between her gasping for breath.

“You love me pounding your tight virgin ass, don’t you?” I asked her, my breathing shallow now at this point too.

“I really love it Daniel.” She practically screamed, I was really struggling to hold back now.

“You are such a naughty girl you want me to cum deep in your ass, don’t you Anna?” I asked with a smile on my face. Naughty was the word she used to describe herself, I hoped she would like me using it to describe her as well.

“I am, please cum in my ass!” She sounded almost like she was begging.

With that, I couldn’t hold back anymore, I slammed deep inside her, holding her in place firmly with my hands while my cock pumped her full of my cum. She responded to the throbbing of my cock by cumming herself again. This girl could cum over and over! When I was done, I playfully thrust into her a few more times. She responded to each of my movements with a moan. As I pulled out of her, she let out one final deep moan.

She then spun around and began licking my dick clean. This time she was even more careful than the last time, licking not only every each of my shaft, but also my balls clean. When she was done, she got up without saying a word. She put her clothes back on and then left the tent silently. I minute later I heard the entrance to her tent unzipping then zipping back up as she took herself to bed just like I had ordered her.

I laid there for a while, reliving every sweet moment of the night. I then started planning the next day’s activities for us…


Medallion of Submission: Book Three
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So far things were going so much better than I ever dreamed possible with the Medallion of Submission. My name is Daniel, and I’m on an archaeological dig in the rain forest with my incredibly sexy best friend Anna. Less than a week ago, I found a plain metal box that contained a golden medallion and a scroll. The scroll translated, “The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.”

Of course, at first I didn’t think it would actually work. I am a man of science, but an afternoon day dreaming about the possibilities had me dying to try it. I’ve been having sexual dreams about Anna since shortly after we got here and the thought of being able to make them come true was just way too tempting. After some careful trial and error I was able to figure out up to this point that the medallion did in fact work. Not only did it work, but I could give her complex commands while she gazed upon it and then place it in my pocket and she would follow them.

I had been commanding her to forget everything that happened while she was enchanted by the medallion, but I was determined to break away from that process. We had less than a month before we returned to the United States. By the time we got on that plane, I wanted her to be my perfect little sex slave all of the time. I wanted her committed to me and only me. With the privacy of being alone out here, I could keep her entranced for hours and no one would notice. That wouldn’t work back home unless we were alone.

So, I was coming up with a plan. My plan for today was to command her to dream about me. If she started having nightly dreams about me that were very explicit and had her waking up super horny, she would start having a hard time not thinking about us being more than friends. I was also planning on ordering her to masturbate while thinking about me, every single time she woke up after having a sexual dream about me. I was going to try to push it a little further each day. I was hoping that in a week’s time, I could confess my feelings to her and have her confess hers in return. But in order for that to be fool-proof, I had to make her want me way more than she didn’t want to risk our friendship.

I didn’t have every little detail worked out, I was just going to take it a day at a time and see how things went. I was hoping her responses to me, and my questioning while she was under the spell of the medallion, would help guide me in what to do next. So far, she had mentioned that she liked to feel naughty and wanted to try new things. Last night, I fucked her virgin little ass but of course she didn’t remember it since I ordered her not to. I loved the fact that once I had her sleeping with me without the medallion, she would still think she had never done anal so she would think it was her first time again. Hell, I could fuck her ass every day until that time came and she would think it was the first-time over and over! I am absolutely loving my life now.

Today, I thought I would try spanking her. I’ve never actually gotten to spank a woman but I have thought about it a lot. I had no idea if she would enjoy the pain, so I thought I would be fairly gentle to start. I really hoped she enjoyed it though. I just had to come up with a reason for her ass being sore.

I think I’m going to keep up this pattern of questioning her either over breakfast or lunch, then carry on with the day as usual. That would give me time to really ponder everything she said and come up with a solid plan for that evenings “dessert.” So, as we finished up our lunch, I grabbed the medallion out of my pocket and showed it to her.

“I don’t think I could ever getting tired of looking at that gem, it is so breath-taking!” Anna said with excitement in her voice and the sun light bounced beautifully off the medallion. After less than a minute, her face went blank and I knew she was under its enchantment and therefore my complete control.

“Anna meow like a cat.” I ordered, this had become my routine way of making sure she was completely under before I moved on to the fun stuff.

“Meow.” She said flatly, her voice taking on the emotionless tone it always had while she was under the control of the medallion.

“Anna I am going to ask you some questions now and I want you to answer me truthfully and as completely as possible, do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand”

“Perfect. Anna did your body feel weird in any way last night or today?”

“I think something I ate upset my stomach a bit, it felt weird when I… uhhh… had to use the restroom. Not painful or anything, just a little weird.” She answered with a bit of hesitation, I could tell that even under the spell of the gem, she was super embarrassed to admit what had happened.

“Must have been something you ate. Anna, have you ever been spanked by a guy?” I was really hoping that she hadn’t. There was something about knowing I was the first to do things to her that turned me on like crazy.

“No, none of the guys I have dated have been that adventurous in the bedroom.” She answered in that sort of creepy flat voice.

“Have you ever thought about being spanked? Maybe while masturbating?”

“I have thought about it a lot actually. I like the idea of being punished for being a naughty girl. My pain tolerance is pretty high so I think I will enjoy it but I’ll never know for sure until I can try it. It is one of my favorite things to think about while masturbating.”

“Have you ever thought about me spanking you?” I was getting so turned on imaging her firm little ass, bright red from being spanked.

“A couple of times I was just thinking about being spanked by no one in particular and my mind wandered and starting imaging it was you.” I couldn’t hold back anymore, I was rock hard and done listening to her talk. It was time for some action.

“Anna, when I get done talking, you are going to come over here and lay yourself across my lap in the perfect position to be spanked. I am going to spank you for as long as I want and you are going to love it. The whole time you will call me Sir. When I am done spanking you, you are going to give me a blowjob. After you swallow up my cum, you are going to lick me clean. Then you will go sit back down like nothing happened. You will forget everything that happened since I pulled the medallion out of my pocket. You will remember falling hard on your ass in the dig site this morning which is why your ass will be sore. Do you understand?” I was hoping the story about her falling would work to explain her soreness. It was a huge risk but I just couldn’t help myself.

“Yes, I understand Sir.”

“Good, I am done talking now.”

She came over to me and laid herself across my lap just like I told her to. I put my left hand firmly on her back to hold her still and raised my right hand, preparing to spank her. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this! As I brought my hand down firmly against her left ass cheek, she let out a wonderful little squeal from the pain. I began to alternate between her ass cheeks at a slow pace, giving her a moment to recover before the next blow landed. She kept up these tiny little squeals that were making me so rock-hard but it was not the reaction I was dreaming of. After about 15 or so blows, I paused for a moment.

“You are too naughty to just get spanked through your shorts. Stand up and pull your shorts down to your ankles, then lean back across my lap.” I ordered her. She obeyed quickly without saying a word. Once she was back in my lap, I rubbed her ass roughly.

“Feeling sore yet naughty girl?”

“Only a little Sir.” Every time she called me Sir, I just wanted to rip her clothes off and fuck her hard. I was going to drag this out as much as possible though.

“Well then, I guess I have more work to do.” As I finished speaking, I brought my hand down on her ass quite a bit more firmly than I was before. She jumped a little and cried out. That was more the reaction I was looking for! I brought my hand back up and let it fall just as hard on her other ass cheek. Again, she jumped and cried out.

I grabbed her around the back of the neck with my left hand, holding her in place. I spanked her again and again, switching between her ass cheeks. I sped up as I went giving her less and less time to recover before the next blow landed. After a few minutes of this, I was dying to see how bright red her ass was.

“These panties need to come off too. You are such a bad girl, you need to be spanked hard while bare assed!” I ordered her with a huge grin on my face. This was a dream come true! She stood up again and quickly slid her panties down to her ankles then bent back over my lap. I rubbed her ass again, admiring my handy work that had turned her ass a lovely shade of deep pink. I wasn’t satisfied yet though!

I resumed my grip on the back of her neck and brought my hand down hard against her bright pink ass. She let out a small scream this time and bucked hard in response to the pain. I loved feeling her body jerk against the pressure I was placing on her neck. I spanked the other cheek now just as hard, she reacted the same.

I slid my hand up into her hair, grabbing a handful and pushing against her head to try to hold her more still. I continued my blows, more rapidly now, barely a pause between them. She let out the sexiest little screams in-between gasping for breath. She was bucking from each blow hard against my hand in her hair. The whole thing had me aching to shove my cock down her throat. I gave her a little break and let my hand rub one ass cheek then the other.

“Feeling sore now?”

“Yes Sir.” If I kept going, the story about how she got so sore wouldn’t hold up. Enough spanking for today then. That was so amazing that I wasn’t going to last long with her oral skills and I didn’t give a shit.

“Good, now get on your knees and suck my cock until I cum down your throat.”

“Yes Sir.”

She got off my lap and down on her knees in front of me. She didn’t hesitate to unbutton my shorts and pull them down enough for her to free my dick. It was slightly dripping with precum already, spanking her had me so turned on. She wrapped her hand around the base and began to stroke my full length slowly.

I wanted to cum so bad, I didn’t want to let her draw this out. I reached up and grabbed a handful of her hair and roughly brought her mouth down to my cock. She obediently opened her mouth as I pushed her head down, taking my cock into her mouth and beginning to suck it immediately. I held my grip on her hair, setting a fast pace.

She did her best to please me with my rapid pace as I fucked her face. She was basically just along for the ride as I pulled her hair, guided her to take as much of my dick as she could down her throat. She gagged a few times and I let her back off for a moment then resumed my pace. It only took about five minutes and I was holding her steady as I pumped hot cum down the back of her throat.

She gagged a little but managed to swallow it all down like the naughty girl she is. She then licked me clean like I had ordered her. She took her time, starting by licking my balls clean then moving her way to licking up and down my shaft. She finally came up to the head and twirled her tongue around it. She then stood up and pulled her panties and shorts back on. I reached out and teased her clit for a brief second as she pulled them up, causing her to let out a soft moan. I pulled my shorts back up and buttoned them as she did the same with hers and then went and sat back down.

“Well that was a good lunch, should we head back to work?” She asked calmly like nothing happened.

“Sounds good to me.” I couldn’t help but grin, I couldn’t wait until tonight.

* * *

Our dig that afternoon was completely unproductive. It was really odd just how little I cared about the dig now that I had the medallion. All I could think about was Anna. I really hoped my plan would work. Finally, we both were feeling hungry so we quit work for the day and had dinner. Anna talked about missing home and wanting to spend more time with me once we got back home. Of course, I gladly promised her we would spend much more time together when we got back home. If only she knew my plans, I was planning on spending much more time with her than she imagined at the moment. She also mentioned that she couldn’t believe how hard she had fallen and complained of being a little sore. It was pretty difficult for me not to grin, knowing the truth about why her firm little ass was sore. I tried my best to appear sympathetic of course though. Once we got done eating dinner, I pulled out the medallion and showed it to her.

“I really hope we find something else so beautiful before we have to head home!” She said as she looked at the medallion. After less than a minute, her face went blank like always.

“Anna, meow like a cat.”

“Meow.” She said flatly, I had her now.

“Anna I am going to ask you a couple questions, I want you to answer honestly and give me detailed answers ok?”

“Ok.”

“Anna, tell me when you last had a sexual dream about me and then tell me about the dream.” I couldn’t wait to hear this answer. She had told me before that she had dreamt about me, but I didn’t get her to give me too much details. I had been too anxious to fuck her to worry about the little things. Today though, I wanted to be able to order her to dream about me, so I needed a good place to start so she wouldn’t notice anything that unusual about the dreams and think it was all her mind’s creation.

“I dreamt about you last night. I don’t remember all of it, like how it started. I just remember being on my knees and sucking your dick. Then you told me to stand up and bend over and fucked me hard until you came all over my bare ass. It was really intense in a good way.” She told me with that creepy flat voice tone she always had while under my control.

“Did you wake up from the dream horny?”

“I did.”

“Did you masturbate when you woke up?”

“No, I just rolled over and tried to relax until I fell back asleep.”

“Anna, from now on you are going to have very vivid sexual dreams about me, every night. When you wake up from them, you will be so turned on that you can’t help but masturbate while replaying the dream in your head. Every night the dreams will get a little more extreme. All the kinky things you have wanted to try will slowly end up happening in your dreams about me. After masturbating while thinking about these dreams, you will start to have thoughts that we really should be a couple. You will wish you were brave enough to tell me that you are attracted to me. You will hope that I will make the first move because you are so shy. Do you understand?”

“I understand.” She said softly but flatly. God, I really hoped this worked. If she was dreaming sexually about me every night, it wouldn’t take long before I could easily convince her to be mine all the time. She just had to want me more than she didn’t want to ruin our friendship. With the thoughts I was planting into her mind, my plan should work out!

“Perfect. Now Anna we are going to go to my tent. You are going to obey my every command and call me Sir the whole time. I am going to fuck you. When I tell you that we are done for the night, you will get dressed and go to your tent. Once you get to your tent, you will forget everything that has happened since you saw the medallion and just go to sleep as if nothing happened between us. Ok?”

“Yes Sir.” She said as she stood up and starting walking towards my tent. I followed behind her, watching her cute little ass sway as she walked. I wondered if it was still a little red or pink from the spanking this afternoon. She had complained it was still sore, so I was hoping so. Just the thought of how bright red her ass was this afternoon and knowing I was about to fuck her was making me hard already.

“Anna, take off all your clothes.” I ordered her once we were inside the tent.

“Yes Sir.” She replied and began to take her clothes off. She did so very robotically, as if she didn’t know that anyone was watching her. I should have ordered her to try to look sexy as she undressed, oh well, maybe next time. I also removed my clothes and laid down on the blankets.

“Come over here and suck my cock hungrily like the naughty girl you are.” I said with a grin on my face. I got comfortable and propped my head up a bit with the pillows to ensure I had a great view once she got to work.

“Yes Sir.” She walked over and straddled my legs. She reached out and grabbed my dick with a firm grip and began to stroke it as she settled her body into position and lowered her mouth down. She started by licking up and down my now hard shaft. She twirled her tongue around the tip of my cock a few times then went back to licking my full length.

“Lick my balls too.”

“Yes Sir.” She said looking up at me for a brief second then she lowered her head back down and began to lick my balls. After a couple of minutes, she started licking from my balls all the way up to the tip of my cock. I let out a few little groans, I loved her calling me Sir and her tongue was sending ripples of pleasure through my body.

“Ok good girl, now suck it.”

“Yes Sir.” This time she didn’t look up, she just took my head in her mouth and began to suck it gently. She began to take more and more of my length into her mouth until finally I felt the back of her mouth with my dick. She then alternated between some long bobs of her head with short ones, varying how much she was taking in her mouth with a slow pace. I reached out with one hand and gripped her hair gently, forcing her to increase her speed. She began to suck harder as I sped up her speed. She started letting out soft muffled moans every time I hit the back of her mouth.

She really enjoyed this clearly. What a good naughty little thing she had turned into! I let her keep this up for a few more minutes and then I was just dying to get inside of her. I know I had already cum this afternoon, but I wanted to again.

“Good girl, that’s enough of that. Get on your hands and knees, I want to fuck you now.”

“Yes Sir.” She released her grip on my dick and moved next to me, getting on her hands and knees. As I sat up and moved behind her, I was so pleased to see her ass was still pink from her spanking this afternoon. I rubbed her ass cheeks with my hands, softly at first then increased the pressure until I was squeezing them pretty roughly. She let out a little squeal of pain yet arched her back, pushing into me instead of pulling away. She was enjoying this as much as I was!

“Is your sweet little ass still sore?”

“Yes Sir.”

“You like the pain though don’t you Anna?”

“Yes Sir.” With those words, I brought my hand down gently on her right ass cheek in a playful spank that surely stung a bit due to her being sore. She moaned in response, that was it, I needed to fuck her now.

I gripped the base of my dick and guided it to her wet tight little pussy. I slid it up and down her slit a few times then found her entrance and entered her completely with one quick thrust. She arched her back and lifted her head, moaning as I entered her. I gripped her hips with both hands and started long thrusts, pulling back until just the tip was in her before slamming my full length back into her. I went slowly at first but ramped up the speed fairly quickly.

Before long I was pounding her hard, my body slapping against her sore ass, driving her to an explosive orgasm. She screamed in pleasure as I felt her pussy clench around my hard cock while she shook from the intensity of her orgasm. When her body started to calm down just a little, I spanked her ass hard. This cut off her moaning as it turned into a squeal from the pain. Her pussy continued to spasm around me as she finished her orgasm.

I slowed my pace for a little while after she calmed down then ramped back up the speed again until she came again. Again, as she orgasmed, I spanked her firmly, absolutely loving her little squeals and loud moans. Once she calmed down I pulled out and positioned the tip of my dick at the tight little bud of her asshole and pushed gently.

“I’m going to fuck your little ass now, relax and it won’t hurt as bad.”

“Yes Sir.” I could feel her body relax a little at my command and I began tiny short thrusts to work the head of my cock into her ass. It didn’t take that long with her relaxed before my head slipped inside her. We both let out a loud moan. Her ass was so tight, I paused for a moment to let her body adjust to my girth before resuming my short thrusts, now working my entire length into her slowly. She was moaning like crazy as I finally got myself buried to the hilt in her.

Now I began much longer thrusts, pulling my dick back until only the head was inside her before filling her completely again. I started slow, it felt so good I wanted to cum but I was trying hard to hold back. Still gripping her hips, I picked up the pace until my body was slapping against her ass while I pounded her tight little ass hard. Her orgasms were coming so quickly, I completely lost track of them. I could feel my balls tightening as her body was spasming around me, each time she came brought me close to the edge.

Each time she came, I spanked her harder and harder. Her ass was bright red again by the time I couldn’t hold back any longer. I spanked her roughly a few times then pulled her into me by the hips, burying myself as deep as possible inside her ass and I shot burst after burst of hot cum deep inside her ass. When I felt like I was finally spent, I gave her a few more thrusts and then pulled out of her. I was drenched in sweat as I roughly collapsed back onto the tent floor.

“Come lick me clean naughty girl.”

“Yes Sir.”

She turned around and proceeded to lick me clean. The thought of having her lick me after I had been in her ass turned me on so much. She took her time and licked every inch of my balls and dick. I was almost hard again by the time she was done. I felt like I could just lean back and watch her lick me for hours. Her tongue sent thrills of pleasure through my whole body.

“That’s good enough, now clean yourself up and then we are done here.” I tossed her a washcloth and laid down, watching her as she wiped all of our combined cum off her. She then got dressed and left my tent without so much as saying goodnight.

I got comfortable and stared up at the roof of the tent for a while. I wondered what she would dream about tonight. I was definitely going to make her tell me about it in great detail the next day! Now I just had to decide what new fun we could have tomorrow!


Medallion of Submission: Book Four
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It has been about two weeks since I found the Medallion of Submission. I found it while working on an archaeological dig alone with my incredibly attractive best friend, Anna. I found it in a plain metal box that contained a golden medallion and a scroll. The scroll translated, “The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.” We only have about two weeks left on this dig, so I must start putting my long-term plans for Anna into action today!

So far, I have figured out the medallion works, but I have no clue how. It must be some kind of magic, which I know sounds crazy for a man of science to say. I just cannot come up with a rational explanation. Not that I really mind, it’s power is so immense, I don’t really care how it works, just that it does! Every time Anna looks at it she goes into some kind of trance or is under some enchantment. She talks in this weird and creepy, flat emotionless voice. But she will literally do anything I tell her to!

So far, I have been fucking her at least once and day. I have fucked what was her virgin little tight ass. I’ve spanked her until her ass was bright red. I’ve lost track of how many times I have made her suck my dick or eaten her sweet little pussy. These daily adventures won’t last once we head back to the United States in a couple of weeks though. I have been questioning her about her desires for me and sexually in general while she is under my control. This is helping me dive into her mind and figure out how to bend her to my will without the medallion. I have been making her forget all of our conversations and all the sexual acts we have performed. She has absolutely no clue what is going on! I have also been making her have sexual dreams about me and masturbate while replaying the dreams in her mind. I have been having her dreams get more and more kinky over time.

I am trying to build up her desire for me so that I can confess my attraction for her and have her want us to become a couple. Yesterday, while I was questioning her, she told me that she is having serious thoughts about us becoming a couple quite often. She said she feels too shy to confess her attraction to me and is hoping I will make the first move. So, that is my plan for tonight. But for now, I was going to question her after lunch like usual, and then maybe have some naughty fun. So after we got done eating, I pulled out the medallion and showed it to her.

“I don’t think I could ever get sick of looking at the gem Daniel.” She said with a huge smile on her face. After less than a minute of gazing at the gem, her face went blank, letting me know she was falling under the medallion’s enchantment.

“Anna bark like a dog.” I usually made her meow to let me know she was under, but I decided to change it up today.

“Woof.” She said in a really cute way.

“I’m going to ask you some questions, I want you to answer me honestly. Ok?”

“Of course.”

“Did you have a sexual dream about me last night?”

“Yes, I had one.”

“Tell me about your dream Anna.” I was already feeling a little turned on just knowing she was under my control and was about to tell me about this dream.

“We were back home, in your apartment. You had me tied to the bed, blindfolded and gagged. I was laying on my stomach, spread eagle, tied to all four bed posts. You knelt on the bed next to me and spanked my ass until it was fairly sore.”

“Did feeling so helpless and me causing you pain turn you on?” I interrupted.

“Yes, it did. Then you got off the bed, I heard you walk across the room, open then close a drawer and come back. You must have grabbed some kind of whip, but I couldn’t see what you were doing. You then started hitting my ass with the whip, then you moved up to my back and down to my thighs. Pretty soon you were varying where you were hitting me with the whip. I didn’t know where the next blow would land. You were also changing up how hard you hit me. I completely didn’t know what to expect each time the whip fell.”

“How did you react to this?”

“I loved it. I couldn’t help but cry out from the pain, but it was turning me on so much. When you finally stopped, I heard you go back to the drawer. You came back and out of no where shoved something deep inside my wet pussy. It felt like a dildo at first, but then it started vibrating. You fucked me hard with it for a while. Finally, you told me I could cum and my body exploded with pleasure. I’ve never cum that hard in real life. Once my orgasm was mostly over, I woke up, drenched in sweat and very horny.”

“Then what did you do?” I was so rock hard imagining myself doing the things she was describing. I began to stroke myself as she answered.

“I began to masturbate. I was so turned on, I just knew I couldn’t go back to sleep without cumming first.”

“What did you think about while you masturbated?”

“I remembered the dream while I rubbed my clit. I thought about how it felt to have you spank me so hard. Then the feel of the whip crashing into my bare skin. As I got close to an orgasm, I thought about you telling me I could cum while you were fucking me hard with that toy. I exploded in a real orgasm, it was so hard to keep quiet that I covered my mouth with me free hand. I wanted to scream in pleasure but I was afraid to wake you up.”

“Good girl. Anna, if I were to confess to you at dinner tonight that I was attracted to you and wanted us to be more than friends, how would you react?” The last time I asked her this question was a few days ago, she said she would want to tell me that she felt the same way but was afraid to ruin our lifelong friendship. I hoped she had gotten over that fear by now.

“I would be so relieved. I want that too but I’m so afraid to make the first move. I would tell you that I feel the same way.” This whole time she has been talking with her weird emotionless voice which sort of took away from the effect of her words. But I was so happy, I didn’t really care anymore. The whole story and then this revelation made me want to cum so bad, I wanted it over and done with quickly. I would get to cum again tonight anyway.

“Anna, I want you to come over here and kneel down in front of me. I am going to jack off quickly and then cum all over your face. You are going to reach your hand into your panties and masturbate for me while I do this. Once I am done, you will reach up with the hand that was just in your panties and wipe the cum off your face, then lick your hand clean. When you are done, you will stay there patiently, awaiting my next command. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” She said as she stood up and walked towards me. This was going to be great, I had always made her swallow in the past, I couldn’t wait to see how hot she looked with my cum all over her sexy face.

I stood up as well and waited for her to kneel in front of me. I unbuttoned my shorts and slid them down enough to pull out my hard cock easily. She looked up at my cock and slid a hand into her shorts. I probably should have made her get naked for this, but I just wanted to cum so bad, I didn’t really care at the moment. I could see her hand moving back and forth as I began to stroke myself.

I rubbed my cock up and down fast and with a firm grip. She began to let out little moans while never letting her gaze leave my dick. I glanced back and forth between her hand moving in her panties and her cute little face that was about to get covered with my jizz. It only took a few minutes and I could feel my balls beginning to tighten and I knew I was getting close.

I reached down with my free hand and grabbed a handful of her auburn hair. I tilted her head up slightly, just wanting to feel more in control of her.

“I’m going to cum… Fuck… Open your mouth for me slut.” I ordered her. She quickly obliged and was moaning hard. It seemed like she was getting close too.

“Cum with me whore.” I commanded as I felt my release starting. I shot spurt after spurt of hot cum in her mouth and all over her face. She began to orgasm too, I could feel her body shaking with my hand that was in her hair, but I kept my grip, forcing her face to stay right where I wanted it. When I finally felt spent, I released my grip from her hair. She had begun to calm down from her orgasm as well.

“Clean yourself up.”

She followed my previous instructions, using the hand that was wet from her sweet little pussy to wipe my load off her face. She then licked it clean and repeated the process. When she was done, she sat still and looked up at me, awaiting my instructions. I arranged myself back in my shorts and just looked at her for a moment.

“Tonight, I am going to confess my feelings to you. After we are done talking about it, I am going to pull you into my lap and make out with you. I will suggest you sleep in my tent tonight and you will agree. We will head to my tent and you will let me fuck you. You are going to want to please me sexually so bad that you will do whatever I ask of you. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Perfect, did you like me calling you a slut and a whore?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl, now get up and brush off your knees then go sit back down. Once you sit down you will forget everything that happened since I showed you the medallion.”

Without a word, she did as I commanded. Once she was sitting back down, she glanced over and me and smiled.

“That was a good lunch, shall we head back to the dig?” she said, the emotion returning to her voice like normal.

“It was good. Let’s go.”

* * *

The afternoon felt like it was dragging on so slowly. I was so anxious for tonight. I felt pretty sure that my plans would work but it was still a risk. I supposed that if something went horribly wrong, I could always pull out the medallion and then make her forget whatever I fucked up…

Finally, dinner came and I was pretty quiet over our meal. I wasn’t sure why I was freaking out so bad about this whole thing. I guess I was just used to making her obey me by now. She noticed I was rather quiet apparently.

“Daniel, is everything ok? You are much quieter than normal.” She sounded concerned.

“Everything is ok, I just have a lot on my mind lately.” I said staring down at what was left of my meal.

“Well then talk to me about it. You know you can tell me anything, I’m your best friend…” She said sounding even more concerned now.

“Anna, it isn’t anything bad. It’s just, well, I keep thinking about how we will be going home soon. I have really loved spending this time with you. We are closer now than we ever have been. I don’t want us to drift apart again when we get back home. In fact, I want us to be ever closer than we are now.” I said the words I had been practicing in my mind all day.

“Daniel, we already agreed we will spend a lot more time together when we get home, so don’t worry about that, ok? But what do you mean by you want us to be ever closer?” She asked that last part pretty shyly.

“Anna, you must realize you have grown up into a beautiful woman. I want us to be more than friends. You are the only woman in the world that understands me. Do you find me attractive too?” I stared at my plate and pretended I didn’t know how she felt. I had practiced these lines too and hoped they worked!

“Oh, well thank you and umm… Yeah, I find you attractive too…” She was blushing and looked adorable as she acted so shy and coy. To think, just hours ago, those rosy cheeks had been covered in my cum and she had no clue! I almost laughed out loud at that thought.

“Thanks, what do you think? Should we give it a try? I really think we would make each other really happy. We are so good together now, I can’t imagine anything but it getting better.” More rehearsed lines. This seemed to be going well though.

“Ummm… Yeah, I think so too. It’s worth a try, right?” Her blush depended as she spoke and stared into her plate.

“Anna, I’m so relieved that you agree. Come here.” She stared at the ground but didn’t hesitate to walk over to me. Perfect, the commands from this afternoon were working! I reached out and grabbed her hand, pulling her into my lap. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. She laid her head on my shoulder and embraced me as well.

I reached down and gently stroked her hair for a few moments. Then I gently used my hand on the back of her head to guide her back upright into a better angle for me to kiss her. She giggled nervously as I leaned in a kissed her. For all she knew, this was our first kiss! So, I kissed her tenderly and let the kiss linger until she pulled back.

“I am really relieved you made the first move Daniel. I have been thinking about us too but was feeling way too shy to say anything to you about my feelings.”

“I was feeling shy about it too, but I finally realized today that I want you more than I was afraid to get rejected.” We both laughed softly and then I kissed her again. This time I let my kiss be more passionate. She responded in kind, one of her hands trailing up from my back to the back of my neck.

I opened my mouth slightly as I started to barely let my tongue find her lips. She responded by parting her lips and letting my tongue slip inside her mouth. Our kiss heated up quickly as we both began to explore each other’s mouths with our tongues. After a little while, I playfully nipped at her bottom lip and she let out a little moan. I sat back a bit, breaking off our kiss.

“Do you want to sleep in my tent tonight?” I asked her, trying to sound shy and hesitant with my question.

“Yes…” She whispered softly and then let her lips crush against mine again in a deep kiss. We made out for a few more minutes, I let one hand work its way to her breast, softly letting it explore her like I had never touched her like this before. She moaned gently in my mouth as I found her now hard nipple and began to roll it between my fingers. After a little bit of this, I broke off our kiss.

“We should head to bed, don’t you think?” I said with a slight chuckle.

“Good idea.” She giggled and stood up. I took her by the hand and led her to my tent. When we got inside, I went and laid down and patted the blanket next to me, signaling for her to lay down with me. She blushed as she came over and laid down with me.

I tried to calm her nerves by pulling her into a deep kiss again. After a minute, she relaxed and let herself get lost again in our kisses. This time I let my hand find its way under her shirt and began caressing her breast again. Again, she moaned softly as I squeezed and rolled her nipple through her thin bra. I slid my hand up and worked my fingers into her bra, finding her nipple again. After a few moments of this, I decided she needed to lose some clothes. I freed my hand from her bra and began to tug her shirt upward.

“You should really take off this shirt and the bra.” I whispered.

“Okay.” She replied quietly and did as I suggested. For the first time, she actually tried to look graceful and sexy as she lifted her shirt over her head then slowly removed her bra. I also pulled my shirt off as I watched her undress and threw it next to me on the tent floor.

“God, you are so beautiful Anna. I feel so lucky right now…” I said as I pulled her back into a kiss, not even giving her a chance to reply. I went straight back to playing with her tits, exploring both and playing with both nipples. I pinched one a little roughly which got a little squeal out of her, but she arched her back, pushing her tit into my hand more firmly.

Taking this cue as to how turned on she was, I moved my hand down across her body and over her shorts until I was between her legs. I began to rub up and down her sweet pussy through her shorts, increasing the pressure every time she let out a little moan. It wasn’t long before she parted her legs more for me and was rocking her hips slightly in time with my movements. I moved my hand up then down into her panties, wanting so badly to feel how wet her little cunt was.

As my fingers found her clit and began to circle it, she broke off our making out and threw her head back. She reached down and unbuttoned her shorts, making more room for my hand but leaving them on. I took one of her hard nipples in my mouth and increased my pressure on her clit. I was rock hard and wanting to fuck her bad by the time her body started to spasm with orgasm. She moaned loudly as I thrust a finger inside her and started pumping it in and out fast as I felt her pussy clench and spasm around it.

As her body calmed down, she looked up at me with a huge smile on her face. She was breathing hard as I pulled my hand out of her panties and licked my finger clean. She watched me and then reached down to unbutton my shorts. Shy my ass, not that I was complaining at all. I helped her get my shorts and boxers off as she started to stroke my hard cock.

She jacked me off for a couple of minutes before readjusting herself so that she should lower her plump lips down to the tip of my dick. I propped myself up with the pillows so I could watch her as usual. I loved watching her mouth fill with my hard cock. She took the head of my cock in her mouth and sucked it gently at first. She began to bob her head, taking a bit more of my length in her mouth over time. By the time she took as much of my length as she could, she was also sucking harder.

She kept one hand wrapped firmly around the base of my cock and started to move her hand up and down my shaft in time with the bobbing of her head. This trick of hers sent waves of pleasure through my whole body. I wrapped my right hand around the back of her head and begun to lift my hips slightly to force a bit more of my cock in her mouth. Now the tip of my dick was hitting the back of her mouth with every bob and she responded by letting out a soft moan each time.

After a couple of minutes of this, I was dying to fuck her. I released my grip on the back of her head and pushed against her shoulder softly, signaling for her to move. She understood what I wanted and laid back down, spreading her legs wide for me. I tried to act a little hesitant as I moved myself between her legs, since this was supposedly our first time as far as she was concerned. I leaned down and started kissing her again, trying to ease her hesitation. After a couple of minutes, I reached down and guided my cock to her wet cunt.

I teased her for a little bit, sliding the tip of my cock up and down her slit, then flicking her clit with it. She was moaning in response and broke off our kiss when I began to focus on her clit. Finally, I shifted myself against her tight entrance and slowly entered her. I began to fuck her gently, using nice slow and long thrusts until she reached up and gripped my shoulders. I could feel her pussy beginning to clench around my girth as she burst into an orgasm. When she let out a loud moan, I sped up my pace while she orgasmed. Once her body calmed back down, I slowed down again.

“Roll over and get on your hands and knees sweetie.” I whispered in her ear as I slowly pulled out of her and moved out of her way.

“Gladly.” She whispered back with a laugh.

As she settled into position, I grabbed her hip with one hand and guided my cock back inside her with the other. I buried myself to the hilt in one thrust as I grabbed her other hip with my now free hand. I began long slow thrusts, pulling myself almost completely out of her before burying my cock deep inside her again. I slowly picked up the pace as her moans grew louder. Once I could feel her cunt begin to clench around me again, signaling her coming orgasm, I began pulling her hips back into me roughly. I sped up and pounded her hard as she threw back her head and screamed in pleasure while her pussy continued to spasm around me. I felt my balls start to tighten a bit, I wanted to cum so bad as well.

I wanted to make this last though, so I slowed back down as she relaxed. I reached up and pushed her upper back down, between her shoulders, forcing her to lower her face to the blankets. This tilted her hips into a great position. My balls were now brushing softly against her pussy each time I entered her fully. I kept my hand on her back, holding her down, as I picked up the pace until my balls were smacking against her plump little clit.

She was moaning each time I entered her fully now as she grew close to orgasm. When I felt that telltale clenching of her pussy, I pounded her as hard and fast as I could. Keeping her pinned down, I kept up the pace while she balled her hands into fists in the blankets and screamed again as she came. My balls we getting tight as I felt myself getting so close too.

As she started to calm down, I released her back and straightened my own back out, then pulled out of her pussy. I used my now free hand to pump my cock tightly and quickly, while still holding her hip with the other. Within moments, I shot blast after blast of hot cum all over her tight ass until I felt spent. Once I was done I gave her a gentle and playful little spank with the hand that had been gripping her hip. I reached over and grabbed my shirt then used it to wipe my cum off her ass.

When I finished, I collapsed next to her and she rolled on her side, facing me. I pulled her into a short but passionate kiss.

“You were amazing sweetie.” I said between ragged breaths.

“So were you.” She said softly as she laid her head on my chest and snuggled up next to me. We cuddled silently as both our bodies recovered and relaxed. Once we were calm again, we got under the blankets. She got back in the same position and quickly drifted off to sleep. I laid there for a while, stroking her hair absent-mindedly and thinking about everything that had happened that day. She was mine now, so the next phase of my plan was to keep using the medallion to turn her from a girlfriend into a little slutty sex slave…


Medallion of Submission: Book Five
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It has been almost a month since I found the Medallion of Submission. I found it while working on an archaeological dig alone with my sexy best friend, Anna. I found it in a plain metal box that contained a golden medallion and a scroll. The scroll translated, “The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.” We are leaving the dig to head back to the United States in just two days. I must make the most of the next 48 hours!

So far, I have figured out that the medallion works, but I have no clue how. It must be some kind of magic, which I know sounds crazy for a man of science to say. I just cannot come up with a rational explanation. Not that I really mind, it’s power is so immense, I don’t really care how it works, just that it does! Every time Anna looks at it she goes into some kind of trance or is under some enchantment. She talks in this weird and creepy, flat emotionless voice. But she will literally do anything I tell her to!

Over the past month, I have managed to transform her from my best friend into my girlfriend. Since the day I found the medallion, I have been using it to have sex with her daily. I slowly made her have sexual dreams about me until I finally confessed my attraction to her and she confessed hers to me. Since then she has been sleeping in my tent and we have been having sex nightly without me having to use the medallion on her. At night, we just have sweet sex since I haven’t gotten her to open up about her kinky desires yet.

But during lunch or over breakfast, I have been using the medallion on her and getting her to tell me about her kinky dreams in explicit detail. I have also been ordering her to have progressively more kinky dreams so that is helping as well. I am trying to push her to the point of wanting to be my 24/7 sex slave. I want her to be willing to do anything and everything I ask with no hesitation.

I am quickly growing bored of the sweet sex we have been having in the evening so I plan to get her to do more tonight. Since we are going home soon, I need to make some changes on her views of the medallion as well. I want her to understand that we need to keep its very existence a secret. I also want her to understand what it does and be totally okay with me using it. That might seem a little crazy, but imagine it! If she is ok with selfishly keeping it for ourselves and using it, she would be totally ok with me using on other women to convince them to join us in bed! I could regularly have not just one but two sexy women submitting to my every desire! It seems like it would be a waste to have something so powerful and just use it on one woman…

Today as we were wrapping up lunch I pulled out the medallion like usual and showed it to her.

“What do you think everyone is going to say about that back home?” She asked in her normal chipper voice then slowly her face went blank, completely emotionless, I had her now.

“Anna meow like a cat.” This was my normal command just to test and ensure that she was under the spell of the medallion, but some days I changed it up just to amuse myself.

“Meow.”

Perfect now I had a lot to cover today, no time to waste. I usually starting by getting her to tell me about her dreams, but today would be different.

“Anna, later today I am going to show you the scroll I found with the medallion. You will not be surprised that I didn’t show it to you until I had been able to translate it. You will also completely believe that I have not tried to use it on you. You will, however, suggest that I do try it on you. Once we discover together that it does in fact work, you will be totally excited at the possibilities after you calm down a little from the shock. You will agree that we can never, ever tell anyone else about it. You will suggest that we could use it to seduce other women into having threesomes with us and maybe even more. You will keep this secret between us for the rest of your life. Do you understand?” I really hoped this worked, it was a lot to ask of her.

“Yes.”

“Good. The whole idea of us being able to use it to control other women will turn you on. You will find yourself imaging lots of fun ways to use it throughout the rest of the day and from now on. You will be so worked up tonight that you will suggest try something new. You will confess that you have never had a guy fuck your ass and you want me to be the first. Do you understand?” I felt myself growing hard thinking about the several times I had already fucked her ass that she just didn’t remember!

“Yes.” Her voice was flat.

“You will love the feeling of me fucking your ass. You will not complain one bit if I get rougher than usual tonight, it will just make you cum harder. You will beg for more. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Perfect, tonight was going to be great. I enjoyed fucking her hard while she was under the medallions control, but I had come to love how much more vocal and responsive she was when she wasn’t. I couldn’t wait to see what she was like tonight.

“Ok Anna, did you have a sexual dream about me last night?”

“Yes.”

“Great, I want you to tell me about it in great detail. When I have heard enough I will say, ‘That was a great lunch.’ At that point you will forget everything that has happened since just before I pulled out the medallion and be free of its control.” I always setup something like this so she would forget everything that had happened. I loved having the power to make her do whatever I wanted and then completely forget it all.

“Ok. In my dream, we were back at home. We had moved in together and things were going great. We had fallen into a routine of me being submissive for you and I loved it. This night I decided to surprise you and waited for you to come home by the door. I was waiting on my knees, completely naked when you walked in. You were so happy to see me being such a good little slave for you.

You leaned down and gave me a kiss and told me that you were very pleased to find me like this. You then ordered me to follow you to the bedroom, on my hands and knees. I crawled behind you, already wet from the anticipation of waiting for you and knowing what a good night it would be. When we got to the bedroom, you closed the door behind me then ordered me to undress you. I wanted so badly to please you, I thought I would surprise you further by doing my best to completely undress you only using my teeth.

Once again you were very happy with my behavior. Once I was done, you ordered me on my knees in front of you and to suck your cock. I happily complied, eager to taste your dick. I worked as hard as I could to do all the things you like and make you happy. After a while you told me to stop and went and got a pair of leather cuffs from the wall. There were all sorts of fun and kinky toys on the wall. You cuffed my hands together and then pulled me to my feet. You led me over to where there was a chain hanging from the ceiling at just the right height and clipped the cuffs to it, stretching my arms up above my head. I could stand on flat feet but just barely.

You then grabbed my legs behind my knees and pulled them up, forcing me to wrap my legs around your waist for support. You then slid an arm around my waist to help support me and used your free hand to guide your rock-hard dick into me. You fucked me hard from the start and for so long I lost all sense of time. When you finally came deep inside me, I orgasmed with you and then woke up.”

The whole time she told this story I just listened silently. I had grown accustomed to her emotionless flat voice while she was under the medallion’s spell. But even with the way she was speaking, I was rock hard by the time she was done. My erection was pressing uncomfortably against the zipper of my shorts.

“Did you masturbate when you woke up?”

“I did.” I had previously ordered to her to this every time she woke up from a sexual dream about me. I loved knowing she had no clue that she was acting on my commands! I wanted to use her now, but we had a lot to accomplish today so I decided to wait. I readjusted myself to hide my erection.

“Good girl. That was a great lunch, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, it was! Well, we still have a lot of packing to do and won’t be able to finish it today, so what do you want to do with the afternoon?” All the emotion had returned to her voice.

“Actually Anna. There is something I want to show you before we get back to work.” I pulled the box that I had found the medallion in out of my pocket.

“That’s the box you found the medallion in. I’ve seen that quite a few times.” She stated sounding confused.

“I know but I hid something from you. I know I should have showed you right away but I just knew you were going to give me some crap for it. There was a scroll with it as well and I couldn’t translate it right away. I already knew you were going to laugh about me not recognizing the symbols on the medallion itself. I didn’t want to admit I would need time to translate the scroll as well. I was embarrassed. But I got it translated finally!” This whole time I looked down at the box and tried my best to look self-conscious and embarrassed. This was all bullshit of course. With the last sentence, I looked up at her sheepishly.

“Oh, Daniel…” she said sympathetically and put her hand on my knee. “You didn’t have to be embarrassed, no one knows everything, and besides you are the most intelligent man I have ever known. I’ve always wished I was as smart as you. And when I laughed about you not knowing everything, it was just a joke, I mean it to be playful when I tease you…”

“Thank you, I know you mean it playfully but I was finding myself attracted to you and I wanted to impress you, you know?” She was buying this act, thank goodness!

“All you have to do to impress me is be yourself…” She said sweetly as she leaned over and pulled me into a deep kiss. I was still turned on and totally made the most of the moment, savoring the kiss for a few minutes. She broke it off and asked, “So, what does it say?”

“Well that is the really weird thing. It says, ‘The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.’ Clearly that suggests it is some sort of magical item, which is crazy right?” I tried my best to sound skeptical.

“That does sound crazy in modern times, but this thing is ancient. Most ancient cultures believed in some form of magic, right? You can’t possibly think it actually works, do you?” She replied.

“I’m extremely skeptical of course. But just think, what if it did hold some weird power? We would be responsible to make sure it doesn’t fall into the hands of the wrong people, wouldn’t we?” I was trying hard not to grin, somehow, I couldn’t help but think I was one of those wrong people and I had no intentions of giving it up, ever. Of course, I could think of much more horrible things that could be done with it than what I had in mind, but still, my intentions were not at all innocent.

“Well that is true. The wrong person could use it to manipulate world leaders or something crazy like that. So, we should try it and see if it works, right? I’ll stare at it and you try commanding me to do stuff. But nothing crazy, just silly stuff!” She said the last part with a giggle, I think she was starting to have naughty thoughts about this whole thing.

“Ok, what have we got to lose right? So just stare at it…” I waited a little bit until her face went blank and I knew she was under. “Anna, meow like a cat.”

“Meow.”

“Anna, jump up and down three times.”

She did as I commanded and I made it no secret I was staring at her tits bouncing the whole time.

“Anna, play with your tits.”

She again did what I said with no hesitation. I watched her with a huge smile on my face as she rubbed her perky boobs through her shirt. After a minute or so, she narrowed in on her now erect nipples. They weren’t the only thing erect, that was for sure! I didn’t want to make her mad so I laughed and put the medallion in my pocket.

“Okay Anna, very funny playing along. You can snap out of it now.”

Her hands dropped to her side as I spoke, a moment later her jaw dropped.

“Oh, my god… How did you, what the, how, huh?” She mumbled softly, looking quite stunned.

“Ha Ha… I don’t know how you did that with a straight face.”

“I didn’t… I mean… Daniel, I had no control over myself, I tried to fight it but I couldn’t.” She stumbled, still looking quite stunned as she sat on the ground. I knelt in front of her and put my hands on her shoulders, trying to be reassuring.

“Wait so you weren’t just putting me on?” I tried to sound surprised and worried even though I knew damn well she had no control and I loved it.

“No, and what were you thinking asking me to play with my boobs like that?” She playfully pushed against my shoulder.

“I thought you were just messing with me, so I thought I would mess with you back and see how far you would take the joke. I didn’t mean anything by it. Honest, I wouldn’t have done that if I knew… I’m so sorry.” I kissed her forehead gently.

“Aww, no it’s ok. It’s not like you haven’t played with them!” she said with a giggle and gave me a quick kiss. “Don’t feel bad, I was just a little freaked out at first. I mean that thing… It’s got some sort of magic! Who would have thought? Actual magic… What the hell are we going to do?”

“Well first, I don’t think we should tell anyone about it, at least for now… I mean, can you imagine the media frenzy and who knows… It belongs in a museum, of course, but the government could seize it! This is huge… Don’t you think?” I was trying to mimic her rambling. I wanted her to think I was having the same reaction as her. Of course, I had known about this for about two months and had been using the medallion on her daily in that time!

“I totally agree. In the wrong hands… But we won’t use it for anything crazy. I mean, what could we possibly use it for?” A small grin crept across her face as she said the last sentence. I just knew she was thinking something naughty. This was going perfectly according to my plan.

“Well yeah, we have no ambitions of world domination or riches.” She broke into a big smile as the word “domination” came out of my mouth. I returned the smile and put an arm around her waist, pulling her into me. “But I can think of some other things I could get you to do with it.” With that I kissed her passionately. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me back.

“You’re bad Daniel.” She laughed.

“And you love it, don’t you?” I said, laughing as well. I quickly moved my hand from her waist down and slapped her ass pretty hard, making her squeal and jerk into me more firmly.

“Yes, I do, what did you have in mind?” she asked coyly.

“Hmm, well you seemed to like me spanking you just now. I could order you to come crawl across my lap and beg me to spank you.” I said with a laugh and smacked her ass again.

“You wouldn’t!” She said and playfully slapped my arm.

“I could order you to strip naked first, if that would be better!” I was laughing hard now but also pretty turned on.

“Hmmmm… Well now you are intriguing me, I like these naughty ideas… When we get back home, we could use it to convince one of my friends to have a threesome with us! I’ve always wanted to try that…” She said with a smirk on her face.

“That sounds amazing… That is something I have always wanted to try as well. We will have to think on that and decide who… In the meantime…” I pulled her into a deep kiss. After a couple of minutes, she broke it off.

“Shouldn’t we get some work done on packing before we do anything naughty though?” She giggled and tried to pull away from me. I pulled her pretty forcefully back into me and kissed her passionately for a few minutes.

“Okay, I guess we can finish packing… But after dinner, we are having some fun!” I laughed and smacked her ass again, softer this time.

“Sounds perfect!” she giggled and kissed me gently.

* * *

By the time dinner rolled around, I was dying to just jump her. It was very hard to be patient and I think that she noticed with how quickly I ate my food. She took her time, seeming to be enjoying making me wait. By the time she was done, I was fidgeting in my chair, I so anxious to get on with the night’s fun!

“In a hurry to do something besides eat Daniel?” she asked with a knowing little smirk on her face.

“You know, I bet if I come over there and spank you again, you will lose the smirk and be in a hurry too!” I said with a laugh as I stood up.

“I do believe that might tempt me!” She giggled as she stood up as well and made her way over to me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss. I didn’t hesitate to spank her like I had suggested. She jumped and squeaked a little.

“Alright, you are coming with me!” I said sternly as I pulled her by the wrist to the tent. Once inside I pulled her into me and started kissing her again. After a couple of moments, I gently pulled her with me as I laid down on our blankets, kissing her the whole time.

I slid my hand up under her shirt and started squeezing one of her breasts through her bra. Her nipples were already nice and firm. I quickly took her nipple between my fingers and began to alternate between squeezing it and rolling it between my fingers. She started to moan softly in response to my touch. I could tell that even if she had been playing coy over dinner, she was just as anxious as I was to get to the main event.

“Take off your shirt and bra.” I said as I tugged up on the bottom of her shirt. She propped herself up on one elbow and quickly took off her shirt and bra. Usually she took her time undressing, trying to look sexy. Tonight, she didn’t bother, knowing I was plenty tempted enough already!

As she laid back down, I didn’t hesitate to fall upon her. I took one breast with my hand and the other I lowered my mouth onto, playing with one nipple and sucking the other gently. She started to moan again, louder this time. As I increased the pressure from my fingers and my mouth, she arched her back a bit, pushing her breasts into me more firmly.

That was all the cue I needed to move on. I let go of her nipple with my hand and trailed my palm gently down her stomach. When my fingertips found the waistband of her shorts I pushed down gently, making them slide not only inside her shorts, but her panties as well. I quickly found her sweet folds and slid a fingertip up and down her moist slit.

“Daniel, I want to try something new tonight…” She whispered so softly I barely heard her. I raised my mouth off her breast and moved up to whisper in her ear. I was already growing hard in anticipation of this moment.

“Oh really, what do you want to try sweetie?” I said softly and then began to lick and kiss her neck up and down trailing between her ear and collarbone. All the while my finger found its way to her clit and began to circle it very gently, getting a loud moan out of her before she could respond.

“I’ve never tried anal and… MMMmmmmm…” Her words were cut off by a moan as I pushed more roughly on her clit as she said the word “anal”. I chuckled a little in response to her moan and kept up that pressure, flicking my fingertip back and force across her clit. “I want you to be my first.”

“I would love that… Get undressed for me baby girl.” I said sweetly in her ear as I gave her clit a few more flicks before pulling my hand free of her shorts. Of course, I already knew what she was going to suggest anal because I had ordered her to suggest it while she was under the entrancement of the medallion earlier that day! I was rock hard by now, her words and wetness on my fingertip making me want more. We both undressed quickly, no pretentions of trying to look appealing during the process.

Once we were both undressed, I used a hand to push on one of her thighs. She didn’t hesitate to respond to my touch, spreading her legs wide open for me. I thought for a moment about eating her juicy pussy but decided I wanted to bury my cock inside her more. I moved into position and used a hand to guide the tip of my cock to her wet slit.

I moved my head up and down her cunt a few times before focusing on her clit. I flicked up and down on her clit with my dick until she moaned loudly a few times. I loved teasing her like this and kept it up until she tried tilting her hips to guide me inside her. I happily gave her what she was so anxious for. I used my hand to slide my tip down her tight opening and thrust hard, burying myself to the hilt in one motion.

“Oh my god Daniel! Uhhhhhhhhhh…” she moaned while arching her back a little and grabbed both my shoulders with a tight grip. I started a fairly quick pace, driving my cock all the way into her and then backing out until just the tip was inside her. It didn’t take very long until she began to dig her fingernails into my shoulders and I could feel her pussy begin to clench around my hard shaft. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me into her. I responded by thrusting harder into her, slamming the tip of my dick into her cervix.

“FFFFuuuuuuuuuuuuccccccckkkk I’m cumming!” She cried out, almost loud enough to be a scream. I pounded her tight pussy as hard as I could, loving feeling her spasm around me. As her orgasm subsided after a minute or two, she relaxed her grip on my shoulders and let her legs untangle and relax, falling spread open.

“God, I love when you cum on my cock…” I said and kissed her deeply for a moment, despite the fact she was still breathing really rapidly. “Roll over, time to explore that tight little ass of yours.” I whispered into her ear while pulling my dick out of her.

I leaned back, giving her room to flip over. She laid on her stomach and I smacked her ass playfully. I thought about giving her another order, but I decided to just grab her under her hips and pull her up and back into me, lifting her up on her knees so her ass was high in the air with her face down in the blankets. She let out a startled gasp then a giggle, she was clearly loving the way I was treating her.

I thrust my dick back into her pussy and pumped it in and out a few times, making sure it was good and lubed up with her sweet cum. I then pulled out and slid the tip up, pushing against her tight little asshole. I had already fucked her ass a few times while she was under the spell of the medallion, but I had made her forget those times. Somehow that made this even more exciting for me. Just the thought of the feeling of her tight ass made my hard cock twitch in anticipation.

“Don’t worry, I’ll go slow and be gentle. Just try to relax and focus on how good it feels. If you tense up, it will hurt more.” I said softly and trying to be reassuring. When we had done this previously, she took me telling her to relax as a command and obeyed instantly. This time she wasn’t being influenced by the medallion so I didn’t know how she would react.

“Okay, I’ll try to stay relaxed.” She said quietly.

I began to push gently into her. I moved in tiny little thrusts, trying to get her body very slowly to open up for me. She was moaning a little at first, then as I got about half my head in, she let out a little squeal as she tensed up. I backed off a bit and gave her a second to relax, then started again. She stayed relaxed and I kept working into her. She was so tight, I knew I wasn’t going to last long once I got all the way in.

“Good girl, open up and let me inside you…” I whispered as my head finally slid inside her completely.

“Oh my god, oh my god, mmmmmmmmm…” she moaned as I started to work my length into her.

“Oh, baby you are so tight…” I said as I keep thrusting more and more of my length into her. Once I was buried to the hilt, I paused for a moment, letting her body adjust to me. Once I began fucking her with long slow strokes, we were both moaning. Her ass was so tight it felt like a vice around my shaft, she was almost too tight, almost. I picked up the pace a little at a time. After a couple of minutes, I was fucking her pretty quickly.

“God, Daniel I’m gonna cum again!! OOOOHHHHhhhhhhhhhh! Please fuck my ass harder! MMMMMMMmmmmmm! Please pound my ass!” she cried out. I smacked her ass firmly and grabbed her by the hips. I started fucking her harder and harder as she screamed in pleasure, her entire body shuttering from the intensity of the orgasm.

“Begging for more huh? You love me pounding your ass, don’t you? MMMmmmm… Cum for me while my cock is deep inside your virgin little ass!” I could feel my balls tightening, her orgasm was pushing me over the edge.

“I’m gonna cum deep in your ass!” I almost yelled. I thrust all the way in her ass and held her roughly by the hips in place as I spurting rope after rope of hot cum inside her. Her orgasm was over by the time I felt like my balls had emptied into her. Knowing I was spent, I playfully thrust into her a few more times then started to pull out of her, smacking her ass right as my head slide out of her.

“AAAAAaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh!” She cried out again and collapsed as I let go of her hips. Apparently, I was holding up more of her weight than I realized! I collapsed next to her and she instantly pulled me into a passionate kiss.

“That was amazing, we need to do that again soon!” She said with a huge smile on her face.

“We can do that and more whenever you want baby girl.” I said and pulled her into me. She snuggled up to me, laying her head on my chest. This is how we usually fell asleep.

“More? I sure can think of more we can try…” She said seductively.

“So can I…” I replied. I thought of many things I wanted to get her to do, and I thought she was doing the same, as we drifted off to sleep.


Medallion of Submission: Book Six
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While on an archaeological dig with my best friend Anna, I discovered something that changed my life. It was a small metal box that contained a gold medallion and a scroll. The scroll read, “The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it.” At first I was extremely skeptical of course. I am a man of science. But the more I thought about all the things, mainly sexual things, I could make Anna do, I just had to try it.

I experimented slowly with the medallion. But I found that not only did it work, but everything I have tried has worked! I can even make Anna forget everything that happened while she is under the spell of the medallion. I used this to fuck her while slowly transitioning her from my best friend to my girlfriend. I asked her all sorts of questions while she was under the enchantment of the medallion and she was always completely honest.

I quickly figured out she was attracted me too but really shy and worried about ruining our friendship. I made her have sexual dreams about me. I then had her dreams get progressively more kinky. I also had her masturbating every time she woke up from a sexual dream about me. This got her wanting me as bad as I wanted her and when I finally made a move, she responded exactly how I wanted her to. She is now my girlfriend and crazy about me.

Now I am working on turning her into my perfect little kinky slut. We left the archaeological dig in the rain forest and are adjusting to life back in the United States. It sucks that we have to go back to our normal lives, but it’s not the life we had before the dig. Anna is now living with me and completely devoted to me.

She also knows about the medallion’s power. I had to explain it to her so she would understand why we were going to keep it a secret. She doesn’t have any clue about how much I have used it on her. She is however open to the idea of us using it on another woman. I planted that thought while she was enchanted of course. So my next goal, a lovely night with two beautiful women under my control, obeying every word I say with no hesitation!

* * *

Anna and I have been back in the United states for two weeks now. It has been a busy time with me working a lot of hours, logging everything we found in the dig and Anna moving in with me. She is all settled in now so this weekend is really the first chance we have had to just relax. She has suggested we just stay home and have some “alone” time. I have other plans though.

Anna’s best female friend is a girl named Tracy. Tracy is incredibly sexy with short black hair, large breasts, and curves in all the right places. I have always had a thing for her, though not nearly as much as for Anna. She helped Anna a lot with moving into my apartment since I was so busy with work. So I’ve convinced Anna to invite her over for dinner tonight to thank her for all her help. Now to plant some seeds in Anna’s mind to help my plan come to fruition. I grabbed the medallion and headed to the living room where Anna was watching TV.

“What are you doing with the medallion, Daniel?” Anna asked as I showed it to her. Within less than a minute, her face went blank and she sat motionless, eyes fixed on the gem in the center of the medallion.

“Anna, meow like a cat.” I ordered her. This was my go-to test just to make sure she was really enchanted by the medallion before starting any serious commands.

“Meow.” She said in a flat way.

“Anna, I am going to ask you some questions. You are going to answer me completely honestly. When I say, ‘When is Tracy going to get here?’ you will snap out of the medallion’s enchantment and forget ever seeing the medallion today and our whole conversation. Do you understand?” This always worked to make her completely forget.

“Yes.”

“Anna, have you ever thought about Tracy in a sexual way?” I asked her.

“Not really, I mean she is gorgeous, anyone can see that. But she is my best friend. That could make our friendship weird or tense or whatever.” She explained. Her voice always took on this flat emotionless tone while enchanted by the medallion. It was weird at first but I had gotten used to it. In fact, I had gotten so used to it that it turned me on now. It meant that she was under my complete control. That turned me on like crazy. I now found that her voice sounding like that made me hard, no matter what she was talking about.

“Anna, would you enjoy having you and Tracy submit to me and serve me sexually?”

“If it didn’t make our friendship weird after the fact. I love pleasing you. I’m sure you would really enjoy it so I would enjoy it.” she answered. Perfect.

“Anna, if I suggested that we use the medallion on Tracy, how would you react?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I like the thought of you using it. But Tracy is my best friend. She would be so upset I think.” Well that wasn’t the answer I was hoping for.

“Anna. From now on, you will have a huge crush on Tracy. You will think you always have had a huge crush on her. When I suggest that we use the medallion on Tracy, you are going to love the idea so much that you will instantly become wet and beg me to do it! Do you understand?” That should “fix” her thinking. I know, I probably should feel guilty for manipulating her with the medallion. But I just can’t help but want to make all my fantasies come true. I have the power to do it thanks to the medallion. I’ve used it so much now, I barely think about what is right or wrong.

“I understand.”

“Anna, how would you react if I suggested we use the medallion to force Tracy to have a threesome with us?” Now to see if my commands had altered her thinking enough.

“I would agree. I love the idea of me and Tracy serving you. I’ve always had a crush on her and would really like for us to put on a show for you and please you however you wanted.” Now that is the response I wanted.

“Anna, when is Tracy going to get here?” I asked her, the seeds were planted.

“She is going to be her about 6. But you know Tracy, she is usually a little late so I have dinner planned to be ready at 6:30 so it should be timed about perfect.” she laughed. Her voice back to normal and a smile coming back to her face.

“Hey hun, I had this thought. What do you think about trying out the medallion on Tracy? Would she be a good choice for our first threesome?” I tried to sound a little nervous. To drive the “anxiety” home a little more I stared at the floor while I asked instead of looking at Anna.

“Oh Daniel, I love that idea. Have I ever told you that I have always had a crush on Tracy? I’ve never said anything to her because I don’t want to mess up our friendship. I don’t even know if she likes women. But, god, the thought of both of us pleasing you turns me on.” She turned and threw a knee over me so she was in my lap, straddling me as she spoke. Hell yes, this is the reaction I wanted. I put my hands on her sides and pulled her into me a bit more.

“Okay, I’m so glad it excites you as much as it excites me. You are so perfect for me.” I kissed her deeply for a minute. “So here is the plan. After dinner, you will tell her that we found this gorgeous gem that she just has to see. I will go get the medallion out of the bedroom and show it to her. Then she will be under its control and I’ll order her to obey me and then forget the whole thing even happened. Sound good?”

“Sounds perfect! Oh my god, tonight is going to be awesome!” She giggled and kissed me again.

“Sweetie, why don’t you be a good girl and give me a blow job before starting to get ready for dinner?” I asked as I kissed at her neck.

“I was hoping you would say that Daniel!” she giggled again and slid off my lap, lowering herself down on her knees in front of me. She immediately started to undo my pants. The whole conversation turned me on so I was already rock-hard as she freed my cock from my pants. I reached up into her hair and pushed gently, guiding her mouth towards me.

She leaned in, extending her tongue, encircling the crown of my dick. She then gracefully slid her lips over the crest of the crown of my cock. Her lips glided down my shaft I until felt my cock touch against back of her mouth. She slowly began to bob on my shaft and her mouth filled with saliva. She made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked my length, sending waves of pleasure from my balls straight to my brain.

She pulled her mouth from my cock with a slight popping sound and lowered her head down to my testicles and licked my shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking me back again into her mouth. I rubbed the top of her head and stroked it as she moved her hands to my hips and began to bounce on my rod increasing her rhythm. She nursed my cock at a steady pace and moaned softly each time the tip of my cock hit the back of her throat. One of her hands lowered from my hip to my balls and began caress them with her fingers. She sucked on me while constantly humming as my long hard cock filled her mouth.

“MMMmmm, that feels so good Anna. You like my dick in your mouth?”

“MMhmm.” She murmured as she continued to service me, swirling her tongue around the head of my cocked tasting the oozing pre-cum, keeping her lips tight around my girth. She sunk her head back onto my cock again, attempting to deepthroat my entire length, but the crown of my dick hit the back of her mouth hard, threatening to gag her.

“Pump my dick with your hand.” I ordered her.

“MMhmm.” She moaned out as she obediently began to work her hand steadily back and forth on my dick with her lips tight around the head. I moaned as I felt my balls and cock flex with excitement.

I breathed heavily and sighed as her mouth rose and fell on my hardness. I reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair on the back of her head and began to guide her head as she worked my thick dick. She moaned and took me deep in her mouth, almost swallowing the head of my cock. I pushed her head down even more on me as I thrust my hips up and buried my dick deep into her throat. I groaned loudly as her eyes shot open in surprise and she coughed. She quickly resisted and moved her head back up my length. She had never deep throated a man before and was afraid to gag. I knew she could do it though, she just needed practice, and I was going to give her that practice!

She didn’t want to disappoint me it seemed, this time she was ready. While she had never taken a cock into her throat, she had been practicing with a toothbrush for some time so her gag reflex wouldn’t trigger as badly, as I commanded her to do. She plunged her mouth down on my cock and back into her hungry mouth, slowly descending her head on my length. She pushed her face tighter against me and as my cock reached her throat, she breathed through her nose as her throat relaxed. She moved her hands around my hips and clasped my ass, pushing me further into her mouth and past the opening to her throat. She swallowed my tip, pulled me all the way into her throat until her lips were tight around the base of my cock. She rested there for a moment before she had to draw back to keep from choking. She took a breath and looked up at me and smiled. She repeated deep throating me, each time she was able to rest her lips at the base, making my cock completely disappear in her mouth. She licked the bottom side of my shaft and top of my balls before she couldn’t handle it anymore and rose back up to breathe. She had never looked so beautiful to me as she did with my entire dick in her mouth. She kept this up until it was making her throat too sore.

“God Anna, you are such a good girl for me.” I moaned as she slid my cock out of her throat for the last time.

She immediately started sucking hard on the head of my cock while stroking up and down my shaft hard and fast. I was so close to cumming, I could feel my balls tightening.

“Swallow for me Anna.”

“MMM mmmm.” She mumbled in response, never letting up on my cock.

I still had a hand in her hair and as I felt my orgasm begin, I shoved her head back down on my cock. She took me as deep as she could while I shot rope after rope of hot cum down her throat. It felt like my orgasm lasted for minutes, I couldn’t believe how hard I was cumming. Finally my balls were empty. By the time I let up, she was gasping for breath, but she hadn’t spilled a single drop.

“That was the best blow job I’ve ever had…” I said between my rapid breaths.

“I’m glad… I’ve been… practicing… for you…” she barely managed to answer. She was beaming with pride though, so happy that she had finally managed to deep throat me. I pulled her into my lap again and cuddled with her until her breathing calmed down.

“I don’t know if you noticed, but I came when you did, that was so incredible.” She whispered in my ear.

“Really? You just love pleasing me don’t you?” I said with a laugh.

“Yes I really do.” She laughed too.

“Good, now get your sexy ass in the kitchen and make dinner.” I said with a laugh and slapped her ass as she stood up and went into the kitchen. I could really get used to this life.

* * *

Sure enough, it was almost 6:30 by the time that Tracy showed up. I found it amusing that Anna knew her so well that she had timed dinner perfectly. Dinner was amazing, Anna was a great cook luckily. The girls chatted animatedly the whole time about anything and everything. Since Anna and I had been gone for months, they had a lot of catching up to do.

I felt a bit out of place in the conversation since I didn’t know most of the people they were talking about from their university. I just kept quiet for the most part and thought about the fun we were going to have. This was going to be a great night. Who would have ever thought that a shy guy like me would end up with both these women in one night? The medallion sure had changed my life and I was loving every second of it.

When we were done eating, we all moved to the living room to be more comfortable and continue chatting. Finally, they started talking about the dig so I had a little bit more to say here and there. The girls were so excited though, it was still hard for me to get a word in, unless one of them asked me a direct question.

“Oh my god, Tracy I almost completely forgot! You have to see this coin we found. It has a gem in the center that is unlike anything I have ever seen. Daniel sweetie, why don’t you go get it so she can see it?” Anna said excitedly. She didn’t seem hesitant at all about what was going to happen once I brought out the medallion.

“Of course, I’ll be right back.” I said and tried to walk casually to the bedroom to get it. I really wanted to just run, the idea becoming reality had me feeling very impatient. I could hear them continue to talk as I walked away.

“WOW! That is so beautiful, do you know what it is Daniel?” Tracy exclaimed as I reentered the living room and went right to her with the medallion at her eye level.

“I have no idea what kind of gem it is still. I’m trying to figure that out.” I explained, waiting for her face to go blank like Anna’s did. Anna was looking up at me the whole time, it seemed like she was trying to avoid looking at it. Sure enough, Tracy’s face went blank after about 30 seconds, just like Anna’s.

“Tracy, meow like a cat three times.” I said.

“Meow, meow, meow.” Her voice was flat just like Anna’s too. I had her under my complete control!

“It’s working! Oh my god, this is awesome!” Anna squealed in delight as she jumped up off the couch and threw her hands around my neck and kissed my cheek roughly.

“Ok we should ask her some questions first, let me take the lead sweetie. Tracy, I am going to ask you a series of questions. I want you to be completely honest with me, okay?” I asked.

“Ok.”

“Tracy, have you ever been intimate with a woman?” Anna stayed by my side, her arm around my waist. She was staring at Tracy with awe. She knew the medallion worked but she had never really seen it work like this.

“Yes.”

“Tell me about it Tracy.” I should have been more specific, when under the enchantment of the medallion, they took everything quite literally. Which was good but I had to be sure to ask open-ended questions or I would just get a yes or no.

“There was a girl in high school that I was close to. We were both curious and fooled around quite a few drunken nights. She is the only girl I’ve ever done anything with.” Her voice was monotone and her face emotionless. I had gotten used to this from Anna but Anna was open jawed and speechless. That worked well because I didn’t want her to interrupt.

“Tracy, have you ever thought about other women and if so who and how?” I hoped that would get a good explanation out of her.

“Yes I have always liked women too. I think about a lot of them. I even think about Anna sometimes, she is so beautiful. I missed her so much while you guys were gone, I kept having dreams about her. They started out innocent, but as time went on, they started to become naughty. I dreamed about her bathing in a gorgeous waterfall in the rain forest. Her red hair shining in the sun. Then I striped down and joined her in the water. We made out and washed each other’s bodies. It was really sexy.”

By now Anna was really shocked. She had gone from having her mouth slightly open to now completely open and her eyes were huge. Her nails dug into my side harder and harder as Tracy spoke. I looked down at her, she was so adorable.

“Need something to fill that mouth of yours, again, Anna?” I laughed hard. That snapped her out of it a bit, at least enough to giggle and then close her mouth.

“Tracy, if you had the chance to sleep with Anna and me, would you do it?” Damn I was getting hard and apparently losing the ability to think through my questions. Oh well. The time for talking was almost over anyway.

“Yes but I would worry about the long term consequences on our friendship.”

“Tracy, tonight you are going to have a threesome with Anna and me. You are both going to be submissive to me and obey my every command. You won’t question the long term. You know the long term will be ok because Anna wants this as bad as you do. You both want to please each other and me. When I put the medallion away, you are going to forget this whole conversation but you will obey the orders I have given you. Anna is going to kiss you and you will be so happy that this is finally happening that you will go along. Do you understand?” I was always a little nervous when I gave long commands, but so far, I had no problem getting Anna to obey complex orders so I really hoped that Tracy was the same way. She was intelligent too so I was pretty sure it would be ok.

“I understand.” She stated flatly.

“Ok Anna, you ready? Go sit on the couch really close to her.” I was rock hard now, this was going to be one of the greatest nights of my life.

“I’m ready!” She squealed and then giggled as she sat back down. I put the medallion back in my pocket and waited anxiously.

“I wonder if it’s a new kind of gem that no one has ever seen? That would make you famous, wouldn’t it?” Tracy said, all the normal emotion returning to her voice and facial expression.

Right on cue, Anna didn’t even give me a chance to respond, she reached up and took Tracy’s chin in her hand. She turned Tracy towards her and kissed her passionately. Tracy acted as though this was completely normal and just instantly started kissing her back. I took a seat on my recliner across from them. I was feeling like having them put on a good show for a while.

Their kiss deepened as their tongues began to explore each other’s mouths. This was definitely going to have to become more than a one-time thing. I was so damn turned on I began to stroke my hard cock over the material of my pants.

Anna began to explore Tracy’s body with her hands while still kissing her. It didn’t take long before both girls were playing with each other’s tits over their clothes.

“I think you girls are wearing to much clothes.” I stated but Anna knew that I meant it as an order.

“Yes Master.” She said with a huge smile on face.

“Ooohhhhh you call him Master huh? That is hot! Can I call you Master too Daniel?” Tracy said as she started to lift the hem of Anna’s shirt.

“I would love that.” I told Tracy as I continued to just watch and rub myself slowly.

The girls took turns taking off each other’s shirts. Tracy leaned back in to kiss Anna some more and Anna didn’t hesitate to wrap her arms around her and unclasp her bra in the back. She slid the straps down Tracy’s arms, pulled the bra off and setting Tracy’s large tits free. Tracy followed her lead and removed Anna’s bra as well.

I felt like it was surreal as I watched these gorgeous women make out and play with each other’s tits. It was like watching porn on suck a big screen that I couldn’t see the edges. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

It wasn’t long and Anna broke off their kiss to take one of Tracy’s nipples in her mouth. Tracy in turn moved one of her hands between Anna’s legs and began rubbing her sweet pussy through her jeans.

“Anna, you are both wearing too much clothes still, don’t you think?” I suggested.

“Of course Master!” She said with a giggle and then began to undo Tracy’s jeans. Tracy lifted her hips to allow Anna to slide her jeans off. Anna wasn’t wasting any time and pulled her panties down with her pants. Anna then returned her mouth to Tracy’s nipple and sucked it hard while pulling off her own jeans and panties.

“MMMmmm.” Tracy let out a moan.

I knew that I should just let their show drag on for as long as possible, but I was so damn turned on that I wanted in the action. It wasn’t like this was the only chance I had for a threesome with these two. The medallion ensured that I could have a threesome with them whenever I wanted!

“I think it is time you girls come over here and suck my dick.” I said as I began unbuttoning my pants and sliding them and my boxers off.

“Yes Master.” Both girls replied. God damn, I could really get used to hearing that in stereo from these two hotties!

“Now share nicely you two.” I said with a chuckle as both girls kneeled down in front of me.

They both laughed and got to work. Anna went straight for my cock and began stroking it with a firm grip as she brought her head down and began licking the underside of my cock from the tip to my balls. Tracy following her lead began caressing my balls and licking them. I put my hands behind my head and just took in the wonderful view while the girls pleased me.

Anna then took the head of my dick in her mouth and started to bob her head up and down, working more and more of my length into her mouth. She let go my shaft and moved her hands to my hips, really setting a fast pace. Tracy all the while continued to lick and then suck on my balls. The pleasure was amazing and coursed from my crotch all through my body. I let them carry on this way for a few minutes before interrupting them.

“Fuck that feels good girls. Now be good and share Anna.” I commanded.

With another giggle, she backed off and let Tracy begin to work on sucking my cock while Anna took her place at my balls.

“Good girls.” I praised them with another slight chuckle. Again, I let them just go to town for another few minutes while I just sat back and watched my dick vanish into Tracy’s mouth.

“Alright, Tracy go sit sideways on the couch with your legs spread. Anna, you get on your hands and knees facing her. You are gonna eat her pussy while I fuck you from behind.” I commanded them both.

“Yes Master.” I heard again in stereo from both girls.

They quickly moved and I watched Anna begin to lick Tracy’s wet slit for a moment before getting on the couch behind her. I knew by now Anna would be dripping wet so I didn’t hesitate to guide my dick to her sweet opening with my hand and then thrust hard, burying myself to the hilt.

“MMMMmmmm.” She let out a moan as I began to set a fairly rapid pace. Tracy was beginning to moan as well.

I worked up to a hard and fast pace, holding Anna by the hips. I was pounding her hard enough that she was having a hard time keeping her mouth in place on Tracy. She slipped one finger inside Tracy and finger fucked her fast, matching my pace, all the while sucking and licking her clit.

It didn’t take long before both girls were getting near climax. Anna added a second finger inside Tracy and she responded by grabbing Anna’s hair, grinding against Anna’s fingers and face. I could feel Anna beginning to spasm a little around me. I knew she was getting close, so I gave her everything I had, pounding her with all my strength. I wondered who was going to cum first.

Tracy came first, letting out a loud scream of pleasure as she threw her head back and ground her pussy against Anna. A few moments later, it was Anna’s turn. I watched in awe as both girls shook in pleasure and the sound of their moans filled the room. I kept up my pace until Anna’s orgasm subsided.

“Time to switch places girls.” I commanded as I slowed my pace then withdrew from Anna and smacked her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. She yelped and then laughed as she switched places with Tracy.

I was a bit more patient with Tracy, entering her slowly and gradually working up my pace. Watching the girls both cum had gotten me close to edge so I wanted to give myself a little bit so I could hopefully get them both to cum again before I did.

Tracy was so turned on, she didn’t ease into Anna. She immediately started working two fingers inside her while licking and sucking her clit. Anna gasped in pleasure and started rocking her hips to meet the thrusts of Tracy’s fingers. Watching Anna and listening to her moans was bringing me closer to the edge again.

I sped up and grabbed Tracy by the hips like I had with Anna. The way these two were acting, it wouldn’t be long before they were both cumming again.

“Fuck yes… MMMMmmmm… Just like that…” Anna cried out while running one hand through Tracy’s hair and the other was pinching one of her nipples. It looked like she was pinching it pretty hard, I felt my balls begin to tighten a bit at the sight. I was pleased to see her adding some pain to her pleasure, she was turning out to be the naughty little girl of my dreams.

I felt Tracy start to spasm in response to Anna’s words. I really hoped I could hold out long enough. Tracy began to cum and her moaning loudly while still sucking on Anna’s clit pushed Anna over the edge too. Again, I watched both girls spasm in orgasm. I remember clearly thinking I was the luckiest guy alive at that moment in time.

Once they both started to calm down, I slowed my pace thrusting in and out of Tracy. I was so close I knew I couldn’t hold off much longer.

“I’m gonna cum too, come kneel in front of my you two.” I said as I pulled out of Tracy.

Both girls moved quickly and I turned a bit so I was facing them, jacking myself off.

“Open wide.” I said with a laugh right before I started to cum.

They both listened and I tried to aim, shooting rope after rope of hot cum into their mouths and on their faces. I kept going until I knew my balls were empty then I watch as both girls swallowed without being told. I collapsed back against the couch watching them both wipe the cum from around their mouth then licking it off their fingers.

They then both joined me on the couch and cuddled up against me. Yup, I am the luckiest guy alive.


Medallion of Submission: Book Seven
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While on an archaeological dig with my best friend Anna, I discovered something that changed my life. It was a small metal box that contained a gold medallion and a scroll. The scroll read, “The Medallion of Submission. She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of I who holds it.” At first I was extremely skeptical of course. I am a man of science. But the more I thought about all the things, mainly sexual things, I could make Anna do, I just had to try it.

I experimented slowly with the medallion. But I found that not only did it work, but everything I have tried has worked! I can even make Anna forget everything that happened while she is under the spell of the medallion. I used this to fuck her while slowly transitioning her from my best friend to my girlfriend. I asked her all sorts of questions while she was under the enchantment of the medallion and she was always completely honest.

I quickly figured out she was attracted me too but really shy and worried about ruining our friendship. I made her have sexual dreams about me. I then had her dreams get progressively more kinky. I also had her masturbating every time she woke up from a sexual dream about me. This got her wanting me as bad as I wanted her and when I finally made a move, she responded exactly how I wanted her to. She is now my girlfriend and crazy about me.

Now I am working on turning her into my perfect little kinky slut. We left the archaeological dig in the rain forest and are adjusting to life back in the United States. It sucks that we have to go back to our normal lives, but it’s not the life we had before the dig. Anna is now living with me and completely devoted to me.

She also knows about the medallion’s power. I had to explain it to her so she would understand why we were going to keep it a secret. She doesn’t have any clue about how much I have used it on her. She is however open to the idea of us using it on another woman. I planted that thought while she was enchanted of course. So, I had Anna invite her sexy friend Tracy over a couple of weeks ago. We had a lovely dinner and then I used the medallion on Tracy to convince her to have a threesome with us. It was an amazing time, getting to watch them please each other and having them take turn sucking my dick. Of course, I fucked them both and ended the evening by cumming in both their mouths and on their faces.

I was eager to repeat such a fun evening but Tracy has been out of town for a business trip. So, in the meantime, I have been just enjoying making Anna do more and more kinky things. Tonight, I have something special planned for her!

* * *

I have been working on turning a spare room into a play dungeon for Anna and me. She knows I’m up to something in there but I keep the door locked and told her it is a surprise for her so she needs to stay out until it is done! So far, she has been a good girl and listened to me and stayed out.

Tonight, I was ready to do the big reveal! I’ve gotten a few whips and paddles and have them hanging on the walls. I had also gotten a simple spanking bench that I could cuff Anna to. It was at just about the right height for me to fuck after I got done spanking her. I had also moved a chest of drawers in there and had begun to fill it with all sorts of sexy toys. She had no clue I had gotten any of this stuff into the apartment. I had been careful bring stuff home when I knew she wasn’t there and dispose of all the packing materials as well before she got home.

She made us a delicious dinner and I tried to focus on the small talk she was making. I was having a hard time because I was hard, my mind kept drifting to the play room and the fun we would be having after dinner. She didn’t seem to notice so I must have been doing a good enough job faking interest!

“That was delicious as always Anna. I’m so lucky to have a beautiful girl that can cook too!” I said with a big smile.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, let me clear the table. So, did you have anything you wanted to do tonight?” She said as she stood and began gathering the plates and silverware.

“You.” I said with a laugh.

“That is always a wonderful plan.” She walked around the table to me and gave me a kiss before heading into the kitchen. I sat back and just watched her hips sway, waiting for her to return.

“Shall we head to the bedroom?” She said with a giggle as she walked back into the room, having just put the dishes in the sink quickly in her anticipation of finding out my plans.

“You head to the bedroom, strip down naked and then come back out here.” I said in a commanding tone.

“Yes Master.” She said with a huge smile, she leaned down and gave me another quick kiss before practically skipping off to the bedroom. I loved when she got excited like this. She knew I was up to something and she was eager to please me.

As I waited for her, I pondered the changes in our relationship since I found the medallion. I had transformed her into obedient little slave. She would now orgasm every time I did, even if I was just leaning back and watching her give me head without even touching her. That was thanks to the commands I have given her while under the spell of the medallion. A few days ago, I had commanded her to start having dreams specifically about me taking a whip to her tight little ass.

This is usually how I got her warmed up to ideas. I didn’t want to use the medallion to make her do something she didn’t want to do. I wanted to use it to make her want what I wanted!

So tonight, I expected that she would be excited to see the play room. There were other things I wanted to get for in there, but I wanted to build it up slowly, allowing her to get used to each new thing over time. She had never even had anal sex when I started fucking her. She was adventurous at least and wanted to try new things. I was just making sure she liked the things that I wanted to do.

She surprised me by coming out of the bedroom on her hands and knees. She crawled down the hall and into the dining room where I still sat. I reminded me of the first time I saw her crawl, she had been under the spell of the medallion at the time. I was so pleased to see she was now doing it without even being told.

“Well aren’t you a good pet. You always seem to know exactly what I want. Are you ready for a big surprise tonight?” I knew the smile on my face was huge, it mirrored the bulge pressing against the zipper of my slacks.

“I always try to please you Master and I always love your surprises!” Her smile was huge too, tonight was going to be a good night. I pulled a black silk blindfold out of my pocket.

“Come kneel in front of me so I can tie this on you.” I commanded.

She didn’t hesitate to crawl closer as I turned in my chair so I was sitting sideways, giving her a place to kneel in front of me. She got into position and kept her head down slightly, avoiding looking at me. She looked so beautiful that I could help but just sit and stare for a minute or two.

I then reached out and wrapped the silk blindfold around her head. I tied it gently behind her head and then adjusted it in the front to make sure she couldn’t see. I tightened it to make sure that it wasn’t going anywhere.

“How many fingers am I holding up?” Instead of actually holding up any fingers, I shoved my hand towards her face quickly to see if she would flinch.

“I have no idea Master.” She replied and she didn’t flinch in response to my hand in her face so clearly, she couldn’t see.

“Perfect, I’ll lead you. Stand up.” I commanded her.

She stood up gracefully and I grabbed her elbow and began to lead her. I thought I would tease her a bit so I walked her in tons of circles all over the apartment until she was totally disoriented and then finally took her into the play room. I quietly closed the door behind me.

“Kneel back down.” I commanded her.

I waited a minute or two and just watched her fidget a bit from side to side. She was behaving so well, just waiting on me. She was also getting excited and was anxious to find out what I was up to.

I finally reached down and very slowly undid the blindfold. She blinked a few times rapidly, her eyes adjusting to the light again.

“Oh Master! You have been making us a dungeon!” She exclaimed, smiling as she looked around the room.

“I have, I take it you like it?” I asked.

“Yes Master, very much so!” She sounded excited like a child getting a present. I stroked her cheek then grabbed her chin, turning her head so she was looking up at me.

“Up on your feet.” I barked at her and pulled at her chin. I usually wouldn’t speak so roughly to a woman, but I knew she liked it and truthfully, I did too.

Once she was standing, I headed to the corner with the spanking bench without saying a word. She followed me obediently without needing to be commanded. There were leather cuffs already clipped into position at that hung open.

“Face the wall and get into position.” I barked at her. She flinched a tad and then quickly did as I told her to. She kneeled on the bench and tried to get her ankles as close to lined up as she could. Then she adjusted her arms, lining her wrists up with the empty cuffs.

I roughly strapped her ankles and wrists in, pulling hard to ensure she had no wiggle room at all. She let out a little gasp each time I pulled a strap tight and then instinctively tested the restraint. She twisted and pulled with her limbs but wasn’t going anywhere. Each time I paused to watch her struggle against the restraints. I couldn’t help but notice that I was getting rock hard from watching her struggle and the sound of the metal clips clanging. Once she was completely restrained, I began to wander about the room, looking for today’s toys.

She was restrained facing the wall, unable to see what I was doing. I thought about dragging it out and teasing her, making lots of noise during the process but decided against it. I selected a long flogger off the wall and then headed to the chest of drawers that contained toys. I opened the drawer with the vibrators and choose a wireless bullet that had a remote control.

I walked back over to her and put the handle of the flogger in my back pocket. I also stashed the bullet and it’s remote in a front pocket. I then grabbed her hips on either side and pulled them back towards me roughly. She didn’t resist, sticking her ass out as far as she could the way she was restrained.

This gave me a much better angle to reach her sweet pussy. Holding her in place with one hand still on her hip, I took a fingertip and slid it up and down her slit with feather-light pressure. She was already wet, she really loved being restrained it seemed.

“Since you have been so good tonight, I thought I would give you some pleasure with your punishment.” I said in a suggestive way. While I was talking, I found her sweet entrance with my finger and thrust it inside her.

“Thank you Master!’ She cried out as I set a fairly quick pace. I added a second finger, wanting to make sure she was ready for the bullet. She was moaning loudly, clearly loving getting some pleasure when she had been expecting punishment. I fucked her with my hand until she was close to cumming, the first time I felt the tell-tale clenching of her cunt, I pulled my fingers out.

“Not quite yet, pet.” I chuckled and waited a moment for her breathing to calm down. She didn’t protest my denial of her orgasm, she knew it would do no good. Once she calmed down a bit, I took the bullet out of my pocket. I rubbed her clit with it in a circular motion causing her to gasp and begin moaning again. After a little teasing, I slid it inside her completely in one movement.

“MMMMMMmmmmmmmmmmmm.” She moaned as it entered her. I backed away and watched her for a bit. It didn’t take long before she was squirming a tad, turned on by having something inside her but wanting more. I chuckled as I pressed the button on the remote, turning the bullet on its lowest setting.

“Thank you Master!” She moaned as she felt the vibration start.

I then picked up the flogger and shook it out a bit. I watched her clench her hands in response to the noise. Interesting, she must recognize the sound I thought. I wondered if she recognized it from watching kinky porn? I would have to ask her about that sometime.

I reached out with the flogger, teasing her with it. I held it high so the tips grazed her back, moving up and down until I got a soft moan out of her. I then teased lower and lower until I was dragging it back and forth across her ass. She was fidgeting a bit and continuing to moan as I took my time. She let out a slight little groan of frustration as I pulled it back and waited a moment.

Then I began to swing the flogger landing moderate blows, back and forth across her round ass. She moaned a little each it landed. I picked up the pace and the strength of the stroked until her moans started to sound more like squeals of pain. Her ass was bright red at this point from the lashes of the flogger. I reached into my pocket and pressed the button on the remote for bullet that was still inside her, turning it up to its highest setting.

She let out an intense moan for a moment, until I started again with the flogger. She squealed in surprise as I swung the flogger gently with an upward motion against her wet pussy. I waited about five seconds and then brought it against her cunt again. I kept up this pace for a couple of minutes. Finally, I thought she had enough and I left the flogger fall to the ground.

I rubbed her ass cheeks in a circular motion with both hands, trying to lessen the stinging she was feeling. I then rubbed the outer lips of her pussy in the same way. I hooked a finger through the loop attached to the bullet and yanked it out her, causing her to moan loudly. She then whimpered as she heard me undo my belt buckle followed by the unzipping of my pants. I let my pants and boxers fall to my ankles, not bothering to take them or my boots off.

I gripped the base of my dick and guided it to her wet tight little pussy. I slid it up and down her slit a few times then found her entrance and entered her completely with one quick thrust. She arched her back as much as she could with the restraints, moaning as I entered her. I gripped her hips with both hands and started long thrusts, pulling back until just the tip was in her before slamming my full length back into her. I went teasingly slow at first but ramped up the speed quickly.

Before long I was pounding her hard, my body slapping against her sore ass, driving her to the brink of an explosive orgasm.

“Please can I cum, Master?” She screamed out.

“Yes, cum all over my dick!” I ordered her with a stern tone of voice.

She screamed in pleasure as I felt her pussy clench around my hard cock while she shook from the intensity of her orgasm. When her body started to calm down a little, I spanked her ass hard. This cut off her moaning as it turned into a squeal from the pain. Her pussy continued to spasm around me as she finished her orgasm.

I slowed my pace for a little while after she calmed down then ramped back up the speed again until she came again. Again, as she orgasmed, I spanked her hard, loving her little squeals and loud moans. Once she calmed down, I pulled out and positioned the tip of my dick at the tight little bud of her asshole and pushed.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, relax and it won’t hurt as bad.”

“Yes Master.” I could feel her body relax a little at my command. I began tiny short thrusts to work the head of my cock into her ass. It didn’t take that long with her relaxed before my head slipped inside her. We both let out a loud moan. Her ass was so tight, I paused for a moment to let her body adjust to my girth. Then resuming my short thrusts, now working my entire length into her. She was moaning like crazy as I finally got himself buried to the hilt in her.

Now I began much longer thrusts, pulling my dick back until only the head was inside her before filling her completely again. I started slow, it felt so good I wanted to cum but I was trying hard to hold back. Still gripping her hips, I picked up the pace until my body was slapping against her ass while I pounded her tight little ass hard. Her orgasms were coming so quick, I completely lost track of them. I could feel my balls tightening as her body was spasming around me, each time she came brought me close to the edge.

When she came, I spanked her harder and harder. Her ass was dark red by the time I couldn’t hold back any longer. I spanked her roughly a few times then pulled her into me by the hips as much as I could, burying himself as deep as possible inside her ass. I shot burst after burst of hot cum deep inside her ass. When I felt like I was finally spent, I gave her a few more thrusts and then pulled out of her.

I watched her squirming a bit as I caught my breath and got my pants back on. I then unbuckled her and helped her stand up. Her legs were a bit shaky still so I scooped her up in my arms and took her to the bedroom. I laid her on the bed then got undressed and joined her. She immediately curled up against me, laying her head on my chest.

“Was that as fun as you thought it would be?” I asked her.

“No, it was even better than I dreamed!” She answered with a giggle.

“I have some more ideas for additions to the playroom. What do you think about inviting Tracy over soon and taking her in there?”

“I’d love that!” she answered.

“You are such a naughty little thing, set it up with her and let me know when.” I said as I pulled her into a kiss and then we drifted off to sleep.


Meeting the Prince

[image: ]

One

Wenna.

“Becca, you can’t be serious…” I’m almost angry enough to end the call without so much as saying goodbye.

“Listen, hun, you’ll do fine. I’ve set it all up. You just have to show up and look good for your new man,” I can just see that smug smile on Becca’s face. God, I hate her right now. But really, that’s a complete lie. I love that girl with all my heart.

“You know I don’t like blind dates, though. Why would you do this to me?”

“Wenna, relax. He’s a nice guy. You’ll have a good time. It’s been four years since Mark…” She pauses. I assume she’s not sure if she should carry on with that line of conversation but ends up doing it anyway, “Died. You need to start looking again and who better to set you up than your bestie? You know I wouldn’t have if I didn’t think you would like him.”

“I’ll start looking for a guy when I’m ready,” I’m busy in the kitchen, cleaning a pot I used for dinner earlier this evening. It’s while I’m scrubbing away at the pot that I realize, maybe Becca’s right. It has been a long time since I played the field. I can hear the whining screech of joy already, “But fine, I’ll go on the date with your mystery man. He better not be some creep though. I’ve had my fair share of those on blind dates before.”

“Trust me, you’re going to love him. Maybe if things go well for you two, Eric and I will be double dating again,” I roll my eyes. There’s nothing else to do in this situation, “So just meet him at the Bistro at nine tomorrow. Put on that black number.”

“What? Which black number?”

“You know the one,” I do. I know exactly which one. She’s been rifling through my closet again, “I gotta go, love you, bye.”

Just like that she’s gone. I know I won’t hear back from her now until after I’ve gone on the date. Becca knows I’ll definitely back out somewhere between now and the time it gets close to meeting this mystery man if she gives me the chance. Ignoring my calls until after the date just ensures I can’t cancel. She drives me nuts but I know she had good intentions.

I will admit though, there are tingles of excitement deep in the pit of my stomach. I feel just a tiny bit of excitement, maybe this whole thing won’t turn out too bad.

Two

Phillip.

“Look, she’s a good looking girl, with an ass that just won’t quit. How can you say no to that?” Erik looks at me as if that’s really something I’ve ever cared for. I mean attractive women are nice to look at, but there really was much more to a person than their body.

“This one of Rebecca’s friends? Another one of those desperate housewife types that can’t escape the mundanity of their own lives?” We’re sitting in a coffee shop. Eric should be in the office. I should be behind my desk, writing. Neither one of us are where we’re supposed to be so who can blame the other, right?

“No, man. She’s a good friend of ours. Really good. She’s gone through some rough stuff but I think she’s getting better now. Things are looking up for her and all that,” I contemplate, well at least it isn’t some random woman he knows nothing about other than how round her ass is.

“Where am I taking her?” I ask, hesitantly.

“The Bistro. The one on…”

“Yeah, I know the one. Don’t worry about it,” I sip my cappuccino.

“Right, good. Then enjoy that. I’ve gotta go back to the office,” All of a sudden Eric’s in a rush to get to work? Now I know I’ve been duped into something I’m definitely going to regret.

“Yeah, I should probably get back to work too,” I slide my laptop out of its covering and open it up.

“Like you have ever worked a day in your life…” He teases, throwing some bills onto the table to cover his lunch before disappearing out the coffee shop.

What have I just done?

Three

Wenna.

“You’ve got to understand, I don’t usually do these things. I’m sorry. I have to go,” I got to the Bistro early. While waiting for my blind date, I decided to head off to the lady’s room and rehearse my monologue for my departure. He doesn’t know me and I don’t know him. No harm will come of it apart a few bucks for cab fare, unless he drives. Then a few bucks for gas.

I’m worried, really, I am. What if he doesn’t show up? Just because I plan on canceling the date doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel special for that one second that he ends up seeing me in the black dress Becca demanded I wear. A black dress, low cut, exposing just enough leg and cleavage to show there’s something to be desired but not enough to make him think I look like a whore. Yes, she was right. I look at myself in the mirror. I spent a while on my hair and make-up too. My hair looks beautiful tonight. The slight, wavy curls that brush down my back. The dark eyes and red lips all complimented with the other assorted shades of my makeup kit.

Why did I put so much effort into something I really didn’t want to be a part of? Or maybe I did want to be a part of it. Maybe Becca’s right. Maybe I should get over what happened with Mark but how can I? He was my first true love. Gone too soon.

I feel the tears welling up in my eyes. I have to stop the thoughts before I cry. I do and gently wipe away whatever residue of a tear may have been left and make my way back to my table and to my surprise, someone is sitting there.

Even from his seated position, I can see beneath that blazer is a well-built man. A well-built man with beautiful olive skin, a strong jawline and his eyes. Those beautiful golden orbs, “I…” I stammer, “I think you might have the wrong table.”

“Oh sorry,” He apologizes, getting up quickly, “Are you with your husband?”

I smile, “No. I’m actually here waiting on a blind date.”

He returns a dashing smile, “Wenna Johns?” He asks, “I’m Phillip Stormy. I’m friends with Rebecca and Eric.”

“Oh my God,” I whisper to myself. I’m sure he heard it.

“No, just me.” He chuckles softly.

He pulls my chair out for me and I graciously accept.

“You are truly stunning,” His compliment brings a rosy hue to my cheeks.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I reply with instant regret.

Phillip doesn’t seem to mind. He laughs it off and calls over a waiter, “A bottle of your finest champagne. A lady like this deserves only the best.”

I can already tell this is going to be a wonderful evening but it’s in that thought that I notice the conversation dull down. His eyes take me in and mine drift over him. I can’t help but smile. I’m by no means a piece of meat, though, so should I feel displeased that his eyes linger lower than my line of sight?

The bottle of champagne comes, Phillip pours a flute full for me and then himself, “So you’re a writer?” I try make small talk. He’s handsome. This, to some degree puts my mind at ease that he should be less of a creep than some of the last guys Becca set me up with.

“Yeah, I write. You much of a reader?”

“Not really,” I chuckle, “More just a movie and TV show buff,” I tease. He smiles.

“I have to be honest with you,” Immediately something in Phillip has changed, “I’m not going to be able to stay long tonight.”

Maybe it was my small talk.

“So, you’re ditching me?” I feel crushed and rejected, why couldn’t I have just said that I read? Dumb move, Wenna.

“No. By no means. In fact, I think you’re a fantastic young lady and I hope to see more of you. Just, my father is ill. I need to visit him. Eric chose the worst time to arrange this.”

I’m not sure if he’s lying or not but I don’t let it get me down further than it has.

“Then I understand. Go, be with your family but here’s my number,” I pull a pen and paper from my bag and write my cell phone number down, “If you’re not joking, or whatever.”

Phillip pockets my number and stands up, taking my hand from across the table, “We have the same friend circle. It would be… Awkward if I didn’t get back to you,” His smile melts away my insecurities.

This could be trouble, he was far more attractive and charming than I was expecting. I felt a flutter in my stomach, I really hope he is telling the truth.

Four

Phillip.

I enter my father’s home with caution. He has always been skittish and now that he grows older, he can barely tell friend from foe. Mother was his anchor and after her passing, he fell into a downward spiral mentally.

He is by no means a bad man. The herbalists predict he has succumb to some form of delirium but I know that if he just got out of the stubborn rut of not leaving the pack grounds, the doctors in the outlands would be able to diagnose him. Sadly, this day will never come. He is too old, too set in his ways. He has no need for human medicine.

It’s not every day that he’s all too bad either. Some days he’s the same alpha we have all come to love and respect, it’s on the dark days that he slips between the veils of sanity.

“Son, come up here,” His call is enough for me to have placed which state he’s in.

Through the entry hall, I make my way up the staircase. My senses are overwhelmed by the sheer amount of people that are in my father’s home. They all seek his guidance in the clarity.

He lies in his bed, covered in the most luxurious fabrics his disciples could find. The room itself is dark, hiding the desk, dressers and other various ornaments that generally lay scattered about a bedroom.

“Father,” I bow. He is royalty among our kind. One always keeps to tradition when the underlings are about.

“My son. In this moment of brief insight, I must ask, have you found your bride?” His words are weak.

“Not yet, father. I do believe I am close now and then the ritual may commence,” I push past whoever is in my way and kneel at the alpha’s bed, cupping one hand in both of mine.

“And not a moment too soon. You know what trials our people face with the Helios clan,” In the darkness his golden eyes flash. Mine reciprocate. “Yes. Yes. Leave me now. I am weak, my boy. The others must go too,” I raise.

“You heard your leader. Let us leave,” I lead the hordes that have piled into my father’s room, down the hallway where at the end of the hall, near my old bedroom, a picture of myself, my mother, my father and sister stand together.

Oh, how I miss them.

Five

Phillip.

In all honesty, I thought that my disappearing act a few nights back will have sent Wenna Johns packing, yet, there she sits among the hordes of people that filed into the bistro. Alone. Patient. Waiting in plain sight, like a deer stalked by a lion.

The Bistro is beautiful. It’s an artful setting, lending beautifully to its old fifties feel. Waiters and waitresses by the dozen dressed in their old looking clothing, tables set up as if a fifties gang owned club and a few other knickknacks bringing home the feel of an era long forgotten.

There may not be a lot said about the hipster community but bringing to life beautiful, unique establishments, they do well.

Again, she’s dressed in a beautiful dress. Much like the previous one; a low-cut dress with a plunging neckline amplifying all she has to offer.

And how glorious what she had to offer was.

I sit opposite her. Her green eyes staring into mine. A small smile creeps at the corner of her lips, “You’re late,” She teases.

“I had to go home and change. I don’t think a classy joint like this would take kindly to board shorts and sandals,” I wonder, as we look deep into one another’s eyes, does she know the danger she’s in? Of course not.

That just makes the game all the more fun…

* * *

Dinner came and went, with a dessert to follow and good company between myself and Wenna. She’s attractive, smart and has a wicked sense of humor. If I didn’t tread carefully, I would say that there was a chance she may be more to me than just another conquest.

“Thank you for a wonderful evening,” She says, her hands clasped in mine, the gap between us from the table, almost non-existent.

“No, thank you for coming. I honestly didn’t think you would,” In some way I always knew she would. She’s the kind of girl that seems to thrive off this kind of attention. The kind that follows only a select few around. Where no matter where they look, they end up landing in some dangerous situation, one way or another.

“And look, you’ve officially made it the whole way to the end of the night,” The bill comes. Last time we met here, I had to pay it on my way out. There was no doubt that she would poke fun at it. Another quirk, I find rather… Endearing.

“Well there must be something about you that’s good enough to stick around for,” I break our contact and pay the bill, leaning back in my seat. I can’t grow too attached and knowing myself, it’s not something I wouldn’t accomplish, “Or maybe it’s just the desserts.”

She chuckles.

We get up and begin making our way out of the restaurant. When we step outside, I slip a hand around her waist, hand caressing her side. She’s enjoying it. We walk down a long street to a corner where I hail her a cab. My hand slips down her waist, for a firm squeeze of her rear. I turn her to face me, hand remaining steadfast. I lean her against the cabbie’s door and lean in close. So close that our lips are barely but a breath away. She’s enjoying it.

I can smell it on her.

And that’s where I stop.

“Goodnight, Wenna Johns,” I lean into her neck, whispering the words into her ear, turn around and begin my journey back to my car.

I’m not sure if she knows what to make of the ending to our night but for me, it’s all just part of the plan.

Six

Wenna.

“So, we were outside, next to this taxi, he’s got me right where he wants me and BAM he just walks off. Just shouted goodnight over his shoulder and left me to get home,” Becca and I are sitting in her and Eric’s apartment. They’re big into their trends and they have their open floor plan thing going on. Bedroom area, raised on a pedestal, with the shelves and all its accessories behind a thin curtain, the lounging area just in front of it with a massive TV, next to a wall extending onto a balcony. The kitchen just to the left. All elegant whites, with various light, colors to enhance the feel.

“And you were wearing that red dress that, you know,” Becca pulls down the front of her top, by the neck, to expose her own cleavage. I giggle but still look anyway. Becca’s always had a gorgeous hourglass figure, accentuated by her voluptuousness. She’s also never been afraid to flaunt it.

“Yes. It is even more revealing than the black one. Like I thought we’d at least carry on the evening or something but he just walked off. I don’t know if that’s a good sign or bad. Do you think he thinks I’m a slut?” I start to panic.

“No way, hun.” Becca reassures, “He has already been talking about you to Eric. So, I mean, there has got to be something there. Maybe he is just playing hard to get.” Becca heads to the kitchen and pours two glasses of water, swirling with lemon, strawberry, and cucumber slices, “Or maybe he’s just got a small secret, if you catch my meaning,” She nudges my arm, with a wink, wink to follow, before passing me and taking a seat with the drinks in the living room area.

“Well I hope that’s the case. The playing hard to get, not the small secret part.” I laugh. “I’m really enjoying his company and stuff. So, it would suck if he just upped and vanished,” The living room set is shaped in an ‘L’. Becca sits on one corner and I on another, so we’re still facing each other.

“Now this is the guy that left right in the beginning of your first date and then left you high and dry… Or should I say wet, on the second?” She taps her chin, “You might have problems, little missy.”

I pick up the glass and take a sip.

“Well I’ve gotta have problems to be hanging out with you,” I retort.

“Well I’d never!” Becca defects to one of the worst Southern Belle impersonations I’ve ever heard.

It’s between Becca’s now tirade run in her newly adopted tongue and my own hideous enjoyment of it all that my phone begins to buzz. I check it, expecting just another usual cell plan message or bank notification but to my surprise I see the name Phillip in the slide bar.

I open and read it:

Hey, Wenna.

You interested in making plans for Friday night?

I reply:

Definitely.

Not sure if this is too forward but do you want to come over to my place for dinner and a few cheesy movies?

“You do know you should have given it like a twenty minute grace period before you replied right? Now he knows,” Becca takes a sip of her water.

“Yeah, well…”

My thoughts are distracted as another vibration means another message:

Sounds like a plan.

Send me your address.

I’ll come by around 7.

Looking forward to seeing you again!

“I think it might happen,” I stare into Becca’s eyes and she into mine. We’re like two teenage girls crushing over the handsome high school boys but instead of boys, it’s a man and instead of crushing…

Well there might be some crushing.

Seven

Phillip.

I’m alone, now, waiting. I decided to send Wenna a message while I waited and the reply I got was rather pleasing. Now, sadly, I had business to attend to and just as the clock ticked past four, Rachel appeared.

“Never late,” I comment, her gaze is fixed on me.

“Can’t disappoint the prince,” She scoffs. Rules and traditions. It’s what our people are dictated by. Many stay with the old rules, I tend to follow my own rules. Old traditions slowly work their way out with each new generation. My rule, if I take it, will have advances in the pack moving quicker.

“Why have you summoned me, Rachel? I am a busy man,” I’m not. What I write is generally dictated by my life experiences. Thus far in my next book, I only have one character. A young lady. Biographical fiction, I call it. Embellished real life events. Wenna. My father’s aging. It all fits in, somewhere. I haven’t exactly been spending the time on it that I should be. Inspiration will strike eventually, and besides, I am just not in the mood to deal with Rachel.

“You know exactly why you’re here,” She runs a hand through her long, black hair, “You cannot truly believe that your father will allow an outsider into our pack.”

“She’s not an outsider. She’s just not one of us,” I reinforce this. She’s necessary to change the old ways and bring them into the new. My father, my mother, Rachel (who I was destined to be wedded to before refusing and calling it off), they all strongly live in the old ways. They believe that only those in the pack can attain royalty. Rachel, only follows the old law so strictly because she wants the Queendom. I will not stand for it.

“She is a human. You can’t truly believe that she will be able to hold up next to our kind,” Her slim form moves closer, slipping a hand on my side, “I’ve seen you with her while I was scouting…”

I know the scouting comment was just a lie. She was not sent on a mission to keep an eye on us. She merely did it to snoop.

It causes an abrupt laughter.

“Why are you laughing?” She spits.

“I’m laughing because you’re trying to tell me my father would spy on me once I’ve already been granted his approval. I understand you want to be queen, Rachel, however, this is my decision. Not yours. You can either respect what I am doing by standing back and retain a place at my court or you will get nothing.”

I can see, in her eyes, this resonates deeply with her. She’s worried I am not bluffing, she is correct, it is not a bluff.

“You are betraying our kind for someone you don’t even really know.” Her voice is soft, the hand she placed on my side retracted as she takes her military stance. Legs slightly spread, hands clasped behind her back. She’s a good soldier in my father’s army. She will be a good military leader. Rachel Thorne is just not queen material.

“You do not know what we need. You’re a warrior. You’re not a politician. I’ve made my decision. Wenna Johns is what we need.”

“And what does she have that I can’t give you?” The conversation went exactly where I didn’t want it to go.

“She will be a queen above all rest. Not one forced into the position by royal decree but instead, she will be welcomed into our pack. Wenna will help me bring our kind into a new world. Let the rest of the packs be left in the dark. We will rule them all.”

“And what about this impending battle I hear about? You are not in ruling command until you’re married. Your father doesn’t have long for this world. When he’s gone, tradition dies with him. If you’ve not taken kingship before then, he will have to stand and fight in battle, as alpha. You know he won’t survive the walk down his stairs, let alone a fight against the Helion’s!” This hits harder than I’m willing to admit. She’s right.

“Then we have to expedite the process. I cannot let my father worry about this. I can take temporary reigns once Wenna has accepted her new place in our lives. She just has to accept. As for the battle, you should know more about it than just having heard about it,” I stand tall, strong, she backs down knowing that this will not end well for her, “You are a warrior in the Sentinel’s army. You should be out there finding out what we need to win, instead of spying on me and my personal business.” I’m not truly angry, though when an underling crosses a line they have to be put in place. It’s one of the ways our people will never forget or change.

“Yes, sir,” I can see she wasn’t expecting this outburst. She turns around and walks down the street, slipping into an alleyway. I tail her but by the time I get to the alley she is gone. A raven flies overhead. I salute it.

The message has gotten across.

Eight

Wenna.

I don’t actually know why I’m so nervous. Across the table sits the man I’ve been next to a few times before. I mean, he likes me and I like him so far, so there’s no reason to be this scared, is there? Maybe I’m just worried I will mess something up. I’m usually good at doing that, so I suppose that could be a threat…

“The food was really good. Thank you,” Phillip wipes his mouth with the cloth provided.

I didn’t really put any effort into dinner. Bought a few pre-packaged meals, threw them in the oven to get ready and plated them up nice before he got here. Easy, but he doesn’t need to know that.

“You’re welcome. I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I take a sip of wine.

He does the same. The room is silent a moment, the two of us just looking deep into each other’s eyes, taking one another in. A mischievous little smile creeps on his face. I can’t help but follow suit.

We stand up from the dinner table and make our way to the next room. My living room. In a small room beside is my bedroom. Before we even make it to the sofa, I feel his warm hands around me, spinning me around, his lips against mine.

I melt into him as he pulls me into him. His arms wrapped around me tightly, pulling me close, makes me feel small and safe all at the same time. It’s an incredible feeling that I have never experienced with any other man. I kiss him back, letting instinct take over as I wrapped my arms around his neck and get lost in him.

He brings a hand up to the back of my head, running his fingers through my hair and grabbing it lightly. He uses his grip in my hair to tilt my head slightly to the side. Him being so aggressive yet gentle at the same time is driving me crazy. I part my lips and let out a soft moan in response. That must have been the response he wanted because without any hesitation, his tongue begins to explore my mouth. I follow his lead and let my tongue intertwine and dance with his.

His hand on my lower back glides to the side of my hip. When a gentle pressure in that spot, he guides me to the bedroom. I carefully walk backwards, our deep kiss never breaking off until I back into the bed. Again, he used his strong hands to show me where he wants me to go.

He lowered himself on top of me and began kissing me again. He led my hand down to his crotch and guided me to being stroking on his cock. I continued to stroke him as I peeked down at the biggest cock I had ever had seen with own eyes. It was larger than any boyfriend I had ever been with. He broke off our kiss and leaned back, sitting upright. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

There was a look of animalistic need in his golden eyes that turned me on as he laid next to me and freed him hard cock from his pants. He reached up into my hair again and pushed gently, telling me he wanted a blow job.

I scooted my body down the bed to lay flat and moved my head closer, extending my tongue, encircling the crown of his beautiful penis. I then gracefully slid my lips over the crest of the crown of his cock. My lips glided down his shaft until Phillip felt his cock touch against back of my mouth. I slowly began to bob his shaft and my mouth filled with saliva. I made quiet slurping sounds as I sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from his balls straight to his brain. I briefly took it out of my mouth and looked down at his cock.

“Wow.” And I quickly slid it back between my lips, eagerly sucking away.

“You like?” His voice had a sexy growl to it that sent a ripple of pleasure through my body.

I lowered my head down to his testicles and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until I reached the head, taking him back again into my mouth. Phillip rubbed the top of my head and stroked it as I moved my hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod increasing my rhythm. I nursed Phillip’s cock at a steady pace and moaned softly, I was so turned on by this hunk of a man. My hand lowered from his hip to his balls and began caress them with my fingers. I sucked on him while constantly humming as his long hard cock filled my mouth.

“MMMmmm, that feels so good Wenna. You like my dick in your mouth?”

“MMhmm.” I murmured as I continued to service Phillip, swirling my tongue around the head of his cocked tasting the oozing pre-cum, keeping my lips tight around his girth. I sunk my head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but the crown of his dick hit the back of my mouth, threatening to gag me.

“Pump my dick with your hand.”

“MMhmm.” I moaned out as I obediently began to work hand steadily back and forth on his dick with my lips tight around the head. Phillip growled as he felt his balls and cock flex with excitement.

He breathed heavily and sighed as my mouth rose and fell on his hardness. He reached out and gabbed a handful of hair in the back of my head and began to guide my head as I worked his thick dick. I moaned and took him deep in my mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. He pushed my head down even more on him as he thrusted his hips up and buried his dick deep into my throat. Phillip groaned loudly as my eyes shot open in surprise and I coughed. I quickly resisted and moved my head back up his length. I had never deep throated a man before and was afraid to gag.

I didn’t want to disappoint him though, this time I would be ready. While I had never taken a cock into my throat, I had been practicing with a toothbrush for some time so my gag reflex wouldn’t trigger. I plunged my mouth down his cock and back into my hungry mouth, slowly descending my head on his length. I pushed my face tighter against Phillip and as his cock reached my throat. I breathed through my nose as my throat relaxed. I moved my hands around his hips and clasped his ass, pushing him further into my mouth and past the opening to my throat. I swallowed his tip, pulled him all the way into my throat until my lips were tight around the base of his cock. I rested there for a moment and knew I was about to cough before I had to draw back to keep from choking. I took a breath and looked up at him and smiled. I repeated deep throating him, each time I was able to rest my lips at the base, making his cock completely disappear in the mouth. I licked the bottom side of his shaft and top of his balls before I couldn’t handle it anymore and rose back up to breathe.

Phillip pulled me into him and kissed me deeply, our tongues intertwined as we pressed them against each other’s. We released our kiss and Phillip slowly pushed me back down on to bed. He reached out to touch my knees and I twitched as his hand met my smooth skin. His other hand did the same on the opposite knee and then he slid his hands up my skirt. He went straight for my panties and pulled them off me quickly. He then put his hands back on my knees and then slammed my knees apart down onto the sheets. Phillip leaned in and knelt on the bed between my thighs to spread my legs apart and lowered his head toward my moist pussy.

“May I?” He asked, even though it was more of a demand.

“Of course.” I whispered. I had never had a man handle me so roughly and I loved every second of it.

He moved his face closer to my awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. He slowly licked at my hood with the tip of his tongue. He began to trace the outline of my tiny lips, working down one lip flicking his tongue horizontally across it.

“MMMmmm. OHHHhh.” I moaned, the feeling of his tongue on me was sending ripples of pleasure through my body.

He continued to work around my lips before reaching the bottom and then working his way up the other. Phillip worked his way around my hood searching for my clit, when he found it, he slowly flicked his tongue against it. He licked it slowly at first, using the width of his tongue in an upward motion to cover as much area as possible. He repeated this again and again until I twitched and then moaned out with pleasure. He lifted his head away from my moist cunt and then kissed my smooth flat stomach.

“You’re taste so nice.” He complimented, before moving back between my legs to my luscious pussy. He then flicked his finger against my clit and I squirmed in response. He licked upward with his tongue along my cleft, letting his tongue part the folds of my pussy and glancing off my clit. Keeping his eyes locked on me, he slid a finger inside me slowly. When he pulled it back out it was slathered with my juices. He drew his hand to his mouth and sucked his fingertip for a moment before pressing it against me, just above my clit. He slowly retracted the hood, making my clit stand forth, as if begging for the caress of his tongue.

He slowly encircled my tiny bud, then rapidly flicked his tongue against it from beneath. Phillip leaned forth and closed his lips around my clit, sucking me into his mouth. He licked at it quickly as he locked his mouth around my opening and I thrusted my hips forward to assist him as an orgasm began to climb within me.

“AHHHhh. I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” I screamed softly. I choked back a short breath and grabbed his head and grinded it into me as I shuddered and burst. A powerful flood of pleasure swept across my body and out my pussy, Phillip savored the moment as he continued to suck me into his mouth.

“OHHHhh, oh, FUCK!” I howled. I shook uncontrollably, my vaginal muscles spasming.

When my shuddering subsided, he released me from his mouth and sat up on the bed before leaning back on the headboard. His erect cock was full strength and demanded attention and servicing. He grabbed it from the base and waved it slowly in my direction.

“You know what is going to happen now right?” He asked, but it wasn’t really a question.

“I’m going to ride your cock…” I was so turned on. I sat up and crawled over and straddled him. I position my hips above his stiff member and lowered my pussy toward him. When I got close, Phillip rubbed his cock against my lips, teasing me.

“Let me fuck you…. please….” I begged. I had never begged a man for anything in my whole life, but Phillip brought out this submissive side to me that I never knew existed.

He held his dick from the base swiping it up and down across my clit, poising the head of his cock between my legs. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between my labia. I tried to press my hips down on him so he would enter me but he kept sliding it away from my opening. I grabbed onto his shoulder and raked my fingernails against his skin and moved my face an inch away from his.

“Please Phillip, I need to feel you inside me!” I begged shamelessly.

He nodded and pointed his rod at my lips and with one slow, powerful plunge, I buried his stiff cock deep in my tiny welcoming cunt. My tight vagina began to accommodate his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by his cock. My pussy gripped onto it as he moved his hands just above my hips, and he pushed me down slowly onto him, impaling me with his cock.

“OHHH OHH YESSS!” I moaned.

I began to ride him, sinking his cock all the way into my pussy. My hips grinded forward when I was fully seated, rocking myself back and forth before I rose back up again. Phillip began to thrust his hips upwards to meet mine, working with me. My cunt clung to him each time his dick withdrew. My tits bounced up and down as I sunk his cock in and out. I titled my face down and focused on my cunt being impaled by his rod as it slammed in and out of me.

“Oh yes, fuck my cock with that tight pussy of yours. " He growled.

I flung my head about as I continued to rock his cock back in forth inside me as my hands went down to his chest to rest on his pecs. Phillip reached up and grabbed one of my tits, massaging it as I rode aggressively on his dick, my hot tight pussy sending sensations over his body. My pussy constricted around his dick as I started rampaging my rhythm, increasing my pace up and down, sinking his rod all the way into my cunt with each bounce. I continued to fuck myself on his cock, adding more force to each and every bounce. Phillip looked up into my eyes, they were flushed with provocation. He felt my body tense up and my breath quicken, I was going to burst all over his cock.

I kept working his hard prick in and out of me, my moans escalated in pitch. Moments later, I forced myself down on him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, I tried with all my strength to choke back a moan of pleasure but ultimately failed. “UHHHHHH!” I screamed out as my pussy spasmed over the length of his cock, my hips shuddered uncontrollably as my orgasm shivered throughout my body.

“MMMMmmm!” I cried out as my orgasm subsided.

He grabbed me by the waist and lifted me up. His cock withdrew from my pussy as he sat up and quickly pressed me down to bed onto my front. I propped myself up on my elbows and stuck out my ass to get into position. He poised his cock at my opening and swiped his dick in an upwards motion against my labia a few times before driving his hard cock back into me. I threw my head back and moaned, my hands grabbed the bed spread urgently as he slid in, filling my tight little hole yet again.

Phillip moved his hands from my hips and switched his grip, placing them on my ass cheeks. He cupped each one from the sides so they plumped up nicely as he repeatedly mashed his cock into my tight pussy below. My head whipped about as Phillips’s thick long cock stroked powerfully away. He looked down and his massive organ filled his vision as it moved below, thrusting in and out of my pussy, my labia seeming to cling to it as it withdrew each time. My tits bounced back and forth and I lowered her head into the mattress. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against my tiny clit and added toward the feeling of yet another incoming orgasm.

“OHHH! FUCK! I’M CUMMING AGAIN!” I screamed and I bucked her head upward, my ass and pussy shuddering against his rampaging cock as it pistoned in and out of me. He buried it all the way inside me and waited for a moment as my third orgasm seized my body, my pussy grabbing his cock tightly as I trembled through waves of pleasure. I panted and gasped as Phillip resumed pounding me hard from behind.

“You just keep coming on my cock, don’t you?” He asked.

“What do, do you expect?” I panted, his cock still working my pussy. “I’ve been wanting this for… so… so long, I can’t help but cum… all over your dick.”

He pressed in with his hard penis, filling her up with his girth. He excitedly pounded my tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped my clit. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming my body on his hard rod. He began to breathe rapidly and his balls began to churn. His pace in and out was fast as he could muster.

“OHHhhh fuck me. Faster. Cum for me.” I panted.

He stepped up his rhythm and sustained it for several minutes as I dug my nails into the bedding and tried not to scream in pleasure. I buried my face into the pillow, trying to muffle my screams of pleasure.

“OHH GOD YES!” I cried.

Phillip tried to hold off but my pussy clutched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum soon. I moaned as I felt his cock beginning to flex and swell inside me.

“Shoot it inside me.” I begged. “Please… I want to feel it.”

His balls began to convulse and his toes curled up.

“Oh fuck I’m cumming.” He growled as his eyes rolled back in his head.

Phillip gripped my ass with both hands as his cock expanded in my pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of his dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum and it splashed against the back walls of my cunt.

“Ohhhh FUUUCCCK!” He groaned out as the cum erupted out of him and into my pussy. My thirsty cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he furiously worked his dick in and out. His balls spasmed as he pumped a huge amount of his jizz into me. I assisted him by squeezing the walls of my vagina around him, tightening my little hole, milking him for everything he had. He fired blast after blast until finally, he had dispensed the full load out of his balls.

“Fuck that was that hardest I’ve ever come!” He exclaimed. As he settled his rhythm to a stop, his cock still twitching intermittently in the still aftermath.

He pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed next to me. I curled up against his chest and pretty quickly we both drifted off to sleep, exhausted from the intense fucking.

* * *

The next morning, we wake up and I’m half expecting Phillip to be gone but to my surprise, he’s beside me, asleep. He looks cute when he sleeps. The ferocity his eyes bring to him, now gone, it’s like looking at a different person.

I slip out of bed and start preparing breakfast. It’s near the end of my food making that he emerges from the room, yawning loudly as he stretches behind the island that breaks the living room from the kitchen.

“Morning,” He says in between a stretch induced yawn.

“Morning,” I reply, looking at his body twist and turn. He’s shirtless and that’s a sight to behold on its own.

“What’s for breakfast?” He asks, sitting at the high chair.

“I’m making bacon and eggs. How do you like your coffee?” I ask through messy hair, buttering a slice of toast.

“Black.” He gets comfortable. I bring him his coffee and breakfast. I get my own and sit beside him. It is comfortable; this thing that we have. A night of debauchery is generally more awkward. This was nice. That fact that he was still here, the fact that he still is…

I like it.

Nine

Phillip.

It’s a little later than noon when I get back to my father’s house. He’s near banished all technology from the home after mother died so I come by regularly to make sure he’s fine.

To my surprise, Rachel sits beside his bed when I get in. The rest of the house is empty. I wonder if this is because he’s not in the right state of mind today or if she chased them away to have her all to himself. To corrupt his already fickle mind.

“What are you doing here?” I ask Rachel.

“I’m here to visit my alpha,” She replies, stroking the old man’s hand.

“Father,” I bow. He nods, knowing that I’m only bowing because she’s in the room. Not that I think she’s sticking to tradition herself, now that the king is old and weak.

“Son, after our last conversation, have you made any progress on finding your mate?” He asks. Yes, Rachel was definitely here to talk about me and Wenna.

“As I told you, father, I have made a connection with someone who may be my future queen.”

“Yes, but now I hear that she may not be of our kinship.”

I lazily look from my father to Rachel, who can feel my intentions.

“Yes, she is not one of us. She cannot do what we can but she is special in other ways father,” I reply. I’m not sure how he will react to this. Rachel is one of the greatest fighters our pack has ever seen. My mother was on similar footing when my father chose her as his bride. Perhaps, it’s for that reason that he chose her for me.

“You know this is against our rules, my boy. You know that we have kept the pack pure for eons,” I feel the disappointment wash over me, suddenly he begins speaking again, “But if I can all recall, the last half breed we had in our ranks was Alexander Jericho. Do you two even know the name?” I do. I can see on Rachel’s face she does too.

“Alexander Jericho was the greatest military tactician this pack had ever seen. With the ability to shift into a great wolf, none of us were able to conquer. Do you know why he had this ability?” The old man asked. I shook my head. Rachel’s fuming.

“It’s because the impurity in his system allowed him the ability to shift but incomplete. He was a freak among our kind but instead of being weaker for it, he was one of the strongest our kind has ever seen.”

I kneel beside my father, resting a hand on his. Rachel wants to speak but she knows now is not the time.

“Then I’ll leave you two,” She storms off in grace.

When she’s out of the room, door slammed behind her, father is laughing. Harder than I knew him to in recent years.

“I guess I saved you from that one,” He teases me, “It would have been more horrid than a bed of nails.”

Weird comparison.

“But my boy, I must ask, are you sure that this is the girl you want to bring into the pack?” The laughter subsides and again, he’s serious.

“Yes, father. She is incredible. It’s hard to explain…”

He cuts me off, “The feeling you feel when you’ve met the one you’re meant to be with is indescribable. I know because my own father was uncertain of me being wed outside the royal family. You have my blessing, son.”

I rest my forehead against his hand. It’s hard to see a once great man reduced to nothing but even so, he’s always maintained the best for me.

“Thank you, father. I will not let you down.”

Ten

Wenna.

Things have been busy lately. In between dealing with Becca, who’s more than a handful, even though I love her and everything that’s been going on in my life with Phillip, I don’t really have time to do the simple things anymore. Just sitting at home, watching TV, playing video games, and all around just having some me-time.

Everything has gone so fast. Everything that has gone this fast has been fantastic. There’s been no issues or problems but when things always seem to be going this good, something is bound to go bad.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

And just as that thought crossed my mind, I heard the knocking.

Okay.

It could be nothing. I put my show on pause, put the teacup on the side table, and get up to walk over to the door.

It’s Phillip. I’m only wearing my purple nightie. He doesn’t even seem to pay attention to that as he pushes past into the house.

“What’s wrong?” I ask since his face is stern. I take a deep breath and brace myself for some kind of bad news. He leads me to the living room, sitting me down.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” His eyes can’t fix on anything. They move from me, to my surroundings and even outside the window.

“Yes, what is it?”

I prepare for the worst…


Ruling His Housemate
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Justin Monrovia’s father got remarried a few years ago. His dad was quite rich, he was a neurosurgeon before getting an offer he couldn’t refuse to work in research and development for a neural science start up. His new step mother and her daughter Tammy moved into their house in the hills over Silicon Valley.

Life was really good for Justin. Now that he was done with his third year in college, he had a lot of free time to stare at his hot new step sister. She spent most of her time doing yoga or sunbathing by the pool in the backyard. His father and step mother were still in the midst of the honeymoon phase, constantly going out of town on vacations around the world.

Tammy was extremely attractive. She was quite a gorgeous catch. She was a slender tiny 5’ 5”, about 115 pounds, with beautiful dark brown hair that shimmered in the sunlight and fell midway down her back. She had short bangs that framed her pretty face. Its high cheek bones with symmetrical structure and her emerald green eyes spoke of an underlying gentleness. Her tight rose-colored lips always seemed to be puckered in mid-kiss, and her sweeping long legs were smooth and rose up to her shapely pert ass. Her hourglass figure was topped with a set of nice C cup breasts that showed ample cleavage with every top she wore. Whenever Justin and her would go out and run errands, all sorts of men, young and old, would constantly check her out. She was constantly approached and propositioned everywhere she went by random men for dates.

Justin would always watch her social media and laugh at how many men she’d turn away. When he had first met her, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her photos she’d post online. Justin got carried away with this behavior, and as time passed, he became obsessed and became quite a pervert. He would always check her out around the house and take photos of her laying out by the pool in her bikini. Sometimes, when she thought she wasn’t home, he would walk into her room and go through her underwear drawer. Justin loved doing this, the fragrance of her panties enthralled him. Justin would even crack the bathroom door open while she was showering in hopes he could get a peak of her naked. One day Tammy caught him in the act. She screamed at him to stop and Justin denied everything. It caused quite an awkward tension between them. As the months dragged on, he continued his behavior, but just made sure to be more careful with his peeping tom antics.

Justin wasn’t ugly by any means. He was an average 5’10” 155 lbs., with somewhat athletic figure, and occasionally worked out. He had short dirty brown hair that he didn’t take time to style. He was quiet and spent most of his time when not in school or doing class work watching television, on his phone or playing video games on the latest console. While he had girlfriend here and there, they were far few between.

One afternoon, while their parents were away in Greece on vacation and Tammy was working on her tan by the pool, Justin decided to go out to gym. He checked his wallet for the cash he needed for gas but was surprised when it was empty. He had forgot that he had spent it all on drinks a few nights before when he had went clubbing with his friends. He had just turned 21 and was enjoying all the new perks of the age. He looked at his bank and credit cards to see if he had any that weren’t maxed out, but unfortunately, they all were. Justin decided to go find a emergency credit card that his father kept hidden in his room. While it wasn’t technically a emergency, Justin decided he would charge a few things and work some sort of payment plan with his father when he got back into town.

As he walked to the far end of the house, he walked by the sliding glass doors to the backyard. That’s when he saw his step sister Tammy in her bikini. She was liberally applying sun tan lotion to her long legs. He couldn’t help rubbing his crotch through his jeans at the sight of her. She looked so amazing spreading the oil over her pristine skin that he took out his phone and took a few photos before she noticed him. He had only snapped a few before she looked up and caught him in the act. Tammy raised her hands up in a questioning motion and shook her head as Justin quickly darted away out of her view.

“What the fuck!?” She yelled.

Apparently, she had enough of his voyeurism and she walked quickly towards the door and came inside. Embarrassed, Justin continued onto his father’s room. She caught up to him as he walked inside his father’s room and grabbed him by the shoulder, turning him around. She stood in front of him in her bikini and Justin just kept his head down, unable to make eye contact.

“What the hell was that?” She demanded.

Justin tried to play it off. “What hell was what?” He replied.

Tammy scoffed. “Really?! I just caught you taking photos of me.”

Justin’s face turned flush red with embarrassment. “Umm uhh-”

“You really need to get laid Justin.” She sneered. “I’m tired of you looking at me. This really needs to stop.”

“What are you talking about?” He lied. “I don’t look at you in that way, you’re my step sister.”

“Sure Justin, sure.” She said shaking her head. “Will you please just leave me alone and go get a girlfriend. If you actually had one you wouldn’t be hiding around the house staring at me.”

“I don’t stare at you!” He yelled, knowing full well it was another lie.

“Bullshit! Whatever. Hope you actually get a girl.” She shot back. “What are you doing in our parents’ room anyway? Be glad my mom isn’t home or she would whoop your ass.”

“If you must know, I need money for gas. Dad has a card hidden in a spot that I only know about. So, if you could just leave me be, because I don’t want you to see where he has it.”

“First truthful thing you said all day.” She replied and walked off.

Justin turned and went inside his parents’ room once she was out of view. He quickly went to his father’s personal closest and went to his small stand that was built into the wall that carried all his expensive watches. There were several spots empty of their watches and Justin lifted out the panel underneath one, accessing a keypad that opened his father secret hiding spot. Justin typed in the code and opened the small safe.

Justin looked inside, it had been awhile since he had needed to go looking here. Every time he did it was strange because one of the first things he saw was his father and birth mother’s wedding rings. Father kept them for keepsake, wanting something to remember her by since her passing about ten years ago. Justin saw the credit card he was looking for, but noticed something strange in the compartment that he had never seen. It was about the size of a ring box but it was metal and quite sturdy. His father must have recently added it to this small safe, because engraved on the top of the box was the logo for Dusk Neural Sciences; the company his Father was now employed by.

Justin only knew a little about the company and the work his father did there. Whenever his father was asked he would say that they were researching ways to keep humans competitive with AI, which had been making steady developments. With research being done these days by fortune 500 companies to increase productivity and replace the human workforce, AI’s capabilities were progressing faster than anyone had thought. The founder of the startup his father worked for was against this advancement of powerful AI, dumping a sizable portion of his billion-dollar fortune into research to keep humans ahead of the curve. The idea of the company was to make human brain to computer interfaces that increased the power and speed of critical thought as well as enhancing memory.

While Justin had never paid much attention to his father’s job, this little case intrigued him. He opened it up the lid and found what looked like a hearing aid or ear bud resting in a foam lined case. Justin noticed some writing on the side of the ear piece, probably some sort of serial number. He raised the small instrument closer to his face and read the tiny lettering- ‘Thought Distributor Prototype 17-C.’

He looked inside the case in there was a folded-up piece of paper inside. He opened it up and saw it was a typed letter from his father’s boss.

Dr. Monrovia,

Congratulations on your breakthrough technology with the Thought Distributor prototype. It’s ability to increase memory is what we are looking for but it’s other side effects may cross a boundary of ethics that we here at Dusk Neural Sciences are not willing to pursue. While the prototype is fascinating and has many benefits in neuroscience and psychology, it’s not the route that Dusk Neural Sciences wants to proceed in developing. We apologize but we are pulling the funding for this project and reassigning you to the memory chip development. Since the you hold the patents on several of its key components, you may continue work on your prototype outside of Dusk Neural Sciences. We hold your efforts in the highest regards and hope you stay employed as lead researcher for my company.

As a friend, I do warn you that the development of such of device could cause extensive social damage if it ever wound up in the wrong hands. I recommended you further your developments carefully, slowly, and quietly.

P.S. Please keep that amazing night with all those women test subjects between us.

Milan Dusk, Chief Executive of Dusk Neural Sciences

‘The fuck is this…’ Justin thought. While he knew his father was a brilliant man, Justin never gave his efforts much thought.

He stared at the ear piece for a moment or two, ponding what the prototype was capable of. Curiosity overwhelmed him and he decided to place the device into his ear canal. Justin jumped when he felt a sharp sting as he pressed it in. A cold shock sent a wave from his head and slowly enveloped his brain. Justin felt confused and cloudy for moment as his vision blurred. But as quickly as the pain and the confusion were gone and replaced by a calm clarity.

He looked around his father’s closest with a new understanding of everything he saw. He appreciated the time pieces in front of him way more than usual, and for the first time he had an intuition how every single one of them worked down to the smallest cog wheel and spring. For some reason, he remembered some random book of his fathers about watches that he had attempted to read when he was 12 years old. At the time when he read the book the whole thing was gibberish, he had picked it up and thumbed through it to just look at the photos. But now he remembered every word on all the pages he had glossed over, completely understanding all of which he laid his eyes on.

Justin dismissed the random thoughts and he reached up to the ear piece to try to pull it out but his ear was wracked with pain. He backed his hand off and tried and but quickly stopped when the pain persisted. The thing was stuck, it wasn’t coming out and he didn’t want to damage his body trying to pull it out. Justin decided to just let it be, he would just have to leave it in and tell his father when he came back and get him to remove it. For now, he’d just have to walk around like her had a tiny hearing aid. Justin put the case back in the safe and found the credit card he was after. He closed the safe and left his father’s closet.

He walked out of his father’s bedroom and down the hallway. When he came up on the bathroom Justin could hear the water going. His mind quickly went over every time that he had seen Tammy in the shower and his cock jumped in his pants. The feeling was rather strange, the clarity from the device changed to one of lust and desire in an instant. He felt his hormones rush through his blood as the many memories of her naked body scrubbing herself went through his mind in a mere moment. ‘The gym can wait.’ He thought.

He reached down and gave the handle a try, lucky for him, she had forgot to lock it. Slowly opened the door just barely enough to look through and peeked inside. Tammy was washing her hair as she stood naked in a steamy hot shower. Her tits, ass and legs were somewhat hidden by the fogged-up glass, but he could still her face as he had her eyes closed, rinsing the suds from her hair underneath the shower head.

‘I wish she would get naughty.’ he thought, loving how the suds washed over her face and down her shoulders. Justin’s mind went from cool clarity to primal lust as his hormones took hold of him.

Tammy reached over to a ledge that held her body wash and applied a massive amount of the soap to her luffa and began to scrub her legs. She decided to turn toward the glass in his direction, but just as she was about to notice him, Justin drew his head back from the crack in the door. He stayed still for a second to make sure that the water didn’t stop. Once he felt satisfied that she was continuing with her shower, he returned his head to the crack in the door.

As he peeked back in, Justin noticed that she had slightly to pushed open the shower door, so that he could view more of her than just her silhouette. She extended her leg to the lip of the shower ledge and washed herself slowly before switching to other. Tammy then moved out into Justin’s full view and closed her eyes. She began to gently wash her breasts, scrubbing them in a circular motion one by one. She took the extra time to apply more soap, letting the suds float down her body from her tits to the shower floor. With a smooth movement, Tammy stuck her ass out towards him, circling her tight round cheek with the luffa, and then dropping it intentionally so she could fully bend over to show her pussy and ass to him. Justin’s hand went down to his crotch, and he began to rub his stiff cock through the fabric of his jeans.

‘Fuck yes, take your time Tammy.’ Justin thought, getting caught up in the moment. If the device in his ear was projecting his suggestions, he didn’t think much of it, he was enjoying the show too much to give any thought.

Tammy stayed bent over in the shower longer than she needed to. For some reason, she decided to wash the tops of her feet with one hand while smoothing her other over the curve of her ass. Justin’s hand reached inside of his pants and he began to stroke himself. He continued to watch rub his hard cock as she finished her shower, but not after Tammy posed in several positions scrubbing every inch of her body as he looked on.

She casually turned her back to him and turned off the water. Justin took it as a cue to leave before he was found out and quietly closed the door to the bathroom. Justin retreated to his bedroom and closed the door behind him. He leaned back against it and pulled down his pants and shorts, taking his cock in his hand and stroking himself. He was so turned on by the show she had put on for him that he fisted his cock furiously, wishing that she would come in his room and fuck him. He closed his eyes and continued to jerk himself. He was so immersed in his fantasies of his step sister that he didn’t notice that his hard on had grown several inches larger.

‘Please come fuck me…’ Justin thought, his primal instincts coursing through him.

Even though she was his step sister and he knew how wrong it was, the thought aroused him immensely. His taboo thoughts raced through his mind. But instead of thinking of it rationally, his hormones took hold. The erotic feelings toward Tammy swept over him and he lost control- shooting his load immediately as the fantasy of burying his cock deep inside her gripped his mind. He shocked himself with how hard he came, his new long and thick dick erupting into his hand like never before.

When Justin came down from his peak his hormones leveled out and clarity took back over. His eyes widened as he looked upon his cock. It had grown since he had last saw it. It was only six inches when he had fantasized about Tammy this morning, but now, it was that length and thickness when it was soft. Even though he had just rubbed one off, his hand went down to feel if it was real. He smiled widely as his fingers touched it. He wrapped his hand around it, his fingers barely able to close around his girth.

It was intriguing and exciting, but it was quickly cut short when Justin looked about his room. As his eyes glanced over the dirty laundry and dirty dishes that filled his room he became disgusted with himself. The disorganization from months of laziness appalled him- ‘I can’t live like this!’ An overwhelming need for structure took over Justin, his dick was going to have to wait. He immediately put his cock back in his pants and snapped into action, starting to pick up his room.

As he cleaned, his mind thought about a recent final that he had taken and got a C on. His mind remembered every question and he quickly went through each one of them and knew the correct answers. Justin became judgmental of his now unsatisfactory grade, calling himself an idiot for missing such simple questions that were somehow now beneath him. He recalled being taught the answer to every question while half listening to his teacher’s lectures or thumbing through the textbook. Now that he thought about it, the textbook had a few typos the editor should have caught, especially that one in chapter six, page 117, third paragraph, fourth sentence. ‘I could write a better textbook.’ Justin thought with the utmost confidence.

Justin quickly cleaned up his room, taking all dishes to the kitchen sink and dumping his dirty clothes in the laundry room. He made his bed and began organizing his books on a shelf by the library of congress classification system. As he slid the last book into place he heard a knock on his door and then it open immediately afterwards. Justin knew it was Tammy and turned to face her. She had put on a cute grey tank mini dress that perfectly showed off her cleavage, black platform sandals. She had her hair down and it swept over her breasts the were pressing against the fabric of her dress. Justin could swear that she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“What happened to going to the gym?” She asked.

“I decided to pick up a little bit and get my room in order.” Justin replied. “Can I help you with something?”

“Yes.” She looked off to the side breaking eye contact briefly as if she was anxious, but her eyes darted back, locking her gaze with his. “Um, there’s no way to say this so I’m just going to say it. You’re going to have to get over me someday, and we’re going to take care of that right now.”

“What are you talking about?” He replied. Justin knew what she was speaking of, he just didn’t want to outright admit it.

“This.” Tammy pulled her dress up over her hips and off her head. Her beautiful breasts fell free and she tossed her dress into his bed.

Justin’s cock began to reawaken as his hot step sister stood in front of him in just a pair of hipster briefs and high heels. He wanted to rip off his own clothes and pound her pussy to oblivion, but his rational-self stepped into his mind. He couldn’t do that, no way. If anyone found out he would be shunned forever, he had too much to lose. And besides, she was probably a lousy fuck anyway and they would both regret it from the moment she left his bedroom. But then the hormones took hold in his mind, and a devilish voice entered his thoughts, would succumbing to his twisted desires would alleviate his perversions?

His rational thought shot back - What if it gets worse? What if your advances get more aggressive? What will your friends and parents think? Where are you going store all those panties?

His primal needs swelling within his cock talked back- Consensual sex between single adults has never hurt anyone. She not your blood, it’s ok. Her and you have a lot to gain for this idea. You get the girl you have secretly been desiring, and she gets her freedom from your voyeur perversions. But most of all- you both get off. And you can store the panties safely in that box in the corner of your closet.

“You don’t think I know why all my panties have gone missing?” She hooked her fingers around the sides of her black panties and slid them off her hips. She stepped out of them, bunched them up, and through them at Justin, hitting him square in the nose. He stood there surprised, he couldn’t find any words. On the inside, he desperately wanted this ever since he met her. He was just unprepared because he thought that it would never happened because of their parents’ marriage. But it was happening, he didn’t know what to do, Justin froze in panic. But any reservations were swept aside when she pushed him down on the bed and straddled him.

“Tamm-” he blurted out, but she was quick to silence him with her index finger.

“Justin, I don’t know what came over me while I was drying off in the shower. But we are going to have sex. There’s no other way for you to get past this perverted behavior until this happens. And once we’re done, everything will be ok.”

He paused for a long while and Tammy stared into him with her eyes. It was so awkward that his step sister had a sudden change of heart. It felt so wrong. Something had to of gotten into her. She said that the change had happened while she was drying off in the shower. That meant he was jacking off behind his bedroom door when it happened. Then it hit Justin, the words he had thought right before he came. ‘Please come fuck me…’

His mind raced as a string of thought went through his mind. ‘Pfft! There no way my thoughts could have that kind of effect. It made no sense! Thought distributor? Oh shit wait-’

His thoughts were cut off instantly as Tammy leaned her head in and kissing him forcibly on the lips. His primal lust rushed forth in his mind and clouded his thought with frenzy. He kissed her back and she pressed her lips back into him, encouraging him. He broke the kiss and looked at her gorgeous body.

“I must say I’ve never had sex with anyone so beautiful.”

Tammy wasn’t at all surprised. “Well you’re going to. You’re going to have sex with my beautiful body right now.”

Justin felt his cock thump to life through the crotch of his jeans. Tammy could tell he was getting hard as it flexed in his jeans. She kissed his neck to assure him that she felt it. Her eyes widened a little bit as she felt him harden even more. Even Justin was still taken back by it. His cock growing beyond its normal size.

Tammy leaned back and looked him in the eyes. Her stare was confused. Her hand went down between her legs and rubbed his cock through his jeans. As she touched it and ran her fingers along his length both of their eyes shot open in amazement. It. Was. Fucking. Huge. Normally Justin mind would have tried to rationalize it but something had changed inside of him. His primal lust was at least ten-fold what he had felt in the past. Whatever had made his cock larger didn’t concern him. He just wanted to see Tammy wrap her lips around it.

She continued to nibble his ear and rub him through the crotch of his pants and kissed him deeply. Tammy inserted her tongue into his mouth and Justin’s tongue met hers half way and they twirled around each other’s. Tammy broke the kiss and grabbed the hem of his shirt and lifted it over and off his head. She immediately ducked her head towards his chest and began kissing around his nipples. She scooted her body down between his legs as her hands went to fly and zipper, she unbuttoned his jeans and slid them off with his shorts over his ass.

His new cock sprang free and bounced against her face. Tammy tried to hold back a gasp but she couldn’t, her eyes fired open in utter shock. He was so big that his length was easily longer than that of her head. Her eyes widened in astonishment as she held up her forearm for a size comparison- he went from her elbow to almost where her hand met her wrist. The crown of his beautiful cock was almost as big as a tennis ball, his girth- easily 2 inches around.

“WOW!” she said as she took in the sight of his dick. “This has got to be the most massive cock… that I…. I have ever seen.”

Her head went down to the right of his hip and she buried her face in the bed sheet. Her hand was still wrapped around his cock by the base. It looked to Justin that she may have just bitten off more than she can chew. Her pussy was tiny, and judging by the girth she was feeling with her hand, he might hurt her. His monster rod would destroy her pussy! But he knew there was no going back for his sexy step sister. She had already got naked in his room and kissed his chest to get him horny.

“Is there a problem?’ He said smugly.

“It’s not problem, I’m not scared.” She stammered reluctantly.

He could tell Tammy was lying through her teeth and trying to keep her voice confident but the look in her eyes and the way she gulped her throat showed Justin she was far from prepared.

Tammy took his cock into hand and caressed it slowly with her fingers causing it to twitch and causing his balls to tighten up in anticipation. She gripped it with one hand and moved it slowly down from its head to the base. Her hand began to move faster and faster, adding her second hand as she moved her clutching hands up and down on his dick. Even with the second hand added and clasped around him, half of his shaft and crown were still visible.

Tammy moved her head in closer toward the head of his cock.

‘Blowjob?’ He hoped.

“Yes sir!” She said as if hearing his thoughts, her eyes flashing with a sense of direction. “I don’t care how long it takes me Justin, this is going in my mouth.”

Tammy moved her head closer to his crown and extended her tongue, licking feverously at the head of his cock and then down his length. She ran her tongue down to his balls and then made her way back to the tip. She paused just licking at his head for a moment before her lips parted and she attempted to get her mouth over it. Tammy must have missed judged it and his head butted against her teeth so she quickly backed off to be careful not to scrape him. Justin knew that if she was going to fit it past her lips, she was going to have open her mouth so wide that it would be sore before long.

She opened her jaw as wide as possible and glided her lips over his head. She was surprised that the ridge of his head actually made it past the parts of her lips and slowly into her warm mouth. She lowered her head onto him until she was about a third of the way before it pressed up against the opening of her throat. Tammy backed her head up slowly until only his tip was in her mouth. She looked up at him and winked. Justin watched on with a smile of approval. She had done it, she had gotten her mouth around him and was able to descend on at least some of his length. Even though it was only some of it, his mind raced with fulfillment as his deepest fantasy was coming true.

Happily, Tammy began to bob her head on his dick and Justin’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled. Tammy quietly slurped as she rose her head slowly up and down a portion of his length, sending waves of pleasure from the tip of Justin’s cock straight to his brain. Having his step sister servicing him felt amazing. Her cute tiny face would make a surprised look as the tip of his rod would touch brush the back her mouth. He didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold out, he felt his balls beginning to churn, his orgasm was imminent. She raised her head up his length and spat his cock out.

“I told you I could take it sir.” Tammy grinned as she spoke.

Justin was glad she had stopped. He was going to cum any minute. The fact that his step sister was calling him ‘sir’ added to his excitement. The visions in his fantasies were coming true before his eyes. He was ruling his step sister, all he had to do was think it and it would happen.

Tammy pressed his cock against her cheek. It was so massive resting against the side of her tiny head. She extended her tongue and licked at his balls for moment before sucking each of them one by one into her mouth.

“You like it when I lick your balls sir?” she asked

“Fuck yes I do.” He answered.

Justin let out a low groan as Tammy’s hand worked up and down along his long shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly on his balls. Tammy licked and lapped at them, teased them with her tongue, before sucking one between her lips, then pulling back and servicing the other.

She lifted her head away from his balls. “I want you to cum in my mouth.” She asked as she reached up and touched the side of his face with the the back of her fingers lovingly.

Justin nodded and she took his cock back in her hand. She worked her mouth up the sides of his length until she finally reached the head. She opened her mouth wide as she guided it back between her lips and slid her mouth down the shaft. Tammy took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. Tammy moved her hands to his chest and began to bob her head on him. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth as she tilted her head slightly to give more friction as she descended to fill her mouth with his hardness.

“OHHHH FUCK!’ Justin groaned. “I can’t believe you’re actually sucking my cock. You’re my step sister…. this feels so amazing.”

Her soft warm mouth was sending him over the edge. She pushed her head down on him and thrusted his dick deep into her throat. Justin groaned loudly as his balls convulsed. She knew he was about to explode and kept her eyes locked on his as she tried her best to take as much of him as she could into her mouth.

“I’m about to cum Tammy… OHHH FUCK! OH MY GOD…. OHHH FUUUUCK I’M CUMMMIIIIIINGGG!” He moaned as he shot a burst of hot cum against the back of her mouth. Her eyes popped open wide as his thick jizz splashed against the opening of her throat. She continued to suck him eagerly with his crown lodged inside the opening of her mouth as he shot globs of his warm cum. As the excitement of his fantasy came to fruition, Justin found himself unloading much more into her mouth than he ever had in any of his orgasm in his entire life.

“Mmmmmmm…” Tammy hummed blissfully as his cum continued to fill her mouth to the brim. Both of Tammy’s hands feverishly stroked at his shaft, milking it for everything it had. She held his cum it in her mouth, waiting patiently for him to finish. Then she slowly raised her head off his massive cock, and smiled gleefully at him. Justin watched in amazement as she swallowed and kept eye contact with him to make sure he saw his cum slid down her throat.

Tammy leaned back away from him and spread her legs. Her hand went to her shaven pussy and began to finger in circle around her hood. Her lips parted slightly and Justin viewed the glistening moisture beginning to build up. He knew that she would have to be much wetter if he was going to fit in there. With Tammy spread eagle for him he had to take the opportunity to finally taste her luscious pussy. He nodded crawled over to her until his head was a foot away from the luscious pussy.

“Mmmm.” She moaned. She was wet already, but Justin knew she needed as much of her juices as possible if she was going to take his new monster cock.

Justin moved his face closer to her awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. The notion of eating his step sister’s pussy flashed through his mind- it felt so wrong. But as he got closer, his step sister’s musky fragrance intoxicated him and his mind went back fulfilling his many fantasies.

He slowly licked the top at first with the tip of his tongue. Justin lightly traced the outline of her plump lips, starting just below where her clit peered out from it’s hood and her slowly flicked his tongue against it. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Justin repeated this again and again until Tammy began to moan with pleasure.

“MMMmmm. My stepbrother is quite the natural.” She moaned softy.

He lifted his head briefly and then kissed the inside of her thigh before moving back between her legs to her pussy. He pushed his tongue into his step sister’s lips just below the clit and began tracing it with his tongue. Justin lapped his tongue all over it wildly in every direction for several moments and then pressed in and closed his lips around her clit. He flicked his tongue against it a few times and his step sister shivered uncontrollably. He took her clit in her mouth and began to suck slowly, still licking his tongue against it. His tongue sent shudders through Tammy’s body as she thrusted her hips forward as an orgasm began to climb within her. Justin rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax.

“AHHHHHHhhh, I’M CUMMIIINNNNGGG!” she screamed. Her step brother going down on her was way more than she could handle. She grabbed his head and grinded against it as her she burst. Justin could feel the powerful waves sweep across her body and out her pussy. The ocean of pleasure splashed over her and she shuddered uncontrollably. Her wet pussy spasmed inside his mouth as he continued to dart his tongue about her clit. Justin grabbed the underside of her ass and pulled her in, savoring the moment as he sucked her into his mouth.

When her orgasm resided, Justin raised his head releasing her from his mouth. Justin couldn’t help staring at her as she laid there. The sight of Tammy’s smooth tummy and shaven pussy made his cock had grow back to its full size. Tammy stared back at him, not believing how big and beautiful his cock seemed to her. She leaned up and took his cock in her hand and kissed him deeply, fisting his length.

There were no reservations between the two of them anymore, but Justin still pondered if he’d be able to even get his head past her little pussy lips. Even if he did, Tammy would be sore for months. But by the aroused look spread across her face, she was willing to try and endure. Just like she had with her mouth, it may take some working, but it was going to happen.

Justin stood up off at the foot of the bed and grabbed Tammy’s hips. He positioned her body so that her opening was on the edge of the bed. He spread her legs, and stepped in closer. He held his cock at the base and pointing his massive member at her awaiting pussy. Tammy’s body was shaking, her eyes filled with a sense of unease. Justin looked down at her tiny pussy, she wasn’t qualified to take in his massive length. Justin grabbed his shaft and swiped it lewdy across her clit, and then tapped it at her lips. Tammy bit down on her bottom lip and readied her body.

“Hurry Justin. Pleeeeease! Fuck me.” She begged.

Justin placed his head at her lips and attempted to slowly slid into her tight pussy with his cock. He moved back a bit as her pussy resisted, her lips only parting for about half of his head. He backed his hips out and then slowly pressed back in. He got the tip in to where it felt resistance before, but this time they slowly parted around him. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. Then, with one slow, powerful lunge, he pressed in.

Tammy felt her opening stretch far beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hands grabbing at the bed spreads while her face grimaced in pain. “Oh god, oh god!” Tammy groaned, throwing her head back.

Her drenched pussy readily stretched to accommodate the thick girth of his shaft. Justin would’ve never imagine seeing her so completely filled by a man’s cock, not to mention his. His cock slowly slid in, impaling her, stretching walls inside her clasping cunt. Justin pressed himself in, until half of his length was almost inside her before it touched up against her cervix.

“OHHHHhhh.” Justin groaned, as he felt a warm pleasure shoot down his cock through his balls and up to his brain. He looked down at Tammy, her mouth was wide open in shock as her knuckles went white from gripping the bed sheets. She was breathing fast, her gasps for air turned into painful moans as her pussy stretched. His long stiff cock was lodged inside of her, but there was plenty of his length that still remained outside Tammy’s cunt. His girth and length looked unnaturally disproportionate to her tiny hips and slender long legs.

“OHHH FUCK! It won’t even go in halfway!” She screamed as he started to back his cock out of her. Before the head popped out he pressed back in slowly.

“UGGGGH!” She howled as he impaled her yet again with his cock. The tip of his dick rested against her cervix.

“Do you want me to stop?” He asked.

She shook her head defiantly. “No. Just, just, leave it there for a moment, let me stretch out and relax around you.”

He did as he told, resting inside her. Several moments passed and Tammy’s breathing began to slow. Her muscles began to relax and she nodded for him to continue. He slid back out and pressed back in and the initial friction began to reside. Justin slowly picked up his rhythm, moving back and forth within her. Justin looked down and eye balled his cock pumping in out of her. The sight looked amazing and it made his mind rush with pleasure as he attempted to deepen his thrusts.

“OOOHhh. God yes! I can’t believe… I’m taking… your dick! I’m being… filled up like… never before!” she moaned. Her hand went to her scalp and pulled at her long brown hair. “I’M ALREADY CUMMING!”

Justin let out a low groan as Tammy’s pussy spasmed around his hard length. He continued thrust into her as she came and quickened his rhythm. He moved his hands from the bed and grabbed her hips for more leverage. Justin pushed back in with more force, sending further into euphoria. Justin tilted his head back and gasped as her tiny pussy constricted around his cock. His eyes rolled back into his head as her pussy tightened around his dick as he began increase his pace further.

“OHHHhhh I’ve never been fucked like this before. Your dick is so fucking huge!” She screamed out as she came down from her peak, still furiously gripping the bed sheets. “I can’t believe I came so fast… I’m already… ramping back up.

Justin continued to sink his rod as far as he could. She must have started to get comfortable and she began to rock her hips against him. He decided to keep his hips still for a moment and Tammy propped herself on her elbows and lifted her ass off the bed to fuck herself on his cock. He glanced at her face and looked into her eyes. They were now flushed with arousal and excitement. Justin felt his body tense up and his breath quicken, he was going to cum any moment. She kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch, Justin couldn’t hold back. He didn’t feel right about it. He thought that maybe he should pull out and cum somewhere else. His mind quickly changed as the orgasm swelled in his balls- he had to. He had to cum inside his step sister.

“OHHH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a rope of hot thick jizz against the back of pussy. Tammy’s eyes widened as his cum splattered against her cervix. She continued to rock against him with his crown lodged inside her as her hips shuddered and he shot round after round of his warm seed. He groaned happily as his cum gushed into her pussy, her tightly locked walls convulsing and rippling around his cock.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy erupted over her step brother’s length, her hips shuddered unchecked as Tammy lost herself in another orgasm. It resonated through her being as she bucked her hips upwards. She screamed again and again as her climax gripped her body. She choked on a breath and screamed out- “OHHH!!! YESSS!!!! Oh, fuck yesssssssssssssss!”

“OHHHhhh! Your cock is so amazing! I can’t help but cum all over it.” She screamed out, gripping his ass cheeks as he began pounding her again. Even though he had just cum, Justin’s cock was still hard and he still wanted more. He thrusted into her for several minutes on the bed before he pulled out and flipped Tammy over. She propped herself up on her knees and elbows as Justin watched her drenched pussy flow with their juices.

His cock was at full strength as he stepped in behind her. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it upwards against her clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening.

“Give me more!” She begged. Justin didn’t hesitate, immediately sinking his rod back into Tammy as far as he could. Tammy threw her head back, sending her hair flying as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably. Justin looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts. She glanced back at him over her shoulder, her eyes flushed with devilish arousal.

“Fill my pussy with your cum again.” She begged. “I love when it bursts inside of me!”

“OH FUCKKKKK!” He moaned as he blasted a ribbon of hot thick cum inside of her pussy. Her eyes widened as his cum splashed inside of her, sending her back into orgasm. She pressed her fully against him as her hips quaked. Justin shot burst after burst of his warm seed, thrusting into her as deep as he could, burying his cock completely as he filled her pussy.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy erupted over his hard cock, her hips bucking as Tammy’s orgasm resonated throughout her body. Justin continued to work his cock deeply into her as her peak rocked her body.

Justin’s body fell on top of Tammy’s back when they finally came down. Several moments passed as their heart beats and breathing began to slow. Finally, Justin pulled away, sliding his half hard cock out of Tammy’s beaten pussy. A mixed glob of their cum oozed out of her as he removed the tip and stained the bed sheet. He collapsed next to her, tired and spent.

“I never knew what my body was missing.” She whispered, her breathing heavy and labored as propped herself up on her elbow and faced him. “Justin, that was amazing, I have no idea what the fuck came over me and led me into your room but we have to do this again.”

He rolled over to face her, knowing full well that it had something to do with the device he had implanted into his ear. There were still several questions unanswered. But Justin had plenty of time before his father came home and removed it. “We can do this again, and we will. But you have to swear that this stays between us. Outside of our bedrooms, this never happened.”

Her face seemed to go slack slightly as if his suggestion worked its way into her mind. “I swear.” Tammy said, her voice sincere. “I’ll never tell anyone.”

“Great!” He said, knowing that she was telling the truth. But he had a second request, one that would test the capabilities of the of the prototype. “Every morning when you wake up and Mom and Dad aren’t home. I want you to come in here and suck my cock until I cum in your mouth.”

Her face went slack again and then it brightened up with excitement. She nodded gleefully as she spoke. “Yes sir!”


Ruling the Model
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Justin woke up to a familiar sensation. A soft warm wetness was wrapped around his stiff morning erection. The warm feeling stopped briefly as the sound of his step-sisters Tammy’s voice filled his ears “Such a beautiful cock.”

His sleep-deprived eyes opened as Tammy’s fingers began sliding up and down along his cock. Giggling, Tammy bent his cock back toward her face and she slowly traced her tongue around the head of his stiff rod. Justin groaned with pleasure, excited at the sight of his step sister’s cute little face, whom had hated him for being a pervert yesterday was now worshipping his cock. Tammy was fucking hot. She was a slender tiny 5’ 5”, about 115 pounds, flat tight stomach, sweeping long legs, shapely pert ass and beautiful dark brown hair that framed her pretty face. Her emerald green eyes looked fantastic is it rose and fell on his massive cock. Her tight rose-colored lips glided along his dick, making love to him with her perfect mouth that was seemed it’s only purpose in life was to be wrapped around his cock.

Justin had found a strange prototype in his father’s safe yesterday afternoon. It looked like a hearing aid and when he placed it in his ear he found himself with an improved memory. Justin’s father was a highly regarded neurosurgeon, specializing in taking patients with strange ailments that other doctors in his field would consider terminal. His father, Dr. Monrovia was highly rewarded by saving lives when others could not. About a year ago, he had been given an offer by a billionaire named Milan Dusk, the founder of a startup to make human brain to computer interfaces that increased the power and speed of critical thought as well as enhancing memory. Mr. Dusk was throwing millions into research to keep humans a step ahead of advancing artificial intelligence technology. There was a note that the accompanied prototype in its case. One that was typed out from Mr. Dusk. Apparently, the funding for this prototype had been pulled because it crossed a boundary of ethics that the startup wasn’t willing to pursue. While the prototype had its benefits in neuroscience and psychology, it’s not the route that the company wanted to proceed in developing.

Needless to say, the prototype worked. Justin could remember things he had saw and read from years ago that had merely glanced at and had little or no interest in. But the prototypes amazing abilities didn’t stop there, for he soon found out that it carried the power of hypnosis and made his manhood massively irresistible. Justin seemed flip back and forth in his mind between his logical self where his critical thinking and memory excelled to the point of inspiration. But then suddenly, when he saw his step sister, his primal lust would take over tenfold. Justin’s cock grew to over twice its previous size and ruling her to please his inner desires was the only thing he could do. He was amazed that his thoughts could control her, making her lust uncontrollably for his cock.

They ended up fucking in his bedroom for hours. She followed his direction, let him call the shots. Tammy was more than happy to be obedient, calling him sir to confirm his orders. It was something that Justin had fantasized about since his dad had married Tammy’s mother a few years ago but thought would never happen in real life. But it did, the realm of his deepest and most taboo fantasy coming to realization before his very eyes. When it was all over Justin decided to test the power of the prototype and directed her to come in his bedroom every morning and suck his cock until he came. Thanks to the prototype, Tammy was carrying out his directions to the letter.

With the side of her head resting on his stomach and the palm of her hand kneading his nuts, she closed her eyes and sucked him, her head dipping up and down. Her mouth glided up and down his shaft, skiing on her tongue, as more and more blood flowed into it and stretched its thin skin, moving him closer and closer to his boiling point.

Tammy liked the warmth of his dick in her mouth and the feeling of it against her lips and tongue as it heated up. Justin had one hand in her hair and one on her shoulder, aiding her yo-yo movements as she gave him head. Tammy released her mouth from his shaft and leaned down, and began to lick and suck on his balls. She teased them with her tongue, alternating between them with her lips, then pulling back and letting it pop out. She lifted her head off Justin’s balls and immediately plunged her lips around him, wrapping her mouth tightly around his girth. Tammy slid her hands around the base of his shaft and began jerking him off into her eager mouth.

She took her time, savoring his massive hardness, licking and sucking for long minutes until her saliva hung on a string from her lips along his rigid shaft. Yesterday, she had a hard time getting her mouth around his massive cock, but it seemed she had learned from the experience and was now taking him in like a champion.

Justin mustered a low, growly groan when he felt his liquid love start to churn its way up and Tammy took that as her cue to suck harder, and soon they both felt the sizzle of his ejaculation. Suddenly he groaned and felt his cum raced up the shaft and erupted like a volcano. He expelled his cum into her mouth in what seemed like an endless quantity as she continued her oral suction. Finally, his balls were empty, and once his gyrations had abated she relaxed her lips from around him, releasing his silky load from her mouth. His milky cum spilled over the head of his cock and down the length of it. Then she took his dick out of her mouth and licked him clean.

“Thank you, Sir!” She said excitedly as her tongue ran along the length of his cock, making sure she got every drop of his cum back in her mouth.

“Your…” Justin paused briefly, his body still reeling from the massive load he had shot in her mouth. “…welcome.”

Tammy lifted her head from his cock and straddled him. “The pleasure was all mine. Ever since I saw your magnificent cock yesterday, all I could think about was coming in your bedroom in the morning and sucking you off until you busted in my mouth.”

“Well, I’m glad I could help make your wish come true.” Justin said. In his mind, the dopamine levels skyrocketed, he was overwhelmed with the feeling satisfaction and success. Not only did his deepest inner wishes come true, but if what she said was correct, he was now satisfying hers.

She leaned forward and gave him a kiss on the cheek, not just a friendly kiss, but one that you’d give to a lover when being appeased. “Well, I’m off to the gym Justin.” She said raising out of the bed. “Need to keep my body in shape.”

Justin nodded, knowing that this was part of her normal routine. She’d usually go for an hour or so and take runs on the treadmills with the other women. It was a female only gym in a high-class part of town. She even had a girlfriend that she would meet and work out with. Delilah was her name. Justin had never met her in person, but she was a popular woman at the gym because of her success in her career.

“Meeting up with Delilah?” He asked. She was a gorgeous blonde model for high-end fashion, and she made a killing doing it. Dresses, gowns, swimsuits, even lingerie. Delilah had the perfect hourglass figure that the marketing departments desired for modeling it. Everything she was photographed in would sell, sell, sell. Justin would sometimes see her work in Tammy’s magazines. He would periodically check in on her social media and gawk at her beauty in private. Delilah was by far out of Justin’s league, like Tammy, she always had a parade of men asking her out.

“Yeah, I’m sure she be there. She always is.” Tammy replied.

Justin’s hormones escalated, his primal lust rising from just the basic thought of seeing Delilah’s image in his mind. It made his spent cock harden and something from the prototype in his ear made him act in a way he normally wouldn’t.

“Tell her I said hello.” He asked. “If you could, give her my number and tell her to call me.” Justin would’ve never thought of asking out such a goddess. But the urges created in his mind seemed to be unleashed naturally. The strange thing was he was comfortable with asking for Tammy’s help on this one, especially after blowing his load inside her mouth just moments ago.

Tammy turned around. Justin was expecting her to name at him and call him a fucking asshole. But instead, she gleefully responded with a “Yes sir.” then turned and left. Moments later Justin heard the front door open and close, signaling Tammy’s departure.

Justin went to his phone and opened his Instagram. He quickly found Delilah’s feed and started going through her photos. She was an extremely beautiful 22-year-old. The picture he saw first was just a selfie of her with her newly bleached blonde hair. It framed her fair skin and cute rounded face. He swiped right to her next photo, she was posing a little differently than the last but it seemed to feature her set of full, soft lips and more of her body. Her boobs were large when compared to her slim frame, ample cleavage rising out the top of her low-cut shirt. She was a short 5’6”, 120 pounds and had almond-shaped blue eyes that spoke out to him in an innocent way. Yet they were hiding something naughty that drew Justin in.

He roused himself from his bed and went to his step sister’s room and found one of Tammy’s fashion catalogs. Justin was looking for a particular one he had thumbed through when he had seen it on the kitchen counter forty-seven days ago. He remembered glancing through the pages to take a glimpse at some skin and cleavage when he came across Delilah’s full-page spread of her modeling an expensive set of very intimate silken bra and panties. The reason he liked the picture was because of the panties that she was wearing. While they were just a simple beige pair, it was the silken fabric he was after. He loved the soft feel of it against his skin and would find himself stealing all of Tammy’s and rubbing them against his cock when he was alone at night. He loved the feel of satin, but especially pure silk. It would always give him goosebumps. Just the reflective shine of the fabric hugging tightly around a girl’s crotch when they were a size too small would make his cock harden.

When he found the magazine, he snatched it up and flipped immediately to the page he wanted. Justin began to drool as he looked upon Delilah’s body in full sexy pose. The way her panties wrapped around her hips and down between her legs was the devil and god’s perfect best attempt at creating lust with just a mere glance. To make it even more tempting she had her thumb hooked around the insides of panties by her hips. Provocatively suggesting that she wanted to rip them clean off. Justin wanted to know what it felt like to rub his massive cock across the satin while she wore them. He had to find out what lied underneath them. His hormones fired off vibrantly in his brain, rushing through his bloodstream and waking his cock as his fantasies of burying his cock deep inside her pussy flew through his mind.

Before he knew it, his cock was in his hand as he peered down at the spread open magazine. His hand stroked along the length of his massive cock, his fingers barely touching around the girth. His jaw hung open in primitive lust as he closed his eyes and imagined himself entering the picture.

He imagined Delilah spinning around as she played with the sides of her panties before she peeled them down, the reflective satin giving way her tiny, gorgeous, shaven pussy.

“Oh god, I want to rub my cock all over those fucking panties!” He sneered, furiously stroking his cock. “I wish she would come over here and demand that I sink my cock in her.”

She would see his huge cock it for the first time and gasp at how massive it was. She would tell him that it was the biggest she’d ever seen. He wanted desperately to press it into her, to stretch her pussy, to fill her up completely. Her cunt would cling to him and she would cum immediately just as he bottomed out inside her. Delilah would scream out his name as her body burst into an earth-shattering orgasm- “OHHHHH JUSTINNNNNNNNNNNN!!!!”

The fantasy overwhelmed his body, making his eyes roll back into his head. His toes curled as his huge cock erupted, sending a massive rope of cum onto the magazine. The first pulse hit Delilah’s picture squarely in the panties. The next blasted with so much pressure it sent a large ribbon flying across his step sister’s bed. He unloaded the rest of his balls on the picture as he came down from his peak.

His breath was ragged and forehead glistened with sweat as he gathered himself. He quickly started a load of laundry to wash Tammy’s blankets. Justin disposed of the lingerie catalog and thought that he may need to contact the company to send him a copy. But after remembering how hard he had just come cum he thought he should order any that they may have sitting around.

Justin hastily went to his bedroom and grabbed his laptop to contact the company when his cell phone rang. It was a number he didn’t recognize and it wasn’t an 800 number so he answered the call.

“Hello.” He said plainly.

“Hello.” A sexy young voice greeted. Her voice was high as you’d expect for a young woman but soft on the ears.

“Is Justin available?” The voice said in a warm tone.

“This is Justin.” He responded. “Who’s calling?”

“Hey, Justin. This is Delilah. I’m a friend of your sisters…” The voice introduced.

Justin’s mind instantly reeled. He was completely shocked that she had called him. And so soon as well. If Tammy had given her his number it must have been just now.

“Well hey there Delilah.” He responded. “Nice to hear the voice behind all the gorgeous photos.”

Delilah giggled. “Thanks, hun. I left something with your sister and needed to grab it from her house. You wouldn’t happen to be home so I can grab it from her gym bag?”

“Well, I’m home and I don’t mind you stopping by-”

“Great!” She said excitedly as if she had landed a high-paying photoshoot. “I’ll head over.”

Justin was stunned again. Why would she need to come over and grab something out of her gym bag when Tammy was at the gym with her bag? “Wait, wait, Delilah. Tammy is at the gym with her bag. Why don’t you just meet her there? She should be arriving there any moment.”

There was a short silence before Delilah responded. “Umm uh, I…” She was stammering as if she was trying to think of something to say but failing. “It may not be in her bag. I’ll be over in a half an hour.”

“Ok, sure. I’ll be around.” Justin responded. He had an intuition that she was making this whole story up just so she could come over. Delilah had never come over to the house- she didn’t know where he and Tammy lived. Not to mention, if Delilah wasn’t with Tammy then how did she come by his number. Her story didn’t add up, and Justin decided to ask a question to make sure. “How did you get my number without going to the gym and meeting Tammy. Did she text it to you?”

“No sir, I found it on your social media.” She responded.

‘Sir?! Why is she calling me sir?!’ It hit him just as immediately as he asked himself the question- she was hypnotized! Justin’s mouth turned up into a grin, he was just a little started that this had happened so abruptly. He didn’t really have much to gauge the powers of the prototype except for the one encounter with his step-sister yesterday. Justin just didn’t think it would influence someone who lived across town.

Justin chuckled when he realized that his fantasy he had a few minutes ago was going to come true. He was going to enjoy this blonde tart immensely. “I’m sure you have my address then?”

“Yes sir…” She responded as Justin heard a car door opening and closing through the phone speaker.

“Ok, I’ll see you in a bit then.” He said nonchalantly.

“I’m sure I’ll be getting exactly what I’m looking for.” She said with a hint of innuendo as the engine of her car started up and the phone call disconnected.

Justin couldn’t believe that his step sister’s hot friend was coming over. Not just any hot friend, a bona fide model. This was too good to be true. He didn’t waste any time and immediately started the shower.

With the amplified hormones from Delilah fading out of his bloodstream, the intensified rational and more logical part of the prototype took over as he got ready. He wanted to look his best when she arrived. While he knew that the hypnotized Delilah would shove his cock down her throat whether he looked like a slob or a million bucks, he wanted to look good for himself. The old him was long gone. The time of wearing jerseys, backward hats, with unkempt living frat boy living was no longer his style. He felt smarter and more successful because of the prototype and wanted to look and dress more dignified.

After he showered and shaved, he realized he didn’t have any suitable clothes that fit what he imagined his new self to wear. But his father did. Good thing they were about the same size. He went into his dad’s closet and Justin picked out a pair of expensive black dress slacks, a gray button-down shirt and matched perfectly it with a stylish tie. As he tied a Windsor knot, he realized that he had never tied one before. He looped it together perfectly from memory of just seeing other men having the knot around their necks. He added a little gel to his short brown hair to spike it, giving it the wet styled look. He looked good he thought to himself and he felt even better as he chose a fine watch and finished the outfit by fastening one of his dad’s silver clips to his tie.

He went to check his timepiece on his wrist when he heard the doorbell ring. He looked at the surveillance camera his dad happened to have installed. He saw Delilah on the television screen and she was more stunning in person than any of her photos. Usually, it’s the other way around. Most photographers would take hundreds of pictures before publishing the perfect one for everyone to look at. Sometimes, when you’d see them in person, one would be surprised for all the wrong reasons. Not Delilah.

She was curvy, slim and wore a pair of tight yoga pants that showed off her cute ass and a low-cut blouse that called attention to her ample cleavage. She was wearing her straight blonde hair down and bordered her pretty face until rested on her shoulders and down her back. She had minimal makeup on, just a hint lip gloss, some blended eyeliner, and mascara. Seemed like she had dressed casually and thrown something on to rush out of her house. She smiled at him as if knowing he was watching her through the camera and did a small wave with just her fingers.

He went downstairs and opened the door. “Heyyyy there Delilah. Come on in.” Justin was excited and spoke with a ring to his voice. He held the door open and motioned her in.

“Heyyy.” Delilah smiled widely with a quick little rock of her hips and bounce to her chest. As she walked by, he noticed her hair must have been freshly washed and bared a fresh floral scent that he enjoyed.

“Tammy’s room is this way.” He directed down a hallway.

“First time over to our house?” Justin asked as they traversed the hallway to the staircase.

“Yes sir.” She replied and then shook her head sharply as if she was asking herself why she responded with that phrase. She looked over at Justin as they and checked him out. Justin watched as her eyes went to his crotch and her eyes widened. “It’s big… It’s a big house.”

“It definitely is.” Justin chuckled. Delilah seemed to be a little nervous as if not know how to act. The look on her face showed her deep interest in Justin and she kept playing with her hair as if it was an itch she had to scratch. If the hypnosis was anything like Tammy’s then she would lose her control soon.

When they got upstairs, Justin opened the door to Tammy’s room for her and let her in. “Well, here it is.” He said.

“Thanks.” She shyly giggled breaking eye contact and looking about the room. She looked around clumsily, trying to keep up the act as if she was searching for something that wasn’t there. It was obvious that she wanted him but was reluctant to do so. As if she didn’t know where to start. Justin thought he should probably give her some suggestions to test if she would react like Tammy had and to get the show going.

‘Try the dresser. Bottom drawer.’ He thought. ‘Bend at the hips, don’t squat.’

Delilah went over to the far wall and bent in front of Tammy’s dresser. His suggestion was working! She started going through the bottom drawer as Justin’s eyes zoomed in on her butt, enjoying the view. She had such an amazing ass.

‘Oh yeah stay bent over like that.’

Delilah complied, keeping bent at her waist.

‘Give it a nice rub for me, like you know I’m watching.’

She took a hand and rubbed her curvy ass through the fabric of her yoga pants. He let her pose there for several moments. He began to bulge in his slacks. The urge to rip off her skin-tight pants behind washed through his mind.

‘Very nice. Now turn around.’ She did, smiling coyly at him knowing that he had fully check out her ass. ‘Now come over to me. You know why you came over here. Come and get what you really want.’

She looked confused for a second and then her eyes snapped back to Justin filled with a glare that showed her inner desires. “I don’t know what came over me about an hour ago. But for some reason, I had to meet you.” Delilah looked back at him and down at his crotch again. She said as she walked slowly across the room towards him.

“You like what you see Justin?” She asked him, her hips swaying slightly.

“I do,” He replied. “I must say, I’m a big fan of your work. And you’re even more beautiful in person.”

“Thanks…Would you like to see more?” She said candidly as she crossed her arms in front of her and grabbed her shirt from the waist showing her pierced navel. Her stomach was smooth and flat as she continued to pull her shirt off her body, finally revealing the same beige bra from the picture he had jacked off earlier.

Justin’s head cocked to the side amazed. But he was even more intrigued by her choice of bra. “I love what I see Delilah. May I ask what made you want to wear that particular bra?”

“Oh, this one?” She spoke casually as she ran her fingers along the lower wire slowly.

“Interesting you asked that. I had a bra and panties photoshoot several months ago where I modeled it. When I was at home about to leave for the gym, I started thinking about you. I couldn’t get you out of mind and began to change my clothes. For some reason, I thought that it was the best choice for my outfit and that I knew you’d like it. I even dug it out of the back of my closet, I haven’t worn it since the shoot.” She stepped up closer to him, her eyes filled with an uncontrollable desire.

“You like it, don’t you?” She asked.

“I love it.” He responded, his mind still processing that somehow the hypnosis made her pick the same bra that he had jacked off to. “I’m familiar with the photo shoot you wore it in, It’s actually my favorite.”

She smiled widely and raised her arms over his shoulders and clasped him around the neck. Justin could feel her breath on his face as she inched her head ever so closer. “I don’t know why Justin, but I knew you wanted me to wear it. And I don’t know why I want you so bad and so suddenly, but I don’t care. I must have you.”

She leaned in the last three inches and forced her mouth on top of his. Delilah kissed him with strength and power as he joined his tongue with her. She moaned in his mouth and her body shivered as her anticipation was finally released. Justin pulled her in tightly around her waist as they kissed passionately. Delilah pressed her body forward as he propped her up, she seemed to melt away in his arms as she continued to explore his tongue and lips. She moved her hands down the curve of his neck and pulled him deeper into a kiss, tilted her head slightly so her tongue immersed itself in his mouth. After a long moment, she finally peeled herself away from his lips, keeping her eyes locked on his.

“Since you familiar with the shoot I modeled it in…” She whispered as her lips came around to his earlobe. “Then you know it comes with a matching pair of panties.” Her tongue flickered along his earlobe, making his cock stiffen almost immediately.

“Mmmhmm.” He replied, cocking his head back in bliss as her hot breath washed against his ear.

“Then you know that they are made up of the finest satin, they’re pretty much almost pure silk. I love how it feels when it’s a size too small and presses against my pussy.” She said as she took his earlobe in her mouth and sucked him in, flicking her tongue about the sensitive skin before withdrawing to whisper again. “I don’t know what came over me as I was picking them out. But all I could think about his having your hot cum cover them completely, I almost soaked through them after I slipped them on.”

Delilah’s words drove Justin out of his mind. Somehow when he was wrapped up in his fantasy with the magazine it must have somehow made her want to fulfill his kinky desires. His hormones rushed and his cock stiffened to the point that it hurt pressing so hard against the fabric of his slacks. He couldn’t take it anymore! This was hottest he’d ever felt in his entire life.

“Show me!” He demanded, moving his head away from her face. “What are you waiting for?”

Delilah grinned and backed away slowly. Her hands came down to the elastic of her yoga pants and she used her thumbs to slowly slide them off her hips. Delilah swayed her hips a little as she did, giving Justin sultry tease. After she slipped them over her butt they dropped to the floor showing him the smooth beige panties he desperately wanted to rub his cock on. The plain bikini briefs smoothly wrapped around her hips and pussy if they were a present to Justin, holding a gift for him that he had wished for his entire life.

Justin was at a loss for words all he could think about is getting his slacks and boxers off to free his cock from their restriction.

Delilah’s stepped back up next to him, her hands immediately reached out and undid Justin’ belt. “Let’s see what’s in here…” She said as she quickly unbuttoned the fly and pulled down the zipper. He finally got ahold of himself and caressed her tits as Delilah pulled his pants over his ass. The slacks fell with his boxers down to floor around his feet. Her mouth dropped wide open as his eleven-inch cock sprang forward fully erect. The tip of his massive shaft was already dripping with pre-cum.

“Sir…” Delilah said, her eyes fixated on his huge member. “You have the most beautiful and magnificent cock I have ever seen!”

He just stood there smiling as Delilah took her cock in her hand, her fist barely able to close around his girth. Delilah looked up at him as she stroked his length slowly, letting his fore-skin slide along the length of cock. She inched her hips closer and began to rub the tip against the front of her panties. A shiver ran from his cock and straight to his brain, making his eyes roll back in his head.

“Mmmm,” She whispered. “It pleases me to rub your cock on these panties.”

She pressed her hips forward, letting his cock pass along the satin and over her crotch. She shuddered briefly as his girth touched up against her fabric concealing her pussy. She grinded herself further that it slid between her legs and exited out the other side. Delilah stood up on her tiptoes and rocked herself back and forth on his cock. His member was so long she could reach back and fist his cock and she dry humped him with her panties. Delilah looked up and Justin met her stare. He looked deeply into her eyes, they were flush with a desire that only he could fulfill. She wanted him to be pleased, no matter the request.

Justin mind was reeling from the shock of his fantasy was coming to fruition and how amazing it was that Delilah was more than willing to make it come true. He could feel her warm cunt soaking through the silken fabric as she glided her pussy along his length. Every time she pushed in and then back out a tingling sensation deep within his balls began to churn.

Delilah stepped back and his cock sprung back up to full attention. She pressed her tits together as she sat on the bed in the same spot he had laid the magazine earlier and spread her legs. “Rub that fat cock on these panties sir.” She demanded.

“You ready to soak those panties for me?” He demanded in return.

“I am!” She responded immediately. “I’m already wetter than I’ve been in my life.”

Justin looked down to check to see if she was telling the truth. She was. He stepped up to the foot of the bed and placed a hand on the bed to steady himself as he lowered his body on top of her. With his free hand, he held his cock from the base and guided it to her panties. Again, the shiver caused by touching his hard rod against the smooth soft fabric rippled through him. He pressed the underside of his cock into her crotch and her panties seemed to kiss him back. Slowly, he began rocking his hips. Justin caressed his dick into the material, feeling every inch of the satin fabric. He carried forth in the pure bliss of his fantasy for a minute or so as his orgasm began to build. Delilah looked down at his massive cock as her mouth hung open. Her thighs were beginning to tremble as Justin worked himself closer to orgasm.

Justin watched her eyes as she shuddered. She looked so beautiful grinding her panties against his cock. Delilah was so fucking hot! Her tits were large and perfectly shaped, her stomach flat. She was beading with perspiration as she wrapped her long sweeping legs around him, pulling him in as he finally burst.

“OHHHH FUCKKKK!” He yelled as he fired a massive ribbon from the tip of his cock, painting the fabric and covering the silken panties. Justin unloaded what seemed like an endless quantity, draining his balls and wracking his body with immense pleasure.

“Oh my, so much cum!” She yelped as her whole crotch readily accepted the shower it was receiving. Her thighs and torso were bathed in his seed and he just kept cumming relentlessly. The sight was too much, his eyes closed and as his head went dizzy. The last thing he remembered feeling before he passed out was collapsing onto Delilah’s soaked body.

* * *

For the second time in the same day, Justin woke up to a familiar sensation wrapped around his cock. The warm feeling continued as he opened his eyes and saw Delilah sitting astride his legs with his stiff cock buried in her mouth. Justin wondered how his cock was still raging hard. After expelling so much cum to the point he passed out it was unimaginable that his cock wouldn’t have gone flaccid. He had a similar experience with Tammy the day before and could carry on fucking with no break in between climaxes.

Delilah was humming constantly while she plunged her head deep into him, shoving his cock deep into her mouth until it would tap against the opening of her throat. Her beautiful face beamed with fulfillment she bobbed her head between his thighs. She was amazing at sucking cock, better than any he had his whole life. Justin watched her in sheer amazement as she worshipped his cock. When he groaned, Delilah noticed he had come to, she raised her head up his length and spat his cock out.

“Welcome back Justin.” She greeted. “Since you passed out I thought I’d take the opportunity to get a closer look of your wonderful cock. Hope you don’t mind.”

“Feels amazing Delilah.” He responded mid-moan. “Now get back to sucking my cock.”

“Yes sir.” She responded, taking his cock back in her mouth. Delilah began to slowly bob his shaft. Her mouth was already filled with saliva and she made quiet slurping sounds and she sucked him down, sending waves of pleasure from Justin’s balls straight to his brain. Delilah slid up the length of his cock and released it from her red lips. She began to lick the shaft from right above his balls in an upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caressing them with her fingers. She sucked on him obediently, constantly humming while his hard cock filled her mouth. She continued to service his massive dick, swirling her tongue around the head of his cocked tasting the oozing pre-cum. Justin’s thighs began to tremble, he was trying to hold back as long as he could, but her warm sucking mouth was starting to wear him down. She noticed him about to buck and backed her from his cock briefly. “Cum in my mouth Sir. I want your seed to fill my mouth so bad it’s making my brain hurt. Hurry, I want to taste your load.”

“As you wish…” He replied as Delilah sunk her head back onto his cock again, the crown of his dick burying itself deep in her mouth. Justin was about to cum. His balls pulsated in her palm as his cock throbbed in her mouth. She sucked even harder, so hard that Justin saw tears form in her eyes as her stomach contracted and her ribs protruded. Justin took a handful of her hair and pushed down on Delilah’s head until her lips were flush with the bottom of his abdomen. His cock slid down her throat as her head squashed down between his body and his hand.

“OOOHHH FUCK I’M CUMMING.” He groaned as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up. Justin couldn’t hold it back any longer, she was sending him beyond the edge and finally, he released. Delilah’s amazing eyes shot open wide as he sent a massive hot jet of cum into the back her mouth. Justin pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as Delilah’s mouth acted as a whirlpool, vacuum, and drain. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her obeying mouth, filling it fully until some of it overflowed and escaped from her tightly wrapped lips. Delilah’s kept her face flush with his chest as his balls emptied and finally, they were spent.

She backed her head off his cock and licked him clean. She didn’t even choke or gag. “Mmmm, that tasted so good.” She muttered. “It’s amazing your still hard after all of this!”

As she ran her tongue over his spent cock it seemed to flex and twitch, as if it wasn’t done coming. His mind raced with how much stamina he now had. Somehow, the prototype had transformed him into an everlasting machine with a cock built for fucking.

Justin looked down at the amazing sight taking place as the supermodel that Delilah licked his cock and balls thoroughly clean. As he watched her, he noticed the cum soiled panties were still on and he began to think how he wanted her to take them off so he could plow what lied beneath.

Almost immediately after his thoughts went through his brain, Delilah raised up off the bed and stood up. She walked a few feet away and hooked her thumbs around the sides of her panties. She struck the same pose that she had in the picture from the magazine then peeled them off, rocking her hips as she slowly bent at the waist. Justin got a fantastic view of her tiny amazing pussy as she dropped the panties to the floor around her ankles. She stepped out of the panties and kicked them onto the bed next to him. He took in the sight of her freshly shaved cunt and his cock twitched from excitement, fully erect in his jeans.

She danced slowly for him. Caressing herself with her hands up and down her body. She turned around, bending forward at her hips. Delilah rubbed her bare ass with one hand slightly pulling a cheek to side giving Justin a full view of her pussy. She spanked her model ass once for good measure before standing straight and turning to face him once again.

“You’re fantastic.” Justin said aloud waiting for his invitation to ravish her.

“I can’t wait any longer Justin. Fuck me, Sir…. please….” Delilah begged as she bent over the dresser.

Within an instant Justin was looming behind her, his cock thirsty for her pussy. He held his dick from the base swiping it up and down across her clit, positioning the head of his cock between her legs. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia.

“NOW!” She demanded. “I want to feel that big cock in me.”

With one slow, powerful lunge, he buried his stiff cock deep in her tiny welcoming cunt. Her tight pussy accommodated his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by Justin’s dick. Her pussy gripped onto it as he impaled her.

“Unnnghhh! OH MY!” She moaned wildly. “IT’S SOOO BIG!”

Justin sunk his cock all the way into her pussy, bottoming out inside her. Her hips started to shake as he filled her up. Delilah bit down on her lower lips as an orgasm took hold of her body. “I’M CUMMING!”

‘She came already?’ he thought as he started to fuck her, remember she had done the same in his fantasy from earlier.

Her cunt was clinging to him each time he withdrew, while her tits bounced back and forth above the dresser as he sunk his cock in and out. Delilah’s mouth hung wide open as she got repeatedly impaled by his rod of flesh. “Oh, yes fuck my pussy.” she sobbed.

He continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her. Her hand went her head and she grabbed at her scalp, tossing her hair in a throe passion. Justin reached across and under her body and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it as she slipped back and forward on the dresser, her molten folds sending sensations over his body. He placed her hand on his hips to lend his thrusts and drove into her harder.

Her head whipped about as Justin thick hard cock slammed into her powerfully. Delilah’s tits bounced back and forward and she raised herself onto her elbows. Her trembling knees were pressed together as her calves and feet angled out, barely touching the floor on her the tips of her toes. On the floor below that was a puddle of her cum and juices that were flowing out from her gushing pushy. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against her tiny clit and added toward the feeling of another oncoming orgasm.

“OHHH! I’M CUMMING!” Delilah screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his massive rampaging cock. He buried it all the way inside her and waited as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. She panted and gasped as Justin continued to pound her hard from behind.

He waited for her tremoring to subside, pulled out and stepped away. She looked back at him with a longing look and he motioned for her for her to stand. She obeyed and he wrapped his arms around her model body by the stomach and lifted her off the ground. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he turned and walked them both over to towards the window. He rested the top of her back against the window and switched his grip to her smooth soft ass cheeks and sunk his cock back into her.

“OHHHhhh.” She moaned. He pressed in with his hard cock, filling her with his girth. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped her ass cheeks. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his hard rod. His breathing rasped and Justin’s balls began to churn. He tried to hold off but Delilah’s pussy clenched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum again.

She moaned as she felt his cock begging to flex and swell. “Shoot it inside me.”

His cock began to convulse and his toes curled on the carpet. “Oh, fuck I’m cumming.” He groaned. He gripped her ass from below with both hands as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick and shot a rope of cum that splashed into her cunt.

“Ohhhh FUUUCCCK!” He groaned out as the cum erupted out and into her pussy. Delilah moaned as her womb began to fill with his seed, send her hips shuddering into another orgasm. Justin’s balls were spasming as he pumped a huge amount of his seed inside her, filling her womb. Delilah assisted him by using what little weight she had by slamming her hips down, using her grasp around his neck as leverage. He fired shot after shot until finally, he came down from his peak, his eyes rolling in their sockets during the aftermath.

Still gripping her ass, he switched his grip back to her hips and lift her off his cock. Her pussy poured with his cum as he set her down.

“Fuck that was amazing.” He said his body still trembling from the climax.

“Yes, it was Sir.” She paused as his cum ran down the inside of her legs, her pussy was gaped open, dripping from the combination of their juices. Delilah’s pretty blonde hair was a mess from pulling at her scalp from the amazing fucking she had just received. She used all her available energy to walk back over to the bed and collapse on the mattress.

“My body loves your cock. It’s as if it’s been missing it my whole life.” She whispered, her breathing heavy as she rolled over into a fetal position. “Justin, that was amazing, I need to have your cock again. All I can say… I’m cum starved… If I didn’t get my fill… I would have probably died.”

He kneeled on top of the mattress next to her, knowing full well that it had everything to do with the prototype. Justin had heard his step-sister Tammy say something similar after they had fucked. He would add Delilah to his harem and make her come over often so he could bury his huge cock in her pussy again.

“We can do this again, and we will.” Repeating the words that he had said to Tammy yesterday. But this time he was going to alter her orders to test the powers of the prototype to his benefit. “After the gym, after work, I want you to come over to my home so I can fill all your holes with my cock.”

“I would love that sir.” She said whispered, turning towards him, her eyes filling again with lust. “My body is yours.”


Ruling the Ex
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Justin pressed his foot on the throttle of his sports car, speeding it down the freeway. He weaved in and out of the slower cars while going twenty or so miles over the limit. His driver side window was rolled down and blew the night’s air into his short brown hair. He couldn’t stop thinking about earlier today and the woman he had just fucked. Delilah; a blonde supermodel that was a friend of his stepsister, Tammy. Before this morning he had never even met Delilah in person. But when he had fantasized about her while masturbating to one of her lingerie photos she came over to his house and threw herself at him. The encounter would have never happened if Justin had never found a strange prototype in his father’s safe the day before. It looked similar to a hearing aid, and when he placed it in his ear he found himself with an improved memory and a massive new manhood.

Justin’s father was a highly regarded neurosurgeon, specializing in taking patients with strange ailments that other doctors would consider terminal. His father, Dr. Monrovia, had saved several lives when others could not. About a year ago, he had been given an offer by a billionaire named Milan Dusk, the founder of a startup to make human brain to computer interfaces that increased the power and speed of critical thought as well as enhancing memory in an effort to keep humans ahead of quickly advancing AI technology.

When Justin placed the device in his ear, the prototype immediately changed him. Suddenly, he could remember things he had saw and read years ago that had merely glanced at. Even books that he no interest and forgotten about seemed to be as if he just read it moments ago. But the prototypes amazing abilities didn’t stop there, for he soon found out that it carried the power of hypnosis and made his manhood massively irresistible.

When he saw a woman he was attracted to, his primal lust would take over. It was as if his human body wasn’t calibrated to handle such an increase in hormones. He would lose control of himself to a primal lust. Justin couldn’t stop, his cock had grown to twice the size it was before and with the hypnosis powers, he subconsciously willed Delilah to call and ask to come over.

When they spoke on the phone she seemed to be in hurry to come over, making excuses that she had left something in his step-sisters gym bag. Justin knew it was a lie since she was supposed to meet Tammy at the gym instead of coming to his house. Justin didn’t seem to mind and just went with it. Besides, she probably didn’t understand the hypnosis powers that had taken over. And to be fair, Justin didn’t fully understand them yet either.

When she arrived, they quickly got down to business in his step-sisters bedroom. While the situation heated up, Justin noticed that she was wearing the same lingerie from the photo he had rubbed one out to. Delilah had told him that she had searched through her closet to find them because she wanted to wear them for him. Justin had a thing for silken panties, he would constantly take his stepsisters and the set Delilah was wearing was the reason he had jacked off to the picture in the first place. When he had climaxed with the magazine spread out in front of him, he remembered wishing that she would come over so he could bury his cock deep inside her.

It wasn’t long before she had fulfilled his fantasy of blowing his load on her silken panties. He had come so hard that he had passed out immediately afterward. She woke him by taking his cock in her mouth before they fucked in various places around the room. The encounter ended when he had lifted her petite body off the floor and plowed her against the window before cumming a second time inside her tight pussy. Just thinking about it made his penis stiffen in his dress slacks. He wanted to fuck again, but not Delilah, he had other ideas.

He took the next exit and drove his car to the nearest gas station. He parked it at the pump, worked the kiosk and started pumping his gas. He left the nozzle going as he sat in the driver seat with the door open, grabbed his phone and went through his contacts, stopping at a number he hadn’t called in about a year. The highlighted name of his ex-girlfriend Kirsten made his thoughts swirl through his mind. As he reflected on their history, the memory seemed incredibly vivid because of the prototype, as if it had happened just now. His stomach drew together in knots. She had humiliated him before she broke up with him. Not only did Kirsten cheat on him with one of the star football players from his university, but she had told several people that she wasn’t satisfied with the size of Justin’s cock.

If the being cheating on wasn’t bad enough, the ridicule he received from his peers poured mounds of salt in the fresh wound. What made it even worse is that he never even got the opportunity to have sex with Kirsten. On a drunken night, they were fooling around when she decided to see his goods. While he wasn’t big back then, he’s wasn’t tiny either, just having an erect cock of five to six inches. Kirsten wasn’t impressed and before Justin knew it, they had broken up and she was fucking someone else on the same night.

The knot in Justin’s stomach subsided, somehow relaxing as the newly found confidence instilled by the prototype started to take effect. His new cock seemed to thump at thought of burying itself inside Kirsten. She was a gorgeous piece of black ass that came from a family of big money. She stood almost five feet five with long straight black hair and chocolate mocha skin. Kirsten was incredibly well proportioned- wide hips, a tight ass, large breasts with a tiny narrow waist. Justin constantly heard people remarking that Kirsten could easily be casted for twerking in a rap video or posing on the front of some award-winning custom sports car. She tended to wear expensive miniskirts, stockings, and blouse that showed her ample cleavage. She always had a large designer purse and the pricey pair of sunglasses resting on top of her head as if she were wearing a royal tiara.

Not only did Kirsten look high-class but she had the cliché socialite personality to match. She was self-absorbed, arrogant, spoiled and entitled. Coasting on a free ride through life because of her family’s big money and her good looks, but most of all- lies. While the other parts of her personality he could put up with, the lying was one that cast her into the area of total cunt. It bothered Justin to his core that she had told everyone he had a small dick. And like every time in his life, everyone believed the pretty privileged girl over him. While he was just average before, he couldn’t wait to show her his new one the prototype had given him and really make her feel it.

He imagined her straining to try to get his massive new cock inside her mouth. Or better yet stretching her pussy with it while she bit down on her lower lip in pain while she adjusted to his girth. The thought alone made his cock thump in his pants, adding to his resolve of finally to convince her to give him that pussy that she denied him, but most of all- to get even.

As Justin confidently pressed the call symbol he smiled knowing that he would finally be able to put this sexy fucking brat in her place with a massive reaming that she would never forget.

“Hello.” A sassy voice answered. Her voice had a demanding tone to it.

“Kirsten?” Justin said in a professional tone.

“Speaking.” She responded flatly, it was obvious she didn’t know it was him.

“Hey there Kirsten. It’s Justin from school-”

“The fuck?!” Her tone changed to annoyed. “Lose my number tiny.”

Justin acted like he didn’t hear her request and kept a clear tone. While he could use the prototype to control the situation, he decided to use it sparingly. “You wouldn’t happen to be free at the moment?”

“Pffft!” She sneered. “You’re a waste of my time scrub.”

“Trust me, this won’t be a waste of your time. You’re going to want to see this.”

“See what? Your small cock?” She shot back, returning to her usual regime of false insults. “I don’t have time for a little prick white boy, speak to my friend silence.” The phone went dead.

‘That went just as expected.’ Justin thought. Honestly, he should have never called her in the first place, he was just hoping deep down that she found her heart in the frozen depths of where it was hidden and give her a chance to apologize on her own free will. But since she obviously hadn’t had any repercussions from her actions towards others, it was time for Justin to dispense punishment.

He focused his thoughts on Kirsten and felt the prototype tingle in his ear canal. ‘You’re going to get phone call… You’re going to pick it up and stay silent unless told to speak. When asked a question, you will answer truthfully.’

He redialed Kirsten’s number and she immediately picked up, confirming that the hypnosis had taken its effect. Justin closed his car door to ensure that no one overheard what was about to take place.

“Hello.” She greeted, her tone was plain, void of emotion.

“Kirsten, you know who it is. And now that your bitchy mouth can’t talk unless I say..” Nothing but silence come through the earpiece on the phone. Justin waited for a moment before continuing. “We’re going to play a game. It’s a simple game really. Just a basic question and answer. You understand?”

Again, another silence.

“Answer me!” Justin snarled.

“Yes, sir! I understand.” She answered back. It was like soothing music to Justin’s ears, he had her right where he wanted.

“Do you think I have a small cock?” He asked.

“No, sir. When I saw it, I thought it to be average in my opinion.” Kirsten said.

“Then why did you lie and tell everyone that it was tiny?”

“To have another reason to break up with you.”

The truth hurt but added to Justin’s rage toward the situation. While he had an intuition that the lie was just a disguise for another motive, it still stung him deep down. But he wondered what her ulterior reason was.

“Why did you really want to break up with me?”

“When your father quit his practice in neural surgery, my family and I thought that his fortune would go down with it. After realizing that you weren’t going to be a part of a family that made more than seven figures, I decided to break it off.”

Justin was dismayed. ‘She broke it off because of money?! What a fucking cunt!’ He thought. He felt some retribution knowing that his father’s gamble to switch fields and work for Milan Dusk did in-fact pay off. Seemed a fitting justice for Kirsten that her bet was incorrect, knowing that the prototype his father had created under Mr. Dusks brand would become her undoing.

Justin breathed in deeply, keeping a cool calm. While his feelings and emotions were raging with anger over the pain that was caused by her lie, his logical side found it intriguing to see this to her side of Kirsten. One that planned for the future and made financial decisions based upon analyzation of the situation. When they had broken it up it was a tumultuous time for Justin. He was uncertain about his father’s and his own future too. But all that didn’t discredit how she treated the situation and copped out with a lie that would harm others. Not only was it beyond immature, it went past any grey area and into the land of evil.

“So why did you tell a lie to everyone?” He asked. “Why didn’t you just tell me like a normal person?”

“Because I didn’t want you or anyone else to think I was a gold digger. My family is not the richest in the valley like everyone assumes. My father gambled away the fortune. I need to marry into big money if I’m going to carry on with my current lifestyle.” She answered slow and plainly.

Now it all finally made sense to Justin. But he didn’t care too much about her family’s financial dilemma, they still had a paid-off mansion, plenty of physical property, stock holdings, and other resources, they’ll live. While it was a good reason in the long run, it didn’t excuse how she handled it. Now it was time for Kirsten to pay.

“Kirsten, when we are done with this call you are going to call the gate security to your community and be sure that they know I’m coming.” Justin directed, using the assistance of the prototype to make his command.

“Yes, sir.” She answered.

“Who’s at your home with you?” He asked.

“Just myself, the gate guard and one servant.”

“Send the servant away and tell the guard to stay at his post. When I arrive at your home, you will be waiting on your doorstep, in your sluttiest skirt and bra, on all fours.”

“Yes, master.” She replied in a manner that was submissive yet provocative. The was something to the way that Kirsten called him master that made his cock skyrocket to full hard-on.

With that, he ended the call. It was all too easy. Because of the prototype, Justin was finally able to get to the bottom of it. He replaced the gas nozzle back on its hook, started his car and drove over to her house. The security at the check-in gate quickly waved him through to Kirsten’s family estate. The property was expansive and well maintained. As he drove the long cobblestone driveway to the three-story mansion at the end. The front of the mansion was an amazing set of Greek-style columns the surrounded the tall and ornate double doors. He noticed that all the servants had been sent away. Usually there would be a valet waiting but instead, he saw Kirsten on top of the dais leading to the graceful double-doors on all fours, just as he had directed.

Her straightened long black hair fell in front of her shoulders bordering her pristine face and heart-shaped lips. Her massive breasts were secured by a lacey tan bra. Kirsten’s slender hourglass body curved around to her bubble butt as that was partially hidden by a mini leather skirt that was about the width of a napkin. The straps of her g-string rested above her hips and became invisible until the thin fabric covering her crotch poked out the underside of the skirt. She finished the outfit with a pair of four-inch stilettos. She stared back at him awaiting his command, the look on her face complacent and docile.

Justin parked his car as close to the front steps as possible and got out. Kirsten kept her eyes locked on him plainly as he slowly ascended the steps to her position. He knelt down in front of her and reached out, cupping her chin roughly to bring her face to angle up to his. Justin noticed her eyes showed some resentment towards him and that there was some discomfort behind them. While he could use his abilities to change her mood to one that was more positive, a twisted part of him liked the fact that she was finally in a position that she could not control.

“I want to thank you for finally being truthful to me about your reasons for breaking it off.” He said.

“Your welcome, sir.” She responded, her eyes becoming lost in his, entrancing her.

“That’s a good girl, call me sir.” He directed, slowly smoothing his fingers over her face. She seemed to respond well to the sensitive change of his caress as he ran them up her cheek and around her neck softly until he reached the back of her neck and forcibly grabbed her hair angling her head back to his gaze. “Are you ready for your punishment Kirsten?” He asked casually.

Kirsten rolled her eyes, her true feelings showing. While he could have hypnotized the thoughts from not showing and even make her forget about them, Justin wanted to play with her a little bit before making her his cock starved slut.

“Did you just roll your eyes at me?!” Justin demanded with such indignation it kind of took Kirsten by surprise.

She gave him an innocent look but immediately snapped away from it. Justin could tell that her mind was fighting his suggestions. It was as if she wanted to try to lie her way out of it but wasn’t able to do so. “I’m sorry sir.” She stammered.

“Sorry?” He snarled while jerking her back again. Justin decided it was time to use the prototype and change this bitches mind once and for all. “From here on out, I’m going to be making all the choices from you. You are going to enjoy every decision I make on your behalf. And if you’re a good girl I’ll fuck you like you deserve to be fucked!”

“Yes Sir!” She responded her tone and body language seemed to change from reluctant excited when Justin said it might be possible that he would fuck her. “I’ll be a good girl.”

“Good!” He said removing his hand from the base of her neck and releasing his grip on her hair. “Now fucking strip for me, show me that fantastic body that you never gave to me.”

Kirsten’s expression turned into to one with a sense of purpose as she rose from the stone and started strutting slowly around in front of him. She kept her eyes fixated on him as she turned her body slowly but whipped her head around quickly to keep the gaze locked. Kirsten sexily rocked her hips in a figure eight. Her stilettos clicked on the pavement as she approached Justin and bent towards him at the waist keeping her legs straight, running her palms along them as the swept to the ground. The look in her eyes was filled with desire as straightened back up and ran her hands along her curves.

He could tell she had done this before as Kirsten continued her sexual samba. She turned away from him and kept her hips rocking slowly. She looked back and flashed Justin a naughty smile as her arms went to the black and tan lacy bra held up her big pair of tits, caressing them through the fabric. The top half of her body looked amazing. She had a flat smooth stomach and her naval was indented in with perfection. Justin just let her continue, pleased he didn’t have to ask her to remove anything. He began to feel his cock begin to rage at the sight of her tits in her bra.

She turned away from him and slowly bent over. She looked back at him and grinned as he zoomed his eyes in on her ass in her mini skirt, the tiny fabric of her g-string clearly visible. She let him awe at her butt for a moment before sliding the zipper on the side and removing the entire skirt in one fluid motion. The skirt hit the ground and revealing the sexy g-string in its entirety. As he gazed upon the thin fabric he could tell she was getting wet from the show she was performing for him.

‘You want me.’ He thought, using the prototype to add more tension to the spectacle.

Kirsten continued to work her body, licking her lips, and moving around the area in her sultry dance. She tossed her hair back and looked up as she rubbed her impressive tits through her bra. She backed up to one of the stone columns that encircled the entryway to the front doors and slid up and down on it, all the while caressing her body. Justin kept his eyes trained on hers to capture the moment. She spread her knees on the way down and her hand went to her pussy. She rubbed herself through the silken material as some moisture leaked around the edges and blew a kiss at him.

She unclasped her bra and moved the straps around to her front. She slowly turned, keeping her bra in front of her tits for a moment and shook them at him. Kirsten then let it drop to the cold stone below. Justin could now fully see her bare breasts. They were big yet pert, with nice tiny nipples.

Kirsten then stood to face him and hooked a thumb around her panties and pulled the strap on one side away from her hip as she rocked them back and forth. Her other hand came down and did the same to her other hip and she played with the strings for a moment, keeping her eyes locked on Justin. Finally, she slowly turned around and bent at the waist yet again. Kirsten then peeled her panties down and removed them, revealing her smooth ass and let the g-string drop to the floor. She rubbed at her ass as she showed Justin her shaven pussy and his cock twitched with excitement. Kirsten walked forward to near and lowered herself on her hands and knees to the ground. She crawled the rest of the way and looked up at him. She placed her hands on his knees, caressing them in a demanding fashion. She straightened, still on her knees and rubbed her tits on his crotch, feeling his raging cock through his slacks.

Her eyes shot opened and her head immediately saw his third leg pressing through the material. It was so much bigger than it was in the past. Her jaw dropped and her mouth hung open in shock.

“Oh wow!” She gawked as she traced a finger along the outline of his massive member. She then rubbed one of her nipples at his budge through the material. “Oh my gosh, you’re cock feels so massive. I have to see it sir!”

“You will,” Justin replied, eyeballing her tasty black pussy. “But first my pet, stand up.”

She did, quickly rising out from kneel to face him. He aggressively reached around her waist and drew her in. Kirsten seemed to melt into him. Her head went to in an attempt to kiss his lips but he picked her up once his grip was solid and flipped her over.

“OH!” She groaned as he manhandled her. Kirsten’s knees came to a rest on Justin’s shoulders to finally steady herself and that’s when she felt his hand slide up her back to near her ass and press her pussy into his eager mouth.

Kirsten helped by pushing her shaven pussy right in his face. He leaned his head in and extended his tongue as she grinded herself on his face. Justin’s tongue touched the lips of her pussy and she moaned in surprise.

“Mmm.” She moaned, seemingly happy to be in a dangerous position. It would hurt if he dropped her, but the prototype made her trust him fully.

Justin slowly licked the length of her slit with his tongue, tracing around as she tried to work his cock free from his pants. He slithered his wet tongue into her labia. He moved his head back and stiffened his tongue and leaned back in, licking at the top her pussy until he found her clit. He flicked his tongue against it a few times and Kirsten shuddered. He took her clit in her mouth and began to suck slowly, still licking his tongue against it. His tongue sent shudders through Kirsten’s body and she bucked from her upside-down position.

“MMMmmm.” She cried, slipping his cock from his pants.

She gasped as it came out freely into the air, grazing her cheek. “My god, you’re fucking huge!” Kirsten immediately grabbed his hard cock, stroking at his stiffness. It was massive. Large and stiff, perhaps longer than her forearm, and quite thick.

Justin started to suck at her more earnestly. He lifted her up slightly so he could get more leverage and put Kirsten in a better position where she could access his cock with her mouth. She was pleased with this idea and rewarded his consideration by grinding against his lips. He sucked at her clit harder, and repeatedly licked the thick part of his tongue against her, she started the buck harder as the orgasm began to climb in her.

She leaned in and extended her tongue to twirl it around his tip before closing her mouth over the head. She felt a jolt of electricity through her body and she shuddered uncontrollably as her mouth began to fill with his. She stroked eagerly along his length and tilted his dick at an angle towards her. Kirsten began bobbing her head, sucking him hungrily, her lips stretched around him. Her hand began to stroke the shaft below her mouth as she twisted her head around his tip.

Fulfillment was washed across her face. She relished the feeling of his cock in her mouth. She sucked it and swallowed as much down her throat that she could. He began to grow even more in her mouth. She played with it, taking it out of her mouth and slapping it against her cheek and tongue.

“OH FUCK I LOVE YOUR BIG COCK JUSTIN!” She moaned as she rubbed it over her face before putting it back into her mouth.

Justin continued to smooth his tongue over her clit until Kirsten couldn’t take it anymore. The wave of pleasure splashed over her and she began to buck. Her wet pussy began to spasm against his mouth as he continued to dart his tongue around her clit. Justin held her as she withered in his arms and pulled her in, continuing to suck her into euphoria.

“OHHHH SO GOOD!” She screamed, bucking her head backward away from his cock. The waves continued and she clenched her hands against his hips. Her solid grip began to lessen as the waves rolled out. After about twenty seconds of intense pleasure, it began to subside. Once Justin knew she was spent, he raised his head off his pussy and used his strong arms to spin her upright and set her down standing in front of him.

“Kneel pet!” Justin ordered.

She smiled at him and submissively bent at the knees slightly and caressed her tits, closing her eyes, and licking her lips as her head came closer to his cock. Kirsten positioned herself in front of his legs, patiently awaiting his next command.

Justin’s hormones began surge because of the prototype. Being so dominant over her added to his change in demeanor. He wanted to see how far this would all go and make a request that he secretly wanted but never had the balls to ever ask. “Now you’re going to be a good girl and call me daddy. You’re going to beg for forgiveness by shoving my big dick in your mouth. You understand me?”

Kirsten paused for a second as the request processed and then nodded her head yes the best she could.

“The better daddy’s dick gets sucked the less baby girl gets punished for being disrespectful. Understand?”

“Yes,” She answered.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, daddy.”

“Good girl, now get to work. Show daddy what you can do. Suck my cock bitch and don’t stop till I come in your mouth!”

“Ok daddy. I was hoping you’d let me suck your big cock.”

She leaned in and extended her tongue to lick his shaft from the base near his balls and up to his tip before opening her mouth wide with enthusiasm as her mouth enveloped him. Her cheeks began to swell and the beginning of her throat began to fill with Justin’s meat. She adjusted herself to get closer to his body and at the same time gripped the base of the cock and stroked the first five inches or so between the base and the middle of the shaft. She looked up and was happy to see him watching her go crazy with his cock.

She had to back her head away from his body to accommodate the length. Kirsten looked into Justin’s eyes as she sucked in a slow, steady motion. She could comfortably suck about five inches of his cock into her throat without gagging or slowing her pace. She tasted the sticky, sweet pre-cum and stroked his cock with both hands. Her drool was proving to be an excellent lubricant.

“Fuck that’s good Kirsten. Don’t stop.” He groaned

She removed him from her mouth, stuck out her tongue, and slowly licked at the head, encircling it several times. She slowly slid her lips down over the head and engulfed his cock in her mouth, her lips gliding down the smooth shaft, twisting her head slightly as he descended. She moaned softly as she felt the crown of his cock press against in the back of her mouth. She kept her mouth tightly circled around his dick, moving her head up and down slowly as she slid her mouth around his girth, keeping a steady pace.

“Ohhhh, fuuuuck…” Justin sighed as she took him deep into her warm mouth, it felt amazing to finally bury his cock in the girl’s mouth that spoke the lie that had caused him so much stress in his social life. “Suck my cock slut. Clean your lie telling mouth out with my cum.”

Kirsten nodded with his cock still resting between her lips and slid her mouth down the shaft again, quickening her pace. Her right hand came up between his legs and Kirsten began to smooth his heavy balls with her fingers. His right hand slid into her straight black hair. He grabbed at her scalp and forced her head deep onto his flexing dick.

Kirsten moaned contently as Justin forced his cock into her throat. He held her there until a tear welled up in her eyes and he released before she started choking. After catching her breath, Kirsten immediately returned to making love to his cock with her face. She was lost in the joy of his hard cock filling her mouth. She was sucking him earnestly now, twisting her head as she lowered it down on him, rotating her lips around his dick. Justin held off as long as he could, wanting the moment to last longer but Kirsten’s experienced cock sucking was wearing on him. His thighs began to tremble and she slipped his dick from her warm mouth.

“Cum for Justin, I want to feel it burst inside my mouth.” She said.

“I didn’t tell you to talk slut!” He sneered.

Kirsten plunged her lips upon the shaft again, taking him deep in her mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. His degrading remarks seemed to motivate Kirsten to suck with even more fervor. After a few more minutes of stroking and sucking, licking and moaning, his hips became tense. She stroked and sucked his cock frantically as her pussy became so wet that she felt her moisture leak onto her leg.

“Oh, Fuck yes!” He groaned.

Justin began to cum. Her eyes shot open wide in surprise as spurt after hot spurt streamed into her mouth. She stopped moving her mouth and instead attempted to suck the semen out of his long cock. She sucked the cum into her mouth and swallowed it. All of it. It was such a turn on for her to consume his seed.

“Mmmmmmm…” she hummed happily as she slowly swallowed, making a little face as his cum slid down her throat. She reached up with her hand and gathered some of it from the side of her mouth, and slowly licked it from her finger.

“Good job pet.” He praised, now get it hard again with your tits. If you’re lucky I may finally fuck you.”

“Oh please! I want you to fuck me, sir!” She said with a lustful gaze as she leaned back in and slid his cock between her breasts. Kirsten used the leverage from her kneeling position to work him up and down as she pushed her lumps inwards. The head of his wet cock and several inches of his shaft poked out from her cleavage as she lowered her chest down. She kept squeezing them around him with her hands, and then slowly began to move up and down, caressing his cock with her soft mounds. Justin’s cock began to stiffen again.

“Good job pet! Now lean against the pillar and stick that awesome ass out for me.”

Kirsten looked up at him, licking her lips, and lightly shaking her ass at him as she walked over and got into the position he desired. Justin stepped out of his pants and walked towards her, holding his cock from the base. He tapped it on her smooth ass before slipping it between her cheeks and rubbing across the length of her pussy lips making her moan lightly.

“MMMmmm. Stick it in daddy.” She begged.

Justin carefully brought the tip of his cock to her entrance, guiding it along the length of her slit with his fingers. Kirsten was getting wet with excitement. His dick was angled straight toward her pussy. He could feel her labia barely brushing against his head and felt a chill run down his spine. He heard her moan again softly as the head of his cock rubbed against her clit. Then he positioned his hardness at her opening, and slowly slid into her as she pushed back a little. Kirsten felt her lips widen and separate. Justin’s dick had never been readier to fuck a woman. He felt the hot, wet lips part and begin to work their way around his thick girth.

“Oh…God!” There were trembling and apprehension in Kirsten’s voice. She was about to be penetrated by the magnificent monster that was Justin’s cock.

Justin slowly sunk his head into Kirsten’s body. Two inches, then three…she relaxed and allowed her lips to expand, her warm pussy seemed to suck the giant cock in. Four inches. She had never been so full and he wasn’t even halfway inside her yet.

Justin had to do all he could to not slam her body onto his stiff pole. He wanted to fuck her fast and hard, but he also enjoyed her reactions and the feeling that he was finally stretching her, filling her her up completely. That feeling was priceless. He relished the finally owning her hot, tight, slippery pussy as she slowly pushed back against him.

“Oh! Oh! Daddy!” She closed her eyes and bit down on the corner of her lip as she continued to slowly slide down the thick shaft. His cock was almost halfway inside her. She lifted back up a few inches and allowed her molten walls to adjust to his width. Slowly, silently, he pressed further into her. She rocked back just a bit to apply some counter pressure.

“Uh…oh…OH!” Kirsten shook violently in a sudden orgasm. She had cum simply by being filled with his cock. Justin pushed further in with his cock which served to extend her moaning and prolong her pleasure. He was working himself even deeper into her womb. Her face clenched in pleasure as he began to drove his massive cock in and out. Justin moved his hands to her hips to get more leverage with his thrusts. Kirsten’s black ass looked fantastic as he began to force into her pussy below, picking up his rhythm.

Justin stifled a groan as her pussy caressed his hard length, sliding back and forth over the sensitive ridge that defined the crown and down the shaft until he had buried it balls deep. Kirsten reached between her legs and gently rubbed her tiny clit with her fingers as he slid in and out of her. She could feel its heat and the pulse of his rapidly beating heart pounding through the veins in his cock inside her pussy. Kirsten was accepting more than nine inches of his member with every slow, hard stroke and loved it. She began another orgasm. Her nails dug into the pillar she was leaning against, letting out another scream. “Aaahhh! Fuck!” Justin felt her wetness as she came again, his cock pushing into her at her climax.

He thrust into her for few more minutes, making her come uncontrollably. It seemed that every time she came down from a peak she would ramp back up. Finally, he decided to speak. “This pussy belongs to me now.”

She looked over her shoulder biting down on her lower lip and nodded. “Yes, Justin! Yes, daddy! My pussy belongs… to you. Only you! I’m sorry daddy! I’m so sorry I lied to you- that I lied to everyone about you… I’ll make it right I swear. It’ll be the first thing I do after you fill me with your cum!”

“You’re god damn right you will! Now take this fucking dick!” He snarled into her ear.

Justin began to fuck her with savage abandon, sinking his cock all the way into her cunt with each thrust. She was grinding her hips against him, fucking herself on his cock as he clenched her hard on her sides, adding more force to his thrusts. Justin relentlessly continued to fuck her forcefully through orgasm after orgasm, her energy decreasing after each climax. Justin felt like a real man again. Fucking the life out of this hot, black bitch. He couldn’t get enough. He watched her tits shake, her eyes roll back, her head rest on the stone column. He continued to pump her with his thick, hard, piece of meat.

After several intense orgasms, Kirsten began to become weak and Justin felt her body becoming more and limp. They had been fucking outside the front door to her house for thirty minutes and Justin was finally nearing his own climax.

In need of another orgasm himself, Justin reached underneath Kirsten and grabbed her tits. He kneaded them and smashed them together. Her arms still pressed against the pillar as she held her body in position as he fucked her. With his hands mauling her breasts and squeezing her erect nipples, it took Justin only a few minutes more before he would flood her pussy with his cum. Justin watched her face, it was a rosy flush of arousal as he felt her body tense. His balls were beginning to tense as well.

He felt her pussy suck his cock deep into her body. A few moments later, he heard Kirsten’s breath catch in her throat, choking back her moan of pleasure. “Uhhhhh!” she moaned softly as her pussy began to spasm again over the length of his cock, sending her hips into a shudder. A moment later, his cock twitched and swelled ominously side her. He thrust forward, burying his cock deep into her wetly-clasping cunt. The searing hot buildup of cum inside his balls began to churn and rushed its way up his long shaft. She could feel the hot fluid being emptied into her with the final strokes of his glorious cock.

“AHHHHH FUCK!!” He yelled as his cock began to spurt, emptying hot, thick, jets of cum into her. She clenched his dick with her pussy, milking him as she felt him erupt inside of her and splashing against the back her cunt. His thick jizz flooded into her, filling her to overflowing as she moved back against him, her body continuing to shudder violently. Kirsten’s pussy gripped him tightly, milking him as he pumped out the last of his cum into her shaking body.

He rested over her for a moment before withdrawing his wet cock. He was spent and satisfied. Kirsten collapsed against the base of the pillar, looking exhausted for the fucking she just received. They were both breathing hard when Kirsten decided to speak.

“That was amazing.” She panted. “I never knew how much my body could desire a cock in that way. But not just any cock… Your cock.”

Justin found his pants and began to get dressed. “If you’re a good girl. I might let you have it again.”

“Oh, please daddy!” She said, her breath short and ragged.

“Now go clean yourself up and get to making amends. Tell everyone that I have the biggest cock you’ve ever seen. Tell them that you came all over my dick multiple times and that you can’t wait for it to fill your tight little pussy again.”

“Yes daddy!” She responded, hauling herself to her feet, her freshly fucked pussy spilling a mixture of their fluids onto the concrete below.

“Good! When you do that I might let you take another load in your mouth” He replied as he buckled his belt. As he watched her grab her clothes and head for the front door he noticed that there was a security camera mounted to the wall on top of the door. It caught the whole ordeal. “and Kirsten, email me the surveillance footage for the last hour when you get a chance.”


Ruling the Teacher
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Justin awoke the next morning with a curiously familiar feeling around his cock. While he felt the warmness of Tammy’s hot mouth wrapped around him, he felt another set of lips working at his balls. It felt amazing waking up like this but something felt ‘off’ to him this time. He felt a coldness coming from the prototype, unlike any feeling he had previously.

As the sensations roused him from his slumber he realized that it wasn’t just one mouth on his balls, but a third. Justin snapped his eyes open and was thrilled from the sight that filled his vision and immediately forgot about the odd feeling from the implant in his ear. His step-sister Tammy was filling the entrance of her mouth with the tip of his cock while the blonde model Delilah and his ex-girlfriend Kirsten were servicing his balls. All three of them were staring up at him with flush red looks of desire on their faces. Justin was astonished that all three could work in unison in such close quarters, methodically working together without saying a word, never bumping heads, as if their minds were one.

“We thought we’d let ourselves in to serve you master.” Tammy murmured quietly before

licking the underside of cock from base to tip before engulfing his crown into her mouth. She moaned cheerfully as his head passed between her parting lips as if she was starving and had taken her first bite of food in days.

Justin groaned as she sucked his cock into her mouth. She kept her eyes locked on his as Kirsten and Delilah worked wonders on his testicles. As his mind washed with immense pleasure from being worshipped by three of the hottest women he had ever met he revisited his memories and went over what had got him to this moment.

A few days ago, Justin had found a strange prototype in his father’s safe while looking for an emergency credit card he had stashed there. It looked like a hearing aid and when he placed it in his ear he found himself with an improved memory. Justin’s father was a highly regarded neurosurgeon, specializing in taking patients with strange ailments that other doctors in his field would consider terminal. His father was well known for saving lives of terminal patients when other doctors had given up hope. About a year ago, he had been given an offer by a billionaire named Milan Dusk, the founder of a startup to make human brain to computer interfaces that increased the power of one’s mind and memory. Mr. Dusk was throwing millions into research and development in an effort to keep humans ahead of ever advancing artificial intelligence technology.

There was a note that had accompanied prototype. One that was typed out from Mr. Dusk himself. Apparently, the funding for this technology had been pulled for crossing an ethical boundary of ethics that Mr. Dusk wasn’t willing to cross. While it had its benefits in neuroscience and psychology, the company felt it wasn’t worth the risk to develop.

When he had placed the device in his ear, Justin was able to remember things he had casually glanced at from years ago. But the prototype had more to it than just improved memory, for Justin found out quite soon that it had made his 6-inch cock into a massive twelve inches that women couldn’t get enough of. When Justin saw his stepsister Tammy showering, his primal lust had taken over and he was suddenly able to access a power of hypnosis. He then used them to please his inner desires and control her, making her lust uncontrollably for his cock.

They had ending up fucking in his bedroom for hours. Tammy was more than happy to be obedient, making it a point to address him as Sir when she responded to his demands. It was something that Justin had fantasized about since his dad had married Tammy’s mother a few years ago and thought would never happen in real life. When it was all over Justin decided to test the power of the prototype and directed her to come in his bedroom every morning and suck his cock until he came. Thanks to the prototype, Tammy carried out his directions, coming into his bedroom the next day and sucking him off, but this time she brought friends!

But not just any two friends, Delilah and Kirsten, both of which were happily humming away at his balls as if it was their sole purpose in life. They were both amazingly gorgeous, especially Delilah. In fact, her career was solely based on her beauty because she was a well-established fashion and lingerie model. Watching her make love to his nuts made his cock thump in his step sister’s mouth.

When he saw a woman he was attracted to, the prototype would make his primal lust take over. His blood would begin to course with excessive amounts of hormones that his human body wasn’t calibrated to handle. He would lose control of himself and with the hypnosis powers, he had willed Delilah to come to his house and fuck him. To make it even more insane, he had never met her in person, just from hearing about her from his step-sister and then seeing her photo shoots in magazines and social media.

As for Kirsten, she was Justin’s hot ex-girlfriend from about a year ago. They had a horrible breakup that ended very embarrassingly when she had told the whole school a lie about his cock size. While Justin knew it wasn’t the truth, everyone believed Kirsten because of stunning good looks and high social status. Justin never knew why she had really broken it off until last night. With his new-found confidence, he decided to call her to find out why she ended their relationship. Justin ended up using the prototype to finally get her to admit she had lied because she didn’t want anyone to know she was a gold digger. But he wound up getting closure in more ways than one. Because before long, she’s was on her hands and knees begging Justin to let her call him daddy and letting him anger bang her right outside the front door to her mansion.

Her gorgeous mocha skinned face looked fantastic in contrast to Delilah as she filled her mouth with one of his balls. She repeatedly sucked one into her mouth before releasing it in a loud pop. Justin groaned out as three women worshipped him fully, snapping his mind back to the moment to enjoy the show before him. All the ladies had shed their clothing except for their matching black stockings. Their stunning bare bodies and gorgeous tits were free for him to see.

Delilah rose up from his balls next to his face and pecked at his neck and ear before running her tongue down his chest to his cock where Tammy was eagerly working away. Delilah kissed at Tammy’s hand, politely asking her to remove it from the base of his cock. Once it was free to the air, Delilah licked his length, timing her head perfectly with Tammy as they rose and fell on his twitching cock.

“Can I have some?” Delilah politely asked.

Tammy backed her head off Justin’s shaft slowly until her lips part away over his tip. Tammy glided her tongue down to his balls next to Kirsten and Delilah dove her head onto him once the coast was clear. Delilah slowly slid her tongue around his fat head, slightly turning her eyes to the side to view his face. Her lips plunged down over the crown, sucking him intensely, her cheeks hollowing around his thick shaft. She moaned wildly as her lips drifted along his shaft. The sight of the beautiful model’s face being impaled by massive cock was enough to cause a familiar stimulation in his balls, one that would have made in normal man burst right then and there. She moved one hand around his shaft as she continued to slurp on his cock. Justin felt Tammy and Kirsten’s familiar tongues servicing his swelling balls.

Delilah pulled her head away from him and looked up at him and extended her tongue. She slapped his cock on her tongue, the sound of loud tapping throughout his bedroom. Justin smiled wide and placed his arms behind his head. Delilah then guided him back into her mouth and forced her head down until he pushed against the back of her mouth and then penetrated her throat. Delilah coughed as she nearly gagged, she opened her jaw as wide as she could as she fucked him with her throat.

“Get it, girl!” Kirsten cheered Delilah on, taking a break from licking his balls and placing her hand on the back of Delilah’s head, forcing her further onto Justin’s cock. “Shove daddy’s cock down your throat.”

Delilah tried to back her head off briefly but was met with the force Kirsten’s hand. She descended back down onto him, piercing the opening to her throat with his tip once again. Tears welled up in her eyes as her throat adjusted but she held her face down on his cock longer this time. Delilah relaxed her throat to take him in farther until her lips were stretched over half of his impressive length. Justin groaned out as he took in the sight of the beautiful blonde model struggling to take him deep.

“Oh, I want to try.” Kirsten begged as Delilah raised up off him.

A loud pop came from Tammy’s mouth. “Me next!” Tammy added, securing a place for herself in line.

As Delilah backed away her mouth was quickly replaced by Kirsten’s. She wasted no time servicing his cock, bobbing on his thick girth momentarily before pressing him against the opening of her throat. Kirsten paused there for a moment and Justin felt her tongue flicker against the underside of his shaft. Kirsten breathed in deeply through her nose and the began working his tip into her constricting throat. Justin yelped mildly as he felt her throat tighten around his head and she gradually slid him further into her face. Kirsten took him in like the champion until her lips were finally sucking near the base of his cock. She angled her eyes up at him, winking in confidence before backing off. When his tip exited her throat, she coughed quietly and began to breathe in through her mouth. Kirsten rose up of his cock and looked Justin in his eyes, an expression of subservience on her face.

“Let’s see which one of us can deepthroat him the longest.” Kirsten dared Delilah and Tammy.

“I’ll take that challenge!” Tammy called out, sitting up on her stocking-clad knees.

Tammy leaned her head in quickly as Kirsten held his massive rod at attention for her incoming servicing. Tammy ran her tongue over his head, encircling him for a few seconds before diving her head down. She drove his cock deep into her mouth until it crammed against her throat. She was the smallest of the three women and his cock pressed against the opening of her throat before it did Delilah and Kirsten. Not to be outdone, she continued to descend, pushing his head into the tiny opening of her throat. Her eyes sprung open as her throat began to accommodate his thickness. Her face began to squirm and her eyes welled up as looked up at Justin with a sense of hindrance when it began to trigger her gag reflex. Tammy quickly backed up off his cock and coughed loudly.

“That was a good attempt, hun.” Kirsten coached.

“Go a little slower this time.” Delilah added, rubbing her hand on Tammy’s tits and pinching her nipples.

Tammy stroked Justin’s cock while she caught her breath. She extended her tongue and licked his length from the base to tip before engulfing him back into her mouth. She slowly slid her lips down his shaft and when it pushed against the back of her mouth she paused. Tammy looked up and Justin, this time, the look in her eyes had been replaced with one of determination. She aimed to please and she was not going let him down. Tammy breathed in through her nose and steadily worked his tip back into her throat. Justin felt her small opening enclose around him and groaned loudly, verbally rewarding her efforts. Tammy’s began well up with tears as she gradually worked her throat down on him until her nose almost tapped up against his abdomen.

“OH, FUCK YES!” Justin screamed out.

Kirsten and Delilah caressed Tammy’s head and back, adding to Justin’s congratulations. “You look so beautiful with our master’s cock shoved deep in your throat.” Delilah said while Kirsten nodded in agreement.

“Agreed,” Justin said, finally speaking. “You did well sis.”

“Mmmm.” Tammy moaned out contently.

Just as Justin thought she would retract her head, she pressed in further. Justin gasped as he felt his cock slid even further into her mouth and throat. Tammy finally stopped when her face could not press in anymore. Her nose pushed into his skin and he felt her eyebrows tickle him.

Delilah and Kirsten gasped as they watched Tammy take the entirety of Justin’s cock. She began washing her tongue over his balls Tammy paused there and then curling up against his cock before she finally came back up for air. She spat Justin out and a trail of saliva connected him to her mouth as she lifted off him. Tammy coughed dramatically, gasping for her air.

“Very good Tammy.” Kirsten said warmly. “You’ve set the bar quite high.”

“MY TURN!” Delilah demanded.

Delilah immediately took Justin back into her mouth not wanting his cock to ever have a moment outside one of their holes. She sucked him earnestly for a moment before deepthroating him again and passing his cock back to Kirsten to continue their oral dick duty. The three ladies continue to take turns sharing and deepthroating his cock. Over the next ten minutes, their friendly competition raged on as they pleasured him immensely.

They gave each other tips and then demonstrated special tricks. When one of them had his cock buried deep in their throat, the other two would shout genuine compliments. Justin considered Kirsten to have the best technique, while Delilah looked the most beautiful when performing and his step-sister Tammy had the most enthusiasm.

When Justin began to feel his incoming orgasm, Delilah and Kirsten were masterfully working away at the sides while Tammy took care of the underside and balls. The three of their heads never bumped up against another as if they somehow knew what the other was doing and where they were going by prior agreement. Their lips surrounded the sides of his shaft, both of them loving on his throbbing cock. The familiar stirring in his balls began to rush forth, he knew that he was going to pop at any moment. He felt their mouths move all the way up the shaft to the head, all three of their lips meeting and they kissed each other, twisting their tongues forward in a triangle.

Justin grabbed his cock just as they began to kiss. “I’m going to cum all over your pretty faces.” He said. The girls immediately placed their heads together side by side as fast as they could. The three of them started begging him at the same time. Their voices overlapping.

“Oh, please give it to us!”

“Mmmm… I can’t wait. Shoot it in our mouths.”

“Paint my face daddy!”

Justin stroked his massive cock with his fingers, as Delilah and Kirsten reached up and fondled his heavy balls. They were drawn up even tightly against the base of his dick as it swelled in front of their awaiting faces.

Suddenly he groaned, slowing the pace of his stroking, and felt his cum racing up the shaft and erupting like a volcano, spurting thick ropes of cum over the three girls faces. His hand moved in rhythm with the thick pulses of his seed, pumping out what seemed like an endless quantity of it. He aimed his cock alternately at Tammy, then to Kirsten, to Delilah, then back to Tammy, wanting to give them all their share of his hot, thick cum. Each time he fired a blast, he aimed between their parted lips, filling their mouths with it.

Finally, his balls were empty, a last strand cum stretch across to Delilah’s lips, connecting her mouth to the tip of his cock. She leaned in and enclosed the head of his spent cock with her mouth, her tongue caressing the sensitive tip. The other two licked along the sides of him, cleaning his length.

Finally, she withdrew her mouth and leaned away. Kirsten and Tammy watched as Delilah swallowed, letting his cum slide down her throat. They then followed Delilah’s example and swallowed their portions as well. The three girls began to lovingly lick each other’s faces like kittens, cleaning the pearls of cum that covered them. Justin watched on, fascinated with the eagerness with which they cleaned each other of his cum. Once satisfied, they turned over to look up at Justin.

“Thanks, Sir!”

“Thanks, master.”

“Thank you, daddy!”

Justin just smiled back and was about to say something when Tammy grabbed his arm and pulled him from the bed. “Time to get you ready.”

“Huh? Ready for what?” Justin asked.

“Got to get you cleaned up for your meeting.” She responded.

“What meeting?” Justin inquired, somehow the cold feeling in his ear returned, give him a hesitation regarding the situation.

“The one you had made it a point to tell us to remind you. You know, your meeting with Professor Sharply.” Tammy replied, dragging him to his bathroom. Delilah and Kirsten followed suit, dragging him the rest of the way to the bathroom and starting the water in the shower.

Justin’s mind raced. Prof. Sharply thought one of his social science classes. He remembered that he had recently taken a test and barely passed. Before the prototype, he was happy skating by with a 2.0 but now that had all changed. He was even beating himself up a little on the inside now that he knew all the class material inside out because of the prototype. If he could retake the test he’d surely get a full score. But the whole thing confused Justin. The prototype had enhanced his memory, he would have remembered asking Tammy to remind him of the event.

“I don’t remember that.” Justin said, his tone confused. While the meeting with Mrs. Sharply may have come as surprise, especially since he didn’t remember planning the event, but asking her to have an opportunity to re-do the work was something he had considered doing.

“You told me last night.”

“Same with me, don’t you remember texting me?” Kirsten added.

“What?!” He questioned in disbelief.

“Mmhmm.” Delilah said. “Said you needed to have her fix your grade, something about convincing her to retake the final.”

“Did I black out or something?” He asked even though it was more of statement because it was the only thing that made any sense. Justin thought inwardly that maybe the cold feeling in his ear was a sign of the prototype malfunctioning.

“Seemed very right-minded to me,” Tammy replied. “even came in my room as I was getting ready for bed to ask me.”

The girls gently pushed him into the shower and joined him, getting to work on washing his body. Justin just went with it, he needed the hot shower anyway and having the hotties scrubbing him all over was a plus. While he still had questions, he decided to enjoy the moment of being serviced in the tight space of the shower and keep his thoughts to himself.

Justin thought about the prototype and checked his ear to make sure it was still in its place. It was. He thought maybe it had malfunctioned but there was really no way to know. There was no way to explain the lapse of memory until he spoke with his father about it. Currently, his dad was on an extended vacation with his stepmom overseas. He’d just have to wait for when he returned home to get the device removed and his questions answered.

After they had washed him from head to toe, Delilah and Kirsten dried him off and Tammy found him some clothes, setting out a nice set of slacks, dress shirt and tie.

“Are these my fathers?” Justin asked as he noticed the clothing.

“Yes,” Tammy responded casually. “These will have to do while we go shopping for your own.”

“These are acceptable.” Justin replied. “Thank you.”

Justin had gone through quite a change since he had inserted the prototype in his ear. Previously he was a normal guy in his early twenties, trying to finish his studies at the university. He had always dressed following the trends of his favorite musicians and athletes, usually sporting jerseys, jeans, and backward hats. Tammy used to despise his attire and say he dressed the “tool look”. But since finding the prototype, he had begun to opt for his father’s clothes. Feeling notably refined when he donned the expensive business professional clothing.

“Was there anything else I have forgotten about?” Justin asked as he buttoned up the dress shirt.

“Nope,” Tammy said. “not that we know of. Let us know if you need anything, we’ll be out shopping for you.”

“Sounds good.” Justin replied as his harem exited his room, giving him slow and sexy waves as they departed.

Justin immediately went to his phone as they left, remembering that Kirsten had said that he had texted her. As he went through the text log he could verify that what she said was correct. He had sent her a text requesting her to come over the next morning and suck him off, but also to remind him of his meeting with Mrs. Sharply. He checked his other messages and noticed that he had an email from his teacher. He opened it and gave it read.

‘Short answer is no. If getting more than your current ‘C’ grade was important to you, it sure didn’t show during class or in your completed work. I usually deny any request from my students to make up or redo work and tests. I recommend you just retake the class next semester. However, I am open to discussing it. I’ll be in my campus office from 9 am to 1 pm tomorrow.’

Justin opened up the previous part of the corresponded to give him some more perspective. Apparently, he had sent this email last night and the previous message was a reply to his question.

‘Professor Sharply,

I’m writing to ask you a favor, would it be possible for me to be able to make up my unfinished and incomplete work. I’d also like to retake the final. While I did pass your class with an average grade, it’s become important to me to get a better score. I’m more than willing to come to your office and we can discuss it further. Please let me know if there is anything at all I can do.

Thanks in advance for your consideration,

Justin Monrovia

Justin thought about the email as he put the finishing touches on the Windsor knot of his tie.

‘Why the emails?’ He thought. ‘I could just use the powers of the prototype to change her mind. Why even waste the time to meet her and explain?’

As he thought about it and tried to rationalize it, Justin felt the earpiece grow cold again as his hormones began to rush as he thought of being alone in the same room with his professor. A bulge began to form in the crotch of his pants. Mrs. Sharply was his hot blonde teacher fantasy. Her sexy curvy looks were matched by her alluring and mature charm. Other male students in the school would constantly have ‘locker room talk’ about taking her to bed, knowing that it would never happen in a million years. Mrs. Sharply was happily married and dressed quite conservatively, never showing off any cleavage or legs. But he could tell that her large tits were aching to burst through her blouse and blazer. This added to Justin’s intrigue regarding her. He had always fantasized seeing her naked, what her legs, tits, and ass looked like. They were probably amazing judging by the shape of her profile. Even though he had always seen her fully clothed, he’d rub one out here and there in the privacy of his bedroom as his mind filled in the mystery.

Before Justin knew it, he was in his car throttling the gas to the college. He felt in complete control of the situation. He’d show up and ask to take the test. But being a teacher that followed university protocol, Mrs. Sharply would deny his request. That’s when he’d use the prototype to will her into changing his grade. Fuck wasting time re-taking the final, he had better things to do. Such as fucking Professor Sharply.

Finally, he pulled into the student parking lot at the university and took the closest available spot. He strode toward the faculty office and walked into in the hallways before finding Mrs. Sharply’s door. He knocked lightly before twisting the knob and entering.

As he walked in he saw Professor Sharply was seated at her desk, looking across at him with a coy smile and greeted him.

“Hello, Justin.” She said brightly. Justin was somewhat taken aback by her tone. Usually, she kept a professional demeanor. But this time it was like she was talking to a close friend she hadn’t spoken to in a while.

Justin smiled as he looked upon the beautiful Professor. She had changed her long blonde hair slightly. She had curled it slightly, given the shiny locks a wavy, styled look. They ran along the outside of her unblemished and symmetrical face and hung in front of her shoulders. Her blouse had changed as well, instead of the professional button-down blouse, it was replaced with a simple low-cut shirt with the name of the university plastered across her breasts. He liked the change in the shirt because it was the first time she had revealed her cleavage. It was quite a sight to behold because her tits were bursting out the top as if it was a size too small. She looked like she was dressing as the cheer coach and not her normal academic self.

Justin had to stop himself and take had to take a second look at her shirt. “Holy shit! Is that the same shirt I envisioned her wearing in one of my fantasies?”

His mind went over a memory of seeing the university’s product catalog and remembered that the shirt would have looked much better on Mrs. Sharply. Especially because of the low cut, he would be able to get a glimpse of her cleavage.

“Morning Professor Sharply.” Justin replied, returning her greeting. While his eyes were focused on the top half of her body, he noticed in her peripheral vision that there was a single desk immediately across from hers with a stapled stack of papers and a sharpened number 2 pencil on top.

“Thanks for letting me come to discuss my grade-”

“There’s nothing much to discuss Justin. I’ve decided to let you retake the final.”

“Really?” He asked, being caught off guard. He had been prepared to argue a little bit with her before using the prototype’s hypnosis powers to convince her.

“Of course!” She responded with a chipper hint to her voice and motioning to the single desk. “Have a seat at the desk, I have it all… out, um ready for you. You complete the exam and I’ll set aside the scores on your uncompleted work.”

Justin nodded and took a seat at the desk across from her. “That was easy.” He thought, relieved that he didn’t have to hypnotize into making her change the grade. Now all he had to do was take the test, one that he was confident in passing with a 100%.

“You look really nice.” She complimented.

“Thank you, Professor. I’ve recently decided to change my wardrobe.” He said getting settled into the desk. He looked across at her and she just smiled back. Justin could swear that it was a look of infatuation.

“Well, should I start?” Justin said, changing the conversation. Mrs. Sharply was acting strangely and he knew that his recent blackout had something to do with it. If he didn’t know better, it seemed that she had already succumbed to the power of the prototype.

“Start anything, um… anytime you wish.” She answered, keeping her stared squarely at him.

By the way she was stumbling her words it was obvious that she was under the spell of the prototype. He had seen a similar occurrence happen with Delilah where she wanted to come over and rip his clothes off but didn’t know where to begin. He decided that he let her squirm in her chair while he completed the test just to see how long she could hold out.

“Alright then.” Justin said plainly, smirking at her remarks and then picking up the pencil to get to work on the test. Justin started flying through the exam like it was a first-grade math test, knowing all the answers and even throwing in extra information to ensure he showed his knowledge of the subject matter. His focus was phenomenal, the prototype reached deep within his mind pulling the answers from his memories that he long since forgot. When he was about a quarter way through, his concentration was broken when he heard a soft moan come from Mrs. Sharply.

Justin looked up to see her staring at him with a longing look, her cheeks were a rosy red and he could swear that she was breathing heavily. Her arms were under her desk. If he didn’t know any better he could have sworn she was rubbing her pussy.

“Mrs. Sharply, are you ok?” Justin asked.

She seemed to break herself away from the thoughts she was having, her face switching from wildly excited to slightly embarrassed. “I’M FINE!” She replied, trying to hide the obvious. “It’s just… really hot in here all a sudden.”

Justin felt comfortable and by the feeling, it was room temperature, 73.4 degrees Fahrenheit. Any rise in body temperature must have come internally and not from the surrounding room. He knew that the hypnosis was taking complete control of the professor, making her heart rate increase from her proximity with him. Justin still wanted to know how long she would take before she finally acted on her primal desires.

“I can turn down the thermostat if you like.” Justin offered.

“That won’t be necessary. Keep taking you deep… er, um, keep taking your final.” She stammered, getting up from her chair.

Justin grinned as her slip in words and focused his eyes back to his test but they immediately snapped back to Mrs. Sharply as he saw the lower half of her body. Her shirt was cut short to where it showed her smooth, flat stomach and perfectly indented belly button. Her hips and bubble butt were clothed in a pair of jean daisy dukes that barely covered her ass and crotch. Her pristine and youthful looking legs swept outwards beautifully into a set of plain white tennis shoes. Justin reared his head back in surprise as he took her scantily clad body in for the first time. Mrs. Sharply’s features could compete with Delilah and started to make his cock swell in his pants.

She went to the thermostat and hit the bottom arrow a few times before returning to the front of her desk, standing facing toward Justin. Mrs. Sharply just looked at him intently before finally saying something. “You can get back to your exam, Mr. Monrovia.”

“Yes Professor.” Justin replied, focusing his attention back to the test. He had a hard time trying not look up but focused on the final anyway. He did a few problems and his eyes wandered and to look up towards Mrs. Sharply’s desk, expecting her to still be standing in front of him. But she wasn’t, instead, he saw her jean-short covered ass popping up from the other side of his desk. He felt a hand on his knees and immediately pushing them apart. The next moment he felt a hand groping his crotch and attempting to work his zipper down.

“Professor,” Just said looking down in the tight space underneath his desk. His cock twitched inside his slacks. The hard member becoming hot and thick, rising to full mast.

“What are doing?”

“Just giving my student a little encouragement for his test. A…um… morale boost.

“Umm uhh.” Justin stuttered as he heard his zipper come down and a hand reaching inside.

As her hand slipped inside and finally touched his cock, Justin heard her gasp. “Oh my god, it’s huge! I have to see it!” Mrs. Sharply said quietly.

“Mrs. Sharply!” Justin said, trying to play it off that he wasn’t at all interested in her advances. “That’s inappropriate.”

“Don’t care.” She said plainly as she reached into his boxers tugged his cock out. His huge cock sprang free from the opening in his boxers. It almost it her in the face as she stared at it in awe, her mouth dropping wide open. It was the largest cock she had seen with her own eyes. She closed her fingers around it as it throbbed in her hand.

“I’ve been waiting my whole life for such a beautiful cock.” She whispered from underneath the desk. Justin listened to her words. The sounds made him feel great to hear the words coming from her mouth.

“What about your husbands?” Justin asked.

“What husband?” She shot back as she opened her mouth and extended her tongue. She licked at his tip briefly before holding lowering her head under his seat and running her tongue along the underside of him. She angled his cock down so she wouldn’t hit her head on the underside of the desk and slid her tongue back up to his crown and engulfed him.

“The one your supposedly married to.” Justin groaned as her sweet lips wrapped around his girth.

“MMmmerno.” She replied as she filled her mouth with his massive cock, not stopping until it tapped the opening of her throat. Justin’s best guess was that it sounded like she was trying to say, ‘I don’t know’ but Justin stopped caring what she had intended when she started bobbing back and forth between Justin’s spread legs.

“Well your married to my dick now.” Justin proclaimed, sliding his arm underneath the desk and gripping her bay neck and shoulders.

“Mmmbay.” She responded with a mouth full of dick. Justin didn’t even care to try to discern her response and just took as an agreement.

Justin smiled widely while Professor Sharply kept her mouth tightly circled around his cock, her head back and forth under the desk, slowly nursing him. Her mouth must have filled with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him. Justin was surprised with her skills in sucking cock, for with her age obviously came experience. She had no shortcomings on her technique, unlike Tammy, Delilah, and Kirsten who made up for it with sheer enthusiasm. He groaned loudly again and the professor backed her head away from his cock.

“You have an amazing cock, Justin.” She complimented before Justin used his grip on her neck to slide her mouth around his shaft again.

“I didn’t tell you to stop Miss Sharply.” He said plainly, shifting his weight forward in the seat. She let him know that she understood by humming wildly as she resumed blowing him.

Mrs. Sharply began sucking him hungrily, opening her jaw as wide as she could to be able to fit her mouth around him. Her hand began to stroke the shaft below her mouth as she twisted her head around his tip. She continued her oral assault on him and suddenly Justin felt a wave rush from his balls and up his spine.

“There you go,” He grunted, spasming hard as his cock filled her mouth. “I’m going to cum. Take it all Professor. Swallow every drop.”

“MMmmmmm.” She replied as Justin felt her nod her head on his cock. Justin reached his peak and sped over the edge, thrusting his cock faster as his cock began to swell. Pleasure washed over him as thick ribbons of cum shot from his cock. He filled the professor’s gorgeous mouth with burst after burst. Justin felt the sweet satisfaction of a fantasy fulfilled as he came. Mrs. Sharply was the professor that he and all the other guys in his school would fantasize about was now taking his load into her mouth under his desk. As he came down from his peak, she slowed down and cleaned him off. When she was done she spat his cock out and rose up from the other side of the desk. Justin kept eye contact with her as she swallowed him down.

“Did I do okay?” The professor asked sweetly while standing up before him. “I hope it gave you some encouragement to finish your test.”

It did, but he wasn’t really concerned with the test now. Justin looked down between her legs to see her skimpy shorts had been removed. She must have worked them off while she had his cock in her mouth underneath the desk. The only piece of clothing on her body was her shirt and g-string panties had a massive wet spot in the center. Justin’s hormones rushed as he looked upon the hot teacher. Only one thing was on his mind now. And that was to bury his hard cock in what lied beneath the g-string. Not only was he going to take her tight pussy, but he was going to make her feel every inch of his massive cock.

“You want this?” Justin asked lewdly groping his cock as he rose from the desk.

She looked back at him with a face that matched her desire while she raised a finger to her mouth and nodded slowly.

“Then bend over your desk for me.” He directed.

“Yes, sir.” She responded as she complied with his directions and presenting Justin with amazing round ass. Justin looked down at her and noticed she was leaking from underneath her g-string, a thin trail of her fluids running down her inner thigh.

“So, Mrs. Sharply,” Justin said as he stepped up behind her and undid his belt. “before now you never really talked to me, and now you’re craving my dick. Why the sudden change?”

“Ever since last night after I replied to your email, I’ve had a sudden urge to have you. I don’t know why or where the urges came from, but I must have your cock inside one of my holes at all times.”

Her explanation made sense to Justin. He must have made the hypnotic suggestion to her when he was blacked out. If Mrs. Sharply was anything like the last three girls, nothing was going to stop her until she received what she desired.

Justin dropped his pants and stepped out from them, holding his cock from the base as he loomed in behind her. “You ready Mrs. Sharply?”

“Mmhmm.” She answered.

“Then beg.” He ordered as he yanked her panties down between her thighs. He then started tapping his cock upwards against her clit.

“YES!” The Professor begged, shuddering as she thrust her pert ass against his hips. “Please fill me with your cock! Do it now! Just fuck me! Please, Justin!”

Her words let loose a primal urge within Justin and he pinned her against the desk. His fingers spread the folds of her luscious pussy and with one hard stroke, he drove inside of her. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as he slowly pressed forward. Her walls were intensely tight around his huge girth and took a moment for her to stretch around him. He continued to lunge in, inch after inch of his massive cock disappeared within her until finally, he bottomed out inside her petite body. The balls-deep contact sent shivers through both of their bodies.

“OH JUSTIN!” She whimpered. Her tight pussy beginning to adjust and stretch to his thick shaft, accommodating his penis until she was filled by him. Justin began pistoning his cock in and out of her from behind.

“I had no idea that taking your cock would feel this good!” She panted. “UH UH UGHHH! I should’ve got the nerve… to do this… long… Ughhhhhh!… ago.”

He began to fuck her steadily, pounding his cock back and forth inside of her for several minutes. Mrs. Sharply’s hand grabbed at her hair as she moaned in pleasure. Justin reached down and caressed her breasts as they bounced forward with each of his thrusts. He lifted her by the shoulders, arching her back to bring her face close to his. He quickened his rhythm into her pussy, thrusting his cock into her hungry cunt. Professor Sharply continued to moan, her breath becoming short, her voice rising in pitch until it became a high shriek.

She reached back up to touch his face, brought his head in toward her lips and nibbled his ear briefly before backing away. She marveled at his eyes as he pumped in and out of her pussy. “Oh yes! Fuck me! FUCK my pussy, Justin!”

Justin pushed her back down to the table and her arms were stretched across the table, gripping the edges furiously. Justin drove deep and hard for several more minutes. She moaned out each time his balls bounced against her swollen clit, her body climbing toward orgasm.

“OHHH! OH MY, I’M CUMMING!” The professor screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. Mrs. Sharply pressed against Justin’s, her body quaking as she climaxed. He could feel her pussy spasm around his cock as she panted and gasped. Justin continued to pound her hard from behind, locking into a hard rhythm.

Mrs. Sharply came down from her peak but was quickly ramping back up. “More Justin, I’ve never come that hard in my entire life! I love your big cock!”

“Then take some more Professor!” He shouted as he forced her flat against the desk as he finally felt himself let loose. The contents of his balls surged up his cock before exploding inside her. Mrs. Sharply bucked her head as he sent a massive hot jet of cum splashing against her cervix.

“OH YESSSSS! Shoot it in me!” She begged as she felt him burst. Justin pumped spurt after spurt of his creamy goodness inside her as she ground her ass back onto him. She cried his name out in relief as she felt him cum immensely inside her cunt.

When it was over, Justin thrust a few more times to make sure she was good and plugged. She continued to moan out his name and then told him how amazing it was.

“Thank you so much, Master.” She whispered, seemingly confused at the last word as it escaped her lips.

“Do I even need to finish the test?” He asked.

Mrs. Sharply then reached back and stroked his massive cock that was still buried in her pussy in an attempt to harden him up again. She then looked back at him over her shoulder.

“I already changed your grade.” She replied. “I just wanted you to come and take the test as a cover story to get you alone in hopes you would fuck me. Now fuck me some more with this cock before I lose my sanity!”


Ruling the Woman of the House
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Justin arrived home with a sore ear from the prototype in his ear. While he enjoyed all the benefits, the piece was starting to wear him down. The hearing aid style implant had fused to his ear and left a slight cold dull ache on the side of his head ever since he noticed it this morning. When his harem woke him up to a wonderful deepthroat competition, he thought the device was malfunctioning. Apparently, he had blacked out the night before and directed his harem to assist him with getting him ready for his meeting with Professor Sharply.

To make it even more strange, Justin didn’t remember contacting his professor to arrange a meeting with her. While it was something he had considered doing in hopes to get his grades changed for the better, he just hadn’t made the time to. But for some reason, the prototype decided to make his decisions for him and take the initiative.

All things considered, he did benefit greatly from the meeting. Not only did she change his grade to 100%, but she sucked him off and let him bend her over her desk. It was the first time Justin had ever been with an older woman and her gorgeous looks were by far the best out of the whole faculty. She also had fantastic oral skills and a tight pussy that didn’t disappoint. The whole encounter was so bizarre to Justin, he had been planning to command her with the hypnosis powers of the prototype, but it seemed like it was all done for him while he was blacked out.

Justin had found the prototype in his father’s safe recently. Justin’s father was a highly regarded neurosurgeon, specializing in taking patients that other doctors in his field would consider terminal. His father, Dr. Monrovia was highly rewarded for saving lives when others could not. About a year ago, he had been given an offer by a multi-business owner billionaire named Milan Dusk. Mr. Dusk founded a new startup to make human brain to computer interfaces that increased the power and speed of critical thought as well as enhancing memory. Milan was throwing millions into research to keep humans a step ahead of advancing AI technology. There was a note that the accompanied prototype in its case. One that was typed out from Mr. Dusk. Apparently, the funding for the prototype had been pulled because it crossed a boundary of ethics that the startup wasn’t willing to pursue. While the prototype had its benefits, it’s not the route that the company wanted to proceed in developing.

When he placed it in his ear he found himself with an improved memory. Justin was suddenly able to remember things he had seen and read from years ago that he had merely glanced at with little or no interest in. But the prototypes amazing abilities didn’t stop there, for he soon found out that it carried the power of hypnosis and made his manhood massively irresistible. His cock grew to twice its previous size and when he saw a woman that he was attracted too, his primal lust would take over tenfold. His thoughts could control them, making his stepsister, her best friend, his ex-girlfriend, and his college professor lust uncontrollably for his huge cock.

As he walked in the door of his large lavish house in the foothills overlooking the Silicon Valley, he noticed that his stepmother was in the kitchen pouring herself a glass of wine. She was leaned over the counter wearing a comfortable pair of black yoga pants that stretched over her plump ass and hugged tightly to her sweeping long legs. Her ass seemed to demand attention, while before it was cute and pert, but now it was so big and round he was curious to see if he could set her wine glass on it.

Justin was taken back by her sudden appearance. She and his father were supposed to overseas on an extended vacation. While the pleasant sight of his pretty stepmom bent over the counter was a welcome one, Justin was excited he could finally ask his dad to get the device taken out of his ear. Finally, he’d be able to get some relief from the aching in his ear.

“Hey, Brooke.” Justin greeted, she was faced away from him as she took a sip from her glass. “Surprised to see you home so soon.”

“I’m surprised too Justin,” She responded after taking a long sip. Her voice carried a sense of intrigue along with it as if she was happy to be here and hearing her step son’s voice. “Your father thought it was a good idea to cut our vacation short to come back home and finish some testing on his current project.”

“Current project?” Justin asked with interest.

“Something about Dusk industries and some prototype. Said it couldn’t wait.” Brooke turned towards him. Justin’s mouth hung open as if he saw a stunning woman for the first time. His stepmom was a slim woman in her late thirties and had her shiny blonde hair hanging down her back. Her face didn’t show signs of age and was free of wrinkles and adorned with a perfect set of plump lips. But what shocked him was how her massive breasts pushed up against and expanded the fabric of her top. The ample cleave seemed to pour out of the low neckline. Like her ass, Justin didn’t remember them being so huge, he wondered if she had boob job while she was on vacation.

His stepmom laughed as Justin elevator eyed her. “Like what you see Justin?”

“Uh um.” He stammered. If it wasn’t for the woman being married to his dad he would use the prototype to command her to present those lovely tits and let him press his face into them. “Sorry if I’m being inappropriate, but did you get some work done?”

“I guess you could call it that.” She replied looking down at her massive rack and grinning. “Your father gave me an implant.”

“Implant? While I know dad is a capable surgeon, he’s not in the field of plastics and breast augmentation.”

“Not that type of implant Justin.” She said coyly, turning her head to show him her ear. Justin peeled his eyes away from her breasts and look up to her head. His look of shock returned when he saw the same implant that he had placed in the canal of her ear. Justin knew that the prototype was the reason behind his massive cock. Maybe the prototype had the same effect on his stepmom, it just made her tits and ass huge.

“I see you have one too.” She said, putting her wine down and stepping closer to him.

“Um yes,” Justin replied slowly, the cold ache returning to his ear. “I put it in not knowing what it does. I need to talk to him and get it taken out. I hope dad isn’t going to be mad. It’s kind of been bothering me lately.”

“I’d hardly call the benefits bothersome Justin and I think your father would be thrilled.” She said as she came within six inches of him. Her hand smoothed along his chest and went down towards his crotch. “So how was it when you finally figured out what it did. Did it give you a much-needed augmentation?”

His stepmoms hand planted itself firmly on the front of his pants and ran down until she fully groped his hardening cock. She smiled as her hand felt the massive bulge and then looked him in the eye. “Mmmm. It did.” She said.

“Umm Mom, I mean Brooke.” Justin said awkwardly as his stepmom continued to run her cupped hand over his rising cock. “You’re feeling my penis…”

“I know.”

“Why are you acting so strangely? Don’t you think this is wrong in any way?”

“Nope!” She responded confidently, “Ever since I felt you in the vicinity. I was curious to find out. In fact, it’s given me a sudden urge.”

Somehow Justin had an intuition what she about to say. It was like the prototype had brought out her inner bimbo and was coming to life before his eyes. Even though it was wrong on so many levels he was extremely turned on by the naughtiness of it which led him to continue the conversation. “What sudden urge?” He asked.

“The urge to make me do this…”

Suddenly he felt a tug at the buttons on his pants and they were sliding off his ass and falling to the tile floor. His cock was free in the open air as it began to thicken and raise to full mast.

“MOM!” Justin shouted, his tone filled with tension and awkwardness.

“Oh, shut up, I want it and so do you.” She shot back.

As the words rolled off her tongue, Justin felt the prototype go cold again and his awkwardness toward the situation disappeared. Any apprehension towards his stepmother and the situation of having a raging hard-on in front of the woman that was married to his dad washed away. It was now suddenly replaced with a burning desire to let her have her way with him. Maybe if he was lucky she would let him fuck her. Nothing in the world would make him happier than that.

Brooke squatted down in front of him. She grabbed ahold of his cock and ran her tongue along the underside of him. Brooke ran her tongue from his balls to the tip of his cock, licking feverously at the head and then back down his length. She came back up and paused just licking at his head for a moment.

“It’s so huge!” She whispered with a massive smile on her face. “Mmmmmm, I don’t know how this going to get in my mouth but I’m going to try.” His stepmom tapped the massive member against her cheek for a moment, filling the kitchen with lewd sounds.

She opened her jaw as far as she could and glided her lips over his head. Justin watched as the ridge of his massive phallus made it past her lips and slowly into her warm mouth. She lowered her head onto him until she was about a third of the way before it pressed up against the opening of her throat. Brooke backed her head up slowly until only his tip was in her mouth. Justin groaned and smiled as the sensation of getting his cock serviced washed over him.

Excitedly, his stepmom began to bob her head on his dick as Justin’s eyes rolled into the back of his head and his toes curled in his shoes. Brooke quietly slurped as she rose her head slowly up and down a portion of his length. It should have felt strange having her step son’s cock in her mouth, but it didn’t. In fact, it was amazing. Justin’s cock was so big, lined with thick veins that seemed to pulse as she sucked it. She wrapped her hands around Justin’s shaft and slowly stroked him, while still sucking on the big cock head.

Having his stepmom service his massive rod him felt amazing, she was definitely well-educated in the art of cock sucking. Her beautiful and mature face held a fulfilled look as the tip of his rod would touch brush the back her mouth. She was amazing at sucking cock, better than any he had all day. He didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold out, he felt his balls beginning to churn, his orgasm was imminent. She raised her head up his length and spat his cock out.

Justin’s hands were behind Brooke’s head, clutching her wavy blonde hair. He watched as her face bobbed on his cock, prettier than ever. Her hands were moist from pre-cum and saliva as she stroked him. She pulled his cock from her mouth and rubbed it across her face.

As she let him swipe across her lips she decided to speak. “I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to feel you burst.” She demanded.

Justin groaned in delight and she turned her attention back to his cock. She worked her mouth up the side of his length until she finally reached the head. Brooke took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bob her head on him. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth as she tilted her head slightly to give more friction as she descended to fill her mouth with his hardness.

Brooke was so aroused by sucking her stepson. Her pussy was becoming so wet and her mouth was filling with saliva. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster. She continued to nurse Justin’s cock at a steady pace, moaning all the while. Her hips were beginning to shake, telling him that she was going to cum just from sucking his cock.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caressing them with her fingers. She was humming constantly while his hard cock filled her mouth. Justin watched on as she repeatedly plunged her head deep into him, shoving his cock deep into her throat. Tears began to form in her eyes as her hands reached around to cup his ass cheeks, thrusting his hips into her face. Justin’s cock swelled in her throat and she began to cum at the same time as him, both of their thighs and hips spasming as their peaks hit.

She sucked him furiously as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up. Justin watched as his step mom’s eyes flung open wide as he sent a massive jet of hot cum into her mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she continued to press her face forward. Her hips and body quaked as her orgasm coursed through her, leaving the front of her panties soaked. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her pretty mouth, filling her throat full of his seed.

“Mmmmmmm…” Brooke hummed blissfully as his cum continued to fill her mouth to the brim. Both of Brooke’s hands feverishly stroked his shaft, milking it for everything it had. She waited patiently for him to finish, then slowly raised her head off his massive cock, and smiled gleefully at him. She swallowed and looked up at Justin to make sure he had a good view as it slid down her throat.

Brooke stood up and turned around, peeling down her yoga pants to present her luscious ass to him as she bent over the kitchen counter. “I have a question Justin… Do you think you can handle this ass?” She asked looking over her shoulder as she pulled the thin material off her curvy ass and let it fall to her ankles. All that was left behind was a tiny g-string that left a triangle of flimsy material just above the crack of her ass. Her curvy booty was gorgeous and called out to Justin begging to be felt and squeezed.

“Now I can definitely handle it.” He responded, his cock swelling back to thickness as he loomed behind her. “My cock is aching for it”

“My pussy is aching for it too!” She groaned. “I must have it Justin! Take me now!”

Justin tugged down her g string and it slid down her legs to the ground. Justin slid his hand over the curve of her ass and gave it a few good squeezes and then one hard slap.

“Ah!” She moaned in painful delight as spanked her ass. He smoothed his hand down to the lips of her shaven pussy and traced along her labia before he slid in two fingers. Justin was amazed at how wet she was, and with how heavy she was breathing. He knew that her pussy was begging for his hard cock. But as he fingered her, all he could think about is how much he wanted to taste her with his mouth before he buried his cock deep inside her.

Justin squatted down behind her and drew his face up close to her pussy. Brooke threw her head back and moaned as she felt his breath against the entrance of her pussy. Brooke’s sweet fragrance intoxicated him as he slowly licked her with the tip of his tongue. Justin lightly traced the outline of her plump lips, starting just below where her clit peered out from its hood and he slowly flicked his tongue against it. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Justin repeated this again and again until Brooke began twitching uncontrollably on the countertop with pleasure.

“OH GOD YES!” She moaned.

He lifted his head briefly and then kissed her smooth ass. Justin then moved back to her luscious pussy. He sucked his finger and then placed it on Brooke’s lips just below the clit and traced around it with his finger. Justin then leaned up underneath her and closed his lips around her clit. He licked at it quickly as she pressed her ass back into his face while another orgasm began to climb within her. Justin rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax.

“AHHH GOD YES!” she screamed softly. Brooke bit the corner of her lip and gripped the edges of the counter, turning her knuckles white as she exploded in orgasm. Justin could feel the powerful peak resonate across her body and out her pussy. Savoring her satisfaction as he sucked away at her.

He released her from his mouth and stood up behind her, his massive cock was at full strength and ready to please his stepmother. He held his dick from the base, swiping it up and down across her ass and down to her swollen pussy lips. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia.

“You ready for this?” He warned, his cock swelling with desire, flexing at her entrance and throbbing against her lips.

“OH GOD YES!” She responded.

With a slow and solid thrust, he guided his massive cock with his hand and pushed inside her. Brooke grimaced as she felt him enter. “Ughh, yes!” she cried between gritted teeth. He dug his feet into the tile floor and pushed in, shoving his thick shaft further inside her soaking pussy.

As Justin’s massive manhood disappeared inside his stepmom he moved his hands to her hips for more leverage. She opened her stance as he impaled more of himself inside her. He grabbed Brooke’s blonde hair and pulled her head back towards him, and sucked on her neck as she bit down hard on her lower lip. Brooke moaned uncontrollably as her tight pussy adjusted to his girth. Justin then moved to Brooke’s ear. “Halfway in now Mom.”

She shivered from his hot breath next to her ear. “I LOVE IT! Give me all of it! Shove that big cock inside me!”

“Oh, trust me. You’re getting it all!” he growled, and pushed another two inches into her. He roughly fondled Brooke’s breasts, pulling and twisting at her sensitive nipples. She braced herself as she felt Justin tense up, and then he thrust more of his cock inside her.

Justin tried to concentrate to avoid cumming. His stepmom was amazingly tight! And she was so fucking hot! Her tits were large and perfectly shaped, her stomach flat, her nice round ass and her long sweeping legs were fucking beautiful!

Justin dug his feet again into the floor and pushed hard into Brooke again. She squealed as more of Justin entered her. She had never felt so full in her life. “All the way in!”

Justin started stroking back and forth, several inches of his thick shaft slowly moving in and out of her pussy. Her ass started to move back to meet his thrusts, working with him. Her cunt clinging to him each time he withdrew. Her tits bounced back and forth as he dogged her from behind. Justin’s eyes focused on her cunt being impaled by his rod of flesh as he watched it slam into her pussy.

“Oh, yes fuck me.” she sobbed, an orgasm slowly building inside her. Brooke leaned back against his chest as his pace quickened, letting him fuck her in a standing position. Justin’s thrusts got longer and more forceful. Brooke began moaning. It felt amazing! He was hitting spots she didn’t even know existed, and his cock was so thick that the friction against her clit added toward the sensation of another orgasm.

“Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck YESSSSSSSS!” she wailed as Justin’s huge cock sent her over the edge and she began to cum. Brooke leaned back against him and nails dug into Justin’s arms and wrapped them around her body as pleasure filled her, her toes curling on the tile beneath her. Justin held tight to Brooke’s blonde hair as he continued to pound her. She reached behind her head and grabbed his, pulling it over her shoulder. Brooke pressed her back against his chest and she shuddered as the top half her body met his.

With each thrust in, Justin seemed to stimulate both her clit and g-spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her shaking body. Her orgasm had been incredibly intense, and it felt like another was building. Her moans were almost as continuous as his thrusting.

Brooke was almost breathless as Justin worked his cock out of her. She quickly turned to face him and sat up on the counter and spreading her legs, gripping hard onto his arms to steady herself. Justin immediately buried his cock back into her and she threw her head back as he pressed in deep. His huge thickly veined shaft glistened with their combined juices as he started pistoning in and out of her dripping cunt.

“OHH JUSTIN! KEEP FUCKING ME!” Brooke panted as he Justin worked his cock furiously into his stepmom. “I’M CUMMING AGAIN!” She pulled him into her with her arms while she dug her heels into his ass. He was almost there as well. He just wanted his cock to be deep inside her when he finally came.

Justin’s thrusts became almost frantic as he neared his peak. The feeling of her long smooth legs wrapped around his torso made him even hotter, and then finally, his orgasm hit. Justin lurched into her repeatedly, continuing to plug her as he sprayed thick streams of his sperm deep inside step mom’s womb.

Her hands clutched at his arms. “OH FUCK! FILL ME WITH YOUR CUM JUSTIN!” she cried as she pulled him to her, opening her mouth to meet his in a deep kiss. Brooke felt it splash inside her, filling her pussy with his creamy seed, sending her into her orgasm. Her body shuddered violently as she came again.

When they came down from their peaks, Justin’s cock still ached for more and he grabbed her up and walked her over to the kitchen table. His cock was still lodged inside of her as he lifted one of her legs over his shoulder and continued to throttle her pussy. She leaned away bracing herself on the edges of the table, her cheeks flush rosy red with lust. She attempted to push her hips forward, her pussy was begging for more of his cock as if she needed it with every ounce of her being.

“OH FUCK YES! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! MORRRRRRRRE!” She shouted, erupting into yet another orgasm.

Is she cumming again? Justin thought, she just fucking had one! Justin continued fucking her with his hard cock as she came over his length. He filled her with his girth while her body shook and pounded her tight pussy below with savage ferocity. Her body was growing limp from the numerous orgasms she’d had. Her strength was draining as she collapsed back onto the table top.

Justin picked Brooke up off the table, holding her by her ass. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his rod as she wrapped her arms around his neck. He grunted loudly as he fucked her. Her pussy clenched tightly around his cock as it impaled her over again and again. He looked her in the eyes, they were filled with frenzy from the savage fucking she was receiving. She shivered uncontrollably as he bounced her on his cock, her neck went limp and her head falling backward while her mouth hung wide open. Her trembling knees were rattling as her pumped her hips up and down. On the tile floor below a puddle of her juices was forming, flowing out from her gushing pussy.

Justin’s balls clenched up and his cock swelled inside his stepmom. A rush like no other rocked his body as his balls churned and he felt his seed rise up the length of his cock. His balls tightened up against the base of his shaft as he began to shoot massive amounts cum from his twitching dick.

“UGH! I LOVE YOUR CUM! FILL ME UP AGAIN!” She cried as her body began shaking into another orgasm. Justin’s balls were spasming as he pumped a huge amount of his jizz into her. Brooke assisted him by using what little energy she had to slam her hips down, using her grasp around his neck as leverage. He fired blast after blast until finally, he was spent.

As the pair came down from their peaks, Justin set Brooke down on the kitchen table and collapsed on top of her. Her breath was ragged, her body beyond exhausted. Her eyes rolled back into her head and her body and face fell limp as she passed out. Justin however, could go longer thanks to the stamina given to him by her suggestion. But he decided to slide his cock out of her and give his stepmother a much-needed break.

“You’re amazing mom.” He said, running the back of his fingers against her cheek.

They stayed in position for a minute or two until Brooke finally came around. But when her eyes came open they weren’t filled with a lustful desire but one of utter shock. She looked at her stepson as he loomed over her, his body still pressed into hers.

“JUSTIN!” She screamed, her voice panicked. “What are you doing!?”

“What do you mean?” Justin asked, his tone filled with surprise. “We just fucked each other’s brains out.”

“WHAT!?” She said, pressing her hands against his chest to back him off her. “How the fuck did I get here?! Did I black out?!”

* * *

Dr. Monrovia sat in a comfortable lounge chair in his office as he watched the whole ordeal between his wife and son Justin unfold on his home security cameras. The prototype had worked as intended. He had ruled his stepson and his wife. While using his family as a test environment to see the limits of it was risky and twisted, he thought its benefits eventually outweighed the loss. And besides, with the use of the master prototype that he had implanted in his ear, he could just will his wife to calm down.

“Calm down Brooke,” Dr. Monrovia thought, directing his will on his wife as she panicked in the kitchen from realizing she had just fucked her stepson. “You loved fucking Justin and everything is fine.”

His wife immediately calmed down as the power of the prototype’s suggestion washed through her. The prototype had its defects and still needed a few tweaks before he pitched the device to the military. Sometime his suggestions would overload the subject and make them black out. But thanks to the master device, which he had in his own ear, he could immediately do damage control.

“Is Mom going to be ok?” Tammy asked as she popped her step dad’s cock out of her mouth.

“Everything’s fine Tammy, just get back to sucking my cock.” He directed plainly.

“Yes, sir!” She answered getting back to her oral duty.

While it felt wrong to do this to his family, they had become better people. His stepdaughter was now worshipping his cock and his son now had his life back on track. Justin would be able to excel at his studies with his improved memory. Finally, for once in his life, Justin would be taken seriously instead of being a like a lazy, spoiled slouch that leaned on his father’s money.

His wife Brooke, well she was a different story, he just wanted to fulfill his darkest and deepest desire and see how far the prototype would go. He was also curious to see the physical effects of the device would be and Dr. Monrovia wasn’t disappointed. While his wife was sexy before, she was now stunningly gorgeous with her new tits and ass. But most of all, he wanted to rule her completely. If he could get his wife to want to fuck his son, then who knows what else he could will her to do.

Only time will tell.


Scepter of Domination: Book One
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In ancient Egypt, there once was a nameless pharaoh that needed a queen to be able to sire an heir. Hathor, the Egyptian god of love and lust gave him a scepter to aid the king in his search. With the scepter the pharaoh could focus his thoughts to woo and control any woman he desired, but it was only meant to find his true love. Because of the scepters true intention, it also came with a curse - for every woman dominated, two men would become envious and filled with jealousy. The pharaoh set out to find his wife but quickly lost himself influencing any woman he saw and bent them to his sexual whim. The king abused the scepter’s power, eventually using it to control all women of the sands of Egypt to be his and his alone. Until one day, all the men of the kingdom, the slaves, the citizens, even the pharaohs brothers and family, rose up against the nameless king and he was unseated from power and ultimately killed. For his betrayal of Hathor’s wishes, the pharaohs right for a burial and passage to the afterlife was revoked. No grand tomb was ever built in his honor and all mentions of the ancient king were chiseled from the stones. The scepter was lost in sands of Egyptian time.

At the very end of the 17th century, when Napoleon was in Cairo, a French soldier unearthed the scepter nearby where they found the Rosetta stone. The soldier kept the artifact hidden and returned home to France with it, keeping the scepter as a family heirloom, passed down from generation to generation, never knowing its true power. In a home in France the scepter sat in a velvet lock box until the mid-19th century when the second world war tore through Europe.

The advancing Nazi army plundered from every territory they occupied, including homes and private collections. An SS officer named Erich Schroeder, found the scepter in its velvet case, confiscated it in the name of Third Reich and brought it back to Germany. As the Allies advanced and Nazi Germany began to fall, Schroeder turned to the American Army and defected, giving them information of the whereabouts of the plundered Nazi art. In return, Schroeder and his family were granted quiet and safe passage to the United States along with the German scientists of Operation Paperclip. Schroeder may have ensured hundreds of nations and private collectors the return of their precious masterpieces, but he did however, keep one scepter of domination for himself. Its gorgeously smithed bronze and gold staff topped with the liking of a slender black cat, accompanied Schroeder to California, where it stayed undisturbed to this very day.

Chapter 1

Nathan Schroeder entered his grandfather’s closet, the light from the bedroom illuminated the floors piled with boxes and the coat racks filled with jackets and suits still covered in dry cleaning plastic. He peered around the room would with the look of frustration knowing that going through just this one closet would take him all day. His grandfather Erich had passed away in his sleep in a week or so before Nathan was tasked with the cleaning up his estate in wake of his death. As he took inventory of his late grandfather’s clothing, he also saw into bits and pieces of his life. The boots he wore to take Nathan fishing when he was a child. The tuxedo he wore to Nate’s step-sister’s wedding. The plaid pants that he would sport when he played golf in the 1980s. Even his favorite suit that he often wore to work as a curator at the local art museum. But as Nathan walked the far end of the closet, he noticed one such garment that was out of place from the flimsy dry clean wraps - a vinyl suit protector. But not one of the current styles you’d see today- this one was obviously over 60 years old and had probably hung in its exact spot since the 1950s, maybe even before that.

Nathan knew what was inside, grandpa’s army uniform from World War 2. Erich was born and grew up in Germany, and when the war broke out across Europe he was conscripted by the Third Reich and quickly rose through ranks. He even was promoted to special division of the SS that charged with overseeing the acquisition of foreign art back to Germany. As the war drew near and the Allied pincers closed in on Nazi Germany, Erich broke from his post and sided with the approaching American army. He would have been jailed immediately if he didn’t help the Allies with information on the store house locations of Nazi plunder. If it wasn’t for his grandfather’s decision to defect, Nathan would have never been born.

Nate flipped the switch to light up the closet and walked over to the corner near his grandpa’s uniform. Underneath was an old foot locker. It’s large black sturdy frame was latched shut with a hefty lock. Nathan had always wondered what his grandpa had keep in there. When he was a boy he had played in this very closet and was immediately disciplined and sternly told to never go in there. He remembered his grandpa taking his time to make sure the locker was not disturbed. When Nathan asked his grandmother what was inside she said that she didn’t know and that everyone needs their privacy, even between wives and husbands. But that didn’t deter Nathan, even in his mid-thirties he was still curious, even if he were to find some dark secret or damning evidence of some old crime, he had to look.

He knelt down next the chest and pulled out his grandfather’s key ring from his pocket and began the task of finding the correct key to the lock. The three-inch key ring was filled with absurd number of keys, even with narrowing it down to the older keys it still took him several minutes to find the correct one. Finally, the tumbler turned over with the key, clicking open. He moved the shackle arm off the latch and opened the hood. His first sight into it is what you’d usually expect, basic keepsake, old photos of him and his army buddies on top of a Panzer tank, several black and whites of grandpa’s wedding. His old standard German issue army helmet, it’s pure steel was kept in decent shape and still had the shield decal with the twin lightning bolts on the side. Nathan spent several moments carefully moving the items aside to not damage anything when he came across another sealed road case. It was a little shorter than a rifle case but with a similar look.

He took it out of the foot locker setting it on the floor, released the clasps that buckled the lid down and opened it. His blue eyes couldn’t believe what he saw. In a cushioned, velvet lined case was a long bronze rod that bore scores of golden inlays of Egyptian hieroglyphs which caught the light in the room and shimmered. The rod had an obvious grip at the bottom before it gave way to the inlays for well over a foot to where it had a delicate pure gold T cross bar. Affixed to the top of the cross bar was an onyx statuette of a slender black cat, it eyes were small red rubies. Nathan reached out and held it carefully with both of hands, his mind flooded with the value of such an art piece. He was quite a docent himself, taking after his grandfather and teaching art history. If this relic was in fact real its value would definitely be priceless.

As he worked his eyes over the rod, in shock of the sheer beauty of such an artifact, he felt a sharp static charge shoot through his body and one of the ruby red eyes of the cat winked at him. Startled, he dropped the scepter back into its velvet lined case.

“Shit!” He blurted. He definitely felt the jolt of electricity. Nathan tasted metal in mouth, the shock must have blurred his vision making him imagine the statuette winking. Whatever it was, it definitely startled him. He positioned the scepter correctly back into its case and closed it lid, latching it closed. He took the case into his hands and exited the room. Every task with organizing the estate would be put on hold until he found answers. As he walked down stairs his mind began to race with thoughts of the treasure he just found.

He had to take it to the college where he worked as a professor and get an appraisal. He didn’t want to jump the gun and start dreaming of swimming in piles of money. If the professor that taught ancient Egyptian history could identify its origin and ensure to him it wasn’t some forgery, then he’d decide what to do with it next. But another question still dwelled in his head, why did his grandfather keep it hidden for so long, and why the hell did it shock him after he touched it for the first time?

When he got down stairs to he passed by his brother’s girlfriend, Emily. They had been together for three years and were pretty serious, but no plans to tie the knot as of yet. Nathan’s brother Ray was away in Chicago on an important business trip and would be flying back into town tomorrow, so Emily was helping in his absence. She was going through the house, packing boxes and organizing what needed to be sold and what would be divided amongst the family. When he walked by her she was packing the china hutch in the dining room.

“Hey Nathan,” She said, acknowledging that he had come down the stairs. “You doing ok?”

Her voice was good to hear. She knew this was a tense and sorrowful time for her boyfriend’s family. Any support she could show or offer to help them get through this hard time was in her best interest since their grandfather’s recent passing. Emily had a generous heart and was easy to get along with. She had always been incredibly nice to Nathan, as she did to anyone she respected, always offering her help, and taking time out of her day to comfort or aid others that she considered friends or family. A quality that Nathan would look for in his own romances. Too bad his brother Ray had seen her first or Nathan would have asked her out.

Not only did she have the right attitude, but she was rather attractive too. She stood about five foot six and was in her late twenties. Her hair color light brown like Nathan’s, however hers was much longer and wavy. Her figure was quite desirable as well, slim hips, a tight ass, and a nice set of B cup breasts that Nathan’s brother would constantly catch him staring at. She wore a nice spaghetti strap black dress that showed a little cleavage and had a long ribbon tying her hair back that matched perfectly with her dress. She was wearing simple black high heels and sheer pantyhose the encased her beautiful sweeping legs.

“Yeah, I suppose I’m doing ok with all things considered.” Nathan replied.

She turned away from the table that she was packing his grandparents’ china set on. “Again, my deepest condolences to you. If you need anyone to talk to, let me know.”

“Thanks Emily,” Nathan said. “Your help is always appreciated.”

“It’s no problem.” She responded. “Hey I had a question. Are you keeping the china cabinet too? Or just the china set?”

“I really don’t know.” Nate pondered. “My first guess is that it’s going to be sold. I don’t need it and it’s quite massive to transport. But definitely pack the china for my mother. If you or Ray want the china hutch I’m sure that my mom won’t mind. It’d be nice to keep it in the family. We’ll know for sure when she flies in from Seattle.”

“Okay, I’ll wait before I arrange anything.”

“Yeah, please do, you never know if mother has other plans for it, or anything in this house for that matter.”

“True.” She agreed. She looked down at his arms and saw Nathan holding the case with the scepter. “What’s that? Your grandpa’s old hunting rifle?”

He didn’t know if he should show her because of how expensive the staff might be and didn’t want anyone to break it. However, he did trust her and she was always considerate and careful other people’s property. Nathan knew this and that’s why he relied on her to pack the china set.

“Uhh no, not exactly a rifle case, that’s what I thought at first too.” Nathan said walking to the dinner table where Emily was standing. “I suppose I can show you but just keep this between me and you for now. I want to tell my family myself. Even if I told you what it was you’d think I was crazy, so it’s probably best you see with your own eyes.”

“Sure.” She agreed. “What’s so crazy about it?”

He softly placed the case on the table and undid the clasps. “You just won’t believe it until you see it. I still don’t believe it, and need to get this thing appraised, that’s why I came down stairs all of a sudden. But since you asked I might as well show you.”

Nathan open the lid to the case, revealing the scepter to Emily. Its thin polished brass shaft and its beautiful golden inlays shimmered in the light. The onyx cat with its ruby eyes sat to the top as if overseeing the room, dazzled and sparkled at them. Emily gasped, she had always been intrigued by ancient Egypt, especially Cleopatra. Even though Cleopatra wasn’t technically an Egyptian, she was Greek - a common misconception of history. But if this antique was real it must’ve been crafted way before that ruler’s time. The scepter easily predated any major Greek civilization.

Emily’s mouth fell open astonished, completely in awe. “Oh my!” She exclaimed. “This is gorgeous! This is your grandpa’s? Are those inlays gold? Wowwww.”

“I think so.” Nathan replied. “Still need to get it verified though. Even then, it still quite an extraordinary find.”

“I can see why you were in such a rush to get to the appraiser.” She reached out towards the case, want to pick it up. “May I?”

“I suppose, but be careful…” He was mid-sentence when Emily gradually picked up the scepter out of its case. “… it gave me a static shock the first I picked it up.”

“Well it didn’t shock me.” She replied as she admired it in her hands. The reflection of the onyx cat in her eyes. “But wow, this is amazing, a scepter easily fit for a pharaoh. If this thing is real, you’re going to be a millionaire.”

“Our family is going to be millionaires.” Nathan responded, extending his hand to grab the scepter from her hands as Emily held it out for him. As he retrieved it from her hands something shivered through him. Nathan looked up to see the look on Emily’s face, maybe she had felt it too. But when her eyes came into view she winked at him.

Nathan acted if she didn’t do that. It seemed really bizarre for her to do that in this moment. He quickly set the scepter in its grooved spot in its case and began to latch it shut.

“Remember to not tell anyone before I do.” Nathan said to her. “I’m going to take it to my work to get another professor to take a look at it. Let’s just keep it secret for now.”

“There’s something else we are going to keep secret too.” She countered.

Nathan looked down at her confused as Emily leaned in a kissed him. He was about half a foot taller than her so she had to raise onto her toes and tilt her head up to do so. Not just a friendly peck either, she was trying to kiss him deeply, putting the weight of her head behind the kiss. Even flicking her tongue at his lips.

Nathan immediately withdrew his head. “Wait, wait, wait. Emily, while I’m very appreciative of the gesture, that was… surprising.”

She didn’t give very long to talk before attempting to kiss him again. Again, he rejected her advance.

“Emily, stop! Do you realize what you’re doing? What about Ray?” Nathan asked.

“Who gives a fuck about Ray when I’m here with you?” She contended, stepping in closer and placing her hands on his chest.

“What’s gotten into you!?” He demanded, leaning back on the table between her and the case.

“Nothing has gotten into me… yet.” She softly replied, starting rub his chest. “Besides, I know how you look at my boobs. You have secretly always wanted me, and to tell you the truth, I’ve always wanted you too.”

“Yes, but I’d never act upon such desires out of respect for my-”

She cut him off by rushing in with her face and sticking her tongue in his mouth. Part of Nathan relaxed and let his tongue touch up against hers. But it was still awkward and happening too fast, so he withdrew his face again. Emily flung her arms around his neck, got up on her tiptoes and looked him square in the eyes.

“Do I have to suck your cock to get you to want me?”

“Emily, please just stop!” Nathan was shaking his head. “We can’t do this!”

She silenced him with her index finger. “Yes, we can, and we will. I have a confession Nathan Schroeder, I’m going to suck your cock and then you’re going to fuck me while Raymond is away. And after we’re done, everything will be just fine.”

Nathan nodded in surrender, but he still felt wrong about this and knew how unfair it was to his brother. What had gotten into Emily? He had never seen her act so forward, she wasn’t that kind of woman. Even if she did secretly want him, the circumstances of why they were alone in this house gave it horrible timing. His mind went back to the scepter. It had winked at him just as Emily had. It had to be a coincidence. But it didn’t make any sense. This was crazy.

He didn’t have time to think about it. Nathan knew that Emily would not let up with her need to satisfy her desires. He just had to go with it. “Fine, but you absolutely can’t tell anyone Emily. You promise?” If he was going to let her do this he had to be assured.

She answered him by leaning in a kissing him intensely. She began taking the straps to her dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor around her ankles. She stood before him in a beautifully embroidered lacy black bra and panties. Her hips bore a flirty garter belt that held up the lace top stockings that Nathan thought earlier to be pantyhose. Blood started to flow into his penis, thickening him into erection. She broke their kiss and removed the ribbon from her hair, letting it fall and sweep down her back. She grabbed him by front of his shirt and pulled Nathan away from the table and guided him over to a nearby chair. Emily pushed him down into the chair and kneeled between his legs. Nathans cock was beginning to harden.

She stared intently in his eyes as her hand went down to the crotch of his slacks and pulled down the zipper. She then opened his belt, unbuttoned his slacks, and pulled his pants over his ass. His hard cock sprang forward fully erect. His entire 7-inch shaft was stiff and ready for her as she took it into her hand.

“I’ve been wanting your dick forever.” She stroked it for a few seconds looking at it in awe. She leaned in and extended her tongue, encircling the crown of his penis. She teased him for moment with her tongue and then slid her lips over the crest of the crown of his cock. Her lips slowly glided down his shaft and back up to his tip.

Emily began to bob on his shaft and started making quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending pure ecstasy to Nathan’s brain. She slid up the length of his cock and released it from her lips. She lowered her head to near his balls began to lick the shaft in an upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth, continuing to nurse his cock at a steady pace. Emily began to caressing his balls with her fingers as she sucked on him contently, moaning softly as his hard cock filled her mouth.

Emily kept eye contact with him as she continued to work his cock for several minutes before raising her head. “I love having your cock in my mouth.” She said before sinking her head back onto his cock again, deep throating his entire length, the crown of his dick hit the back of her mouth. She let it rest there for moment before relaxing her throat and swallowing the head of his cock. He felt her throat compress around the tip of his penis, as her head continued to descend. Emily finally came to a halt at the base of his shaft near his balls before slowly raising her head back up, releasing his cock from her lips. She coughed briefly before continuing.

Nathan was relaxed now and enjoying Emily’s full attention. He never had anyone give him a blowjob with such enthusiasm and be so brilliant at it. She was servicing him excellently and he let out a low groan. Emily slid up his cock and spit him out.

“Can I fuck you now Nathan?” She asked, stroking his hard cock with her hand, with a crazed insatiable look in her eyes

“Do I have a choice in the matter?” He asked and began to kick his slacks off his ankles. This was unbelievable, he didn’t understand why his brother hot girlfriend was doing this. There was no way on earth she would normally do this, she had to have lost her mind temporarily.

She stood up before him and hooked her thumbs around her panties and rocked her hips sexily for moment. Emily slid them over her ass, letting them drop to the floor around her high heels, and then stepped out of them. Nathan looked between her legs at her shaven pussy, he could see a glistening of moisture on her lips. Emily quickly straddled him and positioned her opening above his cock. She reached between her legs and guided him into her. She pushed down slowly with her hips onto him, impaling herself with his cock.

“OHHHH MY GOD!” she screamed as she bucked her head back. “UHHHHhhh.”

She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to bounce on his cock. Her pussy filled completely with his dick as Emily began increase her pace, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt. “Oh my god Nathan your cock is so amazing.” She exclaimed, continuing to fuck herself on his cock, clasping him hard with her pussy. Emily threw her head back, her hands clenching his shoulders. Nathan looked her face, her eyes stared back at him intently, fixated on pleasing him. It seemed as she wanted him to cum first, but Nathan felt her body tense up and her breath quickened, she was going to burst any moment.

She kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch turning into full on screams, Nathan didn’t want to cum, but her insistent rhythm was wearing him down. A minute later, Emily forced herself down on him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, she tried to choke back a moan of pleasure but failed. “UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy started to spasm over the length of his cock, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated throughout her body.

Even though he didn’t want to Nathan’s balls were beginning to tense. Even after she had cum, Emily continued to fuck herself on his cock, there was no way he could hold back began to convulse and his toes curled up.

“Oh fuck I’m cumming.” He whispered and he tapped her ass trying to get her to lift her hips off of him. “Get up quickly, I can’t cum in you.” Nathan gripped her ass from below with both hands and tried to lift off his cock before it was too late but Emily forced her hips down onto him.

“NOOO!” Emily screamed. “YOU HAVE TO COME INSIDE ME!” The look in her eyes was crazed, as if she was going berserk.

She sunk his cock all the way into her, clenched his hard cock tightly with her pussy and clawed his shoulders with her fingers nails piercing through his skin. Pain shot up his shoulders to his brain as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum that splashed inside of Emily’s cunt.

“Ohhhh FUUUCCCK!” He groaned out as the cum erupted out of him and into her pussy. Emily’s thirsty cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he continued to spasm inside her, pumping huge amounts of his semen into her. Emily looked him squarely in his eyes as he did, her face would clench slightly as she felt him spurt against her cervix. She assisted him by squeezing the walls of her vagina around him, tightening herself, milking him for everything he had, until he had completely emptied his balls. She stayed straddled to him for quite some time after he finished, his cock would still twitch intermittently.

“See I told you it was all be ok.” She said to him. She began rocking her hips on him, trying to stimulate him back to full strength, but Nathan was haven’t a second round.

“I really don’t know what to say.” He replied, “While I enjoyed it I’m still shocked. I don’t know what the fuck got into you, but I don’t think you care to even know the truth.” He tapped her ass for her to release him from the chair.

“Don’t be shocked. And the truth is I really wanted you, and I was going to stop at nothing to get it. No one will know and everything will be fine Nathan.” She got up from his cock and stood. She stood there in front of him as a considerable amount of his cum ran down her leg. Her brown hair was a mess from bucking her head around and her brow was sweaty.

Nathan got up from the chair and found his pants, he quickly put them back on, fastened his belt and began tucking in his shirt. It was obvious that he was disappointed with himself.

“You really wanted me? For how long? Doesn’t what we just did bother you in way!?” Nathan interrogated.

“Well… forever, and no.” She replied nonchalantly.

“I find that hard to believe.” He said, his tone overly frustrated.

“Believe whatever you want,” She retorted. “I’m going to get back to packing the china. If you want round two, let me know.” She picked up her clothes and went to the restroom.

Un-fucking-believable! He thought to himself. Nathan was dismayed, not knowing what to think. There was no rational explanation for the sudden change out of her behavior. The only thing that made sense was powers beyond her, had controlled her mind and made her think differently. Nathan looked over at the case with scepter. He checked the latches and picked it up.

“I’m going to get this appraised.” He spoke loudly so Emily could hear in with the bathroom door closed. “I’ll be back… later?”

He heard her loud voice reply through the door; a phrase that confused him deeply. “Yes, my ruler.”


Scepter of Domination: Book Two
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Nathan left his grandfather’s house and walked to his SUV. He was frustrated and confused about the events that just took place and was in a hurry to leave. While going through his late grandfather’s closest he came across a case that contained what seemed like an ancient Egyptian artifact. A beautiful bronze rod with golden inlays of hieroglyphs and topped with an onyx cat. When he had picked it up for the first time it shocked him. And even stranger, he could of swore that one of the ruby eyes of the onyx cat had winked at him. Though the shock was mild, it was enough to startle him, so at the time he thought the wink was just his imagination.

When he showed the scepter to Emily, his brother’s girlfriend, she also winked at him and then came onto him. Even though Nathan tried to reject her advances, they ended up having sex in the dining room. Nathan couldn’t understand his brother’s girlfriend’s sudden change of heart, she would never cheat on him, and the timing of the encounter was off. When he had asked her about it she told him that she always had wanted him, but Nathan found this hard to believe because she had always been a devoted and ethical woman. To make the situation even more strange, Emily called him “her ruler” when he finally left. Something must’ve gotten into her to make her act so radically and Nathan had a feeling it had everything to do with scepter. But that whole line of thinking defied logic, and Nathan was a man of logic. If the scepter had genuinely made Emily do something that she would never do, simply by looking at it, well that would have to be magic! But magic isn’t real, at least that is what Nathan kept trying to convince himself.

He placed the case that held the scepter in the back seat. His trunk was full from the boxes he already packed cleaning up his grandfather’s estate so the back seat would have to do for now. Nathan had previously made the decision to get the scepter appraised, so he was headed to the university where he worked as an art history professor. Appreciation for the art ran high in his blood. His grandfather was a curator at the local museum and his mother was an established landscape photographer, working freelance for several travel magazines and specializing in ancient ruins. From what he knew of Egyptian art, the scepter appeared to be legitimate, but he had to make sure. The ancient history professor that he worked with, Mrs. Marie Lamond, would definitely be able to tell him for sure. Nathan knew she passionately enjoyed her job and tended to work late. Most likely she would still be at the university but he quickly sent her a text to make sure.

He started the car and began the twenty-minute trip to the college, but it was past dinner time and had forgot to eat because the events with Emily earlier so he decided to stop and get drive through. He pulled in the parking lot when his text tone went off. It was Marie, so Nathan decided to park before going through the drive thru lane and respond to her text.

“Yeah, I’m at the work, probably be here late.” Mrs. Lamond’s text said.

Nathan decided he’d better just call, he’d get his message across quicker. The phone rang three time before she picked up.

“Hello?” Her voice answered.

“Marie, hello. Its Nathan Schroeder. I just texted you and thought I’d call.” He said.

“Ok, what can I do for you professor?”

“I found something that I want you take a look at in hopes of identifying and eventually dating it.”

“Oh exciting. Must be a rare find. What era do you think it’s from?” The history professor asked Nathan.

“Definitely Egyptian.” He answered.

“Wow, really?” Her tone was instantly excited.

“Yes, and not just a shard of pottery, but an ornamentation, it’s a rod to be exact. but I don’t want to jump to conclusions just yet.”

“Is it a heka?” She inquired.

“No,” Nathan knew what she was referencing, and it definitely wasn’t the cliché striped Egyptian crook with the curved semi-circle end. “It’s something to the likes I’ve never seen, definitely not a crook, but if it is real then it’s definitely more valuable… It’d probably be best to just show you when I get there. I just wanted to call before I arrived unannounced and take a hour or two of your time.”

“Intriguing. I’ll be around my lab and office for a while, please go ahead and bring it by and I’ll take a look.”

“Will do. I’ll be by within an hour. Speak with you then.”

“Okay, see you soon.” She replied and Nathan ended the call.

Nathan took a look in the back seat to make sure the case with scepter was still where he’d left it. It was still there. The case was quite old, probably from the 1950s and looked similar to a rifle case. Satisfied, he pulled the car out of the parking space and into the drive through lane. There was no line of cars so he casually pulled up to the speaker. He read the menu quickly and made his food choice. Nathan had been to this exact location numerous times so the decision was easy.

“Welcome to Taco Buzz, can I take you order?” The warm teenage male voice sounded through the speaker.

“Yeah I’ll get the number four with a cola please.” Nathan reached for his wallet, he wanted to have his money ready so he could be on his way as soon as possible.

“Umm yeah, you can go fuck yourself, go stuff your fat fucking face somewhere else.” Sounded the voice from the speaker.

Nathan had just heard the most absurd thing he had ever heard from any restaurant employee. Not only was it completely insulting, but utterly flagrant. His mouth hung open in shock, he had to be imaging this.

“Uhhh what?” Nathan said confused.

“You heard the guy.” Another male voice came on the microphone, sounding around the same age as the first. “We’re not making you a fucking thing asshole. Get the fuck out… Leave!”

“You serious!? Do you even care about your job? Where’s your supervisor? I’m coming up to the window.” Nathan blood pressure was spiking through the roof - he was pissed! These fast food employee’s behaviors were sickening.

He slammed on the gas, squealing the tires a bit and rocketed up to the drive through window. When the window came into view and he could see into the restaurant he was greeted by a woman in her early forties. The look on her face was confused with a hint of anger that she was obviously trying to hide. The name tag on her work shirt was labeled as ‘Susan - General Manager’. She was familiar and Nathan has seen her before on previous visits. There were three teenage boys standing about five feet behind her, two of them had headsets on and were flipping Nathan off, still running their mouths, while the third Nathan could hear questioning them on their aggressive behavior. What make it even worse, Nathan had been here before and the same boys were always courteous.

“Sir, you have my deepest apologies for this, I heard everything over the speaker, and I want you to know that they are going to get fired for this. Your experience is not consistent with Taco Buzz’s standards of service and is unlike anything ever heard in my whole twenty years working at this location. I’m completely and utterly sorry about this.” She spoke clearly and sincerely.

Nathan believed her, but he was still upset. “I’m speechless.” Nathan said to her as the shouting in the background continued to escalate. “I don’t even know how to respond. Those two have never acted like this before. What the fuck is going on? What did I do?”

There was a commotion behind her and she turned to see what it was. The two employees with the headsets on were getting rowdy with another employee that was trying to restrain them. Nathan heard a large stack of plastic serving trays crash against the floor. Seemed like they were trying to get to the window to reach Nathan.

“Thomas, Greg, clock out immediately and meet me in the office!” Susan said to her disorderly employees. She turned back to Nathan and hung her head out the window. “Sir, you want anything from our menu, it’s all on the house, Trevor will get the food for you and I’ll be back with a gift card. I’m so sorry.”

“You know what, I don’t want anything. I’m never coming back. Ever.”

“Again, Sir, my deepest apologies, I’ll take-” She was quickly cut short as one of the aggressive employees shoved his general manager aside and leaned his head out the window and began cursing Nathan out.

Nathan was so perplexed and appalled with the situation, he just had to leave. What was the point in staying and listening to a mad man saying heinous things? Part of him wanted to pull the kid out of the window and beat this fucking asshole into the concrete. But he didn’t have time to deal with this lunacy and thought that removing himself from the situation was probably best for all parties involved. At least that way no one would get hurt physically, just staying parked here seemed to be escalating the situation. And with that, he pulled away from the window, as he did he noticed the first worker looking through Nathan’s back window at the case that held the scepter. A moment later the kid was pulled back inside the window by another employee.

Nathan could not make any sense of what just happened or why, all he knew is he was hungry and needed to eat, so he decided to drive down the street to the burger joint and get drive through there. He pulled up to the busy drive through lane and got a spot in line behind several other cars. Nathan hit the brake in frustration, the burger place was always busy, which is why he didn’t frequent here often, but given the situation it was his only choice for something quick.

He waited as the line slowly progressed, gave his order at the speaker and continued to inch his SUV to the cashier window. He decided to text professor Lamond that he was running late when he heard police sirens and then saw several cop cars pull up to the restaurant and surround the cars in the drive through. They seemed to appear from nowhere swarming the location like a bunch of yellow jackets on a piece of meat. They parked their cars in absurd locations, blocking the lanes and exits. Nathan looked around confused at them, was there a hold up? But he quickly realized that wasn’t it when several of them exited their vehicles with guns drawn and ran to Nathan’s vehicle.

“You with the short brown hair in the grey SUV get out of the vehicle with your hands up!” A serious female voice sounded over a loudspeaker.

Nathan was shocked, he quickly realized that she was talking to him as two male cops aimed their police issue nine millimeters at him. Why would the cops shake him down in such a manner? Was there a murderer in his back seat? Nathan didn’t have time to think, he had to do as she asked if he wanted to live. He obediently put up his right hand to leave it in the officer’s view. Nathan then used his left hand to undo his seat belt then opened the driver’s side door.

As the door opened and he stepped out of his car, a third and fourth cop tackled him to the ground. Nathan screamed in terror as they forcefully held him there until he heard the tight clench and click of a set of handcuffs around his wrists. One of the police officers left his knee between Nathan’s shoulder blades and held his cheek against the concrete for good measure.

“What’s going on?” Nathan asked, his voice stricken with panic. The officers didn’t respond. An officer frisked him for weapons and he heard one of them open the rear door to his SUV and going through his belongings in the back seat and trunk.

“Where’s the gun?” The male officer that was restraining him demanded.

“I don’t own a gun.” Nathan answered.

“Here!” The male officer going through his car shouted out. “Lieutenant, it’s in the back seat.”

Nathan’s breath was warm against the concrete as the pain still shot through his back from the cops knee that was placed there. His arms were beyond discomfort as they twisted behind him fastened together by the cuffs. His view was obscured from his position but a set of shiny black boots stepped within 6 inches of his nose. Another pair joined the first and Nathan heard “The suspects wallet and ID lieutenant.” There was a pause in the action, at least what was in his minimal view, it seemed as the commanding officer was going through his wallet and decided what to do next.

“What’s in the case in the back seat… Professor Schroeder?” He heard a serious and official woman’s voice above the set of boots, the same voice that had asked him over the loudspeaker to leave his vehicle. She must’ve been looking at his faculty ID from the university.

“Art,” Nathan blurted out. “It’s a family heirloom. It’s not a rifle case, the case just looks similar.”

“You want me to open it lieutenant?” The male cop in the back seat asked his commanding officer.

“No,” She responded, “I’ll do it. Get him up on his feet.”

Quickly, the male officer that was holding him pulled Nathan up to his feet, twisting his arm and making him grimace in pain. Nathan looked up at the lieutenant, she was a tall woman with an athletic build. Her hair was dark midnight and pulled back tightly in a bun. Her uniform that signified her rank was impeccable and fit to perfection but hid her feminine bust and waist. She stood in the utmost disciplined posture with a long, stern, unblemished face that demanded respect.

She approached the rear door of Nathan’s vehicle and looked upon the case that held the scepter. She leaned inside and reached over to undo the clasps on the case and Nathan heard them click open one by one. He watched as she cautiously raised the lid. When it finally opened, she was able to confirm he was in fact being truthful, but instead of calling for Nathan’s release, she curiously reached for it.

“Don’t touch it-” Nathan blurted out, but he was quickly cut off by a male officer.

“NO ASKED FOR YOU TO TALK!” A stocky steroid freak cop shut him down. The cop that had his hands wrapped around Nathan’s forearm pulled up on his handcuffs and pain shot through his shoulders. ‘YOU SPEAK AGAIN AND YOU’RE GETTING DROPPED!”

Nathan had to say something, he didn’t want the police lieutenant to touch the scepter. He didn’t know what would exactly happen if she did. What if the same thing that struck Emily happened to this complete stranger. He had to warn her!

“At least use glov-” He couldn’t even finish his sentence before the cop to the rear of him yanked up on the handcuffs, swept his feet out from under him and dipped him back down to the concrete. Nathan grunted in pain as his body cracked against the drive through lane pavement. He lay there dazed from the shock of the sudden pain with a knee in his back when a sensation even more powerful than the physical agony washed over him. The same cold shutter that he felt when Emily released the scepter flooded through his body, but this time the female police lieutenant was its victim.

A moment later he heard the lieutenant’s voice. “Get him up Parker!” She commanded the office that had Nathan pinned. The cop immediately released the pressure from his knee and raised Nathan up to his feet. Nathan still was visibly shaken and abashed when he straightened up, the face of the police lieutenant came into focus. Her serious look had been replaced with one of mercy.

“Release him from those handcuffs, he’s no risk to us.” She directed. Nathan felt the restricting rings come off his wrists and officer Parker stepped away. Nathan rubbed his joints to try sooth some comfort back into them. The lieutenant looked to her officers “Parker, Evans. Take your patrol cars over to Taco Buzz and cite the accusers for filing a false report.” Nathan’s thoughts began to reel as he finally put it together, those teenage jerks had called the cops on him. The fact that there was going to be some recourse to their actions made up for the situation a small bit.

“Yes ma’am.” Parker said, Evans the steroid cop just nodded and they immediately left in their cars.

“Everyone else, we’re done here. Back to your respective beats.”

The lieutenant approached Nathan and handed him his wallet. He read her name engraved badge: Lt. Burton. “Sorry about the intrusion professor, I extend my apologies on behalf of the police department. Please understand that we were following protocol for the situation at hand and thought that the lives of the general public were at risk.” Her words genuine, even though it’s wasn’t an excuse for the harsh treatment it was a valid explanation. She seemed to be holding herself back, struggling to keep her professional demeanor, her left eye was twitching.

“I don’t know what those boys at Taco Buzz told you guys, but if they said I had a gun and made me sound dangerous, then I understand.” Nathan replied as he took his wallet from her.

“Let me make it up for you.” She said apologetically. The male officers within earshot sent her a questionable look. She went to the drive through window and spoke with the cashier and returned with Nathan’s food. While the gesture was appreciated, it didn’t make up for the throbbing pain in his face. “Sorry we ruined you meal Mr. Schroeder, my name is Madison, if you have any questions feel free to contact me at the city police department.” Nathan reached to take the bag from her, as he placed his hand on the paper, he noticed that she had a wedding ring. Its sizable diamond glimmered a nearby street lamp back at his eyes.

He accepted the food from her and looked her in the face. Madison’s eye was twitching as if she had a nervous itch she couldn’t scratch. Her brown eyes now had a passionate fire to them, the seriousness was replaced with a desire she was desperately trying to hide. Nathan had feeling what she was struggling with and was hoping she had the strength to hold off what scepter had done to her. But she couldn’t hold it back, her posture suddenly changed and she straightened her face up into a flirty pose, her lips curved up to form a smile and her left eye winked.

“You’re free to go Nathan.” She told him and pointed toward his SUV. She walked to her patrol car, her hips swayed in her dress slacks as if she was trying to tempt him, and sat in her cruiser.

Nathan quickly got into his car and tossed the bag of fast food onto the passenger seat. His hunger was gone, he was still reeling from the rush of adrenaline of the scenario. The engine of his vehicle was still running, he snapped his seatbelt, and drove the car through the drive through lane. He held his head down in embarrassment as he passed the onlookers in the restaurant that stared at him through the windows. When he rounded the building, Nathan looked back towards Lt. Burton. Her car door had been closed and she had taken the hair tie out of her hair to release the tight bun. She shook her head as her beautiful straight black hair fell around her face. She looked up at him as he drove by and Nathan could sense her piercing stare as he pulled out of the parking lot onto the main avenue.

Nathan got his SUV up to the speed limit and passed through several stop lights before he hit a red. He applied his brakes and guided the vehicle to a stop. Out of the corner of his eye he noticed a patrol car directly behind him in his rear view mirror. He sighed out of frustration and adjusted the mirror to get a better view of the cruiser. He saw officer Burton in the driver’s seat, she had one hand one the wheel and her other was rubbing at her breasts, pawing at them through her uniform. Nathan could clearly see her breathing deeply and her face was kindled with excitement. The light turned green and her police cruiser began to inch forward and tail gate his SUV. Nathan began to feel his brow moisten from a sweat, he didn’t want to give her a reason to pull him over and did his best to keep the speed limit.

They reached another stop light and Nathan glanced up at the rear view. The lieutenant had unbuttoned the top of her shirt and crept her hand inside, continuing to massage her breasts. Her breathing had turned into a pant and her eyes were filled with passion as she stared at Nathan through the cruiser windshield. The light turned green and she followed him through the intersection. Nathan heard a single loud blip of a police siren and saw flickering of blue and red lights. Nathan quickly pulled over to the side of the road and was about to place the car in park when he heard a voice over the loudspeaker.

“Pull into the parking lot.” Madison’s voice sounded loudly through the street. Nathan looked back and saw her pointing toward an old closed up auto parts store. This part of town was a commercial and industrial area, there wasn’t any signs of activity besides for the few cars that were on the streets. The street lights in the area were casting long shadows around the buildings and every parking lot within view was void of occupants.

Nathan did as she directed pulling his SUV into the dark lot. He parked squarely in the first available spot.

“Not there, pull your vehicle behind the building.” Her voice echoed over the loudspeaker and through the empty lot. Nathans mind began to flood with anxiety. Her request was outrageous, but he had to do as he was told. He pulled his car into the alleyway beside the building, the nose of the officer’s patrol car stayed out of view of his rearview mirror it was so close to his back bumper.

Nathan stopped the car mid-way down the alley but her voice came over the speaker again. “Keep going! Around to the rear of the building.”

She continued to tail gate his car, finally he arrived at the back of the building placing his car in park. Nathan was on the verge of an anxiety attack, his blood pressure was rising and he was begging sweat in fear. He heard the sound of her car door opening and she began to approach his vehicle.

He asked himself what was going to happen next. All he knew is he didn’t want to have sex with this stranger. If she was anywhere near as berserk as Emily was earlier today than she was going to have to force herself on him. Nathan knew she would ruin her life if she did, he had to get help. Nathan locked his door reached into his pocket for his cell, when the cop tried the lock and saw he was calling for help she drew her weapon and pointed it at him through the glass.

“Your hands where I can see them and get the fuck out of the car!” She shouted. Her police issue blouse was halfway unbuttoned and showing her sports bra but she meant business.

Nathan stuck his hands in the air. “Ok! Ok! Just don’t shoot.” He unlocked the door and went to release the latch but she beat him to it and swung the door open. She kept her gun pointed at him, grabbed him aggressively by his shirt and pulled him from the car. She was extremely strong for a woman and her physical power was beyond Nathan’s from the years of intense police training. She had to be extremely strong, working her way to her rank in a male dominated field, made that a requirement.

She flung him around and quickly went through his pockets. She found his phone and tossed it onto the passenger seat of his car and then pushed him toward her police cruiser. “Walk.” She demanded.

Nathan did as he was told until he reached the hood of the squad car. Lieutenant Burton grabbed him by his upper arm and turn him to face her. “You want to do this the easy way or the hard way?” She questioned him, the emphasis in her voice still aggressive. She reached down to her utility belt and undid the clasp for her handcuffs.

“I don’t want to do this is anyway at all!” He responded back.

“The… Hard way then.”

She stepped toward him, holding the gun level at him. Nathan held still in apprehension, fearful that she was going to fire. When she was within range she shackled the cuff around his forearm. But instead of chaining it to the other wrist, she yanked him over closer to the hood and buckled it to the support bar of the spot light.

“What are you doing?” He demanded.

“What I’ve wanted to do my whole life.” She put her weapon away, undid her utility belt and threw it in the cruiser. The lieutenant then unbuttoned her shirt, sliding it off her shoulders and onto the ground, exposing her black sport bra holding up her C cup breasts and smooth flat tummy. She had what looked like a pair of crossed revolvers tattooed below her navel, only the barrels and triggers peeked out the top of her waist band.

“You can’t do this!” Nathan tried to talk her out of it. “What about your marriage? What about your career?

She stepped closer to him and reached for the crotch in Nathan’s pants. She found the lump of his penis and began to rub him. She looked him crazily in the eyes before she spoke.

“Have you ever wanted something so badly your entire life that nothing else mattered?” She asked. “I must have you, and if don’t I’ll go on a fucking rampage until I do.”

She leaned in and kissed him on his lips and began unbuckling his pants, Nathan turned his face away and tried to swat her hands away with his free hand. She effortlessly knocked it away and kept it pinned against the fender of the car. He tried to resist further and wrestle with her strength. He rose his knee and turned his hips to block her advances. Frustrated, she backed up.

“Get the fuck on the hood of the car!” She screamed at him. She went back to the open door of the squad car and reached for something he couldn’t see. When she returned to his view she had a small taser. She pressed the button firmly and it began to crackle loudly as electricity arced between the prongs. “Go on. Get up there, I’m not fucking around! The more you struggle, the worse it will get for you.”

Reluctantly he climbed onto the hood, his arm awkwardly chained to the spot light.

“Now you going to stay put?” She asked.

“Don’t do this Madison. Please, I beg you.” He pleaded.

“Shut your mouth, I don’t want to hear another word unless it’s yes ma’am.” She replied, she pressed the taser again, sending massive amounts of voltage through the air.

Nathan was defeated, he didn’t want this, but the more he resisted the more it would escalate. If he continued to turn her down than he might leave here in an ambulance or worse. There was nothing he could say or do to reason with her. If what he learned earlier today anything from Emily she would relax once he came. He had to submit and let her have her way with him.

“Yes ma’am.” He fearfully stammered.

“Good, keep it that way and you’ll be fine.” She put the taser back in the car and leaned alongside the front fender. She removed her police issue boots and then turned to him. She quickly undid her the front of her pants and slid them off her ass showing her plain black panty briefs that perfectly contrasted her pale white skin. Madison climbed onto the hood of the squad car and straddled his legs. She leaned in and kissed him deeply as she began unbuttoning his shirt. Nathan reluctantly met her kiss and she began to rub his chest. Finally he began to relax as she carried on, her strong hands began to smooth over his pecs and abs.

He began to reason in his head to make himself feel more at ease. Madison may not have been his type, but she was quite beautiful once she had removed her clothing, her hourglass figure topped her feminine hips and sweeping long legs. Her shiny dark her hair framed her wild face that spoke to him saying just one thing- fuck me. Nathan’s mind was against it but his cock said hell yes. And with that, he felt a strong surge of blood run through his cock.

She leaned back and cupped her breasts through her bra and bounced them briefly before grabbing the bra from the hem and lift it off her amazing breasts. Her nipples were small yet stiff, but Nathan didn’t get long to admire them before she leaned back in and placed one next to his mouth. He licked around the nipple for a moment and then flicked his tongue across it. Nathan then engulfed her nipple in his mouth and began to suck slowly.

“MMMmmm.” Madison hummed happily. Her nipple began to extend in his mouth as he eagerly sucked away at her. His free hand went up to her other breast and began to caress it, softly rubbing the tip of her nipple with his thumb. The metal of the handcuffs clinked loudly against the metal it was chained to. He used his tongue to trace around her nipple before removing his mouth and taking to sucking her other breast.

Madison moaned away as he continued but suddenly she withdrew her breasts from his face and began to crawl down the long hood of the cruiser. She quickly undid his belt and pants and slid them down his hips. Before he knew it, his cock was out in the open air and in her hand. He instantly began to stiffen more as she leaned in toward his penis and began licking her tongue across the tip of cock. She held his cock against his stomach as she lowered her mouth down near his balls and pressed her tongue along his shaft. Madison sucked at the sides of his dick and eventually worked her face back up to his tip before engulfing his crown between her lips.

Nathan groaned as she hungrily took him into her mouth. She kept her eyes locked on his as she greedily sucked him farther past her lips. She began to slowly bob on to him taking him further with each drive until the tip of him pressed up against the opening of her throat. Nathan groaned with pleasure as Madison held her head on him, pursing her lips tightly around his cock. She raised her head back up until just his crown was lodged in his mouth. He groaned softly and her hand clasped around his cock. She began to stroke up and down slowly on his cock keeping her head still. Her mouth kept locked around his girth until her head decided to bob at the same pace as her hand. Madison continued to suck him into oblivion for several moments before releasing him from her mouth and crawling back to his hips. She straightened her legs, hooked her thumbs around the waistband of her panties and slid them off.

“I’ve been waiting my whole life to fuck you.” She proclaimed. Nathan found that hard to believe since they had just met an hour ago. The scepter had imprinted this notion into her mind as it had with Emily earlier in the day. Nathan couldn’t fathom its power; the scepter was able to bend women’s thoughts and desires to level of unstoppable thirst for him, as if the thoughts had been there for their entire life.

She held his dick from the shaft and rubbed his crown down across her clit, poising the head of his cock at her sweet entrance. She pressed her hips down on him and her vagina readily accepted his shaft, stretching to be completely filled by Nathan. Her pussy gripped onto him as he moved his free hand just above her hip bone, and he pushed her down slowly onto him, sinking into her with his cock. They both moaned together as they adjusted to feeling each other and Madison leaned forward and kissed him deeply, their tongues found each other’s and they twisted together. Though Nathan felt used and forced, he was starting to peak with arousal, enjoying that she had targeted him to take full advantage of his body.

She began to ride him slowly, her warm pussy smoothing along his cock. “OHHH OHH YESSS!” She moaned. As she sunk his cock all the way into her pussy. Her hips grinded forward when she was fully seated, and she began rocking herself back and forth, grinding herself against his pelvis. Nathan was pinned against the hood of the cruiser, her cunt clung to him as her velvet walls sent sensations to his brain.

Madison was going crazy, her face flushed with desire beyond her control. She rose up on his cock and pressed herself back down. Her tits bounced up and down as she sunk his cock in and out. She increased her rhythm and she began as she slamming her hips consistently onto his cock. “Uh uh UH UHHH!.” Her moans were increasing with volume and with each thrust down.

“Ooooh, yeah, fuck my cock.” Nathan said as he looked down between her legs to see his cock sliding in and out of her beckoning pussy. She also lowered her head to view the same region and moaned again, her voice a sexy purr. His organ filled her vision, thrusting in and out of her vagina, her labia seeming to cling to it as it withdrew each time.

Madison bucked her head back and screamed “OH FUCK YES! CUM FOR ME!”

Nathans groaned loudly and his toes began to curl up on the hood of the car. Madison’s aggressive fucking was wearing him thin. He may just have to do as she asked before she climaxed.

“OH OHHH MY GOD! I’M CUMMING NATHAN! I’M GOING TO CUM ALL OVER YOUR COCK ”

Before he knew it, Madison began to shake. She shuddered violently as her climax overwhelmed her. Nathan could feel her vaginal muscles spasm tightly as she pumped her hips on his cock. She flung her head about and then looked up the sky and screamed.

“UH UH OHHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!” Her pussy shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated throughout her body.

She paused for moment as it resided, but the fire in her eyes was still there, Nathan knew that she had to please him and that she wanted to feel him cum inside her. Anything short of that would be a failure to her thanks to the scepter’s effects.

She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to rise and lower herself on him. Her pussy tightened around his dick as Madison began working his cock again, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt. Nathan felt his body tense up and his breath quickened, he was going to blow at any moment.

She kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch, James held back, not wanting to release. But her clenching pussy was sending him over the edge. He couldn’t contain it any longer, his balls were beginning to contract, and a moment later his cock twitched and swelled enormously inside of her. He grunted loudly as Madison’s soft warm pussy drove him to climax. She pushed her hips down on him as he thrusted his dick deep into her. Nathan moaned loudly as his balls contracted and he shot a massive rope of cum inside her.

Madison’s eyes popped wide open as she felt his cum splash against her cervix sending her into another orgasm. She continued to fuck him earnestly as he shot ribbon after ribbon of his warm semen into her. Her body began shuddering uncontrollably as he kept shooting more and more into her body. He groaned happily as his sperm filled her up, her pussy locked tightly around the base of his cock as she continued to work it in and out of her.

“Oh yes! I feel your cum inside me.” Madison’s body stopped servicing his cock, waiting for him to finish as his balls emptied, until finally, he was spent.

She slowly raised herself off of him and looked up at him, his cum oozed out her pussy lips and back onto his penis. She crawled back down on the hood of cruiser and extended her tongue lick his cock free of cum. She kept eye contact as she slid her tongue all over every available inch of his shaft. A glob of his cum escaped out the side of her mouth, but she raised her head and pushed it back into her mouth with a finger. Madison lowered her mouth back onto his cock and sucked him clean and Nathan groaned in his euphoria.

Eventually Madison sat up and caressed his legs. “See Professor Schroeder, told you everything would be would be okay.”

Madison turned her body to the side and swung her legs over the fender and slid down off the hood. She retrieved her pants and shirt and started getting herself in order. Nathan tried to move but the handcuffs still restricted him from doing so.

“A little help here.” He asked, the cuff clinked against the metal support. Madison looked over and giggled.

“Sorry about that, let me help you out of that.” She fished out the key and undid the cuffs, freeing his movement. Nathan slid his pants back on and came down from the hood of the cruiser. Nathan began to tuck his shirt back into his slacks when Madison went to the front of the cop car and returned with a business card.

“If you ever need anything… anything at all, just ask and I’ll come for you instantly.” She handed it to him, her voice sincere and forthright. Nathan didn’t know how to respond, a little creeped out by this woman’s statement.

“I don’t think that will be necessary…” He replied.

“It will be, I’ll be sure to check up on you soon. I know where you live and now you know how to get ahold of me.”

“Okay…” His voice confused. “Am I free to go lieutenant?”

“Mmhmm.” She responded tracing a finger along his chest and down to his abs. “You most definitely are… My lord.”


Scepter of Domination: Book Three
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Nathan throttled the gas in his SUV. He had hurry to get to the university if he were to get there before Professor Lamond left for the evening. Earlier in the day he had found a scepter going through his late grandfather’s closet. It was a carefully crafted bronze rod with gorgeous golden hieroglyphs topped with a slender onyx cat. From what he could gather after inspecting it closely he thought it was ancient artifact from Egypt. But he had to be sure the item wasn’t a hoax, and Nathan still wondered why his grandfather keep such an item of value hidden for so long. He had known his grandfather served in the SS during the Nazi plunder, could this have been something that he had hidden this whole time?

But when he had given it an initial look over, the scepter sent a mild static charge through his body, shocking him. When he finally refocused his eyes, the ruby eyes of the onyx cat had winked at him. At first, he thought he was imagining the black onyx cat and its mysterious wink, but as the day went on, Nathan began to think differently.

Once deciding he would take the scepter to a coworker at the university, he went down stairs and showed it his brother’s girlfriend Emily. She was helping Nathan go through the estate in his brother’s absence while he was on a sudden business trip. Nathan thought of Emily to be part of the family and trusted her. She had asked if he was holding a rifle case thinking Nathan had found his grandfather’s rifle. He had said no and decided to just show her. Besides, she wouldn’t have believed him unless she saw it with her own eyes.

When he showed the scepter to Emily, he felt a cold shiver wash over him then she winked much like the cat on the scepter. She immediately came onto him sexually. Nathan tried rejecting her but eventually gave in and she fucked him aggressively, right there in the dining room. Nathan had no clue what caused her change of heart, she never seemed to be attracted to him beore. She was always faithful and was always proud of herself that she had never cheated on any of her boyfriends. Even more strange, why choose that moment to come out with her desires? After it was done he questioned her motives, and Emily responded that she always had wanted him. Nathan didn’t believe it, thinking that the winking and the scepter was more than coincidence. To make the situation even more bizarre, Emily called him “her ruler” right before he left.

However, the crazy events of the day didn’t end there. Nathan stopped to get food and was greeted with hostility through the drive through. Two of the restaurant employee’s, both male, verbally assaulted him and refused him service. Nathan attempted to talk to the general manager about it but she was just as confused as he was. The two abusive individuals had served him in the past had always been courteous and there had never been a problem. Talking to the supervisor didn’t help, in fact the two teenage boys continued to escalate their hostilities toward Nathan, pushing their manager aside and yelling at him though the service window. And with that Nathan decide to just remove himself from situation.

Thinking the abnormalities were done for the day, Nathan went to the fast food drive through joint down the street. This time he wasn’t greeted by flagrant employees, instead the cops swarmed his vehicle in the drive through lane. They forced him out of the car and demanded he tell them where the gun was. Apparently, the two teenagers at the first place had called the cops and told them Nathan had a gun in his back seat. The case in his back seat may have looked similar to a gun case, but in fact, it was just the case his grandfather decided to keep the scepter inside. The cops didn’t care for his explanation and took the potential threat extremely seriously. It was all protocol to the police officers, until their Lieutenant; a middle-aged woman named Madison Burton, inspected the scepter case. Nathan was pressed against the cold pavement in the drive through when the same cold shiver from earlier in the day washed over him again.

The female lieutenant immediately had Nathan released from his cuffs and dispatched a few officers to deal with the false report. She apologized and let him go, but not before she gave him the wink of the cat. Nathan left immediately and proceeded towards the college to finally get some answers regarding the scepter. However, he noticed the police lieutenant was following him. She pulled him over and had him pull behind an old auto parts store in a dilapidated part of town. She pulled him from his car at gunpoint and forced herself on Nathan. He had tried to talk her out of it, reminding her of her marriage and career but to no avail. The more he resisted the more it intensified so Nathan decided to just submit, and let the officer just have her way with him.

After they got off, she sucked him clean and gave him her card offering future assistance to him. She told him she would see him again and that she knew where he lived. It creeped him out to know that this powerful woman had an overbearing lust for him, especially since she wasn’t his type. She seemed more like a girl who was into stocky intimidating biker men with tattoos, not boring middle aged art professors with glasses. Putting the forcing aside, Nathan was rather aroused by her. She was an amazing fuck though! If she could tone it down a bit with the assertiveness and the gun waving, she could be an ally and an asset, he thought.

Nathan had to get answers. The events of today were too crazy. Maybe there was something more to the scepter than just making woman go mad for his cock, hopefully that was something he was going to find out at the university with Professor Lamond.

Finally, he pulled into the faculty parking lot at the university and into his assigned spot. He took the scepter, in its case, from its place in the back seat of his car and strode toward Professor Lamond’s office. It was a few minutes from the faculty lot to her office so he took a path through the quad. Nathan was hastily walking across the grass when he saw two of his best students walking towards him. Two gifted art students name Edward and Jared. They must have just finished their evening class or honor society meeting and were heading home for the night.

“Jared, Edward.” Nathan said to them respectively.

“Fucking douche bag!” Jared said.

“Dick.” Edward said.

Nathan stopped in shock, having no clue why they would be angry with him. These were good kids, they knew full well the consequences of what they just said. Even if they actually thought that they wouldn’t be reprimanded, they normally would have dealt with being angry with much more tact. Common insults like that were below them. They had to of been talking to someone else in joking manner. Nathan looked around the quad, it was just the three of them.

“Ha ha, nice joke.” The professor tried to lighten the tone of the abrasive situation.

“It wasn’t a joke.” Edward said. “The only thing that’s a joke here is your fucking art class.”

“What are you talking about?” Nathan asked. “You’re two of my best students and have been so active-”

“Fucking faggot!” Jared yelled out. “We’re filing a complaint with dean that you touched us.”

“I never did such a thing!” Nathan’s blood pressure rose again for what seemed like the thirtieth time today. Anger was growing in his voice from the crude language and slanderous accusation. “What are you talking about? Where did all this come from?”

“Get the fuck out of here Schroder before we beat your ass!” Edward taunted, his eyes glanced down at the case in the professor’s arms.

Just then Nathan had a notion. Could there be a pattern developing? Why would reasonable people act this way for no logical reason or explanation. Nathan knew the scepter had something to with it. If he had learned anything from earlier, he knew that they would not let up their verbal assault unless he exited the situation. Even then, the would still act upon these aggressive urges toward him. He had to do something, fast.

He nervously walked away from the boys and into the building that housed all the faculty offices and personal labs. The boys stayed in the quad, continuing with their verbal shakedown until he was finally inside. Once there, Nathan pulled out his phone and called the campus police. Nathan considered for a moment calling Madison and finding her card she had given him, but decided against it. Following code and decorum was the best decision if he wanted to keep his career unblemished. He went through the procedure of filing a report with the male officer who picked up the line about his argument with Edward and Jared. Five minutes later after answering all the questions, he ended the call, hoping he made the right decision. The logical side of him thought he had made a right choice, but part of him had the feeling that it wasn’t the boys’ fault.

As he walked the hallways of the faculty building to his destination he wondered about the recent occurrences for the men he interacted with today. How many men would act out on him? There where the two boys at the taco place, but there were other males around so not all men were affected. Then there were the male cops at the drive through, yeah they tossed him around and dipped him to the concrete but they seemed normal, just following police protocol. And just now his two best students? The campus police officer seemed fine, was it just young men affected? Nathan couldn’t make sense of it, it had only happened twice so far, it was too soon to be able to discern a pattern.

He continued down the halls until he arrived at professor Lamond’s office. He knocked lightly before twisting the knob and entering. Her office was a narrow room with plush mahogany furniture, decorated like a cliché institution of higher learning with shelves of leather bound books, thick rugs and classical music softly playing in the background. There was a door on the far end that opened up into a clean room style lab that she used to examine ancient pottery shards and the like. It didn’t really get much use, but since she was a high caliber professor and interviewed often by researchers throughout the history field, she was given the resource in case she ever needed it.

Professor Lamond was seated at her desk, focused on reading some form of report, most likely a student’s essay or thesis. She continued to read on as he entered, most likely trying to finish her paragraph before she greeted him. Marie was a slim British woman in her early forties and had her aging brown hair with a few streaks of silver tied back in a bun by a chopstick. Her face, unlike her hair, didn’t show signs of aging and was free of wrinkles. She wore a pair of cat eye reading glasses, knee length skirt with pantyhose and a white long sleeve button down blouse with the top few buttons undone.

“You’re late Professor Schroeder.” She spoke with a mild accent of her homeland and moved the paper away from her mouth showing her red lipstick. She must have noticed his bruising on his face from when he got slammed to the concrete by the police officers. “You look like utter shit. Did you get in a scuffle at the pub?”

They had worked together for over a decade and considered each other friends, so she was comfortable with speaking her mind to him, even if it sounded rude. Nathan didn’t take it personal. Considering the crazy day he had so far, the familiar cynicism was welcome.

“No, I got pulled over, sorry I didn’t text you and let you know.”

She stared at him blankly.

“Trust me, I tried.” Nathan said. “It was just… hard… to get away.”

She rolled her eyes out of irony. “You’re not the type that goes cruisin’ for a bruisin’. What in the hell happened?”

“I think it is has everything to do with this. Ever since it’s been in my possession, almost everyone around me has been acting strangely.” Nathan walked around her desk into her examining lab. Professor Lamond got up from her chair and followed him in. He set the case with the scepter down on the examination table underneath a powerful magnifying lamp.

He undid the clasps of the case before he continued. “Strangely isn’t a strong enough term to describe it. More like crazy or berserk.”

She cocked her head to the side, intrigued. “You have to be bonkers.”

“I’m certain.” He replied. “There is something more to this scepter than historical and monetary value. While I can’t explain why these things are happening I’m requesting your expertise to help me find out.”

She removed her glasses and stared at Nathan. “Well, go on then. Let’s have a look.”

Nathan opened the lid of the case, the light hit the gold inlays and reflected off the professor’s eyes. Marie’s mouth fell open in astonishment as she gazed upon the hieroglyphs and black cat. Its ruby eyes peaked her curiosity.

“Well I’ll be.” She said finally after taking in the view of scepter. “You weren’t joking at the value of the piece, if it is in fact real, you’ll be considerably rich.” She reached for a pack of latex gloves, gave Nathan a pair and turned the examining lamp on. Nathan was pleased he didn’t have to ask her to glove up before touching it, he didn’t know if it would affect her the same way it did Madison or Emily.

“Good choice on the gloves, while I know that its procedure to wear gloves, I was about to ask you to not touch it.” He said.

“Of course, professor, I wasn’t considering it.” She changed the subject back to the scepter. “So, you where did you come across this again?” She asked him as she moved the magnifier in to take a look at the golden inlays of the rod.

“It belonged to my grandfather. I found it in his closet this morning going through his estate.” He answered.

“He was an SS officer, wasn’t he?” She took out several items that looked like q-tips and started rubbing one lightly against a golden hieroglyph.

“He was, in fact this scepter was found next to some of his world war two memorabilia.”

“Your late grandfather’s contribution to the return of the Nazi plunder will never go forgotten. May he rest in peace.” She put the q-tip in a small glass test tube, agitated it briefly and held it up to the light. “It’s gold. Don’t get too excited just yet mind you, I still need the examine the bronze work to see if it matches any documented pieced from the era. But the results thus far are quite promising. Turn on my laptop will you.”

Nathan reached over and powered it on, Professor Lamond reached in a drawer and pulled out a state of the art high resolution camera from a case, mounted it to an arm on the examination table, and then connected the computer to the camera with a cable. After she had it all set up she began taking pictures of the scepter.

“Professor Schroeder, you mentioned people have been acting strangely around you since you’ve procured this object. Will you elaborate on that for me?”

“Yes,” He replied. “As long as I have your word you won’t tell anyone else.”

“But of course.” She replied.

He started telling her the events of the day, starting with how the scepter shocked and winked at him. When Nathan told her how Emily had winked at him in the same manner, she glanced at him confused. He carried on about how Emily’s change of attitude and their sexual encounter. Nathan left out the juicy bits but did not hold anything back about how Emily was faithful to his brother and that her behavior was anything but normal. Professor Lamond seemed to just listen intently, focusing on snapping photos of the scepter. Nathan continued on with the boys at the taco restaurant and the situation with the police, explaining how he got the bruise on his face. He then mentioned how the female police lieutenant touched the scepter, who then immediately set him free, but then followed him in her cruiser. Eventually the cop pulled him over and made him have sex with her.

“You can’t be serious Mr. Schroeder.” She stated flatly. “How do you expect me to believe a woman cop forced you?”

“I expected you’d say that.” Nathan showed the professor Madison’s card. “Call her if you don’t believe me. You can also call the supervisor at the Taco Buzz or Emily.”

“I just may.” She responded, looking up from the viewfinder of the camera.

“You can also add the campus police to that list. You know Jared and Edward, two of the best students at the university?”

She nodded. “Yes, they are fantastic students.”

“I know.” He agreed. “Just minutes ago, I walked past them in the quad and they started acting aggressively like the boys in the taco restaurant, making ridiculous claims. I had to call the campus police and file a report about it.”

“That’s very unlike them.” She said unphased and changing it back to the task at hand. “Even more interesting is that these hieroglyphics add merit to your claims.” She had finished with her photos and walked over to the computer. She pulled up one of the recent pictures of the gold hieroglyphs and zoomed in. The inlays were organized into several groups by ovals, known as a cartouche, signifying that the group was a phrase or short sentence about royalty or gods.

“This group of characters near the top of the rod loosely means ascendancy or control. However, that translation is up for debate.” She moved on to the next picture. “Working down the shaft to the next set is common Egyptian symbol for woman, but I’ve seen it used to describe femininity as a whole, or all women.”

She carried on to the next photograph. “The next grouping most likely means to take once, or acquire then stop. The next group translated roughly to angry men, however there seems to be a prefix to this sub set that are not like any I’ve seen.” She looked up a Nathan briefly before continuing making sure he was listening.

“This last group contains a famous symbol, I’m surprised you don’t know it yourself. The twin horns of Hathor, the Egyptian god of love. The glyphs next to it means return or source, maybe dawn.”

Professor Lamond went through the pictures again trying to piece it together, Nathan noticed her expression as if she was trying to find a way out of her translation. Professor went back to her office and took a book from the shelf and thumbed through it. She paused on a page for minute, her eyes scanning for information. When they finally stopped, she sighed, slammed the book closed and returned to the examining table.

“My attempt a loose translation of the entire scepter would be- Power over women, use sparingly and beware of men. Return to the source of love.” She spoke slowly as if she didn’t believe what she was saying.

“However, there is a context here, as if this inscription was meant as instructions for a pharaoh.” The professor continued. “Quite bizarre, because the cartouche here is unlike one I have ever seen.”

“While your translation of the inscription backs up what has happened to me today, what do you mean by not having seen this cartouche?”

“The scepter was made for a pharaoh that has not been documented. Either is the sigil of a lost Egyptian king, or it’s a fake.” She stated.

“So, would you be able to date it to tell if it is real or not?” Nathan asked.

Professor Lamond, went back to the laptop and pulled up a picture. She zoomed in on a section of the bronze rod and then brought up another photo from a confirmed piece of Egyptian bronze work. She cross referenced the two pictures for several minutes making sure the crafting styles matched.

“Its… real.” She said looking up from the screen. “Professor Schroeder, you have mistakenly found an ancient Egyptian art piece. I’d recommend you get this to a museum immediately for prosperity and further study.”

“I plan on doing that.” Nathan replied. “But I don’t want what’s happening to me to happen to anyone else. I need to find out more about these unknown powers it has and put everyone’s life that has been affected back to normal.”

Professor Lamond scoffed. “These powers you speak of are absolute rubbish.”

“Marie, you have to believe me, I know I sound as if I’m talking crazy, because you’re right, it is.” He debated. “But it’s true, you must believe me.”

“Fine, if it’s true and you want me to believe you than we need to run a series of tests.” She conceded.

“What did you have in mind?” Nathan asked slowly.

“I want you to use it on me.” She shot back.

“What? No! You’ve heard what I told you it does to women. You can’t be serious.”

“Then how about one of my assistants, I could give one a call and observe and document.”

“Absolutely not!” Nathan exclaimed. While he wouldn’t mind having casual sex with her or any one of her pretty assistant’s normally, it wouldn’t be very professional as a professor for him to behave that way. Any thoughts he may have had toward her or any woman at his place of work were just thoughts. They would never carry over into action, ever.

“If you want me to help than we have to test it in a controlled environment. If you want my help than we need proceed with a test subject.” She argued.

“Fine, for research purposes only, but if you start acting anything like the other woman have, I’m not going to stop your advances.”

“There will be no advances.” She replied.

“Ok,” He said. “Then I want you to record that statement and your disposition toward me before we began.”

“Hmmph, but of course. That’s just basic research practice” She rebutted. Marie went to a drawer and found a small audio recorder and powered it on. She began to speak into it, giving the device a specific run down of the scenario. She spoke for about five minutes about her findings. She paused the recording and looked up at Nathan before continuing.

“Professor Schroeder’s hypothesis is that the scepter has powers over woman, making them instantly become sexually attracted to him. I have no attraction to Professor Schroeder, nor have I thought of him in any such manner in this regard so therefore, I will be the perfect neutral test subject.”

She set the device down and raised the sensitivity on the microphone, leaving the recording live. “Ok let’s begin.”

Nathan removed his gloves and went to the scepter. He picked it up from its base and held it aloft. He didn’t really know what to do or say, thinking that there may be some magical command word. Professor Lamond just stood silently with a skeptical look on her face. He waved it around in front of his body for moment before he sighed out of frustration.

“No hocus pocus professor?’ She asked.

“I suppose not.” He replied. “One thing I know is that it the others who were affected had physical contact with it. I’m going to try to try that.”

Nathan walked towards her and steady the scepter and lightly pressed it against her cheek. As the onyx cat pressed against her skin Nathan felt the same cold shutter sweep through his body that he had felt earlier in the day with Emily and Madison.

“Did you feel that?” He asked and looked into her face. When gazed into her eyes, her look of disbelief was replaced with one of passion and focus. Her face smiled at him as her left eye quickly winked at him.

“The only thing I feel professor Schroeder is the need to shove your cock down my throat.” She said coyly. She approached him and rubbed her hands along his chest, starting to finger at the buttons on his shirt.

“I told you it was real.” Nathan said. “There’s no other explanation for the sudden change in your behavior.”

“The only explanation is that I was lying about my true feelings.” She whispered into his ear. Her hand went to his crotch and she began pet his hardening cock through his pants.

“And what about your boyfriend?” He asked. “Tell the recorder about that.” He was referencing a colleague of theirs that constantly traveled. Supposedly Marie and he had a long-distance relationship but would always spend time together when he was in town and had always made it a point to be faithful to the man.

She grasped his cock through the material in pants and looked him in the eyes. “What boyfriend? He’s away in England, out of sight, out of mind. In fact, the only thing on my mind is you, Professor Schroeder.”

He knew that he wasn’t going to be able to talk her out of it. Part of him started to grow hard because she wanted him and using the scepter in a controlled environment wasn’t so bad. He may as well take advantage of the situation and give this hot professor the fucking of her life. He began taking off his shirt and Marie started to unbuckle his belt and fly.

“Since I’m the only thing on your mind,” He queried. He wanted to make sure as much of her dirty talk was recorded for ‘research purposes’. “How much do you want my dick?”

“More than anything. Satisfying your cock is my only purpose.” She said. She removed the chopstick from her hair, letting it fall down her back. Marie then aggressively pulled down his pants and shorts, letting them fall to the floor and reached for his cock. Marie began stroking his length and leaned against him to kiss him deeply. Her lips were soft and Nathan met her kiss, twisting their tongues together.

She broke their kiss. “I can’t take it any longer professor, I must suck your cock.”

She kissed along his chest while her hand still stroked away. She knelt in front of Nathan and held his cock straight up and flicked her tongue at his balls. Marie licked them slowly with the thick part of her tongue before working up to the base of his cock. She cupped her mouth along the side of his shaft and shook her head back and forth. She extended her tongue and slid it along his length until she reached the crown. Nathan groaned as Marie slowly licked his head, encircling it and getting it wet with her saliva.

Marie slid her lips over the head and engulfed Nathan’s cock in her mouth, twisting her head slightly as she descended, her lips gliding down the smooth shaft. Nathan was in ecstasy while Professor Lamond kept her mouth tightly circled around his dick, her head moved up and down slowly as she nursed his cock. Her mouth must have filled with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him.

Nathan was surprised with her skills in fellecio. Not only did she not have shortcomings on her technique, but also went beyond with her focus and enthusiasm. He groaned loudly again and Marie raised her head, letting his cock slip out of her mouth. “You have an amazing cock Professor Schroeder.” She complimented before sliding her mouth around Nathan’s shaft again, humming wildly as she resumed her pace.

Nathan let her continue her assault on his penis for a few more minutes before stepping away from her. He grabbed her and lifted her to stand and guided her to the study. When Marie got to the desk, she reached over it and shoved all her papers and books to the floor. Nathan removed her skirt while she grabbed her shirt by the hem and lifted it over her head. They embraced passionately in a kiss and he grabbed her by the hips, lifting her as onto the table. Marie’s hand went to her crotch and she rubbed herself through her pantyhose.

“My pussy is awaiting your seizure professor.” She stated as a second hand joined the first and helped tear a wide hole in her pantyhose to grant access to Nathan.

He spread her knees apart as he positioned himself between her legs. Nathan knelt on the floor next to her desk and leaned his face towards her wet pussy. He moved his face closer to her awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. The sweet scent of her vagina drove him crazy and he slowly traced the outline of her lips, starting just below her hood and he slowly smoothed the tip of his tongue against it. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Nathan used the thick part of his tongue to lick her labia completely before he worked up to her clit. Marie moaned with pleasure as she gripped the edge of the desk, her knuckles white.

Nathan continued spread his tongue over the professor’s luscious pussy. He moistened his finger in his mouth and placed it on Marie’s clit tracing and rubbed softly. Nathan then leaned in and removed his finger before closing his lips around her clit. He licked at it quickly using the thick part of his tongue to cover as much area around her hood as he could. Marie began to shiver and she thrust her hips forward as an orgasm began to climb within her.

“Oh oh OH OH OH!” She screamed out. Nathan kept his mouth encased around her clit as he rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax.

“AHHHhh.” she scream softly. Professor Lamond grabbed his head and pulled it into her as pleasure exploded within her. Nathan could feel the power of her orgasm sweep across her body. He savored the moment, appreciating the fact he was able to get her off with his mouth as he sucked her into his mouth.

He released her from his mouth and stood up between her legs, positioning himself in front of her wet pussy. His cock stood straight in front of him, as if guiding itself on its own, demanding that Nathan to ravage her.

“Fuck me.” She pleaded quietly.

Nathan grabbed his cock by the base and rubbed it against her labia, teasing her lips. He had already had two other women today, he wasn’t in any rush to get off. He wanted to prolong the experience, knowing he would never get this opportunity again anytime soon.

She looked up at him with an insatiable look of impatience. “FUCK ME! NOW PROFESSOR!” Her quiet pleads had become a loud demand.

Nathan leaned in and slowly pressured into her pussy. He slid in past her lips and met a little resistance. Marie hooked her legs around his waist forcing him inside until he buried his stiff cock into her welcoming cunt. Her tight pussy began to adjust and stretch to his thick shaft, accommodating his dick until she was completely filled by him.

He began to fuck her slowly, sinking only a portion of his cock into her with each thrust. Her hips started to rock back into him, in an attempt to be completely filled, but he kept pulling back to get stifle her advances. She squeezed him with her cunt trying to keep him from withdrawing. Nathan could see her biting her lip in frustration, he had teased her enough. It was time to give her what she desired.

He backed his cock out until just his head was lodged inside her opening, and with a vigorous thrust, he buried his stiff cock all the way into her pussy. He began to fuck her steadily, rocking his cock back and forth inside of her. Marie’s hand grabbed at her hair as she moaned in pleasure. Nathan reached down and fondled her breasts through her bra. He pulled her gently by the shoulders, moving her against his chest, maintaining his rhythm into her pussy. She pressed her cheek against his pecs as he unhooked her bra. Nathan quickened his pace, pistoning his cock into her hungry cunt. Professor Lamond continued to moan, her breath becoming short, her voice rising in pitch until it became a high shriek.

She looked down toward her cunt, marveling at his cock pumping in and out of her pussy. “Oh yes! YES! Fuck me! FUCK my pussy!”

He pushed her back softly onto the desk again and began driving into her in earnest, placing his hands on her hips for more leverage. She pressed her heels into his ass to lend power to his thrusts. Her fucked her briskly until withdrawing his cock from her.

“Don’t stop, professor.” She said, her tone making it sound almost as if she was begging.

“Wasn’t planning on it.” He replied and flipped her over, turning her face down on the desk. She bent over the desk on the balls of her feet as he put her into position and drove his cock back into her. Marie threw her head back and moaned as began to fill her from behind.

He placed his hands on her hips. Cupping her sides as he began mash his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as Nathan thick hard cock stroked powerful away. Marie’s tits bounced back and forward, rubbing her hard nipples lightly against the smooth surface of the desk. Her arms were stretched across the table, gripping the far table end furiously. Nathan drove deep and hard for several minutes, she moaned out each time his balls slapped against her swollen clit, climbing again toward an oncoming orgasm.

“OHHH! OH MY, I’M CUMMING!” Marie screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. He buried it all the way inside her and waited as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. She panted and gasped as Nathan continued to pound her hard from behind.

“OH! OH! OH! fuuUUUUCCCKK!”

Nathan switch his grip to her soft ass cheeks and continued to work his cock into her. Marie’s warm pussy was starting to get the best of him, starting to wear him down. He pressed in with his hard cock, filling her with his girth. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon while she pressed back onto him, slamming her body on his hard rod. His breathing became rapid and Nathan’ balls began to churn. Nathan tried to hold off but Marie’s pussy clutched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum.

“OOOHHH FUCK I’M CUMMING.” He groaned as his balls tensed and his cock swelled inside her. Nathan couldn’t hold it back any longer, she was sending him over the edge and finally, he buried his cock to the hilt and released. Marie bucked her head as he sent a massive hot jet of cum splashing against her cervix. Nathan pumped spurt after spurt inside her as she continued to grind her hips onto him, her pussy caressing his shaft.

“OHH FUCK YES!” She screamed. “I can feel you cumming in me!”

He kept shooting hot pulses of jizz inside her, filling it full. Marie’s hips shivered over his cock as his balls emptied, finally they were spent. Nathan collapsed on top of her back, placing his chin over her shoulder. Marie turned her head to the side and licked his earlobe.

“It works.” She said.

“I told you it would.” He replied, stepped away from her, his spent cock withdrawing from Marie’s slit.

“Want to go again professor?” Marie asked, looking back at him as she wiggled her ass in the air invitingly. “I could use another walloping.”

“Yes, but not just yet.” He grabbed his pants and tossed Marie her skirt. “We need to more research, and I have just the test subject in mind. We need to leave once we are dressed and presentable.”

“Are you going to make me just watch? Now that I know how amazing your cock is, I want more!” She asked as she moved sexily, removing her now torn pantyhose.

“No, I was thinking you could both please me. You don’t mind sharing, as long as you get fucked, do you?

“Of course not, my lord.” She replied and straightened up, pulling her skirt back on.

“I had a feeling you’d say that.” Nathan had though immediately about a woman he had a thing for. He couldn’t wait to see them both on their knees for him.
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“So where are we headed Professor Schroeder?” Marie asked.

“To a local Jazz club, I know about.” Nathan answered, straightening his tie.

“I fail to see why you want to go there.” Professor Lamond responded, her voice had a British accent. She buttoned up her blouse and put her messy hair back into a bun. She grabbed her cat eye glasses and found her knee length skirt that had been tossed across the room. She must have thrown it there during the wild sex the two of them just had. “While I’ll be happy to accompany you anywhere, I fail to see why you need me to go.”

“I want to test the scepter.” He said. “And I need you to document and record what happens.”

Earlier in the day he had found the scepter going through his late grandfather’s estate. It was a bronze rod with golden inlays of hieroglyphs topped with an onyx cat with ruby eyes. After having Professor Lamond examine it they were able to conclude it was from ancient Egypt. While it was obvious the item was of priceless value, it also came with a power that was supernatural. When he first touched the scepter, it had sent a mild static charge through his body, shocking him, while the ruby eyes of the onyx cat had winked. Nathan thought he had imagined the black onyx cat and its mysterious wink, but when he showed it to his brother’s girlfriend Emily, she winked just like the cat on the scepter. She then came onto Nathan aggressively, disregarding his objections. He tried his hardest to talk her down, but eventually he gave in and they fucked.

After he left his grandfather’s, Nathan was stopped by the cops. They thought that scepter was a gun and swarmed him at a local restaurant. When the police lieutenant; a woman named Madison Burton, inspected the scepter in its case. And like Emily, she also gave him the wink. She immediately set him free and followed him to an industrial part of town. She pulled him over behind an auto parts store at gunpoint and forced herself on Nathan. Nathan had tried to talk the cop out of it, reminding her of the importance of her marriage, but it was no use. The more he resisted the more it escalated so Nathan decided to just submit, and let the officer just have her way with him.

“I certain that any woman you use that scepter on goes crazy for you.” The female professor said. “However, I’m worried about the curse that comes along with such power.”

When Marie had translated the hieroglyphs on the scepter, it had warned about aggressive men, cautioning the holder to use the scepter with discretion. This advice carried some merit. The reason the cops had pulled him over was because two male restaurant employees cursed him out and called in a false threat to 911. This had happened immediately after his encounter with Emily. Then a similar situation arose while in the quad of the university, when two of his best students threatened Nathan with violence told him they were going to lie in effort to have him fired. The situation was quite bizarre, the two students were normally good kids, this type of behavior was inconceivable. The only coincidence was the fact that they were the first two men he interacted with after being with Officer Burton.

“I had an idea for that.” Nathan replied. “We’re going to make a stop before the club. Let’s be careful leaving the campus to not interact with any males. We’re going to need a controlled environment.”

They both had finished getting presentable and were ready to leave. Professor Schroeder closed the case on the scepter and tucked under his arm. Together they exited the faculty building and walked straight for Nathan’s SUV. It was quite late, almost midnight, so luckily the school was barren of activity. They left the college and Nathan drove his SUV to the freeway.

“How long is it going take before we arrive?” Marie asked looked over at him.

“We’re going to the other end of town, about ten or fifteen minutes.” Nathan answered.

“Well then,” She giggled. “Might as well take the opportunity to pleasure my lord.”

She laid her head on his lap, her hair tucked behind her ear. Marie gently placed her finger against Nathan’s member, which soon became quite firm inside his pants. The touch took Nathan’s eyes away from the road for a moment as he glanced down at Professor Lamond, she had a wicked grin that betrayed the secret of her inner feelings of desire. He couldn’t do anything but smile back as he returned his eyes to the road ahead of them.

Marie unzipped Nathan’s slacks and quickly slid her fingers inside, caressing his member through the thin fabric of his boxers. After a few moments of pleasurable torture, Nathan felt the button of his pants suddenly pop open as she sought to free his member. He lifted his hips slightly as she slid down his pants a little and fished his rod through the opening his boxers. Marie’s fingers traced the length of the cock, up one side and down the other, slow and gentle.

After a few moments, Marie’s tongue slipped from her mouth as she licked the tip of his cock. Nathan choked back on breath as her tongue began tracing along his head. He once again focused his attention on the road, struggling to maintain his composure even as Marie’s mouth engulfed his manhood. Marie began bobbing her head, coating his cock in her saliva. She licked his cock from the base to the tip and swirled her tongue around the head, causing Nathan to fight back a moan of pleasure. Marie began to bob her head deeply, allowing Nathan’s shaft to brush against the back of her throat with each stroke.

Nathan was caught up in the excitement, for he had never received a blowjob while driving before. Marie continued to hum happily as she took his length into her mouth. She sucked him for several minutes while Nathan had a hard time paying attention to the road. His balls began to churn and Marie noticed quickened her pace.

“I’m cumming!” Nathan cried out as he started shooting his load into Professor Lamond’s eager mouth. Some spilled out and trickled out the corners of her mouth. Just then, Nathan saw the sign for their exit and took the off ramp. Marie quickly concealed his spent member back into his pants, sat up and quietly swallowed.

They finally arrived at their destination which was a blighted area of town. A slum area known for drugs, prostitutes, and a homeless population. He found a group of homeless men gathered at the end of a parking lot of a boarded-up gas station and pulled in. There were several shopping carts filled with clothing, blankets and various odds and ends. The down and out citizens were digging through a nearby dumpster for recycling.

“Why on earth are we here Professor Schroeder?” Marie asked.

“You’ll see.” He answered. “I need you to record this with your phone. My hypothesis is that two of these men are going to respond in a manner that is… unexpected. If something goes awry, we will leave immediately.”

Nathan placed his foot on the break, leaving the vehicle in drive. Marie fished her phone from her purse and began recording. Nathan reached into his pocket and found his wallet, taking out several twenty dollar bills. He rolled down his window and waved them at the men.

“Hey guys!” Nathan called at them in a warm tone. The men turned around and looked in his direction. “You want some money?” Nathan asked.

“FUCK YOU PIECE OF SHIT!” One of the destitute individuals screamed at him. The man standing next to the one who spoke turned towards Nathan’s SUV, extended his arm, and flipped the professors off. Meanwhile the man digging through dumpster just turned and looked confused.

“You sure? I’m serious, I want to give you money.” Nathan crumpled up one of the bills and threw it their direction.

“EAT SHIT AND DIE ASSHOLE!” The man who had flipped them off yelled.

The one who was piling in the garbage looked at his companions in bewilderment and ran to the SUV. He hurried towards them reaching toward the money that Nathan had thrown to the ground, while the others didn’t seem to notice the cash. Angry scowls spread across their faces. One of the enraged vagrants went to his shopping cart and started searching through it. When he found what he was looking for he turned towards the professors in their vehicle with an aluminum tee ball bat in his hand.

“Get out of the car so I can beat your fuckin’ ass!” The man with the bat commanded, pacing quickly towards their car. The man was more than just beating his chest in hostility, he was approaching the car to attack.

“DRIVE NATHAN! FUCKING DRIVE!” Marie shouted frantically, her demeanor changing instantly from puzzled to frightened.

Nathan stomped the gas and the SUV, the car lurched forward as the tires squealed. He drove the vehicle off the curb and down the street. Checking the rearview mirror, he could see the men still screaming and raising their fists. Marie was visibly shaken and Nathan took notice.

“I’m so sorry Marie,” He apologized. The SUV speeding down the street away from the scene of the incident. “I had no idea he was going to grab a weapon, all the other men, while they were hostile verbally and threatening, none of them had ever became that offensive.”

“I’m just glad it’s over.” She responded, getting over her fear as the adrenaline began to subside. “This scepter is dangerous Professor Schroeder. This thing could get you killed. We need to find a way to get rid of it.”

“I agree with that.” He acknowledged. “Knowing the power and curse it contains makes me reluctant to hand it over to anyone. You mentioned something about the inscription on the scepter. Something about returning it to the source.”

“Yes, I’m going to have to do some more research.” She answered.

“Well let me know if you come up with anything.” Nathan said. “For now, I’ll try to stay away from men at all costs.”

“I hope so,” She spoke quietly. “I’d hate to see anything happen to my king.”

“There seems to be a pattern developing.” Nathan continued. “For every woman the scepter affects, it seems two men get hostile. Did you notice that the third man was the only one concerned with the money?”

Marie nodded in agreement.

“Well with this next test we are going to confirm it.” Nathan continued.

“We shouldn’t test it all Nathan.” She rebutted. “I think those bums back there are all the confirmation we need. You could get hurt.”

“I appreciate your concern, but we do need another test. And knowing the power of this the scepter, I’m not going to test this on just any average lady.”

As he finished his sentence they passed a club. The neon sign read ‘The High Heel’ in blue and had a saxophone in red. It was a high caliber jazz lounge that Nathan frequented when he wanted a drink and eye candy to entertain him. He slid the SUV into a parking space, grabbed the scepter from its case, tucked into his belt and hid it under his jacket.

They walked in the club with only being asked for IDs, otherwise the security let them pass. Once inside they were welcomed to a classy and romantic environment. It wasn’t too crowded with some empty tables. Everyone was dressed nice with a drink in their hand, and was engaged in quiet conversation. Setting the mood was a gorgeous woman all dressed up, filling the room with her warm, sultry singing. She looked great, with a long elegantly styled wavy brown hair, a sexy open back black evening gown, and a slim leggy figure that Nathan would drool over. Her long dangling silver earrings and jewelry shimmered in the low light of the room.

They took a high cocktail table in a shadowy corner in the back of the room, away from the stage. Nathan leaning against the tall table as Marie went to the bar and came back with some drinks.

“I can see why you would want test the scepter here.” Marie stated, nodding over at the provocative lounge singer. The singer was in the midst of a song, laying down on a grand piano, seductively holding a metal vocal microphone.

“Well if I’m going to use this for its intended purpose I thought I’d aim high.” He replied. The woman on stage was way out of Nathan’s league. Her name was Samantha Reynolds, wife of seven years to Mayor Rick Reynolds, whom she was deeply devoted to. Samantha would perform here three nights a week and Nathan would come periodically to watch her prance around stage and seduce the men in the room with her good looks, suggestive performing, and even more fantastic voice. She was drop dead gorgeous and could easily have any man in the room if it wasn’t for her marriage to a powerful man.

“I definitely approve of your selection Professor Schroeder.” She commended. “I know the scepter will definitely work on her, but how do you intend to touch her with it?”

Marie did have a fine point. The security in the room would immediately throw out anyone who got up on stage that wasn’t staff or a performer. He had tried to speak with her in the past but when her set was over she would immediately retreat back stage to her dressing room. Nathan would have to get her to come to him.

“I suppose I could try to tip her.” He thought aloud.

“Professor.” Marie responded as she pointed at a sign posted on the stage that read ‘If you want to tip the performers leave it with the waitress or bartender.’ Nathan had seen it on his previous visits but obviously forgotten about it.

“Well, scrap that idea.” Nathan replied. “I’ll think of something.”

The professor returned to enjoying their drinks and the show before them. Samantha carried on with several songs and the club began to fill up with more patrons until every table and chair was taken. The performer and her bass player went into her final tune of her set, Peggy Lee’s rendition of Fever. This was the song that Nathan enjoyed the most out of Samantha. Not only did she sing it well but her expression on her face throughout the tune sent shivers down his spine.

As the song went on and her voice sounded throughout the club, Nathan’s hand went down to the scepter that was tucked into his pants. He instinctively wrapped his hand around it and mouthed the words of the song. As he softly sang the words, excitement coursed through him and he got swept away in the emotion of the song. Every time she sung the song at the end of her routine, Nathan had always felt as if she were singing to him. And the way in which she sang it, it always made the goosebumps rise off his arm. He began to fill with lust for Samantha, and just then went he started to fantasize about her coming off the stage to sing to him at his table, he felt a cold shudder pass through his body.

“Fever!” Samantha sung out, hitting the hook of the song perfectly. But as she did her head whipped around and her eyes locked on to Nathan. Her stare was filled with longing and desire. To anyone else watching, they would’ve thought that it was part of the show, but Nathan knew otherwise.

The feeling that pulsed across his body was familiar, for it was the one the that he felt every time a woman had touched the scepter. Instantly after the rush went through his body the woman suddenly became uncontrollably attracted to him. However, this time he didn’t have to have the woman touch it all, he had pushed his will upon her through the scepter.

Samantha took the microphone from the stand and began walking towards Nathan, her hips swing seductively, rocking to the thick bassline as she continued the song.

“…In the morning… fever all through the night.”

Samantha sat on the edge of the stage, her gaze still pointed at Nathan’s table. She swung her legs off the three-foot-high platform, hopped down, and began walking into the crowd. The onlookers began to cheer as she did, for this wasn’t her normal behavior, she had always stayed on stage when performing. The bass player looked confused, knowing that this was unusual, but continued to lay down the alluring bass line perfectly. The sensual singer strutted forward towards Nathan’s location, not skipping a beat in the song. The spot light illuminated her a she waded through the crowd of the dimly lit room.

Samantha walked straight toward Nathan, singing through the next verse as she waltzed through the crowd. She walked up to one side of him, dragged her nails across his chest. Samantha slowly encircling him, smoothing her hands over his shoulders as she sang. She continued to work her body, licking her lips, and moving around the around the table in her sultry dance.

“…I light up when you call my name…” She continued tossing her hair back and standing between Marie and him with her back to the table and completed the second verse. She sang with a passion in her eyes that would make any man grovel. She stepped away from the table and proceeding into the chorus, looking back into the crowd.

“You give me fever…” Her voice echoed through the long hall. “When you kiss me…Fever when you hold me tight…”

“Fever!” Samantha looked back over her shoulder toward Nathan, this time her left eye winked at him, assuring him that the power of the scepter had taken hold. She slowly walked to Nathan and pressed her back against his chest and slid her way down as she finished the chorus. Her smooth skin showed through the cutout in the back of her gown and pressed up against Nathan’s shirt. She laid back against him and glanced up at him over her shoulder, a look of lust spread across her face. Samantha stepped away and turned around, grabbing Nathan by his tie. With the mic in one hand and his tie in the other she back pedaled toward the stage guiding him out of the crowd.

Nathan nodded at Marie. She had been silent the whole time with a grin across her face enjoying the show. Marie slowly followed the pair onto the stage. Samantha turned her back to Nathan and held his tie over her shoulder walking slowly towards her dressing room. Nathan stared at her amazing ass in her skin-tight evening gown, admiring the magnificent hourglass curves of her body. She continued to lead him to door as she went into the final lyrics of the song.

“Fever when you sizzle…” She sang as the crowd went wild. “What a lovely way to burn… what a lovely way to burn… what a lovely way to burn…”

Samantha opened the door to the backstage dressing room as her voice trailed off on the PA. The crowd roared and stood up, giving Samantha an ovation. She opened the door for them and they quickly entered. Samantha dropped the cordless microphone without turning it off and it thumped loudly on the sound system as she closed the door, locking it behind the three of them.

Once they were all inside, Samantha immediately flung her body over Nathan, shoving a stool out of the way and pressing his body against her making him back pedal down a short hallway into her styling vanity. She kissed him deeply, sliding her tongue into his mouth. They kissed passionately and Samantha hooked her arms around his neck pulling his kisses further into her. Marie watched in astonishment as she bent down and turned the power off on the microphone.

“I don’t know what got into me but don’t really care,” Samantha whispered into his ear. “I must have you now…”

She began unbuttoning his shirt. Once she had his shirt opened, she pressed her body against him, one reached out and undid Nathan’ belt and unbuttoned the fly. Her other hand went to pull down the zipper and she noticed the scepter poking out from his waistline. Nathan removed it for her and handed it to Marie. She stored it safely in clothing drawer nearby. Samantha didn’t seem to notice the hand off, completely fixated on the task at hand. She grabbed his pants from the sides to slide them over his ass. The slacks fell with his boxers down to floor around his feet. Nathan’s cock sprang out fully. The entire 7-inch shaft was stiff and ready.

“I must suck your cock.” Samantha said. Marie stepped in closer to them and nodded excitedly in agreement.

Samantha smoothed her hands over his chest, pulled up the skirt of her gown and squatted in front of him. She touched Nathan’s shaft, her fingers began sliding along the length of his cock. She leaned forward and extending her tongue, her hand guided Nathan’s cock toward her lips. She slowly traced her tongue around the crown of his cock. Samantha parted her lips and slid them down over the head, sucking on just the head and then sliding down another inch of his cock. Meanwhile, Marie kneeled down next to Samantha and leaned down underneath her, and began to lick and suck on Nathan’s balls. Nathan groaned out in pleasure from the amazing servicing he was receiving from these amazing women.

Marie marveled at Nathan’s balls as she lapped at them, teasing them with her tongue, occasionally sucking one between her lips and then letting it pop out. Meanwhile, Samantha sucked happily on the head of his cock, humming wildly as her lips descended further down his hard rod.

“Mmmm, suck it, Samantha,” murmured Marie, her British voice demanding. “Service your masters cock.”

“I intend to.” Samantha replied after releasing him from her mouth.

She looked up at him briefly with a questioning look on her face. “What was your name again?” She asked before engulfing his cock back into her eager mouth.

He groaned out as she slid her lips down his shaft, her soft red lips clasped around his girth. “Nathan.” He responded.

“Mmmm.” She hummed back as his cock began to fill her mouth.

Nathan groaned with pleasure, excited at the sight of this amazing woman nursing his dick. He had fantasized about this woman for quite some time, and now she was worshipping his cock.

“Want to share?” Marie asked to Samantha.

The ladies pressed their lips against the sides of Nathan’s thick cock, and they began to move up and down his dick with their open mouths, flicking the sides of him with their tongues as they did. Nathan watched as they moved back and forth in unison, their lips surrounding his shaft, both of them loving his throbbing cock. Samantha and Marie let their mouths move all the way up the shaft to the head. Their lips met and they paused for a moment, staring into each other’s eyes. They kissed each other, thrusting their tongues into the other’s mouth before returning to work on Nathan’s member.

Samantha slid her tongue down to the base of Nathan’s cock and slid her hands around the base of his shaft and began stroking it. Without hesitation, Marie shoved his cock past her lips while Samantha jerked him off into Marie’s eager mouth. Samantha began to lick and tease his balls with her tongue while Marie bobbed his cock. Nathan rubbed the top of Marie’s head as she moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of any hands, increasing her rhythm.

Marie removed her mouth from his shaft and slid her head down to next to Samantha. She joined her with her assault on Nathan’s balls. They sucked both of his testicles briefly as someone from the stage tried to turn the doorknob and was followed by a loud knock.

“Sam! Is everything ok in there?” A male’s low voice sounded through the door.

Samantha let his balls pop from her mouth and looked over to the door. “Everything’s fine.” She answered and then tracing her tongue up Nathan’s shaft before taking his cock back into her mouth. Nathan felt his tip press against the opening to her throat as she attempted to take his whole length.

“You sure honey? Who’s the couple in there with you?” The voice from the other side of the door called out. A puzzled look appeared on Nathan’s face as Samantha spat his cock out in frustration to answer the man at the door.

“Yes Rick! I’M FINE!” Samantha shouted. “I’m shoving Nathan’s cock in my mouth, GO AWAY!”

‘Wasn’t Rick her husband’s name?’ Nathan thought inwardly. ‘Maybe fucking the mayor’s wife wasn’t such a good idea.’ However, any thought of stopping before it escalated immediately escaped his mind as her warm lips glided down over the length of his cock.

“What the-?” Rick said from the door, his voice rising in angry. The doorknob began to shake violently. “Samantha open the door this instant! OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!”

Samantha continued to service Nathan’s throbbing member as Marie stopped licking his balls and went to the nearby couch and slid it in front of the door. The door to the dressing room was sideways down a short hallway. Even if they were to open the door, it would swing into the couch and press it immediately into a wall, ensuring that even if was opened, they wouldn’t interrupt them. If they needed to leave they could always go out the one-way emergency exit.

“Is that your husband?” Nathan asked Samantha, cocking his head at the door.

“MMhmm.” She hummed with his cock still deep in her mouth.

Marie came back and knelt next to Samantha, rejoining her partner in their pleasuring of Nathan. The door continued to shake in its jam and the shouting continued as Samantha began to share Nathan’s hard cock with Marie. They licked all over his shaft and balls until Samantha looked up at him.

“Can you fuck us now?” She asked.

“Absolutely.” Nathan responded without hesitation. “You can even go first.”

Marie gave him a pouty look after hearing his decision, but other than that there were no other signs of debate from her. Samantha stood up and Marie reached under the singer’s gown, sliding her thong off her long legs as she stepped out of the them. Nathan pointed over to the chest of drawers across the room and the ladies went to it. Samantha bent her gorgeous figure over the dresser and hiked up her gown, her shaven pussy peered out from beneath her ass, calling for Nathan. He stepped out of his pants and stepped behind Samantha, his cock at attention. Marie looked up at him with a devilish grin, leaned her head over Samantha’s back looking at Nathan and placed her hands on the singer’s ass cheeks, caressing them invitingly for his cock.

Nathan moved in closer towards Samantha’s ass, his hard cock standing at full attention. He held his dick from near the base and slowly swiped it across her pussy lips, poising the head of his cock under her ass and in front of her opening. He paused there, rubbing his cock along her labia and Samantha moaned out in anticipation.

“Mmmhmm. Fuck me please. Give it to me, now!” Samantha couldn’t wait and leaned back against Nathan’s hips and she impaled herself on his cock. “OHH fuck!” She moaned with pleasure as his cock filled her tight pussy. She pressed back into him until his balls rested against her clit and buckled her head and they both moaned out together. He slid his hands onto her hips and Marie caressed her ass as he rocked his rod in and out of her.

“What the fuck is going on in there!?’ The angered voice cried out behind the door.

“He’s fucking me! I LOVE HIS COCK INSIDE ME!” Samantha howled back.

Samantha’s cunt squeezed Nathan’s cock tightly as he breathed out a groan. His fantasy had come true and he couldn’t believe his own vision that his cock was actually inside the woman of his dreams. Meanwhile, Marie let go of her ass and squatted down between both of their legs and began to flick her tongue at the underside of Nathan’s cock as it slammed in and out of Samantha. She licked upward between them and brushed her tongue over Samantha’s clit. Nathan kept working his cock in and out of her, Samantha’s moaning was increasing in pitch. She was beginning to ramp up into climax. The flickering of Marie’s tongue on her clit and Nathan’s hard cock pounding into her from behind was going to make her explode.

“oohhHHH!” She screamed out. “My god Rick! His cock feels so good, I’m going to cum!”

Nathan continued to pound her pussy from behind as Marie licked her clit vigorously. He began to feel Samantha’s hips shudder around his cock. She quickly choked back on a breath “I’M CUMMING!” Samantha wailed. “UGHHhhhhhhh!” Her body continued to spasm over Nathan’s rampaging cock and Marie’s licking tongue.

Nathan backed away from Samantha and Marie stood up beside them.

“Turn around and sit on the dresser.” He directed at Samantha.

She turned around and sat herself on the dresser and spread her legs. Samantha’s pussy was too inviting to ignore, and Nathan moved up between her legs. Marie reached out and guided his aching penis into her beckoning pussy, burying it deep in her eager vagina. Samantha moaned out as he entered her in a different position.

“Fuck her hard.” Marie said as she watched it close up, her voice a sexy purr. Marie leaned in and pulled down the top of Samantha’s gown, freeing her beautiful tits. She extended her tongue towards her nipples, and slowly encircling them.

“OHhhh fuck!” Samantha groaned out, her face fully flushed with arousal.

“YOU’RE FUCKING HIM? HOW COULD YOU!” The male voice on the other side of the door shouted, the handle shook with intensity. Samantha didn’t seem to care, too focused on pleasuring her newly found master with her pussy.

Slowly, Nathan began to fuck his cock in and out of her, while Marie ran her tongue around her tits. Nathan groaned as Samantha’s tight pussy seemed to suck at his dick. Nathan continued his hard thrusts into her sweet cunt, while Marie reached down and spread her legs for him with her hands. Nathan’s cock filled her vision, thrusting in and out of the gorgeous singer’s vagina, her labia seeming to cling to it as it withdrew each time. Soon enough, Samantha shuddered violently in the throes of another climax and she screamed, her sopping wet pussy squirted and shivered around Nathan’s pumping cock.

On and on Nathan fucked Samantha. Marie moved on the dresser next to Samantha and began to finger herself. She quickly brought herself to climax watching Nathan’s cock slide in and out of another woman. Nathan seemed inexhaustible, he had built up quite a bit of stamina from his encounters with several women throughout the day.

The banging and shouting at the door continued. Samantha lightly pushed him off her and led Nathan to the couch and pushed him over the armrest.

“I’m going to fuck this man so you can hear it Rick!” She yelled at her husband through the door. “He’s pleasured me more in ten minutes than you ever could in our whole marriage!”

She straddled him and guided his dick back inside of her. Marie crawled past them as Samantha rode Nathan’s dick as he laid on the couch. Marie sat on his face, and his tongue began twirling around her clit. The two ladies leaned forward and kissed, their hands caressing and grabbing each other breasts. Samantha continued to piston her hips on top of him, working his hard cock, her screams continued to build into crescendo.

It was taking a while for Nathan to build to climax since had already been with several other women today. But Samantha’s riding him was finally sending him over the edge. She pushed her down on him and thrusted his dick deep inside her. Nathan groaned loudly as his balls convulsed. Marie heard him grunt like that before and it sent her into orgasm, her pussy spasming on his face.

Samantha knew he was about to explode and kept her eyes locked on his cock twitched inside her. Suddenly he groaned, Samantha realized he was finally about to cum and sunk his cock deep within her. Nathan felt his cum racing up the shaft and erupting out the tip, spurting thick ropes of cum in Samantha’s swollen pussy.

“Ughh he’s cumming inside me Rick!” She moaned out. “It feels so amazing!” The door continued to shake excessively.

She moved her hips in rhythm with the pulsing of his cock, pumping out large amounts of cum against her cervix. His hot, syrupy cum filled her pussy and made her climax as her husband cursed and banged on the door next to them.

“I’M CUMMING AGAINNNNN!”

She shuddered her hips as her own orgasm flooded throughout her body. Nathan looked up at her as she pulled her beautiful hair with her hand, turning her head to the side as a load moaned escaped her lips. “OHHHH FUCK!” After the last sound escaped from her lips she collapsed onto Nathan, Marie smoothed her hands over her back and she breathed deeply. The sound of the rattling door and Rick’s shouting abruptly stopped.

The three of them lay in a heap for moment, holding each other in state of satisfied bliss. They were all completely spent, each of their faces where sweaty from the immense climax, their hair sticking to their foreheads. A welcome silence had fallen over the room and the stress of the situation outside seemed to disappear. Samantha raised her head to look at Nathan in his eyes, his half hard cock still inside of her.

“You want to fuck ag-”

Samantha was cut off by a loud crack of wood splintering next to them as the head of a fireman’s axe sliced through the door. The force of the axe sent shards of the pine wood door onto them. The three of them jumped, their eyes wide in terror as they realized the next swing could be fatal.

“I’M GOING TO FUCKING KILL HIM!” Her husband shouted furiously through the door. The axe head seemed to be lodged on the wood as he tried to free it from the hole.

Marie and Samantha immediately jumped from the couch and pulled Nathan up to his feet. They all went for their clothes. Nathan grabbed his pants from the in front of the vanity mirror while Marie found her skirt by the dresser. Samantha was still mostly in her gown, she tucked her breasts back into the top and pulled down the skirt to above her knees. There was a massive wet spot on the front and going down her leg from her new host’s cum.

Samantha grabbed her wallet as the axe crashed into the door again, splitting the wood. There were several men on the other side of the door, while two were screaming frantically, there were several that sounded confused with the Mayor’s behavior, trying to talk him out of acting so reckless. Their shouting escalated as the head of the axe pierced through the door a third time.

“This way!” Samantha directed intently at the two of them, pointing at the emergency exit.

“Marie, grab the scepter!” Nathan was struggling to pull on his pants on and was hopping towards the exit.

Marie decided to not attempt putting on her skirt back on and just balled it up in her hand. She rushed to the drawer where she had stashed the scepter, retrieved it, and ran to the exit, wearing nothing but her button dress shirt and glasses. Samantha opened the one-way door to the outside, sounding the fire alarm. It flooded the room with its frantic sound, matching the tone of the scene. Nathan looked back towards the door as the axe again came down against it, splitting a plank in its frame and tearing the top hinge from the jam, a large piece of the door falling onto the couch they had just fucked on.

Samantha held the door open for Marie and let her half naked body escape into the parking lot.

“Hurry Nathan! We have to go!” Samantha beckoned.

Nathan finally got his pants around his waist, slipped on his untied shoes and darted through the door. Once he was finally through, Samantha stepped outside with them. She let the door swing close, leaving her husband, and shouting men scrambling to try to get over the couch and into the dressing room they just left. Nathan looked back at her, surprised she was willing to leave her life behind for a man she met. But after a moment, it was just like the other women who had fallen under the scepter’s power. There was no way she could go back to her old life, Nathan was her life now.

“Let’s get out of here.” Nathan said urgently. “My cars across the street.”

They made their way across the street to his SUV. Several people were outside. The confused club goers were in a hurry to leave the establishment after a crazed maniac decided to chop down a door to get to his wife. The scene became even more bizarre to see Marie, naked from the waist down standing next to Nathan’s SUV.

“Hurry Nathan!” Marie called to him as he rushed over. He found his keys in his pocket and pressed the button on his fob, releasing the locks the doors. Marie quickly got in the front seat, joined soon after by Nathan in the driver’s seat and Samantha in the back.

A crowd of men and security guards came out the club and were making their way to his car. But Nathan was in no mood to hear what they were going to say, so he started the SUV and put in gear. He quickly pulled onto the street, slamming on the gas, and leaving the questioning security and Samantha’s enraged axe wielding husband behind.
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Nathan sped the SUV down the street away from the jazz club. The small crowd outside the establishment shouted at him and his passengers as he drove off. As he rounded the corner several blocks down he was passed by numerous patrol cars with their lights and sirens blaring. He quickly pulled over and they passed him going in the opposite direction, back towards the club.

“Must be going to take care of your hostile husband.” Marie said to Samantha who sat shaken in the back seat.

Nathan’s mind began to fill with the recent memory of what had just happened. Marie and Nathan had gone to the Jazz Club to test the scepter on a woman he had fantasized about. When Nathan had used the scepter in the past he would have had to touch the woman with it physically. However, this time he had used the scepter by funneling his will through it, dominating the lounge sexy singer Samantha and making her lust over him uncontrollably. After the three of them had their steamy ménage a trois in her dressing room, Samantha’s husband tried crashing the party by chopping through the door with a fireman’s axe. The three of them ran in horror out the emergency exit to his SUV.

“Well I didn’t expect for him to chop through the door with an axe.” Samantha replied, a worried look spread over her face and she glanced over her shoulder as the police passed.

Nathan knew that it wasn’t the mayor’s normal behavior as well, for the curse of the scepter had taken hold of him, making him turn hostile and violent toward Nathan. It was one thing to be upset that your wife was cheating, but it was another to physically attack somebody and chop a hole in a door at an upscale club. If Nathan knew that her husband would have been attending the club, he wouldn’t of attempted to use the scepter to begin with. He knew that the scepter held a curse and that using it to dominate a woman had its negative side effects. For every woman that he dominated two men would become hostile. The closest men near the incident, or the very next ones he interacted with would be affected by its curse it seemed.

“You think they will arrest him?” Marie asked, her British accent thick with the question. She adjusted her hips to slide her pin skirt on over her thin legs. She had left club in a hurry and decided to skip putting it on, running to the SUV naked from the waist down.

“He’s the mayor,” Samantha replied, adjusting her sexy evening gown. “I should be arrested after what I just did, but I don’t care. Just take me with you, wherever it is you’re going.” She swung her arms lovingly around Nathan who was driving in the seat in front of her.

Nathan knew he would not be able to talk her out of it. She was coming with him whether he liked it or not. He had tried before with Madison and Emily earlier in the day but to no avail. Once the scepter’s power took hold on woman, there seemed to be no way to change it back.

“Mayor or not,” Nathan replied as her hands caressed him from the back seat. “Assault with a deadly weapon is still assault.”

“Not to mention the property damage to the club.” Marie added. While Marie may have been under the effects of the power of the scepter, she still was able to think clearly and logically.

“Yeah, I’m sure it will be bad publicity for him.” She leaned back into the seat and decided to buckle her seat belt. “But I’d rather not talk about it, where are we going?”

“Well, I’m taking both of you back to my house.” Nathan answered.

“Wonderful, I was hoping you’d say that.” Samantha replied. “Maybe we can have some more fun. This time, uninterrupted?”

“I need to rest.” Nathan said. “It’s been a long day.”

They stayed silent for the rest of the trip while Nathan recapped the events of the day in his mind. His grandfather had recently passed away, and this morning, he had found the scepter while going through his estate. It was a beautiful bronze rod with golden inlays of hieroglyphics. Its head was topped with a slender black onyx cat with Ruby eyes. Nathan had no idea how his grandfather had come into possession of such a priceless artifact. He did know that his grandfather had helped the Americans to return the art taken by the Third Reich during World War II. Knowing he quite possibly had an item of such immeasurable value, he had to get it examined. He decided then to take it to a colleague at the university where he taught for inspection.

When he had touched the scepter for the first time, it sent a mild static charge throughout his body. When it did this, the onyx cat winked at him, giving him a glimpse of its paranormal properties. He had quickly closed up the case the scepter was in and went downstairs and showed it to his brother’s girlfriend Emily. When she touched it, she winked and immediately came on to him. Nathan had tried his best to talk her out of making such brash decision, but she kept coming up with reasons to have her way with him. Eventually, he gave in and they fucked in the dining room of his grandfather’s house.

When he had left his grandfather’s home, he was mysteriously stopped by the local police. They thought that the scepter case was actually a gun case and arrested him at a local fast food restaurant. When the police lieutenant, a woman named Madison Burton, inspected the case, she also winked. Lieutenant Burton immediately set Nathan free but then followed him to an industrial part of town. She pulled him over behind a dilapidated auto parts store and forced herself onto him. Again, Nathan tried to talk the woman out of it, reminding her for marriage and career, but it was no use. The more he tried to resist, the more the situation escalated, and out of fear of his life, he decided to submit. He let her take him on the hood of the cop car. She even forced him at gunpoint so he would be in the proper position. After she had pleased herself, she gave him her business card and told him that she would be seeing him again.

When he had finally made it to the college, he was already two hours late for his appointment with Marie. She had analyzed the scepter and translated the hieroglyphics on it. They warned about the curse he had unfortunately already experienced. First time that men had gotten aggressive with him was at a fast food restaurant and immediately after his encounter with Emily. Then after his encounter with Madison, a similar situation happened in the quad of the University. Two of his best students threatened Nathan with violence. While Nathan could handle teenage fast food workers and college students, the city’s mayor was nothing to take lightly. Nathan thought it would probably be best to just stay low for a while and away from the public. At least until Marie found some more information on the history of the scepter.

Finally, the three of them had made it to Nathan’s neighborhood in the middle suburbia on the northern side of town. As he drove down his street he noticed a car parked in his driveway that shouldn’t have been there. It was a familiar car, he knew at first glance it belonged to his brother’s girlfriend Emily. As the three of them got out of the car, Marie took notice.

“Expecting someone?” She asked. Nathan shook his head in response.

They made their way inside to be greeted by a fancy decorated dinner table set for two. Emily sat on one of the seats at the table waiting for Nathan to return home. She had a nice cooked meal ready with candles lit and red wine poured. She must have been waiting for a while for there was already on empty bottle on the countertop. Emily was still wearing the black spaghetti-strap dress from earlier in the day. She appeared to have come straight here after finishing up at his grandfather’s house. Emily wore her wavy brown hair down to frame her cute face. Her figure was desirable, slim hips, and a nice set of C cup breasts that he loved to stare at. The black dress showed a sexy crack of cleavage and the black high heels lifted her ass and accented her long legs. She’s got up from her seat when she noticed them, her hips seemed to rock steady as she walked towards Nathan and greeted them.

“Oh, my apologies, I did not realize you were bringing home company. But no worries, I can make plates for four, I made plenty to share.” she said pleasantly. She swerved a little bit, her step wavering from the wine. Emily walked towards them and wrapped her arms around Nathan. She kissed him deeply and then pulled away. Nathan didn’t even try to resist our talk her out of kissing him.

“Thank you,” Nathan said looking the gorgeous table setting. “Emily, you didn’t have to. But I’m glad that you did because I am quite hungry. If it isn’t too much to ask please get two more plates for Marie and Samantha.”

“By all means.” she said as she pulled up two extra chairs. “My Lord is your lord, I can share.” Samantha smiled at Emily as she took a seat. Nathan knew that the two of them would get along just fine. If he had learned anything from Marie had just done an hour before, they could be eating more than just filet mignon within thirty minutes.

They all took a seat around the table and poured wine as Emily reheated the food. She brought them all plates and they begin eating. While the setting and table was meant to be romantic, the conversation quickly turned serious. Emily began to ask how Nathan’s day went and he started to fill her in on its events. Everything from the boys at the fast food restaurant all the way to the mayor at the jazz club. Emily stayed silent through the story, listening intently. When he had finally finished, she was quite surprised what he had uncovered about the scepter. But more so, concerned about how the men had reacted.

“I’m glad that you are physically ok Nathan,” Emily stated. “But I fear that some men may take it even farther than Samantha’s husband.”

“As do I.” Marie interjected. Samantha nodded in agreement.

“Do you have any plan to put a stop to it?” Emily asked. “And what of this police lieutenant that pulled you over? If she feels anything like we do I’m surprised she’s not here ripping your clothes off.”

Before Nathan could respond, Marie spoke up. “Interesting you mentioned the police officer, I was asking myself the same question.”

Nathan stayed silent for a moment and looked at the ladies around the table. When he glanced over at pretty Samantha her eyes and face seemed to mirror Emily’s and Marie’s wonder. As if they collectively worried about Officer Burton as much as they worried about him. Nathan brushed away the notion about the ladies’ concern as a coincidence before continuing and answering Emily’s initial question.

“For now, I’ll be staying here while Marie does some research at the university.” Nathan planned aloud. “I’m will not be going out unless it’s important. As far as Officer Burton, I don’t know, but I may call her if anything gets out of hand with Samantha’s husband.”

“Nathan,” Marie interjected. “You should probably return to your grandfather’s estate and see if there are any other clues in regard to scepter while I study at the university.”

“That’s a good idea.” Nathan responded. “Emily and I will head over there in the morning.”

While Emily didn’t have any more information to offer, she agreed that Marie had the most resources to plan their next course of action.

Samantha quietly listened to his story from her seat next to Emily, a look of confusion on her face. She was the only one at the table who was a stranger between the four of them and needed to know where she fit in this circle. She seemed to not understand that the reason for all their sudden changes were because of some relic Nathan had found in grandfather’s closet.

“You can’t be serious Nathan.” Samantha asked. “I have had an image of my dream man my whole life and it is you. It takes more than some hocus pocus love potion to do that to me.”

“He’s serious.” Marie replied. “While I was skeptical at first, I too have gone through the same changes. And I must say, I love the new… revisions… to my brain chemistry.”

“I can’t make this stuff up.” Nathan said solemnly. He had heard words similar to Samantha’s from the other woman affected by the scepter today. In particular, Officer Burton. The cop had told him she had been waiting her whole life to fuck him. Even though they had just met an hour prior. “The scepter changes people.”

“Well I like the change.” Samantha responded. “I realize you went to the club to test the scepter’s capabilities, I just don’t know how I can help or where I fit into your harem being the only stranger amongst this group.”

Marie glanced over at him with a questioning look, hoping Professor Schroeder knew the answer to Samantha’s fine point. It was definitely a valid question, Nathan hadn’t thought that far. He sat back for moment and weighed the possibilities and the consequences. She was the most gorgeous woman Nathan had laid eyes on. He had lusted after Samantha since he saw her singing for the first time, and now, she was all his. However, she was the mayor’s wife, there was going to be backlash because of this. If not physical violence, then maybe a police investigation or media attention. Not something that Nathan had thought about when thinking with his cock at the jazz club.

“For now, I’d appreciate your help with the fallout from the situation with your husband.” Nathan said.

“Well, I’ll speak with him if that’s what you desire.” Samantha spoke nervously. “But I’d rather not face him in his current state. I just want to stay here with you.”

“Understandable. You’re free to stay as long as you wish. Please accompany us to my grandfather’s estate tomorrow, we could use an extra set of hands and eyes.” he said.

“Sounds fun.” Samantha agreed.

“You’re going to have to take care of it sooner or later.” Nathan continued. “For now, if you need clothing I’m sure Emily can provide you with some until you make it to your home and get your own.”

“Thank you.” Samantha said.

“For now,” he continued. “if you do speak to anyone about your choice to leave your husband, don’t mention anything about the scepter.”

“As you wish.” she replied obediently.

“Thank you.” Nathan said.

As the dinner winded down, Nathan decided to change the subject. There was still more drama that needed to be dealt with. “Have you heard from my brother?” he asked Emily.

“Yes, he sent me a text,” she replied. “He’s flying in the morning.”

Nathan was worried how his brother was going to react to Emily’s sudden change of heart. While he did not want to get between the two of them, the damage had already been done by the scepter. He would try his best to explain the situation to Ray, but he expected that his brother would not understand. Besides, how could anyone understand the paranormal nature of the scepter without a display of its power.

“When he gets back I want you to love him like you loved to me.” Nathan said. “In fact, I want all three of you to love him like you love to me. I want him to forget what Emily has done, and the only thing I know to reverse the damage of a woman, is the healing of a woman. And you three will provide that.”

“As you wish.” Emily replied.

“Anything for you.” Samantha added.

“Just as long as you’re there.” Marie said smirking.

“Thank you.” Nathan muttered.

By the time they had finished their conversation, Nathan was tired. He stood up from the table and excused himself. He started walking to his bedroom when the three women got up themselves and followed him down the hallway.

“Can we come with you?” Samantha asked. Marie nodded and Emily looked him in the eyes and licked her lips. They were like cats prowling down the hallway after their prey. Their eyes filled with an insatiable desire that only he could fulfill.

“My hips are sore from having four women today but I suppose I can just lay down and let you three have your way.” Nathan said. “If I learned anything from today, it’s that there is no stopping any of you when you want me.”

“Good, because we weren’t going to take no for answer.” Samantha said as she rushed up to Nathan and pressed her body against his, shoving her firm tits against his chest.

“I knew you were going to say that.” He said as he reached behind himself and opened the door to his bedroom. “I’m not going to stop you.”

Samantha was pressing against him with such force that they almost fell over when the door finally swung open. She giggled playfully as they entered his room, quickly followed by Emily and Marie. They methodically began removing his clothes, Emily unlaced his shoes while Samantha worked away his belt and Marie unbuttoned his shirt.

Nathan felt like the luckiest man alive, not only did he have the sexiest woman in town ripping off his pants and tugging out his cock, he also had the two most devoted women he knew assisting her. Once the ladies had him out of his clothes, Nathan laid down on the bed face up. He held his cock from the base waved it enticingly at the three of them. All three of them crawled onto the bed begging for the reward of his hard cock, Emily came from the foot of the bed while the other two moved in from the sides.

“Now be sure to share between the three of you.” He ordered. “Don’t hog it for too long.”

“Can I go first?” Emily asked the other girls. “I haven’t had his cock in my mouth since this afternoon.”

Marie nodded and Samantha reached out and took Nathan’s cock in her hands. Samantha stroked his hard seven-inch length a few times and angled him toward Emily’s face. Emily leaned forward taking his cock from Samantha and extended her tongue. She glided her tongue from the base of his cock and up to the tip before going back down to work the sides. Marie rubbed her hands over Nathan’s chest for a moment before reaching over to Samantha and assisted her with removing her gown. Nathan watched Emily between the gap the professor and singer as she tilted his cock back, licked the underside of cock from base to tip before engulfing his crown into her mouth. Emily moaned cheerfully as his head passed between her parting lips as if she was starving and had taken her first bite of her favorite dish.

Nathan groaned as she sucked his cock into her mouth. She kept her eyes locked on his between Marie and Samantha as they removed each other’s clothes. She began to slowly bob, taking a little bit more of him into her mouth with each bounce. Nathan groaned as Emily worked her mouth on him, keeping her lips tight around his cock. Emily clasped her hand around his cock as she began to bob with more speed, her soft lips and warm mouth sending shivers through Nathan’s body.

With Marie’s help, Samantha had shed her gown, her stunning bare body and gorgeous tits were free for everyone in the room to see. She pressed her body against Nathan’s side and reared her head to kiss him deeply. Samantha pecked at his neck and ear before running her tongue down his chest to his cock where Emily was eagerly working away. Samantha kissed at Emily’s hand, politely asking her to remove it from the base of his cock. Once it was free to the air, Samantha licked his length timing her head perfectly with Emily as they rose and fell on his twitching cock. They methodically worked together without saying a word, never bumping heads, as if their minds were one.

“Can I have some too?” Samantha politely asked.

Emily backed her head off Nathan’s shaft slowly until her lips part away over his tip. Emily glided her tongue down to his balls and Samantha dove her head onto him once it was clear. Samantha slowly slid her tongue around his head, slightly turning her eyes to the side to view his face. Her lips plunged down over the crown, sucking him intensely, her cheeks hollowing around his thick shaft. She moaned wildly as her lips drifted along his shaft. The sight of the beautiful singer’s face being impaled by his throbbing cock was enough to cause a familiar stimulation in his balls. She moved one hand around his shaft as she continued to slurp on his cock. Nathan felt Emily’s soft familiar tongue servicing his swelling ball sack. She began sucking on each of his testicles, working her tongue slowly over them while she held onto it with her lips.

Samantha pulled her head away from him and looked up at him and extended her tongue. She slapped his cock on her tongue, the loud tapping sounded throughout the bedroom. Nathan smiled wide and placed his arms behind his head. Samantha then guided him back into her mouth and forced her head down until he pushed against the back of her mouth and then penetrating her throat. Samantha coughed as she nearly gagged, her jaw open as wide as she could as she fucked him with her throat, her lips almost touching Emily’s probing tongue on his scrotum.

“That a girl!” Marie cheered Samantha on, taking a break from undressing herself and placing her hand on the back of Samantha’s head, forcing her further onto Nathan’s cock. “Service Master Nathan’s cock with your throat.”

Samantha backed her head off briefly and spat his cock out. She quickly breathed in a breath before descending back down onto him, piercing the opening to her throat with his tip once again. She held her face down on his cock longer this time, relaxing her throat to take him in farther until her lips were stretched over the base of his cock, pressing against his stomach. Nathan groaned out as he felt Samantha’s throat press against his girth.

“Oh, I want to try.” Marie begged as Samantha raised up from him.

“Me next!” Emily prompted, securing her place in line.

As Samantha backed away, Marie’s quickly replaced her mouth. Marie wasted no time servicing his cock, bobbing on his girth momentarily before pressing him against the opening of her throat. Marie paused for a moment and Nathan felt her tongue flicker against the underside of his shaft. Marie breathed in deeply through her nose and the began working his tip into her constricting throat. Nathan yelped mildly as he felt her throat tighten around his head and she gradually slid him farther into her face. Marie took him in like the champion she was until her lips were finally sucking around the base of his cock, her nose pressing firmly against his skin. She angled her eyes up at him, winking in confidence before ascending. When his tip exited her throat, she coughed quietly and began to breath in through her mouth. Marie rose up off his cock and looked Nathan in his eyes, an expression of subservience on her face.

“Let’s see which one of us can deepthroat him the longest.” Marie dared Samantha and Emily.

“Challenge accepted.” Emily called out, sitting up on her knees to pull her dress over her head. She left her body clothed only in her embroidered black bra and panties and lowered herself back onto her hands.

Emily leaned her head in quickly as Marie held his cock at attention for her incoming servicing. Emily spread her tongue over his head, encircling him for a few seconds before diving her head upon his length. She drove his cock deep into her mouth until it crammed against her throat. She was the smallest of the three women and his cock pressed against the back of her throat before it did the other two women, giving her some disadvantage. Not to be outdone she continued to descend, pushing his head into the tiny opening of her throat. Her eyes sprung open as her throat began to accommodate his thickness. Her face began to squirm and her eyes looked up at Nathan with a sense of hindrance as it began to trigger her gag reflex. Emily quickly backed up off his cock and coughed loudly.

“That was a good attempt my dear.” Marie coached. Her smooth English accent seemed to caress the senses of everyone’s ears.

“Go a little slower this time.” Samantha added, rubbing her hands on Emily’s bra and squeezing her pretty titties.

Emily stroked Nathan’s cock while she caught her breath. She extended her tongue and licked his length from the base to tip before engulfing him back into her mouth. She slowly slid her lips down his shaft and when it pushed against the back of her mouth she paused. Emily looked up and Nathan, this time, the look in her eyes had been replaced with one of determination. She aimed to please and she would not let Nathan down. Emily breathed in through her nose and steadily worked his tip back into her throat. Nathan felt her small opening enclose around him and groaned loudly, verbally rewarding her efforts. Emily gradually worked her throat down on him until her nose touched up against him and stopped.

“OH FUCK YES!” Nathan screamed out.

Marie and Samantha caressed Emily’s head and back, adding to Nathan’s congratulations. “You look so beautiful with our master’s cock shoved in your throat” Samantha said, Marie nodded in agreement.

Just as Nathan thought she would retract her head, she pressed in further. Nathan gasped as he felt his cock slid even further into her mouth and throat. Emily finally stopped when her face could not press in any more. Her nose pushed into his skin and he felt her eyebrows tickle him below his belly button. Emily paused there and Nathan felt her the tip of her tongue curl up against his cock before she finally came back up for air. She spat Nathan out and a trail of saliva connected him to her mouth as she lifted off him. Emily coughed dramatically, gasping for her air.

“Very good Emily.” Marie said warmly. “You’ve set the bar quite high.”

“MY TURN!” Samantha demanded.

Samantha immediately took Nathan back into her mouth not wanting his cock to ever have a moment outside one of their holes. She sucked him earnestly for moment before deepthroating him again and passing his cock back to Marie to continue their oral dick duty. The three ladies continue to take turns sharing and deepthroating his cock. Over the next ten minutes their friendly competition raged on as they pleasured him immensely.

They gave each other tips and then demonstrated any special or unique tricks. When one of them had his cock buried deep in their throat, the other two would shout words of encouragement and genuine compliments of a job well done. Nathan considered Marie to have the best technique, while Samantha looked the most beautiful when performing and Emily had the most enthusiasm.

When their throats started to ache, they continued lapping away at his hard member at the same time. Samantha and Marie masterfully working away at the sides while Emily took care of the underside and balls. The three of their heads never bumped up against another as if they somehow knew what the other was doing and where they were going by prior agreement.

“He hasn’t come yet, we may need to resort to another method.” Marie wondered out loud. She sat up and reached over to Emily, unhooking her bra. Emily threw her legs out from under her and began sliding off her panties, as she did Samantha sat up and swung a leg over Nathan, sitting astride him. Samantha reached down between her legs and guided his twitching cock to the opening of her pussy. She leaned in briefly to peck him on the lips before lowering her hips onto him.

“Oh, I love feeling his cock slip inside me.” She moaned out as she leaned back to be ninety degrees from Nathan and closed her eyes. Samantha began to bounce her body on his hard cock and ran her hand through her hair, grabbing a hand full and tugging it about.

Emily and Marie kneeled at Samantha’s sides, smoothing their hands over her hips, stomach, and breasts. Nathan looked on as the trio lovingly grasped at each other while the hottest woman in the city rode on his cock. Samantha’s moans grew louder, began to build to an apex as Marie leaned in and started licking at her breasts. Emily joined in and started sucking the hard nipple on the opposite breast. Samantha’s rhythm on Nathan’s cock accelerated, pistoning his cock in out of her beautifully shaven pussy. Her vagina gripped his cock for dear life as her pussy began to tremor around him. He felt her hips starting to shake and Marie’s hand dropped down between Samantha’s legs and started rubbing her clit.

“OHHHhhh OH OH OH OH YES! I’M CUMMING!” Samantha screamed out. A scream so loud Nathan wondered if the neighbors might wake up.

Samantha continued to pound her pussy on Nathan’s cock as Marie rubbed her clit strenuously. Her hips shuttered massively for one last time as she dropped suddenly onto his cock. Samantha’s mouth dropped open she and screamed out as the climax rolled over her body.

“UGHHhhhhhhh!” Her body continued to spasm on his cock and Emily’s tongue flicked across her nipples. Samantha’s pussy squirted and her head rolled around on her shoulders as if she was blinded and dizzy, the only thing missing was the orbiting stars.

“You ok my dear?” Nathan asked, his voice somehow filled concern and sarcasm.

Samantha eyes lazily opened and her open mouth closed, eventually curving up into a smile. “I’ve… never… come that hard in… my entire life.” Her speech staggering between the gasps for air. Emily and Marie rubbed their hands over Samantha’s shivering body as she rose off Nathan scooted off to his side.

“ME NEXT!” Emily demanded, instantly straddling Nathan before Samantha could even recover from her orgasm.

Climbing over him, Emily poised the head of his cock between her legs. She paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia before sliding down on his hard cock. Her pussy tenderly accommodated his rod as it slipped up inside her. Emily leaned forward placing her hands on his chest holding herself above him, resting on his pecs. She began to slowly work his cock in and out of her, loving the feeling of his cock as her vagina tightly gripped him. Nathan watched on as Emily bounced her hips on his rod, impaling herself.

“Oh oh oh oh OH!” Emily softly moaned with each rebound.

Marie came around behind Emily and wrapped her arms around her. She cupped her breasts and squeezed them while rubbing her index fingers across Emily’s solid nipples. Samantha bowed in towards Nathan’s face and kissed him deeply before directing her attention to Emily. She glided her hand up Emily’s legs and sloped her hand over her thigh. Samantha quickly parted Emily’s hood and began rub circles around her clit.

“Oh uh uh UH UH UHH!” Emily’s pants of pleasure were rising with the drop of her hips. She tilted her head back, looking up at the ceiling as her waves of pleasure began to peak. Samantha moved her head near Emily’s tits and licked with savage abandon at her nipples. Marie seemed to move her fingers out of the way just moments before, cupping Emily’s breasts for her, as if offering her a delicious treat from her hand.

Emily continued to fuck herself on his cock to the point of no return when finally her hips shook uncontrollably and she flung her head upwards as she screamed out towards the ceiling.

“OHHH! I’M CUMMING NATHAN! I’M CUMMING ALL OVER YOUR COCK!” She shuddered violently as her climax took over her body. Nathan could feel her pussy convulse tightly as she continued to pump her hips on his cock.

“UHHHHH!!! I’M CUMMING SO HARD!!!” she screamed as she bucked her hips downward, burying him all the way inside her as her orgasm began to eventually subside.

Samantha and Marie continued to massage their hands over Emily as she collapsed forward onto Nathan. She kissed him all over his face and neck before rolling off. His cock still stood at attention, awaiting its next rider. Marie was quick to mount up, moving forward on her knees until she hoovered astride him.

“Nathan.” Marie spoke and quickly got his attention. “How is it your cock can go through such a ravaging and not cum? These lovely ladies have dumped buckets and we have yet to get any out you.”

Marie guided his cock to her pussy lips, keeping her hips poised above him.

“I’ve come five times today Professor, that’s a record for me.”

“Well, let’s make sure that the new record becomes six. Satisfying your cock is my only purpose.” She said passionately. Nathan remembered that she had said the same line to him before the first time they fucked. This time it made an impression on him, for her actions throughout the night proved she was genuine.

Marie pushed down slowly with her hips onto him, impaling herself with his cock. “OHHHH MY LORD!” Marie screamed as she bucked her head back. “UHHHHhhh.”

Marie leaned her body down and pressed her breasts against his chest. She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to bounce on his cock. Her pussy filled completely with his dick as she increased her rhythm, sinking him deep into her cunt.

“My lord Nathan, your cock is amazing!” She exclaimed, continuing to fuck herself on his cock, clenching him hard with her Kegels. Marie threw her head back, her hands clasping his shoulders. Nathan looked into her face, her eyes stared back at him with filled with the lustful purpose of pleasing him. It seemed as she wanted him to cum first, but as she galloped on his lap he Nathan felt her body tense as her breathing began to shorten. Her connection to his cock was too strong.

Marie continued working her pussy up and down on him, she began to moan loudly next to his ear. Samantha came up to the other side of his face, licking at his earlobe. “Cum for us Nathan.” Samantha begged, her sexy singer voice a whisper.

Nathan wanted to cum. Marie’s rhythm would ultimately wear him down, but he knew that she would climax before he did. A minute later, Marie forced herself down on him and tried to choke back her pleasure but eventually failed. “Uhhhh!” Marie screamed into his ear as her pussy tensed and released rapidly over his cock, her body shaking wildly as her orgasm washed over her. Marie continued to fuck herself on his cock, forcing her hips to rise and fall through her orgasm, determined to make Nathan erupt. Emily rubbed Marie’s back in encouragement, hoping her efforts would make him cum for them.

Finally, he felt familiar sensation build within his balls. “I’m almost there! Just keep going.” He proclaimed. He bit down on his lip and clenched his legs to prepare himself for the massive load he was about to eject. Marie’s gripping pussy insistently worked around him until she felt him swell inside her.

“Fuck! I’m finally cumming.” He groaned. He expected her to firmly plant her hips into his lap but instead she rose up off him and quickly crawled down the bed next to his cock. Samantha and Emily immediately realized what was happening and quickly joined her. Not wanting to miss out on their reward they positioned their heads together side by side next to his cock. They turned their heads and kissed each other, tongues twisting together over the head of his cock.

“Here it comes!” He shouted.

Suddenly he groaned, slowed the pace of his stroking, and felt his cum racing up the shaft and erupted like a volcano, spurting a thick rope of cum from the middle of three like a fountain. His fingers moved in rhythm with the thick pulses of his semen, pumping out what seemed like an endless quantity of it. He aimed alternately at Samantha, Emily then back at Marie, wanting to give them all their fair share of his hot cum. Nathan alternated between their parted lips, sending jets splashing against their cheeks and filling their mouths.

Once his balls were empty, Marie lowered her head onto the tip of his spent cock, sucking him with her mouth. Samantha and Emily licked and sucked along his sides, cleaning his length. Finally, they leaned away from him. Nathan, Samantha, and Emily watched as Marie closed her mouth and quietly swallowed, letting his cum slide down her throat. The two other ladies followed her example and swallowed theirs as well. The three of them began to lovingly licked each other’s faces, cleaning off the pearly drops of his cum that covered them. Nathan watched them, fascinated with the eagerness with which they cleaned each other of his cum, as if they were three cats grooming each other.

Eventually the group all collapsed on top of Nathan. Their breathing heavy as they cuddled together in a pile of flesh on his bed. They held each other in Nathan’s blissful aftermath for several minutes before the women decided to get up and rinse off in the shower. Nathan stayed laying on the bed and the women returned minutes later with warm wash clothes. They proceeded to clean his body, taking tender care to make sure they didn’t miss an inch of him.

When they finished, the ladies climbed into bed with him and they drifted off to sleep. Taking comfort in the beautiful women whose heads rested on his chest. The stress of the day’s events melted away from his mind, as long as he had these devoted women looking out for him, he knew that everything would fall into place. Nathan felt like the luckiest man as his well-deserved rest finally took his body. He slept deeply, calmly, and fulfilled.


Scepter of Domination: Book Six
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Nathan was stirred from his sleep by a familiar wetness around his cock. When his weary eyes finally opened, it was still the dark hours of the morning. He glanced over at the clock on his nightstand to read the clock, six am. As a set of lips slid down his shaft he felt the weight of two women’s heads on his chest. Nathan had gone to sleep only four hours prior with three women in his bed. From his clouded sleepy mind, he thought that Emily and Samantha were the ones that had used his chest as a pillow. He rubbed the two sleepers backs and moved his hands over their sides to their breasts to discern who was who. After feeling their tits, he confirmed they were in fact Samantha and Emily. The mouth that was working up and down on his cock must have been Marie. Nathan groaned slightly and shifted his legs against the pressure of her legs as she straddled him, servicing his morning wood. Marie felt him move and lifted her head.

“Sorry to wake you so early,” Marie whispered. “I thought I’d get some breakfast before I left for the day.” She immediately went back to the task at hand, taking his hard on back into her mouth.

“Getting a head start on breaking the record I see.” he muttered sleepily. The day before Nathan had so much sex that he had come six times, breaking his previous record. Marie had joked about it at the end of the steamy orgy they had all had the night before.

“That’s the idea.” She replied quietly as to not wake Emily and Sam.

“Well don’t let me break your concentration.” He said, urging her to continue.

She slowly slid her lips down over the head and engulfed Nathan’s cock back in her mouth, her lips gliding down the smooth shaft while twisting her head slightly as she descended. From his point of view in the dark room all he could see was her hair tightly wound into a bun on the top of her head and the vague outline of her cat eye glasses. She kept her mouth tightly circled around his dick, moving her head up and down slowly as she increased her rhythm. She maintained her rhythm moaning contentedly, lost in the joy of his hard cock filling her mouth. She was sucking him earnestly now, swiveling her head from side to side as she lowered it down on him, rotating her lips around his dick. It was all too much for him and Nathan’s thighs began to tremble. Marie slipped his cock from her warm mouth again.

“Cum for me Nathan, I wanna feel it spurt into my mouth.” She whispered.

Marie plunged her lips upon the shaft again, taking him deep in her mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. Her naughty words and the following deep throat drove him over the edge. He thrust his dick deep into her throat, groaning as his balls contracted. She raised her head a little, her pursed lips caressing the shaft as his cock flourished.

Nathan peered down at her as Marie’s eyes shot open wide in surprise as he shot a blast of hot thick jizz against the roof of her mouth. The first shot was larger than she expected but she continued to bob on his cock eagerly as he continued to unload his semen. Marie sucked him into euphoria until her mouth was full and he finally settled into the aftermath of his orgasm.

“Mmmmmmm…” she hummed happily as his sperm filled her mouth, she then slowly raised her head off his cock. He watched her in the dim light as she slowly swallowed, smiling as his cum slid down her throat.

She crawled off the foot of the bed and stood herself up on the floor. The first glimmerings of daylight dimly lit the room and Nathan could faintly see that she was already dressed.

“When you decide to come around,” She said. “You may want to have a look at the local news.”

“Why is that?” Nathan replied, he wanted to get up from his position but didn’t want to disturb the two sleeping woman using his chest for a pillow.

“You may find it interesting.” Marie responded in her thick British accent.

Nathan’s mind sprang awake, yesterday had been a crazy day. It all started when his grandfather passed away and Nathan was going through his estate. While going through his closet, he found an ancient Egyptian scepter. When he first touched it, the onyx cat that was seating on top of it winked at him. He immediately had shown it to Emily, his brother’s girlfriend who was now sleeping on his chest. She came onto him even though she had never shown any signs of being attracted to him in the past.

Nathan then decided to leave and show the scepter to Marie at the college he taught at. But on his way to the university he had an unusual experience with male fast food employees being extremely aggressive towards him for no apparent reason. After leaving the location and going to a different restaurant to try once again to get dinner, the situation got even worse and he was surrounded by cops. The matter is cleared up by an attractive police lieutenant named Madison Burton, but not before she touched the scepter as Emily had. She followed Nathan and pulled him over again. She was desperate to have him thanks to the power of the scepter and there was nothing Nathan could to try and stop the female cop.

Then, he arrived at the campus, and encountered more aggressive behavior from some of his best students. It was at this point he started to see a pattern of the males after the scepter had influenced the woman. Maybe the scepter had something to do with the men’s behavior as well. This strengthened his resolved to get to the bottom of the mystery and get it Professor Marie Lamond to confirm its supernatural properties. She did confirm that scepter was real and that Nathan was sitting on a fortune and recommended he hand it over to a museum. He was reluctant to do so because of its paranormal nature and Marie was beyond skeptical. They compromised and deciding to test it out scientifically. Marie was so assured that he was joking that she even let him test it on her. Despite her insistence that she wouldn’t be influenced by the scepter and have sex with Nathan, immediately after Marie touched it, she too became filled with desire for him. It was quite the drastic change. She went from the strict professor to the woman who just nursed his cock and swallowed his load.

“While I hate to leave, I must head home before go to the university.” Marie said to him.

While he wanted her stay, her reasons to leave were quite important. She needed to head back to her lab at the university and study more about the scepter. Hopefully from her research she may be able to shed some light on its mystery. Maybe even uncover its past and come up with a plan to reverse its negative side effects. Marie was quite a resourceful historian and accredited professor, if anyone could come up with a course of action, it would be her.

“I’m going to get up for the day, but don’t let me keep you.” Nathan carefully got up, lifting Emily and Samantha’s heads and easing them one by one back to the mattress. They adjusted towards each other, cuddling together to fill the space Nathan had left. Once he was finally at his feet, he leaned in and kissed her. “Contact me if you find anything, I’ll keep my phone with me at all times.”

“But of course.” Marie said smiling at him, she had a look in her eyes as if she didn’t want to go. But she knew how important her research was to everyone’s future and brushed away the notion. “I’ll be sure to let you know when I’ll be heading back.”

Marie departed in a taxi she had arranged and Nathan went to the living room. Still in the buff, he found the remote control and turned on the television. He stood in front of the TV browsing the channels for a minute before finding a local morning news channel. Finally, he stopped on one that caught his interest. A straight face and unemotional female news anchor was about to pitch a story. The thumbnail of an axe head with fancy text that read ‘Mayor Melt Down!’ in the left-hand corner caught Nathan’s eye.

“Patrons of the renowned jazz club, The High Heel, were in for shock last night. Our city’s mayor, Rick Reynolds, reportedly chopped a hole in a door with a fireman’s axe. Witnesses say that his wife, a lounge singer at the club, was having an affair in her dressing room when the mayor became belligerent and hostile. We’re going to Simon Pulsford at the scene for more.”

The screen cut to a male reporter who was standing outside the nightclub Nathan had been to last night.

“I’m here at The High Heel jazz club where last night Mayor Rick Reynolds chopped a hole with an axe when he found out his wife Samantha Reynolds was having an affair. Mrs. Reynolds and an unidentified man as well as another woman fled from the club immediately after the Mayor’s attack.”

Nathan’s head went to the palm of his right hand as the screen switched to an eye witness.

“Sam Reynolds was singing the last song of her set, when she grabbed a man out of the crowd and led him and his friend into her dressing room. The mayor kept pounding on the door to try to get her to let him in, and when they refused, he just blew a gasket! He grabbed an axe next to the fire extinguisher and started hacking his way through the door like he was in The Shining saying he was going to kill him!”

The screen then switched back to the reporter standing outside the club. “The situation escalated even further once Mrs. Reynold’s left in a SUV and the mayor went outside to chase them. That’s when the police arrived and tried to talk some sense into our Mayor, trying to get Mayor Reynold’s to drop the axe when he refused. He remained belligerent and had to be taken into custody for not cooperating with the authorities. The mayor and a security guard from the club were arrested for assault.

The newscast cut to footage of a police officer interview. Not just any police officer, but one that Nathan had met the day before, Lieutenant Burton. She spoke to the press in a professional tone and explained to police involvement in the situation.

“We received a call from dispatch about an altercation at The High Heel around 12 midnight. When officers arrived, we found two aggravated subjects in the street, one which had an axe. The subjects, one identified as Mayor Reynolds, the other a bouncer at the club, were uncooperative with officers and we had to use stun guns to incapacitate the subjects. Both individuals are being held on assault charges with investigations still pending.” Madison briefed the journalist.

“Any word on the whereabouts of Mrs. Reynolds and the individuals she left the club with?” The journalist inquired.

“We attempted to reach Mrs. Reynolds for questioning with no response as of this moment. We do have a lead on their whereabouts, however, we have no reason to believe Mrs. Reynolds is in danger and we are more concerned with the safety of the public. However, we do urge her and the two individuals she left with to contact the police department.”

Nathan wondered for a moment why Samantha didn’t get called, but remembered that she had only brought her clutch purse to his house. She must have left her phone at the club. Nathan had heard enough of the broadcast and clicked the television off. He stood there in shock for a moment going over what had happened from his perspective in his mind.

Marie and Nathan had gone to The High Heel to test the scepter on Samantha. However, this time he had used the scepter without having the woman touch it. Instead he willed the power of the scepter from across the room while she sang a sexy song that Nathan loved. Using the scepter, he changed her thoughts to lust uncontrollably for him, even grabbing him by his tie mid-song and taking him back to her dressing room for a hot ménage. It wasn’t long before Mayor Reynolds tried to figure out what was going on but there was no way Samantha was letting him through the locked door now that the scepter had changed her. Once Nathan came, the curse of scepter took hold of the mayor and he chopped through the door with a fireman’s axe. The three of them ran from the building frantically and left in Nathan’s SUV.

It seemed from the news report he just watched that the police were able to apprehend the mayor, which was good for the time being. But when the mayor gets out from lock up, he would most likely try to get his wife back and deal with Nathan. And it’s just a matter of time before a man in the position of power like Mayor Reynolds is freed from jail. Sooner or later, there would be a confrontation with the mayor, and Nathan had no plan on how to handle it. It may be in his best interest to leave the city as soon as possible. However, Marie and him still had to figure out what to do next with the scepter. He also had a contact in the police department that was familiar with the situation. Maybe reaching out to Officer Burton would be a good call. For now, he’d just keep his head down and hope that Marie came back with some information.

He went back to his bedroom and took a shower. Samantha and Emily were still asleep on his bed when he got dressed. He chose his standard slacks and button down collared shirt for garb then made his way back to the kitchen to put on some coffee. Halfway through he heard a loud knock on the door and he made his way to see who it was. Nathan peered through the peep hole in front door before opening it, it was a man in a suit accompanied by a uniformed police officer.

‘Fuck!’ Nathan thought. He really wished they would’ve called first. But Nathan hadn’t checked his phone since before he went to the club and always left it on silent unless someone called from within his contact list. The logical part of him realized that he had nothing to fear from the officers. They were probably looking for Samantha and making sure she was ok. While he may have upset the mayor, and pissed off some powerful people, he knew that being on the receiving end of an affair was not against the law. Cooperating with their investigation and being truthful would be in his best interest. Just as long as he didn’t mention the scepter.

Nathan opened the door. “Hello,” He addressed them. “What can I do for you?”

“Professor Schroeder?” The man in the suit asked. He had a police badge clipped to his belt. Most likely a detective of some sorts. The other officer stood at attention holding his belt, keeping an authoritarian look spread across his face.

“That’s me.” He responded. “Detective…?”

“O’Herra. And this is officer Pedrick.” The detective answered. “We have reason to believe that Mrs. Samantha Reynolds was seen leaving The High Heel jazz club with you last night. Do you know her whereabouts?”

“I’m right here.” A female voice came from behind Nathan. Nathan turned his head and saw the naked Samantha walk up next to him with a cup of fresh coffee in her hand. The steam that rose from the cup was almost as hot as her nude body. Even without makeup she looked fantastic. Her long wavy brown hair framed her face, falling down onto her luscious c cup breasts. She leaned against the frame of the door, showing off her slim and leggy figure. The police officer and detective tried to avert their eyes out of respect but ultimately failed taking in her beauty.

“Mrs. Reynolds,” The detective spoke up after looking her up and down. “Is everything ok?”

“I’m fine.” She answered quickly. “Is everything ok?”

“We were just checking in to make sure you’re safe. You couldn’t be reached by phone so we had to track Professor Schroeder’s license plate to this address.” Detective O’Herra said, trying to remain unphased by samantha in naked beauty. It was obvious the officers were having trouble keeping eye contact with her.

“I’m perfectly safe, why don’t you gentlemen come in from the morning chill for a cup of coffee?” Samantha asked. The cool air was making her nipples perk slightly.

“That… that won’t be necessary Mrs. Reynolds.” The detective replied, peeling his eyes from her nipples. “We just wanted to ask you and Professor Schroeder some questions. But also, to return this to you.” O’Herra pulled a smart phone from his pocket and handed it to Samantha.

“My phone!” Samantha’s voice jumped in gratitude. “Thank you! I didn’t want to have to return to the Heel after Rick turned axe murderer.”

“That’s why we are here.” The detective said. “I suppose we can come in for a few moments and we can discuss the situation.”

“Yes,” Nathan spoke. “Please come in.” Even though Nathan had invited them in, he wished Samantha would somehow come up with a reason to make them leave or misdirect their questions away from the scepter if it happened to come up.

Nathan stepped aside and let them in. Samantha took a spot on a nearby couch and set down her phone. She crossed her legs on the couch and patted the couch cushion next to her. Once the two officers were inside, Nathan closed the door behind them.

“Sit down.” She asked. Officer Pedrick went to have a seat next to her but the detective stood in across from her trying to focus on the task as hand. Nathan thought the police officer having a seat next to a naked woman while on duty must be a breach of protocol. Pedrick didn’t really seemed to care, and just sat there with his eyes rolling over Samantha’s body, taking in the site of her amazing tits.

“Thanks, but I’ll stand for now.” O’Herra replied. “We just need to collect your statements regarding the incident last night.”

“Well,” Samantha said. “If Rick wants a statement, then tell him that my lawyer will have the divorce papers drawn up within the month and any correspondence will be made through my lawyer. While I may have had an affair, doesn’t give him the right to try to kill me…”

Samantha looked over at Nathan. “…us.”

“Would you two like to press charges for assault?” The detective asked. “The club owner is already suing for property damage.”

“Why of course! At least a restraining order for now.” She said, rubbing the officer’s leg through his uniform.

Nathan couldn’t understand the uniformed officer, it was quite a drastic change from his authoritarian demeanor. If a hot naked woman is all it took to take his mind away from an investigation, then Nathan was all for Samantha’s flirtations. Nathan didn’t care if she even gave them something more, just as long as they eventually stopped asked questions and left.

“We’ll see if we can do that for you.” The detective said, his eyes locked on Samantha’s tits. “The investigation is still pending, but we have a strong case.”

“With that out of the way,” O’Herra continued, shaking his glare on Samantha and looking over at Nathan. “Professor Schroeder, may I ask why you were at the High Heel last night?”

“I went with a college from work to enjoy the entertainment.” Nathan responded and then nodded his head over at Samantha who smiled back at him. Nathan could see the detective was trying his hardest to stay on the task at hand but a look of bewilderment was stretched across his face, as if Samantha had him hypnotized. Nathan quickly shrugged off the notion and listened to the detective continue.

“When we ran your license plate trying to look you up before we came here I noticed something strange.” The detective said. “I noticed your name had come up on a police report from earlier in the day.”

“Yea,” Nathan replied, knowing full well the detective was about to bring up his meeting with Madison. “I was pulled over because some kids thought that I had a gun in my car. Lieutenant Burton told me that everything would be taken care of.”

“Well yes, everything was taken care of… in regards to the incident at the restaurant.” The Detective replied, stumbling with his words slightly. “The lieutenant would have been here herself to ask these questions but she has since been placed on leave pending an internal investigation.”

Nathan’s began to think in his mind, he would just try to play this off like it was just a coincidence. Him and the lieutenant had fucked on the hood of the police cruiser. Was she placed on leave because of it? How much or how little did the detective know?

“I don’t understand how the lieutenant being placed on leave has anything to do with me.” Nathan responded slowly.

“I don’t either but the Captain of the police department has reason to believe it does.” The detective said, but a look of confusion spread across his face. One that someone would have if they unintentionally gave out too much information. Seemed like the presence of Samantha had him enthralled and he was making mistakes.

“What?!” Nathan replied, a hint of shock in voice.

Nathan mind began to reel. ‘Fuck’ He thought, wishing that Samantha would somehow help him convince the detective to stop asking questions before he started to put it all together. The police chief must have found out that Madison had forced Nathan at gunpoint. It hit him, he had seen the cop shows, police cruisers came with a dash camera, it must have recorded the whole ordeal.

Nathan knew that detective had to stop asking questions. He would find out too much and it might lead them to the scepter. Just then Samantha rose up from her seat on the couch and began walking over to the detective, her hips swaying more than a normal feminine walk.

“Calm down Professor.” The detective said. “We believe you have done nothing wrong…”

“Exactly,” Samantha said as she faced the detective, getting within about six inches of his face. “Nathan has done nothing wrong, everything that has happened, was choices of other people. It’s just a case of wrong place at the wrong time, mere coincidence.”

It was as if Samantha was saying the words that were buried in his mind. Nathan was taken back for it by second. The words coming from her mouth seemed to make the Detective stop with his verbal probing of the situation. Samantha leaned in towards the detective and stood up on her tiptoes. She pressed her breasts against his shirt and her hair curtained down her bare back as she whispered in his ear. While Nathan couldn’t hear the sounds, he heard clearly the thoughts in his mind.

“There’s something else you should be investigating Detective O’Herra,” Samantha whispered. “My soon to be ex-husband has been embezzling thousands of tax dollars from the city, and if you let me suck your cock, I’ll tell you where you can find proof of such an accusation. It will be the highlight of your career.”

The Detective smiled and reached out to touch Samantha. He wrapped his hands around her hips and pulled her in. Sam raised her head as he did and lifted her chin to kiss him. He met her kiss with deep desire and they began caress each other, Samantha’s hand smoothing over the Detective’s cock through his trousers.

Nathan was in shock. How could this be real? Samantha seemed to have a captivating power over men, as if she was a mythical Greek siren. But, it seemed the only reason it was happening was because he willed her do so. This wasn’t the first time he saw a cop falter from their duties and succumb to their lust. They were more than willing to break any code without argument or resistance. The powers of scepter continued surprise Nathan. This time however, it wasn’t him dominating the other sex.

As the Samantha and O’Herra continued to kiss each other deeply, Pedrick began rubbing his crotch through his police issued pants. Samantha leaned back for a second and looked the Detective in the eyes.

“So here? Or would you both prefer a bedroom?” She said as she helped him out of his jacket as he slid his hands over her naked body. She draped his jacket over the back of chair as Pedrick rose from the couch, standing close to her. The two men seemed to stall on giving Samantha their answer, being preoccupied with fondling her tits and caressing her body. Them not responding to her question seemed to suck all the air out of the room.

“Maybe you should just get them undressed.” Nathan spoke up, breaking the silence. “And you can decide how you want this all to go.”

“That’s a wonderful idea.” Samantha said.

Without anything further, she pulled at the buttons on the Detective’s shirt, undoing them all and sliding the garment over his shoulders. O’Herra wrapped an arm around her waist, and bent down, sucking her nipple into her mouth. He must have surprised her, because she gasped out of the excitement. He smoothed the nipple with a gentle lick. Then repeated until Samantha pressed firmly against his bare chest.

“Don’t be a hog detective.” Pedrick finally spoke in mild southern accent. He repeated the Detective’s actions but on Samantha’s other nipple. After a moment, the officer moved back behind her and kneeled down and moved his face into her ass. She jerked slightly, having trouble standing still. He pushed two fingers into her slick pussy from behind as the detective continued lick her breasts and nipples.

O’Herra dropped to his knees in front of her and repositioned Samantha’s legs to a wider stance. The detective pressed his tongue against her inner thigh and slowly worked along her skin up to her pussy. He traced her lips with his flickering tongue, working around Sam’s clit.

She moaned out as the officer’s mouth went to work in the same way but on her ass. The uniformed man clutched her ass and circled her back hole before trailing his tongue across her cheeks, tasting her skin. Samantha hissed in pleasure and tried to focus, which was hard for her as the two tongues slid along her ass and pussy at the same time.

The detective homed in on her clit, sucking it into his mouth repeatedly and tilting her slightly off balance. Samantha moved her hands to head to correct herself and ran her fingers through the detective’s hair. She then pushed her body into his face lustfully, grinding her cunt into his eager face. From behind, Pedrick continued to work his fingers inside of her wet pussy. Pumping them in and out in a steady rhythm. Every so often the officer would bite her ass, building on the pressure inside of Samantha, making her gasp out for air. From the sensations of a tongue licking at her ass and another gliding across her clit, it seemed she as if she may burst at any moment.

The detective changed his pace to quick, firm flicks of his tongue. The officer pumping of his fingers into her cunt accelerated and Samantha flung her head up at the ceiling and began to cum.

“OHHH FUCK!” She moaned loudly, losing herself in her orgasm. Samantha had groaned so loud that he wondered if it might wake up Emily still sleeping in his bedroom. Samantha gripped O’Herra’s head so tightly Nathan feared that she might hurt him, but he remained unphased.

After Samantha’s climax, O’Herra stood up and pulled her into him, kissing her frantically. Her fingers fumbled around the crotch of his slacks and belt. He stepped back away from her hands and began undressing himself. Pedrick stood up behind her, sliding his hands all over her body, touching every spot he could reach before ending on her breasts, circling his fingers around her nipples. He pulled her back against him, locking his strong arms over hers and began to stroke his fingers along her tender clit. She shut her eyes for a moment but they immediately popped open as the detective removed his pants, his hard cock out in the open air. The police officer dipped his fingers lower and drove them into Samantha again, the palm of his hand grinded against her clit. She moved her hips, rubbing against his big hand, and taking his probing fingers as deep as she could. O’Herra moved in towards her and teased her nipples with pinches while her hand reached for his cock and began gliding her fingers along his stiffness.

The two of them moved her over to the couch, their four strong hands smoothing all over her beautiful body. They positioned her on her hands and knees and Nathan could see from his angle how wet and swollen her pussy was. It sent a shiver through him as the sight of the two cops preparing to ravage her turned him on immensely.

Pedrick stood at the foot of the couch removing his clothes as the detective sat down next to Samantha. O’Herra stroked his cock for a moment before Samantha moved in closer, lowering her head down onto him. She slid her lips down his shaft as the detective forced his hips up into mouth. Samantha worked her mouth all over O’Herra’s cock as the officer finally removed his shirt and police issue utility belt.

Nathan thought for a moment how the belt would look great around Samantha’s body. It would look fantastic if the officer were to hold it while railing her from behind. Samantha removed the detectives cock from her mouth and looked back at the officer.

“Why don’t you buckle that to my waist cowboy?” Samantha begged. “Hold onto it while you fuck me, because I might buck you off.” She said, before returning her lips to service the detective’s cock. The officer finished with the removal of his pants and boots before taking the belt back in his hands. He left the billy club and nine-millimeter in their respective holsters and reached over Samantha, strapping it around her waist. It took a little while to secure it to her, but once he was fished, it was quite the sight to behold. Nathan continued to be amazed with what had just transpired, it had to be more than just mere coincidence.

“I love this idea.” The officer replied, as he shuffled up on the couch behind her. His long hard member standing at attention as he positioned it at Samantha’s opening. She shut her eyes as she ran her tongue down the back of the detective’s cock. She then worked her way back up before engulfing his member deep into her mouth once again. It was at that moment that the officer chose to ram his cock into her, filling her pussy perfectly. He began rocking into her, his movement pushing her forward, making the detective cock press into her throat.

The officer reached out to the utility belt he had strapped on Samantha’s waist. He wrapped both his hands around it near her hip bones and gave it a strong tug inward, forcing her hips back onto his thick hard cock. Samantha moaned out in pleasurable oblivion as he began to fuck her hard and steady. She groaned again, caught between the push and pull of the two cops. The billy club slid along the edge of the couch with each of Pedricks thrusts. She kept bucking back and then then forward, not sure which direction she was meant to go. Samantha did her best to focus as the detective’s shaft slid in and out of her mouth and as the officers balls tapped against her clit as he drove his hips in her hers. The assistance of the officer’s utility belt buckled to her waist gave him more power with his thrusts, as he pistoned his cock into her, bumping her g-spot with every hard driving motion.

“MMMMmmm” Samantha moaned out. It was obvious she was trying to hold back another climax. Her face flush with complete arousal, wanting to be these men’s receptacle.

The detective’s hand held her head tightly and he continued to thrust harder into her mouth. O’Herra was picking up his pace, finding the rhythm that he need to cum. Samantha relaxed her throat and let him push in the way he needed. She drove her body back to take back against the officer and he groaned out as he clutched the belt for dear life. Samantha reached between her legs with one hand and pinched her clit, adding further pleasure, and almost sending her over the edge.

Nathan didn’t want her to come yet. He wanted her to ride the experience the end. He focused on not letting that moment happen. By the look of her between the two cops and the look on her face, overwhelmed with lust, it must have been the hardest thing she had ever done.

Samantha was completely filled up. A cock thrusting in and out of her eager mouth, her tongue brushing the sides of his flesh as it fucked her mouth. While another dick worked furiously at her swollen pussy, rapidly pistoning in and out of her cunt as she twirled her fingers around her clit.

“UhhHHH!” Samantha cried out around O’Herra’s cock. Nathan knew that cry, she was about to cum. There was no more holding on for her.

“OH FUCK!” Pedrick called out from behind Samantha, her pussy clasping on his hard cock as if it was pulling him back into her. The detective groaned as well as his cock started to swell deep in her mouth. Nathan decided he had seen enough and wanted her to finally end it. He watched as Samantha swirled her shaky finger over her clit and let herself go. Her orgasm finally washed over her body, hitting her sense hard, blissfully caught between two men.

O’Herra was the first to lose it. The detective attempted to pull her away from Samantha’s mouth but it was a second too late. He spurted immensely into her open mouth and his cream splattered against the opening to her throat. O’Herra gripped his cock as he came, his semen erupting from the head. Samantha looked down at his dick and watched him release round after round as she kept her eager mouth open to catch as much as she could.

“FUCK YES!” Pedrick muttered as pulled out of Samantha tilting his head back at the ceiling while still holding strong with both hands to the belt. He placed his long cock between her cheeks and shot a ribbon of cum across her back and onto the utility belt. He sent load after load and it dripped from the belt and puddled in the small valley in her lower back. Samantha hung her head, breathing hard in the aftermath of her orgasm.

Nathan looked at the trio on the couch, seemed like Samantha’s coercion of the questioning cops was definitely a success. They were not going to press the issue and investigate Nathan. The whole situation was turned on its head completely, for now they were going to be looking into the more serious matter of the mayor’s supposed embezzlement. Nathan tried to choke back a laugh but couldn’t hold it in. Soon after, Samantha laughed as well.

The detective and the officer shared in the giggle before getting up from the couch and finding their pants. As they got dressed Samantha unbuckled the utility belt and handled it back to the cop.

“While I’d like to keep it, I don’t want you to have to get in trouble.” Samantha giggled.

“Thanks Ma’am.” He responded. “We aim to protect and serve.” The cops continued to dress themselves, buckling their pants, and buttoning down their shirts

“No, thank you!” She replied with a sultry tone to her voice, “Detective O’Herra, my husband has a flash drive in a safe at our, well his, mansion. Write this down.”

The officer pulled out a notepad and pen from his breast pocket on his shirt.

“27, 3, 24.” She told them, the detectives cum still on her face. “The safe is in the corner of his home office, the flash drive will have several private files but in there, you will find a several QuickBooks and excel spreadsheets. That should be all the proof you need to get a warrant for his arrest.”

“Thanks for the information.” The detective said. “I’ll make sure to get the paperwork started for the restraining order. After the media coverage and with all the witnesses, I think any judge will gladly sign off on it. We’ll be in contact.”

And with that, the police officers left. Nathan went to the bathroom and came back with towels so she could clean herself. Nathan wondered in his head if she knew if there was any correlation with his thoughts and her actions as she wiped herself down.

“Thank you for stepping in before the detective started asking too many questions.” Nathan said genuinely. “What gave you the idea to put it to an end?”

“I don’t know.” She replied, looking Nathan deep into his eyes. “Seemed like the right thing to do at the time. I don’t normally act that way, but I must say, I fucking loved every second of it.”


Scepter of Domination: Book Seven
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Nathan watched as Emily walked into the front room. The only thing she was wearing was one of his button-down dress shirts and her hair was a mess from a severe case of bed head.

“What was all that noise?’ She asked sleepily, her eyes still squinted.

“Sorry, that was me,” Samantha replied still seated on the couch. She was still wiping the cum from her lovely face and gorgeous body.

“Sounded like a good time,” Emily replied and immediately yawned. “Looks like a good time too. Why didn’t you come wake me?”

“Nathan needed my help,” Samantha responded. “Two cops came asking questions about me, I was worried they may find out about the scepter so I took matters into my own hands.” Samantha giggled.

“In your mouth and pussy too?” Emily questioned.

“Well, yeah.” Samantha smiled. “Anything for our Nathan.”

Nathan was amazed at what had just happened. A detective and a uniformed officer had come looking for Samantha. And find her they did. She came to the door after Nathan answered it completed nude. Samantha invited them inside and the detective asked a few questions about Samantha and how she would like to proceed in regards to her husband, who was the Mayor. The night before Nathan and his friend Marie had used the scepter on Samantha just to see if it could work at a distance. Surprisingly enough, it did, turning Samantha into his submissive slave even though she had never met him. Once he had dominated her, she dragged him by the tie into a back room and came on to him. She didn’t even ask his name until after she had his cock buried in her mouth.

While the scepter did have supernatural powers to be able to control any woman he chose. It also came with a curse. The next two men that interacted with Nathan would become hostile. Unfortunately for Nathan, after the steamy sex, Samantha’s Mayor husband crashed the party, chopping through the door with a fireman’s ax. Samantha, Marie, and Nathan barely got away, running for his SUV and hauling to the safety of his house.

The next morning, Nathan watched the news about the Mayor’s fanatical meltdown at the club where the whole ordeal happened. The police actually had to take him into custody. The Mayor apparently couldn’t calm down, belligerent from the effects of the scepter. That’s when the detective had shown up with another badge. After the investigator had wrapped up his questions about Samantha and the Mayor, the conversation changed suddenly when the officers started asking Nathan questions about his day before he went to the club.

“The detective was suspicious of Nathan, seems as if the chief of police thinks Nathan is involved with the recent dismissal of Lieutenant Burton.” Samantha continued. “I had to do something before the detective figured out the coincidence between me, Madison and the scepter.”

“Madison got suspended from the force?” Emily asked.

“Yes,” Nathan replied. The detective and the uniformed officer had slipped information when they shouldn’t have. Unable to contain themselves from Samantha’s intoxicating beauty. Somehow, she was able to mesmerize them into giving up the department’s knowledge. She then rewarded them with an awesome ménage as Nathan watched in shock. “My conjecture would be the police chief may have seen the dash video from when she forced herself onto me yesterday evening. She’s been relieved of duty pending a misconduct investigation.”

“Dash video of a sexy police officer fucking you on the hood of her squad car?’ Samantha asked, a finger coming up to her mouth. “I want to see!”

“No way! Me too!” Emily said, coming up alongside Nathan.

“Calm down ladies,” Nathan spoke, demanding attention. “While I like that you’re interested, this is a big deal. If they are investigating Madison, they are going to ask questions on why the sudden change to her behavior, eventually finding out about the scepter.”

“We would never want that to happen,” Emily said as Samantha nodded her head in agreement. “Is there anything we can do?”

“Samantha already took care of it,” Nathan said. “At least delayed it for several months, by turning their attention back to the Mayor.’

“Sure did!” Samantha said as she walked by Nathan and Emily, swaying her hips successfully as she rounded the corner into bedroom hallway.

“Did she now?” Emily asked.

“Samantha told the investigator about that her soon to be ex-husband has been stealing tax dollars from the city. Even told them a location where they could find proof.”

“WOW! The mayor.” Emily said. “That’s quite a conspiracy…”

“SURE IS!” Samantha yelled from the bedroom.

“So with the police resources tied up in a high-profile investigation, we have more time to figure out what we need to do with the scepter,” Nathan said. “Which reminds me, we need to head back to my grandfather’s estate and see if we can dig up any information about its past. So, if you could, get yourself ready and get some clothes for Samantha. She only came over in her singer’s gown and purse. And I really don’t want to run the risk of her going back to her home with all the police and media attention surrounding her husband.”

“Of course, let me get ready to leave,” Emily replied.

“SHOWERS WARM!” Samantha shouted from down the hallway. Emily grinned devilishly and turned away from Nathan.

“Care to join us?” Emily asked lifting his button up off her body and throwing it over her shoulder as she the corner towards Samantha’s voice.

“I already took one, try to hurry,” Nathan responded. “I’ll make us some…” She was already out of sight. “…breakfast.”

Nathan got started on cooking a hot breakfast for the trio. He was about to whip up some pancakes when he heard the ladies giggling from the shower. This peaked his interest so he decided to put the whisk down and see what they were up to, hoping it was something naughty.

Nathan heard moaning as he rounded the corner into his bedroom and walked into the bathroom. A wide smile crested across his face at the beautiful sight of two amazing women kissing through the steam of the shower. The two brunettes were locked in a deep embrace, Samantha holding Emily’s slender petite body while Emily caressed Sam’s voluptuous curvy figure. Hot water was running down their sexy frames, giving the whole scene a glossy look. The hot sight was beyond hot for Nathan, making his cock thump at first sight.

“You’re so sexy Samantha.” Emily complimented as she cups both of her breasts and pinches her nipples. “I’m so lucky to have my first girl experience with someone as hot as you.”

“The feeling is mutual honey. I can’t believe how turned on I am.” Samantha said.

Samantha gasped softly and turned her head just enough to connect her lips with Emily’s. Her hand drifts lower to cup Samantha’s shaved pussy. She moans and they break their kiss. Samantha’s hands find Emily’s hips, both of them staring at each other with lustful eyes. Samantha lets out a light giggle before releasing her grip on Emily’s hips. She moved forward to kiss her and caress her perky and delicious breasts with eager hands. Emily kissed Samantha’s shoulder and reached around to gingerly slap her ass, making her squeak softly and jump.

“Now it’s my turn to take care of you.” Samantha murmured. She squatted down and raised Emily’s leg before leaning in and capturing her pussy lips in a slow, heated kiss. Emily moans and slides fingers into her hair while Samantha’s lips caressed her thigh.

“MMMmmm,” Emily muttered, her face flush with pleasure.

Samantha groaned and gripped Emily’s thighs with her petite hands, pulling her closer to eat her out. Her hand twirled through Samantha’s hair as her hips ground against her face.

Samantha licked upward with her tongue along Emily’s cleft, letting her tongue part the folds of her pussy and glancing off her clit, still hidden behind the hood. Samantha moved her head away briefly, licked her fingertip and pressed it just above Emily’s clit, and slowly retracted the hood, making it stand forth as if begging for the caress of Samantha’s tongue. She slowly encircled the tiny bud, rapidly flicking her tongue against it from beneath.

“H-Holy fuck,” Emily said, obviously lost in her bliss, for curse words weren’t normally in her vocabulary.

Nathan continued to watch from his position just outside the shower. The two women were so focused on each other they didn’t notice him. He wondered how Emily’s sex drive had quadrupled since the encounter with the scepter. It must have been so powerful that they were willing to experiment and do sexual things they would normally have been too reserved to do. Their desire excited him so that he just wanted to undress and join them. He decided against it, he couldn’t. If he did the three of them would be in the shower for the whole day and nothing would get done. He decided to just be patient and let them finish before he interrupted.

Emily began to shake, grasping at a small shelf in the shower with her tiny hands and raising her hips to force Samantha’s mouth against her. Samantha alternated between sucking on her pussy lips and lashing her clit with her tongue, and Emily responded with high-pitched moans.

“OH GOD YES!!!!” She panted, apparently approaching her climax. Samantha slid two of her fingers inside her, curling her fingertips upward, pressing them rhythmically against the folds on the roof of her vagina. Samantha’s tongue flicked over her Emily’s clit, finally sending her over the edge. Emily’s hips bucked upward as she screamed out her orgasm.

“OHHH!!! YESSS!!! UGHH!!!” She screamed as her body shuddered as her climax gripped her body. Samantha continued to lick away until Emily finally settled. Samantha raised her head, smiling up at Emily. She then stood up next to her, caressing Emily’s hips. The pair locked themselves in a deep kiss and their arms continued to massage each other.

“EH HEM!” Nathan coughed. While he enjoyed the sight and that they were making nice, it was important to keep the ladies on task. There was quite a bit of things that needed to be dealt with.

“Oh, Nathan!” Samantha said. “Why don’t you join us?”

“I’d love to but we have pressing matters.” He replied. “We can save it for a shower tonight. Breakfast is almost ready and we need to head out as soon as possible.”

“Awe…” The ladies said in unison.

“Sorry ladies. Didn’t mean to break up your good time.”

“It’s ok we just finished anyways,” Emily said. “We’ll be right out. Thanks for waiting.”

“No problem.” Nathan smiled as he left the bathroom. He wished he could have shed his clothes and joined them. But there was so much drama happening around him right now that needed to be taken care of and all these ladies wanted to do was fill their pussies and send cum flying everywhere. It was quite a distraction.

Nathan returned to the kitchen and finished making breakfast. He was finally joined by Emily and Samantha when the final pancake came off the pan. Emily was dressed in her clothes from the day before while Samantha came out in a towel since she didn’t have anything else to wear except for her performance gown. They sat together at the table and enjoyed their breakfast making small talk when Emily’s phone received a text. She checked it and set it back down on the table.

“It’s your brother,” Emily said nonchalantly. “His plane will land in a few hours.”

The fact she didn’t seem to care about his brother Raymond bothered Nathan. He wanted to mention it but decided not to. She had changed dramatically since she touched the scepter moments after he found it at his grandfather’s. Ultimately it was his fault for her sudden change. But to be fair, there was no way he could have known of its supernatural powers. However, that doesn’t do away with the problem the scepter created and Nathan wanted to correct it. Instead of her being his brother’s girlfriend, she was now obsessed with Nathan.

“And?” Nathan asked.

“And what?” Emily replied, not understanding the nuance. Continuing to chew her food.

“Does he want to be picked up? Is he taking a taxi?” Nathan inquired, a slight of frustration in his voice.

She picked up her phone and worked an app and then sent a text. “I ordered him an Uber. He’ll be getting dropped off at your grandfather’s shortly after his flight lands. When he arrives, Samantha and I will bone him as you directed and everything will be back to normal.”

“Normal?” He said. “You going to be faithful to him after that?”

“Why would I be with him when I can be with you?” Emily said flatly. Samantha nodded in agreement.

“It’s the scepter Emily,” Nathan said. “While I’ve enjoyed our time together it’s not fair to Ray. It changed your mind in regards to my brother.”

“I like having my mind changed.” She said unphased, taking the last bite of her food and then standing up.

Nathan knew he wouldn’t be able to talk her back into being with his brother. While he could command her to fuck Ray all he wanted, because of the scepter’s power, her heart would belong to Nathan. He felt guilty that this had all happened and his brother Ray deserved to have this straightened out. He would be honest with his brother and tell him the story of how Emily changed when he touched her with the scepter. When Ray wouldn’t believe him about its power he would have to show him a demonstration. Nathan decided at that moment that he would give the scepter to his brother Ray, and have him use it to get Emily back.

“We’ll talk more about it when Ray gets here I suppose,” Nathan said. “For now, just grab some clothes for Samantha and meet us back here.”

“Ok.” She replied. “See ya in a bit.”

She leaned over and gave Nathan a kiss before grabbing her keys and leaving the house. Samantha just ate her food the whole while not missing a sentence. Nathan wondered if she understood the scope of what was going on. In his experiences with women under the scepter’s power over the last twenty-four hours, they probably were overjoyed in the sudden change in their life. He remembered them all saying how this is what they wanted their entire life, for Nathan to be their master. That they had always wanted this, it just didn’t rise to the surface until the scepter became involved.

“You look tense Nathan?” Samantha said noticing the frustration on his face.

“Yea, my life has turned upside down in the last day.” He replied. “So much drama. It’s just been hard to cope.”

“Well,” She smirked, cocking her head to the side briefly. “Seems like you have a plan. Just stick to it and everything will fall in its place.”

“You’re right. It’s just too much change all at once.”

“Change can be a good thing.” She said softly, undoing her towel, displaying her breasts to Nathan. “Besides there have so many good side effects with all the new change.”

He glared at her amazing tits. They were making his mouth water. She was quite right about the good things. He had been with more women in the last day than he had had his whole life. How often do three women have a deepthroat competition on the same man? Gorgeous women too, all of them were so far out of his league previously, were uncontrollably attracted to him. He just wished that the rest of the world would just go away so he could enjoy his new harem. He began to think about Samantha and wishing she would crawl over to him. How she should service her master with that wonderful mouth.

“Since we have some time to kill…” Samantha slid down from her seat at the table keeping her eyes locked on Nathan. “I’ll take this opportunity to take your cock all to myself.”

She lowered herself on her hands and knees to the floor. Samantha crawled the rest of the way until she got to his chair and looked up at him. Any man that couldn’t look at Samantha and want to bury his cock deep in her pussy was crazy. Her body was amazing, flawless skin with all the right curves in all the right places. Nathan had always thought she was a mixture of god’s gift to men and devils best attempt at creating lust. His mind went from one of logic to one filled with insatiable lust. She placed her hands on his knees, spreading them apart in a demanding fashion. She leaned in rubbed her tits on his crotch, making his dick harden to a full boner. She reached up to his crotch and rubbed his prick through the material of his slacks.

“You getting hard for me?” She questioned as she rubbed one of her nipples at his cock through his pants. She began to rub both of her tits along the side of his stiffing cock.

“Of course.” He said, enjoying the view as well as the massage. From the encounter with the cops this morning, Nathan had a vague idea that he had the power of suggestion over her. He would take this opportunity to see how far it would take her.

Maybe she should unbuckle my pants and rub my bare dick between her breasts.

As the thought went through his mind she began to unbuckle his belt and zipped his fly. Nathan raised his butt off the seat so she could pull off his pants. She leaned back in and slid his cock between her breasts, Samantha used the leverage from her kneeling position to work him up and down as she pushed her tits inwards. The head of his wet cock poked out from her cleavage as she lowered her chest down. She kept squeezing them around him with her hands, and then slowly began to move up and down, caressing his cock with her soft mounds. Nathan’s cock was at full mast, blood raging through it, twitching from every bounce of her tits.

Mmmm put it in your mouth.

Samantha moved her tits away grabbed his hard cock, stroking at his stiffness. She leaned in and extended her tongue to lick his shaft from the base near his balls and up to his tip before closing her mouth over the head. She lifted her eyes to look up at his face as she tilted his dick at an angle towards her. Samantha began bobbing her head, sucking him hungrily, her lips stretched around him. Her hand began to stroke the shaft below her mouth as she twisted her head around his tip.

She removed him from her mouth, stuck out her tongue, and slowly licked around the head, encircling it several times. She slowly slid her lips down over the head and engulfed his cock in her mouth, her lips gliding down the smooth shaft, twisting her head slightly as he descended. She moaned softly as she nursed his cock, keeping her mouth tightly circled around his dick. Samantha moved her head up and down slowly as she slid her mouth around his girth, picking up a steady pace.

“Oh, my god,” Nathan muttered as she took him back into her warm mouth. He was in heaven having the gorgeous lounge singer service his cock. After a minute or two, she raised her head, and let Nathan’ cock slip out from between her lips.

“Mmmmm, I love your cock,” she spoke softly. “It’s all I think about.”

Samantha took his cock back between her lips and slid her mouth down the shaft again, quickening her pace. His breath was short. Her right hand came up between his legs and Samantha began to smooth his heavy balls with her fingers, trying to coax them of their pent-up contents. His right hand slid into her beautiful glossy brown hair, lightly guiding her head as it serviced his hard, flexing dick as she tasted his pre-cum with her tongue. Her mouth was magical and if this persisted then Samantha would definitely be getting a syrupy reward soon.

Samantha maintained her rhythm moaning contentedly all the while. Lost in the joy of Nathan’s hard cock filling her mouth. She was sucking him earnestly now, rotating her lips around his dick as she lowered it down on him. Nathan held off as long as he could, wanting the moment to last longer but Samantha’s amazing cock sucking was wearing him down. He began thinking about how hard he wanted to cum in her mouth, that he really wanted to make her feel it. His thighs began to tremble and she slipped his dick from her warm lips.

“Cum for me master, I wanna feel you spurt in my mouth.” She said as if echoing his thoughts.

Samantha plunged her lips upon the shaft, taking him deep into her mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. Nathan knew he was going to erupt like never before, between her amazing cock sucking skills, naughty words and her reacting to his thoughts, it was all too much and drove him over the edge. He thrust his hips upward, sending his dick deep farther into her throat. Samantha kept her lips pursed around the base of his shaft as his cock flourished.

Her eyes shot open wide in surprise as he shot a rope of hot thick jizz against the back of her throat. The first shot was larger than she expected but she continued to bob on his cock eagerly as he fired round after round of his semen. His balls unloaded a clip of warm cum into her mouth until it was full.

“Mmmmmmm…” she hummed happily as his sperm filled her mouth, her lips tightly locked around his shaft to keep her from losing any. She held it in her mouth until Nathan finished. She then slowly raised her head, smiling at him. He watched as she slowly swallowed, making a cute face as his cum slid down her throat.

Get me hard again so we can fuck.

Samantha running her breasts around his rod. She squeezed them around his cock before moving them moving them up and down. The tip of his dick kept poking up between them and before he knew his cock began to stiffen again.

Now stand up and bend over the table for me.

She released her grip on her tits and complied with his mental suggestion, bending over the breakfast table. She pushed all the plates to the far end of the table before looking back at him, licking her lips, letting Nathan know it was ready for the taking. He removed his pants and stepped towards her, holding his cock from the base. He tapped it on her smooth ass before slipping it between her cheeks and rubbing across the length of her pussy lips making her moan lightly. The sensation of his cock grazing her lips made her shudder and she gripped the edges of the table to brace herself for what was to come.

Beg for it.

“MMMmmm. Fuck me, Master, please!” She begged.

Nathan carefully brought the tip of his penis to the entrance to her pussy, guiding it along the length of her slit. She was getting wet with excitement. He heard her moan again softly as the head of his cock rubbed against her clit. Then he positioned his hardness at her opening, and slowly slid into her as she pushed back a little, feeling it stretch her deliciously. Samantha’s head cocked back as entered her and she felt him fill her up.

“OH GOD YES!” She panted as his member stretched her insides.

Slowly, silently, he moved back and forth into her. She would rock back just a bit to apply some counter pressure. She looked back at him over her shoulder, her face clenched in pleasure as drove his cock in and out. Nathan moved his hands to her to the curves of her hips to get more leverage with his thrusts. Samantha’s ass looked fantastic as he began to force into her pussy below, picking up his rhythm. Nathan stifled a groan as her cunt caressed his hard length, sliding back and forth over the sensitive ridge of his crown and down the shaft until he had buried himself balls deep. Samantha reached beneath herself and gently rubbed her tiny clit with his fingers as he slid in and out of her.

He thrust into her for few more minutes before pulling out. I want you on your back. He thought.

Without any hesitation what so ever, Samantha quickly rolled onto her back. Samantha spread her legs and hooked her feet around his back to draw him into her. His cock slid right back in and Nathan tilted his head back and groaned as her pussy clenched around his rod. Her pussy tightened around his dick as he began increasing his pace, her warm pussy sending heavenly sensations pulsing through Nathan’ body.

“OHHHhhh! Fuck!” She screamed out gripping the edge of the table and tossing her head to the side.

Nathan began pounding Samantha with savage abandon, sinking his cock all the way into her cunt with each thrust. She was grinding her hips against him, fucking herself on his cock as he clenched her hard on her sides. He watched her face, flush with her arousal, and felt her body tense. His balls were starting stir with the familiar feeling of another orgasm.

“Uh Ughh! You’re going to make me cum!” She panted.

Not just cum, you’re going to squirt.

A few moments later, he heard Samantha’s breath catch in her throat, choking back her moan of pleasure. But she couldn’t contain what was suddenly swelling up within her.

“Uh uh OH OH! I’M FUCKING CUMMING SO HARD!” Samantha screamed out. Her body writhing underneath him, shivering to the complete loss of control.

“Uhhhhh!” she shrieked as her pussy began to spasm over the length of his cock, sending her hips into a violent shudder. A moment later, Nathan felt a hot jet of her cum splatter against his abs. The sensation of making this woman cum uncontrollably on command was too much for him. His cock twitched and swelled ominously in her vagina. He thrust forward, burying his cock deep into her sopping wet cunt.

“OHHH FUCK!!” He yelled as his cock began to spurt, ejecting hot, thick, jets of cum into her. She clenched his dick with her pussy, milking him as she felt him erupt inside of her and splashing against her cervix. His semen flooded her, filling her almost to overflowing as she moved back against him, her body continued to violently shudder.

He rested his cock inside her as he held himself over her for a moment while enjoying the aftermath. He was spent and satisfied. Samantha still lay on the table, her eyes were rolling around in their sockets from the orgasm she had just had. They were both breathing hard when Samantha decided to speak.

“That was amazing.” Samantha panted, her eyes returning to their centers.

“No, you’re amazing,” Nathan responded. Amazed with how his thoughts had expedited the situation. He would think it and she would do it. It was just a matter of directing the thought towards her. He wondered if the other woman under the effects of the scepter would be submissive in the same manner. He sure hoped they would. For now, he’s taking his time with her pussy until Emily returned. The testing of how powerful this was couldn’t wait.

Roll over onto your front and spread your ass cheeks…

Samantha roused herself and turned herself over on the table, bending at the waist. She placed her palms on her ass and gave them a good pull, giving Nathan her ass for the impending penetration.

“I’ve never done anal before, but I want to give it as a gift for you Master.” She spoke softly.

“It’ll be a first for me as well.” He replied.

Nathan loomed over her, guiding the head of his cock to her asshole. Easing his fingers out of her, he grabbed his cock, holding it from the base and pressed it against her constricting entrance, lodging it there as Samantha braced herself against the table.

Slowly, he pushed forward. Her body resisted, then gradually stretched to admit his cock. Samantha felt it slowly force its way forward…and then, with a quick gasp, his head popped inside her.

“Ughhh!” She screamed. “That hurt Master.”

Nathan waited patiently now for her body to adjust, worried that he may have taken it too far.

The pain will subside.

Samantha emerged from the cloud of her pain in her mind. The salacious thought caused a slow resurgence of her lust, and she began to wriggle against Nathan. At last, the pain began to lessen. Nathan slowly thrust his penis deeper into her ass, loving the way she looked as his cock slid deeper.

“Is it better now?” He asked, needed assurance that his suggestion took hold.

“Y…yes,” she whispered, a hint of confusion in her voice. “I thought it would hurt more, it did, but it went away almost as quick as it came.

“You sure?” He questioned, starting to work his cock in and out slowly.

“Oh yes!” Samantha groaned. “Do it! Fuck my ass, Master!”

With the pain banished, Nathan began to skewer his cock in and out of her. Samantha’s asshole gripped him tightly but he was moving more easily now that she had adjusted. They both moaned with lust as he ass-fucked her. Even the slightest motion sent waves of intense pleasure swirling through the pair of them. She moved with him, his cock moving in and out of her gifted asshole. Nathan pistoned away, losing himself in the moment. His balls slapped against Samantha’s aching clit, providing a sharp contrast to the thrusts of his shaft. Her raised herself to her elbows to hold herself up, her breasts bounced forwarded with every thrust from Nathan. She raised a hand to her shiny brown hair and grabbed on for dear life as her head whipped about. Both of their faces became flush with pleasure as they felt their orgasms once again surging deep within themselves. Samantha squirmed against the stiff rod in her ass and drew up tight against the base of his impaled, thrusting cock.

Nathan groaned suddenly as he felt his balls begin to spasm. “Oh fuck, I’m cumming again!”

Samantha writhed against his cock as her own climax erupted. “OH GOD YESSSS!” she screamed, her body exploding in carnal ecstasy. She felt Nathan’s cock erupt inside her ass, shooting spurt after hot spurt of cum into her depths as she shuddered violently in the throes of her own shattering orgasm.

Their climaxes finally subsided and Nathan backed up off of Samantha, satisfied with his first anal experience. She stayed pressed up against the table and wiped a bead of sweat from her brow, lost in the aftermath of her own first time.

“That was even more amazing as the last one.” She said.

You’re telling me, I had three of them.” Nathan replied.

“I’ll give you another with my mouth.”

Her words sent shivers down his spine. He didn’t know how he’d be able to give her another. However, he’d try. But he needed to rinse off.

Shower?

She got off the table and took him by the hand and led him down the hallway.

“How about in the shower?” She said.
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Nathan pulled out his car keys and used the key fob to unlock his SUV. He opened the rear hatch and placed the sturdy case the scepter was inside into the trunk.

“Can I sit up front?” Emily asked.

Samantha looked confused, wanting an answer from Nathan. As if his decision were paramount, even over the pettiest of things, like riding shotgun.

“I don’t care which one of you sits up front.” He responded. “Just get in, we have to hurry to my grandfather’s. My brother, you know your boyfriend Ray? He’ll be there in an hour or so.”

“But I want to sit next to Master,” Emily muttered. “I haven’t had time with you all day.”

Nathan couldn’t believe how much the scepter had affected her. Turning her from being devoted to his brother Raymond to being Nathan’s eager and submissive sex slave. Nathan wished he had been more careful with scepter after he had found it in his Grandfather’s closet. But there was no way to know that the ancient Egyptian staff would have otherworldly power to make women uncontrollably attracted to him.

“Fine take the front seat,” Nathan said quickly. “Let’s just go already.”

The trio got in his car and made their trip to his grandfather’s estate. A week ago, his grandfather had passed away. And yesterday, Nathan was going through the estate to prep it for sale with the help of his brother’s girlfriend Emily, when he found the scepter. A beautiful bronze rod with golden inlays of hieroglyphs topped with an onyx cat with ruby eyes. When he first touched the scepter, it had sent a mild static charge through his body, shocking him while the ruby eyes of the onyx cat had winked. He thought he had imagined it at first, but when he showed it to Emily, she winked just like the cat on the scepter. She then came onto Nathan aggressively, disregarding any objection he made. He tried his hardest to talk her down, but she wouldn’t relent until she fucked his brains out. Ever since, Emily has not been her usual self. While he enjoyed the attention of his brother’s petite brunette beauty, he needed to make it right.

He had decided this morning over breakfast that he had to come clean with his brother, tell him the story of how Emily had changed when she touched the scepter. If his brother didn’t believe him, which of course he wouldn’t, Nathan would be forced to have to demonstrate. He would give the scepter to his brother Ray, and have him use it on his girlfriend to get her back. While the plan would definitely work to resolve the issue with Emily, Nathan had to be careful. While the scepter had power it also came with a curse. Every time it was used to dominate a woman, the next two men the wielder came in contact with would become extremely hostile. If his brother were to use it, Nathan had make sure he was nowhere around when it happened.

Nathan took the shortest route to the estate, driving on to the highway. He noticed Emily looking around at their surroundings as if she was checking for the coast to be clear. She then looked over at Nathan from her passenger seat and undid her seat belt.

“Now that we’re somewhat alone…” Emily said, her tone interested and amused. She then leaned over and reached for Nathan’s belt buckle, her eyes fixated on what lie hidden underneath.

“Emily…” Nathan said annoyed. “Put your seat belt back on, it’s not safe.”

“Who could care about one’s safety when they have you sitting next to them?” She said, pulling the leather strap out of the metal buckle.

Nathan knew that she wouldn’t relent. Every time he had tried to talk a member of his harem out of craving his cock he was met with stiff opposition. One woman, a cop name Madison who had inadvertently touched the scepter, even handcuffed him to her squad car and forced herself on him. There would be no talking Emily out of her decision to give him road head. But he remembered that earlier today that he found out he was able to will Samantha into doing things with just his thoughts alone. He was even able to make her cum on command. Maybe the same thing could work on Emily as it had on Samantha.

‘Sit back in your seat Emily and put your seat belt back on.’ He thought, directing the idea toward Emily as he had done with Samantha hours before.

Emily carried on however, her fingers unzipping his fly. This off put Nathan, why wasn’t Emily reacting to his commands?

‘Samantha, roll down your window.’ He directing to Samantha in the back seat. When the thought finished, Samantha immediate hit the switch on the power windows. The sudden rush of air from the velocity of the speeding car filled their vehicle and whipped through her beautiful brown hair. It seemed the action was done all on her done on her own as if it were her idea to begin with.

‘Roll up the window and then switch seats’ Again directing his thoughts to Sam. She did exactly that. The window rolled up and she unbuckled her current seat belt, slid over on the bench seat and fastened the new belt.

When Nathan and Emily had first used the scepter, they had both touched it physically just admiring it for its ancient beauty not knowing of its power. But when had used the scepter on Samantha while she was singing at the Jazz club, he funneled his will through it, knowing at the time that it had supernatural powers and dominating her from across the room. Using the scepter in that fashion must invoked a different and higher level of control. This had to be reason why he had the power of suggestion over Samantha.

The new insight made sense to Nathan as his cock sprung out into the air, already hard from Emily’s sexy hands wrapping around it. She pulled her back and leaned in a planted a kiss on his tip and circled her tongue around the crown. Emily stroked his hard length a few times before engulfing his crown into her mouth. Emily moaned in glee as his cock slid between her lips. Nathan groaned as she lowered her head onto his, finding it hard to stay focused on his thoughts about the scepter and the road in front of him.

“That a girl!” Samantha cheered. “Please Masters cock!”

Emily wrapped her hand around the base of his cock where it poked through his boxer shorts as she began to bob with more speed, her cushioned soft lips and warm mouth sending waves of pleasure from his balls and up his spine.

While Nathan enjoyed her attention, it felt horribly wrong that she was worshipping his cock in such manner. Emily knew that they were going to see her boyfriend today. But in her mind, Raymond wasn’t her man anymore. Because of the scepter, Nathan was. He wanted to make her stop but unfortunately, she kind of had him trapped at the moment. Nathan swept all resistance to the moment from his mind. Besides it’s probably better not to fight this battle and give Emily what she desired - a nice warm load in her mouth. He thought of it as a going away present before sending her back to his brother.

Emily kept sucking him intensely, her cheeks hollowing around his hard length. She moaned wildly as her lips drifted up and down his shaft. She sucked him for several minutes as Samantha began rubbing herself in the back seat while Nathan tried his hardest to keep focused on the road ahead. The sensations finally got to Nathan and he began to peak with the familiar stirring in his balls. His cock twitched in her mouth and Emily noticed and quickened her pace. She cupped the underside of his balls and shoved his cock deep into her mouth when he finally erupted.

Nathan groaned out loudly as he fired his load into her eager mouth. Emily and Samantha both moaned in glee as their Master finally got off. He sent the first shot into the back of her throat. He filled her mouth fill with his cum until he finally came down his peak. She waited for him to finish before she sat back up in the passenger seat and quietly swallowed him down.

“Thank you, Nathan.” She said, smiling. “I needed my daily cock in my mouth.”

Nathan chuckled as Emily placed his cock back into his pants.

“Your cock that is.” She added, finally putting her seat belt back on.

The rest of trip was uneventful as they finished the trip to his grandfather’s house. It was located in a rather rural area on the outskirts of town. They drove up the long gravel driveway to the mid-size two story home that sat on a large lot that was overgrown with ancient oak trees and ivy. As he pulled up he noticed that there were no other cars there and the place was just as he left after he had found the scepter yesterday morning before taking it to the college where he worked to get it appraised by a colleague.

When he had taken it to be looked at by a fellow professor she had confirmed its authenticity and origin. However, when Professor Marie Lamond reviewed the hieroglyphic inscriptions and cartouches on the scepter, she stated that the scepter was made for a pharaoh that has not been documented. This sigil of a lost Egyptian king added to its mystery but it even went beyond that when the cartouche of Hathor, the god love was a part of the inscriptions. Professor Lamond was able to give a rough translation of the hieroglyphs, “Power over women, use sparingly and beware of men. Return to the source of love.”

Professor Lamond believed that the scepter was blessed with the power of Hathor, giving it supernatural powers. The sexy British professor didn’t believe Nathan’s story about Emily and the female police officer and insisted a showing of its abilities. When he touched her with scepter, she too fell under its spell, begging for his cock, and becoming a part of his harem. She had left early this morning from his home to return to the college and study the scepter in further detail and see if she could shed some light on its past. While Nathan would go through the estate with Emily and Samantha and see if he could find anything his grandfather may have known about it.

Nathan had a good idea of how his grandfather came into possession of such an artifact. During World War II, his grandfather was an SS officer. He was curator in the Third Reich, and kept watch over a considerable amount of the Nazi plunder as the nation sacked and looted the neighboring countries. When the war switched in favor of the allies and they began their advance against Germany, Nathan’s grandfather defected to the Americans and gave them information on how to find the Nazi plunder. It was this action that saved his grandfather’s life and restoring the art back to their rightful owners.

Nathan grabbed the scepter from the trunk of his SUV and the trio went inside. He assigned Samantha and Emily to packing up the kitchen and Nathan went to his grandfather’s book shelf to see if he had kept a journal there. As he went through the shelf he boxed up what he could. Most of the literature was grandma’s romance novels and at least ten years’ worth of National Geographic. He noticed several such issues had more wear and tear than the others. When he read the covers, they were all about ancient Egypt. Nathan thumbed through them so see if there was anything his grandfather may have left in the magazines but there was not. No notes no loose pieces of paper, nothing. Just signs that grandpa had shown an interest in Egypt.

Once he had the book shelves boxed up, he heard a voice behind him.

“How’s it going Nathan?” The warm voice greeted. It was the voice of his brother Raymond. If it were any other ‘normal’ day he would have been pleased to see him, but the circumstances brought upon by the scepter had made this moment quite awkward for Nathan.

“As good as it can be.” Nathan responded turning away from the bookshelf. He looked upon his older brother Ray, he was an inch or two taller than Nathan with the same short brown hair and always dressed professionally. “How was your trip?”

“Good.” Ray responded. “Closed the deal, but I would’ve rather been here helping out with getting grandpa’s house in order for the eventual sale, help our family get through this hard time a little faster.”

“It’s alright.” Nathan replied. While he would’ve preferred that as well, especially yesterday when everything turned upside down. “I have to show you something I found of grandpa’s.”

“Ok,” Ray said. “You can show me in a bit. Is Emily here?”

“Yes, she is boxing up the kitchen with my gir-, my friend.” Nathan said. Fumbling his words a little bit. He kind of shocked himself by almost calling Samantha his girlfriend. Samantha was far from his girlfriend, she was still married to the mayor.

“GIRLFRIEND?!” Ray smiled. “Nice one Nathan. Can’t wait to meet her.” He said walking toward the back of the house to the kitchen area.

“Emily! I’m back from Chicago!” Ray called out, his voice excited.

“Ray!” Nathan interjected. “Stop for a sec. I really need to show you this.”

Raymond turned to face Nathan as he went to the dining room where he set the case the scepter down on the table. The same dining room where he had shown the scepter to Emily yesterday. The same chair they fucked on was pulled out from the table and in the center of the room.

“Must be important to stop me from seeing my girlfriend for the first time in a week.” Raymond muttered.

“It is, trust me.” Nathan said, going to the case and reaching for the clasps.

“What’s this?” Ray asked. “You find grandpa’s old K-98k?”

Raymond thought like many people had before that by the look of the case that it actually held a rifle. A K-98k was the standard issue bolt action rifle for Germany during World War II. The Nazi’s had produced over 14 million of them over the course of ten years.

“No.” Nathan replied plainly. “You’ll never guess so I’m just going to show you. Just promise not to touch it until I explain.”

“…Okay.” Raymond said confused.

“While I was packing up the estate yesterday, I found this in grandfather’s foot locker in his closet.” Nathan said as he undid the clasps. The case immediately folded open showing Nathan and his brother the ancient Egyptian scepter. The polished bronze rod and it’s ornately made golden hieroglyph seem to shimmer briefly in the light as its onyx cat with ruby eyes sat atop the piece.

“Holy shit!” Raymond jumped, his locked upon the relic. The look in his eyes acted as if he desired to touch it, but his willpower was keeping him in check for now “This is what was in that foot locker Grandpa always scolded us for even going near it? Jesus! Is it real?”

“Yes, it is,” Nathan said, “Had it appraised yesterday by Professor Lamond at the university.”

“WE’RE FUCKING RICH NATHAN! WE WON’T EVER HAVE TO WORK A DAY IN OUR LIVES!” Raymond was exploding with excitement. He reached down and went to touch it but Nathan quickly pressed his hand from going near it.

“Don’t touch it!” Nathan barked. “There’s more to this thing than just priceless value.”

“What do you mean?” Raymond asked.

“Ever since I found this thing everyone has been going crazy.”

“Well yeah, a bonafide Egyptian treasure will make a lot of people go crazy.” Ray said.

“I don’t mean gold diggers going money crazy…”

“Well, what do you mean then?”

“When I found it, I touched it.” Nathan said, stopping briefly wanting to carefully chose his words in hopes his brother would understand. But there was really no way to explain the paranormal without Ray thinking he was completely loony. “The thing shocked me and the ruby eyes winked at me.”

“You’re on drugs.” Ray laughed.

“No, I’m serious!” Nathan said, looking his brother in the eye. “I thought I was imaging it too. And even crazier, and I know you won’t believe me when I say this. But every woman that has come in contact with it since I touched it has become attracted to me. Uncontrollably so.”

“You’re joking.” Ray said shaking his head. “No way.”

“I’m serious…” Nathan responded keeping eye contact. “This is not a joke, nor is it a prank or ruse. Why would I lie about something so outrageous Ray?

Ray looked at him curiously. He did have a point there. But by the look on his face he was still very confused. Nathan knew that nothing short of seeing it’s power in action would make him believe. He knew that Raymond would think through it for a moment and the inevitable question of how he found out about its power would be the next thing he would ask.

“The power of this thing is nothing to take lightly.” Nathan continued. “It goes beyond just making women want to fuck me. I can actually control them if you use it the right way.”

Ray was still befuddled, it was obvious he didn’t believe Nathan.

“I understand Ray, I wouldn’t believe it either unless I saw it” Nathan said. “Sometimes seeing is believing…”

Nathan stepped closer to his brother and leaned into next his face. “Samantha, come in the dining room and bring Emily. My brother Raymond needs… servicing.” Nathan whispered, just loud enough for Raymond to hear.

Raymond looked back at Nathan as he spoke. A look of pure bewilderment in his eyes.

“Huh?” Raymond said. “What the… Why the whispering?”

Just then Emily and Samantha rounded the corner and came into the dining room. The two gorgeous brunettes slowly and gracefully walked in, a look of desire spread across their faces as they approached Raymond. Raymond took a short breath in when he saw Samantha coming towards him. He knew who she was by her breathtaking beauty and eye candy figure and curves. Nathan had taken him to see her sing in the club once, where they agreed she was by far the sexiest lady in the town. But that was as far is it ever went, because Samantha was married to the mayor, making her by far the most off limits and out of their league woman ever, at least on a local level.

Raymond looked over at his girlfriend Emily as she followed Samantha to him. He pleasantly smiled at he and went to approach her. “Hey honey, how’s it been going?”

“Wonderful.” Emily replied pleasantly. Smiling at her boyfriend and then back to Nathan.

“So, this is your brother Nathan?” Samantha asked, getting close to Raymond, reaching out with her hand to touch his chest. She smoothed her hand over the front of his shirt, caressing his muscles.

“Yea this is my… boyfriend.” Emily said, coming up behind Raymond and wrapping her arms around him. Nathan knew that Emily was only doing this because he had asked her to last night. While he knew she was reluctant, she did so only to serve her current master. Samantha on the other hand could be willed through suggestion, and she would unquestionably do so, enjoying every second of it.

“Wait what?” Raymond said surprised, his jaw hung open it may have well hit the floor. “Aren’t you Samantha Reynolds?”

“Mmhmm.” She responded as she played with the buttons on his shirt, looking him the eyes with a look that could only mean one thing- lust.

“Aren’t you the Mayor’s wife.” He asked, moving his head back in reluctance.

“Mmhmm.” She murmured, breaking their eye contact, and looking down at his crotch and pulling his shirt out from the tuck.

“Relax Ray,” Emily said from behind him. Her hands going to his belt and undoing the clasp. She slid her hand into his pants and clutched his cock, he immediately rose to full mast after being untouched since he left for Chicago. “Let us help you unwind from your hard, long trip.”

“Wait what?” Raymond tried to get the situation to slow down so he could comprehend what was going on. But Samantha was already kneeling down before him, watching his cock swell through his briefs. Emily’s hands stroked it a few times before sliding the tight material down and letting it emerge just inches away from Samantha’s face. Emily held it by the base angled it down, directing it towards into the singer’s eager mouth.

“Believe me now?” Nathan asked.

Emily continued to stroke him as Samantha extended her tongue, encircling the tip of cock. Samantha gracefully slid her lips over the of the crown of his cock. Her lips glided down plunged down on his shaft until it bumped the back of her mouth. She slowly began to bob his shaft making quiet slurping sounds all the while. Emily held his cock as the brunette beauty sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure up Raymond’s spine. She briefly took it out of her mouth and licked him up and down along the underside of his cock. She looked up at Raymond as she did making sure that his face showed signs of enjoyment. His toes curled up on the floor beneath him as she looked up. The excitement was building within him and he groaned out in bliss.

“Yes, I believe you.” Raymond murmured as he settled his nerves from the intensity of the moment.

Samantha slid up the length of his cock and released it from her soft lips. She lowered her head down to his balls and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached his tip, and took him into her mouth. Raymond instinctively rubbed the top of her head and stroked it but he quickly recoiled realizing it wasn’t Emily’s head bouncing between his legs. Emily saw this and guided his hand back to Samantha’s head, letting her boyfriend know it was ok. Samantha moved her hands to Raymond’s hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance. She increased her rhythm, nursing Ray’s cock at a steady pace She backed away a few moments later and let his cock slip away from her lips. She moaned softly and peered around at Emily who was still standing behind him, caressing his chest and still hold his cock from the base.

“Come join me Emily.” Samantha asked. “We can share.”

“I have a better idea.” Emily responded.

Emily knelt down behind Raymond and traced her hands down his back until she reached his ass cheeks. She gave them a slight spread and leaned in, extending her tongue toward his hole. She straightened her tongue and drove it inward and a sudden wave of pleasure washed over Raymond. Her tongue worked away at him from behind as Samantha took his cock back into mouth, engulfing his length. Raymond groaned and tossed his head back as the two ladies worshipped him from both sides. The pleasurable sensations were too much to bear and his cock flexed in Samantha’s mouth and he burst.

‘OHHH MY GOD!” Ray moaned as he shot a blast of cum into Samantha’s mouth. She moaned wildly as his pent up jizz spilled into her. She continued to suck and bob him earnestly as he came profusely, until finally he descended down from his peak and the two girls backed away. Samantha tilted her head back and quietly swallowed.

“Wow!” Raymond said, looking over at his brother.

“They’re not done…” Nathan said flatly as Emily came around to his front and began sucking him into euphoria.

“So, wait,” Raymond said slowly, as his cock began to reanimate in Emily’s mouth. “Who did you show this to first? How did you find out about this… power?”

“Well, unfortunately I showed it to Emily first…” Nathan said. Emily looked up at Raymond and nodded her head quickly a few times as his hardening cock filled her mouth.

Raymond shook his head quickly, as if he made a dark realization. “Wait, so… you guys…?” Raymond’s tone was one of shock. He didn’t want to ask the question, but it had to be said, even if he didn’t finish the sentence.

“Trust me,” Nathan replied. “I tried talking her out of it.”

Emily spat Raymond’s cock out of her mouth. “He did.” She said plainly before taking him deeply into her mouth again.

“Well… Um… What the fuck?!” Raymond yelled, his tome angry. “How are you going to fix-”

Raymond quickly stopped himself mid-sentence as Samantha stood up and grabbed her hem of her dress and lifted it off her body, revealing her gorgeous breasts and slim waist to him. Her wavy brown hair framed her smooth symmetrical face as it rested on her slim hourglass figure. Her shaven pussy, glistened with moisture demanded one thing of Raymond, his cock buried inside it. And any man who said no to that was either crazy, gay, or both.

“…it.” Raymond muttered, his tone immediately changing to one of pleasantry.

“I have a plan for that Ray,” Nathan answered. “I’ll tell you after Samantha And Emily fuck your brains out. I’ll be upstairs when you’re finished.”

He nodded in reply at Nathan as Samantha’s naked leggy figure grabbed Raymond by his shirt and shoved him into the chair in the center of the room. Nathan left the room and went upstairs and Raymond looked over at Emily, she crawled over to him as Samantha straddled his legs and guided is stiff cock against her opening. She swiped it against her labia a few times before planting her hips down into his lap, his cock plunging deep inside of her. Samantha rode Raymond’s dick as he rested in the chair. His hands went to her ass cheeks and he gripped them as she bounced on his cock. Raymond looked over to see Emily crawling over to them, she positioned herself under Samantha and spread Ray’s legs. She leaned in and began to swipe her tongue over his balls. Samantha continued the drive her hips down his cock, the folds of her pussy felt like lava around him, sending pleasure through his body. Samantha continued to piston her hips on top of him, working his hard cock, she began moaning wildly as she did her screams rising in pitch with every thrust down.

Emily continued to lap lovingly at his balls. She watched her boyfriend penetrate Samantha’s tight pussy up close, and began licking at the base of his cock and the sides of cunt as it rose and fell around him. Samantha continued to fuck herself on Emily’s ‘boyfriends’ cock to the point of no return when finally, her hips shook uncontrollably and she flung her head upwards as she screamed out.

“OH! I’M CUMMING EMILY! I’M CUMMING ALL OVER YOUR BOYFRIEND’S COCK!” Samantha screamed as her climax took over her body. Raymond felt her pussy shuddered tightly around his length as she buried him deep inside her until her orgasm subsided.

“My turn!” Emily said. The ladies switched places so quick it seemed like only mere seconds before Emily was on top of him. She guided his cock into her and she moaned out as Raymond’s girth filled her up.

She eased herself down onto him, placing her hands on his shoulders for leverage. Her tight vagina began to accommodate his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by him. Her pussy gripped onto it as he moved his hands just above her hips, and he pushed her down slowly onto him, impaling her with his cock.

“OHHH OHH YESSS!” She moaned.

“Fuck him hard, Emily, make him cum.” Samantha begged as got between Raymond’s legs and working his balls with her tongue.

She began to ride him, sinking his cock all the way into her pussy. Her hips grinded forward when she was fully seated, rocking herself back and forth before she raised her hips back up again. When just his tip was lodged in her as she rose up, Ray began to thrust his cock upwards into warm pussy. Her cunt clung to him each time his dick withdrew. Her tits bounced up and down as his worked cock in and out. Emily peered down between her legs and focused on her cunt being impaled by his rod as it slammed in and out of her.

On and on they fucked, her soft warm pussy and Samantha working his balls was sending him over the edge again. Emily pushed her hips down on him and thrusted his dick deep inside her. He groaned loudly as his balls shook in Samantha’s face, and she caressed them softly with her fingers. Emily knew he was about to explode and kept her eyes locked on his cock twitched inside her. Suddenly he groaned as Raymond felt his cum racing up the shaft and erupting out the tip, spurting thick ropes of cum in Emily’s pussy. As he splashed inside her, it sent Emily into orgasm. The pair of them screamed in unison as they climaxed together. Emily continued to ride him into euphoria as he spent his entire load.

When they came down from their peaks, Emily dismounted Raymond. He just sat their shocked. The look on his face showed an expression somewhere between fully satisfied and not understanding why. He had just had his first ménage with his lovely girlfriend and the beautiful Samantha Reynolds. It was a wet dream come true.

“You enjoy that?” Emily asked.

“Mmhmm.” Raymond smiled, still in the aftermath of his orgasm. “We’ll have to do this again sometime.”

“Trust me, we will,” Samantha replied from between his legs. “Now get dressed, Nathan needs your help.”


Scepter of Domination: Book Nine
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Raymond went upstairs to his grandfather’s room followed by Emily and Samantha. As they walked in Nathan was carefully going through their grandfather’s estate looking for any clue he could find about the scepter.

“What are you looking for Nathan?” Raymond said as he watched Nathan rummaging through the closet. “Emily and Samantha said that you needed some help.”

“Yeah.” Nathan replied. “They can be pretty convincing.”

Nathan looked at the ladies as slutty smiles spread across their faces. They had just fucked his brother Raymond because he had willed them to. And by the looks on their faces, they had definitely enjoyed it.

“Anyways,” Nathan continued. “I’ve put the packing of grandfather’s estate on hold. I hope that we can go through his world war two keepsake and see if we can find anything about the scepter. Now since you’ve seen its power first hand, do you believe me?”

“I do,” Raymond responded. “Forgive me for not giving you the benefit of the doubt, it’s just that this thing belongs in some paranormal movie or something. This scepter… this shouldn’t exist.”

“I know, it’s completely insane.” Nathan said. “I thought I was going crazy at first. I had to learn about everything slowly and by mistake. And because of these mistakes, it’s in my best interest, all of our best interests to get rid of this thing.”

“Why don’t we just sell it to a museum?” Raymond offered. “Just as long we are upfront about its powers like you were with me, I’m sure they will take proper care of it. That way we can be incredibly rich.”

“No.” Nathan countered. “We can’t let anyone know about its power. If word gets out about its effects on women, every man in the world will be up in arms trying to get their hands on it. I’m not willing to take the risk, even if it’s just telling one museum curator, it’s one too many.”

“You have a point there.” Raymond said, his tone showed that he was brainstorming for ideas. “What about making sure no one touched it? That way you wouldn’t have to tell about its supernatural abilities. You could sell it after proving its authenticity and then oversee the transport and display yourself.”

“What if someone steals it? What if someone touches it by mistake fifty years from now?” Nathan replied. “It may not happen anytime soon, but what if? Again, I don’t think selling it to a museum or university is the way to go. That’s why we are here a Grandpa’s. I think he knew of its power and that’s why he came to the decision to hide it. He must have realized that this scepter causes damage to people’s relationships and could have a cascading effect on society.”

Raymond paced about the room still pondering up his next idea on what to do next. “Why don’t we just keep it for ourselves then. Keep it hidden just like grandpa.”

“We could,” Nathan responded. “But then we would just be passing the problem onto our kids. We’d just be kicking the problem further down the road.”

“Another decent point.” Raymond said. “But keeping it would probably be the safest. But I have another idea, which is probably the safest of all- what if we break it? Destroy its ability to dominate minds, maybe that would put everything back to normal.”

Nathan considered it for a moment, looking over at Emily. She seemed to be listening intently to the conversation but didn’t have anything to add. Because of the scepter, Emily now had an uncontrollable desire to please him. He knew he had to set things right with her and his brother, make them fall in love again. What if they broke the scepter and she didn’t change back?

This line of thought sent Nathan’s mind down a rabbit hole. Not just Emily, what about Madison, the female police lieutenant that also gave up her vows to her husband to force herself on Nathan after she pulled him over? The scepter was so powerful that even the most disciplined woman succumbed to it. Then there was Samantha, the sexy lounge singer. Nathan’s power over her was different. Since he had willed to control her through the scepter, he could make her cum with just a thought. While having all these gorgeous women lust for him uncontrollably was nice, fantastic even once he grew used to it, it still seemed unnatural.

What about all the males the scepter had affected? Whenever a woman was hypnotized, the next two men he met would become filled with primal rage. Nathan’s mind quickly went through all the men he had had contact with after the scepter’s use. Those poor teenagers at the restaurant who lost their jobs for reacting violently while on the clock. What about his two best students at the university where he taught? They threatened Nathan to make accusations to try to get him fired. While anybody would know after an investigation that their claims were unfounded, it would cost the two boys their scholarships and probably their well-earned degrees.

The worst situation to come of the scepter’s curse, was Samantha’s husband- the Mayor. The guy went psycho at the jazz club Samantha sang at, cleaving a door down with axe right after her and Nathan’s happy ending. The cops ended up getting called and hauled the belligerent mayor off to jail. It became a big deal, making this morning’s television newscast. A pair of cops even showed up at Nathan’s house asking questions. Good thing Samantha could distract them away from finding out about the scepter by given the two of them a fucking they’ll never forget.

Nathan had to make it right with everyone that the scepter had cursed or its side effects would plague him forever. This added to Nathan’s resolve to find out the history of the scepter in an effort to reverse it unwanted effects and ultimately, get rid of the fucking thing. Breaking the scepter wouldn’t be an option unless it was a last resort.

“We can’t break it.” Nathan said. “What if it the curses it bestowed aren’t lifted?”

“Well, at least we can stop it from cursing people in the future.” Raymond responded.

“Not a risk I’m willing to take until we know more.” Nathan said, shaking his head.

“And you’re hoping that grandpa has something around here that might help us with that?” He asked.

“Yes.” Nathan replied confidently. “I already had Professor Lamond study the scepter yesterday. She’s at the university right now seeing if she can find out anything further from the hieroglyphic inscriptions she had photographed. She was able to give me a rough translation of the hieroglyphs that are etched into the scepter.”

“And what does it say?” Ray inquired.

“Power over women, use sparingly and beware of men. Return to the source of love.” Nathan said slowly.

“Return to the source of love?” Raymond questioned.

“Mmhmm.” Nathan replied. “It’s looking like we made need to book flights to Egypt.”

“Sounds amazing!” Samantha gleefully chimed in.

Raymond turned to her. “Well yea, it would if it were any other circumstance. But where are we going to go when we get there?”

“Exactly!” Nathan said. “That is why we need to go through grandpa things to see if he knew anything. Hopefully, he has a stash of research about the scepter around here that will give us a clue on what to do next.”

Nathan got started going through the closet and Raymond thought it’d be a good idea to check the file cabinet. Samantha and Emily got to work by looking through the bookshelves, nightstands and even under the bed. They searched their separate corners of the room for quite some time, turning over everything they came across. As Raymond emptied the bottom drawer of the file cabinet, he came upon a plain manila folder that was sealed with a button and string. He opened it, being sure to be as thorough before moving on to rest of the paperwork. As he went through the papers, he noticed that they were old letters- correspondence from the fifties and sixties that his grandfather had with an archeologist in Egypt by the name of Caden Amari.

Throughout the letters there several mentions of the scepter including detailed pictures. It seemed as if grandfather was corresponding with Amari because he was the only one that seemed to believe him. There was quite a bit of written conversation about the cartouches on the scepter. Amari also made several references to a so-called forgotten Pharaoh within the letters. Raymond had no clue what it all meant but he did know that this was exactly what Nathan was having everyone turn his grandfather’s room inside out for.

Raymond immediately came into the large walk-in closet as Nathan was unloading the footlocker he had found the scepter in.

“Any luck so far?” Nathan asked as he took out his grandfather’s metal SS helmet and carefully set it down on the carpet next to the case that the scepter was in.

“Yes! Take a look at these. Found them in the filing cabinet.” Raymond said handing Nathan the stack of old papers.

Nathan took the papers, carefully reading through each of them and pausing to look up at Raymond when he read about the cartouches. “This is exactly what we were looking for.”

“I thought so too.” Raymond replied.

“These remarks that this Amari fellow wrote to our grandfather echoes what Marie had stated from her inspection of the scepter. But what’s even more interesting is this archeologist’s belief in this forgotten pharaoh. I wonder if Marie has any insight into this. She’s well rooted in the archeology community, especially for Ancient Egypt. If anyone has heard of this guy, it’s her.”

Nathan said as he fished his phone out of his pocket and dialed Marie. He put the phone on speaker just as Marie’s sexy British voice answered the call. “Hello my Nathan.”

Nathan and Raymond smirked at her tone. It showed an obvious thirst for Nathan’s cock.

“Marie,” Nathan said, immediately getting back to business. “Do you know of an Egyptian archeologist from the sixties by the name of Amari?”

“While it sounds familiar, I’m afraid nothing comes to mind.” She replied. “If it’s an actual Egyptian archeologist, then his work must not be popular. Let me do a search and see if anything comes up in the university database to make sure.”

There was a brief silence on the phone and then sound of typing before she spoke again. “Well Nathan, there seems to be a reason for Amari’s lack of notoriety.”

“And why is that?” He asked.

“Apparently he had a wild theory about a forgotten pharaoh.” She answered. “He was discredited because of his lack of proof. But it gets stranger. He believed that the pharaoh had a gift from the gods that was used to gain access to a tomb to that held gates to the afterlife and the realms of gods.”

Nathan and Raymond glanced down at the scepter that was still in its case on the carpet.

“Well Marie,” Nathan said. “I’ve seen and experienced much stranger things within the last day.”

“I concur.” Marie said. “Seems that Amari’s theories may have actually been true. I suggest we seek him out as soon as possible. His knowledge may be the key to being able to get safely get rid of the scepter. But unfortunately, he passed away in the late sixties. However, he was survived by a son and a granddaughter. They still live and reside in Egypt.”

Nathan had heard enough, immediately deciding what they were going to do next. “Marie, stay at the university. We are going to meet you there in an hour or so.”

“I’ll be waiting, I’ll see if I can find how to contact Amari’s family to get more information on his studies. Seems like the university and internet doesn’t have much.”

“Thanks.” Nathan said, ending the call. Instead of immediately leaving Nathan looked at the scepter. He picked it up off the floor, knowing that he had to follow through with his plan to get Emily back in her brother’s arms. He stalled for a moment as he considered what he needed to say.

“Well, let’s go.” Raymond said, pointing towards the door of the closet.

“I wanted to discuss something with you.” Nathan faced his brother, looking him in the eye.

“Oh yeah? What’s that?” Raymond asked.

“It’s about Emily, I need to make it right with you and her.” Nathan told his bother. A look of grief washed over Raymond’s face as the reality of the situation sunk in, remembering that Emily had touched the scepter and ever since had been in love with Nathan. “First of all, Raymond. I’m sorry. You didn’t deserve this happening to you.”

Raymond sighed with a tone of relief, but still hint of distress. “Thanks for the apology. While it pains me, I realize there’s no way you could have known. I also appreciate you telling me so soon and not sitting on it until I found out in another way.”

Nathan nodded, inwardly happy that his older brother hadn’t knocked him out for fucking his girlfriend of several years.

“And I have to say…” Raymond continued. “While it’s rather awkward saying this since we’ve always been so conservative regarding sex, BUT GOD DAMN! That ménage I just had with Emily and Samantha was amazing. What a treat to come home to!”

The brothers exchanged grins and chuckles. “I was hoping you’d enjoy it.” Nathan said. “Thanks for understanding.”

“No problem.” Ray replied. “So, is there anything else I can do. You don’t seem to be in a hurry to leave to the university.”

“Well, yes there is.” Nathan said quickly, making sure Samantha and Emily were still in the other room and out of earshot. “I’m going to the university with Samantha to meet up with Marie. I’m leaving you with the scepter.”

Nathan handed the case over to his brother. Raymond was hesitant to take it from him.

“Wait, what!?” He resisted.

“Yes, take it. All you have to do is touch it and it will bond to you.”

“Bond it to me?” Ray asked.

“Yes, otherwise it won’t work and Emily will be infatuated with me until you do. But be sure to not let anyone else touch it after you’ve taken Emily back.”

“Okay…” Raymond’s voice trailed off in confusion. “So after it bonds to me then what do I do?”

“Just touch her with it.”

“Sounds easy enough.”

“Honestly, it’s too easy.” Nathan said. “Just make sure not to let anyone else touch it afterward.”

“Why?” Raymond asked.

Nathan took a long breath before starting to explain. “Well if it’s a woman, they’ll fall madly in love with you. If it’s a man, then the scepter will bond to them.”

“I’ll be sure to give it right back when I’m done.” Raymond offered.

“Umm…” Nathan went silent again. Remembering the curse of the scepter and its effects on males after the host used it on a woman. “I won’t be around for a while after you use it to take Emily back. I need to mention the curse associated with it.”

“What?!” Ray snapped. His tone became angry.

“Don’t worry, and please keep your voice down.” Nathan said looking over his shoulder to make sure Emily and Samantha were still searching the bedroom. “I have a plan to work around it.”

“I sure hope so! What kind of curse are you talking about?” He asked. “Am I going to spontaneously combust?”

“No, of course not.” Nathan interjected. “Calm down. When the scepter is used, the next time you see another man he becomes aggressive. Which is why I’m not going to be anywhere near you when that happens.”

“Fucking great! So, the next guy I see is going to have it in for me?” Raymond asked.

“Well no. Not exactly.” Nathan answered. “But the next guy you interact with will. You must either talk to him or be within an arm’s length. You’ll be fine driving around and not making eye contact. But when you start talking, that’s when the curse will take effect.”

Raymond fell silent, taking in all the information. Nathan just stood opposite from him, still holding out the case with the scepter for his brother to finally make his decision and take it. Finally, Raymond decided to respond. “Are you sure this the only way I can get Emily back?”

“Yes.” Nathan said, pressing the case against Raymond’s chest.

Raymond grabbed it with a hand and brought down to his side, accepting the scepter. “What do you suggest I do after Emily?” He inquired.

“After I figured out how the curse operated, I just found some crazy homeless people in a part of town that I never go to. I got out of there as soon as I could- didn’t even leave the car. I suggest you do the same.”

“Um… Alright.” Raymond said hesitantly.

“I’ll text you the address. Call me when it’s over and then meet me at the university.”

* * *

For the second time in the same day, Raymond had a set of lips wrapped around his cock. The warm feeling was more intense than the time before as he looked down at Emily kneeled in front of him with his stiff cock buried in her mouth. Emily was humming constantly while she plunged her head deep into him, shoving his cock deep into her mouth lovingly until it would tap against the opening of her throat. She was a short woman, about five feet six and was in her late twenties. Her hair color light brown, long and wavy. Her figure was beyond any that Raymond could have dreamed of- slim hips, a tight ass, and a nice set of perky B cup tits.

Her beautiful face beamed with fulfillment she bobbed her head between his thighs. She was amazing at sucking cock, immensely better than she was before. In the past, she rarely gave him head, saying that it wasn’t something that good girls did often. But when she finally would, she’d only take in a few inches of his dick and lacked enthusiasm. But now, Raymond watched on as his girlfriend worshipped his cock like she was starving for it.

“Feels amazing Emily.” He responded mid-moan, seeing and feeling again the scepter’s power over women.

“Mmmmm.” She responded, humming vibrantly as she sucked him down. Her mouth was already filled with saliva and she made quiet slurping sounds and she blew him, sending waves of pleasure from Raymond’s cock straight to his brain. Emily slid up the length of his cock and released it from her red lips. She began to lick the shaft from right above his balls in an upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her brunette hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caressing them with her fingers. She sucked on him as if her life depended on it, constantly humming while closed her cheeks around his hard cock. She continued to service her new master’s dick, swirling her tongue around the head of his cocked tasting the oozing pre-cum. Raymond’s thighs began to tremble, he was trying to hold back if he could, but her molten lava mouth was wearing him down. She noticed him about to buck and backed her from his cock briefly. “Cum in my mouth Ray. Please! I want to taste your load.”

Raymond was astonished by her naughty words. She had never said anything so naughty to him in the bedroom before. But he loved it, her lewd words making his lustful hormones surge more they ever had. Emily sunk her head back onto his cock again, the crown of his dick burying itself deep in her mouth and tapping against the opening of her throat. Raymond was about to cum. His balls swelled in her palm as his cock throbbed in her mouth. She sucked even harder, so hard that Raymond saw tears form in her eyes as her stomach contracted and her ribs protruded. Emily pushed her head until her lips were flush with his abdomen. His cock slid down her throat as her head squashed down on his body.

“OOOHHH FUCK I’M CUMMING.” He groaned as his balls cliched up against the base of his cock and his seed rushed up the length. Emily’s amazing eyes shot open wide as he sent a massive hot jet of cum into her throat. Raymond pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as Emily’s mouth acted drained his balls. He kept shooting hot pulses of jizz into her obeying mouth, filling it fully until some of it overflowed and escaped from the side of her lips. Emily’s kept her face flush with his chest as his balls emptied and finally, they were spent.

She backed her head off his cock and licked him clean. “Mmmm, that tasted so good.” She muttered.

As she ran her tongue over his spent cock it seemed to flex and twitch, springing back to life. Raymond looked down at the amazing sight taking place as Emily licked his cock and balls thoroughly clean, something she would have never fathomed before. As he watched her, he noticed she was undoing the buttons on her blouse and sliding the zipper down on the back of her short skirt.

Almost immediately after his thoughts went through his brain, Emily stood up in front of him and slid her panties down, kicking them off her ankles. Raymond got a fantastic view of her amazing pussy. It was even more fantastic as it was before, perfectly symmetrical without any imperfection. He swore he could feel the heat from it from just a few feet away.

“You could kill a man with that body.” He complimented.

Emily responded to his praise by grabbing him by the front of his shirt and shoving him back onto his grandfather’s king size bed. “If you like it so much then let me fuck you, Ray!” She said as she crawled on top of him.

Within an instant, Raymond’s cock came back to full mast, his cock thirsty for her pussy. She sat astride his hips, grabbing his cock and swiping up and down along her clit before positioning the head at her opening.

With one slow, powerful plunge, she thrust her hips down, burying his stiff cock deep in her tiny welcoming cunt. Her hot pussy filled with his shaft, her walls gripping onto him as he slid further inside.

“Unnnghhh! I love your cock!” She moaned wildly as his cock bottomed out inside her. Her hips started to shake as he filled her up. Raymond looked up at Emily, she was biting down on her lower lip as her hips started spasming wildly and orgasm took hold of her body. “I’M CUMMING!”

“You came already!?” Raymond asked. “I’ve never seen you came so soon.”

“I can’t help it Ray.” She moaned as she started to fuck herself on his cock. “I can’t help but cum all over your cock!”

Her cunt was clinging to him each time she bounced on his lap. Emily’s mouth hung wide open as she impaled herself on his cock. “Uh! Uh! UH! Fuck yessss!” she sobbed.

She continued to rock back and forth on his cock. She arched her back as her hand went her head and she grabbed at her scalp. Raymond reached up and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it as she slipped up and down on his stiff rod, her molten folds sending sensations over his body.

“Now it’s my turn to fuck you.” Raymond directed with authority.

Emily immediately rose up off the bed and bent over the nearby chest of drawers, spreading her ass with one hand to give Raymond a glorious view of her steamy wet pussy as it dripped with their combined juices. “Take me now Ray!”

Before she finished her sentence, Raymond was already looming behind her, tapping his cock against her clit. Her head whipped about as Raymond slammed thick hard cock back inside her, rocking her hard against the dresser. Emily’s tits swayed back and forth as her ass rippled from her boyfriend’s assault. Her trembling knees were pressing hard together as her calves and feet angled out, barely touching the floor on her the tips of her toes. On the floor below was a puddle of her cum and juices that were flowing out from her gushing pushy.

He drove into her deep and hard for several minutes as the dresser swayed and rattled, Emily had several orgasms and Ray had never seen her pop this much in his life. Normally she was quite conservative in bed, rarely making a sound. But now she was writhing under him, shaking with every thrust as if his cock was the only source of pleasure in her life. He loved the new Emily. She looked back at him over her shoulder biting her bottom lip, her face flush with arousal. As his eyes met hers and looked upon her naked body, she glistened like a sexual goddess, pearling with perspiration. Raymond decided that she had never looked so beautiful and fell in love with her all over again.

“OHHH! I’M CUMMING AGAIN!” Emily screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his rampaging cock. He gave her ass a solid smack and buried himself all the way inside her. Her massive orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. She panted and gasped as Raymond continued to pound her hard from behind.

He waited for her tremoring to subside, pulled out and stepped away. She looked back at him with a longing look and he motioned for her for her to stand. She obeyed and he wrapped his arms around her beautiful body by the stomach and lifted her off the ground. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he turned and walked them both over to towards the sliding glass door to the outside balcony. He rested the top of her back against the glass and switched his grip to her smooth ass cheeks and sunk his cock back into her.

“OHHHhhh.” She screamed out as Raymond pressed in with his granite hard cock, filling her up. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped against her ass. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his hard rod. His breathing became heavy and Raymond’s balls began to swell. He tried to hold off but Emily’s pussy clenched tightly around his cock and he felt the sudden rush climb up his cock.

She moaned as she felt his cock flexing. “Shoot it inside me.”

His cock began to convulse and his toes curled on the carpet. “Oh, fuck I’m cumming Emily.” He groaned.

“Yes, Raymond! Cum in my pussy! Fill me with your seed!” She yelled. He had never heard her ever say anything so naughty in the entire time he had known her. She used to keep her vocabulary classy, but now she was a new woman and he liked the change.

Raymond gripped her ass from below with both hands as his cock expanded inside her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick and shot a rope of cum deep into her cunt.

“Ohhhh FUCK YES!” He groaned out as the cum erupted out and into her. Emily moaned as her womb began to fill with his seed, send her hips shuddering into another orgasm. Raymond’s balls were spasming as he pumped a huge amount of his seed inside her. Emily assisted him by slamming her tiny body down, using her grip around his neck to bounce her hips on his erupting cock. He fired several ribbons until finally, he came down from his peak, his eyes rolling in their sockets during the aftermath. Still gripping her ass, he switched his grip back to her waist and lift her off his cock and pussy poured with his cum as he set her down.

“You’re amazing.” He said his body still trembling from the climax. He felt as if he was going to pass out any second. He had never been fucked with such enthusiasm ever in his life.

“Yes, it was my master.” She paused as his cum ran down the inside of her legs, her pussy was gaped open, freshly fucked and dripping from the combination of their juices. Emily’s brown hair was a mess from gripping at it during the full-on fucking she had just received. She used all her available energy to walk back over to the bed and collapse on top the mattress.

“I’ll give you a break for a little while Raymond.” She whispered, her breathing heavy as spoke but her tone showed that she looked forward to another go in the near future. “That was amazing.”

He laid on top of the mattress next to her and wrapped his arm around her. They embraced for a moment and she rested her head on his shoulder as the closed their eyes in the bliss of the aftermath. It’s was good to be close to Emily again. Where the ménage with Samantha earlier in the day was fantastic, it was nothing compared with the connection he felt just now. He felt so emasculated being able to make orgasm numerous times. Every time she had come down from one she seemed to ramp right back up. However, Raymond knew full well that it had everything to do with the scepter, but he didn’t care, because it was good to have his Emily back in his arms where she belonged.


Scepter of Domination: Book Ten
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Rick Reynolds sped the sedan towards one of the more rural areas of town. He made his way hastily down one of the gravel back roads going to an estate where he believed his wife Samantha would be. He gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles white from the rage that consumed him.

Rick broke out of his confinement this morning with his security guard Jameson. The police had put the two of them into custody following a hostile incident they had at the High Heel jazz club a few nights back. Rick had been at the height of his career as a politician. He was mayor of the town he grew up in, had a beautiful wife that loved him deeply. Rick seemed to have it all, until that night at the club and then everything came crashing down. All because of that college professor - Nathan Schroeder.

It seemed like a normal night at the High Heel Jazz club. His wife Samantha was popular lounge singer and frequently preformed at the club. She was singing her set when things took a bizarre turn. For the first time in her whole singing career, Samantha entered the crowd and approached Professor Schroeder, rubbing her luscious body all over him while she sang “Fever.” If Rick hadn’t been in a private booth making a black-hat business deal regarding how the city’s budget was supposed to be spent, he would have noticed and stopped the ordeal right then and there.

It wasn’t until one of his assistants rushed into the booth and told him what was unfolding on the club floor. When Rick came out of the booth, Samantha had led Nathan by his tie into the dressing room. Rick rushed to the door, accompanied by Jameson, his head of security. He was a tall, thick, muscular Samoan man who had been a linebacker in college. When they got to the door, Rick was astonished to hear the sounds of fucking emanating through from the room. Rick tried to talk his wife out of it, but she responded with “I’m shoving Nathan’s cock in my mouth, GO AWAY!

After trying to enter the room and shouting at the door to get her to stop cuckolding him, he heard Samantha say “He’s fucking me! I LOVE HIS COCK INSIDE ME!” They continued to fuck while Rick and Jameson pounded on the door. They tried to push through, but it was blocked by a couch that had been wedged into a position that kept the door from opening inward. Then suddenly, Rick and Jameson were overcome with a rage they had never experienced in their life. Normally Rick would have been able to hold his temper like any practiced politician in the public eye. While it was one thing to be publicly humiliated in a public place by his cheating wife, it was another to complete succumb to a primal rage that pushed any logic aside. The two of them began to pummel the door with fists and kicks, getting increasingly violent. Unable to contain himself, Rick had gone for a nearby fireman’s axe and broke the glass. But in this case the only fire that was raging was in his and Jameson’s heads.

While the club watched, Rick went from concerned and mortified husband, to axe bearing lunatic. He chopped through the door just as Samantha and Nathan had their happy ending. They managed to escape out an emergency exit and to his SUV, but not before Rick and Jameson rushed out the front doors of the club to try to stop them. Unfortunately for Rick the club security stopped them, so Nathan, Samantha, and their friend got away. Security eventually was able to contain them until the cops arrived. To make matters worse, Rick and Jameson did not calm down when they showed up, they stayed violent and even threatened police. He and his security guard were stun gunned into submission and taken to holding. Lucky because of Ricks status as mayor, the police confined him to his home awaiting investigation of assault with a deadly weapon and property damage.

The media was instantly all over the story. Running headlines on the morning news reel with captions like “Mayor Meltdown” and “Mayor turns Maniac.” A storm of reporters rallied out in front of his house. He paced around his home, consumed with the thought getting his wife Samantha to return and getting revenge on this man that she had left with. Whenever he thought about them, particularly Professor Schroeder, Rick and Jameson saw red.

Over the next day, Rick tried contacting his wife several times, but she never returned his calls or texts. When he was not on the phone trying to contact his wife, he was doing research on where to find Nathan. That’s when he figured out he worked at the university, and with the help of the chief of police, Rick was able to track down where he lived and worked. With the goal of revenge in mind, Rick then used his contact to be able to have him and Jameson leave their home detention unnoticed. Using decoys and telling the media they were asleep while they went to take care of Professor Schroeder and his wife Samantha.

The chief didn’t advise it, stating that it will just make matters worse for Rick and himself. Adding that if he let them leave and they were to get caught, they would both be saying good bye to their careers in public service. A fight outside a club in a fit of rage is may be one thing, but becoming fugitives with the intention of causing bodily harm or worse is not the way to go about it. While his contact did have a valid point, Rick wasn’t going to take no for answer. He proceeded to black mail the chief into forcing his hand to let him go, citing some bad business regarding the chief’s misappropriation of the general fund. Rick threatened to go to the FBI with the information. And with that, the chief arranged for Rick and Jameson to temporarily be free while he covered it up.

“Is this where he’s hidin’ out boss?” Jameson asked as the pulled up the gravel drive way to sprawling estate that was over grown with ivy.

Rick just nodded in reply. As he pulled up closer to the house.

“So, what’s the plan after you get Samantha back?” Jameson continued with the questions.

“We’ll decide that after we’ve given this Nathan fellow a bruising he won’t forget.”

Jameson put and large first into his palm and cracked his knuckles. “If he survives…”

* * *

The naked Raymond and Emily stirred awake when they heard the front door of his grandfather’s house crash open. Both of them quickly jumped up from the bed where their recent steamy love making took place knowing something was very wrong. Judging by how loud the door was thrown open they thought it was it sounded like a swat team was charging in.

“Not here boss.” They heard coming from the down stairs. It was a deep and aggressive male voice that sent chills down Raymond’s spine.

“Try upstairs.” Another male voice said.

Emily ducked behind the bed as Raymond grabbed a metal lamp and threw off the shade. With a quick yank, he pulled the cord out of the wall. As he heard the footsteps come up the stairs and down the hallway, he backed up to the side of the door, out of sight. He readied the lamp above his shoulder, ready to strike whomever came through first. The footsteps became louder as the men approached the room. Raymond tensed up to prepare to swing as Emily cowered down.

Right as the door burst open and he saw something appear within his vision, Raymond cocked the lamp back and swung at shoulder level with full force. The lamp swung across as a giant dark-skinned man stepped through the door way. It cracked against the man’s chest with a loud crack.

“THE FUCK!” The man yelled as the lamp connected with his stocky chest. He was a tower of man and in excess of two hundred pounds. Wearing black slacks and a dark blue silk shirt, he looked to be about forty and had a large barrel chest, massively thick arms, and shaved head. His nose looked like it had been broken at least once and one of his cheeks had a rough texture that might have come from acne scarring. Instead of falling over like most men, this man took the brunt of the blow and quickly sprang into action, grabbing the lamp from Raymond’s hands and twisting his wrists.

A look of shock spread across Raymond’s face as he looked upon the massive man, purely amazed on how he was able to take a such a blow without falling over. Raymond was trying to aim for the man’s head but didn’t expect for him to be so tall. He tried to pull the lamp back for another swing, but Jameson was too strong, quickly overpowering Raymond by tugging on the lamp with his left hand. He pulled Raymond off his balance and swung in with his right fist.

A loud crack sounded throughout the room as Jameson connected with Raymond’s face, ringing his bell. Emily screamed in terror as Ray stumbled a few paces, completely dazed, his vision a blur. Jameson was quick to take his advantage further, bull rushing Raymond into the nearest wall and slamming him into it. He quickly had Raymond in a choke hold against the wall, holding him up a few inches off the floor.

Rick entered the room and took a good look at the man his body guard had just man handled. He felt the rage from the scepter was flowing through him again. It felt eerily similar to how he felt at the club, and by the scowl on Jameson’s face, Rick could tell that his body guard felt it too. “This isn’t the fucker that we’re looking for, but I hate him just the same.”

Raymond and Emily’s eyes went wide as they realized who had just came in the room. It was the Mayor that they had seen on television numerous times. The same guy that Nathan had used the scepter on to steal his wife Samantha away. Mayor Reynolds was a slightly overweight white man in his late forties and stood about five feet eight. He was dressed nice in some expensive shirt and slacks with an elegant tie to match. He had the persona that demanded attention and stare that was filled with a fury that couldn’t be described.

“I agree boss.” Jameson said, upper cutting Ray in the stomach. Raymond yelled in pain as the wind got knocked out of him.

“Let him have it Jameson,” Rick ordered, walking around the bed to where Emily was. “but keep him conscious and his jaw intact, we’re going to need him to talk eventually.”

Emily stood and rushed towards Raymond in attempt to free her boyfriend but was quickly cut short by the Mayor. She went to slap him, but he caught her wrist just before it hit his face.

“We got a feisty one here!” Rick ridiculed, as he looked her up and down, he couldn’t help but check out her naked body. Her slim waists, tight ass, and pert tits would make any man lick their lips. She was a young looking brown haired beauty of with long legs, dark brown eyes, cute dimples and full lips. “And a sexy one!”

“Let Raymond go asshole!” She screamed trying to tear her arm away as Jameson laid another punch into Ray’s abdomen.

“Let him go?” He sneered. “Not until we find out where Professor Schroeder is.”

Ray grunted as Jameson continued his assault. “Fuck you! Shouldn’t you be in jail Mayor Reynolds?!” Emily yelled in his face, making sure he knew that she recognized him. “He’s not here, let him go!”

“That’s not any of your concern, Now where’s Nathan Schroeder?!” Rick snarled. “Tell me or we are going make sure your boyfriend here doesn’t walk again.”

Jameson hammered another fist into Raymond and let him drop to ground. Raymond collapsed to the floor trying to catch his breath. Jameson didn’t give him long before he kicked him in the stomach. Emily looked back at the Mayor, her face carried a look of defeat. “Fine! Just don’t hurt him!”

“Good!” Rick replied, holding his hand up for Jameson to stop. “Now you better settle down and tell us everything you know.”

Emily breathed in slowly. A look of pain spread through her eyes as she nodded.

“Now,” The Mayor continued. “Where the fuck is Nathan and my wife Samantha?”

“They went to the university.” She responded quickly, her voice filled with dread.

“Why!?” Rick asked. He knew that he couldn’t go there. The university was too public, but the more information he knew about Nathan and what he was up to would be beneficial.

Emily didn’t want to answer. She knew that they had went to meet Marie to speak about the scepter. A lump formed in her throat and she remained silent. Rick saw her hesitation and gave a quick wave to Jameson and he kicked Raymond in the stomach again. Raymond writhed on the ground and screamed out from the jolt of pain.

“To speak to another professor.” She said quickly.

“About what? What was so important?” He asked.

Emily glanced around the room nervously, trying to think of a way to talk herself out of the situation without letting these men know about the scepter. Almost subconsciously her eyes looked at the scepter at is rested on top of the nightstand. Rick noticed her wandering eyes and shifted his vision towards where she was looking. As he looked at the nightstand and noticed the bronze scepter with the onyx cat resting atop it he felt a sudden rush. It wasn’t the sheer beauty or value that that attracted him it was something deeper and primal. He couldn’t explain why but there was something about this rod that called to him.

“Why you are looking at this?” He asked, reaching towards it. Immediately, Emily lunged towards the nightstand. Rick was quick to yank her arm and throw her off balance.

Raymond shifted his head toward his girlfriend struggling with the Mayor, knowing that if he were to touch the scepter it would bond to him. Raymond was gripped with fear at the thought of the Mayor touching Emily with it. As Emily tried to steady herself, the mayor picked up the scepter and immediately felt the shock from its power as one of the ruby eyes on the cat winked.

“It fucking shocked me!” The mayor said lightly tossing the scepter at Emily.

Raymond watching in slow motion as the scepter glided through the air a short distance and touched Emily’s chest. Emily gasped as the scepter bounced off her pert breasts. Her demeanor changed almost immediately from one of hostility to one of desire. Raymond knew the look all too well. For it was the same look that she had given him after he had used the scepter to turn her from Nathan back to his own. All the pain in his body from the beating given to him by Jameson tensed up and a massive knot formed in his chest. Raymond knew that Emily now desired the Mayor and would stop at nothing until she fucked him.

“You ok Mayor?” Emily asked Rick, her body language relaxing. Before she was trying to wiggle her way out of his grip but now she seemed to like it, stepping in closer and touching his shoulder lightly.

Rick was taken back by her advance, thinking that it was some sort of trick that she was trying to seduce him, so she didn’t have to tell him any information and let her and her boyfriend go. “What the fuck is that thing? Why did it shock me? The cat… it winked at me.”

“It’s the scepter letting you know that it bonded to you, my ruler.” She replied plainly, running her hand of his solid pecs.

“Bonded to me? Ruler? What are you talking about woman? And why do you have you hands all over me?” He demanded.

“It’s the power of the scepter. It made me realize that I wanted you.” She answered, stepping in closer, getting her face about four inches from his.

Rick backed away. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“This…” Emily replied immediately, going in for a firm kiss. Their lips met and she kissed him passionately. Rick didn’t reciprocate but could tell that the kiss wasn’t just a mere act.

“She wants you, boss.” Jameson said as Raymond struggled to get to his feet. Jameson hoisted him up and threw him in chair and found some neck ties to restrain him.

As Jameson tied up Raymond, Rick looked down at Emily as he withdrew from her kiss. “You mean to tell me that the bronze rod made you want to fuck me?”

“Mmmhmm.” Emily said, pressing her face back towards his while her hand went down to the front of his pants and started to feel his crotch.

“What about your boyfriend?” Rick asked just to make sure she wasn’t lying.

“Not my boyfriend anymore.” She replied immediately, looking over at Raymond and shrugging. Rick looked over at Raymond as she spoke and saw the look of dread spread across the man’s face, his demeanor reflecting his feelings of defeat.

“Well you may say that, but if it’s true, then you wouldn’t mind sucking my dick then to prove it.” Rick asked.

“I was hoping you’d ask.” Emily responded, her hands immediately working at his belt.

He roughly grabbed her by the back of the neck and looked into her eyes, still holding onto her hair as Emily winced with a slight pain. Raymond’s turned my stomach into a knot knowing that she enjoyed it. As her hands free the mayors cock from his pants she slid his boxers over his ass. Without giving her a moment to move, Rick shoved her down into a kneeling position, guiding his cock right in front of her face. Emily submissively smiled in delight as she inched her lips ever so closer to his cock.

“Mmmm. Such a beautiful cock.” She said before licking briefly at the head, twirling her tongue exquisitely around the quickly hardening phallus.

“Beautiful you say? Now let’s see how beautiful your boyfriend thinks you are when you deepthroat it.” He ordered. Emily didn’t hesitate, she took to Ricks cock as if it were giving her life. Bouncing her head up and down on his shaft.

‘Your girlfriend here is great little cock sucker.” Rick said to Raymond as he slid his hand down to grab Emily by the neck and shoulders. Raymond groaned dejectedly, barely breathe from the beating he had received from Jameson.

“Your cock sucker…” Emily said, popping his cock out of her mouth before plunging her lips back around it.

Rick smiled widely as Emily kept her mouth tightly circled around his cock, her head back and forth between his thighs, quickly nursing him. Her mouth was filling with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him.

“Damn boss.” Jameson spoke up. “She’s just loving on your dick.”

“Why yes she is.” Rick said. “Jameson, you got to try this.”

Raymond eyes widened in shock and he tried to resist against the knots that held him to no avail.

Emily briefly took his cock from her mouth again. “But I only want to suck your cock Mayor.” She replied before making an ‘O’ shape with her lips and taking him deep back into her mouth.

“Well how about this,” Rick bargained. “I’ll let you suck it after you blow my security guard. How about that? In fact, you suck both of cocks at the same time.”

“Yesh mastah.” She said and nodded, her mouth still full of his cock.”

Rick waved Jameson over and he stepped within a few inches. Emily submissively unbuttoned his pants and guided his cock out of his fly. Emily gasped when she saw it. Raymond also taken back by surprise. Jameson’s cock was a massive piece that had length and girth, easily twelve inches long, maybe more. Her expression showed that she thought it was simply fabulous as it throbbed in her hand and she looked at the veins twisting all around it. From the look in her eyes, it seemed as if she had never been so attracted to a cock before. Emily immediately took it up her spare hand, making it rise and thicken further.

“Yeah, stroke that dick.” Jameson ordered. “I like it good and wet so use a lot of spit. The better we get our dicks sucked the less your boyfriend here will get punished for hitting me with that lamp. Understand?”

“Yes” She answered. Raymond was surprised with her response to his dominating request.

“That’s a good little slut, now get to work and show us what you can do.” The massive man ordered.

She placed one hand on the base of each of their shafts and stroked them up and down while she worked the head of Jameson’s cock with her tongue, spitting on it to get it nice and wet all over. She then licked the head under the glans, around the top, to the sensitive underside, and finally into her mouth. Raymond watched on as Emily’s hips shuddered as she took it eagerly past her lips.

She looked up at Jameson and they made eye contact. He pushed her hair back roughly as she sucked him earnestly. “Damn, she’s devouring it.”

Emily was relishing the feeling of this man’s massive cock in her mouth. She sucked it and swallowed as much down her throat that she could while she stroked the Mayor’s cock furiously. Jameson began to grow further in her mouth. Emily played with it, taking it out of her mouth and slapping it against her cheek and tongue. Rubbing it over her face before putting it back into her mouth. Her cheeks began to swell, and the beginning of her throat began to fill with his massive meat. She adjusted herself to get closer to his body and at the same time gripped the base of the cock and stroked the first five inches or so between the base and the middle of the shaft. She looked up at him with a sense of hunger and Raymond grew terrified to watch her go crazy with this man’s huge cock.

Jameson’s cock became fully erect and Emily had to back her head away from his body to accommodate the length. Emily looked in his eyes as she sucked in a slow, steady motion. She could comfortably suck about five inches of his cock into her throat without gagging or slowing her pace. Emily back her head off Jameson and took Rick’s dick deep into her mouth.

Emily began sucking him hungrily, her opposite hand still stroking Jameson’s massive shaft as her mouth twisted around Rick’s cock. She continued her oral assault on him and suddenly Rick felt a wave rush from his balls and up his spine.

“That’s a good little whore.” He grunted, spasming hard as his cock filled her mouth. “I’m going to cum. Take it all slut. Swallow every last drop.”

“MMmmmmm.” She replied as Rick felt her nod submissively on his cock. Rick reached his peak and sped quickly over the edge, his cock swelling in Emily’s mouth. Pleasure washed over him as thick ribbons of cum shot from his cock. He groaned contently as he filled Emily’s gorgeous little mouth with burst after burst of his hot seed.

“God damn! This little whore took the whole load.” Rick groaned as he came down from his peak, she slowed down and worked her tongue all over his cock to clean him off.

“My turn!” Jameson said. “Put your hands behind your back and lean your head against the wall so I can fuck your face.”

Emily looked up at Rick, as if waiting for an order. “What are you waiting for you fucking slut? Do as the man says.”

Emily quickly got into position and he popped his dick back into her mouth and fucked her throat deeper than anyone ever had. Jameson looked her in the eyes as he shoved his cock repeatedly into her mouth and throat. Emily’s expression was one of disbelief and her eyes looked like they were going to pop out of her head. She moaned uncontrollably, and Raymond couldn’t figure out if it was pain or pleasure. Just when Raymond thought she couldn’t handle another moment he helped stand her up and walked her over to the bed. Jameson sat on the bed, pulled her between his legs. He roughly pulled her close to him and started to lick and kiss her nipples.

“You sucked my dick and let me fuck your face but now I’m going fuck your pussy.” He snarled. “Now get on all fours on this bed, put your arms down flat and put your face in the mattress! Be sure to arch that fucking back and your ass in the air!”

After looking at Rick who gave her a wicked nod and grin, Emily immediately did just what Jameson said, the look on her face flush with desire. He positioned himself behind her and placed a foot right on top of her head, pushing her hard into the sheets. With a slow and powerful lunge, Jameson started sinking his massive cock into her from a side angle. Raymond watched as Emily’s pussy lips separated and they begin to work their way around his thick girth. Inch after inch disappeared into the tiny Emily as her pussy stretched to the limit. Her hips shuttered as he almost bottomed out in her tight pussy.

“UH…OH…OHHHhhh!” Emily shook violently in a sudden orgasm. She had cum simply by being filled with his cock and he hadn’t even begun moving yet.

“It’s so fucking deep!” She started screaming. “Please. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

He turned so he was completely behind Emily while his dick was balls deep, literally filling Emily fuller than she has ever been. Raymond watched with his mouth wide open, almost hitting the floor as her warm pussy seemed to suck the giant cock in.

“Now, from here on out this pussy belongs to Jameson here.” Rick said firmly.

“This pussy belongs to his big cock now.” She screamed at Jameson, her voice bursting with the fulfillment.

“Good slut.” Rick said. “Maybe next I’ll let Jameson fuck that tiny little asshole of yours. I bet your boyfriend here would love that.”

Raymond struggled against his bindings. “Fuck you asshole!” He yelled toward Rick who just smiled wickedly back.

Emily was in a different state of mind than Raymond. She was pushing back on Jameson massive rod hard and fast. She continued begging for more even though it looked like she was being ripped open. Jameson began impaling her upon his cock. Burying it into her as fast as his hips would allow. Emily was accepting more than nine inches of his member with every long hard stroke and loved it. So much in fact that she began another orgasm.

Her nails dug into the bed and she bit down on the sheets, letting out another scream. “AHHHhhh FUCK!” She screamed as she came again, his cock thrust repeatedly in and out of her while she climaxed.

He continued to fuck her forcefully through orgasm after orgasm, her energy decreasing after each one. Raymond felt like chump as he watched this dark-skinned Samoan fucking the life out of Emily. His body loomed behind her, he was so much bigger and wider than the tiny Emily, it was amazing that she was even able to take his massive dick. Raymond watched as her tits shook, her eyes rolled back as he continued to pump her with his long, thick, hard cock.

After several intense orgasms, Emily began to become weak and her body became limp. She collapsed on the bed, unable to hold herself up. Her body was shaking. It looked as if she might pass out.

“Get your ass back up here.” Jameson sneered as he pulled her by the hair off the bed. He walked her like a dog right in front of Raymond.

“You’re a dirty little slut. Aren’t you?” Jameson asked

She nodded her sweaty head yes as best she could with her hair wrapped tightly in his hand.

“Now your boyfriend here is going to watch you get fucked up close.” He ordered as he pulled her hair back further. With his other hand, he guided his big cock into her pussy and slammed it forward.

“OH FUCK YES!” She screamed as Raymond watch the man sink his massive cock back into her. A knot wound up so hard in Raymond’s stomach it made his head spin.

He continued to fuck Emily hard and deep as Raymond looked on.

“You like that shit! Don’t you?” Rick asked adding insult to injury.

Raymond didn’t respond and just watched as Emily’s pussy was being rubbed raw. Jameson continued to plow into her from behind as she looked up at Raymond. Her looks betrayed her real self. She was loving the feeling of finally being fucked into oblivion by a massive dick.

The fire in her eyes pierced deep into Raymond, but he knew that it was just the work of the scepter that made her this way. His head filled with rage and he began to struggle in his bonds. He couldn’t help but think about how he was going to get his revenge on these men. How he would kill them both if he had to. Raymond had never had murderous thoughts, but after being humiliated by the ordeal, he did now.

“You want me to cum?” Jameson asked.

“YES!” She screamed, her mouth hanging open.

By the intense look on Jameson’s face, everyone in the room could tell he was getting close. He reached underneath Emily and mauled her tits. He kneaded them and smashed them together as she raised the front half her body, pressing her back against him as his big hands assaulted her breasts. Her arm wrapped around over his shoulder and she ran her fingers over his shaved head. With his hands grabbing her breasts and squeezing her erect nipples, it took him only a few minutes more before he would flood her pussy with his cum.

“UGHHHhhh!” Jameson groaned as his hot cum emptied into Emily. Jameson continued to groan as she sent ribbon after ribbon deep into her as she writhed in front of him bursting into another orgasm. Finally, they both came down from their peaks. Emily slowly turned her sweat drench head and gave him a short kiss on the cheek as he backed up off of her, exhausted and totally spent.

“FREEZE!” A loud female voice came from the doorway, snapping everyone’s attention towards it. Raymond looked up to see a black-haired woman standing there, nine-millimeter in hand trained right on the massive Jameson.

“Oh, fuck it’s that lady cop that got suspended for fucking Professor Schroeder on the top of her squad car while on duty!” Jameson shouted.

Rick didn’t need an explanation, he already knew who the woman was. He sneered as his face filled with dread, knowing that he had gotten caught. His life was over, and he was going to be spending the rest of his days in a federal penitentiary.

Lieutenant Madison Burton didn’t give them a chance to say anything further before she said the words that were music to Raymond’s ears. “Mayor Reynolds, Jameson Knotts, I’m taking you to the precinct!”


Wife Watch: Case #001
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Mark was working as a shift manager at a local big box electronic store. He was only twenty-three with short black hair and fairly good looking, although he didn’t have a girlfriend or any active romance at the time. One day, Mark was working the front checkout lines, supervising the customer flow and making sure the checkers were staying busy and moving the customers at an acceptable speed. Out of the corner of his eye he spotted a gorgeous young Latina woman who had just finished up with her purchase and was grabbing her bags and a few boxes.

She had long black hair and light mocha color skin and she was wearing a sexy halter top and an excessively short pair of shorts. She wore a pair of expensive dark sunglasses that covered her eyes that shed a mystery over her face. But her breasts lumped out the top of her halter, showing ample cleavage and not leaving much to imagination as his eyes wandered over her, checking her out fully. The way her nipples were outlined and poked through the material of shirt, it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

She was carrying two large bags full of various small kitchen appliances, and seemed to be having difficulty with them. She noticed him staring as her, smiled widely and walked over to Mark.

“Hey,” She said. “Would you be able to help me out? These boxes are really heavy, and my car is on the far end of the parking lot. Could you help me take them out to my van for me? Please?”

The cool and fair scent of her perfume distracted Mark. This woman was incredibly attractive, and her smile seemed to be begging him to help her. She stepped in closer to him, if he hadn’t known any better, it actually seemed like an invitation. Mark knew that it couldn’t be. She was a stunning Latina woman and he was just an average guy who worked at the electronics store, he must be crazy.

“Yeah, sure. Absolutely.’ Marked replied keeping his tone professional. “Let me go get you a shopping cart and you can roll them out with that.”

She looked confused, as if that wasn’t the answer she was looking for.

“Just remember to bring the cart back.” Mark joked awkwardly.

“Oh,” She replied, her had a hint of disappointment. “Well, I was really hoping that you would help me with them. It is quite a long way to the van. And it happens to be parked on the far side of the lot. Plus, I don’t want to go out there alone, all by myself.”

Mark was taken back by her statement. Besides, it was two in the afternoon, broad daylight on a sunny day in mid spring. Also, the parking lot for the store was immense and took thousands of cars to fill completely. She had obvious chosen to park where she had and managed to walk into his store with absolutely no trouble. Her story just didn’t add up to Mark.

The lovely lady took a step closer to him and her breasts slightly touched up against his work shirt, grazing his chest. He could barely see the outlines of her almond shaped eyes through the sunglasses. The was a mystery about her, and it was turning him on.

“Please.” She spoke softly. Her bottom lip pouted, she was begging him. “I promise to give you a big tip.”

Mark couldn’t believe what he was seeing and hearing. She sounded desperate, but she was so beautiful he couldn’t resist her plead. He looked around the store floor to see if his supervisor was watching.

“All right, I’ll help you out to your van.” He finally replied after a brief silence. “I’m really not supposed to be doing this, I should be watching the checkers, but it should just fine.”

‘I don’t think they’ll mind you missing, besides you’re just helping a customer in need, right?” She said.

Mark agreed with her and it wasn’t too far of a stretch, beside what did he have to lose from being able to look at this woman for another minute or two. He reached for her bags and took them and began to follow her out the store. As she walked ahead of him Mark couldn’t take his eyes of her ass. It slowly swayed from side to side, enticing him in her tight shorts. He could of swore she was rocking her hips on purpose, knowing that he was staring at her ass. Her long legs were a tasty mocha color that seemed to glitter in the sunlight and her skin was smooth, without imperfection. The thought ran through his mind that he would love to just run his tongue across the length of her legs and up to her tight ass. His mind snapped back to the task at hand as they were halfway to the van.

The minivan was certainly parked on the far side of the parking lot and there were no other cars anywhere around it. She picked up her pace as we got closer, and by the time I approached she had already reached the rear hatch and unlocked it. Mark placed all the bags and boxes inside and started to close it for her, but she stepped in before he could finish.

“I’m really thankful that you did this for me.” She reached out and placed a hand on his forearm. Slowly stroking across the surface of his skin. “My name is Jessica. What’s yours?’

“Mark.” He told her, pointing at his name tag.

“Thank you, Mark.”

She stepped in close, her breasts touching against him adventurously. She moved her sunglasses away from her eyes and moved them onto the top of her scalp, revealing her shining emerald green eyes. Jessica raised her face and kissed him on the lips. Mark stood stunned as she did it and she even licked at his lips before she removed her own. Mark’s mind began to flood with confusion and excitement all at the time and his crotch began to stiffen in his work slacks.

She smiled up at him. “See, I told you I’d give you a tip.” She leaned to his ear and whispered. “Want to come into the van with me?”

Mark nodded, not trusting himself to speak, thinking anything he said would ruin the moment. Jessica reached up and pulled the lid of the rear hatch down to close it. He quickly glanced over as she did and looked into the interior of the van, up towards the front of the car. What he saw surprised him. Because in there was a man sitting calmly in the front driver seat.

He was a casually dressed Latino man; wearing a baggy t shirt, well-groomed black hair, and a trimmed goatee. He was turned around in his seat, looking squarely at them. The sight startled Mark and he almost cried out in fright.

“No need to worry,” Jessica said, placing her hand on Mark’s chest. “It’s only my husband.”

Marked stared back at her, obviously still shaken and in shock. “What the fuck? Seriously?” He blurted out. “Your husband?”

The man in the front seat nodded at him casually.

“It’s alright. Calm down.” She said. “He won’t bother us. He just wants to watch. You don’t mind, do you?

Mark couldn’t believe this was happening. “What the hell? Yes… I do… I mind.” He stammered.

“Oh, shut up.” Jessica said, moving in and kissing him again. This time she laid into Mark. Wrapping her arms around him, compressing herself against him. Her soft warm lips parted and her tongue entered Mark’s mouth. She found his tongue and rubbing hers against it and then twisting them together. His cock sprung to attention in his pants and rubbed against her belly. Jessica felt his thickness, moaned softly, and rubbed her body slowly against it.

Eventually Jessica stepped back away from Mark, his breathing had quickened with excitement.

“Come on now, let’s get in the van.’ She motioned with her hand to the sliding door, opened it and climbed in. Jessica waved him in to follow, but part of him was holding back. His mind kept thinking how awkward the situation was but his cock was bursting through his fly and discredited any rational thought so he followed.

Her husband sat calmly in the driver’s seat. He looked about in his mid-thirties, easily a decade older than his wife. If he had any sort of aggressive look he would have looked quite intimidating but his tan face was casual and relaxed.

“Fernando, this is Mark. He helped me with the boxes.” Jessica said. ‘Mark, Fernando.”

Fernando just nodded casually and slightly raised his hand in a half assed welcoming gesture but didn’t offer to shake. The whole thing felt so bizarre to Mark. Was this a set up and was her husband going to kick the shit out of him? By the way he was dressed it seemed like one wrong move would set him off into a downward spiral. Jessica saw his apprehension and decided to speak up.

“Mark,’ She leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Forget about Fernando.” She swung herself around and over Mark as he sat down in the back seat. The middle seat of the minivan was missing so there was plenty of floor board. She faced him as he settled down, her body blocking Mark’s view of her husband.

“Relax, forget about Fernando.” Jessica spoke in a soft voice. “Just focus on me.”

She leaned forward and embraced him in a deep kiss. She grabbed his hands and put them on her tits. He began to massage her breasts through the fabric of her top with his palms. The luscious mounds alongside the working of her tongue in his mouth almost made him forget that Fernando was staring at them. Mark continued caressing her surging breasts, working his fingers across her nipples and she moaned softly. He moved his left hand down to her ass and grabbed a palm full and clenched. The other hand came off her breast and began to massage the other cheek. She impatiently caressed her ass and decided to work his hands back up underneath her shirt. Jessica giggled and reached behind her, undoing the back of the halter.

“Grab my tits now honey.” She whispered, only taking her mouth far enough away to speak before pressing backing and filling Mark’s mouth with her tongue.

His hands ventured in and made contact with her large firm bare breasts. His cock began to twitch in his pants and pressed up against her shorts. Jessica gasped slightly in his mouth as she felt him shift in his pants. The skin on her breasts was silky smooth and her hair smelled of that cool perfume from earlier. Mark had never slept with a Latina woman before. He couldn’t wait to taste her skin and suck her nipples.

As the kissing and massaging continued, Mark grew bolder, moving a hand down to Jessica’s waistband. He undid the single button and slid his hand inside. He quickly noticed that she was wearing silky panties and began to rub her through the fabric. Jessica gasped as his fingers brushed her, whimpering slightly as his fingers found the crease of her lips. He decided to back his hand out and went slipped his finger under the elastic of her panties and worked toward her crotch.

Jessica’s mouth back away from their kiss and she moved over on the bench seat next to him. His hand was buried in the front of her shorts and panties as he found her hood and begging encircling two fingers around her clit. She leaned her head in next to his ear and started licking at his earlobe.

“OHH.’ She breathed, her breath on his ear made him tremble. “That feels so good.”

With her head buried in Mark’s ear she was no longer blocking his view of Fernando. He was still casually sitting there, watching them. Fernando watched as Marked rubbed away at his wife’s cunt while kneading her breasts with the other while Jessica continued her assault on his ear, flicking away, urging him on. Mark just closed his eyes so he wouldn’t have to make any awkward eye contact with him.

Jessica’s hand slowly ran along Mark’s chest, down to his stomach, stopping at his zipper. She pulled it down and slid her hand inside. A moment later, she fished it out through the hole in his shorts and through his fly. His cock was out in the air and she began stroking it lightly. She kissed again at his ear as she quickened her pace with her hand. Jessica then broke away from Mark’s hands and slid down between his legs. She lowered her head and he gasped as he felt her hot breath against the side of his cock.

“You have nice cock, white boy.” Jessica said, and then she extended her tongue and encircled his tip, twisting it around him. Jessica’s mouth then started slid over his head and down his shaft, engulfing his cock, flicking her as she did. She was the hottest woman to ever go down on him. Mark began rubbing the top of her head as she bounced on his rod. Jessica nursed his cock at a steady pace and moaned softly. Mark’s body tensed up and with the strain of Jessica’s oral assault, almost immediately want to blow his wad into her eager mouth. But it was Fernando’s voice that took him back.

“Doesn’t my wife suck dick good?” His voice still nonchalant. It was the first time he had spoken, his voice had a heavy Latin American accent.

“Oh, fuck yes, she definitely does.” Mark groaned.

Jessica took her mouth briefly off Marks cock. “Thank you hun.” She said, but it wasn’t clear to Mark who it was direct to.

“She can deepthroat too.” Fernando said.

Jessica continued to service Mark’s cock, swirling her tongue around the head and tasting his pre-cum. She sunk her head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but the crown of his dick pressed up against the back of her mouth. She raised her head back up and plunged her mouth down his cock again, slowly descending her head on his length. She pushed her face tighter against Mark and as his cock reached her throat, Jessica breathed through her nose and relaxed her throat. She moved her hands back around his hips and pressed them against his ass, pushing his cock further into her mouth and past the opening of her throat. She swallowed his tip pulled him all the way into her throat until her lips were finally tight around the base of his cock. She rested there for a moment before she took a breath and looked up at him and smiled. Mark couldn’t believe that she had just deep throated him completely. He had never had a woman ever do this to him with such precision. She even licked the top of his balls before she couldn’t handle it anymore. Mark groaned out in ecstasy as her pretty face enveloped his whole length. Jessica then rose her head slowly back up his cock, keeping her lips tight around him until it exited from her soft lips.

“Damn girl, that was amazing.” Mark said.

“Just wait, Mark.” Fernando said. “She fucks even better.”

“My husband want to see me fuck you.” Jessica said to Mark.

He didn’t respond verbally and just reached for the hem of his work shirt and pulled it over his head. A little piece of Mark’s mind still felt awkward about Fernando watching, but nothing was going to stop him from having this hot Latina woman.

Jessica undid his belt and opened his pants. Mark lifted his ass so she could pull his trousers and shorts down. Mark hoped that no one was driving or walking by and glanced out the window to check, the parking lots in the vicinity was still clear. Fernando and Jessica didn’t seem to give a fuck, they were just hyper-focused on fulfilling some crazy cuckold fantasy.

Jessica wiggled down to the floorboard of the van and shimmied out of her shorts and panties. Mark quickly joined her on the floor and reached out his hands, spreading her thighs. He moved his head in toward her pussy and extended his tongue. He slowly licked the outline of her tiny lips, and then worked up to her hood, parting her lips. Her clit felt like a lump of velvet as he flicked his tongue across it. Jessica rocked her head backwards and up at the ceiling.

“Mmmm.” She moaned softly. But then pressed on Mark’s forehead with her palm and moved his face to look up at her.

“Let’s give my husband a better view, shall we.” Pointing back to the bench seat.

Mark did as she instructed and sat back on the seat, his cock stood tall and at attention. Jessica stood up off the floor and raised a knee over Mark’s thighs. She was completely naked except for the unbuttoned halter, which hung askew to the side. Jessica quickly got herself into position, straddling his legs. Mark’s cock was pointed at her opening, so Jessica reached down and looked back towards Fernando as she guided it into her warm wet hole.

Jessica grunted as she slid down onto his long hard cock and slid her hands over Mark’s body. She held him all the way inside her for a moment before rising her ass back to thrust her pelvis back down on him again. She rocked her hips onto him when he was balls deep, and then raised her hips back up before starting over. Mark began to thrust his hips into her pussy from below at a rapid pace.

“Oh, yeah.” Jessica moaned. “Yes! Fuck my pussy white boy! Oh Fernando, it’s so good. He’s so good.”

“Looks good from here.” Her husband responded. Mark could hear his zipper opening accompanied by his hoarse voice. “You look so hot, my wife. So hot.”

Mark wasn’t paying much attention to him, but got the impression that Fernando was watching them while jacking off on the front seat.

Jessica began to bounce on Mark as he leaned down to kiss her breasts. Her cunt was tight and slick, Mark didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold it in. She continued to ride him, sinking his cock all the way into her pussy. Her hips grinded forward when she was fully seated, rocking herself back and forth before she rose back up again. Her welcoming cunt clung to him each time his dick withdrew. Jessica leaned her head down to focus her vision on his rod as it worked in and out of her.

Fernando was panting loudly, still complimenting his wife on her beauty. His wife kept moaning and say loudly “It’s so good! I’m fucking him Fernando, I’m fucking him, Ohhh… I don’t want to stop.”

They began moving faster with each other, grinding harder against each other’s hips. She flung her head about as she continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her as her hands went down to his to his chest. Mark reached up and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it as she rode aggressively on his dick, her hot tight pussy sending sensations over his body. Her pussy constricted around his dick as Jessica started increasing her rhythm, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt with each bounce, fucking herself on his cock. Mark was determined to not come before she did and decided to change their position.

He grabbed her by her ass and stood up off the seat. Her feet caught herself on the floor as his cock slipped away from her pussy.

“I’m gonna fuck you from behind.”

“Oh god yes, as long as my husband can see you fuck me.” She replied.

Jessica got down on the floor board on all fours and turned to the side so Fernando could see them both. Jessica propped herself up on her hands and stuck out her ass to get into position. Mark poised his cock at her opening and swiped his dick across her pussy lips several times before slamming his cock back into her. Jessica threw her head back and moaned as he slid in, filling her tight little hole.

“OHH YES! He fucking me doggy style Fernando.” She screamed out. “His dick is pounding me.

“Oh god yes, you look so beautiful getting fucked like that Baby.” Fernando was breathing rapidly, he was on the verge of cumming.

Mark moved his hands to her hips and began thrusting into her in a constant rhythm. It gave him a perfect amount of leverage as he repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as Mark’s cock stroked powerfully away. He looked down and his massive organ filled his vision as it moved below, thrusting in and out of this stranger’s vagina, her labia swelled and clung to him as he withdrew. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped against her clit. Mark could feel her clasping cunt beginning to swell, she was also approaching orgasm.

But the first one to cum wasn’t Mark or Jessica, in fact, it was Fernando. He grunted loudly a few times as he did. Mark continued to work his cock back and forth into Jessica for a few more moments until her pussy began to spasm around him.

“OHH god yes!” She cried out. “I’m cumming Fernando! Oh yes! I’m cumming so hard. OHHHH!”

She shuddered once, then twice and finally a third time. Before her orgasm subsided, Mark began to cum. He quickened his rhythm, wanting to have the most stimuli to increases the euphoria of his orgasm. Mark groaned loudly as he shot a ribbon of cum inside Jessica, bursting like a geyser. He buried himself balls deep as he unloaded everything in his balls until he spent.

“That was really nice.” Fernando said. Mark heard the sound of his zipper coming up, closing the crotch of his pants. “You did a great job Mark.”

Mark couldn’t believe what had just happened and pulled his cock out of Jessica as soon as he could. He rushed to get his clothes on, his head still reeling, worrying that someone may have seen them, or if he still had a job, or worse yet, what Fernando was going to do next?

“Yeah that was really good Mark.” Jessica muttered. “Thanks for carrying all those bags and boxes to the van for me.”

‘Um… I… yeah, no problem, just doing my… duty?” He replied, finding his work shirt, and putting it back on. “Do… you… guys do this often?”

“Don’t ask questions.” Fernando answered flatly.

“Yes, please don’t ask, just accept it for what it is.” Jessica said, straightening her halter.

“Now you take it easy now Mark.” Fernando said as he gestured to the minivan’s sliding door.

Mark took it as his cue to leave the vehicle and opened the door and steped out into the parking lot. Jessica got in the front seat of the van and started sliding on her shorts. Fernando started the vehicle and pulled away, leaving Mark alone and confused at the far end of the parking lot.

He walked back to the store, being afraid that he was going to get fired immediately when he showed his. It turned out that no one noticed that he was even gone to begin with. After some time, he began to wonder if what had even happened was even real in the first place. What if he had just day dreamed it staring at the checkout line. Mark kept looking to the doors hoping that Jessica would show up again, but she never did.


Wife Watch: Case #002

[image: ]

Cammy walked the pathway out of her apartment complex and down to the parking lot. She opened the door to her Beemer and got in. She reached over into the back seat and grabbed her leather gym bag that she had packed earlier that day. She quickly looked around just to make sure no one was around or watching. But there was someone watching, her husband Trevor was in the shadows peeking around a corner wondering what she was up to.

She must have assured herself that she wasn’t being watched, his wife stripped off her top, unbuttoned her jeans and slid them off and over her feet. She was tiny and slim, about 5 feet tall. While her features were white, she had higher cheekbones and stunning emerald green eyes that paired well with her shoulder length blonde hair. Her breasts were a lovely 34b.

Trevor’s wife weighed 105 pounds, her tummy was just as flat as it was when she was a teen. She pulled off her polyester panties revealing the carefully shaved hair between her legs and her cute butt which herself, her husband, and everyone thought was her best feature.

Moments before when she was in her apartment, Trevor asleep on the couch with game still on. As was his usual nightly routine.

“Trevor….” she had said. Lightly shaking him awake.

He remembered opening his eyes and he looking up angrily at her for being woken up.

“What?”

“I’m going to meet up with a business lead. It could take while so don’t wait up because I could run a bit late.” As a small business owner meeting like this happened often. But lately, it was happening quite a bit more than usual he thought.

He acted like didn’t seem to care, and played it off like he was more concerned with what was happening on the television screen. “Okay, hun. Take the Beemer though, the Jetta doesn’t have full coverage.” He had said to her, his head falling back onto the armrest again.

Cammy smiled at him. But somehow Trevor had a feeling that she wasn’t going to be careful.

They had been married for some time now, about four years. They were nice to each other, and each of them made good money. But lately something had gone missing. Something that created a growling hole between them. Their love life had become rather boring. When they had meet as freshmen in college they would fuck and make love three sometimes four times a day. But now, the candle didn’t burn as bright. Despite his efforts to fix it, she had become pretty unwilling to satisfy his needs for sex. This led Trevor back to the decision he had just made. If his wife was not going to fulfill and satisfy his needs, he needed to find out what she was doing with her time to fulfill hers and decided to follow her.

Trevor watched from a distance as she quickly pulled clothes from the bag. From this distance he couldn’t tell what outfit she was choosing, but he did see her put on pink low cut tube top. Definitely not something she would wear to a business meeting. Cammy shuffled around in the front seat, obviously removing her jeans and replacing them with something else. She pulled down the sun visor, flipped down the vanity mirror and quickly did her makeup, applying lip gloss and eyeliner. Satisfied with her face she started his Beemer and left the parking lot.

Trevor pulled out his phone and brought up a phone app. He had one that would track the location of his car. While it was designed to find your car if you forgot where you had parked, it had a wide range and you could track down your car if it was stolen. With the app up and tracking the GPS location of the Beemer, he got into the Jetta to follow her.

He mounted his phone to the GPS mount on his dash and drove into the city and into the downtown area. Trevor follow the read out until he saw the Beemer parked on a side street. He quickly turned in the opposite direction, circled back and parked a block away from her, the BMW still in his view.

Confidently, his wife opened the door to the car and stepped out. She was wearing a tight black spandex mini skirt to cover her pert ass and the pink tube top showed off her pierced navel. Clear high heeled platform shoes completed the outfit. His wife looked like a complete whore, her outfit spoke to him and every guy in view saying “Fuck me.” His wife must have been satisfied with her slutty look so she slowly walked down the street past a gentlemen’s club and turned a corner. Trevor put on a pair of aviator sunglasses and pulled his sweater hood to cover his head. He then exited his car and locked the doors, deciding to follow on foot to see where she went.

As he rounded the corner from the far side of the street he could see his wife passing the XXX theater. The window displays invited the general public with private shows, half naked girls, and the weeks latest high budget porn. It seemed like she was rather tempted to check it out, pausing at the theater doors for moment. However, she carried on past it, deciding to keep to whatever plan she had for the night.

She continued to walk down the street to what seemed like her final destination. An area Trevor knew had a trashy reputation. And with all the hookers and prostitutes that he saw confirmed it. He quickened his pace on the far side of the street to catch up. Some of the other girls threw a look in his direction and smiled at him.

“Hey handsome…Does the unabomber want a good time?” One said to him. Trevor acted as if he was deaf and kept walking by, laughing inward as he realized he did look an awful like the artist sketch of the famous criminal from the nineties.

Trevor found a spot in the shadows of a recessed building entry, keeping a watchful eye on his wife. Cammy was also hiding in the shadow of a building, just standing quietly watching the hookers as if she was trying to learn something. The whole scene played out just as the stories and movies had, cars would pull up and a girl or two would walk to the passenger window and talk to the driver. Most of the time the drivers would slowly drive off, or maybe the hooker thought something didn’t sit right or the john chickened out. But sometimes, the girl would open the door and get in.

Trevor and his wife watched intently as the girls worked their trade until finally Cammy came out of her hiding spot and started walking up the street. She swayed her ass a bit trying to draw attention to it in her skin tight mini skirt. She definitely had a leg up on the competition. She was younger than most, prettier than most, certainly thinner than most, and better dressed than most.

Trevor’s mind raced - how long had she been doing this? Was this her first time? By her seeming reluctance in the shadows it most likely was her first, but he couldn’t be for sure. What drove her to this extreme? Obviously, he couldn’t fulfill her desires, and she now was posing as hooker. It must be his fault and he felt a wave of guilt wash over him as he watched his now slut wife walk the streets.

She paused at a corner and waited for the crosswalk to turn. A Mercedes coupe slowly drove by. He could see from his view that the driver was checking her out. She made eye contact with him, only for a second, but he continued past her and made a left turn. A minute later, they saw him coming back. He must have made a u-turn. He drove towards her, this time pulling up to the curb and stopping. Trevor paced down the street to catch up to her.

The passenger window rolled down and Cammy approached the passenger door, and leaned on it with her arms, pushing her chest forward to let him see her cleavage poke out from over her tube top. She asked him something through the open window, but he was too far away and couldn’t hear their conversation. As he got closer he got a closer look of the man, he looked to be about 40. Trevor could see his lips moving and was starting to get close enough to put together their conversation. He decided he would walk by and pass them slowly to be able to hear them.

“You a cop?” He heard the guy say.

“No… why? Are you?” replied Cammy. His wife sounded like she had never had a conversation like this and was stammering slightly, a lack of confidence showed through in her tone.

The man laughed, Trevor heard the click of the shifter as he placed the car in park. “Why don’t you climb in and see if this feels like a cop’s dick?”

Trevor was surprised to hear the man was being so forward. But what did he expect, men can be really aggressive when they are horny. Trevor was moving out of earshot but was able to hear a few more sentences.

“I’ll just take your word for it. Wanna party?” His wife said.

“I do! Hop on in,” said the man.

Trevor rounded the corner and looked back briefly and angrily looked back at his wife. Cammy opened the passenger door, and sat down into the leather seat. Their conversation continued and the man laughed. It seemed as he reached out and took her hand. But by the way her arm reached across, it was likely he had guided it to his crotch. Trevor wished he could read lips because their conversation continued, from his view point he could see his wife’s arm busy between his legs.

The man throttled his Mercedes and drove off with his wife in the passenger seat. Trevor quickly fished out his phone from his pocket and started the tracking app. This time he changed the setting to his wife’s phone, enabling him to locate where they went. He ran back to his Jetta and started the engine. Trevor followed the GPS of his wife’s phone to parking garage. Luckily, there was a second garage next door so he decided he would park there and walk over to theirs. Both garages were the standard concrete open to air ones you’d find in every major city. Trevor parked and got out of the car and walked the edge of the lot looking through the open gaps on the third floor into the neighboring structure.

He couldn’t believe his luck when he found his car parked near one of the gaps in the concrete one level down from his vantage point. His wife and her John were visible through the windshield from the chest down. It was the perfect spot to witness his wife’s adultery. Trevor brought out his phone and started the camera, he had to collect evidence in case he ever wanted to confront her.

He saw his wife lean forward and smile at the man. She then spoke but Trevor couldn’t hear. The man then placed some bills on the dash but his wife held out her palm and waved the cash away. It obvious that she didn’t care about the money, and she didn’t want to waste time but instead to just get down to what she really wanted. This startled Trevor, realizing that his wife was just posing a prostitute to get her way.

She climbed up on her knees on the leather seat, smiled, yanked at his belt and said something. The man began assisting her, Trevor could see him lifting his ass off the seat so his wife could pull his pants over his ass. His penis bounced out and slapped into Cammy’s hand as he pulled his pants and shorts down to his ankles. He then spread his legs slightly and leaned back against the seat.

From Trevor’s vantage point the man’s cock was large and stiff, perhaps seven inches long, and quite thick. “Well at least the guy didn’t get cheated” he thought. Cammy leaned in toward his cock, stuck out her tongue, and slowly licked the head, encircling it and getting it wet with her saliva. As he was watched, Trevor knew Cammy had always to prided in herself on her cock-sucking skills. Trevor had always complimented her on her talents in this area. She could always get him off quickly. Without anything further, she slid her lips down over the head and engulfed the man’s cock in her mouth, her lips gliding down the smooth shaft, twisting her head slightly as he descended.

Trevor was stunned as his wife kept her mouth tightly circled around his dick, her head moved up and down slowly nursing on his cock. Her mouth must have filled with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him. Trevor could feel himself getting hard at the sight of his wife sucking another man’s dick. While he felt majorly betrayed by the whole ordeal, there was an erotic factor that made him flush with arousal.

After a minute or two, she raised her head, and let his cock slip out from between her lips and spoke to him, then slid her mouth around the shaft again, circling the girth as she resumed a steady, hypnotic pace.

“God damn girl. This is one of the best blowjobs I’ve had all year.” The man panted. He must have had the window down because Trevor was able to hear him clearly. His wife’s right hand crept up between his legs and she began to tease and caress his heavy balls with her fingers. His right hand slid into her silky blonde hair, lightly guiding her head as it serviced his hard, flexing penis. Trevor held the phone up and continued to record the action, he began to run his hand over his own cock through the fabric in his jeans.

Cammy maintained the same incessant slow rhythm. She was sucking the man hungrily now, obviously lost in the joy this random stranger’s big cock filling her mouth. Seemed as if the man was holding back as long as he could, visibly squirming to the sensations of her lovely cock-sucking, but Trevor knew that her eager mouth would slowly began to get the better of him. Trevor’s own cock began to tremble as he imagined this man’s hot, thick sperm flooding her suctioning mouth. She raised her head again, his penis slipping from her mouth, and stroked it wetly with her fingers as she murmured something to him. Trevor wished he could read lips to know exactly what she had said but he had a very good idea. If he didn’t know any better she was asking him to cum for her. His wife then plunged her lips down the shaft again, deep throating him, sucking his whole length of his cock until her lips were wrapped around the base of the man’s cock.

Cammy continued to bob her head furiously on his cock until the man’s forearms visibly tensed and his fingers straightened on the steering wheel. His wife bobbing immediately stopped but she still had her head buried on his dick. ”AHHOHHHHHHHHFUCKYEAHHHH!!!” he cried out loudly enough from Trevor to hear. The man was pumping spurt after spurt of cum into his wife’s mouth. Trevor could see her arm moving between his legs, her fingers were most likely caressing his balls as he spewed in her mouth, fondling and squeezing them as they emptied themselves.

Trevor felt his own balls spasm and he caught a breath in his throat as he shot a single wad against his boxer shorts. His own dick began to leak and he looked down at his crotch, the wetness from his come was visible. While the whole scene the unfolded before him initially had upset him greatly, something inside him came to life. The shame of being cheated on and cucked before his very eyes actually got him off without him having to even touch himself. It reminded him of his very first orgasm as a teenager, he didn’t understand why it happened but he enjoyed it immensely.

Trevor looked back down to the neighboring parking garage to where the real action was taking place. Cammy still had her head in his lap, waiting until she was sure the was finished ejaculating. Her mouth still slowly moving up and down the shaft, his penis bathed with the sperm she held in her mouth. Finally, she raised her head off his cock, trying not to lose any more of his cum. Then she looked up at the stranger and smiled, Trevor could see her lower lip had a pearly with a dollop of the man’s semen. She kept eye contact as she tilted her head and quietly swallowed. Trevor was shocked. He thought Cammy only swallowed for him, her husband, but that was now a lie.

The man pulled his pants up and Cammy settled into the passenger seat. They spoke and laughed for a minute before the john started the Mercedes and pulled out of the parking spot. Trevor made sure the video saved and turned off the camera, switching it back to the GPS tracking and made his way back to his Jetta. He mounted his phone to the dash and reviewed the data. From what he could gather is that the man was driving back to where he had picked her up. Trevor started the car and drove back to the block where he had parked before and then set out on foot to the same corner, being sure to kite along the shadows to remain out of sight.

When he approached the avenue with all the hookers he saw his wife back to her spot on the sidewalk where she had picked up the man in the Mercedes. Trevor ducked into an entry way of a building again to remain unnoticed. Out of the corner of his eye, Trevor noticed a police patrol car passing his location. It slowly passed him by and turned on the corner where his wife was standing. Trevor watched as Cammy decided walk casually away, as if she was doing nothing wrong. Trevor’s heart beat rose sharply as the cop car seemed creep by his wife. ‘Oh shit’ Trevor thought. His wife is going to get busted, Trevor’s heart was beating out of his chest. He pulled out his phone and was about to call Cammy and tell her to get the fuck out but the cop just slowly drove by.

“Phew,” Trevor murmured a sigh of relief and his heart rate began to slow back down. Cammy must have walked out of view as he was looking at his phone, but a minute later she was back at the same spot, she must have circled the block. She leaned up against a light pole as the traffic passed and lit up a cigarette. ‘She smokes too?’ Trevor thought. His wife never smoked always saying it was a nasty habit. While this was just another lie, it was the least of his concerns.

He quietly watched her and another car pulled over to talk to Cammy. This time it was a younger guy, probably a college student in an old four door Honda. His wife leaned in to the window and Trevor could clearly see them speaking. She eventually got in his car and they drove. Trevor followed them on foot, at first he thought he go back to his car but after checking his GPS tracking he found that they were only going down the street and parking in an alleyway. When he got to their location, his wife was straddling the young guy in the front seat and riding him with the seat reclined. Trevor crouched behind an air conditioning unit watched from a short distance. His wife continued to bounce on his cock, her pacing quickening as she held on to the ceiling handle. Trevor’s cock began to rise with excitement as another stranger’s cock filled his wife’s body, but this time in her pussy. Cammy threw her head back as she had climaxed; Trevor noticed Cammy had broken off the ceiling handle as she came. Her orgasm must have subsided and they finished up. Trevor ducked back into his hiding spot as Cammy got out of the guy’s cars.

“Thanks handsome!” She said and closed the door.

She began walking down the empty alley towards the opposite end. Trevor followed a fair distance behind. She seemed to be heading back towards where she had parked as if she was planning on heading home. But as she rounded the next corner a police cruiser pulled up. She started to walk away, but a large middle-aged cop got out and told her to stop. The police office was quite big, at least six and a halkf feet tall with massive muscles. Trevor thought the guy could easily be mistaken for a pro wrestler. The cop walked over to her and grabbed his wife roughly by the forearm.

“Get in the car!” he demanded, opening the back door and shoving her inside. Her little body flew in like he was handling a rag doll.

Trevor knew he had to do something, he started running toward the cop car, maybe he’d attempt talk him out of taking her to the precinct, at least show that he still supported his wife. Even through her adulterous behavior, he still loved her and she didn’t deserve to go to jail. But by the time he arrived, the patrol car had already was pulling away.

“Busted!” Trevor screamed to himself. “Fuck!” Frantically, he tried to think of a way out of this, it was out of his hands though, she had been arrested and he would have bail her out of jail. He began to think rationally about what just happened, it wasn’t a normal arrest. The officer didn’t flash his lights or sound a siren. The arrest happened so fast that he never even told her what she was doing wrong, nor did he ask any questions, or pat her down for weapons, let alone read any Miranda rights. Something just didn’t sit right.

Trevor pulled out his phone again, looking to the GPS. He had seen the cop had let her keep her purse on so he would be able to track them. As her pulled up the app he found that they were driving in the opposite direction from the county jail and they were pulling into the same parking garage from earlier in the night. Cammy may have talked herself out of it, or maybe worse - the cop was going to have his way with her whether she wanted it or not. Trevor ran frantically down the sidewalk, it was some little ways away and by time the time he got there he was short winded. He found the stairwell entry and went inside. Trevor looked through every doorway to into the parking lot to see if the patrol car was present, taking his time to open each one slowly to not make anyone else aware he was looking. He didn’t want to be seen, Trevor wanted to keep an element of surprise if he was going to be able to help her. He did this until he made it to the 4th floor and he cracked on the door quietly to remain unnoticed. He saw the patrol car parked in the center of the lot, about eighty feet away, there were no other cars on this level of the garage.

The cop exited out driver’s door, his massive frame was disproportionate to the car itself. The sheer size of the man made Trevor freeze in panic, a bead of sweat rolled down his forehead, and like a cowardly voyeur, he couldn’t do anything but stand there and watch. The hulking man walked around the vehicle to the rear door and opened it. “Get the fuck out of the car!” he demanded, Cammy slowly emerged from the back of the car. The cop took her arm and led her to the rear of the car, and then roughly bent her over the trunk.

“Now listen the fuck up you little cunt. I know you’re hooking, and I could take you to county and throw you in the lockup. I can do that at any time if I want. Just keep that in mind.”

“Please don’t take me to jail,” Cammy pleaded.

“I have an understanding with all the sluts on my beat. They take care of me, and I don’t fuck up their action. Understand?” The implication in his words was obvious, and Trevor didn’t need a power point presentation to understand.

“Why, uh…yes.” said Cammy hesitantly, a fearful tone in her voice. Trevor afraid of what this power abusive asshole was going to demand of her. And yet, somewhere, deep in the depths of his consciousness, Trevor felt a growing excitement. He saw his wife close her eyes as her face and pressed against her cheek against the trunk, Trevor was shocked when he saw her grin. The sheer obscenity of the scene slammed through Trevor’s mind. She had wanted to be a whore, and now she was going to be treated like the cheapest slut in the city.

Without anything further, the cop yanked up her miniskirt, and pulled her panties down over her ass, leaving them stretched between her thighs. Then he opened his fly and dragged out his thick massive cock, already erect. Trevor had never seen a dick that big in real life. The man must have easily been 10 inches long and without a word, he pushed her face into the trunk lid and jammed his prick into her tight pussy.

“Oh!” Grunted Cammy and her eyes slammed open wide as he violently sank his massive member into her. Aggressively, the cop began to pump his cock in and out, slamming her body against the car so hard that it lifted his wife’s feet off the ground.

Even with how absurd it seemed, Trevor liked the look of her pussy tight around the cops bare dick, and hoped he would spew his load into her and really make her feel it. She deserved this, this is what she was silently asking for. He drove into her again and again, thrusting so hard that her firm ass cheeks shook with each thrust into her defenseless pussy.

He leaned over into her ear. “Take this mother fucking dick, bitch!” He shouted.

He moved his hands from her hips and switched his grip, placing his hands on her ass cheeks. He cupped each one from the sides so they plumped up nicely as he repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as the cop’s thick hard cock tore her tight cunt apart with hard, painfully deep thrusts, his balls slapped unceasingly against her tiny clit.

Trevor was losing himself in the brutal fucking his wife was receiving. He was still frozen in fear but his own cock began to swell and his balls began to churn, he was going to come again without even having to be touched. And by the looks of his wife she was enjoying it as well. She wanted to be viciously fucked like this. Trevor saw her body respond, and writhed back against his pounding cock.

He heard her voice shout words that he would have never imagined ever emerging from his wife’s mouth. “Oh yeeea!! UHH!!! UHHH! Yes. Yes.YESSS!!!! FUCK ME FUCKING HARD YOU FUCKING DIRTY FUCKING PIG BASTARD! FUCK MY FUCKING PUSSY YOU PIECE OF SHIT!!!”

Trevor’s felt his balls contract at her vulgar words and he began to cum in pants. His wife was loving it! He felt globs of his own jizz run down the inside of his leg, staining through his pants. The cop was jamming his dick all the way into her eagerly gripping cunt and the police office threw his head back and shouted. “IM FUCKING CUMMING NOW WHORE! TAKE MY LOAD, YOU FILTHY FUCKING SLUT!!!”

Trevor watched as his cock swelled ominously and he began spurting a huge amount of cum into her abused cunt, his big balls emptying themselves even as her body convulsed from the onset of her own orgasm.

“OHGODDDDYESSSS, GIVE IT TO ME!!! I’M CUMMMIIIINNNNNNNGGGG!!!” Cammy screamed. Her pussy was spasming around his massive, tightening around his spurting cock and milking the cops dick it of it’s hot, thick contents.

A moment later, it was all over. He slid his now-limp dick out of her, wiped the lingering cum on her smooth ass cheek, slipped it back in his pants and zipped them up.

“No wonder you’re a fucking whore,” The cop said. “You love fucking too much.”

Then he pushed her off the car trunk onto the pavement like a rag doll. Trevor watched her as she lay there, breathing heavily, sperm oozing from her withering cunt as the cop casually got in his car and drove away. His wife just laid there, still trembling from the carnal fury of her climax. Finally, Trevor pulled himself together, and walked unsteadily to his wife. It had been a long night, and he had learned a lot. Trevor had gone from completely pissed off to wild turned on. It was the most erotic experience he had ever had in his life.

He walked within her vision knelt down next to her. Startled, Cammy’s eyes opened wide in surprise.

“Tre… Trevor?” She stammered. Her look obviously mortified as she realized the Trevor had seen what just happened.

“Shhh. You’ll be ok, I got you.” He reached down and picked her up in his arms and tenderly carried her toward the exit.

“D, d, did you see that?” She asked.

“I’ve been following you all night.” He replied, looking into her eyes. They were tied and defeated. Trevor smiled at her “And strangely enough, I may have enjoyed it as much as you did.”


Wife Watch: Case #003
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Brandon and Stacey had been married for about five years. He worked long hours as an electrician while his wife had a gig as a hairdresser, probably clocking in about 20 hours a week. Stacey was constantly watching television and was a huge fan of several shows. Brandon never cared much about her shows and preferred sports but Stacey was interested in every single way. She constantly talking about the stars of the shows, comparing her husband to them, making sure that he knew where he did not measure up.

Brandon came home from work one afternoon and Stacey was waiting for him at the front door. He was surprised because this was something that she had never done before and the look of excitement on her face gave Brandon the impression that something was up.

“What are you so excited about hun?” He asked.

“Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh!” her tone squeaking with excitement. “You know David from the show, Mystical?”

Brandon knew what she was talking about. Stacey would watch the show on a binge. It was about two men and their adventures with the occult. The two actors that played the parts were constantly on newsstand magazine covers and were the heart throb dreamboats of women young and old. Brandon only liked the show because the 68 Camaro that they constantly drove, plus the actresses were easy on the eyes.

“Mmhmm.” Brandon answered without a hint of interest. He just walked past her and into the kitchen toward the fridge. Stacey followed him, she was practically skipping with hysteria.

“Well he’s going to be in town signing autographs and collecting money for his new charity! Oh my god, I have to go, he’s such a stud!” She exclaimed, talking miles a minute and waving her hands at her face as if she was about to faint. “He such a sweet guy, trying to help the youth of local communities. I can’t wait to finally see him in person!”

Brandon grabbed a beer and looked up at her. He couldn’t care less.

“Cool.” He responded before going to the couch and putting on a game.

“Fuck yes it is! Oh my god what am I going to wear?” She asked but Brandon wasn’t listening, he had already missed the first quarter of the game and was listening to the recap.

She continued. “I have to go shopping!” She grabbed her keys and headed to the door.

“See ya hun.” Brandon said as the door was closing shut.

For the next week or so Stacey was in a frenzy, happily getting herself ready to meet her favorite actor in person. Brandon noticed she had gotten her hair and nails done, spent time at the tanning salon, all to look good for just one moment when she would hand the guy some photo and have him sign it. She would probably have enough time to say one sentence or question. It was ridiculous in his mind. But she was excited so he wasn’t going to crush her hopes down over it. He’d let the actor do that for him, and then she’d realize that it was all for nothing. Hopefully she put some real hours into work and earn back all his money she had spent on this event.

Finally, the day when he was in town arrived. Stacey spent hours locked away in the bathroom doing her make-up and getting everything perfectly the way she wanted it. At last she emerged from the room and Stacey looked incredible.

She was wearing a sexy red dress that was cut out along the shoulders and in the middle of her breasts, showing more than enough cleavage from her C cup breasts. Her feet were in a pair black high heels that made her as tall as her husband and displayed her long sweeping legs wearing silky stockings, the lacey tops just barely hidden by the edge of her skirt. Her dress was tight across her sexy ass. A little too tight Brandon realized, as he noticed there were no panty lines to be seen.

“How do I look?” She asked.

“Damn, you look… amazing.” He responded. “I can see you spent a lot of time on this, but don’t you think this is too much though?”

“Pfft!” She rolled her eyes. “Don’t be dick and rain on my parade. It is not every day that I get to meet my favorite actor and I want to look my best.” Stacey grabbed her purse.

“Well why don’t you be at your best and come to my friend’s house and watch the double header with us tonight?” He knew she would say no but she looked so good he had to show her off to his buddies. But secretly, he was a little irritated that she was going out in public looking the way she did.

“You’re crazy, I’ve been planning this since I heard about it.” She answered as she started toward the door.

“Have a good time I guess.” The tone of his annoyance ringing through in his voice. “You still going to pick me up from Reggie’s?” He was referring to his friend place where he was going to watch the game. He always drank when he was with his buddies and didn’t want to drive intoxicated.

“Why don’t you just stay the night?”

“Well, I suppose but his couch kinda sucks to sleep on. I’d prefer if you picked me up.”

“Just stay the night there, I’m going to his club appearance after the charity drive.”

“Ok, fine.” Brandon gave in and Stacey was already making her way to the door. “Have a good night.” The annoyance rang through in his voice. This time it was her that wasn’t listening.

“Goodnight.” And with that the door closed behind her.

Brandon waited around for an hour until his friend picked him up. They started having beers and watching the ballgame. Brandon kept thinking about how provocatively she was dressed and how she was so concerned with meeting this actor. Brandon didn’t understand why she hadn’t realized she had pushed things a little too far, if not gone completely overboard. He was starting to get worried and decided to give her a call on her cell. There was no answer.

Brandon couldn’t stop thinking about how his wife was dressed and how she was acting about this hot famous actor. He was pretty sure, as sexy as she is, that any guy would have taken the opportunity to seduce her, if given the chance. He washed the mistrust out of his mind about the situation and decided to enjoy the game with his friends. An hour later or so the it started raining where the game was being hosted so they called a rainout mid-way through the second game. His friends decided to start some poker and cigars to end the night but he didn’t like smoke nor had any money his was willing to gamble, so he called a cab to take him home.

When he arrived at his house he noticed there was a limousine parked out front but Stacey’s car was nowhere to be seen. He was about to get out of the car when he noticed Stacey get out of the limo with a tall handsome man that he recognized. He couldn’t believe his eyes, it was the movie star that had consumed the last few weeks of Stacey’s life. Brandon was shocked and was frozen for a moment while trying to consider what to do.

“Oh wow is that David from Mystical?” The cab driver asked.

“Yes,” In that moment Brandon made his decision. “Actually, can you just drop me off at the corner store up the street?”

Brandon decided he would get dropped of store then walk back to the house. He would slip into the spare bedroom where he had a laptop linked up to his security system. He would just lock the door and listen in on his headphones to keep quiet. He had the ability to watch the entire house on his color security cameras. Maybe he could keep the footage to sell it some tabloid or celebrity news shows and make a killing.

He knew that his wife didn’t realize what she was getting herself into. By the look of this celebrity’s face he was definitely going to assume that she was trying to get him alone. He knew that his wife wasn’t the type to cheat normally; but as he thought about, walking back to house, he began to think otherwise. He knew he couldn’t just leave her alone with this guy, if things started to get out of hand while he was recording, he would just run in and ruin the fun.

Brandon jumped the fence into the side yard and made his way to the sliding glass door to the spare room. He found his laptop and powered it on. When he pulled up the cameras he saw that they were just inside the front door. They were pressing up against each other kissing. They didn’t even make it even five feet in the house before they started making out.

David had Stacey pushed up against the door. Brandon almost bolted down the hallway but saw Stacey put her arms around him and kiss him passionately. Brandon couldn’t believe that she was letting David kiss her, and in their own house to make it worse, but she was kissing him back. Brandon’s thought began to flood with jealousy and he wanted to get up and go to the door, but just then he froze in fear. He couldn’t make himself intervene, David was much taller and stronger than Brandon, he would surely leave in an ambulance if there was a fight. Even if Davis had a leg up in the strength department, he couldn’t get over the numbing anxiety that rained down on his thoughts. All he could do is sit alone in the spare room and stare at the computer screen like a coward that couldn’t protect what was rightfully his.

They kissed for quite a while before he swept Stacey up in his arms as if she was nothing. He slowly carried her into the living room. He sat down in Brandon’s favorite recliner and sat her down in his lap. Stacy’s dress was pushed up so that her bare ass was sitting squarely on his lap.

“So, Stacey…” He heard him ask. David had a smooth tone to voice. He often took voice-over parts when not working the television show. Stacey would often comment on his voice being able to make her clitoris quiver. “Where’s your husband at?”

A shocked look spread over her face. “Umm… my husband?”

“Yeah, your husband.” He responded. “While I was signing autographs, I noticed you had taking your wedding ring off and put it in your purse.”

“I was hoping you wouldn’t see that.” She giggled lightly trying to laugh away the seriousness of the situation. “I thought you weren’t looking.”

He grabbed her ass. “With a body like this, I think everyone was noticing your every move.” He said. “So, is your husband around?”

Stacey blushed. “He is out watching the game and drinking with his buddies. He won’t be coming home tonight.” She leaned back in and they started kissing again. Their hands caressed over each other’s bodies. David’s hands went to Stacey’s breasts and he firmly grasped them through her dress.

He smoothed his hands along her back and then down again to her ass. “You know that I’m going to fuck you, right?” David asked her.

Stacey hung her head for a moment before looking back into his eyes. She swung her arms around his neck before she answered. “Yes, I know you are going to fuck me. And not just fuck me, but ravage me. I want you to. In fact, it’s all I’ve been thinking about for the last few weeks.”

“Well then,” He told her. “Since you’ve had such a long time to prepare, why don’t you get started and show me what you planned for me?” David slipped her off his lap and onto the floor so that she was kneeling between his legs. She looked up at him in hesitation.

“What are you waiting for? Congress to pass a law? Pull it out!” He demanded.

Brandon watched in awe as Stacey reached forward to unhooked his belt. Stacey’s body was shaking from excitement, telling Brandon through her body language as he watched that she wanted David more than she had ever wanted him. Her hands were trembling from nervousness as she unzipped his pants. She reached into his fly and pulled out David’s massive cock. Stacey’s mouth dropped open and gasped her eyes shot open wide. He was so much bigger than Brandon, at least ten inches long and quite thick. Stacey couldn’t even get her hand completely around it.

“Wow, you’re so big.” Stacey stammered. “I have no idea how I’ll be able to handle something so huge.”

“Pfft, don’t worry.” He replied. “You’ll handle it all and you’re going to love every single inch of it!”

Stacey licked at her lips and bowed forward. She extended her tongue and licked at his head for several moments before running it down the length of his shaft to his balls. Brandon watched as she slid her tongue against his balls. She sucked on each one with her eager mouth and let them pop out. Stacy then sucked along the sides of his hard cock and worked her way up his crown. She stroked him briefly with one hand before sliding her lips over his head. Stacey took as much of his huge member in her mouth as she could possibly force in. She began to slowly bob on his cock, keeping her eyes locked on his. She hummed out happily as she stroked his shaft with one hand and fondled his balls with the other.

Brandon wanted to do something, to stop his wife, but his mind was still reeling and he felt helplessly out of control of himself and the situation. Stacey rarely blew Brandon. But when she did it always good. He usually had to restrain himself to keep from cumming in her mouth. But the way she was sucking David’s cock shocked him, she was doing it with much more enthusiasm than she had ever done with Brandon.

David groaned as Stacey continued to service his cock while he sat in his Brandon’s chair. Brandon couldn’t believe what he was seeing, she was taking this celeb’s cock deep into her mouth. It must have been hitting up against her throat because he could hear her choking on it. But like a champion, she kept bobbing down deeper and deeper with each slow stroke, taking well over half of his length into her mouth.

“You’re quite the cute little cock sucker.” David said. “Why don’t you take it off and give me a quick little strip. I want to see my new little whore’s body.”

Stacey stood up and started strutting around the room her high heels. She kept her eyes fixated on him as she turned her body slowly but whipped her head around quickly to keep the gaze locked. Stacey sexily rocked her hips in a figure eight. She turned away from him and kept her hips rocking slowly. She looked back and flashed David a naughty smile as her arms went to the hem of her dress and slowly removed it over her head. With his up and down gaze he took in her all in, finally focusing upon the lacy bra held up her amazing tits. The top half of her body looked amazing. She had a flat smooth stomach and her naval was indented with perfection. A garter belt linked to her stockings and she had on a sexy g-string that matched her bra.

Stacey continued to work her body, licking her lips, and moving around the room in her sultry dance. She tossed her hair back and looked up at the ceiling as she rubbed her impressive tits through her bra. She backed up to a wall and slid up and down on it in place of a pole, all the while caressing her body. She spread her knees on the way back up and her hand went to her

crotch. She rubbed herself through the silken material and blew David a kiss. Brandon continued to watch from the other room. She had never given him a strip tease before. It angered him that this celeb was able to get things from her that he had never enjoyed.

“Nice, now where’s the bedroom?” He asked.

Stacey took both his hands and pulled him up from the chair. She led him down the hall and to their bedroom. Brandon switched cameras as they walked in.

“Not as nice at the bedroom at my place, but I suppose it will do to fuck you.” David said to her.

Brandon watched as David removed his clothes. Stacey’s eyes were locked on David’s cock, but it obvious that she loved his athletic, toned body just as much. She approached him and caressed her hands over his pecs and abs while kissing his chest. Stacey dropped to her knees and took his cock in her hand and began stroking him along his length. Stacey then took his cock back between her lips and slid her mouth down the shaft again. Her right hand came up between his legs and Stacey began to smooth his heavy balls with her fingers. His right hand slid into her hair, lightly guiding her head as she sucked his hard, flexing penis while tasting his pre-cum with her tongue.

“I like your blow job skills.” David told her. “But it’s time to take it.” He reached down and pulled her roughly to her feet. He pushed her on to the bed on her back.

“Spread those legs so I can fuck you, whore.” He demanded.

Obediently, Stacey spread her legs. “I love when you call me whore. My pussy is all for you.” Stacey whispered.

David laughed. “You’re mine now and I’ll fuck you however I want.” Her moved up between her legs and pushed the head of his cock up against her pussy lips. He swiped it a few times and against her labia. The size of his cock against her tiny pussy was unreal, Brandon had no clue how it would fit, but David began to thrust it in.

“AHHHH, OH MY GOD, it’s TOO BIG!” Stacey screamed, her eyes popping wide.

“Too late now, you’re going to take it, you tight little cunt.” He growled as he continued to press in.

“Oh, oh, OH, OHHH!” She moaned as David’s huge cock slipped deeper and deeper, stretching her out.

“OH fuck! It won’t even go all the way in.” She panted.

“Yes it will!” He snapped back. David continued to press in father into her wet pussy until finally, it buried completely inside of her.

“AHHH FUCK!” She screamed and tossed her head back.

“You love my cock in your pussy, don’t you bitch?” he snarled.

“Yes, YES, I love your big cock! It’s SO… MUCH… BIGGER THAN MY HUSBANDS! Fuck me, FUCK ME!” she screamed as she arched her back and pushed against him, taking his length deep inside of her. Her face clenched in pleasure as drove his cock in and out of her. David moved his hands to her hips just beneath her garter belt to get more leverage with his thrusts. Stacey looked fantastic as he began to force into her pussy below, picking up his rhythm. David stifled a groan as her vagina caressed his hard length while his cock slid back and forth with her. Stacey reached down and gently rubbed her tiny clit with her fingers as he slid in and out of her.

Brandon watched on as his wife was fucking this strange man, someone she’d never met before. Fucking him like an animal, bucking and humping him like she’d never done with her husband! Brandon was so humiliated, feeling the heat of his anger as he watched his wife letting another man fuck her. He realized that it was also turning him on. He’d never seen his wife being such a slut before and it was a huge turn on to watch her being fucked hard by this big cock. After pounding Stacey’s pussy harder and harder for at least twenty minutes, Brandon heard their breathing both becoming ragged and fast.

“oh, oh, OH, OH, OH, OH, I’m CUMMING, I’M CUMMING!!!” Brandon heard his wife scream.

She bucked her head and thrashed her body like a mad woman, pushing herself hard onto his hard cock as her body trembled through her climax. She was fucking him like mad, climaxing like he’d never seen her do before. Brandon realized that she must have always faked her orgasms with him and that this big cock was making his wife really cum for the first time since they’d been married.

“Yeah, that’s right, take my hard cock deep in that hot little pussy!” David growled.

She continued to scream out as she grinded against him again and again, until finally she collapsed beneath her lover, his wife’s worn and stretched pussy clamped down on his cock tightly, refusing to release his cock, even after she had climaxed beyond exhaustion.

“I’m going to cum, bitch.” he said as he started to pull his cock from my wife’s soaking wet cunt “Do you want it in your mouth or on your tits?”

“NO!” she demanded, wrapping her legs around him and pulling him back in. “Cum inside me, fuck your whore.”

“You want me to cum in your pussy, don’t you?”

“Yes, cum in me, I want to feel it! Shoot inside me, please, please!” Stacey begged.

David grunted, as Brandon watched him lean back into his wife with a power lunge. He began to fuck her quickly, sinking his cock all the way into her pussy. Her hips started to move back to meet his thrusts. Her cunt clinging to him each time he withdrew. Her tits bounced up and down as he sunk his cock in and out of her. Stacey lowered her chin to be able to view her cunt being impaled by his rod of flesh. “Oh yes, cum in my pussy.” she sobbed. His body tensed as he slammed his massive member back into Stacey awaiting pussy.

“ohhHHH FUCK YESSSSS!” she screamed, cumming on his cock again as he shot a rope hot cum deep into her, splashing against her cervix. Again and again David slammed his cock deep into Stacey, pumping his load deep inside of his wife. He collapsed on top of her, his body covering her completely, his huge, spent cock was still buried deep in her pussy. David rolled off her onto his side, pulling his swollen cock out of her withered pussy.

“You know I own your cunt now, don’t you whore?”

“Yes, I know…I belong to you completely” Brandon’s unbelieving ears heard his wife say.

“You will fuck anyone I tell you to fuck, any time or place I tell you to fuck them from now on, bitch!” he commanded.

“But….but…I only want…” Stacey stammered, unable to put her words in order.

“You are nothing but a slutty whore, and I own you, and you will do what I say! Do you understand, bitch?” David insisted.

Stacey hung her head as if she was in defeat, submitting to a new ruler “Yes, I’m a slutty little whore and I will do whatever you say.”

“Good! Now here are the rules.” David told her. “Don’t ever tell anyone this happened. As long as you keep this a secret, I will call you and we can do this again.”

“I would love that.” Stacey said. “I won’t tell anyone, not my husband, not my friends, not anyone.”

“If and when I call you in the future, you will drop whatever you are doing and go where I tell you. If any man ever comes to your house at any time and tells you that I sent him, you will drop to your knees and suck his cock. You will then bring him inside and let him fuck you however he wants. I may send a group of men… If that happens you will let them all bang you at the same time…” He instructed. “Do you understand my new whore?” he asked.

“Yes.” she answered numbly.

“Good.” Satisfied that she was going to keep the encounter secret, he got up and dressed himself. He didn’t say one more word to her and left out the front door. He got in his limo and drove away.

Brandon felt his cock had hardened in his pants and he decided to masturbate. He barely touched himself and he came immediately. He had always cum quickly when he had sex but this time was much different. This time he was turned on by the shame flooding through his head. He had only needed to trace his shaft with a single finger before he erupted. When he finished, Brandon sat in the dark spare room stunned for about an hour. Brandon had no idea how to handle what he had just seen and heard. He decided to pretend that he had no idea what had happened and just pretend that he knew nothing. Hopefully Stacey would do the same and everything would carry on just like before.


Wife Watch: Case #004
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Liam Dundee was always working. Constantly being dispatched by the Miami-Dade County Animal Control Services to handle calls. Sometimes it would be to get a cat out of a tree, or capture a stray dog, but usually it was fishing alligators out of pools. The trophy wives of the area would constantly be calling animal control, requesting him by name to remove whatever beast was swimming in their pool.

He was very easy on the eyes, tall with long golden brown hair, toned muscles, and rock hard six pack abs. It was hot and humid in the summer months and he would occasionally take off his shirt while working. It wasn’t exactly protocol but at the same time it wasn’t anything the public would complain about, in fact, the woman that would call and request him encouraged it. While he was working, they would prance around in their bikinis, asking him to stay for drinks while their husbands were away. They constantly asked him questions while he was working so they could hear his Australian accent. He usually kept it professional to the married ones and politely declined their invitations.

A little while back however, he had asked out a single mother after capturing the culprit gator and they went out on a date. The date ended in sex and the woman was in awe when he showed her his massive manhood. He rocked her world and made her orgasm several times, telling him after they were done that Liam was ‘the best she ever had’. After that encounter the phone calls into dispatch from that neighborhood quadrupled. At first, he thought there must have been a nest somewhere nearby, but it became obvious that the woman he had taken out had been telling stories. It happened a second time with another single lady, but that time the woman kissed him on his ear lobe and drove him wild. Liam’s ears were always his weakness, any woman that ever did it to him would make him lose control of his mind and think only with his large cock.

One day, he got a call from dispatch about another alligator. He looked at the address and quickly realized he had been to the place before for the same call. The lady that lived there went by the full title of Mrs. Rebecca Shaffer. She was married to a police officer and spent most of her time working from home. She had a great set of D cup breasts, long red hair, and a tan body fit for any swimsuit model. Rebecca had long legs, stunning dark eyes, and was always in her bikini. She loved the warm weather and was often relaxing by the pool when she should have been ‘working’.

Liam arrived at the house and noticed her husband’s car was parked in the driveway. ‘Phew’ he thought, she wouldn’t be harassing him to stay. He rang the doorbell several times, then knocked, and a minute later there was no answer. It was unusual because most of the women from the neighborhood would be waiting by the window, watching for him to pull up. The Shaffer’s must have been near the pool so he went around the side of the house toward the back thinking they must not have heard him. As he approached the side gate he started to hear muffled noises coming from the pool area.

He walked up to the fence and glanced through the gaps in the planks. As soon as he got his face close he couldn’t believe his eyes. Face down on a pool chaise was Mrs. Shaffer with her cheek on the furniture pad. She was getting fucked from behind, her breasts bouncing under her. She had an annoyed look on her face while her husband fucked her with the smallest cock Liam had ever seen. Her husband was a large guy, easily two hundred fifty pounds of mostly muscle. He was extremely muscular and built, likely from using steroids. While he may of looked intimating while in uniform, he was definitely insufficient where it mattered to the ladies. Liam felt sorry for guy for being so inadequate, but even more sorry for the woman who had to live with it. However, Liam had to give it to the guy for being able to marry such a beautiful woman, but by Rebecca’s unenthused look, it had to tear at her husband that he was unable to satisfy her. While he was grunting and groaning, there wasn’t even the slightest sound from his wife. All Liam could do was look at was her blank stare, she must of been day dreaming about better days and a bigger cocks.

Liam watched for a moment as her husband finished. Rebecca pulled her hips away as he was about to cum and made him blow his load on a nearby towel. Liam decided to sneak away quietly to avoid any embarrassment and returned to his work truck. He was about to call it in as a no show when Rebecca’s husband saw him from the window and came out side in his swim trunks. Laim acted like he had just arrived and made up a story about how he had got lost. Rebecca then saw Liam she joined her them out front and greeted him warmly.

“Thanks for coming,” She said. Laim could tell that she felt kind of awkward. She was probably still horny and frustrated from not being satisfied by her husband a few moments ago.

“Strangely enough, the alligator already left the pool and our yard on its own.”

“That’s a shame,” Liam responded as his eyes nervously looked away from her husband. “Just call it in if it comes back.”

“Well why don’t you stay Dundee and make your visit worth it.” Officer Shaffer spoke up. “There could be a nest somewhere on the property, why don’t you take a look around.”

Rebecca stood behind her husband and looked Liam in the eyes and nodded slightly and quickly. Liam acted as if he didn’t notice her sudden enthusiasm.

“Sure.” Liam replied. “I suppose.”

He investigated the front yard for a moment before they showed Liam through the house and into the backyard. Officer Shaffer showed him around as Rebecca went to the kitchen. As Liam was walking the yard for signs of a nest she came outside and gave her husband a beer. Liam watched as he drank it, Mr. Shaffer seemed to make a bitter face briefly as he swallowed.

Rebecca looked over at Liam. “Can I get you anything, something to drink perhaps?” She asked.

“No thanks.” He replied, checking the sand around some bushes for any critter activity.

“Ok we’ll be by the pool if you need us.” She replied.

The husband went and sat at a pool chase while Rebecca starting enjoying a swim in the pool. After about ten minutes Liam finished his check of the property and went to leave. He walked to the pool and stood near the edge. Rebecca was swimming under water so he decided to tell her husband that he hadn’t found anything. Mr. Shaffer laid on the furniture with his eyes closed.

“Mr. Shaffer, there’s no sign of nest.” Liam said.

He didn’t respond. Liam thought for a second that he might have fallen asleep, but he slowly shook himself and lifted his head. Mr. Shaffer opened his eyes, they had a glazed over and sleepy look to them.

“Huh? What?” He asked. He seemed out of it. Just then Rebecca came up from the water.

“All done?” She asked.

“Yeah, didn’t find anything.” Liam responded. “I’m gonna get going.”

“Why don’t you stay for a while, take your lunch break and have a swim?” She asked. She looked quite sexy while she was treading water in the pool. Rebecca wore a blue bikini and it looked quite alluring paired with her red hair. She swam up to the edge and waved him over.

“I’d better not.” Liam looked over to her husband who had closed his eyes again. “Besides I didn’t bring a set of trunks.”

“Awe come on.” She argued. “You don’t need any trunks.”

Rebecca lifted herself out of the pool and walked toward Liam, rocking her hips more than normal as the water poured out of her hair and over her body. Liam shifted his feet nervously, he couldn’t believe she had just said that in front of her husband. He looked over at Mr. Shaffer, he seemed rather sleepy and just laid there holding his beer on his chest. His hand tilted slowly and his beer poured out onto the patio next to the chaise he was laying on.

“You alright there Officer Shaffer?” He said looking at her husband. Mr. Shaffer didn’t reply, just laid there listless. “What’s wrong with your husband?” Liam asked, a hint of concern in his voice.

“Don’t worry about him, he likes to sleep on his day off.” Rebecca replied. “Come on take your shirt off and take a swim.”

She was being quite assertive and Liam was taken back. Liam wondered about the beer she had given her husband, maybe she had spiked it with sleeping medicine. He didn’t really have too much time to think about it before she was standing close to him and her nipples brushed up against his chest. She reached for the hem of his work shirt and began to pull it off his body.

“Wait, wait, what are doing?” He said as he backed away.

“What do you think I’m doing Liam?” She said. “I’m coming onto you.” She rushed up on him and shoved him into the pool. Liam lost his footing and splashed into the water. He was quickly joined by Rebecca as she dove in next to him. As he rose to the surface, Rebecca was already next to him. Liam swam to the edge and swam to the shallow end of the pool where he could touch the bottom. Rebecca quickly followed him and she swung her arms around his neck, pulling him to face her.

“Don’t worry about Greg, he won’t be waking up anytime soon. Even though I wouldn’t mind him watching.” She said. She then leaned in to kiss him. Liam’s mind began to race thinking about the situation. He couldn’t believe what was happening, he met her kiss for just a second and pulled his head away.

“I can’t do this, you’re married.” He stammered.

“I can do whatever I want.” She responded. “And right now, I want you.”

“But I don’t want to.” He rejected. “Not like this.”

She pressed him into the lip of the pool and leaned in to kiss his earlobe, the sensation sent a hot shiver down his body. His ears where always sensitive and he loved it when women did that to him. It always got him hard almost immediately. He let her suck and lick at his ear for moment as he lost himself in the feeling. She withdrew after a moment and looked him in the eye.

“I knew licking your ear would turn you on.” She said to him softly. “There’s been a lot of talk about you in the neighborhood amongst all the woman of the area.”

“Has there been?” He inquired. “What are they saying?”

“That you are quite the Australian looker. Tall, long hair, blue eyes, an amazing athletic body with a solid chest that’s just to die for. They also say that you are just as charming as you are handsome.” She reached for his shirt and he let her pull it over his head. When she finally removed it, she rubbed her palms over his pecs and six pack.

“But most of all…” She continued to speak seductively as she traced her finger over his abs and slid her finger under the waistband of his jean shorts. “That you are well endowed. That when you walk you can see it swing from side to side, as if it strained against the sides of your pants. Some say that it’s fit to star in any porn flick… that it’s as thick as a woman’s wrist.”

What she was saying was true. Liam did have all those qualities, yet he was still uneasy about letting her carry forth, especially with her husband sleeping with in ear shot. If she was single, this wouldn’t of been a question. But she had known his weakness with nibbling earlobes and it was starting to send him to the point of no return.

“So you had to see for yourself?” He asked.

“Mmhmm.” She murmured with his ear still in her mouth. His cock was beginning to grow in his shorts, she was starting to get the best of him.

“Why didn’t you message me privately?”

“Don’t be silly Liam.” She rebutted. “You would of never returned my message…”

She was right, he would of never had an affair with a married woman, especially one married to cop.

“Another few things they told me,” She carried on, whispering into his ear. Her hot breath against his ear sent shivers through his body. “Is how you liked your earlobe sucked… that you would lose control, and give in… but the best thing. That you are so big that you have a hard time cumming, that you last for ages.”

“Uh huh.” He shivered as her tongue glided over his ear. She spoke the truth. Rebecca pressed him against the wall of the pool and her hand slid down to his fly.

“And because of all these things I’ve heard.” Rebecca went on, unbuttoning his shorts in the water between them. “I just had to try it out for myself. You see Liam, my husband can never satisfy me, I haven’t gotten off with him since as long as I remember. Even if the things I hear are anything close to true, than I have to try. And nothing will stop me from doing that. I even went as far to put a large amount of Quaaludes in my husband’s drink. Even if he woke up, he wouldn’t be able to move. He’d just have to sit there and watch. And if you don’t let me have my way, I’ll tell my husband that you were the one that put me up to it. You don’t want to lose your job… do you?”

Liam wanted to put up a protest. The lengths this woman has gone through was beyond belief. She was blackmailing him, and there really wasn’t anything he could except for take the easy way out. But by the way she was confidently talking to him and nibbling his ear was driving him to brink of no return.

Rebecca had finished with freeing him from his fly. She reached in and pulled out his enormous cock. She looked down at it as she began to stroke along his length, her hand barely able to wrap around it. Rebecca gasped at the sheer size, then smiled devilishly and looked up at him.

“It’s true!” She whispered. “So why don’t you sit on the edge of the pool and let me inspect the goods.”

Without hesitation Liam pulled himself out of the pool and into sitting position with his legs still in the water. Rebecca took a moment to remove his wet clothing and reached again for his cock. Liam looked over at Mr. Shaffer, his eyes were trying open and Liam could see that he was failing to fight off the drugs his wife had put into his drink.

The excitement began to rise in Liam. While he did find Rebecca stunningly attractive, way more than any woman he had been with previously, this all felt extremely dirty to him. It was wrong on several levels. Liam wanted to stop her but he wasn’t thinking clearly after Rebecca’s assault on his ear. He was now fully aroused and any reservations had been completely dismissed by his dick.

Rebecca began stroking his cock and it began to rise to full length. “Wow.” She smiled at the sight of him stiffen up in the palm of her hand, her eyes widening with amazement.

“Oh, my lord.” She gasped. “Any woman would be so lucky to have this big cock. I’m so glad I finally found the resolve to actually do this.” And she lowered head towards his cock.

Rebecca continued to stroke him and extended her tongue, slowly licking the head of his cock. Liam groaned and after a moment she then gracefully slid her lips over the crown of his cock. Her lips glided down his shaft until she was about halfway down before Liam felt his cock touch against back of her mouth. Rebecca locked her lips around him, letting his girth stretch her sucking lips. She slowly began to bob his shaft, nursing Liam’s cock at a steady pace and moaning softly. Her was mouth filling with saliva, causing her to make quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length.

She backed her lips away from his cock briefly. “I never blow my husband, his is so tiny there’s hardly anything to suck.” She giggled before lowering her head back onto his cock.

Rebecca was the most beautiful face to ever service his cock, swirling her lovely tongue around his head. Keeping her lips tight around his girth, she continued sink her head onto his cock, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but again, his crown hit the back of her mouth when she was only about half way down. She moaned happily as she bobbed away but was unable to fit him completely in her mouth. She slid up the length of his cock and released it from her lips, holding his cock against her cheek. Rebecca tried to hold back a gasp but she couldn’t, Liam was so big that his length was easily longer than that of her head.

“WOW!” she said as she took in the sight of his dick. “I can understand now what all the fuss was about. This has got to be the most massive cock that I have ever seen.”

She licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. Liam rubbed the top of her head and stroked it as she moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her rhythm. Rebecca steadily sucked his cock for several minutes before she grabbed his forearms and dragged him into the pool. She sat on the lip of the pool, switching places with him.

Liam bent forward towards her bikini button and pulled it aside. Her pussy hair was trimmed and neat, a red triangle that framed her pussy to perfection. She was dripping wet, not just from being in the pool, the lips were puffed and enlarged with her clit peeking out from her hood. He leaned in with his tongue heading straight for her pretty pussy.

“OH!” A surprised yelp escaped from Rebecca’s lips as Liam’s tongue came in contact with her hood. He slowly lashed his tongue against it, moving it away and finding her clit. Rebecca’s hand went to his hair, gripping his head. She didn’t take her eyes off of him, but the initial contact made her eyes shoot wide and hips shiver. Rebecca’s mouth dropped open as she moaned and panted.

Liam’s head began working up and down her labia and all over her pussy. He flicked his tongue across her lips and then back to her hood before pressing in back to her clit. He flicked his tongue across it in every direction before closing his lips around it. Rebecca’s hips shook as his mouth locked over her clit, sucking her into his mouth, sending waves of pleasure through her body. He slowly encircled her tiny bud, then rapidly flicked her tongue against it from beneath. He licked at it quickly as he locked his mouth around her opening and she thrusted her hips forward to assist him as an orgasm began to climb within her.

“AHHHhh. I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” she screamed softly. Rebecca choked back a short breath and grabbed his head with both hands and pressed it into her as she erupted. A powerful flood of gratification swept across her body and out her pussy. Liam relished in the moment as he continued to suck her clit and hood into his mouth.

“OH! OHHhh, oh, FUCK!” Rebecca screamed. She shook uncontrollably, her hips spasming with her pussy.

When her shuddering subsides, he released her from his mouth and stood up in front of her in the shallow end of the pool. His erect cock rose up out of the water in front of him like a love boat demanding to dock.

“I’ve never screamed like that with my husband.” She grabbed his arms and motioned for Liam to get out of the water.

Liam got out of the pool and Rebecca led him to some towels that were spread out in front of the chaise her husband was laying on. Mr. Shaffer’s eyes were straining, he was so intoxicated that he didn’t have the strength to keep them open. His lips moved ever so slightly as if he wanted to scream out, but no sound came out, he just lay there still and immobile.

Rebecca removed her bikini and stepped onto the towels, her eyes never moving from Liam’s huge cock. “I want my husband to see your shaft enter me from my point of view. I want him to see the face of a man that knows how to please his wife.” She whispered at Liam and laid down directly in her husband’s view with the back of her head facing Mr. Shaffer. She spread her legs and beckoned her new lover to join her.

Liam knelt down between her legs, his toned body rose off her petite frame, holding himself up by placing an arm on each side of her. His hard cock came dangerously close to Rebecca’s pussy, moving slowly toward her opening as Liam moved into position. Rebecca put a hand on Liam’s shoulder and placed her other on his massive cock. She had tight grip around him that removed any thoughts that he may of had to move away. Rebecca pulled it in closer to her, guiding his cock towards her pussy, letting Liam know that she wanted to be fuck.

“Put it in me.” Rebecca begged with a pouty expression on her face. “Put your cock in me.”

Liam forgot about Mr. Shaffer completely and grinned wildly at Rebecca. He moved his cock in the last little bit and the head of his cock pushed in past her pussy lips, stretching her open. Liam slowly worked more and more of his cock into Rebecca as she balled her fists up and softly beat them against his back. A look of pain and concentration spread across her face as Liam’s massive member began to fill her up.

“Oh god, oh god.” She whimpered as more and more of his cock began to disappear inside of her.

As Rebecca got comfortable Liam would push in just a little bit farther and she would wince and beat her fists against his back. He kept working his cock into her, stretching her beyond anything she had ever experienced. She raised her head to look at his cock as the last of him disappeared into her grasping cunt. Liam’s balls pressed up against her ass and Rebecca moaned loudly.

For a minute Rebecca just laid there, her eyes closed, fists against his back, breathing heavy. Liam slowly started to move his cock when suddenly she brought her legs up and wrapped them around his waist, a surprised look on her face, trying to keep him from moving. She locked her ankles behind him, pressing her feet into his ass, holding him in place while staring into his eyes.

“Fuck me.” She softly commanded.

Liam looked up at Mr. Shaffer, his eyes were slightly open. Her husband had a grand view of all the action while she writhed beneath her new toy. Liam began to slowly pull his cock out of Rebecca’s pussy and press back in. While his cock was only sliding in and out of her just a small amount she was already moaning loudly.

“Oh oh fuck yes! Fuck my pussy!” She demanded.

Liam moved his hands from the ground and switched his grip, placing them on her hips for more leverage to his thrusts. He repeatedly drove his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as Liam’s thick long cock stroked powerfully away. He looked down and his massive organ filled his vision as it moved below, thrusting in and out of her vagina, her stretched labia seeming to cling to it as it withdrew each time. Rebecca’s gorgeous tits bounced back and forth and she lowered her head onto the towel. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against her ass. Liam began to feel Rebecca’s body shake, signaling him of her oncoming orgasm.

“OHHH! FUCK! I’M CUMMING!” Rebecca bucked her head back screaming at the sky.

Her ass and pussy shuddered against his cock as it pistoned in and out of her. He buried it almost all the way inside her and waited for a moment as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as her body trembled through waves of pleasure.

“OH! GOD YESSSSSSSSS!” She panted and gasped as she exploded in orgasm, Liam continued to pound her hard from above.

Liam didn’t give her a moment to ramp down and kept his thrusting consistent, pulling out of Rebecca’s pussy up to the head of his cock before sliding back in. Their fucking was becoming more vigorous with each charge, each time Liam buried his cock back in. Rebecca’s voice rose in pitch, the rhythmic fucking of his body slamming into her was matched by her grunts.

“OH! OH! OH!” She moaned.

Liam’s ass kept rising and falling on her, his cock slamming into her cunt, filling her completely with each stroke while her tits continued to bounce back and forth. Rebecca looked back down at her pussy, she could see that the lips of her pussy were puffy and very pink. Her clit was engorged and clearly visible. Rebecca’s hips kept bucking up to meet his thrusts, as he plowed her luscious cunt below. Her body began to tense again and Liam felt her spasm around his cock - she was coming for a third time!

“OHHHH! Oh fuck! Oh MYYYY GOD!” She yelled out.

Rebecca unlocked her ankles from behind Lia’s back. Instead of placing them flat or moving to get up she hooked her knees on his arms. The new position lifted her hips higher, changing the angle that Liam’s cock was entering her. And his first thrust in this new position made her cum again, harder than before.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh… fuck me!”

Liam stopped his ravaging of her pussy and let her shake through the waves as she squirted all over his cock. Once she was done she turned sideways, facing her husband. She pulled Liam to the ground behind her and turned her head to glance back at him. As he settled in a pseudo spooning position she grabbed his face and pulled his ear into her mouth and began licking and sucking his lobe. After a moment let his ear pop out of her mouth. Liam looked up toward her husband, his feet dangled off the chaise about three feet away. They were positioned at a right angle directly in front of him, his glazed over drug ridden eyes were barely open.

“I want my husband to watch my body get fucked from this angle.” She muttered. “All I want him see is my body getting fucked by your big amazing cock.”

Rebecca kept one leg flat on the towel as Liam grabbed her under the knee and angled her other leg. He moved his hips into position to penetrate her as he guided his massive cock into her eager pussy. Liam worked a portion of the length of his shaft into her. This time Rebecca didn’t grimace as he slid inside and filled her, she kept her eyes focused on her husband.

“Ohh Greg,” Rebecca spoke to her husband. “His cock is so deep in my pussy. Deeper than your tiny cock has ever gone. This is a real cock that can actually make your wife cum.”

Liam paused once he hit her cervix and backed out slowly, focusing only on his cock stretching her pussy. He slid back out and pressed back in and the initial friction from the position change began to reside. Liam slowly picked up his rhythm, moving back and forth within her. Liam looked down from his position behind Rebecca and deepened his thrusts. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her from his point of view.

“OOOHhh. God yes! I can’t believe I’m taking this dick! I wish you were half as big and could last a quarter of the time this man does.” she still directing her words at her stunned husband.

Liam let out a low groan as Rebecca’s tight cunt clenched onto his long hard length. He continued thrust into her quickening his rhythm, he moved his hand from her knee and placed it on her hip. He fucked her like this for several minutes and Rebecca continued to moan steadily, swearing about how inadequate her husband was. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her pussy tightened around his dick as he began increase his pace further. As he pounded her furiously Liam began to feel her body shake yet again.

“OOOHHH… OH! OOHH! FUCK! FUCK ME LIAM!” she shouted

Liam shoved his cock all the way inside Mrs. Shaffer’s pussy hard, prolonging her orgasm.

“OH FFUUCCKKK…”, She drew out the last syllable and returned to her frantic moaning.

Liam could feel every little ridge inside her, the feeling sent pleasure throughout his body. She had cum several times so far, and it seemed like they had been at it for almost an hour, it was now his turn to get off. Liam’s breath began to be rushed and Rebecca picked up on the sudden change in his breathing and took the opportunity to shame her husband.

“I’m going to let this big cock do something I haven’t let you do in ages.” She panted at Mr. Shaffer. “I’m going to let him fill my pussy with his cum.”

She turned her head away from her husband and toward Liam who was still working away behind her.

“Please cum inside me.” She said to Liam.

That was all he needed to hear to send him over the edge. He kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch, Liam couldn’t hold back anymore. He didn’t feel right about it. He thought that maybe he should pull out and spew it somewhere else. His mind quickly changed as the orgasm swelled in his balls - he had to. He had to cum inside Mr. Shaffer’s hot wife. Liam pushed his cock deep into her pussy and she pushed herself back on his cock hard, trying to get him as deep as possible in her cunt.

“OHHH FUUUUCK!” Liam moaned as he shot a rope of hot thick jizz against the back of her pussy. Rebecca’s eyes widened as his cum splattered against her cervix, sending her into another orgasm.

“Cum in my pussy… cum in my pussy… give me your cum… give it to me… fill my pussy up… Aaa-AAA!” She screamed.

She continued to buck against him as his cock throttled away at her twat. Her hips shuddered and he shot round after round of his warm semen inside her. Liam groaned happily as his sperm filled her pussy, her tightly locked walls began to spasm around the girth of his cock. She moaned uncontrollably as Liam sent more cum splashing against her back walls of her vagina.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy exploded over Liam’s length, her hips shuddered unchecked as as her orgasm resonated throughout her body. Her shivers continued as she flung her back and screamed again through her final climax.

“OH MY GOD!!! OHHH!!! YESSS!!!! Oh fuck yesssssssssssssss!”

Liam collapsed behind her body. “Fuck that was that hardest I’ve ever came in long time!” He exclaimed. His cock still twitching inside Rebecca. He eventually withdrew from her withered pussy, his cock slathered in both of their juices.

“It was beyond any dream I could imagine.” She replied. She laid there in front of her husband as a considerable amount of his cum oozed from her vagina. The two of them lay there for a while embracing each other until their breathing finally slowed. Her red hair was hair was a mess from pulling at her scalp and her hair stuck to her sweaty brow. Her pussy was swollen from the amazing fuck she had just received from Liam.

They both looked over at Mr. Shaffer. He remained motionless except for an incoherent muttering from his mouth.

“Is he going to be ok?” Liam asked as he got to his knees and helped her up.

“He’ll be fine.’ She answered. “I may have given him a little too much though, so he’ll be out of it for several hours.”

“You sure?” Liam questioned. “Want me to move him inside?”

“Good idea! That way he can watch Cuckadile Dundee give me a facial on our bed.”


Wife Watch: Case #005
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Janice took a sip of her tea from the small porcelain cup and placed it back down on the saucer. She looked across the bistro table at her husband Richard whom was reading the morning paper. They had been married for eight years were both in their late thirties. They were both successful in their respective careers. Janice a respected office manager for a title company. Richard had been rising in status at his law firm, hopefully someday becoming partner. Life was good. They had a large home, went on long vacations often. But the one thing that kept them together was their amazing sex life. They seemed to be a conservative couple if you see them sitting in their backyard by their classy clothes and demeanor. They were always looking to spice things up and try new things.

A few months ago, Richard had asked Janice to talk about her past sexual experiences with her boyfriends in high school. At first, she was hesitant to tell him about it, thinking he may get jealous, but instead he got excited hearing the stories. As the weeks progressed he began to beg for her to tell him more. Richard started to inquire about more details about her stories during foreplay. He would get turned on when she told him how she gave her past lovers head and the positions and places they would fuck her. Richard couldn’t get enough of her promiscuous past and Janice’s story telling started to become a part of their day to day love life. When Janice finally ran out of stories, he asked for her to make one up.

Last week things suddenly changed. When they had settled into bed, Richard asked her to jerk his cock and tell him a story. Janice straddled him a started to spin her tale while she clutched and stroked his hard cock. As she spoke he asked her to change the male character in the story from an imaginary man to one she knew around her office. She didn’t know who to choose out of fear of making him jealous and envious but he assured her that he didn’t care. She decided to choose the complete stranger around the office, Ian. The young new title officer that all the ladies she worked with thought was a hot stud.

“Tell me about how you gave Ian head today.” He begged her.

Janice began to put a wild story together, all the while stroking his member, about how she had stayed late and went to his office.

“But you didn’t stay late today.” Richard stopped her mid-sentence. “Please, make it sound like it actually happened.”

“You’re right.” she said. “It didn’t happen after work, it happened during lunch hour.”

Richard closed his eyes, lost in the theater of his mind while his wife narrated her naughty story. His cock began to twitch in her hand. Janice was amazed how much her stories turned him on.

“We had to get a file to escrow to meet a deadline so we decided to schedule our lunch later than the rest of the office.” Janice spoke slowly, rubbing her fingers around his shaft. “The women around the office and I had been talking about who was going to suck him off first. So I decided to take this alone time with Ian to make sure it would be me.”

“Oh fuck yes.” Richard groaned.

“After I had finished my work on the file, I made sure the everyone had left to lunch. I went to his office and shut the door behind me. Ian was busy at his computer reviewing parcel maps. I walked up beside him and took off all my clothes until I was stripped down to the lingerie I had secretly picked out, planning for this moment. He finally noticed I was stripping when I tossed my blouse in his face.”

“What did he do next?” Richard had asked

“It’s not what he did, it is what I did.” Janice replied, clenching her husband’s cock tightly in her hand, roughly working him up into a frenzy. “I shoved his files and key board to the ground to make sure I had his attention. Then I told him; ‘Ian, I have a confession to make. I want to suck your cock while the office is away.’ and then I knelt down in front of him between his legs.”

“Oh god!” Richard gasped. His cock was twitching excitedly in her hand. Janice couldn’t believe how much her fictitious words were arousing him.

“I quickly undid his pants and went to take out his dick.” Janice continued, her hand working faster on Richard’s cock. “I gasped at the size of him when I finally saw it and immediately took him into mouth. I was so eager to suck his cock I couldn’t help but cramming him into my throat.”

Janice felt her husband’s cock thump in her hand as he clinched his face up. She knew he was about to blow his load any second. Like a good wife, she lowered her head next to his tip. She made sure that when he came it would wind up flying into her face and mouth.

“Ian grabbed the back of my head and shoved his hard cock deep into my throat.” She continued. “He began controlling my mouth and I felt his balls begin to spasm. I let him have his way with my mouth until he-”

“I’M GOING TO CUM!” Richard shouted. Janice closed her mouth around the crown of her husband’s cock. He groaned loudly as his balls convulsed. She kept her eyes locked on his as he shot a burst of hot cum into her mouth. Janice’s opened wide as his thick jizz splashed against the opening of her throat. She continued to suck him eagerly on his crown as he shot round after round of his warm semen.

Janice was quite surprised with the generous amount he had unloaded. In their entire marriage, it was by far the most he had ever came in her mouth. Janice hummed lovingly as he cleared out his balls. Surprised by how quickly she her words had got him off, but most of all she was intrigued in this new facet of their love life.

Over the next week, Richard begged for more stories about Ian. Knowing how much it turned him on she kept making up stories. Janice imagined how she once fucked him in the file room. Then there was the time she followed into the bathroom where she let him plow her from behind. Each time she told a tale, Richard would get off halfway through telling it, cumming immensely into her awaiting mouth.

But last night, she told a story about how Ian came in her office and fucked her tight pussy with his massive cock while holding her up against the wall. Right before Richard came he let his true intentions be known. Before his cum flooded out his body he groaned out his next fantasy.

“I want to watch you fuck Ian!” Richard had shouted and shot a massive blast into the back of her throat.

Richard set his morning cup of tea back onto the saucer. The two pieces of porcelain clinked against each other, snapping Janice out of her trip down memory lane. She looked over at her husband as he began folding up his Saturday paper and he looked over at her and smiled.

“What do you have planned for today?” He asked

“I was hoping to get some rearranging done in the garage.” she responded.

“Sounds more fun than what I have to go do. But those are some hefty boxes in there, you planning on getting some muscles to do help with it?”

“They aren’t that heavy,” She responded. “shouldn’t be too much of a problem.”

Richard nodded in acknowledgement, raised his tea and finished the last sip and set it back to the table. “I’d rather have you not over work yourself on your day off. I’d encourage you to call someone to help you with the heavy lifting. I’m sure Ian wouldn’t mind lending a hand.” He reached over and touched her hand. When their eyes met, he gave her a serious look. Janice blushed and looked away shyly.

“Why don’t you just stay and help Richard?” She inquired.

“Wish I could, but the firm is running behind on the Schroeder case.” He answered. “And besides, if we want to take the next step in my fantasy, we need to reach out to Ian outside of work.”

Janice surprise by her husband’s forwardness, thinking that he’d never ask her to actually make an effort to bring this dream to life. Part of her didn’t believe that this fantasy would ever come to any sort of fruition. That it was going to stay as naughty bedroom talk between them. But most of all, she couldn’t come to terms that her husband actually wanted her to cuck him.

“I suppose I could give him a call.” She said slowly with a hint of confusion in her voice.

“Promise me you will.” Richard slyly winked at her, his voice playful.

Her look and tone of confusion change to a devilish grin. Deep down, she thought about being with other men from time to time. Her love for her husband had always did away with her ever acting upon it though. But since her husband was asking for it, it excited her. She felt herself getting wet from the thought of another man pounding her pussy while her husband cheered him on.

“I’ll see what I can do.” Janice said smiling.

“I’d better head on out to the office. I have to finish up this discovery project I’ve been working on.” Richard said. Janice bent over the table and kissed him goodbye.

Once he left, Janice went to her cell phone and called Ian. He picked up and she asked him if he was available to help her out for an hour or two. Surprisingly, he was more than willing to come over to assist her and he said that’d he’d be over within the hour. When he arrived, she showed him the garage and told him what needed to be moved and where. It was summer, so the heat quickly made Ian work up a little sweat. He removed his shirt without thinking, showing her his hard abs. Janice could now see why the single ladies at her work always widen their eyes when he walked by. She even found herself freezing for second as shared stared at his body. She rapidly corrected herself, deciding to let him be so he could work. At least, for now.

While he worked, she went to her room and decided to change clothes. Janice replaced her casual business dress for an elegant lacy white bra and panties. Her hips bared a flirty garter belt that held up lace top stockings that encased her long sweeping legs. She completed the outfit with a thin see through teddy. After checking herself in the mirror, she was satisfied with her appearance. She was ready to cuckold her husband.

Janice went to her purse, found her phone and called Richard. It rang only once before he picked up.

“Hello.” Richard answered.

“Guess what I’m going to do this afternoon while you’re at work.” Janice said devilishly.

“Oh yea?” Richard excitedly asked.

“Well you know Ian, that hot young stud from my work. Well, guess what. I called him and he’s here moving around the boxes in the garage. But when he’s done I’m going to fuck him.”

“My lord, I love this idea.” He replied. Janice could hear him push his office chair away from his desk.

“I’m going to suck his cock.” Janice continued. “I’m going to make him cum in my mouth faster than you when I tell my naughty stories.”

Richard groaned. She could hear his keys jingling as he pulled them from his pocket.

“And then, I’m going to fuck him. Right here, in our bed.” She taunted. “Maybe… I’ll let him fuck me in the ass.

“Fuck discovery, I’m coming home, right now.” He answered. “Make sure I have a good view.”

“I’ll leave a front row seat from outside our bedroom window.” She tormented him. “You’d better hurry. You’re not going to want to miss this…”

She ended the call and could hear Ian enter the house from the garage. The door closed behind him and she hid just around the corner, barely out of view. She heard his footsteps sound on the wooden floor of the hallway as he approached her location. As he rounded the end of the hallway she sprung out from her hiding place and pressed him against the wall. The sudden act definitely surprised him at first, making him jump, his face covered with a look of shock. Ian quickly realized it was her, but after a quick glance of her sexy new clothing choice his expression changed to puzzled. Even though the look on his face showed Janice that he wanted some questions to be answered, he did not stop her from putting her hands on his bare chest.

“Whats going on?” He asked moving his back away from her.

“Isn’t it obvious Ian?” She said as she caressed his pecs. “I have a thing for you.”

“Really?” Ian replied. “I never noticed. Besides, you’re married.”

“Yes I do… and yes I am.” She responded. “But he wants this just as much as I do.”

Ian look relieved when she revealed the fact that Richard was ok with the situation and decided to reveal his own secret.

“Well I’ve always secretly been attracted to you too.” He admitted. “Just never thought I’d have the opportunity to act on it.”

Janice looked him in the eyes and began rubbing his crotch through the fabric of his jeans. She felt him hardening through the denim, her mind and her hands were satisfied with size of what she felt and she moaned happy as she rubbed him.

She stood on her tip toes, and began to whisper into his ear. “Well now you do.”

Ian smiled broadly as she began to tug at his belt, undoing the buckle. His hands slid underneath her teddy and began to massage her breasts through her bra, cupping her firm b cups with his hands. He bent forward and kissed the side of her neck. Janice roughly pulled open the crotch of his pants and slid her hand in under the waistband of boxers. In search of the goods she so desperately wanted to find for her husband. Her eyes opened wide as her fingers brushed against his fleshy rod for the first time. Janice angled her head looking down at his manhood as he brought it out into the open air.

“My lord, you’re huge!” She said. She giggled and smiled as her fingers caressed his fat cock through the thin material. His fingers closed around her taut nipples, pinching them roughly as she moaned softly, her knees weakening.

The sight that greeted her made her eyes widen, her pulse quickening with lust. His penis was immense, long and thick as it hung between his muscular thighs, alive and pulsing. Ian looked down at Janice.

“Suck my dick, baby,” he said simply.

Janice dropped to her knees on the hardwood floor. Resting her arms on his knees, she reached for his penis with her fingers, raising it and stroking it slowly, watching it lengthen and thicken.

“God, what a magnificent cock,” she murmured to herself. The thought crossed her mind that any man with a cock like this would never have a hard time getting a woman. But she quickly forgot it as she contemplated it thrusting into her, while Richard watched from an outside window. It was all hers so she had better put on a good show for her husband, she thought happily. She knew Richard was racing home at this very moment and it’d be best to fluff up Ian up so that he could fuck her for hours in front of the long bedroom window.

Leaning forward, she slowly slid her tongue around the bulbous head, lifting her eyes to watch his face. Her lips slid down over the crown and she began bobbing her head, sucking him hungrily, her lips stretched around it’s immense girth. Janice’s cheeks hollowed around his thick shaft. The sight of her beautiful face impaled by his big cock was enough to cause a familiar stirring in his sperm-bloated balls. She moved one hand lower and caressing his balls with her fingers as she continued to patiently slurp on his cock. She imagined the sperm being manufactured in his balls as she teased them, imagined it erupting like a volcano in her mouth. She wanted that, wanted to taste this man’s hot, pulsing semen as it gushed forth into her mouth.

Suddenly, she thought of Richard, hoping he would get here soon. Imagining him watching as she serviced this man, a stranger in real life other than the brief interactions at work. But she had built this man up in her husband’s fantasies, and she was not disappointed with his size. Janice knew that Richard would be in heaven watching this huge cock working in and out of her. The obscene thought made her pussy flood with her need. She slipped one hand down between her legs, easing into her wet folds and gently rubbing her clit as she worshiped his cock.

Ian pulled her head away from him and Janice looked up at him and extended her tongue. He bounced his cock on her outstretched tongue several times, the loud tapping sounded down the silent hallway. Then he reached behind her head, holding it as he guided his aching cock back into her mouth and forced her head down until he penetrated the back of her throat. Janice made gurgling sounds as she nearly gagged, her jaw open as wide as she could as he fucked her throat. She had never had a cock that deep in her mouth before, Ian was by far the largest cock she’d ever had in her mouth. She had never been handled so roughly by man in her life and his rough treatment turned her on to a level she never thought possible. Ian withdrew again, stroking his dick as she coughed, a tear running down her cheek as she regained her breath again.

“Cum in my mouth,” she panted, looking at him with an expression that betrayed her mounting lust, then plunging her mouth down on his drenched cock. Janice needed him to cum at least once before they moved to bedroom where she’d ask him to fuck her in front of the window. She began to suck him with growing urgency now. Her fingers milking his sperm-filled balls, coaxing them into giving up their pent-up contents.

“Ohhh, baby,” he groaned. “I’m gonna pump a load down your throat.” He gripped her head with both his hands and began thrusting into her mouth as he forced her head up and down in the same rhythm. Janice felt his balls contract against the base of his cock, felt his cock expand ominously in her mouth. Eagerly, she awaited her reward.

“OH FUUUUUUCCCKKK!” Ian groaned as the first heavy rope of cum shot into her mouth. Her lips clung to the shaft as she eased her head upward, his balls spasming as he pumped a huge quantity of sperm into her eagerly sucking mouth.

“MMMmmmmmmm…” she moaned as his cock flourished and pulsed and she tasted his hot, creamy cum against her tongue. Janice’s lips pursed tightly around him and she sucked eagerly, squeezing his balls now as they emptied themselves into her greedy mouth.

At last, he was done. She felt the last spasm of his body, the last ooze of his cum drooled out onto her tongue. Carefully, she eased her head back, keeping her lips pursed to prevent the loss of a single drop. Releasing him, she looked up again as she opened her mouth to let Ian see his cum gathered on her tongue, feeling exquisitely slutty as he smiled down at her. Janice let it slide back into her throat and she swallowed the entire load.

She stood up next to him and grabbed his hands, leading him down the hallway to her bedroom. Janice noticed a faint car engine coming from the driveway. She smiled knowing that her husband had finally arrived. Once they entered the large room, she turned to him and shrugged the teddy off her shoulders and wriggled it down her arms. Then she slid her panties off and faced him, naked except for her bra.

Ian hummed excitedly and eased her back down onto the bed, climbing over her, poising the head of his cock between her legs. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. Then, with a slow, powerful lunge, Ian buried his hard cock deep in her welcoming cunt. Her drenched vagina readily stretching to accommodate the thick girth of his shaft as he slowly slid in. She would never have dreamed she could be so completely filled by a man’s cock. She clasped it to herself as if it was the only thing giving her life.

Ian held himself above her, resting on his hands and began to slowly pistoned his cock in and out of her. He was loving the feeling of his cock gripped so tightly by her clasping vagina. Her hips drove up to meet his thrusts, working with him, her muscles clinging to him each time he withdrew. Janice focused on her impaled cunt, watching the rigid rod of flesh saw in and out of her.

“Yesssss, FUCK me!” she sobbed, feeling her orgasm once again building within her. She looked over her shoulder and out the window. She scanned the back yard until she found her husband’s head peering out from a hiding place behind a bush. Janice was pleased to see that Richard had arrived and that he had a fantastic view of Ian pounding her on their bed.

Ian began to fuck her with savage abandon, sinking his cock all the way into her cunt with each vicious, animal thrust. She watched his face, grunting each time he drove into her, feeling his body tense as he worked himself into frenzy. Her hips drove up to meet his thrusts, working with him, her muscles clinging to him each time he withdrew. Janice’s entire being focused on her impaled cunt, on the rigid rod of flesh saw in and out of it, wishing Richard could see from her point of view.

“Yesssss, FUCK me!” she sobbed, feeling her orgasm once again building within her. She was lost, she knew. She would do anything for this man, if only he would keep skewering his big cock in and out of her until she came again.

“OHHHH!!! UHHHHH!!! I’M CUMMING!!!” she screamed as she bucked upward against his rampaging cock. He buried it all the way inside her and waited as her orgasm seized her body in its white-hot grip. Her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled violently through waves of intense pleasure. As much as he ached to unleash yet another torrent of sperm into the woman beneath him, he had still more in store for her. He waited patiently for her to come down from her climax, moving slowly in and out of her now. Finally, she collapsed back onto the bed, and he slid out of her and onto his back.

“You didn’t cum!” said Janice, somehow disappointed, her breathing still ragged.

“Not yet,” said Ian. “I want to fuck you in that tight little ass of yours. Get on your hands and knees.”

“No!” she exclaimed. “Only if you to fuck me in front of the window.”

“That’s fine.” Ian said as he slapped her ass cheek. The sudden vicious sting burned where he had slapped her.

Janice roused herself and got up off the bed. She moved toward the large, long bedroom window and bent at the waist. She placed her palms on the window and tried to relax her asshole for the impending penetration off his massive cock. She thought inwardly to it was too big and wouldn’t fit, but she quickly dismissed the thought as she saw Richard’s head duck behind the bush.

Ian loomed over her, guiding the head of his cock to her asshole. Holding it from the base, he pressed it against her constricting entrance, lodging it there as Janice braced herself against the glass for the onslaught to come. She prayed inwardly that she would be able to accommodate his cock for Richard, she knew it would be painful, but she had to try.

Slowly, he pushed forward. Her body resisted, then gradually stretched to admit his huge girth. Janice felt it slowly force its way forward…and then, with a quick intake of her breath, the head popped inside her. Tears streamed down her face at the sudden, intense pain. It took strength to not cry out, despite the pain of her impalement of his cock. Ian waited patiently now for her body to adjust.

As last the pain began to lessen. Ian slowly thrust his penis deeper in Janice’s ass, loving the way she looked with his cock imbedded in her. He moved slowly in and out, sending it deeper into her with each stroke.

Gradually, Janice emerged from the cloud of her pain in her mind. Her mind raced with the mental picture of his monster cock skewering in and out of her asshole. She looked up to look upon Richard who had his cock out in the air, jacking himself off from behind the bush that mostly covered him from view. The salacious thought caused a slow resurgence of her lust, and she began to wriggle against Ian.

“Yeah, it’s better now, isn’t it? You like my big dick in your ass now, don’t you Janice?” said Ian, sensing the change in her.

“Y…yes.” she whispered quietly.

“What was that?!” he said, his voice sharply and his demeanor more demanding. “I didn’t hear you.”

“Yes,” she whispered again. “I like it.”

Ian reached over her back and grabbed a handful of her hair at the base of her neck, yanking her head back sharply as he sank his cock deep in her ass. “Say it louder! You like my dick in your ass, bitch?”

“Uhhhhhh, yes, I love your cock!” Janice groaned through a sob. “Do it! Fuck my ass! I want to be your slut.”

Ian began to skewer his cock in and out of her, her asshole still gripping him tightly, but moving more easily now that she had adjusted. Janice moaned with mounting lust as he ass-fucked her. The pain was banished now. Even the slightest motion sent waves of intense pleasure swirling through her. Her mind was filled with the vision of how she looked being fucked against the window. She knew Richard was watching intently and the thought made her almost dizzy with pleasure. She realized now that she wasn’t the only one acting out a role. The slap of his hand, the viciousness in his voice as he demanded her surrender as he pounded into her ass from behind. It was all part of the scene they were playing out. He was into Richard’s fantasy, just as she was.

She moved with him, squirming as his cock moved in and out of her defenseless asshole. She loved it. She wanted to feel his sperm pulsing into her body, flooding her. Once again, Janice’s thoughts about Richard were escalating under the rough onslaught of Ian cock. The man knew what he was doing, his balls slapping against Janice’s aching clit, providing a sharp contrast to the thrusts of his shaft. She looked over at Richard as his head peeked up over the bush and she made eye contact with her husband. Both of their faces contorted with pleasure as she felt her orgasm once again surging upward from deep within her. Janice squirmed against the stiff rod in her ass and drew up tight against the base of his impaled, thrusting cock.

Ian groaned suddenly as he felt his balls begin to spasm. “Oh fuck, here it comes!”

Janice writhed against his cock as her own climax erupted with primal force. “OH GOD YESSSS!” she screamed, her body exploding in carnal ecstasy. She felt Ian’s cock erupt inside her ass, shooting spurt after hot spurt of cum into her depths. She shuddered violently in the throes of her own shattering orgasm.

As their climaxes subsided, she noticed Richard ducking behind the bush out of view as Ian backed off of her. She stayed pressed up against the window in shock as he went to the shower to rinse off. After a moment, she joined him under the shower head. Janice embraced him and whispered into his ear.

“Next weekend my garden needs a good plowing.”


Wife Watch: Case #006
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Ross pressed the gas pedal down to the floorboard of his Acura Integra to the floor, speeding excessively down the street. He was in hurry to get where he was going and the street he was driving on was heavy with traffic. Ross didn’t seem to care about the safety of the others on the road as he tailgated other vehicles and weaved in out of cars just barely missing them as he passed. The other cars cautiously avoided him as they heard his blaring rap music resonate and rattle from the subwoofers in the trunk of his car.

Ross pulled out his phone and found a number in his contact list. He hit the call button and held the phone to his ear. When the call picked up he turned the music down.

“Hello?” The male voice said on the other end.

“Sup Jeremy,” Ross said in a hard tone, similar to the one on hardcore gangster rap he was just listening to. “Where you at foo?”

“On my way to work….” Jeremy said, his voice obviously annoyed.

“Yo bro,” Ross replied. “Can I get twenty bucks? I’ll stop by and grab it.”

“No.” Jeremy said flatly.

“Awe come on man. I’ll be right there in like, five minutes” Ross said back.

“Fuck no, you owe me hundreds of dollars.” Jeremy’s voice escalated. “Do not come to my work. You got me fired from my last job by pathetically hitting on my boss.”

“Pfft, fuck that bitch. You didn’t want that job any-”

“Yeah, I did,” Jeremy was getting upset. “You showing up everyday to hit on her, smoking weed in the parking lot. That shit cost me the highest paying job I’ve ever had. You say fuck that bitch but you still go there and stalk her while your wife is at work.”

“I don’t fucking stalk her. She’s a bitch anyway because she told Joann.”

“Good for her. Joann is too good for you, I have no idea how you two are still married.” Jeremy replied. “You made that bed, now fucking sleep in it.”

“Dude that’s brutal bro.” Ross replied, sounding like a victim.

“I’m not your fucking bro.” Jeremy said. “And what’s brutal is the amount of time I’ve called you my friend only to be treated like shit.”

“What are you talking about dude?” Ross’s tone cynical.

“Let’s see here, where do I fucking start.” Jeremy immediately shot back. “You have no respect or consideration for my friends, family, or even my fucking property. Every girlfriend I have you’ve always tried hitting on, and when they blow you off-”

“Whatev-” Ross tried to cut him off, but Jeremy wasn’t having it.

“I’m talking, and if you want you’re fucking twenty bucks you best shut the fuck up.” Jeremy spat back.

“And when they blow you off, you treat them like shit and make them the brunt of your jokes. Then they break up with me because you follow me around like a fly on shit. To make even worse you fucking say similar shit to my sister and mom, and now you’re not allowed over. And the fucked up part of that is that you can’t fix the damage to my old car like you promised you would. The thing is still parked at my mom’s since you fucking crashed it trying chase so fucking girls down the street.”

“I’d fucking help you fix it your mom wasn’t such a cun-.” Ross replied.

“Shut the fuck up, I’m not done yet.” Jeremy countered. “How do you expect me to give you money when you disrespect me at every turn. Every time we lived together, my things come up missing and somehow you have money when you’ve hardly worked a day in your life. You just sat around playing my Xbox when you should of been looking for work, surviving off of handouts from your mom. I thought for a moment you may have changed when you finally met Joann, but you obviously returned to your asshole behavior. Even though you’ve tried to hide it from her, she eventually found out. Now I’m just laughing at you, you don’t deserve her.”

“Oh, ok.” Ross’ voice full of sarcasm.

“I don’t have to take this shit!” Ross continued. “You going to give me the money or not?”

“Why don’t you ask your wife that you keep locked up at your house, I mean, her house.”

“That’s why I need the money, to find her.” Ross replied, his voice cocky.

“Well I’m not helping you. Hope you get cucked. I was never going to give you any money, I just wanted to tell you off.”

“Awe whaaaa?” Ross said surprised and disappointed. “Your loss dude.”

Jeremy laughed. “My gain more like it you fucking imbecile. I can’t believe how I put up with your shit these years, I’m fucking done. And don’t even think about coming to my work either, I’ll fucking call the cops or beat the shit out of you. Or better yet, both! FUCK OFF ROSS! Lose my number.” Jeremy shouted and disconnected the call.

What a little bitch, Ross thought. He’d just have to get the money from someone else. He had to get inside the club that his wife was going to, but he didn’t have the money to pay the cover. Earlier in the day, his wife Joann had found out he was messing around on her and left the house with her friend Chelsea. Joann had called in sick for work and they were going to have a girl’s night out. Ross wasn’t having it, he had to go find her and bring her home. He was going to make her go to work the next day because the bills needed to get paid.

He pulled over into a gas station and killed the engine. Ross dialed another number, he knew he would be able to get the money, he just had to be a little vague about his reasons. The phone rang several times before it finally picked up.

“Ross?” A sleepy woman’s voice picked up. “You know I have to wake up at four am for work.

“I know Mom but it’s important. I need to borrow twenty dollars. I ran out of gas.” Ross asked.

“You need to borrow a job.” His mom replied. “Why don’t you ask your wife?”

“Uh, She’s at work.” He lied.

“At this hour? Did she have to get a second job to pay your car payment?”

“Well no,” He stammered. “But yea she has a second job.”

“That’s funny, Joann messaged me earlier saying that she’s leaving you because you were messing around with some other girl.”

“Wait. What?” Ross responded confused.

“You’re lying to me Ross, I’m not giving you a penny.”

“But Mom, please.”

“NO!” She stated firmly. “You never pay me back, and every time I do give you money you waste it on something other than what it was intended for. You have problems Ross, problems that money can’t solve. Stop wasting everyone’s time. You want money? Then get a fucking job. And when you finally get a job, keep it! Don’t get hired and fired in the same day. Show your employer some dignity and respect for once in your life.”

“I’m trying Mo-” Ross interjected.

“No, you’re not!” His mom cut him off abruptly. “If you were, you wouldn’t be in the mess you’re in. And when Joann leaves you and throws you out, don’t expect to move in with me. I’m done with your lies. You need to respect other people who value their time, and by the way you woke me up when I have to be at work in five hours for twenty dollars, you don’t even value mine!”

“But, but.” Ross stammered pathetically.

“Goodbye.” She said. And with that the call disconnected with a single resounding click.

Ross slammed his phone into the dash of his car. He sat back in chair trying to figure out what to do. Ross checked his face in the mirror, making sure his goatee was trimmed and that his backwards ball cap was lined up correctly. He got out of his car, dusted off his blue jeans and straightened his sports jersey. As cars drove into to the station he approached every single one asking for money for gas and about an hour later he finally had enough for what he actually needed. Without filling his tank, he left the gas station and drove several blocks away to the club that Joann and Chelsea were attending.

The place was quite larger than he had expected. He had hoped that the place they had chosen was going to be lame dive with hardly anyone attending. But it was actually quite a party. The place was packed and he heard the filtered bass of a four by four dance beat coming from inside. Ross went to his phone again to see if Joann had responded to any of several texts- she hadn’t. He decided to give her a call- the twelfth of the night since she left the house. It went straight to voicemail, she must have had her phone off. He walked along the parking to until he found Chelsea’s car. Ross looked in to see if they were inside but it was empty and decided to head inside the club.

Once he made it through the security he finally made it inside and checked the place out. He made his round through the club checking this way and that for signs of his wife and her friend. Finally, he made his way up to the DJ booth and saw them in a roped off VIP section.

He saw Joann having the time of her life, holding a pink cocktail with a fancy umbrella in it. She was tiny and slim, barely 5’2”. She looked quite stunning tonight. She wore a pair of tight, low-rider jeans that showed off her cute ass and a tee-shirt that hid her large rack from everyone’s view. She was wearing her wavy shoulder length blonde hair down which bordered her pretty face until rested on her shoulders. She had minimal makeup on, just a hint lip gloss, some blended eyeliner and mascara. Her neck was covered in glowing neon necklaces and she was conversing with tall muscular man with a flirty smile on her face.

Ross shouted to get her attention from in front of the sound system but there was no way she could hear him. He tried waving his arms to flag her down but she was way too distracted by the guy she was talking to. Ross continued to stare at his wife when he noticed Chelsea walking up to Joann and the man. She was wearing a tight jean miniskirt that barely covered her pert ass. Her top was a pink short, spaghetti-strap top that reflected the disco lights and showed off her tummy. Her clothes spoke to Ross and every other guy in the room saying- Fuck me!

The man they were speaking with was a tall, broad, dark-haired and drinking a beer in a self-assured way that confident men would have, holding the bottle with a loose two fingered grip. Chelsea and Joann couldn’t keep their attention off of him no matter how hard Ross tried to take it. He kept waving his arm furiously at them but they were too focused on their flirtations. However, the man they were with did finally notice Ross flapping his arms around like a madman. He pointed at himself, gesturing if Ross was trying to get his attention. Ross nodded and pointed at his wife. The man tapped Joann and motioned over at Ross.

When Joann finally saw her husband, she laughed and pointed at him. Chelsea also noticed and did the same. Both of the woman leaned up to the man and whispered in his ear. The man grinned widely as they spoke to him, after a moment he nodded, and went to the roped separating the VIP section from the dance floor and spoke with the two bouncers. Ross walked up to them and one of the large bouncers smugly let him in.

Ross rushed passed them and attempted to get within earshot of Joann but was stopped when their new friend pressed against his chest with an outstretched palm. He noticed that Joann and Chelsea walk into a backroom behind the DJ booth disappearing behind a doorway.

“Are you Ross?” The man asked. He towered a good eight inches over him.

“What’s it to you?” Ross said, being his douche bag self. “I need to talk to my wife.”

“Why? So, you can spoil their good time?” He asked.

“Look man I don’t need to get it into my personal life with you, just let me talk to my wife.”

“Sure man, I don’t want to keep you from the one you love, let’s go in the back room so you guys can have a quiet place to talk. I’ll even get you a beer.” The man offered, motioning his hand toward the doorway his wife and friend had just went in.

Ross immediately made his way to the door when the man moved aside. As he walked in he found himself in a short hallway with another door on the other end. The man followed him and pointed toward the far door. Ross walked over to it and opened the door and went in. Joann and Chelsea stood the at a high cocktail table holding their drinks in what seemed to be a plush private room lined in mirrors. There several overstuffed red couches and a stripper pole in the center. Ross wasted no time before barking orders at his wife.

“Grab your shit, were fucking leaving!” He shouted at Joann. Normally she would have been scared when raised his voice, but this time she stood tall and looked back him at him defiantly.

“Oh, shut the fuck up you fucking tool. You’re fucking pathetic.” Chelsea insulted. Ross was unphased in his arrogance.

“I’m not leaving, and if I did, it wouldn’t be with you.” Joann told him firmly.

“The fuck you are!’ Ross shouted back. When she defied him, he would resort to physical aggression to get his way. He stepped up to her and grabbed her by her arm and pulled her towards the doorway. She tried wiggle away but his grip was stronger than hers.

“You’re hurting me!” Joann screamed.

“Ross let go of her!” Chelsea added. Trying to pull Ross away from Joann.

The man who had followed Ross into the back room had seen enough and grabbed Ross by the shoulder, spinning him around and breaking her husband’s hold on Joann. He cocked back his favored arm and landed a solid punch squarely on Ross’s nose. A loud crack sounded throughout the room as his knuckles broke the cartilage on Ross’s nose, sending his ball cap flying off his head and across the room. Ross shuffled backwards in a daze and fell on top of the stripper pole platform. He grabbed his nose with his hand and blood ran through the gaps in fingers. Chelsea and Joann burst out in laughter.

“Oh my god, the douche bag so deserved that!” Chelsea chuckled. “That’s what you get you fucking loser!

“Thank you, Mark, for getting him away from me.” Joann said to the man who had just laid out her asshole husband in just a single punch.

“No problem,” He replied. “It was much easier than I thought. This fucking idiot can’t take a punch.”

Ross groaned out from under the hand he held over his nose. He got to his feet and stubbornly rushed at Mark, attempting to throw a wild haymaker. Mark saw it coming from a mile away and sidestepped the blow. He extended a leg and used Ross’s forward momentum to trip him and he went flying into a nearby mirror, cracking it. Pain shot across Ross’s already damaged nose as he fell to the floor. He began to roll back and forth on the ground as he tried to hold back the blood streaming from his face.

“I can’t believe this guy.” Mark said nonchalantly. “First he puts his hands on a woman and then he breaks my property.”

“Told you that you could lay him out.” Chelsea said.

“Yeah but for how much of an asshole you told me he was I didn’t think he’d flop around like a fish after one punch.”

“I’ll fucking sue you.” Ross threatened pitifully.

“Go ahead.” Mark urged. “My uncle is the police lieutenant and my family is the most powerful in the city. Besides, I’ll personally tell my DA sister that you assaulted two women.”

Ross then realized who he was talking too- Mark Lindholm. He was the club owner and owned and operated several businesses and franchises throughout the city. His family was quite powerful, having lived in the city since its inception and had plenty political as well as financial clout. Ross gulped in shock as he realized he had definitely picked a fight with the wrong man.

Mark picked up Ross’ flimsy body by the back of his jersey and dragged him back to the stripper pole. He gave Ross quick stomp to the stomach and knocked the wind out of him. Ross let out a choke of pain as the loud beat from the next room dropped and the crowd cheered. Mark went over to a cupboard in the room and returned with a set of handcuffs. He quickly manhandled Ross’ arms around the stripper pole and cuffed him securely to it. Chelsea and Joan cheered in delight finally seeing the asshole that caused them so much pain and anger being quickly dispatched by someone so easily.

“Oh my god that was so amazing!” Joann encouraged. “Mark you just made me the happiest woman on earth. I’m going to give the best blowjob I’ve ever given in my life.”

“Same here.” Chelsea said, coming up behind Mark and embracing him. “And we are going to make your soon to be ex-husband watch every moment of it.”

Mark looked down at Ross. “You hear that punk?” He shouted. “Your wife and her friend are going to suck my cock and you’re going watch. You better enjoy what you’re about to see or I’ll make sure you’re leaving here in an ambulance!”

Mark went to the door and bolted it shut before he turned back at towards the girls. Joann reached up and placed her fingers along on the nape of his neck, stroking his dark locks. Chelsea grabbed the hem of her shirt and yanked it over her head revealing her gorgeous breasts cupped in an embroidered black and pink bra. Not soon after she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. Joann follow suit removing her top but also took the initiative to step out of her shoes and jeans. Finally, Ross’s hot wife was standing almost naked in front of Mark in just a pair of blue striped panties.

Mark chuckled. “Well this night is definitely looking up.” He said.

Ross struggled against the handcuffs, the metal clinking on metal sounded through the room. The blood from his nose smeared across his face and he had to move his face to the stripper pole to be closer to the protection of his hands. The girls didn’t seem to notice for they were more focused on seeing the rest of Mark’s body. He pulled off his tee shirt with the girls’ assistance and showed them his solid abs. Chelsea bent over for a moment and gliding her tongue over his chest and solid stomach. Joann reached out to undo his belt and fly and helped Mark out of his pants and boxes. His cock stood out in front of him swollen and flushed.

Joann’s eyes flew open wide as she saw Mark’s cock. She immediately closed the gap between the two of them, pushing Chelsea to the side and taking him into her hand. “Your cock is three times as big as my pathetic husbands.” She said, and then glanced over her shoulder at her husband to mock him. Ross knew what she was saying was completely true. He was not blessed in the size department and had compensated by insulting others.

Joann began to stroke him with her fist and accepted the kiss that Mark bent to give her. His tongue was aggressive as it slid into her parted lips and then finally smoothed against her tongue. Mark made a gruff noise and began toying with Joann’s breasts and nipples. Chelsea caressed the two them, pressing her body into them, watching Mark kiss Joann as she stroked his cock.

“Let me out of these cuffs Joann!” Ross cried out.

“FUCK NO! You’re going to watch as I shove his cock in my mouth.” Joann replied, not taking her eyes off Mark. She then dropped to her knees and took Mark’s massive length into her mouth. Her lips could hardly stretch across his girth as her hand went down between her legs and into her panties. Her hand worked along her lips and began stroking the wetness over her clit. Joann gave a shivering sigh as she dragged her lips along the side of his cock before sucking Mark’s tip back into her eager mouth. She slid two of her fingers into her pussy and pressed her palm against her swollen clit. Chelsea returned to licking his chest, working her tongue over his tiny nipples.

Joann leaned in toward his crotch and pressed his cock against her cheek. It looked rather large resting against the side of her head. She extended her tongue and worked along his girth, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. He stroked her hair as she worshipped his cock at a steady pace. Joann moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce her head on him, moaning loudly all the while. She sucked on him earnestly, sucking in her cheeks and filling her mouth with his hardness. She continued to service Mark’s amazing dick, twisting her tongue around the head before lowering her head back down, tilting her head slightly to twist her pursed lips around his cock as she descended.

Ross watched his wife finally stand up and Chelsea took her turn, kneeling to take Mark into her mouth. Her pink little tongue licking and swooping along his hard cock. She slowly slid her tongue from the base and back up to his crown before sliding her lips over his cock. Her mouth glided slowly down his shaft until she was about half way before raising her head back up in the other direction. She slowly began to bob her head on his dick and Mark’s eyes rolled into the back of his head. He put one hand on her head and motioned for Joann to come closer. His hand replaced Joann’s in her panties and he drove his fingers into her cunt.

Finally, Chelsea finished her oral assault and stood up looking Mark in the eye. “What’s your poison? Who do you want to eat and who do you want to fuck?” She asked.

Mark moved to the plush couch directly in Ross’ view and got on his back as the girls stripped themselves of their panties. “Climb aboard.” He said to Joann. Then looking over at Chelsea. “You, kneel over my face.”

Joann straddled Mark, positioning her pussy lips just above his cock. She grabbed his shaft and swiped it across her clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening. Joann lowered herself down slowly on his cock. Her tight pussy stretched to accommodate such a great piece of flesh. She had never been filled completely in her life and she was grateful to finally experience to a large, hard, cock.

“OH FUCK YES!” Joann shouted. “His cock is SO BIG Ross! MMMmmmm.”

She moved his cock into her until it reached her resistance, and then slowly pressed back in. As the initial friction began to reside, she slowly picked up her rhythm, moving up and down on top of him. Mark let out a low groan as Joann’s vagina clenched onto his long hard length. She began to deepen her pushes down, sliding his shaft until it was buried and nothing showed but his balls. Joann looked down at her pussy as she began to lustfully bounce. Mark’s cock looked amazing as she pumped it in and out of her.

Ross continued watch and grunt in contempt from his view at the stripper pole as Chelsea arranged herself over Mark’s face. He placed his forearms beneath his head to raise himself towards Chelsea’s sweet pussy and went to town, his tongue a flurry of movement on her clit. Chelsea winked across at Joann, she almost laughed but was too busy trying to not come all over Mark’s cock, wanting to enjoy the moment as long as she could.

Ross watched as the pleasure swept over his wife’s face in such a way that he had never seen in his life. A look when a woman was so turned on that her face emanated arousal. Her body was beginning to shake in a manner he had never been able to give her or any woman he had been with. Judging by the way her body shuttered, it was obvious that every time she said she had cum with him was a complete lie.

Chelsea pinched at her nipples and continued to rock her hips onto Mark’s outstretched tongue. He directed his lapping tongue to the places she wanted it most. Mark reached a hand up to Chelsea’s pussy and buried his fingers inside her cunt. Ross watched as Mark dragged his digits in and out, every time they reappeared from her pussy, they were wetter. She gasped, pinching her nipples even harder now, looking over at Joann as she rose and fell on his hard cock.

“I’m going to cum soon.” Joann muttered.

Mark grunted upon hearing her words and he thrust hips up faster beneath Joann. Ross’ wife planted her hips on either side of his waist, riding him like her life depending on it. Every time Mark drove up, the tip of his cock kissed up against the most desperate places inside of her. Ross watched as his wife’s pleasure continued to expand and glow like a star about to go supernova.

“Me, me… too.” Chelsea moaned, finally replying to her friend, not caring that her voice was light and flighty.

Joann continued to roll her hips forward, forcing Mark’s cock deeper as he groaned out in the thrill of the moment. The vibration must have added to his mouth as it worked its magic on Chelsea because she tilted her head back. She thrust her pussy against his mouth and came. She screamed out so loud that she let out all the noise she held inside her, the volume of her voice competing with the pumping techno music coming from the next room.

“UHHHHhhh!” Chelsea screamed as her body spasmed over Mark’s head, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated and Mark continued to lick her clit into euphoria.

Joann moved her body faster, grinding herself against his massive erection, burying it deep inside her. Every time she pushed down his pelvic bone rubbed against her clit. She rocked her hips again and Mark reached over, putting his hand on them, holding her exactly where he wanted her, driving up into her hard and fast.

Ross watched as his wife began to lose control. Her eyes flushed with arousal and excitement. Ross saw her body tense up and her breath quicken, and finally, cumming with a loud, vicious cry. Joann held on for dear life as the spasms wracked her body as if the pleasure was creating spots in her field of vision.

Ross watched on as Mark came right behind her, holding Joann with his large rough hands as he shot a ribbon of cum inside of his wife. Mark growled out his own orgasm against the filtered background of dance music.

“OHHH FUUUUCK YEAH!” Mark moaned as he shot a rope of hot cum against the back of her pussy.

“HE’S CUMMING INSIDE ME ROSS!” She screamed out. “HE’S FILLING ME UP! OH OH OHHHHHHHH!”

She forced her hips down onto him as he shot glob after glob of his warm semen into her. Her eyes widened even farther as he kept shooting more and more into her beautiful body. He groaned happily as he filled her, the lips of her pussy locked tightly around the base of his cock.

When he finally finished, Chelsea leaned across Mark’s body and kissed Joann on the lips.

“Told you,” She said to Ross’ wife. “I knew this man would be able to satisfy you.”

“I’ll never doubt you again.” Joann said, kissing her friend back deeply.

They made out for a moment on top of Mark. Their three bodies forming a bizarre love triangle. Eventually they broke their embrace as Mark lifted them off of him. He sat up from the couch and walked over to Ross, towering over him. He reached down and slid Ross’ shoes off his feet and then proceeded to throw them in a nearby trash can.

“What the fuck man?” Ross complained.

“SHUT THE FUCK UP AND LISTEN ASSHOLE!” Mark yelled in his face. “I’m going to let you walk out of here in one piece, and you should be thankful that I do. I’ve seen people leave this club in ambulance for less than what you did, so feel fucking lucky. And if I hear one word about you trying to talk to Joann in the future, I’ll come for you!

Mark knelt down next to Ross’ bloody face before continuing. “I’ll put concrete in your boots and throw you off a bridge. YOU WOULDN’T WANT THAT TO HAPPEN, RIGHT?”

Ross burst into tears from the fear and humiliation. Joann smiled widely as her soon to be ex-husband finally broke into the scared and pathetic piece of shit he was.

“I swear!” Ross pleaded. “You won’t ever see me again…”

For the first time in her life Joann actually heard him tell the truth. She was so happy that something had finally forced him to break. Even though the events of the last few moments were extreme, it was honestly the only way for someone like Ross to be able to know his place in the world. It was as if she was released from a life sentence in prison for a crime she didn’t commit. She finally felt the liberation that she deeply deserved. The feeling buzzed in her mind adding to the fulfillment from her recent orgasm.

“GOOD!” Mark said, unlocking the handcuffs and freeing Ross from the stripper pole. “Now get the fuck out of my club!”

With that, Ross picked himself up left the back room. He glanced back from the door but was quickly cut off from the words of Joann.

“Keep walking.” She shouted. He turned and left the room, his face filled with shame.

As he walked through the crowded dance floor he hung his head in defeat. People in the packed crowd stepped on his bare feet as he made his way to front door. He made it to his car and drove himself to the emergency room. He waited in a cold hospital waiting room until he finally got his nose set and taped down to hold it in place. It was morning when he finally left, but when he went to the place where he parked his car, he saw his Acura Integra on the back of a tow truck pulling out of the parking lot.


Wife Watch: Case #007
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“OH MY GOD!!!!!!!” Kat screamed when she opened the box her husband, Norman, gave her. Tickets to a concert for her birthday present. Not just any tickets, but front row tickets with VIP access and backstage passes. Norman had gone all out to make her happy.

“You are the best husband ever!” She jumped in his lap and threw her arms around his neck. She pulled him into a deep kiss.

“You are worth it.” He laughed and kissed her again.

Metal-lick-a had always been one of Kat’s favorite bands. She had a major crush on the lead singer, Allen Hatefield. Since she was a young teenager first discovering why boys were so awesome, he was on her list of sexiest men alive. There was something about his voice that just gave her chills in a good way. It had been roughly twenty-five years since she first discovered how attractive he was and her lust for him had not died at all. If anything, it had just grown over the years.

“Thank you so much!” She said then kissed him again. She could feel him starting to grow hard against her from their making out. She was so damn excited, she thought she would reward him.

With a huge smirk on her face, she slid back off his lap and on her knees in front of him. She started unbuckling his belt then undoing his pants without a word. He lifted his hips up off the couch so she could slide his pants and boxers down around his ankles.

“And this is why you are worth it.” Norman said with a laugh as she gripped his hard cock by the base and begin to lick up and down his shaft. After several times, she looked up at him then began to lick the head, circling it with her tongue, while stroking up and down the shaft.

Her grip became firmer and her strokes faster as she took his head in her mouth and began to suck it. Norman sat back and enjoyed the view of seeing her on her knees, her mouth worshipping his rock-hard dick. She was taking more and more of his length into her mouth slowly but he was growing impatient so he reached up and grabbed the back of her head and pushed her head down until the head of his cock hit the back of her throat. He released the pressure from her head and she got the wordless order and now was doing her best to deep throat him.

Norman was not huge but he was plenty large enough that she was having a hard time breathing while taking as much of his length as she could. It was turning him on so much to hear her breathing stop as he felt his cock hit the back of her throat. He reached up and grabbed her hair again and took control of her speed and depth. She did her best to keep sucking as he fucked her mouth. It wasn’t long before he was feeling the urge to cum and thinking about cumming down her throat just made the feeling more intense. He picked up the speed a little as he felt himself getting so close.

Kat was doing her best to deep throat him. She had always had a really sensitive gag reflex but over the years had been getting better at it for Norman. She loved hearing him moan in pleasure as she sucked his cock.

“Remember to swallow all of my cum, you naughty girl.” He said to her and that pushed him over the edge. He tried to keep himself as deep in her mouth as possible, without gagging her, while he pumped his cum into her. When he was done, he pulled out of her and sure enough, she swallowed it all.

* * *

The months leading up to the concert, Kat couldn’t stop talking about it. She was too excited! She even decided not to drink at the concert because she didn’t want to risk not remembering every single moment clearly. She went all out with a new sexy outfit, getting her hair done, and spent forever getting her makeup perfect.

Norman knew that she wasn’t really putting in the effort for him. He also knew that he was going to get to reap the benefits as well so he didn’t mind. He would have her looking her best on his arm all night and when they got home, he would be the one taking that outfit off her. He thought there was no point in feeling jealous about her crush on Allen. Nothing would ever come of it right?

* * *

At the concert, Kat was like a teenage girl watching her favorite boy band. Norman could help but notice she wasn’t the only 30-something or 40-something woman acting that way. He found it adorable. He was just glad to see her so happy. Of course, he loved the band too and they both had an amazing time.

Backstage, Norman had a great idea to try to make this night even better for Kat. When the band walked past the crowd, he thought of something he thought might help them stand out.

“Allen! Sign my wife’s tits please!” Norman yelled out as he surprised her by pulling down the front of the low-cut tank top she had on, showing off her large tits in the sexy lacy bra she was wearing.

Just like Norman was hoping, his odd request sure got attention. Allen couldn’t resist turning his head and then laughing. He made his way towards Kat and Norman.

“That is a request I would be a fool to ignore. What’s your name sexy?” Allen asked, taking the sharpie that Norman was holding out for him.

“Kat…” She replied, trying to sound as sexy as possible.

Despite taking the sharpie, Allen didn’t go straight for signing the autograph. Instead he leaned in and whispered in her ear.

“Does your husband like to watch you with other men?” Allen asked her.

“I bet he would if it was you, not that I would give him any choice if I had the chance.” Kat replied with a giggle while running her fingers through the back of Allen’s hair. The decades had turned it pretty grey but she loved it on him. Grey hair just makes men look more mature not old.

“Perfect, you can come with me, sweet desire. We will give him a good show then.” Allen said with a chuckle and wrapped a strong tattooed arm around her waist, pulling her into a deep kiss. She melted into him, returning his kiss. She kept playing with his hair with one hand while the other slid down his chest then around his waist.

Norman stood there in shock. He wanted to protest, another man was kissing his wife. But it wasn’t just any man, he couldn’t ruin this moment for her. This was a once in a lifetime type chance for her. He wouldn’t want her to complain if the tables were turned and it was some female musician he adored. The small crowd cheered but some of the women looked quite green with envy too.

Allen then broke off their kiss to lift Kat by the waist up over the short railing that was keeping the fans back, setting her down in front of him. He might be in his early 50’s now but he was aging like a fine wine and was still really muscular.

“You can come too.” He said with a laugh to Norman as he began to lead Kat with his arm around her waist.

Norman climbed over the fence and tried to nonchalantly catch up, knowing that everyone was watching this all take place. He followed behind, wondering just what he had gotten himself into. He just thought that Allen would spend 30 seconds signing her tits and saying something charming and then move on. This was not at all the reaction he was expecting.

* * *

Down a maze of corridors they went until they arrived at Allen’s dressing room. Allen and Kat talked the whole way in whispers. Norman just followed along, feeling like this night was getting out of control but he didn’t know what to do. He figured he would just play along, realizing there wasn’t much else for him to do.

Allen opened the door and led the both inside. Norman closed the door behind them.

“You can just sit there and watch.” Kat said sternly and then giggled softly, pointing at a chair while Allen led her to the couch. He hadn’t released his grip on her waist or even really acknowledged that Norman was still with them.

Allen sat on the couch and pulled Kat into his lap, blocking his view of Norman and started kissing her deeply again. Norman couldn’t help but wonder how far this was going to go. He wanted to object but he felt totally ashamed and wasn’t sure how to handle the situation. I mean this was Allen Hatefield, but this was also his wife cheating right in front of him. But was it really cheating if he didn’t protest? He just didn’t know what to think… He was regretting drinking so many beers now because he knew the booze wasn’t helping him think clearly.

It wasn’t long before Allen was lifting Kat’s tank top up over her head. He playfully threw it at Norman.

“You can hold that.” He said with a laugh then went back to kissing Kat.

The chair Norman was sitting in was off to the side of the room so he could see enough to know that Allen was now fondling Kat’s tits. It wasn’t long before she was softly moaning as her tongue danced with Allen’s. Allen took the cue from her moans and reached around to undo her bra. He unhooked it quickly but slid the straps down her arms slowly in almost a teasing manner. Once it was off he again tossed it towards Norman but didn’t say anything this time.

Allen was too busy exploring the upper half of Kat’s now naked body with his hands. He broke off their kiss and began kissing his way down Kat’s neck. Norman wondered if Allen would figure out just how much she loved to be bitten on her neck. He pondered pointing it out but decided not to help Allen out. Norman couldn’t help but just sit back and watch while noticing that he was getting an erection from this, despite his mixed feelings about the whole situation. Sure enough, while Norman was pondering his hard-on, Allen nipped at Kat’s neck which got a loud moan out of her.

“You like a little pain mixed with your pleasure huh?” Allen asked and then bit her harder.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Kat cried out in response, her fingernails digging into Allen’s back and shoulder.

“Your wife is a hot one, isn’t she?” Allen asked Norman.

“She sure is…” Norman answered truthfully but quietly. Kat has always had a high sex drive which Norman never complained about. Sex with her was never boring. He considered himself lucky in that regard.

Kat laughed which then turned into another loud moan as Allen moved a hand up into her hair and gripped it tight. She arched her back as her head fell back with his grasp. This pressed her breast into his other hand more firmly. He continued his assault on her neck and also began to pinch and roll her nipple between his fingers.

Kat sure wasn’t laughing now. Her breathing was becoming rapid between moans. She slid a hand down from Allen’s shoulder, across his chest and abs, making her way to his growing hard on. She began to stroke him through his jeans as he worked his mouth down to her free nipple. Norman realized as worked up as Kat was now, this wasn’t going to end anytime soon. She was really going to fuck Allen right in front of him. And Norman, well his dick was now rock hard, and he still couldn’t say a word to protest.

Kat began to unbuckle Allen’s belt then worked on unbuttoning and unzipping Allen’s pants.

“Don’t go looking for snakes, you might find them.” Allen whispered with a chuckle before lowering his mouth to her nipple again.

“I was hoping I would!” She laughed.

When she got it done she reached into his boxers and began to stroke him the best she could with his clothes in the way. Allen released his grip from her hair and nipple long enough to slide his pants and boxers down so his hard cock was free for her attention.

“Wow Allen, this is even bigger than I’ve dreamed!” Kat exclaimed, looking down while beginning to stroke him in earnest now that his clothes were out of the way.

“Mmmmm. You dream about me often, don’t you?” Allen asked while watching her stroke him.

“I dream about you almost every night. But the real you, is even better than anything my mind has dreamt up.” She told him honestly.

“Let’s see if we can’t keep that up and make you cum hard for me.” Allen said with a devious grin on his face. He raised an eyebrow and cocked his head slightly with a soft chuckle. He then grabbed Kat by the hair with a firm grip and pulled her into a deep kiss. Allen’s other hand found its way up Kat’s thigh and slid her skirt up a little bit. He began to rub her clit through silk of her panties in a circular motion. He began to moan softly in his mouth as they kissed their tongues exploring each other.

“Oh fuck.” Norman muttered under his breath. He absolutely loved when she moaned in his mouth like that. Norman began stroking himself through his pants. He didn’t even realize he had started doing it. He just couldn’t help himself watching her so turned on.

Allen was working her clit in a circular motion firmly through her panties. She began to rock her hips back and forth a little bit, trying to increase the pressure of Allen’s fingers. Allen broke off their kiss and looked down at her crotch smile.

“These panties aren’t sentimental, are they?” Allen asked her.

“No, they are not, they are actually brand-new, I bought them just for tonight.” She said with a giggle.

“Perfect.” Allen said with another smirk and raised his eyebrow. He released his grip on her hair and reached down, ripping the panties off her with a quick forceful tug. She squealed in delight. Norman was shocked, he was never this aggressive with her and she seemed to be loving it. Watching her with Allen was like seeing a different woman and he couldn’t help but like what he was seeing.

Allen tossed the torn panties at Norman and then brought his hand back between Kat’s legs again. Without the thin material in the way, her moans were even louder in response to him rubbing her clit. She was grinding her hips into his hand, trying to increase the pressure. She still hadn’t released her grip on Allen’s hard cock, pumping it quickly now. Allen slid his finger down and thrust it inside her. He rubbed her clit with this thumb now while pumping his finger in and out of her wet pussy.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum…” Kat cried out between moans. Allen pulled her by the hair into a deep kiss again while he slid a second finger inside of her. Norman couldn’t see the actual penetration from this angle but from what he could see, it was clear to him that Allen was fucking her with his hand.

“Oh god yes!” Kat exclaimed as she threw her head back and began to cum hard. She whole body shook from the intensity of her orgasm and her moans turned into screams of pleasure.

“Cum for me baby.” Allen commanded and kept up his pace until her orgasm finally subsided. By the time her orgasm subsided, she was panting hard. Allen pulled her into a deep kiss then whispered in her ear.

“My turn. Get on your knees and give me that which I desire.” He commanded with a stern tone despite the whisper. His actions mirrored his words as he gripped her hair with one hand and pulled firmly, leading her as she obeyed.

“Yes Master.” She said with a big smile and a slight giggle.

“Good girl.” Allen said with a laugh as he continued to guide her face towards his awaiting hard cock.

Norman gasped loud enough for everyone to hear but no one reacted to it. Seven years and she had never called him Master. He felt as though it wasn’t his Kat he was watching, but her slutty twin sister or something. He was shocked but he was also very turned on. He could feel the precum dripping down the head of his rock-hard cock from watching her act this way. He would have to find a way to get her to act this way too!

Kat looked up at Allen with a huge smile as she gripped his cock around the base and began to lick the underneath up and down like a lollipop. Allen’s grip in her hair tightened as he let out a slight growl, his gorgeous blue eyes focused on her servicing his cock.

“Fuck yeah.” Allen said with a slight gasp as Kat took the head of his cock in her mouth and began to bob her head up and down. She took a little more of his hard length with each descent of her head. It didn’t take long before she was taking him deep enough to hit the back of her throat with each decent of her head. Kat couldn’t help but moan each time. She gazed up at him, loving the look of pleasure on his face.

Kat shifted both her hands to his hips and began to speed up her bobbing. She nursed his cock at a steady pace and moaned softly as she felt him tense up from the pleasure of her servicing. She sunk her head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but the crown of his dick pressed up against the back of her mouth. She pushed her face tighter against Allen and as his cock reached her throat, Kat breathed through her nose and relaxed her throat. She moved her hands back around his hips and pressed them against his ass, pushing his cock further into her mouth and past the opening of her throat. She swallowed his tip, pulling him all the way into her throat until her lips were finally tight around the base of his cock. She rested her face there for a moment before she looked up at him and smiled. She licked at his balls for a moment before raising up until just the head of his dick was in her mouth. She sucked hard and caught her breath for a moment before sliding back down, once again taking his entire length into her mouth and throat.

She continued this pattern, her moaning growing louder every time she got a groan or growl out of Allen. Norman couldn’t believe how much she was enjoying this. She sometimes moaned a little while sucking his dick but never like this. Allen tightened his grip in her hair and held her in place while she felt him tense up. He shot ribbon after ribbon of hot cum down her throat, so deep inside her throat, she couldn’t even taste his cum. Her moans intensified as streams of tears began to streak down her face. Norman couldn’t help but notice her hips and legs were shaking. He recognized that movement in her body, she was cumming with Allen! He wasn’t even touching her, except the grip in her hair that was holding her in place.

When he was almost finished he loosened his grip on her hair, allowing her to come back up enough that she could finally breath through her nose again. The last burst of his cum filled her mouth and she moaned in response. She sucked him hard and bobbed fast, trying to milk every drop of cum from him she could. When she felt his body relaxed, she looked up at him. Her face was streaked with tears and she was still gasping for breath as she gripped the base of his cock and stroked it gently while removing her mouth. She smiled widely and swallowed his cum.

Allen immediately pulled her up into a kiss while she continued to stroke him. Kat couldn’t help but be impressed by how hard he was staying. He pulled her to her feet and yanked her skirt down, she stepped out of it and used her leg to toss it back towards Norman. Allen laughed as he pulled her into his lap with her straddling his legs. She positioned her opening above his stiff cock and reached between her legs to hold him straight. Kat accurately guided his still hard cock into her awaiting pussy as she lowered her hips onto him. Allen placed his hands on her sides, just above her hips, assisting her as she pushed herself down onto him. The pair gasped and moaned as he slid into her, his cock filling Kat’s tight pussy.

She began rocking her hips as she shifted her hands to his shoulders to balance herself but Allen quickly took control. Using his grip on her to lift her a bit, he began to thrust into her hard and fast. She leaned into him, allowing him to set the pace, and began kissing him deeply. Norman couldn’t help but reach into his pants and stroke his hard dick. He knew he shouldn’t be this turned on watching another man fuck his wife but he couldn’t help himself. As hard as Allen was fucking her, it didn’t take long before she threw her head back, her moans becoming almost a scream.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum again Allen!” She screamed as she bounced on his dick, matching his pace. She screamed in pleasure as her hips began to shake again, her orgasm hitting her so hard that she couldn’t continue to bounce on Allen. He kept the pace up for her though, growling from the pleasure of watching her cum all over his dick. When her orgasm subsided, he lifted her up to standing and then moved over. He pulled her down to the couch next to him then guided her roughly to get on her hands and knees. He turned and positioned himself behind her, gripping a hip with one hand and guiding his cock back into her with the other.

He thrust into her hard, burying his cock to the hilt. He grabbed her other hip and began pounding her fast. She quickly tried to match his pace, rocking back to meet his every thrust. Each thrust was filling her completely at this angle, the tip of his dick hitting her center just hard enough to barely hurt. She felt completely filled by his large cock and loved every second of it. After a couple of minutes, she could feel another orgasm building inside her. She dropped to her elbows, burying her face in the couch and changing the angle of her hips so he could get just a tiny bit deeper. The couch muffled her screams of pleasure as she began to cum again. Her body shook so hard Allen had to tighten his grip on her hips to keep up his pace.

“That’s right, cum all over my dick.” Allen’s voice was so deep it sounded like a command and a growl at the same time. She began to shake her head back and forth, the intensity of the orgasm and his words bring her to a new high. Allen reached out and grabbed her by the hair pounding her with everything he had as he began to cum as well. Pumping her tight pussy full of his seed while she was still spasming around him, her pussy helping to milk him dry.

As both of their orgasms subsided, Allen pulled out of her and collapsed back on the couch, pulling her with him. She adjusted herself into Allen’s lap and began to kiss him again. Norman couldn’t help but think about the fact that his wife’s pussy was filled with Allen’s cum. He felt ashamed yet felt an overwhelming desire to fuck her. Like he didn’t think he would be able to wait until the made it all the way home, he wanted her so bad. The conflicting feelings were really confused but his dick being so damn hard made it clear what was winning out in the conflict!

Allen broke off their kiss and Kat laid her head on his shoulder, still trying to fully catch her breath. He looked over at Norman and laughed.

“Sweetie, I think you need to let your husband take you home and fuck you as hard as I just did.” Allen said looking down at her.

Kat blushed, she had almost forgotten that Norman was still in the room after that hard fucking. She glanced over at him and smiled when she saw the bulge in his pants.

“That is a good idea…” She said with a laugh as she turned back to Allen.

“We should do this again next time I’m in town.” He replied then kissed her again.

“I would absolutely love that and I think Norman would too.” She laughed and kissed Allen again.


Wife Watch: Case #008
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Greg adjusted the tiny camera behind the plant. He looked over at Jacquelyn, sitting on the edge of the bed. “See, the camera has a view of the whole room. I’ll be able to see everything.”

Jacquelyn sat nervously on the edge of the bed, looking very uncertain.

Greg kissed his wife. “Honey, come on, we’ve talked about this. We both want it. It’s sex, not love. It won’t affect our marriage, I promise.”

Somewhat reluctantly, Jacquelyn stood up. “Are you sure?”

Greg kissed her again. He was beaming, and sounded upbeat. “I’m sure. You’re going to love this. You know I definitely will.”

Greg was pressuring her to go further in their little game of sharing her with other men. So far, she hadn’t let any guy fuck her yet. Just making out and fondling. The last time was the farthest she had ever gone, letting the guy touch her between the legs. But Greg seemed to want her to do more. She was putting on her bra when Greg said, “Why don’t you go braless tonight?”

“What?”

“You heard me,” Greg said grinning. “It’ll be fun.”

“Fun for you, maybe,” Jacquelyn said skeptically.

Greg came up to his wife and kissed her neck. He was still grinning mischievously. “Oh, come on. It’ll be exciting. Most girls go braless when they’re out clubbing.”

“Most girls?” Jacquelyn asked skeptically. “How would you know?”

Greg’s grin widened. “It says it right here,” he said as he held up the current issue of some woman’s gossip magazine.

Jacquelyn scowled. She pulled the magazine from her husband and threw it at him. “I’m not going braless.”

“Oh, come on! Look, you can wear this blouse.” Greg pulled a blouse from the suitcase. It wasn’t as revealing as the one she had picked out to wear. “No one will be able to tell you don’t have a bra on.”

“No one except the guy trying to pick me up,” she said defiantly.

Greg smiled again. “Well, that’s the whole point, isn’t it?” Greg reached under his wife’s mini skirt. “See, you like this idea. You’re getting wet.”

In the end, Jacquelyn relented and agreed to not wear a bra. She couldn’t believe she had agreed. She hadn’t gone out without a bra in so long that she couldn’t even remember the last time. Jacquelyn went downstairs to the lobby bar. It had the reputation of a major meat market, and Greg knew his sexy wife would have no trouble picking up a stud to fuck her. Jacquelyn was a blonde beauty, slim and petite, with long shapely legs, especially with the high stiletto heels she always wore. Even at 33, Jacquelyn still looked so youthful that she was almost always carded when buying drinks.

Greg waited for a short while before he decided to go down to the bar himself. When he got there, the place was packed and there was no sign of Jacquelyn. He went to the bar and got himself a beer and took a seat in the corner. Greg took a drink of his beer and scanned the crowded bar, his gaze going from person to person until he saw a blonde sitting across the room. There were too many people between them to get a good look, but he thought he recognized her as his wife. He pushed his way through the crowd, only stopping when he was about 10 feet away. Her back was to him, so he couldn’t see her face. She was wearing the same top that he had picked out for her, it had to be her.

Jacquelyn seemed to be paying most of her attention to a tall guy. He was ruggedly handsome with a dark complexion. He looked Italian. He was fairly broad shouldered, with thickly muscled arms. Greg chuckled to himself. His wife was so predictable, going after the tall dark and handsome types.

The Italian placed his hand on her back, and she seemed to tense. It was pretty clear that the Jacquelyn wasn’t entirely comfortable with the Italian’s forwardness. Still, she didn’t push him away, and the Italian inched his hand downward. Greg watched as the Italian’s hand slowly moved down his wife’s back. She seemed to stiffen when his hand moved from her blouse to her skirt, but still, she didn’t pull away. The Italian’s fingers slowly caressed the curve of her ass. Jacquelyn took a half step back. This didn’t move the Italian’s hand from her ass, but it at least caused him to stop his fondling of her body. Before he could start groping her again, Jacquelyn motioned at a just vacated bar stool. Almost reluctantly, the Italian pulled his hands away and grabbed the stool. Jacquelyn sat on the stool. As she did her skirt rode high up her thigh. “God my wife has great legs,” Greg thought.

She glanced in his direction, and their eyes locked, and Greg saw recognition, but he saw something else in his wife’s eyes. Was that anxiousness? Jacquelyn’s lips parted, as though she was about to say something to him. But before she could, Greg took a few steps back. Jacquelyn seemed to scan the crowd, but Greg disappeared behind a group of business men. Greg pushed his way to the other side of the bar. He began to move closer to Jacquelyn and the Italian than before, but still hidden in the crowd.

Greg could see his wife’s face. Jacquelyn was still flirting with the Italian, but she looked somewhat uncomfortable. Greg’s heart lurched when he saw the Italian place his hand on her knee. Jacquelyn’s face flushed, but she didn’t push him away. The Italian took her inaction as permission to explore further, edging his hand higher up her leg. He was getting perilously close to the edge of her skirt. She forced a smile and moved her hands over his, stopping his movement. But still she didn’t push him away. The Italian continued to smile. He leaned closer and whispered something in her ear. As he did, he wrapped his other arm around her waist. Greg couldn’t see, but he assumed the Italian’s hand was again caressing his wife’s ass.

The tall man’s face was so close to Jacquelyn’s that their cheeks were almost touching. Maybe they were touching. The man adjusted and suddenly his lips had moved from her ear to her neck. He was kissing his wife’s neck! Jacquelyn’s breathing became labored, and Greg wasn’t surprised. Her neck was one of her most sensitive erogenous zones. This guy really knew how to seduce women! Greg had no sooner thought this that the Italian’s hand began again to edge up her leg. The Italian was trying to get under her skirt! Greg looked around. The Italian’s seduction of his wife had caught the attention of a bunch of guys. Maybe they were the Italian’s friends? They were all smiling and whispering to each other, probably marveling at how easy Jacquelyn appeared to be. Jacquelyn was still flirting with the Italian, although it appeared forced. She wasn’t explicitly acknowledging the Italian’s hands on her body. But her face was flushed and her breathing labored.

Greg moved in a little closer to get within earshot, wanting to eavesdrop on what they were saying and hopefully get a better view. But just as he got close enough, a slow song began. The Italian stopped groping Jacquelyn and held out his hand. “This is my favorite song. Would you like to dance?”

Jacquelyn smile nervously and nodded. She gulped the rest of her drink, and slid off the stool.

“Sure Curt.” She said hesitantly.

Curt led her to the crowded dance floor, and then wrapped her arms around her. They slowly danced to the music. Jacquelyn was beginning to relax, the strong drinks calming her nerves. She was actually beginning to enjoy herself. Curt’s muscular arms around her felt good.

One slow song followed another, and Jacquelyn felt Curt begin to caress her back. His fingers seemed to linger over the area where her bra strap would normally be.

“He can feel I’m not wearing a bra,” she thought. Jacquelyn almost shuddered at how naughty she was acting, braless and alone in a bar full of horny guys. In a silent confirmation of her thoughts, Curt pulled her tighter, pushing his crotch against her tummy. Jacquelyn almost jumped when he did this, but Curt continued to hold her. He was hard, and he felt big. Despite herself, Jacquelyn was getting turned on. The drinks were also making her a bit lightheaded. Curt led her across the dance floor, the pair swaying to the music, Curt’s hard-on pressing into her.

Finally, the music changed to a fast song, and Jacquelyn seemed to awaken from a daze. She was a bit disoriented. Somehow Curt had maneuvered her into a dark corner of the bar. She could hear voices all around them, but she couldn’t see anyone.

“Thanks for the dance, but I should be going.” She said.

“Come on baby, stay awhile,” Curt said. He leaned over and covered Jacquelyn’s lips with his. He swiftly worked his tongue into Jacquelyn’s mouth. Jacquelyn tried to push away, but Curt held her tightly. Jacquelyn didn’t want to make a scene and she knew Greg was probably watching. So, she relaxed and allowed Curt to kiss her. Soon Jacquelyn was returning Curt’s kisses, tentatively caressing his tongue with hers. Soon she was extending her tongue into Curt’s mouth, exploring him back.

Their passionate kissing seemed to drive Curt wild. He abruptly pushed Jacquelyn against the wall. With his tongue still deep in her throat, he took her arms and raised them above her head. With her passion building Jacquelyn didn’t resist. Curt held her hands with one of his hands. Then, before Jacquelyn could react, Curt lowered his other hand and began fondling her breasts.

Jacquelyn’s body tensed with Curt’s hand on her breasts. No one but her husband had touched here so intimately for over ten years. She tried to pull away, but Curt held her firmly. “Come on, baby, you know you like this,” he said before kissing her again. Jacquelyn thought fleetingly of her husband Greg. Jacquelyn allowed her body to relax, knowing that being kissed and fondled this way was probably exciting her husband.

Curt released Jacquelyn’s hands when he felt her relax. He continued to fondle her tits with one hand. With his other he brought Jacquelyn’s hand to his crotch. “Feel what you’ve done to me baby.” With a start Jacquelyn felt Curt’s hard-on, but she didn’t try to pull away. Her inhibitions were melting away. Curt had gotten her so hot, and she felt so naughty. “Greg would want me to rub Curt,” she said silently to herself.

Jacquelyn rubbed Curt’s cock, outlined in his jeans. He was hard, and big, and as she rubbed him he got even bigger. “Uh, yeah baby, that feels good,” he grunted.

Jacquelyn was so fascinated by Curt’s cock that she didn’t notice him unbuttoning her blouse. Suddenly, Curt’s calloused hands were on her bare skin. She tried pulling away as Curt cupped her braless tits, but he was too strong. “Oh god,” she moaned as he rubbed her hard nipples between his fingers. Seeing how sensitive Jacquelyn’s nipples were, Curt lowered his head and began sucking them. “Mmmm!” she groaned as waves of pleasure erupted inside her tight body.

He smiled and ran his finger along Jacquelyn’s cheek, down her neck, and then along the neckline of her blouse. Jacquelyn shuddered as electric sparks coursed through her body. “Let’s get a hotel room,” he said.

“No need, I already have a room upstairs.” She responded.

Greg watched Jacquelyn and Curt break their embrace in the corner of the bar. She nodded at him and the pair began to walk to the elevator bank. Greg was quick to react, getting to the elevator first and making it to the hotel room before them. He went into the adjoining room, and locked the door. He quickly double checked his TV and video equipment. He’d be able to see and record everything.

He sat in the chair and opened a beer. Now all he had to do was wait. Second thoughts flashed through his mind. He was lucky to have a wife as beautiful as Jacquelyn. Most guys would think he was crazy to let other men near her, much less touch her and fuck her! He couldn’t help himself. This was his burning desire, to watch another man fuck his wife.

But the second thoughts continued. Jacquelyn had never been with another man. She had been a virgin when they married. His was the only cock to ever be inside her. How many husbands could say that? After tonight, that wouldn’t be true anymore.

While the thought made him jealous, it also turned him on. He got so hot by the image of Jacquelyn being groped, fondled, and soiled by another man! His cock was so hard it began to hurt.

Greg was brought out of his reverie as Jacquelyn’s door opened. He quickly hit the record button. Jacquelyn stepped into the room, and then was quickly followed by her Italian date.

His wife looked a little nervous, but also a little disheveled and flushed. Greg knew they been had sucking face and groping each other down in the bar, but by the looks of it maybe they had been making out in the elevator too. Greg’s thoughts were quickly brushed away as Curt took Jacquelyn in his arms and put his mouth over hers. Jacquelyn seemed to tense up at first, and then she relaxed. Jacquelyn’s cheeks bulge as Curt pushed his tongue down her throat. Greg’s heart pounded as he watched his wife make out with this stranger and he unzipped his pants and pulled out his hard dick.

Curt’s hands freely explored Jacquelyn’s body. He reached behind her and unzipped her mini skirt, letting it fall to the floor. Greg stroked himself as Curt cupped and fondled Jacquelyn’s tits. Curt reached behind Jacquelyn and pulled her blouse over her head. Jacquelyn let the lacy material fall off her body, and Curt’s hands returned to her tits. Greg felt almost lightheaded as he watched this stranger fondle his wife’s naked breasts.

Jacquelyn moaned as Curt expertly rubbed her hard nipples between his fingers. Curt seemed to sense that this sexy blonde wife was his for the taking, and abruptly pushed Jacquelyn down to her knees. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Greg couldn’t believe his eyes, it was fucking huge! Curt’s size surprised Jacquelyn too, and her eyes grew wide. Curt saw the look on Jacquelyn’s face, and grinned. “Bigger than you’re used to baby?” he taunted. Jacquelyn nodded slightly, and Curt rubbed his cock on her face, the pre-cum making her cheeks glisten.

“Is this the first time you’ve cheated?” Curt asked, continuing to rub his cock across Jacquelyn’s cheeks and lips.

“Yeah,” Jacquelyn said.

Curt’s cock pulsed with excitement. He loved fucking other men’s wives, especially first-time cheaters. He pushed his cock between Jacquelyn’s lips.

“Suck it baby.” He demanded

Jacquelyn almost gagged as Curt pushed his thick cock into her mouth. She recovered after a few moments and licked around his shaft. “Yeah, that’s it, fucking suck it.”

It felt strange having another man’s cock in her mouth. She had only given Greg head, and Curt’s cock was much different. So much bigger, and lined with thick veins that seemed to pulse as she licked them. She wrapped her hands around Curt’s shaft and slowly stroked him, while still sucking on the big cock head.

Curt’s hands were behind Jacquelyn’s head, clutching her soft blonde hair. Shit she turned him on! He watched as her pretty face bobbed on his cock. Her hands were moist from pre-cum and saliva as she stroked him. He noticed her wedding and engagement rings. They glistened from his pre-cum, and the sight made him raunchy. He pulled his cock from Jacquelyn’s mouth and rubbed it across her face.

“Do you like it, bitch? Is this what you want?”

Jacquelyn was so aroused, she couldn’t help herself. “Oh god, yes.” She said taking his cock deep into her mouth. Her mouth filled with saliva, making quiet slurping sounds and she sucked his length. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster. She continued to nurse Curt’s cock at a steady pace moaning all the while. As Greg watched her, he noticed the front of her panties were sopping wet. Her hips were beginning to shake again, telling him that she was going to cum just from sucking this stranger’s cock.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caress them with her fingers. She was humming constantly while his hard cock filled her mouth. She continued to service him, swirling her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his oozing pre-cum. Greg watched as his wife plunged her head deep into Curt’s cock. His tip pressed up against her throat and kept sliding down even further. Tears began to form in her eyes as her hands cupped his ass cheeks, thrusting his hips into her face. Curt’s cock swelled in her throat and she began to cum at the same time as him, their thighs and hips beginning to tremble.

She sucked him furiously as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up. Greg watched as Jacquelyn’s amazing eyes shot open wide as Curt sent a massive hot jet of cum into her mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she continued to press her face forward. Her hips and body quaked as her own orgasm ran through her, leaving the front of her panties soaked. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her pretty mouth, filling her throat full of his seed.

Greg was in awe. Jacquelyn rarely sucked his cock, and when she did, she’d never swallow. Greg felt the jealousy creep into his thoughts. They both came down from their peak as Greg watched on. Jacquelyn’s hand went to her lips and she used her index finger to find a dribble of cum on her lips and pressed it against her tongue to join the rest of his load. Then she slowly raised her head as she slowly swallowed, smiling brightly as his cum slid down her throat.

Curt sneered. “You suck it like a pro! Why’re you cheating? Not getting enough from your husband, is that it?”

“No,” Jacquelyn almost whispered, seemingly mesmerized by Curt’s huge cock. “He doesn’t have enough to give me.”

In the next room, Greg furiously stroked himself. He was trying to hold off, but the scene was too fucking hot. If watching her swallow another man wasn’t enough, hearing her say, “He doesn’t have enough to give me,” pushed him over the edge, and his sperm shot high into the air.

Back in the other room, Curt easily lifted Jacquelyn from the floor, and tossed her on the bed. Cumming in her mouth was amazing, but Curt wanted something else. He quickly undressed, revealing a highly muscular body.

Curt pulled off Jacquelyn’s flimsy panties, and positioned himself between her long legs. “Wait,” Jacquelyn said. “You said you’d wear a condom!”

Curt grinned. “I always keep my promises.” He reached into his pants and pulled out a condom, and handed it over to Jacquelyn. Jacquelyn opened the package with her teeth, and unrolled the condom on Curt’s thick shaft. It took a few tries because he was so thick. When she was done the condom only covered the top half of his penis, but she judged that was good enough.

Curt laid Jacquelyn back down and kissed her. Then he moved down to her tits and sucked on her erect nipples. Jacquelyn moaned as pleasure shot from her nipples to her clit. Then Curt moved between her legs and licked her pussy. Jacquelyn shivered and bucked as he teased her clit, and soon her hands clutched the sheets as her tight body writhed under his tongue.

Knowing that Jacquelyn couldn’t see, Curt reached down and quickly freed his cock from the condom. Nothing was going to keep him from fucking this hot bitch bareback. The thought of blowing his load in this pretty wife’s unprotected womb made his cock throb.

On the TV screen, Greg clearly saw Curt take off the condom. Fuck, he’s going to cum inside her, and she’s not on the pill! But Greg couldn’t move, he was mesmerized by the scene in front of him.

Curt held Jacquelyn’s legs against his chest, so she couldn’t see his raw cock. He positioned his hard cock with his hand and pushed inside her.

Jacquelyn grimaced as she felt the intrusion. “Ughh, god!” she cried between gritted teeth. It hurt! Curt ignored her cries. He dug his feet into the mattress and pushed hard, pushing more of his thick shaft inside her soaking pussy.

“Stop!” Jacquelyn cried. “It hurts!”

But Jacquelyn’s protests just made Curt more excited. He loved to hear them beg for him to stop, they all did at first. But he knew that soon she’d be begging him to pound her.

Curt covered Jacquelyn’s mouth with his, and pushed his tongue down her throat. He opened her stocking-clad legs wide, and impaled more of himself inside her. He grabbed Jacquelyn’s blonde hair and pulled her head back, and sucked on her neck. Then he moved to Jacquelyn’s ear. “Half way in now.”

Jacquelyn shivered from Curt’s hot breath in her ear. But only half way in? “It hurts! I can’t take it all!”

“You’re getting it all bitch!” he growled, and pushed another two inches into her. He roughly fondled Jacquelyn’s breasts, pulling and twisting her sensitive nipples. Jacquelyn’s cries were muted with Curt’s mouth over hers. She braced herself as she felt Curt tense, and then he thrust more of his cock inside her. Tears were flowing down her cheeks. Oh god, where was Gregory, didn’t he see Curt was hurting her?

But there was no way Greg was going to stop Curt. He could see everything on the TV. Curt between Jacquelyn’s long, stocking-clad legs, working his thick cock into her pussy. God, he had cum when Curt first penetrated her. Finally, his fantasy had come true, he was watching another man fuck his wife! Jacquelyn’s cries were like music to his ears. He was already hard again, and each time she cried out he seemed to get even harder. “Fuck her,” Gregory hissed. “Fuck her!”

Curt concentrated to avoid cumming. Shit this bitch was tight! And she was so fucking hot! Her tits were small but perfectly shaped, her stomach flat, her ass tight and her long legs fucking amazing! And even beaded with perspiration, her face was gorgeous! Shit she was hot!

Curt dug his feet again into the bed, and pushed hard into Jacquelyn again. Jacquelyn squealed as more of Curt entered her. “I’m all the way in now, bitch!” he sneered triumphantly. “All twelve inches!”

Jacquelyn’s chest heaved under Curt. God, it felt like he was splitting her in two! But after a few moments the pain started to subside. She had never felt so full in her life. It actually felt good.

Curt started rocking back and forth, a few inches of his thick shaft slowly moving back and forth in her pussy. Jacquelyn clutched his muscular arms as his pace quickened. Curt’s thrusts got longer and more forceful. Jacquelyn began moaning. It felt good! He was hitting spots she didn’t even know existed, and his cock was so thick that the friction against her clit was amazing. Her orgasm was building. She wrapped her long legs around Curt’s waist, and dug her heels into his ass, urging him to pound her harder and deeper. “Oh goddddd,” she wailed as Curt’s huge cock sent her over the edge and she began to cum. Jacquelyn’s nails dug into Curt’s back as pleasure filled her, her toes curling in her high heels.

Greg came again as he watched his wife orgasm under Curt. After his orgasm, doubts started creeping into his head. Seeing Jacquelyn getting so thoroughly fucked by another man was making him jealous. That Jacquelyn was so clearly enjoying it made him even more jealous. But, still, the scene in front of him was so hot, he started getting hard again.

Curt held Jacquelyn’s legs wide apart as he continued to pound her. Jacquelyn’s orgasm had been incredibly intense, and it felt like another was building. Her moans were almost continuous as, with each thrust, Curt seemed to stimulate both her clit and g-spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her writhing body.

Jacquelyn was almost breathless as she glanced between her legs. She marveled at how big he was, the huge thickly veined shaft glistening with their combined juices as he moved in and out of her. Then she realized he wasn’t wearing a condom. “Curt, wait,” she said startled, pushing against his chest. “The condom.”

Curt continued to fuck her. “It must have fallen off,” he lied. “Don’t worry, I’ll pull out.”

“No!” Jacquelyn said, panic building inside her. She wasn’t on the pill. She pushed against Curt, but he grabbed her hands and held them above her head. He was almost there. He pulled Jacquelyn’s legs over his shoulders, making her completely at his mercy. He wanted to get deep inside her when he came.

Curt’s thrusts became almost frantic as he neared his orgasm. The thought of getting this pretty blonde wife pregnant made his dick throb. The feel of the bitch’s silky stockings against his chest made him even hotter, and finally his orgasm came. Curt lurched into her repeatedly, each time ejaculating thick streams of his sperm deep inside Jacquelyn’s unprotected womb.

Jacquelyn’s hands clutched the sheets. Despite herself, she was on the brink of another orgasm. “Fuck me, fuck me!” she cried. Curt released her hands and she pulled him to her, opening her mouth to his. The feel of Curt’s cum shooting inside her send her over the edge, and her body shuddered almost violently as she came. Curt kept his cock deep inside Jacquelyn long after his orgasm, purposely trapping his seed inside her.

Greg watched as Curt turned Jacquelyn over onto her front. She kept her face buried in a pillow and lift her ass toward Curt, begging for his cock. She had lost all reservations and now needed his big cock with every ounce of her being.

“OH FUCK YES! FUCK ME FROM BEHIND!” She shouted.

Curt loomed behind her, tapping his cock upwards against his clit briefly before sinking his cock back into the swollen pussy.

“AHH! Ohh.” She panted, erupting into yet another orgasm. “CUMMINNNNNNNG AGAINNN!”

She’s cumming again? Greg thought, she just fucking had one!

Curt continued fucking her with his hard cock as she came, filling her with his girth while her body shook. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped her clit.

“I LOVE YOUR BIG COCK! I DESERVE THIS! FUCK! MY! PUSSSSSSY!” Jacquelyn yelled so loud that the neighboring rooms could definitely hear her.

He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his rod. He grunted loudly as he fucked her. Jacquelyn’s pussy clenched tightly around his cock as it impaled her over and over again. She turned to the plant that the camera was hidden in, giving Greg a view of her face. She eyes were filled with frenzy from the savage fucking she was receiving. Greg couldn’t resist watching Curt fuck his wife’s brains out. She shivered uncontrollably beneath him, her tits were pressed against the bed sheets with her mouth wide open. Her trembling knees were pressed together as her calves and feet angled out. On the bed below that was a puddle of her cum and juices that were flowing out from her gushing pushy. Gregory had never seen her so wet in his life. Where were all these juices coming from?

Curt’s balls clenched up and his cock swelled inside Jacquelyn. A massive rush unlike no other he ever had rocked his body as he began to gush cum from his cock. The first shot blasted out his dick splattering into her pussy.

“UGH! I LOVE YOUR CUM!” Jacquelyn cried as her body began shaking in orgasm yet again.

Greg was in complete shock as the words escaped her mouth. His wife had turned from modest wife to complete whore all because she was taking a massive cock.

As the pair came down from their peaks, Curt collapsed onto Jacquelyn’s back. Their breaths were ragged, their bodies exhausted. Finally, he pulled out and got dressed. He looked at the freshly fucked beauty and couldn’t help smiling. He loved fucking other men’s wives.

As Curt left, Jacquelyn rolled over and started sobbing.

As Jacquelyn cried into the pillow, the realization and guilt of what had just happened were overwhelming. Greg opened the connecting door and approached the bed. Jacquelyn’s back was to him as she hugged and cried into the pillow. Between her legs he saw a copious amount of Curt’s and his wife’s milky cum. Greg’s eyes ran down his wife’s slim legs. Her stockings were laddered, and the lacy stocking tops were wet from the cum leaking from her pussy. She still wore the ankle strap high heels.

Greg was hard again. He got on the bed and softly rolled Jacquelyn onto her back. “I’m so sorry,” she sobbed. “I tried to get him to pull out the first time.”

“It’s alright,” Greg soothed as he gently kissed the tears from her cheeks and she calmed down. Her breasts were bruised from Curt’s rough groping, and the sight made his dick twitch with excitement. Greg positioned himself between his wife’s legs, and then pushed into her. God, she was loose! Usually she fit him like a glove, but now he could barely feel her pussy walls. Instead of being upset, her looseness turned him on even more. The sensation of fucking his wife’s freshly fucked pussy, filled with another man’s cum, was incredible! Within moments, Greg lunged into his wife and added his cum to Curt’s.

Greg collapsed onto his wife. “We have to do this again,” he said, panting.


Wife Watch: Case #009
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Alex lifted his head off the couch, his brain wracked with a massive headache.

It took a long moment for him to remember exactly where he was. He looked at his watch and noticed that it was almost three in the morning.

“Dammit.” He thought. “My wife is going to kill me.”

He gathered myself and arose from the couch. As he looked around his boss’s living room he realized he was alone. The room was littered with several empty drink glasses and craft beer bottles.

“Guess the party’s finally over.” He thought, wishing somebody would of woke him up to tell him.

Alex Grant was a logistics manager for a food and beverage distributor. Neil Berkham is the owner, and friendly with everyone in the company. Every month or so he hosts a little get together at his home. Usually, Alex would attend these parties with his wife, Melody, but unfortunately, she had to take a late shift tonight.

Alex was pretty disoriented and having a hard time as he stumbled through Neil’s house. This was a rare moment, Alex wasn’t known as the guy who couldn’t hold liquor or passed out at a party. He reached for his car keys on a nearby table when he heard a loud noise coming from down the hall. Alex didn’t catch what it was at first, but then it happened again. It was the moaning of woman. Alex froze, unsure of how he should react. He there stood silently for a moment until heard the bounce of bed springs and more moaning. He was intrigued, but realized this was probably his cue to leave. Alex slowly began walking towards the front door when he suddenly heard a cry coming from down the hallway.

“OHHHhhh! Fuck! Fuck me Neil!”

Alex froze again, this time in stunned amusement. His boss Neil was single, reserved, and polite. Him banging a woman peaked Alex’s curiosity. If that wasn’t enough, Alex was sure he recognized the voice of the woman, but it could’ve been the alcohol playing tricks on him. But against his better judgement, he began walking slowly and quietly down the hall.

As he neared the bedroom doorway the moaning was reaching a crescendo. It took all his courage, but finally, he peeked inside. Alex’s mouth dropped wide open as he looked through the doorway. A look of shock immediately spreading across his face.

His boss Neil was naked on the bed pounding a blonde white woman from behind. Alex quickly realized it was Rebecca. She was the wife of one of their co-workers, Kevin. Rebecca was also pretty good friends with Alex’s wife Melody. His heart sank for Kevin, but at the same, his dick stirred at the erotic sight in front of him. He blinked in confusion. The scene didn’t make any sense to Alex. Neil was in his mid-40’s but kept himself in fantastic shape. He was a former college football player, a Norwegian man, who despite his size, most people would consider unassuming. Most women would find him handsome, joking that Hollywood should’ve cast him as Thor. He was good man, always willing to help people out around the office, and was respected by most everyone at the company. But there he was, fucking a co-worker’s wife.

Despite Alex’s disappointment, he couldn’t help but notice how erotic the scene in front of him was. He had never seen sex before with the contrast of Neil’s large body against Rebecca’s dainty figure. It was quite exciting to witness. Her head was tilted back and her eyes closed, she was trying to hold back the moans of pleasure, biting her lip all the while. Her small breasts were shaking back and forth as the slapping noises of him pounding her from behind filled the room. Suddenly, Alex saw a phone screen light up from the corner. His second shock of the night was noticing that Kevin was in the room. He was standing in the corner, nude, stroking himself while watching his wife getting fucked on the bed. Alex’s jaw dropped, his mind unable process any of it, between the alcohol, the late hour, the absurd sight in front of him, he must have been going crazy. Just as he was finding the composure within himself to turn and leave, Neil and Rebecca switched positions. Neil was pulling Rebecca off him, his cock slipped out of her and into Alex’s view. At first Alex thought it was a dildo. The thing was absolutely massive, probably close to a foot long and very thick. Alex quickly averted his eyes from it and right as he was moving to leave he felt a moment of terror. Though he wasn’t sure, but could’ve swore that Neil had seen him. He didn’t look back to double check and moved quickly out the front door, making sure to close it silently behind him.

The drive home was a blur, and not just because Alex was still recovering from the booze. But because his mind was racing thinking about how his co-worker Kevin could just sit there and watch it? What the fuck led to that? Did he lose a bet or something? If so, those were some really fucking high stakes. It didn’t look like Kevin was angry. If anything, he was enjoying it. Which was obvious because the guy was jerking himself off. Alex shook his head in utter confusion, but also couldn’t get the image of Neil and Rebecca out of his mind. All of a sudden, his phone buzzed with a text. After glancing at the five missed calls from Melody, his heart skipped a beat. But then he noticed this last text was from his boss Neil.

‘Please don’t tell anyone you saw that. I’ll explain Monday.’

“Fuck.” Alex said out loud. He got caught. He pulled over to the side of the road and thought for a moment. Finally, Alex texted back. ‘You don’t owe me an explanation, I shouldn’t have wandered down the hall, I won’t say a word.’

A minute or so passed, and Alex received another reply.

‘It’s important that you don’t Alex, I don’t want to hurt Kevin and Rebecca’s marriage with gossip. I know you’re a good guy who wouldn’t do that kind of thing, but I just needed to make sure. Please give me a few minutes on Monday and we’ll talk.’

Alex supposed it was the least he could do after spying on them like some drunken pervert.

‘No problem, we’ll talk then. Sorry about catching that, just being drunk and dumb.’

Neil, the always understanding guy he was, texted back.

‘No worries, would have been curious myself. Lol. See you Monday.’

Alex arrived home minutes later and Melody was still awake, pacing around the front room in her nightgown, her large natural breasts bouncing and her brunette hair was a mess.

“What the fuck Alex! I tried calling you like 10 times! I left you several messages.” She yelled.

“I’m sorry babe, I don’t know what the hell happened but I passed out, just woke up at three am. I guess all those hours in the office and on the road these last couple months must have caught up with me. I’m embarrassed as shit hun. I’m sorry.” Alex immediately apologized.

Melody relented quickly, the pair of them had good trust in their marriage and she really had no reason to worry other than for his safety.

“You should be! I know you’ve been working hard Alex but that’s no excuse to pass out like some frat boy. Try to pace yourself or come home earlier next time! At least message me if you’re staying over. You worried me!” She said. She then walked up to him gave him a relieving hug.

Melody was 31. A gorgeous woman by anyone’s standards and Alex extremely lucky to have her. Melody was a beautiful 5′-4″ brunette with large natural breasts, an hourglass figure, and an amazing ass. Her face was classically feminine and angelic. She looked up at her husband with her hazel eyes and Alex couldn’t help but feel aroused. The erotic scene from earlier had left an impact on him, and his hormones were running thick through his veins.

He grabbed his wife and pulled her into him. Alex kissed her passionately, moving his lips down her neck and clutching at the curves in her hips. Luckily for Alex, his wife was also in the mood. Melody immediately reciprocated with kisses of her own and before long they were both naked on the living room couch. Alex was pumping his six-inch cock into her as he leaned in and continued kissing her passionately. Even though he had developed a mild belly and wasn’t as energetic as he once was, he could often bring Melody to a satisfying orgasm. As Alex thrusted into her, Melody’s tight pussy flexed tightly around his shaft. She wrapped her beautiful shapely legs around his lower back as he continued to work himself in and out of her.

Alex’s mind wandered back to the events from earlier, and for some reason he began to recall the many times Neil had been flirtatious with Melody at his house parties. Melody enjoyed attending them, and even though she was always respectful, she did seem to get a kick out of flirting with Neil. For some reason Alex thought about Neil’s motivation and the possibility that maybe he had hoped to have Melody in Rebecca’s position, pounding his massive cock deep into his wife. All of a sudden, Alex came, luckily Melody was having her own orgasm, though mild. He bucked violently, shooting his load inside his wife and came eventually to a rest.

“Try not to pass out at other people’s houses hun, were not in college anymore. Not the best.” Melody jokingly chided.

Alex smiled, nodding in agreement. He thought about telling her about earlier, but had promised Neil not to talk about it. He’d usually tell Melody everything and was confident he’d eventually would, but wanted Neil to at least have a chance to explain it first. Besides, he was too tired and it was too late to get into it just now. That conversation would take way too long and Alex just needed some fucking sleep.

* * *

When Alex went into work on Monday, he was a bit nervous about the upcoming chat with Neil. But as the day progressed, Alex got so busy and nearly forgot about it. It was near five pm when he remembered and finally headed into his private office.

He closed the door behind him as Neil was finished up a call.

“Hey Alex.” Neil greeted. “Thanks for coming.”

Alex’s nerves suddenly took hold again, his stomach dropping.

“Y-Yeah, sure thing.” Alex stuttered.

“Let me just cut to the chase. What you saw the other night is actually regular occurrence at my house. There are guys that I know that like to share their wives with me. I refuse to tell you who else, but you stumbled upon Kevin and Rebecca.”

Alex was shocked and his face showed it.

“Alex why don’t you take a seat,” Neil continued, “I assure you this really isn’t as crazy as it sounds.”

Alex nervously took a seat.

“Look, one night a few years back myself and another couple had a few too many. I don’t remember exactly how or why but we ended up in my bedroom and we ended up in bed. During the act, the husband noticed how big I was, and how much his wife was loving it, so he just reserved himself to watch. Not much was said about it but the for the next year. They would come over every now and then, and he would watch me with her. A few months ago, I was approached by Kevin and Rebecca, although the other night was my first time with them.” He said. He leaned back in his chair, and let out a deep breath “I’m not sure how else to put it. Kind of embarrassed really. Sorry you had to see that.”

“Uh um, I… don’t know Neil, that’s pretty crazy.” Alex said, struggling to find his voice.

“Yeah, I guess now that I heard myself say it like that. It’s does sound pretty crazy.” Neil laughed.

His laugh relaxed Alex a little bit.

“I don’t understand Neil, what do they even get out of it? I can see what you get out of it, I just… don’t get it”

“It’s just a kink, Alex. It’s rather popular these days. I don’t mean to brag but I’m very well endowed, much more so than Kevin or any of the other guys that do this with me. Most husbands get off on seeing their wives pleasured by my big… cock.”

“At first it was just weekend sex,” Neil continued. “but after a while I started to get off on the power. It gives me a rush to take a wife in front of her man, knowing that I’m making her pop better than him. Sometimes I even talk dirty to the wife, reminding her of how much better I am than her husband. Even crazier, it incites them into massive orgasms.”

Neil closed his eyes chuckled before continuing. “It sure did for Rebecca.”

Alex’s mouth hung wide open, or maybe he just looked dumbfounded because Neil laughed at his reaction.

“Alex lighten up,” Neil said, but it more like a direction. “it’s just sex.”

“No, no.” Alex responded. “I mean, I’m not judging. It’s just, I’ve never heard of anything quite like this or understand why the husbands like it.”

“It’s called cuckolding.” Neil replied casually sinking back into his chair. “It’s everywhere these days. I’m pretty sure it’s the most popular fetish among married couples. If more people could separate sex from love, it would probably be happening in all marriages.”

Alex was still having a hard time taking in all this information, but he had heard that term before.

“Well, thanks Neil. I’ma get going.” Alex said, standing up to leave. He didn’t want to linger much longer in the awkward conversation. “I appreciate you clearing that up. You have my word that I won’t mention this to a soul. As I said, it’s really none of my business.”

Neil stood and came around the desk and shook Alex’s hand.

“Good to hear. I’m trying to avoid causing any problems around the office, and one word of this to pretty much anyone would cause big drama. Thanks again.” Neil said pausing for a moment.

Alex was getting ready to walk out when Neil spoke up.

“Look, I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, and you shouldn’t- Because like I just got done saying, it’s just sex. But now seems as good a time as any to mention this…”

Alex stood waiting nervously, fearing where Neil was going with this.

“Alex,” Neil said. “If you and Melody ever found yourselves intrigued by this kind of thing I would absolutely love to take her to bed. She’s a beautiful woman, and I believe that it could be a thrill for her. You could watch, join in, whatever gets you off. I’m confident you would like it.”

Alex couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Part of him wanted to knock Neil out, but he restrained himself from punching him. Alex checked himself. Knowing Neil has been a great coworker and an even better guy. Alex took a deep breath and calmed himself before answering.

“Look, Neil. That’s inappropriate.” Alex finally said.

“Say no more Alex, I’m sorry. I sincerely I meant no offense. I just look at things differently these days I suppose. Trust me when I say your marriage only stands to gain from this kind of fun. But I respect your answer. I won’t mention it again.”

Alex was confused, mostly by Neil’s nonchalant attitude towards the entire topic. With that, Alex nodded, and walked out.

* * *

Later that night Alex was sitting down on the couch watching TV with his wife Melody. He had tried to wipe the memory of the party and the conversation he had with Neil earlier in the day from his mind, but was having a hard time doing so.

The couple was sipping on some wine together, watching some re-run when Melody spoke up. Alex noticed the look on her face. It was one he had seen before. A look that told him that Melody had something to say.

“So. You won’t believe what Rebecca told me.” Melody said.

“Oh? What’s that?” A chill rocketed up Alex’s spine as he answered her. He knew what his wife was about to say. He tried to mask his thoughts, hopefully she wouldn’t say what he was actually thinking.

“Just promise me,” Melody said. “You can’t tell anyone Alex. It’s really crazy but I have to tell you.”

Alex’s wife proceeded to explain most of what he had already seen and before she could get too far into her story, he interrupted her.

“Melody, I know.” He said.

“What do you mean, you know?” Melody said, a shocked looked spread across her face, “How the hell do you know?”

Alex’s face went red with embarrassment.

“Well um,” He replied, hesitating momentarily. “When I was leaving Neil’s the other night, I was walking out the door I heard fucking coming from down the hall. I went and checked it out and that’s when I saw Rebecca and Neil.”

He paused for a moment and looked his wife in the eyes before continuing. “… and Kevin.”

She was shocked. “Oh my god! You saw them? What did you see?”

“I… uh, um. I saw Neil with Rebecca, and Kevin was watching.” Alex answered, embarrassment showing through in his tone.

“You saw it!?” His wife exclaimed.

“Only for a second, I turned and left immediately.” He replied defensively.

“Oh my god…” she said, covering her mouth in disbelief. “Did, did… anyone see you?”

Alex’s face was still bright red.

“Yeah, Neil saw me. We had a conversation about it at work today. He asked me not to tell anyone. Doesn’t want there to be drama at work.”

Melody jumped up, not knowing how to react. “This is crazy! What did he say? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Hun, I was going too, I’ve just haven’t thought it all the way through. He said probably what you already know, that he’s been having sex with a couple of wives from the office, and that he just began with Kevin and Rebecca. He said it’s called cuckolding and that it’s popular. And again, he said too keep it between me and him and not tell anyone.”

“I don’t get it! Why would the husbands let Neil fuck their wives?” She asked.

“It turns them on I guess.” Alex said shaking his head.

Melody shook her head in agreement. “That’s what Rebecca said.”

“What exactly did Rebecca say about it?” Alex asked.

Now Melody was the one in the defensive.

“Umm.” she paused. “Well, Rebecca heard about Neil from a friend, but she wouldn’t say who. I didn’t press her on it.”

“What do you mean heard about Neil? She’s known my boss for years.”

“Uh…” Melody stuttered, not knowing how to choose her next words. “She umm heard that he’s big. Very big. Down there. Like fucking huge.”

Alex tried to keep a plain face, but obviously failed when Melody looked up at him.

“Oh my god you saw his cock, didn’t you?” Melody pressed

“Yeah, it’s big.” Alex admitted nonchalantly, not wanting to dwell on it.

Alex could tell his answer excited his wife. This fact worried him somewhat, but at the same time it also amused him.

“Wow,” Melody said surprised, her face going flushed. “I guess Rebecca wasn’t lying. She was told me that her and Kevin had been in a sexual lull. She was tipped off to this by her friend, and as coincidence would have it, Kevin had already heard the same from the other husband. She told me they got drunk and admitted to each other that it excited them. Before they knew it, they were trying it out. She said they love it. Also adding she’s never cum so hard in life like she has with your boss.”

“Alright.” Alex said rolling his eyes from the cringe worthy information. “I struggle with how Kevin deals with it.”

“Rebecca says he loves it.” Melody replied as Alex shook his head, not understanding. “I know, I don’t get it either hun. She said it turns him on to see Neil pound his massive meat into her.”

Just then something strange happened to Alex. A picture of Neil and Rebecca flashed in his mind, but this time Melody was in Rebecca’s place, biting her lip as his boss plowed her from behind. His cock began to stir in pants, not being able to help but get turned on by the image in his head as well as his wife’s words.

“What else did she say?” Alex asked.

“That’s it really…” Melody stopped, but it was clear to Alex that she was holding back.

“Melody. I know you better than that. I know for a fact that Rebecca and you definitely talked about it in so much detail she could write a novella.”

Melody blushed heavily. “She said I had to try it….” She bounced her head and rolled her eyes. “But I told her to fuck off, I’m married.”

Alex’s face wrenched in anger. “What a fucking slut!” He snarled. “I thought we were cool and she goes and tells you cheat on me with Neil. Wow. I’m going to chew her out next time I see her!”

“Alex, you can’t say anything! I don’t want there to be drama. Besides it’s your boss were talking about too.” Melody said, trying to talk some sense into her angered husband. “And in the interest of full disclosure, she didn’t tell me to do it behind your back, she said to tell you about it and talk you into watching. She said that you would like it.”

Alex laughed in contempt. “Pffffffft! No way.”

Melody cocked her head and went silent for a moment. She then took a long sip from her wine glass before deciding to talk again. “This whole thing is so bizarre. Our friends are so fucking weird-”

“Our friends are pissing me off. People are just weird in general.” Alex interjected and shook his head. And then took a hefty swig himself.

“Did Neil say anything else to you?” Melody asked.

“Yeah actually.” Alex said. “Like Rebecca, Neil pissed me off at the end of our little talk.” Melody stayed silent, listening intently. “He said that if I was interested in this kink. That he would love to take you to bed.”

Melody snorted and nearly choked on her wine. “WHAT!?”

“Yeah.” He said. “Took a lot out of me to not to knock him out. It’s weird because Neil’s been such a good dude for so many years. But this is too fucking weird for me. Everything is just so awkward now.” Alex said, shrugging.

“I can’t believe he would say that.” She said, her eyes spreading wide.

“Yeah, he basically told me- Hey Alex, I think Melody is beautiful and I would love to fuck her with my huge cock while you watched, I think you guys would love it.” Alex said in a sarcastic tone but then burst out laughing.

Melody took another large gulp of wine as her phone buzzed with an incoming text. She quickly picked it up. She looked at it for a second and gasped.

“Oh my God!” She said, quickly glancing away from her phone but then looking back at it again.

“What is it?” Alex said as he leaned in to look. When he finally saw the screen, he noticed it was a picture that Kevin had taken. The picture was taken of Rebecca and Neil in the middle of the fuck session. Alex could clearly make out Neil’s mammoth cock partially inside Rebecca, several inches of it were still exposed. Adjoined to his massive cock was a huge pouch of testicles, both the size of tennis balls. Rebecca’s head was bucking back in pleasure. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lower lip. Her hands were clawing into the bed spread as her tiny pussy was penetrated from behind.

While Alex hated admitting it, but Neil was in good shape for someone his age. He probably had seven inches on Alex, his muscles were rippling in the photograph. Alex looked below the picture and saw the accompanying message from Rebecca, ‘Look what you’re missing girl! Delete this picture after you look at it!’

Alex couldn’t explain why, but his cock shot to full must immediately. He looked over at his wife, who had her eyes still locked steadfast on the picture. Alex noticed that she was biting her lip. She looked at him, and without saying a word she reached for her husband’s crotch. She smoothed her hand over his cock through the fabric of his pants.

“You’re hard!? Admit it, this dirty picture excites you.” She smiled, continuing to rub his cock through the material.

Words were caught in Alex’s throat. He didn’t know how to react. Alex just looked back at her as she continued to rub at his throbbing boner. Melody’s eyes went back to the image on the phone.

“My god, he really is huge. I’ve never seen a dick that big before, didn’t realize they could be that big to be honest.” Melody said. Her free hand began unbuckling his slacks.

“Same here. Neil must be lucky.” Alex stuttered.

Melody then leaned in and kissed Alex deeply. Before they knew it, his cock was out and her hand was fisting his shaft.

“Mmmm. I think Rebecca might be the lucky one.” She whispered into his ear.

Her naughty words coursed through his mind and his balls churned. Almost instantaneously, Alex erupted, his cum flying all over his wife’s hand.

She smiled, and started giggling. “Wow, Alex! This does excite you after all!”

“Uh. No. I just um, really needed that.” He replied awkwardly, still in the aftermath of his orgasm.

“Uh huh, sure. You really needed that because this makes you horny.” Melody said, turning the phone so Alex could see the photo of Rebecca taking Neil’s huge cock. She kissed him and wiped his cum on his shirt. She picked up her phone and began texting Rebecca. Alex began to panic, bringing his head over her shoulder to see her reply.

‘That’s so hot! I can’t believe that’s his actual dick! He’s so big!’

As she pressed send, Alex felt a flash of jealousy. Melody lifted her ass off the couch began peeling down her sweatpants and panties. She looked at the image on the screen again and then to her husband with a pouty face.

“Hun, I’m so horny. Look how wet I am.” She ran a finger along her pussy lips.

Alex’s mind reeled when he looked upon her pussy. His wife wasn’t lying about how soaking wet she was. Everything was a blur to Alex. He slid off the couch and dove face first toward her pussy.

“OHHhh.” Melody moaned as Alex’s tongue traced her pussy lips. She rubbed her fingers through his hair as he began to ferociously lap around her enlarged clit. Her hips began to shiver slightly and she was quickly rising to a peak. But suddenly, Melody’s phone rang bussed again. Alex continued to suck on his wife’s clit but her moans went silent.

“Oh, wow, she’s really taking the whole thing.” She said, excitement filling her tone. “My god, look at the size of that cock!”

Alex tried to stand to look at her phone but Melody forced his shoulders down, making him stay between her legs. “Nooo hun. Make me cum first, make me cum and I’ll show you.”

“When did you become such a naughty girl?” he asked before diving his face back into her amazing pussy.

She moaned as his tongue continued to flicker at her pussy, sending a shock down her spine. “Ohhh! I don’t know.” She moaned. “Something came over me after seeing Rebecca with that huge dick!”

Alex continued lapping, squeezing her plump ass from underneath as he did. Melody erupted in orgasm, which was unusual for her to do so from oral.

“OHHh! Fuck baby! I’m cumming.” She screamed.

As she convulsed, Alex didn’t let up. He continued to eat her pussy through her peak and she finally came to a rest. She relaxed on the sofa and breathed heavily. Melody was smiling at her husband as she handed me the phone.

There were two images this time, one of Rebecca riding Neil cowgirl, his cock was completely inside of her, his large hands pawing into her tiny ass as he thrust. Like the first picture her head was arched back in pleasure. The next picture was a close up of Rebecca kissing the side of Neil’s massive cock. No description could do it justice, but the towering tube of flesh was impressive, his two massive balls rested on the bed cushion below as Rebecca to made love to it with her mouth. That’s when Alex looked beneath the pictures and at the caption.

‘It feels like heaven when he’s inside of me. Talk to Alex babe, I know for a fact that Neil would love to fuck you!’

Alex shuddered momentarily, but then he handed the phone back to Melody, who had already put her pants back on. He walked around the back of the couch and he noticed her type a reply.

‘I think Alex’s excited by the idea *wink*.’ she tapped send.

Alex nearly fainted and his head began to spin as Melody looked back at him.

“Oh yeah babe? Spying on my text message conversations?” She asked.

“This isn’t exactly normal Melody… I just don’t know how to act right now.” Alex stammered.

His hot wife stood up, walking around the couch and over to Alex. She leaned in and kissed him deeply, swing her arms around his neck as she did. “Nothing has happened Alex, I love you and this is just silly fun. But aren’t you excited by all this? I know I am.”

Despite his pride and his ego. He had to admit it was pretty exciting. “I guess, a little.” Her phone buzzed again, she pulled it up so Alex could read it along with her.

‘That’s so hot!! Congrats!! What about you? Do you want to take a ride on Neil’s amazing cock? *smiley face*’

Reading that sentence caused his blood pressure to rise through the roof. His cock sprang to attention yet again. But oddly, it sent a chill up his spine. He wasn’t ready for any of this. He was in a state of confliction. Alex was confused like never before, his stomach wrapping itself in knots. Melody looked up at him and cocked her head, and then back down at her phone. She began to reply. Alex watched on in shock as she spelled out the text.

‘Yeah, definitely.’ She tapped the send button and tossed the phone on the couch, looking at Alex with primal lust filling in her eyes.

Alex couldn’t believe what had just happened. He felt as if he was going to lose his wife. Their marriage would now be changed forever. But at the same time his hard on twitched wildly in his pants. He was turned on by the whole idea of having a massive cock pumping in and out of his petite wife.

He exploded into passion, ripping her clothes off faster than he ever had before. Melody returned the favor, freeing his cock from his pants. She bent herself over the back of couch and let him enter her behind. His wife was so turned on that she came before he did. He continued to pound her through her peak when she turned around, letting him slip out of her pussy. Melody knelt down in front of him and treated his dick to an amazing blowjob, licking along the length of his cock from base to tip before bouncing her head between his thighs.

“Thank you, Alex, I’ve always wanted to know how it feels to have big cock inside me.” She muttered before plunging her head back down on this cock, taking him as deep as she could.

He climaxed immediately from her naughty reveal, cumming like he never had before. He sent his first load flying into the back of his wife’s mouth. Normally, Melody would retreat her face from his cock and let him cum on her tits, but as he came she kept her lips wrapped around his cock. Alex threw his head back and groaned, enjoying every second of it. Once he came down from his climax, she swallowed. Alex was taken back by her action. Usually Melody move on to fucking before letting him cum. But for the first time ever, the order was reversed.

“There will be more treats like that in the future. Just think of it as a thank you from me to you.” She said smiling.

* * *

The drive over was surreal. Alex and Melody didn’t speak much but there was a nervous energy in the car like never before. Melody was wearing a sexy black dress, not overly fancy but it definitely showed off her curves. Another thing that excited Alex is when they had got in the car he noticed that she was not wearing a bra.

“Why no bra?” Alex asked.

“Rebecca told me not to…” Melody replied.

As they pulled up they noticed no cars in the driveway, they had both assumed for other guests at Neil’s house, but he opened the door by himself. He was smiling and dressed casually.

“Glad you guys could make it.” Neil said invitingly, immediately handing them two mixed drinks. “Something for the nerves. Careful, they’re strong.”

He wasted no time complementing Melody “You look absolutely beautiful tonight Melody. My god, would you look at those breasts.” He grabbed her by the waist and leaned in for a lingering kiss on her cheek, Melody reacted by blushing and brushing her hair behind her ear.

He reached out and shook Alex’s hand, firmly “Alex, glad you guys are here.” he patted my back as we walked in the door.

Alex was nervous, it was a very surreal moment for him as they walked into Neil’s house and took a seat on the couch. He had some light music playing and the TV was on without volume. Melody snuggled tightly against her husband on the couch as they both sipped our drinks, which were quite delicious.

Neil was in the midst of fixing a couple things in the kitchen as Alex decided to break the silence “No other guests tonight?”

“No, it’s just the three of us this evening. How do you like those drinks?” Neil chuckled.

Melody spoke “Delicious, even more so than usual.”

“Yeah, used a special blend tonight.” Neil replied. “It’s a good relaxer, and an even better aphrodisiac.”

As he said that Alex realized that he and his wife had both already finished their glasses, but Neil was returning with refills. Neil handed them back to them and took a seat across the room. Somehow Neil managed to spark a conversation and keep it going through several topics, without feeling forced. He was working his charm and before long the three of them were laughing. Alex’s mind drifted away from the true reason they had come over. Neil always had a talent for misdirection.

Before Alex knew it, they had drunk several cocktails. He suddenly felt very comfortable, almost too comfortable. His vision started to blur slightly and the room faded in and out a few times. He found himself catching himself to keep his eyes open, until the finally closed from the heavy inebriation.

When Alex came to, he quickly realized his marriage had changed forever. He opened his eyes and saw Melody and Neil sitting across from him on the opposite sofa. It must have been only a minute or two since he passed out and the top of Melody’s dress was pulled down to her waist and Neil was caressing her breasts as they kissed. Alex looked on in shock as he saw Neil’s large hands caressing Melody’s lovely breasts and pinching at her stiff nipples. Just when the sight couldn’t get any more horrific he saw Melody’s arm extend towards Neil’s crotch. Alex’s heart sank as she was clearly playing with the outline of his supremely erect cock, running her fingers up and down on his shaft through the material of his pants. Alex’s cock and blood pressure skyrocketed.

“Welcome back Alex.” Neil said once he looked across and saw Alex. Melody’s eyes sprang open as she looked in her husband’s direction. She instinctively tried to cover herself but Neil quickly reacted and held her arms from covering her tits.

“Relax Melody, he wants to see you like this. He likes watching me touch you.” Neil said as he put his hand back on her breast and continued to caress it.

Alex reassured he that it was ok by given a nod of agreement. While the whole ordeal still shocked him, he was curiously turned on. Knowing his wife wanted it to happen more than he did, excited him immensely. Melody and Neil noticed his acceptance and her hand returned to rubbing Neil’s cock through the fabric of his pants.

Neil groaned slightly as her fingers ran over his crotch making him stiffen further.

As he watched his wife looked Neil in his eyes. The look on her face told Alex that she wanted to ask something was hesitant to do so. She looked back at her husband then back to Neil. “Show me your cock Neil.” Her tone was boarder line begging. “I have to see it.”

“I won’t stop you.” Neil said.

“Me either.” Alex added, shocking himself with own words.

Melody lowered herself to the floor in between his legs. Her eyes filled with desire as she looked Neil in the eye. Alex knew the look, it was one that told him only one thing - I want cock.

Her fabulous half naked body bared out in the open for Neil and her husband, making the excitement rush to both of their cocks. She reached out and felt Neil’s chest, caressing her hand over his pecs and abs as a naughty smile spread across her face. Melody’s hand instantly went to Neil’s zipper and undid his fly. Melody reached inside and wrapped her hand around it, her fingers barely able to wrap around his girth as she retrieved him. Melody’s jaw dropped astonished as she brought it out into the open air, his cock was larger than the length of her hand and forearm.

“OHhhh Neil!” Melody muttered. From the look on her face, Alex knew Melody was falling in love with his boss’s cock. Her eyes widened as her hand attempted to wrap around it. She stroked it gently as she brought it in front of her face. A low grunt escaped Neil’s lips as Melody’s fingers enclosed around his hefty cock.

“MMmm.” Melody groaned in glee as she lowered her head next to his cock, her face suddenly going slack. Jealousy fired through Alex’s thoughts as he watched his wife lose any reluctance at the mere sight of Neil’s massive cock. He watched as his wife cupped her mouth along the side of his boss’s cock, flicking her tongue along the underside of him as she slowly lowering her head towards his balls.

Her lips pressed against his pulsing shaft and she moaned in ecstasy as her hand went to the folds of her pussy. As she licked him along his shaft Alex felt a slight bit of unease as he wondered if she would be able to fit it in her mouth. Her tongue kept running along the underside of his cock, lapping at it as she squeezed his balls and tugging them gently downward.

Melody raised her head up briefly and made an ‘o’ shape with her lips. Alex watched in dismay as Neil’s hips thrusted forward as she slid the head of huge cock into her mouth.

“Hmphh.” She groaned out of surprise as he slid it in past her open lips.

Once she got past her initial resistance, Melody worked up and down on his cock, taking him even deeper, an inch at a time, into her mouth. Soon his cock pressed up against the opening of her throat and she kept pressing in. Alex look on in disbelief. She was attempting to deepthroat him - and she was doing a fantastic job.

Neil’s head rocked back and his eyes closed as fingers went to the back of her head as she took as much as she could. Melody groaned out again as she forced herself through the discomfort but still continuing to service Neil’s massive member the best she could.

“Wow!” Neil groaned. “Can believe your wife is taking the whole thing Alex! Her mouth and throat are built for big dick! She’s amazing!”

Melody rose up let his cock pop out of her mouth and lowered her head back toward his chest.

“Thank you!” Melody replied as she pressed his cock against her cheek. It was so massive in comparison to her tiny head. She extended her tongue and licked at his balls for moment before sucking each of them one by one into her mouth. Jealousy tied Alex’s stomach in knot as she ran her tongue along his boss’s balls. Never in his life had sucked his balls.

“You like it when I lick your balls?” She whispered.

“I do!” Neil replied. “I think your husband is enjoying this more than I am.”

He groaned contently in response as Melody’s hand worked up and down along his long shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly on his testicles. She licked and lapped at them, teased them with her tongue, before sucking one between her lips, then pulling back and working on the other.

Melody lifted her head away from his balls. “You’re about to cum, aren’t you Neil?” She asked as she reached up and caressed his abs.

“I am,” He answered. “your pretty mouth and face are working me up.”

“Let’s see what I can do about that.” She said.

In a trance, Alex began to unbuckle his pants. Before he knew it, Melody plunged her mouth back onto Neil’s massive cock again. She was moaning uncontrollably, in such a way that Alex had never heard in his life, with a cock in her mouth that wasn’t her husband’s.

Melody took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bob her between his thighs. She sucked on Neil eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth, twisting her head ever so slightly as she descended.

Neil and Melody groaned in delight as Alex saw his boss’s cock swelled up even bigger in his wife’s mouth. His cock throbbed as suck him down. Alex stroked his cock as Neil’s ass tightened and his toes curled on the floor. An immense look of pleasure washed over his boss’s face. As Neil’s eyes rolled back in his head, Alex knew that his boss was cumming inside his wife’s mouth.

“MMPH!” She groaned in surprise as her eyes popped open wide.

“UGHHH!” He groaned, filling Melody’s mouth with burst after burst of his hot cum. “I’m cumming in your wife’s mouth!”

“Mmmmmmm…” She hummed blissfully as he spilled into her throat.

“Damn!” Neil exclaimed. “She’s taking the whole load!”

Melody continued bobbing his cock as she held his cum in her mouth, as he came down from his peak, she slowed down and cleaned him off. When Melody was done, she spat his cock out and showed him his load in her mouth, then quickly swallowed down his seed.

The whole ordeal shook Alex to his core. He grunted and came as his wife swallowed Neil’s seed, blowing his load on the floor between the two couches. Almost immediately, Alex’s mind began to spin. He started getting dizzy and his eyes closed, his vision blurring and fading to black from the aphrodisiac in the drinks.

When Alex’s eyes opened, Melody was lying completely naked on the couch opposite from him. A minute or two must have passed since he lost consciousness. Her clear white skin and incredible curves on erotic display for him. Neil was naked, hovering over her. Alex’s wife’s beautiful white pussy was wet, inflamed, and framed by her beautiful ass which laid softly on the couch. Her legs were splayed open, waiting to be penetrated. Neil’s massive cock was resting on her navel, his incredible balls mashing against her mound. He was leaning down and kissing her, her delicate hands were resting on his back, her left leg resting on his calf.

Neil turned his head and noticed Alex. “Welcome back again.” He said. “Your wife is begging me to fuck her, but I told her to wait. I wanted you to watch when I stuck it in.” He turned back and aligned the head of his hulking member at the entrance of her wet pussy. Alex had no words, he stood there with dry mouth, heartbroken, dumbfounded, erect, with no ability to move. All he could do was watch.

Neil plopped his shaft down on Melody’s folds, smacking his stiff member on her clit. She immediately began to moan. After teasing her for a moment he began to slowly enter her pussy. As his large tip slowly pressed in, spreading her pink lips.

“Oh! Ohhh! God!” Melody cried out, spreading her legs wide open while her toes curled.

He moved his hips back, and then lunged slowly into of her. More of his hulking cock disappearing inside of Alex’s wife’s gorgeous pussy.

“OHHH GOD!” Melody moaned loudly. “Fuck me Neil! Give me that big fucking cock.” Somehow Melody was taking him with ease, Alex assumed it was because she was wetter than he had ever seen her in his life. By the look on her face, she was more aroused than she had ever been with her husband.

“I’m going to fuck you, don’t worry. I’m going to fuck this naughty little wife pussy like it’s never been fucked before.” He reached underneath her and clutched her ass for leverage and thrusted deep inside of her.

Neil leaned over her began sucking on her breasts, licking at her nipples. She didn’t last long, Melody erupted into a shattering orgasm. “OH! OH! OHHHH! OH FUCK! I’M CUMMING!!!”

Her body was convulsing, her hands were clawing into Neil’s back as her legs locked to his torso. Her moans were incredible. Alex nearly came from the sight of it alone.

“That’s right baby.” Neil encouraged. “We’re just getting started too. This big cock is gonna take you to heaven tonight.”

She didn’t reply, but her loud moans were confirmation. It was indescribably brutal for Alex to witness, but it was also sexiest thing he’d ever seen.

Neil adjusted himself, lifting Melody up off the couch and onto her knees. He aligned himself from behind preparing to take her from the back. Melody looked across at Alex. She smiled a sweet smile, her eyes were glazed, her face flush.

“He’s amazing baby.” Melody spoke softly. All Alex could do in return was nod, slowly and sadly. It was hard to look at her, but even harder to look away.

Suddenly, Melody’s head arched back as Neil entered her once again. Alex saw him reach underneath and clutch her massive breasts as he began pounding her. She moaned loudly as he riddled her body with overwhelming pleasure.

“You like my big cock baby?” Neil said, commencing with the dirty talk.

“Mmmhmm.” She responded, biting her lip and closing her eyes.

“You like this big cock inside of your married pussy, don’t you?”

“Ohh! Fuckkk!” She moaned.

Alex looked on as her gorgeous ass rippled against Neil’s assault. He couldn’t believe her pussy was accepting his massive cock. It was pumping in and out of her in its entirety, the shaft was coated in a lather of her white cum.

“Do I fuck you better than your husband?”

Melody moaned again “Ohhh! Neil! Mmm…”

“Answer me. Tell the truth.” Neil demanded.

Melody’s hands clawed into the couch cushions, she moaned and arched her head back “OH GOD YES! YES! YES! You fuck me better than my husband! I love your big cock!” Melody screamed as another orgasm swept over her as the words escaped her mouth. She bucked, burying her face into the armrest of the couch.

The sounds of sex defined the room. Neil’s muscular torso rippled as he took Melody to heights that Alex never had. Alex looked on as his wife’s eyes rolled back in her head. Her beautiful breasts swayed back and forth with Neil’s thrusts. Her delicate hands clutched at the couch and her little toes curled in indescribable pleasure. Pleasure Alex had never given her. Alex blew his load, spewing on the floor again, his head spinning again.

Melody mounted Neil as he laid down on the couch once Alex came back from his dizziness. The first thing Alex noticed was the bottoms of my wife’s heels, and then her incredible white ass bouncing up and down on Neil’s beastly cock. The couch was soaking wet was soaking wet beneath them, and Melody was coated in a sheen of sweat. She moaned sexily as Neil encouraged her.

“That’s right baby. Ride that cock. God damn I love showing married girls what they’ve been missing. Tell me you love it.”

“Oh Neil! I fucking love it. I love your cock.”

“You like cuckolding your hubby? You like being taken by a real man? You like making him watch?”

Melody increased her pace, Alex watched on in perpetual fear as the massive invader slid in and out of his wife’s lovely pussy. Her tight labia clinging to his shaft, never wanting to let it go.

She moaned again “Fuck yes! So hot! So naughty!”

“I want you to look him in the eye and tell him.” Neil demanded. “Tell him he’ll never fuck you like I can. Tell him now baby!” He slapped her ass like she was a bitch in heat. Alex looked on in horror as Melody continued to ride him. Neil began smacking her ass cheeks repeatedly, turning them red.

She turned to her husband and spoke. “Alex, baby. I love you. I love you but look at what he’s doing to me baby. Look at that huge cock. Watch it go in. He’s so deep and he’s… making me cum so… hard. I love you Alex but you can’t fuck me like he can.”

She really began picking up the pace, smashing her pussy down into his incredible cock, grinding into him with passion.

“Did you hear me?” Melody shouted as Neil began groaning, clutching her ass. “I said you’ll never fuck me like Neil can!! Oh Neil! OH Fuck!! Cum in me now!!” Neil roared, bucking violently as his massive balls contracted upwards tight to his shaft. He was unleashing a torrent of seed deep into Melody’s waiting pussy. Melody screamed loudly, cumming violently as she did “OHHHHHH FUCK YESSSSSSSSS!!”

Suddenly all was silent. Melody had rolled off of Neil and panted as Neil lifted himself out from underneath her. Alex snapped, in a sexual rage he jumped atop the couch and mounted his wife. He hardly recognized her pussy, it was swollen, red, and still oozing with Neil’s cum. But he shoved himself inside of her all the same.

She moaned softly “Oh… Alex.”

He had never felt her so loose before, but she looked more attractive than he had ever seen her, fully fucked and satisfied on someone else’s couch. She was looking over her shoulder into her husband’s eyes as he thrust away. They were taunting, loving, adoring, there was so much in her eyes at that moment. He fell in love with her all over again. A sudden rush overwhelmed Alex and he exploded inside of her. She kissed his neck as he came, moaning softly as he unleashed his load into her. He continued breathing heavily well after he came down from his peak, the cloud of confusion dispersing.

Suddenly he felt a slap on his back.

“See! What did I tell you man!? How fucking hot was that!?” Neil laughed as he shook Alex’s shoulders with enthusiasm. “Told you bud. There’s nothing like seeing your wife cuckold you. I’m gonna take a shower.” he said and walked down the hallway into the bathroom.

Alex knelt there at the foot of the couch, in silence, deliriously content as Melody’s eyes closed into sleep.


Wife Watch: Case #010
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There she was. My wife Courtney, a young, sexy woman standing in front of a swinger’s club for couples and singles. But more specifically a club for discreet couples and singles. Well least that’s what it said in the online ad. She had a hot body and the oversized coat she was wearing still couldn’t conceal her round, bubble butt. She clutched her small white leather bag in her hand and nervously looked down at the wedding ring I had given her, twisting it in circles with her fingers. The gesture reflected my confusion about the situation. Part of me wanted her to carry through with it so I could get back to my strawberry tart at the office. While the other wished that she’d call me and we’d work it out.

I didn’t expect our passion to wane so early in our marriage. It made me sad, but more than anything it had Courtney craving the attention of another man. It seemed like just a couple days after we exchanged vows and returned from our honeymoon that I, her husband, was offered a promotion. I had received a new office, a new desk and, you guessed it, my very own sexy secretary with shiny red hair, perfect makeup and a bounce in her step that told me one thing- that she wanted to get fucked six ways till Sunday. But not just by anyone, by me, by a married man.

I had the feeling Courtney knew. Maybe it was the way she rolled her eyes when she walked in to surprise me with lunch. Or maybe it was the way I seemed to lose myself in a fantasy about my secretary when I was fucking my wife. My body was there, but my mind, well, that was in another dimension. Now, it’s like Courtney walks into a room and I don’t even see her. She knows. A woman always knows.

Courtney thought I was another one of my late nights “at work.” But I had made the decision right then that I was going to do something for me. I was going to see how she reacted to knowing. Part of me knew it was over, she was going to cheat on me and return the favor and I had to know how she was going to do it.

If Courtney was going to get some attention of her own. I had to know. Secretly, it kind of turned me on. She was making me wonder for once. I was beyond intrigued when she had left the house we owned without leaving a note. And inwardly, I hoped she would come home smelling like the fucking two-dollar whore she really wanted to be.

The excitement of the thought me hard. I knew Courtney wanted to get fucked. She wanted someone to want her again. She wanted to please a man she didn’t even know, to be nothing but three holes for some strangers sucking and fucking pleasure. She probably wanted this stranger to go home and imagine her for once when said stranger fucked his wife. I could understand how she came to this decision with all things considered. And… I wanted to watch.

When I stumbled upon Courtney’s browser history, I chuckled a little bit when I found her research on swinger’s clubs. It didn’t surprise me. Courtney was the more impulsive of the two of us. She picked restaurants and activities on a whim. But I knew she didn’t want to take the time to date, she was a married woman after all. She probably just wanted to be the place she chose to at least clean, but most of all-discreet.

It wasn’t the best way for a marriage to start out, but I wasn’t willing to give up on my Courtney just yet either. Her having a little fun might take away some of the bitterness she was feeling towards me. Since I had a secret, it was fair for her to have one of her own. She probably just wanted me to look into her eyes and wonder what it was that she was thinking about for a change. She just wanted to turn the tables.

Ever since Courtney came of age, men always stared at her. Her nickname in college was bubble butt. She had slim thighs, a round ass and round tits, ones that I considered perfect. She liked to keep her black hair long and a little wild like a ‘scene girl’. After all, It was a nice compliment to her round baby face.

She had always had her pick of boys in school and she could make most of her male teachers do whatever she wanted. When we’d go out, we would constantly get glances and stares from other men. It’d make me hard when I caught them looking at my wife. I just loved the way men would look at her.

Early in the evening before I left work, I had logged in to my home security to take a peak on what she was doing. She laid out some new white lingerie and wig on our bed with a new pair of high heels on the floor. I smiled as she came out the shower. She wanted to be clean, extra soft, smelling and tasting delicious for the lucky guy she would hopefully meet tonight. All she needed was some sort of long coat to cover up just to get her from her car and into to the club. I watched as she went through our closet. Not finding anything on her side, she went to mine. And there it was. All black and sexy. It would be a little big on Courtney but it would cover her from shoulder to toe. It was rather cute, kind of reminded me of a little girl playing dress up. It was quite bizarre as I watch from my desk at work. She knew. She knew it would cover her up and do its job. Besides, A woman always knows.

And there I was, just a couple hours later sitting in a security room of the swinger’s club. After I had stumbled upon her “research,” I contacted the owner to have a private room in an effort to enjoy the festivities. At first, the owner thought I was crazy, citing that he would never set up cameras and microphones in the private rooms. But when I flashed him ten grand, all cash and no questions asked, I was given more than adequate accommodations. There was only one stipulation, I could never leave the room until Courtney left the establishment. I quickly agreed and smiled as I took my front row seat.

And there she was, ready to walk into the club, holding her little leather clutch that matched her shoes and my long overcoat to give her some discretion. I felt nervous and from the look in her eyes. I could tell her emotion matched mine as she approached the doorman wearing a suit and a walkie-talkie.

“I would like to buy a single ticket for the evening, please.” Courtney asked. Her tone confident as she addressed him.

The stocky security guard eyes raised from her from toes to her head and then looked her right in the face and with a hint of confusion asked, “You’re coming here by yourself?”

“Why yes. May I ask why… Is that not OK? I remember reading on the website and that seemed to be an option.” She countered defensively.

“Oh no, I’m sorry. It’s totally fine. I mean, it’s great actually,” He said, smiling down at her. “I only wish I was a patron tonight instead of an employee. Unicorns are quite rare.”

“Unicorns?” My wife asked awkwardly. I had a feeling as if my wife and I were missing something.

“Oh, it’s nothing. And there’s no charge for you tonight.” The guard said, opening the door and extending a hand to show her the way. I knew that guard was expecting her, but I liked how he played it off as single women didn’t have to pay the cover like everyone else.

Once she entered the club, Courtney looked amazing in comparison to the other woman inside. Her body language reflected this, she seemed to have a confidence and a love for her body that I knew she hadn’t felt in quite some time. She glanced around half paranoid, probably looking to see if she saw someone she knew. Maybe she was looking around to check if I was lingering in the shadows or seated quietly at a booth. But I knew the look all too well… Courtney was looking for someone completely new.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught on one of the monitors a nicely dressed black man turn her way. The owner of the club had warned me about this fellow, saying that if I still wanted to salvage my marriage, then keep your wife away from him. Apparently, he had a dominant attitude and manhood that woman found massively irresistible. I responded to the club owner with a remark that caught him off guard. A remark that had Courtney’s best interest in mind. “He’s perfect. Make sure he sits front and center when my wife arrives.”

Their eyes met and by my wife’s body language, he gave her a familiar ease she’d only have with certain people. He walked right over to her carrying a beer in his hand. “Hey baby girl, what’s up?” he said with a friendly smile. His voice was deep over the speakers of the room I was in and I could tell that it was the type of sexy voice that Courtney thought was sexy. He had broad shoulders with an athletic muscular build. He was much taller than Courtney. I guessed him to be a little shy of 7 feet.

“Hi.” Courtney said shyly.

He lifted one of his arms and was already in the process of removing her coat before adding, “May I take your coat?”

After he removed her coat he gave Courtney a long stare first in the front and then the back.

“Damn girl, you never need to cover any of yourself up! Especially THAT!” he said while staring at my wife’s ass.

For some reason, I wasn’t sure why, maybe she was embarrassed from a lifetime of comments about her ass. Maybe she was thinking about me banging my sexy red-haired secretary. But what caught me off guard is how she looked back at him and rolled her eyes! I couldn’t help but jerk my head in confusion and smirk at the same time. She had been rolling them at me lately. And while I deserved it, this stranger sure didn’t, and it wasn’t the kind of the first impression you want to make when meeting someone for the first time.

“Did you just roll your eyes at me?!” He demanded with a look that took Courtney and by surprise. His reaction didn’t surprise me, I’d fume when she roll them at me over something stupid. What would be more infuriating is how she would handle it afterward. I was curious to see his response when she tried to play it off like she did nothing wrong.

Courtney gave him an innocent look that I knew she would and tried to lie, “Uh, no, I don’t think so. I-”

“Now you’re going to stand in front of me and lie about it right to my face huh?” He asked, cutting her short.

I watched my wife squirm at his response like she had just got caught with her hand in the cookie jar “Uh umm, I guess, I may be kind of did… I’m really sorry about that.” She pleaded.

“You’re going to come sit at the bar and have a drink with me and we’re going to talk about why you think it’s OK to roll your eyes at me.” He ordered. “But first why don’t you march that thick ass of yours into the bathroom and take off that wig. I want to see what you look like without it. You’re too beautiful to be someone else. I can tell you that much right now.”

Courtney walked to the bathroom. I found his dominance refreshing. It reminded me of how I was with her when we were still in love. I had a feeling this man would making my wife’s choices for the evening. If I was lucky, he would fuck her like I wanted her to be fucked.

When she returned from the bathroom she had removed her wig. Her hair looked wild but was typical of her. I smiled wide as she immerged back on the floor of the club, eager for what the next couple of hours would have in store. She walked back to the bar where he was patiently waiting.

He smiled a sweet smile at my wife. “See, doesn’t that look better? You are stunning. And I’m not just talking about that thing you got behind you.” He took another long look before she sat and then he laughed. I had to admit, the man’s face was handsome and chiseled. His eyes were engaging and bright. I knew that Courtney had never dated a black man before in fact, I knew she had never even kissed one.

“Now sit down, I’ll get you a drink and you explain to me why you think it’s ok for you to behave like that.” He said, waving his hand for her drink order.

“Behave like what?” She asked as the bartender handed her an appletini. His good looks and confidence must have completely disarmed her, making her forget about the conversation they had before he had sent her into the bathroom.

“You already forgot?” He sneered as tapped the back of his right hand against his palm. “I should spank you for being so disrespectful. That attitude of yours has got my palms twitching.”

“Oh my gosh, you’re talking about when I rolled my eyes at you.” She gave him her most innocent smile- a smile she used on me several times. One that would make me drop my guard so quick it would overrun a fortified garrison.

“I really am sorry about that, please forgive me.” She continued, her tone genuine. I had never seen her admit to her mistakes so quickly without some sort of fight.

“While I appreciate the apology, but what makes you think you can treat me the way you did, then say sorry. Do you think I’ll just let it go?” He glanced down at her wedding ring as she thoughtlessly twisted it around her finger. “Does your husband let you treat him like that?”

Good question I thought, turning up the volume on the microphone.

“Why… I umm… I do.” She stammered. “But I’m not…”

“You need a man that can handle you, don’t you baby girl?” He said, cutting her short before I could get the explanation I wanted. But on the inside, he had answered her for me with his question. He licked his lips and placed a hand on the inside of her thigh. “We both know why you’re here. Finish your drink and come with me. I can tell you are new to this… So, we’re going to start in a private room.”

Courtney eagerly downed her drink. He took her hand and led my wife down a hallway. I could see as I glossed over the rest of the room that they were catching a lot of stares, especially of my wife in her white lingerie.

They went into a room painted in beige with a small lamp, king size bed, table, chairs, and several mirrors on the wall. This particular room was adjacent to mine, one such mirror, was, in fact, a one-way mirror. I’d be able to see the whole show with my own eyes.

He shut the door behind them after they entered. He roughly grabbed her by the back of the neck and kissed my wife long and hard. He looked into her eyes, still holding onto her hair and I watched as Courtney winced with a slight pain. It may have turned my stomach into a knot briefly, but I knew that we had already let each other go. And besides, I agreed to stay put. While I felt for her in that moment, part of me wanted to keep her safe, but the fact that she was going to be getting what she asked for turned me on. Would she be prepared to handle what this man was about to give her? Would he be able to take her away from me? For Courtney’s sake, I hoped so.

“Now you’re going to be a good girl, you’re going to get on your knees and beg for forgiveness with daddy’s big dick in your mouth. You understand me?” He ordered, making my cock skyrocket in my slacks. I wished I could have talked like that to a woman without immediately being slapped in the face.

Courtney nodded her head yes as best she could. Seeing her submit so easily played toward my raging erection. The situation made me so hard. And by the look of things she was probably getting wet, seeing how I saw a drip come from the inside of her panties and cascade down her inner thigh. This man was just the cure for what my wife needed and they had only just begun.

Courtney submissively got on her knees and unbuttoned his pants. She grasped her hand on the head of his dick and pulled it out. My wife gasped when she saw it. I was also taken back by surprise. It was a massive piece that had length and girth, easily twelve inches long, maybe more. Her expression showed that she thought it was simply fabulous as it throbbed in her hand and she looked at the veins twisting all around it. It was a long mass of flesh of deep black color. From the look in her eyes, it seemed as if she had never been so attracted to a cock before. My future ex-wife immediately took it up with both hands, making it rise and thicken further.

“Now use both hands to stroke daddy’s dick.” He ordered. “Daddy likes it good and wet so use a lot of spit. The better daddy’s dick gets sucked the less baby girl gets punished for being disrespectful. Understand?”

“Yes,” She answered. I was surprised with her response to his dominating request. I would have never spoke to her in such a way. Especially with the addition of the word ‘daddy’.

“Yes, what?” He sneered.

“Yes, daddy.” She answered, her eyes mesmerized by his cock. A look I had never seen on her face. Especially before she gave me head.

“Good girl, now get to work and show daddy what you can do.”

She placed one hand on the base of his shaft and one at the middle and stroked it up and down while she worked the head with her tongue, spitting on it to get it nice and wet all over. She then licked the head under the glans, around the top, to the sensitive underside, and sucked it into her mouth. I watched my wife shudder as if a jolt of electricity went through her body as she took it eagerly past her lips.

She looked up at him and they made eye contact. He pushed her hair back gently as she sucked him earnestly. “Good girl.” He complimented.

She relished the feeling of this black man’s cock in her mouth. She sucked it and swallowed as much down her throat that she could. He began to grow further in her mouth. Courtney played with it, taking it out of her mouth and slapping it against her cheek and tongue. Rubbing it over her face before putting it back into her mouth. Her cheeks began to swell and the beginning of her throat began to fill with his massive meat. She adjusted herself to get closer to his body and at the same time gripped the base of the cock and stroked the first five inches or so between the base and the middle of the shaft. She looked up at him with a sense of hunger and part of me grew terrified to watch her go crazy with another man’s cock.

The shiny, black cock was standing fully erect now. She had to back her head away from his body to accommodate the length. Courtney looked in his eyes as she sucked in a slow, steady motion. She could comfortably suck about five inches of his cock into her throat without gagging or slowing her pace. She began sucking harder and faster. Her pace mimicked what a good intercourse pace would be when he finally took charge again.

“Now let go of daddy’s dick and put your hands behind your back. Lean the back of your head against the wall while daddy fucks your face. Be a good little girl…and take it deep.”

Courtney quickly got into position and he popped his dick back into her mouth and fucked her throat deeper than I ever had. My wife could barely breathe and I loved the sensation of her being controlled in such a way. I unbuckled my pants and took out my average sized cock.

He looked her in the eyes as he shoved his cock repeatedly into her mouth and throat. Courtney’s expression was one of disbelief and her eyes looked like they were going to pop out of her head. She moaned uncontrollably with a what I couldn’t tell was pain or pleasure as his cock filled her mouth. Just when I thought she couldn’t handle another moment he helped stand her up and walked her over to the bed.

“Take those panties off.” He demanded.

Courtney immediately took her panties off, showing her perfectly shaved pussy. I remember the last time I fucked her it was neatly trimmed. Courtney must have shaved before coming here. She was left in nothing but her corset, garter, and stockings. I loved the white color of the garments, reminded me of our wedding night. He sat on the bed, pulled her between his legs. He roughly pulled her corset down to expose her tits and started to lick and kiss the nipples.

“You sucked my dick like a good little girl and let me fuck your face. Now I am going to go easy on you this time.”

She looked at him as if she was a little surprised by the words “this time” and he said, “Oh yeah, trust me if a man like me finds a girl like you with an ass like that… he doesn’t let her go. You’re going to be my bitch before you know it. Now lay your ass over daddy’s lap.”

I started stroking my cock as she laid herself down on his lap. I could tell she was kind of nervous just due to his size and strength. Her unease excited me further. He took a little time to rub each cheek and then he said, “don’t ever disrespect me like that again. I don’t tolerate eye rolling. You understand?”

There was a brief silence as he ran his hand over the curve of her ass. I couldn’t help but wonder why she didn’t respond immediately.

“Answer me!” He snarled, smacking her hard on her ass.

“UGHhhh!” she screamed as the pain coursed through the skin on her luscious bubble butt. “Yesssss, daddy.”

His hand came down hard on her round ass in response again. By the sound of the crack, I could tell it must have stung. It had to of burned on her ass, the painful expression on her face made me feel alive. He spanked her a few more times and her face turned to one of acceptance and then finally to enjoyment. She began to squirm over his knee, grinning slightly before the hand came down on her ass. The feeling of pain mixed with pleasure was obviously mind-blowing for Courtney. But it was enthralling for me to see this hidden side of her.

Right when I thought he was done he spread her ass cheeks and spit right into her asshole. He took one of his fingers and shoved it into her tight hole, moving it in and out. My jaw dropped as he did, I had never had the brass to do that to her, much less ever put my cock in it. Courtney couldn’t help but squeal and kick her feet.

“Damn, girl. Has no one ever fucked this tight little ass before?” He asked.

Courtney and I shook our heads no.

“At some point, you have to give daddy this tight little asshole.”

We both shook our heads again thinking about his huge dick splitting her in half. She started to squirm again under his big hands but they forced her to stay still.

“If you’re a good girl and stay still for five more then we’ll be done.”

He counted to five coming down with a hard slap each time and she jumped off of him covered in sweat and trying to catch her breath. He instructed her to lay down on the bed but to keep the rest of her lingerie on.

“I like you in white. It’s a good color.” He complimented, one which I agreed with.

She laid down and he gently kissed her forehead, then slowly, the tip of her nose, then finally, her lips. He ran his hand down her body and she trembled as I watched him put his fingers against her clit. He started to rub it and I saw my wife shudder violently as his hand worked its magic. He looked her square in the face as her cheeks went rosy with arousal, “You’re my girl now, you go home and you tell your husband… you tell that asshole… that this pussy is mine.”

The thought of this put me over the edge. After all the buildup I came at the same time as Courtney. We both bucked in our separate rooms as our climaxes hit us. I blasted my seed onto the carpet below as I watched my wife writhe under his hands. The man let her spasm on his hand until his reluctance made him decide to stop.

“I need to taste you.”

He made his way slowly down her body, kissing her breasts and chest and finally spreading her legs forcefully, splaying them wide. “Keep them just like this.”

His tongue went right for her clit and her knees instantly closed around the sides of his head. He grabbed onto them firmly and forced them back down to the bed and said again, “Keep them just like this unless you want to go over daddy’s lap again.”

He shoved his whole face into her pussy. He devoured my wife’s pussy with a hunger I had never had. It was soon apparent that Courtney had never experienced anything like it as well and was squirting all over his face in a matter of moments.

The look on my wife’s face became embarrassed. She may have been thinking he would get mad about how she completely lost control. “I’m sorry.”

He didn’t respond and rolled over taking her with him and sitting her on his chest. He rubbed her soaking pussy all over his chest and stomach. “Daddy loves his little girl nice and wet. Now get ready, the best is yet to come.”

Without even giving her a chance to steady herself he pushed her backward and penetrated her pussy with his massive cock. I had a grand view of the whole spectacle. I watched as his huge member began to stretch my wife to her limits. But instead of lunging in further like I expected he gripped her ass, stopping her from pressing down and looked into my wife’s eyes and asked her, “Do you want to fuck me like a dirty little slut?”

“YES!” She begged, trying to rock her hips down to press more of him into her, but he was quick to stop her with a strong grip on her ass. “PLEEEASE DADDY! I WANT TO BE YOUR SLUT!

I had never heard such lewd words exit her mouth before.

He reached up with one hand and pulled her hair again, arching her head towards him and sliding another inch of him into her. As she moaned with the sudden sinking of his massive cock into her tight pussy he spoke into her ear, “What are you going to tell that husband of yours when you get home?!”

I thought aloud and heard myself saying “If he even is home”.

At that moment, I watched astonished as Courtney rolled her eyes at him. Again. I knew she was not rolling her eyes at him. It definitely wasn’t him, she wanted him more in that moment than she had ever wanted anyone. She was rolling her eyes at me. She was rolling her eyes at the fact I never come home anymore!

He stopped his teasing immediately, throwing her off of him, “Did you just roll your mother-fuckin’ eyes AGAIN!?” his tone was filled with rage, I immediately forgot about my hard on and became scared for my wife.

“Oh, shit, I’m really sorry. It wasn’t at you. It wasn’t about this. I was thinking of something else. I am so so sorry.”

“You’re thinking about something else while I was about drill you with my cock?”

“No, not really, not exactly…” She stammered. I knew that she was about to tell him about me and my secretary but he wasn’t in the mood to hear it. By the snarl on his face, it was apparently time to dispense punishment.

“Shut the fuck up, get on all fours, put your arms down flat and put your face in the sheets, arch that fucking back and put that fucking ass in the air!”

She immediately did just what he said, the look on her face reflecting my fears. He positioned himself behind my wife, putting one foot right on top of her head, pushing her hard into the sheets. With a slow and powerful lunge, the man started sinking his cock into her from a side angle. I saw my wife’s lips widen and separate. I swear I could feel the heat of her pussy through the one-way mirror as they begin to work their way around his thick girth. Inch after inch disappeared into my wife as her pussy stretched around his girth. Her hips shuttered as he almost bottomed out in her tight pussy.

“UH…OH…OHHHhhh!” Courtney shook violently in a sudden orgasm. She had cum simply by being filled with his cock. He hadn’t even begun moving yet.

“It’s so fucking deep!” She started screaming. Part of her tone seemed like she was begging. “Please, daddy, I’m so sorry. Punish my pussy! Fuck me now! Fuck me hard!”

He turned so he was completely behind Courtney and stuck a finger into her asshole while his dick was balls deep, literally filling my wife fuller than she has ever been. I watched with my mouth wide open, almost hitting the floor as her warm pussy seemed to suck the giant cock in.

“Now, where were we? What are you going to tell your husband when you get home?” This time his voice was much firmer.

“That this pussy belongs to you now.” She screamed, her voice bursting with the fulfillment of finally receiving what we both wanted. I came almost immediately. It was the most terrifying, yet immensely one of the most satisfying orgasms I’d ever had. I panted hard as I sprayed my second load all over the mirror and floor.

“Good girl. Next time daddy’s going to stretch this little asshole and maybe that will teach you a fucking lesson in respect.”

My wife couldn’t contain herself. She was pushing back on him hard and fast. She continued begging for more even though it looked like she was being ripped open.

He began slowly impaling her upon his iron-hard cock. Burying it into her as fast as his hips would allow. Courtney was accepting more than nine inches of his member with every long hard stroke and loved it. She began another orgasm. Her nails dug into the bed and she bit down on the sheets, letting out another scream. “AaaHHH FUCK!” She screamed as she came again, his cock pistoning in and out of her while she climaxed.

He continued to fuck her forcefully through orgasm after orgasm, her energy decreasing after each climax. I felt like chump watching the whole ordeal. Rarely did I ever get her to cum once. But here was this black stud fucking the life out of my hot white wife. He couldn’t get enough and was far from cumming himself. I watched her tits shake, her eyes roll back, her head shake against the sheets as he continued to pump her with his thick, hard, piece of meat.

After several intense orgasms, Courtney began to become weak and I saw her body becoming more and more limp. She collapsed on the bed, unable to hold herself up. Her body was shaking. Even I was becoming light headed and I truly thought I might pass out.

“Get your ass back up here.” He pulled her by the hair again but this time off the bed. He walked her like a dog to the full-length mirror in the in front of me.

“Look at yourself, you’re a dirty little slut. Aren’t you?”

She nodded her sweaty head yes as best she could with her hair wrapped tightly in his hand.

“Now you’re going to watch yourself get fucked.” He ordered as he pulled her hair back further. With his other hand, he guided his big cock into her pussy and slammed it forward. She screamed as I saw the look of pain on her face. If she only knew that I was on the other side of that mirror. My pain reflected hers as a knot wound up so hard in my stomach it made my head spin.

“What do whores get?” He asked.

“Fucked hard by their daddies.” She answered, her tone showing she was hoping it was the correct reply.

“That’s exactly what they get.” He answered as he hammered her.

He continued to fuck my wife hard and deep as she stared at herself. Stared at me. I knew her pussy was being rubbed raw. The thought thrilled me as a stroked my cock. He continued to drill, plow, and rail my wife from behind as she looked deep into herself, loving the way she looked, finally feeling the fruition of her desires- finally being fucked into oblivion.

I wondered if she would be able to walk afterward. Still, with his hand wrapped in her hair, yanking hard as he thrust deeply into her, I made eye contact with her through in the mirror. It was at the moment that I lost my wife. Her expression showed that she was never going to come back to me. I knew she wished that I was there watching her. It was like she knew.

A woman always knows.

The fire in her eyes pierced deep into me like sharpened molten steel, through to my heart and into my soul. It was a look that confirmed I would never be able to pleasure her anymore. My wife’s look was one that proved that she belonged to someone else. Forever. I knew I fucked up, I should have never succumbed to my bimbo secretary.

“You gonna make daddy cum like a good girl?” He sneered.

“YES!” She screamed, her mouth hanging open inches away from the mirror.

I could tell by the intense look on his face he was getting close. Words could not begin to describe how much he pleased my wife was turning my stomach inside out. He reached underneath my wife and grabbed her tits. He kneaded them and smashed them together as she raised the front half her body, pressing her back against him as his big hands assaulted her breasts. Her arm wrapped around over his shoulder and she ran her fingers through his short hair. She held her body in position as he fucked her. With his hands mauling her breasts and squeezing her erect nipples, it took him only a few minutes more before he would flood her pussy with his cum. As my hand clenched my cock, I swear I could feel her pussy suck his cock deep into her body. The searing hot buildup of cum inside my balls reflected the look on his face as my seed began to churn and work its way up my shaft.

“UGHHHhhh!” He and I groaned as his hot fluid emptied into her and mine splattered against the glass with such pressure I thought it would shatter. It hit the mirror with a loud thump that sounded throughout the small room, ricocheting back onto my cock and chest.

The man continued to groan as she sent ribbon after ribbon deep into her. “Oh…damn…woman!” He shouted as he finally emptied himself into her.

She turned her head and gave him a short kiss on the cheek as he backed up off of her, exhausted and totally spent. They cleaned up and laid in the bed together for a little while. I collapsed into my chair as Courtney and I drifted off to sleep.

* * *

I jolted awake to loud screams of passion. I looked up through the mirror to expect my wife to be taking another pounding, but instead I was greeted to a sight that made the knot in my stomach return. For on the other side of the one-way glass was my secretary, having her tight little hole filled by the same black man, moaning wildly into the mirror like I had never seen her. Her eyes pierced through the mirror. Seeing past her reflection, through the glass. Into me. She knew. She knew I was on the other side.


Xander’s Alpha Instinct
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Third time is a charm, right?

That was what Xander told himself as he returned to the bar for the third weekend in a row. The pungent mix of fumes and unnecessarily bright signs still assaulted his powerful senses. However, his discomfort would not be displayed on his stoic face. He would not show any signs of weakness in a room packed with humans. With his body bulked up, he moved fluidly through the crowd, bright eyes scanning the women that he saw. Most people drifted away from him as he neared and it gave him a sense of power. Damn right they should be intimidated by him; he stood at least a head taller than most of the men in the crowd and his shoulders rivaled the burly bouncers that guarded the doors.

The impressive man had visited three different bars over the past three weeks in hopes to indulge himself on some of the patrons. Normally, he wasn’t the type to be found in these sorts of settings. How did humans find it fun to pack themselves into a small confinement and drink themselves sick? It simply was not appealing to the feral man… However, he had grown oh-so-bored of the women in his pack and had heard words that bars were a great source of entertaining ladies. So far, he had had no luck. Most were either too intimidated by him to bother with or too drunk to even form a coherent sentence. Something in his gut assured him that tonight would be different, though.

This intuition didn’t prove to be correct right away and after a few times of making his way through the crowd, he settled at the bar where he was offered a drink. “Just give me the strongest you got,” he replied. Intoxication was not something that came easy to his staggering form, which was fine by him, since he had no intentions of getting drunk. He enjoyed the burn of stronger drinks, though.

As his drink was returned to him, he downed it after placing some money on the counter. Before he could even remove the large glass from his lips, he heard the voice of a female.

“Um, wow… Someone’s looking to get wasted, huh?”

Xander turned his gaze to his left where a petite woman with long, fiery locks sat, looking at him with a smirk on her face. He could catch the hint of mischief in the expression, but the slight folding of her brows and stiffened posture told him that she was nervous. Figuring that she would probably just end up chickening out of any kind of extended interaction with him, he chose to ignore her, but she spoke again.

“Ummm… Do you come here often? I mean, I never really see you in town,” the redhead let out a nervous laugh and Xander figured that she realized how awful her lines sounded. “I work right across the street so I know a lot of people…” Her words turned to anxious rambles that trailed off into an averted gaze.

Letting out a small huff, he decided to entertain her until she got scared off. “I’m not from around here really… What made you decide to talk to me instead of everyone else here?” Even though he was looking for some kind of entertainment, he didn’t really give a damn if he scared someone off or not. If they couldn’t handle him, then they couldn’t handle him; it was as simple as that.

“Oh. OH! W-well, you’re alone, r-right? And I dunno. You’re pretty good-looking. I think…” her voice trailed off once again as she seemed to be finding the words to say. “We both looked a little outta place here, wouldn’t you agree?”

Out of place? Xander had figured that he was blending in perfectly. His dark, thick brows arched and he leaned closer to the woman. “Is that so? What makes me ‘outta place’?”

“Um, well… You just… People were avoiding you, right?” She leaned back as he leaned forward. “Probably because you’re so… massive… U-um, not that I mind that! I w-was impressed!”

Any moment until she gets up and leaves, he told himself. Not even caring that he was invading her personal space, he leaned in more. “So you find me impressive?” he spoke in a low, sensual tone now. There was no point in wasting time with casual conversation, he thought. If the redhead was interested in anything more than sex, he would make it clear of his intentions; not that he saw any reason for someone to come to a bar looking for a long-term relationship. “I’m Xander… Why don’t we just skip all of the conversation and get to the truly interesting part? Or do you need me to buy you a drink first?”

Her ivory skin flushed bright pink, but the smirk returned to her face and she leaned in as well now much to the alpha male’s surprise. “Y-you’re a bit impatient… Of course y-you should buy me a drink first,” the sexy purr in her voice was offset by subtle stammers, but Xander still enjoyed the tone. The playful smirk in her eyes was quite a catch, too. “My name’s Natasha, by the way.”

He would continue to entertain her with idle chatting as much as it bored him to do so while the bartender made drinks for the both of them. His mind flickered in between listening to her and reading her body language. She was becoming more relaxed, leaning against the counter and arching her back to accentuate her curves. He listened in for her breathing and heartbeat with his supernatural senses, but those showed little signs of nerves now as well. Excellent. Maybe tonight would prove to be more enjoyable than the past weekends after all.

“So Xander, do you wanna head back to my place?” Those were the words that brought him back to reality completely and he watched as she stood. Her simplistic crimson dress teased him already, barely covering what it needed to.

“Of course…”

* * *

Natasha’s apartment was a one-bedroom, small and tidy with crimson and cream colored furniture. Nothing caught Xander’s eyes and apart from the low hum of the central AC cooling it off, it was silent. As soon as the door closed behind him, he kicked off his shoes and began to unbutton his shirt, but a hand on his chest stopped him.

“Hey now… You really are too impatient…” the redhead purred, her forest eyes sparking as she unstrapped her shoes and let them fall to the floor. She was at least half a foot shorter than him without the platforms of the sandals to elevate her. “Why don’t we take things nice and slow…? We got all night, don’t we?”

Xander couldn’t deny that; a smirk spread across his face at her words and he nodded, placing one hand on her hip and stepping closer, only to get a finger waggled in his face. He couldn’t help but to find this to be an absolutely annoying gesture.

“Still not patient enough… I wanna have some fun tonight~” Natasha spoke with a wink as her tongue rolled over her painted lips. “Just leave it all to me, okay?” she added. With that, she motioned towards the couch and told him to have a seat and make himself comfortable… Only not too comfortable just yet.

The smirk on his face transformed into a scowl and he huffed; Xander was not one for being told what to do, even if the woman before him was working her charms in a nice way. In a quick series of motions, he grabbed one of her upper shoulders and spun her around, pinning her against the door behind them and arching his shoulders over her. A growl rumbled within his chest and he heard a whimper escape the petite woman’s chest. “I think it’s best if I’m in control… Wouldn’t you like that more?” he breathed out against her cheek as one of his hands roughly ran up the outside of one of her thighs, urging her to bring her leg up.

“U-um, if that’s what you want…” the sexiness of Natasha’s voice was once again hindered by a nervousness that was swelling back up. Xander could tell that he hadn’t scared her away, though. Her gaze still held a cloud of lust beyond the unsettled behavior.

He held the bottom of her raised leg in one hand while the other began to explore her curves, reaching around to unzip the back of her dress just enough to reveal her bosom. His lips searched for warmth on her skin, biting into the delicate, sensitive areas. As he felt her back arch into him, he rocked his hips, his fingers pressing hard into her thigh now. They were still clothed and the reminder that they did have all night was the only thing keeping him from shredding that cloth right then and there.

“Mmmmm… Ahhhh…” The redhead’s breath was already picking up and her body eagerly moved into every touch that the calloused, tanned hand could give her. With every rousing bite and kiss to her skin, her body twitched and rocked, eager for more.

Alas, it was all over in a moment’s time as Xander had an idea. He pulled away from her completely and ran a hand through his dark, wavy locks of hair. “You wanted to take this slow, right? I didn’t mean to impose~” His words were spoken in a teasing, borderline condescending manner.

A pout formed on the woman’s face and she folded her arms under her chest. “Hmph. Fine… If that’s the way you want it, then we can do things nice and slow after all… So, have a seat…”

For now, he did as he was told, sinking into the couch a bit so that his lap was available. Natasha stood in front of him, swaying her hips as she began to slide out of her dress, leaving her skin barren other than a pair of lacy crimson and black panties. She spun around in a slow fashion, revealing just how little of her assets were covered by the undergarment. “Do you like what you see~?” she teased, looking over her shoulder and winking at him.

Xander returned the wink, but didn’t speak, only watched. His tongue rolled over his lips as she bent down, a sexy bounce to her movements. Spinning on one of her ankles, she strutted over to him and lowered herself onto his lap. Her hands pressed into his chest and she leaned forward, bringing their lips together. They kissed in unison, the moment full of nothing but lust. Their tongues waltzed together and their bodies began to move, primal urges attempting to guide them.

Natasha was the one who broke the moment, repositioning herself on her knees over him and starting to work on unbuttoning his shirt. Xander stopped her, though, grabbing one of her wrists and shaking his head. “You said that we should go nice and slow. Why don’t you play with yourself for me?”

This suggestion seemed to unnerve her again and her eyes widened. “Oh…? You mean like this?” she asked, groping her own chest, her pale pink nipples beginning to perk up with excitement. A soft whimper of pleasure came from her lips as she did this and Xander rolled his hips upward, flashing a devilish grin.

“You can do better than that, right?” he said as he tucked his arms behind his head, making it clear that he was not going to be the one offering her pleasure at that moment. “Or can you get off by just that?”

Another look of surprise told him that he had caught her off-guard and he was starting to think that she wasn’t used to these sorts of encounters. He wasn’t even asking much of her in his opinion. Still, she ran one of her hands down her curves and slipped it into her undergarment and moved it gently, a louder noise of bliss coming from within her now. “Is this what you want, baby? Yeah?” she breathed, her hips rocking into her own touch now.

His mouth watered and he couldn’t help but to rock his own hips. However, he didn’t like the position he was in. She wasn’t supposed to be the one in control. Placing his hands on either side of her torso, he repositioned them so that he was over her on the couch. She had stopped pleasuring herself during the move and he let out a snarl. “I didn’t tell you that you could stop, did I?” He didn’t give her time to respond and decided to take over. At first, he only teased her, running his two fingers down the front of her panties, chuckling lowly when her hips twitched. He dipped his head and took one of her breasts in his mouth, his tongue circling around the most sensitive spots again and again.

“A-ahhhh….!” Those wonderful sounds were louder now and her back arched high in attempt to make more contact with him.

Teasing was the only thing he had intentions of doing for now and his fingers never slipped beyond her underwear until she began to whimper out pleading sounds. “Oooh….? You’re willing to beg for it, aren’t you?”

“Mmmm…. Yeah… P-please… F-fuck… Please….” Her words were distorted with fervid breaths. Her legs wrapped around his waist and he felt her womanhood throb beyond the cloth that veiled it. “P-please, Xander…”

A feral sound of lust rumbled in his throat as he complied with her begging, moving her panties aside and running her fingers into the juices that were already building. He stroked the swollen bead of pleasure and felt her body writhing. “Mmm… So wet for someone who says we have the entire night… Are you sure you want me to do this right now?”

“N-no more teasing… I want more than this… I want you…” She pleaded, her skin flushed. Her hands found the buttons on his shirt again, desperately working at them. She pulled herself up as she undressed him, kissing his neck and shoulders, his body twitching.

Instead of simply granting her the bliss that she was begging for, Xander stood and undressed himself, shrugging his shirt off, pulling the undershirt over his head and letting his pants and underwear go in one motion. Without shame, he stroked his partially erect member to full length while she watched. “Suck it…” he ordered as he stepped closer to her. When she gave him a look of inquiry, he reiterated. “You heard me.”

Natasha complied, pulling herself off of her couch and taking his cock in her hand making slow pumping motions. Her tongue licked away the fluid that pulsed from it. She continued this motion as if she was attempting to return some of the teasing that he had done to her, but he wasn’t having any of it. He stepped forward when her tongue extended, pushing the erection completely onto her tongue. She opened her mouth and began to bob her head slowly at first.

“Can you not take more than that?” he asked when she began to pick up her pace but didn’t fully take him in her mouth. As expected of an alpha, Xander was well-endowed and maybe he was expecting a bit much of her, but he didn’t care. He placed a hand on the back of her head and pushed her forward despite the noise of protest. His hips rocked and he groaned, flexing his muscles. “Yeah… Fuck… Just like that…” Faster and faster he grinded, holding her head steady. He gave her no warning before he released into her mouth with a loud grunt of pleasure.

“Mmmm…” Natasha hummed as she pulled away, swallowing without protest. She smirked up at him as she licked her lips. “What now…?” she asked with a wink.

Now she was getting it. He was in control, not her. Another devious grin spread across his face. “Bend over the couch,” he ordered. He helped her reposition so that she was on her knees with her chest hanging over the back of the couch. Without hesitation, he grabbed her undergarment and ripped it away, the thin lace breaking away from her hips. She gasped, but she didn’t have time to comment before he began to stroke her quickly.

“A-Ahhh… Oh my god… Yes….” She moaned out, rocking her hips as the lips of her womanhood quivered eagerly. Her head fell forward and her legs spread, awaiting their moment together. “Mmmm! Please… More…!”

It was a quick, powerful motion that brought their hips together as he took her, groaning loudly. She was wet and he slipped in easily. The cries of ecstasy she let out drove him wild. No longer interested in taking things slow, he pounded into her, filling the small apartment with wild sounds of impassioned moments. One of his hands smacked her ass, leaving its mark and she cried out, pleading with him to be rougher. She gripped the back of the couch hard to stabilize herself as he took her.

At a point, he growled and grabbed either of her thighs, pulling her from the couch and guiding them over to the wall so that she could prop them up with her feet. He took her in this position while gripping tightly to the soft skin of her legs. His teeth aggressively left marks all over her neck and shoulders as she screamed and moaned in ecstasy.

The redhead’s first orgasm hit the wall when she came, crying out her lover’s name. When he didn’t stop, she arched her back, her mind temporarily willing her to end the moment. He didn’t let her get away and soon she was enraptured with their fornication again. “Xander… Oh my god. Fuck me! Harder! Harder!” she pleaded, one arm reaching up to take a fist full of his hair.

Once again, he switched their position, pulling away from the wall and throwing her onto the couch, dipping his head in between her legs as she lifted and spread them, wanting more. His tongue rolled over the swollen, opened lips and his tongue dipped within her. Her body arched upward, but she shook her head. He caught this look and smirked. “Is this not what you want…?”

“No… Of course not…”

“What do you want, then~?”

She let out a noise of annoyance at his teasing, but reached down and spread herself open more. “I want your cock inside me again. Fuck me, Xander…” she purred out, her sex twitching in anticipation.

“That’s what I wanna hear…” he breathed sensually as he pulled himself over her. Their bodies were brought together again and he began to thrust into her while she clung to him this time. He could feel her muscles tightening again under him but instead of allowing her another release so soon, he broke all contact with her and pulled her to her feet. He ignored her words of question and discontent at having to stop and lifted her leg so that it rested on his shoulder. She stumbled a bit before using one arm to prop herself against the end of the couch and reaching back to hold onto his neck as he took her again.

Xander was pretty sure he heard her mention something about the position being hard to manage but he didn’t care as he pounded into her. At this angle, he could see her curves so well and he found himself surprisingly impressed. He hadn’t expected such arousal in his first experience with a human female… His own wonder almost made him unaware that the position they were in was failing. When he felt her wobbling, he let out a small grunt, but didn’t let it break the mood as he fell back on the couch and guided her down onto him, helping her to bounce her hips as her head fell back. Sweat was now coating their bodies as they fucked and their cries and moans were nothing more than desperate grunts and pants. Every defined muscle in his body was starting to beg for that brief period of bliss and his nails dug into the woman’s sides as he felt himself building up.

Natasha clung to him, her womanly curves bouncing and pulsing as she neared a third and final climax of the night. Her mouth hung in an O shape and her eyes were on the ceiling. Sweat rolled over her curves as her voice hoarsely yelled, “OH FUCK! I can’t take it anymore! Cum for me!”

In a way, he didn’t want to cum so fast; he didn’t want the fun to be over just yet. So, despite her pleas for it to all be over, he slowed down the movements of his hips, keeping a nice, rhythmic pace for a bit, only to realize that he just couldn’t take it anymore. For the final time, he thrust vigorously into her again and again, causing her pants to take on the same pattern as his grinding. His member throbbed within her and his entire body tensed with the sensation of orgasm as he came inside of her. He let out a deep groan as her womanhood tightened around him at the same time and their releases spilled out from within her.

His hips slowed and then stopped and he panted, letting his head fall back. As he closed his eyes, he could hear his heart pounding in his head and he could feel the fluids of their evening rolling over his skin. He didn’t open his eyes when he felt Natasha lift herself off of him and fall back onto the couch beside him. It took him a moment to recover from such an experience.

“Damn… You were amazing…” he heard her breathe out and he finally looked over at her and gave her the same devilish smile that he seemed to wear.

“Was I? Does that mean you’re gonna try to find me again?” he asked with a wink.

“I may… I may… I definitely don’t wanna miss out on a night like this… Why don’t we exchange cell numbers before you leave in the morning?”

“Oh? I’m not going to be leaving until the morning? Does that mean I can have seconds?”

Natasha let out a small laugh and winked. “We’ll just have to see… Though I’m sure you’d have no problem taking what you want, right?”

It was his turn to laugh now. “You know me so well already. Maybe I’m impressed.”

Soon after that, their conversation faded and Natasha showed him the way to the shower, all the while he reflected on their encounter. He had to admit that he hadn’t been expecting much when leaving the pact to look for women, but if this was his first encounter, he could only imagine what the coming weekends had in store for him. Sure, he was fine with meeting up with Natasha again, but there was the chance that he would find someone even more interesting and such thoughts invigorated him.
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