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The Alpha Gene
 
   


 
  

They knelt before me, worshiping me.
 
    
 
   On either side of me, my step-mother and step-sister were on their knees, their perfect mouths wrapped around my cock. Their lips met, my throbbing, precum-coated head sliding between them as every molecule in their bodies focused on my pleasure. Any thoughts of resistance, any idea that what they were doing was wrong was washed away by the burning need in their pussies, their constant urge to suck and fuck and be bred by their Master.
 
    
 
   It wasn't just their minds that I'd changed. Their bodies had been molded as if by an expert sculptor, transformed into wet-dream fantasies capable of stopping traffic. Where my step-mother's sag and middle-aged wear-and-tear had been was a perfect bimbo body, looking a decade younger, with massive gravity-defying tits I ached to slide my cock between. Where my step-sister had been weak, she was now as lithe and agile as an Olympic athlete: capable of serving me in any position I could dream up.
 
    
 
   I'd tried very hard to be good; to resist the call of my newfound powers. But as my two new slaves teased and sucked at my cock, all I could think about was adding even more girls to my harem – and how quickly things had changed…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   xXx
 
    
 
    
 
   “Jacob, look out! I'm going to fall!”
 
    
 
   The handles of the wheelchair wobbled in my grip as I hit the curb. My step-sister Moira gripped the seat, tilting forward and nearly spilling out onto the hot pavement.
 
    
 
   “Jesus!” The chair hit the asphalt with a heavy thump, then finally stopped shaking. “Sorry, Moira.”
 
    
 
   She shook her head and sighed. “It's okay. It's not like I can feel it, anyway.”
 
    
 
   I pulled a face. Moira was definitely in one of her moods today. Her session with the physical therapist must not have gone well. I knew she was frustrated at the lack of progress: we all were. Unfortunately, sometimes it caused her to lash out in some unproductive ways.
 
    
 
   Six months ago, Moira had been an average teenager: gorgeous, popular and nerdy as hell. She'd been excited to apply for college, to be out on her own for the first time in her life, to grow up. Then, two weeks after her eighteenth birthday, she'd been hit by a drunk driver. The accident derailed everything. After the initial outpouring of sympathy and support, her friends started abandoning her, not inviting her places because she was “that girl in the wheelchair.” Her boyfriend left her for a cheerleader, she started falling behind on her studies, and to be honest I didn't blame her for getting depressed. The whole situation sucked.
 
    
 
   The doctors said she'd be able to walk again with regular therapy, but so far progress had been agonizingly slow. She was able to get up in an emergency, but after a few steps the pain would be so bad she'd have to lie down for hours. I felt for her, deeply, which was part of the reason I was still at home – going to community college and helping my step-mother take care of her instead of going to my dream college two states away.
 
    
 
   All this flickered through my mind in an instant as I stared down at her, watching her as she fought back tears. I would have done anything to make her feel better – I'd have traded places in a second. But there was nothing I could do.
 
    
 
   “Quit crying,” I told her in a joking tone, pushing her chair across the parking lot. “Winners don't cry.”
 
    
 
   It was a favored phrase of hers back in the good days, when she used to push herself to the limit chasing her dreams.
 
    
 
   “I'm crying because of how clumsy you are,” she said, a tiny smile flickering over her features. “I can't believe my Mom married a guy with such a clumsy oaf for a son.”
 
    
 
   “Hey, this clumsy oaf is grilling steaks for dinner tonight,” I told her. “You keep that up and yours is going to be so overdone you could use it as a Frisbee.”
 
    
 
   That made her laugh. I loved the way Moira laughed – it was such a carefree, joyous sound. Ever since our parents had gotten married, I'd been the funny one – the one who smoothed over the rough patches in our family with jokes. It was still what I fell back on whenever I couldn't figure out what to say.
 
    
 
   “You're a dork,” she said. “When I get out of this chair for good the first thing I'm going to do is kick your ass.”
 
    
 
   “I'm looking forward to it,” I said – I really was.
 
    
 
   Heat spilled off the pavement as we made our way to the car. I'd had to park all the way at the back of the  lot – when your sister's therapy takes place in an office complex that caters to people with disabilities, the handicapped parking spaces are always full.
 
    
 
   Now that the mood had been lightened somewhat, I felt comfortable asking: “So how was therapy today?”
 
    
 
   Moira groaned like an old soldier remembering a particularly awful battle. “Same old shit, Jake.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed, not letting any of my anxiety show. “Still making progress?”
 
    
 
   She sighed. “Kimberly says I am, but I can't see it. It's so frustrating, doing the same exercises day after day...”
 
    
 
   I stopped paying attention – because a car came roaring into the parking lot. One I recognized.
 
    
 
   It was a late-model BMW, painted a garish and shocking shade of pink. Everything about it, from the shining custom rims to the dollar sign hanging from the rear view mirror screamed 'superficial', yelled 'I'm better than you' at the top of the driver's lungs.
 
    
 
   Please let it be someone else driving her car, I thought, panic filling me. Please don't be her…
 
    
 
   The driver parked two spaces away from our van, and the driver's side door opened. Today was not my lucky day: the woman stepping out of the vehicle, glasses in hand, was none other than Amanda Miller.
 
    
 
   Moira saw, too: her face went white as a sheet. “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “Not this bitch.”
 
    
 
   This bitch was actually a rather light way of describing Amanda. She was a stuck-up brat, the daughter of wealthy lawyers who never let you forget that she was richer than you, prettier than you or better than you. From her expensive thigh-high boots to her long, elegantly-styled blonde hair, she was a walking wet dream: she could be a movie star or a model, and every guy in school knew it – but she had the brain of a total sociopath.
 
    
 
   I knew why Moira freaked out just at the sight of her. Amanda's mother had been the lawyer who represented the drunk driver who hit her: and she was way better than the representation we'd been able to afford. Thanks to Amanda's family, we'd only gotten a fraction of the settlement we'd been hoping for – not enough for the kind of treatment Moira really needed to get back on her feet and walking again. She was the reason I couldn't afford to go to a good college – why I was still living at home taking care of my sister when most of my friends were living in dorms, getting drunk every weekend and smashing girls. She'd ruined our lives.
 
    
 
   I hated her with every fiber of my being. And she was so fucking hot that it drove me crazy.
 
    
 
   God, she turned me on. Just looking at her in that short skirt and boots made me shift Moira's wheelchair to hide the way my pants swelled. The lust was tempered with hate. In a better, more fair world, I'd have thrown Amanda to the ground and fucked her until she'd screamed, until she'd begged to make everything up to my family and please me like the submissive little slut she secretly was. I wanted to fuck that smug little look off her face – I wanted her to know what it was like to be powerless. I wanted to come inside her, and knock her up with my heirs, and show her parents what an awful little bitch they'd raised.
 
    
 
   But I couldn't do anything like that. If I so much as laid one finger on Amanda, her parents would file a lawsuit that would bankrupt us. We'd be out on the street, and Moira would never walk again. The worst part was, she knew this – and she knew I knew it.
 
    
 
   She made her way across the parking lot, grinning at the two of us like we were some kind of sideshow for her amusement.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Jake,” she said, her voice full of fake camaraderie. “You out walking the dog?”
 
    
 
   I felt a growl working its way up my throat. It was no secret that Amanda had hated Moira before her accident, in the way that only a truly jealous high-school girl can hate. I felt my hands ball into fists, shaking with rage.
 
    
 
   “Fuck you, Amanda,” Moira said.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing here?” I asked, trying to sound cold. It just came off as pathetic.
 
    
 
   “I'm here to pick up my boyfriend – Tyler's over in the sports medicine building, having his knee looked at before the big game. Don't worry, he's going to be just fine – he's not a loser like some people.” She flashed that movie star grin and giggled. “How's community college, by the way?”
 
    
 
   I'd heard more than enough. If she thought she was going to get off on riling us up, she was wrong. I pushed Moira past her, threw open the door to the van and started helping Moira inside.
 
    
 
   “Do you need any help?” Amanda's voice was saccharine sweet. “It looks like she's put on a few pounds lately – she's probably heavier than you're used to.”
 
    
 
   Tears dribbled at the corners of Moira's eyes. “That fucking bitch,” she whispered, sounding on the verge of tears.
 
    
 
   I couldn't take it. “You know what?” I asked, leaning out of the van.
 
    
 
   Amanda turned around looking intrigued. “Yes, Jake?”
 
    
 
   “You have a perfect life,” I said. “Why do you have to make other people feel like shit all the time?”
 
    
 
   For a second, I could tell my words had stunned her to silence – but with snakes like her, it's always only a second. An instant later, that grin was back on her face.
 
    
 
   “Because you are shit, Jacob,” she said, like she was explaining something to a child. “Your whole white-trash family is shit. And now you've gotten what you deserve.”
 
    
 
   I was shaking. Amanda seized on it, like a shark to blood.
 
    
 
   “You wanna hit me, Jakie?” She took a step forward. “Go on, cold cock me – give me one right here.” She pointed to her eye, another giggle bursting from her throat. “I dare you.”
 
    
 
   I wanted to. I wanted to do more than that – I wanted to throw her against the van and finger her until she begged for my cock – but I knew what would happen to my family if I let myself go. So I just went back to fastening Moira's seatbelt.
 
    
 
   “Didn't think so,” she said, leaning in close. “You pussy.”
 
    
 
   I finished latching Moira in, then counted silently to ten before I dared look back. When I did, she was gone.
 
    
 
   I sighed heavily with relief and got into the car. We sat there for a few minutes: me trying to get my pulse back under control, Moira trying to stem her tears.
 
    
 
   “Why is she so awful?” Moira asked. “What did we ever do to her?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “It's not about that. It never is with girls like her. Let's get home.”
 
    
 
   I tried not to think about it: instead letting my brain follow the memorized map from physical therapy back to our house. I moved on muscle memory, and soon I wasn't thinking at all until Moira interrupted me:
 
    
 
   “You smell,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Oh, gee, thanks,” I said sarcastically. “That's just what I needed to hear on top of everything else today.”
 
    
 
   “I don't mean it like that.” Her voice sounded...strange. Different, somehow. “You smell...I dunno, nice. The way a man is supposed to smell.”
 
    
 
   “Eww, gross,” I said, laughing. “You perv.”
 
    
 
   I could see her roll her eyes in the rear view mirror. “I meant it as a compliment, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   “Well, please don't compliment me again, sis.”
 
    
 
   Her voice turned serious. “I mean it. You need to get out more, bro. We both know Amanda wouldn't be able to get under your skin so bad if...”
 
    
 
   “...if I had a girlfriend,” I finished for her. “You know I have like zero time for that, right?”
 
    
 
   She blushed guiltily. “I know. I feel awful about it. It's all my fault.”
 
    
 
   “It is not your fault,” I assured her. “Look, we've both just had a really shitty experience. Why don't we try to forget it and have a nice night? And for God's sake, don't tell Mom about it.”
 
    
 
   She laughed – another of those wonderful, thrilling laughs. “Like I would ever tell Mom something like that. You know you're the only one I can confide in.”
 
    
 
   I wished that weren't so, but it was true. Mom was even busier than I was these days, trying to keep the mortgage paid and the bill collectors at bay. Things had been bad already when Dad bailed on us – and Moira's accident had just made things tougher.
 
    
 
   Some people might have expected me to bail, too: after all, Moira and Sarah weren't technically my family. But we'd been together since I was a kid, they'd raised me, so the question of leaving was absurd in my mind. Sarah was my Mom, and Moira was my sister, even if we weren't related by blood. Leaving them would have been no different than leaving any other type of family.
 
    
 
   The house was all lit up as we pulled into the driveway. Mom never could remember to turn a light off once she left a room.
 
    
 
   As I got Moira out of her seat and helped her back into her wheelchair, Mom appeared at the front door. Even after everything that had happened, my step-mother Sarah was still a beautiful, vivacious woman, with a core that hadn't been destroyed by the awful events in our family these last six months. Despite approaching middle-age, she had a firm, attractive body and a pleasing face – so much so that she regularly beat out girls half her age in tips by the end of the weekend. Yes, my step-mother worked at one of those restaurants where girls dressed up in slutty costumes while men drooled all over them: like so much else, we weren't proud of it but it put food on the table. And if the jokes my friends sometimes made about it were anything to go by, she was really good at it.
 
    
 
   She'd changed out of her uniform and into one of Dad's old sweatshirts – it went down to mid-thigh on her, giving me no idea of what if anything she wore underneath it.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you two,” she said as I helped Moira up the walk. “Welcome back. How was therapy?”
 
    
 
   “Fine,” Moira lied. “How was work?”
 
    
 
   Mom smiled, but there was weariness behind it. “Great! Lots of tips. Worked up quite an appetite – I'm looking forward to those steaks, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   “Me too. I'll get right on it, then we'll all have dinner. Sound good?”
 
    
 
   “Sure.” As I passed by, Mom wrinkled her nose. “You...you smell, Jake.”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. “I know. Moira told me. I'll go take a shower before I cook dinner...”
 
    
 
   Mom shook her head. “No, it's not that...” Completely un-selfconsciously, she leaned over and inhaled a deep whiff of my neck. “Is that some new cologne?”
 
    
 
   “Mom, you know I don't wear cologne,” I said, feeling a little awkward.
 
    
 
   “Well, whatever you're doing, keep it up,” she said approvingly. “It smells...kinda nice.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   xXx
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Dinner went incredibly well. I got the steaks cooked while Mom made some of her famous loaded baked potatoes, and we all dug in, starved from our long days. Mom and Moira conversed animatedly, with an openness and warmth I hadn't seen since before the accident. It was kind of strange, but also good. Mom even popped open a bottle of wine and let Moira and I have a little, and soon we were sitting around the table gossiping and making fun of the people who'd wronged us. It was a great meal, the kind of refreshing night I hadn't had in ages.
 
    
 
   Once we'd finished and I helped Moira back to her room to work on her college essays, Mom and I tackled the dishes. She rolled up her sleeves and ran the water, staring down at it for a few moments before looking over at me.
 
    
 
   It was a few seconds before I realized she was just staring, looking me up and down like I was someone she'd never seen before. “Uh, Mom?” I waved a hand in front of her face. “You're starting to weird me out.”
 
    
 
   “Huh? Oh, sorry honey,” she said with an awkward little laugh. “I must have been zoning out. How about I wash the dishes and you rinse them?”
 
    
 
   I told her that sounded good to me – that was the way we usually did it. The big sink had two sections, and soon one was full of suds and the other with cool, clear water. Mom stood next to me, scrubbing the dishes of food, and I rinsed them off and stacked them on the drying rack.
 
    
 
   We'd just gotten started when Mom suddenly leaned over and sniffed me again, long and hard. She sighed gently and shuddered, pressing her body against me just a little harder than I expected.
 
    
 
   “You okay?” I asked.
 
    
 
   To my surprise, she giggled. Mom never giggled. “Yeah, you just smell nice,” she said. “You smell...I dunno, it kind of reminds me of your father.”
 
    
 
   “Oh.” I felt my expression darken. “I hope nothing else about me is like him.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me appraisingly. “He had his flaws, but he was a good father – for a while, at least. He certainly raised a hell of a son.” Mom also never swore in front of us, even mild ones like 'hell' and 'damn', so even that gentle one surprised me.
 
    
 
   “You had just as much to do with that as he did,” I said. “More than that, even.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks, honey,” she said, pulling me into a soapy hug. I couldn't help but notice she used the opportunity to smell me deeply again. “That means a lot.”
 
    
 
   I thought that was the end of it, and for about thirty seconds we went back to washing dishes in silence. Then she spoke up again:
 
    
 
   “You know, I really don't think you get enough credit. You really are a wonderful son – you take care of your sister, you take care of me...this place would fall apart without you. You're amazing, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   I was stunned. “Wow. Gee, thanks.”
 
    
 
   She smiled in response and nudged me. “You even made us all dinner after a long, hard day. You know what I would do for your father, if he'd done all that for us after a long day at work?”
 
    
 
   “No. What?”
 
    
 
   She leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “I'd give him a blowjob.”
 
    
 
   My mouth dropped open. “Mom!”
 
    
 
   “What? Oh, I know it's awkward, hearing about your parents having sex, isn't it?” She leaned forward and smelled me again, sniffing hard. “I think I must have had a little too much of that wine...”
 
    
 
   I was still reeling. “I...I don't want to hear about how you used to put Dad's penis in your mouth.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I didn't just put it in my mouth, honey. I sucked it. I could take the whole thing down my throat for him – it used to drive him crazy. God, it's been so long since I've done that for a man.”
 
    
 
   I took a step back. “Mom. This is really awkward.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, baby, it's only awkward because you make it that way. Are you really so shocked that your Mom and Dad made each other feel good?”
 
    
 
   I mean, I guess I wasn't – but that didn't mean I wanted to hear about it in graphic detail.
 
    
 
   “Can we just not talk about that?” I asked. “Let's talk about something else.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Jake,” Mom said, leaning against me. “We can talk about whatever you want.” She sniffed me one more time, sighing with pleasure. “God, you smell so good, honey. So...so fucking manly. It's kind of turning me on...”
 
    
 
   “MOM!” I was so shocked, I pushed her away. “That is not cool!”
 
    
 
   “It's true,” she said with another giggle. “You're such a strong, handsome young man. You look just like your father when he was your age, and you smell so good...”
 
    
 
   She leaned back against me and put her mouth to my ear. “If you were him, I'd drop to my knees right now and suck you off until you blew in my mouth. You deserve that, Jacob. You deserve everything you want. You're such a good man.”
 
    
 
   As she was talking, her hand came up my waist and gently gripped my cock through my pants. I was already half-hard, despite trying not to be, and it was like something _ changed_ the moment she touched me. Like some switch in the primal, caveman part of my brain had been flipped: I suddenly stopped seeing her as Mom and started seeing her as an attractive woman who wants to fuck. I'm not proud of what I did next, but it was like something inside of me took control. I was hyper-aware of my own smell, something musky and masculine pouring from my pores, and Mom was right. It did smell good. It smelled like sex.
 
    
 
   “Well,” I said, fighting back nervousness, “why don't you?”
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened with naughty glee. She licked her lips, her gaze moving down to my hardening bulge.
 
    
 
   “I know it's wrong, baby,” she whimpered, “but I want to.” Even as she spoke, she was slinking to her knees, pressing her hands against my erection like it had become her entire world.
 
    
 
   “You have to be quiet,” she whispered, looking up at me. “If Moira hears us, she'll never understand. This is just between us, okay?”
 
    
 
   I nodded eagerly. I would have agreed to anything at that point, anything to get my cock out of my pants and into her mouth. All I could think was how good it would feel, the utter sense of release that would flood me at having my dick sucked by this beautiful, willing woman. That I thought of her as my Mom only made me harder.
 
    
 
   With a naughty grin, Mom slipped my cock from my pants. It was thick and hard, the fat purple head already dripping with precum, and her eyes widened and mouth dropped open at the sight of it.
 
    
 
   “Oh...my,” she whispered, her breath coming hot and fast. “You are a big boy, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   “Bigger than Dad?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She nodded, looking at my cock with something akin to awe. “You should be proud of this, Jake. Most women would kill to have a guy with a big cock like this satisfy them.”
 
    
 
   The thought of satisfying a woman with my cock made another spurt of precum leave my cock. Mom laughed quietly and touched the tip of her tongue to the head of my dick, licking it up.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” she moaned, closing her eyes. Her face radiated bliss. “It tastes the way you smell.”
 
    
 
   “What? I smell like come?”
 
    
 
   She shook her head. “No, you just...God, you taste so fucking good, Jacob...”
 
    
 
   Before I could form another question, Mom relaxed her mouth and slipped the head of my cock between her lips, sucking it gently. I let out a small involuntary cry of pleasure as she lapped at the head, cleaning the precum from it and running her tongue over the sensitive ridge at the same time.
 
    
 
   She pulled off, blinking hard. I couldn't believe it: Mom looked stoned off my come.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow, Jake,” she groaned. “Oh fuck…!”
 
    
 
   As I watched, spellbound, Mom's eyes rolled into the back of her head. Her body quivered, shaking even though she tried to control herself, her thighs squeezing together. She shut her lips tight to keep from screaming but a high whine of pleasure still left her throat. Her face grew red, then gradually relaxed.
 
    
 
   When she opened her eyes again, she looked like she'd just had the most wonderful experience of her life.
 
    
 
   “Mom...” My throat was suddenly dry. “Did you just come?”
 
    
 
   “Oh baby,” she whimpered, stroking my shaft. “Oh baby I think I did! Isn't that so awful? Aren't I wicked, bad little mommy?”
 
    
 
   What was bringing this on? I realized I didn't give a shit. “Yeah,” I said, starting to get into it. “You're bad.”
 
    
 
   “That's right – I took all that pleasure for myself and didn't give my big, strong man any.” She tapped her mouth with two fingers, parting her lips to show me the warm, wet interior of her throat. “Don't you want to teach me a lesson?”
 
    
 
   Yeah. Yeah, suddenly I really did. “Take it,” I commanded, pressing the head of my cock against her chin. “Put it in your mouth. All of it. Show me how you did it for Dad.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said, looking up at me. Still locking eyes, she slid my cock into her mouth and took it all the way to the base. Her eyes widened slightly at the last few inches, like she was surprised at how long and thick I was, but she took it all without gagging or stopping. I was all the way inside her throat, and it felt like heaven.
 
    
 
   Then she started sucking, her head bobbing on my cock as she lay on her knees before me, and it got a hundred times better.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Mom,” I said, gripping the back of her head. “You're such a little slut.” I couldn't help it – words I'd never used out loud, words I'd only fantasized about saying to the girls I dreamed of fucking were spilling from my lips, and instead of being upset Mom just seemed even more turned on by them. “You dirty little tramp. You fucking cocksucker.”
 
    
 
   Mom moaned around my shaft, sucking me harder. It felt amazing, like nothing else in the world. Sarah was completely focused on my pleasure, doing everything she could to get me off, not even caring that I was her son. Or if she did, the thought just made her hotter.
 
    
 
   As she picked up the pace, I saw her hand slip beneath Dad's heavy sweatshirt and start stroking between her thighs.
 
    
 
   “You freak,” I said, rocking my hips in time with Mom's mouth. “You're so turned on by sucking off your own son, you've got to play with yourself at the same time?”
 
    
 
   “Mmm hmm,” she groaned, eyes fluttering with pleasure as she deep throated me.
 
    
 
   “One hard come isn't enough for you, Mom? God, you're like a slutty little teenager. Let me show you how bad I want this.”
 
    
 
   Without thinking, I took her by the sides of the head and hammered my hips forward, until I was fucking her throat. Instead of being turned off, Mom seemed to like that even more. She gagged around my cock, her fingers a blur beneath the hem of her shirt.
 
    
 
   You're like a slutty teenager, I thought, burying myself inside of her. And just like that, I saw her: Amanda. That dirty little life-ruining slut, on her knees for me. This was exactly how I would treat her if I could – force her to her knees, make her take every inch of my hard cock. I lost control of my hips, my rhythm increasing as I fantasized about her slender throat wrapped around my dick.
 
    
 
   “That's right, Amanda – take my fucking cock! Take my fucking come!” I was loud now, but I couldn't stop – I was about to shoot, to fill that sweet little mouth with my seed, and my sister might as well have been on the moon for all I cared about her hearing me.
 
    
 
   “Here it comes, you slut – here comes my fucking come...”
 
    
 
   The tip of my cock exploded deep in Mom's throat, filling her with burst after burst of hot, sticky seed. I felt her body clench up as she climaxed a second time, coming along with her own son as I drained my incestuous load inside of her. For the first time in my life, I felt like a real man – not some loser – and a real man took what he wanted, and made his girl come just from getting him off.
 
    
 
   I came to my senses as pleasure washed over me, remembering who was making me feel that way. “Oh, Mom,” I groaned, stroking her hair as she sucked my dry. “Oh fuck, that's so good, Mom – that feels so fucking great...”
 
    
 
   As I came down from my peak, Mom slurped up the last of my seed and gave the head of my dick a sassy little lick.
 
    
 
   She was staring up at me, a weird look in her eye. I knew she wasn't upset about this – I didn't feel the slightest bit bad about what we'd just done. It felt right, and I couldn't wait to do it again.
 
    
 
   “What's wrong?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She cocked an eyebrow. “Who's Amanda?”
 
    
 
   Oh shit. I'd ruined it – I'd ruined the best thing that ever happened to me, because I couldn't keep that bitch's stupid fucking name out of my mouth for two minutes…
 
    
 
   Seeing my pained look, Mom laughed and gave my dick a gentle stroke. “Oh, honey, I'm not mad. I understand – it's strange having your own mother doing this, so you thought of another girl you like.”
 
    
 
   “No, that's not it,” I said. “Goddamn, Mom – you're gorgeous. It's just...”
 
    
 
   “Just what, honey?” Mom got up off her knees and smoothed down the hem of her sweatshirt.
 
    
 
   “Amanda is the girl at school,” I said, feeling ashamed. “The one whose parents...”
 
    
 
   Mom understood immediately. “Oh. That awful little tramp. You probably really want to take out some of your frustrations on her, I bet.”
 
    
 
   “Totally,” I said, sighing with relief. “I'm so glad you understand.”
 
    
 
   “Well why wouldn't I understand you, honey? I'm your mother.” Grinning, she looked down where my cock still hung from my pants, already halfway back to hard. She rested her head against my shoulder and inhaled deeply.
 
    
 
   “God, you smell so fucking amazing,” she said thickly, her hand gently stroking my cock. “And you're still so hard...”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck that feels good, Mom,” I groaned.
 
    
 
   “You want me to keep going, baby?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I said, shutting my eyes tight. “Please...”
 
    
 
   Her hand left my cock. “I've got a better idea.”
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes to find her staring up at me, her eyes shining with an intoxicating combination of motherly love and animal lust.
 
    
 
   “Why don't we go upstairs where Moira can't hear us,” she said quietly, “and I'll let you take out some of your frustrations right here?” She took my hand and put it between her thighs – I could feel her pussy. It was so warm and wet, I couldn't believe anything in the world could be that inviting.
 
    
 
   She stood on tiptoe and nibbled my earlobe. “I won't even mind if you call me Amanda,” she whimpered, “although I'd love it if you'd call me 'mommy'...”
 
    
 
   Fuck. What red-blooded guy could turn down an invitation like that? I nodded, and she practically squealed with delight.
 
    
 
   The walk to her room was a blur: she took me by the hand and led me up the stairs to the master bedroom, me a step or two behind staring at her perfect, heart-shaped ass.
 
    
 
   I'm going to fuck my Mom, I realized. I'm going to put my cock inside of her and fuck her until I come. I was so excited I was trembling.
 
    
 
   She pushed me onto the big bed, large enough for two people, and climbed up onto the foot, getting on her hands and knees as she crawled over to me.
 
    
 
   “Have you ever been inside a woman before, baby?” She asked. I could see from her eyes that she was every bit as excited as I was to be doing this. It was so forbidden, so taboo – and so right.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “That girl I was dating – Kate – we did stuff together a couple times, like what you did in the kitchen, but we never...”
 
    
 
   “Kate is an idiot,” my mother said matter-of-factly, “for never taking advantage of that big cock.”
 
    
 
   She got on her knees in front of me and guided my hands up to her breasts. I massaged them through the fabric, feeling her nipples stiffen beneath my touch.
 
    
 
   “You want me to take this off?” She asked. “I'm not wearing anything underneath it, you know. You want to see Mommy's titties?”
 
    
 
   I nodded so hard I'm shocked my neck didn't break.
 
    
 
   Mom gripped the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up, tossing it over her head so that it landed in a corner of the bedroom. Her breasts were big and firm, with just the slightest hint of sag – just the kind I liked. 
 
    
 
   “Well? What do you think of your Mom's tits?” Sarah asked, awaiting my approval.
 
    
 
   What happened next I can only ascribe to me being a total dumbass. I should have just said “they're nice,” put them in my mouth and enjoyed my Mom's body the way it was. But instead, what fell out of my mouth was this:
 
    
 
   “They look great, Mom. God, could you imagine if they were a little bit bigger?”
 
    
 
   Almost as soon as the words left my mouth, I realized what I mistake I'd made. You never insult a woman's breasts, you fucking idiot! If I hadn't ruined this before, I certainly had now – I waited for the end.
 
    
 
   Instead, something insane happened. Mom shuddered, her eyes rolling back in her head. A thin trail of drool left her mouth, and for a second I was worried I had done something really, really wrong.
 
    
 
   Then she started to change.
 
    
 
   At first I thought I was seeing things. But no, Mom's breasts were expanding – growing an entire cup-size in a matter of moments. In addition, they were now totally firm, no sagging – like the tits of a ripe eighteen-year old, but as big as my Mom's.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck?” I said, staring at my Mom's chest.
 
    
 
   “Oh my godddd,” Sarah groaned. “Oh Jake, that felt so good. What did you do?”
 
    
 
   “I...I don't know,” I said. “I said I'd like you to have bigger tits, and you did.”
 
    
 
   “It was like you commanded me,” Mom said, “and I had to obey. You said it, and I realized you were right – that I was supposed to have those tits. So my body obeyed you.” She giggled, somehow sounding excited instead of freaked out. “That's so amazing!”
 
    
 
   “How...how did I do that?”
 
    
 
   “You're just such a man,” Mom said, shaking her head in amazement. “It's been forever since I've had a real alpha-male tell me what to do – I forgot how much I miss it.”
 
    
 
   I wanted to keep being freaked out, but Mom's tits were right in front of me. And they were perfect, like, model-perfect. Photoshop perfect. So instead of questioning, I sat up and locked my lips around her nipple, sucking gently.
 
    
 
   Mom arched her back, gasping with pleasure at the contact. “Oh fuck, Jacob! That's so good – Mommy loves having you suck her big, sexy titties!”
 
    
 
   My mouth moved from one nipple to the other, licking and sucking her perfect tits. I was hard as a rock – I could feel my erection throbbing against her thigh, demanding to be buried in something warm and wet and soft. I pulled back, putting a hand between Mom's thighs and parting them.
 
    
 
   Her pussy was dripping wet. Her slit was shiny with moisture from her two mind-melting orgasms, but it didn't look like she'd been keeping herself shaved down there. I wonder if I could do something about that, I thought.
 
    
 
   “You like Mommy's pussy, Jake? You like touching Mommy's wet little slit?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I said, groaning, “but I think it should be hairless, Mommy.”
 
    
 
   Immediately she shuddered, eyes rolling back into her head. When I looked back between her legs, her sex was as smooth and gorgeous as if she'd shaved it five minutes ago.  This is real, I thought, amazed. I can really do this.
 
    
 
   “Do you like Mommy's pussy better now?” she asked. “Is this a better place to put your big hard man-stick?”
 
    
 
   Mom would never have said something like that, not in a million years. Something was happening – something about my smell. It was doing something to her. I didn't know what, but I was sure of one thing – I liked it. I liked it a lot.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mommy,” I said, running my hand over her snatch. The muscles of her thighs quivered at my touch, sending shocks of pleasure through her body.
 
    
 
   “How do you want it?” Mom asked. “What position would you like to lose your virginity in, Jacob?”
 
    
 
   I hadn't even thought about it in those terms, but Mom was right – I was about to become a man. The thought excited me more than I could say. I thought about how I wanted her, my mind flashing through dozens of porn scenes I'd watched as a teenager.
 
    
 
   “Maybe...maybe you on top, with those big tits in my face?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Mom grinned. “You like these titties a lot, don't you, Jacob?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Well, we know you're a breast man,” she said with a giggle. “Your Dad was the same way – always pinching me there and putting his mouth on my cleavage when people weren't looking. He was such a perv.”
 
    
 
   You're the one about to take your own son's virginity, I thought, but didn't say anything. The last thing I wanted was to take another crack at ruining this.
 
    
 
   Mom climbed on top of me, straddling my cock with her strong, sexy legs. I could do so much more with her, I thought. I could make her the sexiest Mom on the planet. Could I make her look like Amanda?
 
    
 
   I tucked that thought into the back of my head. I didn't want Amanda right now – I wanted Sarah. I wanted her to be my first, to be the first woman to take my seed in her womb. Then I would work out my feelings about Amanda.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready, baby? I can't wait much longer – I can feel that big hard cock begging to get inside of me!” The head of my cock nestled in Mom's folds, the tip just barely poking inside of her.
 
    
 
   This was the last moment to go back. If I said no right now, we could eventually have a normal mother-son relationship again. But if I fucked her, if I shot my load inside my step-mom and let her make me a man, there was no going back. She'd be my lover, forever.
 
    
 
   I took her by the hips and gently pressed down. “Let me feel it, Mommy. Let me feel it all.”
 
    
 
   Mom groaned with relief and slid down my cock, burying it inside of her to the hilt. I groaned in surprise and pleasure – I had thought her mouth felt good, but that was nothing compared to this. Her walls were warm and wet, primed by the two filthy orgasms I'd already given her, and she gripped me tight as she rode me, sending waves of bliss through my body as we fucked.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, that's so big,” Mom gasped, bouncing up and down on my cock. “Can you feel how big you are, Jacob? You're stretching Mommy's walls all around your big dick.”
 
    
 
   “Yes! It feels so good, Mom! Can you feel it!”
 
    
 
   “Oh, baby – Mommy hasn't felt like this in a really, really long time! Fuck, fuck, oh that cock is huge...”
 
    
 
   Mom tossed her head back and screamed with pleasure, her face and tits flushing crimson. The walls of her sex clamped tightly around me as she came, milking me so hard I didn't think I was going to be able to hold back.
 
    
 
   Finally she relaxed, going back to her normal rhythm. She clung to me, burying her face in my chest.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Jake,” she sobbed, kissing my chest. “Thank you, thank you...”
 
    
 
   I took her by the hair and gently pulled her back so she was looking at me. “Make me come,” I commanded.
 
    
 
   She sat up, readjusting herself and thrusting her tits in my face. “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
    
 
   I was in heaven. Mom's pussy was a blur around my cock, gripping me tight, while her big tits were right in my face, open for anything I wanted to do to them. I nibbled them, kissing and licking the nipples, and gripped them so tight I knew she was going to have bruises under her clothes for days.
 
    
 
   “Come for me, baby,” Mom said, picking up the pace. I could barely match her – and doing so left me delirious with pleasure, unable to hold anything back. “Shoot inside of me – fill Mommy's pussy with your spunk! This is your Dad's bed, but he never fucked me like this on it, Jacob! This is your bed now, son!”
 
    
 
   “I'm gonna come,” I said, amazed. I gripped her hips tighter and jackhammered upward, filling her. “I'm gonna fucking come, I'm gonna shoot...”
 
    
 
   After I'd blown my load in Mom's mouth, I had felt spent – but apparently that had only been the tip of the iceberg. Orgasm washed over me, filling me up like a cup with way too much poured into it, and I shot over and over, filling Mom's womb to the brim with sweet, milky cream. 
 
    
 
   Mom leaned in close as I shot my load, her tongue warm and wet in my ear. “Welcome to manhood, son,” she whispered, her pussy clenching around me at the words.
 
    
 
   She continued to ride me, slowing her pace along with my bursts until she was gently milking the last few drops of come from my cock. Sweat poured down both of our bodies – we were utterly spent. We'd fucked like teenagers, like porn stars, and given each other the most mind-blowing orgasms imaginable. Mom collapsed into my arms, all big smiles, and snuggled close to me.
 
    
 
   “That was...wow,” I said, stroking her arm.
 
    
 
   “I know,” she said, already sounding sleepy. “You're an amazing man, Jacob. It's been ages since I've been with a guy who knew just how to use me the way I need.”
 
    
 
   “Mom?” I turned, suddenly unsure of myself. “Can...can we do that again?”
 
    
 
   She laughed. “You mean right now? Are you up for that?”
 
    
 
   “No, I just...I don't want this to be a one-time thing. That was really, really good – and I'm pretty sure it was really good for you, too.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Jake,” she said, her tone warm. She rolled over so that she was snuggled in the crook of my shoulder and inhaled deeply, filling her lungs with my scent. “Of course we can. We just have to keep it on the down low – Moira would never understand.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” I said, stroking Mom's big, sexy breasts. “I...I changed you, Mom. I changed you just by telling you to change.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you're a real man,” Mom replied. Again, she didn't seem upset by the changes – as if once they happened, she just accepted things were supposed to be that way. “Women are supposed to obey a powerful, virile alpha-male: and you certainly are just that.”
 
    
 
   I thought about that for a minute. “Do you think I could change other people?”
 
    
 
   She nodded, eyes fluttering with tiredness. “Probably, honey. Why?”
 
    
 
   Something had just occurred to me. Something impossible.
 
    
 
   “No fucking way,” I said to the ceiling. I had to try it. Right now.
 
    
 
   I got up, throwing a shirt and my boxers on. Mom sat up, pouting at being denied after-sex cuddles. “Jacob? What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “I've got to try something, Mom – it's really important.” I rushed out of the room and down the stairs.
 
    
 
   I can change women, I thought. If they smell me - that's connected somehow. And Moira smelled me…
 
    
 
   Moira had been the first person to notice my scent. Did that mean I could change her, too? Could I fix her, with just my will?
 
    
 
   I opened her bedroom door quietly, stepping into the darkness. My eyes adjusted quickly to see Moira asleep in bed, her wheelchair in the corner of the room.
 
    
 
   If this works, I thought, you won't need that any more.
 
    
 
   “Moira,” I said, my own voice sounding foreign to my ears. It didn't sound like a young man's voice – it sounded like the voice of a conqueror. A King.
 
    
 
   Moira stirred in her sleep, her eyes opening. “Jacob? What time is it? What are you doing…?”
 
    
 
   “Moira,” I said, “I want your legs to be fine. I want them to be stronger than ever, stronger than they were before.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me, not comprehending. “I want that, too,” she said. “But...”
 
    
 
   It happened. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body shuddered. And beneath the covers, shapes rolled.
 
    
 
   “Unnnngh...” Moira groaned hard, pleasure coursing through her body. I felt a little strange about that, but I told myself it was all for a good cause: if this worked, it was worth it.
 
    
 
   Her eyes cleared. “Jacob? What did you just do to me? Why did that feel so good...”
 
    
 
   “Moira,” I said. “Get up. Walk over here.”
 
    
 
   She frowned at me – and then her body began to move. Her legs stuck out over the edge of the bed, bent...and connected with the floor. She stood up, as easy as she ever had before the accident, and took a step.
 
    
 
   Her mouth dropped open. Tears welled in her eyes, and I knew I was crying as well.
 
    
 
   “Jacob...” She took another step. “Jacob! I'm walking! I'm fucking walking!”
 
    
 
   Then she was running, racing across the room and leaping into my arms. My sister, healed, thanks to my new power. At that moment, I couldn't care less about the morality of it all. You could have told me this power was killing thousands, was responsible for freak lightning strikes and global warming and reality TV: I didn't give a fuck. It gave me back my sister, and that was worth it.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit, Jacob,” she sobbed, clutching me tight. “It's a miracle. You did a fucking miracle. I love you so much, Jacob!”
 
    
 
   “I love you too,” I said, hugging her tight. “I love you.”
 
    
 
   As she broke the hug, she pressed her face to my chest and inhaled deeply. “Oh, Jacob...”
 
    
 
   Her eyes met mine, and shined with something more than sisterly feelings. “You saved my life. How can I ever make this up to you?”
 
    
 
   Like I said: morality? Fuck it. I could worry about that later. I had the power to change people, and I was going to start changing them for the good: and if I got my dick wet along the way, who was there to judge me?
 
    
 
   I had plans. Big plans. And by the time I was done, this town was never going to be the same.
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“I can't believe it,” Kimberly said, examining Moira's legs. “To make so much progress, virtually overnight – it's unheard of. It's amazing!”
 
    
 
   “It's a miracle,” Moira said, flexing her toes. She grinned over at me where I sat watching, looking as excited as she used to be on Christmas morning years ago. “Jacob's miracle. My brother did this, Kim.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly, my step-sister's longtime physical therapist, shook her head and swallowed hard. She looked like she was still having trouble processing all this; like she expected to find out any moment that it was all an elaborate prank. No one had been more surprised than her when Moira walked into her latest appointment on her own two feet, pushing her wheelchair in front of her like a garbage can she was bringing to the curb for collection. She'd been expecting another round of poking and prodding my sister, putting her through the painful exercises that might have led to her walking again someday – instead, she'd run right up to her and pulled her into a hug, crying.
 
    
 
   “It really is,” Kimberly said, running her hand down the smooth back of Moira's calf. “The muscle tone...the flexibility...it's like your accident never happened, Moira. I have to ask again – what brought this on?”
 
    
 
   Moira glanced at me for an instant, flashing me a naughty little wink. When she looked back at her therapist, she was all seriousness.
 
    
 
   “I just woke up in the middle of the night,” she said, just as we'd rehearsed. “Jacob was there – he said he'd heard me kicking in my sleep. He helped me out of bed, and I was able to stand up without any pain. I really don't know what happened, Kim – like I said, it's a miracle.”
 
    
 
   We didn't dare tell Moira's therapist the rest of it. How I'd run down to her room right after shooting my load inside of my step-mother, Sarah – losing my virginity inside her tight, perfect cunt. Or how I'd been able to change my step-mother just by commanding her: making her breasts larger and firmer by telling her they ought to be that way, lightening her hair with an offhand remark about how I'd always loved blondes. I had realized after that if I could do that, I might be able to fix the damage to Moira's legs from the terrible accident that had ruined her life – and then I had done it. Me. Ordinary old Jacob.
 
    
 
   As Kimberly continued to examine Moira, going over her legs again and again with disbelief, her nose wrinkled. I could tell from the subtle changes in her body language and breathing that she had noticed my scent – that she was inhaling more and more of it as she sat there. When my sister had pointed it out to me yesterday, I'd been embarrassed – what guy wants to be told they smell? I had no idea how much a simple smell had been about to change my life.
 
    
 
   Moira noticed the way Kimberly was sniffing, too. “It's him,” she said with a giggle, sticking out her chin in my direction.
 
    
 
   “Oh.” Kimberly looked embarrassed – she flushed gently. “Is that some new cologne, Jake? You smell...different.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head, forcing myself not to grin. “No. I'm not really sure – Moira mentioned it, too. I'm really sorry...”
 
    
 
   “No, no, it's alright,” Kimberly said, holding up her hands. She looked like it was a little more than alright, actually. “I meant it as a compliment.” As I sat there, she leaned forward and inhaled deeply, like it was the most natural thing in the world to get a whiff of one of your patients' family members.
 
    
 
   “You smell good,” Kimberly said. “It's...it's like a man smell.”
 
    
 
   “He smells like sex,” Moira said, crossing one leg over the other. Kimberly gasped.
 
    
 
   “What? He does.” My sister bit her lip, her gaze lingering on Kimberly's breasts. “You think I don't know what sex smells like?”
 
    
 
   I leaned back in my chair, watching with pleasure as Kimberly squirmed. She looked like she wanted to be shocked, or angry, but was too turned on. Over the months that I'd been ferrying Moira to and from her therapy sessions, I'd built up quite the crush on Kimberly – she was a beautiful young woman, with a firm, toned body from years working as a physical therapist. I'd even fantasized about asking her out sometime – like a classy goddess like her would ever want to go out with a loser like me. But right now, it was starting to look like Kimberly wanted more than a date.
 
    
 
   “You want to know the truth?” Moira leaned forward, giving Kimberly a predatory look. She was obviously loving the sexual tension she was creating, the way it made Kimberly uncomfortable and horny. This was a side of my sister I hadn't seen before my smell changed everything, and I still wasn't sure if I had caused it or if it had been a kink she'd always had, hidden deep beneath the surface.
 
    
 
   “I said,” my sister asked, sticking out her chest, “don't you want to know the truth?”
 
    
 
   “I...I want to know everything,” Kimberly said, struggling to hold onto her professionalism. “As your doctor, it's important that I know the whole story...”
 
    
 
   “I'll tell you.” Moira hopped off the examining table – watching her use her legs like that still hadn't gotten old – and leaned over Kimberly, dropping her voice like she was telling her a secret.
 
    
 
   “He told me to get better,” Moira said, pointing at me, “and I just did.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly followed Moira's finger, looking at me with newfound awe. She sniffed deeply, inhaling more of my musky, enchanting scent.
 
    
 
   “My brother is a man,” Moira said, her hand stroking Kimberly's thigh. “A real man – a big, strong alpha-male who takes care of his family like the man of the house should. And when he tells his soft, innocent little sister to do something...she does it.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly was trembling openly, her gaze never leaving mine. Her nipples stuck out from the thin fabric of her top – I could tell her pussy was boiling over beneath her tight black yoga pants.
 
    
 
   “Isn't that awesome? Don't you want to show him how much we appreciate him?”
 
    
 
   Kimberly nodded eagerly, her eyes shining with lust. Up until right then, I'd still been unsure whether my new-found powers would work on a person I didn't already know. My mind had been able to wrap itself around the concept that I was able to turn my Mom and sister into horny, dripping wet bimbos with no concept of right or wrong, but the idea that I could do the same thing to anyone? I hadn't been willing to admit that to myself without proof. Now Kimberly was staring at me like she'd do anything I wanted, and I had all the proof I needed.
 
    
 
   “Good,” Moira said, stroking Kimberly's head like the woman was her pet, not an authority figure she'd looked up to for months. “Come here.”
 
    
 
   She took Kimberly by the back of the head and brought her mouth to hers, kissing her deeply. For an instant, she looked shocked – then she melted against my sister, her hands exploring Moira's eager young body. The sight of them making out like lesbian lovers made me throb with desire. I wanted to bury myself inside of Kim, right there on the floor of her office while my sister watched. I hadn't come since my wild experience with Mom last night: normally that would have kept me satisfied for days, but something felt different today. I felt manly, in control – like a strong, dominant alpha male. And alphas took women and pounded them until their brains melted with pleasure whenever they wanted, whenever they felt the need to bury their cocks in something warm and wet. I wanted Kimberly: I wanted her to make me come. I wanted her to serve me, the way a gorgeous woman like her was meant to serve.
 
    
 
   “You like this, Jake?” It was Moira, turning her head while Kimberly kissed and licked at her neck. “Does it turn you on watching your own sister fool around with another girl?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. Fuck yes it did.
 
    
 
   “I thought so. I'm such a good little wing-girl, aren't I?” She took Kimberly by the shoulders and gently pushed her away, the older woman whimpering at suddenly being denied access to Moira's body.
 
    
 
   “Shh. Look at him.” Moira turned Kimberly's chin so she was staring at me. “You're not my pet – you belong to him. He's your Master.”
 
    
 
   Master. I'd never heard that word used in such a manner – but hearing it was like finding the last piece of a puzzle I didn't even realize was missing something. I was Kimberly's Master – I was Moira and Sarah's Master, too. It was what I was meant to be – my natural place in the world. What I was about to do felt so right. It was the most right thing there was.
 
    
 
   “Master,” Kimberly gasped, looking at me in a new light. She sunk to her knees, supplicating herself before me.
 
    
 
   “Isn't he gorgeous?” Moira asked. “Isn't he the sexiest fucking stud you've ever seen?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Kimberly whispered, crawling on her hands and knees towards me. The fact that this was her office, her place of power didn't matter a damn – I doubt the thought even crossed her mind. Her world had shrunk to one single point of need, a desperate thirst to be fucked and bred by my powerful, god-like cock. She'd do anything for me; even queens would kneel if it meant being used the way they truly wanted.
 
    
 
   As Kimberly reached me, Moira came up behind her and pressed her head between my thighs. “Taste him,” my sister commanded. “Show him what a little skank you are.”
 
    
 
   I could tell Moira was getting off on this – more than that, she was fantasizing that she was the one being manhandled, her mouth on her own brother's cock. Ever since I'd healed her, Moira's entire being ached to “make it up to me” for the months I'd spent taking care of her. So far, I had resisted. It wasn't that she wasn't attractive enough: Moira was crazy hot, even before you factored in being able to change any of her physical attributes by sheer force of will. But something held me back.
 
    
 
   “Please, sir,” Kimberly gasped, staring up at me with eyes full of love and devotion. “Please let me worship your perfect fucking cock. Please, please tell me I'm good enough to pleasure you, sir...”
 
    
 
   “Doesn't she look so much like Amanda, sir?” Moira slunk to her knees next to Kimberly, showing the girl off like she was a madam introducing a client to her top whore. “She looks like she could almost be her older sister, couldn't she?”
 
    
 
   I knew exactly what Moira was getting at. Kimberly did look a little bit like Amanda, the girl whose family had ruined our lives – and with my new powers, I could turn that slight resemblance into something far more.
 
    
 
   “She does,” I said, watching Kimberly shudder with pleasure at the compliment. “But she'd look even better with a few changes...”
 
    
 
   First I tackled her hair: it was dirty blonde, unlike the sheer platinum locks Amanda sported. I simply suggested she'd look better that way, and watched with satisfaction as her hair lightened to match, her body twitching with bliss as it sang out at my command. Next I set my powers on her body. Her long hours at the gym and work had given her a muscled physique, but she was lacking the soft curves: the wide, fertile hips, the round, heart-shaped ass, the big, luscious tits of my gorgeous, evil crush. At my command she transformed, expanding and reshaping herself, sounding all the while like each change sent shocks of pleasure through her slender frame.
 
    
 
   “There we go,” I said when I was finished. “Now you look ready to serve.”
 
    
 
   Moira had been right – with the proper tweaks to her appearance, Kimberly really did look like she could be Amanda's big sister. In fact, I decided right then and there that she should be Amanda's sister.
 
    
 
   I told her so. “You know Amanda Miller, right?”
 
    
 
   Kimberly's new, glossy lips pursed in thought. “Yes, Sir. She's Tyler's girlfriend – the football player. I see her in the complex before. I've seen her...”
 
    
 
   “More than that,” I said, stroking her chin. “You're her sister.”
 
    
 
   She shuddered, her mind and body working overtime to make my command true. “Is that right, Master? I...I don't remember...”
 
    
 
   “It makes perfect sense,” I said, my hand trailing down her chest. “After all, you look just like her. But you're not a bitch like your sister, are you?”
 
    
 
   She shook her head, looking up at me with wide-eyed innocence. “No, Master. I'm a good girl.”
 
    
 
   “That's right – you don't tease boys and not let them get anything out of it. When you show a guy your tits, it's because you want him to shove his fat, meaty cock right between them until he shoots all over your face. Isn't that right?”
 
    
 
   Kimberly's face flushed with pleasure. “Yes, Master. Th-that sounds wonderful...”
 
    
 
   “Show me your tits,” I commanded. “Let me see those gorgeous fucking knockers.”
 
    
 
   I'd fantasized about this moment since the day I'd met Kimberly: watching her slide off her tight athletic top, revealing the firm, luscious breasts beneath. But I had never expected it to be like this: my sister's physical therapist transformed into a blonde bimbo goddess, begging to serve me while my own step-sister watched her debase herself.
 
    
 
   “Here they are, Master. Do you like them?” Kimberly ran her hands over her breasts, tweaking her nipples until they stood erect. “Would you like to fuck them?”
 
    
 
   I grabbed her far more roughly than I'd intended, making her squeal with surprise and pleasure. “Come here.” My cock was drawn to her tits like it was magnetized; as soon as she leaned forward it nestled in her cleavage and slipped beneath the warm, yielding flesh. The feel of it set me off; a fat jet of precum dribbled from the head of my cock, soaking the interior of her tits and making them nice and slick for my shaft.
 
    
 
   Kimberly pressed her tits together with one hand and slid up and down my shaft, her eyes locked on the head of my cock as it peeped up from her cleavage with each thrust.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, that feels good, slave,” I groaned. Taking Kimberly by the hair and forcing her to pick up the pace. I'd never titfucked anyone before – my last and only girlfriend had been far too flat-chested for it – and the sensation of having Kim's massive, hypnotically-enhanced tits wrapped around my cock was almost too much to bear. I slammed my hips upward, fucking her chest as she struggled desperately to hold on, the head of my cock leaving trails of precum on her neck and chin.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you're so big, bro,” Moira said. “Jesus, I think you're even bigger than you were yesterday.”
 
    
 
   Moira was right: my cock had grown since the last time I'd used it. I remember how it had felt inside of Mom's mouth, and stretching her warm, wet walls – it felt like it had put on inches in length and girth practically overnight. I watched it slide between Kimberly's tits, long enough for her to fit in her mouth at the same time, as the rational part of my brain struggled to figure out what was happening to me.
 
    
 
   “Suck it,” I said, taking Kimberly by the back of the head. She eagerly complied, parting her glossy lips to lick and suck the head of my cock as it left the warm embrace of her cleavage. It was too much – the combination was perfect. Kimberly was utterly focused on making every inch of my cock feel like a King's ought to, and I was loving it.
 
    
 
   “Are you gonna blow, Jake?” I glanced up to see Moira sitting on the edge of the table, her own hand buried beneath her skirt. I was so turned on that the sight of my step-sister frigging her cunt while I fucked her therapist elicited no more than mild surprise from me.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” I told her. “I'm getting ready to shoot. This feels so fucking great!”
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” she whimpered, her body clenching up. Her eyes shined with a feverish, manic intensity, and her hand was a blur beneath the thin fabric of her skirt. I could smell her, wet and feral, from across the room.
 
    
 
   “Spray that bitch down...” she groaned, sounding like she was on the edge of coming herself. “Come all over her the way you want to come all over Amanda, sir! Show her what happens to little cunts like her who try to ruin our family! Use her the way you want to use her sister…!”
 
    
 
   I felt myself reach the crest, and tip right over. I gripped Kimberly around the waist, hard, and thrust between her tits with a primal lust I knew was going to leave bruises. I didn't care – I wanted her marked. I wanted everyone who saw her to know exactly who owned her.
 
    
 
   I exploded between her tits, the first burst filling the interior of her cleavage before the second shot straight upward, splashing across her chin and face. I fired again and again, my balls just as enhanced as my cock, as an almost inhuman amount of my spunk bathed Kimberly's upper-body in my seed.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God, Master!” Kimberly's eyes rolled back in her head. “Oh my fucking God, that's so good...”
 
    
 
   Kimberly climaxed, the warm reward of her Master's seed sending her into her own orgasm. Behind her, I heard Moira's groaning reach a crescendo as my sister's pussy clenched around her fingers, sweet release filling her young body. The sight of it was enough to make a few more spurts fire from my cock, coating her hair and forehead.
 
    
 
   Moira sank to the floor as I came down from my peak, face-to-face with Kimberly, filling her nostrils with the intoxicating smell of my seed. It filled the room, like a stronger version of the manly scent I gave off all the time, and in seconds both girls lost whatever rational thought they still possessed. They made out, keeping one eye on me at all times to gauge my approval as they lapped up my come, sharing it mouth-to-mouth as they cleaned Kimberly up.
 
    
 
   As we finished up, Moira gently slapped Kimberly across the face. “That's for your sister, you filthy slut.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly's eyes went wide. I was about to remind Moira that the girl wasn't really Amanda's sister, but it didn't matter. “Yes, Moira. Th-thank you for reminding me of my place.”
 
    
 
   “I'll be back tomorrow,” my sister said, running a hand between Kimberly's warm thighs, “for my next therapy appointment. “And you're going to treat me exactly like you treated my brother, got it?”
 
    
 
   Kimberly nodded eagerly. “Yes. I'll do anything you say.”
 
    
 
   “Good. Let's get out of here, bro – unless there's something else you wanna do?” She flashed me a naughty, lopsided grin, and I knew exactly what she was talking about. Moira would have gladly jumped my bones right there, rode my cock into pure bliss loud enough for the entire building to hear, but I still held back.
 
    
 
   Besides, I was excited. If I could use my powers on Kimberly, that meant I could use them on any woman. Including Amanda…
 
    
 
   We said our goodbyes and headed out through the waiting area, Moira still drawing the stares of every regular in the place as she strode out casually on her better-than-new legs. It wasn't until we got in the car that I dared broach the topic:
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow, huh?” I cast her a sideways glance. “You know you don't need to see her anymore...”
 
    
 
   Moira rolled her eyes. “You think you were the only person in this family who had a crush on Kim? God, having a woman handle your body so...intimately like that. I swear some sessions she could feel me getting wet beneath her fingers.”
 
    
 
   “Wow,” I was stunned. “Damn, sis. I didn't know.”
 
    
 
   “I didn't talk about it before, for obvious reasons.” She tested the gas pedal gingerly, then pulled out of the parking lot. She was out of practice when it came to driving, but she was making up for lost time. “And the way you turned her into a carbon-copy of Amanda? Fucking hawt.”
 
    
 
   I mulled over that the whole ride home. What else had I never known, hadn't even suspected lay beneath the innocent surface of my sister's life?
 
    
 
   My reverie was broken when we pulled onto our street: Mom's car was in the driveway. “Uh oh,” Moira said, “that can't be good.”
 
    
 
   Mom was supposed to be at work – running the day shift at the restaurant where she was a waitress. It was one of those cheesy male-oriented places where the girls all wore skimpy costumes and waited on you hand and foot – we found it embarrassing, but Mom made twice as much money there as she had at any 'respectable' job she'd worked. I'd been sure that after enhancing her attributes last night, her MILF-y charms would have the customers begging to tip her – so why was she here?
 
    
 
   Mom sat at the kitchen table, looking confused and sad. She glanced up as we came in, placing her arm over a big manila file folder on the table in front of her. “Hey guys. Sorry I didn't call.”
 
    
 
   “Mom? What are you doing here? You're supposed to be at work...”
 
    
 
   I couldn't keep my eyes off her. Sarah was in her usual uniform for the restaurant, but because I'd used my powers on her last night to expand her tits and ass, it barely fit. Her large, firm breasts threatened to spill out of her low-cut top at any moment, and her miniskirt barely hid the dark lace of her panties – if she was even wearing any. Images from last night filled my mind: Mom on her knees in front of the sink, giving me an enthusiastic blowjob; Mom taking me upstairs and riding me while she stuck her big tits in my face, taking my virginity as I shot my load deep in her womb. My cock throbbed to life, even as my mind filled with worry.
 
    
 
   Sarah sighed heavily. “Your Mom got served today, kids.”
 
    
 
   “What?” I didn't understand. Moira seemed to, though; she snatched up the manila folder and began to leaf through it, her face going pale.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” I was getting upset. I was an alpha male, dammit, they were supposed to do what I said. “Tell me what's wrong.”
 
    
 
   “It's the Millers,” Moira said, her face looking ashen. “Amanda's family. Apparently the news about my 'miracle' spread even faster than I thought it would. They're suing us, Jake.”
 
    
 
   “Suing us?” Surely this was some kind of joke. It was absurd: there was no reason for us to be facing a lawsuit. If anything, we should have been the ones suing people. “Why?”
 
    
 
   Mom had her head in her hands. “They're saying I made it all up,” she said, sounding on the edge of a sob.
 
    
 
   Moira sounded more in control of herself, but no less upset. “They're claiming that I was never really injured in the accident: that we made the whole thing up to rip the insurance company off. They're filing a lawsuit for the full amount of the compensation we received from the driver of the car that hit me, plus damages.”
 
    
 
   “That's insane,” I said, like it was obvious. “Anyone who saw you in that wheelchair could see that.”
 
    
 
   “Look at my legs,” Moira said. I did – ever since she'd been healed, my sister was absurdly proud of her legs. She showed them off constantly, in heels and short skirts, keeping them smooth. “They're perfect. Better than they were before. A jury takes one look at my legs, they'll tell themselves there was no way these were ever broken.
 
    
 
   I thought about it for a moment – and hissed with anger. She was right. Fuck the Millers – even for them, this was low.
 
    
 
   “Those payments weren't even enough to cover your physical therapy,” I said, real anger in my voice, “and now they want them back? Plus some bullshit fees!?”
 
    
 
   “It'll bankrupt us,” Mom said. “It's more than we have. We'll have to sell the house, the van...we'll be out on the street.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “No we won't. No we fucking won't.”
 
    
 
   I turned from my Mom to my sister. Moira was looking straight at me, and even though tears streamed down her face there was pride in her gaze.
 
    
 
   “What are you going to do, bro?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I'm going to make them pay,” I said, furious. “I'm going to get in the same room as that bitch Amanda and her bitch lawyer Mom and let them get a good, long whiff of me. I'm going to make them bow and scrape, and beg to be allowed to call this bullshit lawsuit off. No one is ever going to mess with us again. No one is ever going to hurt you again, Moira.”
 
    
 
   My sister smiled. “Fuck yeah,” she said, nodding. “Now how do we do it? We need a plan.”
 
    
 
   “What we need is Amanda,” I said. Just give me five minutes alone with that little tramp. I'll have her doing things no wealthy, powerful family is supposed to do. I'll make her fuck and suck so many guys that they'll pay ME to get her to stop…
 
    
 
   “Yeah, but Amanda hates us,” Moira said. “And she hates you most of all, because you're the only one who stands up to her. How do we get her somewhere long enough for you to do your magic?”
 
    
 
   I looked around the room, wracking my brains – then the answer hit me. “Sis – how's your popularity been since you started walking to school again?”
 
    
 
   Moira laughed. “Pretty much everybody who abandoned me is trying to get my forgiveness. Every one of my old friends is clamoring to hang out with me. Why?”
 
    
 
   “Why don't we throw a get-together?” I said. “A...I don't know, a 'miracle party' to celebrate you being healed?”
 
    
 
   Her face lit up with recognition. “Fuck yeah. And we invite everybody. The entire school would come. All Amanda's friends...”
 
    
 
   “She'd look like a total bitch if she didn't at least put in a quick appearance,” I said with a smirk. “She'd be the only girl in school who didn't congratulate you on your recovery.”
 
    
 
   “She'd have to show up – that's brilliant. Mom, can we throw a party at the house? Like, tonight?”
 
    
 
   Mom still didn't look like she completely understood what we were planning, but she trusted us. “Sure, honey. Just don't make too much of a mess, I guess?”
 
    
 
   “This is going to be awesome,” Moira said. “Are you sure you can get whatever it is you do to work?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “If it worked on Kimberly, it'll work on Amanda.”
 
    
 
   “Of course it will. You're such a man, she'll be all over you in thirty seconds. I'll get on social media and start inviting everybody...but there's one thing we've got to take care of, first.”
 
    
 
   I frowned. “What's that?”
 
    
 
   Moira bit her lip and looked me up and down. “Me.”
 
    
 
   Huh? “What's wrong with you?”
 
    
 
   She leaned forward, gently pressing her breasts together between her arms. “I don't know. What's wrong with me?”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   She flashed a naughty grin, and mouthed four words. I didn't need to be a lip reader to tell what they were: you're not fucking me.
 
    
 
   “Moira!” I took a step backward. “That's not cool. You know I can't do that with you...to you...”
 
    
 
   Her shoulders dropped. “Why not?” She was giving me that look she always had when she wasn't getting what she wanted – the one that used to make Dad fall all over himself to please her. It was hard to resist.
 
    
 
   “Because we're family,” I protested.
 
    
 
   “You were buried inside of Mom last night, fucking so hard the whole house shook,” Moira said with a giggle. “Don't tell me you're suddenly not able to see me that way.”
 
    
 
   Jesus. She knew – I mean, how could she not? “No,” I said. “It's just...”
 
    
 
   “It's just what? Am I not pretty enough? Sexy enough? Can you not stop thinking about my old crippled legs when you look at me?”
 
    
 
   That was a low blow. “Of course not. It's just...why do I even have to argue with you about this? It's not allowed!”
 
    
 
   Moira sighed. “Mom? Jacob's going to take me up to his room and fuck my brains out. Is that okay?”
 
    
 
   Mom looked up from her work. “Sure, honey,” she said with a shrug. “Have fun.”
 
    
 
   She shot me a look, as if to say: see?
 
    
 
   “Look, I know I'm...different lately. It's probably really hard to spend to much time around me, I get that. And I'd be lying if I didn't say that I'd been looking at you differently, too. But...”
 
    
 
   A different sort of look came over her face. “Come with me,” she said, taking my hand. “We need to have a talk.”
 
    
 
   She led me upstairs to my room, occasionally glancing back and casting eager, steamy glances at the growing bulge between my legs.
 
    
 
   I can't do this, I thought. Mom was one thing, but Moira? Good, innocent Moira?
 
    
 
   She led me into the room and sat me down on the bed, curling up a couple of feet away.
 
    
 
   “You don't have a girlfriend,” she said, still holding my hand like she was trying to give me support.
 
    
 
   “I could have a girlfriend in five minutes,” I retorted, not understanding. “You just watched me fuck Kimberly – she'd go out with me in a heartbeat if I'd asked...”
 
    
 
   “All that,” she said, her face crumpling, “is in spite of me. You're so mad, so angry at Amanda and her family for ruining our lives, but the truth is, it's all my fault.”
 
    
 
   “Moira!” Tears were rolling down her cheeks; she was trying not to sob but I could see it was a losing struggle. “None of this is your fault, sis...”
 
    
 
   “It is,” she whimpered. “If I hadn't been so fucking stupid, we wouldn't be broke. You'd have been able to go to college, get a girlfriend, hang out with all your friends and live like a normal person. I held you back, Jake. I ruined everything for you, and I'm sorry. It's all my fucking fault...”
 
    
 
   She collapsed against my chest, weeping into my shirt. I put my hand against the back of her head and held her close, trying to soothe her.
 
    
 
   “Moira – what happened is not your fault. It's Amanda's parents' fault. It's Amanda's fault for making it worse than it needed to be. Most of all it's the fault of the asshole who hit you. None of this is on you.”
 
    
 
   “Hey.” Putting my hand to the side of her cheek, I angled her face until she was looking at me. “I'm not upset. I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be – here, not out there. Everything is great.”
 
    
 
   “I know,” she said, sniffing. “But I...I feel like I owe you, Jake. And every time I look at you lately, I just want to fucking melt. I've never felt this way about a guy before, ever. At first I thought I could make things up to you by helping you score, by being your wingwoman or whatever. But when I saw you fucking Kimberly's tits, using her the way she was meant to be used...I got so fucking wet. I had to touch myself, and I knew; I wanted to be her. I wanted to serve you, to make you happier than any other girl could. I wanted to be your best girl.”
 
    
 
   I was stunned.
 
    
 
   “So please,” she said, wiping her eyes. “Please let me serve you, Jacob. Sir. Master.”
 
    
 
   I felt another lurch, like I had right before I'd plunged inside of Sarah for the first time. It was another moment of no return – if I did this, my relationship with Moira would change forever.
 
    
 
   But goddamn, she looked so good. And she wanted me, wanted to please me in a way no other girl ever had. The brotherly love I felt for her was all tangled up with the throbbing alpha-male need telling me to throw her to the ground and fuck her senseless, and I felt like I no longer knew which way was up. I needed her help to work those feelings out.
 
    
 
   So I kissed her.
 
    
 
   Our lips met, and Moira hadn't been lying when she said she wanted to melt. She clung to me, letting me feel every curve of her body through her tight top. She took my hands and put them on either side of her head, then pulled back, looking me square in the eyes.
 
    
 
   “Change me.” A mischievous smile played on her face.
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “I want to be perfect for you, Master. Make me change. I want to be a walking wet dream – I want every person who looks at me to know I'm your fantasy goddess girl. Make me the sexiest slut in the world, sir.”
 
    
 
   For an instant I was going to say no, that I liked her just the way she was...then something took over. I could smell it, pouring from me; that musky, incredibly male scent. Moira smelled it too, her body quivering with pleasure as she inhaled me.
 
    
 
   “Tell me what you want me to be,” she whispered. “You own me, Master – make me the sister you've always dreamed of.”
 
    
 
   My hands slid from her head down her torso, cupping her tits. She grinned with lascivious glee as my fingers pinched and caressed the sensitive flesh.
 
    
 
   “Bigger,” I commanded.
 
    
 
   Moira inhaled sharply as my command hit her mind – it was as if a giant, invisible hand took hold of her and shook her body, making it quake as it rushed to obey me. Drool dribbled from the side of her mouth; her eyes rolled in her head as she groaned with sheer bliss. I could feel her tits expanding beneath my fingers, pressing them further apart as her mouth-watering rack grew to my specifications.
 
    
 
   “Bigger. Bigger...” The front of Moira's shirt abruptly tore, no longer able to confine her mammaries. “Perfect,” I said. Taking either side of the rip, I pulled until her shirt was shreds, tossing it aside. Her skin radiated warmth – my mouth found her nipple and sucked it gently.
 
    
 
   “Oh, bro,” she groaned, holding me tight to her breast as I teased her. “That felt so good. You have no fucking idea how amazing it is to be commanded by you – to finally feel like you're right where you belong! I love serving you, sir – make me change again!”
 
    
 
   My mouth left her nipple. I looked her up and down, deciding what part of my sweet sister I wanted to edit next.
 
    
 
   “Your hair,” I said, grunting it like a caveman. She leaned into my grip, eager to hear the command. For a moment, I thought of Amanda's long, platinum blonde locks – then frowned. I didn't want my sister to look like my enemy at all. “Red.”
 
    
 
   Moira gasped, screaming for joy as a sudden climax washed over her. My sister had always had a little bit of red in her long, brunette locks, but my command brought it out until her hair was practically crimson. It lengthened as well; going smooth and even until it was trailing down her back nearly all the way to her ass. I imagined myself holding on to it while taking her from behind – the fantasy could become reality whenever I wanted now.
 
    
 
   “More, Master,” Moira whimpered, sounding like an addict needing a fix. “There must be something else about me you'd like to see different...”
 
    
 
   “Come here, you little slut,” I said, taking her by the back of the neck. I bent her over my knee, yanking up her skirt. She cried out in mixed surprise and delight as I put her in the position. It was so easy – she was like a rag doll in my grip, utterly helpless before me. The extent of my own change in strength shocked me.
 
    
 
   My hand slipped beneath her skirt – she wasn't wearing any panties underneath – and gripped the firm flesh of her ass. She groaned beneath me, trying to grind her soaking slit against my leg, but stopped when my hand came down on her ass with a vicious swat.
 
    
 
   “I'm in control,” I told her, savoring the way she gasped beneath my hand. “Say it.”
 
    
 
   “You're in control! I'm sorry, Master – I'll be a good girl for you, I promise, just don't spank me again...”
 
    
 
   Whap! My hand came down on her other ass cheek, making her cry out.
 
    
 
   “I never knew I had such a dirty little slut for a sister,” I said, feeling my erection press against her. “You're such a whore, Moira.”
 
    
 
   “I'm your whore, sir,” she whimpered. “I'm such a filthy little skank, I'll do anything you tell me to!”
 
    
 
   I grinned and gripped her ass again, right where the skin was turning red. “Bigger,” I commanded.
 
    
 
   It expanded beneath my hand, my sister's ass growing until she had a perfect, heart-shaped booty and hips that screamed i'm a fertile slut, knock me up! I loved it.
 
    
 
   “That's right,” I said, letting one wet finger slide deep inside of her, brushing her pucker. “You like looking this way, don't you slut? You like being a bimbo for your own brother.”
 
    
 
   “Yes! Oh, yes, please! Please change me more! I want you to make me into a goddess – then I want you to fuck me like a piece of trash!”
 
    
 
   “I'm going to defile you,” I said, wrapping my hand around her hair and pulling. “You're never going to be same after this dick.”
 
    
 
   “I don't want to be the same,” she gasped. “I wanna be your whore! I want to be your naughty little girl!”
 
    
 
   I couldn't take it anymore. I flipped Moira around and pressed her down on the bed, tearing off her pencil skirt and leaving her naked on top of the comforter. With her new, curvy body she looked like a model – or a porn star. I was going to make sure she fucked like one, too.
 
    
 
   To her surprise, I didn't mount her and start pounding away that instant. Instead I knelt between her legs, parting her thighs with my hands, and sought out the sweet reward at her core. She tangled her fingers in my hair, screaming loud enough to alert the neighbors as my mouth found her clit and began to pleasure her.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, Master - oh fuck! I don't deserve this! Oh, you spoil me so fucking bad, baby – you like the way that tastes? You like having your own sister's pussy on your tongue?”
 
    
 
   My gaze rose to meet hers. “You think I'm doing this for you? This is all about me.”
 
    
 
   Before she could ask what I meant, I slipped two fingers inside of her. “Tighter,” I demanded.
 
    
 
   If changing her hair or her breasts had set her on fire, commanding her innermost channel to mold itself to my will made her pussy boil over with need, even as my command became true. I felt the muscles of her sex clench around me, tightening as far as they could around my fingers...and never untighten. An instant later she was no longer clenching – that was just how tight her cunt was, naturally.
 
    
 
   “Wetter,” I said with a smirk. “I want you dripping when you walk.”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck...” A torrent of moisture dribbled from her cunt, coating my fingers and hand. She was going to need it, with what I was about to do.
 
    
 
   I got on my knees before her and pulled off my pants. My cock stood fully erect, pointing the way to her sex like the compass on a treasure map. She stared at it in naked awe, unable to believe such a wonderful thing was about to be inside of her. I took my cock in my soaking, Moira-juice-covered hand and pumped it a few times, shooting a stream of precum along her inner thigh.
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes. “Bigger,” I said.
 
    
 
   Until the second I did it, I hadn't been sure it would work. But it did – pleasure filled me to the brim as my cock throbbed in my fist, each throb making it bigger and harder until it stood out from me like a thick tree branch, ready to split wet little sluts open. Moira's mouth dropped open as she stared at it, and an utterly captivating fear entered her expression.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, is all that for me?” she groaned. “I don't know if that's going to fit, bro.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, it's going to fit. It's going to fit you harder and deeper than anything ever has before.” I positioned my cock at the entrance to her cunt. Her folds teased the tip of the fat purple head as it nestled between her swollen lips. I could feel the heat radiating off her like an oven.
 
    
 
   She bit her lip and nodded. “Please, bro,” she whimpered – I wasn't sure if she was begging me to enter her or begging me not to hurt her. “Please...”
 
    
 
   I slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, filling her to the brim. She screamed, and for an instant I was worried until I realized what it was – Moira had just had an orgasm. Just the feel of my perfect, mammoth god-stick splitting her open sent her over the edge – and that was just the beginning.
 
    
 
   “Yes! Yes, Jake, fuck your sister's pussy! Fucking pound me, bro! God damn that's big – I don't know if I can take it!”
 
    
 
   “Come here,” I growled, gripping her hips and forcing her down on me. I swore I could see my cock bobbing beneath her skin, stretching the muscles of her thighs. “Take it all! Every fucking inch.”
 
    
 
   Her walls gripped me tight, like a warm, welcome hug from a friend I hadn't seen in years. She was wet and willing beneath me, just barely able to take the entirety of my cock as I thrust into and out of her again and again, penetrating her anew with each stroke.
 
    
 
   Slowly she came out of her cock-induced trance and started fucking me back, rocking her hips against me to meet me thrust for thrust. Her walls felt amazing; her body felt amazing beneath me. I wanted to wrap her so tight around my cock that she could never let go; that no thought would ever enter her pretty little head again except how good it felt to serve her brother's needs.
 
    
 
   After a few more good, hard strokes I withdrew, letting the head of my cock rub in tiny circles over her clit while she writhed and sobbed.
 
    
 
   “I want to fuck you from behind,” I said. “Flip over.”
 
    
 
   She complied eagerly, crawling onto her hands and knees and sticking her perfect ass in the air with her back arched. “Like this?”
 
    
 
   In response I slammed into her, burying myself inside her to the hilt. I took her long red hair in my hand and used it as leverage to fuck her deeper; filling her in ways I was sure no man ever had before or would again.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you're so good, Jacob,” she panted, flushed with exertion. “You're such a good man. You're such a man. Mom and I would be nothing without you – you keep us safe, and you take care of us, and you give us that amazing fucking dick whenever we need it! God, I love you, bro!”
 
    
 
   “I love you too,” I grunted.
 
    
 
   “You're fucking me so hard,” she whimpered. “Are you fucking me the way you wanna fuck that bitch Amanda?”
 
    
 
   I grabbed her hair hard enough that it shocked her; I made her look at me. My other hand grabbed her mouth and squeezed until she stared at me wide-eyed.
 
    
 
   “I don't ever want to hear that cunt's name in your mouth ever again,” I told her.
 
    
 
   My hand left her mouth. She flashed me the naughtiest smile I had ever seen on a girl as she said, slowly and clearly: “Amanda.”
 
    
 
   What happened next was savage. I lost control of myself; I grabbed the back of her head and forced her against the bed, pressing her down so hard it hurt while I fucked her with long, fast strokes. I pinned her beneath me, helpless, fucking her like a primal caveman monster.
 
    
 
   “Oh FUCK, Master! You're fucking me so fucking hard - oh Jesus Christ…!”
 
    
 
   I felt Moira come beneath me; her entire body shaking with a mind-melting orgasm. Her pussy got even tighter around me – I could feel her womb, wet and primed for my seed. I fucked harder, tunnel vision invading my view, pounding her like I was gonna kill her. She lapped it up, doing everything she could to match me stroke for stroke, completely focused on getting me off.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” I finally groaned, unable to hold back any longer. I meant to pull out, but something about the feel of Moira's tight, welcoming walls made me want to shoot as hard and deep as I could, bathing her womb in hot sticky seed. She let out a cry of triumph as I exploded in her, filling her to the brim and over, spurt after spurt. Then I really was pulling out, spraying her ass and back with my come as even more baby-making juice coated my sister's lower body.
 
    
 
   When it was over I collapsed next to her, utterly spent. I stared up at the ceiling, the world rocking back and forth with bliss, the entire bed one big mess.
 
    
 
   Finally, after what felt like an eternity of basking in pleasure, Moira rolled to the side and put a hand over my chest, snuggling me.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she whispered in my ear. “That was wonderful. Did I please you?”
 
    
 
   “Did you please me,” I said, chuckling. “What a silly fucking question.”
 
    
 
   Moira laughed too, a little bit of my sister shining through the bimbo I'd turned her into. “Making me wait for it was definitely worth it,” she said. “That was so much hotter than it would have been if we'd fucked right after you healed me. I hope you won't make me wait as long for the next time.”
 
    
 
   “Give me five minutes,” I deadpanned, and she threw back her head and laughed.
 
    
 
   “That was like, one half of one percent of me making it up to you, by the way,” she giggled, resting her head against my shoulder. “You've got to fuck me way more before I can feel good about myself again.”
 
    
 
   “You're ridiculous,” I said, lying back against the bed. Fuck, I felt good. “Do you think Mom heard that?”
 
    
 
   “I think they heard it in China, dude,” she said, giggling softly. “And that was nothing compared to how that party is going to sound.”
 
    
 
   “The party,” I said. “Fuck. Are we doing that tomorrow?”
 
    
 
   “I'm doing it,” she said. “You're going to be fashionably late. Gives plenty of time for Miss you-told-me-never-to-say-her-name to arrive.”
 
    
 
   Amanda. She was going to be there; along with nearly every other girl at the school. Would they all end up serving me? Was that my destiny – to turn a bunch of barely-legal sluts into my own personal harem?
 
    
 
   My cock throbbed against my leg. Apparently I was okay with that.
 
    
 
   “You meet her, she meets you, she ends up your adoring slave, Mom and Dad drop the lawsuit to make the whole thing go away,” Moira said, stifling a yawn. “Simple as can be.”
 
    
 
   It sounded simple. But the party was going to be a much more complex affair than anything I'd done with my powers so far – and if we failed, our court date was fast approaching...
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“Would you like a drink, Master?”
 
    
 
   I slid my sunglasses down the brink of my nose. The sun was high in the sky, hot glare reflecting off the roaring ocean waves. This section of the beach was private, an ultra-exclusive treasure reserved for me alone – and my conquest.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” I said.
 
    
 
   Amanda leaned over, pulled another beer from the cooler and rolled over on the deck chair, pressing her young, firm body against me. She was dressed in a barely-there string bikini, and when she turned I could see it stretch taut over the curve of her ass. She ran the cold bottle teasingly over my bare chest before opening it, pouring it into my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Good girl,” I said, watching a shudder of pleasure wash through her at the compliment.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master. I love you so much.” Amanda snuggled close, her fingers slinking beneath the waistband of my boxer shorts to caress my cock. Wait, boxer shorts?
 
    
 
   “I'm so sorry I was such a terrible bitch to you and your family,” she whispered, her breath hot in my ear. “I understand everything so much better now. My body was made to serve you – to be owned by you. Tell me how I can make it up to you.”
 
    
 
   She giggled against my ear as her fingers found my cock and gripped it. “Oh. Looks like somebody has an idea of what they want. Would you like me to put that big, hard cock in my mouth, Master?”
 
    
 
   Placing my hand gently on the back of her head, I guided her mouth down to my cock, putting the margarita on the table next to us. A margarita? Suddenly it was a beer again, flashing between the two like a skipped frame in a film reel.
 
    
 
   “What's going on...ohhh,” I groaned, no longer caring. Amanda's warm, wet mouth was on me, sucking me deep, and nothing else mattered.
 
    
 
   “Fuck that feels good,” I told her, wrapping my fingers in her hair. “You're a good little slave.”
 
    
 
   “Master? Master?”
 
    
 
   Now that was strange, I thought. How was Amanda talking and sucking me off at the same time?
 
    
 
   “Master? Wake up, Master...”
 
    
 
   My eyes opened. The warm sunlight I'd felt on my skin moments before was a ray peeking through the curtains of the bedroom window. I wasn't on a beach – I was in bed, and it was morning. I'd been dreaming of conquering Amanda, my hated enemy – none of it was real.
 
    
 
   Well, except the feeling of a wet mouth sucking at the head of my cock, That part I definitely still felt.
 
    
 
   I tossed back the covers, letting them fall between my Dad's big king-size bed and the wall. Laying underneath, her head between my legs was Sarah, my step-mother, playing with my cock like it was her very favorite toy. She was wearing her uniform from the restaurant the night before – a tight, low-cut white top tied beneath her breasts and a clinging miniskirt – and the sight of her filled me with desire. I understood instantly how she made so much money in tips at her job – any red-blooded man would pay money to have a sexy babe like this smiling at him.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, sweetie,” she said, giggling. “Or should I say Master?”
 
    
 
   Mom punctuated this statement by sliding my cock between her lips, taking it all the way to the base down her warm, tight throat. I was in heaven.
 
    
 
   “I was just coming up to tell you breakfast was ready,” she said, pulling off me with a wet pop. “And when I saw how hard you were under the covers, I thought...well, I used to wake your father up this way all the time. What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “Keep sucking me,” I demanded, rocking my hips forward. “Please.” The dream was still thick in my head; images of Amanda's half-naked body all mixed up with the very real picture of my Mom sucking my cock. I'd woken up already on the edge, and I wanted to come, now.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, Mom,” I grunted, lying back against the pillows as she picked up the pace. My fat cock disappeared down her throat, filling her up with no gag reflex as she gave me the kind of treatment a real man deserved. I gripped her hair tight, unable to contain myself any longer.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, fuck, I'm gonna come,” I said, my voice thick with pleasure. “I'm gonna shoot...”
 
    
 
   Mom took that as her cue to take me deep, bringing me so far down her throat I could feel my balls beginning to slide over her lips. I shot an instant later, burst after burst of hot, sticky seed draining from my cock and into her wet, waiting mouth. She sucked me dry, rocking back and forth and shuddering with pleasure as each new spurt of my come sent waves of pleasure through her body.
 
    
 
   When I was all done, Mom cleaned my cock off with her tongue and gave the head of my cock a long, slow kiss. “There we go,” she said, in the same tone she used to use when bandaging our cuts and scrapes. “That's a good boy. You came so much for Mommy. Do you feel better?”
 
    
 
   My eyes drank in the sight of my gorgeous, half-naked mother, curled up at my feet on the bed like some sort of pet. It was insane to think how much she had changed in just a few short days – body and soul. She'd been the first person I'd used my newfound powers on, seducing her and turning her into my perfect fantasy girl. Everything about her from her longer legs, blonder hair and large, gravity-defying breasts screamed MILF, screamed trophy wife any rich man would die to have. And she was all mine: my plaything. My possession.
 
    
 
   Thoughts like that used to make me uneasy; lately they just made me hard. Why else would I have the power to make myself irresistible to the opposite sex if I wasn't meant to control them? Why would I have the ability to remake their bodies at my command if they weren't meant to serve me, to exist for my pleasure?
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that was great,” I said, my eyes never straying far from those gorgeous, milky tits. “You're the best Mom ever, Sarah.”
 
    
 
   Sarah shuddered with delight, the compliment sending her augmented body into an instant orgasm. “Oh, thank you, sweetie,” she said, riding the wave of pleasure.
 
    
 
   “What's for breakfast?”
 
    
 
   Before she could respond, the door swung open. My step-sister Moira stood in the doorway, wearing an apron, a pair of heels and nothing else. Like Mom, I'd used my powers to turn my step-sister into a walking wet dream: her tits were as big and firm as her Mom's, her long red hair ached to be pulled and used as leverage during a hard, primal fuck, and her pussy was the tightest, wettest, most wonderful thing I'd ever stuck my cock into. She saw me lying there with my boxers pulled down, my half-erect cock still dripping precum as Mom looked on hungrily, and her pretty mouth dropped open in anger.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck, Mom?” Moira took a step into the room. “I was going to blow him during breakfast! No fair!”
 
    
 
   “Oh, sweetheart, you know I can't resist Jacob's cock,” Mom said, keeping her eyes on me instead of her daughter. “Besides, he wasn't complaining. I woke him up from a dream about that wretched little slut Amanda.”
 
    
 
   I did a double-take. “Wait, how did you know that?”
 
    
 
   Mom laughed. “Are you kidding me? As soon as I touched your cock, I heard you moaning in your sleep. 'Mmh, Amanda, yeah, put it in your mouth'! So I did what that little tramp won't do.”
 
    
 
   “Yet,” Moira added, a mischievous grin playing on her face. “After tonight, things'll be different.”
 
    
 
   I hoped she was right. Otherwise, things were looking grim. A little over a year ago, my step-sister Moira was hit by a drunk driver just after her eighteenth birthday, landing her in a wheelchair with only the slimmest hopes of ever walking again. To make matters worse, the person who hit her was represented in court by Laura Miller – a hotshot defense attorney, and Amanda's Mom. Because of them, Moira got a much smaller settlement than what we'd needed to get her back on her feet again, and I'd had to give up my dream of going to a good college two states away to stay home and take care of her while going to community college. It wasn't far off to say the Millers had wrecked our lives; and now they were even trying to ruin Moira's miraculous healing.
 
    
 
   We were facing a new lawsuit, alleging that Moira had made her injuries up as a scam. That wasn't true, of course, but with her legs literally better than they'd been before the accident thanks to my powers, we had no chance. They'd take back the meager payments we'd been getting, along with a boatload of fees: enough to bankrupt us, force us to walk away from the home I'd grown up in.
 
    
 
   I couldn't let that happen.
 
    
 
   “She has to be mine,” I said, nodding. “It's the only way.”
 
    
 
   “Please,” Moira said, her mouth twisting in a smile, “even if we didn't need to blackmail her parents, making miss rich-bitch your live-in slave would be priority number one. I have plans for that little tramp.”
 
    
 
   With a start, I realized I wasn't the only one fantasizing about adding Amanda to my harem. Moira had liked girls even before I'd turned her into a sex-crazed goddess: she probably had Amanda revenge fantasies of her own. We'd have to compare notes some time.
 
    
 
   But for now, it was time for breakfast: we were going to need our energy. Mom took the day off work to help Moira prepare – after all, if we didn't make this work, it wouldn't matter if she had her job at the restaurant or not. Both women watched me lovingly as I ate, attentive to my every need. As soon as my glass of orange juice was half full, Moira filled it; Mom grabbed another helping of eggs and slid them onto my plate as I wolfed them down. My appetite was larger than normal, and it was all going to my physique: I looked more muscled than I had a week ago, like I spent hours at the gym.
 
    
 
   I was just finishing up my second helping when the doorbell rang.
 
    
 
   “I'll get it,” Mom said cheerily. “That's probably your friend, Moira.”
 
    
 
   “Friend?” I glanced at my sister questioningly. “Who'd you invite over?”
 
    
 
   “Shit,” Moira said, pushing her chair back. “It's Kate. I asked her to come over and help me get the house ready for the party, but I didn't know she was going to be here so soon.” She glanced down at her naked body, clad only in an apron, and pulled a face. “I've got to run upstairs and change – unless you want her to see me like this, sir...”
 
    
 
   Kate? I was shocked. Kate was one of the only girls at school who had stayed friends with Moira after her accident, but my sister had never been very close to her: they were too different. Kate was an uptight, super-religious girl from a strict family, and it was hard to see how she'd ever ended up friends with a vivacious, free-spirited girl like my sister. I'd never been a big fan of hers, but I certainly appreciated her occasional visits when Moira was injured.
 
    
 
   I wasn't about to let Kate see my sister serving us breakfast wearing barely anything other than a smile: she'd probably faint right on the spot. “No,” I told her, “go upstairs and change. I'll keep her busy – just hurry.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” Moira said with a dirty little wink. “I'll be right back.”
 
    
 
   As Moira left to (hopefully) get into some clothes that wouldn't make her friend start an impromptu prayer session, I followed Mom out of the kitchen and to the front door, getting there just as she opened it. Kate stood on the front step, looking around like she was expecting an unpleasant surprise at any moment.
 
    
 
   “Well hello there, Kate!” Mom said, smiling bright enough to power a small town. “It's so good to see you.”
 
    
 
   “Hi Miss B,” Kate said. “Is Moira home?”
 
    
 
   “Of course – she's just taking care of something.” Mom stepped aside, gesturing towards the living room. “Come on in – there's some breakfast left if you're hungry.”
 
    
 
   “No thanks, I ate,” she said. Her gaze traveled up and down Mom's body, and her face flushed a deep, embarrassed crimson. “Um, Miss B? What is that you're wearing?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, this?” Mom glanced down into her cleavage, giggling gently as she wiggled her chest to make her tits shake. “This is my work outfit. You've seen it before, haven't you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Kate said, looking shocked, “but...it looks like it's shrunk.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I can...well, I can see just about everything.”
 
    
 
   Mom tossed her head back and laughed. “Well you know, if you've got it...”
 
    
 
   Kate looked pained, but stepped inside, her eyes still looking at Mom's body with a mixture of shame and disapproval. I was really glad she hadn't accidentally seen Moira in that apron.
 
    
 
   As she stepped into the house, she caught sight of me. “Oh, hi Jacob,” Kate said with a little smile. “Moira told me this 'miracle' of hers wouldn't have happened without you.”
 
    
 
   Something like that, I thought. “We're just all really happy for her. I mean, wow. It's great, isn't it?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she said with a sniff. “But Moira's healing is the result of one person and one person alone: God.”
 
    
 
   God and a whole bunch of pheromones, I thought, but held my tongue. Kate stepped by me, searching around for Moira – and as she passed me, she suddenly froze, inhaling deeply.
 
    
 
   Her head moved on a swivel towards me. “Are you wearing cologne, Jake?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “You like it?”
 
    
 
   She leaned forward, frowning – but still took another long whiff. “It does smell nice,” she said archly. “I just never took you for vanity, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   You can see why I never got along with Kate. She walked into the living room like she owned it; as if she was waiting for Moira to come downstairs and start waiting on her. If she hadn't been a friend to my sister when she was injured, I'd have kicked her out: still, as I looked her over from behind, it was hard not to stare. Kate would be the first person to disagree with you, but she had a banging body underneath those drab clothes.
 
    
 
   If she put on some makeup, maybe wore some more flattering clothes, she'd be so much more popular, I thought. She could maybe even give Amanda a run for her money.
 
    
 
   Now that was an interesting thought. Kate was always so demure, so weirdly cold when it came to other people. Could I alter someone so completely opposed to everything I wanted her to become?
 
    
 
   No, I told myself. I shouldn't do that. Kate hadn't done anything to me beyond being a little abrasive: she didn't deserve being turned into a little bimbo slut.
 
    
 
   I have to be a good person, I thought. I have to be responsible. Still, I couldn't help it: my mind erased her dumpy khakis and boring blouse, imagining what she'd look like in nothing but a skimpy bra and panties.
 
    
 
   I shook my head, dispelling the fantasy. My family was one thing: I was going to be around them every day, so affecting them was inevitable. And there was plenty of reason to brainwash Amanda. But this was an innocent girl, one of Moira's friends.
 
    
 
   I have to go, I decided.
 
    
 
   “Well you and Moira have fun,” I said quickly, walking backwards out of the living room. “I'm sure she can't wait to catch up with you...”
 
    
 
   “Where are you going?” Kate said, cocking an eyebrow. “Moira said you were going to help out with the party.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I'm sure the two of you can handle things perfectly well,” I said, turning to go. “You don't need me hanging around...”
 
    
 
   “Stop,” she said, sounding distracted. As I watched, she took a long drag of the scent filling the room, swaying slightly. “Don't go. We need you, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   No, you don't, I thought. I'm the last thing you need. “I really do have something to take care of...”
 
    
 
   I headed for the stairs – but Kate was there, blocking my path so I couldn't ascend them without physically moving her aside.
 
    
 
   “How do you smell so good?” Her nose wrinkled; her eyes rolled gently behind her lids, like someone slipping into a wonderful dream. “It's, like, making me hungry.”
 
    
 
   “We have some breakfast left in the kitchen,” I said, my eyes sliding to the open doorway. “Want me to get you something?” If she let me go, I could slip out the back door before she even realized I was gone.
 
    
 
   “No,” she said, putting a hand to her forehead. “I didn't mean it like that. I...I don't know what I mean. I...I think I need to sit down...”
 
    
 
   Kate wobbled again, and despite my attempts to leave I couldn't just let a woman fall over. I grabbed her arm, steadying her, and her other hand gripped my wrist so tightly it would have left a bruise if not for my enhanced strength.
 
    
 
   “Here, come over here,” I said, a little alarmed. “Sit down on the couch.”
 
    
 
   I led her across the room, her steps barely moving inches over the carpet. She clung to me, and I noticed with rising alarm that she had her face pressed against my flank, inhaling deeply.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” Kate said once she was sitting on our big, comfy couch. “I'm already starting to feel better. You're...such a wonderful brother, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, don't mention it,” I said. “Here, let me get you some water...”
 
    
 
   “No, please.” Her hand took my wrist again, and I couldn't get free without yanking her loose – I didn't want to scare her. “I know I'm not the best person in the world when it comes to feelings.”
 
    
 
   “You – you should be having this conversation with Moira,” I said. “She's going to be down any minute...”
 
    
 
   “She's so lucky to have you,” Kate said dreamily. “I wish I had such a strong, caring, cute brother...”
 
    
 
   “We think of you as one of the family,” I said, trying to put a damper on the feelings I could sense building up inside of Kate. “You're practically Moira's sister...”
 
    
 
   “God, you think?” Kate's eyes lit up with delight. “You think I'm pretty enough to be Moira's sister?”
 
    
 
   My mouth worked silently. That had backfired. “Sure,” I said, smiling awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “I mean, I know I'm nowhere near as good a dresser or anything as her, but – I'm not bad looking, right? Jacob?”
 
    
 
   How I wished she would just let me go. Worst of all, my cock didn't want me to abandon Kate – it was throbbing to life in my pants, big enough that she was sure to notice it if I stood up.
 
    
 
   “Of course,” I said. “Like I said, totally think of you as a sister, but yeah – you look good.”
 
    
 
   She leaned forward conspiratorially. “I bet I'd look good in one of those outfits they put your Mom in,” she said, her eyes widening like she'd shocked herself by being so bold. “Oh! I'm so bad!”
 
    
 
   “Look, I really have something I need to take care of upstairs,” I said – but I was already giving up. Even I could smell the warm, musky scent of my pheromones filling the room – I was shocked Kate wasn't already tearing her clothes off and begging me to fuck her senseless.
 
    
 
   “It's a sin, thinking that way,” Kate said. Strangely, she seemed even more turned on from admonishing herself. “Good girls aren't supposed to think about boys, or makeup, or dating – not until some strong, powerful man picks her to be his and puts a ring on her finger. You're supposed to save yourself.”
 
    
 
   “But maybe,” she whispered, leaning so close I could feel her breath on my chest, “I wouldn't mind wearing something like that sometime. Just in private, of course – not where anyone else can see. Wouldn't that be fun?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it would,” I said, putting a hand on her thigh. For an instant, she looked at it like she wanted to brush it off, then she shivered with pleasure at the touch.
 
    
 
   “I don't think it's such a great sin to want to practice for the man you're supposed to marry,” Kate said matter-of-factly, raising her head until her lips were inches from mine. “After all, it's natural...it's primal… it's so...”
 
    
 
   We kissed. Her lips met mine and her young, soft body melted against my hardness, submitting herself to it. An instant later her eyes went wide and she pulled away.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no! Oh, what did I do? Lord, forgive me!”
 
    
 
   Despite that, she pushed herself against me and kissed me again, this time even deeper. I felt her hands trail down my chest, rub against my thigh like someone searching for treasure.
 
    
 
   “So wrong,” Kate whimpered, biting my lip. “I'm a good girl...”
 
    
 
   “You're a very good girl,” I said, putting my hand against the back of her head and pinning her against me. “Feel what you've done to me.”
 
    
 
   Her hand grazed my cock. Her eyes went big as saucers, her mouth dropping open as if already imagining what my massive shaft would feel like filling her throat.
 
    
 
   “Oh my Lord,” she whispered, “no one ever told me they were so big...”
 
    
 
   “They're not,” I said with a snicker. “Just mine.”
 
    
 
   She sucked in a heavy breath, her face flushing with lust as she started to pant. She touched my bulge slowly at first, like she was frightened, then with greater and greater need.
 
    
 
   “I'm such a bad girl,” she sobbed, burying her head in my shoulder as she rubbed me. “I shouldn't be doing this. It's a sin...”
 
    
 
   I hated seeing her like this. Watching her struggle with her morality, slowly losing control to her animal lust, I felt equally turned on and upset with myself.
 
    
 
   You can fix it, a dark little voice said in the back of my mind. Help her work out her feelings. Explain it in a way that makes sense.
 
    
 
   Before I knew what I was doing, the words were in my mouth. “No, Kate. This isn't a sin.”
 
    
 
   She looked up from my shoulder, her eyes big and blossoming with tears. “No?”
 
    
 
   “You said it yourself. You're supposed to save your body, keep it pure from all those nasty boys who want to defile it, until a strong, powerful alpha male comes. One who lets you know, with just the touch of his fingers, how wanted and desired you are.”
 
    
 
   My hand snuck beneath Kate's skirt. She had boring white cotton panties on beneath, but they were easy enough for my fingers to slip aside. I touched her aching, soaking slit, and it was like she'd been struck by lightning.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my,” she whimpered. “That feels so good, Jacob. But it's so bad...”
 
    
 
   “It's not,” I murmured into her hair, stroking her gently as I pulled off her skirt. “When you find that man, the one who makes you the way a real woman is supposed to feel, the one who can pick you up and fold you like a rag doll...”
 
    
 
   As I finished my sentence, I picked Kate up and deposited her on the couch, pinning her beneath me. Her arms encircled my waist, clutching me as she pressed her core against me. I could feel her pussy gushing as she boiled over, becoming well and truly horny for the first time in her young life.
 
    
 
   “...then you're supposed to do what he says. Obey him. Let him take you the way he wants, because it feels so good. Let him make you pregnant...”
 
    
 
   “Yes!” Kate clawed at me desperately. “Birth control is such a sin. Coming inside of me is the only way to make love! It feels so right to be filled up – to be bred like an animal for my capital-H Husband!”
 
    
 
   “I'm that man,” I said, and she moaned, knowing it to be true. “And I'm going to give you everything you deserve, my pet – everything you've been denying yourself for so long. Every second you've spent waiting for me will be worth it.”
 
    
 
   She pressed against me, spreading her legs wide – but her mind still swum with confusion.
 
    
 
   “No,” she gasped. “I'm not your wife...I'm not married, I'm not married, I'm not married...”
 
    
 
   On each married, I felt her cunt clench against me, like the very word sent shocks of pleasure through her body.
 
    
 
   “Sure we are,” I said, unbuttoning her blouse. Her breasts heaved beneath as pleasure infiltrated her mind. “After all, what is marriage, really? 'They shall become one flesh'...”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Lord,” she sobbed, taking my hands and making me caress her tits. “I want to be your flesh, Jacob. I want that perfect fucking god-stick inside my flesh, making you feel the way a wife is supposed to make you feel! Please, please fuck me, Sir!”
 
    
 
   I couldn't take any more. I ripped my belt off, looping it behind Kate's neck and pulling her mouth to mine. My pants slid down to my knees, and my mammoth cock sprang free, throbbing against her thigh and shooting a thin stream of precum between her legs.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Jacob,” she panted, taking my cock and guiding it to her entrance. “Make me yours.”
 
    
 
   Grinning, I took her by the hips and slid inside her, taking her virginity in one smooth, hard stroke. Kate gasped as my cock filled her virgin snatch for the first time, stretching her pristine walls until they were wrapped around my shaft, gripping me tight. It felt amazing to bury myself inside of her – heavenly, even.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Lord! Yes! Oh, please don't stop, Jacob!” Once I was inside her, Kate was a perfectly submissive little slut. What she lacked in experience she made up in raw enthusiasm – she rode each thrust of my cock with abandon, clawing my back and muttering prayers of thanks as I pounded away inside of her.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, God! Oh, thank you for this!” Kate was delirious now, drunk on my pheromones – and apparently confusing exactly what the word worship meant in this context.
 
    
 
   “I am yours,” she said, taking me by the chin and locking eyes as I plunged within her. “I belong to you, as the field belongs to the farmer. As the slave belongs to the Master. Thank you, God, thank you for this bliss!”
 
    
 
   I was unsure who she was thanking – was she praying to God, or had I become her God? Either way, I bore down harder and thrust deep, grazing her cervix as I stretched her further.
 
    
 
   “Please Lord,” Kate prayed, looking almost serene as I fucked her. “Please allow this seed to quicken within my womb. Please make me pregnant, as You intended – please judge my womb worthy enough to carry the seed of this perfect Man you've sent me!”
 
    
 
   I was jackhammering inside of her, the world shrinking to the wet, welcoming tightness of her cunt. I could feel my balls bubbling, getting ready to drain a thick load inside of Kate.
 
    
 
   “I'm gonna fill you up,” I grunted, taking her by the hips and fucking her with primal fury. “I'm gonna shoot inside of you!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Lord! Yes, please come in me! Please put your wonderful, heavenly baby-making seed inside of me! Fuck, fuck, fuck...”
 
    
 
   The walls of Kate's cunt drew tight around my cock as she climaxed, her womb gripping me tight like it wanted to suck me in. The pleasure was too much to stand; I gave her one last hard thrust and exploded inside of her channel, bathing her walls in my spunk.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” Kate whimpered, eyes rolling back in her head. “My God! My God! Oh, it's so much…!”
 
    
 
   She had that right. Every time I'd come, my enhanced cock had somehow found a way to shoot even more seed inside of my conquests. Kate was no exception – between her dirty talk and the thrill of taking her virgin cunt, I'd filled her until it dribbled from her slit, too much for her womb to handle.
 
    
 
   “My cup runneth over,” she whispered, staring at her slit after I'd pulled out of her. “Thank you, Master. Thank you, thank you thank you so much...”
 
    
 
   I sighed happily, pleasant exhaustion filling my limbs as I sat up. That's when I saw Moira standing at the bottom of the stairs, watching us. Apparently she'd taken my request to “go get dressed” to mean “go get the sluttiest thing you can find and put it on,” because she'd changed out of her apron and into a pair of black fuck-me heels, fishnet stockings and a tight leather corset that had to be brand new. And no, I didn't forget panties: her bare slit was shining and wet, right between her thighs like an open invitation for me to bend her over and fuck her any time I wanted.
 
    
 
   Kate saw my expression and looked up, catching sight of Moira. Her mouth dropped open.
 
    
 
   Moira smiled. How long had she been standing there?
 
    
 
   “I hear,” she said, taking a step into the room, “that Jacob wants us to be sisters.”
 
    
 
   Oh. She'd been here the whole time. I wondered if her pussy had been gushing as she watched her brother fertilize her best friend. I wondered if she'd touched herself right there, and I hadn't even noticed because I'd been so focused on fucking Kate.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Kate said, biting her lip. “I'm so sorry, Moira – but he's just so manly. He's like a King, a Lord...he's my Lord. I worship him with my body...”
 
    
 
   Moira silenced Kate with a long, deep kiss. “I love you, Sis,” she said as she pulled away.
 
    
 
   Kate's eyes lit up with understanding. “I love you too, Sister,” she said, grinning up at me. “We're going to take such good care of you from now on, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   “Good,” I said. “Now, I want you two to stop fucking around and get this place ready for the party. Moira, explain to your new sister what's at stake here. I'm going to prepare.”
 
    
 
   I left the two of them on the couch, hugging and making out and celebrating their newfound sisterhood. I walked out into the warm sunshine, my body deeply satisfied but my mind still filled with anxiety.
 
    
 
   As I got to the car, I pulled out the little slip of paper I'd stuck in my pants earlier. There was the name and address of a doctor on there – one who specialized in experimental medicine. A Doctor Logarius – sounded foreign, but I didn't care. I wanted to know what was happening to me – and how long it would keep happening. Especially now that I had a family to look out for, it was important that I knew everything I was capable of.
 
    
 
   It's a mistake, that dark little voice whispered. Crumple it up – go back inside and show those two little whores a good time. Don't worry about anything…
 
    
 
   I shook my head. I had a responsibility: to Mom, to Moira, to keep this family together.
 
    
 
   I put the car in drive and pulled out onto the street.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   xXx
 
    
 
    
 
   The party was in full swing by the time I got back.
 
    
 
   I parallel parked the van against the curb, nearly two blocks away from the house. Moira really did it, I thought as I got out of the car. Everyone's here.
 
    
 
   Cars stretched up and down both sides of the block. The deep, hypnotic bass line of a popular dance song thudded through the air as I made my way up to my own house. I barely recognized the place: every light was on, and people were hanging out and chatting in small groups on the lawn, drinking and laughing. Somebody waved as I walked by – I couldn't see too well, but I waved back, and they went back to drinking.
 
    
 
   After knocking on the door (how weird, I thought, knocking on the door of my own house), it opened.
 
    
 
   “Oh, hey Jacob,” the woman at the door said, a big grin on her face. “We've been waiting for you. Now the party can really begin.”
 
    
 
   I was stunned. Standing in the doorway was Vera, one of my Mom's coworkers. She was a tall beauty a few years younger than Mom, with long brunette hair in ringlets that I'd thought more than once about wrapping around my fingers. She wasn't wearing her uniform from the restaurant, however: she'd changed into what looked like her college cheerleading outfit, a tight little number that fit her ample curves like a second skin. I couldn't help but stare.
 
    
 
   “Well?” Vera arched an eyebrow. “Are you coming in? Or did you want me to take care of you right there on the doorstep?”
 
    
 
   It took an instant to register what take care of me meant – how had my pheromones hit her that fast? The idea of getting a public blowjob right on my front step had its charms, but the last thing I needed was the cops breaking up my party before I could get to Amanda.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I said smoothly. “I was just shocked at how great you look.”
 
    
 
   She shuddered with pleasure. Yep, she was definitely under the influence of my pheromones, if not some other fun substances as well. “Thank you, Jacob. Come in. Can I get you a beer?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” I said, taking a look around. Moira and Kate had really outdone themselves. Between the fancy lighting, the high-quality alcohol and the half-naked women, this place looked more like an ultra-exclusive club than the home where Mom, Moira and I lived. Other women paraded around in short, clinging outfits, carrying booze and party favors on trays: all Mom's coworkers from the restaurant seemed to be in attendance.
 
    
 
   “This is awesome,” I said, excitement trickling down my spine. “Now I just need to find Amanda.”
 
    
 
   As I made my way through the living room, the eyes of every girl in the place lingered on me. I could see naked lust in their gazes; in the way one girl put her hand on her boyfriend's cock as I walked by but looked at me as if to say don't you wish I was doing this to YOU? It took a few moments for me to understand why – when I did, it was because of my nose.
 
    
 
   Underneath the smell of the party, the place absolutely reeked of my scent. I must be putting it in the air whenever I'm here, I realized. The girls who'd been here for hours were already drunk off it, anxiously awaiting the powerful alpha male who had turned their brains to mush and their pussies into fountains. Now that I was here, they looked like they wanted to throw themselves at me.
 
    
 
   Moira sat in the center of the room, cradling a gigantic bong in her lap. Kate lay next to her, her arms wrapped around my sister's body as she stared at the device with wide, innocent eyes. A small crowd of girls surrounded them – it looked like they'd all been indulging for a while.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Sis,” Moira said, coughing a bit as she took another huge hit from the bong. “Don't be such a square!”
 
    
 
   Kate bit her lip, looking nervous, then took the bong from Moira's outstretched hands. My sister lit the bottom of it for her, and a massive cloud of smoke made its way up the tube. Kate inhaled it all, held it, then let out a massive cough.
 
    
 
   The girls surrounding them laughed.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow,” Kate said, her eyes dilating. “Oh...wow! That is sooo good…!”
 
    
 
   Kate leaned forward and locked lips with Moira, the two sharing tongues as their hands explored each others' bodies. A cheer went up from the girls surrounding them as the two tight young things went at it. Kate was now fully convinced she was Moira's sister, and the two were obviously getting high and horny off the idea of putting on a taboo, forbidden show for our party guests.
 
    
 
   “Moira!” I called, putting a hand to the side of my mouth.
 
    
 
   Moira broke off the kiss and stared at me. As her eyes glimmered with recognition, I could see everything else in her mind drop away – just the sight of her Master made her forget the party, forget the sexy girl who'd been hers a moment before.
 
    
 
   “Jake!” She sounded so excited. “Hey girls, my brother is finally here!”
 
    
 
   A half-dozen faces turned to me, all filled with lust and devotion. I wanted them – wanted to make each of them contort with pleasure as they came, their wombs filling up with my fertile seed – but there was one thing I wanted more: Amanda.
 
    
 
   Where's Amanda? I mouthed, glancing from Moira to Kate. The younger girl shrugged, the cross nestled between her hypnotically-enhanced tits snuggling deeper into her cleavage.
 
    
 
   “No clue,” Moira added. “Ask Mom.”
 
    
 
   “Well, where is she?” I said to myself, stepping over a football player and a cheerleader who were already rounding third-base and heading for home. The party was getting hotter – it was like my arrival had flipped a switch, sent it into overdrive. Couples were making out, a girl dropped her head into a boy's lap and began kissing his cock through his pants; a few of the waitresses had already removed their tops and were inviting boys and girls alike to suck their creamy, erect nipples.
 
    
 
   All this caused reactions in me, of course – how could it not? I yearned to show my dominance, to make every wet little slut line up for a dose of spunk from my throbbing alpha-male cock – but I couldn't give in. Not until I had what I came for.
 
    
 
   I found Mom in the kitchen, her top already off, wearing nothing but a short skirt and a pair of fuck-me pumps. She was pouring shots of tequila between her breasts, and two preppy-looking girls were taking turns lapping them up, running their tongues and lips over her nipples, making them hard.
 
    
 
   As soon as she saw me, her face lit up. “Son! Oh, I wanted you to introduce you to someone...”
 
    
 
   The two girls at her chest turned, looking at me like they'd just found the man they would serve for the rest of their lives. I recognized them both: they were members of Amanda's clique, lieutenants in her army of barely-legal mean girls.
 
    
 
   “Jacob, I want you to meet Mallory,” she said, indicating the first girl, “and Suzie.”
 
    
 
   Mallory was a tall, statuesque blonde who wore her long hair in a ponytail down to her ass, while Suzie was a curvy Asian beauty with flawless, latte-colored skin and a cute pixie cut. Both of them were drop-dead gorgeous, especially as they lapped up alcohol from between my mother's tits.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said, my gaze shifting between them like a carnivore trying to decide between two premium cuts of steak. “Where's Amanda?”
 
    
 
   They glanced at each other, confused. “We don't know, Jacob,” Mallory said.
 
    
 
   “I wouldn't recognize her if she walked in right now,” Suzie added, giggling. “I am sooo wasted.”
 
    
 
   “Me too,” Mallory said. “Wanna fool around, Jake?”
 
    
 
   I did. Oh Christ I did. “No,” I said. “I want Amanda. Where is she?”
 
    
 
   “You know, I don't know why she hates you so much,” Mallory said, stepping forward. “You're so cute, and hot, and manly. God, you just look like the sort of guy who should have girls kneeling for him, begging to spend time with him. You look like a fucking King.”
 
    
 
   “Fucking God, more like it,” Suzie said, stepping next to her friend. “All those fucking muscles.”
 
    
 
   “I bet your cock is even stronger than those big, tough arms,” Mallory said, giving my bicep a squeeze.
 
    
 
   “We wanna see,” Suzie said.
 
    
 
   I took a step backwards. “Amanda,” I said, harsher than I had intended. Both girls squeaked with terror, their eyes widening like I was some kind of beast.
 
    
 
   “We don't know,” Suzie said, trembling. “We're so sorry, sir...”
 
    
 
   “We can call her for you,” Mallory pleaded. “Please. We'll do anything you say...”
 
    
 
   “Son, you're torturing these poor girls,” Mom said, downing a quick shot of tequila.
 
    
 
   “Mom.” I said firmly. “We're supposed to be saving our house...”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know, but I'm just so horny I can't stand it,” she said, taking Mallory by the back of the neck and forcing her to her knees. “Go on, suck him off,” she said, savoring each syllable. “That ought to really get him going.”
 
    
 
   Before I could stop them, Mallory had my fly open and was stroking my cock. I stared down at the scene in disbelief – I'd gotten even larger since the last time I'd fucked. My cock looked like a tree branch poking from my pants, dribbling precum like a fire hose, bathing Mallory's face as she jerked me off.
 
    
 
   “God damn, that looks so good,” Suzie said, pressing her body against my side. “You make me so horny, Master – feel how wet I am for you!”
 
    
 
   Suzie guided my hand beneath her skirt. She wasn't kidding: I felt her pussy gush with fluid, quivering in time with her heartbeat. Her slit was almost too warm to the touch, and sliding the tip of my finger inside let me know she was tight and primed for anything I could want to do to her.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow, this is so big,” Mallory gasped, staring at my cock like it might hurt her. “I don't know if I can take it all...”
 
    
 
   “Of course you can,” my Mom assured her. “Just relax and take it. You don't have any gag reflex any more – you can take anything in there, can't you slut?”
 
    
 
   Mallory nodded, tears of joy in her eyes as she slid the fat head of my cock between her lips. I couldn't take it – her pace was agonizingly slow. I put my hand to the back of her head and slammed myself down her throat, taking her the way I wanted.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, that's so hot,” Suzie whimpered, grinding her pussy against me. “Show that little slut, Master. Ram your cock down her throat and make her gag on your seed. You deserve it. You deserve to make her your bitch, Master!”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” I said, getting into it. “Yeah, that's right – take it all...”
 
    
 
   Mallory did, relaxing until I was sliding in and out of her throat with no resistance, stretching her tight walls around my cock. My fingers slipped inside of Suzie's cunt, like a promise of what was to come, and she melted against me as she watched her friend submit to my power.
 
    
 
   “It makes me so hot to watch you break her,” Suzie whispered in my ear. “I can't wait for you to do the same thing to me.”
 
    
 
   Fuck yes. I wanted to break both of them, punish them for their loyalty to my enemy. I wanted both of them kneeling, bellies swollen with my seed as they mindlessly pleased me. I was going to start right now.
 
    
 
   I put my hand around Suzie's neck. She leaned into it, getting off on her own submission as I lifted her body away from my other hand. She twitched and writhed, struggling to bring her pussy back down on my fingers, but I held her firm.
 
    
 
   “No,” I said. “You don't feel any pleasure unless you're giving me pleasure, slave. Got it?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master!” she gasped, relaxing beneath my fingers at last.
 
    
 
   “Mom,” I said. “Go look for Amanda. When you find her, bring her to me. I'm going to be knocking up these two sluts.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said smoothly, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. “Have fun.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I will.”
 
    
 
   Pulling out of Mallory's mouth, I pulled Suzie to the kitchen table, carrying her by the scruff of the neck like a misbehaving pet. She whimpered with anticipation as I tossed her onto the table, spreading her smooth thighs and slipping two fingers into her cunt. 
 
    
 
   “Get up there next to her,” I commanded Mallory. The girl did the same, but as she climbed onto the table I twisted her, forcing her onto her taut little belly. Her ass and legs hung off the edge of the table, right where I wanted them.
 
    
 
   “There we go,” I said, pulling my pants off. I looked them over like a gentleman farmer appraising two new heads of cattle. Their slits shined with moisture as they presented themselves to me. I couldn't decide who I wanted to fuck first – Suzie could watch and encourage me as I shot my seed inside her, but I could go even deeper into Mallory from behind. In the end, I decided to alternate.
 
    
 
   “Come here,” I grunted, grabbing Suzie's ass and yanking her to the edge of the table. Her perfect, trimmed pussy lay bare before me and I slid inside of her in one smooth stroke, stretching her aching walls around my shaft. She cried out, nails digging into the wood of the table as I fucked her. The whole room shook with the force of my primal, caveman cock as I slammed myself inside of her, filling her all the way to her womb with each thrust.
 
    
 
   “Play with yourself,” I commanded Mallory. “I want you wet and ready for when I fuck you.”
 
    
 
   I hadn't needed to make the command – Mallory was on fire with lust, watching her best friend get ravaged. It was more like I'd given her permission to touch herself than anything else; she sighed with relief as her fingers rubbed her clit, becoming a blur.
 
    
 
   I was rough with Suzie. Something about her switched all the higher functions of my brain off, make me want nothing more than a sweaty grudge-fuck. Maybe it was pent-up frustration at not finding Amanda – maybe it was me evening the score, taking advantage of the sort of person who had taken advantage of me my whole life. Either way, I'd never fucked a girl as hard or rough as I had Suzie.
 
    
 
   My hand rarely left her neck; I squeezed her tight enough that her face flushed with more than pleasure. Her hair was my plaything; something to yank and pull to make her cry out with mingled pain and pleasure as I wrapped her entire being around the sweet line of my manhood. My hands came down on her ass, her tits, even her face a bit as I lost control of myself, giving in fully to my power for the first time. She loved every second of it, begging for more.
 
    
 
   “That's right,” Mom whispered. I hadn't even felt her coming up behind me, but her breasts were warm and soft against my back. “Fuck her like you want to fuck that little tramp Amanda. Show her who's boss: show her who her true King is, son.”
 
    
 
   I was going to. “I want you covered in bruises,” I said, jackhammering between Suzie's thighs. “I want everyone to know who fucking owns you.”
 
    
 
   “You own me! You fucking own me, Master! You own my pussy! You own my womb! You own my entire life, sir!”
 
    
 
   Her words sent me over the edge. I buried myself inside of her folds, filling her to the brim, then my cock exploded in a mind-bending orgasm. Thick, sticky fluid poured from my cock in spurts, draining directly from my balls to her wet, waiting womb. I felt it splash against her walls, filling her way beyond anything I'd done before.
 
    
 
   By tomorrow, she'll be carrying my child, I thought, the idea sending a shock of pleasure down my spine and another thick burst from my cock.
 
    
 
   As I began to wind down, I yanked my cock from Suzie (making her pout and whimper at the loss of my perfect dick filling her, completing her) and rammed it into Mallory. The feeling of a new, fresh pussy around my shaft filled me with renewed vigor, and the rest of my load was still more than a normal person would have been able to shoot on their horniest, most fertile day. Both girls groaned, eyes rolling back in their heads as the feeling of my hot seed inside them filled their pussies with a torrent of bliss.
 
    
 
   Thought returned slowly, only coming back to me once I'd pulled out of Mallory and shot a few final spurts of come over the lips of her swollen, well-fucked cunt. As I remembered where I was and what I was doing, I turned to Mom.
 
    
 
   “Where's Amanda?” I asked. “Did you find her?”
 
    
 
   Mom looked upset. She shook her head.
 
    
 
   I turned back to my new conquests. I barely even thought of them as people anymore – they were just vessels for my seed, warm holes to fill with my cock. They weren't Kate or Moira – they were the enemy.
 
    
 
   I reached into Suzie's purse and rifled through it until I found her phone, tossing it on her sweat-and-come-coated belly.
 
    
 
   “Call her,” I commanded savagely. “Now.”
 
    
 
   Suzie did so, the phone ringing against her ear as she dialed her leader. She spoke a few low, whispered words, then held the cell phone out to me. “She wants to talk to you,” she said.
 
    
 
   I took the phone. “Amanda,” I growled.
 
    
 
   “What's up, loser?” Amanda had lost none of her snarky, better-than-you tone: I could hear it through the receiver. “How's your pathetic little party going?”
 
    
 
   “Where are you?” I was past small talk; beyond caring about her insults. I was a hunter, a beast who wanted nothing more than to ravage her so hard she wouldn't be able to think about anything other than me again.
 
    
 
   “At home,” she said with a sigh, “doing rich person things. You know, all the cool stuff you'll never be able to do, because you're a dickless loser.”
 
    
 
   “Get over here,” I snarled. “Now.”
 
    
 
   She laughed loud and long – even so, I could tell there was some wariness in her tone. She wasn't used to the target of her derision reacting in this way – sounding this way when they spoke to her.
 
    
 
   “I'd love nothing more than to come to your little white-trash party and tell your hypocrite sister what a bitch she is to her face,” Amanda said. “But I'm not allowed.”
 
    
 
   I snorted. “Since when have you given a fuck about what's allowed?”
 
    
 
   There was a pause on the line. I could tell she was shocked and trying to hide it – I could almost hear her thinking what's gotten into him?
 
    
 
   “Unfortunately, Mommy and Daddy are strict on this point. No contact with anyone we have pending litigation against. Otherwise you could claim we were doing something improper and get a mistrial.” I could hear her smug smirk through the phone. “I wouldn't want to do anything to jeopardize the smackdown we're going to lay on your shitty life, Jakie.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't help but laugh. It was so stupid – how she thought I cared about any of this.
 
    
 
   “You talked to Suzie,” I said.
 
    
 
   Now she was on less sure footing. “Yes,” she said. “I sent them to the party to keep an eye on you – I knew you'd be looking for me-”
 
    
 
   “I just fucked her,” I said. “Mallory too. I didn't just fuck them, either – I owned them. They're mine now, filled up with my fucking come – and I'm pretty sure both of them are going to be pregnant from it.”
 
    
 
   This time the pause was much longer. “Put Mallory back on the phone.”
 
    
 
   I laughed harshly. “Fuck you. They're not yours anymore: they're my sluts. You think I give a flying fuck about lawyers and lawsuits, Amanda? This is about revenge. This is about payback. I'm going to find you, and when I do you're going to be barefoot and pregnant for the rest of your life, cooking my meals and worshiping the ground I walk on. I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't even remember a time when you were in control of your own life.”
 
    
 
   “What the fuck? You are gross, Jake.” All the heat was gone from her voice – now she sounded worried. “Don't ever talk to me again – I'll sue the shit out of you...”
 
    
 
   “We won't need to talk,” I said. “When you see me, you'll know just what to do. Get ready.”
 
    
 
   Then I hung up, because I was sick of listening to her.
 
    
 
   The three girls stared at me like they couldn't believe what they'd just seen – like they'd just watched a golden God climb to his throne. Mom gaped openly, pride filling her features.
 
    
 
   “Well,” I said, “I guess we're going to court.” I couldn't fucking wait.
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Up on the screen, a gorgeous blonde writhed with pleasure. Her cheerleader's uniform was torn all over in strategic places – showing enough skin that the audience would be hungry for more, would already be fantasizing about what was still covered. She was shackled to the wall, a thick collar around her neck and another around her waist. In contrast, the room she was in looked spacious and luxurious – like the halls of some old, venerable library.
 
    
 
   Two girls watched the cheerleader as she struggled and moaned, her eyes rolling in her head. The first, a curvy Asian in what looked like a slutty Halloween version of a professor's costume, stepped forward and waved a vial of something beneath the cheerleader's breasts.
 
    
 
   “You want another dose?” she snarled. “Greedy little bitch.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, please!” The cheerleader's struggles grew more intense, but there was no getting out of the restraints the other girls had her in. The Asian cutie laughed and ripped a new seam in her outfit, exposing a bare breast to the camera.
 
    
 
   “All you little sluts are the same,” she said, curling up next to the cheerleader. “You all think you're so strong, and since you're rich no one is ever going to fuck with you. Well, you're not so strong now, are you?”
 
    
 
   The cheerleader whimpered and shook her head.
 
    
 
   “Beg me.” The Asian girl – it was Suzy, the gorgeous preppy girl I'd brainwashed at my last house party – slipped her fingers beneath the cheerleader's skirt and massaged her clit until her neck strained against the collar. “Beg for another taste of Master's pheromones.”
 
    
 
   “No! Please! I don't want it – I want my free will...”
 
    
 
   “Free will?” The girl laughed, her fingers becoming a blur between the cheerleader's thighs. “There's no such thing. All wet little sluts think they have 'free will', until  a big strong man comes and fucks it right out of their head. Master is going to make you melt.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe if you apologize to him,” the second girl added, “he'll go easy on you. Make you like it.”
 
    
 
   The girl continued to struggle, but it was clear her captors' words were beginning to affect her. She stopped straining so much; her hips rocked against the Asian girl's fingers, allowing her to milk pulses of sweet bliss from her clit.
 
    
 
   “That's such a good idea,” Suzy said, grabbing hold of the chain that held the cheerleader to the wall. She tightened it until the girl cried out, face going red as the sudden lack of air heightened both her pleasure and her fear. “I think you should apologize right now, slut. Look right at the camera. Tell Jacob how sorry you are.”
 
    
 
   She let the chain go slack – the cheerleader gasped for air. As soon as she could speak, she was sobbing.
 
    
 
   “I'm so sorry, Jacob!” The words tore from Amanda's lips like they caused her physical pain. “I'm sorry I called you white trash and made fun of your sister! I'm sorry I ruined your life! Please, please forgive me...”
 
    
 
   Suzy drew the chain tight – and unstopped the vial, shoving it beneath Amanda's nose. “Breathe deep, slut.”
 
    
 
   Amanda did, sniffling at the glass bottle. Her eyes rolled back until the whites were all that could be seen. “Oh my fuck...”
 
    
 
   “How do you feel now? Tell Jacob what you think of the way he smells.”
 
    
 
   “He's so...manly,” Amanda gasped. “I want to serve him. I feel like my whole life was just a dream, a training exercise to prepare me for my real life! I want to make Master feel good, just like you...”
 
    
 
   “That's right, you piece of ass,” Suzie said, her voice going tinny from the speakers. “We're going to let you please Jacob – but not until we have some more fun with you...”
 
    
 
   I lay back on the plush bed, watching the video play for the fifth time that day. Between my legs, my newest pet played with my cock, sucking and stroking it while I watched my two slaves torment the girl who had been my greatest enemy. They'd shot it days ago, and as far as I was concerned it beat both Blade Runner and The Godfather out for the title of “best movie ever.”
 
    
 
   “You deserve an Emmy for this,” I told the girl between my legs. “Even though all of it was real.”
 
    
 
   Amanda looked up from my cock, a perfect smile on her gorgeous face. Any trace of resistance was gone from her; she lived now for nothing but my pleasure. “I'm so glad it pleases you, Master,” she whispered, giving my shaft a stroke. “I love how hard watching my degradation makes you. It's like I'm reliving the trauma all over again!” She made it sound like her dream honeymoon, instead of what the old Amanda thought it was before my pheromones had turned her into my slave – a nightmare.
 
    
 
   “That's right,” I said, pressing my hand against the back of her head. “Go back to sucking me off, slave.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir,” she groaned around my shaft, sliding me deep into her throat. “I live to serve...”
 
    
 
   I watched the old Amanda scream with pain and pleasure on screen as the new one worked her lips up and down my shaft. Life as King was even better than I could ever have imagined…
 
    
 
    
 
   xXx
 
    
 
    
 
   “I have some news for you,” the man said. “Are you sitting down?”
 
    
 
   “Something like that,” I said, trying to keep the edge of pleasure out of my voice. I was indeed sitting down – sitting on the couch at home, while my step-sister Moira bounced up and down in my lap, riding my cock into the stratosphere. It wasn't the way most people would recommend someone get ready to defend themselves in a judicial hearing, but when you've got the power to make women serve you with sheer force of will, it's hard to keep from sinking into whatever tight, wet little thing throws itself at you.
 
    
 
   “Hang up the phone,” Moira whispered, rocking her hips in a circle as my cock throbbed in her pussy. “I want you to focus on me...”
 
    
 
   I put a hand over the phone, shushing her. “This is important,” I told Moira. “It's about my ability.” Ever since I'd gained the power to control the women around me, thanks to the irresistibly manly pheromones I secreted from every pore, I'd had questions. How long was this going to last? Would it stay this powerful forever? What limits were there to what I could and couldn't do? Before I'd enslaved half the town at my sister's house party, I'd visited an experimental physician named Dr. Logarius, hoping for some answers. Now he was on the phone, and all my step-sister could think about was getting another hot load in her tight teen pussy. Typical.
 
    
 
   But she obeyed me – they all did. To them, I wasn't just an alpha male – I was the alpha male, and disobeying me was like spitting in the face of everything that nature told them to do. When I told Moira to shut it, she obediently did – but that didn't mean she stopped fucking me.
 
    
 
   “Okay.” The Doctor had a hint of some far-off accent I couldn't place. “I did an analysis of your blood and found some very interesting things, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   “I'm anxious to hear them,” I said. Moira picked up the pace – I gave her ass a hard slap, but it only made her moan and fuck me harder.
 
    
 
   “Well,” the Doctor said, sounding a little nervous, “there's no easy way to say this: Jacob, you're a Neanderthal.”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?” I sat up, but Moira only dug her legs in tighter. I wanted to push her off me, but the feeling of her soft walls around my cock was too intoxicating to stop. “What the hell does that mean? I'm a caveman?”
 
    
 
   Doctor Logarius laughed, as if he knew this was awkward. “It's a bit more complicated then that. How much time do you have?”
 
    
 
   “Plenty,” I said, wondering if he could hear the sounds of Moira panting even though I'd commanded her to be quiet.
 
    
 
   “Well, Neanderthals were cavemen, in the classical sense of the term,” the Doctor said. “They lived in Northern Europe and were an genetic offshoot of humanity, living side-by-side with Homo sapiens. Sort of like another branch on the tree of life.”
 
    
 
   “Okay. I get you so far.” And if Moira didn't slow down, the good Doctor was going to hear me shoot my load right over the phone.
 
    
 
   “Neanderthals and Homo Sapiens inter-bred,” the Doctor said, “until some unnamed catastrophe wiped them out. But their genetic legacy continues in our DNA. Most people are anywhere between two and five percent Neanderthal. Some people claim our Neanderthal DNA governs some of our most primal desires and urges: the need to hunt, the tendency of so-called 'alpha' males to compete with each other, the drive to...”
 
    
 
   “To fuck,” I said, my cock giving a tiny spurt inside of Moira. Just hearing me say the word caused her innermost muscles to clench around me. “So it's the caveman part of our brains, basically. The part that sees a pretty girl and wants to bash her over the head with a club, drag her back to our cave and pound her until she's carrying our babies.”
 
    
 
   Oh my god, that's so hot! Moira mouthed as she rode me.
 
    
 
   “Yes, well. Um.” Doctor Logarius coughed. “That's not exactly a scientific way of putting it, but sure.”
 
    
 
   “Most people are 2-5% caveman,” I said. “How much am I?”
 
    
 
   There was pause on the other end of the line. “Seventeen percent.”
 
    
 
   “So I'm seventeen percent caveman?” I said, as much for Moira's benefit as mine.
 
    
 
   “You totally are,” Moira whispered, thrusting her tits in my face. “The way you fuck me is so savage. Only a real primal caveman would ram his cock into his own sister like that. I'm gonna come all over your big, savage cave-cock, bro...”
 
    
 
   Moira's face contorted in silent agony as she climaxed, the muscles of her sex clenching around my cock as she milked it. Her curvy frame shook as waves of pure bliss rocked her body, filling me with the desire to shoot my seed.
 
    
 
   “What's even more surprising,” Doctor Logarius was saying, “is that there's no precursor DNA in your family line. It's like you hit the lottery – the odds of there being this much caveman DNA inside of you are literally one in a trillion. It's absurd. If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn't have believed it.”
 
    
 
   “Uh huh,” I said, already focusing more on the way Moira met me stroke for stroke than the Doctor's ramblings. “So whatever is happening to me isn't likely to stop happening.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we don't know,” the Doctor said. “There are all sorts of stories – some pre-historical reports implied Neanderthals had limited telepathic powers, for example. All I know is, they were a very small race of people in terms of numbers, yet somehow they interbred with humans to an extent that all of us are 1/20th them.”
 
    
 
   “I'm pretty sure I know how they did that,” I said, watching Moira ride me with renewed vigor. Come for me, she mouthed. Come hard.
 
    
 
   “Well.” The Doctor coughed. “I'd love to take some more samples and discuss this further. This is a major scientific breakthrough, Jacob – I hope you realize that...”
 
    
 
   “I know, Doc,” I said, feeling my balls tingle against Moira's slit. “I want to help you with your research. Can I call you back in a bit?”
 
    
 
   “Certainly,” he said. “I-”
 
    
 
   I hung up, tossed the phone across the room, and took hold of Moira's hips. With a primal grunt, I stretched her walls around my cock with a series of savage thrusts, wiping that naughty look off her face and replacing it with one of pure submission.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” she murmured, helpless before me. “Oh fuck, bro, fucking shoot in me...”
 
    
 
   I did, unloading burst after burst of hot, sticky seed as growled in her ear like an animal. Pleasure washed over me like a tidal wave as I filled her channel, pumping her womb full of come. When I was done, I pulled out of her, leaving trails across her belly and thighs, and shoved her down on the bed, making her present herself from behind like an animal. I thrust inside her with a hard, full stroke, pounding savagely at the interior of her womb until I felt another sudden, shocking orgasm wash over me.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Christ, Jacob,” Moira groaned, unable to believe what I'd done to her. “That was fucking awesome!”
 
    
 
   “I guess hearing about cavemen made want to act like one a bit,” I said, panting with relief.
 
    
 
   “Mmh, you should do that way more often,” she said snuggling against me. “You wild man.”
 
    
 
   I laughed, rolling a bit to stare at the ceiling. Moira's arm came up and rested on my chest.
 
    
 
   “We're so fucked today,” I said quietly.
 
    
 
   When Moira spoke, her tone was a bit more serious. “I know. It doesn't matter – so what if they win the lawsuit. I know you'll take care of us, bro. You're a man, and that's just what a strong man does.” Her fingers gripped my chest a little tighter. “Besides, you've got the power to have any woman eating out of your hand after spending ten minutes alone with her. All we have to do is find some billionaire heiress, secure a 'private meeting' with her, and boom – we're back in business.”
 
    
 
   I chuckled, but that wasn't a bad idea. “Maybe,” I said. “If my powers really aren't going to fade any time soon, we might be able to bounce back from this. I'm just going to hate watching the smug looks on the Millers' face in court.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck them,” Moira said defiantly. “If we lose, we'll find some way to pay them, then we'll leave this town and never look back. We won't ever see those hypocritical assholes again. Even if she gets her day in court to gloat over us, this is the last time Amanda gets to ruin our lives.”
 
    
 
   I turned, staring at her. “You mean that?”
 
    
 
   “Damn straight I do,” she said firmly. “I love you.”
 
    
 
   Before I could say anything else, the bedroom door opened. My step-mother Sarah stood in the doorway, sporting a smart suit and an impressively coiffed hairdo. She must have been getting ready while we were fucking, I thought, the image of her primly doing her hair and makeup while listening to her daughter scream with pleasure through the walls making me hard.
 
    
 
   “What are you two still doing in bed?” Her gaze traveled from Moira to me and back again. “We're going to be late.”
 
    
 
   “Hey, Mom, did you hear? Jake's a Neanderthal.” She flashed a naughty smile as she sat up, making no effort to hide her nakedness. “I'm gonna be carrying his caveman babies.”
 
    
 
   That was another worry playing in the back of my mind. Neither my step-sister Moira or my step-mom Sarah had had their periods this month. It seemed unlikely that I'd managed to get them both knocked up so quickly, but maybe if I had caveman pheromones I also had some kind of caveman super-fertility. Moira at least seemed convinced she was already pregnant, even though it was too early to confirm.
 
    
 
   “I'm gonna name them Oog and Ugg,” Moira said, her smile getting wider. “Unless they're little cave-girls. Hey, what did cavegirls call their daughters, anyway?”
 
    
 
   “Dinner, mostly,” I said, grabbing Moira around the waist and pinning her down playfully. “Don't you know we're all savage cannibals?”
 
    
 
   Beneath me, Moira sounded like she was more than ready for a little eating, but Mom put a stop to it. “Both of you get dressed. The last thing I want is for my children to walk into a courtroom looking like they just had sex.”
 
    
 
   Beneath me, Moira pouted, rocking her hips against mine just enough to perk my cock back up. She shot me a glance and bit her lip, her eyes sliding to Mom. I knew exactly what she was thinking, without having to ask. Maybe I do have some sort of telepathy, I wondered. At least when it comes to primal shit.
 
    
 
   “We've got plenty of time.” I stood up, still naked, and crossed the room to where Sarah stood looking annoyed. “Besides, I want to see what you're wearing underneath of that suit.”
 
    
 
   Mom scoffed. “No. Jacob, we're going to be late-”
 
    
 
   “He came in me, Mom.” Moira was behind her, pressing her young, tight body against Sarah's back. “He shot his fucking seed inside my cunt. Isn't that amazing? Mmh, just feel it...”
 
    
 
   Before she could react, Moira took Sarah's wrist and slipped her fingers between her folds. My step-mom felt the warm, come-soaked mess I'd made of Moira's cunt, fat gobs of semen dribbling onto her impeccably-manicured nails. I felt her sharply inhaled breath; the way her heart beat faster in her chest.
 
    
 
   “He's gonna make me pregnant, Momma,” Moira said, sounding like she was describing the best thing in the world. “Then he's gonna make you pregnant, too. He's going to make us a real family, like Daddy never could. So take off these clothes and show him how wet he makes you.”
 
    
 
   I could see Mom's resistance wither. Her fingers gripped Moira tighter, demanding the creamy proof of my dominance over her step-daughter.
 
    
 
   “Forget Amanda,” Moira whispered. “That feels so good, Mommy – don't stop!”
 
    
 
   Mom leaned forward and sniffed hard, her face against my chest. “Oh, Jacob,” she moaned, her body quivering with delight. “You're so manly, just standing there naked like that...”
 
    
 
   “Like I own you,” I said, piercing her with my gaze.
 
    
 
   Slowly, she nodded. “Yes. Oh, it feels so fucking good to say that, baby...”
 
    
 
   “Take her clothes off, Moira,” I commanded. “I want to her to get more comfortable.”
 
    
 
   Moira stripped Mom, unwrapping her for me like a present. The suit top and dress she'd spent so long picking out, getting just right for her day in court slid off her body, crumpling to the floor. She stood exposed before me, her body trembling as Moira's fingers mercilessly stripped away anything between her skin and mine.
 
    
 
   “Son,” Mom moaned, running her fingers down my chest. “This is so wrong...”
 
    
 
   “Feel how hard I am,” I said, taking her wrist and bringing it to my crotch. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, gripping it tightly. “How hard you're making me.”
 
    
 
   “He's so big,” Moira whispered, pressing against Mom's back. “Those big, heavy balls all full of come...let him unload inside you, Mom. Let him make you pregnant.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck, I think she's probably pregnant already,” I said, looking Sarah up and down. Her body was gorgeous, the impossibly curvy figure of a goddess thanks to my hypnotic conditioning. Even after the treatment Moira gave my dick, I was so hard at the thought of being inside of her.
 
    
 
   “Make sure,” Moira said through her teeth. “Fill her up. I want us both swollen with your babies, bro. I just wish we already were – we could walk into the courtroom and show the Millers how much we love each other, how much I love being owned by my brother. It'd blow their uptight little minds.”
 
    
 
   “What's happened to me?” Mom said wonderingly. She stroked my shaft, slowly at first then faster. “I just heard you pump a load inside of my only daughter, and all I can think about is how wonderful it would be to feel this cock inside of me.”
 
    
 
   “This happened,” I said, sliding inside of her. Mom's folds welcomed me like a long-lost friend, caressing the hard, unyielding ridge of my cock as it plunged into her softness. I leaned back to watch myself enter her, sliding out until the head of my cock was visible in her folds before impaling her on my fullness again.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god that's so good,” Mom grunted, her hips rocking to meet mine. “Don't stop fucking me, baby – Mommy loves having that big, perfect dick inside of her!”
 
    
 
   “Mommy hasn't been the same since she felt Jacob's big dick,” Moira said, gripping Mom tight. “Isn't that right, Mom?”
 
    
 
   Sarah's lips became a tight line as she nodded.
 
    
 
   “Pound her so hard, bro – don't hold anything back.” Her hands reached around Mom's hips, grabbed mine and forced me even harder between her legs. “Make that wet little pussy yours!”
 
    
 
   Fuck, that felt great. My cock slid into Mom's pussy, penetrating her at the perfect angle as she lifted one leg to take me deeper. Her face and breasts flushed with exertion, her breath coming hot and fast. She was on display, presented to me by Moira's demanding arms, a vision of middle-aged MILF-y lust as I slammed into her again and again.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, I can feel your balls quivering!” Mommy said, her voice edging over into a frantic, frenzied pleasure. “You're going to blow, aren't you son?”
 
    
 
   I gave her no response – just fucked her harder. It was like I hadn't been inside Moira a few minutes ago, like I'd never been inside any woman – like I was spilling my seed inside her for the first time.
 
    
 
   “Look at the way he fucks you,” Moira said savagely. “Watch him dominate you, I'm young and strong – able to take what he's dishing out. But he just melts you, Mom – you're like his fuck doll! It's so fucking hot to watch him break you!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that's right,” Sarah said, gasping. “Break Mommy, Jacob! Split me open and pour that warm, creamy load right into my pussy!”
 
    
 
   I couldn't hold back any more. With a final thrust, I plunged deep into Mom, filling her up like every caveman I was descended from as I exploded within her tight, wet walls. I lost control; kept on thrusting as creamy seed shot from my cock in spurts, bathing her womb in fertile goodness. 
 
    
 
   “I wish you weren't just my step-son,” Mom muttered against my ear, completely losing control of herself. “I wish this pussy was your home, Jacob. But now it really is your home, and you're welcome here whenever you want. Any...fucking...time...you...want...”
 
    
 
   I felt Mom's pussy clench around me as she came, milking the last few bursts of creamy spunk from my shaft. I pulled out slowly, letting her walls feel every inch of me, and Moira craned her neck to watch as I ran the head of my cock over her clit.
 
    
 
   “Look at that fucking monster,” Moira whispered, her eyes glued to my dick. “God, he's so fucking big. Big and strong like a real man...”
 
    
 
   I pulled out of Mom and passed my cock along to Moira, letting her know I wanted her to suck my clean by grabbing the back of her neck and forcing her to her knees. She didn't mind; she cried out with delight as I took control of her, dominating her will as she made herself my servant.
 
    
 
   She lapped up my load as Mom watched on, completely stoned off the pleasure I'd given her. A few final bursts of precum dribbled from the tip of my fat purple head as Moira sucked, cleaning me of both my and Mom's juices.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Jacob...” Mom stuck two fingers into her pussy and rubbed herself; they came back sticky with my load. “I can't wait until I'm carrying your baby.”
 
    
 
   “Alright,” I said with a smirk, staring at my naked, submissive step-family. “Now I'm ready to go to court.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   xXx
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The parking lot at the courthouse was nearly empty by the time our old van pulled in. Most of the cases on the dockets were scheduled for the early morning, so only stragglers and gawkers remained at this point in the afternoon. I pulled in next to an old, beat-up station wagon and cut the engine off, looking around the lot for what I knew had to be there.
 
    
 
   A moment later, I saw it – that gaudy, pink BMW. Amanda's car. She was here.
 
    
 
   “There she is,” I said, pointing across the way. From the backseat, Moira appeared, hooking her arms over the armrests. “And that's gotta be Mrs. Miller.”
 
    
 
   Right next to Amanda's car, in the middle of an otherwise deserted lot was a jet-black, late-model luxury car. This had to be Amanda's mother, Laura. Laura was the lawyer who had originally represented the drunk driver who hit my step-sister Moira, ensuring our family never got the money we needed for her recovery. Now she was back, alleging we'd made the whole thing up. She and her family were claiming that Moira's miraculous healing was anything but: that it was a scam we'd fabricated for money. As if we'd do all that for such a small amount of money, I thought. But as I'd healed my step-sister with my powers, commanding her with sheer alpha male magnetism, I had no way of proving anything. And I had no plan to prove my case.
 
    
 
   I was just going to hope for the best.
 
    
 
   Moira seemed to be thinking the same thing. As we stepped out of the van, she pulled me into a quick, tight hug.
 
    
 
   “Whatever happens in here today,” she whispered, “we've already won.”
 
    
 
   The thought brought a smile to my face. “Okay,” I said. “Let's do this.”
 
    
 
   We marched across the parking lot like an invading army, me in front and Moira and Mom flanking me on either side. As I reached the courthouse doors, I saw a familiar figure smoking a cigarette and checking her cell phone. My heart stopped.
 
    
 
   Amanda.
 
    
 
   Just the sight of her, in her conservative skirt and button-up blouse made me want to throw her to the ground and unleash all my caveman DNA all over that tight, bitchy body. Even dressed as the demure, sedate scion of a powerful lawyer family, there was something about her that made her look like a crazy club slut, a wild thing who'd treat you to the best night of your life and make you pay for it for eighteen years after. I wanted her, and I hated her, and both mixed so hard inside of me I could feel my cock leaking precum into my boxers.
 
    
 
   She looked up and her eyes became points. A slow, sinister smile spread across her gorgeous face. She'd pulled out all the stops on makeup for this day – her beauty game was A1. I wanted to make that mascara drip, smear that gorgeous dark lipstick around my cock as she took me deep down her throat.
 
    
 
   “Well if it isn't Jake and his family, walking in late,” she said with a sniff. “I'm surprised you didn't try to put your slut sister back in a wheelchair to get out of this.”
 
    
 
   “That kind of talk is not appropriate,” Mom said with all the outrage she could muster. “This is a court of law for God's sake-”
 
    
 
   “Shut the fuck up, you wrinkled old hag.” Amanda flipped her cigarette in our direction, but it landed well short of where we stood. “I'm done being nice to you hicks.”
 
    
 
   “You were nice to us?” Moira said with a laugh. “When was that – I must've missed it.”
 
    
 
   Amanda looked like she wanted to explode – then thought of something better, instead. She bit her lip, the brilliant white of her teeth contrasting with that dark, sexy lipstick, walking forward like she was almost sorry.
 
    
 
   “This is your last chance, Jakie,” she whispered coquettishly, getting close enough to me that I could smell her perfume. “After today, you'll never be able to lay a finger on me again. But don't you just want to make me pay for all the awful shit I've done to you?”
 
    
 
   This was the same tactic she'd been using forever – she knew I wouldn't lay a finger on her. I couldn't – walking into the courtroom with a black eye would be all she needed to put our family in the poorhouse forever.
 
    
 
   And besides, hitting Amanda wasn't close to what I wanted to do to her now. Plus, the closer she got to me, the more of my pheromones were entering her nose, filling her lungs.
 
    
 
   “It would ruin everything if you gave me one good smack right here,” she said in a baby voice, running a finger under her eye. “But wouldn't it just feel so good? Make you feel like a real man for once in your pathetic, white trash jerk-off life?”
 
    
 
   She stood there, staring up at me. I counted her breaths, picturing the pheromones entering her bloodstream, and realized something with a start: she was breathing way faster than I was. She was more afraid of me then I was of her.
 
    
 
   The knowledge made me smile – I saw her eyes widen.
 
    
 
   “I don't need to lay a finger on you,” I said, leaning forward. “I told you over the phone exactly what was going to happen the next time we met.”
 
    
 
   “In your sick fucking fantasies, maybe,” she said, stepping back. “You dickless little perv. You're such a pussy – you won't even show your sister and Mom what it means to be a man.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, he shows us that all the time, honey,” Moira said with a satisfied smile.
 
    
 
   “You'd better get inside,” Mom added. “I'm sure the adults are waiting to get this show on the road.”
 
    
 
   Amanda pulled a face. I don't think she'd ever met a group of targets so indifferent to her insults before – so completely over her. For a moment, I watched the conflict play out on her face, before she decided to withdraw.
 
    
 
   “Whatever.” She rolled her eyes and snuffed the cigarette butt out with the heel of one of her expensive fuck-me pumps. “You're all losers.”
 
    
 
   “You look a little turned on,” I said evenly. “What's up with that? You get off on strangers standing up to you?”
 
    
 
   She scoffed, but uncertainty crept into her features. “I'm going inside,” she announced to no one, brushing past me. “Fuck all of you.”
 
    
 
   “Really, that's the best she can come up with?” Mom rolled her eyes, like she'd been watching a toddler throw a tantrum. “And you told me how many times what a monster she was?”
 
    
 
   “We just weren't a family before,” Moira said, taking my hand. “We weren't strong. We didn't have a Man like Jacob to lead us.”
 
    
 
   Inside, the air conditioning cooled the sweat off my forehead. Our footsteps echoed across the marble floors as the three of us were led through the metal detectors, and then into the courtroom.
 
    
 
   “Ah, finally,” a soft feminine voice announced as we took our places. “We were beginning to wonder if you were going to show up.”
 
    
 
   It was like looking into a time machine. Anyone wondering what Amanda Miller would look like twenty-five years from now needed only to look at her mother, Laura, to see how formidable and gorgeous she would be close to forty. She was her daughter with all the sharp edges removed, smoothed over with years of experience and professionalism. Plus, she was a goddess: if I squinted a bit, I could easily have believed she was Amanda's older sister, not her Mother. I didn't know whether the gym or plastic surgery that gave her that youthful, full complexion – I didn't care. I was stunned.
 
    
 
   Laura caught me staring and flashed a cold smile. “This is the part where you state your names for the court,” she said mock-helpfully.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said. “I'm Jacob Blake.”
 
    
 
   “Moira Blake,” Moira chimed in.
 
    
 
   “Sarah Blake,” my Mother said wearily.
 
    
 
   Moira looked around the nearly-empty room. “Where's the guy who hit me?”
 
    
 
   Laura's lips twisted in an acid smile. “Mr. Parker's presence was not necessary today. This is merely a preliminary hearing – where the dollar amount of liens until the trial will be set.”
 
    
 
   “Do you understand?” the judge asked. She was an older, distinguished-looking woman, and it seemed like she noticed the imbalance of power in the room from the get-go. “What counsel means is that preliminary penalties may be levied against your home, car or other property, depending on your performance today.”
 
    
 
   “That's not fair,” I said, unable to stop myself. “That'll bankrupt us.”
 
    
 
   “Like you nearly bankrupted Mr. Parker with your fraudulent claims?” Laura interrupted.
 
    
 
   “That's not true,” Mom said, her voice quaking with rage. “My daughter was hurt. They said she'd never walk again.”
 
    
 
   “And yet, she is walking,” the judge said, sounding a little sad. “Quite well, in fact – completely unassisted. Her legs look rather strong.”
 
    
 
   This was already a shit-show. I risked a glance behind me, to see who else was in the room – the only person in the stands behind us was Amanda. As she caught my eye, she flashed me a naughty little wink and gave me the finger.
 
    
 
   I'm the only man here, I realized. I don't know why I had thought the judge had to be male, or that Amanda's father would be here. There had to be some way to turn that to my advantage.
 
    
 
   Almost as soon as I thought it, Moira spoke up. “Excuse me,” she said, sounding more like a frightened teenager than the powerful, confident woman I knew she was. “Could you please turn off the air conditioning in here? I'm very cold.”
 
    
 
   Laura scoffed. “Miss Blake should have worn something a little bit less revealing if she was concerned about the temperature-”
 
    
 
   “Counsel!” The judge glared at Laura, and for a moment I watched Amanda's mother blanch, realizing she'd overstepped. “There's no reason to be rude. Do you have a logical reason not to adjust the temperature in the courtroom?”
 
    
 
   “Defense is just stalling,” Laura said, recovering smoothly. “Just as they did by arriving late. But it makes no difference. Go right ahead.”
 
    
 
   The judge looked at me. “Young man, the gauge is right over on the wall. If you would be so kind...”
 
    
 
   A few steps later I found myself standing before the thermostat for the courtroom. Excitement coursed through me. I had a plan – Moira had given it to me, imparting it without telling me a single word.
 
    
 
   First I turned off the fans in the court. I didn't want air to circulate – I wanted it to stay right here. Then I slowly turned the knob marked HEAT upward.
 
    
 
   Laura thought she was making us sweat. I was going to sweat for real.
 
    
 
   I walked back to my family, unable to keep the swagger from my step. Amanda glared at me from the benches, her prim face twisted into a mask of disgust. I didn't care. Now all I had to do was exactly what Laura was accusing me of: stall.
 
    
 
   “Now that that is taken care of,” Laura said as I turned to the judge, “I move that a comprehensive exam be done of Moira's legs, so as to prove-”
 
    
 
   My hand was in the air before I could think better of it. “I object!”
 
    
 
   Laura froze. Slowly, she turned to me, looking more shocked than upset. “You...object. Really?”
 
    
 
   “Your honor,” I said, thinking fast, “may I approach the bench?”
 
    
 
   The judge nodded. “This seems highly unusual, Sir.”
 
    
 
   I strode to the podium, all smiles and swagger. “I promise this will all make sense soon.”
 
    
 
   A moment later, I was standing before the judge, close enough to reach up and touch her. I waited, heart thudding in my chest, for it to happen. The air was thick in the courtroom, and pheromone-enhanced sweat was pouring off me – it had to work. It would work.
 
    
 
   Wouldn't it?
 
    
 
   Just when my resolve faltered, the judge leaned forward and inhaled deeply. “Hmm,” she said, not displeased. She leaned even further, sniffed harder.
 
    
 
   “Could you come up here as well, Mrs. Miller?” I waved her forward, ignoring her frown. “I think she ought to hear this, maybe even more so than Your Honor.”
 
    
 
   Laura looked like she wasn't sure if I had lost it or was planning some sort of brilliant turnaround. Honestly, I didn't know either. But she came to the bench, standing next to me with an expectant look on her face.
 
    
 
   “Well?” she asked after a moment. “What do you have to say?” Then she leaned forward and sniffed me.
 
    
 
   I cleared my throat. This was it; the moment this plan either worked or fell apart. I had to keep both of these women next to me, inhaling my pheromones, for as long as possible. I couldn't just bullshit something – they had to be riveted for at least a few minutes.
 
    
 
   I only had one card left to play, so I did.
 
    
 
   I told the truth.
 
    
 
   “Let me tell you how this all went down,” I said, gesturing to both of them. “It all started when I was bringing Moira back home after a therapy session...”
 
    
 
   What else could I do? I told them the whole story, from my encounter outside the doctor's office to having an increasingly 'intimate' dinner with my step-mother. Laura's face got red when I insulted her daughter, and by the time I described Mom dropping to her knees and blowing me while I did the dishes, she looked like she wanted to object – but she stood there, spellbound, listening. I told them about healing Moira, turning my darling step-sister from an invalid to a healthy, athletic young woman, and I didn't shy away from what happened later when she wanted to 'repay' me. Briefly, I told them about what had happened since -  I even confessed my plan to blackmail the Millers by ensnaring their daughter with my addictive alpha-male scent. It took fifteen minutes; fifteen long minutes where Laura and the judge listened, inhaling my scent, becoming drunk on my pheromones. I prayed it was enough.
 
    
 
   “...so that's what happened, pretty much,” I said, winding to a close. “I'm not proud of some of the things I've done with my powers, but I wouldn't change any of it – Moira and Susan are my world. And that's why you can't take our house from us.”
 
    
 
   The change in both women was undeniable. The judge stared at me through heavy-lidded eyes, her aged frame having relaxed against her chair at some point during my story. She looked like she'd just eaten from a long, slow banquet, and was ready for a heavy nap. On the opposite end, Laura couldn't stop fidgeting. She was filled with a nervous energy, and from the flush on her face and her hard, fast breaths, I knew exactly how she wanted to blow off that steam.
 
    
 
   “That's so amazing,” the judge said, sounding awed. “You're so...manly, Jacob. Taking control of all those women like that.”
 
    
 
   “I knew something was going on with Kate,” Amanda's Mom said excitedly. “That little prude is always walking around like she's got a stick up her ass, but suddenly she's letting her hair down and her tits out? But I had no idea...”
 
    
 
   I nodded, filled with satisfaction. “So you believe me.”
 
    
 
   “Of course we believe you,” Laura said. Her hand strayed out, as if she was nervous, then settled against my chest. “What woman would dare contradict a man like you?”
 
    
 
   “So, then...” A smile lit up my face, “there's no reason for this lawsuit, then. I healed Moira, plain and simple.”
 
    
 
   “Crystal clear,” the judge said. “Do you agree, prosecutor?”
 
    
 
   Laura made a pained expression. “Jacob. My family has been awful to you. I had no idea – my job is my job, but to hear my own daughter saying these things to you...”
 
    
 
   “It's alright now,” I said, putting my hand over hers. She practically fainted at my touch. “Everything's alright now.”
 
    
 
   “Let me make it up to you.” She stepped forward conspiratorially, pitching her voice low. “I want to give you something. Something to make up for the way the Millers have fucked your family over.”
 
    
 
   I gave her a look that let her know exactly what I was thinking of doing to her. She squeezed her thighs together and whimpered with delight.
 
    
 
   “What's that?”
 
    
 
   She leaned forward and whispered it into my ear: “My daughter.”
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Amanda was just beginning to realize that the balance of power in the courtroom had shifted beyond her wildest imaginings. She looked up, saw her own Mother clinging to me and whispering in my ear, and stood.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Her face was all confusion. “Why are you letting him touch you like that…?”
 
    
 
   “I'm so sorry,” Laura said, shaking her head. “My daughter can be such a… bitch sometimes.”
 
    
 
   “Don't I know it,” I said. “She called me pushing my sister in her wheelchair 'walking the dog'.”
 
    
 
   “She'll have to pay for that,” Laura said smoothly.
 
    
 
   Amanda was out of the stands now, approaching us like she couldn't wait to start throwing punches. “What the fuck is going on, Mom? Why is no one doing anything?”
 
    
 
   “Come here, sweetheart,” Laura said, taking her daughter by the arms. “I want you to see something.”
 
    
 
   Confused, Amanda let herself be led by her mother. A moment later she stood before me, looking up at me with a gaze of pure disgust.
 
    
 
   “This,” Laura said, “is a man.”
 
    
 
   Amanda's eyebrows shot up. “Mom, this is gross.”
 
    
 
   “Smell him,” Laura commanded. “He smells like leather and musk and sex. I know you know what sex smells like, Amanda – I've seen the boys you drag behind you.”
 
    
 
   “Mom!” Amanda's looked stung – but she sniffed. Now that she was in front of me, pinned in a courtroom that was rapidly becoming a sweltering hotbox, she couldn't keep her lungs clear of my scent if she tried.
 
    
 
   “What are you...ooh, that does smell good.” She leaned forward, burying her face in my chest. The feel of her soft lips against my suit jacket made me throb, filled me with a desire to grab her tight and bury myself inside of her like an animal. “Why does that smell so good?”
 
    
 
   I gripped Amanda by her hips and held her against me. She could feel my erection pressing against her thighs, she had to, but she didn't move or cry out. Instead, she buried her face against my chest and inhaled. 
 
    
 
   “My head feels so funny,” she said with a giggle. “I had no idea anything could smell this right...”
 
    
 
   “This is the way a real man smells,” Laura said. Strong. Powerful. Commanding. There's a 'man' right in the middle of the world 'command,' isn't there?”
 
    
 
   “Yep.” Amanda bit her lip and inhaled deeper, her thighs flushing with warmth. I could feel her pussy gushing, the lust inside her beginning to boil over. “I was so wrong about you, Jacob...”
 
    
 
   No more Jakie. No more name calling, no insults. From now on, she was going to refer to me properly.
 
    
 
   I put a finger beneath her chin and tilted her face so that she looked up at me. “You insulted me,” I said.
 
    
 
   “I did!” It was a sob; it tore from her throat like it came from the depths of despair. “I was so awful to you, Jacob, but I'm not that person anymore...”
 
    
 
   “Worse than that,” I said. “You insulted Moira. My sister. More than that – a girl I fuck. A girl I own.”
 
    
 
   “You fuck her?” A flicker of confusion passed over Amanda's features, replaced quickly with a desire to please, to submit. “Of course you do – you should fuck every girl, Jacob. Every girl in the world should kneel for you, should beg you to show them their true purpose...”
 
    
 
   My hand gripped her chin, pinched her cheeks inward until her lips looked like a fish's. She winced, shaking with mingled pain and pleasure as I drew her close.
 
    
 
   “You belong to me,” I said. Low, commanding. It wasn't a question. “Say it.”
 
    
 
   “I belong to you, Jacob,” she repeated, melting against me.
 
    
 
   “From now on, you call me 'Sir' or 'Master',” I said, grabbing her ass so tight she cried out.
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir! Whatever you say, sir!”
 
    
 
   “You will be the lowest of the low,” I said, a cruel smirk twisting my features. “The bottom rung of my harem. The gutter sluts I bring in off the street to strip for me, they'll be treated with more dignity and respect than you. You will never be allowed to advance. Ever.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth dropped open in shock, but her eyes begged to pledge me fealty. “Yes, sir! Yes, Master! Anything to be near you – I'd rather grovel at your feet than be queen in a world where I didn't have you!”
 
    
 
   My hand moved to her throat, squeezed it gently. I wasn't into pain or humiliation as a general rule, but I was really enjoying this. Mom and Moira watched, Amanda's own mother watched me do this – and none of them stopped me. To them, it was proper and right – the thought of correcting their Man was utterly alien to them.
 
    
 
   “Whenever I want,” I told her, pulling open her blouse with my free hand, “I will fuck you. I won't ask, I won't warm you up, I won't kiss you or cuddle you after. I'll rut with you like an animal, and once I've gotten my nut I'll leave you on the floor, whether you've come or not. You'll be my cum dumpster, Amanda – and unlike all these other girls, you are going to take the Pill. Religiously. You will never bear my seed, never carry my heirs. A nasty little cunt like you will never be allowed to breed.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir,” she groaned, grinding her hips against me. If I kept this up much longer, she was going to climax right then and there, in front of her own mother. “I'm your cum dumpster. I don't deserve anything else.”
 
    
 
   “You agree to all this,” I said, feeling myself building to the climax of the conversation, “in order to join my harem. You agree that your body is forfeit; that you can never say 'no' to anything I command. I will humiliate you, degrade you, punish you for the rest of your life.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, desperate for my approval. “Yes, yes! Please! Please let me be your lowest, filthiest little slave, sir!”
 
    
 
   In all honestly, I wasn't sure how long these rules would stick. Amanda was a gorgeous woman, and beneath her acidic exterior was a very smart woman as well – probably her punishment would extend no further than a couple weeks of humiliation. But I wanted her to think she was surrendering for life – I wanted to take her, break her, and have her know that if I chose it would be every day for her.
 
    
 
   “Laura,” I said, shaking everyone from their reverie. Amanda's mother looked at me like she couldn't believe I was talking to her. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   “I came inside of my step-mother right before we arrived,” I said. “She could use another orgasm. Get between her legs and treat her well – make it the best you've ever given. I want to see my seed on your tongue.”
 
    
 
   Laura straightened up. “Yes, Master.” She turned away and kissed my mother on the mouth, hard. Moments later their hands were all over each other, pulling off the stodgy power suits and slacks they wore, exposing the soft flesh beneath.
 
    
 
   “Moira,” I said. In an instant she was beside me.
 
    
 
   “Hey.” Her tongue was hot in my ear. “That was so fucking dominating, bro – I have never been this turned on...”
 
    
 
   “She's ours,” I said, indicating Amanda. “I know you wanted your piece of this little tramp.”
 
    
 
   Moira's eyes lit up. “Oh God, you fucking bet. Seriously, this is like Christmas, with more fucking.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't help but grin. “Amanda, I command you to obey all of Moira's commands as if they were my own. You're going to do whatever she says. Understood?”
 
    
 
   Amanda nodded. Her gaze slid from me to Moira, eyes widening with fear. “Yes, sir.”
 
    
 
   Moira wasted no time in acting. “Come here, bitch,” she said, grabbing Amanda like a bad puppy and dragging her to the stands. “Come taste me.”
 
    
 
   Moira reached beneath her skirt and pulled down her panties. The soft, jet-black lace slid down her perfectly white thighs and hit the floor. She bent over the front-most bench, hiking her skirt up to show her shaved, shining slit.
 
    
 
   “I want you to apologize for everything you've done and said to me,” Moira said, clearly enjoying this. “And I want you to do it right to my clit.”
 
    
 
   Amanda's eyes grew wide, but she did as Moira commanded. Gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them wide, she slid her tongue across Moira's slit from the back, making her inner muscles quiver with delight. When her tongue touched her clit, my sister moaned and arched her back, pressing her softness against Amanda's face.
 
    
 
   “That's right, keep going,” she said, wiggling her hips. “You've got way more to apologize for than that!”
 
    
 
   I heard Amanda's muffled apologies as she ate my sister out, her mouth and nose covered by her swollen, aching sex. The sight of her on her knees, finally admitting everything, submitting herself to my gorgeous step-sister was too much. I couldn't just stand there any longer – I needed to be inside of her.
 
    
 
   “I'm gonna fuck her while she does that,” I said, in a tone that brooked no discussion. “Gonna make her mine.”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, you go, bro!” Moira writhed with pleasure, her hands tangled in Amanda's long, platinum blonde hair. “I want this little slut to get us both off. I want her to make us come at the same time!”
 
    
 
   I grabbed Amanda's skirt and yanked it off. A moan came from her mouth, though of desire or fear I had no fucking idea. Her panties were next to go – I was already feeling the frenzy, the caveman desire to pound Amanda until she couldn't walk for days, and before I knew what I was doing I'd torn her undergarments to shreds.
 
    
 
   Amanda pulled back, just far enough for her to speak. “Master, please! Please fuck me! I want you to take out all your frustrations on me – use me until you feel better!”
 
    
 
   “Did I tell you you could speak?” Moira asked, arching an eyebrow. “Get your mouth back on my cunt, slave.”
 
    
 
   Amanda went back to her task, burying herself between Moira's thighs. I had some burying of my own to do.
 
    
 
   I unzipped my pants and placed my cock on top of Amanda's ass, letting her feel the length of my hardness. The fat purple head of my dick spat a burst of precum right where a tramp stamp would be if she had one; and right then and I there I decided I was going to command Amanda to get one at her earliest opportunity. I was still thinking of what it would say when I grabbed my cock, angled down and forced myself inside Amanda's cunt, filling her to the brim.
 
    
 
   The change in her young body was immediate. All her muscles clenched up, a long sigh of pleasure left her lips as my manhood stretched her walls.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, she likes that, bro,” Moira said, pulling Amanda's face away from her cunt. “Don't you, slave?”
 
    
 
   Amanda's eyes had rolled so far back in her head that only the whites were showing. “Oh my God!” she screamed. “Oh, holy fuck…!”
 
    
 
   With a savage grin, I grabbed her by the hips and pummeled her snatch. I was savage, primal – if the guys Amanda had been with before were her worshipers, I was her defiler. I forced her face back into Moira's cunt, barely letting her breathe as I drove her walls insane with long, slow strokes. She clenched around me, impossibly tight as I filled her.
 
    
 
   It was everything I had imagined, and more. Amanda's cunt was perfect: as if thousands of years of cavewoman DNA had popped up in her veins, giving her nature's perfect sheath for my mammoth, throbbing god-stick. We fucked like animals, like the first people to discover how good rutting could be, and while Amanda soon lost the power to do much more than hang on for dear life, I don't think Moira cared. She was watching her hated rival be broken like a horse, tamed by her powerful alpha-male stud, and that was better than any tongue could be.
 
    
 
   “Gonna come in you,” I said, grabbing Amanda by the hair and arching her back. “Gonna shoot in you, you nasty little bitch...”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” she grunted, matching me stroke for stroke. “Does my tight little pussy make you feel good, Master? Does it make you want to shoot all that warm, sticky cream in my womb?”
 
    
 
   As a response, I grabbed her hips hard enough to bruise and buried myself as firmly as I could, grazing her core.
 
    
 
   “I don't deserve this,” Amanda said, her voice reaching a crescendo. “I don't deserve any of this but I'm so happy, I'm so happy I can be one of your girls, Master – I want to serve you forever and ever and feel this big hard cock making me feel so fucking good...”
 
    
 
   Amanda tossed back her head and howled with pleasure, the feeling of me inside her sending her over the edge. Her cunt clamped down on me as shockwaves of pleasure rippled through her muscles, and the feeling of it sent me right past my own tipping point. She was wet and primed and perfect, the best place in the universe to put my seed. I shot in her like I was dying, like everything that made me me was packaged up into one spurt, splashing against the walls of her womb.
 
    
 
   “Oh my goddd,” Amanda whimpered, unable to contain her joy. “Oh, oh you're coming so much inside of me! Oh fuck, I can feel it! Mom, Mom – he's coming in me! Master is fucking breeding me like a mare...”
 
    
 
   Laura looked over from where she and my Mom were eating each other out, straddling each other's faces. “That's wonderful, dear. I've never been more proud of you.”
 
    
 
   I pulled out of Amanda and let the last of my load splash across her ass and back. Thick ropes of my seed left her skin glazed, like the brand on a new, prime piece of cattle. I watched her writhe, getting off just from the feel of it. She was mine now, body and soul. I had won.
 
    
 
   Both Amanda and Moira got on their knees, sucking me dry. They shared my cock between them, making out with it perched between their perfect, pouty lips, and shared what remained of my load. After they finished, they lay there, smelling me. Inhaling the sweet, musky scent of my dominion.
 
    
 
   “You belong to me,” I told them both.
 
    
 
   They looked up at me in unison. “Yes, Master. We're yours.”
 
    
 
   As they stared up at me, eyes shining with love and devotion, I realized something: they could be sisters. They didn't look all that much alike, but there was something in their eyes that made them look like relatives. I could mold Amanda now, make her look even hotter than she did – make part of my family.
 
    
 
   They were all part of my family now – a family that was about to get much, much bigger. And from now on, no one was ever going to fuck with my family again.
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   Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses
 
   When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses
 
   When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses
 
   With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses
 
   Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines! 
 
    
 
   


  
 

Cheat Code
 
    
 
   Cheat Code: Volume One
 
    
 
   Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning? 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Roommate Control
 
    
 
   Roommate Control: A Novel
 
    
 
   For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night! 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Roommate Corruption
 
    
 
   Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella
 
    
 
   Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

The Demon Prince
 
    
 
   Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One
 
    
 
   Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail? 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Free Use Bimbos
 
    
 
   Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series
 
    
 
   The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 
 
   


  
 

The Corrupter
 
    
 
   The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy
 
    
 
   Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  
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