
        
            
                
            
        

    
Alpha Games: A LitRPG Harem Alpha Male Bundle

Neil Bimbeau

Copyright 2018 Neil Bimbeau

All Rights Reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner.

All characters depicted are 18 years old or older. For adults only.

Remember: if you liked this hot story (or even if you didn’t), remember to leave a review! I want to write what YOU want to read, and your feedback is the best way to help me do just that. Thanks!


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Alpha Online: The Complete Series

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Epilogue

Cheat Code: An Alpha Male Sci-Fi Harem Adventure

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Mind Over Mother: The Complete Series

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

xXx

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Epilogue – Eight Months Later

The Alpha Chord: The Complete Series

Rocking My Girlfriend

Rocking The Best Friend

Rocking My Teacher

Rocking The Campus

Rocking The Record Exec

Epilogue

The Steps of Command: The Complete Series

Taboo Trance: The Complete Series

Obey The Man Of The House (Taboo Trance Part One)

Serve The Man Of The House (Taboo Trance Part Two)

Kneel For The Man of the House (Taboo Trance Part Three)

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Alpha Online: The Complete Series
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter One
[image: image]





A flaming arrow soars past my head, so close I can feel the heat rolling off as it hits the boards behind me. All around are the sounds of vicious battle: the clang of blades, the screams of the wounded, blood and chaos and carnage. Its intense, its exciting, and its nothing like what I was expecting.

I have no idea what I’m doing here. Thirty seconds ago I was sitting in my living room, adjusting the straps on my helmet as I prepared to dial into “Seas of Kyria,” the hottest VRMMORPG on the market. Its catchy slogan “Build Your Harem, Conquer the World” filled me with fantasies of adventure and triumph on the high seas. I expected swashbuckling, treasure and wenches – not a bloody battle. Where was the damned tutorial?

The boards beneath my feet lurch upward, making me think something is seriously wrong with my headset, but then I catch a glimpse of rolling blue waves and I understand: I’m on a ship. From the look of things its a big one, too. I’d have more time to marvel at my surroundings if there weren’t nasty looking guys with cutlasses climbing over the sides, screaming for blood.

I glance towards where the arrow came from just in time to see the archer fitting another to his bow. He grins at me as he pulls it back and lights it, the tip exploding in a gout of flame as he centers me in the sights.

Well, hell, I think, almost laughing. I’ve been in this game five seconds and I’m already dead. Great purchase...

The arrow flies straight and true, soaring between ships in a straight, deadly line. I hold up both hands, like that would do anything to stop it, and scream, waiting for the heat.

Then a great shimmering something solidifies in the air and it explodes in a burst of sparks.

I’m more shocked than my attacker is. He looks pissed, but not terribly surprised, and I realize with a start that he expected this. Had I...did I do that?

“Thank the spirits I found you!” The voice is high and breathy, right next to my ear, and it takes a second to realize it’s talking to me. “Where have you been, Captain?”

I turn – and then for a moment I forget about the ship, the battle, the whole crazy thing. Because standing next to me is the most drop dead gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen in my life.

Long, shimmering red hair flows down her back, setting off her sparkling green eyes. She’s wearing a tight little corset top that completely shows off the upper halves of her breasts, which are huge and so perfect they could shame a lingerie model. Her body’s lithe and athletic, with just a hint of curves around the hips and bust that I can’t keep from devouring with my eyes. A criminally short skirt and thigh-high boots complete her ensemble, along with a wicked-looking pair of pistols and a blade strapped to her thigh that’s dark with something I’m pretty sure is blood. She doesn’t have any weapons out though, just her hand – and a second later, it clicks that she’s the reason that shield slammed down between me and that arrow.

As if punctuating my thought, she thrusts out her other hand a moment later and calls up another shimmering wall of magic, halting a half-dozen arrows in their tracks.

“We have to get below decks, Captain,” she says, her voice strangely calm considering everything that’s going on around us. “I won’t be able to hold back those arrows forever!”

She seems to be doing a damn good job from where I’m standing, but who am I to argue? It certainly seems obvious enough – guys trying to kill us and all. But I’m desperate for answers, and she’s the only person talking to me, so...

“What is going on?” I blurt, glancing from her to the boarding party scrambling onto the deck. “Where am I?”

“Oh dear!” The woman puts a hand to my forehead – it’s blessedly cool – and frowns. “Did you take a head wound, Captain? I can heal you, but I’d prefer to do that where we’re not under constant attack!”

“Duly noted.” I say. “Who are you, exactly?”

Her face lights up with a lopsided smile, and instantly I’m head-over-heels for this girl.

“I’m Molly, sir. Your first mate. And you are Captain of this vessel – for the next few minutes, at least.”

I look around, because now things are really starting to click in my head. I realize that this is a tutorial, at least of a sort. I can’t help but think about the video games I played as a teenager: how they’d come up with some excuse to de-power the main character and make him regain his powers after letting you play around with them for a bit at the beginning. This was the game showing me what could be mine, if I worked for it. This ship.

It’s a damn nice ship. Too bad we’re hopelessly outnumbered.

“Come on!” Molly lets out a shriek like a hellcat as her shield suddenly goes supernova, blinding the attackers nearest our section of the deck. That’s a neat trick, I think, right as she grabs my hand and starts to run. We race across the deck, ducking under more arrows as Molly leads me to the stairs.

Right as we reach them, she freezes. I don’t need her to tell me something has changed: I can feel it instantly. The sounds of battle around us go all muted, like everyone has stopped fighting at the same time and are watching something terribly important. I can hear a pin drop as I turn around and see her step onto my deck, grinning like she already owns the place.

Oh damn, I think. And I thought Molly was the most beautiful woman in the world.

This new girl is glowing, like literally glowing. Her pirate outfit fits her like it’s painted on, and the jewelry adorning her body looks like its enough to fill a treasure chest all by itself. She casually shoots one of my men in the face as she strides across the deck, smirking like she just knows shes the shit. It takes me a second to realize she’s wearing goddamn six inch fuck-me heels on a pirate ship.

“Who is that?” I ask, my mind foggy with lust.

“That,” Molly says, her lip curled in a sneer, “is Lady Gabrielle. Queen Bitch of the Seas. The woman who ambushed us.”

If my first mate is liquid sex, the woman striding confidently across the deck of my ship is a fucking goddess. Half of me wants to fall down and worship her – the other half wants to slap that little smirk off her face, bend her over and make her beg for my cock.

I’m still trying to figure out which half is stronger when Molly grabs me and jumps down the stairs two at a time, racing below decks.

I’m not prepared for what I find there: women. So many women.

The interior of my ship is a harem: no other word describes it. And its clear that its in a total panic. Half-naked women in a variety of costumes and lingerie run screaming this way and that, cowering at every noise from above. I realize with a start that some of them aren’t even human – I catch a glimpse of a gorgeous, wispy elf as Molly hustles me past, along with some kind of dryad woman with leafy vines strategically covering her naughty bits like ultra-skimpy underwear.

There is so much sumptuous, erotic female flesh on display that I start to get a little dizzy. “Where are you taking me?” I ask.

“To my quarters,” Molly says briskly, glancing over her shoulder to make sure I’m keeping up. “I have a Teleportation Stone there for emergencies. And this definitely qualifies as an emergency.”

A topless, raven-haired goth girl calls out for me as we pass, her red lipstick so dark that its nearly black. “Do we have time to...?”

“No,” Molly says with a shake of her head. “Lady Gabrielle is right behind us. If we don’t hurry, she’ll catch up with us – and take you.”

I’m about to protest that I would love to be taken by the Lady Gabrielle, but apparently we’re at our destination. Molly’s quarters are behind an unassuming wooden door, and I have just enough time to think that my first mate should really have some better digs before she unlatches the magic lock and shoves me inside.

The room is lit with candles and smells like cinnamon and sex. A plush bed dominates one corner – and sitting on it are two guns along with a vicious-looking cutlass.

“Thank the spirits you left your weapons here after the last time we made love,” Molly says with a giggle. “Get equipped while I ready the portal – I may need you to defend me while I open it!”

I understand this part, I think, gazing at the weapons. The guns – two blunderbuss-style pistols that look like they came straight out of a swashbuckler’s fantasy – fit my hands like they were made for me, and there’s already a strap on my belt for the sword.

No sooner do I have them on then the door to our room crashes open.

“Shit!” The air crackles with an explosion of ozone – Molly is drawing on the wall of the far end of the room, and whatever she’s doing has the hair on the back of my neck standing up. “Protect me, Captain! Hold them off until the portal is open!”

I can do that. I can definitely do that.

The two thugs looks surprised that they managed to enter the chamber at all. They’re both standing there with bemused looks on their faces, like they’ve walked in on me with my hand caught in a cookie jar.

The taller one takes a step forward, brandishing his cutlass. “This where you fuck the whore witch?” he asks with a snort.

His companion busts out laughing. I decide in an instant I do not like these people.

“No,” I say with a smirk. “This is where I fuck the witch and shoot people.”

Then I shoot him in the face.

The pistol makes an incredibly satisfying ke-rack sound in the tiny room, and the first thug goes down like a cheap card table. He hits the floor and dissolves in a spray of pixels, replaced by a bulging sack of gold coins.

“You like that?” I turn to his friend, grinning. “I said this is the room where I shoot people – and then I shot him?”

He doesn’t find it funny. Instead, he hoists his cutlass and charges. “Die, you fuck!” he screams, a dime-sized gap visible between his gross teeth as he rushes at me.

I lift the other pistol, aim, and fire. Curiously, this one doesn’t have quite as much kick as the other: it ends up taking two shots to bring my other assailant down. But finally he’s just as dead as his friend, and I turn to Molly in triumph.

“I got them!” I shout, full of excitement. I like this game! I’m actually having fun! “How’s that portal coming along-”

Suddenly I’m off my feet. The frame around the door crumples inward like its made of cardboard, sending me down to Molly’s richly-apportioned rug on my ass. When I look up, there’s something massive and gleaming in the space where the doorway used to be, one glowing red eye beaming down at me.

“Damn it all,” Molly growls. “Gabrielle brought an Automaton on board the ship?”

As I get to my feet, I size up this new challenger. The ‘Automaton’ is a jet black monster of steam and iron that looks like someone tipped a cannon straight up and added a whole lot of attitude. Its body is segmented into an upper half and a lower, and as I watch the upper part rotates ninety degrees to reveal a horrifying-looking set of blades.

“Bring it down, Captain!” Screams Molly. “Or it’ll kill us both!”

That I can do. I raise my guns and let the thing have it with both barrels. More cracks echo in the tiny room, nearly deafening me as I force the thing back.

There’s a rhythm to my guns – soon I’m starting to get the hang of it. The larger one I used on that first thug is stronger, but takes a few seconds to reload after firing. The smaller gun fires faster but doesn’t hit as hard. With the right timing, I can chain the two together to keep up a constant barrage of bullets, racking up a huge damage combo – which I start doing after a few experimental shots. When the big metal bastard finally tips over, steam billowing from a dozen holes in its head, I’m almost disappointed.

No sooner does it fall then there’s a flash of light like a bomb behind me. Warm, sweet air rushes in from behind my back, tasting faintly of salt.

That would be my exit, I think, sheathing both pistols.

Molly is standing next to the glowing portal, motioning at it like its a door that’s about to close. “Jump, Captain! Quick!”

I rush towards the thing and plunge inside without a second thought, leaving my damaged ship and harem of girls behind. It’s weird: in just a few minutes my character has lost almost everything that makes his life worth living. All my progress – gone. Back to square one.

And yet, I’ve never had this much fun in my whole life. As the portal envelops me, I realize I’ve already made Seas of Kyria my home – and I can’t wait to see what it throws at me next.

––––––––
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“THAT WAS CLOSE, CAPTAIN.” Now that we’re alone, Molly has calmed down considerably. “How are you feeling? Is your head any better?”

“I’m doing great, thanks,” I say, meaning it. The bed Molly’s got me in is second-to-none. We’re in what looks like the pirate’s version of a hotel suite – other than the big bay window across one wall, it could pass for Molly’s quarters on my ship. Outside I can see a sprawling hillside covered in buildings, people bustling to and fro. It’s nice, and idyllic, and after almost getting burned to death its an excellent change of pace.

Molly sighs and puts her own weapons away, sizing up the room.

“I purchased this room with some of our haul from a year ago,” she admits, grinning sheepishly. “At the time, I’d pictured it as a vacation getaway. I had no idea we’d need it so soon...”

“I’m glad its here,” I assure her. “Where are we, exactly?”

She relaxes. There’s a few bottles of something dark and sweet on a table next to the bed, and I watch as she pours herself a glass and downs it. Apparently my first mate is no slouch when it comes to grog.

“Spirits, that’s good,” she says, sighing with pleasure. “This, Captain, is the top floor of a hotel in the tiny seaside town of Yarrow. Nothing much here except crabs and cockles – every crew worth its salt considers this place so small as to be beneath their notice. It’ll be our home for a while – at least until we can get another ship.”

“I see.” My mind is churning, trying to figure out exactly where the tutorial ends and the real game begins. Also, I’m painfully aware that a gorgeous, pliable young thing is drinking and half-naked right in front of me.

“So...was the ship a total loss?” It’s all I can think to ask.

Molly nods. “Once we abandoned the ship, by the Code it became property of Lady Gabrielle. All our treasure, our arms – and all your women – are her property now.”

“All those women belong to her,” I said, shaking my head. It was hard to imagine one person having that many women to service them – let alone that person being me. “I bet you’re glad you got away,” I say. “Otherwise you’d be her first mate now, not mine...”

She gives me a strange look. “Oh no, Sir,” she says. “Even if Gabrielle took your entire ship – and defeated you in single combat – she could never take me.”

Huh? “Why is that?”

“Because,” she says with a giggle, like it should be obvious. “I’m soul-bound, Captain.”

“Soul-bound...” I roll the unfamiliar word across my tongue, testing it. “Does that mean we’re like...married, or something?”

I didn’t think my first mate was capable of blushing, but there she goes.

“Oh no, sir,” she says. “Marriage implies...equals. A partnership. And I am not your partner.”

I’m curious. “What are you, then?”

She bites her lip, looking up at me with a gaze that’s almost shy.

“You...own me, Captain. I’m your possession...I belong to you. You’ve made love to my body countless times, and every time it’s just as amazing as the first for me. I...I serve you, Captain. I worship you. I’m soul-bound to you.”

To say I’m speechless would be an understatement.

“Here, why don’t you scan me?” She takes me by the wrist and traces a symbol in the air. “The codex has much more information on the world of Kyria – you might find it useful.”

Oh yeah! In all the excitement, the thought that this was first and foremost a game completely slipped my mind. Feeling a little awkward, I trace a gesture command in the air and the main menu opens. There’s a gentle golden glow around Molly as she sits next to me on the bed, so I know she’s highlighted.

Scan, I think, clicking. I want to know more about you, Molly. A whole lot more...

A moment later, a stat sheet is hovering in the air, the words highlighted for easier reading...

——-
[image: image]


MOLLY

Class: Sorceress

ELVL: 1

Primary Trait: Submissive

Secondary Trait: Ample-Chested

1 SP to Next Level

Special Status: Soul-Bound

——-
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“ARE YOU SCANNING ME?” she asks, beaming at me.

“Uh, yeah,” I say, noticing that each of the words is its own hyperlink. I can click any of them for more information. “So it says your primary trait is ‘submissive’...”

She flushes deeper and glances at her knees. “Yes, Sir,” she says in a low voice. “I don’t show it when we’re hauling sail with the men, of course, but when we’re alone...”

I click the link and get the expanded version.

Submissive: This character loves it when her Alpha takes an active role in the bedroom! Submissive characters will generally agree to any sexual acts their Alpha proposes without question, and enjoy being told what to do and how to do it! Gains arousal from being Choked, Spanked and Slapped. Can gain the following traits via leveling:

-Bondage Focused

-Housewife Stance

-Pet Stance

-Hypnosis Focused

“Wow,” I say. “This is a lot to take in.”

Ample-Chested: This character has big breasts and knows how to use them! This character gains +2 to titfucking, and all bonuses given by sexual activity with an Alpha are doubled if ejaculation occurs on her breasts. Ample-Chested can evolve into the following:

-Absolutely Massive Chest

-Anti-Gravity Tits

-Lactation

Finally, I click on the ‘Special Status’.

Soul-bound: This character is forever bound to an Alpha and cannot be sold, traded or stolen by another player. Soul-bound characters remain with their Alphas even when all other possessions are lost.

Note: New players are granted one (1) soul-bound character upon starting Seas of Kyria. Further soul-bound characters can only be obtained via the Ritual of Soulbinding.

“Woah.” I glance past the floating words to see Molly staring at me expectantly. “So I guess you’re my ‘first mate’ in more ways than one, huh?”

Molly grins. “Something like that, Captain.”

Something occurs to me. “You shouldn’t really call me that anymore, I guess. I don’t have a ship anymore – Gabrielle stole it. I’m not a captain of anything.”

“Oh, I can call you whatever you want!” Her face lights up at this. “I can still refer to you as Captain, or Sir, or maybe Master...”

Something inside me goes rigid at the word. “Master,” I say, my mouth suddenly dry. “Yeah, you do that.”

Molly cocks her head. “Of course, Master.” The word flows so naturally out of her mouth its like she was born to say it. “Do you have any other questions for me?”

God, she looks so good. And the way she’s looking at me, so open and inviting – it makes my chest hurt a little bit. I fucking want this woman. Part of me is a little scared to want her this badly, honestly.

But isn’t that what Kyria is all about? ‘Build your harem? Conquer the world?’

“I am curious about one thing,” I say. “How exactly were you chosen? I thought I’d have some kind of character creation screen where I’d pick a girl...”

She smiles sweetly at me. “When you signed up to become an Alpha, Kyria’s designers did a deep-dive into your life. Social media, personality profile, the works. They used that data to determine exactly what sort of women would be your perfect ‘fit’ for your entry into this world.”

“I see.” I nodded. “So the game’s developers think I have a thing for submissive redheads with huge boobs?”

She blushes, and this time it goes all the way down to the tops of her breasts. “Do I not please you, Master?”

I’m so hard in my pants I feel like they’re going to burst open. “Oh, you’re pleasing, Molly. You are so fucking pleasing...”

Her face gets serious – and then she spreads her legs and mounts me. Just the feeling of her body all over mine is so great. The bulge in my pants presses against the heat of her thigh, throbbing with need.

“I’m exactly what you need, Master,” she purrs, her fingers working at my belt. “To help you forget losing your ship. To make you feel like a real man again – an Alpha, someone one commands and controls a whole harem of women...”

I can barely believe the words that are coming out of her mouth – and I’m even more shocked when her hands to go my belt. Oh fuck that feels good...

“I don’t need to be a developer to know that this is what you want, Master,” Molly purrs, rubbing the bulge in my pants between her thumbs as she loosens my belt. “I can see how bad you want me. How much you desire every part of me – from my lips to my dripping wet cunt...”

I can’t take anymore. I grab her around the waist and pull her to me, smothering her mouth with mine.

For a second Molly’s caught off-guard, then her lithe body melts against mine. Her curves feel so good against me, her neck smelling faintly like perfume and sweat as I bring my lips down and nibble at the sensitive flesh. Those fingers at my belt don’t stop their work – if anything, they speed up with excitement.

In a flash I’m free, my cock springing from my pants. I’m hard as a girder and dripping with precum. The big vein in the side of my shaft pulses with my heartbeat. When Molly wraps her fingers around it and begins to tug, I can’t stop the moan that escapes my lips.

“I love you, Master,” Molly groans, her face ruddy with arousal. “Let me do this for you. Let me treat you so good – the way you deserve...”

She lowers her head between my thighs and I don’t stop her. Instead, my fingers tangle in her long, flowing red hair as she bends over my cock. A moment later she’s between my thighs, and I feel a hot pulse of pure pleasure shoot through me as her wet, warm tongue grazes the head of my cock. Molly’s licking at the tip, swirling up the precum that’s dribbling from it like its ambrosia, and everything inside of me wants nothing more than to bury myself deep in her throat.

“Oh Master,” she groans, drunk off the taste. “You taste so good...”

She bites her lip then goes back to my cock, putting her lips on that sensitive little spot on the underside of the head and teasing me with her tongue. Its so much pleasure I can barely stand it – I’m bucking against her, completely lost to how good she’s making me feel.

The thought that this is a game dissolves from my head. The only thing that matters is that Molly is here, she’s MINE, and I’m going to own every inch of her sweet little body.

“Stop teasing me and suck it,” I gasp, my fingers tightening in her hair. “Don’t you want to be a good girl for Master?”

My words hit her like a spike right to her clit. Her face melts with pleasure, tongue lolling from her mouth like what I said just gave her a fucking orgasm.

Submissive, I think with a smirk. She loves this shit...

“Yes, Sir,” she groans, her voice thick with pleasure. Then she takes my cock all the way into her mouth, burying it in her wet, warm throat, and I stop thinking so much for a while.

I can’t believe how fucking good she is – its like she practiced to be my whore her entire life. Molly sucks me like the word ‘gag reflex’ wasn’t even invented for pirate girls, taking me hilt-deep down her throat like its her favorite thing in the world. I feel feverish, every nerve ending on fire, and when I start bucking my hips against her face and fucking her throat, she looks like she’s enjoying it even more.

“I’m gonna come,” I announce, more to myself than her – I still can barely believe this is happening. Molly’s mouth is bringing me right to the point of no-return, and in a few seconds there’s going to be no stopping it. “Fuck, Molly, I’m gonna cum in your mouth...!”

I expect her to pull off me, to stroke me to the finish away from her face like all the girls I’ve been with in the real world, but its like my words just make her more determined. Molly’s head becomes a blur in my lap, her lips a tight seal around my cock, and I come with a series of shuddering gasps down her throat, the waves of pleasure exploding behind my eyes bigger than the ones that rocked my boat.

Molly slows down as I come, sucking me greedily. I’ve never been with a girl that actually likes to swallow before, and the sensation is so good it almost brings me to the brink a second time. Molly milks me dry, squeezing my balls as she swirls her tongue around my shaft to get every drop of my sweet cream in her mouth.

When it’s over, she pulls off me and plants a loving kiss on the underside of my shaft. I feel like I’m floating at least a foot off the bed, amazed at how good the aftershocks are.

As I come down from my peak, I notice something flashing in my peripheral vision. I do the gesture to open up the main menu and note that there’s a stylized ‘A’ in the top-right corner of my field of view, along with a timer on ‘11h59m’.

“What’s that?” I murmur, leaning back against the wall. I couldn’t really care less – nothing matters right now except Molly and the amazing things she can do with her mouth.

“You’ve been given a status bonus, Master,” Molly informs me with a grin. “It’s called ‘Afterglow’.”

“Afterglow?” Appropriate name, at least.

When Molly speaks, she has that clipped, educated tone I’m already associating with the Codex.

“Afterglow takes effect after you orgasm and lasts for twelve hours, Master. It gives a boost to your overall stats: hit points, resistance to status effects, and health regeneration. You can get other bonuses as you level up, too!”

I think about that for a second. “So I get a bonus as long as you make me come every twelve hours?”

“As long as any girl you control makes you come, Master. And don’t worry – I’ll make absolutely sure your bonus never goes away. It resets after every orgasm, even if you’ve got some time left.”

Molly looks like there’s nothing she’d rather do than ‘reset my bonus’ right now. Fortunately that’s exactly what I want as well.

“Do you get these bonuses?” I ask. “If I, you know, make you...?”

Molly laughs. “Of course, Master. My magic becomes stronger and more potent after I orgasm. Also, every time you bring me to climax I gain SP as well.”

“SP?” I’d seen that when I was looking at her stats, but I didn’t know what it meant.

“It stands for ‘Swiving Points’,” she says with that lopsided grin. “Swiving just means ‘fucking’, but it adds a bit of flavor to the setting. Gaining Swiving Points is how I gain levels and become a better harem girl for you.”

I think I’m starting to get it. “So, that means...that you and I should make each other cum as often as possible?”

She smiles like a fox that’s been put in charge of an entire henhouse. “I think you get it, Master.” Her hand strays to her top, where her breasts are only just barely constrained. “Of course, if you’re too tired from what I just gave you...”

“Oh fuck no,” I blurt, so forcefully it makes Molly laugh. “No, I’m ready to go right now. In fact...”

Something has just occurred to me. Molly’s primary trait is Submissive, which means she likes it when her man takes charge. And I’ve been way too passive up to this point. So I could probably get even more bonuses if I took control...

Before she can do anything, I grab my first mate around the throat. She looks shocked for a moment, then her face just fills with the most beautiful expression of lust I’ve ever seen.

“Oh Master,” Molly groans, her face reddening as I apply gentle pressure beneath her chin.

“Actually, you’ve been doing too much leading lately,” I say, clearly enjoying this. “I think it’s time you took a back seat and learned what ‘submissive’ really means, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasps. She looks up at me like she’s just realized its Christmas morning, and in that moment I fall even harder for her than I already have. “Use me, Master...”

With one stroke, I grab the front of her corset and tug it off. Her breasts are firm and high, the nipples stiff and aching for my touch, and when I grab one hard and give it a squeeze, I can almost feel the heat soaring between Molly’s thighs.

“God, you’re so fucking beautiful,” I growl, unfastening her skirt. “Let’s see what you’ve got on under this...”

It turns out that Molly’s wearing nothing beneath her too-short skirt other than a skimpy pair of pink panties, cut short to allow easy access. I tear off her skirt as she whimpers, grabbing a handful of her big, sexy ass. I decide to leave the boots on – I like the way they look.

“I just lost my ship,” I tell her. “I lost everything. That means I need to take out my frustration on my first mate. Is that going to be a problem, whore?”

Molly shakes her head so fast I’m surprised it doesn’t pop off. Her eyes shine with love and devotion.

“Good.” I throw her over my knee. Her cunt is so wet its dripping, her girl juices covering my thigh. She raises her ass in the air like she’s practiced this, like its what she expects, and when I bring my hand down hard on her ass cheek she makes the most delicious sound of pain and pleasure imaginable.

“I’m sorry, Master!” Molly sounds like she’s right on the edge of coming herself. “I’m sorry I lost your ship! I’m sorry I let Gabrielle take everything! I’ll make it up to you, I promise – take everything out on me...”

I smack her again and again, until I’m so hard that I’m throbbing against her thighs. I lift her ass with both hands and sit with the wall against my back, pulling her into my lap. This position brings her big tits right in my face, and I pull one of the nipples into my mouth and suck it hard enough that her mouth forms a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure.

“I’m not going to be gentle and sweet with you, slut,” I growl into her ear. “This is about my pleasure – about serving me. But make no mistake – I want to feel you come all over this cock before I shoot my load inside of you. I want you nice and tight for me, primed for my seed. Can you be a good girl for me, Molly?”

Molly looks like she’s not going to last more than two or three strokes before she does exactly what I’m asking. “Yes, Master! Please fuck me – please use me to get yourself off-”

With a primal, caveman growl, I grip Molly by the hips and bury myself inside of her to the hilt. Her folds part for me, the soft, wet contours of her inner muscles gripping me as tightly as a glove as I bottom out inside her cunt. I feel her clench, watch every muscle in her face tense at once, and then my perfect pirate princess loses her mind as she comes all over my thick, throbbing cock.

“Oh Master fuck I love you so much oh my gods you’re making me cummmmm!”

Molly’s thighs quiver as she reaches her climax – and then for a moment, she glows a bright, bubblegum pink.

Congratulations! Molly has reached ELVL 2!

I don’t know what else leveling up might have done for her, but all of a sudden Molly’s cunt grips me even tighter. She’s almost virginal as I plunge deep inside of her, hammering her g-spot with the head of my cock. I’ve never felt anything this good before. I’ve never been a person who could have an experience this good before...

Molly rakes my back with her nails and thrusts her tits in my face as she rides me, going wild with passion.

“You’re fucking me so hard, Master! Oh fuck your cock feels so good inside me!”

One hand grabs Molly’s throat – the other, one of her heaving tits. It’s like I just sent her into overdrive. Suddenly her hips are a blur on me, slamming down on my cock as she fucks me back twice as hard as I’m fucking her. It’s clear my harem girl wants my seed and is willing to work for it. She’s submissive, she needs that sensation of me losing myself inside of her to know she’s done a good job – to experience her reward...

I grab her chin and bring her face close to mine. “I’m think I’m going to come inside you,” I inform her, and my voice barely sounds like my own. “Tell me you want it. Beg me for it, you filthy little bimbo slut!”

“Please, Master,” she whimpers, high on her own orgasm. “Please come inside my cunt. Please shoot all that hot, sticky cream right inside my womb! Please use my body to make yourself feel so good – to make yourself feel like a King! I’m yours, Master, come for me, cum for meeee....”

I bury myself deep inside of Molly with one hard, final thrust and let go. The orgasm is nothing like what I felt inside of her mouth – its so much better. My cock twitches and spurts for an instant inside of her before I start to shoot, and when I do I can feel all the muscles of her cunt milking me dry, sucking in my load, draining every drop of that come from my balls. Molly keeps riding me, pulling me to her and kissing me deeply as I ride the waves of pleasure, telling me that she belongs to me and that I’ll own her forever and that she’s so happy her body can please me...

It’s all a lot to process, so I just lay there for a while, coming my brains out. After I come down from my peak, Molly curls up next to me and pulls the covers over our bodies, massaging my chest and arms as she giggles and coos. She’s suddenly the most adorable little sex-kitten imaginable, my Molly, letting me come down from my peak with incredible slowness and treating me like her personal God as I do.

Finally I come back to myself with her head on my chest, her naked body splayed over mine. A quick glance at her stats shows that she’s now Erotic Level 2, and that she’s got eleven hours and fifty-five minutes of her own Afterglow effect. She catches me looking and grins, pursing her lips in a kissy face and snuggling me deeper.

“Thank you, Master,” she purrs, a look of such utter and complete contentment on her face that I’m secretly jealous. “Thank you for fucking me.”

“You’re welcome,” I growl, my hands roaming all over her body. She’s so amazingly hot, and the thought that she’ll do anything I command her to is intoxicating. I’m not quite ready for round three yet, but I’m getting there.

After a few minutes, I chuckle and ask, “So, I’m not saying that wasn’t the most amazing fucking thing that’s ever happened to me, but...what do we do now?”

Molly lifts her head and smiles. “I added our next quest line to your Compass, Master. Captain.”

I don’t understand what she means until I pull up the main menu and find the ‘Compass’ option. It’s apparently a quest tracker, and I have one waiting for me:

Level 3 Quest: From Small Beginnings

The first thing you need to rebuild your harem and your empire is a ship. Go visit Muirebe the Shipwright down by the docks, who may be willing to let you have one if you take care of a problem he’s having...

“Alright,” I whisper. “I can do that.”

All I have to do to be the de-facto king of Kyria is to rebuild my ship, reclaim my harem of fabulous women, and turn the self-styled Queen Bitch of the Seas into my personal pleasure slave.

Sounds like a tall order – one that might take a while. Dozens and dozens of Afterglows...

I’m already grinning, thinking of the adventures to come in my new home. I never want to leave!
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Chapter Two
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From the look of his building, I can tell that Muirebe the shipwright is having more than a “little” bit of trouble.

The front door of his shop is caved in, like someone drove a bulldozer through it. Half-discarded piles of stone still ring the opening, like someone started cleaning up, realized how much work it would take and decided to give up. Some enterprising youths have turned what’s left into their own personal graffiti exhibition – I can’t read the local runes, but the lewd pictures that accompany them are obvious enough to any one with eyes.

“This is the guy who’s going to get us a ship?” I ask, glancing over my shoulder at my companion. “Really?”

Molly flashes that lopsided grin I like so much and cocks her head, sizing up the place.

“It may be hard to believe,” she says, “but until recently Muirebe was the most respected ship-maker in Yarrow. That might be because he’s the only ship maker in Yarrow, but the locals I questioned all had high opinions of him.” She sniffs disgustedly as she steps over a dark patch of cobblestones – someone’s had the bright idea to relieve themselves against the wall. “He seems to have fallen on hard times lately, though.”

“Let’s just hope he has what we need. I don’t see another way of getting out of Yarrow without a decent ship.”

“Oh, I’m sure he has the goods, Master,” Molly says with a giggle. “The quest says so after all. His place might have been a little less beat-up if we’d made it quicker, but then – you’ve been busy, haven’t you?”

I catch myself grinning. Molly and I have been busy. Not exploring Yarrow – the town is little more than a crossroads of cobblestone streets next to a port – but exploring each other. It’s been three days since I arrived, and I’d spent nearly all of it getting to know my first mate, neglecting my life in the so-called “real” world. I couldn’t help myself – Molly was so submissive, so completely head-over-heels in love with me, and she’d made it clear that her pussy, mouth and ass were available for my pleasure whenever I wanted them, for any reason...

Hell, we’d fucked on the walk over here. I was quickly learning that the rules and morals surrounding sex were a good deal looser in Kyria than I was used to: it wasn’t uncommon at all to see a wench disappear around a corner then come back a few minutes later with a disheveled, freshly-fucked look on her face, come dribbling down her thighs. More than once I’d had the urge overtake me while walking around the down and dragged Molly into an alley, forced her to her knees, and cried out in pleasure as she wrapped her gorgeous lips around my cock and sucked me until I came.

You would have thought I’d be happy there forever. I could just login to the game and find myself in Molly’s bed, her body snuggled against mine, ready to do any filthy thing I wanted. And for the last three days, I’d been nothing but totally satisfied.

Something else had pulled me to Muirebe’s shop. The memory of that ship I’d been on – my own ship, stuffed with treasure, a harem below-decks filled with dozens of nubile, worshipping women.

I wanted that. And the only way I could have it was to get a ship and take back what was mine. So I eventually loaded up the next quest and followed it here.

Molly sticks her head inside the opening of the shop, wiggling her pert ass like an invitation as she cranes her slender neck. There’s a faded bruise on her pale skin from where I’d choked her the last time we fucked, and the sight of it makes me swell in my pants.

“Hello?” She asks. “Is anybody home?”

In the recesses of the shop, someone groans.

“Go away,” says a gruff voice.

This must be the guy. “Muirebe?” I ask, stepping inside and walking past Molly. “I’m here about a ship...”

Muirebe steps out of the shadows, and I trail off. God, he looks terrible. Everything about him is patchy: patchy beard, balding pate covered in wayward tufts of stringy hair, even his clothes are threadbare and worn. He looks like a man put through the wringer.

“Young master,” he wheezes, stepping into the light. How long had he been just sitting there? “As you can see, my store is closed. I have no boats to sell you, young man.”

I glance over my shoulder to where the front door of his store gapes like a wound. “It looks like someone did a number on that,” I say.

“Aye.” He squints one eye closed, like it hurts, and chews a little bit of something caught in his cheek. “But that’s none of your concern.”

Before I know what I’m doing, I sigh and roll my eyes. I’m just so goddamn frustrated I could scream. This has always been my least favorite part of MMO’s – the endless scrolling through text. It’s even worse now that I have to listen to it out loud. This old man is all that stands between me and hot ocean adventure with my slutty redheaded sorceress – why won’t he just get to the point?

“Listen,” I say, holding up a hand and cutting him off. “I know you’re having trouble, okay? A little birdie sent me to fix it. So just tell me who is doing this to you and let’s get this adventure on the road!”

He glances at me for a moment like I’ve grown a second head – then bursts out laughing.

“Oh, you’re a fine one,” he says, slapping his knee. “Comely wench you’ve got there, too. Hmm, yes – you might be just what I need.” He’s still working his jaw like he’s got an invisible piece of gum in there – I’m tempted to tell him to knock it off.

“So what’s the problem?” I ask instead. “Gang of unruly youths? Kobalds from the forest with a grudge?”

He shakes his head, waving a hand in my face. “No, no. Nothing like that. If ‘twas, I’d have dealt with it already...”

“Then what?” I can see that he’s reluctant to tell me. It shouldn’t be this hard to accept a damn quest, Kyria!

“To tell you the truth, young man,” he whispers, suddenly looking ashamed. “I’m in debt. Up to m’eyeballs – and I can’t pay! Ah, I’ve really fucked up this time...”

Oh. I suddenly realize I don’t have any money – just the few coins I’ve gotten from practicing battles in the field with Molly. Definitely not enough.

“You can’t get a loan?” I say it before I’ve really thought it through, but press on anyway. “From what my first mate says, you’ve got a reputation for quality. I’m sure some folks around here would help you get back on your feet if there was some interest in it...”

But he’s shaking his head. “Folks avoid me like the plague. Why else you think my front door is a shambles, young man? A loan is what got me into this mess in the first place!”

I feel Molly stiffen next to me, and a moment later, she gasps.

“Spirits,” she groans. “You’re in hock to Cirie, Muriebe!?”

The man’s cheeks get flushed, and he can’t meet Molly’s gaze. He rubs his hands together, lip trembling. “Aye.”

“I don’t understand.” I ask, turning to Molly. “Who’s that?”

“Cirie is the local loan shark, Captain,” Molly says through tight lips. I love that she called me Captain – per my instructions, its what she calls me in public instead of Master in private. But she says the words with the same grin, and the same twinkle in her eye.

“Oh!” That makes sense. “Well, maybe we need to have a chat with him on Muirebe’s behalf.”

“With her, Captain,” Molly corrects me. “And I wouldn’t recommend it. “She’s...not known to be a forgiving woman. You have to be ruthless to make a living off of half-starved peasants in a backwater like this. No offense, Muirebe,” she adds.

“None taken.” The man is still staring at the floor.

But instead of dissuading me, Molly’s words only perk up my interest. “Cirie is a woman?”

Molly can tell what I’m thinking – it’s written plain as day on my face. “She is, Captain. Waves, Muirebe, how did you let her get a hold on you?”

Now I’m definitely interested. “What does this Cirie look like, Muirebe?”

He glances up at me and can instantly tell what I’m after.

“She be beautiful, aye,” he agrees – then turns and spits in the corner. “The way a steel-forged blade be beautiful. But both will carve out your heart as fast as blinking.”

I could use a little carving. And I could absolutely use another harem girl to round out my crew. This Cirie didn’t just sound like someone I wanted to meet – she was skilled, as well. I was going to need people like that in my crew if I was going to reclaim my property from Lady Gabrielle.

“I’ll make you a deal,” I say, cutting off whatever the shipwright was going to vent about next. “Molly and I will have a chat with this loan shark, convince her to give you some more...favorable terms. And in return, you’ll make your first order of business making me a new ship. What do you say?”

A look of wonder passes across his face. “Young master,” he whispered. “You’d do this for me? For an old sailor who can’t save himself?”

No, I think. I’d do it for me – for my ship and my harem. But I don’t say that out loud: besides, Molly can see it written on my face.

“Of course.”

“Then I’ll tell ye a little secret,” he says with a grin. Leaning towards me, he says in a confiding tone: “I do have a ship.”

“You do?” Of course he did.

“Aye. It was for my last customer before Cirie scared them all off – I hid it in an old smuggler’s cove near here. You get that bitch off my back, and I’ll gladly hand it over to you!”

It all sounds great. I’m finally taking my first steps into Kyria’s main questline. I’m more than a little nervous, but with Molly by my side I know I can succeed. With a start, I realize I want to be the man she sees when she looks at me: the conquering alpha male of the seas. 

God, this is so much better than my real life, I think.

“Wait,” Muriebe cries as we start to leave. “There’s something I wanna give ‘ye.”

To my surprise, it’s an envelope – a clean, cream-colored one with a fat wax seal on the back.

“Give this to Cirie when you see her,” he implores me. Shoving it into my hands. “Don’t open it – just deliver it to her.”

I stare skeptically at the envelope, only half-holding it. “Why would I need this?”

“It explains everything,” he says, nodding eagerly. “Mayhaps it’ll calm the lady down a bit before she parlays with you. I’d been meaning to give to her myself, but I wasn’t sure I’d make it back in one piece, if you catch my drift.”

I rub my jaw (in the real world I’m clean-shaven, but my character is nicely grizzled) and nod. “Sure. No problem.”

“Remember!” he calls as Molly and I exit his store. “Don’t open it!”

“Whatever.” I shove the thing in my jacket and promptly forget about it. “Okay. So we have to talk to this Cirie. Shit, I should have asked him how we do that...”

“That’s not a problem,” Molly says, checking both sides of the street for eavesdroppers before adding,  Master.”

Just hearing the word sends a spike of desire through me. My balls tense up, my cock throbbing in my breeches as I look my prize up and down. “How’s that?”

“Cirie doesn’t exactly make a mystery of her whereabouts. Her fortress is in the woods east of here – we can make the walk in an hour or two...”

That sounds good. But I’m not interested in the walk, not yet. I have something else on my mind.

Molly sees it, too. “...or we could do something else, Master?”

With a grin, I lead her right into the nearest alleyway. We’re not two steps from the street when her mouth covers mine, her fingers searching beneath my clothes for my belt buckle. She’s instantly wet and ready for me, her eyes shining with lust, and for about the thousandth time since I started Seas of Kyria I think about how fucking lucky I am to have such an amazing harem girl as my first mate.

“Do you want me to blow you again, Master?” Molly stands on tiptoe to press her lips against my ear, the words smoky with lust. “That was so hot last time. I’ll gladly drop to my knees in this filthy alley and take you in my mouth...”

That sounds so amazing that it makes me dizzy, but that’s not what I’m after. I shake my head slowly.

“I have to be inside you,” I growl, sliding a hand around her waist. She presses herself against me, and I can feel the heat rolling off her thighs. She’s lithe and groaning and I can tell she’s as wet as a fucking river beneath that tight little miniskirt. So what am I waiting for?

With a grunt I put both hands under her ass and lift her off the ground, She squeals with delight as I turn around and press her back against the nearest wall, smothering her with kisses. Her hands are at my belt, but mine are faster – one hand is unlacing the front of her bodice while the other quests beneath her skirt.

“Why Molly,” I growl, feigning surprise. “You’re not wearing any panties...”

“Of course not, Master.” Every lace that loosens puts more of her flawless bust on display. She’s practically bursting out of her corset, the nipples nearly poking through, and it’s all I can do not to bend down and lap at them through the fabric. “You told me you wanted me wet and ready for you at all times. I make sure my cunt is ready for my Captain whenever he chooses to plunder it.”

I growl against her breasts as the corset comes free. Fuck, she has the nicest tits I’ve ever seen on a woman – real or imagined – and I just want to bury my face in them and never leave. My fingers slide between her thighs and discover her folds are oven-warm and dripping with juice. She’s beyond primed for me; she’s aching for it. I can’t wait to be inside her.

She spreads her legs wide, like a bird’s wingspan as I pin her against the wall. “Fuck me, Master,” she begs, her whole body tensed against mine. “Please...”

I can’t hold back any more. So I don’t.

I sink inside of her with one smooth stroke, burying my cock inside of her to the hilt. She arches her back and cries out loud enough to bring half the town running – before she can do it again, I clap a rough hand over her glossy mouth. She feels so fucking good, so tight and wet around me, and the thrill of being so close to being discovered makes me want to explode inside her already.

For a moment, her eyes go wide with surprise – then she melts against me. Molly’s primary stat as a harem girl is Submissive, meaning she loves it when I take charge in the bedroom. Or the alleyway, for that matter.

My hand slides from her mouth to her throat and grips it, gently but strong enough to let her know I can do more.

“You’re going to be quiet for me,” I say, pummeling her g-spot with the head of my cock as I speak, just to tease her. “Aren’t you, good girl?”

She nods, her cheeks flushing with lust. “Yes, Master,” she whispers, leaning into my grip. “It’s just so hard. Your cock feels so damn good inside of me! It’s fucking perfect...”

I have to agree on that point. Molly’s cunt is like a slick furnace; her ridges grind against my cock tight enough to send up sparks as I thrust into her core. It’s heavenly. I know that the harder I fuck her, the more her ass presses against the cold stone wall and hurts her – and that this excites us both.

“This is going to be hard and fast,” I tell her, my heart pounding as I pump away inside her. “I just need to get off inside you.”

“Of course,” she whimpers, burying her face in my chest as I rock her body with long, hard strokes. “My pussy is yours, Master. I exist for your pleasure – use me as hard as you want! Don’t even think about my pleasure – just fuck me until you come...”

She’s getting a little loud again, so that hand goes back up to her mouth. She moans into it, eyes rolling back into her head as I fuck her like a rag doll against the wall. In no time at all I can feel my balls throbbing with imminent release. They slap against Molly’s opening as I pull all the way back and fill her to the brim again and again, making her scream into my hand and arch her back.

“I’m coming,” I growl, but she can already feel me swelling even bigger inside of her. My cock starts to twitch as I reach the point of no-return and pump right on through, and then suddenly it’s the Fourth of July behind my eyes as I starting coming, coming, coming inside her.

I remove my hand and cover her mouth with mine as I shoot inside her, growling with need. Her tongue meets mine and takes me deep as I paint her walls with burst after burst of hot, sticky come. My knees lock and I start to get lightheaded but I don’t stop; I keep thrusting until every drop of my seed is deep inside of her core. As I come down she relaxes against me, everything that was fierce in her going tender as she brings me down from my climax.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpers, tracing the line of my jaw with a finger as I pump the last spurts of seed into her womb. “Thank you for fucking me. I love serving you...”

“Shit,” I say, shaking my head back and forth. Ten minutes with Molly and I feel like a whole new man – ready to conquer the world. “Goddamn your cunt feels so amazing, baby.”

“I’m so glad it pleases you, Master,” she purrs, sliding off my shaft. She’s all sloppy between her thighs, and since she’s not wearing any panties she’s going to be dripping with my load as we walk through town. Not only do I not care, the thought that others will be able to see that I’ve just fucked my possession excites the hell out of me.

“Okay,” I groan, tucking my cock back into my pants. “Now I’m ready to go see Cirie about this boat. Got your bonus, babe?”

Molly flashes that lopsided little grin. “Of course, Master. I came so hard when I felt you shoot inside me. You were so far gone you didn’t even notice. I’ve got just under twelve hours of Afterglow.”

A quick check shows I’ve got the same. Since we’ve both given each other orgasms, we’ve got twelve hours of a stat-increasing bonus in effect. It’ll definitely help if things with Cirie get out of hand.

“Awesome,” I say with a smile. “Let’s hit the woods. I’m ready to feel a ship beneath me again.”

Molly’s eyes narrow. “And maybe a girl, too?”

This catches me out, and I stop mid-stride.

Molly’s face turns all adorable as she starts to giggle. “Oh Master,” she says, her voice filled with mirth. “You know I don’t mind. You used to have a ship with dozens of fertile women at your beck and call. I’m used to sharing you...”

I don’t know what’s come over me, but I pull Molly to me and kiss her, hard. Her hair smells like cinnamon and sex, and as she melts against me I can tell she’d be instantly down for round two if I asked for it.

“Maybe,” I murmur, holding the small of her back. “But none of them are like you, doll.”

I leave her dripping wet and gasping for air as we head towards the woods to fulfill this quest. God, it’s good to be the Captain.
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AS IT TURNED OUT, CIRIE’S ‘fortress’ was almost an insultingly short walk away. A well-trod path led into the woods outside Yarrow, flanked by a few low-level wolves and kobolds. Molly and I pick up a little bit of XP as we make our way through, and I get some much-needed practice in with my two pistols. I’ve got their rhythm down pat now – short blast/short blast/BIG blast, short/short/BIG – and in no time at all the woods are silent. I put my arm around my first mate and accompany her the rest of the way.

Finally the path opens up into a clearing, and I catch my first look at our destination.

“Wow,” I say. “Not much to look at...”

Cirie’s ‘fortress’ has the air of a palace built by a reclusive lumberjack. Big walls made of logs cut from the same trees we’ve passed the whole way here dominate two sides of the clearing, but only one of the buildings within manages to peek over the top.

“This isn’t her main hideout,” Molly explains. “This is just a convenient place to stage ambushes and collect interest from poor idiots like Muirebe. We probably won’t find much in the way of treasure here...”

I’m not interested in gold and jewels. The treasure I’ve got an eye on is the woman herself. I can’t wait to meet her.

The place is deserted as we pick our way through. Maybe Molly’s right, and this place is only occupied when Cirie’s planning a sortie – if that’s the case, we might be here a while. But then, she’s expecting a payment from Muirebe, right?

When the first guard steps out of one of the ramshackle buildings, he’s so close to us that for a long moment we all just stare dumbly at each other.

Then he comes to his senses and screams. “Intruders!”

“Hold up, wait!” I’ve got both hands in the air in an instant. The last thing I want is to risk failing this quest – I’ve got to solve Muirebe’s problem, not kill a bunch of bandits. “I’m here to see Cirie!”

The guard’s shout has brought two more muscled thugs running. They screech to a halt a few feet away from us, eyes glued to Molly’s tits and ass. It’s like I don’t even exist.

The first guard sizes me up. “Cirie? No one sees Cirie unless she wants to see you...”

“I’m here on behalf of a man who owes her money,” I explain. “Muirebe the shipwright...”

His eyes light up at the name of our benefactor. “Ah! I see! Of course – I’ll bring you right to her.”

I’m instantly suspicious. This seems a little too easy. When I whisper as much to Molly, she gives me a pert little nod and winks. I know my sorceress already has all manner of nasty tricks at the ready if this goes south, and I’m so proud of her for that.

Cirie’s quarters are in the one building that peeks over the wall – inside its set up like the bastard version of a throne room. A big chair made of logs is on a riser, and sitting sideways across it with her legs over the wooden arm is the woman herself: Cirie.

I take one step into the room and freeze. My mouth drops open.

If Molly is curvy, submissive bliss, Cirie is pure coiled energy. Her body is lithe and athletic – she looks like she could sprint a mile without breaking a sweat. I can’t help but imagine what that might translate to in bed. Her hair is the golden blonde of summer wheat, cut short in a cute little bob that makes it impossible to grab in battle. She’s dressed like she wants you staring at her tits as she puts a knife in your heart; she’s showing more skin than Molly and although her leather breeches cover her down to the ankles, they fit her like a second skin. I can see every curve and contour of her thighs, and its immediately clear that she has nothing on underneath.

She doesn’t sit up as we enter, or even stop lounging. Instead she yawns and glances up at the first guard.

“Torvald, who are these people?” she asks. The words are sweet, but I can detect a current of anger beneath them. Idly, I wonder how fast she could cross the room and attack us.

“They’re here about Muirebe, boss,” he gruffly replies. “The ship builder what owes you all the money-”

“I know who that is,” she snaps. Now she sits up, the motion sinuous and calculated to show off her thighs and tits. For the first time I notice her midriff is bare. “I didn’t know Muirebe had the coin to hire assassins. I would have bled him even harder if I’d known...”

“We’re not assassins,” I tell her. “Muirebe asked us to come parlay with you. To come to terms about his debt.”

“Did he, now?” Cirie looks me up and down, her eyes lingering on the bulge in my pants. It’s clear she likes what she sees – and she confirms it a second later by licking her lips. “I might be amenable to that. Did he just send me you, or do I get to play with the girl, too?”

“The girl?” It takes me a second to realize what she’s talking about, and when I do, my cheeks heat up.

“I haven’t had a girl in a long time,” Cirie purrs. “Just these louts, and they fucking stink. My cunt has just been aching to be tongued by someone who knows what they’re doing...”

I glance over at Molly to make sure she’s okay with this, and can’t miss how turned on she is. Wow – I hadn’t seriously entertained the thought of watching my sorceress with another girl before, but the knowledge that it makes her wet has me throbbing in my pants.

“Let me get this straight,” I gasp, trying to get a handle on the situation. “You want to fuck us!?”

“Torvald, leave,” she snaps, her voice so full of command that I catch myself standing up a little straighter. The man is gone before I can turn and look.

“That’s better,” she purrs. She steps off her throne, unhooking the laces of her bodice as she sashays across the room. “That is exactly what I’m saying, boy. Muirebe has to pay me somehow – it might as well be in trade.”

I’m stunned – but more than that, excited. I’m so hard that it hurts, my erection cutting off all rational thought in my head. I want this girl, and I want to watch Molly with this girl, and I want them both at the same time.

“I...are you okay with this, Molly?”

My first mate grins at me, then nods. “Of course, Master. We used to do this kind of thing all the time.”

I didn’t know Cirie was capable of shock, but the look she gives me almost makes me burst out laughing. “Master? Oh, you two are kinky...”

Before I can do anything, she’s right in front of Molly. Then she pulls my first mate to her, grabs a handful of her ass and shoves her tongue in her mouth. I get to watch as my redheaded sorceress melts against another girl’s body, parting her legs as Molly’s grip on her ass tightens.

“I’ll make you a deal,” Cirie groans, breaking the kiss. Her lips are glossy from Molly’s mouth, swollen with lust. “You two help me forget how much living out here sucks, and I’ll cut off some of your friend’s debt. And I’ll let up the pressure enough that he can take out a loan somewhere for the rest.”

“That sounds great,” I say, dizzy with need. I want to join them so bad.

“But!” Cirie holds up one finger, taunting me with her smile. “Only if you make me come my brains out. Fail to give me what I want, and I’ll slit your fucking throat. How’s that sound?”

It sounds dangerous. It sounds suicidal. It sounds like just what I want.

I can’t keep the smirk off my face. As she watches, I slap the other half of Molly’s ass, watching with pleasure as she gasps.

“Keep kissing her,” I command Cirie. “I want to see what you can do.”

Cirie takes my words as the challenge they obviously are. She grabs Molly’s top and yanks it off, tossing it into a corner, then leads my harem girl to her throne. I’m already working, making the hand gesture that brings up my scanner. I want to know everything about Cirie – and then I want to her mine.

The scan finishes in a flash.

——-
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CIRIE

Class: Marauder

ELVL: 5

Primary Trait: Daddy Issues

Secondary Trait: Freaky

4 SP to Next Level

——-
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CIRIE GLANCES UP AT me as she parks her pert ass in her throne. Molly is looking at her like she’s the Queen of the whole fucking world, and I know she’s about to sink right to her knees.

“Are you scanning me?” she asks, flashing me a wink.

“Hell yeah,” I tell her, clicking the hyperlinks for each of her traits. This is an advantage no NPC in Kyria has: to know her this deeply. I’m going to use this info to blow her mind, and add her to my harem.

Daddy Issues: This character had an absent or absentee father, and has a massive complex because of it! She yearns for a protective male figure to fill that void in her life – and LOVES it when he takes charge! Gains arousal from ‘Daddy’ roleplay, being called pet names, and being treated like a total brat!

There’s no additional traits in that particular tree, but it doesn’t matter – that’s all I needed to know. The thought of being Cirie’s Daddy, of watching that haughty facade crumble as she becomes mine fills me with savage, primal lust. I check her other trait:

Freaky: Even compared to most citizens of Kyria, this character is especially no-limits! This character gets off on pushing the boundaries and doing things others might consider ‘dirty’ or ‘naughty’. Gains +2 to Acceptance rolls of any Fetishes her Alpha might acquire, and +3 to Kinkiness. Can gain the ‘So Good It’s Wrong’ Special stat booster.

Well that certainly meshes with her personality. Cirie likes doing things that are crazy and taboo, and making her call me ‘Daddy’ is the key to her heart. I’m more than ready for this.

Meanwhile, my girl is between Cirie’s thighs. Her leather breeches are in a pile next to the throne, but she’s kept her boots on: they look immaculate against her smooth legs. Molly is groaning and panting like she’s the one getting eaten out, and as I watch Cirie tangles her fingers in her flowing red locks and pushes down on her head, just the way I do.

She’s taking advantage of her Submissive trait, I think, undoing my belt buckle. God, I could really get to love sharing bitches with this girl...”

My cock springs free of my pants. I’m hard as a rock, throbbing in time with my heartbeat, and the tip of my cock drips with precum as I cross the distance. Cirie catches sight of me and arches one flawless eyebrow as she sees my cock.

“Uh uh,” she purrs, biting her bottom lip as Molly swirls her tongue around her clit. “Not me. I want to watch you fuck your little witch whore while she eats my box...”

But I’m not interested in what Cirie wants.

“Come here,” I growl, grabbing the back of her head. Her short hair is perfect to give me all the leverage I need. “Put Daddy’s cock in your mouth, you little slut.”

It’s like I hit her g-spot. Cirie’s mouth drops open into a perfect ‘o’ of surprise, and her cheeks flush so red she looks like a stop sign. I don’t stop, though – I grab the base of my cock and slide the dripping head past her lips, groaning as I feel the warm wetness inside her mouth.

For a second, I can see Cirie fighting it. I know she wants to be in control of this encounter – she lives to be the woman in charge. Little does she know that those days are over.

I decide to overload that pretty little head of hers.

“Mmmh,” I growl, rubbing one of her cheeks like she’s a cherished pet. “You’re such a good girl for Daddy. Daddy loves to watch his little angel take his dick deep in her slutty little throat...”

Oh yeah. That does it.

Cirie grabs my ass and inhales my cock, taking it all the way to the hilt like her very existence depends on how well she deepthroats me. She’s warm, wet and tight, and I can barely control myself as I start to buck my hips against her. Molly’s tongue is between her thighs, filling her young body with pleasure, but she stays concentrated on blowing me. A few moments later, she lets out a groan around my dick and her eyes roll back in her head, and I know I’m seeing her come face.

“Yeah, fuck,” I grunt, fucking her throat. “Take that cock. Take Daddy’s cock...”

As Cirie comes down from her peak, she speeds up her assault on my cock. She’s so amazing – the way she looks up at me as she blows me is hungry, needy, like I really am her father figure and she physically needs to feel my approval. A few moments later Molly slides up her body, her face coated in Cirie’s juices, and starts adding her own pleasure by tonguing my balls. All together its too much, and my cock swells up even larger in Cirie’s throat as I come to the peak.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” I announce to the pair, watching their eyes fill with eager delight. “Oh fuck, here it comes...”

Cirie is apparently no less familiar with swallowing than Molly. She doesn’t pause for a moment as she feels me pass the point of no-return: instead she grabs the base of my cock and starts pumping it while she sucks and swirls the sensitive head. The world goes white as I come, pleasure washing over me in waves as I shoot again and again in her mouth, filling it with my sweet cream.

When I come down from my peak both girls are making out with my load between them, passing it from mouth to mouth. I watch as Cirie swirls it over her lips, rubs it into her face, laps it up like ice cream.

Damn, I think, still coming down. She really is freaky...

And as soon as she notices me watching her, she grins up at me and presses her tits together.

“You and your little whore are exactly what I needed,” she purrs, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “I’ll be more than happy to draw down your friend’s debt, assuming you can use my cunt half as hard as you just used my mouth...”

“Actually,” I say with a smirk, “you’re exactly what we’re looking for, Cirie.”

Her face goes all confused. “What?”

“I’m an Alpha,” I inform her, sliding to the side and lifting her ass halfway up the throne. “Someone who travels the seas in his own ship, winning treasure and women to fill it with. And I want to add you to my harem, Cirie.”

Her look is half-disbelieving, half-lusty. I can tell she wants this. She laughs, but her heart isn’t in it.

“Join you?” She tries to snort. “I’d never give up my power to serve some arrogant man-”

Her words cut off in a gasp as my hand slides between her thighs. Molly’s primed her pussy already, and what I find is warm as an oven and dripping with juice. Two fingers slide deep inside her, hammering her g-spot. I can see her control breaking. She’s looking at me the way Molly looked at her right before she knelt to serve her.

“You,” I growl as I finger her, “have always had to be the one in control, haven’t you Cirie? So strong. So capable. You don’t need any man, because you’ve never had a man who could be your equal. The only one who could left you, didn’t he?”

She doesn’t say anything to this: she’s too busy riding my fingers.

“Deep down I know who really are,” I grunt. “You’ve only held onto control for this long because you are desperate for someone to take it away. Someone who can treat you like the submissive little slut we both know you are.”

“I...” Cirie looks like she doesn’t know what to say. “I...oh fuck that’s amazing...”

“It’ll be that amazing all the time,” I say, pointing the head of my cock at her folds. “You want your Daddy, don’t you, Cirie? You need a strong, capable man to discipline you. To tame you. To make you come shuddering all over his big Daddy dick.”

At this, her resolve finally collapses.

“Yes!” She arches her back, trying to get my cock inside her. “Please, I need it...please fuck me, Daddy, fuck me hard!”

“Good girl,” I tell her, and the words nearly make her come on the spot. “Let’s see just how good you can be, Cirie. Open that mouth for me.”

I have no idea what I’m doing until she opens wide, her mouth a perfect glossy ‘o’. Then I spit right inside, and watch as her eyes go wide with shock.

“Oh my gawd,” she moans, her cheeks flushing. “Oh fucking gawd I’m such a dirty whore I’m such a whore...!”

This time she really does come. Cirie shatters all over my fingers, screaming and sobbing as I milk her g-spot of all its sweet pleasure. Freaky, I think, preparing to take my prize. God, I can’t wait to find out what else that might mean...

I don’t even wait for her come down from her climax. I spear Cirie’s cunt in one smooth stroke, filling her to the brim with my thick cock.

Daddy’s home, I think.

In moments, I feel like I’m floating over my own body. Cirie’s cunt is even tighter and wetter than Molly’s. Her own Eroticism level is higher than my first mate’s, and I’ve started to realize that has something to do with their overall fuckability. The result is that every thrust inside Cirie’s wet kitty throws up sparks. It almost hurts, and I know it’s adding pain to my newest harem girl’s pleasure, but it feels way too good for either of us to stop.

“Fuck! Yes – fuck me, Daddy!” Cirie sinks into the plush back of her throne, spreading her legs wider as I fuck her right into the seat of her own power. Her cunt grips me like a glove as I go deeper, harder, slamming her ass into the seat like a fuckdoll.

“You’re mine,” I growl, sounding like a total caveman. “My dirty little girl. My harem slut...”

“Yes, Daddy, please make me dirty!” At some point I realize my hand is around Cirie’s throat and she’s got her mouth open wide like she wants me to spit in it again. 

I can’t believe this girl, I think, delirious. Not only will she let me do all these nasty things to her, she fucking WANTS them...

Now that I’ve loosed her darkest desires, Cirie’s tongue shows no signs of slowing down.

“I can feel you getting so hard in my pussy,” she moans, fucking me back just as hard as I give it to her. “Do you want to paint my pretty face, Daddy? Or do you want to blow your load deep inside your little girl’s tight twat?”

As if that weren’t enough, I suddenly feel a pair of breasts against my back. Molly is holding onto me, her breath hot in my ear as she spurs me on.

“Fuck her, Master,” she begs, her voice making it clear she’s getting off on this just as much as we are. “Make her yours. She’ll be such a good addition to your harem, Master – she’s so dirty and kinky...”

There’s female flesh all over me, and I’m in heaven. I can feel my balls slamming against Cirie’s opening with every thrust, and they’re starting to tingle. I’m getting ready to blow, and I won’t hold back.

“I already painted your face once,” I manage to say, holding onto Cirie’s hips for dear life. “I think this time I’m going to fertilize that fucking cunt, little girl.”

All traces of the mouthy, dominant woman who’d laughed at me in her throne room are gone. This woman beneath me is totally, head-over-heels in love with me, willing to do anything to make her new Daddy happy. I love fucking this girl, almost as much as I love sinking inside Molly’s cunt. I feel the thrill of dominance, of ownership as I swell up between Cirie’s tight walls, getting ready to pump her full of my load.

She can feel it, too. “Fuck, Daddy, come in me,” she begs, lifting her ass to give me the perfect angle to go all the way inside her with each thrust. “Give your little girl all that come! Give me what I want, Daddy, give me what my hungry little cunt deserves...”

I reach the peak, and a fucking roar is what comes out of my mouth as I squeeze Cirie’s hips hard enough to bruise and drive deep into her, slamming into her womb like a jackhammer. For a moment both girls are shocked by how hard I’m fucking her, then their voices raise in a chorus of moans and whimpers as I shoot over and over again inside of my new harem girl’s body. Cirie’s eyes roll back in her head and she comes, the muscles of her cunt clenching around me as I deposit my fertile seed straight in her core. She moans Daddy, daddy, over and over again as I pump her full, rendered literally senseless by my rock-hard cock.

As I come down, I turn to Molly and present her with my dripping rod. “Clean it,” I groan, barely aware of what I’m doing. The pleasure is just too good.

She drops to her knees in an instant, demurely sucking and licking my cock, bathing it with her mouth. It feels so good that she’s rewarded with a final hot jet of seed in her mouth as she sucks me dry.

With my cock still in Molly’s mouth, I open my eyes to see Cirie watching us.

“Fuck,” she groans, and just from the tenor of the word I know she now belongs to me. “That is so fucking hot, Daddy...”

I grin, thrusting a little harder between my gorgeous sorceress’ lips. I’m going to have so much fun with my new toys – they play together so well...

Suddenly something occurs to me. I reach into my jacket and grab the letter that Muirebe gave me.

“Shit,” I say. “This is for you. Muriebe said you’d want it...”

Cirie arches an eyebrow in confusion, but takes the letter. She produces a slender dagger out of nowhere that I can see and cuts it open with one clean motion.

“Hmm,” she says, reading. Then she does something I don’t expect – collapses into the chair, laughing. 

“What’s so funny?” I’m not thrilled at the idea of either of my harem girls knowing something I don’t, and Cirie can tell – she shuts up instantly. Although that wry little smile stays on her face as she crosses her legs, now naked on her throne.

“Muirebe is a dick,” Cirie pronounces with relish. “Dear Cirie: These are the two adventurers who eluded Lady Gabrielle. She’ll gladly pay a pretty penny to see them added to her menagerie. Do what you want with them and consider our debt paid.”

I’m so stunned I can barely speak. “You mean...Muirebe sold us out?”

“If you had tackled this like a normal man, we would have had to fight.” Cirie licks her lips as she says it, like the thought of bloodshed excites her. “One of us probably would have had to die. But you’re not a normal man – you’re an Alpha.” She gazes up at me lovingly – or at least what passes for love from Cirie. But that’s okay – I love my daddy-issues-kinky-freak already.

“I’m so happy you’re going to take me with you Daddy,” she whispers. “I hate this place. I want to feel the sea air on my naked body – thank you so much for rescuing me...”

Rescue? Well hell, if that’s what she wants to call it, I won’t argue. And just like that, my harem has grown to two. Still a drop in the bucket compared to what Gabrielle took from me, but I’m not complaining.

“Let’s go see Muirebe,” I tell my harem girls. “He’s got some making up to do – and I know just how he can do it. He’s got something he promised me...”

I was going to get my ship. And once I had the ocean underneath me, Kyria would belong to me...
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Chapter Three
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For the first time since I entered Seas of Kyria, I don’t wink into existence in Molly’s bed.

An impossibly blue sky greets me as I enter the game, with sturdy, solid wood beneath my feet. The earth beneath me rocks gently as I catch my stride, because it isn’t earth at all – its the boards of a ship. My ship. I taste the tang of salt on the wind and grin. Now that I have my own ship, I’ll always enter the world right here. On the deck of my vessel, my home. My castle at sea.

Okay, it’s not much of a castle – yet. The ship Muirebe had hidden in the old smuggler’s cove is a three-masted craft, designed to transport a couple dozen crates of contraband at a time. There was more than a little dust on it as Molly, Cirie and I piloted the thing out into the open ocean. But its all mine, and it’s just a start: I have every intention of growing both my fleet and my harem now that I have a ship again.

For a second, my mouth curls down in a frown. I’m reminded of the ship I had when I entered Kyria for the first time – the vessel Lady Gabrielle stole from me in the game’s tutorial. All that treasure, all those wenches: that used to be mine. Now it was just another part of her dread fleet.

I’m only sad for an instant. I can never keep a bad mood in Kyria for long – its already starting to feel more like home than my shitty apartment. And there’s something waiting for me just below decks...

I hear giggling voices in response to the sound of my footfalls on deck. My crew knows I’m here.

“Hello, girls,” I say with a grin as I take the narrow stairs leading below-decks. “How fares the sea this fine day?”

They’re both waiting for me as I step off the last stair – there’s just enough light for me to see down here. They’ve obviously been waiting for me a while.

“Master!” My first mate Molly’s face lights up with that smile I know so well, and instantly my heart feels a little bit lighter. “Welcome home!”

Despite the fact that we’re at sea, my redheaded sorceress looks as fresh as if she’s just stepped out of the shower. Her body is tanned and toned, her thigh-high boots and short skirt criminally tight around her curves. Her bodice shows off the fact that ample-chested is her secondary trait – her tits practically overflow from the tight leather cups as she beams at me. She is sex on a stick and just the sight of her makes me hard.

“Hi, Daddy.” I never thought anything Kyria could throw at me could tear my attention away from Molly, but that smoky voice does the trick. “I’m soo glad you’re here. We missed you so much...”

Cirie, my second harem girl, is splayed out on a couch in one corner of the room. She’s lying on her belly, but as soon as she sees me she arches her back and gets on all fours, like a cat in heat. The gesture is submissive, but the look in her eyes is anything but.

The two girls are nothing alike. Molly is my stable, dependable first girl – practically a housewife, albeit one who loves to fuck and suck at every opportunity. As the new girl, Cirie loves to challenge me – before I tamed her she was the leader of a group of loan shark thugs, and the fire of command hasn’t completely left her belly. And speaking of belly...

I can’t stop the little gasp that leaves my lips as I catch sight of what Cirie is wearing. She leans forward into the light and suddenly she looks like a page out of a lingerie catalog – all silky smooth skin and lacy undergarments that fit her like they were tailored.

“We ran across a ship bound for Mialan carrying silks,” Molly explains, “and they were more than happy to share a few choice pieces from their hold to avoid being plundered wholesale. Do you like it, Master?”

Like it? I’m pretty sure both girls know exactly what kind of effect they’re having on me. They share a quick glance and a giggle, then Cirie purrs and raises herself up on her elbows.

“Well I’ll be damned,” she snickers to Molly. “The Captain is speechless.”

Like someone in a trance, I step forward and unbuckle my belt. The sound produces an almost Pavlovian response in my two harem girls – I can hear them salivating as I work the leather free. Cirie lets out a little whimper as my cock emerges from my boxers, thick as a rod and already beading with juice.

“Oh, Daddy,” Cirie moans, biting her lip in a naughty look that I’d make my desktop wallpaper if I could. “Is all that for me?”

“It’s for both of you,” I growl, giving into my primal, caveman urges. Own. Dominate. Fuck.

“Thank goodness you’ve got more than enough to share,” Molly whimpers, helping me shrug off my jacket.

I come to the edge of the couch and grip the head of my cock, putting it close enough to Cirie’s face that I can feel the heat from her lips.

“Taste it,” I command her.

She looks up right into my eyes. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispers in a tiny voice. Then her mouth is on me and I close my eyes tight because the pleasure is so much, this feels so fucking good...

“Look at that slut go,” Molly growls, her breasts pressing against my back. She hits my ass with her knee, forcing my cock deeper down Cirie’s throat. “She was born to suck dick, wasn’t she, Captain?”

Look at you, I think with a smirk, trying to be all in charge. It doesn’t suit my first mate – after all, her primary trait is Submissive...

So as Cirie deepthroats me, I pull Molly towards me and wrap a hand gently around her throat. She shatters like a plate glass window, her body transformed into nothing but biology and need as she melts against me.

“Oh my gawd,” she groans around my fingers, only the whites of her eyes showing. “Fuck I just soaked my fucking panties, Master...”

I tighten my grip just a little bit. Almost subconsciously, I feel Cirie’s lips tighten on my shaft as she blows me. Her fingers are working my balls, gently squeezing and pulling, and I had no idea I liked that this much until she did it.

“Tell me,” I command, looking Molly right in the eyes. “Tell me all about what your Master’s hand around your throat is doing to your pussy...”

This is what Molly is best at. She’s practically groaning with pleasure even before she opens her mouth.

“I’m aching for you,” she moans, her voice thick with pleasure. “I’m boiling over for you, Master – my cunt needs to be used so badly! All I can think about is how good your fat cock would feel stretching my tight little pussy around it as you pound me...”

I cut her off with a growl as the world dissolves in pleasure. Cirie feels me swell up in her mouth, twitch once, then the flood comes. My mouth drops open as I shoot over and over again in her warm, wet mouth, groaning as she sucks up every drop of my thick load.

I really am home.

Everything slows down as I come back from my peak. Cirie’s mouth moves gently, lovingly over my shaft as she drinks me dry – next to me, Molly coos and sighs and grinds her soaking wet pussy against me. As the last few trickles of seed leave me, Cirie plants a kiss on the underside of my sensitive head and stands up, sharing what’s in her mouth with my first mate. The girls transfer the sticky load back and forth between their mouths, strings stretching between their lips, and I’m mesmerized.

“I meant everything I said,” Molly says, her eyes feverish with need. “Tasting your load just makes me even wetter. Please fuck me, Master?”

It takes me no time at all to get hard again – I haven’t even really gone soft after what Cirie did to me. As soon as I slam Molly down on the plush couch she can feel my cock throbbing against her thigh. She arches her back, spreading wide for it, panting and thrusting her hips like an animal as she begs for it.

“Please, Master,” she whimpers, utterly lost to her own animal need. “Every moment without you and your cock makes me feel crazy...”

I’m about to make her feel crazy in a whole different way. I’m throbbing all over again as the pulsing head of my cock stretches her folds, sliding inside of her an inch at a time. I watch as her face fills with beautiful, passionate agony – she wants me buried in her to the brim, and she feels so good that my cock is aching for her release.

Instead, I slide the head over her clit again and again, teasing her until she’s a gibbering, soaked mess. “You like that cock?” I growl, watching her buck and thrash like the tip of my dick is giving her seizures. I can tell she’s about to blow – and she’s not getting to feel my full length until she does.

“Oh Master oh fuck fuck me please fuck me pleeeease,” she screams, her voice shooting up an octave. “Oh shit oh fuck my pussy is gonna cummm...”

A moment later she closes her eyes and lets loose a cry that shakes the floorboards as she hits the point of no-return and sails right over. I don’t stop grinding the tip of my cock in swirls over her clit until I’ve sent her so far over the brink that she’s no longer forming coherent words – what spills from her orgasmic lips are just grunts and half-formed swear words as her pussy leaks juice all over the couch.

“Good girl,” I tell her, grabbing her hips. “Now you’re ready for me.”

I slide into her with one hard thrust, and the whole world shrinks to just me, her, Cirie, and the couch. She’s so warm and tight, she feels just right around my dick. Cirie’s mouth was amazing, but this is on a whole other level.

“Take that fucking cock,” I growl, fully getting into my role. I fuck her hard and fast, not caring about her pleasure – after all, I’ve already gotten her off. And her climax has made her so wet and tight, she’s perfectly primed for my seed. “Yeah, that’s right. That’s so fucking right...”

But just as I feel that familiar tingle working its way up my shaft, a new opportunity presents itself.

Suddenly Cirie is in my peripheral vision, presenting herself on all fours on the other end of the couch. She’s got her big ass up in the air, and with her legs spread I can see this is just as much a prize part of her anatomy as Molly’s tits are for her. Her rear is round, pale and aching for a set of hands to grab and slap it. But even that’s not what Cirie has in mind.

“Do you want to fuck my ass, Daddy?” she asks, sliding two fingers into her tight, forbidden pucker. “I got it nice and ready, just for you...”

I decide I do want that. Oh Lordy how I want that.

I slide out of Molly’s dripping cunt – the bitch is so far gone she barely notices – and mount Cirie from behind like she’s a dog. My cock glistens with a mix of mine and Molly’s juices, making it nice and slick for her tightest entrance.

“Oh my gawd!” Cirie cries as she feels the tip of my cock pressing against her asshole. “Oh, I haven’t been fucked in the ass in so long! Mmmh, you might have to break me in a little bit, Daddy! You okay with that?”

“Fuck yeah,” I growl, pushing inside of her.

I am not prepared to be inside of Cirie’s ass. She’s so tight back there that I cry out in amazement as I bottom out inside of her. I can just barely fit inside her narrow channel – she’s gripping me as tight as a glove – and the inside of her asshole is silky smooth compared to the ridged interior of her cunt.

She bites her lip and looks at me over her shoulder as I pound away at her backdoor, going even harder than I was inside of Molly.

“Is that ass treating you right, Daddy?”

“Yes, baby,” I growl, bringing my hand down on one wiggling cheek. Cirie yelps in mingled pain and pleasure, then fucks me back even harder. “You’re so tight back here. I love it!”

“I can tell,” she groans, spreading her legs wider. “God you’re really stretching me out – you’re so much bigger than any other guy I’ve had back there! I wasn’t sure I could take you...”

I don’t like hearing about other guys. I grab a handful of Cirie’s short hair and pummel her ass, slapping her again and again. It doesn’t take long for my balls to tighten as they slap against her opening, for my shaft to swell up and tingle: I’m getting ready to blow inside of her. And from her reaction, Cirie wants nothing more than for me to keep going.

“Harder, Daddy! Shoot that fucking load all the way in my ass! Fucking own my ass the way I know you do! I’m your anal whore, Master – my ass belongs to you whenever you want it...!”

I can’t hold back any more. Static flashes behind my eyeballs as I bottom out inside of Cirie with one hard thrust and start to erupt inside of her. For a moment I’m worried I might have fucked myself right out of Kyria, but it’s not the interface: just the pleasure. I let loose a series of harsh, primal grunts as I squeeze Cirie’s hips and shoot burst after burst of seed into her most forbidden channel, riding her ass as I take her backdoor for my own.

When I come to myself, I’m lying on the couch. Both girls are curled up next to me in a tangle of limbs, murmuring sweet words and stroking myself and each other gently. I look up at the swaying boards of the deck and think for a minute about what a lucky man I am.

“We’re so glad you’re back, Master,” Molly whispers, nuzzling my shoulder. “Did we make you feel good?”

Slowly, I nod. “Hell yeah. I feel like I’m ready to take on the world.”

Cirie stretches languidly and gropes one of Molly’s breasts, reaching over my chest to do so. “I’ll say,” she says, yawning.

I feel energized. And with that, I’m ready for adventure.

“I feel like plundering something,” I tell both girls, pulling them closer. “Where’s the nearest trade route...”

I trail off, because just then I see something I haven’t noticed before. There’s a new icon in the upper-right hand corner of my vision – its informing me I have five hours and fifty-seven minutes of some status effect.

Both girls have noticed I’m not saying anything. They giggle, and Cirie bites her lip and pushes her ass against my crotch, hoping for round two. “Everything alright, sir?”

“Yeah,” I say, my tone a little baffled. “I’ve got some kind of new status?”

Both girls break out laughing at the same time. “Oh, that,” Molly says, playing with the hair on my chest. “Cirie gave you that.”

Oh! I click the icon with a blink, opening it up. Squinting, I read.

“So good...?” I’m in no condition to think about anything.

“So Good It’s Wrong,” Cirie explains, her voice a girlish giggle. “It’s my special bonus, Daddy. Every time you get off while using me and we do something kinky, you get six hours of my status effect.”

“Kinky?” I ask. I guess pounding her tight little asshole counts as that.

“Of course, Daddy,” she purrs, pressing her pert breasts against my side. “You know I love pushing the limits with you. After all, it’s not wrong if it turns you on...”

“She’s right, Master,” Molly says smoothly. “It lasts half as long as my Afterglow, but gives twice the stat increases.”

“Huh. And I’m guessing they don’t stack?”

Molly shakes her head. “Unfortunately, no.”

I can feel the grin spreading across my face. “So what you’re saying is, in order to keep this up I need to fuck Cirie twice as often as usual?”

My grin is nothing compared to the look on Cirie’s face. “That’s right, Daddy. Don’t worry – I’ll be more than happy to make sure those bonuses stay on you whenever you’re in the game!”

I shake my head, stunned. “You two girls are filthy,” I tell them. “There’s no one else I’d rather have in my crew...”

But then again, my crew needs to get a whole lot bigger – and suddenly I realize something is pulsing in my pocket.

It’s my Compass, which raises the light level in the room with its flickering as I pull it out of my pocket. I stare at it for a second, turning it back and forth like I’m not entirely sure what to do with it. So much of Kyria is still a mystery to me.

Molly, however, is not confused. “Ooh!” Her face lights up like I’d pulled out a present just for her. “It looks like there’s an event going on! Let’s check it out, Master?”

Event? I wonder, finally finding the catch to open the Compass. “Let’s go up on deck,” I suggest. I don’t want to see whatever this is down here.

Both girls follow me up, and when I snap open the Compass I’m greeted with a slightly more realistic version of the Main Menu I can conjure up with gestures. It’s like a map traced out of light in the air, written in old-timey pirate font. I can see a general map of our location – the seas outside of Yarrow’s port – and catch a glimpse of several of the larger ships in the area. Lady Gabrielle’s fleet is far to the north, my old ship part of her armada now. And over on the side...

Over on the side is big pulsing ‘X’, like where the treasure is. I click it and watch as the words scroll across my map:

Limited Time Bounty Available!

A member of the elven royal family has been kidnapped by mercenaries intent on overthrowing her dynasty! The gorgeous Princess Parvati is being held on an island near the Saltswept Atoll, guarded by merciless killers! Whoever claims her can collect a SIZABLE reward from the elvish tribes – or add her to their own harem!

Oh wow. An island full of cutthroats, with a beautiful princess to rescue? No red-blooded man could resist a thing like that, and I can feel my heart pounding a little bit harder as I turn away from the glowing explanation. But neither Molly or Cirie shares my enthusiasm.

“Oh,” Molly says, looking a little put out.

“What’s wrong?” I can’t believe what I’m seeing. “This looks perfect-”

“It’s been going on for a while,” Cirie adds, pointing to the side of the map. “And we’re far off. Look at those ships, Sir.”

I don’t know what she’s talking about – and then, suddenly, I do. What I’d taken for just illustrations on the map are anything but – they’re ships, moving slowly but with purpose towards the event marker. Even if we hustle as hard as humanly possible, they’ll beat us to the princess. Someone else will claim her as their own, or get the big payoff for returning her to her family.

Unless...

I start to laugh. It’s so bloody simple that I can’t believe it took me so long to think of it.

“Plot a course,” I tell Molly, still chuckling. “I want us heading to Saltswept as quickly as these bucket of boards will carry us.”

“Of course, Master,” Molly says, nodding. “But you do realize we’ll be beaten to the punch, right?”

I roll my eyes. “Cirie,” I ask, ignoring my first mate for the moment, “who are we?”

It takes her a second to realize what I’m going for – then her face lights up. “Pirates, sir.”

“And what do pirates do?”

Molly is grinning now, too. “They take things that don’t belong to them.”

“Exactly!” I reach for my pistols, the solid, cold metal reassuring me. “We don’t have to get there first. We just have to sink whoever does.”

I know how to use my pistols. I’ve got a badass stat-boost from my former loan shark assassin. And probably most important of all – I’m having fun. I want to do this.

It’s time to be a fucking pirate.

“Full speed ahead, Master,” Molly tells me, gripping the wheel. “We should be there soon.”

“Good!” I hope whoever claims Princess Parvati doesn’t get too far away from the ‘X’ before we get there. But I’m pretty sure they’ll still be around: from the number of ships converging on the event, there’s going to be one hell of a battle.

One I intend to win.
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WE SEE THE SMOKE BEFORE we see the island.

“Captain!” For the moment, Molly has reverted to a more formal method of address, bundling her ‘Master’s back underneath the surface. There’ll be plenty of time for that later, once the princess is mine.

I already see what she’s pointing out – I’m at the front of the ship, keeping watch with a pair of binoculars I found in the Captain’s quarters. I figure they’re mine.

As I watch the island, a tiny burst of fire roars from one side of what passes for their docks like a miniature mushroom cloud.

“They’ve got a mage,” I tell Molly and Cirie. “Either that or a hell of a lot of armaments stored up.”

“So do we,” Molly says with a grin, raising one slender arm. A glow emanates from her fingers, and I feel the boards beneath me accelerate with something that has nothing to do with waves. We’re coming in hot, but I want to make sure whoever has Princess Parvati doesn’t get off that island alive.

“You ready?” I ask Cirie. My gorgeous freak with daddy issues is, as I’ve discovered, a woman who wears many hats. Harem girl, loan shark...and vicious brawler. She’s loaded for bear, dressed like she’s about to wade into the gutters where she made her fortune. She twirls vicious-looking twin daggers between her palms like a juggler doing a trick, and I know they’re only two of the many blades hidden on her person. She’s got no magic, but the crossbow on her back will kill someone from range just as quickly as a fireball.

Three of the ships docked at Saltswept are on fire. Their crews are desperately trying to put out the blaze, and as tempting as it is to use their bad luck for a little plunder, I restrain myself. I remember what Lady Gabrielle did to me not too long ago – I know how it feels to lose everything. All I want is the new harem girl – to expand my crew and my fame.

“Throw up a shield on the ship to keep those flames from spreading,” I tell Molly. She’s already doing it without being told.

“Yes sir,” she responds.

“Then do something about these other ships,” I command her.

This brings her up short for a moment. “Captain? I should probably be conserving my magic-”

“Put out the flames, Molly,” I tell her, grabbing the rope Cirie hands me and climbing to the edge of the ship. “Then get your gorgeous ass down here and help us do some murder.”

She shakes her head, but smiles. “Yes, sir!” As I slide down the rope I hear her muttering syllables in some arcane language, and suddenly there’s a thunderclap in what was a clear blue sky. A torrent of rain slams down, pinging off the mirror-like shield on our ship but quelling the flames on the others.

“You remember that,” I yell to the stunned crewmembers on the other decks, “when I come back with the Princess! Tell your Captains what kind of man the victorious Alpha is!”

I swear I can hear a little bit of cheering, but its probably just the blood rushing in my ears. I am about to charge into a battle, after all.

It’s a short run up the beach to the where Parvati is being held, and the three of us run straight into Hell.

In an instant I can see where the flames engulfing the ships have come from: everything around is ablaze. There’s at least a half-dozen captains fighting in the streets, tossing arrows and magic around without caring about how much collateral damage they cause. Smoke pours from open windows and obscures the worst of it, but even so all I can do for a few moments is stare open-mouthed at it all.

Then someone sees us and fires off a clutch of arrows. Molly’s shield comes down just in time, spearing them off mid-air, and I raise my cutlass.

“Charge!” I bellow, racing at the source of the arrows. Blood sings in my ears as I race into the fray, the heat of battle exciting me in a way that’s not that unlike what I feel in Molly and Cirie’s bedrooms.

I reach the crewmember just as he fits another triple-shot of arrows into his bow and shoot him, point-blank in the face. He crumples like a sack of potatoes, slumping over and dropping the bow in a spray of gore.

He’s replaced by a bag of loot, but I’ve got no time to grab it – almost immediately someone comes at me with a blade. It whistles past my face, and my cutlass is out of its sheathe just in time to parry the second strike.

It’s a Captain – a young brunette woman who looks so much like Lady Gabrielle that for a second my brain screams with panic.

“You dog,” she snarls, “Kill my crew, will you? Duel me!”

“Gladly!” I counter, filled with the thrill of battle. I have no idea what I’ve just agreed to.

A dagger arcs across the sand, straight at my new friend’s face – then pings off something invisible in the air, going wide. I hear Cirie curse from somewhere behind me. For a second I think it’s her mage, then I realize that the two of us have a glowing red circle surrounding us. It’s cut straight into the sand, and apparently it’s keeping anyone else from getting into our out of our space. The other Captains have given it a wide berth.

Oh shit. I’ve just signed up for one on one, player-versus-player combat – and given that my attacker knows about it and I don’t, she’s probably far more experienced...

She proves this instantly, uncoiling like a snake as she strikes right at my face. I bob and weave, dodging strike after strike just in time but giving up ground every time. In a few steps I’m close to the edge of the circle, and I feel something that puts the fear of God into me – searing heat. The rim of our tiny battleground is like an oven, and I get the impression that if either of tries to leave before the fight is over it’s really, really going to hurt.

I have to get my pistols free. It’s my only chance.

I reach for them and feel searing pain like a brand arc up my arm. When I glance down there’s a shallow cut in the top of my hand from her blade.

Her look could peel paint. “Dishonorable fuck! Use your sword!”

I didn’t realize there were rules – and a few seconds later, it hits me that their aren’t. My enemy is trying to enforce some concept of honor in our fight, keeping it blades-only: but every time I go for my guns, she looks pissed and goes right for my hands. If I couldn’t use them, she wouldn’t bother...and as she rears forward in a devastating combo that looks pulled from a fencing school, it occurs to me that this anger is her weakness. It’s predictable.

So I step out of her range, my back so close to the edge of the circle that it almost burns me, and reach for my guns in the most obvious-looking move ever.

She screams, changes aim mid-swing and goes right for my hands – which is just what I was waiting for.

Her blade cuts true, seeking flesh and bone, but the target isn’t there. I’m not fumbling for my guns – I’ve got my dukes up like the fucking Marquis of Queensbury.

And when she glances up, frowning in a moment’s confusion, I sucker-punch her right in the face.

It doesn’t feel good to hit a girl. It goes against everything I’ve ever been taught, and if this wasn’t a game I have no idea if I’d have been able to do it. But I can’t argue with results.

The Captain drops her swords in the sand, dropping to one knee as she loses her balance. My hands instantly go to my pistols, and by the time her own hand is holding her cheek I’ve got them right in her face.

I thought I’d seen her pissed before, but the look on her eyes is like nothing I’ve ever seen. If her eyes were lasers, I’d be dead where I stand.

She spits in the dirt. “Cheater,” she snarls, pronouncing the word like the vilest curse. “You did not fight with honor!”

“Honor?” I’m so taken aback by this that I laugh. “Lady, we’re pirates!”

She mutters something to herself then gazes up at me. “Go ahead and fire,” she whispers menacingly. “But I will not forget this. And when I find you, I will not act with anything like honor...”

“Oh good. I’ve made an enemy.” I’m actually impressed with how angry she is. “What’s your name, sworn enemy?”

She rolls her eyes. “Emily,” she whispers. “Captain of the Charpentier. Enjoy your victory, noob, because I’m going to bleed you dry...”

I lower my big pistol right in her face, savoring the moment. And all of a sudden, I don’t want to do it.

Why shoot this girl? She’s another player, just like me. And honestly, I kind of like her – outside of the whole ‘honorable duel’ thing, anyway. She’s got a viciousness to her I find incredibly appealing. And, as I glance up and through the red haze surrounding us, I see several other Captains have stopped what they’re doing to watch us. Some look almost as pissed as Emily. I gather I’ve stepped on their toes between punching a girl and disrespecting their dueling rules, and I don’t exactly want to make myself most hated player. So I lean down and drop my voice to a whisper.

“Hey,” I ask. “How do I, you know, end this?”

She looks completely incredulous. “You shoot me.”

“I know that.” I glance up at the crowd, which is starting to mill back and forth, unhappy at how long I’m drawing this out. “Just say for a second I didn’t want to shoot you, and I didn’t want you to shoot me either. Can we, like...cancel this?”

She stares at me evenly, but that hateful look on her face doesn’t fade. “A draw,” she finally says. “You...you want a draw?”

“Yes!” I lift my pistols into the air victoriously. “I want a draw!”

At my words, the red haze around us begins to fade. The circle dissipates into the sand, the PvP fight canceled at my request. Glowing words appear in the air where the center was, scrolling like the fancy effects from my compass:

Dual is a Draw!

Combatants Records:

Captain Chris: 0 Wins – 1 Draw – 0 Losses

Captain Emily: 143 Wins – 1 Draw – 0 Losses

I read the words open-mouthed, stunned to silence. This person I’ve fought really likes dueling, apparently.

“Thank you,” the girl says, rising to her feet. “I...I don’t know why you did that, but...”

There are tears in her eyes. Suddenly I’m ashamed – and I understand. This girl has a perfect dueling record. And I almost ruined it with cheap tricks.

“It wasn’t fair,” I tell her. “It wouldn’t have been right. I didn’t realize there were rules.”

“Most people don’t,” she says, regaining her composure. “But I kill them anyway. That little feint of yours – it was a good move. You probably deserved to win.”

“Well, some other time we’ll have to duel for real,” I tell her. “You can tell me all the other rules, and I’ll adhere to them. And then you probably will kick my ass.” I extend a hand. “Deal?”

Emily looks at my hand for a long moment, then shakes it. And that’s how I make my first friend in Kyria – at least one who’s another player instead of a harem girl.

The fracas around us has calmed down, so I can safely assume someone else has captured Parvati and is already gaining ground on us out in the ocean.

“I guess we were too busy dueling to catch the princess,” I tell Emily, looking around for my girls.

“Damn,” she says, hands on her hips. “I needed to win this fucking event.”

“For the gold?” I’m assuming Emily was planning to take the princess back to her people for the reward.

Instead, she laughs long and loud. “Hell no,” she says, shooting me a dirty glance. “Do you have any idea what kind of tricks Princess-tier characters can do with their tongues? They make the dock whores in the starter area look like fucking amateurs...”

She looks pleased by my shock. “What, you thought you were the only Captain building a harem?”

“Sorta? I mean, I know other players are playing the game and all that, I just didn’t expect...you know...”

“Oh, I have boys AND girls on the Charpentier,” she says with a knowing wink. “Anyone who only likes one is missing out on half the fun in the damn game. Is that your main girl coming this way?”

I look where she’s pointing and see Molly staggering across the sand. My sorceress looks much the worse for wear – a little like she’s been used hard and put away wet. I don’t see Cirie anywhere.

“Master!” Molly pulls me into an embrace, and over her shoulder I can see Emily wagging her eyebrows. “I’m so sorry I failed you! They have her!”

I chuckle and stroke her hair. “I’m not worried about that,” I tell her. “We missed the Princess, but there’ll be other events. Besides, I’m actually hitting it off with another Captain. Molly, this is Captain Emily. Em, this is my first mate...”

But before Emily can say hi, Molly pulls away from me with terror in her face. “Master, I mean Cirie!”

Huh? I’m confused. “Who did what now?”

Molly points towards the sea line. “That Captain, the one with the ponytail – he took the princess, and he kidnapped Cirie!”

“That...that’s ridiculous!” A cold numbness enters my chest. “They can’t take one of my girls – you’re soul-bound...”

“I am soul-bound,” Molly says, her voice nearly breaking. “Cirie is not! He means to make her part of his harem, Master!”

Oh shit.

“Oh fuck,” Emily says, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “They took one of your girls? Hard luck, man. It’s not uncommon to lose a couple during an event...”

The world starts to go red around the edges. “Uncommon? Cirie and Molly are my harem! They’re my crew! And I’ll be damned if I’m going to let some freak have his way with what’s mine!”

“That...is an impressive speech,” Emily says smoothly. “You know there are plenty of fish in the sea, right, dude? Some of them are even part fish, come to think of it...”

“No,” I snarl, my mind’s eye filled with visions of Lady Gabrielle’s cold smirk. “No way. No one is taking what’s mine. I already lost everything once – I will not allow what’s mine to be stolen again!”

Something in Emily’s face changes. “Oh shit,” she says, taken aback. “You tussled with Lady Gab, didn’t you? The Queen Bitch?”

I nod.

A low whistle leaves Emily’s lips. “Okay,” she says. “Yeah. You’re starting to make a little bit more sense now, recruit. I’d be pretty pissed if that bitch had been my welcome mat, too.” She stares out at the sea for a long moment, shading her eyes with a palm.

“Let’s go,” I growl to Molly. I like my new friend and all, but the only thing on my mind is rescuing Cirie. “We might be able to catch them-”

“You can’t,” Emily says quickly. “You said the guy who did this has a long black ponytail?”

Molly nods.

“I know the guy,” Emily explains. “Captain Derek. Although for some reason he insists everyone refer to him as ‘Grimscribe’. Some people come up with the stupidest fucking nicknames.”

“I don’t give a shit about his name,” I grunt. “I care about the woman in his fucking hold.”

“I know you do,” Emily says, nodding at me. “But you can’t catch him. His ship’s got upgrades out the wazoo – he’ll be back to his lair before you so much as catch sight of him.”

Damn it! My hands ball into fists at this news. “Then what do you suggest? Give up?”

Emily shakes her head. “You’re not going to like it, though.”

“Try me.”

A strange little smile crosses Emily’s face. “Derek has a crush on me. In-game and IRL. He’s a little obnoxious about it – he’s one of those guys who doesn’t know when to quit, you know?”

I signaled that I did know.

“Well, if I roll up on his hideout in the Charpentier wanting a look at his new princess, he’ll be more than happy to let me in. Right through his defenses.” She grins and crosses her arms back under her breasts. “And if I show up with a second ship, he won’t even question it – I’ll tell him I won it in a duel. I’m the champion of this part of Kyria, after all.”

I’m starting to understand what her plan is – and I don’t fully like it. “You mean you want me to act like you stole my ship,” I grumble.

“You can hide out on the Charpentier,” she says brightly. “He won’t see a thing coming – I have a reputation as someone who plays by the rules, who doesn’t pull dirty tricks...but you, hell – you have no reputation.”

“So you want me to do your dirty work,” I surmise. “Beat up on some annoying guy for you and take his stuff...”

“Two things,” Emily says. “First, we get the loot straight. You can have your girlfriend back, of course, and we can split the rest of Grimscribe’s harem 50/50. But I get the Princess.”

I think about it for a moment, and realize I’m screwed. This deal sucks, but its the only way I’m going to get Cirie back.

“Okay,” I growl, forcing the rage back down. “Deal. What’s thing two?”

Emily flashes that odd little grin again and plucks something out of her jacket. It’s a tiny cube, and when she tosses it to the ground it starts to rapidly expand. It’s a lot like the circle that surrounded us while we were dueling, except this one is tinted – as the walls raise, I realize I can’t see or hear beyond them. I catch someone snickering as the thing starts to close.

“What the hell are you doing?” I ask, then one look at Emily lets me know exactly what’s going on.

“You beat me,” she purrs, her voice filling with heat as the privacy cube snaps shut. “I’m the best dualist in the Eastern Islands. I’ve beaten one-hundred-and-forty-eight opponents. You weren’t the first one to cheat – you were just the first one to win.”

Her cheeks are flushed with need, and as she takes a step towards me I realize I’m so hard it hurts.

“You made me look like an idiot in front of all the other Captains,” she growls, pulling me to her. The wall is cold against my back, then the perfect warm temperature. It’s like magic. “You made me look like a weak...helpless...little girl...”

Before she can say anything else, I put two hands beneath her ass and lift her off the ground. She comes up with a squeal, covering her mouth with mine as she presses hard against me.

Kissing her is so similar to kissing one of my harem girls, but also so different. She’s so much more aggressive as she bites my lip, moaning gently as she small but perky tits against my chest. As she pulls away, she flashes a naughty little grin and wiggles her fingers. Instantly her clothes fall away, fading into pixels and leaving nothing but a lacy pink bra and panties beneath.

“Unequipped ‘em,” she says by way of explanation. “Now you, stud.”

Somehow I find the correct command to unequip and grown as my own clothes fade out, leaving me in nothing but a pair of boxers. Emily pulls me down into the sand, spreading her legs wide like she’s trying to make a sand angel as I mount her.

“You’re sure you want this?” I growl into her ear. Honestly I have no idea what I would do if she said no – she can feel me pressing against her panties, throbbing with the need for release.

“Are you kidding? Fuck me!” Her hands slide down my back and tug down my boxers, pulling them to my knees. Then, before I can do anything else, she grabs my ass and squeezes, making my jaw drop.

One of my girls would never do that, I think with a grin.

I start to tug off her panties, but she stops me. “Leave them,” she pants, arching her back. “I want you to make them all dirty. Just help me get my bra off.”

I grip it from behind, lifting her off the sand, and tear it. Her perky tits spring free, perfect little handfuls of warm flesh with diamond-hard nipples. I pull one into my mouth and I’m rewarded with moans of pleasure: she melts against me, grinding her cunt against my cock through the thin fabric of her panties.

“I can’t take any more,” she whimpers. “I need it now!”

I’m right there with her. I tug her panties to the side and thrust the head of my cock into her folds, which are as slick and tight as any girl I’ve ever been with in Kyria. The relief as I slide inside of her is unreal: I have no idea until this second how tightly wound the battle has made me. Sinking deep into Emily’s cunt is like a cool balm on my soul; the pleasure mixes with the thrill of battle and makes me feel like a real man.

We fuck hard and fast in the sand; its unlike any sexual encounter I’ve had in Kyria. Because both of us are Captains, we’re used to our sexual partner more or less existing only for our own pleasure. So Emily fucks me back just as hard as I ram my own cock inside of her, hammering her g-spot with thrust after thrust as I work my way up the peak. She might not have Molly’s curves or a Princess-level character’s magical attributes, but sex with a real player is nevertheless thrilling in a way I haven’t experienced in the game until now.

There’s less choking and dominance involved, although I do make sure to turn her to the side and spank her ass a few times. Emily seems to like that a lot; I can feel the muscles of her cunt clench around me every time I do it. She reaches her peak just before I do, practically lifting off the ground as she arches her back, clawing at my chest and sobbing with relief as she comes. Moments later I’m spilling myself into her, still thrusting as the pleasure overwhelms me, just her and I in our privacy cube as we moan and pant and orgasm.

When it’s over I roll onto my back in the sand, looking up at the ceiling of the cube. “That was awesome,” I mutter, groaning with aftershocks.

“Fuck yeah,” Emily agrees, snuggling up against me. “Here’s to new partnerships.”

I lay there for a couple minutes, just riding the waves of bliss. “That thing is pretty fucking cool,” I finally say, nodding at the ceiling of the cube.

“Yeah, they sell them in shops,” Emily whispers. Now that she’s had a good hard come, that angry exterior has melted quite a bit. “They’re for players who want to get naughty, or anyone who wants to fuck a member of their harem in public but doesn’t want other players to see. They’re impenetrable until you turn them off.”

I see. Sounds pretty convenient. “How do you turn them off?” I ask.

“Like this,” she grins, clapping her hands three times.

The cube winks out of existence in an instant, leaving us naked and dripping on the beach in full view of everyone. Fortunately most people have already left, but Molly is waiting just outside the cube, tapping her feet in the sand.

“There you are, Master,” she says, helping me up in my nudity. I can’t stop myself from blushing. “I wasn’t sure if that woman was going to fuck you or try to kill you.”

“There’s still time for both,” she says from behind me. She’s a lot quicker than I am – she’s already reequipped her outfit. Looking at her, no one would know that her panties are dripping with my load, and the thought excites me.

“Something like that,” I agree, my outfit winking back into existence around me. “Come on, Molly. Let’s go pretend to be slaves.”

But halfway to the Charpentier, a message box pops up in the corner of my screen.

Hey, that was fun ;)

We should hang out sometime IRL.

~Em

Underneath was a phone number and an e-mail. Emily’s phone number. Emily’s e-mail.

Holy shit. Did I just get a date in the real world from screwing a girl in the virtual one?

I start to laugh as we board Emily’s ship. I glance over my shoulder and see her grinning at me, and she raises a finger to her lips.

I’m starting to like the idea of cooperation in Kyria – now it’s time to get my girl back...
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Chapter Four
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The instant I set foot on Emily’s ship, it becomes abundantly clear how small of a player I am compared to her.

The menagerie that awaits Molly and I as we set foot on the Charpentier has me half-hypnotized as we prepare to set sail. Gorgeous half naked bodies stride up and down the deck, hard at work getting the massive craft ready to hit the waves.

“I feel like I just stepped into an underwear catalog,” I mutter to Molly as my boots touch the boards.

There’s three identical-looking blondes, giggling in an exotic accent as they hoist the rigging on one of the Charpentier’s massive sails. As I watch, a lithe, athletic beauty leaps into the ropes with a grace that’s somehow more than human, climbing to the crow’s nest like a monkey. Most everyone is wearing little more than lingerie – skin is evidently Emily’s uniform of choice for her harem – and there’s so many curves on display, such a variety of flawless breasts and asses everywhere I look that I start to feel a little dizzy.

Directing the action is a muscled stud standing near the wheel, shirtless save for the thick leather band keeping his cutlass strapped to his back. He’s got six-pack abs and stubble so perfect than I know he can’t be another player. As Emily crosses the deck, his eyes light up and he pulls her into an embrace, grabbing a handful of her ass like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Welcome home, Captain,” he growls in a voice that promises the world.

“It’s good to be back,” Emily says with a grin once he’s set her back on the ground. “This is my first mate, Pierre,” she explains, putting a hand on the man’s chest. “Pierre, this is the Captain I told you about and his first mate Molly. They’re going to be our guests for a little bit.”

“Wonderful,” he says, looking us up and down. “Will we be extending guest rights to the lucky captain?”

A small, secret smile curls one end of Emily’s mouth. “Maybe.”

Guest rights? I have an inkling of what that might mean, and the idea makes my knees shake a little bit. Spending a night with Emily’s harem at my beck and call is the kind of thing most players in Kyria would kill for – literally.

A shout from the starboard side of the boat shakes me out of my reverie. Thick ropes go up over the side of the deck – not tossed over but actually thrown up from the ground – and the crew starts tying them with a discipline that pleases me. I walk to the edge and glance over, seeing what I expected to see: my ship, tethered to Emily’s like the side-seat on a motorcycle.

“You keep your plunder close, huh?” I ask, glancing over my shoulder at Emily.

That pouty little smile twists Emily’s face. It’s hard to believe that barely an hour ago the two of us were fucking like rabbits in the sand, my new friend driven into an erotic frenzy at having been beaten and humiliated in a duel. Being another player, Emily of course didn’t have primary and secondary traits, but if she did I would’ve guessed Humiliation might be one of them. I was looking forward to finding out what the rest might be.

“Actually,” she says with a little giggle, “this is standard procedure. Your ship is too small to make a good addition to another player’s fleet – anyone who took it would lash it, then sell it off for parts at the nearest major port.”

“Oh.” I feel a sinking in my stomach. I’m not even big enough to steal? Then something occurs to me. “Lady Gabrielle didn’t think so.”

Emily’s eyes narrow. “No ship is too small for the Queen Bitch,” she hisses, making it clear what she thinks of the woman. “She’d sail halfway across the world to scoop up the last doubloon in Kyria if it would complete her collection.”

“So she’s a powergamer,” I surmise. “Wait. Is Gabrielle a real player, or an NPC?”

All this time, I’d assumed having my stuff taken by Lady Gabrielle was scripted – part of the tutorial, the depowering I needed to go through in order to get me up to speed on the world and how it worked. But if Gabrielle was another player, that meant that I’d been robbed of far more.

“Oh, she’s a person, alright,” Emily says with a nod. “No computer program could be that cruel.”

I’m aghast. “So what she did to me...that was...”

Emily cuts herself off, as if suddenly remembering what I’ve been through. “It’s called spawn camping,” she patiently explains. “There are certain places in the world that are more likely for new players to spawn in with their ships. Gabrielle patrols them – when she’s not ambushing other players and adding their ships to her armada – and takes their starting ship and equipment. People are brand new to the game, they don’t even know how to fight back...it’s horrible.”

“Shit!” My hands ball into fists. I can’t believe what I’m hearing. “Why don’t you do something about it? Why don’t the fucking devs do something about it?”

Emily shakes her head. “The devs don’t care. Kyria is open PvP – it’s designed to be cutthroat. We are pirates after all.”

That sounds fair – but I’m not fully convinced. “If she’s such a menace,” I say, watching my ship being pulled out of the water, “why don’t a few of you come together and gang up on her?”

Emily’s laugh is so bitter that I take an involuntary step backwards.

“You think we haven’t tried? I’m one of the best duelists in Kyria – it I could get close enough to the Queen Bitch, I know I could take her out. But she never lets anyone near.”

“Bullshit. I saw her. I saw her walk right onto the deck of my ship-”

“-and what I’m saying is, that’s not normal. You’re probably the first player to get that close to the Queen Bitch in months. She never lets other players near, ever. She probably only felt comfortable doing it because you were a brand-new player.”

It stings to know that I was that close to her. That I might have been able to do something, something that would have helped a lot of players, but instead I ran. I must look pissed, because Emily’s look softens.

“Hey, let’s not worry about that,” she says, striking a jaunty pose. “You’re my guest, and we a fucking adventure to experience. I cannot wait to finally get back at Derek.”

“Grimscribe,” I correct her, watching her roll her eyes. “And I don’t really think of it as fun considering he’s got one of my girls.”

“Alright, then, we’ll cheer you up,” she says, taking my hand. “Let’s go below decks.”

As large as Emily’s ship is compared to mine, the passage that leads below decks looks almost identical. She gives my hand an excited little squeeze as we enter the dimly-lit space.

“What are we doing down here?” I ask, my voice tight with lust. I have a pretty good idea, but I want to hear Emily say it. I want her to make it real.

“We’ve got to power you up,” she says brightly. “Derek’s fortress makes everything you’ve been through so far look like a cakewalk. What’s the best erotic stat bonus you have right now – Afterglow?”

“Yeah,” I admit. “Cirie gave me a better one, but...” I check my timer. I’ve got just a little bit over two hours of the effect Cirie’s orgasm gave me – and no chance to renew it with her gone.

“That’s weak shit,” Emily says with relish. “You and I both need to get buffed up with something stronger before we meet Grimscribe. I’ve got someone I’d like you to meet...”

Emily and her first mate lead me through the harem. I’m following just behind them, trying to keep up, but everything down here is distracting me. There’s slave girls laying on exotic pillows, playing with themselves and giggling at the look on my face...the whole place smells like perfume and sex. I’m so hard that it fucking hurts.

Finally Emily leads us to the very rear of her harem. Pierre steps away, revealing a lush red curtain. Emily poses like a show-woman as I stare at it, running the expensive fabric through her fingers.

“Meet the jewel of my harem,” she purrs, pulling the fabric aside. “This is Napaea.”

Behind the curtain is a king-sized bed covered in silk sheets, with candles set into the wall for lighting. It’s luxurious and comfortable, fit for a Captain – and the woman lying on the center of the bed looks like she fits the décor perfectly.

Then she sits up, and I realize she’s not fully human.

No human could move with such fluidity, such utter grace. This beautiful creature arches her back, thrusting out her chest like an offering as she looks me up and down. She’s wearing nothing but a wispy, diaphanous gown, and it does nothing to hide a single inch of her flawless body. She’s a tanned, toned goddess, but for some reason all I can stare at is her eyes. She’s enchanting, erotic – fucking perfect. Every cell in my body screams out for her, like someone dying of thirst.

The robes around her start to move – oh. Oh damn.

They’re not robes. They’re wings.

“Wonderful to meet you,” the woman says, her voice like smoke and honey. I want to drop to the floor and worship her – then spread her legs and taste what’s between her thighs for the rest of my life. I’m pretty sure I’m the most obvious man in the world, because Emily starts to laugh.

“As you can see, Napaea is special,” she says, her voice filled with pride. “She’s fey-born.”

“What does that mean?” I barely recognize my own voice, I’m so overcome.

A brilliant smile spreads across Napaea’s face. “Scan me and see for yourself,” she purrs. She doesn’t call me Master, but I’d give just about anything to hear that word leave her lips in reference to me.

It takes me a couple of seconds to remember how to do the hand gesture, which causes no end of snickering from Emily. When I open the scanner, Napaea’s glow is both stronger than most players and...richer, somehow. High-definition. I scan her, and her attributes float in the air over her head:

Character: Napaea

Class: Sorceress

Primary Trait: Fey-Born

This character was born from the union of a human man and a member of the ancient fairy race. As such, they are possessed of an inhuman beauty, poise and grace. Members of either sex will find this character utterly desirable, completely irresistible, and will experience sex more pleasurable and potent than with a human partner!

That all sounded more or less like what I saw looking at Napaea. Then I pulled up her secondary trait and promptly lost my shit:

Secondary Trait: Breeder (female)

This character is utterly obsessed with breeding and fertility! Characters with the Breeder trait will NEVER agree to any form of contraception – they want their sex raw and bare! Female characters with this trait are constantly in a state of needy, aching heat, gaining +5 to their overall Arousal stat. Dirty talk involving breeding or impregnation triples this character’s Kink score.

“I...” I can feel my cheeks burning, and I know both Napaea and Emily are grinning wickedly at me. “You have a really interesting secondary trait, Napaea.”

“She does.” The beautiful creature in front of me doesn’t speak – instead, it’s Emily. “I haven’t really been able to satisfy her particular needs, either – I’ve tried splitting her with Pierre, but it’s just not the same. NPCs don’t react the same without the human touch involved.”

I feel a surge of excitement in my gut. My heart pounds like a jackhammer as I meet Napaea’s cool gaze.

“You want me to breed you?” The words are a growl, deep in my throat. “You want to feel this cock explode inside you?”

Napaea laughs, the sound rich and musical to my ears. “That’s exactly what I want,” she purrs, spreading her thighs as she arches her back even further.

“Now now,” Emily groans. “The Captain gets to be first in line to play...”

As I watch, my cock throbbing in my pants, Emily leans forward and pulls Napaea into a hard, desperate kiss. The two girls make out hot and heavy right in front of me, groping at each other like they haven’t been with another person in years. I’m amazed at how Napaea can look like she’s utterly enamored with Emily, but also like she’s putting on a show for me. Every angle she strikes is perfectly pornographic as she starts to strip the Captain’s clothes from her slender frame.

I start to step forward, but Emily puts a hand on my chest without looking. “Not yet,” she moans, her voice hitting a husky note as Napaea’s lips trail down to her neck. “I want to get you nice and hard first...”

I’m about to protest that I’m plenty hard already, but without warning Napaea grabs Emily around the waist and tears the remains of her top off. She pushes Emily down gently onto the bed and mounts her, lowering her face to the swell of her breasts. The fey-born’s tongue slides out of her mouth, long and supernaturally dexterous, and when she turns her attention to Emily’s nipples the Captain literally screams with pleasure.

Napaea takes her time, sliding down Emily’s body as she finishes disrobing her. There’s a thin sheen of sweat on Emily’s body, and she flushes deeper and deeper as Napaea reaches her dripping slit.

“Taste me,” Emily whimpers, tangling her fingers in Napaea’s hair. “Eat your Captain’s cunt, you beautiful whore...”

With a grin, Napaea pulls Emily’s panties to the side and laps at her folds. Emily shatters around her, thighs tightening around the fey’s shoulders like she’s terrified Napaea might stop. But it’s clear she loves this, that she adores her Mistress, and there’s nothing in the world that matters more to her than making her cum.

Except maybe one thing, I realize, just as Napaea’s true beauty is revealed.

As she slides two fingers into Emily’s cunt, pumping in time with her tongue as she laps at her clit, Napaea’s wings are also in motion. The slowly unfurl from her body, laying flat along either side of her, and her freaking gorgeous body is on display for me. Her slit is perfectly hairless, dripping with need, and her tanned, athletic thighs are spread so far I can see the pink interior of her cunt. Her ass...oh my fucking God her ass! It’s like every wet dream and fantasy I’ve ever had about a woman’s ass all rolled into one. I’ve always been more of a breast man, but Napaea’s perfect fairy booty has me reconsidering my life choices as I watch it bob and sway.

Emily’s eyes open. “You enjoying the show?” she asks tauntingly.

“You know damn well I am,” I growl. The bulge in my pants is clearly visible, my cock straining to be free.

“Napaea wants you to fuck her,” Emily whispers, her eyes shining with lust. “She wants it more than anything she’s ever wanted – can’t you just feel the heat rolling off her cunt? It’s not my pussy that’s doing that to her – it’s the thought of you spraying down those fairy ovaries with your thick, creamy load...”

I want so badly to plunge inside of her, to lose myself in the perfect, tight walls of her cunt. But real life holds me back.

“Can she...is it even possible for her to get pregnant?” I can’t believe such a thing could happen. I know it’s a kink, and up until now I had no idea that something like that could turn me on so fucking much, but this was all still a game, right?

Before Emily can say anything, Napaea raises her head between her thighs. Her face is shining with Emily’s juices, but its nothing compared to the love and devotion in her eyes.

“Don’t think about it,” she whimpers, biting her lip. “Just fuck me. Fuck me until you come inside me. Fuck a baby into me...Master!”

Oh fuck. Oh fuck. She called me Master.

I can’t resist that. In a flash my hands are at my belt, and I hear a low growl of pure need from Napaea’s throat.

“Oh my fucking God this is so hot,” Emily groans, watching. “I can’t wait to see this...”

I waste no time. As soon as my cock is free from my boxers, I grab Napaea by the hips and ram my cock inside of her, sinking into her to the hilt in one smooth stroke. Her flawless face goes tight with pleasure, and then she moans. Holy shit this girl can moan.

“Oh fuck! Oh my gawd that’s so big, Master!” The musical quality of Napaea’s voice gives the words an eroticism that sends shivers down my spine. I want to make her moan more. I want to make her scream my name, scream her pretty little throat raw as I pump her full of my load.

Everything fades out as I pound Napaea from behind. The real world, the virtual world, even my quest to save Cirie from the clutches of another Captain seems tiny and unimportant next to the endless, intense pleasure I get with every thrust between my goddess slave’s legs.

The sensation is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. Napaea’s slick walls slide down my cock as tightly as a glove as I drive deep inside of her, then clench up, gripping me and spasming around me as I pull back. It’s like she’s masturbating me with her cunt as I fuck her, and it’s not long before I’m groaning and pulling her hair as I pound her like no woman I’ve ever been with before.

“Fuck me, Master,” Napaea begs, rolling the last word over her tongue like a fat cock. God, I want her to taste me – but the thought of coming right inside of her is so much better. “Harder! Oh fuck I’m so close, I’m making myself tight and perfect for your cock...”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Napaea reaches between her thighs and grabs my balls, gripping them like they’re the most important thing in the world. An instant later her walls clench around me and she comes, her cheeks flushing with heat as she rides out wave after wave of pure bliss. She looks like a Queen as she comes shuddering all over my cock – like a fucking Goddess.

“Please come for me!” Her voice is pure rapture as I drive deep inside of her, bringing myself to the brink. She holds on to me desperately, clutching at my body like I’m the only thing keeping her from drowning. “Shoot inside me, Master – make me pregnant! Make me a Mommy with your hot, perfect god-cum...”

I can’t believe the words that are coming out of this girl’s mouth. She’s my filthy goddess, and as I feel myself reach the point of no return and sail helplessly, hopelessly over, one thought sears my brain with its clarity:

I want this woman to be mine.

With one final, hard thrust, I bury my cock as deep inside of Napaea’s womb as I can and let go. It’s like a detonation, an eruption. Thick ropes of hot, sticky seed flood her faerie walls, coating her insides with my virile load. Napaea cries out, arching her back like a cat, and the sensation of my climax inside of her sends her into another orgasm. Her cunt grips me tight, squeezing the sensitive head in time with her fingers at my balls, milking me dry. I feel like she’s pulling everything out of me, and if it didn’t feel so fucking toe-curling mindbogglingly amazing, it would probably hurt.

My hand comes down on Napaea’s ass, adding a little bit of pain to her pleasure. She grins at me, sweat sticking a lock of her glowing hair to her forehead as she watches me lose my nut.

“Give it all to me, Sir,” she whimpers, milking me dry with those amazing inner muscles. “I want every drop of that come. Every fucking drop...fuck, you’re still so hard inside of me...”

She’s not lying. Normally after sex in Kyria I need a little bit of time to work myself back up, even with gorgeous babes like Molly, Cirie and Emily. Not so with Napaea. I’m still throbbing, and the swollen head of my cock is oh-so-sensitive as I move it an inch at a time along her creamy folds. Every slight movement sends an aftershock of pleasure through me that makes me groan with primal, savage bliss.

“Thank you,” Napaea whimpers, and from the look on her face I can tell she means it. “I can’t wait to have your heirs, Sir. You came so much – I bet I’m going to have triplets...”

The look on my face must speak for itself, because Emily starts to laugh.

“Fey love being impregnated by human males,” she said with a smirk, “especially the girls. I have no idea why the devs might give them that trait...”

Napaea has stars in her eyes, and its not just from the earth-shattering orgasm I just gave her. “Human males and Fey girls have the cutest babies,” she says dreamily. “It’s the most natural fucking coupling in Kyria...”

The way she’s talking (and oh god, the way she grinds her cunt on me as she talks) has me ready to again, but her words...well. I shoot Emily a worried look, like I haven’t just made a bunch of digital babies, right?

She shakes her head. You’re fine, she mouths, nodding. Just play along.

Oh! That makes me feel better – although, strangely, something in me grows a trifle disappointed. I’m not sure if making heirs in Kyria would be awesome or creepy, but Napaea sure as fuck makes the process as mind-blowing as possible.

In a moment I’m back to my old self, cock swelling inside of Napaea’s folds. “You liked that?” I growl, sliding my cock an inch deeper into her. “Getting bred like a little bitch in heat?”

Napaea’s mouth drops. She likes this development very, very much.

“Oh my gawd yes,” she says, staring at me with a hunger that makes me want to tease her more. “Fuck that cum into me, Master. Put it right in my womb where it belongs.”

It’s the fact that she’s switched out her Sirs for Master that gets me going more than anything. I slide out of her gently, watching as the frustration mounts on her face. The head of my cock is coated in a mix of my seed and her juices – and as she watches, I swirl up the bits that are coating her folds and oh so slowly fuck them back into her.

“There we go,” I tell her, all caveman now. “That’s what a hot little faerie like you needs. You need every fucking drop of that cum right where it belongs.”

“Jesus Christ that’s hot,” Emily whimpers from behind Napaea. “You’re making me a little bit jealous, watching that...”

“Don’t worry,” I say, my smirk getting wider. “You’ll get yours. I have your number, remember?”

Okay. Maybe having my cock buried in the most perfect, tight pussy imaginable has made me bold. Still, I can’t believe I’m talking about going on a date in the real world with this girl while I’m nailing her harem slave right in front of her.

She looks even more shocked than me. “If you think I’m going to do anything like this for you on our first date, you’re crazy...”

“Mmh, I don’t need you to...” I grab Napaea’s hips and bury myself back inside of her to the hilt, pushing my load deep into her fertile womb. I love how much I’m teasing Emily, the way she looks at the whole thing like she wants to be pissed off but is too goddamned turned on.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah,” I growl, grabbing Napaea’s ass right in front of her. “I have the tightest, wettest little pussy in the world right here. And something tells me once Napaea’s belly is bulging with my cute little half-fey babies, her loyalty to her old Captain is going to feel a little strained.”

Emily frowns. I feel a little bad – we were working into a nice little sex chat, and I’ve just thrown a wrench into it. But I figure she’ll recover when she understands what I’m offering.

“You want her.” She says flatly. It’s not a question.

I grab Napaea’s breast and give it a gentle squeeze, watching with pride as her face becomes a mask of mingled pain and pleasure. I can see this upsets Emily a bit, like I’m showing her just how much better I can treat a girl who by rights belongs to her. But I’m proving my point.

“Let’s face it,” I say, moving my hand upwards to Napaea’s chin. “She’s a mismatch for you. No offense, but she’s got a secondary trait you don’t have the right equipment to satisfy. Nothing you can do about that.”

“You don’t even know what a mismatch is,” Emily retorts. Her legs snake up and wrap around Napaea’s waist in a protective gesture. “You’ve been playing this game for, like, a week.”

“Let’s make a deal,” I tell her with a grin. Time to cut to the chase. “I don’t really want to divvy up your nerd boy’s bimbo toys. There’s no way to do it fairly, we’d get into fights...it’d spoil this whole camaraderie thing we’ve got going on. I don’t want you mad at me before our first date.”

Emily’s facade doesn’t crack – but I can tell she’s a little bit intrigued. “Yeah? What are you suggesting?”

“You keep the girls,” I grunt, driving my hips hard into Napaea. She lets out an unrestrained moan of pleasure, gripping the covers tight as I hammer her g-spot, and for a second it strikes both of us just how weird it is to have this conversation with her between us. Too late for me to stop now, though.

I see her eyebrow raise. “All of them?”

“All of them except Cirie,” I growl, an icy edge entering my voice. I’d managed to push that little detail into the back of my head. “She was mine to begin with – I’m just restoring her to her proper Master. I won’t give her up. But the rest of Grimscribe’s harem? All yours – even Princess Parvati. Maybe she’ll be more your speed.”

Emily doesn’t say anything for so long that I’m afraid I’ve spoiled the moment. I open my mouth to say something, but she starts drumming her fingers on Napaea’s shoulder, obviously thinking it over. Something about the way we’re treating this goddess-level beauty like a piece of furniture excites me, and I spoil the moment with a few more hard thrusts inside of her tight, freshly-fucked cunt. I can tell she’s riding the edge and getting close when Emily finally makes a decision.

“So let me explain what you’re doing,” she says, sliding that hand down to Napaea’s waist. I’m still pumping slow and steady, watching the gorgeous fairy girl struggling to keep from coming her brains out right in the middle of her Captain (and her potential new Captain)’s argument.

“Please,” I say, shivering a bit with pleasure. “Enlighten me.”

“What you’re asking me to do is essentially gamble,” she says, eyeing me evenly. I’m amazed that she’s so calm and composed while I’m balls-deep in Napaea: it makes me wonder what kind of freaky shit my new friend gets up to when she’s all alone out here. “I have no idea how many girls Grimscribe has in his fortress, or what kind of qualities they might possess. You’re asking me to bet that the sum total of those girls are worth more to me than this beautiful creature perched between my thighs.”

“Yes,” I say.

“Who smells like cinnamon and sex and eats my pussy like its a gift from God herself?”

“That’s the wager,” I say, groaning as Napaea’s walls start that incredible back-and-forth motion along my shaft. “But I think you’ve got a pretty good idea how many girls this guy has under his thumb, or you wouldn’t even be considering the idea.”

“I do,” she says, that strange little smile playing across her lips. Finally she sighs and rolls her eyes, giving up the ghost. But there’s one more surprise in store, and the second she opens her mouth I realize this is what she’s been planning all along:

“On one condition.”

“Name it.” I’m in no position to complain. Right now Napaea is treating me like I’m her King, like I’m her personal God and she’s my chief priestess, and I know I’m never going to find anything this good until I’m a max-level player. “I don’t have much, but I’ll do whatever I can-”

Her fingers wiggle in the air, and suddenly my Compass flashes in my pocket. I’ve just received a new message.

Frowning, I open it. It’s the name of a restaurant, and a time.

“This weekend,” Emily says in a whisper. “No ‘oh I don’t feel so great, can we reschedule’ or ‘I’m just too scared to meet in person’. You, me, this weekend. You pick me up, and you pay – for everything.”

I weigh this. I’d be lying if I said the idea of going out with Emily in the real world didn’t excite the ever-loving hell out of me. My dating life isn’t a wasteland or anything, but I’m not the sort of guy who has a different girl on his arm every weekend – if I was, I wouldn’t have come to Kyria in the first place. At the same time, I’m terrified. What if Emily doesn’t like the real me? What if it ruins our in-game friendship, what if she breaks my heart and rejects me...

I look into her eyes, and I see a perfect mirror of my own anxieties. Emily is terrified of the same thing – that’s why she’s doing this. She doesn’t want me to back down.

And in that, I find the confidence I needed.

“Deal,” I say, pulling all the way back so that only the head of my cock remains in Napaea’s folds. Her juices dribble in twin rivers down my shaft – god damn she is So! Turned! On! – and I feel her stiffen with excitement at this news.

Emily nods, then leans forward and puts her lips to Napaea’s ear. She whispers something I don’t hear, some long incantation with archly pronounced vowels and probably a lot of apostrophes in weird places. At the last word, Napaea gives a little cry of pleasure and the aura around her flashes a brilliant, pure white.

“Thank you, Sir,” my new prize whispers to me. “Thank you for claiming me...Master!”

“She’s unclaimed,” Emily explains, gripping her by the shoulders. “I’ve just released her from my service.”

“I see.” I confess I have no idea what to do next. “How do I, um, claim her exactly?”

Both girls grin. “You come inside her, Captain,” Emily purrs.

That I can do. With a hard thrust, I bury myself inside of her, spreading her thighs apart with my hands. She splits like a gymnast, bringing her ankles up to my shoulders as she spreads herself wide for me. My cock enters her at angles I didn’t even know existed, hitting ridges that send my already insane level of pleasure skyward.

In moments I’m panting and grunting, bouncing her up and down on my lap like Daddy’s bad little girl. She knows it, too – I feel her come all over me, a torrent of juice coating my cock, and can tell she’s got another one right behind it. Napaea is multi-orgasmic thanks to her faerie DNA, and every climax makes her inner walls wetter and tighter, just for me.

I lose myself inside of her, the rest of the world fading away as I pummel her with hard, driving strokes. Her urge to breed has been sated for the moment, and she isn’t saying a word – every inch of her is focused on maximizing my pleasure. This is about binding her to me, making her part of my harem, and she wants nothing more than to make me come harder than I ever have in my life.

“I’m right there,” I announce, burying my face between her tits as I reach the edge. “Fuck, Napaea, I’m gonna fucking come...!”

If my first climax inside of her was an eruption, this one is a goddamn extinction-level event. This is the meteor that killed the dinosaurs of orgasms. I grip her back and scream with primal, caveman bliss into her sweaty tits, shooting over and over again like a fucking rifle as I empty myself into her furnace. I pump her full and then some, moaning deliriously as she wraps her arms around me and whimpers softly. Her cunt grips me tight then slows down, milking me in that special way only she can, and by the time I come back to myself she’s holding me like nothing in the world matters except my happiness.

A quick glance over at Emily confirms it: she’s never seen Napaea act like this before. I really am a better fit for her.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispers, giggling as she nuzzles my neck. “Thank you for claiming me as your own. This is the happiest day of my life...”

As I ride out the last throes of pleasure, I notice that I’ve got a new status effect floating near me. It’s Afterglow V. Holy shit, I’ve skipped four whole levels of the effect.

I check the stat boosts and nearly fall off the bed. Oh yeah. I’m gonna be a force to be reckoned with every time I fuck this girl.

Then I notice the timer. Ninety minutes? Instead of the twelve hours I get after fucking Molly, Napaea gives me a brief hour-and-a-half of increased speed, stamina and power. That just means I’ll have to take advantage of my new abilities more often.

“I’ll leave you two alone for a bit,” Emily says with that small smile. “We’ll be at Grimscribe’s in forty-five minutes, so no need to worry about your new ability wearing off. And yes, I have it too – you have no idea how many times that girl got me off with her mouth before you started fucking her.” She sighs wistfully, as if already regretting the loss. “Of course, if you want to be absolutely sure of not running out...”

She lets this thought follow her out, and I pick it up immediately. If I want to be sure of not running out, I need to fuck Napaea again. And from the look on her face, she’d be more than happy to do it. One more time, five more times, a hundred more times – whatever I need. She’s my Goddess slave, my harem faerie, and I can already tell her and Molly are going to get along like a house on fire.

And when I have Cirie back, I think, pulling Napaea’s nipple into my mouth and sucking it greedily, I can have a fucking foursome. Four girls whose bodies I love, serving me all at once...what could be better than that?

Of course, first I’d have to save Cirie from becoming part of a rival harem. And that wasn’t going to be nearly as easy a task as I thought... 
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Five
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“Remember,” Emily says, glancing over the bow, “stay the hell in the boat until I signal you. If you jump too quick, you’ll ruin the whole damn thing. Got it?”

I nod to show I understand. Emily’s vessel, the Charpentier, is close enough to the island that we can see the fires the inhabitants have lit near the dock. This tiny, hidden cove is the lair of Grimscribe, a rival player who has a major crush on Emily. I have no real quarrel with him over that, but I do have a problem with the fact that he’s also in possession of one of my harem girls – a loud-mouthed cutthroat with daddy issues named Cirie. I have to get her back – I’ve learned that once I bind a girl to my harem, I can’t stand to let any other man take what’s mine. I can feel her absence in my gut like a wave of acid, gnawing away at me. I need to be buried inside of her again: taking her, owning her, claiming her.

Our approach is a tense, exciting moment, and I can see that shining in Emily’s eyes. But right now I’m trying to deal with tension of another sort, involving the two women standing behind me.

To say that my first mate Molly is intimidated by my newest harem girl is an understatement. I’m a little bit shocked, to tell you the truth. Molly is the first girl I bedded in Kyria, the leader of my crew and my harem – and she’s helped me fuck girls plenty of times without a hint of jealousy. But those girls were all human, and Napaea is anything but. She’s fae-born, a being created by the union of a human and a faerie, and I’m getting the impression that makes Molly feel more than a little bit threatened in her position as prime girl. After all, not every member of my harem is a flawless goddess whose cunt constantly drips with warm honey; most girls we meet aren’t clad in nothing but a pair of gauzy wings that leave nothing to the imagination. And most girls Molly helps me screw aren’t obsessed with human-faerie couplings, don’t desperately squeeze my balls like my semen is liquid gold while we fuck, don’t get me off by telling me how hot and amazing it would be for me to fill their fertile cunt to the brim with my seed and fuck them full of my halfling heirs...

Okay, it’s a lot to process. I can’t fault her for that. But the atmosphere between the two girls is icy as a glacier and filled with more tension than a guitar string mid-solo. Something is going to snap if I don’t take action, and the last thing I need is to have my two lieutenants sniping at each other as we go to war.

I turn to Molly and slip my arm around her waist, pulling her to me. She’s surprised, I can tell, but also glad – she melts against me, flashing that pouty little smile as she looks up into my eyes.

“Where’s your head at, babe?” I ask.

For a second, she acts like she doesn’t know what I’m talking about...then her gaze slides over to Napaea and her face fills with guilt.

“Oh.” She sounds like the wind’s just gone out of her sails. “I’m pretty obvious, huh?”

“Oh yeah,” I say, giving her ass a little squeeze to let her know I’m not upset. “Do the two of you need to work something out?”

She eyes Napaea nervously, biting her lip. “No,” she finally says with a shake of the head. “I knew when we started this that you would have lots of girls – you’re a Captain. It’s your destiny, your birthright. But I didn’t think those girls would be so...so...”

“Why Molly,” I whisper, a hint of mockery in my voice. “Jealously does not suit you, my dear.”

She blushes even deeper at this. “She’s not even wearing any clothes,” Molly whispers. “She’s just...letting it all hang out. Putting herself constantly on display for you...”

“I know,” I say in a firm voice, my grip on her ass tightening. “That’s what I want. I want her to be wet and ready for me at all times, so that whenever I want I can bend her over and fill her with my cock. She belongs to me, Molly – that’s what she’s here for. And she loves it.”

I can feel Molly’s heart beating a little bit quicker at my words. Hearing me describe my ownership of Napaea in such stark terms can’t help but make her a little bit excited. Her primary trait is Submissive, so anything that involves me taking control gets her all hot and bothered a bit.

But I can tell I’m not going to win that easily.

“She is wonderful,” Molly says in a deceptively agreeable tone. “I’m sure that once we get Cirie back, she’ll love her, too. And since her bonus is so much stronger than mine and you need to fuck her all the time to keep it going, you won’t even need another woman keeping your ship or your harem in order...”

I start to laugh, then stop myself at the look on her face. The last thing I want is to offend her.

“Is that what you’re worried about? Seriously?” I’m open and honest enough that Molly’s wariness starts to melt, just a little. “That she’ll replace you as first mate?”

She chews on her lip, glancing at Napaea like she can’t decide if she wants to slap her or fuck her. “I’m not the kind of woman who’s so blind she can’t see when someone superior has entered the picture,” she finally blurts out.

I can’t believe this. “I thought you were mad I claimed her without telling you,” I say with relief. “Or that I was using her as a replacement for Cirie. I never honestly thought you’d see her as some kind of threat!”

“Really?” Molly arches one perfect eyebrow. “She’s certainly threatening.”

I shake my head, grinning. This is too good. Then I turn to our newest recruit. “Napaea?”

Napaea turns from admiring the sunset to look at me. Even the motion of her slender neck speaks of a fluid, inhuman grace. Her eyes catch the light and shine a rich chestnut brown, sparkling as her whole face lights up at being addressed by me. “Yes, Master?”

“My first mate here is very interested in you,” I say, putting an arm around Molly’s shoulder to keep her from running off. “She’s well-aware that you’re a fae-born, but could you explain to her your secondary trait?”

Napaea’s whole demeanor changes. She looks like I’ve just asked her to deliver a sermon – one she’s got at the ready any time. I tighten my grip on Molly’s shoulder a bit – she looks like she’d rather be any where but here – and watch Napaea go to town.

“My role,” she purrs, her hand resting on her flat little stomach, “is to bear Master’s heirs.”

Molly freezes next to me. I can feel her shock.

“Faerie-human relations are the best,” Napaea groans, sounding for a moment like a total valley girl as her head rocks back on her shoulders. “A big human cock pumping away inside of a tight faerie twat, filling it with come – fuuuuuck. That’s what life is all about!”

I can’t look at Molly. I know if I do, the look on her face will send me into convulsions of laughter.

“I...I didn’t know that,” my first mate whispers.

“I can’t wait to be all swollen with Master’s babies,” Napaea whimpers. Her wings clench and unclench around her curves like she’s imagining my cock erupting inside of her, spraying down her magical ovaries. “I’m going to have triplets for Master. I’m going to be so pregnant that the nursery on our ship is going to be bigger than the harem – but, of course, Master can fuck any other girl he wants at any time as well. I love watching him pump his seed into hot, fertile cunts...”

“Thanks, babe,” I say, my hands exploring Molly’s backside. Her words have gotten me hard in my pants, and the bulge is starting to get distracting. I need to get my head in the game.

“You’re welcome, Master.” Napaea turns and goes back to grinning at the sunset like nothing happened.

Before Molly can say anything, I grip her by the hips and plant a kiss on her parted lips. She melts against me, grateful for a pure, animal sensation that pushes her thoughts away. She looks dizzy when I finally break the kiss, breathless and aching for more.

“You understand now?” I can’t keep the smirk off my face. “Napaea couldn’t administrate a two-seat canoe. The only thing she’s interested in is being my dirty little baby-factory – which is something I still don’t really grasp the mechanics of...”

Molly shakes her head. Then she starts to laugh.

“I...I am so sorry, Master,” she says, holding herself tight against me. “I got jealous.”

“I didn’t figure you for the jealous type,” I tell her, giving that ass another squeeze. I’m really going to town on her, and every clutch of my fingers makes Molly warmer and needier.

“I’m...I’m not supposed to be,” she admits. “I just...I admire you so much, Captain. You lead our crew with honor and intelligence that would shame most other pirates. You’ve saved my life more times than I can count – and you’re risking your own life to save Cirie’s. You have any idea how rare that is? Most guys would just go to the nearest brothel and recruit a couple level-one whores to forget about it, but you...”

She trails off, her eyes shining with love and devotion as she watches me. A tear forms in the corner of one lid, dribbling down her cheek.

“You’re amazing,” she finally whispers.

I can’t take any more. I need to clear my head before we hit ground. As Emily makes her way over the side of the boat, I catch her eye.

“Hey – you’re gonna be a few minutes, right?” I ask.

She groans and rolls her eyes. “Just make sure you’re ready. If you’re busy getting your dick wet when I hit the signal, I’m going to be pissed...”

Molly giggles as Emily’s head disappears from view. “I think she likes you, Captain,” she whispers.

My hands encircle Molly’s slender waist...and then my fingers go under the band of her dress. I hear her sharp gasp as I slide down her smooth skin to the warm, waiting wetness between her thighs.

“Fuck,” she growls, leaning up and covering my mouth with hers. “Oh damn, Captain, that feels so good...”

“Master,” I grunt, sliding two fingers along her folds. “You call me Master...”

“Yes,” she whimpers, spreading her legs a bit to give me better access. She’s wearing nothing beneath her dress, so it’s the easiest thing in the world to part her folds and slide two fingers into her sopping wet cunt. She’s ready for me instantly, grinding her ass against the growing bulge in my pants like a bitch in heat.

I find her clit and attack it with hard, tight little swirls, making her buck and thrash against me. She’s wound tighter than a bowstring and ready to blow, her curves fitting against me perfectly.

“Make yourself ready for me,” I command her, my breath hot against her ear. “Come all over your Captain’s fingers, Molly. I want to feel your cunt clench down on them as you lose control...”

My words and my fingers combine to push Molly right to the brink. With a strangled cry, she sails right over the edge and comes apart, groaning and shuddering as she comes all over my hand. The muscles of her cunt grip me tight as a glove as she rides out her orgasm, her face going nearly as red as her brilliant hair as she screams through closed lips. My fingers slow down as she comes off her peak, teasing her sensitive folds with aftershocks as I savor her bliss. It takes me a moment to notice she’s standing on her tiptoes, her feet literally curling from the strength of the pleasure I’ve sent through her body.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpers, pressing her ass against my cock. “Thank you so much. I love you, Captain, I love you so fucking much...”

Now that I’ve gotten Molly off, I’m fucking consumed with need. My hand leaves her thighs, comes up to grip her neck as I slide two fingers into her mouth. “Taste yourself,” I grunt, wanting to see it. “Tell me how your wet, slutty pussy tastes...”

She laps at my fingers greedily, sucking them like a fat cock. “So good, Master,” she groans, only the whites of her eyes showing. “Tastes just like a good little slut’s pussy ought to be for her Captain...”

I want that cunt, but watching Molly seal her lips around my fingers makes me want to see her work my cock even more. Plus if I splay her out on the deck, I won’t be able to keep watch for Emily’s signal.

“I need to feel your mouth on me,” I growl, my fingers working at the buttons of Molly’s corset. “You think you do that for me, slut? Drop to your knees and suck your Captain off right in front of everyone?”

This is a bit of an exaggeration – most of the crew has left with Emily to go visit Grimscribe – but there’s definitely enough people still milling about above-decks to put a public spin on the idea of blowing me. Molly looks utterly thrilled at the idea.

“Of course, Master,” she groans, turning around and gripping my belt buckle. “You know I’ll give you a blowjob any time you want. My mouth belongs to you. I love having your big, throbbing cock deep in my throat where it belongs...”

I love that she’s talking dirty now, because in a moment she won’t be able to. As soon as my belt is free, I put both hands on Molly’s shoulders and gently press her down onto her knees. This lets me see Napaea looking off to the horizon, and for a second I’m tempted to have her join in. Then I decide against it. Just because Molly no longer feels her job is threatened by my new faerie servant, that doesn’t mean she’s ready to watch her pleasure me in ways she physically can’t.

Besides, it doesn’t matter. As soon as Molly is on her knees, giggling as she places my dripping cock across her face, I can’t think of anything else.

“You’re so hard, Master,” she whispers, staring up at me. As I watch, she takes me by the base and gives my cock one hard, fast stroke. It makes me shiver, which makes her bite her lip and giggle.

“Good girl,” I whisper, knowing that these two words are like a bolt of lightning right to her clit. “Now put it in your mouth.”

She opens wide, but manages to resist for a few more seconds. She teases me, running the head of my cock along her lips to leave sticky webs of precum dribbling down her chin. Suddenly I can’t take it any more and tangle my fingers in her hair, taking her mouth instead of letting her give it to me. As it turns out, this is exactly what a submissive like Molly needs. Her eyes brim with tears, but not from my cock. She has no gag reflex – those are tears of joy. Of love.

What Molly does to my cock right there on the deck goes beyond mere words. She blends innocence and whorishness in equal amounts; half of me becomes convinced this is her first shy time handling her lover’s cock, while the other half thinks she’s a back-alley whore performing her hundredth blowjob of the night. She does things with her lips and tongue that rival Napaea’s pussy power, and soon I’m adding the pleasure of fucking her face to the mix. There’s a back-and-forth to it that drives me wild. I let Molly tease and please me for a few moments, then grab her head and savagely fuck her throat – only for her to go back to worshipping my cock right after. It makes the rest of the world dim to nothing as my balls tingle, as my shaft swells up even bigger in her tight throat and I get ready to pump her mouth full of my load...

Molly can feel me getting ready to erupt, and it just makes her wetter. She’s a blur between my legs, taking me all the way down her throat with mechanical precision as she plays with her swollen clit between her thighs. The whole spectacle puts me right on the edge, and then I can tell I’ve gone past the point of no-return as I grip her hair and pump deep inside of her, groaning and thrusting with primal need.

I cum, and I cum, and I fucking cum. Fireworks explode behind my eyes as pleasure courses through my body, driving me mad with its sweetness. Molly sucks at me greedily as I start to shoot, cradling my load like its liquid gold as I shoot burst after burst of it into her warm, waiting mouth. She makes eye contact with me as I come down from my peak, getting off on watching what she’s done to me. Good girl, I think through a haze of bliss, patting her on the head and stroking her hair. Good girl. What a good little cocksucker...

Then I see something reflected in her eyes, and I panic.

Those fireworks weren’t completely behind my eyes – one of them is on the horizon. A bright ember arcs into the air as Molly slurps and sucks me clean, flashing with red and orange brilliance as it traces a parabola through the sky.

The bright flash ebbs away a moment later, but I know exactly what it was. It’s the flare Emily loaded into one of her pistols before she set foot on Grimscribe’s island: the signal for me and the rest of the crew to attack!

“Shit,” I grunt, pulling myself free of Molly’s mouth. She looks frustrated at being denied her prize – Molly loves playing with my load a bit to show off how much she likes it – but a quick glance over her shoulder and she’s cursing, too.

“Let’s go!” I yell. All over the deck, people who’d moments before been snickering and trading lewd jokes as I used my harem girl’s mouth are drawing weapons, chanting, getting ready to attack.

“My magic’s ready, Captain,” Molly says. There’s a bit of my load left on her chin, and she wipes it away and sucks it off her fingers, looking wistful. “Of course, it’s nothing compared to what you just did to me...”

“We’ll have to celebrate later,” I say with a grin. “Once there’s time. Once we have Cirie back.”

She nods, then casts a sideways glance at Napaea. “What about her?”

Oh. I hadn’t thought about that. “I don’t think she can fight,” I admit, glancing at the fey-born.

“I don’t think much of the world exists to her beyond you,” Molly admits with a worried glance. “She just...stands there. Waiting for you to fuck her.”

She’s definitely different, but that’s something I’ll have to figure out later. Right now, I have to go make some mayhem.

“She stays here,” I decide, running for the rigging. “Now come on! Let’s go get our girl back!”
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ENTERING GRIMSCRIBE’S fort is like stepping into the mouth of Hell.

The first thing I see is a body, its face contorted in agony and parts of its flesh hacked away, mutilated. For a second I’m stunned, wondering who the hell did this and which side they were on – then I realize this guy has been hanging here for a while. He’s nailed to the front door of Grimscribe’s keep.

“This isn’t a casualty,” I say, pointing to the person. I feel acid rising in my stomach. “It’s a fucking decoration.”

Molly stops beside me and puts a hand over her mouth, shocked into silence.

“Spirits,” she finally whispers, drawing a sign of magical protection in the air. “What sort of monster has Emily led us to?”

I’m still trying to process it. I should be rushing inside, helping Emily, but this has profoundly disturbed me.

“I know Kyria is hardcore,” I say. “Any game that lets its players go on power trips is going to attract some...extreme personalities. Still, I can’t believe someone could just do this, game or no...”

I’m used to enemies exploding in a burst of pixels when I beat them. Blood and gore aren’t what I crave, just dominance and submissive hotties. So I’m still staring a moment later when the sound of a high, frightened cry breaks the night.

“Shit, that sounds like Emily!” The thought pushes away what I’m thinking about Grimscribe’s morbid decorations. I grab Molly’s hand and race inside, with the rest of Emily’s back-up crew a few steps behind. We’re at the head of a column of about a dozen hirelings, but I have no illusions about our strength – NPCs like this will be next to useless in a fight. It’s going to come down to my guns and Molly’s magic if Emily hasn’t subdued Grimscribe, and from the sound of that scream, things are going horribly wrong...

My guess is proved correct a few moments later as we plunge right into the aftermath of a pitched battle. The scene is more what I’m used to – bloodless bodies melting away into bags of loot, a triumphant looking Captain striding past Grimscribe’s lavish tables – this is the feasting hall, where the master of the island holds court. The walls are cold stone, but the layout is almost exactly the same as Cirie’s redoubt; most likely the owner just purchased an upgrade from wooden walls to stone at some point.

The Captain turns as we enter, grinning. He’s thin and wiry, with a patchy beard and long, dark hair. I know instantly that this has to be the guy.

“Derek!” I scream, pulling my guns out of their holsters. “Where’s Emily? What have you done with Cirie?”

Behind me, I hear Molly muttering the words of some protective incantation. Henchmen stream in behind us, drawing their weapons. In contrast, Grimscribe is standing in an empty hall. He’s got no chance – but from the way he watches us, he’s looking forward to this.

What did he do with everyone? My mind goes back to that man tacked up on the wall, and my stomach does a flip.

“Derek?” He puts his hands on his hips and spits. “The name is Grimscribe, fucker. I can’t believe Emily told you my real fucking name...”

I don’t have time to listen to this dude whine. I lift the bigger of my two guns up and fire a charged shot into the ceiling. It thuds into the boards, sending splinters everywhere.

“Where are they?” I scream.

“Oh, don’t worry about them.” A cold smile spreads across Grimscribe’s face, one that doesn’t even come close to reaching his eyes, and instantly I understand why this guy ended up spearing dudes on the walls of his lair. Power affects all of us in different ways: for some people, it lets out their inner demons. I’m sure he was a perfectly nice person in the real world, but Derek was a monster in Kyria.

Grimscribe spreads his arms, and for the first time I notice the jewelry he’s sporting. It’s a silver skull on a heavy chain, and its eyes are glowing blood-red. I don’t like that fucking pendant one bit.

“This is only a plus-one,” he says, clucking his tongue and shaking his head. “I’m afraid you’ve brought far too many guests...”

I open my mouth to throw out a witty retort, but before I can say anything the world explodes.

Lightning arcs from the skull on Grimscribe’s chest, filling the hall with the scent of ozone. Every hair on the back of my neck stands straight up, and then I’m horizontal, sailing backwards into a wall. I feel the hit in every bone in my body.

Something shimmers in my vision as I sink to the floor – Molly casting a spell. A wall of magic solidifies in the air between me and Grimscribe, stopping the bolts of pure energy as they crackle across the room. For a second, I feel relieved – then cracks start to form in the wall.

Gulp. But somehow, the wall holds.

I stagger to my feet, severely disoriented. As the air clears, I realize I’m very lucky – the rest of the room is writhing in pain. Emily’s henchmen turn to dust, leaving behind bags of silver and whatever loot they were carrying. I can’t believe what I’m seeing – in one strike, Grimscribe cleared the entire hall. Only me and Molly are left, and she’s-

I see Molly on the floor and my heart skips a beat. She looks damaged, and the sight of my first mate in pain turns my vision as blood red as that skull.

Huh. The eyes of the skull aren’t red anymore. Good to know.

I rush to Molly, helping her to her feet. She looks even more disoriented than I do. “Magic,” she rasps, clinging to my shoulder to keep from falling back over. “A Captain who can do magic...”

I’m pretty sure that’s not the case. Whatever that pendant Grimscribe is wearing, that did the magic – and its used up. Unless it charges back to full strength; and before it does, I’m going to beat the shit out of him.

“As soon as you feel like you can, cast some spells,” I whisper, helping to steady her. “I’m going to need all the help I can get!”

She grimaces through the pain and nods. “Give ‘em hell, Captain,” she says with a little laugh. “I’m right behind you...”

I don’t know how much help Molly is going to be, but I don’t have time to think about it. I just want to get her behind me so that I’m between her and whatever tricks this guy is going to pull next. Fortunately my guns are fully charged and ready to go – and I’ve never felt more comfortable using them. I’m ready to kick ass.

But Grimscribe, apparently, is not.

“You think I’m going to waste my time with you?” He chuckles and reaches beneath the head of the table, thumbing something right at the boss’ plate. “You don’t get to touch me unless you can deal with my friends!”

A door set into the side of the chamber grinds open, and something rushes in. Okay, I think, brandishing my weapons. I can handle this. I understand boss fights – the big guy always summons some adds...

But what enters the room isn’t some garden variety henchman.

It...there’s no good way to describe it. It flows into the room, coiling like smoke as it moves across the floor at molasses-speed. I stare dumbfounded as it makes its way towards me, because how the hell do you even hit a thing like that? It’s insubstantial. It’s like I’m being attacked by a ghost.

Well, I think, gripping my pistols a little tighter, maybe if I can’t hurt it, it can’t hurt me...

Then a shape starts to form in the center of the swirling vortex. I recognize it instantly, because I just saw it a second ago: it’s the skull on Grimscribe’s pendant. Except this one is life-size, grinning at me, and glowing with bizarre, arcane power that sets my teeth on edge. As it warps into existence it brings a body along with it – a bony one shrouded in rags that...

Oh wow. That look like at one time, they left very little to the imagination. This thing in front of me is – or was, at least – a girl.

The thing that used to be a girl reaches into those robes and produces a blood-red lantern, holding it in front of her like a mourner performing a march for the dead. At the sight of it, I hear Molly groan behind me in recognition.

“Spirits,” she whimpers, still fighting through the pain. “Watch out, Master. That thing’s an Obake – it’s touch is death...”

An Obake? I have no idea what that is, but it sounds Japanese from the way Molly pronounced it – and as I stare, I realize the figure’s robes do have something of a kimono-like appearance to them.

I have just enough time to wonder if Grimscribe is crazy enough to have this creature as a member of his harem before she strikes.

It moves like nothing I’ve ever seen before. The tendrils of smoke around it close like the petals of a flower, then it just falls at me like someone switched gravity around and tossed it off a cliff. The lantern flashes, glowing with evil intent, and instead of the great hero routine I practiced I find myself throwing my hands up and yelping, like that’s going to stop anything.

Claws extend from the Obake’s fingers, seeking my throat. And then, just as I start getting comfortable with the idea of being torn apart, my Afterglow activates.

For me, a guy who’s only experienced first-level erotic bonuses, having Napaea’s fifth-level Afterglow trigger is like turning into Neo. Time slows to a crawl, the Obake’s claws lazily heading through the air towards my throat. With my new senses, I can see what she’s trying to do: the claws are a distraction from the lantern, which is coming at my side in a wide arc from where I’m not supposed to be able to see. I grin. This is going to be fun.

Before the time-slowing effect can wear off, I raise my pistols and let the Obake have it with both barrels, right in her stupid skull face.

The bullets fire straight and true...and go right through her.

Damn! I’m forced to dodge. I get out of the way of the lantern just in time, rolling in the opposite direction. As soon as I’m directly out of danger, the time-slowing effect dulls, returning the world to almost its full speed. I know instinctively that it will activate whenever I’m in melee range of the Obake, helping me evade its strikes.

The monster howls with anger at being denied its prize. Grimscribe doesn’t look too happy, either. But I can’t get over the fact that I haven’t done any actual damage to this thing.

“Molly!” I try to keep the rising panic out of my voice. “You wouldn’t happen to know how to kill this thing, would you?”

“I have to make it corporeal,” she says, tracing symbols in the air.

“English, please?”

“I have to make it solid so you can fucking hit it!”

Okay – that make sense. “How long will that take?”

I glance over my shoulder and see her shaking her head. “I’m not sure. Just...just hold it back!”

That I can do. Maybe. My guns are useless for the moment, so as soon as they’re finished charging I slide them back into my holsters. Instead I go for my cutlass. The blade comes free with a clang, singing against the scabbard as I pull it out.

“Maybe this’ll do the trick,” I whisper, brandishing the blade.

If it will, the Obake certainly isn’t showing it. She wavers back and forth, doing something with her paper lantern that makes it glow even stronger and more ominously than before. I get the impression she’s powering up, and when her entire body explodes with purple flames, I’m rewarded with the knowledge that I was right.

“Here we go,” I say, planting my feet in a fighter’s stance.

I have no idea how long the Obake and I fight. I can’t feel time passing, and only the sound of my own blood pumping in my ears lets me know that its moving at all. If it weren’t for Afterglow, I’d be dead a half-dozen times over – speared by the Obake’s claws or touched by that fiendish lantern. I dodge, duck, weave, send dozens of strikes that would kill an ordinary person at the creature with my cutlass. Every stroke passes right through her like it isn’t there. Soon the thing is laughing at me as it strikes, like it knows that eventually I’ll get tired and make a mistake.

Then I get incredibly lucky. As it dives at me, one of my swings goes wild – and strikes the Obake’s lantern, dead-center. A shock travels up my arm, and all of a sudden I feel like the entire limb is asleep, all pins and needles – but the thing howls like I stabbed it right in the heart. The lantern tumbles end-over-end like a glowing ember, falling to the floor – and once it hits, the threads of fog around the creature wink out of existence.

“It’s solid! Hit it, Master!” Molly’s voice behind me is tinged with triumph.

Me and the monster dive for the lantern in the same moment, but I bat it away like a golf ball before the Obake can put her claws on it. It sends another shock through me, deadening my arm, but my other hand is already tugging my blunderbuss free – the bigger, slower-to-fire one. I know I’m only going to get one shot at this – if I miss, the Obake will get its lantern back and make sure I never expose its weakness again.

It might have made it to the corner where the lantern landed if it moved immediately. Instead, it takes a second to turn and hiss right in my face – and that ends up being its downfall. Before it can move, I bring the big pistol up and point it right between the Obake’s eyes.

“Right back at you, bitch,” I growl, pulling the trigger.

There’s a sound like an entire church choir being set ablaze mid-performance as the Obake shatters. Tendrils of thick black ooze pour from the crack I’ve put in its head, wrapping tightly around the monster’s gaunt frame. It screams and screams, fading out of existence way too slowly for my tastes. The lantern is the last thing to leave, sitting in the corner for several seconds after the Obake has vanished before winking out like a closing eye.

“I got it,” I think, looking around the room in a daze. “Damn, did the thing only have one hit point-”

I look over at Grimscribe, and he looks pissed. But before I can smile, I see something that makes my blood run cold.

The skull on his chest is lit up like a fucking Christmas tree.

And I’m standing all of five feet away from him.

Lightning arcs from his fingers, and the entire world catches fire.

There’s absolutely nothing I can do to dodge or mitigate the damage – he’s caught me flat out. And holy fucking shit it hurts! Like every VRMMO, Seas of Kyria has limits on how much pain can come through the neural transmitters (fortunately for me, there’s no limits on pleasure). So it doesn’t quite feel like I’m being baked alive as Grimscribe pours ten thousand volts through my body – but its close enough. Screams rip from my throat as I fall over, curling into a ball to try and protect myself. I can smell smoke rising from my clothing.

When the attack is over, the world is a blur. I raise my head gingerly, noting with a weird detachment that the edges of my vision have gone black and world seems washed out of color. That’s a bad sign: it means I’m incredibly low on hit points. From the way I feel, one more good hit would probably take me out of commission.

Grimscribe has beaten me, but he doesn’t even have the decency to look happy about it. Instead he snarls as he steps down from the dais, glowering over me.

“You asshole,” he spits, putting his hand on his hips. “Do you have any idea how many hours I had to grind to capture that fucking Obake?”

I’d say something clever, but everything hurts way too much at the moment. Instead what comes out of my mouth is a pathetic little wheeze.

“Well, whatever,” he grunts. Then he glances up at the ceiling. “Bring the prisoners!” he howls. “I want them to watch this.”

Hoo boy. That film over my vision isn’t getting any better. I’m actually starting to think that my hit points are trickling down, although I can’t even seem to lift my arm and check. Everything on my sword arm side is still tingling, like I fell asleep on it.

I hear the sound of footsteps coming down from the second floor, and two figures emerge. It takes a few seconds to see which one is the prisoner and which one is the guard – and then with a start I realize they’re both prisoners. Emily is coming down the stairs, looking utterly gutted, with Cirie right behind her brandishing twin daggers.

My Cirie. My harem girl.

That makes the fog clear a little bit. Somehow, despite everything, I manage to get back onto my feet.

“Chris?” Emily looks seriously shaken. Her face is the color of ashes, her mouth hanging open in shock. “Jesus fucking Christ, Derek, what did you do to him?”

“It was mostly the Obake,” he says with a smirk, “but I certainly enjoyed watching him squirm. I can’t believe you, Emily. I really can’t.”

He fixes in on Emily with an intensity that lets me know he’s had this conversation before. In the back of my head, I remember Em telling me all about what a creeper Grimscribe is – in-game and out of it.

“Let me go!” Emily screeches, juking to the side. Her body goes insubstantial for a moment, one half of her body dissolving into glowing blue diamonds. Then Cirie grabs hold of her shoulder and squeezes, and she snaps back into solidity.

“You trying to log out on me, you bitch?” Grimscribe is seething. I don’t like where this is going. “I don’t get it. I’ve given you everything. You wouldn’t have half your fucking harem if it wasn’t for me – you damn sure wouldn’t have that cute little faerie girl eating your cunt...”

Napaea. He gave Emily that prize. Fuck this dude is deluded.

“Derek.” Emily’s voice is suddenly very small, and I can tell she’s frightened and trying hard to hide it. She can’t log out now – not with Grimscribe and Cirie keeping this an open combat area – and both her and I know the kinds of things this asshole does to his harem. What could he do to Emily, now that he knows she’s betrayed him? Now that she can’t run?

She needs my help.

“You are such a...” Grimscribe shakes his head, as if trying to keep the words in. “...a fucking cunt! Walking around like you’re god’s fucking gift to Kyria, leading me on like a filthy little cocktease...”

“Hey, dude,” I say.

That stops him. He turns to me, and when he does, I’ve got my cutlass up. Somehow I’m keeping it steady.

“This game is about fucking NPCs,” I say. “You should leave the other players alone unless they want your weird ass. And that faerie girl belongs to me now, by the way.” I turn to Emily, and impossibly I manage to smirk. “Your girl gave it to me because I fucked her so good.”

Grimscribe’s face becomes a mask of rage. He glances at Emily’s face, and that’s all it takes. He knows I’m telling the truth.

“Are you...fucking kidding me?” He growls.

I only have seconds before he unleashes his rage and turns me into a pile of cinders. I have to do this right.

“Nope.” I start to laugh, even as the darkness at the corner of my vision continues to grow. “You missed your chance. The better man won.”

Suddenly Grimscribe goes completely silent. When he speaks, his voice is totally without emotion. 

“I’m going to kill you,” he says. “Then I’m going to spawn camp your body every time you come back to life, just so I can keep on killing you. And I’m going to make it hurt-”

I’ve heard enough of this. “I challenge you to a duel,” I snicker.

His face lights up. “Seriously? You have fewer hit points left than I have fingers. And my skull is nearly charged. You think you can beat me?”

“Do you accept, or not?”

He tosses his head back and laughs. “Of course I do!”

The red circle starts to form in the center of the hall. At least I think it’s red – I’m not seeing colors so well anymore. Grimscribe steps inside of it gingerly, like he’s seeing it for the first time, and I realize that he’s not used to doing this. Most players aren’t like Emily, dueling for fun – it’s exclusively a life-or-death thing. Like what’s happening with me.

As I watch, the eyes in Grimscribe’s skull pendant light up blood-red. Great. He’s got lightning at the ready, which means he can waste me at any moment.

His hands shoot up, but my cutlass is still waving in the air between us. “What, you can’t beat a guy fairly?” I taunt.

So he puts his hands down and pulls out his own sword. Unlike mine, it looks more like it came out of Lord of the Rings instead of Pirates of the Caribbean. It’s so big he holds it in two hands, like some kind of wannabe viking berserker.

He holds it up and flashes a cruel smile. “Well then, come on if you’re going to come...”

He’s inviting me to attack, knowing I can barely move. But I give it the old college try anyway. Moving my feet into a fighter’s stance, I stagger forward. My thrust is so weak that Grimscribe bats it aside, laughing.

“You’re really trying to fight,” he says. He sounds amazed. “I guess I should thank that cheating bitch Emily for one thing. She taught you the rules.”

He lifts the sword, ready to put a quick end to it. But then someone outside the ring yells.

“That’s right,” Emily yells, “and he taught me how to break them.”

In the next instant, something sails over my head. Grimscribe looks upward with an expression of complete disbelieve, and then Emily is on top of him. She knocks the sword away before he can get his guard up, and the two of them roll onto the stone floor. He squirms, but Emily is stronger, and comes up on top.

Above my head, the in-game announcer calmly explains that I’ve lost, that my opponent has won, and that Emily’s record and mine will both reflect the loss as being caused by dishonorable conduct. Officially, Derek has beaten me. He’s won.

But none of that matters, because Emily is on top of him. And she’s beating the shit out of him.

She smacks him in the face over and over again, bashing his head into the stones. I know it can’t possibly hurt as badly as it looks, thanks to Kyria’s pain filter, but still – it tickles my insides a bit.

“You..can’t...cheat on someone,” she grunts, gripping his hair with both hands for leverage, “if you never fucking went out with them to begin with!” She’s a fucking savage, Emily is, and not for the first time I’m glad I’m on her side.

A tingle runs up my spine, and suddenly the world is in color. My savior is Molly, who’s managed to climb halfway onto one of Grimscribe’s feasting tables and cast a healing spell. The darkness around my vision recedes, but I still feel bone-tired.

And without even taking note of the chaos around me, I start to move.

I walk past Emily as she continues knocking Grimscribe into unconsciousness. The fogginess in Cirie’s eyes fades as I make my way to the stairs leading up, and I hear her plaintive “Daddy?” as I reach the first stair.

I’m not stopping. Nothing is going to stop me.

I find her at the end of a long hallway, past the room where Emily and Cirie were held. The door opens at my touch as if conceding that I’m now the master of this place. The deal I made with Emily flashes through the back of my mind, but I know no one is going to stop me now.

“Hello?” The voice on the other side of the door is giggly and girlish – it makes me think of pink taffeta and lacy undergarments. “Who’s there...?”

I pull back the door, and Princess Parvati is sitting on the bed. She’s still wearing the same outfit she had on when Grimscribe stole her from that island: a flowing, tight elvish gown that fits her like a slutty, skintight wedding dress. Other than a trace of magical ancestry in her bone structure and those long, pointed ears, she doesn’t look very elfin: she looks more like a fucking supermodel. Her tits strain against the thin fabric, her ass and legs cradled by the dress like what she’s wearing has been painted on.

I want her. I want her more than I want anything, ever in my life.

“You’re not my Master,” she purrs, her voice shooting up an octave. Fuck, she’s such a bimbo – I know without having to scan her that that’ll be her primary trait. If Molly is my confidant and Napaea is my breeder, this girl is a trophy: something absurdly beautiful to show off to other Captains. Something to make me feel like a real man, like the man, like the King of this game.

“I am your Master,” I say, climbing onto the bed. She spread her legs like she’s been waiting for this her whole life – for me to come and save her. To claim her. 

“You saved me,” she groans, locking her ankles behind my hips as I pull her to me. “My hero. My prince...”

“Oh, I am not a hero,” I growl, low in my throat. “There’s nothing noble about what I’m about to do to you, Princess.”

She’s shivering against me, like she’s terrified of how I’m about to ravage her but secretly so, so excited. Her cunt is warm as an oven against my bulge, and her eyes go big as saucers as she gets a good feel of what I’m packing for the first time.

“Is...is all that for me?” Her face is full of disbelief. “My prince, I don’t...I don’t know if that will fit inside me...”

“I’m going to make it fit,” I tell her, the words trickling into the most primal portion of my brain. “You’re mine now, Parvati. My Princess, my prize...my whore.”

She inhales hard at my words. Her heart pounds in her chest like a hummingbird’s. She bites her lip, practically shaking with need.

“I...I’ve never...I’m so innocent...”

I catch the meaning instantly. But I’m shocked. “Grimscribe never...he didn’t?”

She shakes her head. “He said he was going to put on a show. He wanted to...to despoil me in front of this woman he fancies. To deflower me publicly, humiliate me...”

I can’t help but notice the way she quivers as she speaks.

“Does that frighten you, Princess,” I ask, pulling up her dress, “or turn you on?”

Her cheeks flush, and nothing could look better against that pale, regal flesh. “I’m so turned on,” she admits. “I’m...so wet for you, my Prince. All I’ve done since I got here is fantasize about how I would reward the man who comes and saves me...”

“Stop calling me that,” I grunt, putting a hand around her throat. “I’m not your Prince. I’m your Master.”

Her mouth drops open, only the whites of her eyes showing as mingled pain and pleasure fill her. My grip around her throat tightens, gently letting my Princess know exactly who’s boss.

“Say it,” I command.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpers. “You’re my Master. I serve you completely. I worship you. My body belongs to you...”

“Damn right it does,” I say, plunging into her.

In an instant, the tight, welcoming grip of Princess Parvati’s cunt washes away everything that’s wrong with me. I feel invigorated, better than I did on the way here, and as I bottom out inside of her it’s like my cock is grazing the walls of Heaven itself.

Parvati lasts about two seconds before my cock inside of her sends her right over the edge. My pretty little Princess has the first screaming orgasm of her life as I rip her virginity away, claiming her as the first and only man who’ll ever possess her.

“Fuck me, Master,” she pants, gripping me for dear life as I drive deep inside of her. I’m already enamored of her, my Princess, my perfect little elf girl. Her cunt is sweeter than honey as I hammer her g-spot again and again, driving her right to the brink again before she can calm back down. It’s so good to watch her shatter. I grin savagely as her face becomes a mask of gorgeous agony, as she clings to me and screams my name and comes even harder for me than before.

She’s so primed for me. Her orgasms have made her tighter and wetter, and she was already gripping me like a second skin to begin with. I can’t possibly hold back any longer – and to be honest, I don’t want to.

Parvati can feel it, too. “You’re swelling up so big inside me,” she groans, riding her way up to a third mind-melting orgasm. “Are you getting ready to come, Master? Shoot in me, please fucking spray in me. You’ve made me come so hard – you’ve made me so happy. I love you so much...”

A low, primal growl escapes my throat as I grab Parvati by the hips and pump away, going as hard as I possibly can. I use her cunt, disregarding everything about her own pleasure as I jerk myself off with her insides – but her face melts with pleasure as my primal, savage thrusts push her into a final, impossible orgasm. I push past the point of no-return as her walls clench around me, and the timing couldn’t be more perfect. The world goes white as I explode inside of her, her cunt pulling and sucking my load deep inside her perfect Princess pussy as I pump burst after burst of thick seed inside of her. Parvati screams loud enough for the entire fortress to hear as I wring her young body dry of every drop of pleasure I can use it for.

When I’m done, I collapse next to her on the bed. I float for a while, completely lost, my brain struggling to process the pain and pleasure of the last hour or so. Finally I manage to remember that we were in the middle of a fight and stagger back downstairs.

Grimscribe is gone, although there’s still a stain where he was lying. My crew must have either let him log out or tossed him in a cell – probably the former. I’m suddenly guilty: not only have I left Emily alone, I fucked the princess’ brains out – the princess she was entitled to.

As it turns out, everyone is outside, staring out at the horizon in a way that remains me uncomfortably of Napaea on the Charpentier. I notice Molly sitting on a log, clutching her side but looking better; Cirie is tending to her in a way that strikes me with its tenderness. Emily is the furthest away, standing near the gate, and I practice my best hangdog look for a bit as I make my way over to her.

She’s got her arms crossed, and she looks beyond pissed.

“So I guess you heard all that, huh?” I ask, rubbing the back of my head.

She doesn’t respond – other than putting a hand over her mouth.

“Look, I’m sorry,” I explain, pushing on heedlessly. “I didn’t mean to take what wasn’t mine. I wasn’t thinking – I was so out of it after that fight. You can have every other girl in Grimscribe’s camp, hell you can have Napaea back if you really want...”

I already know I won’t give the faerie girl back – what’s mine is mine, dammit – but Emily doesn’t even flinch. I look at her, and then I actually look at her. She doesn’t even notice me – she’s staring out at the surf, and she looks even more horrified than she did at Grimscribe’s victims.

“Emily?” I reach out and grab her shoulder. “What the hell-”

She starts like I’ve just pulled her out of a trance. “Oh fuck,” she whispers, nearly jumping out of her skin. “Thank God. Are you finally finished.”

My smile is pained. “Yeah. Look, I’m really sorry. I know you’re upset...”

A little laugh escapes from her throat. “Upset? Chris, I could give a fuck about the Princess right now –  look!”

I follow where her finger is pointing – and my stomach hits the floor.

Ships. So many fucking ships. I had no idea any one player could own so many. Fires are lit on deck, turning the horizon into a string of Christmas lights.

For a long moment, I’m stunned. “What the fuck...”

“They’re on the other side of the island, too,” Emily informs me. “I just checked. And we still can’t log out for some reason.” She sounds like she’s on the raw edge of panic.

“Grimscribe? His friends?”

Emily shakes her head. “Derek didn’t have this many friends. No one in Kyria does. Those are Lady Gabrielle’s ships.”

A vision of my humiliation at Gabrielle’s hands flashes through my mind, and suddenly I want to run and hide. Swallowing hard, I ask, “are you sure?”

“He...he called her here,” Emily says, like she doesn’t believe it. “The amount of time it took for her to get here – she must have been on her way before us. Do you understand? This was a trap, the whole time – Derek was giving us to her.”

And now there’s nowhere to run.

I look backwards. My girls are still tending to each other on what remains of the fortress. Molly, Cirie, Napaea, the slutty Princess I’ve got upstairs – even Emily. Lady Gabrielle is going to take it all away from me, just like she did on my first day in Kyria.

I feel a rage like nothing I’ve ever known. My hands ball into fists.

“No,” I growl. “Fuck that.”

Emily does a double-take. “Excuse me?”

“Get everyone together,” I tell her. “We’re not going to lay down and spread for the Queen Bitch. She wants a fight – she’s got it.”

We’re outnumbered. We’re outgunned. And we’re in the cross-hairs of the most powerful player in the game.

So why am I so goddamn excited?

“Okay,” Emily says with a nod. “Okay. I’ll get everyone. I hope like hell you’ve got some kind of plan.”

Me too. Otherwise I’m going to end up as Lady Gabrielle’s thrall, with all my treasure and girls in her possession. And that’s not how I imagined my game ending in Kyria.

I play to win.
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Chapter Six
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Thousands of flaming arrows sail across the night sky. 

The pinpricks of light aren’t close enough to hurt us; they’re just there to tell us of what we already know. They’re the opening salvo in Lady Gabrielle’s attack on our little island – a constant reminder that her armada is closing in like a noose, cutting off all possibility of escape.

They form a perfect backdrop to what’s happening in my bedding chamber.

I’m in a palatial bed, surrounded by naked female bodies. At first, I thought this room had had its roof torn off at some point in the past, ripped away by some attack or calamity. But one look up at the stars made me realize that Grimscribe liked it this way. His master bedroom, a lush chamber that now belongs to me, is open-air: allowing him to admire the sky as he was pleasured by his servants, and giving him a way to ensure everyone in the fortress heard him make his harem moan and scream.

I’ve got to say, I might have hated the guy’s guts, but he knew a thing or two about décor.

I glance away from the tableau above me and turn my attention back to my women. Molly and Cirie are making out, their bodies splayed out across the covers as they writhe with lust, utterly lost in each other. Any worries I might have had that Cirie wouldn’t be able to reorient herself to life in my harem after her capture had been washed away in Molly’s arms. My first mate’s hands were everywhere, nimbly disrobing the lithe blonde as she nibbled at her lip. Watching the two of them go brings me to full hardness in my boxers, the bulge rising against the covers.

“This is so hot,” Napaea murmurs. Her eyes are glassy with lust as she watches my OG-harem girls lez out for my entertainment. Her long, slender fingers are buried between her thighs, stoking the furnace of her cunt. Juices dribble from her slit, staining the covers so deeply that I can smell her feral scent from where I’m sitting.

Oh so slowly, her gaze turns to me. She sees my manhood and licks her lips, her fingers pumping between her thighs a little harder.

“Can I...can I taste it, Master?” She makes it sound like the most amazing thing in the world. “It would be so hot for me to pleasure you while you watch your whores...”

With a grin, I lean back against the lavish headboard and tug back the covers. “You may,” I tell her.

This is our “once more with feeling,” our one chance to get everyone’s erotic bonuses to max out before Lady Gabrielle’s forces reach us. Once she gets here, she won’t show mercy: I can reasonably expect everything I own to be taken away. Molly is probably off-limits, as she’s soul-bound to me, but my other girls could very well be worshipping at the Queen Bitch’s feet before the day is done.

That thought burns in my belly like a solid ball of rage – but then Napaea wraps her warm mouth around the head of my cock and it melts away. I can think of nothing else.

Nearer the foot of the bed, Molly has gotten Cirie down to nothing but a pair of black lace panties and is currently spreading her creamy thighs, looking at her like a meal she can’t wait to eat. I’ve been without Cirie for so long that the sight of her like this has a whole new novelty – her firm tits and big ass fill me with a desire to mount her and pump a thick load deep into her womb. The fact that she’d call me “Daddy” the entire time and beg me to fill her little girl pussy up with my cream only makes it hotter.

As I watch, Cirie cups Molly’s chin and stares into her eyes. “Eat my cunt,” she whimpers, grinding her dripping slit against Molly’s thigh. “Please, Mommy?”

Oh fuck. “That’s hot,” I growl, my hands tangling in Napaea’s hair as she blows me. It makes sense: if I’m Cirie’s ‘daddy’, then that would make the most senior girl on my crew ‘mommy’, too. And from the way Molly’s cheeks flush with pleasure at the word, I can tell she’s wanted to hear it for some time.

“You’re such a naughty little girl.” Molly slides two fingers deep into Cirie’s cunt and pumps them, hard. I can tell she’s hitting her g-spot from the way she bucks and thrashes, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure.

“Unh, Mommy! Oh fuck that feels so good...”

Molly grins and puts her free hand on the side of Cirie’s face, cradling it.

“You love being put on display like this for Daddy, don’t you?” Her voice is teasing, with something deep and almost maternal underneath. “I know you do. I can feel your tight little pussy clenching around my fingers. Are you going to come while Daddy watches?”

Cirie blushes deeply as she rides Molly’s fingers, half-crazed with lust. She looks past Molly to me, and seems to see me watching her for the first time. She takes in Napaea’s bobbing head in my lap with a low moan and bites her lip.

“I love you so much, Daddy,” Cirie groans, the tone of her voice telling me she’s right on the edge. “You look so good with that little whore sucking you off. Tell me I can come, Daddy, pleeeeease...”

My hips pump upward into Napaea’s throat, using her like my personal blowjob whore. She doesn’t seem to mind at all that I’m fucking her face – instead she picks up the pace, her fingers sliding to her cunt as she blows me. Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock and I almost lose my load, but manage to hang on by the skin of my teeth. Fuck that feels good!

“You can’t come until I tell you,” I growl, my voice filling with command. “You have to ride that edge until Daddy tells you you can lose yourself...”

“Mmmph, I don’t know if I can, Daddy!” Cirie looks like she means it. She looks like she’s ready to come apart at any moment. With every pump, Molly’s fingers come back coated in more of her juices. Her tight little cunt is primed for me, and all I have to do is take it...

Fuck! I can’t hold back any more. Napaea feels me swell in her throat and lets out a happy noise, speeding up to a level I didn’t know a woman was capable. It’s too much; the rush leaves me dizzy and aching as I approach the point of no-return.

“Come for me,” I grunt, not sure if I’m talking to Cirie or myself. “Fucking come for me, you little whore...”

“Oh Daddy yes! Fucking yes! Oh fuck I’m coming!”

Cirie lets go, and in the same instant I reach the crest and sail right over. Both hands grip the top of Napaea’s head as I erupt into her mouth, filling it with my seed. She sucks hard, drinking it down and sending even more pleasure up my shaft as I pump every drop of my balls’ nectar into her. Just in front of me Cirie loses it, tossing back her head and howling pleasure to the night sky as she comes all over Molly’s fingers. A flood of juice dribbles from her slit and all over everything as her cunt clenches again and again, waves of pleasure rocking her young body.

As I come down from my peak, Napaea slows down until she’s cleaning my shaft instead of sucking me. She finishes and plants a kiss on the underside of my head, her eyes shining with devotion as she beams up at me.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispers.

I look past her to see Cirie in Molly’s arms, sobbing and whimpering with release and relief at being welcomed back into our crew. “Thank you, Daddy,” she moans, wiping away her tears. “I love you so much. I love all of you so fucking much...”

“We know,” Molly says, giving her a hard hug. “It’s good to have you back.

“Yeah,” she whispers, glancing up at the sky. “For how long?”

I frown, but even I can’t help but notice that the embers in the sky have increased in number. There’s many more arrows now, some of them getting close enough to us that I should start being worried.

“So,” Molly says, forcing a smile, “do we have a brilliant plan, Captain? Or would you like to fuck me this time?”

Despite our impending doom, a smirk comes to my face. “Why can’t it be both? Get your cute ass over here, babe. I want you to ride me from behind – I want to see that big ass bounce as you take my cock...”

Molly snickers and crawls over to me, unlacing her corset as she slides over top of Cirie. The sight of my first mate undressing has my cock ready for round two, but her question troubles me. The simple fact is, I don’t have a plan. Other than to hold out here as long as possible against Gabrielle’s forces, maybe take a few dozen of her warriors with us. This reunion is more about making me feel amazing and in control more than anything.

I wish Emily was here. The Charpentier was still docked on the island, along with my tinier craft, but there was no way to slip through Lady Gabrielle’s armada. Emily had left an hour ago, declaring her intent to search the island for any weapons or items that might help us repel the Queen Bitch. If she didn’t find anything, all the stat bonuses in the world couldn’t help us.

Molly can see all this in my eyes as she climbs into my lap. She frowns, then wraps one hand around my cock, stroking it gently.

“Where’s your head at, Captain?” she groans into my ear, grinding herself against me as she spreads her legs. “Is it in here with me, or out there?”

That snaps me back. Molly grins at me, her soul-bound body mine to possess for ever. No one can take her away from me, not even Gabrielle. I know she’ll help me, whatever happens.

“I’m here,” I tell her. “Always.”

My hands go to her breasts, and I’m rewarded with a gasp. I can feel her heart pounding under my fingers as I squeeze her supple flesh, my cock hardening back to full-mast. 

“Good,” she says, her voice thick with pleasure. “Now I’m going to make sure you stay right here...”

She unlatches her short skirt and tosses it into the corner, and she’s got nothing on underneath it. Her slit is shaved and dripping, oh-so-ready from her warm-up with Cirie, and I can’t wait to be buried inside of her. She turns around and mounts me, her smooth back and round ass filling my view as she grips the base of my cock and guides it into her folds. I cry out at the sheer heat of her opening; she’s like an oven as I slide into her, a perfect, tight oven made to take my cock.

“Oh my gawd,” Molly cries, burying me inside her to the hilt. “I’m so turned on – I’m horny like I haven’t been fucked in years. Oh fuck that feels so good inside me...”

I bring my hand down on Molly’s ass, swatting one of the pert white cheeks. She whimpers in pleasure and starts fucking me harder, bouncing up and down as she rides me reverse cowgirl. Her big ass looks amazing, and the angle gives me a perfect view of my cock spreading her slit as it drives deep inside of her on every thrust. I’m in heaven, and the hard slaps I deliver to her backside just remind her who’s in control, adding to the pleasure.

At one side of me Napaea is fingering herself, her legs spread as wide as a cheerleader doing the splits. “She’s sooo good at that,” my faerie groans, her tongue lolling from her mouth. “And you’re completely unprotected! You’re going to come inside that raw, tight pussy, just like nature intended...”

Fuck yes I am, I think. Then I do something that makes me think again. I grab Molly’s ass with both hands this time, squeezing hard and spreading her ass cheeks. For a moment the tight little hole of her pucker is visible, and Molly groans in a register I have never heard come from her throat before.

“Oh my fuck,” she whimpers, ramming her cunt down on me like a jackhammer. “Could you...could you touch me back there, Captain? Please?”

“I’d love to,” I growl. The thought of doing this to her hadn’t crossed my mind before, but something about that moan made me want to play with Molly a bit. The knowledge that what I was doing was turning her on even more fills me with pride as I grip her ass cheeks again and spread them, revealing her pale asshole.

Her slit is utterly drenched, so I slide my thumb inside of her pussy for a few seconds, swirling it until it’s covered in juice. Then, slowly, I work the digit into the tight pucker of her ass. It gives gently, letting me in an inch at a time, and from the sounds Molly is making as I enter her backdoor she might be enjoying this even more than riding my cock.

“You like that?” I bury my thumb inside of her to the second knuckle, slapping her ass with my other hand. “You like being my little anal whore?”

“Fuck! Yes, Master!” Molly looks like I’ve broken through whatever reserves she might ever have had about this. “I love it! You’re stretching me out so much! I...I want to feel your cock in there!”

“You sure?” I’m already lifting her ass, sliding my thick cock out of her aching slit. The head is coated in a mixture of her and my juices, slick and ready.

“Yes,” she whimpers, looking at me over one shoulder. She looks drunk on pleasure. “Fuck my ass, Captain. And...and finger me too, okay? If you pound my ass and finger my clit at the same time...I might just fucking explode!”

It’s a request. I’ve never let one of my girls tell me what to do in bed before, but something about this is different. I don’t know if it’s the gorgeous open-air bedchamber or the fact that we’re all very likely going to be swinging from a rope soon, but I’m in a giving mood.

“Don’t worry about that,” I grunt, ramming my cock into the stretched pucker. “I’m going to make you come harder than you ever have before, Molly. I’m going to break you apart...”

Molly screams with pleasure as I bury myself inside of her to the hilt. Her ass is so much tighter and hotter than her pussy, and the texture has a completely different feel. It’s silky-smooth around my shaft as I pound her again and again, working my way deeper and deeper into her with each thrust. I reach around her thigh and cup her pussy from the front, stroking her clit with two fingers as I pummel her. In moments my hand is soaked with juice.

“Yes! Yes! Keep going, Master – don’t stop!” Molly closes her eyes tight, her walls tightening around me. She’s right on the edge, and so am I. My balls slap against her entrance as I fuck her, my cock swelling up as I prepare to shoot my load.

“Can I finish inside you?” I ask. I feel her nod; and then with my free hand I reach up and grab her throat.

Submissive, I think, her body tensing against mine.

It’s like I just hit Molly with a taser. The combination of my fingers at her clit and around her supple throat sends her right over the edge, screaming my name as she comes her brains out. I’m right behind her, my balls overheating as they pump out another thick load into her most private, forbidden hole.

When I pull away, tugging my cock out of her and splaying across the bed, I feel both completely invigorated and utterly spent. My body sinks into the bed, relaxing as my girls array themselves around me. Napaea is still fingering herself to a feverish orgasm as Molly and Cirie roll onto either side of me, nuzzling my shoulders with their heads.

“That was so great,” Molly whispers. “God, you came so hard that second time. I think they felt that over on Gabrielle’s ships...”

I chuckle, but her words remind me of the enormity of our task. The sky above us is thick with arrows now, and it won’t be long before everything flammable is ablaze. We’re lucky Grimscribe upgraded his fortress to thick stone: if this was Cirie’s wooden palisade, we’d already be ablaze.

I’m not sure how long I lie there, surrounded by my harem. Everything is wonderful and perfect, so of course it can’t last. Long before I’m ready to rise from the bed, a deep, reverberating thud shakes the floor.

Molly sits bolt upright. “What was that?”

I sigh and start tugging on my clothes. “The vanguard. Looks like the fastest part of Gabrielle’s force has finally made it to the gates. The woman herself will be nowhere nearby, of course.”

“Bitch,” Cirie snarls. She sounds so disgusted that I almost laugh.

“We won’t let her take us,” Napaea says. She’s come down from her orgasm and has wrapped her wings back around her lithe, athletic body. They’re the only clothes she wears.

“We won’t have a choice,” Cirie snaps.

“I won’t let them.” There’s a...a sureness in Napaea’s gaze that frightens me, just a little. “They will not hurt Master, and they will not take his possessions.”

I try to sound optimistic. “I know. We’ll do everything we-”

Another booming thud. Louder this time. It actually sounds like the walls are coming apart somewhere down the line.

“Shit!” No time to waste. “Follow me!”

Drawing my guns, I make my way back downstairs and through the feasting hall where we’d squared off against Grimscribe and his forces. My harem is right behind me, in various stages of dress: Molly took time to set every stitch of her skintight outfit back in place, while Cirie is topless and grinning as she twirls her knives. I glance back as I reach the massive front door of the main building, but Napaea isn’t behind us. I wonder why, but I have no time to think about it as another massive boom echoes through the fortress.

When we get down to the courtyard, Emily and her crew are already there. They’re arranged in a defensive formation around her that makes me think of Spartans going into battle – although these NPCs won’t be much good in a fight.

“What the hell is that?” I ask, stopping just behind her.

Emily shakes her head. “Nothing good. And before you ask – I didn’t find anything. If Derek kept weapons caches here, he did a damn good job hiding them.”

“Shit.” That’s really, really not good. I didn’t realize how much I’d been taking for granted that Emily would find something to get us out of this mess. My stomach sinks, and before I can open my mouth an even larger thud hits the wall to our side. A big crack opens up in the stone like an angry gash.

Emily grimaces, but doesn’t panic. “Guns at the ready!” she screams, tugging out her weapon. Her NPCs do the same.

I turn to my harem. “You heard her! Get ready!” Dropping my voice, I ask: “Where’s the Princess?”

Despite everything, Emily flashes that wicked little smile. “In bed. I don’t think she’ll even notice any of this after the fucking I gave her. How was yours?”

I think about my girls, fighting each other over who gets to please me. “Great!”

“Good. Now hang on, because I think the next hit’s going to shatter that wall...”

She’s right. Whatever’s on the other side slams into it with renewed force, and the crack in the wall rips open like a pinata. Except instead of delicious candy, what comes rolling out is the biggest, meanest looking robot I’ve ever seen. It’s half-tank, half-humanoid, and looks like something you’d have to fight at the end of an old Nintendo game. For some reason the sight of it makes me feel better, not worse. This is something I know how to deal with.

This is something I can destroy.

“Formation ready,” Emily says somewhere to the side of me. “Gabrielle must really want to get back at you, Chris. She’s bringing in the big guns.”

“That thing?” I size it up. For all its bluster, it doesn’t look that bad: kind of like the meaner cousin of the Automaton that got thrown at me my first day in Kyria. And I handled that as a total noob.

The thing rotates is massive head, scanning the courtyard. It sees us and freezes, something inside of it whirring.

“Gabrielle really does like her Automatons,” I snarl, stepping forward. Both my pistols are fully charged and ready to rock. “Wish the bitch would come do her own dirty work...”

“No, wait!” Emily yells from behind me. “That’s an Automagus – don’t stand in front of it-”

The whirring becomes a crescendo, and the entire front of the machine drops away. It’s a panel that opens up in the heat of battle, and behind it is pure electricity, crackling and filling the air with ozone.

I have just enough time to duck before the Automagus opens fire.

It’s the worst sound I’ve ever heard: like the sky itself being ripped into pieces. The shockwave instantly annihilates Emily’s entire formation of NPCs, scuttling whatever genius plan she had to outmaneuver the robot. Emily herself manages to take the hit but ends up on her knees, screaming and clutching at her clothes. It takes me a second to see the smoke and realize the fucking thing has lit her on fire.

“Holy shit!” 

I scream as I rush to Emily’s side. I tear off my jacket and douse her with it, patting her all over. “Are you okay?”

“Run,” she croaks. “Get away from it before it charges back up...”

But the hair is already standing up on the back of my neck. A moment later I hear the sizzle, and know that lightning is arcing across whatever that freaky panel is on the thing’s chest. If it gets another shot in we are quite literally toast. 

I look up just in time to see it charge to full power. It’s like an open oven, blowing my hair back as white-hot air fills my face. I can feel the electricity getting ready to rip the room apart again. The whine is intense, so loud it makes my teeth vibrate.

And then, at the last moment, another sound rises to compete with the machine. Somehow the noise is higher than the sound of the thing’s gears turning: it’s like an oncoming train. I can’t imagine what hellish thing it might be...

Then there’s an explosion, but not the one I expected. A black shape smashes into the Automagus, sending chunks of metal flying. It tries to recalibrate its shock attack in the last moment but ends up shooting wildly in all directions, firing blind. There’s a screech like a hundred birds of prey going off at the same moment, and then a voice rises above the fray:

“You will not harm Master!”

I feel like I’m staring into the mouth of hell. Lightning is going all over the place, there’s a wounded woman lying beneath me, and I’m about to be slaughtered. But all I can do is stare, because what I’m seeing is gorgeous.

“Holy shit,” I scream over the storm, clutching Emily’s shoulders. “Is that Napaea!?”

It is, and she’s gone into full-on Valkyrie mode. Her wings flutter around her, sending shockwaves of raw power through the Automagus’ frame. The thing literally shakes itself to pieces, all of its energy draining away as her attack shuts down its critical systems. By the time I’m up and on my feet, the thing is slumped over and struggling to right itself.

Napaea doesn’t spare a moment: she leaps onto it, clawing at its metallic flesh with glowing nails sharper than daggers.

“Die!” she screeches, her wings rising behind her like a superhero’s cape. “Die!”

I’ve seen some crazy shit in Kyria. But this has to top everything.

By the time I reach her, Napaea is ripping chunks of what’s left of the Automagus off of its body and tossing them across the courtyard. The second I touch her shoulder, her anger evaporates, replaced with a beaming smile. She brushes her hair out of her face, the nails disappearing from her fingers as quickly as they’d come.

“Master!” she cries, beaming from ear to ear. It’s the scariest thing I’ve ever seen. “Thank God you’re safe!”

“Absolutely. You, uh...you really saved my ass there.” Dear God, I think, please let me never piss this woman off. “I didn’t know you were capable of that...”

“Of course,” she says, so low that it’s almost a purr. “I am a Sorceress, Master. Did you think my power was for show?”

“Not at all,” I tell her, rubbing the back of my head. “I just thought that meant you were good at...I don’t know, sex-magic.”

“Oh, I am,” she says, and now it is a purr. “I’d be happy to show you whenever you want...”

Thankfully, I’m saved from having to respond to this by the sight of Molly and Cirie staggering across the courtyard. They look a little shook up, but since they were out of the range of the Automagus they’re not that much worse for wear. I’m so glad to see them.

Molly’s holding Cirie, but when she sees what we’ve done, she lets her stand on her own and stares.

“Did...did you do this?” she asks, with a glance at a Napaea. She looks as shocked as I feel.

“I saved us!” Napaea nods, that grin never wavering. “I told you all I wouldn’t let anyone hurt Master...”

Emily stiffens. “It might be a little early for that,” she whispers, pointing through the newly-made hole in our defensive wall. “Look...”

I do. And I see three shapes on the horizon that look identical to that of our recently-deceased attacker. Automaguses – and surrounding them, more soldiers than I can count.

“That thing was just here to break the wall,” I realize, gesturing at the hulk of the Automagus. “That’s the welcome party...”

Emily and I share a glance, and we don’t need to say anything. Three of those things at once is more than we can handle – to say nothing of what else they might bring with them. We can’t hold here.

“Retreat into the main building?” Emily asks with a shrug.

“Sounds good. Fall back.” Everyone moves except Napaea, who I help along with an arm around her shoulder. I can feel her heart pounding through her chest like a jackhammer, and all of a sudden I get why she’s acting the way she is: she’s coming off one hell of an adrenaline rush. No wonder she’s got tunnel vision.

“You did great,” I whisper into her ear as we enter the building. “Thank you for looking out for me.”

The words are like a bolt of pleasure straight through her brain. She moans and presses her body my side, melting against me. “Yes, Master,” she whispers. “Thank you. I love being your good girl...”

Emily slams the door behind us and bolts it. “Nowhere left to run,” she mutters. “We are so fucked...”

“At least we put up a good fight,” I say. “Gabrielle will have one less expensive toy when all this is over.”

Molly shakes her head, chuckling. “You have a habit of breaking Gabrielle’s toys, Captain. She loves sending those buckets of bolts ahead of her main force. It’s almost pathological...”

I couldn’t agree more. After all, one of the very first things I’d done in Seas of Kyria was square off against one of Gabrielle’s Automatons. Even though it was smaller than an Automagus, it was ballsy as hell to put one on a ship in the first place.

“She loves machines,” I say, trying not to think of the ones bearing down on us. “How many do you think she would have sent at us if we’d tried to stand and fight on my ship, Molly? Instead of running for the Teleport Stone...”

I trail off, even as Molly opens her mouth to say something witty and cute that makes me want her more. Because the words Teleport Stone have lit a fucking fire in my brain.

“Teleport Stone,” I repeat slowly, in a daze.

Molly stops mid-sentence, frowning. “I don’t have a Teleport Stone, Master,” she says, giving me a look like she very much wished she was wrong. “We haven’t had one since Yarrow.”

“I know we don’t,” I say, looking around the room, “but what about Grimscribe?”

Suddenly every set of eyes in the room is on me.

“I already searched this place,” Emily says, folding her arms under her breasts. The motion pushes her cleavage up even higher, exposing the pale tops of her tits, and for a second I struggle to think straight. “There’s nothing here...”

“You searched for weapons,” I say. “Not...magical artifacts, or whatever a Teleport Stone would be categorized as. Napaea, Molly: you two are sorceresses. Can you do a scan for any traces of magic in the building...?”

Molly actually scoffs. “I wouldn’t be any kind of sorceress if I couldn’t, Captain.”

“There can’t be a Teleport Stone here,” Emily protests. “I would have felt it...”

“Do you have a better idea?” That comes out a bit too harsh, so I soften my tone. “Look, you said he was a creeper. He stalked you – he just showed up at places you were in-game. He definitely didn’t use a boat to do all that. If we find it, we might be able to get out of here!”

Her lips form a tight line, but she nods. “You know if its any other building, we’re fucked, right?”

I do. But I don’t have a choice.

“Spread out,” I command, putting my girls to work. “Search the whole house: especially Grimscribe’s most private areas, like the bedchamber.”

Emily steps closer, her teeth raking her bottom lip. “Are you sure about this, Chris? Do you really want to spend your last few moments clawing at the walls – or would you rather be clawing at my walls...”

She puts her arms around my waist and gives my butt a squeeze, and all I want to do is say yes. But before I can speak, there’s a cry from upstairs.

“Captain! I found something!”

That’s Molly! Emily’s face erupts in shock, and I grab her hand and lead her upstairs. When we get there, Molly is waving her hands in the air around a bookcase, glowing light surrounding her fingers.

“There’s something here,” she tells me. “Behind this bookcase. But I can’t move it.”

I throw myself into it, gripping one side of the huge bookcase and pushing. I heave, I grunt, but all my effort doesn’t budge the thing by a single inch.

“It’s magically sealed,” Emily says from behind me. “All you’re doing is wasting time.”

“Fine,” I say, letting the thing go. I’m happy enough to not be straining myself. “Then there’s got to be something in this room that activates it...”

The three of us search the chamber as everyone else stomps around downstairs. I can hear the sound of the Automaguses getting closer, and can even convince myself I hear their lightning rods spooling up for attack. We toss furniture over, kick up dust, but nothing presents itself. I grab at the alphabetized books on Grimscribe’s shelf – a rack of encyclopedias – and tug them to the floor, hoping for a secret switch or button behind them.

Wait. Encyclopedias?

I bend down, asking myself why a player would keep encyclopedias in their inner sanctum. And when I open one of the books (emblazoned with a cursive ‘B’), I discover all its pages are blank.

“This is it,” I exclaim excitedly, holding the book out to Molly and Emily. “This is the key!”

A moment later, Molly tears a painting from the wall and finds a tiny alcove behind it. Still holding the book, I slot it into the hole and find its the perfect height to accommodate it.

“Shit, this is it,” Emily says, grabbing a handful of books off the floor. We place more into the hidden slots and discover that five stacked side-by-side fit it so perfectly you can barely slide a playing card between them.

“It’s a password,” I say, tracing the spines with a finger. “Okay, five letters long. None of them can repeat: only one set of books, after all. Master? No, that’s six letters...Serve is five, but has two ‘e’s...”

Emily suddenly looks like she bit down on a lemon. “It’s me,” she whispers.

For a second, I’m trying to figure out how I-T-S-M-E makes a password – then it hits me.

She picks up the ‘E’, then I manage to pull the ‘M’ out of the pile.

“This is so fucking demeaning,” Emily mutters as we finish putting her name into the slot. “I’m going to kill Derek the next time I see him...”

As soon as the final book is in the slot, the bookcase slides to the side with a groan. Behind it is Grimcribe’s innermost sanctum – and sitting in the center is his Teleport Stone.

I’m so excited my hands are shaking. “Get everyone up here,” I shout over my shoulder. “We’re leaving!”

I could laugh. I could kiss that fucking rock. We’re getting out of here!

Cirie runs downstairs to gather everyone who’s left. I expect Molly to be showing the same happiness as me, but instead she steps into the small room with a frown on her face.

“What’s wrong?” My smile freezes. There can’t be something wrong, not this close to escape.

Molly puts her hands to either side of the Teleport Stone and starts whispering to it. “It’s not giving off as much energy as I’d expect,” she says over her shoulder, then goes back to examining the rock. I wring my hands as she goes about her work, utterly helpless to do anything but watch as she probes it with magic.

Finally she curses. “Damn it!”

My stomach drops. “What is it?”

Molly looks ashen. “It’s just as I feared. The stone isn’t fully powered.” She cracks her neck and purses her lips, like the words themselves are bitter. “The stone’s owner has only left enough magic for one teleportation.”

“That cheap bastard!” Emily stamps a foot. “Why pay for a full charge when you can just sail your way back? I’m going to break every fucking bone in that creep’s body...”

My mind is racing. “So we can only teleport once? That doesn’t sound so bad. We can still all get out of here...”

I trail off at the look on Molly’s face.

“No, Captain.” She looks like she really, really does not want to say this. “A Teleport Stone can only carry two people through a portal at once. Only those two will be able to leave.”

Damn it! I quickly run down the list, thinking who’s safe and who isn’t. “Alright. Get Cirie and Napaea up here.”

Emily rounds on me, her mouth an ‘o’ of surprise. “You. Cannot. Be. Serious. Are you fucking with me?”

“All Lady Gabrielle can do to you or I is imprison us,” I explain hurriedly. “And Molly is soul-bound. They’re the only two Gabrielle can steal for herself...”

But Emily is shaking her head. “You idiot. If you defeat a Captain, you take everything. It doesn’t matter where you send your...your stupid fucking whores! You and I are jumping through that goddamn portal – and I’m logging out the second I get outside of this combat area!”

“Okay.” I hold out my hands. “I’m sorry. I’m really stressed...I’m not thinking clearly. I just...I don’t want to leave them behind. I don’t want the Queen Bitch to get her hands on them.”

Emily stares at me for a second – and then her rage breaks. Her shoulders slump, her gaze becoming kind.

“I get it,” she says. “I do. The girls here are...they’re amazing. And we will get them back. Yours and mine. But we can’t do anything if Gabrielle tosses us in a cell – we’ll go there every time we log in. The game will be ruined for us.”

“I understand.” I really do. I just wish it didn’t hurt this much. The thought of giving up my girls, of letting Gabrielle take everything from me again, makes my blood boil.

“Besides,” Emily says, a smile breaking across her face, “you and I have a date IRL, remember?”

That definitely lifts my spirits. It puts things in perspective – as amazing as this all it, it is still a game.

“Alright,” I say, grinning. “I wouldn’t want to miss it. As long as you’ll still have me?”

I hold out my hand, and she takes it. “What kind of Captain would I be if I turned down a gentleman’s request?”

Despite the death machines surrounding us and the imminent loss of everything we’ve gained in Kyria, I start to laugh.

Hell, I think, I’ve worked my way back from nothing before. I can do it again.

“You know we have no clue where this thing goes, right?” Emily stares at the Teleport Stone warily, like she’s a little afraid of it. “It could put us in the middle of the ocean, or send us straight into a boulder. What if we end up some place worse?”

I think it over for a moment. “I don’t think Derek is that clever,” I decide. “I think this goes wherever he set up his attacks. I think that’s got to be somewhere safe, with weapons and provisions. We’ll be okay.” I give her hand a little squeeze. “Trust me?”

She glances at me and nods. “Definitely. It’s still better than thirty-thousand volts, no matter what!”

We reach out for the Teleport Stone, and I turn around to see my harem laid out before me. Cirie and Napaea are weeping openly, and Molly looks like she isn’t far behind.

“I’m...I’m sorry,” I tell them. I mean it. “I wish I could have done more...”

“We’ll give them hell,” Molly says firmly. “Don’t worry about us. Lady Gabrielle is going to have to pay one hell of a high price for these girls.”

She hesitates, and I can tell she wants to say something more. “Go ahead,” I command her. “Speak freely.”

“I know I have no right to ask anything of you, Master,” she says in a rush, “but would you please do something for me?”

“Name it.”

She bites her lip. “Gabrielle can’t control my mind, but when she figures that out she’s going to make my life miserable. So, as soon as you can...rescue me. Rescue us.”

It’s exactly what I was going to do anyway, and my nod lets her know just that.

“Damn right,” I growl. “No one takes what’s mine and gets away with it.”

The three girls stand close together, blowing kisses with glistening eyes. “Good luck, Master,” Molly says.

“I love you, Daddy!” Cirie pants, pressing her tits together for me one last time.

“Don’t forget about me,” Napaea adds dreamily, cradling her taut little belly. “I want to be so swollen with your heirs...”

With those thoughts to excite me, I grab hold of the Teleport Stone. The world flashes in shades of green and blue lights, and the portal opens up beneath our feet.

We fall out of the fortress and into wherever it leads, leaving our crews, ships and harems behind.

For today, at least, Lady Gabrielle has won.
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FOR A FEW MOMENTS, the world shrinks to pure sound and light – then the portal spits Emily and I out. I topple over with the force of it, my ass hitting wooden boards as I fall onto the floor. My body breaks Emily’s fall, and she’s able to stagger to her feet before me.

“Thank God,” she mumbles, tracing symbols in the air. “I’m so sick of losing...”

I couldn’t agree more. The weight of what I’ve just done settles on my back like a heavy blanket. Back at Grimscribe’s fortress, my harem girls must be readying themselves for battle, about to enter a fight they know damn well they can’t win. And I abandoned them – their leader.

I feel like the shittiest person in the world.

Ahead of me, Emily’s body begins to fade away into diamond dust – and stops. She solidifies, staring down at her Compass like it struck her.

“What the fuck?” She looks around in disbelief. “I can’t log out. Why the fuck can’t I log out?”

The words shake me out of my self-pity. I look around – and then I really see the room for the first time. It’s a bedchamber, but other than that it couldn’t be less like the fortress we’d just left. It’s...palatial. Ever inch of it screams luxury. To stay in a room like this in the real world would cost me a year of my salary. Where the hell are we?

The boards beneath my feet give a jerk, and abruptly I realize something. Something that stuns me to my core.

“Because,” I whisper, the slow horror of realization dawning, “we haven’t left the combat zone.”

“What?” Emily whirls around, her frustration mounting. “How is that possible-?”

There’s a lush curtain over one of the room’s big bay windows, and I rip it away. Beyond it is the night sky, lit up by thousands of twinkling stars.

And among those stars, flaming arrows.

Dozens of ships litter the water – maybe hundreds. I’ve never seen so many in one place in-game before. They’re all surrounding a tiny island that looks almost comically besieged. Soldiers and robotic warriors storm the beach...

“No.” Emily goes white as a sheet. “No no no no no. This can’t be happening...”

“We didn’t escape Gabrielle,” I say. “We just teleported right onto her fucking ship...”
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“How is this possible?” I ask, looking around the palatial bedroom. “How could the Teleport Stone have dropped us here!?”

Gabrielle’s ship. This is Lady Gabrielle’s ship. We’ve gone straight from the frying pan into the fire – this is literally the worst place we could be.

Next to me, Emily tries for a third time to log out of the game. Her arm goes insubstantial for a moment, splitting into phosphorescent diamonds – then snaps back into place just as quickly.

“Dammit!” She looks utterly pissed, and I don’t blame her one bit. “This is just great. We’ve handed ourselves over to the Queen Bitch.”

A flash of light appears on the walls for a moment – something has exploded on the tiny island we were just on, illuminating the night.

“Ooh,” I grunt, watching through the window. “Grimscribe’s gonna hate that.”

“We have to get out of here,” Emily whispers. She doesn’t find the fact that Lady Gabrielle’s armada is tearing apart the secret hideout of her most hated rival  - in another context it would be poetic justice to use our enemies against each other. Unfortunately I haven’t planned any of this. Least of all delivering myself right into the clutches of the woman who stole my fleet away...

I can’t help but think about it. Right now, my harem is fighting for their lives against Gabrielle’s forces, defending the portal Emily and I just stepped through. As I watch, another explosion rocks the tiny island, this time with a burst of green flame – that would be Napaea my fairy sorceress at work.

I’m absurdly proud of her. I’m proud of all of them. They sacrificed themselves to save me – never knowing they were doing the exact opposite. 

As Emily freaks out behind me, I watch the tiny forms of soldiers and larger silhouettes of Gabrielle’s robot troops close in on Grimscribe’s fortress. They look like ants from this far away – its hard to imagine them as killing machines when they look so meaningless.

Suddenly I swallow hard. They are meaningless.

“No, this is good,” I say, my face brightening. “Hell, this is great!”

I turn to see Emily scoffing at me, hands crossed beneath her firm breasts. “You tell me how this is ‘great’, Chris. We might as well have just lubed ourselves up, tied a bow around each other and said ‘here we are, Gabrielle, we’re ready for you’!”

“Yeah, Gabrielle’s here,” I tell her, pointing out the window. “But they’re not. It’s just her, us, and whatever skeleton crew she’s got on board. I like those odds a whole lot better than the ones we had on Grimscribe’s island.”

For a moment, Emily stops and thinks this over – then her jaw sets.

“It doesn’t matter,” she says, shaking her head. “Gabrielle is still stronger than both of us. We’ll never beat her. Not just the two of us.”

I’m about to open my mouth when something moving in the shadows catches my eye.

“It’s not just the two of you.”

A figure steps out of the corner of the room, hands held up in a gesture of submission. To my surprise, it’s Grimscribe.

“You!?” Emily takes a step forward, her hands already balling into fists. “Derek, you son of a bitch-”

“Wait, wait!” He holds his hands in front of his face like he’s already trying to ward off Emily’s blows. “I can help you!”

A moment passes, and Grimscribe seems to realize that Emily’s not beating him. He glances at her through his fingers.

“Didn’t you already get your fill of beating me up once?”

Emily looks at him for a few moments, her eyes filled with pure hate, then sighs.

“I’d kick your ass right now,” she spits, “but you’d scream so loud you’d bring the whole ship down on us.”

Grimscribe relaxes a fraction of an inch, then slowly lowers his hands. “Thank you.”

I step forward. He might have warded off Emily, but not me. “What are you doing here?”

His gaze slides over to me like he’s seeing me for the first time, then he shrugs.

“I logged back into the game right as soon as I could,” he says nonchalantly. “It took a while to get out of the combat area after Emily beat the hell out of me-”

“No,” I snarl, cutting him off. “What are you doing here?”

Emily’s eyes light up as she understands what I’m asking. “Yeah! This is Lady Gabrielle’s ship! Why the hell does your Teleport Stone lead right into the middle of the Queen Bitch’s fleet?”

I can tell instantly that this was exactly what he was hoping we didn’t ask. He grins awkwardly, those hands going back up in a warding gesture, and suddenly I don’t have to ask him the reason why.

“You work for her,” I say, my certainly solidifying as the words come out of my mouth. “Don’t you?”

Emily looks at me like I just pulled a live snake out of my mouth. “Him? Work for the Queen Bitch?”

“She’s torching your island right now,” I say, closing the gap between me and Grimscribe. He tries to take a step back, but instead he finds himself flat against the wall. “She’s taking everything you’ve ever built inside of Kyria – making it her own. Yet you don’t bat an eye. Why’s that, Derek? Mommy promise you she’d buy you new toys after she’s done?”

He pulls a face. “I really wish you’d never told him my real name,” he tells Emily.

“I really wish you’d never fucking stalked me,” Emily snaps back. “He’s right, isn’t he?”

Grimscribe looks from one of us back to the other, then sighs. “Look. It’s very complicated-”

“You’ve got thirty seconds to explain,” I grunt, pulling my gun from its holster. The big one. “After that, I don’t even care if I bring Gabrielle down here – it’ll be worth it.”

Grimscribe swallows hard, his jaw flexing. “I can get the two of you out of here.”

I’m not about to hear it. “Who gives a shit? Worse comes to worse, we can jump over the side and swim out of the combat area. And I can do that after I shoot you, if I want.”

But Grimscribe is already shaking his head. “You won’t make it. Lady Gabrielle will track you – you’ve never been off her radar before. It won’t be long before she realizes you’re here.”

“Bullshit.” Emily sounds pissed. “No player can do a thing like that.”

Grimscribe’s face goes even paler than usual. “Gabrielle is...not a player,” he mutters.

“Wait, what?” I take a step backwards. “That’s not possible. Captain’s can’t work for NPCs. NPCs can’t own other NPCs. That’s coded into the fucking game, Derek.”

“You are absolutely right,” he says with a nod, eager to avoid a beating. “That’s true for every NPC in Seas of Kyria... But! It doesn’t apply to Gabrielle.”

Emily and I share a look. I do not like this one bit.

“Why not?”

He’s not looking at me – he’s only got eyes for Emily. “Did I ever tell you what a huge fan I am of this game?”

“Only about a million times,” Emily grumbles with a roll of her eyes.

“Fun fact: Kyria underwent several revamps before it became Kyria. Back when the developers were still testing out the VR tech, the plan was for all this to be a fantasy-themed RPG – elves and wizards and swords, stuff like that.”

“That is fascinating trivia,” I say, “but I don’t see how it helps us-”

“I’m getting to it. In this prototype fantasy game...call it ‘Kyria Prime’ or something like that, Gabrielle was the goddess of the entire game world. She would reign from a mountain floating high over the game’s world, dispensing favors and pointing out special events for players. Eventually the whole concept was scrapped and it became the pirate-themed VRMMO we know today – but Gabrielle’s code was never fully erased.”

“Hold up.” I freeze. “That doesn’t make any sense. You can’t just...just cut and paste a character from one video game to the next. It doesn’t work that way.”

“You can,” Derek says, “if it’s built on the same code base. It’s difficult but not impossible. And Gabrielle’s code was just sitting there, lying dormant in a matrix somewhere, waiting to get spit out. One day, some region of Kyria needed values for a randomly-generated NPC, and – poof! Copied right back into existence.”

This is certainly all very interesting – but it doesn’t change the circumstances the three of us have been thrust into. I’m failing to see how any of this is more than mildly important.

Emily, however, is thinking differently.

“Holy shit,” she whispers. Her face has paled, and for a moment she seems to have even forgotten her disgust for Derek. “How did she end up like...well, this? I mean, she’s supposed to be a goddess, not some kind of pirate queen?”

“Imagine,” Derek says gravely. “Picture yourself as one of Kyria’s half-sentient NPCs. You know, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that you’re supposed to be God. Or Goddess, in this case. Then you wake up in the body of some peasant girl in a village somewhere, designed to suck and fuck whichever Captain comes along to claim her...”

A shudder passes through me. “I think I understand.”

Control everything. In a way, it’s the dark mirror image of what I’ve been doing in Kyria all along: taking what I feel belongs to me. Only for Gabrielle, that means the world.

“One thing doesn’t make sense to me,” I say, cutting off Derek before he can lecture us some more about the history of this game.

He pauses. “Go for it.”

“You still haven’t explained how you’re here,” I say, stepping forward menacingly. “If Gabrielle’s goal is to completely control Kyria, why the fuck is she allowing you to teleport in and out of her fleet? Why is she helping you?”

“Helping me!?” Derek sputters, momentarily at a loss for words. He points out the window at the flaming island. “Does that look like help to you?”

“You know what I mean,” I say evenly.

He swallows hard and nods. “That’s what I’ve been trying to get to,” he says.

The sound of heavy footsteps on the deck above us shocks us all into silence for a moment. We hold ourselves very still until they pass, then a tiny smirk spreads across Derek’s face.

“She wants you so very badly,” he says with a wondering tone in his voice. “I don’t understand it myself. Ever since you escaped, recapturing you has become her top priority.”

“It’s nice to be wanted,” I snap. “And it’s wonderful listening to these history lessons and all, but maybe we could continue them once we get the fuck out of here?”

Derek looks back and forth between us, then sighs.

“You did say you could get us out of here,” I say.

“You’re not going to like it,” he says gloomily.

Before either of us can react, Emily reaches forward and slaps Derek across the face. It’s a gentler slap then I would have expected, to be honest.

“Stop fucking stalling,” she says, her face almost as red as his. “Tell us how to get off this ship.”

Derek rubs his cheek for a few moments, making hurt puppy-dog eyes at Emily, then speaks.

“The same way I did,” he says, slipping back into that didactic tone. “Because of her extra-worldly origins, Gabrielle has a command that no other NPC in Kyria can lay claim to. It’s called Swear Fealty.”

“Swear Fealty?” I don’t like the sound of that.

Derek nods. “Players would have used it to align themselves with Gabrielle. Every action they took in game, every piece of gold or experience they gained would bless her powers and make her more powerful. And in turn, she would make them her patrons.”

“And how’s it work in this game?” Emily asks.

“It’s a bit simpler,” Derek admits. “You pretty much just work for her.”

I’m already shaking my head. My hands ball into fists. “No. Hell no. I’m not letting her fucking win, not after everything. Swearing allegiance to an NPC? That’s bullshit, Derek, even for you.”

He pulls a face. “It’s really not that bad,” he says, almost to himself.

“I’m game,” Emily says quickly – too quickly.

“What? No!” I clap a hand over my mouth as I reach out for her shoulder, realizing how loud I’m being. “You can’t just give up, Em...”

“I don’t care,” she groans, whirling on me. Her eyes are watery and she looks even worse than I feel. “I want to log the fuck out, Chris. I’m so over this shit. If that means we have to surrender to Gabrielle – as long as I can log back into the real world, then whatever.”

“It’ll stop the attack,” Derek adds hurriedly. “Gabrielle’s not that bad a Mistress – she legitimately doesn’t care about much besides gaining more power. She’ll probably give you back your girls, even-”

“They’re not hers to give!” I’ve got Derek by the collar and I’m being too loud again, but I don’t care. My vision’s going red at the thought of Gabrielle magnanimously ‘giving’ me back the harem I’ve claimed. And beneath that, an even deeper part of me remembers that smirk on her face as she climbed onto my ship my first day in Kyria. How sure am I that she’d even give me a ship of my own if I agreed to serve her?

“Chris.” The voice cuts right through my anger. It’s Emily, and her hand on my shoulder is like a cool breeze.

I turn to her, shaking my head. “Sorry. I got a little carried away...”

“Remember the real world,” she whispers. “None of this shit matters. We’ve got a date, remember?”

“You’re going on a date with him?” Derek’s jealously is palpable.

“That’s none of your business,” Emily snaps. “We’ll do it. Do we just go on deck, or...?”

“Not unless you want to get torn apart by Gabrielle’s Automatons,” Derek says. “Wait here, I’ll tell her I’ve captured you and you want to Swear Fealty to her. She won’t say no to that.” He frowns as he looks me up and down. “Are you sure about this?”

“You’d better hurry,” I snarl, surprised at the anger in my own voice. “Your Mistress is waiting.”

We both watch Derek race up the steps, his cloak flapping behind him and making him look ridiculous.

“That was mean,” Emily says, crossing her arms under her breasts. I hate when she does that, not in the least because what her arms do means I can’t tear my eyes away from them.

“What,” I say, trying to steer clear of her cleavage. “Do you have sympathy for Derek now?”

“Oh hell no.” Her lips curl in a smile. “I didn’t say it was wrong. Just mean.”

“Ah.”

The silence stretches out as we wait for whatever Derek is doing. Dimly, it occurs to me that he might be about to betray us, but I don’t think so. Whatever else he is, he seems to genuinely give a shit about Emily. If it was just me here, I have no doubt he’d be sending troops to beat me up, but he won’t fuck her over.

After a few moments, we hear the sound of footsteps coming back down the stairs. I tense up, but it’s just Derek – looking a bit worse for wear.

“The Lady Gabrielle,” he says with excessive formality, “has accepted your request to swear fealty. Come with me.”

He stands aside and lets Emily go first, leading the way. I try to pass by him without saying anything, but I feel his fingers on my arm.

“Whatever you see up there,” he hisses in my ear, “don’t get any ideas about playing the hero. Got it?”

I just shrug him off. “I’ll make my own decisions, thanks,” I say, ascending into the light.

And what a light it is. Lady Gabrielle’s flagship puts even the Charpentier to shame. It’s the pirate equivalent of a luxury cruise liner, the boards themselves dripping with opulence. Apparently our approach has already been announced, as the crew on deck are all staring at us with grins on their savage faces.

Lady Gabrielle is at the wheel, only her face visible on the upper deck. I miss a step as I catch sight of her.

God damn she’s hot. The thought cuts right through the shame of defeat. She’s the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen...

In my time in Kyria, I’ve become aware of creatures who are more beautiful, more alluring, and just plain drop-dead sexy than any normal human being could possibly be. My faerie girl Napaea is one of them, with an aura powerful enough to give a eunuch a raging hard-on. I thought I understood things like that.

I have a lot left to learn.

Gabrielle tops them all. I could picture armies lying at her feet; Kings and Gods themselves prostrating themselves before her. It made a certain degree of sense – after all, I was looking at someone designed to be the literal goddess of another world, someone who would only be revealed to the best and brightest – but that didn’t stop the utter wave of pure, thigh-clenching arousal that hit my body at the sight of her. Next to me, Emily groans and goes weak in the knees, and I know she’s feeling the same thing.

“Lady Gabrielle!” Derek’s voice rings out over the nearly-silent deck. “I bring you the object of your search – two new Captains who wish to join your ranks!”

The path to the upper deck takes us along the side of the ship, and for a few moments I can see her troops waging war on Grimscribe’s island. It’s hard to tear my gaze away from Gabrielle’s perfect face, but I do it long enough to see that her attack hasn’t slowed at all. Maybe she’s waiting for us to swear fealty to her first...

Then we come close enough to see her at the wheel, and I forget everything else. Because what I see is beyond belief.

Gabrielle is fading away.

The lower half of her body is in a constant state of flux. Her legs split into luminescent crystals (the same effect that Emily’s body goes through when she logs out), and only with an effort do they snap back into place. It’s like...

“The game is trying to delete her,” I whisper, just loud enough for Emily to hear.

Derek shoots me a dirty look but says nothing.

Through the haze of utter sheet-clawing horniness in my head, I try to reason this out. I want to drop to my knees and worship her body, to sink inside her and fuck her so hard that her ship is splinters – but there’s an answer here, if I can grab onto it.

No wonder she doesn’t let anyone see her, I think. They’d know instantly what she was...

As we reach the top step, I take a risk and finger my Compass. Doing the gesture in my pocket, I activate my scanner and pass it over Gabrielle. I’m not sure what I expect, but it isn’t this:

Name: Gabrielle

Class: ERROR

Primary Trait: ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR

Secondary Trait: ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR ERROR

That’s certainly not promising, I think.

Gabrielle turns to face us, and her voice is like the sweetest music I’ve ever heard being played at the bottom of a well.

“Hello again. You have come to surrender.”

I’m speechless, but thankfully Emily isn’t. “Yes,” she whispers, glancing at the island in the distance. “We were told you would stop...”

“No terms,” Gabrielle says, her eyebrows drawing together. “Unconditional. Surrender.”

Emily swallows hard and nods. “Okay.”

“You first,” Gabrielle rasps. “Then the boy.”

Boy? I want to be offended, but then Emily is stepping forward and I can’t think of anything else. She drops to her knees, holding out one hand, and I know she’s accessing whatever arcane holdover allows actual players to Swear Fealty to an NPC. I want to stop this – I want to race forward and snatch her out of Gabrielle’s clutches at the last moment, swing on a rope out of her reach and ride a raft back to shore. I think about all this as the maelstrom within Gabrielle churns faster, sensing a new follower.

Then there’s a white flash, and it’s over.

Emily steps back, looking a little dazed. “Are you okay?” I ask.

“I’m...yeah, I’m alright,” she whimpers. “Now you. She wants you, Chris. She’s always wanted you...”

As I step forward, I ask myself: did I hear a hint of warning in those words? There’s something decidedly untamed flashing in Emily’s eyes, for all her newfound allegiance.

Her group of highest-level henchmen spread out, allowing me into the narrow circle. Within this space, it’s just her and me.

Lady Gabrielle smiles, exactly the way she did the day she took everything away from me.

“I’ve waited for this moment,” she croaks. “Swear yourself to me. Grant me your power.”

I step forward. Inside my head is a black screen flashing ERROR ERROR ERROR, over and over again.

Gabrielle’s smile grows wider and wider. “That’s right. Now open the menu and Swear Fealty...”

There’s no need. I can see the prompt floating right over her head, ready for me to click it. Does she really not know that? 

My Compass goes wild in my pocket as I raise my fist, on the brink of giving in.

I take a step forward – and suddenly Gabrielle takes one backward. Her slender frame is now pushed up against the ship’s massive wheel, like she wants to dig herself into it.

“No closer,” she hisses. “Swear!”

Huh?

It takes a second for me to realize that my Compass is trying to tell me something. I fiddle in my pocket while Gabrielle’s rage grows, her face becoming increasingly impatient.

“One sec,” I say with a lopsided smile. “I need to take this.”

Now what’s so important? I wonder as I do the hand gesture. Gabrielle cries out, but doesn’t dare get any closer to me – and as my scanner activates, I realize why.

According to my Compass, there are two women standing in front of me.

That doesn’t make any sense – and then, suddenly, it does. The Compass is scanning Gabrielle as two distinct entities. One is the woman standing at the helm, ready to conquer my fleet and my harem, and the second is showing up only in flashes – appearing whenever the game tries to delete Gabrielle from itself. I catch one of those flashes and scan it for a moment:

Name: Gabrielle

Role: Pirate Queen (Administrator)

Primary Trait: Submissive

This character-

That’s all I get before the next flash wipes the Compass, but it’s enough.

“I know what you are,” I whisper, amazed with myself. No wonder Gabrielle guards her person with her life. It makes perfect sense for her to exist as a legend, a power behind the throne, a ghost that strikes brand-new players and melts away like snow.

She’s an NPC. And NPCs can be claimed.

Gabrielle’s face contorts in rage. “Kill him!” she screeches, trying to climb over her own helm. But it’s too late; it was too late the second I realized the power I held in my fingertips the entire time.

Gabrielle took everything from me – and now I was going to take her.

My fingers close on her shoulder an instant before her guards raise their pistols and fire. My lips are warm against her ear, which smells like cinnamon and sex.

“I claim you,” I whisper.

There’s a beat – and then I hear the sound of pistols falling to the ground. All around us, Gabrielle’s goons have dropped their weapons, the will given to them by their Mistress shattered.

I open my mouth to make a joke when Gabrielle explodes.

I’m thrown onto the deck, landing on my back in a thud that nearly knocks me senseless. Where the Queen Bitch once stood is a bright pillar of light, surrounded by prismatic diamonds. They whirl around the pillar like a cyclone forming, pulled out of the game world in a whoosh of air that sends everyone’s hair blowing back.

I won’t be able to form coherent thoughts about it later, but claiming Gabrielle must have been the key to removing her Alpha version from the world. It made her “real”, real enough for Kyria to do the work it had been trying to do since Gabrielle entered the world. It took the Goddess, the woman who was destined to reign above the world and dispense favors to her worshippers and drained her away, sending her data to whatever dusty hard drive it came from.

And in its place was my prize.

Gabrielle stepped out of the bar of light as it dissipated, born anew. No more half-in, half-out; my newest girl was all pirate and all flawless goddess. With a lowercase ‘g’ for once.

She opens her mouth, and I already know what she’s going to say. She’s going to apologize for ever raising her ships against me, beg my forgiveness, grovel at my feet. And right now, all that sounds pretty damn good.

But there’s one thing that sounds even better.

I pick Gabrielle up and toss her over my shoulder like a caveman, giving her ass a hard swat as I hold it up. She squeals in delight, kicking her feet happily as I make my way across the upper deck.

Emily stares at me like I’ve grown a second head. Derek is nowhere to be found; maybe he jumped overboard.

“What did you...what the hell did you just do?” Emily is aghast.

“Saved your ass,” I say, slapping Gabrielle’s again for emphasis. “Excuse me.”

She sputters all the way down the stairs as I carry Gabrielle to the Captain’s chambers. Then I slam the door in her face. It’s a dick move, I know, but considering I just saved her from losing her entire inventory and harem, I’m sure she’ll forgive me.

I toss Gabrielle onto the bed, already fumbling at my belt.

She gets on all fours, her face down and her round, gorgeous ass in the air. She looks so good that part of me still wants to worship her – but I have her tamed now. She belongs to me.

“Master,” she whimpers, and it’s the sexiest sound I’ve ever heard.

“That’s me.”

“I’m so sorry,” Gabrielle groans. I can tell she means it – tears are beading in her eyes. “I should never have thought a silly little thing like me could ever beat you – I’m so sorry I ever challenged you. You were meant to rule me – to rule everything! Please let me make it up to you, please let me spread for you and give you every inch of my body...”

“That,” I say, tugging my cock free of my boxers, “is exactly what I want to hear. Now come over here and show me what that mouth of yours can do.”

Gabrielle crawls to me, and it’s so fucking sexy I nearly blow all over her face right then and there. I haven’t forgotten that her primary trait is Submissive, just like my first mate Molly – and I damn sure haven’t forgotten her stealing everything from me.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth,” I tell her, cupping her chin. “Then I’m going to fuck your tits, and blow all over that pretty little face of yours.”

“Yes, Sir!” Gabrielle groans and bites her lip like this is the sexiest thing she’s ever heard. “I’d be honored to have you use me, Captain. You can come all over any part of me you want...”

“Then,” I say, fully into it now, “I’m not going to let you clean up. I want you topless and covered with my seed for the rest of the day – I want every person on this ship you used to command to know exactly what your new station is.”

To her credit, she doesn’t hesitate. “Oh fuck, yes Master. That’ll be so fucking hot! I can’t wait to show your new crew what a slutty little whore I am!”

My new crew, I think, running the head of my cock across her cheek. It really is mine, isn’t it? You defeat a Captain, you claim their possessions...

I was now the most powerful Captain in Kyria. And I was going to enjoy it.

With a grunt, I slid the head of my cock between Gabrielle’s pouty lips and drove it into her warm, wet mouth. She envelops me like a glove, sucking and slurping at my cock as I bottom out inside of her tight throat. She stays on her knees, her head at the perfect height to suck me off as I stand there before her, taking off my shirt. Her head bobs like a cork as she inhales my dick, working it like she’s trying to suck my soul out through my balls.

“Shit, yeah,” I groan, putting my hand on the back of her head. “That’s so right, Gabrielle. Keep going...”

She’s amazing. She glances up at me and winks, and the contrast between her face now and when I first met her couldn’t be any more clear. There isn’t a trace of resistance now in her pretty features – just love and devotion for her sexy new Master.

Suddenly I want more.

I put one foot up on the bed and kick Gabrielle over, rolling her onto her back. Once she’s there, I straddle her huge, heaving tits, tugging down my breeches and working my cock in between them. She groans with pleasure, squeezing her knockers around my iron-hard shaft as I bury myself in her cleavage.

Before I even know what I’m doing, I slap her in the face. It feels so good, I do it again. Gabrielle rides the pain, screaming in mingled pain and pleasure as I abuse her. I want her bruised – I want every one she meets to see my seed and her flesh and know exactly who she is now.

“You love it when I hurt you, don’t you?” My voice sounds savage to my own ears. I grab Gabrielle’s hair near the roots and tug until tears come to her eyes.

“Yes, Master!” She nods, her hips pumping against nothing as she humps the air. She’s frantic for pleasure, whimpering with bliss as I fuck her tits and slap her pretty little face red. “It’s what I deserve for hurting you!”

“From now on, I’m going to take all my anger and stress out on you,” I grunt, squeezing one of her tits as hard as I can. “Whenever I’m feeling upset, I’ll take it out on your pretty little body. You want to be my little painslut, Gabrielle?”

Her face lights up like I just suggested putting a ring on her finger.

“Yes, Captain,” she says, her voice filled with awe. “I would be honored to be your little pain whore!”

I can’t take much more of this. My cock is a piston between her slick, oiled-up tits, the fat head hitting her chin with every thrust. Gabrielle starts taking it between her soft, glossy lips, sucking the head when it comes near, and I feel my balls start to pulse as I reach the brink.

Gabrielle feels it, too. “Make me dirty, Master,” she begs, opening her mouth wide and sticking out her tongue for my load. “Spray me down, shoot all over me, make me your pretty little whore...”

No red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that, I think.

My cock swells up even bigger and harder between her tits as I reach the point of no return and sail right over. Pleasure pulses through me in waves as I come, my balls pumping thick streaks of seed all over Gabrielle’s tits and face. She moans as she feels the first jet hit her face, streaking across her pretty features and dripping into her open mouth. I cum more than I thought I was able; shooting over and over again until her tits and face are glazed with my seed.

When it’s over, I roll to the side and collapse onto the bed, completely spent. For a few seconds I lay there, basking in the pleasure of my triumph – then I dimly realize someone’s been pounding at the door all this time.

“Shall I get that for you, Master?” Gabrielle asks.

“Yes,” I reply without getting up. “Remember my commands.”

“Of course!” A little giggle spills from Gabrielle’s lips. “Naked from the waist up, and I won’t do a thing about all this come on me. I bet I look so fucking hot right now...”

I hear Gabrielle open the door, then there’s a gasp. “You!?”

I sit up. “Hey, Emily.”

She’s standing in the doorway, looking at Gabrielle like something she can’t even comprehend. She takes in her glazed face and tits, the freshly-fucked look to her cheeks, and then she looks at me lying naked in the Captain’s bed.

“What would you like with Master?” Gabrielle asks brightly.

“Let her in,” I say with a smirk. “Then go introduce yourself to the rest of the crew.”

Gabrielle leaves with a spring in her step, practically prancing across my new ship. Emily enters, shaking her head in disbelief.

“What...what just happened?” She asks.

“We won,” I tell her. “Long story. I’ll tell you over dinner?”

For a moment, Emily is stunned – then a slow grin spreads across her face.

“Sure,” she says. “I’m going to logout now. Hit you up soon?”

I nod. “Don’t worry, I’m not keeping it.”

Her leg is already starting to shimmer – she cancels her logout at the last second. “Keeping what?”

“Any of it,” I say. The thought has just occurred to me. “Other than my original harem girls and Gabrielle. And Gabrielle’s ship, I guess. Oh, and that Princess – I want her too. Sorry.”

Emily laughs. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying I own the largest fleet in Kyria,” I tell my girlfriend-to-be. “And I don’t want it. What Gabrielle did wasn’t fair. I don’t want to play the game like that – it’s no fun that way. Once you’re max level and everyone else is weak compared to you, it’s just not fun anymore.”

She looks thoughtful at this. “You will give me back my stuff though, right?”

“Oh, of course. Once we have it partitioned out, I’ll let everything else go. Give it back to the game, make it unclaimed.”

This has the exact reaction I’m looking for. Emily’s mouth forms a perfect little ‘o’ of shock as she goes pale.

“Do you have any idea what that will do to the game world!?”

I can’t keep the smirk off my face. “Total chaos. Every Captain will want to get in on the feeding frenzy. Big ship battles, lots of factions...Kyria will be the way it was always supposed to be.”

“Sounds like fun.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you get the choicest pieces first,” I assure her. “After all, we’re going to be starting with a bit of an advantage. Not enough to make it easy, mind you – just interesting.”

She smiles. “I’m looking forward to it. And I’m looking forward to that phone call.”

With that, Emily winks out of existence, leaving me in my big bed with my new crew of henchmen. The largest crew in Kyria. 

I stare at the ceiling for a moment, grinning – and then I get up and put on my Captain’s hat.

I have to give this up soon, I think, but I might as well see what it’s like for a little bit first. Wield the whole might of Kyria’s fleets for myself, just this once...

I start laughing as I ascend to the deck, ready to command my troops. It’s time to make some mayhem!
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Epilogue
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Emily and I’s first date could not have possibly gone better.

I took her out to dinner, and we hit it off instantly. By the time the check came, we’d laughed about our adventures in Kyria and the ridiculously sexy times we’d had. As we left the restaurant, Emily bit her lip and asked if I’d like to come back to her place.

Of course I said yes.

“Stay right here,” she said as I entered her apartment. “I’m going to go slip into something more comfortable...”

Emily’s place was nice. I was still admiring it when she came back from the bedroom. To my surprise, she was dressed in a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt – and in her hand, she was holding a VR helmet.

“I thought you were getting into something more comfortable,” I said.

“I am,” she purred, holding up a second headset. “Care to join me? I still haven’t gotten to split that tight little Princess with you. Or maybe we could give Gabrielle a spin?”

I thought about how lucky I was to have a girl like this. A partner in crime for all my adventures. A perfect nerdy, sexy gamer girl to conquer virtual worlds by my side.

One who liked sharing my harem girls.

“Fuck yeah,” I said, taking the second helmet. “Let’s go get into trouble.”

And we did.
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I don't think this is working :(

Six words. One sad face emoji. And just like that, my relationship was over.

I stared at the text message, reading it again as an awful feeling settled over me like ice in the pit of my stomach. My fingers reached for the reply button, froze, then started to move again. I got two words into a response before I sighed, turned off the phone and shoved it into my pocket.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “God damn it.”

A text message? Really? Dating in the twenty-first century sucked. I had really thought things were going well. Anne was a lot of fun; we'd been on three dates and as far as I knew we'd both enjoyed them, we texted each other all the time, we were moving into that exciting area where making out and heavy petting in my car was about to turn into full-on fucking in my apartment. I was on the verge of getting laid on the reg for the first time in a long time, and with a girl I really liked. Now, instead...

As if on cue, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out and pulled up my new text message:

Sorry. :( I just don't think I'm the girl for you.

What the hell did that even mean? I put the phone down on the counter and rubbed my sinuses with two fingers, still not really believing what I was reading.

Normally I wouldn't have been able to have my phone out like this, but the store had been deserted for hours. A freak snowstorm yesterday had put a half-foot of ice on the ground, and the people who were able to dig themselves out of their driveways and hit the road were more interested in buying food than video games. On a normal day I'd be slammed working the counter by myself, but thanks to the snow I could count the number of people I'd seen so far today on one hand. I'd spent most of the day goofing off, playing a few rounds on some of the display consoles we had around the, store, and waiting for Anne to text me back.

I took my phone back out of my pocket and glanced at it, but there were no more messages. I couldn't think of anything to say, so I put it away and started walking in circles around the store, stretching and sighing. At a rack of newly-released video games I had to stop myself from reaching out and smashing the whole shelf to the floor. Somehow the store being empty made it worse: at least if someone else were here, I'd have something to take my mind off things.

I played a few rounds of the latest fighting game, looking to blow off steam. But soon enough, I found my mind wandering, unable to focus on the characters in front of me. What had I done wrong? I was getting dumped, again. All my dating in the last year had gone this way: promising, slow movement with a nice girl, then a sudden, harsh stop. My love life was the shittiest roller coaster ever, and I couldn't figure out why.

What I want more than anything, I thought, not even paying attention to the game anymore, is to skip all the bullshit. Go straight from zero to sixty. Meet a nice girl, take her out, and have her instantly fall madly in love with me. Head over heels. Have her begging for me to take her night and day. God, just the thought of it was making me horny. It had been too long since I'd come inside a girl's warm, wet pussy, and the thought of Anne straddling me, whispering in my ear begging me to forgive her, was making my cock perk up in my slacks.

I shook my head. “Dream on, Parker.”

On the screen, my fighter's head exploded in a burst of pixelated gore. Game over.

The front door swung open.

It took a second for it to register; I honestly had forgotten I was even at work. I dropped the controller (fortunately it was connected to the machine by a thick cord) and turned awkwardly to greet the customer.

“Hi, welcome to GameZone,” I said. “I'm Parker. Can I help you find anything...?”

I trailed off as the customer shook snow off her parka and pulled the hood down. Wow, I thought. What a knockout.

The girl was a tiny little thing – the top of her head barely came up to my chest – and even under a thick jacket I could see the curves of her breasts and hips clearly. Her brown hair was in a cute pixie cut, and even in jeans her long legs looked amazing in high black boots. I realized I was staring and blinked rapidly, glancing back at the console.

“Oh, no thanks,” the girl said, her voice a smooth contralto. “I'm just browsing.”

She walked past me, scrutinizing the large shelf of used games along the opposite wall. Slowly, so as not to look too eager for company, I headed back behind the counter. I watched her browse the games, her back to me. In other circumstances, it might have been stalker-ish or weird, but I literally had nothing else to do but stare at this girl.

And damn, what a girl. I had already been fantasizing about Anne, and it was the easiest thing in the world to transfer the hard-on I was nursing over her to this new girl. I could just picture her dropping to her knees, that cute little face beaming with pleasure as she pulled my cock out of my pants. I wanted to bend her over right there, just spread her legs and fuck her senseless in the middle of work – this complete stranger I'd met two minutes ago. Not getting to felt like the most unfair thing in the world.

Right as my running fantasy started getting good, she looked over her shoulder at me, her piercing blue eyes gleaming.

“Hey, I do have a question,” she said.

I suddenly realized my throat had gone dry. “Um...uh, yeah. What's up?”

If she noticed my discomfort, she paid it no mind. “Do you have that RPG that just came out, that cute one where you can, like, talk to people instead of killing them?”

I knew exactly what she was talking about. Unfortunately, we didn't.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “They actually don't have it on any consoles. It's only on PCs right now.”

“Oh,” she said, visibly deflated. “Bummer.”

Dammit, I thought as she turned back. That was my one chance. In a second, she'd probably get tired of browsing and leave, and then I'd be alone again. I had to get my mojo working, get the juices flowing, chat this girl up – if only to make myself feel like a human being again after Anne dumped me. Unfortunately, I felt about as suave as a paper hanger.

While I was lost in thought, my eyes slowly drifted to the floor. When I glanced up, she was standing there, a tiny grin on her face like she'd been waiting to see how long it would take me to notice her.

“Hey, I want this one.” She held up an empty game case, then pointed at one of the signs plastered on the door. “You guys are doing 'buy two, get one free' on all the used games, right?”

“Absolutely,” I said quickly. “Not that anyone is here to take advantage of it.”

“Well, I’m here,” she said with a mock-offended face. “I'm gonna keep browsing, but I want that one – can you grab it for me?”

“Yeah, totally,” I said. “I'll hold it up here for you.”

“Cool.” Her grin got a touch wider. “I'm not really sure what else to get. Anything in particular you'd recommend?”

It was another opening. And, in true Parker form, I totally botched it.

“Um...geez, putting me on the spot,” I said, trying to sound casual and flirty but utterly failing at either. “What kind of games do you like?”

She shrugged. “Games like that one,” she said, pointing to the game case she'd handed me. I glanced at it for the first time – it was an obscure Japanese role-playing game. Hell, I didn't know the first thing about it.

I couldn't help what happened next: it just slipped out. “Wow,” I said, “I'm kind of surprised you play this.”

I swear, I was just talking about the fact that it was a crazy-obscure RPG that probably took a billion hours to beat. But she took it a completely different way.

Her eyes narrowed. “Oh, word? You think I'm buying it for my boyfriend or something?”

Oh, shit. Too late, I realized how awful what I'd said sounded. “No, no I didn't mean it that way. I didn't eve know you had a boyfriend.”

She scoffed. “I swear, guys like you are the worst. What do I have to do, prove that I'm a nerd?” She pulled up the sleeve on her jacket, exposing a tattoo on her wrist of the Triforce from the Legend of Zelda. “But that's probably too casual for you, right?”

I held up my hands in a warding gesture. “That's not what I meant, okay? I'm really sorry. I thought it was really cool that you play this, that's all.”

She looked at me for a moment as if re-evaluating me, then relaxed. “Whatever. I probably shouldn't have gone off on you like that. Um, I'm gonna go find another game.”

With that, she strode away, not looking back.

Fucking great. Great job, Parker. The only way that exchange could have gone worse would've been if I'd dropped my fucking pants halfway through.

“What a day,” I muttered, bending under the counter. I might as well find the game she wanted. Beneath the register were a chest of poorly-maintained drawers, bursting at the seams with extra copies of games. I knew from a glance at the box that this one was going to be way in the back.

I pulled open a drawer and reached deep inside, way further than I ever usually had to. My fingers reached out, brushed against a jewel case, then closed on something hard. What the hell? That...did not feel like a game.

I pulled the object out of the drawer and stared at it. My voice was a whisper. “What the hell is this thing?”

It had been sitting in the back of that drawer for who knows how long, yet it didn't have a speck of dust on it. It was an oblong plastic wedge, its surface the ugly beige of old computer equipment. Looking at it, I got the impression of having seen it before somewhere, or having seen something similar in appearance. In fact, I realized it bore a striking resemblance to one of those old handheld video game players from the early 90s. Was that what this was? Had we ever sold those?

There was a seam along the middle like the cream filling between two Oreo cookies. I reached out with a fingertip, pressed it gently...

The whole thing came open with a snap, and I immediately revised my opinion of the object. It might look like something from the 90's, but there was no way something this sophisticated could be that old.

It unfolded into a clamshell design, with a screen on the top half and a very basic-looking keyboard on the bottom. As soon as it was fully open, the screen brightened. A logo appeared for a fraction of a second – two stylized C's overlapping on top of a black-and-white checkerboard design – then the device booted up.

Blocky letters appeared on the screen. New User Detected. Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please enter your name.

When you've spent most of your life playing video games, entering your name at the beginning of a game just becomes second nature. I didn't hesitate as I punched the strange, velvety keys.

P-A-R-K-E-R. Enter.

“Hey, where'd you go?”

I stood up too fast, hitting the back of my head on the bottom of the counter. The world exploded with pain; I clutched my head and stifled a curse. Shit, I'd been so distracted the girl had startled me.

“Sorry,” she said as I rose over the counter, rubbing the back of my neck. “You okay?”

“Yeah, I'm fine,” I said. Oddly, I kept the device against my thigh and didn't put it on the counter – partly because I wanted to keep it secret, partly because I didn't want to find out she already knew what it was, making me look even more stupid.

“I'm gonna get this one, too,” she said, handing me another game.

I took the game and lay it on the counter next to its predecessor, nodding. “Yeah, of course.”

“Now I've just got to pick out my freebie.” A wicked gleam shined in her eyes. “Maybe I'll pick something out that my boyfriend would like. I dunno.”

She twirled on her heel and walked away, humming and swaying her hips as if to say look at what he gets and you don't. It infuriated me.

As soon as she was looking the other way, I pulled the device out from under the counter. It had finished booting up while I was occupied, and now it was displaying what I assumed was the main menu:

Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) Cheats by Category

3) Cheats by Name

4) Advanced Search

5) Experimental Mode (Beta)

6) TOP SECRET

Press CC at any time to enter a Cheat...

Like any curious person with a pulse, I immediately selected TOP SECRET. I was greeted with a disappointing message:

This folder requires a password. Please enter password now:

I tried 'password', 'admin' and 'letmein' before the machine beeped and informed me I was locked out of 'TOP SECRET' for the next 24 hours. Oh well, I had plenty of other stuff to look at.

I backed up and opened the Bookmarks folder. Empty.

“Well, that makes sense,” I muttered. “Being a new user and all...”

Starting to get bored already, I thumbed over to 'Cheats By Name'. Now I was looking at a list of 'cheats', sorted alphabetically. From the size of the scroll bar I could tell that this was a long list. It started with numbers:

10: Player receives $10 in local currency

100: Player receives $100 in local currency

1000: Player receives $1000 in local currency...

I frowned, pressing the scroll up and scroll down keys. Each option was highlighted as I scrolled past it. The only thing was, what did they actually do?

I flipped the thing over, looking for a cartridge slot or something, anything to give me a clue as to this machine's function. If I didn't know any better, I'd swear I was holding one of those devices that let you input 'cheat codes' in video games – except there was no space to connect a video game to the machine. So what did it effect? Was it wireless, somehow?

Confused, I selected '100' and pressed enter. The machine gave a low, disturbing whir, then the screen flashed quickly.

'Cheat activated. Returning to main menu...'

A few seconds later, I was staring at the same screen of options I'd been looking at a minute before. There was a new message at the top asking me if I wanted to add the cheat to my bookmarks – I shrugged and selected yes. Not that it meant anything.

Player receives a hundred dollars, I thought. If only it were that easy. Like pushing a button...

I froze. A nervous little laugh escaped my throat. No, that couldn't be, right? It was totally impossible.

Slowly, feeling like a character in a horror movie, I reached into my pocket and drew out my wallet. Stuffed behind my credit cards and gym membership were the two five dollar bills I'd been intending to buy lunch with. In between them was a crisp, perfect one hundred dollar bill.

I took it out of the wallet, staring at it like I expected it to dissolve into nothingness any second. It looked like it was hot off the presses; it even felt vaguely warm. I scrutinized like I'd never looked at money a customer had handed me, and I couldn't see a thing wrong with it.

This wasn't here before, I told myself. Hell, I never carried that much cash on me – I wasn't a roll of bills kind of guy. There was only one explanation, but it didn't make any sense. It couldn't be true.

I put in the cheat, I realized. I put in the cheat and I got the money.

What else could this thing do?

As I was still reeling, the machine popped up another helpful message:

Second person detected. Please hold up CheatCode to analyze.

I frowned. What the hell did that mean? I held up the device, moving it back and forth in confusion, and the screen flashed again. It was a camera, like the one you used on your phone to take a selfie, and I had pointed right at my cute-as-hell customer.

A green box appeared around her for a moment on the screen, then vanished. Scan complete, the screen read. Player may input cheats whenever ready.

If finding a Benjamin in my wallet had been a shock, this was a five-alarm, code blue heart attack. I could activate cheats...on other people? What, what kind of cheats?

I scrolled the cheats by type, scrolling feverishly. I had to do it again. I had to prove this was real, that I hadn't just hallucinated a hundred-dollar bill into my pocket.

Then I found it. Halfway down the list of categories: “Love and Sex.”

I glanced from the device to the girl, still browsing the shelves with her back to me. For a second, I weighed the morality of what I was going to do. Could I really 'cheat' my way into a cute girl's pants? What kind of person would that make me?

On the other hand, what kind of idiot would I be if I was holding that kind of power in my hands and never used it?

It only took a second. I ran down the list, found the cheat I wanted.

“LVSKIP,” I read quietly. “Automatically complete the 'romance subplot' for selected NPC.” I'd played plenty of video games where there were characters you could romance, usually by spending time with them or completing a specific quest. At the end of a romance subplot, that character fell in love with the protagonist, and there was a sex scene.

Oh my god a sex scene. Was that...?

I stopped thinking and activated the cheat.

For about thirty seconds, I was afraid it was all a lie – that I had forgotten about the $100 bill in my wallet, that everything had been a weird coincidence. Then the girl turned around.

There was a wide smile on her face. Any trace of the disgust, anger or attitude she'd been giving me was gone. As she walked across the room, she caught my eye and began to unzip her jacket, pulling it back to reveal a black tank top that ended at her midriff. Sweat stood out on her ample cleavage; her breasts were high, firm and aching for my tongue.

“Parker,” she said, and any trace of doubt I had vanished. There was smoke in that voice, and heat, and a need so obvious it should have been the start of a porno.

I didn't know what to say. “Hey.”

“You've done so much for me,” she said, stepping behind the counter. “You've waited on me, you've brought me my games...I feel like we've made a real connection.”

That sounded ludicrous, but I wasn't about to question. “That's wonderful,” I said. “I-”

“Shh,” she whispered, putting a hand on my lips. She was close enough now that I could feel the heat radiating off her. She cast her jacket to the floor.

“I know you're about to go out and save the world,” she said. “I wish you didn't have to. I can't bear the thought that I might never see you again, that you might die saving us from this great and terrible evil.”

Oh my god. I understood immediately: she was acting like a video game character. This was every 'romance' scene I'd ever played, but real – and, I was hoping, with all the censoring taken out.

“I'm not afraid,” I said, picking up the cue. “Just...this might be the last night we spend together.”

“I know,” she said with a throaty, lusty laugh. “And no man has earned his way into my bed like you, Parker. Let me give you your reward.”

Before I could respond one way or the other she was on her knees, prostrate before me like a worshipful servant. She looked up and met my gaze, keeping eye contact as she undid my belt and worked my cock free. 

If anyone walked in, I'd be screwed – they'd see me getting blown behind the counter. And suddenly, I realized I didn't care. This was real. I was really using cheat codes in everyday life. I was going to enjoy this. And if someone happened to come in from the snow, well: I was sure there was probably a cheat for that, too.

“Oh, wow,” the girl breathed, reaching into my pants. “You're already so hard for me. And so big.”

My cock stood fully erect, so hard it almost hurt. It dripped with juice. I watched as the girl's face slackened in awe as she took it all in, mouth open with delight. My balls followed, swollen to bursting with come.

“You deserve the greatest whore in the realm, my hero,” the girl whispered. “I'm going to do my best to be that for you tonight.”

With that, she leaned forward and gobbled me up, sliding my shaft between her soft lips and burying me down her throat. 

“Mmmh,” she moaned around my cock, relaxing her throat. God, she felt amazing. Every inch of her mouth was warm and wet, filled with the most unbelievable suction. Unconsciously, I started thrusting against her, letting my cock fill her sweet little mouth even deeper. She took it all, stretching her throat to accommodate me.

She really thinks I'm a hero, I thought. She's tasting my cock because I won her heart and she thinks I'm...what? The protagonist?

She pulled back, letting the fat head of my cock rest on her tongue. With her free hand, she pulled hair away from her face and stared up at me.

“Am I doing well, hero?” She asked with a naughty smile. “Or would you prefer the attentions of some tavern wench?”

“Never, princess,” I said, really starting to get into it now. “I want you. I want to spread your legs and fuck you. I want to plow your royal pussy until you spend the entire time I'm gone sore.”

She bit her lip like this was exactly what she wanted to hear. “Yes, my lord. I...want that, too. I wasn't sure if you thought me worthy.”

“Worthy?”

“For your seed, hero.” She was beaming now. “That it might quicken, and fatten me with your heir.”

So she wasn't on the pill. And I didn't have a condom. I didn't want a condom. I wanted to feel her, every twitch and tremor of her tight little slit as I came inside her. I realized I wanted to make her pregnant, that the thought of knocking this stranger up with 'heirs' made my dick throb with need.

“Oh, you're definitely worthy. You want that?”

“Yes, my lord.” She blushed. “It would be an honor.”

I helped her to her feet and bent her over the desk. Her pants came down easily; she wasn't wearing panties underneath. Bad little nerd, I thought. Her pussy was shaved and dripping with moisture – between that and the job her mouth had done on me, I was able to slide into her with one smooth stroke.

“Yes, Parker!” She cried, clutching the counter and grinding her hips on my rod. “Fuck me! Breed me, lord! I want your seed inside me while you save us! You deserve this, hero!”

I do, I thought. This girl was a reward: a trophy given to me just like a trophy in a video game, for completing a series of actions. Only, I'd skipped all those actions, because I had a cheat code. As I felt myself building to climax, I realized this was what I was meant to be doing – collecting as many trophies as I could. Getting all the rewards.

Taking all the snobby girls who thought they were too good to be bred like cheap whores.

“I'm so fertile,” the girl moaned, delirious with pleasure. “You make me feel like such a real woman, my lord. I know if you come in me now I'll make you so many babies!”

The thought of it sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, burying myself inside her so hard she was pinned against the display case, her breasts flattened and face against the glass. I came like a conqueror, savoring the spoils of victory. An unlike a video game, there was no fade to black, no cutaway, no censoring. I came inside her, shooting over and over again with zero protection, and it was the best feeling in the world. I felt her climax beneath me, the sensation of being bred pulling her brainwashed body up to climax and tossing her over the side. As good as this felt for me, it had to feel even better for her. It was like fulfilling your entire purpose in life, on top of coming.

When I was done, she stood up and pulled her pants on, her creamy pussy dripping down her thigh. Her face was flushed with afterglow; she had a smile as big as a billboard.

“That was everything I had hoped it would be, hero,” she said. “Thank you for deeming me worthy of you.”

“You're, um, very welcome,” I said. Now that the haze of orgasmic bliss was wearing off, I felt a little...embarrassed. This was awkward. What was I supposed to do now?

“I guess I'll ring you up for these?” I asked, motioning towards the games. 

She looked at them as if she'd never seen such things before. “These trinkets? What would I need them for? I have you, hero.” She snuggled close to me and nuzzled beneath my neck. “Take me back to your holdfast. I want to make sure I'm bearing your child when you leave in the morning...”

Oh, shit. She was broken. Maybe there was a reason there were fades to black in video games.

“No,” I said, taking a step back. God, I'd really come in her without protection, hadn't I? She could be on her way to pregnant right now...and weirdly, the thought turned me on. “You need to go home...hang on, one second...”

I fumbled for the device, pressing buttons at random. Finally I found an option that seemed promising – 'revert all cheats'.

Before I could even consider the consequences, I pressed it.

Instantly, a confused look came over the girl's face. “What...”

She staggered like a drunk, looking around her surroundings like she hadn't been here for close to an hour. “Why am I back here? I...I'm sorry. Did I do something?”

“Uh, no,” I said. “You're fine. You were helping me get this.” I held up her second game.

“Oh.” She moved back around the counter.

I rang her up and she left, looking frazzled but more or less okay. When I opened my wallet, the hundred dollar bill was gone.

So I can undo the changes... I thought. But I have to undo ALL the changes...

I plugged the 100 cheat back in and activated it. A crisp hundred-dollar bill appeared in my wallet.

Well, I was just going to have to be more careful from now on. Or a lot less moral.

The possibilities were almost as terrifying as they were exciting.

Two minutes later, I walked out the door, put up a “back in ten minutes” sign and locked up. I needed time to think about all this, to come to grips with what I'd just done and what I might be willing to do in the future. I needed a lunch break.

Fortunately, I'd just found myself with some extra cash.
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Chapter Two



[image: image]


I did it, I thought, driving through the snow. Holy shit, I really did it. I'm going to get in so much trouble.

Snow piled the roadway on either side, standing over two feet high. The blacktop had been salted the night before the big snowstorm, but there was still plenty of ice on the road. Even during the best of times, it would have been a tough drive, but I couldn't keep my mind on the present. It kept slipping back, to an hour ago, to something I was still struggling to believe wasn't a fantasy.

For the dozenth time since I'd started driving, I patted the object in my jacket, reassuring myself that it was real. The CheatCode.

There was a gentle soreness in my arms and legs; the gentle, good kind of ache you got after some really good, hard sex. Normally I wouldn't have been further away from feeling this way – my girlfriend had just left me and I was stuck in a dead-end job working a video game store in the worst snowstorm of the year – but I had just had sex, great sex, with a woman I'd known for all of ten minutes. A tiny, geeky goddess who'd gotten on her knees and put my cock in her mouth, all while proclaiming me a hero.

My hero, she said, let me give you exactly what you deserve...

This thing in my jacket, it made her do that. I found it when I was cleaning out the back of our crumbling, overstuffed shelving units: some kind of prototype handheld game console, looking like it came straight out of the early 1990s. But the things it did...it made her want me. It made her serve me, some guy she didn't know, made her get on her knees and blow me then present her pussy to me like an offering.

“Three things,” I muttered to myself as I pulled off the main road. “One: I feel like I just had sex, so I probably did. Two: I have this game thing in my jacket, so I know it's real. Three...”

As I unbuckled my seatbelt, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my wallet. Inside, tucked between two crumpled fives, was a hundred-dollar bill so crisp I'd swear it had just come off the presses. That was the other thing I'd done with CheatCode – make myself richer.

Sex and money, I thought. I have a machine that might let me have whatever I want, and I default to sex and money. What kind of person am I?

Well, not just sex and money. Food, too.

Pulling into the parking lot, I saw with relief that the restaurant was open despite the snow. It was a nice old Italian place I went to sometimes, tucked in the middle of a strip mall. The businesses around it were closed down for the day, and there were only a couple of cars in the parking lot – employees, probably. The fewer the better, preferably.

I still couldn't believe what I'd done. I'd fucked that girl, and I didn't even know her name. I'd come inside of her without protection. She could be pregnant soon, because of me, and she'd never know it. She'd be carrying...

A hero's heir. The thought appeared without warning, I shook it away.

It was wrong. Conjuring money out of thin air was one thing, but using a young woman like that was...it was cruel. The kind of thing a vicious, amoral playboy did, using women and throwing them away. Despite my growing arousal, I told myself I wouldn't do it anymore. Whatever other powers this device held, I wouldn't use it to control people.

I walked across the parking lot, avoiding patches of ice, trying not to think of the way I had felt. How great, how searing and fulfilling the pleasure was, holding that girl down and filling her up with my fertile seed while she begged me for it. I'd lived my whole life being stepped on, fighting for every opportunity and bending over backwards to get girls into my bed. When I'd used CheatCode, it felt different. So different. It felt like I didn't have to try, like she just fell all over herself to make me feel good, like she was only thinking of me instead of the other way around.

It felt like I deserved all these things: the sex, the money, the power...

“No,” I said out loud, stepping onto the sidewalk. “That's not who I am. I ought to take this thing and break it.”

And I probably would, I told myself. But first I wanted to see how it worked – what else it could do.

Inside, the place was practically empty. A bored-looking guy in an apron stopped scrubbing the bar and headed to the back. I was the only customer. On the other side of the restaurant, a young, dark-haired woman sat, playing with her cell phone. As I watched, she raised it up, pursed her lips, and took a selfie.

I coughed. Finally, she noticed me.

She came across the room in a bit of a huff, as if I had somehow been rude to her. “Hi, welcome to Anna's,” she said quickly. “Booth or table?”

“Uh, booth, please,” I said.

She led me across the room to a clean booth that looked like it hadn't been sat at all day. The cushioned seat gave an audible squeak as I sat down and scooted in.

“Can I get you something to start with?” the waitress asked. 

Normally I would have said no, but today I had a hundred-dollar bill burning a hole in my pocket, so I was feeling like a little splurge was in order. “Sure. I'd like an appetizer platter of wings. Oh, and a beer. Whatever you have on draft is fine.”

She gave me a sideways glance but left it at that. “Alright. I'll be right back with your starters.”

As she turned to go, I pulled the device out of my jacket. It was hard to believe such an unassuming lump of beige plastic could do the things it did, could rewrite the entire fabric of reality. I had to know the limits of what it could do.

The waitress turned back, glancing down at the device. “What's that?”

Oh, shit. If I'd have known she'd take an interest, I would have waited until she was gone to take it out. Up until that moment, I had never even considered the idea of being found out – now thinking about it made me freeze up like a deer in headlights.

“Uh...it's just a videogame.” I said quickly. “You know, like a Game Boy.”

“Oh.” She turned and walked away without saying another word. I breathed a silent sigh of relief.

Once she disappeared into the kitchen, I was alone in the restaurant. I booted up the device and felt a surge of excitement as the main menu came up:

Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please select an option.

The usual suspects were all there: I could select a cheat by name or category, could access my bookmarks, or attempt to open the strange TOP SECRET folder. I had tried that secret folder the first time I booted the device up, but now I gave it another shot. It let me up in three more passwords (all variants on the word 'password') before locking me out again.

Oh well. I shrugged.

Next, I leafed through the categories, looking for something to catch my interest. I was no stranger to devices that changed your video game, having used them when I was a kid to beat the fiendishly difficult games they used to make back in the 80s, and the cheats were all stuff I was familiar with: invincibility, infinite lives, codes that gave you increasingly large amounts of money. I scrolled past the romance cheat, a tingle of arousal working its way up my spine at the memory of using it before.

“NOCLIP,” I whispered. “Turn off all solid surfaces.”

That was a cheat that let you walk through walls. I almost activated it, before thinking: what if it turned off the floor too? The idea of falling endlessly through the earth sickened me. I kept scrolling. Then, something caught my eye that made me stop:

BLKMRROR: turn player invisible.

I could be invisible? I had to try that. I selected the cheat and pressed the activation button.

There was a slight hum from the device, but other than that nothing happened. I waited, but I didn't feel any different. Maybe that one is broken...

I glanced back down at the device and gasped. My hands had disappeared.

Slowly, with a vague sense of unreality threatening to turn into panic, I slid the CheatCode back into my pocket and stood up. The second it was in my pocket it winked out of existence, like it had ceased to be. There was a mirror over the bar; I walked over to it. In the reflection, it looked as if there was no one in the restaurant – I had disappeared. Just as a test, I pulled the CheatCode back out of my pocket for a second – and suddenly the device was floating in mid-air, like it was hanging from a string.

The kitchen door slammed open.

I got the device back in my pocket and jumped to the side, narrowly avoiding the waitress as she made her way out of the kitchen. She carried a tray of chicken wings and a tall mug of beer as she made her way across the restaurant. I watched as she got to my table, put down the food, and looked around confusedly.

She really can't see me, I realized. Even with the evidence of my own eyes, I hadn't really believed I was invisible until someone else couldn't see me. Now I had proof. I'm going to get into so much trouble with this thing...

The waitress walked over to the bathrooms and knocked on the men's room door. When there was no answer, she pushed it open a crack and looked inside.

She stepped back. “Hey, Marco?”

A face appeared in the window of the kitchen. “Yeah?”

The waitress sounded irritated. “That guy fucking left. He just disappeared.”

I had to stifle a giggle. She had no idea how right she was.

“Alright,” the man said distractedly. “I'm cleaning, anyway.”

The waitress sighed and rolled her eyes. “Figures. Did you see that little Game Boy thing he was carting around? Like a little kid. I should have known he didn't have any money.”

The man snickered. “Whatever. I'll drink that beer – no sense in letting it go to waste.”

“You laugh,” she said. “All guys are like that kid these days. Playing their little video games, can't even go outside without them. Total manchildren. Probably left because I didn't fawn all over him like this was Hooters.”

Marco laughed. “Man, what'd that guy do to you, Kim? It's just a plate of wings.”

“Whatever. I haven't had a decent date in months because every guy now is-” she made a gesture of pressing buttons, widening her eyes like a zombie - “duuuh, gotta play my Pokemans in public like a little baby. Whatever happened to men?”

Still laughing, Marco went back into the kitchen. The waitress went back across the room and seconds later was totally absorbed in her phone, completely missing the irony.

I stood in the middle of the room, frozen. Wow. Did people really talk about me like that when they didn't think I was around? I was...shocked. Upset. Angry.

What a bitch, I thought. What a hypocritical little bitch.

I felt my blood pressure rising; the urge to do something about this was rising up in me like a storm surge, quickly and without warning. Watching her over there, staring at her screen in her own little world, so willing to pass judgment on a guy she'd known for all of two minutes...it made me want to teach her a lesson. It made me want to use CheatCode.

It didn't hurt that she was hot as hell. Whoever had hired her obviously knew exactly what they were doing – with her tight white top, short skirt, pouty lips and long legs, she must have been a tip-getting machine on nights with lots of guys. Yesterday a girl like her would have been out of my league, but today...

No, I thought. I'm never doing that to a girl again. I'll....I'll just mess with her a little.

Yeah, that was it. There was nothing wrong with having a little bit of fun, right?

Almost as if in response to my thought, Kim stood up, put her phone away and headed towards the kitchen. This time I only needed to take a small step out of the way to avoid her: I was already getting used to moving around while invisible.

I followed just behind her and managed to slip through the saloon-style kitchen doors without being noticed.

“I'm so tired of this shit,” Kimberly said, tossing her apron on a nearby table. “That guy was the only customer we've had today and he fucking ran off to play his Game Boy. I might as well not even be here today.”

Her back was to me, but just to be safe I slipped to the side of the room where I wouldn't be accidentally seen. Holding up the CheatCode, I let it scan.

New character detected. Scanning complete! You may activate cheats on this character at any time.

Success! Now to find something filthy to do. It didn't take me long to find a new code I wanted to try. A quick scan of the 'sex' category showed me dozens of exciting options, but one stuck out immediately:

KAPOW!: Target character immediately achieves orgasm. WARNING: repeated use of cheat may cause intense, spontaneous attraction to protagonist!

That warning was a little odd, but surely I could try it once? Causing an orgasm at will sounded like a perfect way to embarrass this bratty waitress.

I coded it in and got ready to activate it.

“Why don't you leave then?” Marco's voice echoed from the freezer.

“Oh my god, would you tell anybody if I did? I just feel like I'm wasting my time here and ohhhhh shit...”

Kimberly's beautiful face flushed crimson and she doubled over, as if unsure for an instant whether she was experiencing pleasure or pain. Then her face went slack and her eyes fluttered white as pleasure rocked her slender frame. She barely managed to stay upright.

Holy shit, I thought. I made her come. I didn't even touch her.

There was a beat of silence. “Kim? You okay?”

God she looked sexy. I watched her slowly get control of herself until she felt good enough to speak. She brushed a strand of hair out of her face.

“Yeah...um, yeah, I'm fine. Just feeling a little off. Maybe I should leave.”

Oh no, I thought. You're not going anywhere.

“Look, if you've gotta go, just go,” Marco said. “I can handle customers okay. And Mitch doesn't know half of what goes on around here. You won't get in any trouble.”

“I...I don't know,” she said, suddenly unsure. What I'd just done had shaken her. Maybe she didn't want to be alone? “The snow is still pretty bad, and you know my car is a-”

She froze, clutching the table in a white-knuckle grip as her face contorted in beautiful agony. I had hit the button again and she was coming, even harder this time. She tried to hold back, but after a moment a thin, high-pitched squeal of uncontrollably ecstasy tore from her throat.

“Uh, Kim?” Marco's head appeared at the entrance to the freezer. “What's going on, babe?”

She turned and headed for the door so fast I was barely able to get the CheatCode back under wraps fast enough.

“I'm fine,” she said, her voice still tight with pleasure. “I'll be right back don't worry about me okay?”

She pushed past the door, clutching the side of her head. Marco shrugged and walked back into the freezer. I followed her out into the dining area and into the bathroom, moving the door slowly so as to generate as little sound as possible.

It didn't work. “Who's there?”

I stepped into the bathroom. It was nicer then the men's room – figures – and Kim was bent over one of the plush sinks, staring at her reflection, water dripping down her face from where she had splashed herself.

I should have walked away. I ought to have slipped back out the door, made my way to my car, and driven home.

I didn't.

Instead, I selected 'revert cheats' and pushed SEND.

It was like a switch had been flipped somewhere. All of a sudden, I could see myself in the mirror, my body taught with longing, my gaze fixed on Kim. She blinked rapidly and took a step back, shock evident on her face. Even then, I might have stopped. I could have turned back invisible and left.

But then she saw my CheatCode, and an almost imperceptible sneer crossed her face. Even with the greatest shock of her young life right in front of her, she still had time to think mean things about me.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, her tone angry and confused. “Get the hell out, you and your stupid toy!”

I felt a slow, wicked smile cross my face. “It's not stupid. For example, it lets me do this.”

Before she could respond, I selected KAPOW! and pushed the button. The words she had been about to say died in her throat as she climaxed, sobbing as she clutched the sink to stay upright.

“Oh God, that feels so good,” she groaned, lifting her head from the granite counter top. “You've been doing that?”

“Yes,” I said. “I've been watching you come, Kim. I like watching you come, the way your thighs clench together and your whole body trembles like you can't believe how good you feel. I think it's a better way for you to spend your time than making fun of people you don't know.”

A look of shocked recognition passed over her face. She knew I'd been watching her – that somehow I had been in the restaurant the whole time, even if she couldn't see me.

“You need to leave,” she said. “I'll call the police. Marco will-”

At this point she trailed off, because I hit the button again. Her pretty, glossy lips stretched in a silent cry as she came again, knees knocking together. This time she sank to her knees, unable to hold herself together from the sweet, filthy pleasure coursing through her veins. A dedicated orgasm button, I thought. How nice.

I took a step forward. “Still think it's just a toy? Still think I'm some manchild you can snicker about behind my back?”

“No,” she groaned. “No, I'm so sorry. The way you've made me come, Christ the way you make me feel...only a real man could do that.”

The way she was looking up at me – it wasn't the disgusted, terrified look she had earlier. Repeated use, I remembered, can cause a character to become wildly attracted to the protagonist...

The protagonist, of course, being me. I was the hero of this story, I was the one with the power, and I was tired of being looked down on by trashy little cunts. I wasn't going to play their games any longer – I was going to play a different kind of game. My game.

Starting with Kim.

“You want another?” I teased, working down my zipper.

She froze for moment, biting her lip as she fought the new-found feelings within her, then nodded. “Yes. Please. I need it.”

I pressed the button again.

She didn't even bother hiding it this time: she was enjoying every second of this. Her back arched like a bow as she came, breasts and hips shaking from the climax.

“Thank you,” she gasped once she was able to speak. Sweat poured down her forehead.

“You're welcome,” I said. “You can have it again, you know. You can have as much as you want. You can feel this way forever, Kim.”

My cock slid out of my pants, rock-hard. It stood straight up, fat beads of precum leaking from the head. She stared at it like a person seeing their true love for the first time.

“You just have to serve.”

She looked up at me, and kept her gaze straight at my eyes as she kissed the head of my cock. “Yes, Master.”

Master. I liked the sound of that. Yes, after all – that was another word for protagonist, right? The person in control. 'Hero' didn't suit me right now anyway – what I was doing right now felt anything but heroic.

But it felt fucking great.

Kim took me in her mouth slowly, bringing me all the way into her throat. Once I was all the way inside her, I hit the button one more time.

Her gorgeous body clenched in utter bliss as I fucked her face, grabbing the side of her head and thrusting into her mouth. She gagged and sputtered, but with the KAPOW! Ringing through her brain, she barely noticed. Nothing else mattered except pleasure; she was as focused on it as a junkie for their drug of choice.

After a few more thrusts, I lay back against the counter and let her go to work. “Make me come,” I commanded, “and when you do I'll give you another.”

It was like setting off a firecracker in her mind. Kim would do anything to earn another hit of that pure, blissed-out power, and she fought for her reward like a good little girl, slurping and sucking and stroking as she blew me.

In no time at all, I felt my own climax building in my balls. I was tempted to turn the CheatCode on myself – but knew somehow that was a mistake. What if I got addicted to it? It was better, after all, to let a little slut like Kim please me; way better to blow a load all over her pretty face...

At the last moment I pulled out of Kim's mouth; instinctively she started stroking as I came. She milked burst after burst of come from my cock, more than I thought possible. Even when I'd been in a long drought from the dating game, I'd never blown such a big, thick load as the one I presented Kim's gorgeous visage.

She closed her eyes, smiling as I pushed the button. The feel of my warm come on her face became a thick blanket of pleasure as she came again, harder than ever. She writhed on the floor, her body taking the last few smaller shots of my come, moving without thought. She rubbed my seed into her skin and lapped it from her fingers, delirious with bliss.

When she finally stopped, I had already tucked my cock back into my pants and zipped up. She got to her feet, a mixture of shame and defiance on her face.

“I...I want more.” The words left her throat like they were being forced out.

“Oh, really?” With my mind clear after coming, I started to look at Kim with new eyes. She was gorgeous, young and unattached. She was a damn fine little cocksucker, and I was already curious how she was in bed. Plus, her face was covered in my come. I kind of felt responsible for her already.

Besides, I realized, I need a test subject, don't I? I'm certainly not going to try all these cheats out on myself. I can make Kim love me, make her WANT to be used for my every whim, then find out what this thing is REALLY capable of.

“Alright,” I said after a long moment. She let out a relieved breath and sighed happily, like I'd just promised to make all her dreams come true. “You can stay with me. Why don't we head back to my place, and we can do more than just have you blow me?”

She nodded. “Of course.” She was already adapting. It was kind of amazing to watch it happen in real time – I could see her mind rearranging itself around the pleasure, reassuring her everything was normal and good. She bit her lip mischievously and shot me a smile. “Master.”

I tried a line of reasoning I had been thinking about for a while now. “You'll be a good girl for me from now on, won't you, Kim? Seeing as I'm the main character and all...”

Her face lit up. “Exactly! That's exactly how I feel! It's like...like you're the one in charge, somehow. I feel like I'm meant to be with you, like...like a trophy or something else you collect. I should be horrified, but frankly I'm way too turned on. Let's go to your place!”

I let her lead me out, not even bothering to tell her about the streaks of come still on her face.

As we left the restaurant, my CheatCode began to vibrate. I glanced at the screen and let out a long, loud laugh at the message written there.

Kim turned around. “What is it, Master?”

I smiled. “Nothing you would understand babe. And when we're in public together, you can just call me 'Parker'. But we both know what it really means.”

She gave me a small, secret smile. “Sure thing, Parker.”

On the screen of the CheatCode, a new notification had popped up: Kimberly has joined your party!
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Chapter Three
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I rolled over in bed, the mattress soft underneath me. Blinking my eyes slowly, I saw that it was morning – a faint beam of light streamed in from between the curtains. I ran my hand over my face and reached out towards the nightstand for my phone, wondering dimly what time it was and if I could go back to sleep for another hour.

As I moved, I felt the sheets glide over my erection – I had morning wood so big I could see it bulging through the comforter. I can't remember the last time I woke up this hard, I thought sleepily.  I must've been having one hell of a sex dream...

My fingers touched something hard and plastic, but it wasn't my phone. Just like that, it all came flooding back: finding the device at work, buried in the bottom of a long-forgotten drawer. Using it on my one nerdy customer, making her worship my cock behind the counter. Leaving the store in a rush, being insulted by the snotty waitress at the restaurant, unable to stop myself from bringing her under my control. Bringing her home...

I lifted up the other end of the covers, already knowing what I was going to find. Kim, the waitress from the Italian restaurant by my work, lay beneath, snoozing contentedly. She was topless, wearing nothing other than a tight skirt with no panties underneath. I knew that, because last night I'd taken those panties off with my teeth; Kim had spent half the last night fucking me, indulging all the naughty fantasies I'd always had but had been afraid to ask any of my girlfriends to do. She had no problem with anything I asked her to do, because...

Because of this. I held the device up, staring at it like I was seeing it for the first time. Such a tiny thing to have completely changed my life. It called itself CheatCode, and while it looked like one of those hand held video games from the 90's, it held the power to change reality. Having found it, it had named me as the “Player,” with the ability to input cheats in the game of life – free money, invisibility, the power to make a teenage waitress orgasm on command. And I'd just begun to scratch the surface.

With the covers off her, Kim began to stir, her beautiful young body shivering gently. She slid over, still asleep, and pressed herself against me. Her skin was smooth and flawless, gorgeously tanned all over except for a small pale patch just above her pussy in the shape of a Playboy bunny logo. She must have put a patch there whenever she tanned; I wondered idly how many men had ever gotten to see that bunny.

Kim felt my erection pressing against her ass; as if by instinct she began rubbing against it, still asleep. I had to stop myself from gasping out loud. Part of me – a part that was large and getting bigger – wanted to roll Kim over, part her pretty legs and wake her up with my cock; but another part of me was worried and cautious. Now that she'd had a good night's sleep, would she still think of me as a 'hero'? Or did whatever this CheatCode thing do to people only last for a short time? If that was the case, I was going to have one confused teenage waitress on my hand when she woke up.

I shouldn't have worried. Kim's eyes opened a crack, and a wide smile spread across her sleepy face. She let out a low sigh of contentment and rolled over, her firm breasts pushing against my chest. I felt a warmth between her thighs, pressing against my hardness, promising sweet, primal release.

“Damn, Master, you are hard,” she giggled, clinging to me. “I thought I took care of that last night?”

My mouth was dry. She called me Master. Just hearing the word filled me with excitement; it was powerful and sexy. “What do you expect,” I said, “waking up next to this?”

I punctuated my sentence by taking her by the hips and pressing. The thin fabric of my boxers was all that kept me from sliding inside of her.

She let out a delighted squeal as the head of my cock pressed against her folds. “I missed you so much, Master.”

My mouth found her breasts. Her nipples were hard and aching for my touch; she arched her back to press them against me.

“Missed me?” I managed to gasp. “You just slept next to me.”

She bit my earlobe, her hot tongue darting around my ear. “But I was asleep,” she purred, raking my back. “I didn't have you inside me.”

God, that made me rock hard. I was so stiff it hurt. I had to empty my balls inside Kim – any lingering concerns I had about the morality of the situation were long gone.

“You want to fuck me?”

She was panting, desperate to get me inside of her. “Yes, Parker. I want it so bad.”

I flipped us over and guided her hand to my boxers. She pulled the waistband down until my cock slid out, leaking come as it throbbed against her.

“Show me,” I commanded.

Then I was inside her, sliding deep to the hilt. She let out a whimper as her walls stretched around my girth, running her fingers over my chest. She leaned back until she was straight up, straddling my hips, and began to ride.

If she thought that being on top meant she was in control, though, she was wrong. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled, bringing her down on me roughly.

“You belong to me,” I said, holding her ear close to my mouth. “Don't forget that.”

“Of course not, Master,” she said quickly. “Let me show you how good I can make you feel...”

Her pussy clenched around me as she rode me, putting her whole body into fucking me. Christ, she was tight! Her nineteen-year old pussy was practically in mint condition, so snug around me I couldn't believe how good it felt. I'd never been with a girl so hot, so tight, so utterly devoted to getting me off.

In no time at all I felt my climax approaching. I grabbed her by the hips and began bucking, taking control back from Kim. Her face went slack with pleasure as I took the reins from her.

“Oh fuck, that's so good, Master! You're so deep inside me – I can't wait to feel you come in me!”

“Yeah, fill you up,” I grunted, pounding her.

She leaned forward and our lips met, kissing me deeply as my cock began to twitch. “Come inside me, Master.”

Then I was unloading, burst after burst of hot come coating the walls of her womb. I felt her clit throb with the first pulse, the feel of my hot seed sending her over the edge into climax. She clung to me like she never wanted to let go, riding the wave of pleasure.

As we both came down from our peaks, I became aware a faint, repetitive sound. It was quiet, but I had the impression that this was only because of distance, and whatever was causing it was quite loud. As Kim lay back on the bed, stoned in post-coital bliss, I went to the window to look.

“Piece of shit! Come on, work goddammit!”

“Whew,” I said, pulling back the edge of the curtain. “Someone is upset.”

Though the window was foggy, I could see down into the parking lot at the middle of my apartment complex. One car in particular stood out: smoke poured from its hood like there was a roaring fire inside, while a slim woman in a padded jacket and yoga pants gestured at it helplessly.

“I cannot be late again!”

“Mmh?” Kim rolled over in bed, facing me. The sight of her naked body beckoned me, made my cock twitch with a second wind in my boxers. “What's going on, Master?”

“It's Daphne,” I said, nodding towards the window. “My neighbor. Looks like her car is borked.”

“Oh, that's sad,” Kim said. Without taking her eyes off me, she spread her legs and let her fingers trail between them, massaging her glistening folds. “Why don't you come back to bed and let me help you forget about it?”

As tempting as that was, I shook my head. “Not right now. I think I have an opportunity here.”

Now that my load was shot inside Kim's nubile young body, all sorts of feelings I had been suppressing floated to the surface. I began to feel a little guilty about using her, corrupting her mind and making her my fuckdoll. Consciously, I knew there was nothing I could really do to fix that (short of letting her go, and she no longer wanted that), but there was a way to soothe my anxiety: by using my powers for good.

I could make money out of thin air and turn beautiful women into my slaves. Surely I could fix a car?

I grabbed CheatCode off the nightstand and tossed on a shirt, then hunted under the bed until I found my pants.

“Where are you going?” Kim asked, looking confused.

“Gonna go be a good neighbor,” I said. “Back in a sec.”

Outside, the early-morning air was frigid and refreshing, chilling me in my t-shirt. I slid the CheatCode into my pants pocket and strode across the parking lot, sneakers slapping against the pavement.

Daphne looked up as I approached and sighed. “Oh, Christ. I'm sorry – did I wake you up, Park?”

Daphne and I had a good, friendly relationship. She was about a decade older than me, divorced, and living on her own for the first time in years. Consequently, she was a little wild, She'd made some moves to suggest she'd be into dating me in the past, but I'd always been too shy to take advantage – too much like the old Parker, letting opportunities pass me by. The old Parker would have gone back to bed and slept until noon, not come out here in the chilly morning air to help his neighbor.

“Oh, you didn't,” I said, glancing down into the engine. “Having some trouble?”

“Yeah. I think it's really fucked this time, pardon my French,” she said, covering her mouth with a well-manicured hand. Daphne took incredible care of herself: even getting ready for work, she looked like she was about to hit a night at the club. Being this close to her sent an aching pulse through my balls, but couldn't focus on that.

“Well, maybe I can get it working,” I said. “Why don't you go get in the front seat and get ready to try and start it?”

She nodded and walked around me, her breasts pressing gently against my back as she slid past. Daphne had big ones, bigger than Kim's, and those breasts had been the focus of many a fantasy when I'd first moved into the complex.

Stop it, I thought. This is about her car, not her tits.

As soon as she was out of sight, I slid CheatCode out of my pocket and booted it up. As it whirred to life, I looked over the engine just to see if there was anything normal I could do to fix things.

Wow, I thought, this thing really is fucked. Everything I knew about fixing a car could probably fit on a post-it note, but I could recognize a wreck when I saw it. How had she even been driving it like this? There was more rust than car in some spots.

“I sure hope this works,” I muttered, turning on the camera.

The engine appeared on the screen, flickered, then disappeared.

Target vehicle added to game, the device displayed across the screen. Cheats can be activated at any time.

“Any luck?” Daphne called.

“I'm working on it,” I yelled over the roar of steam. “I think it actually might be a quick fix.”

She looked unsure but didn't say anything else.

I flipped back to the main menu, where to my surprise several things had changed. My cheats were now divided under several folders, each with the name of a different person or object I had added to the “game.” I had apparently lost the girl from the game store when I reset all my cheats earlier, but I now had two headings: Kim and Automobile #1.

I selected Automobile #1. The list of cheats here was very small, which made sense because what can you really do to a car compared with a person?

Repair target vehicle was the second cheat listed. I selected it, pressed the button, and crossed my fingers.

For a few seconds, I doubted that anything had happened. Then, slowly, the steam pouring from the engine began to dissipate. As it faded, I caught sight of what was beneath and gasped. A minute ago, this car had held one of the most broken, corroded engines I had ever seen – this looked brand new. It gleamed, for christ's sake. The power of this tiny device, able to fit in the palm of my hand, never failed to shock me.

“Anything?” Daphne asked.

I stood frozen for a moment then swallowed heavily. “Uh...yeah! Yeah, try it now!”

A second later, the engine roared to life, purring like a lion cub. Like it was the first time the car had ever been started.

I heard Daphne laugh triumphantly, then the sound of her fist hitting the ceiling of the car. “Holy shit yes! Hot damn, what did you do, Parker?”

Before she could get out of the car, I slammed the hood. No sense in letting her see what I had done: she'd just get confused, and start asking questions I didn't have easy answers to.

“I dunno,” I said with a wry grin and a shrug. “Magic, I guess.”

She opened the car door and stepped out, then pulled me into a hug. My erection ground into her thigh, but she either didn't notice or didn't care. This close I could smell her, her womanly scent under the hint of perfume she'd sprayed on her neck, and it drove me wild. The animal part of my brain wanted to toss her down on the hood, spread her legs and fuck her MILF-y body until I deposited my second thick load of the day. Knowing I could do it at any time made it harder to resist.

I would've earned it, I thought suddenly. After all, I fixed the car. I'm a hero, right?

“Oh, God, I could kiss you, Parker,” Daphne murmured, squeezing me tighter. “Thank you soooo much...”

There was no way she couldn't tell how hard I was. Was she enjoying it? Maybe I could...

“Way to go, babe,” another voice said. “You really saved the day.”

We both turned. Kim stood in the doorway of the building, grinning. She was still wearing the skirt she'd had on when I fucked her, along with an oversized band t-shirt she'd raided from my closet. It hung off her shoulder, exposing an almost criminal amount of cleavage. Her nipples, hard from the cold, pressed against the thin fabric.

“Wow,” Daphne said, genuinely shocked. “Who is this, Parker? That girl you were seeing?”

I had almost forgotten. “Anne? No, uh, we broke up. This is Kim...” I trailed off, unsure of what to think to say next.

Daphne looked Kim up and down boldly, obviously liking what she saw. “Well I'd say you're doing well for yourself on the rebound.”

“Why don't you come in?” Kim said. “Have a cup of coffee and get warmed up before you go.”

There was an invitation in those eyes. Daphne saw it, clear as day.

“I don't know,” she said. “I've got to get to work...”

“Oh, come on,” Kim said, turning back to the door. Her skirt rode up in the back, exposing a mouth-watering expanse of bare thigh and ass. “My hero just fixed your car. I'd say that calls for a little celebration, right?”

“Yeah, I'll have a cup,” Daphne said quickly. She walked forward, a big, knowing grin on her face, and stepped inside as Kim held the door open for her. I walked up, confused as hell.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to Kim as I reached the door.

Kim looked at me as if she didn't know what I was talking about. “You said this was an opportunity. I assumed you meant an opportunity to collect another girl. You should have lots of girls, Master, and that one is very attractive. She's a good choice for us: I think she and I will get along well.”

“That was not what I meant,” I hissed, pointing a finger. “I meant I was going to help her!”

“This will help her,” Kim said with a smile, closing the door behind me.

As we walked up the hallway, Kim came up behind me and whispered in my ear. “By the way, Master: Daphne is almost old enough to be your Mother. Does that excite you?”

“What do you mean?”

“Wouldn't it be so much hotter if she thought she was your mother? And I was your sister? You could do it, you know: you can do anything you want, Master.”

“Stop,” I muttered as we reached the apartment door. “That's so wrong...”

“Nothing's wrong if you want it, Master,” Kim said, giving my crotch a gentle squeeze. “I just think she'd be perfect for that role...”

Daphne looked around the space and nodded. “Wow. You have a nice apartment.”

“We're upgrading soon,” Kim said with a sniff. “Parker deserves so much more than this.”

“I guess you two could use a little extra space,” Daphne said with a shrug. “Seems pretty spacious for just two – mmmmh!”

Kim cut her off with a hard, searching kiss. She backed Daphne up until her pert ass landed on the kitchen counter, then began kissing her mouth, her neck, her breasts. The older woman's face was slack with pleasure, a low moan escaped her lips.

“Unf, your girlfriend is so hot, Parker.”

Kim shot me a glance from across the room and nodded gently towards Daphne. I caught the hint: in an instant, I had CheatCode out and on. It scanned the pair as they made out, then after a moment it flashed and restarted.

New character added. You may use cheats on them at any time.

Daphne now had her own folder on the main screen. She was mine.

In the kitchen, Kim's mouth trailed down Daphne's taut little belly, licking and sucking her way between her thighs. Daphne's yoga pants were in a heap on the floor – she wasn't wearing any panties underneath, and her bare sex dripped with juice.

Somehow I knew the cheat would be there: it was as if the device had heard Kim and was sending it straight to me. They were right next to each other.

Add target character to family: Y/N?

Remove target characters taboos: Y/N?

I selected one, then the other, and pressed send.

Instantly, the tenor of Daphne's moaning changed. Where there had been the surprised cries of a woman experiencing a lover for the first time, there was now the low, knowing groans of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“That's right, Kimmy, eat mommy's pussy,” Daphne cooed. “Mommy's been so pent-up, all day long. I need some release!”

Kim's face dove between Daphne's thighs and began to slurp. She tossed her head back, placing a hand on the back of Kim's head as she licked her aching pussy.

Daphne's eyes opened and she seemed to see me for the first time. “Parker! What are you doing here, baby?”

“Mom?” I asked, testing the words in my mouth. They tasted good; they felt right. Daphne was old enough to be my mom, and if I still had a mom I'd want her to be just like her: curvy, wild and naughty, completely devoted to her son. I knew I'd done these things to her, but I didn't care. Kim was right; she was perfect to play this role for my harem.

“Oh baby, I didn't want you to see this,” Daphne whimpered, her legs quaking from Kim's licks.

“I want to see,” I said, stepping forward. “I like watching you, Mommy. You look so beautiful with Kim's mouth on you.”

“Oh, god!” Daphne cried, clenching her tight snatch. “That makes me so happy to hear, baby.”

“Take your shirt off, Mom,” I said. “I want to see those big titties.”

Daphne nodded and complied eagerly. Her jacket came off first, tossed across the room, then the tight blouse she wore underneath. Finally, she unhooked her bra, her eyes waiting for my reaction as she exposed her gorgeous breasts to me.

I'd fantasized about this moment so many times, but the fantasy didn't hold a candle to reality. Daphne's tits were huge, firm despite her age and topped with hard, dark nipples I wanted in my mouth as soon as possible. Without a word, I leaned forward and grabbed them, licking around her aching aureole with my tongue.

“Oh, Christ, that's so good, Parker,” Daphne said. “I've made such a strong, courteous boy. One who knows just how to treat a woman.”

“Oh, I know how to treat a woman,” I said, and grabbed her hair. She let out a harsh cry and looked up at me, a submissive look in her eyes.

“I want you to suck me off while she tastes you,” I said. “Do it now, Mommy.”

“Yes, baby,” Daphne said, already helping my cock out of my boxers. “Mommy loves to suck cock. You're so hard from watching me and your sister fuck – let me take care of you...”

Draining my balls inside of Kim hadn't stopped my shaft one bit: it was still hard and throbbing as it slid between Daphne's soft, pillowy lips. Sweet pleasure radiated through my body as she sucked me, thrusting her big tits forward for me to fondle as she took me all the way down her throat.

I tried hard to hold back, but the sight of her, and Kim between her legs, was far sexier than any porno film I'd watched.

“Wow,” I said, taking my cock out of Daphne's mouth and slapping it gently against her lips. “You're an even better little cocksucker than Kim.”

Her mouth went into an 'o' of surprise at the news. “You fucked Kim? Well, of course you did.” She stroked me, grinning hugely. “She's so hot, after all. You should fuck her, Parker. You should fuck whoever you want.”

She was already changing; thinking of me as her Master. Her hero. It filled my veins with a rush of power and just like that I was on the edge.

“Fuck, I'm about to come,” I groaned.

“Where do you want it, baby?” Daphne pressed her tits together and pursed her lips. “Mommy will take your seed wherever you want to put it.”

One option stood above the rest. “I want to come on your tits.”

Daphne let out a squeal of delight. “Then come here, baby, and fuck these big titties.”

My cock slid between Daphne's fat tits perfectly. She gripped them on either side and pulled them back and forth as I fucked them, letting my precum and her saliva make her slick and warm. I felt myself coming and couldn't turn my eyes away: I shot a huge, long load. Every thrust inside her titflesh brought another eruption, landing on her face, in her hair, across her mammoth mammaries. It felt amazing, and looked sexier than anything I had ever seen. Daphne's eyes closed and her body shook with pleasure as she came, thighs closing gently around Kim's head.

As I came down, I sat on the kitchen counter and spread my legs. Kim and Daphne crowded to either side of me, taking turns licking and sucking the last few bursts of come from my dick. When that was done, they shared the creamy load Daphne was glazed in.

Finally, Daphne began to laugh. “Well, I don't think Mommy is going to work today!”

Kim shook her head. “Nope. We have so much work to do.”

I felt a confused look on my face. “What work?”

Kim glanced over like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “We need to find our new place, and put these two apartments on the market. We're going to need a much bigger house for all the girls you're going make your slaves.”

“Mmh, oh yeah,” Daphne moaned, giving her folds a gentle caress. “You deserve lots of girls to please you, son. Only the best little sluts for my boy.”

I looked from one of them to the other, unable to believe what I was hearing. “And how am I paying for that?”

Kim laughed. “You shouldn't have any problem with that, Master. You can do anything, remember? This is your game, after all.”

I glanced over at CheatCode. The words Daphne has joined your party! Stood out on the bottom. Suddenly it all made sense. I could pay for a new house – I could pay for anything I wanted. I could do anything I wanted. The sky was the limit; hell, there were no limits.

“Besides,” Kim added as an afterthought, “we'll need lots of space for the breeding.”

“Breeding?”

“Well, yeah,” she said, chuckling. “Neither of us are on any kind of protection. Isn't that how you wanted it, Master?”

My mouth dropped open. No protection? That meant that every time I slid myself into them, every time I shot my load inside Kim or Daphne's creamy pussies, I was breeding them. Possibly making them pregnant, filling their bellies with my heirs.

My cock was raging hard again, so stiff it hurt. I wasn't going to put them on protection. Oh no.

“Alright, I think we do need a bigger place,” I agreed. “But first, let's get you two cleaned up.”

“Perfect. Let's go, Mom.” Kim leaned forward and gave Daphne's nipple a little kiss, then lead her by the hand out of the room. She turned and arched an eyebrow. “Coming, Master?”

Every time, I might be breeding them, I thought. Every time...

“Hell yes,” I said. I wasn't about to turn down an opportunity like that.
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Chapter Four
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“I didn't like that place one bit, Master,” Kim said.

I had to agree. The house, a big two-story suburban McMansion, was receding in our rear view mirror, and I couldn't think of any reason to ever go back. This was the third place we'd looked at today, and while none of them were really what we were looking for, this one was by far the worst.

“Did you see the way that realtor was looking at me?” Kim asked as we pulled onto the highway. “Like he was about to come in his pants.”

I snickered. “Can you really blame him? You walking around looking like that, it makes me feel like I'm going to come in my pants.”

She beamed happily at that, my praise bringing a flush of color to her cheeks. A few weeks ago, anyone making a remark like that within Kim's earshot would have been the recipient of a harsh bitchslap – or, if they were a customer at the restaurant where she worked, a drink in the face. When I had met her, she'd done things like that all the time: she'd been rude and snotty, thinking she was better than everyone else. That was before CheatCode; before I'd done to her what I was becoming unable to stop myself from doing to nearly every attractive woman I met.

“Are we done yet, Parker? I really want to go home and slip out of this outfit.” She shot me a look that implied there was plenty she wanted to do once she was out of her clothing, too.

“Why, you're not comfortable? You look amazing.”

That brought another blush. Even before I'd rid her mind of all concerns that didn't involve me, Kim had been a bit of a fashionista – but thanks to CheatCode, I was able to expand her wardrobe in directions her inhibitions would never have allowed before. She looked more like a stripper getting ready to perform at a bachelor party than a young woman about to buy a house: everything from her stiletto heels to her too-short skirt and clinging white backless blouse screamed sex kitten.

Before I found CheatCode, a girl like Kim would have been so far out of my league I would've needed a telescope to see her. Now she was mine, devoted to me far beyond what the most intimate couple experienced. She was my bimbo, my slut, my dirty little fuckdoll, and she loved every minute of it.

“To answer your question,” I said, “we've got one more place to look at today. I don't have high hopes, though.”

“Oh well.” She sighed and leaned over, placing her hand on my thigh. “At least it's just the one.”

After a moment, her hand snaked lower, gently resting against my crotch. She began to massage me, pressing in time with the terrible pop song on the radio until I was rock hard beneath the denim.

“I can't wait to have you inside me,” she whispered into my ear.

God, what an invitation. It took a force of will not to pull over to the side of the road, throw her on the hood of my car and give her a rough, hard fucking in front of any motorists who happened to be passing by. It was even more tempting knowing I could never get in trouble for it: even if the cops showed up, I'd just add them to CheatCode's database and then BOOM. Anything you could think of doing in a video game with one of those old-school cheat codes was available to me.

But I didn't. To be honest, I'd been putting off this whole house thing for far too long: even normally-devoted Kim was starting to get restless. She wanted a bigger place: a house that she could turn into a home, where she could practice her domestic goddess routine, and where we could start bringing in more girls.

Kim wanted me to expand my dominion. Needed it, in fact, like she was the one with the power and not me. Something about being my second in command, my main girl with an entire harem underneath her, turned her on more than anything else. She wanted it because she wanted to make me happy, and I in turn wanted to make her happy – because I liked her, in ways that still frightened me.

It wasn't the money that was the problem – when you can press a button and fill your wallet with hundred-dollar bills, money is no object – but moving out of my crummy apartment felt like crossing the Rubicon. Once I did that, I could no longer pretend that CheatCode was just a cool thing I found that let me bang girls – it was my life. I wouldn't be able to turn back.

So I had waffled. Which was why we were driving around town today, looking at way too many properties when I should have had Kim handcuffed to my bed instead, helpless to stop me from filling her body with my fertile seed. 

Christ, I was horny. She'd been teasing me all fucking day.

“I could take care of you right now, Parker – if you wanted,” she said.

God damn. The thought of her wet little mouth making that perfect suction around my dick had me raging hard. My cock twitched gently under her palm, making her giggle.

“Someone likes that idea.”

“I'm driving,” I said.

“That's not a problem.” Kim slid her seat belt around her shoulder and leaned down into my lap. “The thought of pleasuring you like this, while you speed down the road, completely in control...you have no idea how that excites me, Master.”

I could feel my cock dripping precum in my pants. I was pretty sure I knew exactly how that excited her – I felt it even more than she did. 

“Take it out,” I told her. “Take it out and put it in your mouth like a good girl.”

Permission given, she unbuckled me belt, grinning all the while. The button of my fly popped open with an audible sound as my cock came free, standing at attention in my boxers. The thought of it being in her mouth made my balls ache for release.

“God, you're so hard,” Kim blurted.

She bent down so low I could feel her breath against my cock through the thin fabric.

“Remember,” she said, so quietly I could just barely hear over the engine, “this is incredibly dangerous. While I'm sucking you, my life is in your hands. You have total control, Parker.”

Then she slipped the waistband of my boxers down and slid my cock between her perfect lips.

I groaned roughly as she took me in her mouth and began to suck. One hand on the wheel, my other found her hair and gripped, guiding my shaft deeper inside her. She gagged gently as she relaxed her throat, taking me to the hilt.

I turned the radio up and slipped the car into cruise control, savoring the feeling of her tight, wet mouth around me. She sucked me in time with the pounding bass beat of the song, her head bobbing up and down. I was a little disappointed that we were the only ones on the road: I would have loved to see the look on some driver's face when she saw me getting my rocks off like this.

I felt my cock stiffen even harder as climax approached; Kim felt it too and began to suck harder, faster, using her hand to stroke me along with her pouty, glossy lips. 

Fuck, I was close. “You're going to swallow all my come, right?” I said quickly. “You're going to suck me dry like a good little slut, aren't you?”

She nodded and relaxed her throat, taking me all the way inside of her. It was exactly what I needed to go over the edge: almost as soon as the last word of my sentence left my lips I was coming, unloading my balls directly into her throat in burst after thick, creamy burst. The car weaved slightly as my grip shook on the wheel; my hand made a tight fist in her hair that had to hurt. I felt her body shudder as she swallowed my load, the feel of my release bringing Kim to her own, hypnotically-induced climax. Her reward for being my good little cocksucker.

After she sucked me clean, she lay back in her seat contentedly and repositioned her seat belt.

“Did I make you feel good, Master?”

I cupped her chin, keeping one eye on the road. “That was wonderful, baby. You are the best girlfriend ever.”

“That's so sweet,” she said quietly, “but you know that's not what I want to hear, Parker.”

I smirked. “You're a good little girl, Kim. A sexy cock-sucking little slut. And you belong to me.”

She beamed. “Yes, Master.”

I was so into it, I almost missed our exit. This last house was in a better part of town: I could tell as soon as I got off the interstate. Gated communities were everywhere, and it seemed like every single house off the main road was surrounded by high walls with ornate gates. Every car was nicer than mine; I'd have to fix that soon.

We got a little lost; post-orgasmic bliss will do that to you. But eventually, we found the right gated community and were waved in by a bored-looking guard. 

“This looks promising,” Kim murmured as we drove down the main street.

I was inclined to agree; I let out a low whistle. “Pretty incredible,” I conceded. “Incredibly expensive, too.”

She gave me a gentle tap on the shoulder. “That's not a problem anymore.”

“I just can't imagine the kind of person who makes enough money to live in a place like this,” I said, admiring the luxury all around us. “Business executives, maybe.”

“Actors,” Kim said with relish. “Pop stars. Celebrities.”

“We don't need that kind of attention.”

She gave me a teasing look. “But just imagine: what if someone you know lives here? Some famous, sexy actress or slutty little pop star could be our neighbor. Wouldn't it be fun to make them serve you the way I do?”

I grinned. “You just want to lord it over some celebrity that you're my number one and they aren't.”

A small smile crossed her face. “I have no idea what you're talking about, Parker.”

The house – looking at it for the first time, I was tempted to think of it as an estate – was at the back of the neighborhood, on top of a hill overlooking the surrounding countryside. A massive privacy fence surrounded the property, giving it an impression of stability, mystery, intrigue.

I heard Kim's sharp intake of breath and knew immediately this was the place.

“God damn,” Kim said, laughing a little. “This certainly looks like the sort of home you deserve, Master.”

The gate opened automatically as we drove up – the security post up front must have called ahead. There was a tan Range Rover already sitting in the driveway.

“Very nice,” I agreed.

As if she'd been waiting just behind the door, a young woman opened at almost the exact instant we knocked. “Hello,” she said, a million-dollar smile fixed on her flawless face. “I'm Sarah. You're Parker, and...Kimberly, right?”

When I didn't say anything, Kim filled the gap. “Yes, we are. Lovely to meet you. I have to say this is a fantastic property.”

She glanced from me to Kim. “Yes, it certainly is! I can tell you, it's not going to be on the market for very long, either. If you two would just come in...”

I wasn't even paying attention. My eyes were fixed on her, drinking in every inch of her, burning the image into my brain. I felt my cock throb in my pants, my dick at full-mast. I had never felt such an...an animal reaction to seeing a woman before. All I could think about was sex.

She led us into the foyer, her pert little ass sashaying from side to side in her tight black skirt. A pair of black stockings accentuated her creamy legs. I couldn't tear my eyes away.

Kim definitely noticed. She shot me a sly look and ran her tongue around the edge of her lips, pursing them with naughty intent.

I didn't know what it was. It wasn't her smile, it wasn't her long blonde hair, it wasn't even her high, firm tits, almost too large on her slender frame. There was something intangible about Sarah, something that could only be experienced at the level of animal magnetism, that made me want this girl so badly it hurt. Christ, even her smell drove me wild. I wanted – no, needed – to be inside of her, to feel every inch of her no-doubt heavenly pussy tight around my dick. I needed to drain my balls inside of her.

I wondered if she felt it, too.

“So this is the main hall,” Sarah said, completely at ease in her environment and her role as realtor. “It's designed in the traditional style common to-”

“It's beautiful,” Kim said, cutting her off. “Show us the bedroom. The Master bedroom, please.”

Sarah looked a bit confused but hid it well – she must have been used to fielding odd requests from eccentric rich people.

“Of course. Right this way.”

We made our way up the luxurious staircase, Sarah's sweet ass bobbing with every step, commanding my attention. Halfway up I felt a hard twinge in my side and looked over to see Kim elbowing me.

“Get it out,” she whispered, nodding at my pocket. “I know you want to.”

I knew exactly what she meant. As we reached the top of the stairs, I slid CheatCode from my pocket and turned it on. The machine made a barely-audible hum as it booted up; even as the main menu loaded I was angling it toward Sarah, putting her right in the camera's cross hairs. The back of her clinging jacket was centered on the screen as it scanned her.

Perfect, I thought.

“What was that?” Sarah asked. She turned, but the device was already behind my back. She furrowed her brow in confusion before deciding not to pursue the matter further.

“And this,” she said, opening the door, “is our master bedroom. I think you'll find the view pretty unbeatable.”

The door opened onto a huge room, full of light. Massive bay windows opened onto an expansive view of the neighborhood, with green hills beyond. A king-sized bed dominated the center of the room, covered in black silk sheets. It could easily have been the bedroom of some billionaire playboy in a movie – or the set of a particularly high-grade porn film. It was perfect.

“It connects directly to the master bath over here, as you can see,” Sarah continued, moving on as Kim and I stood there looking impressed as hell.

“This is...wow,” Kim said.

“It's perfect,” I said. “We'll take it.”

Sarah turned from the bathroom door and smiled, as if this was what she'd been expecting all along. “That's fantastic. I think you'll be very happy here. We can handle the paperwork downstairs if you like-”

“And we'll take you, too,” Kim said with a naughty grin.

For an instant, Sarah looked shocked – then a flirty smile flitted across her face. “I'm sorry,” she said, her tone sexy but businesslike. “I don't come with the house.”

Wow, she is really good at this, I thought.

“No,” I said, “but you do come in the house.”

Her face scrunched up in apparent confusion, then I reached into my pocket and pressed the activation button on CheatCode.

Her mouth opened in shock and pleasure as an instant climax washed over her. Her long, sultry legs trembled beneath her; she bent down and leaned against the bed to keep from falling over. Every muscle in her body went taut as she went from zero to the strongest orgasm she'd ever had in her young life.

Her eyes snapped open as she came down from her peak. “What...what the hell was that? How did you?”

I hit the button again.

This time she couldn't manage to stay upright; she turned and fell backwards onto the bed, writhing with pleasure. Her legs kicked as wave after wave of pure ecstasy trembled up her spine.

Her mouth opened in a disbelieving grin. “Oh wow. Oh fuck that feels so good...”

Her hands caressed her body: her breasts, her belly, her thighs. She tossed her head back and groaned with delight as she rode out another climax.

Finally she let out an explosive sigh and tossed her arms over her head, exhausted. Beads of sweat dribbled down her cheeks; her clothing clung to her, soaked with sweat. I was rock hard just looking at her.

“Wow,” she said, dazed. “I've never come like that before, ever.”

“Isn't it wonderful?” Kim stepped forward, went down on her knees, crawled across the bed to where Sarah lay panting. “It feels so wonderful to give in. To just feel the pleasure, and not have to think about anything else...”

She bent over Sarah and began undoing her buttons. The realtor groaned, reached out weakly, but her hands did little more than graze the front of Kim's blouse.

“That's right,” Kim whispered, pulling Sarah's shirt off. “Let's get those awful clothes off you. Then you can feel really good...”

I waited until her Sarah's bra was off and her gorgeous, milky tits were exposed to the air of the bedroom before pushing the button again. Her body arched like a bow as she came yet again, sobbing with release.

Kim's lips met hers, kissing her as she forced her body back down on the bed. “That's right, it feels so good, doesn't it? It feels good to obey.”

“Yes!” Sarah gasped. “Oh, fuck, it's so good!”

“You know who's doing it, don't you? Making you feel the way you've never felt before?”

Kim glanced over at me, and Sarah followed her gaze. The perky realtor's eyes opened wide as if she was seeing me for the very first time; seeing me the way I wanted to be, the way I deserved to be seen. As the one in control, the hero, the protagonist. 

The Master.

“What do you say?” Kim asked, slipping her hand beneath Sarah's skirt.

“I...oh!...thank you,” Sarah sobbed. “Thank you so much, Parker.”

“He's your master now,” Kim hissed, stroking her. “And I'm your mistress.”

“Master,” Sarah whispered deliriously. “Mistress...”

“He's God, and I'm just a few inches below him,” Kim assured her. “But we are merciful and good, Sarah. Master loves you – can't you see how hard he is, just from watching your pleasure? What do you want to do when you see that, Sarah?”

She started at the bulge in my pants hungrily, like restraining herself took a physical effort.

“I want to make him feel good,” she said, biting her lip. “So good.”

Kim smiled and gestured for me to come closer. “Come over here, Master. Show our new girl how wonderful the pleasure of submission feels.”

I didn't need any more invitation than that. I walked to the foot of the bed and Kim had my pants off in a flash, undoing my belt one-handed. The load I'd blown in her mouth less than an hour ago might as well have not existed as far as my cock was concerned: I was hard and throbbing like I'd been denying myself for days. Sarah lay spread like a banquet on the comforter, still writhing gently from the aftershocks of her hypnotic reconditioning.

Sinking into her was pure bliss. My aching cock parted her walls like they were made to be stretched by it; filling her with a quickness that made her cry out in wonderful agony.

“Oh, shit,” she muttered, “Oh, that's so fucking good. Fuck me harder, Master. I want you to fuck me just as hard as you want – like you've never fucked any girl before...”

I complied eagerly, using the bed as leverage, pinning her down and filling her with long, slow strokes. Kim wasn't lazy; she filled the breach whenever there was a gap, stimulating one or both of us with her fingers, her tongue, or her naughty, hypnotically-charged words. 

As she felt my balls tighten against her, a flash of worry crossed Sarah's pretty features. “I'm not on the pill,” she groaned, forcing her hips upward to meet me.

“That's okay,” Kim cooed, stroking the side of her head like an animal. “Master wants you to be bred – isn't that right, Master?”

I nodded, barely paying attention. The world had shrunk to a single point, a rapidly expanding field of pleasure between Sarah's thighs, and I wanted to ride that wave for all it was worth.

“Oh...okay,” Sarah said, her eyes going big. “I want you to come in me, Master. Please, fill me up with your seed!”

I closed my eyes as I climaxed, my legs shaking at the long, loud come. I grabbed her hips and grunted as I thrust, shooting again and again as I ground myself into her. Without thinking, I reached into my pocket and pushed the button a final time, causing Sarah to go into paroxysms of delight, her pussy clenching around me with sweet tightness as she came. Her nails raked my back as she moved without thinking.

Once we came down from our highs, I pulled out and let Kim clean me off. Sarah, watched impressed, as some of the light came back into her eyes...but not all. She was mine now, I could tell: another girl who'd come to realize she was a supporting character in the video game of my life. I didn't even need to check the console to see that.

“Well,” she said as Kim finished licking up the last of my come, “this has certainly been a much more pleasant experience than I was expecting.”

“How soon can this house be ours?” Kim asked.

It took a moment for Sarah to respond, as if the gears in her head related to her old life took a moment to get spinning again. “Well, the financing will take a few days to approve-”

“We'll be paying cash,” I told her.

This no longer fazed her. Nothing did. “Then I think this place can be yours by the end of the day,” she said with a relieved smile.

“Fantastic.” Kim smiled up at me, slipping into the role of my #2 effortlessly. She worshiped my cock, but when it came to Sarah, as I was beginning to realize, she was all control. “We'll be throwing a little housewarming party tonight, then. You'll be here, of course.”

“Of course,” Sarah said, a little taken aback. “I would love to spend some more time with you...”

“And make sure to pack some bags,” Kim added. “You're going to be staying with us for a while.”

It took a moment for it to register, then a broad grin crossed Sarah's face, like we were confirming something she'd only hoped for until this instant. “That's...that's great! I'll make sure this paperwork gets filed and then I'll be back asap...alright?”

I nodded and dismissed her. When she was gone, I turned to Kim, who was checking over her nails at the foot of the bed like she was already the lady of the house.

“Why did you do that: tell her we were keeping her without checking with me?”

Kim gave me a small, worried smile. “Oh, Master, it was obvious you want her. Besides, you're going to want to start breeding these sluts now that we have room for them, and I need to keep my figure as their leader. So she can be the one you knock up first.”

That all made sense, but I still didn't like it 100%. “That's very good thinking, Kim.”

She nodded.

Then I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her close, close enough that she could smell the sweet stench of Sarah all over me. “But don't forget that you serve me, alright good girl? The gap between me and you is even wider than the one between you and Sarah.”

“Of course, Master,” she said quickly, her face a mix of pain and pleasure. “Whatever you say. I would never dream of displeasing you.”

“Good.” I released her and let her fall back onto the bed. “Now turn around. I want to have this room nice and broken into by the time Sarah gets back.”

She beamed. Turning around and spreading her legs, she whispered: “Of course, Master.”

God it felt good to be home.
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“Are you ready?” I asked.

Sarah lay in bed, wearing nothing besides a pair of lacy black panties. Her expression was nervous, but her body was primed and ready for me: her nipples stood diamond-hard from her ample breasts, and her panties were soaked with wetness. A few feet away, Kim sat coolly in a plush armchair, one leg crossed over the other.

Sarah bit her lip, grinned nervously, and nodded. “Yes, Master.”

She had good reason to be concerned. I'd never done anything like this before. In the months since I'd discovered CheatCode, a handheld device that let me input codes into my everyday life to win me money and women, I'd done nearly everything imaginable to the minds of people around me. I'd made them give me things, made them like me, and made a few particularly pleasing women worship me, serving my every whim with their nubile bodies. But that was the mind: the body was another story. I was about to take this to a whole new level.

“If you notice anything strange,” I began, betraying one of the only hints of nervousness I'd ever had since making Kim and Sarah my harem slaves, “or if it starts to hurt, you let me know, okay?”

Sarah nodded again, this time more sure. “I'm ready. I want to do this for you, Master.”

I gave her a brief nod and pulled out CheatCode. It booted up with a gentle vibration, the screen flashing several times. In contrast to the first time I'd started it, I had close to a dozen different folders waiting for me, each marked with the name of a different girl. Kim's was there, the second girl I'd ever decided to use CheatCode on (and the first I'd decided to keep), as was my neighbor Daphne and a bunch of other random people. But right now, there was only one person I was interested in changing:

I selected Sarah and pressed enter.

The main menu appeared, now familiar to me as an old friend:

Cheat Code V.1.1 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) Cheats By Category

3) Cheats By Name

4) Advanced Search

5) Experimental Mode (Beta)

6) TOP SECRET

Press CC at any time to enter a new cheat...

For an instant, the old urge to open up the 'TOP SECRET' folder and try to crack its mysteries welled up within me. The folder had been stubbornly difficult to figure out – the main problem was that it would allow me to enter three guesses for the folder's password, then lock up for a period of hours. I had tried every basic password I could think of, even looking up a list of the most common passwords online, but without knowing more about the person who had owned this device before me, it seemed like getting access to that folder was impossible.

So I selected the second-most mysterious option in the menu: Experimental Mode.

I knew that while Kim and Sarah were both 100% down for whatever I wanted them to do, there was a hint of restlessness about them. They must have thought that now, since we owned a house full of guest rooms and amenities, that life would slow down somewhat: would become filled with luxurious parties, shopping sprees, and the occasional brainwashing of a new, slutty bimbo. The last thing they'd have expected was for their master to be holed up for days, fiddling with the device that had made them his – after all, weren't they more fun to be around?

But something had changed. Maybe it had been the raw rush of power, the thrill of controlling another human being and bending them to my will. If not that, perhaps it happened when I came in Sarah with no protection, while she begged me to breed her fertile pussy, to shoot my heir inside her like she was an animal, built to be impregnated. Whatever it was, I wanted it – and it was centered around Sarah, the hot blonde realtor who had opened this house and her mind to us. I wanted to breed her, sure (what sane man with a brain and a working libido wouldn't) but I wanted more. I wanted to make her the perfect vessel for my seed. I wanted to feel like a king, with a harem of the finest sluts in the world.

So I had started tinkering with Experimental Mode, and to my surprise, discovered its intended but unfinished features: body modification. Just as CheatCode's normal mode could rewrite a person's mind, changing their opinion of the “main character” in an instant, the Experimental Mode was a kind of character editor, giving me the power to change a person at will.

It had taken an extreme amount of effort to work out the most basic functions of Experimental Mode, but thanks to my background in programming and a lifetime wasted playing video games, I had finally made progress. Today I was putting my theories into practice.

I glanced back from the device to Sarah's face, fixing her features in my mind. A burst of inspiration hit; I felt in my pocket and pulled out my phone. It was a top-of-the-line model, recently purchased, and its camera was fantastic. I held it up sideways.

“Smile,” I said.

Sarah beamed, showing off the million-dollar smile that had sold so many mansions. I pushed the button; the camera vibrated gently and made a happy ping!

“That's the 'before' picture,” I said with a grin.

Kim perked up as if she had just now taken stock of the conversation. “So you can see how much progress has been done,” she said to Sarah. “You'll be able to tell how much prettier you look.”

Sarah nodded, her eyes flitting to Kim's for an instant before returning to mine. Her mouth worked as if she was thinking of what to say, then closed. She cleared her throat, eyes shining.

“What are you going to do first?”

I flipped through the cheats I had queued up. They were complicated macros, long strings of commands I had created by hand through trial and error. A whole world of possibility lay in those cheats – if they worked properly.

I took a last look at Sarah as she was and smirked. “Well, first I thought we'd take ten years off.” 

Her pretty face turned to confusion as I pressed the button.

Instantly, the console began to vibrate, becoming warm in my hand. Moments later, I could tell Sarah was beginning to feel something: her gorgeous, expressive eyes widened like saucers, pupils dilated.

She gasped. “Oh, Master. That feels so...wonderful!”

Kim leaned forward in her chair, arms crossed, staring intently so as not to miss a moment of what was about to happen.

A slow, surprised moan echoed from her throat, like an orgasm happening in slow motion. Her head and chest rose from the bed as if we were performing an exorcism.

“Holy shit,” Kim whispered, almost too quiet to be heard. “Look!”

It was impossible not to. As we watched, fascinated and shocked, a change came over Sarah's entire body. Imagine you took a picture of a young woman every single day, chronicling the slow decline of age over her features, then stuck them end to end in a time-lapse that took thirty thirty seconds to run. Then imagine you did it in reverse.

That wasn't exactly what Sarah looked like, but it was close enough. In a flash, the ghosts of wrinkles that had been forming on her forehead smoothed away, her face grew more youthful, her breasts higher and firmer than before. Her entire body shrunk slightly, becoming sleeker, gaining the appearance of a woman just beginning the fullness of her womanhood. Before I'd hit the button Sarah had been twenty-seven years old; now, as she collapsed gasping back onto the bed she had the figure and appearance of an eighteen-year old. It was like the years had melted right off of her.

She glanced from me to Kim in amazement, her eyes wide. “I...I feel so good. Christ, I can even see a little bit better...this is amazing, Master.”

“Wonderful,” I murmured, struggling to keep my emotions under control. If Sarah had been tempting before, she was almost irresistible to me now. Her young, virile body lay spread for me like a virgin teenager's on prom night.

“Wow,” Kim said, naked jealousy in her eyes. “You're just about perfect, Sarah.”

Her face lit up at this unexpected praise from her mistress. She looked at me for confirmation, practically begging me to affirm that she was a good little girl for me.

“She's right,” I said, and as Sarah beamed added, “but why settle for 'just about'?”

As the two girls stared at me, wondering what I had in mind, I punched in the next series of commands I had pre-programmed and activated them. After all, I thought, what good is giving Sarah back her youth if I don't let her take full advantage of it?

Her eyes went wide and a bead of sweat trickled down her forehead as another burst of pleasurable transformation caused her body to shiver and writhe. This time, the culprits were her breasts, growing fuller and fatter as she groaned. They reached the limits of good taste and plowed right past them, expanding until we'd need to special-order a bra to fit them in.

Not that they need it, I thought with a smile. They were almost unnaturally firm and pert – the tits of an eighteen-year old, just blown up into bimbofied proportions.

As soon as the program was finished, another took over. Sarah had an instant of respite before another change made brought a cry from her lips – this time it was her hips, widening to accommodate the ass that was right now sprouting like produce beneath her back. Her lips plumped up like someone had slapped her across the mouth; finally her luscious blonde locks whitened into platinum blonde.

The woman who looked up at me, wide-eyed in disbelief, bore only a passing resemblance to the realtor who had sold me this mansion we were in. It was as if this creature, this utter bimbo slut, were inside of Sarah the whole time, hiding inside her dirtiest, most air-headed desires, and I had borne her out like a sculptor transforming clay. Or maybe that's just what I wanted to believe, but either way, just the sight of her made me rock hard. In my wildest dreams, the hugely exaggerated mental picture I'd had of Sarah's body had never looked this good.

“Jesus,” Kim said, holding her hand to her mouth to conceal her shock. “She looks like a completely different person.”

Sarah sat up slightly, catching sight of her mammoth mammaries. Her jaw hit the floor, parting her sultry lips in a way I found immensely appealing.

“I want to see,” she said, amazed at the sound of her own voice. I hadn't even programmed that into CheatCode, it must have happened automatically – her smooth contralto had risen an octave into the giggly, bubbly voice of an oversexed cheerleader. She took a moment before rising herself to a half-sitting position on her elbows. “I want to see what Master did to me.”

A tingle of worry wormed its way into the back of my mind. Had I finally gone too far this time? Was the Experimental Mode inside of CheatCode so untested that it could turn the will of someone I'd made my devoted slave? I wasn't that concerned – once you've got a device that gives you godlike power in the palm of your hand, nothing fazes you all that much – but it was enough to dampen my excitement over what I was about to do next.

“Here, let me snap another picture of you,” I said, pushing the anxiety down. I pulled out my phone and held it up sideways. “Say cheese, baby.”

The effect was overwhelming. The old Sarah knew exactly how to work a camera; the new one was able to make love to it. She bit her lip and struck a naughty pornstar pose, legs spread wide and entire body screaming an open invitation to fuck. If my phone had a dick, it would've been hard enough to etch steel.

“Wow, that is so hot,” I said, completely unfeigned. “Here.”

I handed her the phone. When she saw what was on the screen, she let out a little squeal of delight.

“Oh my gawd!” She said, glancing down from the phone to her perfect, bimbo body. “I'm so...I'm just...I'm totally hot! Thank you so much, Master! How can I ever repay you?”

I could think of a couple dozen ways, but I had to exercise a little patience. I was almost to the point where I could let my desire run free, but there was still a bit more to do.

“Easy,” I said, leaning forward. I put my hands on her hips and slid her closer, watching with satisfaction as she moaned at my touch. “There's one more thing I want to do to you, Sarah.”

“Anything, Master,” Sarah said, practically babbling. “You know I want to be exactly the kind of the girl that most pleases you.”

“I know you do,” I said, stroking her hips gently. “And this new, sexy body you have pleases me greatly, slave.”

She shivered with delight.

“But you know what a body like this was built for, right?”

She shook her head. Her intelligence had faded in accordance with her new look; her brain was already catching up with her ditzy body. “To...to please you, Master?”

“It does, but that's not it,” I said, cupping her chin. “A body with those wide hips and huge tits was built to do one thing exceptionally well: to make babies. Heirs. To be bred like an animal, filled with your master's virile seed so that your body gives root to his sons.”

She reacted like I'd just slid my fingers into her soaking slit and stroked her clit. “Ohh, yes Master...”

“Doesn't that just sound wonderful?” I asked. “Don't you think that's the thing you've been missing, all these years? To make you complete?”

Her nod was almost violent in her haste to agree with me. “Yes! Yes! Please, Parker, my body is crying out for it – I'm begging you for it! Please come inside of me, please breed me like a bitch in heat!”

“I can see that you're ready for it,” I said, and this time I really did stroke her slit, moving her panties aside and sliding two fingers into her wetness, “primed and ready to give my cock the best treatment it's ever received. God, you're so tight.”

She grinned. “I haven't felt this horny since I was a teenager. I'm sure if you put just a drop of that sweet come inside of me, you'll knock me up.”

A wicked smile crossed my face. “I'm going to make sure of that.”

With my free hand, I thumbed the next command into CheatCode and got ready to activate it.

“I want you to know about this code before I use it,” I said, rubbing her clit with hard, sharp strokes. “No surprises this time – I want you to feel every second of it. Do you know what's going to happen when I push this button?”

She shook her head. She bit her lip almost hard enough to draw blood, struggling to stay quiet and not interrupt me – even though I could tell her pussy was singing with pleasure.

“It's going to increase your fertility,” I said. “What that means exactly, even I don't know – but your body is going to make itself ready for me. By the time I'm ready to enter you, you're going to be so fertile you're going to give me quadruplets.”

My words made her shake in mingled fear and anticipation. She shook her head gently, her mouth moving like she was struggling to form a rebuttal.

Before she could, Kim cut her off. “Do it, Master. Make her your fertile little breeding bitch – then knock her up the way I know only you can.”

I pushed the button.

This time the effects were instantaneous. Sarah let out a harsh cry, her back arching as the program did its work. Her hips and breasts plumped beneath me, and a torrent of wetness dribbled over my fingers. There was a smell coming off her body – a mixture of pheromones and lust. The scent of it was intoxicating. I knew if she went outside like this, she'd have men lining up to rape her in minutes.

I pushed the button again. And again. And again.

By the time I was finished, Sarah was staring at me with a feverish intensity, as if I was the only thing in the world. A low, animal growl escaped her as her tongue rolled around her lips.

“Seed...” she whispered, grinding against me. “Need your seed, Master...”

Fuck, I couldn't wait any longer. It was as if her body had crossed some evolutionary threshold, become something other than human. Every inch of her, every sound she made, even the smell of her skin was calculated to drive men wild, to make them shoot their fertile seed inside her body. I'd created a monster, and now I was going to fuck the ever-loving shit out of it.

Interestingly enough, Kim did not seem immune to Sarah's new charms, either. The gorgeous brunette was practically drooling as her nose filled with Sarah's erotic pheromone scent.

“Fuck her, Master,” Kim whispered, like she was the one feeling the pleasure. “Fuck her hard.”

Unable to wait, she snapped out of the chair and landed on her knees. Her hands were at my belt, removing my cock from my pants. It throbbed in the open air, already dripping with fat beads of precum. Kim stared at it like she wanted to gobble it right up – but she knew exactly where all that hot, creamy seed needed to go. 

So instead she started with my balls, licking and sucking while Sarah watched jealously. She gave my cock a gentle stroke as she pulled off me, rolling back onto her hands so she could watch the show up close and personal.

Sarah had passed the point of no return; she was wheezing, begging, grasping at air trying to pull me into her. “Please...”

I couldn't take it any more. I slid inside her with one smooth stroke.

“Oh my God!” The feel of it made me cry out, made me lean back and start thrusting as hard as I could. Nothing, and I mean nothing had ever felt like this. I had thought I'd understood what it meant when a girl's pussy was primed for my shaft – but I knew nothing. This was incredible, unlike any sexual encounter I'd had before. Every atom, every molecule of Sarah's body was focused on one thing: being bred. On milking my seed out of my cock in the way that would make me come the hardest, fill her with the most seed.

I couldn't stop. You couldn't have pulled me away. Her pussy was so inviting, so warm, so perfect.

We'd passed beyond the point of needing words – the only sounds in the room were Sarah's cries of passion and my guttural grunts as I stretched her walls around me with each thrust.

My orgasm came hard and fast, completely unannounced. One second I was riding the high of being inside my perfect bimbo fantasy, the next the world went white-hot with pleasure as I spilled myself inside of her, draining my aching balls with burst after burst of hot come. Her body, already primed to the snapping point, climaxed with a tensing up of all her muscles. Her pussy clenched around me and (I swear) it felt as if it sucked me in, suctioning my seed as deep into her womb as possible. The shock and novelty of it made me come a second time. The orgasm was no less pleasurable, but this time my cock only fired a few extra bursts of semen. Still, I was amazed – how had she fit all that inside of her? Forget quadruplets, I was going to fill her with six, seven babies. I was going to make her the most fertile bitch of all time.

We came out of our haze slowly, like emerging from a drugged state. Sweat poured from my body; it felt like I'd been emptied in the most complete and pleasurable way. A soft, wonderful ache was in my muscles.

“Wow,” Sarah said, leaning back. She looked more stoned than I'd ever seen a person. “I feel so...complete. Thank you, Master, thank you so much!”

“Now do it to me.” Kim was insistent, not even willing to wait for me to cool down. “I want to be just like her, Master.” She leaned forward and whispered the last into my ear: “Anything she can do for you, you know I can do better.”

So that was it. Kim saw a bimbofied, fertile Sarah and wanted to reassert her dominance as my number one girl. Well, I could make that happen. My cock was already stirring again in my pants at the thought of changing Kim's body into another fertile bimbo...

There was a new message on CheatCode. I had gotten used to these – it updated me whenever I added a new girl to my harem – but this message was different. For a long moment I stared at it, wondering what the hell it meant:

Player Two has entered the game!

“Player two...” I said, confused. For an instant, I thought that maybe I had already knocked up Sarah successfully – then my phone rang.

Downloading new patch... the console said.

“Master?” There was an edge of irritation in Kim's tone. “What's going on?”

I frowned. “One second,” I said, holding the phone to my ear. There was an audible click as the call connected.

“Hello there, Parker.”

I froze, a horrible feeling settling in my stomach. There should have been no reason to fear – the voice on the other end of the phone was a young woman's, rich and smooth, but there was something in it that sent my teeth on edge.

CheatCode dinged. I glanced down to find another message: Patch downloaded! Sent by: LilaRED

Lila...red?

“Who is this?” I asked. “Is this...Lila?”

I heard the woman laugh. “You're not so dumb, Park. Although it didn't take me all that long to find you, so maybe not.”

The device in my hand hummed as it began to reboot. “What did you just do? Who are you?”

“You really don't know, do you?” The voice sounded pleased, like it was greatly enjoying our conversation. “You really think you're the only person in the world who has one of those little god boxes? Like, they only made one, especially for you?”

So she had one, too. That much was obvious: my device was communicating with something, after all. “You're LilaRED,” I said. It wasn't a question.

“I am,” she said with relish. “You could have had a username, too, if you'd bothered to explore that thing you're holding instead of using it to turn good girls into submissive bimbo sluts.”

I was stunned. “Who the fuck are you?” And why did she sound so familiar?

She chuckled. “I'm the girl who just clowned you, Park. I'm the bitch who locked your CheatCode so you can't do any more damage to the world.”

No. It couldn't be true. Frantically, I flipped to the main menu.

It was just as she said. Every option was grayed out, unselectable. I breathed a silent prayer of thanks that my current cheats hadn't reverted, otherwise I'd be watching Sarah deflate like a balloon. There had to be an option to fix this, to do something...

I stopped looking. There was one option left on the main menu that wasn't locked: TOP SECRET. 

“You locked everything except that folder,” I said. It came out as a sigh.

“I did.” A second later, something else came into her voice. The anger wasn't gone, exactly, but it was tempered with something else, something I couldn't quite put my finger on.

“And Parker,” she added. “If you want to be one of us, if you want that thing in your hand to ever be more than a useless lump of plastic again, then you'd better figure out how to get into that folder.”

I was dumbfounded. I realized she was about to hang up and began to babble. “No, no! You can't do that! I tried to get into that folder, but I don't know the password!”

“Of course you do,” she said, sounding irritated. “Just think hard. Think about me and you.”

“I don't even know you!”

Her voice went icy cold. “You should. I'm your wife.”

“WHAT!?”

The line went dead.
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“Well,” I said, tying off the last bit of coaxial cable, “that ought to do it.”

The space beneath the house was dank and smelled a little bit funny. A spider landed on my wrist; I shook it off onto a stack of lawn fertilizer that looked like it had been sitting there since the ‘90s. In the darkness I reached into my pocket and grabbed my cell phone, then turned on the flashlight.

“Now to check and make sure it works,” I said.

I pulled up my phone’s settings and toggled the Wi-Fi from ‘off’ to ‘on’. I hoped that I’d done everything correctly – the network of cables traveling underneath the floor from room to room was like a spiderweb, every part connected to every other part. It had taken two hours to figure out how it worked.

The reason I was beneath my house on a sunny Saturday afternoon was that my stepmother Paula had recently switched us from one cable provider to another. They’d had a deal on transferring both your TV and Internet service to the new company in town, and Mom had jumped all over it in an attempt to save some money. And to save even more money, she’d had them mail us the “self-install” kit instead of sending a technician. After all, I was great with tech stuff, right?

Scanning, my phone helpfully informed me. Attempting to connect to Wi-Fi network ‘ScottsCasa’...

Yeah, I’m not the most imaginative guy when it comes to naming a network. But as I stood there, hoping I was only imagining the sensation of something spidery crawling up my leg, the phone connected.

You are successfully connected to ScottsCasa, read the message.

I did a quick fistbump in dark, then pulled up my browser just to check. Everything worked okay, so I ran a quick speedtest – and whistled. Damn, this new Internet really was faster.

“Well, that’s a day’s work well-done,” I said, scuttling like a crab towards the only square of light in the basement. “That ought to get Mom off my back for the rest of the afternoon, at least...”

I loved my stepmother, but Paula was such a ditz. Canceling our Internet without telling me and relying on me to figure it all out was just the kind of thing I expected from her.

Dad didn’t exactly marry her for her brains, I thought, wincing a bit at how mean that sounded. But there was no denying that Mom’s best assets were the ones that had all the middle-aged guys, and their sons gawking at her whenever she went out for a jog or sunbathed in the backyard. Several of my friends had half-jokingly asked me how hard it was growing up with a sexy bimbo under my roof, but I never really thought of her like that. She might not have given birth to me, but she raised me. She was my mother.

Well, most of the time I thought that. Sometimes when she did something frustrating like this just I wanted to throw her over my knee and...

I cut that thought off before it could go any further. Still crouching, I slid out out of the narrow crawlspace leading to the basement, brushing off cobwebs as I stepped into the warm afternoon sun. It felt good on my skin, and instantly I felt better.

“Hey,” I told myself, shutting the door and bolting the latch behind me. “I can get on Playstation now. Maybe Chris and Steve are online...”

We weren’t going to have too many chances to hang out – college was in the fall, and I wouldn’t have much time to game once I was there. But before I could pull my phone out and text them, a car driving by caught my eye.

Oh, damn. It was her.

Dawn was driving by, at the wheel of her Mom’s old beater. Even sitting in the driver’s seat, I could see her long dark hair, the too-tight choker around her slender neck. In an instant I was drooling. The hard-on I’d mentally forced back down from Paula raged back to life with a vengeance, tenting my jeans.

As Dawn’s car passed our front yard, she glanced my way.

I lifted my hand and waved. There must have been something in the big, dumbstruck expression on my face, because she burst out laughing. I heard her accelerate as she peeled off of our street, turning out of the neighborhood.

Sigh. “You’re such a loser, Scott,” I chided myself.

I’d grown up next to Dawn’s family for years. Their house was up on the hill; the nicest one in the neighborhood. Her parents were loaded, although I never could get a straight answer on exactly what it was her father did. Her mother Terri certainly didn’t work, unless you counted yoga and boxed wine as professions.

She was cute, popular, and totally punk. I’d had a crush on her since I was able to have crushes on girls. She was everything I wanted – I felt like if I could just spend one night with her, everything in my life would change. I’d stop being such a nerd; I’d become a total alpha male stud with Dawn on my arm, picking out whichever popular girl at school we wanted to split for the night. Maybe we’d start a band.

Yeah, I thought, shaking my head. Dream on, Scott. A girl like that wants nothing to do with you...

I went into the house, groaning with relief as the air conditioning hit my skin. My spine cracked as I worked a kink out of it from being bent over for so long. I kicked off my dirty shoes and scanned the room for Mom.

Huh. I didn’t hear anything – no music, no TV. I would have expected Paula to have sitting right next to the big flatscreen, refreshing the cable box until she could catch up on her favorite Reality TV drama. Where was she?

“Mom?” I put a hand to my mouth as I walked into the living room. “You taking a nap...?”

I almost tripped over her. Mom was sitting cross-legged on the couch, her back against the plush seat. She had an oversized pair of headphones on her head, and looked dead to the world. Wait, no – she was humming gently as she listened to whatever was playing. 

The hard-on I’d gotten at the thought of Dawn’s long legs and gorgeous cleavage hadn’t fully gone away, and it reawakened at the sight of my oblivious mother. Mom was dressed casually in a white tank top and a pair of black yoga pants, and both clung to her curves like they were painted on. Even I couldn’t deny it: she was a total babe. Age had done nothing to slow her down – hell, she looked better than most of the girls in my graduating class. And standing over her gave me a perfect view down her ample cleavage. I was frozen for several seconds, staring down into that valley of titflesh, my head full of confused, mixed thoughts about her and Dawn.

Then she opened her eyes.

“Oh, hey Scott!” She lifted the headphones off one ear, grinning up at me. If she thought it was weird that her stepson had been standing over her staring at her body, she didn’t show it. “Did you finish the cable, honey?”

I sighed. Total ditz, I thought.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s all good. At least the Internet is, but I’m pretty sure the cable works too.”

“That’s my big man! Thank you so much, honey.” There was something...odd in Mom’s eyes. She looked like she was almost eager for me to go away – like she was fighting the urge to just put the headphones back on and shut the world out completely.

“Yeah,” I said. “No problem.”

“I’ll check the TV right after I get finished listening to this,” she said quickly.

Before she could put the headphones back on, I asked: “What is that, anyway?”

“Huh?” She flashed me that vacant look for a moment that I sometimes had heard Dad refer to as bimbo face to his friends when he thought I wasn’t listening. I had to admit, it suited her – and looked damn good.

“What are you listening to?” I asked.

“Oh! Terri gave me this.” A strange, secretive little smile spread across her face. “It’s a self-hypnosis tape.”

“Self-hypnosis?” I pulled a face. “I didn’t know you believed in that kind of stuff, Mom.”

“Oh, I don’t, but Terri does. I was telling her the other day about my lower back pain, and she just swears that ever since she started listening to this self-hypnosis thing, it’s worked wonders for her!”

“Uh huh. For lower back pain?” I couldn’t keep my eyes from straying to Mom’s cleavage. It was obvious to any male with a brain what the source of her lower back pain was.

“Well, she used it for smoking,” Mom said with a titter. “But she said it ought to work. It can’t hurt, right?”

Mom looked a little bit hurt. I decided to be nice.

“Oh yeah, totally. It’s worth a shot. Let me know if it’s any good.”

Mom smiled. “Will do, honey. What are your plans for the rest of the day?”

I thought about it for a second. “Gonna get a glass of water first,” I said. “Then take a shower. Probably nothing after that – just see if Chris and Steve are on. Play some Call of Duty.”

“Well, don’t waste it,” she said with a chuckle. “You’re growing up so fast – you’re already a man. You won’t have many summers like this left. When I was your age, I...”

Mom blushed, as if remembering something she couldn’t say out loud. “Well, I certainly wasn’t sitting at home playing video games, son.”

I forced a smile. “Gotcha. Enjoy your tape.”

Mom fit the headphones back to her ears and closed her eyes. Her humming followed me all the way to the kitchen. The counters were clean, the dishes were done – I was impressed. Mom had been busy this morning after all.

Geez, I thought, pouring myself a glass of water. Even my Mom thinks I’m a loser...

I downed the glass in a single gulp. The cool water soothed my throat, made me feel better instantly. I poured another glass, wiping the sweat from my forehead as it filled.

“That humming is starting to get loud,” I said without turning, knowing Mom wouldn’t hear it. “I’m gonna rip those headphones off if I start hearing you chanting some cult shit...”

That very second Mom stopped humming. For a moment, I thought I’d been louder than I’d intended, and then a sound reached my ears that nearly made me drop my glass.

Mom was moaning.

“Mom? Paula?” I stepped forward slowly, a spike of unease trickling down my spine. Suddenly I felt very cold. “You okay?”

Another grunt came from the living room. It almost sounded like Mom was in pain, but I knew better. The sounds she was making were the kinds you heard in porn videos. Was she...

I glanced into the living room, and breathed a silent prayer of thanks that Mom’s hands were visible and above her waist. That would have been super awkward. She was just...sitting there, rocking back and forth gently.

I almost took the headphones off – then decided I really didn’t want to know.

The second glass didn’t feel as refreshing as the first. I replaced the glass in the sink and went upstairs to take a shower, trying not to think about what I’d seen and heard.

Even for Mom, that was...weird, I thought as the warm water cascaded over my naked body. After the heat of the outdoors and an extended trip under the house, the jets of water felt amazing. I turned the heat up as high as I could stand, until it was nearly scalding, and let it hit the back of my neck.

Almost without thinking about it, my hand strayed to my cock. It was perking up in the water, the fat head dripping with precum. I bit back a moan as my fingers wrapped around it, pulling back the foreskin. The shower was a constant roar in my ears, but underneath of it I could hear the sound of Mom’s moans.

She sounded like she was getting fucked. And loving it. There was no other way to say it. Images of her cleavage mixed with my thoughts of Dawn, her long sexy legs fighting with Mom’s boobs for space in my mind.

She was checking me out, I thought, picturing the way her eyes devoured me as we were talking downstairs. I hadn’t wanted to think about it, but now that I was alone with my cock in my fist, it was all I could think about.

She was checking me out, I thought again, pumping my fist. Looking at me like a piece of meat. Like some guy she wanted to fuck...

I gave my cock a few strokes, then let it go. What the fuck was that?

That was the door, I thought, panic coursing through me. I pulled back the curtain, glancing at the bathroom door. Had it just closed, or was that my imagination? I looked at the position of my clothes on the floor, wondering if they’d moved, but I couldn’t remember where I’d left them to begin with.

“I’m hearing things,” I said firmly, shaking my head. I sure as hell hadn’t just heard my mother sneak up here and spy on me in the shower. Because if I had, she would have just seen me touching myself.

The rest of my shower proceeded as normal. I was too freaked out to keep jerking off – instead, I resolved to put on some headphones of my own once I got to my room and watch some porn. With the door locked.

I wrapped the towel around my waist, tossed my dirt-stained clothes in the hamper, and walked the short distance to my room. I didn’t think anything of the fact that the door was open a crack – maybe Mom had gotten the bug to clean the rest of the house along with the kitchen.

I opened the door, and found Paula sitting on the bed with a big grin on her face.

“Mom!” I was so shocked, I let go of the towel. I caught it just in time to keep from flashing Paula. “What are you doing in here?”

“Hi, son!” Paula uncrossed her legs, leaning back on her elbows on the bed. “How are you?”

“I’m...I just got out of the shower,” I stammered. What the hell was she doing?

“Oh, I know,” she said with a giggle. “I’m so sorry I interrupted you. I didn’t mean to ruin your alone time.”

She ran her tongue over her teeth then buried it in one side of her cheek, puffing it out. She raised her eyebrows and winked. I could feel my cheeks burning with shame. I would have run out of the room if it wouldn’t have required me to flash my ass at Paula as I left.

“Oh my God,” she said, laughing. “You are too cute, Scott. You think I don’t know that all boys do that?”

Knowing it was one thing. Seeing it was quite another. I looked around the room, hoping to see a shirt or a pair of boxers on the floor, but everything was put away.

“Relax,” Mom said with a slow, easy smile. “I’m not going to bite your head off. I just wanted to know if you wanted to fool around.”

“I didn’t – WHAT!?” It took me a moment to process the end of her sentence, and when I did I was convinced I hadn’t heard her correctly.

“You know.” Mom sat up, thrusting out her cleavage as she licked her lips. “Fool around? I can’t believe a guy your age doesn’t know what that means.”

I just stood there, staring at her.

“Make out,” Mom added after a moment, talking slowly like she was explaining it to me. “Maybe get to second base...” She grinned. “Maybe get all the way home...”

“You...are you serious?”

Mom’s face filled with concern. “Baby, of course I am. We’re both of legal age, we’re both hot. I haven’t been fucked properly since your father left, and from what I saw in the shower you are definitely in need. What do you think?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “I...”

“Yes?”

“No one’s ever called me ‘hot’ before,” I managed.

Mom tossed her head back and laughed. “Seriously? Scott, you’re gorgeous. You look just like your father did at your age. I’m amazed that women aren’t fighting each other to ride your cock. You aren’t sneaking them in while I’m asleep, are you?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. I still needed a moment to process all this. “I...I don’t really have much luck with girls.”

Mom’s lips formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Son. You’re not...” She cleared her throat. “Are you a virgin?”

I’m pretty sure my entire body turned red from blushing this time.

“Oh my God,” Mom moaned. “You are, aren’t you?”

“Mom!” I turned away, like that would do anything. “These are not questions you should be asking me!”

“If we’re going to fuck, then I definitely need to know this,” she said, crossing her arms under her breasts. Oh God that made them spill forward even more, showing them off. “I need to know how much my big man knows about women before I teach him the rest.”

“Jesus, Mom!”

“Look, I get it. You’re embarrassed. You’re practically naked in front of your mother.” An idea crossed her face. “Would it make you feel better if I was naked? Have you ever seen a grown woman naked before, son?”

I just stared at her. My brain was going into total overload, and I was pretty sure if my cock hadn’t taken away half the blood in my body that I’d have been having a panic attack. Then something occurred to me, cutting through my thoughts like a knife.

“Mom, when did you decide all this?”

“All what, sweetie?”

“That you...” I shrugged. “Want to, um, ‘fool around’ with me.”

Mom looked thoughtful. “I suppose it just occurred to me,” she said after a moment. “I was listening to Terri’s tape on my phone, and I just started thinking about you. It really just makes sense when you think about it – we’re two gorgeous, sexually available people living under the same roof. I can be so much safer and easier than any slut you’d meet at college. I’ll teach you everything you need to know, and you’ll make me come over and over again. I just know it’ll be amazing...”

Mom trailed off, a dreamy quality entering her voice. She was zoning out, and all of a sudden I knew why. I didn’t want to know why, but the knowledge was like a searing brand in the back of my head.

The tape, I thought. The self-hypnosis tape. Somehow it did this to her...

I had no idea if it was the intent of what she was listening to or just a side effect. Whichever it was, listening to that self-hypnosis tape had just torn away all of Mom’s taboos. All her inhibitions. It made her stop seeing me as her dorky stepson and start seeing me as a hot, hung man available to fuck whenever she wanted...

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“I know!” Mom smiled, like she’d finally gotten through to me. “Now, why don’t you drop that towel and show me what you’re packing?”

Could I really do this? My head said no, but my raging hard-on was screaming YES as loud as it possibly could.

Mom noticed my hesitation and giggled. “Alright then – I’ll show you mine first...”

Before I could say anything, Mom hooked her thumbs beneath her tank top and pulled it over her head. Her perfect, perky breasts sprang free, the nipples stiffening with lust as she put herself on display for me. I’d seen boobs before – I wasn’t that much of a loser – but I’d never seen a pair like Paula’s before. I wanted nothing more than to bury my face between them – then slide my cock in between those perfect, fleshy orbs and fuck them until I exploded all over her tits.

More than a little of that must have obviously shown on my face.

“You look like a deer in headlights,” Mom whispered, arching her back to give me a better view of her chest. “Would you like to touch them?”

“I...can I?” I was already reaching out.

“Go ahead – get a good feel. I want you to – ohhhh...”

I grabbed one of Mom’s perfect breasts in my hand and squeezed it gently, rubbing her nipple with the tips of my fingers. My cock started to pulse in time with my heartbeat, throbbing with the need for release as I groped and grabbed my stepmom’s tits. She moaned lustily, grinning at me as I practically slobbered all over them.

“Would you like to see more?” Mom leaned back, sliding her fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants.

“Yes,” I groaned. “God, yes!”

“Okay...” Mom started to pull them down, then stopped with a naughty smile. “Once you show me yours. Put the towel down, Scott.”

So that was how it was going to be. I’d already gone this far – there was no sense in turning back now. With a little grunt I let the towel fall to the floor, sliding down my body.

I heard my Mom gasp, her eyes widening as she took me in. “Oh damn,” she moaned, grinning from ear to ear. “You’re packing some serious heat, son.”

“Am I?” I glanced down at my cock. It stood straight out from my body, twice as hard as it had been in the shower. I’d never thought it was anything to be terribly proud of, but from the way Mom devoured it with her eyes I could tell she was impressed. “I mean, I’ve seen bigger in porn movies...”

“They use camera tricks,” Mom explained. “In real life, what you’ve got between your legs would put them to shame! Oh, you’ve definitely earned a glance at Mommy’s pussy...”

I felt myself grinning as she tugged down her yoga pants. “Is it wet, Paula?”

“Oh yeah. Fuck, looking at that big cock has got me soaking myself. I haven’t gotten to enjoy a big cock like that in years.”

Mom slid the yoga pants down her long, creamy legs, moving slowly and savoring the way I stared. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest like a jackhammer, my dick shooting little bursts of precum as she spread her legs to reveal her gorgeous, shining slit. Mom apparently took really good care of herself down there – she was shaved and bare, the lips of her sex swollen and clearly visible. As I watched, amazed, she spread herself with two fingers to show me the pink interior of her cunt.

“You like what you see?” she asked.

“Very, very much,” I murmured. “Paula, are we really going to do this?”

“You know,” she replied, sitting up, “I don’t mind at all if you call me ‘Mom’ or ‘Mommy’. Even when we’re together like this. In fact...”

Her hand strayed to my cock, and I groaned as her fingers touched it. Holy fuck that felt amazing...

“In fact,” she whispered, “I kind of like it.”

“Oh...Mommy,” I grunted. Paula took it as a sign to go faster, to wrap her hands around my shaft and tug my foreskin up and down my cock. It felt so much better than when I did it – a hundred times better! My back arched like I was trying not to hit the ceiling of the space under the house, my body hunching from pleasure.

“You and I are going to have so much fun together,” she whispered. “I can’t believe I’ve had a gorgeous eighteen-year-old virgin living under my roof and never thought to do this before now.”

You never listened to a hypnosis tape before, I thought.

Suddenly Mom’s fingers left my cock. I whimpered in frustration, but a moment later she scooted to the edge of the bed, cupping my balls in her hand. Her face was close enough to my cock that I could feel her breath on it.

“You are so fucking hot,” she said, smiling up at me. “I love how hard you get for me. You’ve been so pent up and frustrated all this time, Scott – but that’s over now. You and me are going to play...”

She leaned forward – and ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft. It took everything I had not to explode right then and there as she teased the underside of my cock. I groaned, nails digging into my palm. She gave my balls a gentle squeeze and kissed the swollen head of my cock, obviously loving how badly she was teasing me.

“Do you want me to put it in my mouth?” She arched an eyebrow, flashing me a naughty look. “Would you like a blowjob, son?”

In that moment, all of my reservations melted away. As an eighteen-year-old male, I wanted sex more than I wanted anything else on Earth – but I wanted a blowjob almost as badly. It was what I went for by instinct whenever I looked at pornography. It was what I pictured Dawn doing to me as I stroked myself off at night, picturing her in the passenger seat of my car as she wrapped her lips around my cock. I wanted to come in a woman’s mouth, to blow all over her smiling face and her soft, amazing breasts.

And my stepmom was offering it to me, just like that.

“Yes,” I said, the word coming out like a caveman had said it.

But she wasn’t done teasing me just yet. “Say, ‘please suck my cock, mommy’,” Paula said with a smirk.

“Mom, if you don’t suck my cock right now, I think I’m going to just explode right in your face...”

Before I could say anything else, Mom leaned forward and pulled the swollen head of my cock between her plump, pouty lips. I cried out, pleasure filling me as my cock drove deep into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked in, her cheeks hollowing around me as my cock bottomed out, the head poking at the entrance of her throat.

It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. My cock swelled up in her mouth, throbbing and twitching between her lips. Her tongue started to swirl around the head and I came apart, brought right to the fucking edge. My fingers tangled in her long blonde hair; my hips pumped forward without my thinking about it. I was desperate for more.

Mom took it like a champ. She hummed happily around my cock, letting me hold her hair and pump my hips, fucking her face. She locked eyes with me, staring right into my soul as she sucked me dry. I knew with a single look into those eyes that we weren’t going to stop here – that from now on we’d be fuckbuddies, sucking and banging each other whenever we were horny.

I could see that she wanted it. But the feeling that welled up in my chest surprised the hell out of me – I didn’t realize how badly I wanted it too.

“Fuck, I’m gonna blow,” I groaned, pumping hard against her face. “Jesus, Paula, it’s gonna be huge...”

This was her cue to pull off of me; to avoid my load. But instead Mom just went harder, bobbing up and down like a cork on my cock as she brought me right past the point of no return. I tried to pull back, but then I reached the brink and all my thoughts dissolved in pure, sweet pleasure. I cried out blissfully as I came, the world going white as I shot burst after burst of white hot come down my stepmother’s throat.

She sucked me hard through the highest point, then pulled off me. I was still shooting, and it went everywhere: on her tits, down her chin, streaking across her smiling face. It was so fucking sexy looking. I watched myself bathe my own mother in spunk like a pornstar and tried to will my balls to make more – to coat her, to mark her as mine.

Mom let a little bit of my load dribble out of her mouth as I came down from my peak. “I bet you feel better,” she purred, planting a kiss on the underside of my cock.

“So much better,” I said. Holy shit that was for sure. I felt like I was high. The world was all warm and spinny, and I couldn’t believe my mom’s face and tits were covered in my seed. She looked so fucking good...

“I hope that’s what you wanted.” Mom wiped a thick gob of come from her chin and sucked it off her finger. “I know guys your age watch a lot of porn, and they like to see themselves shoot all over a woman.”

“It was great,” I said dazedly. “Thank you.”

Mom bit her lip and giggled. “My turn.”

As I watched, she scooted up the bed until her back was pressed against the headboard. She spread her legs even wider, parting her folds with two fingers as I gaped at her.

“Come eat me out,” Mom whimpered. “I need it so fucking bad, son...”

What red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that? I crawled onto the bed and between Mom’s legs, enveloped in her warmth. I couldn’t believe how hot and wet she was – her pussy was dripping with juice, so much that she’d stain the blankets if I didn’t stop it with my face.

I glanced up at her from between her thighs. “I, uh...I’ve never really done this before...”

Mom smiled an understanding smile. “I know, sweetie. Don’t worry – I’m so horny right now you probably won’t have to do anything to get me off. Just...please, please put your face down there?”

That I could do. I bent low, my face pressed up against Mom’s folds. I could smell her perfume – she must have sprayed herself down here before she came to my room – and beneath that, the feral tang of horny pussy. I discovered I liked that smell a lot – it made my dick get hard against the covers as I stuck out my tongue and teased her.

“Oh fuck, more!” Mom’s fingers dug into the back of my head, pressing my face into her womanhood. “Eat my cunt, baby, fuck!”

I did exactly as she asked. I buried my face between her thighs, using my lips and tongue to tease her slit as I attacked her clit with long, hard strokes. In no time at all her thighs clenched around me, her back arching as she screamed out with pleasure.

I decided to try something I’d seen, but never done myself. I pulled back just a bit, enough for Mom to groan in sudden frustration at having nothing stimulating her clit – then I slid two fingers inside of her. Her wet walls quivered around them as I put my tongue back on her clit, pumping my fingers as I swirled around the sensitive nub.

“You are so good at this,” Mom said dazedly, her voice tight with lust. “I think you’re going to make me...oh shit, oh my gawwwd...”

I felt Mom’s cunt grip my fingers tight as a glove as she climaxed. A flood of sweet juices poured from her cunt, soaking my face as she screamed my name. She ground her slit hard against me, riding out the pleasure as she bucked and thrashed.

Once she’d come down from her peak, I climbed up her body. She spread her legs easily, her tits and face still coated in my seed.

“I want to fuck you,” I growled.

“Oh yeah,” Mom whimpered, still caught in the aftershocks of her bliss. “I need that. I need you inside me, Scott...”

I was even harder than I’d been before my blowjob, my cock throbbing with need from giving my stepmom a screaming, sheet-clawing orgasm with my mouth and fingers. The head of my dick slid easily into her folds. She was primed and wet for me, everything tight and dripping for my cock.

We stared into each others’ eyes as I slid into her an inch at a time, stretching her walls as I filled her with my full girth. Finally I bottomed out inside of her, the head of my cock grazing her g-spot, and I watched her eyes go wide.

“Jesus you’re so big,” she said, delight evident in her voice. “I needed this so bad, baby...”

“Me too,” I said with a smirk, pumping my hips. I pummeled Mom’s cunt with hard, long strokes, hammering her g-spot like a hammer on an anvil as I went wild between her thighs. Her legs wrapped around me, her heels pressing in the small of my back. She welcomed me deeper inside of her, spreading herself for me, giving me her innermost womanhood.

“How’s that pussy feel?” She grinned up at me, a naughty challenge in her eyes. “You’re a man now, Scott – doesn’t it feel so good to fuck Mommy’s tight, wet cunt?”

“Yes,” I panted, going even harder. Mom’s primed, wet cunt was everything I’d fantasized about and more. Nearly every waking moment of my existence had involved fantasizing about finally getting to fuck a girl, and the real thing was so much better than I could have imagined.

Pleasure filled me like a flood as I pumped away, my cock coming back from every thrust slick with Mom’s juices. She could feel me swelling inside of her, getting harder, preparing to explode.

“You want to come?” She flashed a teasing smile. “You want to blow inside me, Scott?”

“Oh fuck, Mom, can I? Can I come inside you?” I wanted that so badly. I think I might have died if she commanded me to pull out and finish by jerking off on her stomach or tits.

“Yes, baby,” Mom growled, rolling the words over her tongue. “Shoot all that hot come inside me. I’m so close, baby, I think feeling you lose it inside me is going to make me come again...”

I lost all control, bucking and thrashing inside of Mom like a wild animal. The only thing that mattered was my pleasure, a white-hot ball soaring up and down my spine. One more good, hard thrust and I buried myself to the hilt inside of her and let go. The ball inside of me exploded, filling every inch of my body with pure, sweet pleasure as I started to shoot.

I felt Mom’s walls contract around me as I shot, her own body sailing right over the brink. Her nails dug into my back as she climaxed, sobbing with pleasure as I pumped her womb full of my honey-warm seed. It was the most amazing experience of my life. I felt manly, felt complete in a way I never had before. Every negative thought in my mind drained away, banished by pleasure.

And I already knew that I was going to want to do this again. A lot.

When it was over, Mom rolled over and curled her body up against mine, playing with my chest as I came down from my peak.

“That...was awesome,” I finally managed to say.

Mom laughed. “I’ll say,” she purred, nuzzling her face against my shoulder. Then a note of doubt entered her voice. “You don’t think what we did was wrong, do you baby?”

I thought about it – for about two seconds. “Hell no,” I said, my hand sliding down her back. “Nothing that feels that amazing could possibly be wrong.”

She smiled at me. “I’m glad you think so,” she whispered, “because this is just the tip of the iceberg. Mommy has so much to show you, baby – we’re going to have to so much fun together...”

I had no doubt that we were. But already, there was a thought in the back of my head: could I have even more?

If that tape had changed Paula this way, could it do the same thing to other girls? Could it do it to Dawn?

I couldn’t wait to find out.

“Hey Mom?”

“Yes, baby?” Mom stretched languidly, completely unashamed of her nudity. Her thighs were coated in a mixture of hers and my juices, and she still hadn’t done anything about my load on her tits.

“That tape of yours,” I said, feigning nonchalance. “Any chance I could borrow it?”

“Sure, honey,” she said, an easy smile spreading across her face. “Anything you want.”

I couldn’t wait to see what this self-hypnosis tape could do – but first, I needed another round with Paula...
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I wasn’t in the habit of taking more than one shower in the same day – but then, I wasn’t in the habit of pumping a load deep into my stepmother’s pussy, either.

For the second time that afternoon, I turned on the water and felt the hot jets warm my body. A head of steam billowed from the floor, cocooning me in seconds. I stuck my head under the spray and chuckled, still unable to believe what had just happened to me.

I wasn’t a virgin anymore. I was a man, all thanks to my gorgeous bimbo stepmother Paula. My muscles ached pleasantly with satisfaction, the memory of my orgasm still trickling down my spine. She’d sucked me off into her warm, perfect mouth. Then she’d spread her legs and taught me how to eat her out, her horny pussy squirting juice all over my face as she came all over my mouth and fingers. Finally, she’d let me slide my thick, throbbing cock inside of her and fuck her cunt until we both came together in a screaming, sheet-clawing explosion of pure bliss. It was everything I’d fantasized about from sex, and so much more.

Had I thought about Paula in a sexual way before today? Sure, what guy in our neighborhood hadn’t – she was a total babe. Nobody could watch her prance around our backyard in a bikini or see her doing yoga exercises in tight pants in the living room without thinking at least a little about fucking her. But she was my stepmother, my father’s wife, and even if she wasn’t my biological Mom she’d raised me as long as I could remember. She was Mom to me, which I had always thought would make things too weird to every do anything.

Instead, as I’d learned, the fact that she was “Mommy” just made it hotter.

“She turned on a dime,” I muttered, running shampoo through my hair. Yesterday, Paula had been completely uninterested in me physically. It wasn’t that she didn’t think I was attractive – in fact, I’d found out today she had a major crush on me – it was that the same taboo aspect applied to her even more strongly than it did to me. Until that special tape tore it all away.

She said she’d gotten it from her friend Terri, and that it was to help with her lower back pain. I had no idea if Mom still had lower back pain, but I did know that she now had no problem getting on her knees and sliding her stepson’s cock between her lips, then begging him to come all over her tits...

The thought of it made my cock swell up between my legs. Fuck, I was already hard. Well, losing my virginity didn’t change that much, I thought with a smile.

I wondered if Dawn was still a virgin. There was no way – she was too fucking hot. Too perfect. She was Terri’s daughter, the “punk” girl I’d had a crush on since I was able to have crushes, and if Mom’s tape had this kind of effect on any woman then I was definitely making it my goal to have her listen to it. Today.

A rustling behind me cut through my thoughts; made me turn. “Huh?”

“Hi, son!” Paula pulled back the shower curtain and stepped into the stall behind me, totally naked. On her face and tits were the streaks of come I’d left when I blew my load all over her – it made her look even sluttier and hotter than usual. “You were hogging the shower, so I figured I’d just cut in.”

“Um, yeah.” Wow, she’s really doing it, I thought, amazed. Part of me had thought our sex would restore whatever inhibitions Mom’s self-hypnosis tape had taken away, but she apparently had no compunctions about showering naked with her own son. “Yeah, come right in...”

“What were you doing?” A smile lit up her face, and I realized she was staring at my cock – which now stood straight out from my body like an iron rod.

“I can’t stop thinking about what we just did,” I admitted, watching her smile widen. “It was so awesome...”

“I forgot how much stamina guys your age have,” Mom purred. “You’re so hard already...how does it feel to finally be a ‘man’, Scott? Do you feel different?”

I thought about it for a minute. It was hard to think, with my dripping, naked stepmother watching me and grinning, but I did.

“I do and I don’t,” I finally admitted. “It was...well, it was fucking amazing. And I definitely want to do it again, and again, and again. But I don’t really think I’m a different person or anything like that.”

“You sound almost disappointed,” she said.

“I guess...I don’t know.” I shrugged. “I thought maybe once I lost my v-card, I’d stop being such a nerdy loser. Wishful thinking, I guess.”

“Scott.” Paula stepped forward, and for a second she sounded like the old stepmother I knew. “You are not a loser. You are the furthest thing from a loser, baby. I know you haven’t had the best luck with the opposite sex so far, but all that’s going to change. Trust me, once you get to college girls are going to be falling all over themselves to get with a guy who can fuck them and eat their pussies like you do.”

It was like a burst of confidence right to my brain. It was exactly what I needed. “You mean that?”

“Absolutely. In fact, I’ll help you get some more experience if that’s what you think you’re lacking. But right now, I need you to help me get clean. Wash your Mommy’s back?”

“Sure,” I said with a smirk, feeling suddenly bolder than I ever had in my life. “But I’m definitely going to be spending a lot of time washing those tits.”

Mom bit her lip and giggled. “I hope so! You are so much fun, Scott...”

Still grinning, I squirted body wash into my hands and worked up a good lather. Then I ran them down Mom’s back, working up and down her sleek contours, massaging her muscles as I worked the soap in.

“Mmmh,” she moaned, visibly relaxing. “Wow, that feels so good, baby. Don’t stop...”

My mouth dropped open. Mom sounded like she was getting wet, just from my touch. I had no idea I had that kind of power. With a grunt, my hands went from her back to her breasts, massaging them with my fingers. The body wash made everything slick, so that my palms slid over her hardening nipples and made soap suds dribble from her cleavage.

“That’s right, get all that come out,” she whimpered, grinding her ass against my erection. “Make me nice and clean for you. I want to look good for my boy toy...”

A boy toy? Was that what I was? Only one way to find out.

Giving Mom’s tit a final squeeze, my right hand sunk to her waist and started massaging her between her thighs. Paula moaned with pleasure, spreading her legs wider so I could get the interior. Her cunt was even hotter than the water from the faucet, and I could tell she was just as ready as me for more fucking.

“Am I your boy toy,” I growled, sliding two fingers into her slit, “or are you my bimbo?”

She reached behind her back and grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling me close.

“I’ll be whatever you want, Scott,” she growled, riding my fingers, “as long as you fuck me...”

That was all the encouragement I needed. One hand stayed at her pussy, while the other grabbed a nice handful of her ass. God, I loved Paula’s ass.

My cock rubbed between her thighs from behind, teasing her opening. She ground against me for a few more seconds as I groped her and thrust my hips forward, but it was clear that what I was doing wasn’t working.

“Shit,” I growled, frustration mounting within me. “I don’t think it’s going to work standing up, Mom. I’m just a little too tall...”

Mom glanced at me over her shoulder. “Nonsense. You just don’t have the experience I do. Watch this.”

With a little giggle, Mom lifted her leg and placed it on a the bar we sometimes used to hold a bar of soap or a bottle of conditioner. The motion flexed her calves like she was wearing high heels, making her entire body beneath the waist look taut and amazing. She lifted her ass into the air, arching her back, and the stretch put her slit an inch or two above the head of my cock.

“There we go,” she said with pride. “That’s better. I bet you didn’t know your Mommy could be so flexible, did you?”

The head of my cock nestled perfectly in her snug, wet folds. I tossed my head back into the spray and groaned with pleasure as my swollen head sank into them, enveloped by their tight, gripping warmth.

Mom gently relaxed her leg, sliding her walls down my shaft an inch at a time. It was a totally new experience for me, and the intensity of it made me shudder. My hand tightened on her ass, squeezing it hard enough to leave a bruise.

“There we go,” Mom said lustily, my cock bottoming out hilt-deep inside of her. “Now watch Mommy bounce...”

If I’d been right on the edge up to this point, what Mom did next drove me wild with passion. She rocked her hips up and down, grunting on each repetition like she was in the middle of one of her yoga exercises. It felt like her cunt was fucking me, going nice and slow, and soon I was grunting and thrashing with the need to bury myself inside her and fuck as hard as I wanted.

“Fuck that’s so good,” Mom groaned, bracing herself against the other end of the stall with a hand. “You’re grinding right against my clit with that angle, son. God, I don’t know if I can hold it much longer...”

I saw what she meant. The pleasure was making Mom’s legs shake, and between that and her pace I was starting to go mad with frustration.

I wonder, I thought, my hands sliding down her curves. Maybe...

My hands closed around her waist and lifted, and to my surprise I discovered I could lift her easily. In an instant, all the control passed from her to me – I pinned her against one wall of the shower and fucked her madly. I thought she’d be upset that I was no longer hitting that special little angle, but my thrusts more than made up for it. With me dominating her, each long thrust hit right into her g-spot, stimulating the most secret folds of her womb into a frenzy.

“Yes! Yes!” she cried, turning her head to the side as I pushed it harder against the wall. “Fuck me, son, fuck me!”

I complied eagerly, going as hard as I wanted. Which was pretty fucking hard. Now that I was no longer being teased, I could use Paula’s body like a living fuckdoll to get myself off. My balls slapped against her ass as I fucked her hard, the heat of our bodies outperforming the water coming out of the shower head. I only wished I had a hand free to pull her hair or slap her ass...

Suddenly Mom’s moans took on a completely different tenor. She arched her back like a bow, screaming my name, and a flood of feminine juices coated my cock as her walls clenched around me. I’d just made her come. She clawed the wall, sobbing with pleasure as her cunt gripped me in time with her heartbeat, milking her clit dry of every drop of pleasure.

When she came back to herself, she was ready. “Come for me,” she begged, spreading her legs wider against the wall. “Shoot inside me, Scott – please! Show Mommy how much you love her tight, wet little cunt...”

I couldn’t hold back any more. With a final, hard thrust I buried myself as deep as I could inside of Mom’s cunt and exploded. A series of wild, savage cries of triumph tore from my throat as the pleasure overtook me. Seed erupted from my cock, shooting deep into her primed womb as the walls of her sweet cunt milked me dry.

Once we’d both come down from our peaks, Mom started to laugh. “I think we both need to clean off again,” she said with a chuckle.

“Yeah,” I said, stretching. Holy shit I felt better than ever. “That was even better than the first time...”

Mom washed herself off quickly and left me to finish my shower. Once I was done, I wrapped a towel around my body and went back to my room to get dressed. This time, Paula wasn’t there, but I didn’t mind.

I heard her humming as I made my way downstairs. She was in the kitchen, making a pot of coffee and sashaying back and forth like the happiest woman in the world. It made my heart glad to see her so carefree – it made her look nearly as young as me.

“Will you come with me to Terri’s?” I asked.

She turned, a steaming mug of coffee in her hand. She’d apparently helped herself to one of my band t-shirts on her way back downstairs – it looked damned good on her, along with her skintight yoga pants. “Sure,” she said, frowning a bit. “Why?”

“I want to let her listen to your tape,” I told her. Then I explained the whole story – everything that had happened since I finished replacing the cable. She looked shocked as I explained the state she’d been in while listening to Terri’s hypnosis tape on her headphones: moaning and whimpering like she’d been getting fucked by a big, thick cock.

When I was done, Mom set down the coffee and crossed her arms under her breasts.

“You know hypnosis isn’t real,” she said flatly. “Right?”

I shrugged. “If it’s not real, why were you listening to it?”

She opened her mouth to retort and found herself at a loss for words. “Well...I was just trying something a friend gave me,” she said, not sounding like she fully believed what she was saying. “Okay, maybe you can change little things with hypnosis. Some chronic pain, a smoking addiction – stuff like that. Stuff the person wants to change. But their entire personality...”

“Are you saying you didn’t want to be this way?” I asked, genuinely curious. 

Mom’s face softened. “That is not what I mean at all, honey,” she said, stepping forward and pulling me into a hug. “I love you. And I love fucking you. The fucking is...well, it’s part of that love.”

“A pretty fucking good part,” I said with a smirk.

She looked like she wanted to be mad, but only giggled. “Well. I can tell you for a fact that putting these headphones on Terri’s head is not going to change her into some kind of...bimbo sexpot!”

“There’s only one way to find out,” I told her. “Will you go with me?”

“Of course,” she said, striding forward. “I’ll be happy to...wait a second.”

“What?”

She turned, looking at me with a strange, lopsided smile. “This isn’t about Terri at all, is it? You want to test this tape of mine on Dawn, don’t you?”

I swallowed hard. I’d just shot a load inside of my stepmother’s pussy – so why did I still feel awkward talking to her about girls?

“You don’t have to say anything,” she said understandingly. “I can see it on your face. Dawn’s a...well, she’s not a nice girl, exactly, but she might be just the kind of slut you need to cut your teeth on before college...”

“Mom!” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Dawn is not a slut!”

“Sweetie, she’s the town bicycle,” Paula said gingerly. “All the mom’s in the neighborhood know it. You probably wouldn’t even need to hypnotize her to get in her pants – a handle of whiskey or a bar of Xanax would probably do the trick...”

“We will talk about this later,” I said quickly. I really, really did not want to hear Mom talk about the girl of my dreams fucking other guys and doing drugs. “We’re going to Terri’s, remember?”

“Of course.” Mom’s smirk let me know she wasn’t done giving me shit about this. “Lead the way.”

Terri’s house was only a short walk away from ours, so Mom and I decided to walk. It was a beautiful day outside, and I found myself invigorated by the exercise even when we started to head uphill. Dawn and her parents lived in one of the nicest houses in town, overlooking the area, and it was a bit of a climb to get there.

My heart beat a little faster in my chest as I rang the doorbell. What if this didn’t work? Maybe whatever this self-hypnosis tape had done to Mom was from some quirk of her psychology, a genetic thing that couldn’t be replicated on other people. If Paula spilled the beans about the two of us fooling around, could Terri be trusted to keep her mouth shut?

I had almost convinced myself to abandon the whole thing and turn tail when the door opened. Terri stood in the foyer, her long dark hair up in chopsticks and her body still sheathed in her pajamas.

“Scott? Paula?” She squinted at us like she hadn’t quite gotten enough coffee yet. “What are you two doing here...?”

Paula smiled brightly. “We came to see you,” she said. “May we come in?”

Terri looked from Paula to me, still confused. “Dawn isn’t here,” she said slowly, as if that’s what we were there for. Then she seemed to come to a decision. “Come on in,” she said, stepping inside.

Terri led us inside of her lavish home, shaking off her dishevelment. I wondered if she’d been taking a nap on the couch; it wouldn’t have been out of character for her. Terri was unashamed in her role as her husband’s trophy wife, and with him frequently out of the country on business she didn’t see the need in getting dolled up all that often. Oh, she still put on makeup and nice clothes for some Instagram selfies every now and then, sandwiching them between cutesy memes about drinking wine – but that’s more or less all she did around the house.

If thinks works, we’ll have to change that, I thought suddenly, my heart pounding with excitement. I’m so fucking stoked...

“So what brings you over this afternoon?” Terri finally asked, turning to face my Mom. “Our girls’ night isn’t until Saturday, I thought. And Scott, you should be doing...whatever it is young men your age do on gorgeous summer days like this.”

“I was helping Mom,” I said with a smirk. “Fixing the cable underneath the house.”

“Oh, what a helpful young man,” Terri said, slumping onto the couch. “I wish Dawn would attack or a chore or two every now and again...”

I felt for Terri. Really, I did. It wasn’t easy living under these circumstances. She hadn’t lost any of her gifts – she was easily the hottest, curviest babe in the neighborhood after Paula – but it was clear she was letting herself go. What she needed, I realized with a start, was a firm male hand to guide her – to provide her with the stability her husband failed to give her. Someone to take her hand, hold her down, fill her with his cock and make her feel like the gorgeous bimbo trophy wife she so clearly was.

And it was going to be me.

“I want you to listen to something,” Mom said, producing her headphones. They were still attached to her phone. 

Terri frowned at the device. “Darling, you could have just sent me an e-mail. What is this?”

“That tape you gave my Mom,” I said, cutting her off. “It’s really interesting. Have you listened to it lately?”

Terri pulled a face, as if being reminded of something she’d rather forget. “Not after the first couple times. It didn’t do a thing for my cravings for cigarettes. I used nicotine gum for that...”

Maybe it doesn’t work if there’s not a man nearby, I thought. I hung on to that answer, hoping the alternative wasn’t true: that Terri was somehow immune to whatever had changed my stepmother.

“Here,” Mom said, preempting whatever Terri had been about to say. “Have a listen...”

From where she was sitting on the couch, Terri couldn’t easily escape Mom’s hands. The headphones slid over her ears, and Mom had the audio going before the brunette MILF could utter a word of protest.

“Just relax,” Mom purred, a lusty undercurrent entering her voice.

“What are you – ohhh...”

Terri trailed off, her eyes closing. I watched what happened next, unable to look away as the tape did its work. My cock throbbed to life in my pants as I watched its transformation tear through Terri.

Her eyes opened a crack, only the whites showing as a low moan left her throat. Drool oozed from the corner of her mouth. Her hands opened and closed rapidly, shaking one shoulder of her pajama shirt down to expose the top of one creamy breast: she acted as if she didn’t even notice. Her moans grew louder, her thighs parting as she started to rub between them – and then she changed.

It was...subtler than I expected. There was no sudden shift to blonde hair, no oversized bubble-tits. But Terri arched her back, sweat beading on her forehead as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure tore through her brain, and I knew she was mine. Any taboos she held, any morality holding her back from getting maximum sexual pleasure at the hands – and cock – of her hot, barely-legal neighbor had been completely dissolved.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, the expletive spilling from her lips naturally as she pressed the headphones harder to her ears. Terri never swore in front of us, not in all the time I’d known her. “Oh wow, Paula, you weren’t kidding...”

The two girls giggled together as Terri took off the headphones. I could barely believe the gorgeous, middle-aged woman sitting next to me was the same one who had opened the door for us. It was like entire years of her life had fallen right off her body. She was cool instead of uptight, chilled out instead of haughty.

She reminded me of Mom.

“I have something to confess,” Mom purred, idly playing with a lock of Terri’s hair. “That tape isn’t the only reason we came to see you today.”

“No?” Terri looked like she wasn’t the slightest bit upset at being deceived. Terri looked like I could have set her living room on fire and she wouldn’t have been upset with me.

Mom shook her head, a big grin spreading across her face. “Did you know that I fucked Scott today?”

Terri gasped, putting a hand over her open mouth in mock-surprise as she turned to me. “Scott? How could you do that to your own Mother?”

“It was wonderful,” Paula purred. “I wanted it, Ter. I needed it. I had no idea how badly I needed a good, proper fucking until I felt his young cock inside of me. And the things he did with his mouth...” Mom shivered. “He made me come like a fountain!”

Terri stared at me like she was picturing every moment of Mom and I’s sweaty, primal fucking. Her fingers tightened in the fabric of the couch. She bit her lip, forcing back a moan of pleasure.

“You...you liked it, Scott?” Terri’s eyes were feverish with need. It felt good to have such a sexy fucking MILF hanging on my every word.

“Absolutely.” I shot Mom a smile. “She was my first, you know. I’m a man now. Paula made me a man, with her mouth and her cunt. I blew all over her tits...”

It was cute how utterly keyed up Terri was. She practically vibrated with pleasure. Mom smiled generously and rubbed her shoulders, grabbing her attention.

“That’s why I came to see you, Terri,” she explained. “Scott needs more experience before he goes off to college and starts to fuck girls his own age. And I knew from our get-togethers that you haven’t had a proper fucking since that time your husband got drunk at the office Christmas party three years ago. So what do you say? Would you like to help me out?”

I could feel Terri’s hard jackhammering in her chest from here. As she spread her legs, I caught a whiff of the sharp, sweet tang of her cunt – god damn this woman was horny.

“You want to fuck me, Scott?” Terri looked like she’d die if I didn’t say yes.

“Absolutely,” I said. “You’re such a babe. I’ve had a crush on your for years. I’d love to be inside you...”

She decided in an instant. I could see it in her face.

“Alright,” she said, nodding slowly like she couldn’t believe herself. “Let’s do it. On one condition.”

“What’s that?” I asked, curious.

She glanced over her shoulder and took Paula’s hand. “You come with us, too,” she whispered.

Now it was Mom’s turn to look surprised. “You bitch,” Mom said, pride in her voice. “You’ve been looking for an excuse to lez out on me, haven’t you?”

“If I can’t get it from my husband,” Terri said, her voice thick with lust, “I’ve got to get it from somewhere. Besides, I don’t know how long your son can last yet – I might need someone to help me finish if he has to tap out.”

“Oh, he won’t,” Mom said with a grin. “Scott is long and strong. But I’ll be glad to share him with you.”

With that concluded, the two women led me upstairs to Terri’s bedroom. I gawked openly at their firm, curvy asses as I followed them up the stairs, devouring them and loving the fact that I didn’t have to hide my attraction. As we reached the top, I gave them both a little swat with either hand and listened to them giggle.

“You really are ready,” Mom growled. “Let’s check out the bedroom...”

It was just as nice as the rest of the house – if not nicer. The room was dominated by a King-sized bed with silk sheets.

“Lay down,” Mom told me, already working on removing her clothes. “Get nice and comfortable. Terri and I are going to strip for you.”

I took my place in the middle of the bed, resting my head on the big pillows. There was a shelf above the headboard with a couple of photographs on it – I couldn’t help but imagine it shaking during one of the few times Terri and her husband fucked. I was going to make it rattle like it never had before. 

With a glance from Mom, Terri’s fingers worked at the buttons of her pajama top. She shot me a naughty grin as she pulled it open, exposing her bare breasts and taut little tummy. Her skin was smooth and tanned, her breasts a little bit smaller than Mom’s but even perkier. My mouth watered at the sight of them. Those are how Dawn’s will look, I thought, devouring them with my eyes.

“Look at him!” Terri giggled as she worked her pajama pants down. “He looks like he’s never seen anything like this before!”

“His head’s about to pop off,” Mom agreed. “I can’t even imagine what must be going on in his pants...”

“Why don’t you show us?” Terri’s eyes flashed with need. “Show me what you’ve got. Show me what you’re going to put inside my cunt.”

With a smirk, I unfastened my belt and tugged off my jeans. My boxers came next, and then my thick cock sprang free, standing straight up and dripping with precum. I heard both Mom and Terri gasp, their breasts bobbing a little faster at the sight of it.

“God damn,” Terri groaned, tugging down her pants a little faster. “You weren’t kidding, Paula...”

Terri started to move onto the bed, but Mom’s hand on her shoulder held her back. “What are you doing?”

“Giving the boy a little show,” Mom purred. “He’s so sheltered. He’s only ever seen two girls together in porn before. This is going to blow his mind.”

She cupped Terri’s chin in her hands – and then covered her mouth with her own.

I watched, spellbound, as the two gorgeous MILFs made out in front of me. Mom’s hands went everywhere, caressing Terri’s tits and ass the way I wanted so badly to do. I enjoyed the sight of my mother groping and pinching Terri’s body – the way she melted into her touch, gripped her tight as her lips went to her neck as if something deep inside of her had been awakened.

I couldn’t control myself. I wrapped my fist around my cock and started to stroke myself, pleasure filling me. This was so much hotter than any porn I’d ever seen!

Mom noticed the motion – or maybe heard the sound – and broke off the kiss. “Oh,” she groaned, blushing a little. “You must really be aching, son.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, still lewdly staring at their naked bodies. “I need it...”

“I need it,” Terri whimpered. “Fuck, I can’t remember the last time I was this horny!”

“What do you say, son?” Mom stepped to the side and looked over Terri’s body like a madam putting her best girl on display. “What part of my friend would you like first? Her mouth? Her tits? Her cunt?”

“You’re so fucking hot,” I grunted, watching as Terri’s cheeks flushed red with the compliment. “I’m the luckiest guy in the world to have two gorgeous babes like you in this bed. I’m down for whatever you want to do!”

“In that case,” Terri said, getting onto all fours on the edge of the bed, “I think I’d like to taste that cock for a bit. I can’t remember the last time I gave a man a blowjob. Henry hasn’t done anything to deserve one in years...”

I put my hands behind my head as Terri reached me, relaxing against the headboard as she kissed my chest and stomach. Her head trailed down oh-so-slowly, the tips of her breasts brushing my cock as she made her way down. I looked up to see Paula grinning at me, and I was about to say something when Terri’s warm, wet mouth opened up and swallowed me whole.

“Unnngh!” Holy fuck that felt amazing! My fingers tangled in her long dark hair as she devoured me, deepthroating me with an eagerness I had no idea she possessed. Shed of all her inhibitions, Terri was a proper whore: completely shameless in her worship of my cock. Soon Mom was curled up next to her, squeezing my thigh and purring as the dark-haired MILF bobbed up and down in my lap.

“You’re giving him so much pleasure,” Mom said dreamily. “He’s enjoying it so much! I think he might be close to coming...”

I already knew that – and so did Terri. She could feel me swelling up in her throat, getting bigger and harder as I prepared to fire my load.

“Where do you want to come?” Mom gripped Terri’s shoulders, clinging tight to her curves like she wanted to vicariously experience the pleasure of sucking me. “You want to pull off onto her face, or her tits?”

I shook my head. “I wanna shoot in her mouth,” I growled, grabbing the back of her head with both hands and pumping my hips upward. I reached the point of no return and sailed right over, my pleasure hitting a crescendo.

“Fuck, I’m gonna shoot,” I announced, bucking my hips madly. “Oh fuck, Mommy, I’m gonna shoot right in her mouth...”

The world went white as I shot my load. Pleasure rocked my body as I came, the head of my cock erupting between Terri’s perfect, pouty lips. Her head stopped bobbing instantly, but her mouth didn’t – she started sucking me, hard enough that it hollowed her cheeks. Unlike Mom, who liked to collect my load in her mouth and then play with it, Terri vacuumed all of it down her throat like it was the fucking nectar of the gods. I felt her shuddering with pleasure beneath my hands, the sensation of bringing a man half her age to orgasm making her feel young and vivacious again.

“Oh fuck, that was awesome,” I said, shading my eyes with a forearm. “Shit, Terri, you suck cock so well...”

“Thank you,” Terri grinned, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “You taste amazing, Scott. I’d forgotten how good a young man’s spunk could be.”

I felt high, and dazed. But my cock hadn’t softened a bit. “I want to fuck you,” I said, staring down at her body.

“I want to fuck you,” she said with a smile. “You ready?”

“Hell yeah.”

Mom beamed with pride. “I told you,” she said, giving Terri’s ass a spank. “These young guys, they can go for hours. Look, he’s still so hard!”

Terri climbed up the bed and mounted me, her long hair hanging down over each side of her head. Her big breasts were right in my face, and I lifted myself up and pulled her nipple into my mouth, working my tongue around it. I felt a jet of hot juice on my thigh as her pussy boiled over, her back arching like a cat’s as she thrust her tits into my face.

“I need you,” she panted, pushing my shoulders back to the bed. “I need to ride you!”

“Give it to me,” I growled, locking eyes with her. “Give me that hot little pussy, Terri. Fuck me right here in your husband’s bed...”

That last bit about her spouse was apparently just the ticket to Terri’s kink. With a groan she lowered her cunt onto me, gripping the base of my cock and pointing it like an arrow into her folds. It slid in easily, my dick stretching her tight, wet walls around it as I bottomed out inside of her. She groaned with pleasure as she felt me fill her, her ass grazing the mattress as she spread her legs wide.

“Holy shit,” I panted, my head rolling back on my shoulders. “Your cunt feels so good...”

A little noise to my side caught my attention. It was Mom, lying next to us and grinning. 

“Come here, baby,” she purred, leaning over me. “Let Mommy show her how much she loves you...”

I welcomed her, letting her make out with me as Terri started bouncing up and down on my cock. It was so fucking hot to have the both of them in the same bed, in the bed where Terri slept and occasionally fucked her husband. The mattress creaked as Terri did her work, slamming her cunt down on my cock so hard I was amazed she hadn’t come yet.

Mom pulled off and held Terri’s hair back into a loose ponytail. “Spread your legs wider, Ter,” she groaned. “I want to play, too...”

She disappeared behind Terri, who was still focused on my cock. We moved together, fucking each other back as she rode my young dick into the stratosphere. Then suddenly her face changed.

“Oh my gawwwwwwd,” Terri groaned, her cunt clenching around me. Something had just brought her right to the edge, and I wanted to know what it was.

“What’s going on?” I asked, my voice thick with pleasure.

“Your mother...” Terri managed, only the whites of her eyes showing. “She’s in my ass!”

I sat up a bit to see what was happening. Mom was behind Terri’s body with her face buried in her ass. She had a tight grip on her thigh and was teasing her clit with her fingers as she attacked her tight pucker with her tongue. I was amazed; I had no idea either my Mom or Terri could be this dirty.

“Oh shit I’m gonna cummm,” Terri squealed. “Oh my god Paula don’t stop...”

Terri raised herself to a semi-sitting position, bouncing up and down on my dick even harder as she reached behind herself and grabbed hold of my Mom’s hair. Her other hand stayed on my chest for leverage as she forced my Mom’s face deep into her most forbidden entrance, riding the sensation as she reached her peak.

Terri shattered, her tits heaving with huge sobs as orgasm overtook her. I could see tears streaming down her face as she climaxed, her inner walls gripping my cock as tight as a glove. She screamed my name, clawing the sheets in pure primal lust as a flood of juice coated my cock. I’d never seen a girl come that hard before.

As she came down from her peak, Mom curled up next to her and giggled. “Damn, Terri. I think I felt that one...”

“That was incredible,” she said, brushing her hair out of her face. Then she seemed to notice I was still hard inside of her. “Did you not come, Scott?”

“No,” I admitted. “I held back. You looked so good. Do you...like having your ass played with?”

Her grin let me know I’d hit home. “I love it,” she purred. Henry never does it, because he says its dirty, but I do it all the time. I usually put a plug in my ass while I’m taking care of myself with one of my toys.” An idea crossed her face. “Would you like to watch that while you finish inside of Paula?”

I shook my head, grinning. “I was thinking of putting something different in your ass.”

“Oh, you are bad!” Terri didn’t look upset by this at all. “I knew you were kinky, Scott – you should have heard the way you were moaning Mommy as you came in my mouth. Is it okay with you if I take another round, Paula?”

“That’s fine with me,” my stepmother said. “I’m just enjoying watching you give so much pleasure to my son. I’d love to see him bust a load in your big ass, Ter.”

Terri grinned from ear-to-ear. “I think we can do that. Would you like me to do it like this, Scott, or do you want to put it in me from behind?”

I thought about it for a moment. Terri’s tits looked so luscious bouncing in my face as she rode me, but I hadn’t had the chance to fuck anyone doggystyle before. I wanted to experience that.

“From behind,” I said, sitting up.

“Well, alright.” Terri moved to the front of the bed, spread her legs, and put her hands on the wall above the headboard. She arched her back, pressing her face down into the pillows as she stuck her big, round ass in the air. Everything below her waist was shining with a mixture of hers and my juices, throbbing with need.

I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. Yesterday I’d been a virgin, now I was having my first threesome and was about to fuck a woman in the ass for the first time. I paused, savoring the moment, and both women noticed.

“What are you waiting for?” Terri glanced up at me from over her shoulder.

“I’m just thinking what a lucky man I am,” I said, shaking my head. “This is all so amazing...”

Both women laughed. “Trust us, Scott – we’re the lucky ones,” Mom purred. “Now go on and fuck her ass. I want to see your face when you feel how tight it is...”

I’m sure I did not disappoint. I was amazed as I pushed my cock into Terri’s soft pucker and forced my cock all the way in – it felt so different from her cunt. The texture was silky and smooth, the inside of her asshole so tight that I almost couldn’t fit.

This is how tight Dawn’s cunt will be, I thought, and nearly lost my load right then and there.

No sooner had I bottomed out inside of her than Terri started fucking me, grinding her ass against me hard. Her hands worked against the wall, pushing off them for leverage, and with my hand wrapped in her hair I was in total control of how fast she was going. It was fucking bliss.

“I want you to come in me,” Terri begged, fucking me so hard I nearly came apart. “Please!”

“Can I shoot in you?” The words were practically a grunt. “In your ass?”

“Do it,” Terri said with a chuckle, wiggling her ass mid-thrust. “Fill me up. Use me the way my fucking husband is too afraid to...”

I grabbed her hips with both hands and drove as deep as I could into her, filling her with one final stroke. Then I sailed right over the edge. My cock erupted inside of her tight asshole, filling her rear with burst after burst of hot, sticky come. I hung onto her for dear life, bucking and thrashing as the most powerful orgasm of my life overtook me. At some point I slid out of her and shot across her back, streaking across the small of it in perfect streaks. She looked so good that way.

As I came down from my peak I collapsed to the bed, exhausted. Both women snuggled up to me, cooing and whimpering as they played with me and each other. I was surrounded by more gorgeous tits and ass than I ever had been in my entire life, but as I regained myself only one thought cut through my mind:

I have to get Dawn to listen to that tape.

I laid back against the pillows and grinned. The tape worked on any one I wanted. And that meant that the girl of my dreams was about to become mine... 
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Chapter Three
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“So,” Terri said, hooking her leg over mine. “You want to fuck my daughter.”

Two days ago, that question would have had me running for the hills. At such a direct accusation from the mother of my dream girl, I would’ve sputtered something about “respect” and “morals” and maybe even “feminism” as I tried to get out the door as quickly as possible. But that was before my stepmom Paula had made me a man; before I’d blown a load deep inside of Terri’s cunt. Before I’d felt her walls clench around me as she came shuddering all over my big, throbbing dick. Before I’d shown her what kind of man I really was, and what I really wanted.

“Yeah,” I said with a smirk. “Yeah, I really do.”

A little giggle spilled from Terri’s lips. “You think I don’t know that, Scott? I’ve seen the way you stare at my daughter every time your family comes over. You’ve had a crush on Dawn since you were able to have crushes, isn’t that right?”

On the other side of the bed, my stepmother Paula rolled onto her side and started stroking my thigh. “It’s even more obvious at home,” she said. “My son has been carrying a torch for your daughter so big, I’m shocked he hasn’t burnt both our houses down.”
The three of us were still in bed, tangled in the sheets and soaked with sweat after our lovemaking. Even with both gorgeous MILFs laying next to me in bed, giggling and satisfied, it was still hard to believe. I’d had both of them; exploded with pleasure in their mouths, between their tits, deep inside their welcoming cunts. It was everything I’d ever wanted and more. And now the three of us were just chilling in bed together, like this was the most normal thing in the world.

I loved it.

“I think it’s a wonderful idea,” Terri murmured, her dark hair draped over my shoulder. “Don’t get me wrong, this is amazing – and you’re more than capable of keeping two old ladies like us satisfied. But you need someone your own age, Scott – someone to fuck and marry and build a family with.”

“And give us grandbabies,” Paula agreed with a chuckle.

“Damn right,” Terri said. “Neither me or your Mom are getting any younger.” Her hand slid down my side, slipping under the covers to graze the bulge beneath the sheets. “Would you like that, Scott? Would you like to knock my pretty little daughter up?”

“Of course he would,” Mom said. “My son wants your daughter barefoot and pregnant in his kitchen, with a big ring on her finger and an even bigger belly underneath her apron. He’s exactly what Dawn needs – someone to take her by the hand and tame her, to turn your wild child into a happy little homemaker.”

“Lord knows she needs taming,” Terri conceded. As she spoke, she tugged down my boxers and wrapped her fingers around my cock, provoking me to gasp and arch my back. “That girl is wild as hell...”

“I know where she gets it from!” Mom cocked one knee over my legs, pressing her bare pussy against my thigh. “Remember what you were like at that age, Ter?”

“Remember what you’re like right now?” I groaned, my voice thick with pleasure.

Terri chuckled as she stroked me oh-so-slowly, teasing my cock into full hardness. “I do like to have fun,” she admitted, licking her lips. Then her pretty face turned serious.

“I’ll help you, Scott,” she said, her fingers slowing at the base of my cock. “I’ll let you put those headphones on my daughter and turn her into the best little bimbo housewife she can be – if you’ll promise me one thing.”

I would have given her the world right then and there if she’d replace her mouth with her hand around my cock. “What?” I grunted, my hips pumping just a bit.

“Promise me you won’t forget the two of us,” Terri said with a glance over at Paula. “Promise me that every now and then, you’ll remember us and occasionally use our old, dried-up slits. That you’ll take a break every now and then from pumping my daughter full of your come to throw us a pity fuck every now and then?”

It was said so sweetly, I couldn’t believe how self-deprecating it was. “Pity fuck?”

Both women laughed. “I know it feels like you’re the luckiest man in the world right now,” Mom said, her own hand sliding beneath the covers. Soon she was tugging at my balls, gently rolling them over her palm while Terri stroked me. It was so fucking good to have them both snuggled against me, telling me how awesome I was while they worked to make me come.

“I am,” I said, the words a caveman grunt. “You’re both beautiful. I feel like the luckiest, most blessed man in the world to have made love to two women as perfect as you and Terri.”

“Oh yeah,” Terri said with a little growl. “You’re the perfect man to tame my daughter.”

“I’m just saying,” Mom purred, her lips close to my ear. “Once you have a tight, sexy girl like Dawn in your bed – a girl your own age, with a cunt that was built to take your cock and produce your heirs – you might start thinking about us differently.”

“Never,” I groaned, the back of my head hitting the pillows. “Fuck, I’m so close. Can I finish inside of you, Paula?”

My Mom sprang up instantly, straddling my thighs. “Absolutely,” she said, her eyes shining with love and devotion as she took my cock by the base and guided it inside of her. “No matter what happens, son, you can always come inside of Mommy. Mommy’s tight, wet cunt will always be available whenever my big man wants it. I promise; whenever you need to bury that cock inside of something warm and welcoming, I’ll be here...”

The words were like ambrosia to my ears as I bottomed out inside of her. Playing with me had gotten Mom’s motor running hot, and she was nice and wet as I slid all the way into her. I felt her inner muscles clench around me, welcoming me deeper into her as the head of my cock grazed her cervix.

“Ungh...you’re not on the pill, are you, Mommy?” I asked.

She looked surprised at the question. “Well, no,” she admitted. “But I don’t think you have much to worry about...”

“I’m not worried,” I said, something new and powerful entering my voice. “I want to knock you up. I want all three of you swollen with my heirs. You, Terri, and Dawn. Then we can all be one big happy family...”

Mom’s eyes flashed with excitement. “You mean that, baby?”

“Totally.” To punctuate it, I gave her ass a little spank. “Now fuck me harder. I want to blow all the way inside you, Mommy...”

“Yes, son!” Mom’s face became a mask of pleasure as she devoted herself to the task. Her hips slammed down on me over and over, her tight walls grinding against my cock snug enough to throw sparks. Next to us, Terri started masturbating, shamelessly rubbing her folds as she watched our filthy mother-son breeding.

“Fuck, I’m right there,” I announced, sweat beading on my forehead. I pumped my hips upward, jackhammering my cock into Mom’s cunt like it was the most important thing in the world. “I’m going to come!”

“Cum in me,” Mom begged, fucking me back just as hard. “Shoot in me, son – make Mommy a Mommy again, show everybody that you own Mommy’s body, that you own her fertility, that you own my fucking life...”

With a final, hard thrust, I buried myself inside of her to the hilt and let go. Pleasure washed over me in a wave as I exploded, my balls erupting with hot jets of thick, white seed. I painted Mom’s dripping walls with it, shooting straight upwards like a geyser into her warm, waiting womb. A moment later I felt her cunt clench around me in rhythm with her heartbeat, sucking my load deep into her as Mom came in shuddering sobs all over my cock. A flood of her juice dribbled down my shaft as my seed hit home, helped along by my stepmother’s pleasure.

Once I came down from my peak, I pulled out of her and relaxed into the bed, letting both women giggle over me and rub my muscles.

“I cannot wait for you to marry my daughter,” Terri whispered. “You think you could knock her up before you propose, Scott? I’d love to see her at the altar with a big, pregnant belly, all swollen under that white dress...”

“I’d like to see him throw the little bitch over the altar and fuck her senseless right in front of everyone,” Mom said with a laugh.

“Both of you stop,” I growled, my cock rising against the covers. “If you keep on like that, I’m going to fuck you both again, and I need to save something for Dawn.”

Terri nodded in understanding. “Of course. You two head on home and relax. I’ll text you when Dawn comes home, and you can bring that special tape of yours over.”

“You’re sure she’ll listen?” I asked.

A smile curled at the corner of Terri’s mouth. “I don’t give a fuck. If it comes down to it, I’ll help you hold the little brat down so we can get those headphones on. I’ve spent too many years putting up with her crap: it’s time for me to get what I want for a change.

I couldn’t agree more. And the thought of seeing Dawn held down by her own mother, eager to reprogram her brain into that of a submissive, sex-crazy bimbo turned me on more than I wanted to admit.

Soon, I thought, putting my hands behind my head. Soon she’ll be mine, and I’ll have everything I want.

I had no idea how hard I was going to have to fight for it.
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We got the call a couple of hours later. Mom and I were sitting on the couch, watching some overlong Marvel movie that I wasn’t really paying attention to – it was an excuse to play with her tits and ass. I had a handful of her breast and was squeezing it as I lay on top of her when Mom’s phone began to vibrate.

“Uh huh?” she asked, holding it to her ear. “Okay. Sure.” She put it down.

“Is that Terri?” Excitement shot through me. This was it!

Mom paused before she responded. “Yes. Dawn just got home.”

Fuck yes! I scooped up the headphones and hooked them to Mom’s phone, tucking the whole thing in my pocket. I could not wait to be inside of the girl of my dreams – to hear her tell me how much she’d always loved me while she spread her legs for me on her bed, to beg me to come inside her unprotected pussy and give her my heir. I wondered if she had any sexy lingerie hidden up in her room – maybe I’d order her to change into it for me...

“Scott,” Mom said, frowning. “Be careful, okay?”

That caught me unprepared. “What’s wrong?”

“Terri sounded...a little off. I’m just worried.” Mom shook her head, the grin returning to her face. “Whatever. Probably just a mother’s worry. Go get ‘em, Tiger.”

She gave my ass a little spank as I headed out the door. I felt like I was walking on air – the hike up to Terri’s house took no effort, and before I knew it I was standing at her door. I rang the doorbell and waited, rubbing my hands against the sides of my jeans.

Terri came to the door. “Oh, hello Scott,” she said.

Instantly, I knew Mom hadn’t been off-base. Terri looked...upset. I wondered what had happened between her and her daughter.

“Hi,” I said, glancing over her shoulder. “Is Dawn home?”

Terri nodded. “She’s right in the living room. Why don’t you come inside...”

I stepped into the living room, and there she was. Dawn sat with her legs crossed on the couch, watching me enter with a bemused look on her face. She had her Mom’s long dark hair, along with her thick booty and curves – although Dawn’s were sleeker, lither with youth and exercise. She was wearing ripped jeans and the t-shirt of some punk band that was way cooler than I would ever be. I pictured myself tearing those clothes off with my teeth and suppressed a shiver of lust.

“Hey, Dawn,” I said, pleased at how smooth I sounded. My time with Paula and Terri had done a hell of a lot to make me less nervous around girls. “How’s it going?”

“You tell me,” she said, a strange little smile on her face. Then she said the words that made my heart drop into my stomach. “What did you do to my mother?”

I froze. I tried to act nonchalant, but I knew that from my reaction Dawn would know that she’d hit home.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, sitting on the couch. “You’re crazy. Your Mom is right there-”

“That’s not my mother,” Dawn said, pointing into the kitchen where Terri waited. “My mother is a bitch. My mother would be screaming at me the second I walked through the door, already on her second bottle of wine. What the fuck did you do to her, Scott?”

I should have kept playing dumb. I ought to have denied everything, told Dawn she was crazy. Better than that, I should have called Terri into the living room and had her hold her daughter down while I pumped the self-hypnosis tape’s bimbofying contents directly into her brain.

But I didn’t. Because that perfect smile and those long, long legs have always short-circuited the higher functions of my brain. Before I knew what I was doing, I opened my mouth and the entire story spilled out. Over the course of ten minutes, I explained everything to Dawn: from discovering my Mom in an orgasmic spell while listening to her self-hypnosis tape to fucking her for the first time, all the way up until my conversation with her Mom and mine in bed that morning. The only thing I managed to hold back was the plan to add her to my harem of babes – along with Terri’s hope that I’d have her daughter barefoot and pregnant at the altar.

At first, Dawn looked at me like she didn’t believe a word of what I was saying. But by the time I was finished with my story, a wicked gleam danced in her eyes.

“So you’re saying,” she whispered, cocking her head, “that you control my Mom?”

That took me off-guard. “I...I wouldn’t say control, exactly,” I sputtered. “But she does what I tell her, yeah...”

“Mom!” I didn’t realize how quietly we’d been talking until Dawn raised her voice. “Come in here?”

A moment later, Terri was framed in the doorway between the kitchen and the living room. “Yes, dear?”

Dawn raised an eyebrow. “Did you fuck Scott?”

Terri paused for a long moment, looking to me for permission to speak – and that was all Dawn needed.

“You did,” she whispered, an amazed tone entering her voice. “Holy shit he’s not fucking kidding. He made you his fucking slave...”

“She’s not my slave,” I protested. “That’s absurd! She doesn’t have to do everything I tell her-”

Dawn waved her hand in my face dismissively – for the moment, she only had eyes for Terri. “Go back in the kitchen,” she said evenly, “and get your purse. Then bring me fifty bucks.”

Terri stared down her daughter evenly, then turned to me. “Scott?”

“Do what Dawn tells you,” I said after a second’s thought. I was starting to get interested in where she was going with this.

Terri nodded, then walked into the kitchen. A few moments, she came back clutching a black leather purse in her hand.

“Here you go,” she said, handing two twenties and a ten to her daughter.

Dawn looked at them like they might turn into a snake and bite her, then snatched them out of her mother’s hand. She stared at the bills in abject wonder, turning them this way and that.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “Oh my god this is so fucking cool! You are the man, Scott!”

I felt a big, dumb grin spreading across my face. I was the man. Maybe this meant I could be Dawn’s man, too. Maybe I wouldn’t even need to hypnotize her to get in her pants, just like Paula had said...

“I can do anything I want,” Dawn said, looking around the room. “I never have to worry about having you on my back again.” Her jaw set as she seemed to come to some sort of realization. “I know what I want her to do next.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

She turned to Terri. “Go upstairs to your bedroom, or wherever it is that you hide your pot, and bring it down here.”

My mouth dropped open. “Her what?”

“Her weed.” Dawn smirked at me, looking for a moment like the girl who’d always enjoyed playing her experience over me. “Hash? Marijuana? It’s legal here, you know. You really didn’t know Terri smoked?”

I had no idea. I had never asked her, and even if I had I probably wouldn’t have thought to demand that she share. Those two gorgeous MILFs pussies were drug enough for me.

It took Terri next to no time to come back down from the bedroom. She’d ditched the purse, and now she carried a plastic baggie with something green inside, some wrapping paper, and a big glass thing that looked an old-school oil lamp.

“Here,” she said, setting it all down on the coffee table.

“Fucking killer,” Dawn whispered, looking over the bounty. “Mom, Scott and I are going to smoke ourselves stupid out here on the couch. You’re cool with that, right?”

“If that’s what Scott wants,” she replied, her gaze sliding to me. “You two are more than welcome to do anything he wants under my roof.”

I couldn’t miss the implication in those words. It was like Terri was screaming fuck my daughter already! But for now, I was enjoying letting Dawn have her way. I’d always thought of her as somehow superior to me, and watching her practically dizzy with excitement turned me on like nothing else. It felt great to be the guy giving her the ability to do all these new things. The idea that she might use them against me had never even crossed my mind.

“I cannot believe this,” Dawn said, packing some of her Mom’s green into one of the papers and rolling it up into a joint. “I am never going to have to worry about that bitch being on my back again. This is the greatest day of my life.”

“I’m happy for you,” I said, and meant it.

Dawn blinked, as if only just remembering I was there, and a sly smile spread across her face. “Have you ever smoked pot before, Scott?”

I shook my head. “No. I’ve never done anything like that.”

“I was sure you hadn’t. You’re always so good; such a little goody-two-shoes dork. Well I am going to corrupt you, little boy.”

I was about to protest that I was no younger than she was, but at the thought of being corrupted by Dawn, my cock stole all the blood from my brain. I must have been making a really stupid face, because she giggled as she sucked in a lungful of the thick smoke.

“Come here,” she purred, leaning forward. I did so eagerly, bringing my face close to hers. When she was inches away, she blew a thick plume of the smoke into my face. It was spicy and tangy, and made me start coughing almost instantly.

“Oh my God,” Dawn said, laughing. “You’re so cute sometimes, Scott.”

She took another big pull from her joint as she worked on rolling another one. Soon the living room was filled with sweet, spiced smoke. My eyes began to water, and the figure of Dawn on the couch went blurry. All the sharp edges in the room softened, and before I knew it I started to laugh. I felt fucking high.

“Give me that,” I said, holding my hand out for the joint in Dawn’s mouth.

“Open your mouth.”

With a savage little grin, she leaned forward to give it to me - then blew smoke into my open mouth from inches away. Our lips were close enough to kiss, but as I went in for it she pulled back with a laugh.

“Here,” she said, handing me the joint. “I’ll take the next one. Oh man, this is so great...!”

We went like that for some time, puffing and giggling in the excitement of Dawn’s newfound power. I could understand how she felt; after all, it had barely been two days since my relationship with Paula went from staid mother-son to primal, sheet-clawing fucking. She deserved to enjoy this hiatus from reality; to enjoy it to its fullest.

Dawn was high as fuck, too, but she was handling it a lot better than I was. She leaned back on the couch, smoke wreathing her head like a crown, and looked me up and down with red-rimmed eyes.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” she purred.

It would have been folly to try and deny it. If my new powers hadn’t made me bold, I still probably wouldn’t have had the balls to say it.

“Yes,” I growled, my heart pounding. “I want you so fucking bad, Dawn...”

“Baked out of his mind Scott,” she said, laughing, twirling the joint between her fingers. “You’ve wanted to fuck me for soooo long. You probably jerked off every night thinking about me. I bet every sock in your bedroom could stand up on its own because of me.”

She was sliding across the couch, pressing her young body against mine. I felt a humming in my bones like electric current, filling me with excitement. The temptation to just throw her across the couch, rip her clothes off and fuck her senseless was almost too much to resist – yet still I held back.

“You fucked my mom!” Dawn laughed, the drug coursing through her veins. “Fuck, did you bust in her without a rubber, Scott?”

I was rapidly losing control. She was right next to me, and she smelled like cinnamon and sex, and I was so hard I was about to explode.

“I don’t wear rubbers,” I grunted. “I’m not going to wear one with you, either. I want you to feel it...”

On the word feel, Dawn’s hand gripped the bulge forming in the front of my pants. My legs shook, pleasure shooting through me. God, how was just a touch from her better than burying my cock inside of my Mom?

“Me? Fuck you?” Dawn giggled. “Scott, you’re cute, but I think you’re getting a little ahead of yourself. Still...”

Dawn took one more pull from the joint, then laid back against the couch, closed her eyes, and sighed with pleasure. The discarded cig burned on the coffee table, its ember like a single glowing eye.

“Maybe there’s some kind of arrangement we could come to.”

Arrangement? That sounded damn good to me.

Abruptly, Dawn rolled onto her side. Now she was sitting right next to me, facing me, her knees against the back of the couch – and her hand hadn’t left that bulge between my pants.

“You like me,” she purred, her voice thick with drugged pleasure. “Right?”

“More than anything,” I admitted.

A big, stoned grin spread across her face. “That’s what I thought. I just like to hear you say it...”

Then, to my amazement, she tugged down my zipper. My cock sprang free, sticking straight upward through the opening in the fabric. I was so hard that a jet of precum came with it, staining my jeans and making Dawn yelp with surprise.

She regained her composure quickly. Leaning close to me, so close that her lips were pressed wetly against my neck, she started to stroke me off.

My eyes rolled back into my head. Holy fuck, holy fucking shit, this was everything I could have ever wanted. Dawn, the girl I’d pined for my entire life, was giving me a handjob on her Mom’s couch – and her Mom knew about it. She was letting us fool around and smoke pot in the middle of her living room, all thanks to my wonderful power.

Dawn kissed my earlobe then oh-so-slowly slid her tongue into my ear. I cried out, arching my back as her fingers tightened on my cock and stroked it harder. I didn’t know which felt better – my ear or my dick.

“You can do this to whoever you want, right?” Dawn’s voice was needy and insistent. “And once you brainwash them, you can keep them brainwashed – so they’ll do whatever you want?”

“Yes,” I panted, trying to turn to look her in the eyes. She wouldn’t let me.

“No, stay there – good boy,” she purred. She’d let go of me for a moment, not replacing her hand on my dick until I was right where she wanted me.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” I groaned.

“You’re going to keep my Mom just like this,” she said, pleasure filling her voice. “From now on, she does whatever I want her to do – she’ll obey me just like she obeys you. You’ll command her to do that, right?”

“Uh huh!” I whimpered. At the sound of my assent, Dawn leaned over and spit on my cock. The saliva made her hand slick, and soon I was bucking and thrashing against her fingers as she stroked me. Nothing had ever felt this good before – not Paula’s mouth, not Terri’s cunt. Dawn was my Queen, my world, and to have her holding my cock filled my soul to the brim.

“Good. And anybody else I want under my power – like those bitches at school – you’ll do that for me, right? Because you love me so much? Because you like the things my body can do for you?”

“Yes, Dawn!” I meant it. God help me, I fucking meant it. “Anything you want! Anything!”

“Wonderful!” She was chuckling now, rocking back and forth as she stroked my cock and teased my ear. “You know I’m never going to let you fuck me, of course. You’re never going to get this pussy...but I’m sure you can get off in my Mom’s wrinkly old vag whenever you can’t stand it anymore. In the meantime, if you keep making things easy for me, we can keep having these happy little parties. Sound good?”

“Sounds amazing,” I growled, too far gone. My balls bounced up and down with every thrust into Dawn’s hand. I was rapidly approaching the peak.

“But none of them will ever hold a candle to me,” she said darkly. “Not your Mommy, not Terri – no one. None of them are anything compared to me. Say it, Scott.”

I shouldn’t have, but I felt so good. I could barely form coherent thoughts, but somehow my lips found the words. “None of them are anything compared to you.”

“Say that I’m your goddess, Scott.” Her voice was taunting, teasing – perfectly in control.

“You’re...” oh fuck I was about to come! “...my goddess...”

Dawn could feel me swell up in her hand, preparing to shoot. With a final smirking giggle, she kissed the inside of my ear and swirled her tongue around one last time.

“Come for me, Scott,” she commanded. “Come all over my fingers...”

I did. Pleasure filled me past the breaking point as I let go, my cock erupting in spurts straight upward as I came. I heard Dawn’s surprised gasp at the size of it as I shot more than I ever had in my life, a flood of hot cream shooting out of the head of my cock in time with my heartbeat. I screamed her name, the word trailing off into a moan of pleasure as the whole world dissolved.

When it was over, I felt her wiping the back of her hand on my shirt. She looked smug and self-satisfied as she daintily sat herself back on the far end of the couch.

“Did that feel good, baby?” she asked in a half-mocking tone.

I had to admit; it did. Even if it hadn’t been at all what I’d been expecting, the pleasure was immense. I only felt the vaguest stirrings of the shame that was sure to follow; that would hit me later. How could I have given up my power so utterly to this girl?

“You’re so fucking baked,” she said dismissively before I could respond. Then she got up from the couch, grabbed the rest of the pot, the fifty dollars, and her mom’s car keys.

“Wait,” I said, trying to rise from my seat. For some reason, my limbs weren’t responding properly – I didn’t know if it was from the drug or my handjob.

“I’m heading out, Mom!” Dawn’s voice was a pitch-perfect imitation of a 50’s teenage girl, but her face was all attitude. “And I’m taking the BMW!”

She walked to the front door without waiting for a response, loaded and high on life. At the door she paused and looked back over her shoulder at me.

“You and I are going to have so much fun together,” she said, blowing me a kiss. Then she pulled back her hand and did a jerking-off motion, winking at me. “Be a good boy until I get back, okay?”

“Dawn? What the hell are you doing?” That was Terri, coming down from upstairs. She’d apparently been waiting for us to finish whatever we were doing in her living room – but she was too late. A few moments later I heard the sound of her Mom’s BMW pulling out of the driveway.

“That girl is going to get herself killed!” Terri whirled on me in a fury, arms crossed beneath her breasts. “How could you do this, Scott?”

I didn’t do any of it, I thought dazedly. It was all her.

I’d thought I was coming over to claim the girl of my dreams. Now I’d promised her that I’d remove all authority figures from her life, and turned her loose on the world. She was going to cause chaos and carnage in my name, and use me to get out of it. It was the same cycle as always, the same stringing along, only this time with handjobs and hypnosis.

Dawn was still screaming at me as I left the house. I had to get home; my throbbing hard-on was still raging, and I needed to reassert myself inside of the woman who’d raised me.

Then I would figure out how to tame what I’d created.
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Chapter Four
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After what happened between Dawn and I, my stepmother didn’t stand a fucking chance.

She was waiting for me when I got home, standing in the living room wearing little more than an apron tossed over some lingerie. Her face grew wary when she saw I didn’t have Dawn with me. I think she had expected all of that to be cleared up, for me to come home with my Princess and turn us all into one happy family.

Instead, we were further from that than ever.

“Scott?” Mom’s lips turned down in a frown as she caught sight of the look on my face. “What’s wrong? What happened with Dawn-”

That was as far as she got.

With a grunt, I lifted Mom off the floor and tossed her over my shoulder like a caveman, not even breaking my stride. Part of me was amazed how easy it was for me to do this, wondered if it had something to do with the self-hypnosis tape, but the larger part of my brain didn’t care. I needed to regain control, to bury my cock inside of a tight, wet pussy and dominate it until I felt like the man again.

“Baby!?” Mom let out a little yelp of pleasure as I made my way upstairs, but she could tell something was wrong. “Tell me what happened! What are you doing?”

Her protests didn’t matter. I could feel her getting aroused, just from being handled this way. Her thighs erupted with warmth, the silk grinding against my shoulder as her pussy boiled over. Her heartbeat pounded like a hammer in her chest as I kicked open the bedroom door and tossed her onto the bed. She knew what I wanted, and from the way I was acting she could tell it was going to be rougher than I’d ever given it to her.

“No,” I grunted, watching as Mom sat down on the edge of the bed and spread her legs for me. “Turn around. Now.”

There was no resisting the hard edge of command in my voice. Mom meekly turned around, going face-down and ass-up on the bed as she stuck her big, round ass in the air. 

Without a second thought I tore her panties right off. My cock was an iron girder in my pants, throbbing with need as I removed all obstacles between it and her cunt. Moisture trickled down Mom’s thighs, her shining slit glistening and freshly-shaved. Had she been anticipating a little threesome with Dawn when I got home?

That made me think about Dawn, and that made me see fucking red, so I forced the thought away.

“Please, son, tell me what’s wrong.” Mom sounded afraid, but her body wasn’t – it was reacting to me exactly the way it was supposed to, getting hot and ready for me. “You can tell me-”

I shoved myself inside of her.

I’d never fucked Paula this way before. Standing at the foot of the bed gave me the perfect angle to slide into her from behind, and before long I had my hand in her hair and was using it as leverage to pummel her g-spot from behind. Mom arched her back like a cat, her words turning into primal grunts and expletives as she rode my dick. I turned her into a ragdoll, using her like a living blow-up doll with no regard for her own pleasure – and that turned her on so much that I could already feel her tight walls quivering around my cock.

“Oh, fuck!” Mom no longer cared what it was that caused me to fuck her like this – she just wanted me to keep going. “Oh my God I had no idea you could hit it like this from behind, son! Pound Mommy’s tight little pussy-”

Normally those words would have driven me crazy. They would have made me smirk, smack her ass and make her beg me for more. But right now, they were not what I wanted to hear.

“No,” I grunted, my hand tightening in her hair a little tighter than I’d intended. I could see tears welling in her eyes from the pain, but the pleasure made everything alright.

“O...okay,” she whimpered, her hips slamming back onto me with every thrust. “What do you want, baby?”

“Dawn,” I rasped, my free hand gripping a big handful of her round ass. “Fuck Dawn, Dawn...”

Mom understood what I was going for immediately. She buried her head in the pillows, hiding herself, and her moans of pleasure shot up an octave. With only her big, fantastic ass pressed against me and her whines of pleasure echoing through the bedroom, it was easy to imagine that it wasn’t Mom’s pussy I was claiming but Dawn’s.

“Yeah,” I grunted, slamming into her harder and harder. “Fuck, yeah!”

“Fuck me,” Mom begged in a whispery falsetto. It was a damn good impression of what I imagined Dawn would sound like in the middle of some primal, sheet-clawing fucking. “Come in me, Master! Make me pregnant – I want to be a good little girl for you! Please, Scott, pleeeeease...”

That whining tone fit Dawn perfectly. My mind’s eye filled with images of her – Dawn strutting her stuff through our neighborhood, Dawn sunbathing in the backyard, Dawn giving me a handjob in her Mom’s living room while I smoked pot for the first time in my life.

Mine, I thought, reaching the point of no-return and sailing right over. All mine...!

I felt Mom’s walls clench around me an instant before I started to come. The orgasm tore through her body, making everything so much wetter and tighter than it would have been otherwise. My cock could just barely push through, the head grazing her cervix as I emptied my load and pumped burst after burst of thick come straight into her womb. In my mind, it was Dawn’s womb I was fertilizing, Dawn’s body I was claiming – turning the girl of my dreams into my submissive bimbo housewife.

When I came down from my peak, I looked down to see Mom peeking up at me from under the covers.

“I love you, son,” she whispered, reassuring me. “Now will you tell me what the hell’s got you like this?”

Exhaustion filled me. I wanted to collapse into the blankets and sleep for a week. Instead, I rolled into the center of the pillows and let Paula snuggle up next to me. As the sweat dried on my body, she pulled the covers up over us and clung to me, her naked body a physical reassurance of how much she cared about me, how much she was devoted to me.

Slowly, I told her everything. I felt her stiffen a bit when I got to the part about Dawn and I smoking pot in her Mom’s living room, but a quick stroke of her hair was all it took to make her relax again. Her heart started pounding a little faster as I described Dawn stroking me off, whispering in my ear and making me swear to use my new powers to turn her Mom and anyone else who pissed her off into her submissive servants.

But it was the end of my story that made Mom the most outraged. “You just let her go!?” she asked, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of shock.

Huh? “What was I supposed to do? I’d just shot my load – you know I’m not exactly Mr. get-up-and-go after I come. And I’m not her fucking Dad.”

“I figured you’d be her Daddy by now,” Mom said with a frown.

“Geez, thanks,” I said, my lip curling in a frown.

Mom rolled onto her side, commanding my full attention. “Son, this is serious. Dawn is out there with a bunch of cash, some pot, and her Mom’s fancy car. That’s a recipe for disaster. We’ve got to find her before she gets into the kind of trouble you can’t just wave away with a hypnosis tape.”

I shook my head. “Who cares? She’s just going to do what she wants. Even I couldn’t do anything to her – she took my over like she did it for a living. I’m never going to be able to make her mine...”

Mom did something I never would have expected in a million years. She slapped me in the face. Not hard, but enough that I was shocked.

“What the fuck!?”

“Listen to you,” Mom said, her eyebrows drawn together. “Letting some girl rip your heart out and stomp on it. Did fucking Terri and I teach you nothing, son?”

I looked at her through narrowed eyes. She was definitely getting through, but I wasn’t willing to give in so easily.

“What do you care? You don’t even like Dawn,” I said, hating how snotty it sounded.

“I do like Dawn,” Mom said emphatically. “I’m depending on that girl to give me grandbabies. I know she’s a little rough around the edges, but she’ll make you a good wife – exactly the kind you need. And I know Terri has been excited that you’re finally going to tame her wild daughter: she is my best friend, you know!”

I gave Mom a long, even look. I had no idea that my desire to have Dawn as my prime girl was shared so deeply by both of my gorgeous MILFs. In a moment, I realized how important I was to them – how this whole thing was bigger than just me getting my dick wet. It was the key to bringing both our families happiness, bringing us together in a deep, important way.

“Alright,” I said, rolling out of bed. “You’re right.”

“Sometimes I am,” Mom said with a sad little smile. “I love you, Scott. Don’t be mad at me.”

“I’m not,” I said, grabbing my shirt. “You and Terri aren’t my slaves – whatever Dawn says. Hell, if she could have seen the conversation we just had, she’d know that.”

“Can you hand me my panties?” Mom pointed at the foot of the bed, but her panties were torn to shreds.

“Uh, I got a little over-excited,” I said sheepishly. “I’ll get you a new pair.”

I heard her brushing back her hair and readjusting her breasts in her bra as I looked through the dresser. She hummed deeply, cracking her neck, and then started to go to work.

“Okay, so we need to think like a teenage girl,” Mom said, catching the pair of pink thong panties I tossed her. “I might remember how to do that.”

I smiled, despite everything.

“Help me out,” Mom said, rolling a finger as she furrowed her brow in thought. “You’re a barely legal girl, with a purse full of cash and recently-legalized drugs. You’ve got the keys to a brand-new BMW. Where the hell do you go first?”

My hand went to my chin as I tried to put myself in Dawn’s shoes. It was weird – other than the pot, my situation wasn’t much different than hers. I could use Paula’s car – hell, Terri probably would have gladly given me some cash and her car keys if I’d asked. Privately, I kicked myself for not thinking to do it sooner.

“I don’t know what I’d do,” I said, leering openly as I watched Mom slide her panties up her creamy thighs. “I know who I’d do, though.”

“Oh stop,” Mom said, grinning. Then her face grew serious. “Take that part out of it. Say you had no interest in girls – or at least you weren’t such a horndog.”

“Perish the thought,” I said with a smirk.

“What would you do? You’ve got cash and a fast car. Vegas? Disney World?”

I didn’t even think about it. The answer just slipped out of my mouth. “Party all night,” I said.

Mom stopped short, one fuck-me-heel half strapped to her foot. “Really?”

“Why not? Rock and roll all night, party every day, that sort of thing. In fact, why the hell aren’t we doing that?”

“Because we have a young woman to bring home,” Mom said with another frown. “We can party plenty once we know where Dawn is and she’s safe and sound...”

But my mind was already working. “She’s probably fine,” I said. “She’s not a stupid girl. I don’t know why you and Terri think so.”

Mom rose from the bed. “I didn’t say that.”

“The best thing we could do,” I said, still musing, “would be to join her.”

“Join her?”

It made sense to me. Dawn was probably just fine, and if I was being completely honest with myself, I didn’t want to run into her just now. I was still raw from how easily she’d bested me, how she’d made me promise to use my powers to help her. I wasn’t going to get over that for a while. And talking about it had made me realize – why wasn’t I partying?

I had two gorgeous, glamorous MILFs at my beck and call. Surely they’d love a night out on the town just as much as I would. I could show them off, watch the looks of jealousy on other guys (and maybe a few girls) faces. Feel like the old Scott, the self-confident alpha dude who pounded MILF pussy literally whenever I got a boner.

And I knew just where to go.

“Scott, I don’t know what you’re thinking,” Mom lied. She could see on my face exactly what I was thinking. “This is no time to drop everything and go clubbing!”

“This is the perfect time to drop everything and go clubbing,” I retorted. “We’ll take Terri, too.”

Mom looked at me like she couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth. “Are you sure you’re not still a little high?”

I laughed. “Think about it. You know that new nightclub that just opened up downtown? What do you think the odds are that Dawn shows up there at some point during her bender tonight?”

“I don’t know.” Mom shook her head. “We should be searching for her.”

“We’ll never find her! This city is huge – but with this plan, all we have to do is wait for her to come to us. There’s no way she won’t be there – especially with the debauchery that’s going to happen once you, Terri and I show up.”

Mom froze in the middle of dressing, her cheeks flushing with warmth. “Oh? I hope you weren’t thinking of doing something bad, Scott?”

My hands slid around her hips. I pressed her to me and watched her melt.

“I think about doing bad things every time I see you,” I growled into her ear. “You’re so fucking delicious, Paula. I just got finished pumping a thick load into your cunt and I already want to do it again so bad...”

In the end, it was pure animal arousal that cut through Mom’s defenses. “Okay,” she said, sighing against me. She pressed her ass against the bulge in my boxers, winking lewdly. 

“Damn right,” I told her. “Call Terri. Tell her to put on something tight and slutty and meet us at her front door in an hour and a half. We’re going to paint the town red tonight.”

Mom’s lips formed a tight little line. “But we will look for Dawn, right?”

“Of course,” I assured her. I’ll look for her, I thought, while I look at every other eligible hottie in the place. I wonder if I could bring that hypnosis tape with me...

I wasn’t worried. We’d get Dawn, but we’d do it on my time. I’d recapture her body once I was feeling more like myself – and a night with my two favorite babes tearing it up sounded like exactly what I needed.

“Alright, I’ll make the call,” Mom said. “Why an hour and a half?”

“Because,” I told her, pushing her back down on the bed, “I need to use your cunt again before you start your makeup. And then the two of us will need to take a shower...”

Mom giggled and spread her legs beneath me. “Of course, son. You know Mommy’s pussy will always be wet and ready for your cock, whenever you want it.”

I did. And soon, Dawn’s would be too.
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I WAS NOT PREPARED for how stunning Terri looked.

Dawn’s mother strode out of the front door of her house, dressed like a cross between exotic royalty and a street hooker. Her dress clung to her ample curves, cut so low against her bust that her creamy tits threatened to spill right out at any moment. I had no idea what magic held them in, nor what kept it from sliding the inch or two up her tanned thighs it would take to keep from flashing her bare pussy.

I was gawking, and must have shown it, because Terri burst out laughing as she made her way down from the porch. “Look at your son,” she said with a giggle.

Mom glanced over and burst out laughing, too. “Good grief, Scott – you’ve been inside of the woman. How can you still have that look on your face whenever you see her?”

“Because she’s beautiful,” I grunted, dumbstruck. “Seriously, Terri, you look so fucking hot...”

“Thank you for saying so,” she whispered with a little smile. She planted a kiss on my cheek, close enough that I could smell her perfume. “I’ll show you just how gorgeous I can be later, sweetheart.”

Before I could say anything else, she grabbed my ass and gave it a good-natured squeeze. The yelp I let out made Mom laugh even harder.

I might have been interested in fooling around a little bit on the way there, but Mom drove and Terri slid securely into the passenger seat. I splayed out in the back, relaxing as the car pulled out of the neighborhood.

“You’re sure about this?” It took me a moment to realize Mom was addressing me. “This is where she’s gonna be?”

I sat up. “No doubt. At some point, she’s going to walk through that door. She wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

When we got to the club, it became clear in a hurry that I was right. The crowd was insane, people nervously watching the line waiting for their turn to get inside. An even longer line of cars honked horns around the block, jockeying for position.

“Christ,” I said, looking out the window. “What a mess.”

“But you weren’t kidding,” Terri said lustily. “If I were my daughter, this is definitely right where I’d want to be.”

I’d anticipated problems getting into the club, and brought Mom’s self-hypnosis tape as a sort of Hail Mary towards sneaking past the bouncers. But as it turned out, there was no need. With two gorgeous MILFs on either arm, the guy at the door took one look at us and waved us in.

“Thank you,” Mom grinned, puckering her lips in a little kiss as we passed.

A stab of jealousy shot through me. Was that guy leering at Paula? I turned, but we were already through.

“That guy was staring right at your ass,” I grunted, suddenly spoiling for a fight.

Mom tittered. “Oh honey,” she purred, gripping my hip. “If you have a problem with that, sweetie, we’re not going to do very well in here...”

It didn’t take long for me to understand what she meant. The place was packed, and the clientele looked both glamorous and sexy as hell: yet nearly all eyes were on us as we made our way across the room. I saw guys staring openly at Terri’s tits, at Mom’s ass, painfully aware of how hard they were wishing they could be me.

They all think I’m some rich MILFs’ boy toy, I thought with a smirk. They have no idea how far from the truth they are...

A receptionist showed us to a couch on the second floor, where we’d be able to see everything going on. Mom, to my surprise, ordered a bottle of something expensive-sounding, while Terri snuggled up to me and started playing with the buttons on my suit.

“This is so nice,” she murmured, her eyes shining with lust. Oh man, she was already ready to go. I didn’t think I’d ever seen Terri so nakedly, unashamedly horny in public before.

“Yeah,” I said, pulling her closer. “It is.”

“I haven’t had fun like this in years,” she giggled, nuzzling my shoulder. “My husband-” she spit this word like it was something sour - “never takes me out anymore. Married life is so boring, Scott. Promise me you won’t cage my daughter up like Harold does to me?”

My hand slid down her side, cupping her breast through the thin fabric. She whimpered and arched her back, giving me even better access.

“I promise,” I said. “As long as you promise to watch all the kids I’m going to fill her with once or twice a week so we can go party.”

“Mmmmh,” she panted, biting her lip. “God, I can’t wait for you to pump my daughter full of babies. I always dreaded the idea of becoming a grandma – it always made me feel so old, you know? But right now, all I can think about is how insanely hot it would be to see Dawn swollen with your heirs...”

My face was oh so close to hers. My fingers worked at the hem of her dress, pulling one flawless breast free.

“You shouldn’t worry about that at all,” I told her, my tongue grazing her ear. My hand let go of her freed breast, then slid between her thighs as she gasped. “You’re so fucking hot, Terri. I can’t wait to fuck you and Dawn at the same time...”

Those words were like a key turning in the deepest, most primal part of Terri’s brain. Without a shred of shame, she took me by the hair and shoved my face into her bared breast, inviting me to suck at her nipple. My fingers slid right between her thighs, and – ah – yep, no panties. God she was wet. So warm, so ready.

“Oh shit, how do you want to do it?” Terri’s voice was thick with need, her nipple stiffening in my mouth. “Would you lie us down on the bed next to each other so you can put your cock in one of us then the other? Our pretty little pussies right next to each other, spread for you, sir?”

I raised my head from Terri’s breast to her lips. My fingers worked between her thighs as we made out, searching for her clit. When I found it it was like I’d hit her with a Taser – all of her muscles clenched as she arched her back, her moan of pleasure muffled by my mouth.

“First,” I growled, “I was thinking I’d see how both of you look on your knees. I’d love to compare your blowjob skills with your daughter’s. See which one of you can tease that thick load out of my balls...”

Terri unzipped me as I spoke, taking my cock out of my pants. Soon the two of us were masturbating each other, her hand stroking my cock as we made out on the couch. My fingers stabbed inside of her, swirling her clit and searching out her g-spot.

“This is so fucking hot,” Mom said, lying back on her side of the couch. A few people on our level were staring openly at the three of us, but no one was moving to do anything. If they had, I would have controlled them, made them listen to my tape until they joined us.

“I want to watch,” Terri whispered, her cheeks burning with more than just lust as she broke our kiss. “God help me, I want to watch you fertilize my daughter, Scott. I think that would be the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen...”

“That big vein in his dick throbbing as he starts to pump his load inside of Dawn’s pussy,” Mom added, grinning. Our bottle girl had arrived with our drinks and three glasses. I heard her gasp as she saw what Terri and I were doing, but she put the glasses on the table in front of us and poured. I barely noticed – Terri’s fingers felt so good around my cock, and her cunt gripped my own so tightly I knew she was almost ready to get fucked.

The girl finished pouring and stood watching, her face burning with shock. “You...you can’t do that in here,” she whispered.

“They’re not doing anything,” Mom said, pulling a bill from her purse. “Now run along, dear – unless you want to join them.”

As soon as she was gone, Terri bit down on my lip hard and broke our kiss. Her head moved down, kissing my chest through the fabric of my shirt as her hand picked up speed.

“Ter, you really are going to get us into trouble if you don’t stop,” Mom said.

Terri paid no heed – and I really, really did not want her to stop.

She reached my lap and let go of my cock, then replaced her hand with her mouth. I let out a grunt of pleasure as her warm, wet mouth closed over the head of my cock and hoovered me in, taking me deep. My fingers tangled in her long dark hair as I bottomed out inside of her throat, grinning like a total idiot. Jesus that felt good!

I could see Mom scanning the room, looking back and forth nervously. “Son, you need to take this somewhere else.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, Terri had just started sucking, hard enough to hollow her cheeks as she formed a tight seal around my shaft. “Come on, Mom – what did you think was going to happen?”

“Oh, I knew we were going to fool around,” she said, getting onto her knees on the couch so she could see better. “But this is a little bit more than I expected. Aren’t we supposed to be watching for Dawn?”

“Dawwwn,” Terri groaned around my cock. I could tell she was imagining her daughter right next to her, the two of them on their knees sharing my cock just like I told her I wanted. Terri’s hand shot between her legs, stroking herself shamelessly as her head bobbed up and down in my lap.

“I do not want to end this night in a jail cell,” Mom said heatedly. “Please, son?”

Ah, fuck. She was probably right. With regret filling me, I slid backwards on the couch and pulled out of Terri’s mouth. She whimpered up at me, her eyes full of frustration that reflected my own.

Then a smile lit up her face. “Come on,” she said, shooting to her feet.

“What are you doing?” Mom asked.

“Bathroom,” came the growled reply.

“Bathroom?”

Terri grabbed my hand in hers, barely giving me time to zip myself up. “Didn’t you ever come to these places when you were younger?” She asked Mom. “Everyone knows the bathrooms are for two things – doing coke and riding cock. And I haven’t done coke since the 80s.” Her eyes shined with need, her body practically humming with energy. “You coming, Scott?”

Well hell – I couldn’t turn down an invitation like that. “Keep an eye on things,” I told Mom. “Let us know if Dawn shows up!”

“How am I supposed to do that?” she yelled after us, but we were already on our way. I wasn’t thinking with my brain – all my mental processing power was taken up by the iron rod between my thighs and the amazing things Terri was capable of doing to it.

We made our way to the bathroom, and it took a few stares for me to realize that while I’d fixed my zipper, Terri hadn’t bothered with her dress. Both her breasts were now free, spilling from the thin fabric, and from the looks they were getting every guy in here was thinking about sliding his cock between them and painting them with his load.

Tough luck, fellas, I thought, letting Terri drag me to the bathroom. These are all mine...

Terri slammed open the men’s room door so hard it slammed against the opposite wall. To my surprise, we were alone. It looked pretty nice, totally unlike the bathrooms of the dingy clubs and music venues I’d known growing up – classy and expensive like the rest of the place.

“Now,” Terri growled, pure lust shining in her eyes. She grabbed me by the collar and pulled me into a stall, slamming it shut behind us. By the time it was closed we were making out, hot and heavy, and I felt those wonderful fingers working at my belt.

“I,” Terri gasped, “have never. Done anything like this for my husband.” She grinned at me as she slid to her knees, my cock sticking out over her face. “Does that make you hot, Scott? Fucking another man’s woman?”

You bet your ass it did.

“You’re such a slut, Mrs. B,” I growled, taking Terri by the chin. “I love how fucking filthy you are for me. You’re fucking unhinged right now, you know that?”

“I do,” she purred, giving my cock a good, hard stroke. “Fuck, right now I feel as young as my daughter...”

Before I could fully process that thought, Terri opened wide and took me into her mouth. Pleasure shot through me as her head bobbed back and forth, sucking me deep. She spread her thighs and started rubbing herself between them as she sucked me, staring up at me from the floor like she was trying to gauge exactly how much pleasure she was giving me. It was a hell of a lot!

“That’s right, you little cheating slut,” I growled, gripping a good handful of her hair for leverage. “Suck that cock. Blow me like the homewrecking cunt you are...”

Harsh words, but they only turned Terri on more. Soon I was rocking my hips in time with her mouth, thrusting forward to fuck her tight little throat. I felt myself getting close to the peak, swelling up larger and harder in her mouth – then Terri pulled off me.

“What the fuck?” My frustration was almost physically painful. “Why’d you stop?”

“Fuck me,” she panted, hiking up her skirt. “I need to feel you inside me, Sir. I’m aching for it!”

The grin returned to my face. I grabbed a fat handful of Terri’s ass, then turned her around to face the wall of the stall. She let out a little yelp as my other hand slid between her thighs, parting them and stroking her clit.

“Put one foot up there,” I growled, grabbing her thigh and helping her to lift her heel onto the toilet. A memory flashed through my mind – my stepmother Paula just a few days ago, showing me in the shower how to fuck her standing up. Thanks, Mom, I thought with a smirk.

I ran the head of my cock over her slit several times, teasing her with the swollen purple head. I could feel her thighs quivering with need, the walls of her cunt clenching down on nothing and wishing my cock was there. I couldn’t hold back any more – even if someone had come in and started yelling at us, I wouldn’t have been able to keep from claiming Terri’s wet, welcoming cunt.

I rammed it home with one smooth stroke, bottoming out inside of her as I entered her from behind. Terri screamed with pleasure, clawing the wall as she fucked me back.

“Holy shit!” She sounded amazed. “Where did you learn to do that?”

“You can thank Paula,” I grunted in her ear. “Now come for me, bitch, come all over that fucking cock...”

It didn’t take long at all. Terri was more than ready, and after a few hard thrusts upward inside of her I felt her come apart. I pressed her hard against the wall as she came, her breasts visible from the back as they ground against the wall of the stall. I wished I’d brought my phone to snap a couple pics or a quick video – I wanted to savor this sight for a long time.

“There we go, that’s what I wanted,” I told her. A flood of Terri’s juices dribbled down my cock, making it even warmer and slicker as I fucked her with hard, driving strokes. She was like a ragdoll underneath me, pinned against the stall as I pummeled her g-spot over and over again. I felt her walls clench around me a second time as I started up the peak, her womb priming itself for my load.

“Come in me,” Terri begged. “Pump my cunt full, Scott. Maybe you could give me another baby – would you like that? I’m not too old, you know, and I’m not on any sort of protection. You wanna see me and my daughter on our knees for you, our big bellies bulging out with your heirs as we worship you?”

The image of the two of them together doing just that filled my mind, and it sent me right over the point of no return. The world went white as I drilled as deeply as I could into Terri’s cunt and let go, shooting upward like a geyser into her waiting womb. Pleasure coursed through me; I buried my head in her tits and groaned, my cock pulsing in time with my heartbeat as I sprayed down her tight, wet walls.

“Look at you,” she murmured as I came down from my peak. “You’re so fucking bad, Scott...”

“You are,” I said, pulling out of her and zipping up. “Let’s go find Mom – its her turn to get in on this...”

But Mom found us first. Almost as soon as we’d left the bathroom, we spotted her pacing the floor, looking harried. She came rushing up to us, her brows knotted in agitation.

“Where the fuck have you been?” She didn’t wait around for an answer. “We’ve got to go, right now...”

“Woah, what’s the matter?” After my orgasm, I felt loose and awesome. The look on Mom’s face didn’t register – not just yet. “Credit card get declined upstairs or something?”

Mom shoved something into Terri’s hands. It took me a moment to realize it was her cell phone. “You gave me this right before you ran into the bathroom to suck off my son, remember?”

“We were fucking,” Terri muttered, scrolling through her call list. “Who the fuck is this?”

“The police department.” The words dropped out of Mom’s mouth like heavy stones. “Your darling daughter just got arrested for doing 95 in a 60. Apparently she attacked a policeman after refusing a breathalyzer test.”

Oh. Oh fuck.

“We’ve got to get to her,” I said.

“I’ve got the keys,” Mom said. Then she shook her head, as if already imagining the scene down at the precinct. “I sure hope your special tape can get her out of this mess, son.”

I did too. Otherwise the girl of my dreams was going to end up behind bars – and I’d never get the family I wanted...
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“I cannot believe you!” Terri glared into the backseat with a look that could peel paint. “What did you think was going to happen?”

I shrank back against my seat, whispering a silent prayer that I wasn’t the target of her anger. That was Dawn – my Dawn, the girl I’d had a crush on since I was able to have crushes – in the seat right next to mine, in the backseat of the fancy car she’d taken from her Mom without asking.

I wanted more than anything to reach out for her, to pull her to me and show her exactly how badly I wanted her young body. But I held back. Even with the power of Paula’s self-hypnosis tape, getting between a mother and her daughter in the middle of an argument was a bad idea.

“Whatever.” Dawn was staring out the window, ignoring everything we had to say to her. “Scott got me out, right? With his brainwashing powers.”

Brainwashing was a harsh word for what my hypnosis tape was capable of. And Dawn was really underselling it: it had been no easy task to get her out of the police station without an arrest on her record. Fortunately for us, the officers involved had been so interested in staring at Paula and Terri’s tight, slutty club outfits that they were more than willing to listen to the headphones my stepmother claimed would explain everything. After that, they’d totally agreed with us that the proper ‘punishment’ for Dawn was to be brought home and pumped full of come, bred like a good girl.

“You need to show a little more gratitude,” Terri said, turning back to face the road. “You ruined our girl’s night out with your antics.”

Dawn scoffed and shook her head. She opened her mouth like she was about to deliver some cutting remark, then thought better of it.

“When we get home, tell them to go away,” she said brightly, turning to me. “Cool, Scott?”

“Oh no.” Terri crossed her arms under her breasts. “That’s not happening, young lady!”

“Shut up!” Dawn nearly shot out of her seat, she was so angry. I couldn’t help but notice the way her breasts strained against the fabric of her too-tight top, bouncing as she got more excited. “You don’t make the rules any more, bitch! You’re all just Scott’s little slaves now!”

“They’re not my slaves,” I said wearily. I already knew there was no way to convince Dawn of this.

“Tell both of them to shut up for the rest of the drive home,” Dawn commanded. Then a slow, naughty smile spread across her face. “If you do, maybe we can have some fun. How about a repeat of the whole couch situation, baby?”

I knew exactly what she was talking about, and it made my heart pound in my chest. Memories of it unspooled in my head like a reel of film, making my cock stand up in my boxers: Dawn stroking my cock on her Mom’s couch, Dawn smoking a joint and giggling, Dawn making me swear that I’d use my powers to let her get whatever she wanted.

I’d agreed – but I had no idea she wanted so much.

Still, I was tempted. Oh so fucking tempted. Maybe this time, Dawn would reward me for getting her out of some real trouble. Maybe she’d get so turned on stroking me that she’d have to use her mouth, or maybe she’d get off on the thought of fucking me right in the backseat while her Mom had to watch silently...

A cough cut through my thoughts. It was Paula, my stepmother, who until now had focused on driving.

“Don’t you fucking dare, son,” she whispered, her voice serious enough to shut us all up. “That’s not how this is going to go.”

A nasty smirk crossed Dawn’s face. “What’s it going to be, Scott? Are you going to do what your girlfriend asks, or are you going to listen to your Mommy instead?”

My heart skipped a bit. Girlfriend. She called herself my girlfriend...

“You are not his girlfriend,” Paula said, cutting right through my hopes. “And I am not some bimbo slave. You know something? The way you are right now, I actually don’t want you to be with my son. You’re not good enough for him.”

Dawn laughed. “That’s good! Because I don’t want him! I don’t want any part of this-” She waved her hand, indicating the entire car, “fucked up fetish thing you three have going on!” She crossed her arms in her lap, glaring out the window. “Say I’m not good enough, what kind of fucking freaks...”

“You know, your mother was having a very nice night before you pulled all this,” Paula said, not giving an inch. “I’m Terri’s best friend, and I can tell you I haven’t seen her this alive in years. She’s even stopped drinking.”

“Really!?” Dawn’s eyebrows shot up. For a moment, shock overtook her, then she remembered she was supposed to be angry.

“Whatever,” she snarled. “Pretty easy to quit when someone’s hypnotized you.”

Terri turned back around – and this time her eyes were wet with tears. If Dawn had been surprised before, she was stunned now – I could see it on her face.

“He hasn’t done anything to me,” Terri said, on the edge of sobbing, “except treat me like a person for the first time in years. My own daughter thinks I’m an ATM that guzzles boxed wine, and my husband thinks sex is humping me for thirty seconds once a month...”

“Mom!” Dawn looked grossed out for a moment, but something strange started to enter her face. Her anger was cracking. “I don’t need to know that!”

“I can’t help it. I’m angry.” Terri pursed her lips as she stared at her daughter. “Not about the money, or the car, or the drugs – I did all those things too when I was your age. Hell, I would have helped you. It’s the disrespect, Dawn. It’s the fact that you don’t even see your Mom as a human being.”

Slowly, Dawn looked from her mother to me, then from me back to her mother.

“You like him,” she said, a strange note entering her voice.

“Of course I do,” Terri said.

“No. I mean, you really like him.” She stammered a bit as she looked around the car like she was seeing it for the very first time. “Both of you do. He’s not controlling you...you, you actually like this.”

Paula giggled from the driver’s seat. “That’s what we’ve been trying to tell you all along, honey.”

“But...why?”

Terri rolled her eyes like this was the silliest question she’d ever heard. “Because Scott is awesome, sweetie. He’s fun, and funny, and I know you don’t want to hear your Mom talk about sex anymore but his cock is huge-”

“Eww,” Dawn said, but the heat had left her voice.

“And honey, most of all, he’s a good man. He could control people if he wanted to – but he doesn’t. Instead, he made his stepmother and me feel like the sexiest, most desirable women on Earth. He treated us like queens.”

“And we made him feel like a King,” Mom added, grinning at me in the rear-view mirror.

“The second he found out what that self-hypnosis tape can do, he could have marched into your room, had me hold you down and forced you to become some kind of bimbo slave.” Terri was looking right into Dawn’s eyes now, commanding her attention. “But he didn’t. Because that wouldn’t be right. He wanted you to be more than that – he wanted you to be his wife. To share his power. Even when you used his power to become the town’s biggest spoiled brat, he never gave up hope that you’d eventually come to your senses. He could have destroyed your mind at any moment, made you obey – but he wouldn’t. Because at heart, Dawn, Scott is a good man. He’s more than you deserve, honestly.”

“And we’re not so sure you deserve him,” Mom scolded.

Dawn had gone white as a sheet. I had no idea what thoughts were going on in that head of hers. She turned to the window, fell silent, and stayed that way the rest of the drive home, practically trembling.

The second Mom pulled the car into Terri’s driveway, Dawn bolted. That little ding noise sounded as she tore across the yard with a sob, racing up the porch steps and slamming the front door behind her. I watched her go for a long moment, unsure of what to do.

Mom’s voice snapped me to my senses. “Well don’t just sit there,” she said, sounding annoyed. “Go chase after her, hero!”

I did just that. I ran up the steps, calling her name as I stepped into the foyer. I heard her enter the living room and was right behind her, ready for anything. What I wasn’t prepared for was what I saw when I got there.

Dawn standing in the middle of the room, holding her Mom’s phone. With those headphones attached to them.

She turned to me, tears in her eyes. “Is this it?” she asked. “Is this the one?”

“That’s the self-hypnosis tape, if that’s what you mean,” I said calmly, taking a step forward. “What are you doing with that, Dawn?”

Dawn’s mouth set into a tight little line. “I’m going to listen to it,” she said. 

Part of my heart jumped for joy: but the rest of me, the more logical part, knew I didn’t want Dawn to make this decision out of some sudden burst of emotion. I had to calm her down.

“You don’t have to do that,” I told her. “Look, nobody’s really mad at you. You’re not in any trouble...”

Dawn shook her head. “No, they’re right. I’ve been a bitch.”

“Well, a little,” I conceded with a laugh. “I’m sure Terri was probably a little bitchy at your age...”

“Not now.” Dawn looked up, and now her eyes really were wet. She wiped a tear from her cheek and continued. “Now she’s doing awesome. My Mom is happier than she’s ever been, Scott. Your Mom too. I can’t believe you got my Mom to quit drinking.”

I shrugged. “I didn’t do anything – that was all her.”

Dawn stared right through me, like she was remembering something. “I’d been on her ass over that for years,” she said in a voice just above a whisper. “I hated it so much. She...she just wasn’t happy...”

Suddenly she straightened up, giving a start like she had just snapped back to the present. She looked at the headphones in her hand. “I want to be happy,” she whispered.

“You don’t have to do this,” I told her. I wanted her to do it, of course, but more than that I wanted it to be her decision. Forcing her would ruin our relationship before it had a chance to begin.

She sniffed, looking at the headphones like a long-lost friend. “I want to,” she finally said. “You know I’ve always known you have a crush on me, right?”

That brought me up short. Seeing the look on my face, she giggled.

“It’s obvious,” she said. “You’re like a puppy dog when you’re around me. Even when we were kids, you used to follow me around.” She smiled, remembering, then her expression grew stony. “I fucked everything up. I’ve been such a brat.”

“I’m sure your folks would be thrilled to hear that,” I said. “You’re not going to be able to talk to them with those things on your head, though...”

Dawn flashed a lopsided smile. “I’ve never been able to be the girl you needed,” she said firmly. “I haven’t been able to give you what you deserve – what my Mom deserves, hell, what your Mom deserves. Maybe this will change all that.”

She stared at the headphones for a moment more, then placed them on her head. “You’re sure about this?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

Dawn nodded once. “Yeah,” she said, lifting them onto her head. “I’m sure.”

She smiled at me one last time – then turned on the tape.

Dawn looked like she’d just slipped into the warmest, most comfortable bath of her life. Her eyelids fluttered as the tape did its work, beaming suggestions into her brain. Whatever magic it did to rewrite the person listening – destroying their taboos, getting rid of any hint of uptightness or inhibitions – it worked fast. Her cheeks flushed red with arousal as her eyes rolled back, a groan spilling from her lips.

This was the first time I’d ever gotten to watch the tape work this directly. I thought of my stepmother sitting on the couch all those weeks ago, coming her brains out while the tape convinced her I was a hot stud she should take upstairs and ride until we both came. I was hoping for even more from Dawn.

“What’s it feel like?” I asked. But she couldn’t hear me.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned. I watched her hands contract between her thighs, like she was fighting the urge to unzip her pants and start rubbing herself right then and there. Her tongue lolled out of the side of her mouth as she panted, her voice thick with pleasure.

“Yes,” she whimpered. She sounded so enthusiastic. It was the voice of a bride being proposed to by the man of her dreams – of a girl on her wedding night spreading her legs wide and letting her man inside her for the first time.

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, yessss!”

Dawn arched her back and howled as she came. Every muscle in her body contracted in beautiful agony as pleasure tore through her, making her look even more beautiful than ever. Her nipples stiffened like diamonds against the fabric of her shirt, poking through invitingly. There was a wet spot growing between her thighs as her cunt overrode her mind, her opened psyche transformed by the pleasure of the hypnosis tape.

I was so hard it hurt. Watching the girl of my dreams transform like this gave me an erection like I’d never had before.

As Dawn came down from her peak, she motioned for me to help her take the headphones off. They fell to the couch, and when she opened her eyes I could see that shame shine that was in Paula and Terri’s faces now. That completely uninhibited, unafraid look that said: I love pleasure, I love sex, and I’m totally interested in you.

“Wow,” Dawn groaned. She looked around the room like she was seeing it for the first time. “Holy shit. If I’d known it was that amazing I’d have begged you to let me listen to it sooner!”

I couldn’t hold back my curiosity. “What was it like? Did it...tell you anything? Were there pictures?”

Dawn giggled and shook her head. “Nothing like that. It’s like...like remembering something really, really important that you’d forgotten for a long time. Like an epiphany. I listened to the music, and I just realized – well, I realized a lot.”

“Oh yeah?” There was only one thing that look in her eyes could mean. “Like what?”

She placed her hand on my chest, then stepped close enough that I could feel the heat spilling off of her.

“Like you’re a sexy fucking stud who turned my Mom into your personal bimbo bitch,” she growled, making it sound like the sexiest thing in the world. “Or that I’ve been a total fucking idiot for not riding your dick into the stratosphere the way you’ve always wanted...”

She slid down as she spoke, coming to her knees in front of me. Her hands worked at my belt, and I made no move to stop her. I wanted this, just as badly as she did.

I heard her gasp as my cock sprang free. “Wow,” she whimpered, pride in her voice. “Mom wasn’t kidding. Jesus, you’re huge...”

I had some clever retort ready, but I forgot it when Dawn opened wide and slid the swollen head of my cock into her mouth. I groaned in pleasure, and when I looked down she caught my eyes and flashed a naughty wink.

Then she inhaled me all the way down her throat, and I kind of couldn’t think of anything else for a while.

Dawn was amazing. Every night I’d dreamed of this moment, of having her worship my cock with her mouth, and the real thing was so much better than the fantasy.

“Mmmh, my gawd that’s so good!” Dawn licked her lips as she pulled back for a moment. “You’re so salty sweet, Scott. I could do this all day...”

“Fuck, if you do that much longer you’re going to be tasting a lot more than just a little precum,” I grunted. I was throbbing in her throat, and I was pretty sure Dawn could feel it, too.

Her gaze turned serious. “Give it to me,” she whimpered, stroking me hard as she prepared to deepthroat me again. “I want it all, Scott. Aren’t I a good girl? Don’t I deserve a treat for sucking your cock so good?”

In response, I grabbed her hair close to the roots. She cried out, wincing in pain and pleasure. “Open,” I commanded.

Her eyes flashed, then she demurely folded her hands behind her back and opened wide for me.

“That’s right,” I told her. “I’m going to fuck that face of yours, then you’re going to get all the come you want. You’ve been a bad, teasing little bitch, and I want to see you choke on this before I decide you’ve learned your lesson.”

She looked up at me with the sexiest, most innocent look I’d ever seen. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered in a breathy falsetto. “I’ll be your good girl...”

Oh fuck. Oh holy fuck that was so hot...

With a grunt I forced myself all the way into Dawn’s wet, waiting mouth. My hips thrust forward, filling her with long, strong strokes, and she took it gamely. She relaxed her throat, letting me go all the way in. Her eyes watered with tears as I fucked her face, leaving trails of makeup down her cheeks.

“That’s right.” I felt myself approaching the peak – Dawn could tell by the way I got even larger and harder between her lips. “You’re about to make Daddy come, you naughty girl. Is that what you want?”

“MMMH HMMM,” Dawn groaned loudly around my dick.

“You want me to be your Daddy for real?” I felt myself reaching the point of no return and sailed right over. “I’m going to move in, have you and Terri whenever I want. I’ll be the new man of the house, and you two can cook and clean and worship my dick all day. How’s that sound?”

Mmmh! Mmmh! Mmmh! Dawn sounded wildly enthusiastic.

With one final thrust, I felt myself let go. The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure, shrinking to nothing but the point of contact between my cock and Dawn’s throat as I pumped her full of my thick cream. Wave after wave of pure, sweet pleasure crashed through my body as I made her mine, painted her with my load. She swallowed the first two bursts, then I pulled back and shot all over her pretty face, grunting with pleasure at the sight of it.

As I came down from my peak, Dawn watched me from her knees. Her face was glazed with seed, thick streaks covering her perfect hair and makeup. She scooped up a bit gob as I watched and sucked it off her finger, groaning with pleasure.

“Fuck you’re such a dirty little whore,” I said proudly. “I love how filthy you are for me...”

“I love you,” she said simply, looking into my eyes. It was everything I’d ever wanted. “It took me so long to realize that, Scott. But I’m here, now, and I’m yours. Let’s make up for lost time!”

“Fuck yes,” I grunted, helping her to her feet. I was still hard, throbbing against her thigh, and she noticed with a shocked laugh.

“Holy shit, you’re still hard,” she panted, pursing her lips. “Did I not do a good enough job, Sir?”

I grinned. “You did a very, very good job,” I told her. “The best. I’m just so turned on because I can’t wait to fuck you.”

To my surprise, Dawn’s face went a shade whiter as she processed my words. “Yes, sir,” she said in a voice just above a whisper. “I...I hope I’ll please you...”

Wait. Only one sort of person had that kind of nervousness in their voice when talking about sex. I knew, because I’d been one not too long ago.

“Dawn,” I said seriously. “Are you a virgin?”

Her face went even whiter, and I knew I’d hit the mark.

“But how?” I was flummoxed. “You’re like, the most popular girl in school...”

“I...I led people on,” she admitted, blushing. “Just like you, Scott. I never actually gave myself away, not to anyone. I was a naughty little tease...”

I felt a smirk crossing my face. “I bet you want to now, though.”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Shoe’s totally on the other foot. Now I’m aching for it, and you’ve got all the power. I...I wouldn’t blame you if you decided I wasn’t worth it. If you just wanted to tease me and never let me come.”

Jesus. I hadn’t even thought of that. The idea of Dawn as my frustrated blowjob slave, doling out pleasure multiple times a day while never receiving any was a damned attractive one. And for a moment, I almost agreed to it.

Then I really looked at her. At my Dawn, so nervous and terrified and completely caught off-guard at being overpowered by me. I could see in her eyes that all she wanted, the only thing she really cared about anymore was making me happy.

And the thing that would make me happiest would be for me to have her – body and soul.

“Come upstairs,” I said firmly, taking her hand. “Your bedroom.”

Dawn shook like a leaf as I led her to her room. I slammed the door behind us, then picked her up and kissed her, hard. She melted against me, her lips parting for my tongue, and I carried her to the bed and set her down on it.

“You’re sure you want this?” I growled, pawing at her clothes. “I’m not going to wear a condom. You might get pregnant if I come inside you...”

“That’s exactly what I want,” she whimpered, her voice heavy with pleasure. “Yes. Please fuck me, Scott – make me yours. I want you to be my first – and my only. I belong to you...”

No red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that. I tore Dawn’s clothes off, ripping her shirt away then tugging down her pants. Before she could react, I dove between her thighs and tore off her panties with my teeth, tossing them in the corner.

She was naked on her own bed, dripping wet, and warm as an oven. I couldn’t wait to be inside her.

Dawn helped me take off my shirt and pants, trembling with excitement. Once I was down to just boxers she reached inside and started stroking me, getting me ready to be inside her as we made out.

Then I laid her down and parted her thighs. Every inch of her body looked amazing – from her breasts to the hairless slit between her thighs. Her folds parted for me as she spread, dripping and ready for me.

“Fuck me,” she begged, groaning with pleasure as I mounted her. “I love you, Scott.”

“I love you too,” I said, aiming the head of my cock into her folds. “Are you ready?”

She nodded. Then I drove into her with one smooth stroke, severing her virginity and making her mine.

The pleasure was unlike anything I’d ever known. Dawn’s cunt was so tight I could barely fit all the way inside of her – if she wasn’t so insanely turned on, her walls wouldn’t have been wet enough to handle me. I could feel my cock stretching her out as I bottomed out inside of her, the fat head hitting her g-spot at just the right angle.

Dawn’s mouth dropped open. “Scott, I...I...oh my gawwwd...”

The back of Dawn’s head hit the pillow as she cried out. Her cunt clamped down on me, clenching over and over again in time with her heartbeat as she came. One perfect thrust was all it took to send her over the edge, shuddering and sobbing my name as she clung to me. She came apart in my arms and I held her, my cock still inside of her dripping precum as she milked it.

“Oh Scott.” Her eyes shined with love and devotion as she came down from her peak. “Oh baby, I had no idea it could be this good...”

“You’ve seen nothing yet,” I grunted. “Ready for me to go hard?”

She was. Before long I was pummeling her with deep, strong strokes, hitting her inner walls from every angle as I explored the possibilities her body beneath mine afforded me. I felt like I was on fire with pleasure, every thrust sending sparks flying as I pumped her deep. Dawn came two more times on my cock, raking my back with her nails and locking her heels behind my ass as she welcomed me even deeper inside of her.

“Holy shit, mmm,” she whimpered after her third hard come. “Scott, I think I’m ready for you!”

“You’d better be,” I said, not understanding. “I mean, I’m fucking you pretty hard...”

“No, I mean...I think I’m ovulating, Scott. And – oh fuck – after that last cum, everything’s so wet and tight. I feel so fertile right now, baby – I want you to spray right in my womb. I want you to fill me with your heirs!”

I couldn’t hold back anymore, not after hearing something like that. My hips pumped like a jackhammer, splitting Dawn wide open as I tried to fuck her throat from the other end. I could feel my cock grazing her cervix on every thrust, right at the entrance to her waiting, willing womb.

I grabbed her hair and pulled her close, my voice a primal caveman grunt in her ear. “Marry me,” I commanded her. “Bear my children!”

“Yes! Yes I will!” She sounded like it was the most amazing thing anyone had ever offered her. “I want to be yours forever, Scott – I want you to fill me up with babies over and over again! I want you to put another one in me the second one’s born – I want to be barefoot and pregnant for you forever...!”

I screamed with pleasure, burying myself as deeply inside of her as I could. Then the pleasure washed over me, blotting out the world, and I lost all control.

Dawn’s blowjob hadn’t slowed me down one bit. It was like an eruption, a detonation between her slick, tight walls as I pumped her full. Every drop of virile cum that my balls could produce got shot into her with primal force, firing straight into her womb. I felt her come beneath me a final time, groaning my name in sheer relief as she felt her body fertilized by my seed. We moved together as one, our bodies overwhelmed with pleasure as I claimed her at a level deeper than marriage or rings could ever dream. I marked her soul, making her my mate for life.

We laid there for some time afterward, basking in the pleasure and teasing each other about doing it again. And when we finally came downstairs, we were surprised to find Paula and Terri waiting for us on the couch. They burst into applause as we descended the stairs, as if they’d just witnessed our marriage.

“Oh Dawn,” Terri sobbed, hugging her half-naked daughter. “Oh honey, I’m so proud of you!”

“Welcome to the family,” Paula said with pride. “You two sounded like you a lot of fun up there!”

I blushed a bit, but only a bit.

Terri took her daughter by the shoulders. “You didn’t use protection, right? That fucking I just heard upstairs was raw and bare?”

Dawn was beaming. “Yes, Mom,” she said. “Don’t worry. Scott proposed to me, and I said ‘yes’. We’re going to be a family!”

“Oh, I never had any doubt about that!” Terri beamed, looking from her daughter to me. “When did you find time for that, Scott?”

“It was kind of a spur of the moment thing,” I admitted, prompting laughter all around. “So you three are cool with this? You’re fine with me marrying Dawn, then pumping her full of babies?”

“Oh, honey.” That was Mom, who had tears in her eyes. “We cannot wait to have grandbabies. And don’t you worry – we’ll make sure you and Dawn always have time to fuck your way to more.”

“Or we’ll jump in and help,” Terri said with a secretive little smile. She placed her hand on her stomach. “After all, I seem to have missed my period...”

“Mom!?” Dawn’s face lit up with excitement. “Did Scott give you a baby, too!?”

That prompted a whole new round of hugging and sobbing.

“I can’t believe we’re going to be a family,” Dawn said, her voice filled with awe. “I’m so happy – and I’m so glad that tape showed me that we could have been doing this all along...”

I whispered a silent prayer of thanks to whoever had made that self-hypnosis tape. Thanks to them, I had a new, bigger family – and with Dawn’s help, we were going to have even more...
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Epilogue – Eight Months Later 
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“Come and get it!”

I flipped over the final burger patty and transferred the rest to a plate. Three hungry girls were waiting for me, and I was pretty fucking starving myself.

We were in Terri’s backyard, having a cookout. Smoke poured from the grill, leaving a trail in the air I stared at until I felt someone tapping me on the shoulder.

“Hey handsome. I brought you a cold one!”

I turned around to see Dawn, wearing an apron and little else. With her pregnancy so advanced and the weather so hot, she’d decided panties, a bra and an apron were an excellent thing to wear around the house.  I couldn’t complain – it made it the easiest thing in the world to tug her panties to the side and slip inside her, which I’d been doing three or four times a day.

She held out a beer for me. On her ring finger was the massive diamond I’d given her, along with the narrower band she’d gotten on our wedding day.

“Thanks, honey,” I said, taking the beer. “God, you look good.”

“Thanks!” A naughty gleam entered her eyes. “I’m starving now, but maybe after we eat we could do a little fooling around?”

I glanced around the yard and thanked Terri for putting up the new, huge privacy fence. “Absolutely,” I growled.

Dawn reached between my legs and gave my growing cock a squeeze. “Love you,” she whispered. “Now I’ve got to go set the table.”

I watched her walk, staring at her ass the whole way. I couldn’t believe how blissful the last eight months had been. Dawn was a perfect wife, submissive and horny all the time, and she’d taken to the homemaker lifestyle like she’d been training for it her entire life. I was so proud of her.

“Those burgers smell amazing!”

I turned to see my stepmother Paula walking across the yard, holding hands with Terri. If my sudden courtship and marriage of Dawn (along with her growing baby bump) had caused rumors around the neighborhood, the news that Terri had divorced her husband and re-married a woman sent shockwaves through our conservative neighborhood. But even the strongest doubters had to admit, Paula and Terri made a cute couple – and were totally devoted to each other. The growing bump beneath Terri’s clothes – the twin of her daughter’s – only caused a little suspicion and some jokes about her husband’s ‘good-bye present’.

“Thanks,” I said, watching the two of them together. “You two look happy. What were you up to upstairs?”

“Oh, just the usual things two old horny broads get up to on a lazy afternoon,” Mom said with a smile. “But don’t worry – I’m still totally ready to play if you want to give me some cock!”

“You’ll have to get in line behind Dawn,” I said with a good-natured chuckle.

“Figures.” Mom rolled her eyes. “That girl has been insatiable since you knocked her up. Don’t think I didn’t hear you fooling around while Dawn was trying to finish the laundry...”

I laughed and transferred the last of the food to the table. Dawn had set things perfectly – it was a lovely dinner under the stars.

As I sat down, I looked at the three women beaming at me. Each of them loved and respected me, obeying my every command not because they were my slaves, but because I was the head of their household. Two of them carried my children, and the third probably wasn’t far behind.

They noticed my delay. “What are you staring at?” Mom asked.

I shook my head. “I was just thinking what a lucky man I am,” I said, grinning. “I have the best family on Earth.”

“We’re the lucky ones, baby,” Dawn whispered, holding her belly. “We’re so grateful to you for taking care of all of us. We love so much!”

Everyone at the table gladly agreed.

I loved my new family. And I was going to make it as big, and happy, as I possibly could.

After all, I was the man of the house now. 
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Rocking My Girlfriend
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Who is this girl? I asked myself, as the gorgeous redhead between my legs pulled my cock out of my pants. Is this really my girlfriend?

Lena’s eyes widened as my cock sprang free, throbbing and dripping with precum. She leaned back, one arm pressing against the wall of my dorm, closing her eyes and nodding in time with the bass line pounding through the room.

“Oh mi gawwwd,” she groaned, biting her lip like the music itself was giving her pleasure. “Fuck, this beat is so badass, Justin. You are so fucking talented...”

“You mean that?” I couldn’t believe it. Lena taking out my cock and devouring it with her eyes was one thing – but her actually praising my music was the kind of thing that only happened in my wildest dreams. “I thought you hated it. Told me it was a waste of time...”

Her eyes snapped open, widening with surprise. “Did I say that?” A dreamy look crossed her face. “I did, didn’t I? I used to be...different...”

She shuddered, closing her eyes and listening to the beat. It was simple and repetitive, perfect for dancing to – or fucking – the kind of thing that just slid into your mind.

“Mmmmh,” she said, the girlish little giggle back in her voice. “Well, I was so stupid, Justin. You’re a genius – you ought to have a record contract. You fucking rock...”

Hearing those words gave me a confidence I didn’t even know I had. I grabbed a handful of Lena’s hair and pulled her to me, covering her mouth with my own. I felt her body melt against mine, the heat between her legs going white-hot as I took control.

“Fuck I wanna be your groupie,” Lena purred as I broke the kiss. She put a finger on my cheek, staring at me with pure love and devotion. “I wanna be your horny little rock slut. The girl who fucks and sucks you whenever you want...”

Rockstars have lots of groupies, I thought with a smirk. But somehow I didn’t think Lena would mind if I started fucking other girls. She’d pretty much do anything I wanted now – as long as I kept playing my awesome, special music.

My hand slid between her legs, testing the warmth and wetness inside her core. She was naked, of course, which made it easy.

“I want to be inside you,” I said, my voice hardening. It wasn’t an ask – it was a command. “And this time, I don’t want to wear any protection. I want to feel you, slut – feel your walls wrapping around my cock when I come inside of you...”

Lena’s mouth formed a gorgeous little ‘o’ like I’d just made the best suggestion in the world. “Of course! I would never deny you anything, Sir. And if you knock me up, that would be even better! I’d love to be all swollen with your heirs...”

I grinned, leaning back and pulling Lena on top of me. She mounted me, grabbing my cock by the base and aiming it into her folds like the arrow pointing to an ‘X’ on a treasure map.

From now on, I make the rules, I thought, groaning with pleasure as I sank inside her. God, this new program I got fucking rocks...

––––––––
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“THIS STUPID PROGRAM! God damn it!”

I clicked the ‘OK’ button over and over again, but the error message just kept on popping up. The window was ugly, adorned with a red ‘X’, informing me that:

You have previously installed the demo of this software. Please purchase a full version at...

I had completely forgotten that I’d installed the demo ages ago. Apparently, it had been time-limited: you were only able to use it for a certain number of days before it became locked forever. Even redownloading the program didn’t fix it.

I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. The problem wasn’t that I was too broke to afford it: hell, I might have been a college student, but I was still capable of saving a little money. The problem was what would happen if I spent that money.

My parents would kill me if I spent that much money, I thought, ruefully. And if they didn’t finish the job, Lena would do it for them. I started to chuckle as I shook my head. Justin, buddy, when your parents AND your girlfriend agree on something, you know you’re in trouble...

As long as I’d been old enough to find it on the internet, I’d been in love with music. All through high school, I’d been the weird guy who listened to everything. I started making my own music with guitar, but when I discovered synthesizers it was like a whole other universe opened up to me. The number of sounds I could make with a guitar was limited: but I could literally do anything with these new programs. It was the kind of freedom I’d always wanted.

So I wanted to be a DJ. More than that, I wanted to be an auteur – the kind of person who made the music the rest of the world danced to. My problem wasn’t time, or money, or lack of creativity. It was everyone else.

My parents were dead set against it, but that wasn’t such a big deal: it wasn’t like they could just drop by the dorms unannounced and see what I was doing with my time. My girlfriend Lena was the much bigger problem.

Lena, I thought with a sigh. I felt the strange combination of frustration and arousal that always coursed through my bloodstream at the thought of my fabulous, controlling girlfriend. When we’d first met, Lena had actually thought my dabbling with music was cool - totally sexy, in her own words. But that had dried up almost instantly as she insisted that I needed to focus on more ‘adult’ things – like graduating college, getting a shitty job, and buying her lots of things. Lena might have been the most gorgeous girl I’d even been with – even my friends weren’t shy about letting me know how far out of my league she was – but she could be a narcissistic, materialistic bitch some times.

The whole thing had come to a head last night. I’d made the mistake of casually mentioning that I was going to buy some software – the very software I was now unsuccessfully trying to install as a demo on my computer. She’d blown up on me once she found out how much it cost, and thrown out every insult in the book – manchild, slacker, selfish, etc. It didn’t matter that I’d been saving up for it for months. In her mind, she knew better than I did how I should spend my money, and she wasn’t shy about telling me so.

She says I’m wasting money, I thought bitterly, but I know the truth. She’s just mad I’m not “wasting” it on her. Unlike me, Lena had parents who took care of most of her expenses: tuition, books, food. No matter how much I tried to explain it to her, I couldn’t make her see that unlike her I didn’t have disposable income to just throw around on fancy dinners and cute dresses for her.

“If you don’t straighten up and start acting like a real man,” she’d said on her way out the door, “then maybe I’ll find someone who will!”

The thought of her with another guy made me feel physically ill. Despite everything, I loved Lena – well, loved the feeling of her tight, amazing body straddling mine. Without her, my friends really would think I was a loser.

I sighed and closed the demo, deleting it from my hard drive a minute later. Then I opened up my browser’s incognito mode, navigated to a website I hadn’t been to in months, and started to search for a version I could pirate.

I know what you’re thinking. I’m a bad person – isn’t piracy stealing? It is, but I was feeling desperate. I told myself I’d just get the fancy program for a few hours, long enough to make something cool with it – and then I’d delete it. Besides, it wasn’t like I was taking money out of the hands of some independent creator – this was one of the largest music companies in the world we were talking about.

What should have taken a few minutes of clicking dragged on into a half-hour. The website wasn’t the same as it had been before – there apparently had been some kind of a crackdown. There were hardly any files, and the ones I could see were of stuff I didn’t even recognize – no one who was serious in the music industry used this kind of stuff.

I was just about to close the laptop and call it quits when something caught my eye.

MusicLoops V1.1 Cracked was the name of the software package, and it had just been added to the site a few hours ago. There weren’t any comments, and as far as I could tell no one else had downloaded it. There was only one person “seeding” the download, providing it to whoever wanted it.

MusicLoops? I opened up a new window and did a quick Google search, but precious little came up. Maybe this guy misnamed it, I thought. This ‘Dr. Mesmertainment’.

I shrugged. Worst case scenario, it had some kind of funky virus embedded in it – and I was smart enough to run everything I had over the files before I opened them. And there was no other digital audio software on the site. Even so, it wasn’t the kind of thing I normally did – downloading a strange file from only one seeder. But there was something...strange about the whole thing, something that tickled the back of my mind and made me click the “download” button almost before I knew what I was doing.

Oh well, I thought, watching the window pop up. With only one seeder, this’ll be slow as hell. I might as well go grab some lunch...

I blinked – and nearly a fifth of the download was done.

What the hell? I double-checked to make sure, but it was true – MusicLoops wasn’t just downloading to my computer fast, it was racing onto my hard drive like a fucking fireball. Speeds like I’d never seen appeared beneath the progress bar as it filled up in the blink of an eye, sending the entire program to my desktop.

And then something really weird happened – it vanished.

The instant I’d finished downloading MusicLoops, the listing disappeared from the website. That can’t be right, I thought, searching the “Audio Software” category again. These files are meant to be shared thousands of times. No one puts something up on a pirate site as a one-time download!

And yet that seemed to be exactly what had happened.

As you can imagine, I spent the better part of an hour checking and rechecking every file of that download package. My computer spidey-sense was tingling, telling me that whatever I’d just put on my hard drive was very likely to be some bad shit. But eventually, after seeing a half-dozen green check marks from various anti-virus programs, I had to conclude: the download was clean.

I had an audio workstation on my computer – a program that would let me make music. Now I needed to know exactly what the hell ‘MusicLoops’ was.

There was a text file in the folder that I was supposed to read before I installed the program. I could tell, because it said in all caps “READ_THIS_BEFORE_INSTALLING.txt”. I opened it and scanned the short documents, my eyes getting wider as I reached the end. Then I read it again, frowning.

What the hell had I downloaded?

Congratulations, it said, on your downloading of Dr. Mesmertainment’s MUSICLOOPS, the only digital audio workstation that allows you to place SUGGESTIONS and COMMANDS in the songs you create!

If you are reading this message, its because you DOWNLOADED this AWESOME SCIENTIFIC SOFTWARE completely and totally ILLEGALLY! Dr. Mesmertainment is able to know this information, because Dr. Mesmertainment’s MusicLoops is not available for LEGAL PURCHASE on any website!

“Suggestions and commands,” I muttered, shaking my head. “Oh boy. This guy really likes capitalizing random words...”

INSTALLATION INSTRUCTIONS: Simply locate the file called ‘ML.EXE’ in your folder and DOUBLE-CLICK to begin installation. Make sure you agree to Dr. Mesmertainment’s TERMS and CONDITIONS upon installation! NOTE: Dr. Mesmertainment assumes no responsibility for improper use of the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER of MusicLoops!

Once installed, MusicLoops is a full-featured program, comparable to any professional digital audio workstation on the market today: with one TWIST! In the drop-down menu, select ‘SUGGESTIONS and COMMANDS’ to add special PSYCHOLOGICAL TEXTURES and TONES to your music! How do they work? That’s Dr. Mesmertainment’s PATENTED TRADE SECRET!

“This...is...bizarre,” I said, taking a sip from the bottle of water I’d grabbed from the dorm’s minifridge. “Who the hell is this guy?”

Regardless of these weird, garbage instructions, if MusicLoops was actually a full-featured, free audio program, then I wanted it. So, I did what the text file said: clicked ML.EXE and thumbed my way through the setup. Interesting, the page of things you have to agree to in order to install looked exactly the same as every other piece of software I’d ever used.

He’s some weirdo who repackaged ProTools, I bet, I thought with a smirk. Trying to freak people out...

The installation finished and a stylized logo appeared in the middle of the screen: an ‘M’ and an ‘L’ layered over each other, with a neon spiral underneath. I crossed my fingers, hoping my computer didn’t crash or start mining bitcoins for some guy in China.

Then the program loaded, and my heart skipped a beat.

It was exactly what I was looking for. Absolutely every feature I would have expected in a program costing thousands of dollars was present in MusicLoops. I could spend a year learning how to use all this, I thought amazed, clicking through windows. There were MIDI sequencers, converters, what looked like a million filters and virtual instruments.

Holy shit, I thought, dumbstruck. I could make music with this. REAL music, not the crap I’ve been playing around with...

Before I knew what I was doing, I started to work. I loaded up a basic synth and started tapping out a simple melody, layering a couple filters over it. The drums came next, my fingers programming them almost as fast I could think about it. It was like the song was already inside of me, straining to get out, and I’d finally given it the tools to make a jailbreak from my brain.

Hours elapsed as I stared at the screen, midday turning into late afternoon. I put strings across the top of the song’s bridge, hitting an emotional note I didn’t even know I was capable of. The bass shook my tinny laptop speakers in a way that let me know it was going to be awesome when I could get it on a decent stereo. The song was...amazing. The best thing I’d ever created.

Shit, I thought, shaking my head. Put some vocals by a cute girl over this and you could play it on the radio.

I moved on to mastering the track, adding compression to the drums and bass while spacing out the synths and strings. I moved like I was in a trance, my fingers just knowing where to go before I got there. I’d never experienced anything like it before: had never been productive like this in my whole life.

Finally the track was done. I saved it and burned it to a CD, my hands shaking gently. Jesus, I thought. This program is fucking awesome! And it didn’t cost me a dime...

I was so immersed in the experience of creating new music, I didn’t even notice when the door to the dorm opened.

“Justin? What are you doing in there?”

I jerked upright, back straightening like a kid caught goofing off. That was Lena’s voice.

“I’m in here, babe,” I said, cursing under my breath. What time was it? I glanced at the clock and swore again. Jesus, it was almost dinner time. And I’d told Lena that I’d meet her and eat together at her favorite Thai place. I don’t even like Thai food, I thought suddenly.

“You haven’t been picking up your phone,” Lena said, concern in her face. “I was worried – I thought something was wrong. Now I see you’ve been slacking off here?”

She put her hands on her generous hips. God, she looked good. She must have just come from the gym – she was wearing a tight athletic top, my favorite one. It made her ample tits look a little bit smaller, but pressed them up into a low valley of cleavage that every guy stared at when we were together. The fact that her yoga pants hugged her ass like a second skin didn’t hurt, either.

For a moment, I thought about how nice it would be for her to just climb into my bed, tug down those yoga pants and mount me, not even saying a word. The image of it filled me like a film reel unspooling in my head – how nice it would be for each other to just fuck each others’ brains out, not stopping until she was sore, dripping and smiling in my arms. From the look on her face, sex was the last thing on her mind – but the desire for it rose up in my like a physical thing, making me feel hot and dizzy all at once. My cock throbbed against the inside of my boxers, so hard it hurt.

Why can’t we just fuck, I thought, giving in to self-pity. We’d both enjoy it. Why does she have to be such a...

“What are you doing,” she snapped, her eyes widening at the sight of my laptop. “You didn’t waste your money on this shit, did you?”

“What? No!” I hated how guilty I sounded. Why did I sound like I had something to hide – it was my money, I should have been able to use it how I wanted. “I didn’t do anything...”

“Uh huh.” She took a step forward, putting her knee on the cot but coming no closer to my fantasy of her. “You only get that look in your eyes when you’re thinking about your stupid rock-and-roll dreams. You wasted the whole afternoon making your stupid beats, didn’t you?”

Her gaze was piercing in its intensity. I felt my resolve slipping.

“I was,” I admitted, “but I didn’t spend anything-”

“I knew it!” She tossed her hands up in the air, scoffing. “You are so irresponsible, Justin! You know we need that money if we’re ever going to move out of these shitty dorms and put down a month’s rent on a nice apartment!”

“I like the dorms,” I said without thinking. Her face reddened.

“That’s because you’re a manchild,” she hissed, deploying her favorite insult. “You want to be a little baby who gets to play with his toys all day, instead of going to class. Instead of making money like a real man.”

Ouch. That one hurt.

“No, it’s not that,” I protested. “I didn’t buy anything – honest. This program was totally free.” I decided not to mention where I’d gotten it from. “And major professional. Seriously, some of these sounds are like nothing I’ve ever heard. Listen to this!”

She rolled her eyes as I held up the disc. “I have no interest in that.”

“No, seriously.” I surprised myself with how forceful I sounded. Even Lena looked startled. “I want you to hear this.”

She cocked an eyebrow and tilted her head to one shoulder. Inwardly, I shuddered. This was one of the telltale signs that she was about to go nuclear.

“Haven’t you dug a deep enough hole already?” She said witheringly. “If I wanted to listen to some awful bro-electronica, I’d go down to the bar district with all the basic bitches.”

“I’m saying,” I said, my voice going calm, “that I want you to hear this. Is that a problem for you, dear?”

Something inside Lena pulled back a bit at my tone. It was like I was reminding her that she was my girlfriend, and that meant we were theoretically supposed to support each others’ hobbies.

She crossed her arms under her breasts. “Go put it on the stereo,” she said, repressed anger in her voice. “We can have it on in the background while we have a talk.”

Oh great. A talk was exactly what I didn’t need. But at least I’d won a small victory: Lena was going to hear my latest track. Not that I honestly thought it would change her mind, but it was easily the best thing I’d ever made. Even if she didn’t like it, I really wanted to hear it on some good speakers.

“Honestly,” she said, “you’re like the only guy left in the twenty-first century with one of those.” She was looking at my portable stereo, as if counting how many fancy dinners she could have had with the money it took to buy.

“It’s worth it,” I told her, pushing on heedlessly. “You’re gonna love this.” The disc slid into the CD changer with an almost soundless whir. It spun inside the stereo, the instruments coming to life. A moment later, the bass intro started pulsing from the speakers.

“I think the temptation of having all that money is a bit too much,” she said icily when I’d turned back to her. “I think you should...you should...”

It was the strangest thing. Lena trailed off, not looking at me but looking past me. She was staring at my stereo like she was seeing it for the first time, an odd look stealing over her face.

“I should what?” I asked. You should put it in my account, I thought nastily. That’s what she’s going to ask. More like demand. ‘Do it or I can’t trust you. Do it or we’re over...’

But when Lena opened her mouth, something entirely different popped out. “Could you turn that up a bit?” she asked. She pointed at the stereo then stared down at her hand like someone else was moving it.

I was so surprised it took me a moment to reply. “Huh? Yeah, sure!” I reached around and turned up the knob, right as the synths came in. “It’s really good, yeah?”

She was squinting at the set like she was trying to look through it. Then, something even more impossible happened: Lena started to sway side to side, moving in time with the beat. 

“Yeah,” she said, in a daze. “Yeah it’s really...really banging...”

Before I knew what was happening, Lena was shaking her ass. Her hips swayed gently from side to side as she closed her eyes, riding the beat. Her hand gripped her stomach, cheeks flushing from exertion as she nodded along.

“Uh, babe?” I was more than confused. I was worried. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said with a smile. “This is...wow! This is really, really good, Justin!”

“I...I’m glad you think so!” I could barely believe what I was hearing. She didn’t even sound like the Lena I knew. “You’re...you’re not putting me on, are you? This isn’t some kind of a prank?”

“Not at all!” Her eyes opened, and now I could see – there was an oddly glazed quality to the way she was looking at me. It was like she was deep in concentration – or just really, really feeling the music. “This is so fucking good, Justin. You could put this shit on in the club, and bitches would go nuts!”

“Heh, thanks,” I said, turning it up just a hair. I mean, it was good – and sounded even better coming out of my good speakers – but Lena was starting to sound too good to be true.

“You like that, don’t you?” A naughty smile spread across my girlfriend’s face. Suddenly the image of her mounting me was back in my mind’s eye, stronger than ever. “Making a bunch of drunk club bitches grind all over each other to your music.”

“I...” This was insane. I was tempted to believe it wasn’t happening. Maybe that’s why I did something bolder than I’d dared the entire time Lena and I were together.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Yeah, that sounds pretty fucking alright.”

“I thought so!” Lena pointed a finger, and for a moment I was afraid she was angry – but instead, a flood of giggles came out of her mouth. “I knew that’s why you were so into music. Yoooou just wanna get laid!”

My mouth was suddenly dry. I couldn’t think of a response: instead, I just watched Lena as her hips swayed more and more. Her hands clenched and unclenched beneath her breasts, like she was fighting the urge do so something and losing.

“Fuck this is so hot,” she panted, tugging at the straps of her top. “You wanna see a hot club bitch, Justin?”

At that moment, two thoughts occurred to me at once. The first was that this had to be some fantasy my unconscious mind had cooked up: I’d fallen asleep while working or something like that. The second was that I didn’t fucking care. I was going to enjoy this to the hilt.

“Yeah,” I said with gusto, sitting on the bed. “Show me how much you like my song, babe.”

It was as if I’d given her permission to be her true self. Lena tugged down her top, her ample tits spilling free of the confining fabric, and then she started to move. I knew my girlfriend was athletic – every time she rode me her tight, toned body took my pleasure right into the stratosphere – but I had no idea what a naughty little stripper she could be.

She turned around, sticking out her big ass, then dropped it to the floor in one smooth move, raising it oh-so-slowly while I stared.

“You wanna see?” she teased, hooking her thumbs in her yoga pants and tugging them down an inch. I could just barely see the lacy, teal blue fringe of her thong panties. “You want to see this ass, Sir?”

Lena had never once called me Sir before – not even in the middle of our hottest sex. It instantly made me hard as a rock. I wanted to hear that word spill from her lips over and over again as I did terrible, vicious things to her body.

“Show me that ass,” I commanded, spreading my legs so the bulge in my pants was clearly visible. “Then come over here.”

Her cheeks reddened with arousal like I’d slapped them. Her mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise, but a moment later she yanked her pants down like they were on fire. As my girlfriend wiggled her tanned, toned ass, putting it on display, I wondered – had it always been this easy? Had I just needed to take charge a little bit more to turn Lena into a wet, submissive bimbo stripper?

No, I realized, the information burning in my brain. It’s the music. It’s the program...

I thought about it. Really thought. My mind went back to that godawful read-me file tucked away in the MusicLoops install folder, talking about SUGGESTIONS and COMMANDS...

I reached for my laptop just as Lena crawled onto the bed.

“What are you doing, baby?” She looked hurt, her face falling as the computer came between her and I. “I was getting ready to blow you...”

My own mouth dropped open. Lena had never blown me before. She’d always told me she didn’t do it, that she found it gross and would never do it for any guy. I’d relented, since our sex was so good otherwise, but there was always a part of my mind that wanted to see her on her knees...

“I thought you said that was gross?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

She flushed with shame. “It...it is,” she said, panting like it was anything but. “And...and I want to do it.”

“So what changed?” I had the program open and was navigating through the options, wanting to know more about the “suggestions” and “commands”...

“It’s like...you’re going to think I’m such a bimbo,” she said with a giggle. “But it’s this music! It just makes me think of being in some banging, smoky club with a total hottie like you, and just dropping to my knees and taking your thick cock in my mouth. I want to feel it pulse on my tongue while I suck you in time with the music – I want to feel the beat drop right as you paint my throat with your load...”

I froze – because that’s exactly what MusicLoops was telling me, too.

The program had enabled the “Default” behavior under “Suggestions and Commands,” and from the list of bullet points underneath, everything Lena was doing was because of MusicLoops. It was all there: sexual submissiveness, bimbo behavior, a desire to perform sexual acts in public, the need to fulfill all of their boyfriend/husband/signifigant other’s sexual fantasies...

“Holy shit,” I whispered, putting the laptop to the side. “This program...it made you...”

With nothing between us, Lena rolled onto her stomach between my legs and started undoing my belt.

“Made me what?” she purred, biting her lip as she tossed her hair over one shoulder. “Made me want to do this?”

“Well, actually...” I groaned as Lena tugged down my zipper. “Yeah.”

“That’s silly,” she whimpered, pulling my jeans down. “You make it sound like you made a mind control song or something. Everybody knows that you can’t brainwash someone into doing something they wouldn’t do.”

“Babe,” I said suddenly, a stab of guilt in my stomach, “you really should know something quick-”

“Oh, would you just shut up,” she said sweetly, giving my cock a stroke. “You are really just too neurotic sometimes, Sir. Are you really going to try and talk me out of blowing you?”

I most definitely was not. I relaxed and stroked the side of her head like a pet, making her purr with delight. “Go for it, babe,” I said, a bead of precum dribbling down my shaft as I spoke. “Only, one thing...”

“Yes?” she asked, gazing up at me with a look that said: I’ll do anything for you.

I swallowed hard. “Could you...could you call me ‘Master’?”

“Mmmmh,” she groaned, closing her eyes and arching her back. It was like I’d put my tongue right against her clit – like an electric current shot through my girlfriend. “Is that what you’re into, Justin? You want to own me? Tell me what to do all the time – make all the decisions?”

“Yes,” I said, way beyond the point of hiding anything. “I want to have the power in the relationship from now on. I decide what happens with the money, I decide when and where we move in together. All you worry about is looking good and making me come...”

For a moment, I was sure I’d said too much. Then she winked.

“Yes, Master,” she said, rolling the words over her tongue like she was legitimately loving the feel of them. “I will do exactly as you say.”

The words sent a thrill through me like nothing I’d ever known. “Suck my cock, slave,” I said, my hands shaking.

“Yes, Master,” she said with a giggle, nodding her head gently in time with my song. “I will suck your cock.”

Then her mouth closed around the head of my dick, and I was in Heaven.

Lena bobbed up and down in my lap, never breaking eye contact as she gave me a slow, sloppy blowjob that nearly broke my mind. She winked up at me as she pulled off, then swirled her tongue around the fat, spongy head and worked it down my shaft like she was worshipping it. In the back of my head I wondered where she’d picked up moves like that, but I didn’t care. This was fucking amazing!

As my song started to work its way to an ending, I grabbed the remote control to the stereo and set it to repeat. I hadn’t really programmed an outro when I’d been creating, so the song went right back into the bass intro – and in my lap, Lena suddenly reacted as if I’d slapped her ass.

“Oh my gawd,” she growled, pulling off me just long enough to talk while stroking me in a blur. “This song sounds better every time I hear it!”

Smirking, I put my hand on the back of her head and forced my cock deep in her throat. Instead of the sex-ending move it would normally have been, Lena looked thrilled that I’d taken control.

Yeah, it is a good song, I thought, my balls tingling as they slapped against my girlfriend’s chin. Gonna be stuck in your head all day...

Lena felt me swell up between her lips and formed an even tighter seal around me, sucking and slurping like a madwoman. It was too much for me to take – with a low, long groan I felt myself reach the edge and tumble right over. Lena pulled back, moaning low in her throat as I started to unload all over her tongue. She milked the base of my cock with her hand while teasing the underside of my cockhead with her tongue, pulling the maximum load from my swollen, pulsing balls. Pleasure rolled over me in waves as I bucked my hips against her, filling her up like a nasty little fucktoy as I shot. She stared at me lovingly the entire time, moaning low in her throat at the taste of me.

Fuck, who is this woman, I thought as my mind swam. She can’t possibly be MY girlfriend...

Once I came down from my peak, Lena slowly pulled off my cock and opened her mouth to show me how much come I’d pumped inside her. I was impressed she was able to hold it all – then even more impressed as she swallowed it all down with a flourish and a smile.

“That was so hot,” she purred, teasing the last few drops of jizz from the head of my cock.

“Fuck yeah,” I said, leaning my head against the wall. “Baby that was just the best-”

“The only thing that would have made it hotter is if you’d had your phone,” she giggled with a wink.

“What?”

“You could have filmed me,” she said, playing with her hair. “I would have looked so hot with all that white come in my mouth. I could have played with it...”

I stared at her in disbelief, a little laugh escaping my lips. “You’re joking.”

“No!” She hit my shoulder playfully, biting her lip. “It’s this music, I swear – it makes me want to be a dirty little club slut. Fuck, you’re so talented, Justin. You’re like...a musical genius. Like Mozart – or Skrillex.”

Skrillex? I thought, but only nodded. “So you don’t think I should give up music?”

“Give up!?” Lena looked like I’d kicked a puppy. “Uh, no. That would be insane, Justin. In fact, I want you to spend as much time making music as possible!”

Holy shit. This is everything I ever wanted...

“I love you,” I blurted. “God damn, I love you.”

“I love you too, Master,” she whispered, cocking her head. My cock gave a spurt at the word ‘Master’, and she giggled. “It looks like you’re hard again. Want to put that big fucking dick inside me, stud?”

Yeah, I wanted that. Hot damn did I ever want that.

“It’s all hot and wet,” she groaned, turning around and spreading her legs. Lena kept her pussy perfectly shaved, and the lips of her sex were swollen and dripping with juice. “Having your dick in my mouth made me want it right here soooo bad.” She parted her folds with her fingers, showing me the pink insides along with the nub of her clit.

“You know, I was thinking about that when you came in,” I admitted. I could feel the heat rolling in waves from between my girlfriend’s legs – and the smell was driving me wild. It was primal, feral, the scent of a horny pussy that needs a hard fucking. “I was picturing you just climbing on top of me and mounting me.”

“Let’s make it a reality,” she purred, climbing onto me. “Turn that fucking song up, Master!”

I did exactly as she said. The volume reached wall-shaking levels as my finger stayed on the button, pressing it down as Lena took hold of my cock and aimed the still-sensitive head into her folds. She was wet and tight, her body primed for me, and I wanted to sink deep inside of her.

I’m not wearing a condom, I thought, but then a moment later I felt her wet walls grind down my shaft and stopped giving a fuck. Even if she’d asked me to, I wouldn’t have put one on – she felt too good this way, skin on skin tight enough to throw sparks as I bottomed out inside of her.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, slamming her hips down right as the beat dropped. “Master, I’m gonna...I’m gonna fucking come...”

Lena tossed her head back and howled, her inner muscles clamping around me tight as she sailed right over the edge. She came apart in my arms, sobbing my name as her heart pounded in time with the beat, her cunt spasming around me along with each thud of the kick drum. Her hips slammed down on me as she came down from her peak, locking in and welcoming me deep into her womb.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, riding me hard as I tangled my hands in her hair. “Thank you, Master. Thank you, Master. Thank you, Master...”

Huh, I thought, bottoming out inside of her cunt. The way she was saying it turned it into a little four-note melody, one that went along with the beat. I could use those as vocals, I realized with a start. Then the chorus hit and Lena doubled the movement of her hips, and I stopped being able to think about anything except pumping my cock like a piston between her sweet, tight walls.

She leaned over me, thrusting her big tits in my face. My mouth found a nipple and sucked it hard, making her arch her back in pure bliss. Holy shit, I thought, is she gonna come again...?

She did. A flood of juice dribbled down my shaft as her cunt clenched again and again, like she was trying to suck me right into her core. Her face and chest flushed red, making her shudder as she buried her face against my collar and sobbed with pleasure.

“Come for me, Master,” she begged, raising her face to meet mine. She was an inch away – then she covered my mouth with hers, her tongue entering my mouth. We made out hot and heavy as we fucked, my cock pounding deep inside of her as she worked her hips back on me. Her body felt so amazing on top of mine, the smell and taste of her filling my senses. Something started to build in my stomach, radiating out through my body as I soared towards the peak – something she could feel as well.

“That’s right, come for me,” she begged, licking my earlobe in that special little spot as she rode me. “Shoot all that come inside your favorite groupie, Master. Show me what it’s like to be your dirty little whore. Empty those balls right in my cunt and give me a baby...”

A baby? But the idea of breeding her didn’t fill me with fear – instead, it felt right. So right.

“I want to come with you to shows all swollen with your seed,” she confessed, her breath hot against my ear. “So those filthy little groupies know exactly what they’re getting. I want to watch them drop down on all fours and spread for you, giving their bodies to you like slaves...”

I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t know if Lena believed all this or was just trying to get me off, but either way it was the hottest shit I’d ever heard. One more deep pump inside of her and I was over the edge, crying out as I shot inside her womb again and again. I sprayed down her walls with burst after burst of hot, thick seed, filling her to the brim and then some. It shouldn’t have been possible, but I would have sworn I felt her grind out a third orgasm as she felt my hot cream fill her cunt.

I stayed inside her a long time, every tiny motion making me shiver with delight all along my still-sensitive shaft. She was more than happy to indulge me – Lena laid her head on my shoulder, humming along to the bassline of her new favorite song.

This is real, I thought, coming down from my high. Holy shit, this is real...

I pulled out of her and laid down, tugging the covers over us. Lena groaned happily and curled up next to me, snuggling me closer than she ever had before my special program.

“Thank you, Master,” she said with a little giggle. “Hey, would you like me to call you that all the time? I kind of like it...”

I liked it too, but there was something I wanted to know even more. “That shit about groupies,” I said, putting an arm around her shoulder. “Was that just you trying to talk me off, or something you’re really interested in?”

I felt her shrug. “Rockstars have lots of groupies,” she said, putting her head against my chest. “I’m okay with that. I’m dating a fucking genius – you deserve to have all the girls you can sink your dick into.” She grinned and threw an arm over me. “But I’m your number-one groupie, Master – remember that. I fucked you before you were famous!”

“Number-one groupie,” I repeated, snuggling her closer. “Hell yeah.” In moments she was purring against me, nodding gently along with the beat as my song repeated yet again.

Groupies, I thought, my cock swelling against my thigh. Holy shit. I’m gonna have groupies. And Lena...

If this program could really do all this stuff, then it was time to start experimenting with those “suggestions” and “commands.” I was going to make my musical dreams come true – and my craziest sexual fantasies at the same time.

My hand snaked down to Lena’s ass and grabbed a fat handful of it. She grinned up at me, beaming like I’d given her the world’s best praise.

And this one’s never going to complain again, I thought happily. Shit, things are really about to change around here...

I had no idea how right I was. Or that soon enough, the entire campus was going to be transformed by my special program...
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Rocking The Best Friend
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“You like that pussy, Master? It’s so right for her to serve you too, isn’t it? You should have lots of girls pleasuring your dick – making you feel good all the time...”

All I could do was nod as Amy bounced up and down in my lap, her big tits bobbing in my face. Her face was screwed up in total concentration as she rode my cock, every muscle of her body and ounce of her brainpower devoted to making this fuck as good as possible. And right next to me, her naughty lips whispering in my ear, was my girlfriend Lena, urging me to fuck her deeper, harder, to use her bimbo body for my pleasure.

It wasn’t a surprise that this turned her on. After all, she was the one who’d brought Amy here.

“You know she belongs to another man,” Lena whimpered, like the words themselves made her pussy boil over. “You’re taking a cunt that belongs to someone else, Master – cuckolding them with the power of your music. Because Amy fucking loves your new album – isn’t that right, slut?”

In response, Amy let out a massive, shuddering sob and came all over my cock. A flood of juices dribbled down my shaft as her cunt drew as tight as a second skin around my manhood – grinding snugly enough to throw sparks as I pumped inside of her. Holy shit!

“Uh huh,” she babbled, eyes fluttering behind her lids. Neither I nor Lena could fail to notice that she’d been riding me exactly in time with the beat to my latest song. I’d made this one faster, more urgent, and we were getting into the most frantic part of the song. Soon the big bass drop would hit, and when it did I wanted to be unloading my come deep inside Amy’s womb.

“I love watching you fuck her,” Lena whispered like she was sharing a secret. “I can’t wait for you to pump a baby into her, Master. You should have a sexy, pregnant entourage of slaves wherever you go. They can load your equipment for you, tune your guitar, be waiting in your trailer on their knees to suck your cock the second you step off stage...just like good little groupie whores!”

Groupie whores, I thought, thrusting upwards hard into Amy’s sweet tightness as she sobbed my name over and over again, her brain going more bimbo with every orgasm. What a world. And I haven’t even played my first show yet...

It was still incredible to think about how quickly my life had gone from zero to rock and roll fantasy...and it was all thanks to my special program...
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“I’LL BE BACK SOON, Master. Anything else you need me to pick up while I’m gone?”

I glanced up from my laptop. Lena stood in front of the door to my dorm, wearing a cute little sundress that ended mid-thigh: right where her leather fuck-me boots hugged her long, tanned legs like a glove. I knew from experience that she had on nothing underneath – and that her pussy was wet and dripping. It was the kind of outfit I never would have been able to talk my girlfriend into wearing in a million years, but now she was more than willing to put it on for me. Lena would do anything to make me happy now, and she’d been proving it for the last two days.

“I’m good,” I said with a nod. “Just the pizza. Oh, actually, would you mind picking up a six-pack of beer?”

Her smile widened. “I was thinking of something else,” she giggled, twirling back and forth. The motion made the hem of her dress swirl upward, until I could see the swollen lips of her sex beneath. “It’s been like a whole hour since I sucked your cock. Are you absolutely sure you don’t want me to make you come again? I could be gone for a bit – I wouldn’t want you to get all hard without me...”

I smirked at my girlfriend, devouring her body with my eyes. “Baby, you didn’t just suck my cock – you made me come like six times! I promise I’ll be fine, right now I’m just really hungry.”

“Got it.” She winked at me, leaning forward to show off the low neckline on her dress. “Pizza, beer and me. See you soon, stud.”

I chuckled as she shut the door. Last week, a relationship like this with my girlfriend wouldn’t have just seemed impossible – it would have been literally insane. Lena wasn’t the kind of girl to make her man come six times – and she damn sure had never run out to buy me pizza and beer before.

A maid, I thought suddenly, glancing around the crowded room. That would be a perfect suggestion to add to a song. Maybe something upbeat for a girl to clean to...

My eyes returned to the laptop and the song in progress. I’d spent the last several days experimenting with MusicLoops, the digital audio program I’d downloaded off of a shady internet website. I’d gotten it – even though I could afford the latest, greatest music software – because Lena had forbidden me to spend the money I’d saved up myself on it, putting me spending cash on her above fulfilling my life long dream. It had turned out to be the best decision I’d ever made.

Just for kicks, I started the track in progress, letting the drum patterns and bassline loop as I worked. I cocked my head and listened hard, but I couldn’t hear whatever Lena was hearing. Probably a good thing, I thought with a chuckle. I wouldn’t want to wind up becoming my own bimbo slave...

The difference between MusicLoops and every other piece of software on the market was a small category in the options labeled “Suggestions and Commands.” It allowed me to put binaural, subconscious phrases – like hypnotic commands – deep inside of the music I made, turning my dance anthems into dispersal methods for my alpha male fantasies. A good song was an earworm that got in your head and stayed there, but Dr. Mesmertainment’s commands made sure that in this case they never left.

I hadn’t even known what I was playing with when I wrote that first song, but it turned my frigid, demanding girlfriend into the perfect woman. First she’d gotten high and horny off the music, jumping into an impromptu striptease that blew my fucking mind. Then she’d mounted me to the music and fucked my brains out, letting me use and abuse her flawless body in ways I’d always dreamed about. Best of all, she no longer said anything about me “wasting my life” or “being a manchild” by trying to become a DJ – instead she thought I was a fucking genius. She wanted to be my hot, horny groupie, and considered riding my cock the greatest joy of her life.

She hadn’t left my dorm for three days, other than to get food and raid her closet for her sexiest clothes. The old Lena never would have sat still for that long – she would have needed constant attention and validation, selfies on social media, to be seen out and about flaunting her perfection. But the new Lena did anything I wanted. I’d gone down my checklist of every sexual desire: anal, titfucking, getting a BJ while playing video games or making music, fucking her in every position I could think of. I’d had porn on more often than not yesterday, commanding her to stroke me off or suck me or fuck me in time with the actresses. I was exhausted, but thrilled at the same time.

And now, fully energized and feeling more like a man than I had in my entire life, I was ready to conquer the world.

The ‘Suggestions and Commands’ section of MusicLoops was much more complicated than it seemed at first glance. Far from just being one option among many, it was almost a program unto itself. I could tell that writing songs with the tailored commands I wanted was going to take weeks of trial and error to get right. And if I was going to do the things I wanted – like graduating college early with straight-A’s, getting a record contract or building a harem of babes every bit as gorgeous as Lena – I was going to need to learn the ins and outs of MusicLoops sooner than later.

Fortunately, I thought, tweaking a slider, I’ve got the perfect test subject. I think I’ll add those ‘maid’ commands to this song and play it when Lena walks in the door – see if she gets the overwhelming urge to start cleaning the place up...

My cellphone started to vibrate. It took a minute to find: it was buried under the covers, discarded sometime yesterday right after I’d filmed Lena sucking me off and talking about how talented and awesome a boyfriend I am. I dug it out, barely keeping my laptop balanced on my knee as I did so.

I frowned when I read the screen. Mark? What the fuck does he want?

Mark was one of my best friends at college. We met up a couple times a week to drink beer and play video games, although we’d been hanging out a lot less since I started dating Lena. That realization sent a stab of guilt through me; now that I had Lena wrapped around my finger, we’d need to party a lot more often. Maybe I could even use my music to get him some girls – although his girlfriend was an even bigger bitch than Lena...

I’d missed one of our hangouts, but that wasn’t unlike me at all. And Mark never called anybody; he used Facebook messenger like everyone else. Why would he call?

I put the phone to my ear. “Hey man, what’s up? Haven’t heard from you in a while...”

Instantly I knew something wasn’t right. There was a long pause on the line, and when Mark spoke his voice was...tight sounding. Under pressure, kind of.

“Dude,” he said, ditching his normally breezy tone, “what have you been doing?”

He knows, I told myself, the thought sending a stab of panic through me. How does he know? No, he couldn’t know. I hadn’t left my room since hypnotizing Lena – how would anyone know anything was up?

“Yeah, I know I haven’t been around in a while,” I said, making my voice more apologetic than I felt. “Lena’s been a real bitch lately – but I think I’ve really turned a corner with her in the last few days.”

“Oh yeah?” Mark sounded like he was on the verge of laughing. “Does she get on her knees and suck your dick?”

My eyebrows shot up to my hairline. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Dude, all I know is, your girlfriend gave my girlfriend some kind of audio CD. Said you’d made it, and that it was the best thing she’s ever heard. Now Amy’s gone fucking crazy! She’s like...she’s like some kind of porn star or something...”

My heart skipped a beat. I sprang from the bed, holding the phone to my ear, and hammered the EJECT button on my stereo. The CD I’d burned for Lena – the CD with MusicLoops’ hypnotic bimbo suggestions on it – was inside. Should have been inside. Really, really needed to be inside...

NO CD INSERTED, the stereo informed me. Oh fuck.

“Mark,” I said, trying to keep the rising tide of panic out of my voice, “where is Amy now?”

This time Mark really did laugh. “She’s between my legs, man. She’s fucking sucking my dick.”

My mouth dropped open. “She...right now?”

“I tried to stop her, dude,” Mark said, “but she’s insatiable. She said I’m her Master, man. Can you believe that shit? I don’t know what you did to her, but she...oh fuck yeah baby, just like that...she was always such a princess before about blowjobs. She never did them – and now she’s sucking my cock like it’s oxygen. You ought to see her, Justin...”

I didn’t need to see her. I’d seen Lena behave the exact same way.

“Mark, you need to listen to me,” I said. “I need that CD. You need to grab that disc and bring Amy to my dorm. Right now.”

“Right now?” Mark asked, and I could hear him grinning. “’Cause Amy looks like she might try to kill me if I don’t let her taste this load she’s been building up in my balls...”

I sighed. But really, could I be that upset? It’s not like I’d been any less of a horndog when Lena transformed for me.

“Okay, finish what you’re doing,” I said, laughing a little bit myself. “But then get your ass over here. And for the love of God, do not let any other girls listen to that music!”

“Will do, Justin,” Mark said, pleasure evident in his voice. “But dude, you gotta tell me – is Lena acting like this too?”

Now I really did laugh. “Even sluttier. Just...do not let that shit spread any further. Not until we get a handle on this.”

“Can do!” The line clicked off as I heard Mark’s girlfriend Amy let out a low, throaty moan.

Fuck. That was close. I’d been given this immense power to remake women’s minds – and just like that, I’d almost lost control of it. All it would take was for that CD to get ripped and uploaded to a file sharing site, and...

And girls all over the world would become bimbo sluts, I thought, my cock stiffening even more than it had on the phone. Would that be such a bad thing?

After a moment’s thought, I decided it wouldn’t – but with the music everywhere, I wouldn’t be special any more. How would I achieve my dreams without it?

A few minutes later, I heard a knock on the door. I was expecting it to be Mark and Amy, but instead Lena stood in the doorway. She had a pizza in one hand and a six-pack in the other, and while she’d waited for me she’d tugged down one strap of her sundress so that her bare breast was visible. As I opened the door, she was rubbing the nipple with the side of one cold bottle, making it stiffen up with need.

“Master!” A smile of pure, unalloyed happiness spread across her face at the sight of me, like it would do for the rest of her life. “I’m so glad to see you – I brought the drinks and food. I was so wet being your little errand girl – I almost shoved one of these bottles right between my-”

“Get in here,” I said, pulling her into my room rougher than I had intended. It didn’t have the effect I was going for: Lena just purred at being manhandled, submissively putting the pizza and beer to the side and crawling onto the bed on all fours.

“I knew I should have fucked you before I left,” she said, grinning at me over her shoulder. “You were all hard and horny without me – you totally had blue balls. That’s okay, Master – you can take all that frustration out on me...”

She was pulling the hem of her dress up, exposing her dripping pussy and big ass – but I was just as angry as I was horny.

“You little slut,” I said, grabbing hold of her hips. “How could you?”

She pursed her lips in a cute little pout, like she was getting ready to get spanked. “How could I what, Master? Don’t hold back, tell me what a bad little groupie I’ve been!”

“You gave my music to Amy,” I said, “without asking me. What the fuck? When did this happen?”

But if I’d thought this would make my bimbo girlfriend take pause, I’d been mistaken.

“I ran into her yesterday, Master,” Lena said, her pout growing more theatrical. “When you sent me out to get you Mountain Dew and bring back those naughty little pink panties you want. I couldn’t wait for you to slide them to the side and fuck me while I was wearing them – it makes me so hot to know you want me so bad you can’t even wait for me to take them off-”

“When did you give away my music,” I said, wishing her words didn’t turn me on quite so much.

“Oh!” She shrugged. “I just ran into her and I had your CD on me. You’re not really mad, are you Master?” Lena looked heartbroken. “I just wanted her to hear how amazing my boyfriend is – plus she’s so hot. You deserve a sexy little groupie like her, Justin. You should have lots of girls, all the time. Making you feel good, taking care of you, just like I do...”

I shook my head, trying to dispel the image of a whole harem of women pleasuring me with Lena at their head.

“You should have asked me,” I said, but the heat was already leaving my voice. I couldn’t stay mad at her for long – especially with her tight little cunt spread out in front of my face like that. “From now on, you don’t give my music to anyone without permission...”

“Yes, Master,” Lena said submissively, wiggling her ass. “Punish me. You can hurt me if you want – I don’t mind if you leave bruises. I know you want to. I’ve been such a bitch to you for so long...”

My hand closed on her ass, gripping a firm handful and squeezing it hard. As Lena stared at me, our eyes locked, I tightened my grip until her eyes started to water. Her mouth dropped open, pain and pleasure mingling in her core, and I felt her melting against me...

“Just like that,” she whispered. “Hurt me more, Master...”

I was about to – but then there was a knock at the door.

“Shit,” I said, letting go of her ass. “Now I wish I hadn’t told them to come here...”

“Who, Master?” To her credit, Lena didn’t even flinch. She stayed on her knees, heedless to the idea that anyone coming in would be able to see her with her legs spread and her dress hiked up like a common whore. She didn’t care – she was incapable of feeling any embarrassment or shame unless I commanded her to. Something about that just made me so hot.

“Amy and Mark,” I said, moving to the door. “You should, uh, probably pull that dress down...”

“Yes, Master,” she said demurely, turning around and sitting on the edge of the bed. She crossed her legs, leaving them spread just enough that she could flash her bare pussy whenever she wanted.

Mark and Amy stood in the doorway, and I could already tell from the look in Amy’s eyes that she was fully bimbofied. She was hanging off Mark, her shirt half-off and nothing on beneath it except a pair of black lace boyshorts and heels. Mark looked drunk with pleasure, a look in his eyes like a gambler who just hit a jackpot on a slot machine and was still unable to quite believe his luck was real.

“Dude,” Mark said, stepping inside. “Holy shit. What did you do to this music? I’ve never seen Amy like this...”

“Hi, Justin,” Amy purred, keeping her body pressed against her man’s. I recognized the giggly, girly little lilt to her tone: it was the same one Lena had. “I loooved your music. You’re so fucking talented...”

“Thanks,” I said, rubbing the back of my head, “but it’s not exactly all luck. Why don’t you two sit down?”

“Will do,” Mark said. “Hey – is that pizza? And beer?”

Over drinks and pizza, I explained everything: MusicLoops, the experience with Lena, the power of my new music. At some point Lena climbed into my lap and put her head against my chest, purring like a kitten – soon after, Amy did the same. All of us were drinking and eating like Vikings at a feast – soon the six-pack and pizza were gone, and I sent Lena out for more. She got back right as I was finishing my tale, explaining the whole thing and where I was planning to go from here, and crawled into my lap like it was home, clutching a beer between her breasts.

“That’s...that’s fucking nuts,” Mark concluded when I was done with my story. “This ‘Dr. Mesmertainment’ guy – did you find anything about him online? Like a website?”

“Not a damn thing,” I said, my hand resting on Lena’s thigh. “It’s like he doesn’t exist.”

Mark rubbed his chin. “It doesn’t make any sense,” he finally said, like this was some grave revelation. “If he’s some kind of hacker: if he stole mind control software from some government server – why give it to some college kid?”

“I have no idea,” I said, “but I’m not exactly complaining.”

“Nor should you,” Lena added, nuzzling my neck. She planted a kiss beneath my chin, the valley between her legs warming at the touch of skin on skin. “I want to make sure you never have anything to complain about again, Master.”

“You’re sooo talented,” Amy said, her eyes going glazed. Her cheeks flushed as she watched Lena writhe in my lap, a mixture of arousal and jealously coursing through her veins.

“Yeah, he is,” Mark said, sounding a little worried. “Wait – you wouldn’t fuck him, would you?”

My ears perked up. It would be interesting to know: even if someone else played my music for a girl and turned her into a bimbo, would she serve me as well?

A guilty little smile spread across Amy’s face. She brushed a lock of platinum blonde hair out of her face and giggled.

“I’d love to,” she admitted, grinding her hips hard on the bulge growing between Mark’s legs. “I’d do anything to spend a night with you.” 

Mark stiffened, his hands gripping Amy a little tighter.

“It’s like...you know that one night we had a discussion about what celebrities we’d fuck?” Amy looked back at her boyfriend, looking for recognition. “And you said Christina Hendricks and Taylor Swift were both on your ‘list’, and we kind of jokingly agreed that if you ever got the chance to fuck either of them, I’d have to be okay with it?”

“It’s a common thing,” I said, enjoying the hell out of this.

“Well, Justin is definitely on my list,” she purred. I could see the fabric of her boyshorts getting wet as she ground against Mark’s boner through his pants – and he was starting to thrust harder on her, as well. “He’s my number-one celebrity I’d like to fuck, in fact!”

“I’m not even famous yet,” I protested, cupping Lena’s breast through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“No,” she said, “but you will be.”

“No arguments here,” I agreed.

Mark looked so confused – like he wanted to be mad but was too turned on to get a handle on it. “I...I don’t know if I like what I’m hearing out of you right now,” he said to Amy.

“Hey, don’t get bent out of shape,” I told him, glancing at my girlfriend. “Lena would probably fuck you too. She’s been turned into a total bimbo slut.”

Lena beamed like this was the best compliment she’d ever heard. “If you commanded me to, Master.”

I saw Mark’s eyes go wide, his mouth dropping open, and all of a sudden realized: he’d thought about fucking my girlfriend. More than once.

“Oh yeah?” I teased Lena, my hand sliding between her legs. “You like the idea of riding another guy’s cock for me? Of getting shared like a little whore?”

She certainly did – and it was clear from the look on his face that Mark did, as well.

Amy’s hand was between his legs, massaging his bulge, but he only had eyes for Lena. “Dude,” he said, his voice husky, “are you thinking...?”

I chuckled and put my lips to Lena’s ear. “Take me out of my pants,” I commanded. “Suck me off.”

Without a word of protest, Lena slunk between my knees and started to undo my zipper. Mark’s eyes went as big as saucers as my gorgeous redheaded girlfriend took my cock out of my pants, ran her tongue over the precum-coated head, then slid my between her lips with a groan of relief like she was the one getting off.

“Holy shit,” Mark said. A wet spot was starting to form on his pants, where the tip of his cock pressed against the fabric. “Fuck, she’s just going right at it-”

“Amy, suck your boyfriend off,” I said, putting my hand on the back of Lena’s head. “Give him the awesome blowjob he deserves.”

“Shit!” Mark watched, dumbfounded, as his little Amy did the same as my girlfriend – sliding between his legs, tugging down his jeans and pumping his rock hard cock a few times before sliding it into her mouth.

“Fuck, that feels so good, baby,” Mark panted, locking eyes with his girlfriend as she nodded enthusiastically. “So fucking good...”

Then he raised his eyes and watched Lena, gazing rapturously as she sucked me off. I could tell exactly what he wanted, like I could see right inside his head.

The grass is always greener, I thought with a smirk.

“You want her,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

Mark gave a start and then nodded. “Lena’s so fucking hot, dude,” he admitted, groaning a little as Amy deepthroated him.

“How many times have you jerked off to her?” I asked, noticing that Lena was bobbing harder on me as we spoke. As I watched, she hiked up her sundress, wiggling her ass as she showed her dripping slit off to Mark.

“Dude, I fucking lost count. All those Instagram selfies she posts where she’s wearing practically nothing? Super fucking hot.” His face suddenly reddened with more than just arousal. “Sometimes I think about her when I’m with Amy,” he confessed.

I wasn’t concerning myself with exactly why my best friend was being so radically honest with me all of a sudden: not yet, at least. I was too concerned with the two gorgeous pieces of pussy in the room the think too much about that.

“How funny,” I said, leaning back and thrusting my cock deep into Lena’s throat. “I’ve thought about Amy while fucking Lena.”

“Dude, no fucking way!”

“Yeah.” I could tell from his face exactly what he was thinking – and it was a mirror of my own idea. “So how about we make a deal?”

No sooner had the words left my lips than both girls stopped sucking us off. Lena stood up, grinning at me, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. I heard Mark groan with frustration as Amy pulled off him – then both girls crossed the room. As they met in the middle, Lena raised a palm and clapped Amy a high five, like two wrestlers tagging someone into the ring.

Well I’ll be. They’d made the decision for us.

A moment later, Amy was standing in front of me. Her tank top flew over her head, her leggings tugged down, and she was wearing nothing put a pair of black lace panties and a bra she quickly unhooked.

She slid between my legs and took over right where Lena had left off.

I gasped as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me. She wasted no time, taking me all the way down her throat like this was something she practiced every day. The sensation of her pleasuring my cock with her mouth was so familiar but so new. I instantly started noting all the little ways her head technique differed from Lena’s: the tiny glances to make sure I was still liking it, the complete relaxation of her throat, the way she sucked the head of my cock like a delicious lollipop every few strokes, drinking down the precum spurting from the tip.

Mark’s face was a mask of amazement as Lena went down on him; like he couldn’t believe his good luck. Curiously, the sight of Lena on her knees for another man didn’t fill me with the jealously I was expecting. I knew she was there at my command: I also knew that with a word from me she would forget she’d ever even met Mark and devote her entire existence to being my maid, my slave, or my dirty little sister.

She’s my possession, I thought, thrusting against Amy’s face much harder than I would have Lena’s. My toy. What’s the big deal if I share a few toys?

Even as I thought it, an awareness bloomed in the back of my mind. There would come a day when I met a woman who was meant to stand above others – a perfect goddess to sit at the side of her King. When I met her, I would know. She was better than other women – both in mind and body. And when I found, any other man who touched her would die.

I knew this like birds knew to fly south in winter; like salmon knew in which stream they needed to swim against the current in order to spawn. It was primal, instinctual.

Toys like this girl between my legs were for me: for now. Soon they’d be for lesser men.

I pulled myself from Amy’s mouth, savoring the way she whined with frustration at being denied my godlike cock and ambrosia precum. Then I hauled her to her feet roughly, went to my bed, and lay down at the head.

I patted my thighs. “Come fuck me,” I said harshly, watching as everything that had made her Amy before this moment crumpled up and blew away like paper in a hurricane. She was mine now, and I was going to enjoy every inch of her.

“Oh shit,” Mark groaned, watching as his girlfriend mounted me. “You gonna fuck her?”

“Damn right I am. I’m gonna – oh fuck she’s tight!”

Amy slammed her womanhood down on me, the walls gripping me like a glove as she welcomed me into her womb. Just like with her mouth, I got the sense of familiarity and newness all at once. Lena was wetter – especially after she’d become my bimbo slut – and she made a prettier picture straddling my dick. But Amy was so tight that for a moment my over-pleasured brain insisted she had to be a virgin. Either that or Mark had the tiniest dick on campus...

I glanced over at Mark as Lena sucked him off. His cock seemed fine – smaller than mine, but still firmly above average.

This time it was my turn to sound like a bro. “Dude,” I groaned, pleasure washing over me as I bottomed out in Amy’s core. “How many times have you fucked this girl’s cunt?”

Mark looked over at me, and I knew something wasn’t right. There was a too-long pause as he leaned back, pumping himself between Lena’s lips. “Well...”

I remembered something: he said he’d thought about Lena when he was with Amy, not when he fucked her.

No way, I thought.

“She said,” Mark moaned, his eyes glassy with pleasure, “that she wanted to save herself for marriage...”

“Holy shit,” I panted, grabbing Amy’s hips for leverage. “You are a virgin!?”

Amy bit her lip and nodded, her cheeks as red as apples.

“Jesus,” I whispered, then started to fuck her harder. If I was the first man to taste her untouched, virgin cunt, I was going to explore every inch of her inner folds. Soon she was crying out, her g-spot rocked as the head of my cock pounded it over and over again. I felt her come, her back arched like a bow with her blonde hair over one shoulder...and then someone was next to me.

“Isn’t her pussy good, Master?” Lena’s lips were warm against my ear. She laughed, almost a giggle, and it sounded good as hell. “Keep fucking her. Drive deep inside that cunt until you explode, Sir!”

I looked over Lena’s shoulder. Mark was sitting in my chair, watching the proceedings with his fist around his cock. His eyes were glassy and glazed, his mouth slack as he pumped up and down, watching his girlfriend get fucked.

Something’s wrong, I thought. He’s not like this. Then it hit me – whatever my music was doing to Lena and Amy, it had an effect on him as well. Not sexual, exactly – I had no problem with gay guys, I’d just known that as long as I’d been old enough to jack off thinking of boobs that I wasn’t one myself – but more of a power thing.

It makes him...defer to me, I thought, turning my gaze back to the gorgeous blonde straddling. Like a beta to my alpha. Me the leader, and other men TREATING me like the leader. Yeah, I can get with that...

Meanwhile, Amy was on the way to her second orgasm, her dripping walls wrapped oh-so-tight around my throbbing cock. I wanted release – I needed it, and the thought that my unprotected load might fertilize Amy’s womb was irresistible. If it happened, I’d made Mark raise it. I’d watch his pretty girlfriend get all swollen, knowing the whole time who really made it happen...

Fuck, I was close. And Lena seemed to have the same idea as me.

“You’re fucking another man’s woman,” she purred, stroking my chest as Amy’s tits bobbed in my face. “Fucking his property. And if they were just doing oral, then you know she’s not on the pill. You might get her pregnant, Master!”

“Yeah,” I grunted, my thrusts locking into a hard, driving rhythm. “Yeah, yeah, fuck yeah...”

“Keep going,” Lena begged, playing with her own pretty pussy while Amy rode me. “It makes me so wet to see you with other girls. You should have lots of dripping, sexy groupies with big, swollen bellies. Every girl on this campus should serve you like the rockstar you are...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. As Amy’s cries of passion reached their peak, I buried myself inside her to the hilt and let go. Her walls tightened around me, spasming in bliss right as my cock erupted. I sprayed burst after burst of hot, sticky come straight into her womb, pumping her fuller than full until she was dripping with my seed.

“Good job, Master,” Lena growled, sounding like she was having an orgasm of her own. “Fill that slave pussy up. Make it swollen with your seed...”

After I came down from my peak, I lay back on the bed and let both women snuggle close to me, cooing and whispering in my ear. A quick glance across the room confirmed that Mark had come as well – he was using my girlfriend’s discarded panties to clean the load off his body.

Poor guy, I thought. I’ll have to give him some pussy...

“Amy,” I said, leaning onto my side to command my latest prize.

“Yes, Master?”

“From now on, you belong to Mark,” I said, motioning over my shoulder. “You’ll obey him just as you would obey me. Anything he commands you to do, no matter how dirty or degrading, will fill you with pleasure. You’ll be so happy to fuck and suck him however he wants.”

Her eyes brimmed with happy tears. “Yes, Master!” She sprang from the bed and embraced her boyfriend. I turned back to Lena, but then a moment later a moan made us both cut our words short. Amy was bouncing up and down in Mark’s lap, her tit pressed against his face and her nipple in his mouth as he pumped inside of her, getting his second orgasm inside of my freshly-fucked slave.

“Wow, what a guy,” Lena said with a giggle. “Doesn’t even wait.”

“The Alpha’s girl is the most desirable,” I muttered, as if the words were working their way out of the back of my head. “Especially after she’s been fucked and bred. The subordinate males will go crazy for her...”

Huh? How did I know that? I tucked the knowledge away for later. I could think of that when I wasn’t so blissed out.

“Well,” Lena said, rolling back to me. “What now, Master?”

What now? I have a song capable of turning any woman into my willing bimbo slave – and more on the way. Plus, I just discovered that it makes men defer to me as their fucking King or something.

What was I going to do now?

I smirked as I reached for her hips, eager to be back inside of her. “Now,” I said, my lips grazing her neck, “you and I are going to rule this fucking campus.”

I felt her shiver against me as she spread her legs.

At least until I find that girl, I thought, sinking inside of her. Then, I expect my priorities will change pretty damn quickly...
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Rocking My Teacher
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I know there’s no such thing as a perfect song, I thought, watching the scene in front of me, but it really doesn’t get much better than this!

Bending over the counter and thrusting out her firm, high breasts, my physics professor Rachel was in the middle of cleaning her kitchen – my kitchen, now. A french maid outfit clung to her ample curves, cut low in the front and riding so high up her creamy thighs that it would’ve been illegal to wear outside of her condo. In the background, the latest song I’d created with MusicLoops sizzled and hummed, the pounding bass shaking the walls as the beat kicked into gear.

Rachel was a woman of prodigious intelligence, always more than willing to make students like me feel stupid and small. Now every neuron in her head was focused on a new set of tasks: giving her counters and floors a good, thorough cleaning while looking as good as possible while doing it. Her face was flushed with arousal, her brow furrowed as she concentrated hard on the task at hand. But the twin trails of moisture dripping down her thighs betrayed her; they let anyone watching know that she was riding a hypnotic high, her cunt boiling over as she struggled to please me.

“Fuck, I can smell her from here.” That was my girlfriend Lena, who’d just stepped in from the living room and pressed her half-naked body against mine. “She’s so fucking wet, Master. Look at her – such a perfect little maid-slut. Check out the way she slinks to the floor to get that stain – it’s like she thinks she’s in a porno or something.”

Rachel was indeed spreading her legs as she dropped to the linoleum, parting her thighs like she was making herself ready in the event I wanted to give her a quick fuck while she was down there. The thought of it made me throb, made me want to show my brainy professor exactly how much fun submitting to me could be – but the research came first.

“Are you feeling anything?” I asked, cocking my head as I watched Rachel do her thing.

I felt Lena shrug. “Other than an overwhelming desire to drop to my knees and suck you off while you watch this gorgeous bitch clean your new home? Nothing out of the ordinary, Master.”

“Good.” That had been a primary concern of mine – that this new song be specifically tailored to Rachel. I was still learning the secrets of the “Suggestions and Commands” tab in MusicLoops – the program that had been giving my music mind control powers. I hadn’t even known until recently that I could place hypnotic suggestions in my songs that would only effect a certain person. If I had, I would have done it in the first place. After all, I’d already had a couple of close calls.

I leaned forward a bit, commanding Rachel’s attention. She looked up from her task, sweat beading on her brow and her cheeks flushed with a mixture of work and arousal.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, cocking my head slightly and watching as she followed my gaze. “What’s going on in your head?”

Her face went slack for a moment, her eyes glazing over as the beat on my latest song kicked up a notch. “This is...sooo good,” she giggled, idly working the rag clutched in her fist in a circle along the floor.

“Yeah? What’s it saying to you?”

“I just...I’m sorry.” She smiled apologetically, shrugging her shoulders back in a way that made her tits nearly fall out of her top. “I know I shouldn’t be cleaning while you’re hear – I ought to be paying attention to you.”

“That’s fine,” I said, watching her smile widen. “It’s the song, right?”

“Mmfh, I know!” She tossed her hair over one shoulder, digging at the floor hard enough to make her breasts bounce. “It just makes me want to get up and get cleaning. I just feel like I need to get this place sparkling. I’m not really a real woman if I can’t keep my own house clean, right?”

“Exactly!” Lena was nodding next to me as I grinned down at my slave. “Except this isn’t your house. This is my place now, Rachel.”

Her eyes widened in shock for a moment. “I...”

A moment later, those same eyes fluttered in her head, only the whites showing. A low, lusty moan escaped her throat, her grip on the rag tightening.

“Oh shit,” she groaned, arching her back with pleasure. “Yes, sir. This is your house – and I’m keeping it nice and clean for you.”

“Because that’s what you’re made for,” I said firmly.

“Yessss,” she whispered, riding my words like they were a fat cock. “It’s totally what I’m made for. Or maid for, hee hee! I love this music, Sir...”

The corner of my lip curled up in a knowing smile. “That’s not all you’re made for, either? Is it...slut?”

On the last word, her mouth dropped open, forming a little ‘o’ of bliss like I’d put a vibrator right on her throbbing clit. Her thighs quivered, her knees going weak.

“Fuck!” Her eyes squeezed tight at she rode out a wave of pleasure – and when she opened them again, she was staring up at me with the clearest come-fuck-me look I’d ever seen.

“Show me how wet you are,” I commanded, crooking a finger. “Turn around and spread those thighs for me. Ah – don’t get up. Not yet.”

Biting her lip (she’d been about to rise up from her knees), Rachel scooted onto her ass and turned around, spreading her legs like a gymnast preparing to do the splits. The hem of her dress rose up over her taut little belly, highlighting the dark patch between her creamy thighs. I hadn’t commanded Rachel to shave herself for me yet, but her public hair was trimmed and formed into the shape of a long, thin landing strip. The lips beneath shined with moisture – I could almost feel the heat rolling off of her pussy as it boiled over with raw, primal need.

“Very nice.” Rachel arched her back at the compliment, my words sending spasms of pleasure through her opened mind. I reached between her thighs and slid two fingers into her tight, sopping slit, testing her warmth and tightness.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, grinding her hips against the digits. “You’re so awesome and talented. I want to be your dirty little groupie...”

“I can tell,” I replied with a smirk. I could feel her walls clenching around my fingers. “What do you think, Lena? Wouldn’t Rachel look good prancing around in that little maid costume at my show tonight?”

I was expecting Lena to squeal, to giggle, to agree. Instead, there was a pause. When I glanced over at her, I could tell she was biting her tongue.

This was so surprising that it took a second for my brain to switch gears. “What?”

Her cheeks reddened, and it had nothing to do with Rachel on her knees in front of us. “I don’t know that this party is such a good idea, Master,” she said quickly. “I’m just saying.”

“Lena.” My voice was gentle and chiding, but there was a note of command behind it. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you disobey your Master before. Aren’t you a good little girl?”

“Yes, Master!” Lena looked like she wanted anything other than to be having this conversation. In fact, I thought I could detect an urge to drop to her knees just like Rachel, be sitting right next to her while the pair of them worshiped my rod. “I am good! I do everything you want – you own my body, you control me. I...”

“You what?” I asked as she trailed off.

Her face flushed even redder and she shut her mouth. “Nothing, Master.”

“No, wait,” I said, pushing Rachel’s hands away as she started to fiddle with my belt. “I want to hear this. Talk to me Lena – I won’t be mad. I promise. Just this once, I want you to speak your mind.”

Honestly, I was more than a little freaked out – this was the kind of behavior I had assumed MusicLoops had driven out of my girls’ heads forever. Something must really have been bothering Lena to get her to disobey me.

“I’m worried, Master,” she said after a moment. “Worried about you.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Me? I’m having the time of my life, babe. I’ve got you and Amy at my beck and call night and day, and I’m watching the professor who called me a ‘lazy, unethical student’ crawling on her own floor begging for my cock. What do I have to be worried about?”

Her face changed, and I took a step back instinctively. Lena hadn’t shot me a look like that since before MusicLoops – since she was my dominating ice queen of a girlfriend instead of the hot, hungry bimbo who lived to worship me.

“You’re not building your harem,” she said, crossing her arms under her breasts. “Master.”

“Huh?” I glanced from her to the cock-crazed slut at my feet, then back to Lena. “Isn’t that what I’m doing right now?”

“It’s been two weeks,” she said evenly, looking me right in the eyes. She resembled the old Lena so much that I found it unnerving. “And you have two girls, Master. Two girls. And Amy and I took tests yesterday – neither of us are even pregnant with your heirs!”

This was so strange. I was having an argument with my girlfriend while my former professor frigged her cunt on the floor.

“It’ll happen,” I assured her, a little taken aback. “I’ve been learning the ins and outs of MusicLoops. It’s not exactly a pick-up-and-play kind of program...”

“That’s exactly what I mean! You already have music that will make any woman your devoted slave, Master – and you’re not using it. Instead, you’re booking concerts and putting your album together. You’re trying to be famous, instead of being our owner.”

Now it was my turn to cross my arms. “You sound like the old Lena,” I accused, making her blush so deeply I thought she might pass out. “She used to accuse me of ‘wasting my time’ on music, too. Is that how you feel?”

“No, Master! I love your music! I think you’re super fucking talented!”

“I thought you wanted to be my groupie,” I said in a quiet voice.

“I do! But I need you to be my Master!”

I sighed. This was starting to resemble the arguments we’d had before MusicLoops had changed my life. I felt frustration welling up within me – and just then, I realized I didn’t have to take it.

“Get on your knees,” I commanded. “Now.”

Lena hit the floor so fast I was afraid she’d broken something. Next to her, Rachel continued rubbing herself, lost in her own little world. Both girls were wet and primed, their bodies ready for whatever I wanted from them. Lena spent a moment looking over the older woman’s tense, aroused body, then looked up at me, eyes shining with love and devotion.

“I don’t want to hear that kind of talk from you ever again,” I snarled, taking my cock out of my pants. “From now on, I only want you to say what I tell you to say.”

She nodded eagerly, her eyes filled with relief. She always looked this way when I took control, when I ripped away the burden of having to have her own thoughts and opinions.

“You love me,” I said, giving my cock a stroke.

“I love you,” she panted, her voice filled with the need to please.

“You need me,” I growled, taking a handful of her hair.

“I need you,” she whispered, parting her pouty lips.

“You worship me,” I said firmly.

“I...” Her eyes crossed a bit as my cock filled her view, getting close enough that I could feel the warmth of her mouth on the pulsing, spongy head. “I worship you, Master...”

I drove into her with one stroke, bottoming out in her throat and moaning with relief. She sucked inward as I pulled back, forming a tight seal around my shaft. My hips shot forward and I was fucking her mouth, using her for my pleasure as she tried to keep up. Her tongue wrapped around my shaft, teasing it as I mercilessly pumped my cock in and out of her mouth, building up a thick coat of saliva.

“You,” I said, glancing over at Rachel. Like someone in a dream, she removed her fingers from between her thighs and stared up at me, a glazed look in her eyes. Her eyes widened like she was seeing me for the very first time – and she liked what she saw.

“Yes, Master?” She scooted forward, watching intently as Lena bobbed up and down on my cock.

“Join your sister,” I commanded, tugging my cock out of Lena’s mouth. “Both of you worship me.”

The girls glanced at each other, then Rachel grabbed Lena and covered her mouth with her own. My cock was between them, pursed between their pouty lips as their tongues went everywhere. I shivered with pleasure, one hand in each girls’ hair as they went to down on my manhood.

God damn this is great, I thought, forgetting the spat with Lena as quickly as it had happened. Fuck it’s good to be a rockstar...

Rachel giggled and pulled away, stroking the base of my shaft while Lena wrapped her lips around the head and hummed. It was a devastating combination, and soon I felt myself bucking and thrashing as I unconsciously rocked my hips forward. I wanted more.

“You taste so good, Master,” Rachel said, drugged on my power. “I don’t know what I ever did with my life before I had your cock in my mouth.”

“That’s right,” I groaned, my balls tightening up as I started to climb the peak. “You love sharing me with another little co-ed slut. You were so wet watching me work, weren’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, her fingers gripping the base of my cock as tightly as a glove. “Yes, Sir!”

“I want you to quit your job,” I said, and she just nodded along. This should make Lena happy, at least. Growing the fucking harem. “From now on, you’re going to stay right here at home, doing what a woman should – cooking and cleaning and making me happy.”

“Yes, Sir!” Rachel giggled as she put a hand on the back of Lena’s head, forcing my cock deeper down the redhead’s throat. “My teaching days are over, Sir!”

“Oh, they’re just beginning,” I groaned, coming right to the precipice. Lena felt me swelling in her throat, started bobbing faster and harder, her lips coming down to Rachel’s fingers as she sucked me.

“I want this place to be crawling with girls soon,” I grunted, my cock starting to twitch in Lena’s mouth. “Full of groupies. Hot little groupies pumped full of my cream, walking around with big bellies and my heirs. And you’re going to teach all of them how to serve me properly, Rachel, like the naughty little teacher you are...”

“Yes! Yes, Master! I’ll live to be your harem’s teacher – to turn out the best, hottest bimbo sluts for you! I’ll work harder at it than anything I’ve ever done in my life – just come for me, Master! Shoot all that hot, sticky cream right down this slut’s throat...”

My panting became a long, low groan of pure bliss as I reached the edge and tumbled over. Lena shoved Rachel away at the final moment, taking me hands-free all the way down her throat as I unloaded. Thick bursts of honey-warm seed erupted from the head of my cock, coating Lena’s throat and tongue with my cream. Her eyes widened, the pupils dilating as the taste washed over her and sent her straight into ecstasy. While waves of pleasure rocked my body just from the joy of having an orgasm in her mouth, Lena was getting off on something completely different: this was a reward from the deepest, most primal part of her mind for serving her Master.

“Good girl,” I whispered, stroking her hair like a pet. It enhanced the effects, made her come even harder as she sucked down my come, milking me dry. “Good fucking girl...”

Lena closed her eyes and hummed around my cock, groaning with pleasure and relief as she cleaned it off. She responded to my words like a cat, nuzzling my hand as her cheeks hollowed out around my dick. A pleasurable shudder passed through me, a final spurt of seed oozing from the head of my dick into Lena’s now-opened mouth.

As I came down from my peak, she stayed on her knees, milking me dry. Her mouth, which had been so ravenous a few moments ago, now became gentle and loving. Her tongue traveled down my shaft and lapped at my balls, her face pressed against my manhood like she wanted to embrace it.

“Good girl,” I groaned one more time, then took hold of her chin and raised her face to mine. She stared up at me, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “Now, are you ever going to second-guess me again?”

She shook her head. “No, Master. Although...” A mischievous glint flickered behind her eyes, “I might have to now and then if it means you’ll punish me like that.”

“Bad girl.” I hauled her to her feet, letting Rachel rise next to her at her own pace. “Bad little slut.” Before she could move a muscle, I grabbed a fat handful of her pert ass and squeezed tight enough to make her eyes water. “You think I don’t want a harem?”

“I know you do, Master,” she whimpered. She was grimacing from the pain – but also getting high off it, flushing with pleasure.

“No, you don’t,” I said, rasping the words. “Not yet.”

I hauled both of them off to the bedroom. Rachel went along gamely, still half-glazed and in ‘maid’ mode: Lena made a point to sashay back and forth, knowing I’d be focused on the big, soft ass I’d been grabbing. I decided I wanted to break her first.

As soon as we were inside, I bent her over and slammed her into the bed. If it wasn’t so thickly padded, it might have actually hurt.

My fingers wrapped around her throat from the back, taking control. With my free hand, I tugged down her skintight yoga pants and let them slide down her creamy thighs.

“You’re not pregnant?” I made the words as mocking as I could. Two fingers explored her swollen slit, teasing it just enough to make her wiggle her ass as she writhed in my grip. “Not full of my babies?”

“N-no, Master,” Lena whimpered. My fingers slid upward against her chin, a move I knew would make her world go all warm and spinny after a few seconds. I wanted her off-balance – I wanted complete control of my girlfriend back after that little argument I’d allowed us to have earlier.

“Then you’re failing me,” I growled into her ear. “I guess I’ll just have to do the job right this time.”

It was like I’d just promised her Christmas morning. Her face lit up, and all of a sudden she stopped struggling and started grinding her ass against me.

“Yes, Master,” she groaned, her voice thick under my fingers’ grip. “Breed me, Sir – breed me...”

I started to tug down my boxers – but then a better thought occurred to me. I studied the look in her eyes – the hunger, the need to feel my cock exploding between her walls. Were they burning? They were certainly dripping – I could feel how wet her thighs were, coated with her juices. It wasn’t a stretch to assume she was ovulating, in heat, her body primed for my second load.

Bitch wants to be punished, I thought with a smirk. Let’s punish her...

I gave Lena’s throat one more hard squeeze, then tossed her to the bed. She whimpered in surprise and frustration, not expecting to be free of my grip.

“What are you doing?” She asked. Even as she spoke, she raised her ass from the bed, presenting her pretty little pussy for a good fucking. What she didn’t know was, she was doing it in vain.

“You want to be punished? It’s punishment time.”

Then I grabbed Rachel and bent her over.

My professor spread her legs eagerly – after all, I’d been teasing her off-and-on for the better part of a day. If I hadn’t been such a cruel Master, I might even have considered that I was giving her the female equivalent of blue balls – but I was going to make up for it now.

Lena saw was I was doing instantly. “Master?”

“I want you to sit there,” I commanded her, “and watch. You’re not allowed to interfere. And you’re definitely not fucking allowed to touch yourself!”

For the first time in her life, Lena was utterly speechless. I saw the look on her face and laughed.

“You want this cock?” I asked, turning my attention to Rachel. When she nodded, I tore her French maid’s outfit right down her back, splitting the thin fabric with my fingers. Rachel’s skin was tanned and smooth underneath, with the golden glow of a girl who spent some time at the tanning salon. Hell, she’s half a bimbo already, for all her smarts, I thought. Can’t imagine why I didn’t make her number-one on my list...

In moments, I had Rachel out of her maid’s outfit, and the change in outfit brought on a corresponding change in personality. She’d had on no bra, just her tight corset top, and underneath that too-short skirt she’d been wearing nothing but a pair of lacy black thong panties. Now she was topless, the thin fabric the only thing between her aching cunt and being bred like an animal, and she was rapidly losing any higher thinking or reasoning functions. She bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, her nails raking my back as she tried to make me as naked as she was.

“Fuck you’re wild,” I said with a laugh, dropping the waistband of my boxers beneath my balls. “If I had known you were such a hell-cat, I’d have made you my slut the moment I learned what MusicLoops could do...”

She clung to me, her lips warm against my ear. “I want a baby,” she whimpered. “Please, please give me one...”

That was the other little suggestion I’d planted in Rachel’s brain – and it was working overtime, turning her conscious mind into a feverish stew of pure need. Her fertility was on overdrive, her pussy more than primed for my load. I could feel heat like an open oven as I sat her ass on the edge of the bed and spread her legs.

A little whine of a voice tugged my attention away from Rachel’s glorious valley. It was Lena.

“Master!” She was on all fours, looking at me like I’d kicked her puppy. “Please!”

“You’re no better than any other woman,” I told her evenly, hooking my thumbs in Rachel’s thong and tugging it down her creamy thighs. “In fact, if your body hasn’t been able to breed heirs off my seed, you’re probably worse. You’re not special just because you used to be my girlfriend. No one talks back to me now, Lena – not you, not any body. You brought this on yourself.”

She sobbed, lowering her forehead to the comforter.

“Eyes up,” I snarled. “You’re going to watch the whole thing. Then you’re going to stay here tonight – no party for you. You don’t get to hear my new album. Rachel does. Rachel’s been a good girl, cooking and cleaning, so Rachel gets fucked. Remember that.”

Her horrified, shocked look made my cock throb even harder as I drove it into Rachel with one rough stroke.

It was like plunging into paradise. Rachel’s cunt gripped me like a glove, just barely allowing me to bottom between her wet, spasming walls. The head of my cock hit her g-spot and turned her as red as a stop sign – I liked it so much that I grabbed her hips and lifted her off the bed, pummeling the spot with thrust after thrust. She came with a loud, shuddering cry, breaking apart as she sobbed and moaned my name. Her nails raked trails of blood across my back, and I didn’t care. She was mine.

I didn’t even look at Lena as I kept going. Rachel was a furnace, a river, an endless font of pleasure. Every thrust inside of her felt better than the one before. I lost track of how many times I made her come as I held her there, kept aloft like a ragdoll as I used her.

“Thank you, Master,” she growled, her eyes heavy-lidded as she came down from her peak just in time for the next one to hit. “Thank you, Master! Thank you Master!”

With how hard and fast I was going, I knew it wouldn’t take long for me to come. Even having just deposited a thick, creamy load in Lena’s mouth a few minutes ago, I could feel my balls swelling with seed, full to bursting. I pumped like a piston inside of her, the thought of her ripe body taking my come into her womb and swelling with my children pushing me to the breaking point.

“Fill me up,” she begged, her mouth a perfect ‘o’ of bliss. “Shoot in me, Master – make me yours. Mark my soul with your load – make me all big with your babies so I’ll always know who bred me like an animal! Come for me, Sir, please please please come inside me...!”

No red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that, I thought.

I reached the point of no-return and kept right on thrusting, the pleasure going higher and higher. There was a physical pressure behind my eyes, then it burst like a firework as stars and galaxies exploded in my mind. Euphoria rocked my body, so overwhelming that Rachel fell the few inches to the bed, my cock still spurting inside of her. She started to laugh, both from the fall and the feeling of my virile load coating her walls, entering her womb, making her a mommy. I laughed with her as I poured myself into her core, thrusting hard a few times to fuck the load in deep.

When it was over, I pulled out of Rachel and rolled over next to her, completely content. She nuzzled up next to me, her fingers buried in her snatch as she idly kissed and stroked my chest. I could hear Lena panting on the other end of the bed, her body’s heat turned to eleven from the sight of her Master fucking a slave. The fact that she could do nothing about it while we laid her completely satiated made me chuckle.

“Do you have anything to wear for a party tonight?” I finally asked Rachel.

Now that she had a womb full of my load, that calm, half-glazed look had come back into her face. “What kind of party?”

“Like a rave. Private concert – rooftop. Probably want to wear something short and tight, that’ll have the fratboys staring.”

“Oh.” She laid against me, joining our warmth. “No, I don’t have anything like that. Faculty parties are more of the wine-and-cheese variety.”

“No big deal,” I said, laying back against the pillow. “You and Lena are about the same size – I’m sure she’ll be willing to lend you anything out her wardrobe you want. Won’t you, dear?”

From the other side of the bed came Lena’s voice, tight as a bowstring. “Yes, Master.”

I chuckled, pulling Rachel to me. There’s one slave who’ll never disobey me again, I thought.

Still chuckling, I grabbed Rachel’s ass and pulled her on top of me, loving the way her surprised groan turned into pleasure at feeling the bulge against her slit.

I had just enough time to fuck her again before the party. And this time, I thought I’d have Lena clean up after I was done...
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Five minutes after I arrived at the party, the world as I knew it ended forever.

The rave was in full swing as I made my way across the student commons. The sound of a heavy bassline thudded through the cobblestones – that was one of my opening acts, warming up a drunk, horny crowd. I cocked my ear to listen. No special commands, I thought with a smirk. Not yet, at least.

We’d commandeered the college’s cafeteria for my big coming-out concert, converting it into a makeshift nightclub with less work than I had anticipated. As it turned out, it was easy to get people to do what you wanted when you could play them music with hypnotic suggestions – a couple tracks on the dean’s iPod and she was more than willing to move as much of the yearly budget around as I needed. All while sliding to her knees and sucking me off, of course.

Lena waited by the front door, looking as utterly fuckable as I’d ever seen her. This was a big event, so I’d wanted all my girls to look the part. Lena most certainly did not disappoint: I wolf-whistled as I got close, admiring her curves and taking her in. Her dress was a flimsy thing designed to be torn off, made of purple fabric so dark that it was nearly black against her pale skin. It set off her red hair brilliantly, but what really drew attention was the front: it was cut so low that it actually dove beneath her ample breasts, showing off the sides of her tits to anyone who wanted to see. Her nipples were stiff, poking through the thin fabric, letting anyone who saw her know how constantly aroused she was. The dress clung to her heart-shaped ass, and where it ended at mid-thigh only showed an inch or two of skin before reaching her tight leather boots, caressing her tanned legs like a second skin.

Her face lit up as she saw me, and it was like the rest of her world disappeared. She only had eyes for me.

“Master!” Lena came sashaying forward and pulled me into a hug. She bit my bottom lip gently, flashing a come-fuck-me look that made everyone around us stare. “I’m so glad you made it. I can’t wait to hear you perform! You look so fucking sexy!”

There was no sign in her face of her earlier reluctance: it had been burned right out of her mind. A few hours ago, Lena had been against this concert happening at all. Just like the old her, the icy but beautiful girlfriend she’d been before my songs turned her into my bimbo slut, she’d been against my music. Of course, now she had a different reason – the old Lena wanted me to focus on her, while the new one wanted me to fuck and breed more girls, building a harem of women to pleasure me any hour of the day or night. I liked the new Lena a hell of a lot better than the girl she used to be, but I wasn’t about to give her the tiniest bit of control in our new relationship. My wish was her command now.

“You look ravishing,” I growled, bending low to sniff the sweet, spicy scent rolling off of her neck. “I’m very pleased. Is that perfume?”

“Yes, Master,” she said, blushing so deeply I wondered for a moment if something was wrong. “And a little bit of what’s between my legs.”

Ah. So that’s why I felt my cock spring to life as soon as it entered my nostrils.

She stood on tiptoe, pulling me into an embrace that pushed her mouth against my ear. She spoke low, so that no one else could hear.

“I’m dripping all the time now, Master. But it’s even more than that, Sir: it’s my time. I’m ovulating, right fucking now.”

My mouth dropped open. “Really?”

She nodded eagerly. “I can barely think right now I’m so turned on, Justin. Put a baby in me before you go on stage. Please?”

I reached behind her and grabbed a big handful of her ass. She squealed, and then as if to show me how shameless she could be, she raised one knee and pressed her boiling pussy against my slacks, hiking her dress up so much her ass was visible.

“Everyone here can see me offering myself to you,” she panted, eyes shining with need. “I don’t care – I’m in heat. I’m need you to shoot a load inside my womb, Master – you can throw me down and fuck me right here in front of everyone if that’s what you want...”

She smelled so good, and her body felt so right against mine. Concert be damned, I was about to do exactly what she was asking – but then the whole world shook on its axis.

I glanced past Lena for a fraction of a second, and that’s when I saw her.

She was wearing a cheerleading outfit, which seemed absurd before I remembered there was a campus football game earlier that afternoon. She was deep in conversation with another girl, taking sips from a red solo cup and giggling as she spoke. Her hair was drawn into a long, shimmering blonde ponytail reaching down to her ass.

She was gorgeous. She was amazing. But it wasn’t her flawless makeup or her lithe, athletic body that made my cock shoot a burst of precum into my boxers – or made my grip on Lena’s ass tighten to the point that it bruised.

It was something deep inside of me, something instinctive and primal. Something that roared with triumph at the sight of her, screaming into my bloodstream that she was the one. The prime girl, the ruler of my harem, my fated mate. This was the girl all other girls yearned to be – the one who would sit by my side and be the Queen to my King. The high priestess of the cult of Justin, the fertility goddess who ensured all my other slaves were swollen and dripping with my fertile seed.

I wanted her so badly the rest of the world went blurry. Next to me, Lena’s face became a mask of concern. “Master?”

“That girl,” I growled, sounding like a fucking caveman. “Look at her.”

Lena followed my gaze to where the cheerleader stood, her uniform clinging to her perfect body like a superhero’s uniform. “She’s...beautiful, Master,” Lena said, her eyes narrowing. “What do you want with her?”

She doesn’t like her, I realized with a chuckle. She understands, even if she doesn’t want to, that this woman is her better – her natural ruler.

“Go to her,” I grunted, swatting Lena’s ass. “Give her a backstage pass to my show – VIP access – whatever. Then bring her to my dressing room.”

“Master?” Lena’s eyes were as wide as saucers, her face shocked. “But Master – I’m ovulating. I’m fertile, this is my most fertile time of the month and I’m so ready for you to put your baby-”

“Do as I say,” I snapped, fixing her with a gaze that made her go silent instantly. “Or do I need to punish you again, slave?”

The face that I’d used the s-word in the middle of a crowd without any hesitation did more than anything else to shut Lena up. Her face went pale, her knees trembling as she felt my power. She was literally shaking in her boots.

“Yes, Master,” she stammered, going to the girl. I noticed some very amazed looks from the guys in the crowd – after all, I’d just had a gorgeous, half-naked redhead throwing herself at me and had shrugged her off.

They don’t understand, I thought, turning away. Now that I’d seen the girl, my arousal was like a physical pressure behind my eyes. I needed her on a biological level, and if I didn’t get her soon there was no telling what kind of rage I was going to produce. My cock throbbed with need, harder than it had ever been in my life, and my thoughts were a blur of primal caveman horniness.

Dimly, I wondered what her name was. Her name didn’t matter – she was mine – but I wanted to hear it, all the same. I cared about it only marginally more than I cared if she already had a boyfriend, fiance or husband – which was to say, not at all.

I made for my dressing room, telling myself that I’d know her name soon enough. And she’d know mine – she’d be screaming it as I plunged into her, making her my Queen, filling her with the virile seed I’d been saving for Lena.

She would come to me, and then I’d be complete in a way I’d just begun to understand. And then Lena would stop complaining forever, because we’d build a harem that would make the ones from ancient history look fucking quaint.
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I’D BEEN IN THE DRESSING room only a short time when there was a knock on the door. I straightened up, thinking it had to be her, but the noise was far too timid. I went to the door and found Lena there, looking at me like she was trying to figure out too late how to stop herself from losing my number-one spot.

“Where is she?” I asked curtly, glancing over her shoulder.

“She’s here,” Lena said, chewing the inside of her cheek. “Are you sure you want to do this now, Master? Your slot in the show is coming up soon...”

I couldn’t have cared less about the show. Nothing else mattered but her. A low, angry growl escaped my throat, and Lena actually jumped a few inches in the air.

“One moment, Master!” She raced around the corner, like she was frightened of me. As well she should be.

I was about to yell after her when my Queen stepped from the hallway where Lena had fled.

“Well hello there, Justin,” she said, a knowing smirk on her face. Model’s faces weren’t that perfect. Goddess’s faces weren’t that perfect. “So you’re the guy who’s got everyone on campus horny, huh?”

I took a step back and opened the door wide. “Come inside,” I commanded her.

She gave me a little look, as if to say are you serious?, but then laughed. “Sure thing,” she said, striding past me like the room was hers and I just happened to be occupying it. “So this is where they put the up and coming talent, huh...”

As soon as she was inside, I closed the door behind us. 

“Have you heard any of my songs?” I asked. She was still looking around the room like she was picturing it as part of her personal kingdom. I wanted her to have heard my music. I wanted my commands ringing in her head, coaxing her into submission as she presented her naked body to me.

She turned around, that same knowing smirk plastered on her face. “Not a bit,” she said dismissively. “I don’t really know the first thing about your music.”

It sounded like it was calculated to shock me, but something about her words instead piqued my curiosity.

“If you’re not a fan,” I said slowly, willing myself not to tear off her clothes and take her young body right there on the desk, “then why did you agree to be brought to some strange man’s dressing room?”

Her smile grew wider. I decided that as entranced as I was by her, I didn’t like that smile – it was the look of someone enjoying a joke that you hadn’t heard. One where the punchline might be you.

“Because this campus is on fire,” she said, her voice filling with passion, “and you lit the match. Listens on streaming apps among this campus’ students are down almost fifteen percent – everyone is listening to your tracks instead. And from what I understand, there’s some kind of aphrodisiac effect as well? Maybe your tracks are just the perfect rhythm for fucking...”

I blinked a few times, collecting my thoughts. “How do you know about streaming numbers? I thought companies kept those to themselves?”

“Oh, that’s right,” she said with a giggle. “I haven’t introduced myself. I’m Hayden – Hayden Pierce. My mother is Cassandra Pierce.”

Now it was my turn to risk offending her. “I’m sorry,” I said, raising my eyebrows. “I don’t know who that is.”

Her smile grew a touch more indulgent. “She’s an executive at one of the ‘big three’ record companies. Which means she’s rich, of course, but also means she’s always on the lookout for new talent. She’s like a shark: they die if they stop swimming. And they’re always looking for their next meal.”

Her words were more than a little bit disquieting – but the way she was looking at me sent shivers down my spine. I wanted her.

It was like she read my mind. She stepped closer, her body close enough to mind that I could catch a whiff of her scent: spicy and perfume and pure sex.

“You want me, don’t you?” she said with that knowing little pout.

I reached for her ass – but she slapped it away.

“I could tell,” she said with a giggle. “All the boys want me. They all want to get a piece of Hayden.” Her voice had lapsed into a sing-song cadence, like she was turning her own romantic life into a pop song. “But I don’t come for free. Or at all, actually.” Her smile grew wider as she leaned forward, her hand gently cupping the bulge in my pants.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Wait, you’re...you?”

“A virgin?” At the word, her hand grasped me firmly. “Untouched – unspoiled by any man? That’s exactly what I’m saying, Justin.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. Hayden’s other hand worked at my zipper, setting me free. “Fuck you really are perfect. You’re the one...”

Every cell in my body screamed for her. She was my Queen – all other women paled next to her. And she had come to me completely unspoiled. It was almost too much to ask for.

“God,” she said with a laugh, “you’re so hard!” She pressed her lithe body against mine, so that I could feel the heat rolling off her. “I bet you’d really like to cum before you go on stage, wouldn’t you? Pump all that hot, sweet jizz into some tight young cunt?”

Fuck yes. Yes, that was exactly what I wanted. Her fingers slid into my zipper, reaching for my cock.

“Here’s what I want you to do.” She stood on tip-toe, her teeth nibbling at my earlobe as she spoke. Her fingers pressed oh-so-gently against my cock – then stopped. “Okay?”

What? “Yeah...yeah,” I panted. I would have done anything to take this further, anything.

“Good boy,” she purred, her fingers closing around my cock. It was dripping with precum as she slipped it out of my pants – it was the easiest thing in the world for her to stroke me. “Here’s what I want you to do.”

I opened my mouth to tell her that she didn’t get to tell me what to do – that I was the one with the power – but then her hand started to move and I was lost. Christ, how did just her hand feel so much better than any girl I’d ever been with? Her fingers made me feel more pleasure than Lena’s entire body spread beneath me, begging for my seed.

“First, you’re going to cancel this stupid gig,” she said matter-of-factly. “It doesn’t befit you.”

“What?” Inside I recoiled – but I didn’t dare move away. The feeling of Hayden’s body against mine, her hand stroking my cock – it was like I was high on it.

“Don’t worry,” she cooed. “You’ll have a much bigger coming-out party – this one is just too small. Second, tomorrow you’re going to meet with my Mom at her office and sign a recording contract.”

A recording contract? That was what I had wanted for so long. It was my dream – and yet something about this didn’t feel quite right.

“What kind of contract?” I groaned. Another burst of honey-warm precum spurted from my cock, coating Hayden’s fingers.

“What do you care?” Her words were teasing, with a hard edge beneath them. “Don’t you want me to keep stroking you?”

Wait – something was wrong. I had to resist this.

“I...I...”

She sighed and stroked me harder. “A really lopsided one,” she said with a giggle. “One that gives my Mom’s company almost all the money and power. Plus your signing bonus is going to be almost nothing, because it has to pay for my finder’s fee.”

“Finder’s fee?” She lifted one leg, pressing her panties against me, and I almost died on the spot. Fuck this was the greatest thing I’d ever felt. My head began to swim, and all of a sudden my priorities began to shift. What was money, anyway? I had mind control powers – I could always get more.

“The finder’s fee I’ll get for bringing you in, silly,” she said, licking her lips. “You’re going to make me rich, Justin. And I’ll be even richer once you insist Mom make me your agent.”

“You?”

“Isn’t that what you want?” Her free hand played at the neckline of her cheerleading outfit, freeing her ample breasts an inch at a time. “We’d spend so much more time together. You wouldn’t even need to pay me a salary – I’d just get a percentage of your earnings, of course.”

Oh my God. This girl, with me. All the time. “What kind of percentage?” I asked, my chest heaving. I was getting closer to the edge.

“Oh...seventy, eighty,” she said. “No more than I deserve.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “That’s...that’s robbery...”

With a grin, Hayden tugged down her top. Her breasts were on display, her fucking amazing perfect tits, and I couldn’t look away from them. I could feel my face warming like an oven, my whole body reeling beneath her touch.

“It’s what I deserve,” she repeated, insistently. “After all, I’m your perfect girl, right? Every guy who looks at the two of us together will be so jealous – they’ll be picturing you pounding my brains out every night. They’ll have no idea that I’m a virgin – or that I’m taking everything from you...”

I tried to reassert control. But it felt so good to give in, to let this fucking goddess control my cock. “I want to fuck you,” I snarled.

“I’m sure you do, baby,” she teased, pressing her bare tits against me. “And maybe one day, after you make me the richest, most powerful woman in the music industry, I’ll let you. If you’re a good boy.” She smirked, because she could feel me pulsing in her hand, jerking. I was getting ready to shoot. “Can you be a good boy for me, Justin?”

It went against everything I stood for. But I felt so good, and was it really such a bad thing to let Hayden think she had control?

“Can you be a good boy, Justin?” She looked up at me, and I could sense she was going to let go of my cock if I didn’t answer. She’d leave me hard and completely helpless, given blue balls beyond any man’s ability to bear.

“Yes,” I groaned, coming right to the brink. It was such an easy word to say.

“Good,” she groaned, for a moment sounding like the was in the middle of the sex I so desperately wanted to have. “Come for me, Justin. Come for me...”

I sailed right over the edge, groaning with bliss as I let go. Hayden slid to the side at the last moment, my first bursts of hot seed spraying past her and splashing on the concrete floor. I kept on pumping, moaning low in my throat as she milked my cock dry.

“Good boy,” she whispered into my ear, coaxing the last few bursts of come out of my balls. “Good boy.”

When it was over, she pulled a tissue out of her purse and wiped her hand clean. She flashed that knowing, pouty smile as I tucked my cock back into pants, filled with equal parts joy and shame.

“When you give me that signing bonus, we can do this again,” she said cheerfully. “I’ll even wear the cheerleading outfit again.”

She paused as if she had just thought of something. “Actually, I’ll wear the one I wore on the squad last year. It’s a size smaller than this one. It’ll be skintight.”

Before I could say anything else, she slipped a business card into my hand. It had a time and a phone number written on the back.

“If you don’t show,” she purred, tucking her tits back into her top, “you’ll never get to see these again.”

I just stood there, shocked into silence, as she withdrew.

The moment she was gone, rage filled me. God dammit, how could I be so stupid? I’d been king of the world – on the verge of breaking out into superstardom. Now I was about to throw it all away, to give it to Hayden – because she was the one.

That I was certain of, at least. The blissful ache in my cock let my know that.

I grabbed my cellphone off the desk and copied Hayden’s number down. Then I dialed Lena.

“Come now,” I growled, not giving her time to speak.

“Master?” I could hear the sound of the crowd behind her, the twin of the muted roar I could hear through the walls. “Is everything alright?”

I couldn’t tell her what was going on. The shame would kill me. “Get your ass down here now,” I said, then caught myself. “Actually, there’s something I want you to do first...”

I told her what I wanted, then hung up the phone before she could reply. I sat down heavily in my chair and put my head in my hands, thinking.

Would it really be so bad to give in to Hayden? It wasn’t like I would really need all that money – I could get what I wanted whenever, from whoever. The fame would be more than enough. And I could still be a godlike lord over all my other girls – just not with her. I’d use them like rough little whores, then pay tribute to my goddess.

Yeah, I thought, my cock hardening in my boxers. Yeah, that doesn’t sound too bad at all...

It wasn’t long before I heard a knock at the dressing room door. That took less time than I expected, I thought.

When I opened the door, Lena was standing there – in a cheerleading uniform.

“I...I did what you said, Master,” she said, blushing deeply. I’d never seen her so flustered. “I got dressed up the way you wanted...”

In addition to the cheerleader’s uniform (which I couldn’t help but notice had nothing on underneath it and just barely fit on Lena’s curvy frame), my slave had put on a strawberry blonde wig, affixing it so cleverly that she almost looked like a natural blonde. It wasn’t perfect, but it would do.

“Here,” I growled, grabbing her and pulling her inside. The door slammed shut, and then I was bending her over the desk, sliding my hand between her thighs as her muscles tensed around me.

“I want to take you from behind,” I snarled, putting a hand on her shoulder.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, sounding not a little frightened. She’d never seen me like this before, so utterly unhinged. I felt out of control, and only one thing could bring me back to myself again.

“I’m going to call you Hayden,” I said, yanking up her skirt. She had no panties on underneath and her lips were swollen with need, juice dripping down her thigh.

“Yes, Master,” she replied submissively. “Is...is that her name-”

I cut her off by ramming my cock hilt-deep into her cunt. I moved hard and fast, not giving a damn about her own comfort or pleasure. The only thing that mattered was cumming: cumming hard and expelling the demon that had taken up root in my core.

“That’s right Hayden, take that cock,” I snarled, slapping her ass. The flesh reddened beneath my palm, and I grabbed hold of it and squeezed as I split her open with long, driving strokes. “Take my fucking cock, you beautiful bitch...”

For her part, Lena was doing a wonderful job pretending. Only low, wordless moans of pleasure left her lips as I rammed her g-spot with my cock. The sounds could have belonged to anyone. It was so easy to let myself believe; to close my eyes and pretend it was her body I was possessing...

“I’m gonna come, Hayden,” I panted, picturing the blissful face of the woman who had just left me. I let her image fill my mind, caress my body – until my soul was fill to bursting. “You want me to blow my load right in your cunt? You want me to make you a mommy?”

“Uh huhhhh,” Lena groaned, throwing a little lilt in her voice that made her sound exactly like Hayden. It was enough; more than enough.

With one final, hard thrust into her core, I sailed right over the edge and let go. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I shuddered and moaned, shooting over and over again while I pictured Hayden’s body, Hayden’s face, Hayden receiving my seed. It was so much stronger than any orgasm I’d had before – and as I came down, I knew Lena knew that as well. There was a stillness in here, a fear that she had truly lost me to someone better.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered as I pulled out of her.

“Go tell them the show is canceled,” I said.

Lena was so frazzled, she didn’t even question me. “Yes, Master.”

For a few moments after she was gone, I allowed myself to feel despair. The desire, the need for Hayden was so great, a biological imperative thumping in my chest like a second heart. Even fucking Lena hadn’t been enough – nothing would truly be enough except owning her.

And as I thought that, I smiled.

She thinks she’s in control, I told myself, buttoning up my pants. And tonight, she is. But I’m going to win her to my side. And when she’s my submissive bimbo whore, the way I treat her is going to make what I just did to Lena like putting her on a pedestal...

I was going to win a girl by doing what musically-inclined guys had been doing since time immemorial.

I was going to write her a song.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Rocking The Record Exec
[image: image]





Her body lay beneath mine, her legs spread wide and oh-so-inviting, just for me. Her breasts heaved as she gazed up at me, an expression of love and submission on her flawless face. Her glossy lips parted as a low moan left her throat. Long blonde hair fanned across the pillow behind her like a welcome mat – welcoming me to my new home.

I still can’t believe this is mine, I thought, surveying my prize. God, she looks so good...

Hayden, the new Queen of my harem, looked up at her Master and smiled. She bit her lip and groaned, cheeks flushing with arousal as I drove the head of my cock gently into her folds.

“Please, Master,” she begged, raising her pert ass off the bed. I could feel warmth rolling off her thighs, like an open oven door. Her pussy was boiling over, just for me, making her so wet she couldn’t think straight. Which was exactly where I wanted her.

Hayden wasn’t going to be thinking about much from now on. In fact, her brain had just jettisoned all of its less-essential subjects, leaving nothing but a few core things she could now do very, very well.

Dress cute. Worship cock. Spread her legs to be bred...

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I growled. The head of my cock was now inside of her, and it was everything I could have ever wanted. Hayden’s cunt was wet and tight and perfect – just so much naturally better than any other woman I’d fucked. Her biology was her destiny: she was the one, the ultimate alpha female to serve her god-king husband. Me.

“I...I hope my pussy pleases you,” she whimpered, panting with need. “Please, put it all the way inside of me, Sir. I want my walls to massage you, to milk you dry until you shoot deep in my womb and fill me with my babies. Your heirs.”

She looked up at me like this was the most important thing in the world. And for her, it was.

“Every inch of this cock is for you,” I growled. “I’m going to make you worship it.”

She nodded so eagerly it made her look like a bobblehead. “My body is your temple, Master! Fuck me, fuck me and use me and breed me...”

As I prepared to plunge deep into my prize, filling her with the heirs that would bind her to me forever, I couldn’t help but grin. It wasn’t all that long ago a girl like Hayden would have been so far out of my league she might as well have been living on a different planet. But things had changed so much ever since I’d discovered MusicLoops.

It had made me a King. And pretty soon, it would make me a star...
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“MASTER?”

Lena tried to hide it, but her voice shook with nervousness. I could tell she wasn’t used to me being like this – ignoring her, concentrating solely on my music. Her tone made me glance up from the laptop to see her sitting at the foot of the bed, biting her lip.

“What’s up?” I snapped my fingers, demanding she be brief. “I’m busy, if you haven’t noticed.”

She paled at my tone. “Master, we’re going to be late for the meeting if we don’t leave soon. I...I hate to interrupt you, but...”

“I’m almost done,” I said smoothly, cutting her off. “Just a few more tweaks.”

I wasn’t kidding. The song I’d been working on for hours was right on the cusp of perfection – I could feel it. The bassline groaned like an earthquake, the drums thudded like a lover’s heartbeat, and the synths were so buttery you could eat them. In every sense of the word, this track was a banger.

“I understand, Master,” Lena said in a tiny voice. Ever since I’d set eyes on Hayden, my girlfriend-turned-bimbo-slave Lena hadn’t been looking at me the same. She was quieter, more submissive – more like one of my lower-tier girls than the prime, alpha female I’d expected her to be. It wasn’t hard to see why: Hayden was her better, the girl who was meant to be by my side, and that meant her own status had just been downgraded in a big way.

I probably should have cared about that more than a little bit. Like I should have cared that I was coming dangerously close to being late to a meeting with a no-shit recording executive: Cassandra Pierce, Hayden’s mother. Hayden herself had set up this meeting, where she told me I was going to be offered a ridiculously lopsided contract to become part of Cassandra’s stable of artists. Despite the fact that she was planning to rip me off, I felt my pulse racing at the thought of seeing Hayden again. It didn’t even matter that she was using me. Hell, she was open about it: she’d told me her entire plan while she’d jerked me off, and all I’d been able to do was helplessly moan her name as I came my brains out.

Thinking about that made me throb against my boxers. God damn it, I really need to finish this...

I started playing the track as I worked – letting the finished segments rock my speakers as I finalized the finicky bits. I found myself nodding my head along, and not for the first time thought that if I could just get a sexy girl with a hot voice to sing over my music, I could conquer the pop charts.

“You like it?” I asked idly as I worked. Lena perked up, staring at the speakers as if they were a snake that might bite her.

“It...it’s good, Master.” she said, frowning. “But I don’t feel anything.”

“You wouldn’t,” I said with a nod. “This is a very special track, slave. It’s meant to work on one woman in particular...”

Lena swallowed hard. “Yes, sir.”

That’s what I like to hear. Ever since I’d discovered MusicLoops had the power to add hypnotic suggestions to the music I made, I’d been chasing the holy grail: a targeted song that had effects on one person only. I wasn’t sure I’d succeeded in this case – it was pretty likely that Cassandra might be caught in the effect, too – but I’d used every piece of information I had to make this song into the net that would ensnare Hayden’s heart.

Once she listened to it, she’d be helplessly addicted to me. That alpha female facade would crumble, and the real Hayden: the submissive babe I was going to make my Queen – would come out to play.

I was looking forward to it.

“Master?”

Damn it! Lena kept breaking my concentration. I glanced up from the laptop, my glare apparently angrier than I had intended. She shrank back as if slapped, her cheeks flushing.

I sighed. “What?”

“I was just...I saw you were hard. I was thinking – maybe you want me to take care of you with my mouth? Or my tits?”

I looked Lena up and down, scolding myself. It was clear she was going all-out to try and please me: I’d never seen her dress in such a slutty, revealing fashion. Her body was clad in nothing but expensive lingerie, her legs sheathed in fishnet stockings that hooked into a garter belt that cost more than I used to make in a year. She would have made Victoria’s Secret models jealous – and fearful that they were going to lose their jobs. They couldn’t compete with her curves, her long red hair, her smooth, tanned skin – so why did I feel hardly anything when I looked at her?

She’s just a set of holes to fuck, a dark part of my brain answered. Hayden is more. She’s your prime girl...

I shook my head and went back to work. “No,” I said firmly. “In fact, I think it would be better if you stayed here this afternoon.”

Even with the music, you could have heard a pin drop. When Lena spoke, it was clear that my words had done some damage – maybe even broken her heart.

“Master?” She sounded like she was on the verge of tears.

“It’s already going to be crowded in the meeting,” I explained, not meeting her eyes. I didn’t want to see the hurt in them. “I’m sure they’d ask me what you were doing there, and then I’d have to explain some awkward stuff. So you can just stay here and wait for me.”

I could tell from the way the bed shook that she was trembling. But just then, inspiration hit me. I added an extra layer of horns on top of the one I’d already created, doubling them an octave higher. It was just the effect I needed on the outro. It clicked into place, and I smiled.

I was done. The perfect song – for my perfect whore princess.

“Justin?”

I blinked. Lena hadn’t called me that in a while. “Yeah?”

Lena’s jaw was set square, her eyes shining. “What should I do while you’re gone?”

I should have seen her words for what they were, but right then I was only concerned with the fact that it was done, that Hayden was truly going to be mine.

“I don’t care,” I said breezily. “You know what? Whatever you want. If you want to take a break, eat a pizza, watch some TV – that’d be great. Have a little you time for once, huh?” I smiled, hoping that a break from full-time submission might improve her mood.

Instead, she looked like I’d just kicked her puppy. “Yes, Master.”

Well, whatever, I thought. Let her mope. I had more important things to do. Hayden awaited me, and her mother, and between the two of them my destiny was about to be sealed. Hands trembling with excitement, I burned the new track to a disc and then copied it to my phone as well. It never hurts to have a back-up plan.

I managed to get dressed and head out just in time, sparing Lena not another thought as I walked out of my dorm. She was part of the past – the last real link to my life before MusicLoops made me an alpha male stud – and I was looking to the future. To stardom, to groupies...to my Queen.

My balls pulsed in my boxers as I walked. Soon I’d pump their hot, creamy load deep into Hayden’s tight, perfect womb – and once she was full of my heirs, her body would belong to me forever...
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“SIR? MISS PIERCE WILL see you now.”

The waiting room was fabulous. There was no other way of putting it. Marble floors, mahogany tables, gorgeous model-perfect secretaries. I could totally see some famous rapper or rockstar waiting here with his entourage, coming to Cassandra to renegotiate some detail of the world tour in his contract.

I followed the receptionist and her absolutely flawless ass all the way to Cassandra’s office. Gold records hung on the walls, along with framed photographs of the woman herself on the arm of nearly every hit-maker of the last two decades. I was impressed at how much she resembled her daughter.

“Right this way,” the secretary said, opening the door. Inside was a smallish corner office, dominated by a desk that looked like it had been carved straight out of a mighty oak. Behind that desk was the formidable Cassandra Pierce herself – and sitting in one of the chairs in front of the desk was her.

Both women rose as I entered.

“Justin.” Hayden’s smile was wide and knowing, with a little naughty hint of what had happened between us last time we met flickering in her eyes. “Mom, this is the musician I’ve been telling you about. Your new super star.”

“That remains to be seen,” she said in a haughty voice. “Why don’t you have a seat, young man?”

Hayden looked pleased to see me – but her mom was a different story. The years had given an icy quality to Cassandra’s flawless good looks. She looked like a stern teacher, the kind who held total authority in the classroom but had all the boys fantasizing about bending her over their knee and spanking her. Taking back control. 

With a start, I realized I wanted her – not as much as Hayden, of course, but I had to have her in my harem.

“Sure, I’d love to,” I said, striding across the room and kissing Hayden’s hand. Hayden tittered, but I could feel her mom rolling her eyes.

“Yes, I understand your songs have gone viral on your campus,” Cassandra said in a rushed tone. “I was just telling my daughter that that isn’t unusual, but that local favorites rarely translate to national success...”

Hayden opened her mouth to retort, but before she could I found myself speaking instead.

“I think you’re going to like what I have to offer,” I said, looking Cassandra in the eye.

She met my gaze for a moment, then flashed a cutting, lopsided smile. It was the grown-up version of the one Hayden used when she was in control, and I knew it meant Cassandra was now both interested in me and eager to cut me down to size.

I wasn’t going to give her the chance.

I reached into my jacket and felt for out the disc in its plastic case. “Let’s get right down to business,” I said smoothly. “Hayden told me you had a contract for me. She also let slip that its even worse than the one you usually give to first-timers – that I’d be a complete idiot to sign it.”

Despite her calm and collected facade, I could see I’d managed to shock the unflappable Cassandra. Her skin paled a fraction of a shade as her eyes trained on her daughter. I could see Hayden almost physically wilt.

“Oh, she did, did she? Well, let me assure you-”

“Don’t bother. I’ll take it.” I grinned. “On one condition – you make Hayden my manager.”

Cassandra’s eyes lit up. I could see the wheels in her head turning, weighing the variables of an average college student, her gorgeous daughter, and what had to be a hell of a lot of testosterone. Apparently she liked what it added up to.

“I see,” she said silkily, as if I were fucking her daughter already. “I may be amenable to that.”

“You will be,” I said, removing the disc from my jacket. “Because this is the song of the summer right here.” I glanced from woman to woman, gauging their stares. “All it needs is some vocals.”

“Oh!” In Cassandra’s mouth, the word was so dismissive that it was practically a sneer. “So you have an instrumental?”

I stood firm. “Yes.”

“One that is so good, that I’m going to sign you on the spot? Without a vocalist, without a hook – without any lyrics?”

“Why don’t you just listen to it and find out?” I asked. “See if I’m lying.”

Cassandra studied my face coolly then turned to her daughter. “Let’s hear it. Come on, then.”

She nodded at Hayden, and the younger girl was instantly alert. She took my disc and opened up the case like she was handling a holy relic, only a trace of her nervousness showing on her face as she opened up a hidden set of speakers.

“This had better be the real deal,” she hissed, low enough that she hoped her mom wouldn’t hear.

“You’re gonna love it,” I assured her, not caring how loud I was in turn. “Trust me.”

She blanched, but put the disc in the stereo. There was only one track, and before she could shut the wood paneling I mashed the REPEAT button to ensure it would keep right on playing once it was done.

The bassline hit the walls like a bomb, the drums kicked in, and the song began.

Even in this moment of triumph, I took a moment to be thoroughly impressed by Cassandra’s set up. I’d seen wood paneling and small speakers and imagined something tinny: but this was an audiophile’s dream. I was really hearing my music the way it was meant to be heard, smooth and loud.

And both women with me could hear it, too.

“It’s banging, right? Wait for the beat to drop!”

It only took seconds to notice the change stealing over both women. It hit Hayden first; hardest – she stared at the source of the music and didn’t stop, her eyes going wide and mouth open in a glossy, vapid little ‘o’. Cassandra took a bit longer, but slowly her frown turned into a glassy expression of wonder, shock filling her as the full import of my music danced in her brain.

“You both look like you’re really liking it,” I said, folding my arms under my chest. “What do you think, Hayden?”

She turned to me, and in her eyes I saw exactly what I’d been looking for. Her perfect feminine control melted away, her face flushing with heat as the hypnotic commands embedded in my music rammed their way into her brain. If I closed my eyes, I could almost-

<<Hayden you’re mine/Hayden you belong to me/you’re my slut/my whore/my dirty fucking porn star>>>

-hear them.

“Wow,” she whimpered, looking up at me like an innocent girl staring at her Daddy. “Jesus, this is g-good...Sir. Oh wow why did I just call you that?”

“It’s cool,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. I stood over her, my cock bulging in my jeans, making no effort to hide it. “Just listen to the music. Feel it. It’s great, right?”

Hayden closed her eyes and listened to my <<horny, sexy>> music. My commands worked their way into her <<vapid/slutty/bimbo>> mind, drilling deep inside her <<horny/wet/submissive>> core. Her eyes rolled back into her head, only the whites showing as they fluttered.

“S...sir?” Hayden’s voice had something it had never held before – uncertainty. She squirmed in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs as her pussy boiled over with heat. “Something’s really wrong with me! I feel like I need...like I need something really really bad...”

“Shhh,” I whispered, undoing my buckle. “Don’t worry. I’ve got exactly what you need. I’m going to make all that bad shit in your head go away right now...”

I took my cock out of my pants. It stood straight and stiff, dripping with precum, and at the sight of it Hayden’s face relaxed with relief. It flooded her features, every bit of her that my music had worked out of joint snapping back into place in a new configuration. Her mind was made to my specifications now, and all she needed to think about was pleasing me.

“What...” she reached out and grazed the side of my shaft, making it jerk. Her mouth dropped open. “What would you like me to do with this...Master?”

It was the word I’d wanted to hear spill from her lips the moment I met her. I closed my eyes, savoring my triumph.

“Put it in your mouth, babe,” I groaned, thrusting my hips forward. “Show me how you can worship it with that tongue...”

As if she was born to do it, Hayden got onto her knees in the plush chair and opened wide, parting her lips for my cock. I grunted and tangled my fingers in her hair as her warm, wet mouth enveloped my cock, taking the whole thing down her slender throat like she’d never even heard the words ‘gag reflex’ before. Sparks shot from my cock as I bottomed out inside of her – and when I felt her soft, pink tongue swirl around the head of my dick, I nearly lost myself right then and there.

“That’s right,” I panted, pressing her gently down further on it. I wanted to bury myself inside her to the hilt – show her where her place was compared to me. “Take it all the way, you gorgeous slut. Fuck, I love that so much...”

My entire being was focused on Hayden in that moment -but then a noise startled us both. I turned, and saw Cassandra watching us, a confused look on her face.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

Despite everything, I laughed. My music – the looping, hypnotic track playing in Cassandra’s office – was too focused on Hayden to also make her mother my slave. However, it was clear that it had an effect. The formerly powerful, intelligent woman was staring at her daughter and I like the most vapid bimbo in the world – her head filled with my static.

“Your daughter is sucking me off,” I told her. “Then I’m going to spread her across your desk and fuck her virgin pussy until I pump her full of my cum.”

She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “Oh. Okay.”

I laughed as Hayden bobbed on my cock. “This is the titan of the music industry you told me about?”

Hayden went to pull off me, but I didn’t let her. Instead I held the back of her head, thrusting my hips forward to fuck her sweet, tight little mouth.

“Oh no, you’re not going anywhere,” I told her in a low voice. “You haven’t gotten your treat yet. You want your treat, right, doll?”

She nodded eagerly, humming around my shaft.

“I like that,” I groaned, my balls bouncing against her chin. “Doll. I think I’m going to call you that from now on, Hayden. Short for fuck doll. You like being my horny little fuck doll?”

In response, Hayden parted her thighs and started rubbing her clit through her panties. She was utterly shameless – the fact that her own mother was in the room didn’t matter a bit to her now. She’d do anything I wanted, any depraved command.

I could have stopped her, but I decided it was more fun to let her rub herself silly. “Keep stroking that clit,” I told her, forming her hair into a makeshift ponytail and driving deep into her throat. She gagged at last; gently as she took my cock so far down her throat it had to hurt. But she was a trooper, my Hayden. My fuck doll. 

“I want you to be nice and wet for me,” I rasped. “I want you warm and tight for when I stick this big cock inside your pussy.”

At the confirmation that I was about to fuck her cunt, Hayden purred around my dick and picked up the pace. Her mouth was a tight seal around my dick, bobbing up and down like a cork – and her hand was a blur beneath her dress. She’d shoved her panties to the side to better get at her clit, and I decided I liked her that way – I wanted her to keep them on when I fucked her. I wanted to ruin those panties, to make them drip with juice, so she left stains on any chair she sat on for the rest of the day.

“Oh fuck!” The thought sent me right to the edge. I swelled even larger in Hayden’s throat, my shaft starting to jerk and twitch inside her as I reached the peak. Hayden didn’t even think of slowing down, sucking harder as if she was trying to milk the come right out of my balls.

She was so perfect. She was so much better than any woman I’d ever had. And I couldn’t stop myself...

I reached the point of no-return and sailed right past it, groaning as pleasure infiltrated my body. The big vein in the side of my cock pulsed in time with my heartbeat, the shaft throbbing with each jerk as I fired a thick stream of cum into Hayden’s mouth. She sucked it greedily, her thighs clenching around her fingers as the taste of my hot seed sent her sailing into her own toe-clenching orgasm.

“That’s a good fuck doll,” I growled, lights flashing behind my eyes as I lost control. “My fuck doll. My slut. Drink it all...”

It took an eternity for me to come back down. Hayden slowed her movements, working her lips in a tight little circle around the head of my cock. She teased the tip as she squeezed my swollen balls, drinking every drop of come left inside them. When she was done, she kissed the head and stared up at me, every trace of resistance gone from her youthful face.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, looking at me like I’d just baptized her. “Thank you for letting me taste you. Thank you for letting me worship you...”

“Get it hard again,” I grunted, sliding the head of my cock past her lips. “I want to fuck you. Christ, I need to fuck you, doll...”

She eagerly lapped at my cock, bringing it back to full hardness in no more than the few heartbeats it took to pump it full of blood. When I was ready, I pulled myself free and slapped her cheek with the thick rod.

“Get on the desk,” I growled. “Cassandra, you stay right there. I want you to watch your virgin daughter get deflowered.”

“Yes, sir,” the mother said, her voice faraway and dreamy. I barely paid attention; I was too busy hiking up Hayden’s skirt as she passed, grabbing her hips and practically tossing her on the desk when she wasn’t moving fast enough for my liking. She squealed as her bare ass touched the cold mahogany, her thong panties not covering her flawless, tanned cheeks.

I tugged the fabric to the side and nestled the head of my cock in her folds. God, she felt amazing.

“Are you ready for this?” I asked, looking into her eyes.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, not hesitating for a moment. “Take me! I want you to be my first – and only. I want your babies, I want to be your servant. Your worshipper. Your fuck doll-”

I couldn’t take it. Hearing those words from her lips was just too much. I thrust my hips forward and buried myself inside her, filling her with one smooth stroke. There was a moment’s resistance that made Hayden’s face flicker with pain, then nothing but pleasure. The head of my cock rammed her g-spot as I bottomed out inside her, soothing away the pain of having her virgin cunt taken by such a big cock.

“Oh my gawwwwd!” Hayden arched her back like a bow across her Mom’s desk, her inner muscles clenching around my cock as I filled her. It was an instant orgasm for the girl, who’d already teased herself to the breaking point with her fingers while she sucked me off. I watched with pride as Hayden shattered; her world coming apart as she shuddered and sobbed and rode my cock, melting under the waves of pleasure her virgin cunt provided her.

Then, when she came down from her peak, I started to really fuck her.

Hayden gasped with shock as I used her, pounding her into the desk with hard, savage strokes. My hand gripped her throat, choking her gently and forcing her to look me right in the eyes as I pummeled her g-spot. I loved watching the interplay of pain and pleasure in her eyes; the glazed look of utter bliss and the fear that she might not be serving me as well as she could. I knew it was a look I could watch for hours, lose myself in even as I shot my load inside her womb.

“You belong to me,” I growled, sliding out far enough to tease her clit with the head of my cock before ramming myself back inside of her. “Mine. Say it.”

“I belong to you!” She sounded ecstatic, almost religious in her ecstasy. “I’m yours, Master! I’m your fuck doll!”

“No, you’re more than that,” I said with a smirk, grabbing a hold of her breast. “You’re my girl. My prime girl. You’re so much better than all of them, Hayden – I want you to rule the world with me.”

Her eyes slowly cleared, some of her intelligence returning. “Master?”

“You’ll be above all of them – but under me. You’ll be their Queen, but I’ll be their God. And your God, too.” I laughed as a particularly hard thrust made Hayden’s face go slack with pleasure. “You think you can do that?”

“Yesss,” she whimpered. I could tell she was close to another orgasm, and this time I wanted her clenching around my cock right as it shot inside of her. I wanted her to suck it in, to make sure that this load fertilized her cunt and made her swollen with my heirs. “I’ll be your priestess, my Lord. My King. My God, you’re my fucking God Master!”

“That’s right,” I groaned, sliding two fingers into her mouth. “Your God’s about to come, doll – when I do, I want you to come with me. I want you to pull in that load – can you do that for me?”

She nodded around my fingers, sucking them greedily. “Yes!”

“Good girl.” She flushed at my praise, looking up at me with genuine love, and I knew I was about to unload. “Oh fuck that pussy’s so tight. Fuck, here it comes...”

We reached the edge in the same moment. I exploded inside of her, painting her walls white with thick streaks of come, and instantly they clenched and quivered, sucking in my load. I saw her mouth drop open as she felt my holy seed enter her womb, realization flooding her face and followed with a contentment so complete I was almost jealous. She knew what had just happened – we’d need a test in a week or two, but this was the moment I had made her pregnant.

We fucked two more times on the desk, just to make sure. I wasn’t taking any chances with this one.
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Epilogue
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Cassandra drove us back to my dorm so I could pack up my things. Hayden sat on my lap the whole way in the backseat, glowing with pride. She was so beautiful she almost seemed unreal.

“I never thought I’d ever get with a girl like you,” I murmured, brushing a lock of her hair out of her face.

“That’s funny,” she giggled, nuzzling my chest. “I never thought I’d ever meet a man like you. I wasn’t kidding earlier when I said you were my God, by the way...”

“I know,” I said, holding her tight.

Everything had gone so well that it made my head spin. After I’d got done nailing her sweet little daughter, Cassandra wrote out a new record contract and had me sign it – one with a much more equitable split of the profits. Hayden had been appointed my manger, but we all knew it was little more than a convenience: I was the one in charge now. Cassandra and Hayden would help me, of course, get me in contact with the radio bigwigs, but soon enough I was going to be playing from coast-to-coast. Cassandra already had a stable of guest vocalists lined up for my new album – all hot talent from the pop and R&B worlds, and of course, all-female. I was going be drowning in popstar pussy, and my prime girl Hayden would organize all of them into a nice little harem for my amusement...

The first sign something was wrong didn’t hit me until we got to my dorm room. The door was ajar, left open like whoever was inside had run out for snacks, but Lena never left unless I told her to. Right?

Oh shit, I thought, pushing the door open. I did tell her to do whatever she wanted...

I flicked the light on – and gasped. The room was trashed; it looked like someone had thrown a frat mixer right in the center of the living room. My TV was broken, there were shards of plates all over the kitchen – and when I got to my bed, the worst was revealed.

My laptop – the laptop that held all my music, that had the hypnotic program that made me a star – was gone. In its place was a note.

Hands trembling, I picked it up and read.

Dear Justin,

You told me I could do whatever I wanted, so I decided to fuck around with your ‘special program.’ Did you know you can use it to execute hypnotic commands on YOURSELF? You probably would have figured that out if you weren’t so busy chasing cheerleaders.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, putting a hand to my forehead. Hayden said something, but I didn’t hear – I was too busy reading.

I still love you, the note said, but you’ve betrayed me. You betrayed US. We were supposed to build a FAMILY, Justin. You ruined everything.

“I chose music over you,” I whispered. Because that’s what the argument had always been between us, hadn’t it? Spend money on her, not on my dreams. She’d always been a selfish, greedy bitch. And choosing the record executive’s daughter over her – the living embodiment of the music industry – must have been the last straw.

I know we can still work this out, she wrote. I’ll be in touch. You’ll HEAR me before you know it, Justin. Then we’ll be together again, and you’ll smack that BITCH out of your life.

XOXO Kisses,

Lena

“Master?” Hayden was leaning over my shoulder, reading the letter. “What does this mean?”

“It means I’m fucked,” I growled. “The only music I have left is on the disc back at Cassandra’s office. And it only works on two people in the whole fucking world...”

And that last line, about hearing her...

She had MusicLoops.

She could make a song. A song for me.

I crumpled the paper in my fist and tossed it across the room. Never. I’d rather fucking die.

“We’re going to get her,” I told my new Queen. “Before she gets us. Somehow.”

I had thought the song was over. But it turned out the beat had just dropped, and we were entering the really gnarly part. If I didn’t take Lena out before it ended, she was going to be one who ended up ruling the world – and turning me back into her emasculated, hen-pecked boyfriend for the rest of my life.

They say girlfriends ruin bands. But I’d never had one ruin the entire world before.
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Commanding The Co-Ed (The Steps of Command Part One)



“I want a baby,” Kimberly panted, locking her heels behind my waist. “Put one in me, bro. Please?”

Her words made my head swim. Everything about her warm, soft body under mine felt so good – her cunt was dripping and tight, gripping my cock like a glove. I could feel every inch of her clenching as she confessed her darkest secret. And then I could feel her feeling me, my cock twitching as the idea sent a spasm of pleasure through my body, and then her thoughts slipped into mine. I could feel how badly she wanted this, how she was keeping herself right on the edge until she felt my hot, sticky come enter her womb. It made it so hard to hold back, to keep from losing myself and going mad, fucking her as hard as I could.

“Wait, wait, don’t freak out,” she said, putting a hand on my chest to still me. She didn’t know the real reason I was having this reaction – she had no idea about my powers. “Just listen to me, okay? Okay.”

She pursed her lips in that sexy little pout I knew so well, studying me to make sure I didn’t pull out of her. I don’t think I could have even if I wanted to: she felt so amazing, I never wanted to be anywhere but inside her.

“You know what’s my favorite thing about you?” She asked, her voice a husky, bliss-soaked whisper.

In response, I rocked my hips forward and slammed the head of my cock against her g-spot. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she arched her back, momentarily stunned with pleasure. I felt it as an aftershock in the back of my head, one so good that it made me want to do it again and again – but I knew what would happen if I gave in.

“I have an idea,” I growled, the tip of my cock still nestled against her cervix.

“Well,” she giggled, “that’s definitely up there. But what I meant was, you take care of me, Scott. You were so good when Dad left – without you, this family never would have stayed together. I love that you’re always here for me when I need you – you’re like my protector. And that’s so, so fucking sexy...”

It really was. I could feel how turned on she was getting from her own words, and it was affecting me, too.

“So what?” I groaned, driving deep another time and making her squeal. “You think I’m going to leave you? You’ll always be my sister, Kim – no matter what.”

Her cheeks reddened. “You’re going to college,” she whispered. “Then you’ll find some girl, I know it. After that, you’ll be taking care of her instead. But if you come inside me, if you put a baby in my belly, we’ll be linked. Our souls will be entwined together, you and me, making something beautiful. I know you’d be the best Daddy ever, Daniel. And if you put a baby in me...you’ll never leave. You’ll always take care of me – and him or her, when the baby comes. And I’ll always take care of you...just like this...”

Her hips started to rock, fucking me back with a slow, steadily building intensity. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she had no intention of stopping – this was it, the point of no return. She was going to keep on until I shot deep inside of her, made her pregnant. My own stepsister, my lover – the girl that thanks to my new powers I knew almost as well as I knew myself.

“Would that be so bad?” she asked, putting a hand on the back of my head and using it as leverage to lift herself up and kiss me. She covered my mouth with hers, then slid her face to my ear and teased the opening with the tip of her tongue. “I’ll be such a good wife for you, Sir. And such a good Mommy. I promise I’ll do anything you want – I’ll let you fuck me every time you get a big, hard boner that won’t go away. I love you, Daniel – you’re so fucking hot, you’re so fucking amazing and I want to be your girl forever...”

The words were like ambrosia. My hips suddenly thrust forward, meeting her stroke for stroke, and the two of us were moving in time. She locked eyes with me, understanding passing between the two of us in an instant. Kimberly tossed her head back and laughed, pure joy and relief in one blessed moment, then kissed me again.

“Come in me,” she begged, making that naughty face my sister always pulled when she was trying to get me to do something mischievous. “Blow your load inside me, bro. Aren’t my walls nice and snug around your dick? Don’t all those wet, tight ridges just make you want to fuck me harder and harder until you explode all over my walls?”

They did. They really, really did.

As we reached the peak simultaneously, my body priming itself to fertilize my sister’s eggs with a flood of my virile seed, I had just enough time to thank God for my special powers. Without them, having Kimberly in my bed would still be a fantasy...

––––––––
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AT FIRST, I WAS AFRAID I was going crazy.

It started out small. I’d be in the kitchen, eating a sandwich, and my stepmother Kelly would come in and I’d suddenly hear her start complaining that I’d left the mayo out on the counter – except her lips weren’t moving. She’d picked up the container and put it back in the fridge without a word. Then a few days later, I’d heard my sister Kimberly say something about a dick pic some guy had sent her unsolicited on her Instagram account – only again, she wasn’t saying anything. And I didn’t even know she had an Instagram.

As time went on, I dismissed the more panicky explanations: that I had a brain tumor, or was experiencing a psychotic episode. It became more and more likely that I really was hearing the inside of my Mom and sister’s heads. Despite how impossible it sounded, it was true: I could hear their thoughts like they were whispering in my ear. Pretty soon I learned I could turn it on and off if I wanted too, which was really useful – it was hard to go out in public when you were picking up the stray thoughts and fantasies of an entire crowd.

But it wasn’t until I did some digging that I really, truly understood what was happening to me. As I grew into my ability, I’d noticed some telltale signs in my Mom’s head that someone else had been there before me. That led me to my Dad’s old journals, and a shocking revelation – he’d had the same powers, too. Radical Empathy was what he called it in his papers – Dad held a doctorate in psychiatry – and it was what had enabled an ordinary guy like my Dad to trade his own average wife for a knockout like Kelly.

My stepmother Kelly was...well, she was definitely the ‘hot’ Mom. Nearly a decade younger than my father, a former underwear model turned cocktail waitress, it was clear that she’d been chosen to be his wife for her jaw-dropping looks, not her brains. When we were growing up, I could tell half the guys I knew at school were thinking about her long blonde hair, massive tits and tight, round ass at night – and the other half were just better at hiding it. It didn’t help that Kelly was the perfect picture of a suburban, 50’s housewife – never holding down a job of her own, she spent her time cooking and cleaning and generally making my Dad’s life as comfortable (and pleasurable) as possible. Back in the day I couldn’t understand why she acted the way she did, but with the revelation of my Dad’s powers, it all made sense. He was in her head, pushing her already-submissive personality to new heights, making her the wife and mother he needed.

Kelly was gorgeous, to be sure, but it wasn’t her who was causing all the trouble under our roof. That was my stepsister, Kimberly.

Kimberly...

I sighed and leaned back against the pillow, putting a hand to my forehead. Kimberly was my biggest problem. One wall separated our rooms up on the second floor; under normal circumstances I was able to more or less forget we were sharing a house, but ever since my powers activated I couldn’t get her out of my mind. Even at that moment, I could feel her: the silky tug of her hair as she twirled it around her finger, the pressure as she bit her lip, the mounting excitement behind her eyes as she checked the latest pictures of herself she’d posted to social media. She wanted likes, favs, attention – male attention. The problem was, I wanted to give it to her.

It was so wrong. I’d been suppressing it for years – this crush I had on Kimberly. I couldn’t help it; every time I saw her lithe teenage body come strolling by in a crop top and a skintight pair of yoga pants, I turned into a gibbering idiot. Kimmie humored me, but I knew she knew exactly how I felt. It was clear she was a little flattered, but there was no way she’d ever cross that line. I tried to stay out of her way as much as possible – both for her sake and mine.

And that’s the problem in a nutshell, I thought, sighing. I can stay out of her way, but there’s no way she can stay out of mine. She’s in my head...

I know what you’re thinking. Why not turn it off? For some reason, I couldn’t. Kimberly’s thoughts were like a bonfire I couldn’t douse: if Mom’s mind was a well-worn path Dad had spent years shaping to his liking, Kimmie’s was wild, untamed overgrowth. It was up to me to trim it, to mold it how I wished – but I had hardly any knowledge of how to do it. And tinkering in my sweet, innocent stepsister’s head felt like a total violation...

My thoughts trailed off, and Kimberly’s sank right back in. It was as if it was even worse being this close to her. It would have been the easiest thing in the world to cross from my room to hers, to sink into her without anyone else knowing....God knows I’d thought about it so many fucking times.

Hold up, I thought, confused. Where did THAT come from?

Then I froze, because I was feeling Kimberly’s thoughts again. Only this was...different, somehow. There was a tension in my sister’s body that I’d never felt before – something fuzzy but warm, like she’d just done a shot of something strong and it was radiating from her core...

She rolled onto her side and reached for her tablet – the iPad Mom had bought her a couple of months ago. The connection between us sharpened all of a sudden: I could feel how soft and comfy she was was in her plush pajamas, her body swathed in long pants and a white v-neck. I could sense her opening the browser and scrolling, her heartbeat quickening and that something inside of her growing stronger. She slid one hand down her stomach...

Oh shit, I thought. My cock instantly sprang to life, whether from experiencing Kim’s thoughts or my own arousal I didn’t know. My sister is...

She was navigating to a porn website. 

My darling, innocent sister was about to masturbate.

I should have severed the connection right then and there. Broken the bond between the two of us. Instead, I allowed myself to drift closer. I’d never done anything like this before – my other contacts with people had been fleeing and vague, not focused like this one was becoming. But the more I felt her excitement, her arousal, the more my own body began to respond – suddenly I was hard as a girder, throbbing with need, not giving a damn whether what I was doing was ‘right’ or not.

Kimberly rolled over onto her flat tummy, sliding the iPad to the side so she could rummage underneath the bed. For a moment I didn’t know what she was doing, then I felt her smile as she pulled out a small, dented shoebox. I had no idea what she was doing – did girls put on fancy shoes to touch themselves?

Then she opened the box, and I understood. Oh. Oh.

Lying in the box was Kimberly’s vibrator. It was a long, thin rod, tipped with a fat, round oval that looked like the wheel of a rollerskate – except pink and a little plastic-looking. She touched her finger to a button on the wand and the oval vibrated like an earthquake, making me gasp with surprise through the connection. Kimberly giggled and climbed back under the sheets, sliding the wand down while she looked for a good movie to watch.

I could feel her scrolling through categories, moving like a patron at a buffet. Her finger hovered over the ‘lesbian threesome’ category...

Before I knew what I was doing, I reached out and tugged. It wasn’t that I wanted to stop her (although I was surprised – Kimberly getting off on watching other girls?) - it was more like I moved on pure instinct.

Incest porn, I thought, tugging down my own boxers. Something with a sister fucking her brother. It’d be so hot. You want it...

Kimberly frowned for a moment – then her smile grew wider. She looked through the top videos under ‘sister/brother’ for a moment, then selected one of the ones that looked hottest. Her choice made, she propped the tablet up against her pillow and slid both hands below the covers, where her pussy throbbed with need.

I can’t believe I did that, I thought dazedly. I’m forcing my own stepsister to watch incest porn. I’m so bad, I’m so fucking bad...

But wait. Something nagged at the back of my head. Whenever I heard about hypnosis in TV or movies, they always said that you couldn’t use it to make someone do something they truly didn’t want to do. You could influence someone, but you couldn’t force them – there had to be a seed there, some part of their mind you could convince to submit to your will.

Did that mean...that Kimberly secretly liked this?

Well, I mean, from what I was getting peeking into her mind she certainly was. Kimberly giggled as she tugged down her pajama pants, bringing them below her knees and sliding one smooth, tanned leg from the fabric. Now she was free to spread her legs, and she did – using those cheerleader muscles to part her thighs almost as far as they could go. I pictured those thighs wrapping around me as I drove deep inside her, then without thinking about it sent the mental image straight into her brain.

Kimberly gasped, biting her lip and sliding two fingers down to her folds. “Fuck,” she gasped, her concentration fixing on the video again.

That made her feel good, I realized. Shit, I kinda want to do that again...

I opened my laptop and navigated to the same video she was watching, using my view of her mind’s eye to sync up the scene. It was about a stepbrother and his stepsister who came home drunk from a party – she was gorgeous and clearly horny, coming onto him with the force of the nastiest sorority slut.

“Come on, bro,” the woman in the video cooed, reaching for the bulge in the man’s pants. “You can’t honestly say you’ve never thought about it...?”

Oh, I’d thought about it. And I was thinking about it at that moment, as Kimberly slid her vibrator between her thighs and switched it on. She went slowly, teasing her folds with the fat head on its lowest speed, but even that sent sparks of pleasure through her lithe young body, sparks that I felt tingle down my own spine as precum dribbled down my shaft.

I felt my sweet, innocent stepsister gasp as she arched her back, pressing her shoulders against the bed. She closed her eyes, an expression of utter bliss on her face as she moved the vibrator in quick, tiny circles around her clit. The pleasure filled me and I was lost, unable to think of anything but how amazing I felt, pumping at my own cock to add to the pleasure.

On the screen, the woman had moved on to sucking the guy’s dick. He sat on the couch, his legs spread wide with her between them on her knees as she teased his rod with her tongue.

“You like that, bro?” the girl asked, almost a taunt. “You like having your own sister put her mouth on your dick?”

Fuck, I groaned, my fist a blur around my shaft. The thought of Kimberly’s mouth – that pouty, sweet little mouth with its full, red lips – wrapped around my shaft made me grunt with need.

And a moment later, Kimberly was feeling the same thing.

She groaned, sliding two fingers deep into her mouth. She gagged around them gently, letting them stretch out her throat as the vibrator continued to tease her clit. A low, primal moan escaped her lips as she bucked her hips, sucking at the fingers and swirling her tongue around them.

I knew what she was doing. In her mind, she was feeling that same desire – to be on her knees, open-mouthed with a fat cock using her throat. The feeling of her wet, slippery fingers mixed with that of my wet, slippery cock until I couldn’t tell which was which – until the moans and groans on the video sounded like my own, until my brain started to convince itself it was Kimberly’s mouth wrapped around my shaft, not my hand.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” I groaned, the back of my head slamming into the wall. “Suck my cock, sis, suck me off...”

It felt so real. We were linked, our souls entwined even if Kimberly had no idea what was happening – if she just thought she was having one hell of a time getting herself off. I jerked my hips forward, sending the sensation straight to her clit, and in an instant she was grinding against her wand, riding it for dear life. Her nails dug into the covers as she cried out, prying her fingers from her throat and muffling her mouth.

She doesn’t want me to hear her, I realized, lost in my own world of bliss. She has no idea...

I got bolder. I wanted this so badly, for so long, that I was going to enjoy it. In my sister’s room, Kimberly’s hand left her mouth at my mental tugging.

Then it wrapped around her throat.

Kimmie let out a surprised, strangled little cry as her own fingers gripped her tightly. I’d always wanted to do this to her – had always loved doing it to the girls I was occasionally able to sneak in after a date. The power of it was immense. I was in complete control of whether or not Kimberly could take in air or not, and that made the big vein in the side of my cock start throbbing.

“Fuck, yes,” Kimberly groaned, leaning into her fingers. “Yes!”

What a surprise, I thought sardonically. My submissive little sister likes being choked. I’d never met a girl who didn’t, at least after being shown how much fun it could be.

My cock ached for release, a molten hot girder between my legs. On the screen, the faux-incestuous couple had moved on to full-on fucking, the girl in the man’s lap and riding him hard.

Look at the screen, I sent into Kimberly’s head. She opened her eyes, hand still choking her gently as she rode her vibrator.

Watch it carefully, I commanded, sending the words into her subconscious. She wouldn’t even know they were there – wouldn’t realize she was following a script. Something in the back of my head exploded with surprise at this (how did I know to do what I was doing?), but I ignored it. I was having too much fun.

Slowly, I started to alter her perceptions. The film reel inside her head jerked, her vision going blurry and fuzzy. For a moment, this made her panic, but I soothed that down as naturally as if I’d been doing it my entire life.

When Kimberly could see again, the figures in the video were intimately familiar. The brunette had her face, contorted with passion, and the strong alpha male lifting her off the bed and fucking her like a ragdoll was none other than me.

“No,” she panted, but neither the hand at her throat or the one gripping her wand slowed. “Oh fuck that’s so wrong...”

It is, I agreed. That’s what makes it fun.

She arched her back, the muscles in her thighs turning to jello as this new fantasy swept her away. She screamed with pleasure, no longer worrying about attracting my attention, completely focused on the amazing feelings going on between her legs. She arched her butt higher and higher off the bed, drunk on pleasure as she brought herself close to the edge.

I was right there as well. I wanted to come so bad, and I knew that I could do it right as Kimberly did. I’d experience her orgasm at the same time as mine, and God only knew how fucking mind-blowing that would be!

Yet, as I reached the edge, my hand slowed. There was something else I wanted – something in the back of my mind, in a deep, primal part of my psyche. It was like a bubble growing, stretching to bursting, and when it did I would finally understand what I was trying to figure out...

The urge overtook me – and my hand dropped away from my cock.

In the other room, Kimberly suddenly jerked and went still. This was no small feat – she was moments away from her own earth-shattering orgasm – but she froze, feeling something in her head she’d never experienced before.

Command.

Turn off the tablet, I thought, knowing she would obey.

Kimberly switched it off without question, thinking to herself as she did so that she’d rather cum with her own images in her head, not some video’s. It was amazing how easily the mind accepted outside commands, made them feel like they were Kimberly’s own – I was about to test that to the breaking point.

Put the vibrator on your clit, I thought. You need it. You need more, and more, and MORE...

Kimberly’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as she squeezed the vibrator between her thighs. The head pressed hard against her clit, nearly entering her sopping wet slit, while two fingers stabbed her g-spot with her free hand.

I let her pleasure go higher, and higher – then pulled the leash.

Kimberly groaned with frustration, pressing the vibrator harder, moving it in circles – nothing worked. She couldn’t cum! She didn’t realize that I held the keys to her passion now – she wasn’t going to be allowed to climax from now on unless I said so.

Think about your brother, I commanded her. That will let you come. Think about Daniel.

I saw her bite her lip, this new command filling her with shame – but then the images filled her head. They looked just like the video she’d been watching, except this time it was her on her knees – her sucking me clean, her lapping up my come, her mounting me and riding my hard cock until she came shuddering and sobbing all over it, experiencing an orgasm stronger than anything she’d felt in her young life.

“Fuck,” she groaned, something inside her recognizing my dominance. “Please let me cum. Please...”

It was her fantasy. I could see her inside her head, riding me as she begged for me to let her go over the edge. She had no idea how close to reality her fantasy was.

Tell me you love me, I commanded.

“I love my brother,” she whispered, flushing with shame at the admission. “God help me, I think my brother is sexy as hell...”

You want to worship your brother, I thought.

“I...I want to worship my brother,” she panted. “Please, I’ll worship you with my whole body. Every day. I’ll be your fucktoy – your bimbo whore – your nasty little cumslut. Just please let me come, bro, please...”

I’d had more than enough. I couldn’t take any more. With mental tendrils I didn’t even know I had, I slammed right into her pleasure center, overloading everything. Phantom fingers stroked her clit as I jabbed the g-spot of her endorphin center, filling her bloodstream with bliss.

Cum for me, I commanded. Cum. Cum. CUM...

“Oh fuck I’m cumming!” Kimberly’s words turned into a babble of expletives as she shattered, her young body infiltrated with sweet, heavenly pleasure. Only her shoulders and feet remained on the bed – the rest was arched above it, riding a tidal wave of bliss, screaming my name over and over again as she broke into a thousand pieces and washed away. I lost track of how many times she came before I was finished wringing her out.

As she finally came down from her peak, I relaxed against the wall. I was a mess: I’d felt every moment of Kimberly’s pleasure, and it had sent me right over the edge. My lap was coated in seed, my boxers fucking stained with streaks of thick come. It was the most amazing pleasure I’d ever felt.

Gingerly, I tested the connection to Kimberly. She had a hand against her forehead, still coming down from her amazing high. Shame flooded her, but less than I would have expected.

“Shit, Kim,” she whispered, shaking her head. “Bad girl. Bad, bad girl...”

I knew her mind was already rationalizing it away. This had just been a naughty fantasy she’d carried too far, nothing more: just a harmless crush. She wasn’t going to let anything else come of it.

Except that when she finally rose from the bed, tucking her vibrator under her arm to take it to the bathroom to clean off, she stopped in front of my room.

I lay there stock still as she paused, watching the door. I could feel it inside of her – the longing. There was a part of her – a very deep, primal part, that was stronger than I realized – that wanted to open the door. That wanted to crawl into bed with me, to climb on top of me, to ride me over and over again until I exploded in her core, breeding her fertile womb...

Kimberly walked away. But as I lay back, a growing smile on my face, I knew that there’d come a time soon enough when she had the courage to open my door and see what happened next.

I thought it would take a few weeks, maybe a few more of these little mental sessions. What I had no idea of knowing was that tomorrow night, Kimberly was going to open my door – and the proposal she was going to make to me would change both of our lives forever...



Commanding The Brat (The Steps of Command Part Two)



“Hey bro...can we talk for a minute? I really need your help.”

I glanced up from my tablet. My stepsister Kimberly stood in the doorway of my room, biting her lip and twirling one end of her v-neck shirt through her fingers. Even without my special powers, I could see she was filled with anxiety: it coursed through her veins like whitewater rapids. But underneath that was something that set my heart fluttering; something exciting.

I blinked – and in the time between my eyes closing and then opening again I pushed into her brain. Mental tendrils soothed her worries, hitting her bloodstream like a Xanax or a glass of red wine. Her shoulders relaxed, her smile widened – hell, she even sighed audibly with relief.

It was still insane to me that I could do that.

“Thanks,” she said, entering my room and closing the door behind her – after spending a moment to make sure Mom didn’t hear. “There’s something on my mind that’s been driving me crazy lately.”

No doubt there is, I thought, leaning back in bed. I didn’t need to be a mind-reader to know that. Ever since last night, when I’d slipped into Kimberly’s mind while practicing my new powers, she’d been weird around me. It wasn’t hard to see why: when Kimmie got bored all of a sudden and decided to masturbate to some porn, her arousal had triggered my own and I’d...lost control, somewhat. I’d pushed her mind subtly, influencing her choice of video – a filthy brother-sister incest vid that had incited her fantasies. Then I’d taken complete control of her: making her choke herself, picture my cock sliding between her lips, even cum while begging for her brother’s seed. It had been the strongest orgasm of both of our lives, and Kimberly had no idea that I hadn’t just been spying on her – I’d been experiencing it with her.

As amazing as it had been, she hadn’t repeated the performance at all today – it was as if she suspected something was wrong. She’d no-doubt rationalized the whole thing as being some extreme sex fantasy, but maybe a primal part of Kim’s brain wasn’t so sure she was alone in her own head.

“Come on in,” I told her, setting my tablet to the side. “I wasn’t doing anything, anyway.”

She got a foot or so away from the bed then stopped, frowning. I felt the anxiety well up in her again, but this time I didn’t slide into her thoughts – I was too entranced by the sight of her. Kimberly had obviously been trying to make herself look nice before coming in my room without making it too obvious she was trying to look nice. She wasn’t dressed in anything fancy, just her usual v-neck and fuzzy pajama pants, but her makeup was as on point as if she were going out on a hot date and her hair had been brushed into shimmering waves down her back.

Also, she wasn’t wearing anything under those pajamas, and it was obvious. Her top fit her curves so tightly it looked painted-on.

“Can I...” she shook her head for a second, like she was trying to shake off her doubts. “Can I sit down?”

“Sure.” I pulled back the covers, revealing the pillow-top of the mattress and its thin sheet. I wasn’t wearing a shirt, dressed just in my boxers, and I whispered a silent prayer of thanks that I wasn’t sporting a boner. That might have scared her off, powers or no powers. “Have a seat. What’s bothering you?”

She scooted onto the bed, tucking her knees under her chest, and shivered. “Brr, it’s cold in here,” she giggled. “You mind if I pull this up?”

“Be my guest,” I said, motioning toward the comforter.

Kimberly took it in her fist and slowly slid it up her body, sighing with relief as she sank deeper into the bed. “There we go,” she said, seeming for a moment to forget I was there.

“Just like old times,” I said, a trace of snark in my voice. It hadn’t been that long since we’d shared a bed.

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said, sliding me the side-eye. “Your hands are freezing. God only knows what Mom would think if she came in and saw this.”

I chuckled. “Don’t worry about Mom.” As I said it, I pushed the thought into her head – I really did not want her thinking about the fact that her mother (my stepmother) was right downstairs. Not that there was any danger of her catching us, of course: a cursory glance downstairs with my powers showed Mom was passed out on the couch watching reality TV. If she happened to get up, I’d just make sure she went into a different part of the house than ours.

“Yeah,” Kim said, rising to a sitting position. “Whatever.”

“You were going to talk about your problem,” I reminded her. “Or should I go back to what I was doing?”

She scoffed. “Pssh, you said you weren’t doing anything. Lazy.”

“Nothing I want my sister to know about,” I said with a laugh.

I was rewarded by Kimberly’s mouth dropping into a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh, gross!” she yelled, her cheeks flushing. “You’re such a pervert, Daniel!”

“Hey, I didn’t say anything,” I retorted. “You’re the one who’s got a dirty mind.”

“Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes in an exaggerated gesture of disgust. “I totally don’t need to know about that!”

Do you? I wondered. Experimentally, I reached out with my thoughts and grazed my sister’s pleasure center – just the slightest touch. Before, when I’d been driving her right over the peak into multiple orgasms, I’d been ramming that cluster of neurons as hard as I could, overloading it – but what would a teasing little tickle do?

Kimberly’s flush instantly deepened. Her eyes dilated, the pupils going wide. I saw her legs move under the covers as she ground her thighs together – then caught herself, rearranging them to look natural.

Bullseye, I thought bemusedly. I’d just gotten her a little turned on – and now I knew I could do it more if I wanted.

“Well,” she said hotly, snuggling deeper under the covers, “I have a problem with a boy.”

I pretended to look shocked. “Guy trouble? You?”

“Oh shut up,” she said with a giggle, punching my shoulder. I couldn’t help but notice that doing so brought her a little bit closer to me.

“For real,” I said, “isn’t this something you should be talking to someone a little bit more female about? Like, Mom?”

Kimmie rolled her eyes. “Mom still thinks we all live in the 50’s. She thinks some boy is going to come courting me with a bouquet of flowers and say ‘yes ma’am, no ma’am’ over dinner.” Her face let me know exactly how deluded she thought that idea was. It didn’t sound too bad to me, but then again I was half-naked and under the covers with my own sister, so I had no right to judge anyone else’s depravity.

“Besides,” Kimberly was saying, “I want a dude’s perspective. Sometimes I just don’t think I understand men at all.”

“Trust me, we’re not that difficult,” I said. “Feed us, fuck us, tell us we’re cool. That pretty much does it.”

Her face reddened again, and this time I hadn’t had to do anything to her mind. “Maybe caveman guys like you,” she said haughtily.

“Maybe,” I agreed, putting my hands behind my head. “So what’s the problem? This guy getting too handsy?”

“No, nothing like that – in fact, he’s a perfect gentleman.” Kimberly snuggled closer, the swell of her hip rising beneath the fabric.

“Then what’s the problem? Let him take you out to dinner; bring him home to meet Mom.”

If I had thought Kimberly could blush before, the crimson that spread from her cheeks to her cleavage proved me wrong. “I...I don’t think I could bring him home to Mom,” she stammered, her smile going lopsided.

I was enjoying this a little bit too much. It was fun making Kim squirm, causing her to feel a little bit of the wrongness, anxiety and excitement that had been coursing through my bloodstream for months whenever I was around her. Almost without thinking about it, I slid into her mind and stoked her arousal up another notch.

“So what’s the problem?” I yawned heavily, faking disinterest. “You’re really bad at getting to the point sometimes, sis, you know that?”

Kimberly bit her lip hard, her eyes shining as her gaze met mine. “He doesn’t know I like him,” she whispered.

She squirmed under the covers, visibly uncomfortable. A quick peek in her mind showed my sister to be a churning whirlpool of emotions: lust, shame, and the overwhelming desire to be closer to me.

I decided to help her along.

“Come here,” I said, pulling the comforter up where it wrapped around my side. “You still look cold as hell.”

Relief flooded her features. “Thanks,” she whispered, scooting over. I felt her sigh and relax as she pressed her body against mine, a slow smile spreading across her face. She threw one arm over my chest and rested her head on my shoulder.

“This is so weird,” she said in a tiny voice, like she was talking to myself. “I should feel...wrong when I do this. But god damn you’re so comfy...”

“Comfy? What, am I getting fat?”

Her eyes widened. “No, not at all!” She leaned upward, so close that our lips were almost touching. “You feel good. Solid. It’s just...I dunno, comforting to be held. To know that I’ve got someone to go to when I’m having trouble, someone who’ll look out for me no matter what.”

Fuck, I was starting to get hard. I shifted down a bit, hoping to hide it, and squeezed Kim’s shoulder. “No problem, sis. Shit, I’ll hold you whenever you want. Now why doesn’t this idiot guy like you?”

She tittered nervously. “It’s not like that,” she murmured, stretching against me. “It’s just...he doesn’t see me that way. I’m pretty sure he just thinks of me as a friend.”

“Ah, you’ve been friend zoned,” I said sagely, prompting her to laugh. “No, really, I know all about that. Guys get it all the time.”

She turned her head and fluttered her lashes up at me. “Well, then – how do you get out of the friend zone? How do I make this guy see me as...I dunno, this is so awkward to say...”

“Say it,” I said, my voice dropping to a low, commanding tone. I felt her shiver against me.

“That I’m a sexual being,” she whispered. “That I’m not just a friend – I’m a girl who wants to fuck.”

“Wow,” I said, feigning surprise. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say that word, sis.”

She blushed and pressed her face against my side. “Please don’t make fun of me,” she whispered.

God, she looked so cute like that. It was so nice to have her body against mine, to feel her warmth. I wanted her so fucking badly.

“You know what I would do?” I asked her.

She glanced up at me, her lips trembling. “What?”

“It’s not difficult,” I said with a little laugh. “I would tell this guy exactly what you told me. And then I’d kiss him.”

Kimberly paused for a long, long moment, staring up into my eyes.

“You’re right,” she whispered, so quietly I could barely here. “That’s good advice.”

Then she kissed me.

Every nerve ending in my body sang simultaneously. Her mouth covered mine, the warm lips parting and her tongue darting into my mouth, and the two of us melted into each other. I rolled to the side, no longer caring if she felt my cock, and pressed it against her thigh. I felt her gasp at the size of it, press against me harder. She bit down on my bottom lip, adding pain to the pleasure.

“Holy shit.” Kimberly broke the kiss, staring at me like she didn’t know what she wanted. I could feel how badly she wanted to kiss me again – to keep on going until the two of us were fucking like animals – but her control was holding for the moment.

“Yeah,” I said, gripping her hips. “Fuck, Kim, that was amazing-”

“That was so wrong,” she panted, shaking her head like she was trying to dispel the feelings coursing through her. “Fuck, I shouldn’t do that. I’m your sister for Christ’s sake...”

Fuck it, I thought. I want this. My command slid into her brain, short-circuiting all the controls holding up her stupid puritan morality. I felt her arch her back as the pleasure hit her brain like a shot of something top-shelf and strong, radiating from her core.

“I know,” I murmured. “That’s why it’s so fun.”

Then I kissed her, hard, and slid my hand between her parted thighs.

Kimberly’s mouth met mine for a moment, then formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as my fingers rubbed her slit through her thin, fuzzy pajama pants. Her ass raised off my bed, grinding against my hand, demanding more. For a moment, I felt her self-control shatter as she gave in to me – then she pulled herself back from the brink.

“This is good,” she groaned, squeezing her eyes tight as she pressed her face into my chest. “Oh fuck, Daniel, that’s so fucking good! But we can’t do this. Nothing can...can happen between us, you know?”

Hmm. That actually sounded like a challenge. Not to mention an opportunity to have a little fun. Kimberly, whether she’d known it or not, had been making me squirm for months. I wanted to put that back on her for a bit, make her experience how it felt to want something wrong so badly you stopped caring...

“Okay,” I groaned, pulling away from her. “Okay.” It physically hurt to put those few inches of space between us, and I could see in her eyes that she was feeling as frustrated as I was. “You maybe just want to...I don’t know, hang out in here a little bit?”

Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were still wide as saucers. I could feel her trying to come down, to force those feelings I’d just brought to the surface back into her subconscious. “Yeah,” she said, brushing her hair out of her face. “That’s, um, fine. We should probably just calm down for a bit...”

“Yeah,” I agreed, grabbing my tablet. “I definitely need to burn off some energy...”

She watched me for a few moments, a growing certainty in her eyes. “What are you doing?”

“What do you think I’m doing? What I was about to do before you came in.”

To say she looked shocked would have been an understatement. And yet she didn’t rise from the bed, call me a pervert, or do any of things I might have expected. Instead she stared at me, her heart pounding and her lips quivering. I could tell she was on the edge of a precipice even before I peeked inside her head – and once I looked inside, I was blown away. My darling, innocent sister wanted to watch me masturbate: the same way I had watched her masturbate last night, although she had no idea. She wanted to see me cum; she wanted to be right there next to me, urging me along, helping me have a stronger, deeper orgasm.

And she wanted more. Much, much more.

“I...um.” She blushed, pulling the covers up to just beneath her chin.

“Look, I’m hard as fuck,” I said matter-of-factly, pulling up the same porn site Kimberly had been looking at last night. “I’m not going to be able to think straight until I cum. If you want to have any hope of having a rational conversation about all this, I need to have an orgasm first. If you think that’s gross or whatever, you can leave the room for a few minutes – or I’ll go in the bathroom or whatever.” I glanced over at her, waiting for her response.

“No, that’s fine,” she whispered, keeping the covers right where they were. “I’ve kind of always been curious about how boys...you know, touch themselves. And I mean, you’re doing it to porn – it’s like I’m not even here!”

“Sure,” I said, giving her justifications the amount of credit they deserved. “This’ll just take a minute...”

Her face lit up with curiosity. “So, um...what kind of porn do you watch?”

I rolled my eyes. “You really want to know that? I thought porn was for pervs.”

She bit her lip. “I mean, everyone does it. Your sister might be a little bit more pervy than you think...”

I stared at her evenly for a long moment that made her flush and look away. Then I turned my attention back to the website. God, even the thumbnails were hot as fuck.

“I like a little bit of everything,” I said, my eyes still on the screen. “Blowjobs, MILFS, lesbian threesomes...”

When I glanced back, she’d moved over on the bed. Now Kimberly was right next to me, although she was still covering her entire body with the comforter. She was also staring at the screen, and something on it had made her eyes go all wide. I knew exactly what it was – in fact, I’d put it there on purpose.

“What about that one?” She asked, pointing. It was the same video Kim had watched last night – the drunk sister coming onto her brother, fucking him in their parents’ bed while she moaned and shuddered and told him how amazing his cock was.

“That one?” I feigned shock, but of course this was what I’d wanted her to pick all along. “I don’t know. That one’s a little taboo. Are you into that stuff, sis?”

She gave me a deer-in-headlights look so perfect I almost burst out laughing.

“I...no! I just...I didn’t even know that was the plot. I watch these things on mute. They’re just, you know! The plots are usually better!”

“If you watch porn on mute,” I asked, giving her the side-eye, “how do you know anything about the plot?”

She pulled the comforter up over her face. “Just watch the video. Please. Do what boys do...”

I shrugged and started the video. The first few minutes were just scene-setting, so I skipped about a 1/3rd of the way through. The brother was sitting on the couch in the living room, with the sister between his knees, teasing his cock with her tongue. I knew that I was about a minute away from her full-on deepthroating him, so this was a perfect place to start watching.

“You’re skipping,” Kimmie said, peeking over the comforter. “What – you’re impatient?”

“Everyone skips to the best parts,” I said, peeling the blanket off my body. My cock stood straight and stiff in my boxers, poking up through the fabric like a tent pole. A dark stain of precum coated the front where the tip was – it would have been oozing down my shaft if I wasn’t wearing underwear.

I tugged down the boxers, freeing my cock and balls. A quick glance to the side let me know that Kimberly was peeking over the covers – and that something was going on down below.

“Wow,” I heard her gasp.

“What?”

“You’re just – it’s big,” she said, making no attempt to conceal how hot this all made her. “That’s honestly bigger than any boy I’ve been with. You should be proud of that cock, bro.”

“Thanks,” I groaned, taking hold of the base with my free hand. Sparks shot down my spine, pure relief filling me at finally having some attention on my rod. “Fuck, that feels good...”

“You don’t use lube?” The comforter was inching down, and now I could see Kimberly’s nipples as hard as diamonds through her thin top.

“Nah, I’m already good and wet. Shit...”

I started to stroke in earnest. I could feel Kimberly’s eyes on me, staring greedily at my cock as I pumped it slow and hard. On the screen, the girl continued to suck off her brother, but somehow I knew neither of us were paying any attention to that.

“This is so interesting,” Kim said in a small voice. “Does it feel good?”

“Really fucking good,” I groaned, leaning back against the pillows. I turned away from the porn, staring at her soft tits and stroking harder. She watched me watching her for a long moment, then flushed deeper than ever before.

“Bro? The porn is over there,” she whimpered. I pushed into her mind, experiencing the lust that shuddered through her body. Her cunt was like a furnace, aching for me as badly as I did for her, and I wasn’t going to deny her any more.

Time to take control.

“You’re much hotter than that,” I growled, watching the compliment hit her. Mental tendrils stroked her pleasure center, setting her most sensitive parts on fire with need as I spoke. “Now show me those tits.”

I watched her resistance crumble. After all, she’d already gotten this far into the situation. She was half-naked in bed, watching her brother masturbate, and she was really going to stop at showing off her tits? Of course not.

“Y-yes, bro,” she panted, pulling the v-neck over her head. Kim’s tits were a little smaller than I would have liked – Mom’s big ones were more my speed – but they were perfect perky handfuls, so high and firm that a bra was merely for ornamentation. I pumped harder at the sight of them, something deep and primal inside my brain flooding at the visual of my topless sister.

“Come here,” I said, brooking no discussion. “Lay next to me.”

Any thought of her resisting was now a foregone conclusion. I could see it in her eyes: she wanted this. She was going to go all the way; experience the kind of pleasure her young body had never sampled before, and I was going to be the one to take her there. I couldn’t fucking wait.

“Like this?” She asked. She was lying against me the way she’d been before, one hand over my chest. I knew it felt good for her to be this close, to have skin-on-skin. The whole feeling of a female body against me was just the best – and I sent it through the connection, filling her with the same goodness.

“Yes,” I grunted. “Now touch it.”

Her hand trembled as she reached out for my cock. “Bro, are you sure?”

I took her chin in my other hand and turned her to face me. She stared up at me, eyes shining with love and devotion, bottom lip trembling as she felt the full force of my commanding power.

“You want this,” I told her. “You want to make your brother cum. And you want me to make you cum. Say it.”

“I...” For an instant, the last remaining threads of resistance in her mind tried to hold – and snapped. “I want this,” she said, her face flooding with pure relief. “It’s so wrong, but I don’t fucking care. I’m so horny, Daniel – I want to get you off so bad my pussy is soaking. When I do it, will you...will you get me off, too?”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled into her neck. “Now stroke me, Sis.”

Her fingers gripped my come-soaked shaft and began to stroke. It ignited a fire in my belly; god damn did that feel so much better than my own hand. Kimberly didn’t watch; instead she kept her face against my chest, looking up at me with just her eyes.

“Is that okay?” she asked. “Does it hurt?”

“No,” I grunted, my voice thick with pleasure. “It’s amazing. Harder, Kimmie, stroke it harder...!”

Her grip grew tighter and she moved faster. My balls bounced back and forth as she truly jerked me off, her little hand a blur as she milked her brother’s cock. I could feel my shaft tingling as something warm and strong worked its way up to the swollen, spongy head – I was getting close to the edge. I started to buck and thrash against Kim’s body, grunting wordlessly with pure primal need as her hand stroked sweeter and sweeter around my cock...

Suddenly she stopped. And her face started to slide down my chest.

Holy shit, I thought, stunned into silence for a moment. “Sis?”

“I need this,” she said, her voice manic in its intensity. “Please don’t say no, bro. I need to taste you...”

I chuckled. “There is no fucking way on Earth I would stop you from doing that.”

When I looked down, Kimberly was between my legs, the covers completely pulled down and tossed onto the floor. She looked just like the girl in the video, although that couple had moved on into full-on fucking and I only spared them a moment’s glance. What was going on here was way more important. I only had eyes for her.

“Oh my gawd,” Kim groaned, running a finger down the side of my shaft. Once she had it coated in precum, she brought it to her lips and sucked the tip clean. “Oh fuck, bro, you taste so good...”

“Suck me,” I said, locking eyes with her. “Please...”

She grinned. “Of course. I love having your cock in my mouth, bro.”

Then she took me between her lips, and I was in Heaven. I growled low in my throat as Kimmie pulled the sensitive head into her warm, wet mouth and pushed right through her gag reflex. I slid all the way in, sheathed in her pulsing throat as she took me all the way to the base. Her nose nestled in my pubic hair, a low throaty moan escaping her lips as she tasted me. I snuck a peek in her brain and felt her fire; knew deep down in my soul that she loved this.

Soon Kimberly was bobbing up and down in my lap, her lips forming a tight seal around my rock-hard cock as she took me deep. Her lips were glossy and shining as she teased the head with her tongue, pushing my sensitivity so high I started bucking and lifting my ass off the bed before she giggled and took me to the hilt.

“I had no idea you were such an amazing cocksucker, sis!” I put my hand on the back of her head, experimentally at first and then harder when she nodded for me to continue. My fingers tangled in her hair, using it as leverage to go deeper. I was using her mouth and it was incredible. “Fuck, I’m getting close! Is it okay if I come?”

“Mmmmh hmmmm!” Kimberly looked ecstatic as she felt my cock swell up even larger in her throat. It started to twitch and buck, bringing me right to the edge, and my sister didn’t slow down for a moment. She picked up the pace, sucking hard as she bobbed up and down like she was eager for her treat.

“Oh fuck sis I love you! I fucking love you...!”

I grabbed Kimmie’s head with both hands and growled as I let go, exploding in her mouth. She slowed down as she felt me come, tightening her cheeks around my shaft as she drank down every drop of my thick, creamy load. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing and milking me dry as waves of pleasure pulsed through my body, draining out of me as I filled my sister’s mouth with cum. As I came down from my peak I felt wrung out, exhausted – and utterly energized.

Kim lapped up the last bit of seed from my dick, cleaning me with her tongue, then planted a kiss on the swollen head.

“Are you okay?” I asked. “I didn’t hurt you...?”

She shook her head. “I’m good, bro. So good. Do you...do you want to do more?”

I knew what she meant. Images of it flickered through my head – me, buried in Kimmie’s sweet pussy, pumping another hot load inside of her while she shuddered and came all over my dick. I sent those images right into her mind and watched as she closed her eyes, riding them.

Something flickered in her face. “Are you...are you doing something to me?”

I froze. And from the look on my face, Kim knew something was wrong. Or that she’d just hit on the truth.

“Come here,” I growled, grabbing her by the hips. “It’s your turn.”

“My turn?” She was still looking confused, but the heat in her gaze was crowding it out, making her not care. “I thought we were going to-”

“I have to know what my sweet sister’s pussy tastes like,” I growled. “I want to eat your cunt, Kim.”

She melted. “Yes,” she whimpered, her cute ass hitting the bed. “I’ve never had a boy that was willing to do that for me before, Daniel. I want it...”

Grinning, I tugged down her pajama pants. Her skin was tanned and flawless underneath, her shining slit bare other than a narrow strip of trimmed pubic hair. I buried my face in her cunt and lapped at her folds, seeking out her clit.

“Fuck! Oh my gawd, Daniel, don’t stop!”

I smiled. I had no intention of stopping until she’d come just as hard as I had. I wasn’t super-experienced in eating a girl out, but my enthusiasm made up for it – and Kimberly was so turned on that it didn’t take long before her hips were quaking on my shoulders, her body tense as a bowstring as she approached climax.

I pumped two fingers inside of her as I lapped at her clit, working my tongue in long slow circles around the sensitive nub. The combination was enough to send my sister over the edge – her inner walls clenched and a flood of sweet honey coated my tongue. Kimberly screamed loud enough to wake the neighborhood, grinding her cunt on my face as she rode out a toe-curling, sheet-clawing orgasm. When she finally relaxed, sweaty and panting, I climbed onto her and mounted her.

“Oh fuck that was so good,” she whimpered, kissing me deeply. “Are you going to fuck me now, bro?”

“Yes,” I said, gripping her breast in my free hand. “I was so jealous of my fingers when they were inside you. You feel so tight and amazing, Kim, I can’t wait to be inside you...”

She looked up at me, something desperate in her eyes. “I need it,” she admitted, “but...do you have a condom?”

I shook my head. The thought hadn’t even occurred to me. “Fuck no.”

“I’m not on the pill,” she protested. “I...I could get pregnant, bro...”

A smile spread across my face. “Good.”

Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of shock – then I felt her hips pushing against me.

“Do it,” she said, her smile matching my own.

“You sure?” I let the head of my cock nestle in her folds, just barely teasing her entrance. Fuck she was so warm and tight – I wanted to bury myself in her balls-deep so badly. But I held back. “You sure you don’t want to wait until we’ve got protection?”

“Fuck no,” she groaned. “I want to feel you unload inside me. “Besides, you already came once – you’re probably good. And if you got me pregnant, I mean...that wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, would it?”

Instead of responding with words, I entered her with one smooth stroke. Kimberly came apart as I bottomed out inside of her, pressing her face to my chest and raking my back with her nails. This was so much better – so much better – than what we’d done with our mouths. She opened for me, letting me into her core, and the head of my cock slammed into her g-spot. I couldn’t stop my hips; I had to fuck harder, faster.

“Oh Jesus,” she panted, her cunt gripping me like a glove. “Fuck bro, you’re so good! I love your cock, I love the way you fuck me!”

I loved the way I fucked her, too. This was so good; if I hadn’t already lost myself inside of Kimmie’s amazing mouth, I would have already been shooting inside of her. Only that thin layer of self-control kept me able to hold back as I rammed her into my bed.

She locked her ankles behind me, nibbling at my earlobe. “Come in me,” she begged. “Give me a baby!”

“What?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Wait, wait, don’t freak out,” she said, putting a hand on my chest to still me. She didn’t know the real reason I was having this reaction – she had no idea about my powers. “Just listen to me, okay? Okay.”

She pursed her lips in that sexy little pout I knew so well, studying me to make sure I didn’t pull out of her. I don’t think I could have even if I wanted to: she felt so amazing, I never wanted to be anywhere but inside her.

“You know what’s my favorite thing about you?” She asked, her voice a husky, bliss-soaked whisper.

In response, I rocked my hips forward and slammed the head of my cock against her g-spot. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she arched her back, momentarily stunned with pleasure. I felt it as an aftershock in the back of my head, one so good that it made me want to do it again and again – but I knew what would happen if I gave in.

“I have an idea,” I growled, the tip of my cock still nestled against her cervix.

“Well,” she giggled, “that’s definitely up there. But what I meant was, you take care of me, Daniel. You were so good when Dad left – without you, this family never would have stayed together. I love that you’re always here for me when I need you – you’re like my protector. And that’s so, so fucking sexy...”

It really was. I could feel how turned on she was getting from her own words, and it was affecting me, too.

“So what?” I groaned, driving deep another time and making her squeal. “You think I’m going to leave you? You’ll always be my sister, Kim – no matter what.”

Her cheeks reddened. “You’re going to college,” she whispered. “Then you’ll find some girl, I know it. After that, you’ll be taking care of her instead. But if you come inside me, if you put a baby in my belly, we’ll be linked. Our souls will be entwined together, you and me, making something beautiful. I know you’d be the best Daddy ever, Daniel. And if you put a baby in me...you’ll never leave. You’ll always take care of me – and him or her, when the baby comes. And I’ll always take care of you...just like this...”

Her hips started to rock, fucking me back with a slow, steadily building intensity. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she had no intention of stopping – this was it, the point of no return. She was going to keep on until I shot deep inside of her, made her pregnant. My own stepsister, my lover – the girl that thanks to my new powers I knew almost as well as I knew myself.

“Would that be so bad?” she asked, putting a hand on the back of my head and using it as leverage to lift herself up and kiss me. She covered my mouth with hers, then slid her face to my ear and teased the opening with the tip of her tongue. “I’ll be such a good wife for you, Sir. And such a good Mommy. I promise I’ll do anything you want – I’ll let you fuck me every time you get a big, hard boner that won’t go away. I love you, Daniel – you’re so fucking hot, you’re so fucking amazing and I want to be your girl forever...”

The words were like ambrosia. My hips suddenly thrust forward, meeting her stroke for stroke, and the two of us were moving in time. She locked eyes with me, understanding passing between the two of us in an instant. Kimberly tossed her head back and laughed, pure joy and relief in one blessed moment, then kissed me again.

“Come in me,” she begged, making that naughty face my sister always pulled when she was trying to get me to do something mischievous. “Blow your load inside me, bro. Aren’t my walls nice and snug around your dick? Don’t all those wet, tight ridges just make you want to fuck me harder and harder until you explode all over my walls?”

They did. They really, really did.

“I can’t stop,” I told her, grabbing her hair for leverage as I pumped even deeper inside of her. The head of my cock was in her core now, grazing her cervix with every thrust, and there was no doubt in my mind that this seed was going to be planted right in her fertile womb.

“Don’t stop!” Her hips were a blur, fucking me back with the same intensity I had for her. “Come in me, bro – shoot for me! Make me a mommy!”

The world went white as I reached the edge and sailed right over. Explosions fired behind my eyes as Kimberly cried out in triumph, embracing me as my cock erupted inside of her womb. She rode me slowly, milking my fat cock dry, teasing every drop of sweet cream from my balls as I painted her inner walls white. At some point I felt her cunt clench around me, sucking me in as her own orgasm fired off in response to mine. She buried her head in my chest, panting and moaning my name as she felt me fertilize her, breed her, bind her to me.

It was exactly what we both wanted.

Later, as I lay there holding her, she turned to me with a sly little smile. “So spill the beans,” she whispered, gently stroking my chest. “How are you doing this?”

“Doing what?” I asked, too immersed in afterglow to see what she meant at first.

“Those images you sent into my head,” she said, that pouty little expression back on her face. “I’m pretty sure those were your sexual fantasies, not mine. And that thing last night where I was masturbating and suddenly started choking myself and talking about how hot I find my brother...that was you, wasn’t it?”

I didn’t know what to say. She took my silence for many things, among them an affirmative.

“It’s okay,” she murmured, resting her head on my shoulder. “I’m not upset. I love you – and honestly, all you did was pour gasoline on a fire that was already burning. I’m so happy that this happened between us, Daniel – you have no idea.”

I was stunned. “You...you mean that?”

She nodded. “Yep. Besides, I remember what it was like growing up – Dad and Mom. He had the same power, didn’t he?”

I stared at her for a long moment. “Yes.”

“I thought so. There was always something about him...I could never figure out what it was. He was like that guy, the one who hypnotized the entire Russian court and made the czar’s wife fuck him.”

“Rasputin,” I said, the knot in my gut unclenching.

“That’s right,” she said, punching my shoulder. “You’re Rasputin, bro. And I’m Rasputin’s perv sister.”

“I’m down with that,” I said, grabbing a handful of her ass. “If you are.”

“Oh,” she moaned. “Definitely.”

We’d been lying there for a few more moments when she asked: “so I’m guessing you knocked Mom out so you could have me all to yourself, too?”

I grinned. “Nah. That was all her.”

“Oh.” She sounded a little disappointed. “I thought you’d been fucking her already.”

“What?” Now I really didn’t get it.

“I just mean, you should control the entire court, right? Or the house, in this case.” She grinned at me. “If we’re going to be doing this more often, you’ve got to get in Mom’s head and make her cool with it, at least. And I know the way you look at her. You’ve got a crush on her – a mommy-crush. You know I might be into that, right?”

I had no idea. And even as I held my sister, the love of my life, in my arms, I started to wonder. Could I have more?



Commanding The MILF (The Steps of Command Part Three)



“What is going on up there?” Mom asked, sounding annoyed. “The show is about to start!”

I bit my lip to keep from crying out, my fingers tangling tighter in my sister Kimmie’s hair. “We’ll be right down,” I said. My toes dug into the carpet as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me, sending chills of pleasure down my spine.

Kimberly pulled back and stroked me hard, gazing up in to my eyes. “She’s totally going to catch us,” she giggled, licking her lips. “She’s gonna come up here and see us...”

“She’s not going to catch shit,” I grunted, sliding the head of my cock between Kim’s lips. “Hurry up, I’m almost there...”

The two of us were standing at the top of the stairs, looking down into the entranceway to the kitchen and living room. Well, I was standing: my stepsister Kimberly was on her knees, sucking my cock like a seasoned pro. She’d been doing that a lot lately.

As she bobbed up and down on my dick, I opened my mind and gently pushed into hers. My special power allowed me to see into the minds of those around me and control their thoughts and emotions: it was something I’d inherited from my father. Right now I was using it to stroke the pleasure center of Kim’s brain, making her dizzy and wet like my cock was buried inside her cunt instead of her throat. Kim groaned with recognition as I tugged, spreading her legs wider so I could send the sensation of fucking and licking through her clit. She shivered with bliss, going faster around my cock, determined to get me off before Mom noticed anything was wrong.

God, its so much nicer to not have to hide this, I thought, bringing Kim’s body right to the edge as mine reached its peak. It’s so much more fun this way...

In the end, I hadn’t had to confess my powers to my stepsister: she’d figured everything out all by herself. Considering my first use of my powers had been to make her masturbate to incest porn while choking herself and screaming that she wanted to fuck her brother, I’m surprised it took her as long as it did. But Kimberly loved me no matter what, and the revelation that I could alter mental states had been a constant source of naughty ideas for her pervy mind. Sucking me off on the stairs had been her idea, although the sensations I was sending through her body to make her come at the same time were 100% me.

Suddenly my own pleasure shot into the stratosphere. I gripped Kim’s hair with both hands, using her like a receptacle for my seed as I thrust between her lips hard and fast. I sailed right over the edge and pulled her right behind me, the two of us coming in perfect, incestuous bliss. Kimberly drank my seed eagerly, twin trails of wetness dribbling down her thighs to stain the carpet as her pussy boiled over.

“Are you alright up there? Do you need me for anything?”

Kimberly let out a little gasp as she sprang off my cock. “No, Mom! We’re coming!” As if to punctuate her statement, a final little jet of seed shot from the tip of my cock and splashed across her face. She giggled and scooped it up, sucking her finger.

“Literally,” I said with a grin.

“You’re so bad,” she said, her face flushed with after glow. “Meanest brother ever!”

“So what do you think?” I wanted to know how her experiment had gone. “Was it better, a guy coming in your mouth right when you did?”

“It was...interesting,” she admitted, taking my offered hand and rising to her feet. “It definitely felt better, but I was so busy coming I couldn’t really taste it.”

“For most girls, that’d be a plus,” I said.

She punched my shoulder. “I’m not most girls. I like the taste of my brother’s cum. You know I like having it it my mouth,” she added in a whisper.

“Almost as much as I like putting it there,” I snarked as we reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Oh mi gawd, shut up!” Her face paled. “If Mom hears you...”

“Mom will only hear what I want her to hear,” I said, putting a hand around Kim’s waist for a moment. “And I’m thinking tonight is the night we do that thing you’ve been talking about, anyway.”

Kim froze. She cast a nervous glance at the living room, where my step-mom Kelly was waiting for us. “Doing to her what...what you did to me? Are you sure?”

“I’m totally sure,” I said, pinching her ass. “I want her. How many times have you told me you want to see me fuck her while you were riding my cock, sis?”

Kim still had the temerity to blush. “Saying something because it’s hot when you’re fucking and actually meaning it are two different things, Daniel.”

I stopped a few feet shy of the doorway, gripping Kim’s shoulder. “Do you want me to do this or not? Because I plan to make us all one big happy family tonight, Kim. Are you not going to be happy if I do that?”

She glanced back at the living room, and I felt an echo of the girl who’d stood in front of my bedroom door that first night for ten minutes, debating whether or not to open it and give in to the fantasies filling her head. Kimberly hadn’t given in that first night – she’d waited to come to me until the next – but that time, I’d let her be her. I hadn’t given her a mental push...

“You’re in my head,” she said in a small voice.

I pulled back instantly. “Yeah,” I said. “I was.”

I felt ashamed of myself, but Kim just sighed and nuzzled close to me. “Okay,” she said, pressing her face against my chest. “I guess. Just...be gentle with Mom, okay?”

“Oh, I will,” I assured her. “Trust me, our tight-ass Mom is going to be a completely different person once she gets a good dicking...”

I trailed off as we entered the living room. Kelly sat on the plush, comfy couch, doing her nails with the bottle of polish on the coffee table. She was dressed in yoga pants and a tight little athletic top, but both Kimberly and I knew she hadn’t been to the gym: this was just for show. There was probably a post on her social media with a sweaty-looking selfie and a ‘gym body’ hashtag, but Mom was all about keeping up appearances more than anything.

“Where were you two?” she snapped, glancing up from her glossy nails. “The movie’s about to start.”

I sighed, and heard Kimberly sighing behind me in almost the same moment. Of all of Kelly’s ridiculous traditions, ‘family movie night’ was by far the one we both dreaded the most. It was something Dad had started in one of his “bring the family together” moods, but nine times out of ten he’d barely been able to make it through the opening credits before disappearing upstairs with Mom for an hour. Now that I was older, I knew exactly what he was doing to her: using his power to take her upstairs and fuck her brains out.

I was eager to reestablish Dad’s tradition.

“Ugh, really?” Kimberly made a big show of rolling her eyes as she settled down on the center cushion of the couch. “That movie is for babies.”

Mom clucked her tongue. “We all know you’re just going to stare at your phone the whole time, anyway,” she snapped. I refrained from saying that pretty much every time we’d done this it was Kelly who spent the entire movie staring at social media – it wouldn’t matter after tonight.

“Plus, its free on on-demand this month,” she added, returning her attention to her nails. “We can at least pretend to be a family for an hour and a half once a week!”

Oh, we’re going to be doing way more than that, I thought, gripping the back of the couch.

There was a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table. I grabbed a handful and settled in on the opposite end of the couch, with Kimmie between us. A quick glance confirmed that Mom wouldn’t be able to casually see what I was doing, but I didn’t want to risk anything.

As she queued up the movie, I closed my eyes and pushed into her mind.

It was so much easier than entering Kimberly’s thoughts, even after a week of practicing on my sister’s mind. Mom hadn’t been the sharpest knife in the drawer at the best of times – it was clear Dad had chosen her for her looks and fertility instead of intelligence – and years of Dad’s control had worn her down into a giggly, vapid bimbo. Entering her mind wasn’t all that much different from sitting down on the couch: a warm, well broken-in couch that was oh-so-comfortable.

As the movie started, I dialed down Mom’s awareness of her surroundings. The only outward sign was a bit of glassiness in her eyes, but by the time I was finished she wasn’t paying attention to anything around her. I hyper-focused her on the movie, to the point that it would take a sharp shove or the smoke alarm going off to break her concentration.

When I was done, I pulled out of her mine with an audible sigh of pleasure. Fuck that feels good, I thought. Exercising my control always left me feeling energized – my cock was straining in my pants from the rush.

I leaned to the side and patted the cushion in front of me. “Come here,” I whispered to Kimberly.

Her eyes widened. She glanced over at our mother and bit her lip. “Are you sure?” she whispered.

“It’s fine,” I assured her. “I’ve got her. Come snug.”

With a naughty little grin, Kimberly pressed her body against mine, resting her head on my chest as she tangled her limbs in mine. The feeling of her warm, soft skin against mine was so good – it felt great just to hold her, to have her female body all over my male frame. Her knee slid up my thigh, grinding against the head of my hard cock, and I put the back of my head against the couch and groaned.

Kimberly glanced back at Mom, frowning. “She really can’t hear us?”

I chuckled. “I’ve got her so focused on that stupid movie. I could fuck your brains out and she wouldn’t notice a thing.”

Kimberly’s cheeks flushed, and her hand closed on the bulge in my pants. “Prove it,” she whispered, daring me to.

Did I have the balls to fuck my sister right in front of my unaware mother? You’re damn right I did. A grin spread across my face as I reached between Kimberly’s thighs and slid my fingers under the hem of her pajama pants.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, arching her back as my digits slid into her sopping wetness.

“You’re a bad girl,” I growled, my lips against her ear, my fingers a blur between her thighs. “Are you getting off on the thought of fucking me right in front of Kelly?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “That’s so fucking hot,” she panted. “Please fuck me, Daniel – please?”

I’d been planning to brainwash Mom first – but this was too tempting an offer to resist.

“Spread your legs, bad girl,” I grunted, standing up and grabbing Kimberly’s hips. I turned her around so that she was on all fours on the couch, her hands pressing into the fabric and one foot on the floor. Glancing back at me with a wink, she raised her other foot until her slender ankle rested on the big back of the couch, spreading her wide. I could see her pussy dripping, smell the feral musk coming off of her needy cunt, and when I looked past I her I could see Kelly staring at the TV, oblivious to what her daughter and stepson were doing.

My boxers were down to my ankles in a flash. I brought one hand down on Kim’s ass, grabbing a fat handful of it as the flesh reddened beneath my fingers.

“Ah!” She clapped a hand over her mouth, but it didn’t matter: Mom couldn’t hear us. My sister’s loudest screams would be like a slight buzz of static in her ears; not enough to make her look away.

With a savage grin, I smacked her ass again. “You like a little pain with your pleasure, don’t you Sis? I can see your cunt quivering every time I slap you – you love getting used, don’t you?”

In response, she looked over her shoulder at me, tossing her hair over the other.

“Remember that first night,” she teased, her face red with excitement. “When you made me choke myself while I masturbated?”

How the fuck could I forget? My cock throbbed against her thigh as the image filled my mind’s eye.

“That,” she admitted, “was the hottest fucking thing that’s ever happened to me-”

I cut her off with a thrust of my hips, the head of my cock spreading her folds and driving deep into my sister’s cunt. I filled her with one smooth stroke, watching as her face collapsed into an expression of pure bliss as I bottomed out inside of her. Her eyes rolled back into her head, only the whites showing as they fluttered. A low cry of pleasure erupted from her throat as her inner muscles clenched around me.

“Fuck that’s so good ohmigawd...”

Kimberly twitched like my cock was a taser, the full girth sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She slid up it, down it, then suddenly flushed crimson as every muscle in her body drew taut. I reached out and pushed into her head, finding exactly what I’d expected: a tidal wave of pleasure. One stroke had been all it needed to send her over the edge – my darling sister was so excited from the wrongness of being in front of her Mom that she came instantly.

“Jesus,” she panted, puffing out her cheeks as she came down from her peak. “Your cock is so fucking good, Master...”

I pulled out of her oh-so-slowly, teasing her clit with the head of my cock as I exited her warm, dripping channel. Aftershocks of pleasure rocked her young body, but she frowned with confusion as I pulled out of her completely.

“What are you doing?” she asked, bewildered. “You haven’t come yet – you’re still so hard...”

“I know,” I said. “I think it’s time to introduce Mom to this dick.”

Kimberly’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she scooted off the couch.

“You’re really going to do that?” She didn’t sound displeased – in fact, the tone of her voice implied she was already ready to go for a second round. “Are you sure you want to do this, bro?”

“More sure than I’ve ever been,” I grunted, giving my cock a stroke.

She looked at Kelly, flushing deeply with arousal. “How are you going to do it?”

“Just watch me.”

I sat down next to Kelly, my naked body pressed against the thin fabric of her athletic top and yoga pants. Still grinning, I pushed into her head. Mom hadn’t noticed anything was wrong – she was still hyper-focused on the stupid movie, exerting a concentration my bimbo mother had never been able to keep for anything other than the domestic chores Dad had placed inside her head.

I dialed her awareness all the way down – and then, gently, snipped the thread completely.

There was no physical change in Mom. The fact that she was no longer even seeing the movie didn’t reach her head – she continued to stare straight at the screen, like someone in a trance. She was blind, but she wasn’t seeing blackness – I’d was more like I’d transformed the entirety of her eye into one big blind spot.

As soon as it was done, I rose from the couch and turned off the movie. Mom frowned slightly, the sudden lack of dialogue tickling something in the back of her brain, but she didn’t rise out of the trance I’d placed her in.

“Let’s just switch this,” I whispered, fiddling with the remote. “And...there.”

I’d switched from our cable box to the server I had connected to the hard drive in my room. I could stream any video I had on my computer to the screen, and I knew exactly the one I wanted to show Mom.

After all, it and I had a lot of history.

There was a glitch as the video buffered, and then began to play. It was the same video Kimberly had been watching the night I’d first pushed into her mind; the one I’d put on in my room in the background as she gave me her virginity, letting me be the first man to shoot inside of her sweet, tight cunt. I didn’t bother with the preliminaries – I skipped right to the good stuff, the actress sucking off her ‘brother’ on the couch while whimpering over how good his cock tasted.

At the same time, I reached out and dialed Mom’s awareness back up. She gave a jerk as she became cognizant of what she was watching, almost breaking out of the trance.

“Shhh, relax,” I commanded, putting a hand on her shoulder. The anxiety in Mom’s stomach uncoiled at my touch, a mewling whine leaving her lips that was almost animal-sounding.

“It’s okay, Mom,” I grunted, sliding a hand around her slender shoulders. My fingers reached out to tug down the hem of her top, exposing one breast. She whimpered, trying to get me to stop, but she was fixated on the screen, unable to tear herself away. I could literally feel her starting to get wet, and feel her shame at getting wet – and it was impossible to tell which one turned me on more.

“That’s right,” I murmured, stroking her nipple as I slid deeper into her mind. “It feels good, doesn’t it, Mommy? It feels right. Totally natural...”

Mom was moaning now, her tits heaving as she clenched her thighs together. If she was allowed to move, she’d have been clawing at the cushions, back arched as she rode wave after wave of shameful pleasure. But thanks to me, she could do nothing but sit there as the tide pulled her under. She was losing herself, and there was nothing she could do about it.

“Isn’t what they’re doing so hot?” I growled, pointing at the screen. Then I leaned in close and whispered in Kelly’s ear. “That’s what Kimmie and I do while you’re asleep, Mom.”

The jerking was more violent this time. Mom knew something was wrong, was trying to desperately claw her way out of my trance, but it was like trying to scale a sheer rock wall. She couldn’t get a mental handhold to pull herself out, and I made sure she kept slipping deeper.

“Your daughter is such a good cocksucker, Mom,” I said with a little chuckle. “Honestly, I wonder where she got it from. I wonder if it runs in the family.”

A single tear dribbled down Kelly’s cheek, staining her mascara.

“Just do it,” Kimberly pleaded, tucking her legs underneath herself on the couch. “Please. Make her love it. You’re hurting her, Master.”

I laughed and shook my head. How could Kimberly understand? Kelly’s tears weren’t from fear or pain: they came from somewhere much deeper, a primal part of her brain that had only been touched before by my father. Kelly’s core recognized that touch, and as soon as I reached into her it sang out with pure bliss at being owned again, at having those well-worn trails brought back to life.

Mom might have been fighting me, but deep down she was crying tears of joy. She wanted to be owned again.

“Fine,” I said, putting a hand on top of Kelly’s head. “I’m so fucking horny anyway. I can’t wait to have both of you...”

Then I concentrated my will, sending it down into my fingers, and forced myself into Mom’s head harder than I’d ever dared use my powers before.

This time she did arch her back. Mom twitched and writhed like I was filling her with electric current, her head tilted to the side so she could keep her eyes on the screen as her mind exploded with pure, filthy pleasure. All the old commands Dad had given her: to be a bimbo, to keep her body pristine and ready for fucking at all times, to serve and worship her man – lit up in her brain like Christmas lights, sending multiple orgasms cascading through her hot MILF body. It turned me on even more just watching her.

I held Mom at the peak long enough to make sure I had complete control, then slowly eased her back down. She collapsed into the couch cushions, sweaty and glowing, and spread her legs wide as if conditioned to. There was a dark spot on her yoga pants, growing like a fucking puddle between her thighs. Her tongue lolled out of the side of her mouth for a few more seconds before she could get it back under control.

Mom finally turned away from the screen – I was no longer focusing her – and stared at me. Her eyes went wide, filling with love and devotion as she gazed at the face of her new owner.

“Master,” she whimpered, the very word something I could feel right in my balls.

“Yes,” I said, nodding. “That’s me, Mom. The man of the house.”

She bit her lip, glancing between me and Kimberly with an almost comical nervousness. “I...I think deep down, I always hoped you’d have the same ability as your father,” she confessed. “I missed....I miss being a little bimbo slave so much...”

“You’ll be my bimbo slave forever,” I told her, watching her melt. “Now get on your knees and show me where Kimberly got that sweet little mouth from.”

With a look of pure rapture on her face, Mom slid down to the floor. She tugged my pants down one leg at a time, the incest video still playing behind her head on the screen.

“I can’t wait to taste your cock, son,” she purred, her eyes shining with manic intensity. “Oh fuck, I haven’t had a nice hard dick in my mouth in so long...”

She tugged down my boxers next, and my fat cock sprang free. I was more than primed from fooling around with Kim – the shaft was coated in a sticky layer of precum, a big vein in the side throbbing a little faster as Mom stared.

“Fuck,” Mom groaned, moving forward. Then, inches away, she stopped. I wondered what the hell she was doing when she looked up at me and erased all doubt.

“May I please suck your cock, Master?” She asked, pursing her lips like the bimbo Dad had trained her to be.

Always make them say please, I thought with pride, slapping the head of my cock against Mom’s cheek.

“Ask again,” I said, hearing the excitement in my own voice. “I want to hear you beg for it, Mommy.”

“Please let me put in my mouth,” Mom whined, her voice sliding upward into a dumb, ditzy octave. “I need it so so bad! I want to milk your balls dry, son – I want every drop of that hot, creamy load right in Mommy’s throat...”

I’d heard more than enough. God, I wanted this.

“Suck my cock,” I panted, my own throat suddenly dry. “Suck me off until I come, and don’t stop, Mom!”

Kelly made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and brought it down over the tip of my cock. Warm wetness enveloped me as she slid down the shaft, taking the whole thing in her gorgeous mouth like the words ‘gag reflex’ were a foreign concept. Her eyes closed in rapture as her tongue caressed my shaft, her flawless glossy lips taking me all the way down and nestling in my short pubic hair. In moments I was completely in her throat, her tight muscles gripping me as her tongue swirled around the head, and I was in heaven.

Mom gasped a bit and pulled all the way off, her face flushed. She licked her lips, nearly shaking wth excitement.

“You taste so...amazing,” she groaned, her eyes rolling up into her head. “Fantastic. Delicious. Fucking sinful...”

Before she could continue praising my cock, I grabbed the back of her head and forced her back down on it. Surprise showed on her face for a moment, then she moaned as I forced my way down her throat. She was used to this, too: she craved being dominated, treated like a common whore the way my Dad used to.

“I don’t want any more words out of you,” I groaned, my shaft on fire with pleasure. “Just sucking.”

Mom eagerly complied. In moments she was bobbing back and forth like a cork, inhaling my thick shaft with her lips like there was nothing else in the world. I watched her work for a few moments, spellbound by the sight of my manhood sinking into my mother’s mouth, then looked over to see Kimberly fucking salivating as she watched Mom go.

“This is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” she whispered, meeting my gaze.

“Come here,” I commanded.

She slid over and I took the back of her head with my other hand and covered her mouth with my own. She was warm and yielding, her young body melting against me as we made out. I tore her shirt off with a single motion, manhandling her breasts hard enough to bruise them. I didn’t care, all that mattered was my own pleasure. It felt good to squeeze her while Mom sucked me off – it made everything feel even more pleasurable. 

Breaking the kiss, I turned my attention back to Kelly. “Look at your daughter,” I commanded, forcing her eyes upward. “Check out the topless little minx you brought into this world, Mommy. You made a perfect little slut for me to fuck, and now her holes are my absolute favorite...”

Mom moaned, only the whites of her eyes showing as my compliment sent a flood of pleasure through her body. I wasn’t about to leave it there, though – I wanted to tease her more. Really twist the knife.

“I’ve been fucking her every night,” I confessed. I swear I felt Mom’s lips suck me even tighter as she heard. “Every night after you go to bed, she crawls into my room and spreads her legs for me. We don’t ever use protection, either – I’m pretty sure I’ve already gotten her pregnant, Mom. What do you think of that?”

Kelly pulled off of me, stroking me hard as she calmed down enough to speak. “I’m so happy,” she whispered, her voice filled with religious ecstasy. “My daughter and I should be pregnant for you all the time, Master – we should be constantly swollen with your babies. You shouldn’t even have to wait – as soon as Kimberly has hers, you should mount her and pump another brat right into her fertile pussy...”

I grinned. Now she was getting it. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do, Mom,” I growled, sliding my hand between Kimberly’s thighs. “Your lives are over now. That little bit of freedom you got back after Dad left – gone. You two are my full-time slaves now. My submissive female breeding sluts. A happy family harem, serving the man of the house...”

Fuck, every word sounded hotter than the one before. I could feel myself getting close.

Mom giggled and stroked me harder, as if she knew exactly what was going on in my balls. “I hated freedom, anyway,” she purred, grinning like a cat. “All I wanted was to be someone’s mindless little bimbo again. I know Kimberly’s going to love it too...”

“I do, Mom.” My fingers were deep in Kimberly’s cunt – if it weren’t for my control, she’d be writhing and shuddering as she dripped all over them. “I love Daniel – I want to marry him and make us a real family. I want to fill this house with babies!”

“Oh sweetie,” Mom said with a grin, “you don’t need to be married to have babies! You’ve just got to ride his dick...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore.  A growl left my throat as my hips bucked forward, losing all control.

Mom’s mouth dropped open as the cock in her hand spurted, erupting like a geyser all over her face and tits. The feel of it sent her over the edge into climax – another of Dad’s old implanted triggers – so I got to experience the amazing sight of my stepmom coming her brains out while my cock shot streak after streak of thick seed all over her make up. By the time I was coming down from my peak she was dripping – glazed like it was three guys instead of one depositing their loads on her.

“Oh mi gawd son!” Mom scooped up a big gob of seed and lapped it up. “Fuck, you came so much...”

“Ahhh, I couldn’t help it!” I leaned against the back of the couch, shading my eyes with my forearm. “The shit you were saying was so fucking filthy! You’re such a whore, Mom!”

“Mmmh, you know I’ll be your whore whenever you want, son.” Mom bent down and started cleaning my shaft with her tongue, bathing it as she licked up every drop of my virile load. “I love you, baby. You’re my Master, now and forever.”

“Damn right,” I groaned, Mom’s tongue sending aftershocks of pleasure through me.

Mom kept working, then glanced up at me a few moments later. “So you’ve bred my daughter. That makes me so wet, Daniel...and jealous. Do you have any idea how badly I’ve wanted another baby in my tummy?”

I shook my head.

“Every night I prayed for your father to come back and fuck me,” Mom confessed, giggling like this was the most normal conversation in the world. “I begged for it to happen on my most fertile day, so that I’d be sure of getting all big and swollen with his babies. And guess what today is, son?”

Now it was my turn to look surprised. “No fucking way.”

Mom bit her lip. “I still keep track. Right now, you have the best chance of breeding your mother, Master. Will you...would you please fuck a baby into me?”

“I would be honored,” I said, relaxing into the couch. “Get on top of me, Mom. I want to see those big tits bouncing in my face as I breed you.”

With a girlish squeal that sounded more suited to Kimberly, Mom climbed into my lap. Instantly I could feel the warmth rolling off her cunt: Mom wasn’t kidding about this being her fertile day. She was like an oven!

“I’m fucking dripping,” she panted, grinding her cunt on my leg as she prepared to straddle me. It left a streak of her juices, and I ran my fingers through it then brought it to her lips.

“Taste yourself,” I commanded. “I’m going to make you do the same thing after I’m done fucking you.”

Mom sucked my fingers like they were her favorite treat, groaning as she tasted her wet, feral pussy. 

“You seem ready,” I told her, grunting with need.

“I’m so ready,” she whimpered. She wasn’t wrong: I could feel her thighs quivering with excitement, the tip of my cock pointing into her folds like the ‘x’ on a treasure map. “Please breed me, son. Make me a Mommy again...”

I put both hands on Kelly’s ass and squeezed, then pulled her to me. My cock slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, filling her tight channel and stretching her walls around the shaft. It was an instant orgasm for Mom, who screamed with joy as I bottomed out hilt-deep inside of her.

That must have been another trigger, I thought. My cock will always make you cum. God, I can’t wait to discover what other dirty little suggestions she’s been loaded up with...

Mom recovered quickly and showed me what a decade plus of experience can do when contrasted with her daughter. She wasted no time; grinding my cock like piston against her g-spot as her hips flexed, taking me deep. Her big, soft tits bobbed in my face and soon I was squeezing them, twisting them, pressing them together to see what they’d look like in a tight little bodice.

Out of curiosity, I pulled one into my mouth and sucked at her nipple – and almost shot inside of her as a flood of warm, creamy milk coated my tongue.

“I thought you might discover that,” Mom panted, working up a sweat as she gave her son the fucking of a lifetime. “Your Dad decided he liked me lactating so much that I should stay that way all the time. He used to have my tits with his coffee for breakfast...”

I’ve got to try that, I thought, drinking deep. Mom’s milk was as warm as her cunt, less sweet than the department-store stuff and fuller-tasting somehow. I sucked greedily at one tit then moved to the next, jackhammering in her cunt as I rapidly approached the edge.

“I’ll be such a good mommy,” Kelly whimpered, able to feel me reaching my peak. “I’m so full of milk all the time – I’ll take such good care of your babies. And you! Shoot in my pussy, Master – make me your pregnant bitch!”

I didn’t want to come yet, but Mom’s pussy was just too good. Instead I fucked harder, faster, coming right to the point of no-return and sailing right over. My hands dug into her ass as I buried myself as deeply as I could, wanting to waste not a single drop of my seed. The head of my cock grazed her cervix as I let go, aimed like a cannon at her fertile core.

“Yes! Yes! Come for Mommy! Come for me, baby, shoot all your stuff...”

Mom came yet again as I erupted inside of her, the walls of her cunt clenching around me as tight as a glove. Somewhere in the back of my mind I knew this was another trigger designed to make impregnating her easier, but the greater part of me couldn’t focusing on anything except pumping my load deep into her womb. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I rode wave after wave, each one as powerful as an orgasm as I filled Mom’s cunt to the brim and then some.

When it was finally over, I slid out of her and replaced my cock with my fingers. I shoved them deep, Mom’s walls gripping them and sucking in my load as I finger-fucked my seed deeper into her cunt. Once I was well and truly satisfied that she’d been bred, I removed my fingers from her cunt and rammed them into her mouth.

“Taste them,” I commanded, sounding savage. “Taste your freshly-fucked pussy, Mommy. Taste your heirs.”

It was only when the sharp tang of my seed hit her tongue that Mom had her third, most devastating orgasm. I left her convulsing with pleasure on the floor, every inch of her body concentrating on fertilizing her womb, and curled up with Kimberly on the couch.

I was spent. But I’d done what I set out to do: turned both Mom and Kimberly into my devoted, bimbo slaves. Neither of them would ever leave me – and soon our little family was about to get much, much bigger.

I couldn’t have been happier.
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Chapter One

––––––––
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I'M THE MAN OF THE house, I thought. I should be able to do something about this. I need to do something about this.

I watched as my step-mother Cheryl listlessly unpacked the groceries I had brought in, a worried frown on her face. Mom was a beautiful woman, but lately that face was the only one she had been making around the house. It had been two weeks since Dad was redeployed to Afghanistan, and the blanket of sadness that had settled over the house showed no signs of lifting any time soon. The smiling, laughing, vibrant woman my Dad had married five years ago had disappeared the day he left. I didn't know what to do – if there was even anything I could do to cheer her up.

“Let me help with those,” I said, putting down the last of the heavy paper bags and stepping between her and the refrigerator.

“No, of course not,” Mom said, her voice sounding frazzled. “You bought them, I put them away – that's the deal.”

She reached out to take the bag I was holding. Only after a few seconds of standing there did she realize I wasn't going to hand it to her. Her gaze met mine, and tears appeared in the corners of her eyes.

“Oh, give me those,” she said, snatching the bag away. “I feel so goddamned useless around here.”

My hand touched her shoulder. It felt warm and soft under my fingers – my mind flashed on all the times Dad had calmed her down in just the same way. “Mom, I know it's hard. You're worried about Dad.”

“Worried, anxious, hell – every adjective in the book,” she said, wiping her eye with the back of her hand. “Ever since your father left us again, I...I feel like a different person. I mean, look at me.”

It was true – Mom was usually a fashion plate, but she'd let her clothes and makeup go all over the place – but saying that wouldn't help anything. “It's what's inside that counts,” I said, giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze. “But...let's face it, Mom – you've been a zombie lately. I've noticed it, and Megan's definitely noticed it.”

That was also sort of a lie. Megan was my older sister – my step-sister, from Mom's previous marriage. She was a year or two older than me, and already had one foot out the door. Mom probably could have been walking around on fire without her noticing, but I wasn't about to say that.

“I know, sweetheart,” Cheryl said, pulling me into a hug. “And I know it isn't fair to you or Megan. I'm not being the sort of mother you're used to having. But, there's nothing I can do about that. I just need the two of you to give me a little more time.”

But more time wasn't what I had. You're the man of the house, now, Dad had said as he left that fateful morning. Take care of Cheryl and Megan, exactly like I would.

I couldn't do that – I wasn't Dad. Dad always knew exactly how to handle things with the “girls”, as he jokingly called them. But maybe there was something I could do...

“Mom,” I said, pulling away, “There's something I want you to let me try. I think it really might help you a lot.”

She looked me over and nodded. “Of course, baby. Anything for my little Jeremy.”

This was it. The moment I'd been thinking about, planning for – hell, dreaming about ever since Dad left. “I want you to let me hypnotize you.”

Her reaction wasn't as bad as I had feared – but it wasn't exactly great, either. “Hypnotize? Honey, that's silly – you can't hypnotize people.”

“Actually, Mom...you can. I can.” I had rehearsed the lie a dozen times, looking in the mirror to make sure I looked sincere. “After Dad got home from being deployed the first time...I did it to him.”

She was equal parts intrigued and wary. “Wait. You did what to Frank?”

“He didn't want me to tell you,” I lied. All of this was bullshit – my Dad didn't know hypnosis from hydroplaning. But I knew that, in his own way, he'd approve. “After he got home...things were kind of bad with him for a while, remember?”

She nodded. Her face remained impassive, but the way her skin went a shade whiter betrayed that she was thinking about the bad old days. “Yes, dear. I remember.”

“I helped him through some of that,” I said. “I don't know if you'd call it PTSD or what, but remember? He got better really fast.”

He 'got better' because he quit drinking so much a week or two after he got home, but of course Mom didn't know about that. She thought it over, and slowly began to look less like she didn't believe me.

“Really.” She looked at me as if she were seeing me for the first time. “You...hypnotized Frank? And helped him with his...issues?”

“It was like therapy,” I said, sounding more confident then I felt. “And I can do the same thing for you, Mom – if you'll let me. I think it would help with your anxiety, calm you down, help you enjoy life while Dad is gone.”

She paused, thinking it over. I couldn't tell which way she was leaning, so I decided to tip the scales one final time:

“You know it's what Dad would want, Mom. He wouldn't want you suffering like this the whole time he's gone.”

Her eyes flashed, and I knew I had won. “You're right, honey. Of course you are. God, I hit the jackpot when I married Frank.” She ruffled my hair. “I got a wonderful man and a loving son in the bargain. I'll give it a try, honey – but I've got to warn you, I don't think I'd be a particularly good subject.”

“That's okay, Mom,” I said quickly. “Dad didn't think so, either.”

She shook her head in bewilderment. “Where did you learn all this, by the way?”

“Oh, here and there,” I said slyly. “It's sort of a hobby of mine.”

Mom finished putting the last few groceries in the fridge, turning her back to me as she did so. I couldn't help but sneak a peek at her ass when she did – even in those frumpy clothes, it was fine and round. She hadn't been slacking off long enough for her body to start looking like her clothes.

And if all this works out the way I think it will, she'll be wearing something way more appropriate soon, I thought with a secret little smile.

“Can we try it now?” I asked, a little too eagerly.

“Hmm, I don't know – I don't know that I'm up for it right this instant, sugar. What about tonight?”

Shit. “Tonight's no good,” I said. “Megan's going to be here.”

“So?”

“I'm worried,” I confessed. This time I didn't need to lie. “I'm afraid she might not understand what we're doing.”

“Why, what's there to be ashamed of?” she asked, then patted me on the shoulder. “Okay, we'll try it this afternoon. How about you give me an hour or so to decompress, take a shower, and then I'll give this therapy thing of yours a shot?”

Success! “Sounds great, Mom.”

“Wonderful. Now if you'll excuse me,” Mom said, pulling a beer from the fridge, “I'm going to go relax a bit. Try and work on this anxiety, just in case my wonderful son can't magic it all away.” She walked off, her slender hips giving the slightest wiggle as she headed for the stairs.

An instant later, I was off. I had to get things ready – I had lots of work to do.




Chapter Two

––––––––
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THERE WAS ONE OTHER lie I had told Cheryl downstairs. I told her hypnosis was my hobby. It was more like my obsession.

I went up to my room and booted the computer, loading up all the folder I'd stocked with all sorts of materials about hypnosis over the last few months. I knew most of it by heart, but my eyes still drank it in, fantasies of hypnotic dominance and control playing in my mind's eye all the while.

God, Cheryl was a hottie. The fact that she was my Mom didn't matter – she was still a sexy older woman, and for a guy at the age where anything with boobs causes an instant boner, having a choice piece like Cheryl walking around the house in yoga pants and a tight workout top has led to many, many wet dreams. I'd had my share of girlfriends, of course – I wasn't a complete nerd – but Mom remained my number one fantasy, my unattainable dream fuck. I couldn't even count the number of times I'd fantasized about her offering to “teach me” how to please a girl my age.

But of course, acting on my fantasy had always been impossible – for one thing, Mom was head-over-heels in love with Frank. They tried to be quiet about it, but even at their age I could hear Dad most nights, banging Mom against the headboard and making her moan his name. For another, there was no way Cheryl would agree to it, 'step' son or no. She thought of me as her real son – and if I was being honest with myself, I thought of her as my real Mom, too.

But then two things happened at once, and suddenly my dream didn't seem so insane – Dad got his orders to re-deploy, and I discovered the powers of hypnosis. I'd spent the months leading up to his departure researching, watching videos, and practicing my craft, preparing for the day when Frank would leave and make me the 'man of the house.' When it would just be Mom, me, and a big, empty house.

The way I figured it, I had nothing to lose. If I started the hypnosis and it obviously wasn't working, I'd abort the whole thing – let Mom believe she was right, that she just wasn't a “good subject” for the whole thing. But if it worked...

If it worked, I was going to be relieving her stress in an entirely different way.

My cock was throbbing in my pants, but I ignored it as I scanned documents, familiarizing myself with some last-minute details. Taking a break now could ruin everything; while success would mean the end of having to pleasure myself.

Just after I satisfied myself that I was prepared, I heard Mom's voice from upstairs: “Jeremy? Mom's ready, baby.”

I felt like I was walking on clouds as I made my way up the stairs. 

I pulled open the bedroom door – and froze for a moment, struggling to gain control of myself. Cheryl had taken a shower, alright, and her hair was still wet. She'd wrapped herself in a terry-cloth bathrobe I couldn't remember seeing, and it must have been very old – it covered less of her thighs and hips than a mini skirt would've. Between that and the cleavage peeking out at me from above the knotted sash, it was plain as day she wasn't wearing anything underneath it.

Fortunately, Mom didn't recognize the look on my face – or she mistook it for anxiety. “I'm ready,” she said with just a hint of nervousness. “I thought we could do it in here – is there where you and your father had therapy?”

I weighed the pros and cons of saying yes, then realized I had no idea whether that was a good idea or not. Fuck it. “Yeah. That's a good idea. Why don't you lie down on the bed – make sure you get into a comfortable position, one you wouldn't mind lying in for a while.”

She shrugged and settled down onto the bed, smoothing out the bottom of her robe to keep it from bunching up.

“Alright, I'm plenty comfy,” she said with a girlish little laugh. “What now?”

“Now,” I said, reaching behind my back, “you put these on.” With a flourish, I produced a large pair of headphones Dad had bought me just before his first deployment. They were top of the line, noise canceling; perfect for my purposes.

“Headphones?” A worried look crossed Mom's face. “How am I supposed to hear you with those on, sweetie?”

“It's okay,” I said with a little smile. “I have this.” I held up the microphone. “It transmits directly, so you'll be able to hear everything I say.”

Mom nodded, obviously impressed. “Well, alright.”

A few moments later, a pleasant thrum of bass from the earphones let me know Mom was plugged in and slowly drifting away. I had found the audio tracks on the Deep Web, on a page that had taken days of link-chasing and messaging to find. They contained subliminal messaging that made the listener more susceptible to hypnotic commands. I had tried them on myself, and had definitely felt something – I was praying it wasn't just the placebo effect.

“Mmh, this is nice,” Mom said after a minute. Her arms and legs relaxed, spreading out on the bed like she was making a snow angel in the comforter. Her head lolled back on her neck; her eyes were growing more glassy by the second.

“That's right,” I said, testing the mic. “It's so nice to just lay there and not worry about anything. It's so nice not have to have to think.”

“Uh huh,” Cheryl whispered.

Time to test it. “Say it,” I commanded her.

She frowned. “Say what?”

“That it's good to not think.”

“Oh.” A relieved smile spread across her face. “It's so nice not to think. I feel so relaxed, Jeremy. This is wonderful.”

“It is,” I agreed. “It feels so good. In fact, the less you think, the better it feels. Letting go is wonderful – it's bliss. All your anxieties, everything you're worrying about, the more you let go of it, the better you'll feel.”

There was no response for a few moments; just the pounding bass of the subliminal track in Mom's earphones. Suddenly she inhaled her breath in a hiss, the muscles in her slender throat went taut as her back arched.

“Oh, wow,” she said, and I knew more than enough about girls to know what kind of feeling was behind those words. “That is amazing. I feel so...I...”

Something was wrong. Her face was turning as red as the shag carpet in our first apartment. Instead of lying there contentedly, her body rolled back and forth and fidgeted.

“Mom?” I forced the worry out of my voice. “What's wrong? What are you feeling?”

“This is wrong,” she gasped. “It's embarrassing – I'm your mother, you shouldn't see me when I'm...feeling good like that.”

Oh. So that was it. Well, I had just the remedy for that.

“Nonsense,” I said with an indulgent smile. I plopped my ass on the side of the bed and stroked the top of her hand. “There's nothing wrong with that. In fact, you're not worried about it at all.”

“I'm not?” She asked – then repeated it, and it was no longer a question. “I'm not.”

“Exactly. You feel amazing – no worries, no cares. In fact...” An idea just occurred to me. “What would you be doing right now if Frank were here? If you didn't have a care in the world?”

Her lips pursed in a pouty little smile. “Oh, I don't know. I'd probably be sitting by the pool, getting a tan. Frank loves it when I get some sun for him.”

“Yeah?” I was smiling now, too. “What's his favorite part?”

She bit her lip. “When he gets me in bed later and takes my clothes off. Seeing tan lines around my pussy and my tits just drives him wild, it's like he turns into an animal...oh God! I'm so sorry, Jeremy – I know that must embarrass you. I just feel so relaxed right now. Like I could tell you anything...”

I nodded. “Perfectly fine, Mom. In fact, why don't we take this outside? Go get your bikini on and we'll hit the pool.”

Her lips parted in surprise – and, a moment later, delight. “Why, that is a fantastic idea. I think I will...”

She stood up, still in a trance, and made her way to her dresser. The cord between the headphones and the mic stretched until the headset slipped off the back of her head and landed on the floor. For an instant, I was worried – then Mom began to hum the melody of the tune, bobbing to it as if there was an invisible radio only she could hear. I laughed with relief: these tapes worked even better than the people on the internet said they did. She wasn't doing anything I didn't want her to do.

As if I wasn't even there, Mom stripped off her clothes and began rummaging in the dresser for her bikini. When she turned, I had a side-view of her everything I could have wanted to see. It was a little odd, being treated like I wasn't in the room, but my cock didn't care – the sight of Cheryl's firm, heavy tits and neatly shaved mound had me dripping precum in my boxers. It took everything I had not to order her to drop to her knees and blow me – patience, Jeremy. The last thing I wanted to do was ruin this.

Mom slipped on her bottoms and tied her top, then turned to face me. If her flashing me bothered her, she didn't show it. “Alright,” she said with a smile, “let's go.”

A few minutes later I was lying out by the pool, staring at my Mom as she rubbed suntan lotion onto her cleavage and belly. The pool was nice; Frank had given it to Cheryl, Megan and I as an absentee Christmas present when he was deployed and it was built to spec, with a marble enclosure and a privacy wall around the backyard. Mom could easily have gone topless back here and dispensed with the 'tan lines' if Frank hadn't liked them so much.

“Hey, baby,” Mom said, snapping me out of my reverie. “Can you give me a little help with this?”

She motioned behind her, the suntan lotion clasped in her hand. I was more than willing to help.

I took the bottle and glanced down at her. “Lay down on your stomach and I'll rub it on your back, Mom.”

She did so, lifting her legs and crossing one ankle over the other like she was posing for a magazine as she stared out over the water. “Thank you, baby. It's so nice having someone to help with that. I haven't had time to get out here lately.”

“I'm sure,” I said absentmindedly. My fingers were against her skin, rubbing the lotion into her back, and she was warm and soft under my hands. They wanted to undo the bikini top, to dig beneath the thin fabric covering her ass...but I resisted.

“Would Dad be doing this, if he were here?” I asked.

Mom snickered. “For about two seconds – then he'd have his hands all over my ass. Your father is such a horndog – I've never met a man who goes so wild over ass cheeks before.”

“I'm more of a tit man myself,” I said, my fingers running over the strap of her top. “Sorry if that was TMI.”

“Oh, not at all,” she said, laughing. “That's really interesting, actually. I should have realized – both of the girls you've brought home were certainly well-endowed in the chest department...”

I couldn't take it any more. “Let me see them,” I commanded.

She rolled halfway over and froze, looking up at me. Her eyes were glazed over, her mind still locked in trance – but there was still a flicker of her will in there, resisting me. Damn! Next time I'd have to put her under longer.

I realized, with glee, that I was already thinking of a next time.

“Baby, I don't know,” she said. “Mom's don't go topless around their sons, dear.”

“Come on.” This time I was less forceful, more persuasive. “It's just the two of us back here. Besides, you said it yourself – you don't have anything I haven't seen on my girlfriends before.”

“Well...”

“It will feel good,” I said. “The more clothes you lose, the more relaxed you are – the better everything feels.”

The resistance drained out of her. “Alright,” she said, her voice a little flat. Reaching behind her, she undid the knot that held her top on and discarded the whole thing.

“So, what do you think?” She asked after a moment.

I couldn't tear my eyes away. Cheryl's tits were mouth-watering, but if I told the truth about the things I wanted to do to them, she'd slap me and I'd have fucked up my one chance. “Very nice,” I said. “Dad has good taste.”

She blushed. “This is so wrong. You're my son...”

“Step son,” I reminded her. “And you don't look like you're particularly upset. Now come here.”

Her brow furrowed in confusion. “What for?”

“I've got to get some lotion on those – you don't want them to burn.”

“Oh, silly me – of course,” she said, thrusting her tits at me with a smile. “You're such an attentive son.”

“I live to serve,” I said, taking her tits in my shaking hands. The flesh was soft and yielding under my fingers. I cupped them, squeezed them, ran lotion-covered hands over her nipples until it looked like someone had come sunscreen all over her breasts and my cock was about to explode in my boxers.

Mom, meanwhile, was definitely beginning to feel something. She let out little groans of pleasure as I ran my thumb over her nipple and gave it a little squeeze. “Oh...oh shit. Oh, Jeremy, that feels so good...”

“You want me to stop, Mom?”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “No, baby. I wouldn't want them to get sunburned...”

I grinned and went back to work. This was amazing, more than I had hoped for when I first began to research hypnosis – but I still wanted more.

“It's so lonely around here without Dad, isn't it?” I asked. 

She bit her lip and nodded. “So lonely...”

“You're so lonely without Dad here. So starved for affection. So deprived of contact...”

“Mmh hmm,” she groaned, leaning into my hands as they caressed her breasts. “You're so right, baby. You really know how to cut right to the heart of what I'm feeling.”

“What do you do when Dad isn't here?” I asked, barely believing the words were coming from my mouth. “When you get really lonely?”

I was worried – but Mom was already too far gone. “I touch myself,” she said without hesitation. “I have a...oh...a toy...”

A toy? Now that was interesting. “What kind of toy?”

She flashed me a naughty grin. “You and your sister aren't the only ones your father buys gifts for when he goes away.”

“Show me,” I commanded.

It was hell losing the feeling of those wonderful tits beneath my fingers, but it was worth it. Mom made her way back into the house and came back a minute later, smiling guiltily and holding the biggest vibrator I have ever seen. It had to be close to a foot long. It was shaped vaguely like a cock, with a fat, angled head, but also had ridges and bumps all the way down the side. I tried to imagine it inside my sexy MILF of a mother and couldn't.

“So, this is it,” she said, as unselfconsciously as if she were showing me some cool new gadget she'd bought. “Pretty neat, huh?”

By now I wasn't interested in banter. I wanted action. “Lay down in the chair,” I commanded, “Show me how you use it.”

“Yes, baby,” she said. As she began to sit, inspiration struck me:

“And from now on, you call me 'Master',” I blurted.

This didn't shock her; she just nodded. “Yes, Master.”

I couldn't believe it. As I watched, my darling mother spread her legs, slid her panties to the side and ran the head of the huge vibrator over her folds. She bit her lip and groaned as she switched it on; it began rapidly shaking against her clit. Her legs quivered with pleasure as the huge dildo did its work on her pussy, making her moan and ache.

“Fuck, that's so hot,” I said. I couldn't hold back any longer – I'd lost all rational powers of thought. The dark, animal part of my brain took over, and it could care less about words like 'family' or 'mother'. All I cared about was getting my cock wet in her tight, welcoming slit.

I pulled down my boxers and took her vibrator away, tossing it back towards the house. Before her panties could move back over her soaking slit, I was inside her. She was primed and ready, left wet, tight and inches from coming by her jilling off. It was heaven for my cock.

She raked the front of my shirt with her nails as I fucked her, pounding her into the chair. She was gone, lost in trance, loving every second of it.

“Yes, baby, fill up Mommy's pussy! You're such a good, hard little boy for Mommy, make Mommy come please she wants to feel you blow inside her...”

I couldn't help it – I was so excited. The thrill of finally being inside Cheryl, combined with her utterly filthy mouth, sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, my balls exploding with pleasure like depth charges, and then I flooded Mommy's womb with my hot, sticky seed.

“That's good baby, that's so good!” Mom was holding me close now, rocking back and forth on my cock. “It's been so long since I felt a man come inside me, baby – it feels so fucking good...”

Without warning, Cheryl began to shudder. She let out a muffled cry, then I felt her pussy clench as her own orgasm tore through her curvy frame. She sobbed with relief as the feeling of my come inside her – filling her, showing her she was desirable, making her feel like a real woman – sent her over the edge.

I looked down as my pleasure faded and my head cleared, grinning like it was Christmas morning. “Wow, Mom – that was amazing. It was even better than I thought it would be...”

Something was wrong. Cheryl's eyes weren't glazed, they were clear. And full of horror.

“Jeremy...” She pulled away and raised a hand in a feeble effort to cover her breasts. “I...”

“Mom?” Shit, I had to reestablish the trance, now. “There's nothing wrong with this,” I began. “You...”

“Baby, I'm not mad at you,” Cheryl whispered. “But...what we just did? Oh god, fuck...this is so wrong. We, we can never do that again, Jeremy.”

“Mom, please, just listen to me...”

“I...I have to go.” She stood up, trying without much luck to cover her heaving tits and her dripping snatch at the same time. “I have to think about this. You should go to your room, and....and forget this ever happened.”

“But, Cheryl. I...” But she was already gone.

Dammit! I fucked up. I should have put Cheryl deeper into a trance – should have given it a few sessions before fucking her. But I couldn't help it. I'd wanted it; and I'd wanted it for her, as well. Dad told me to be the man of the house, and I was just doing what the man of the house would do – making Mom happy.

I stared at the pool for a while, watching the movement of the water until I calmed down. What should I do?

After a moment, I nodded. I was the man of the house now. And there was one thing I wasn't going to do; give up. Mom might be full of regret now, but she hadn't been a few minutes ago. And I still had lots of tricks up my sleeves.

We'd see how long it was before she started seeing things my way.
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Chapter Three

––––––––
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“WHAT THE HELL DID YOU do to Mom?”

“Excuse me?” I slid my sunglasses down my face, wincing at the brightness of the afternoon sun. Just in front of me, the wind sent gentle waves across the pool. I'd come out here to relax, but had accidentally fallen asleep – and now Megan was standing over me, looking like she wanted to slap me.

“You heard me.” She crossed her arms in that way that always made me think of a stern teacher lecturing a student. “Something weird is going on with Mom. What did you do?”

For an instant, I was tempted to tell her the truth. Well, sis, I fucked her. It almost would have been worth it just to see the look on her face. “Nothing,” I said. “I have no idea what you're talking about.”

“Bullshit.” My step-sister Megan was not the sort of person to take 'no' or 'I don't know' as an answer. Her Mom's original divorce had made her tough and self-reliant, with a tendency to treat men like they were disposable. She was on her second year of college and she'd left a trail of broken hearts and bruised egos behind her. She was a little bit nicer when it came to me, her step-brother, but only a little.

“Seriously,” I said, sliding my glasses back over my eyes. “If you think something's up with Mom, why not just ask her?”

“She won't talk to me.” Megan crossed her arms and shot me a worried look – I could understand why. Mom and Megan were thick as thieves, thanks to a long period of it being them against the world before they met my Dad. Unlike most Moms, Cheryl wasn't tight-lipped about anything around her daughter – everything from birth control to boys to Mom's early days as a pot-smoking flower child were fair game for discussion. For Mom to freeze Megan out completely, something must have been seriously wrong.

Of course, I was in the unenviable position of knowing exactly what was wrong and being unwilling to tell her. A few days ago, I'd finally pulled the trigger on a fantasy I'd had since our parents had gotten married – I'd hypnotized Mom, watched her play with her pretty little pussy with a vibrator, then fucked her until I dumped a thick, creamy load in her womb. Mom had been completely willing – hell, once I was inside her she'd been begging me to fuck her harder – but once she came, it was as if the scales dropped from her eyes. We hadn't talked about it since, but that was only because we hadn't talked about anything since – she was steadfastly avoiding me. She'd said she wasn't mad, but it was clear that whatever attraction she might confess for me while under a hypnotic trance, she still had too many hangups to enjoy and accept fucking her own son.

With my eyes covered by dark sunglasses, I was free to let my gaze roam over Megan's body. She was almost the picture of Cheryl twenty-five years ago – I'd seen old photographs of her, and the two could have been twins. Megan dyed her hair a darker shade than Mom, but other than that, her firm body could have been Mom's long before her first marriage. The two looked so much alike...

Maybe they were alike in other ways, I thought. Maybe Megan was just as susceptible to hypnosis as Cheryl. It was an interesting thought. I'd never thought of my older sister in quite the same way as I always had about Cheryl – although there were plenty of nights I shot my load all over the bed picturing the two of them worshiping my cock – but if she had the same mental relation to being tranced, she could be a way to test some new hypnotic techniques before I tried them on Cheryl.

She could be my second chance.

“Hello?” Megan scoffed and rolled her eyes, then snatched my glasses and prepared to chuck them in the pool. “Did you fall asleep?”

It was worth a shot. Dangerous, but worth it. “I know what's wrong with Mom.”

Her hand froze mid-toss. Her gaze turned to me, searching and wary. “You do?”

I was treading on dangerous ground here. I needed to tell her enough of the truth to convince her, but not so much that she called the cops on me or something drastic like that.

I frowned, trying to seem like someone who felt terrible, who was harboring a dark secret. “I made a mistake,” I said.

To my surprise, this didn't inflame my sister's anger. She put the glasses down on the table next to me and stared down, a confused look on her face. “What kind of mistake?”

“She's depressed. I don't know if you knew that. Ever since Dad got redeployed, she...”

I let myself trail off. Her eyes hardened a bit. “Well, duh. All of us are – it sucks not having him here.”

“Not like that,” I told her. “Like, clinically. You're almost never here to see it – she's like a zombie, going through the motions. You ask her a question and she gives you a one-word answer. She sits on the couch all day trying not to cry-”

“Okay,” Megan said. She held up a hand, thought for a moment, then pulled up another deck chair and sat down next to me. “I get it. What mistake did you make?”

Moment of truth, Jer. “I was just trying to help. I thought I could cheer her up, make her happier. I tried to hypnotize her, Meg.”

What happened next was not at all what I had expected. Instead of getting angry, Megan burst out laughing.

“Oh, Christ,” she said. “I thought you were going to say something awful. You tried the 'Amazing Jeremy' routine on her?”

I winced, remembering the old performances I'd put on as a kid, trying to get a laugh out of people. Even then, I'd been obsessed with hypnosis, even if I hadn't realized it. “Something like that.”

“I hate to burst your bubble,” she said, “but you're an adult now, so I guess you should know – the Amazing Jeremy never did have any 'amazing powers'. Hypnosis isn't real, it doesn't work.”

It doesn't work because afterward I make people THINK it didn't work. But I couldn't say that.

“Look, humor me for a second,” I said. “Pretend I know what I'm talking about. I hypnotized mom to try and cheer her up, cure her depression – but I think I just made it worse.”

Her lips made a thin little line as she pondered. “Okay, I'm pretending. But I still don't see how you could do a thing like that.”

I dropped my voice until it was practically a whisper. “By making her think of Dad.”

That took her aback. “Oh,” she said flatly. After a moment, she nodded. “That might do the trick, actually.”

“Look,” I said, “I know I can do this. You think it's bullshit, let me prove to you that it isn't. I can fix what's going on with Mom – I just need another shot at it. A little bit more practice.”

But Megan was already shaking her head. “Bro, I'm sorry, but hypnosis is bullshit. You can't make someone do something they don't want to do-”

“Do you think Mom wants to be depressed?” I let my voice get louder, a little bit more emotion slipping through. “You think she doesn't want to stop worrying about Dad every minute of every fucking day?”

“No, of course not,” she said, a little shocked at my forcefulness. “I didn't mean it like that.”

“Sis...” This was it, the moment where I'd either convince her or I wouldn't. I reassured myself that if I failed here, I could always try and contrive some way to hypnotize Cheryl again. She couldn't hold out forever. “I'm asking you to trust me, for once in your life. I know trusting men isn't something you or Mom does easily, but you do know I care about her just as much as you do, right?”

She was quiet for a long moment. “I know,” she finally said.

“I can do this. I can prove to you that I can do this. Let me hypnotize you, just once. If it's bullshit, fine – we haven't lost anything except an afternoon. We'll get Mom an appointment with a doctor and they'll put her on pills that make her feel dead inside for the rest of her life. But I need you to give me a chance, Megan. I need you to trust me, just this once.”

There was a long pause – so long, that I was sure she was going to say no. But finally, she nodded – first with hesitation, then firmer.

“Okay,” she said, sounding like she didn't quite believe herself. “I can't even fathom why I'm saying yes to this, but okay, you can try hypnotizing me. We can give it a shot. The Amazing Jeremy rides once more, I guess.”

And that was how sis became the second woman I ever hypnotized.




Chapter Four

––––––––
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“YES, MASTER. I WILL do whatever you command.”

Success! I pumped my fist in the air and lay back with relief, wiping the sweat off my forehead. It had taken the better part of a half-hour to bring Megan under trance, but she was finally under, just like Cheryl had been. A gentle, hypnotic backbeat thumped in time as she lay on my bed, eyes glazed over and mouth slightly open.

My darling sister, I thought, my absolute slave. She'll do anything I want...

I had to be careful, I reminded myself. The last thing I needed was to stick my cock in Megan, then watch in horror and dismay as orgasm snapped her out of her trance. If that happened, I'd have wasted my second chance at this just as bad as I had the first.

“Megan,” I said slowly, trying to put as much natural command in my tone as I could muster. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes, Master.” Her tone was curiously blank, like a sheet of paper with no writing on it. The sort I would choose to write on her mind would be far too dirty for polite society. “I can hear you.”

“Good,” I said. “You are completely under my power. Relaxed – oh so relaxed. Nothing can hurt you here, nothing can touch you.”

Inwardly, I swore. I could tell I was just stalling for time. How was I going to make this work? I had to get Megan down deep, so far that she couldn't find her way out with a map – otherwise I could kiss my dream of having a household full of women devoted to my pleasure good bye.

A fucking map, I thought, grumbling – then stopped myself short. It rattled through my head for a moment, running up against half a dozen doubts. But it could work. I chuckled.

Surely it can't be that easy, can it?

I guided Megan through it. First, I had her picture a maze – the deep, ancient sort you only saw in old movies and myths. This, as it turned out, wasn't hard at all – that old kid's movie about the little girl lost in the labyrinth had always been one of her favorites, after all.

“The outside is burning with light,” I told her. “On the outside of the labyrinth, you feel like you're just a few inches away from the surface – oh so close to slipping out of this wonderful trance you're in. But in the middle of the maze, it loops in on itself, into deeper and deeper darkness...”

I led her into the maze, watching with glee as she described the twists and turns – a right here, a left there, until I felt curiously like I was playing a video game. No matter how many turns I made my sister take, there were no dead ends – just long, unbroken stretches of maze, sloping downwards deeper into trance. 

Finally, satisfied that I had gone on long enough, I told her to take a series of dizzying turns and twists through the maze. I watched as she grew progressively more confused, my own glee increasing.

“Left,” I said. “Then another left, then right. There are stairs leading down – you can see them in your mind's eye. Do you know where they lead, Megan?”

She shook her head. I could see how hard she was struggling to hold it all together. Even with the increased power of concentration my trance gave her, a labyrinth was a lot for a college girl to hold together. She'd only need to remember it for a few more moments.

“No, Master – I don't.”

I smiled. “Down here, the path leads forward a bit – and then ends.”

She let out a little hum, like someone finally getting a difficult trick right after trying a few times. “Okay. Now what should I do, Master?”

I watched her tension, feeling my own between my legs. Soon she'd drain that for me – again and again, whenever I wanted.

“Now you turn around and find your way back out.”

Her face scrunched up – for a moment, it almost looked like she might have been able to calculate all the twists and turns I'd taken her psyche through, working in reverse like a drunk trying to recite the alphabet backwards.

“Master?” Her tone was hesitant. “I...I don't think I can. I think I'm lost.”

“Of course you are,” I assured her. “There's no need to try and remember those nasty directions now, pet. Let them fall away. Relax. It's impossible to find your way out.”

“Oh,” she said, then slower. “Ohhh.” Her word became a sigh of relief; I watched as the confusion on her face dropped away. “I'm so lost.”

“That's right,” I said. “You'll never find your way out alone. No matter what happens. But remember: I can bring you out whenever I want. I just have to wave my hand and you'll be right back – but without me, forget it.”

She nodded. “Yes, Master. It's so dark here. I feel so...”

I waited a moment. “Yes?”

She smiled. “I'm so happy, Master.”

“That's right,” I said. “Serving me feels good. It feels good to be under my power – in fact, all that wandering has left you incredibly turned on, hasn't it?”

Her back arched almost imperceptibly. Twin spots of color appeared on her cheeks. “Ohmigosh,” she breathed, “Wow.”

“You're incredibly horny,” I told Megan. “You can't remember the last time you felt this turned on. It doesn't matter that I'm right here, it wouldn't matter if every man in your life were watching – you've got to touch yourself, right now.”

“I...” Megan's fingers fidgeted, drumming on her thighs like they couldn't wait to slip between them. “Can I, Master?”

Of course. I had almost forgotten – nothing without my permission, after all.

“Yes,” I said. “I want to watch you touch yourself.”

Megan's thighs parted; in a flash her jeans were down around her ankles. Her panties were gray and white, striped like an old polo shirt I'd used to have – not the sexiest thing in the world, but she hadn't been expecting to show off for a man today. Soon I'll make sure she's wearing more fitting lingerie all the time, I thought. My erection ached in my boxers.

She slid her panties to the side and rubbed her folds with her fingers. The flesh was warm and yielding, and I could already see beads of moisture glistening on her innermost sex. She panted with the need to show off as her fingers found her clit, spread the flesh around it (showing it off to the invisible congregation), then began to rub.

“That's right,” I said. “Everything feels better when I command you to do it. You're completely focused on your own pleasure – no outside world, just you and my voice. There's no one else here at the center of the maze, Megan – just you and your cunt.”

“Just me and my cunt,” she repeated, then let out a little moan of delight.

She lay back against the pillows and raised her knees up, bringing her cute little ass backwards enough that her fingers could fully enter her snatch. Both hands were working now – the one totally devoted to her clit, and the second with fingers flexed into a point thrusting between her walls. She whimpered with each contact of the knuckles, sighing happily.

A sudden thought occurred to me. “You like knowing I'm watching you, don't you?”

“Yes, Master,” she said quickly. “I love putting on a show for you.”

“You're making me hard,” I said. “Your own brother. How does that make you feel?”

“I love that my body turns you on,” she giggled. “I don't care that you're my brother – in fact, it turns me on even more. It's so wrong for you to be watching me this way, but I can't get enough.”

The idea came into full blossoming. “Hold on a second,” I said. “Keep frigging yourself, but don't come – I have something for you.”

I was gone for only a minute or two – when I came back, Megan had slowed down considerably, probably holding back to keep from coming. I realized with a start that she couldn't really see me – her eyes were glazed in trance – so I decided to ease up the restrictions a bit. It was time to see how far I could push things without resistance.

“Open your eyes,” I commanded her, though hers were already open. “You me, the house, the world – all of it is in the center of the maze with you. You can see all of it, interact with all of it, and never leave my power.”

Her eyes unclouded. She looked around the room as if seeing it for the first time, her face almost childlike with wonder.

“Th-thank you, Master,” she said, as if I had given her a great gift. Then her eyes settled on what I was holding. “What is that?”

“This,” I said with relish, “is a vibrator.” I tossed it on the bed next to her. “Use it on yourself.”

She was only too happy to comply. A moment later, it was humming against her cunt – leaving her legs shaking and her mouth open with pleasure. There was no holding back now – my darling sister was trying to come, and knowing I was watching her just made it hotter.

“Do you know where that vibrator was, just a day or two ago?” I asked.

She shook her head, barely able to pay attention.

“In Cheryl's cunt. In Mom's cunt.” I grinned. “I made her put it there. Then I took it out and replaced it with my cock.”

She arched back into the bed and let out a cry of passion; I knew instantly that she was coming. God damn, she looked beautiful.

“Oh fuck, little brother, please,” she begged. “Please tell me more, Master.”

I would. I'd tell her everything. But first...

“I want to come all over that pretty face,” I said.

That was a command Megan was only too happy to comply with. She removed me from my pants, crawling across the bed on all fours like a supplicant. She took my cock out and stared at it like a holy relic, thick and throbbing. I gave it a few pumps – a few pumps was all that was needed, after the show I'd just witnessed. My knees went weak and then I was shooting my seed, coating Megan's face as she stared up at me with love and adoration in her eyes, as she waited patiently for me to drain my balls all over her like a cum rag. 

“Thank you, Master,” she said when I was finished. “May I clean you?”

My voice was hoarse, shaky from orgasm. “Yes.”

With a care that was almost dainty, considering the mess on her face, my sister slid my dripping cock into her mouth and sucked it clean. The sensation was so pleasurable that after a minute I felt another orgasm rock my body, with a few more spurts of come down Megan's throat. She groaned appreciatively, savoring the taste as she cleaned me.

When she was done, I looked down at my sister. She was still in trance – she'd had a bed-shaking orgasm, let her brother come all over her and sucked his balls dry. At this point, I was pretty damn sure the trance had worked.

“Remember what I said about Mom?” I asked her.

She frowned – an especially funny gesture with a face full of come. “Yes. You fucked her, and made her your slave, just like me.”

I pulled a face. “Not exactly like you. I need your help, sis. We need to get Mom back into trance, otherwise she'll never be truly happy. Not like you. Will you help me?”

She grinned and snuggled up next to me. “Of course, Master. I'd do anything for my sexy little brother.” Her hand closed on my cock, which slowly began to harden again (two hard comes hadn't stopped it a bit with a girl this hot next to me).

She looked over at me, her eyes perfectly submissive and innocent. “What would you like me to do, Master?”

Fuck it, I thought, Cheryl can wait a little bit longer. I had to feel that sweet little pussy before we made Mom our slave.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Kneel For The Man of the House (Taboo Trance Part Three)
[image: image]





Chapter Five
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“I DON'T CARE THAT YOU're my sister,” I said. “As far as I'm concerned, you're nothing more than a wet little hole to fuck. You walk around here like a slut, I'm going to treat you like a slut. You love hearing that, don't you?”

Megan groaned and forced herself harder against me, trying desperately to get my cock inside her. She was bent over the kitchen table, her mini-skirt hiked up to the waist. Her breasts pressed against the table, peeking out from her sides as she used them as leverage to press her perfect, heart-shaped ass against me.

She struggled, but I wasn't about to fill her sweet little pussy just yet. I ran the head of my cock around her slit, sighing with pleasure as it left her knees shaking and her pussy gushing warmth. She was wet and primed for me, hot as an open oven, begging for my cock. Holding her back took a hell of an effort, but it was worth it – I wanted to hear the right words spill out of her mouth before she got to ride me.

I had lied to Megan just now, of course. I'd said that it didn't matter that she was my sister, that I didn't care a bit about it. The truth was, that was a lie: the many years I'd known her, the closeness we'd allowed ourselves to have as siblings, every chaste little sibling hug and shoulder squeeze and chance touch along her tits and ass – all of them made this so much hotter. It was all tied up in my head with the urge I had to thrust my cock inside her and keep fucking until I was satisfied; and I knew it was in her head, too. After all, I had put it there. 

“You came downstairs wearing something like that? Around your own brother?”

With a smirk, I lifted the hem of her dress up around her hips. It was so tight, I practically had to peel it off her ass. When it rose over the heart-shaped crease between her ass cheeks, I got a surprise: at some point, my darling little Megan had gotten herself a tramp stamp. There was a dark, ornate pattern on the small of her back – after a second, I recognized it as one of those french-looking flowers, a fleur du lis. I ran a thumb over it, familiarizing myself with the pattern until I could form a clear picture of it in my mind's eye. I owned Megan now, and I wanted to know every inch of her body – as my possession, it was my right.

“Please, bro,” Megan whined, spreading her slender legs even further and rubbing her ass against my cock. “I want you so bad. I wore this dress because I knew you'd like it – because I knew you'd have to rip it off me and fuck me-”

Without warning, I pulled my hand back and slid a thumb into her asshole. She broke off mid-sentence, letting out a cry of surprise as I penetrated her tight little pucker. She tried to pull away, but I wasn't having it – I gripped her hips tighter, until she was caught in quite the bind: pull away and try to get free, or push it deeper and get my cock inside of her?

“Ah!” She froze for a moment, then pushed towards my thumb, letting it slide deeper inside her.

“You're so tight back here, sis,” I said. “If I didn't know any better, I'd say you've never let a man fuck you in the ass before.”

“Never,” she gasped, her face contorting with exquisitely filthy emotions as she let my fingers fill her ass. “I've never let any guy do that – it's so dirty.”

“You'd never let any guy take you back there, would you?”

She bit her lip and whimpered. “Maybe...m-maybe my husband...”

“You were saving yourself for marriage? I don't believe that. When did you get this slutty little tattoo, sis?”

“I don't...please, I can't think...”

I was inclined to believe her. Megan ground against me without thought – like an animal in heat, begging to be bred. She needed cock soon, or that pretty little bimbo brain of hers would overheat and meltdown, leaving nothing but a babbling, horny mess. And I didn't want to wait any longer. I could feel a thick, creamy load bubbling in my balls, leaving them heavy with need. I wanted to drain them into my sister's ass, filling her up exactly the way I wanted.

My thumb left her ass. Megan's face turned for an instant into a mask of relief, just before her mouth dropped open. My other hand encircled her thigh – I slid two fingers into her dripping snatch, finding her clit and rubbing it in hard, fast circles. She reacted like I'd touched a live power line: her eyes rolled back in her head and her back arched like a bow as sweet, filthy pleasure filled her.

“Oh, shit...” she groaned, spreading her legs to aid my fingers deeper into her folds. “That's so good, bro, that's so fucking good...”

“Goddamn you're so tight,” I said.

Her groan turned into a laugh. “Yes...I'm so tight and wet for you.”

The crown of my cock moved from her slit to her ass. I could feel her tense up for an instant, unsure of my intentions.

“That wasn't what I was talking about,” I said with a smirk.

She had the briefest of instants to realize what I was talking about, then the head of my cock slipped between her cheeks and spread the pucker of her asshole wide. She groaned with mingled surprise and delight as I filled her, her mouth opening wide as if she couldn't believe the sensations that were filling her.

All the while, my fingers kept moving at her clit, stimulating her, forcing sinful, filthy pleasure through her body.

“Oh my fucking god, bro, that's so big,” she said, her voice heavy with effort. I slid inside her an inch at a time until I was buried within her tightest entrance, her walls stretched around me to the hilt. 

“Fuck, you're so tight,” I whispered. I shook my hips from side to side gently, feeling her ass practically suctioning around me. “Are you ready to have your cherry popped, slut?”

“Yes!” Megan cried.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Master! Fuck my ass like you own it!”

With a grunt, I began fucking her. At first every thrust was a struggle that left Megan panting with pain and pleasure, but soon a mix of my pre-cum and the juices coating everything below her waist left my cock slick; able to slide inside her tightness with ease.

For a long time there was nothing but the sounds of fucking in the kitchen: my balls slapping against Megan's ass, the scrape of the table slowly moving across the room, the mingled grunts and groans each of us made as I pounded her ass and fingered her clit. Then a new tone entered Megan's voice: one of wonder.

“Oh...oh shit,” she said, pressing until her back made contact with my chest, until she was pinned between my body and the table. “I...I think I'm going to come like this!”

“Isn't it so sweet and filthy?” I asked. “Being fingered by your own brother?”

“Yes, of course Master, but...” Megan's eyes were disbelieving, her face slack with shock. “It feels so good...back there! I don't know what you're doing to me, but it feels like my fucking asshole is going to come!”

“A little post-hypnotic suggestion I slipped in your mind when you weren't looking,” I whispered harshly into her ear. The motion pinned her harder against the table, making her hand slip so that she was helplessly stuck as I fucked her. “Now come for me, Megan. Make that ass nice and tight for my cock.”

Megan's cries reached a crescendo as I fucked her into her climax. Her body shook like a leaf in a high wind as pleasure coursed through her body. Her pussy and ass clenched with the force of the orgasm, causing her walls to grip me like a vice. Her channel collapsed around my cock, but I pushed through, fucking her ass even though it was nearly too tight to bear.

I felt my own climax approaching and grabbed her hips, thrusting into her roughly. My pleasure reached the boiling point and went nuclear, leaving my knees weak and my body singing with sweet release. I came in a flood, filling Megan's tight asshole with cream, spilling burst after burst until it trickled from her tight pucker and made luscious trails down her inner thighs.

My fingers slowed as we both came down from our highs. After several minutes of slow, tiny motions to milk every last drop of pleasure from my cock, I removed myself from her and let the hem of her miniskirt fall back down. It still didn't cover her – if anything, having a bit of fabric hanging over her freshly-fucked asshole just made her look filthier.

Megan gave a sad little whimper as I buttoned myself back up. She made no move to get up.

“What's wrong?” I finally asked.

“You didn't put it in here,” she said, reaching between her legs and spreading the folds of her pussy. As I watched, she gave me a pornographic view of her slit, showing off her pretty little pussy.

“So?”

“I'm never going to get pregnant if you don't fill my womb up,” she protested. “I want to get all big and swollen with your baby, little brother.” She ran a hand between her breasts and over her stomach. “What do you think Mom would say to that?”

Wow, she is filthy. I think I've created a monster. Knocking my sister up wasn't something I had ever considered as part of my plan – I hadn't really been thinking much further than the “hypnotize family, make them suck and fuck me whenever I want” stage of control. But Megan's words hit me like a freight train – they touched something deep inside me, something primal and animalistic. What better way to show the world I owned my sweet little sister than to fill her up with my seed, to use her as a brood mare to bear my heirs? The thought of her belly swollen with my seed, her breasts heavy and filled with milk – it made my head swim. It felt right.

My cock began to twitch and harden in my boxers. The thought of impregnating her did that to me, made me want to plunge right back inside of her.

Instead, I ran a hand across her taut little belly, grinning as her muscles quaked at my touch. “You're not on birth control?”

She shook her head.

“Well, then,” I said, leaning forward so that she could feel my hardness against her, “since you've been such a bad girl...”

When this didn't get the reaction I wanted, my eyes moved from Megan's breasts to her face. She was staring over my shoulder, eyes the size of saucers, skin pale as milk.

I glanced back over my shoulder. My mother Cheryl stood in the doorway.




Chapter Six

––––––––
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“DID YOU ENJOY THE SHOW?”

Looking at Cheryl's face, I honestly couldn't tell what the answer to that question might be. Her eyes darted from me to Megan and back again, full of shock: but I couldn't help but notice the way her gaze clung to the bulge in my pants, to the sight of her daughter's exposed, dripping pussy.

I gave Megan's hips a little squeeze. “Calm down,” I whispered.

“Mom?” Megan's voice was tentative. “I thought you were still asleep...”

I pulled her to me, holding her tight to show who was in charge. “This is what I talked about,” I said, breath hot against her ear. “I need your help, sis.”

She stiffened for a moment, then nodded.

“Hey, Mom.” In contrast to just a few moments ago, Megan sounded relaxed and pleased – the voice of a girl who'd just gotten fucked on a kitchen table, for sure. “Want some breakfast? I was just about to fix Jeremy some-”

“You two,” Cheryl said. Her cheeks had gone red as apples – from arousal, anger or a combination of the two, I had no idea.

It was time to take the initiative.

“Yeah,” I said, “Us two.” Taking Megan by the hip, I pulled her into a standing position and held her close. “I fucked her. And I'm going to keep fucking her, until I knock her up.”

Mom's legs shook – the battle in her mind must have been deliciously intense. On the one hand, she was watching an abomination, her own children fucking like animals...but on the other, I knew from the suggestions I'd left in her mind that every atom of her body ached for me to do to her exactly what I'd just done to Megan.

“Dad told me to be the man of the house,” I said, stepping forward. “And that means I'm supposed to treat you exactly like he would.”

I closed the distance between us; I could feel the heat radiating off her body. I knew without having to ask that Mom had never been this horny before – she'd never felt like this, so fertile and wet and helpless, and it was frying the last few brain cells of free will left in her head.

“But I don't know,” I said, snaking a hand around and grabbing a handful of soft, toned MILF ass. She gasped, instinctively leaning into the contact.

“I don't think Dad ever fucked you as hard as I want to fuck you,” I whispered into her ear.

She let out a whimper and collapsed against me. Her heavy breasts pressed against my chest – I could feel the nipples stiffen under her dress. Her fingers were on me, moving beneath my shirt, searching out the hardness she so desperately needed.

“Oh, baby,” she groaned against my neck. “I need you so bad...”

I grabbed her by the wrists and turned her to face me. She slunk down gently until she was practically on her knees, looking up at me. Her eyes were full of desperation, helpless under the force of my masculinity. She was a slave to her programming, and I'd programmed her well.

“Who am I?” I asked her.

There was a pause as she tried to figure out what I meant. “You're...you're Jeremy, my son...”

I ran a thumb down the hollow of her wrist, grinning as she bit her lip. “And what am I?”

Her breath came in heaving gasps. I wanted to rip her dress down the front and set those amazing tits free.

“You're the man of the house,” she said in a tiny, submissive voice.

“That's right,” I agreed. “And what else do we call the man of the house?”

Understanding came into her eyes. Her lip twisted in a wry little smile. “Master,” she said, the word giving her physical pleasure as it left her mouth.

“Exactly. Now serve your Master, Cheryl.”

I thought I had seen every conceivable emotion pass over my mother's face – if not before than certainly after I'd fucked her. But I'd never seen her bashful before.

“Of course, dear...I mean, Master,” she said, blushing. “How should I do that?”

“Get on your knees,” I commanded.

With a whimper of submission, Mom did as I asked, sinking to her knees. This brought my thick, juicy cock straight to eye level, and it didn't take any prodding to get her to start working off my belt.

“You want to suck my cock,” I said, stroking her hair as she worked me free. “Just like a Mother should.”

“Of course, Master.” She looked up at me as my cock came free, lying atop her lips like an offering. “It's only right to serve you.”

“You want to taste your daughter's pussy and ass all over my cock,” I said. “You can't wait.”

“Yes, Master. I want to taste my daughter's juices.”

“And when you're done sucking me, you'll take my load inside you, deep in your womb. You want to get pregnant – nothing makes you hotter than the thought of you and your daughter with matching baby bumps. Both full of my heirs.”

“Oh, God,” she groaned, running her tongue down my shaft. “Baby, yes, please breed me...”

She needed no more coaxing to go to town on my cock. She licked and slurped my shaft like a seasoned pro, working me with a blowjob I knew was better than any she'd given Dad. After a while, I both sides of her head in my hands and began guiding my cock inside of her, letting her go hands-free as I fucked her throat.

“Shh,” I said, running my fingers over the tops of her ears. “Just relax. Take it all like a good little MILF.”

Mom gagged a little but didn't protest. I could feel my own pleasure building up inside my balls, my body already primed for another knee-shaking orgasm, when a scraping sound caught my attention. I turned to see Megan, her ass on the edge of the table with her skirt hiked up, running three fingers in circles over her clit as she watched. 

“Come for me,” I commanded.

Instantly Megan let out a cry of pleasure, climaxing immediately. Her pussy clenched around her fingers as she sunk to the floor, stupefied and stoned from the overdose of pleasure my command had sent through her mind.

“First you,” I said, turning back to Mom, “then her. I'm going to have some fucking explaining to do when Dad comes back, both of the women of the house walking around with big baby bumps. But you know what? I don't care.”

“Oh, fuck, baby, please!” Mom begged. “It'll be okay – I'll help with everything, I'll convince your father somehow...just for God's sake don't stop fucking me until I'm pregnant!”

I was fucking her with blinding speed now, filling her pussy with every thrust. So close to coming...

“You want that, Mom?”

“Yes!” Her nails raked the front of my chest. “God, it's been so long – I want to feel like a real woman again. A fertile, fuckable woman. You make me feel that way, son – don't stop, okay? I'm going to come!”

“I'm going to right now,” I said, straining inside of her. “Gonna shoot all that thick white seed in you, breed you like a little whore...”

“Yes, Master! Come for me, please come for meeee...”

In the end, Mom came first. I felt her pussy clench around me as a thin cry escaped her throat, followed by several gasping sobs as pleasure invaded her body, turning her psyche inside out. The feeling of her climax sent me over the edge, then I was pumping my seed inside of her, filling her to the brim with my incestuous load, grunting with pleasure as each burst sent shockwaves of pleasure from the tip of my cock to the balls of my feet. 

“Oh, Master,” Mom said, lying back on the kitchen floor, skirt around her waist. She no longer cared what parts of her I saw – if anything, she wanted to be a little slut for me now. “Thank you. It feels so much better now that I don't have to think.”

I laughed as I lay down next to her, letting my hands roam around her sexy, mature body. “All those contradictions gone, then?”

“Oh, you know it,” she said with a grin. “You're the man of the house, and your sister and I serve you. It's so simple – it's the way it was meant to be. Before your father left.”

That was right, I realized with a start. Dad was still out there. He could be back any time – wars didn't last forever, after all. Someday soon he might walk through that door to see his wife and daughter on their knees on either side of the recliner, serving me with their bodies. Their bodies that would no doubt be heavy with my heirs – their breasts full and firm and leaking milk with every touch...

Damn. I was getting hard again already. I decided I could handle that when I got to it – after all, if Mom and Sis were susceptible to hypnosis, who was to say Dad wasn't, either?

Who was to say the neighbors weren't, I asked myself. Or my teachers, or my favorite pop star...

“Mom?” I asked, staring up at the ceiling.

“Yes, Master?”

“I'm going to take a few days off from school.” It wasn't a question. “You'll explain anything that needs explaining from the superintendent.”

“Of course, Master. Are you going to stay home and breed us?”

The thought made me smile. “That's part of it,” I said. “But I was thinking the three of us should take a little vacation...”
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