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ubscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


[image: ]


RECENT RELEASES

[image: ]




BIMBO GENIE – FINAL
 Wishes


Sexy airhead genie Zanthia meets the Ultimate Master—a mind-controlling hunk who is hellbent on claiming her godlike powers for himself. The thought makes Zanthia dripping wet, but she still can't touch any man...or does this new Master have a clever way around her rules?
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HARD & ROUGH FANTASIES


TWENTY sexy stories of men and women having the roughest, sexiest, hardest ruts possible with no protection and NO limits!
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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MESMERIZED FANTASIES
 – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!
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BIMBO GENIE: HAREM
 Wishes


Sexy cock-obsessed genie Zanthia becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who couldn't imagine wishing for anything scandalous. He barely even wants a genie! So Zanthia has to convince him of her worth...and she only knows one way to do it—making him hard as possible all the time and surrounding him with gorgeous women...
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


When you finish this hot bundle, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.

Paid & Laid: The Interview
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IN THE CORPORATE BOARD
 room, one big, handsome man pulled my hair. Another slapped me on my ass. Still another tugged at my tight dress, fingers sliding over my heavy bust. They all jeered and laughed, cheering me on as I approached the table. They each knew exactly what they were going to do to my body; they all knew exactly what I was made for.

They were going to use me in every way they could possibly imagine, and I was going to cheer them on as they did it.

Even with how excited I was (or maybe because of how excited I was), I could hardly believe I was in this situation.

I was about to get a job, after months of searching and trying. Months of nearly starving myself and feeling completely hopeless.

And the way I was going to get that job was by having a room full of businessmen in sharp, hot suits drill my busty, beautiful body.

They all surrounded me—tall and handsome. The kind of businessmen you see on magazine covers. Rugged five o’clock shadows. They filled out their suits well. A few started taking off their jackets, revealing their sexy muscles beneath the thin cloth of their crisp, white shirts. Most of them were older than me, but some of them were around my age, in their twenties. They all eyed my curves and long red hair lasciviously.

Soon, with them cheering me on and with me smiling every step of the way, I climbed onto the board room table and spread my limbs out. I put myself on display willingly. I wanted them to look at my body. I wanted them to enjoy me.

Two men, burly and smelling of thick, musky lust, held me down with strong hands on my legs and arms, but they didn’t need to.

I wanted this.

I had wanted this all along.

I’ll do anything for a job.

The first man approached. He was tall, his frame bulky underneath the tight confines of his suit. Slowly, he lowered his pants, keeping his shirt and suit jacket on. I moaned with anticipation. I wanted him so badly. The area between my thighs was absolutely soaking.

He could do anything to me. They all could. I’d go along with all of it. And I’d be lying if I said I wanted it just
 because I needed the job they would give me. I wanted it because I wanted them
. I wanted all of them inside me. I wanted that as soon as possible.

But, perhaps I should back up.

After all, it was no easy road to get here. I had to come around to the correct mode of thinking. I had to learn what a sexual dynamo I truly am, and that was no easy journey.
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JUST A FEW DAYS BEFORE
, I stood at the grocery store, counting out my food stamps and comparing their total to the total of food in my cart. You started to get good at this sort of math after a while. I could calculate the cost of a whole cart just by eyeballing it, though I often decided not to until after I had already picked up the food I wanted. I’d been doing buying groceries for the better part of a year, ever since I lost my first job out of college.

The message from the tally was clear—I didn't have enough. Sighing, I put a few cans of soup back on the shelf and then rolled over to the produce aisle, putting up the bananas and sweet potatoes that I bought. Also the apples, oranges, and tomatoes. And then, sighing deeply, the little plastic container of figs. I had been looking forward to those. I don’t know why I did this to myself. I hadn’t been able to eat proper food for months.

This week, I realized with slow resignation, it would have to be all noodles again.

Noodles are good because they keep in the fridge for a good long while. When I made pasta, that pasta became what I ate for the next seven days almost without exception. The only time I ate something else was if maybe I got dragged out to a restaurant with some friends and was forced to make eating decisions. I didn’t want them thinking 
I’m anorexic, after all.

Not that my frame would have ever suggested that sort of thing anyway. Somehow, even with eating as little as I did, my form had stayed busty and curvaceous. Genetics were to blame, I suppose.

Any sort of financial obligation made all the stress alarms go off in my head; klaxons firing on all cylinders as they raised my heart rate and twist up my stomach. I hadn’t had a job for nearly six months. I had been looking, believe me, but nothing had caught yet. I did some stuff for extra cash—lawn care around my neighborhood, babysitting, dog sitting, that sort of thing. People who knew me tried to help out with these odd jobs, but they’re all suffering too and didn't have that much to offer. Besides, the way I'd been raised, I felt like there was only much you could depend on your neighbors before you started feeling awash with shame.

It was the middle of the day. At the check-out line, people cast me dirty looks because I was paying mostly with food stamps.  Women wearing expensive leather coats who have their whole lives paid for by their husbands working downtown. I cast them a dirty look right back. If I could pay with cash I earned, don’t you think I’d do it?

A few men gave me longer, more appreciative glances; I was dressed up nice for my interview later. I was well used to glances from men—they loved my bust, and I had a pretty face and a healthy mane of red hair on top of that. I drew eyes, basically, even if I wasn’t some actress-thin modelesque beauty.

It was just too bad I couldn’t ever do
 anything about the way men looked at me to take advantage and have a little fun. Or women. I’d be happy with either, to be honest. But I’ve been so busy and consumed with trying to make my life work for me for the last three or four years that the only time I’ve had to think about sex is when I slip into bed and need to masturbate before falling asleep.

Mostly, that did the trick for me, and sated my desires. Mostly. One can’t help but want a little more real interaction with the opposite sex if you’re someone like me.

When I get focused on sex, it's all
 I focus on. So, no matter how much I really wanted it, I knew I didn't have room for it in my life.

After the grocery store, I caught a ride on the bus. I made a quick stop into my mother’s house, where I live, to drop off the groceries. 
Mom was sick. She had been sick for almost as long as I had been out of college. I missed a lot of days at work, when I had work, because I had to take her to the hospital so much. There have been times since then where I wanted to take her back to the hospital—she got these fits where she just wouldn’t stop coughing—but we just couldn’t afford it. Now, if those fits happen, I have to sit by her bed, trying to calm her sick, cough-wracked body and wonder if she would live through the day or not.

She was still well within working age; just fifty years old, she had me when she was twenty-eight. But her illness didn’t let her work. She couldn’t stand up for very long and she couldn’t talk very easily. Everything made her go out of breath. When I came home to drop off the groceries, I didn’t even look at her. I knew it would just make me cry.

It’s difficult being poor. Probably you know this already, or if you don’t know it, then you understand it as a matter of course.

But it really is hard. No one would choose to live this way. It was just something that fell in our laps. Circumstances. I was willing to work as hard as anyone, we both were, but society wasn’t giving us a lot of help up on our feet.

I came out of college with a liberal arts degree and a mountain of debt, expecting to set the world on fire with my new novel. It was a sexy, fun rendition of those action movies that take place in big tall buildings, except that instead, it took place underground. It examined gender and race and class and all the things I’m really interested in. I thought publishers would love it.

I couldn’t even get an agent to take a look at it, though. I sent out queries every day to no avail.

In the meantime, I had an internship during college that turned into a full-time job. But then, the economy got worse and there were layoffs. My company had to pull one of those “last one in, first one out” maneuvers, and I was sent packing after a few beautiful months of a real paycheck.

It broke my pride near in half to go on food stamps and unemployment. But I didn’t have a choice. There was no one in my family except for my mom and myself. No one was hiring for the type of work I was good at: research, social media, writing. I thought 
maybe I could get something as a technical writer, cranking out manuals and that sort of thing, but so far there was nothing.

The recent cuts to food stamps meant I couldn’t feed myself and my mother both three times a day. So, that meant either my sick mother got food, or I did. Now, I know probably some of you might think, “Screw it. She’s sick anyway. Take what you can for yourself.” My mother would agree with you, but her own opinion of her self-worth wasn’t to be trusted (like, I suspect, most people’s). She wanted me to feed myself. She thought I was more important than her. She’s a good mother like that.

But I’m a good daughter. So, my mother got three meals a day. I got one. This was how it had been for the last six months.

I know the other thing you’re saying—“Lots of places are hiring! Get a waitressing job! Go work at an oil field in North Dakota! Send that money home!”

All right, well, first of all, I wasn't leaving my sick mother by herself while I moved somewhere. I also wasn't moving her anywhere—the doctors were very specific about not doing that.

Secondly, the problem with getting a job at a place like a restaurant or a clerk’s job (such as at a grocery store) was that, while those jobs pay money, in my poor area of the country, they didn’t actually pay enough to cover essentials most of the time. So, if I did
 want a job like that to cover essentials, then I would have to have been working at these low wages at somewhere around eighty hours a week, which—you guessed it—didn’t leave much time available to find a job that suited my skill set. More than that, none of those jobs were exactly willing
 to pay me for eighty hours a week, which meant I’d have to get about four jobs and then do the magic Houdini juggling act of trying to schedule them all around each other. When most part-time jobs want you to work exclusively in the evenings and weekends, that was no easy feat.

I was delighted to work anywhere, but I wanted to do it for a decent wage. If I was working eighty hours a week for four jobs that barely make a dent in my bills and allow no room for upward mobility, what was the use in killing myself? I was all for paying my dues, but I preferred to do it in a place that would put dividends on the dues and not more debt.

That sure is a lot of whining, huh? I just wanted to give you the lay of the land.

I wanted to show you what I wanted to change. Because today was going to be different.

Today, I had a job interview.

Today, I was going to change my life for the better.
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I ARRIVED AT THE TALL
 Constant Enterprises building at two-thirty sharp, ready for my three o’clock appointment.

The interview was for a sort of hybrid receptionist position. A lot of my duties would revolve around the standard receptionist fare—answering phones, filing papers, that sort of thing. But I would also be expected to maneuver my way into the social media workings of the corporation and learn the ropes of that while I got my feet planted in the business world. Over time, if they hired me, they would want me to take more and more responsibility for the social media end of things—writing blogs, sending out tweets, managing pictures, that sort of thing—and less and less responsibility for the receptionist-type duties. With my liberal arts degree, and having grown up almost entirely on the internet, it seemed like the sort of “in” that I had been waiting for. I was ready to give this job my all.

I just didn’t have any idea how much of my “all” they really wanted from me.

The building was nearly a hundred stories tall. I landed on the fifty-second story. The walls were gold and black, the floors sharp, shiny tile. I approached an enormous desk, at which a lovely young dark-haired secretary worked. Her hair was long and shiny, tumbling in a mass down one side.

“Sign in here, please.”

She handed me a sign-in form. Her fingernails were neatly manicured. I held in the urge to compliment her on the work. I wanted to stay professional. There was a part of me, though, that loved to revel in little joys like that—basking in the ways that women made ourselves more attractive to men.

I hadn’t been laid in so, so long. Years, in fact. I didn’t have time 
for it. There was too much pressure to be a success.

“Shannon Brook?” she asked. “Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Are you familiar with the interview process at Constant Enterprises?” I shook my head, but she was already continuing. “It’s a three-stage process. In the room there,” she pointed to a pair of enormous red double-doors, “is our office manager. It’s her job to screen people. The second interview will be with the general manager of the hiring office. If you pass that stage, the final interview will be by committee.”

“Committee?”

“Yes. A group of our board members.” She leaned in, voice lowering. “We take every pain to ensure that the people we hire are...compatible with our line of thinking here at Constant Enterprises. We are not for everyone.”

“I understand.”

I didn’t understand, but, whatever. I knew that I had to impress the person beyond that door. That was a simple enough concept to wrap my head around.

“You can have a seat over there with the others,” she said, pointing.

“Others?”

I followed the line her pretty nails created, seeing the other applicants waiting. All women. I was surprised—over the email acceptance of my resume for an interview, I had been given the impression that they were rather impressed with what I had to offer. I had flickers of hope that it was a sure thing.

The competition didn’t matter, I decided. I would get this job no matter what. I sat down at the edge of a row of plush, blue chairs. I sat up straight, good posture. I could not afford to let up for a single moment.

In the line in front of me were four women. They were, I could not help but notice, all exceptionally beautiful, and each in different ways. One was tiny and frail and blonde, like a beautiful fairy. Another was leggy and brunette, and another was exotically lovely—Eastern European or maybe Middle-Eastern, I couldn’t tell exactly. The last was a Latina, with the biggest bust in the lot except for my 
own.

In front of all these women, I could not help but consider my own appearance.

I had worn for the interview what I considered to be a rather smart little outfit: a blue dress with a big looping black belt, and a black sweater over that. Conservative and stylish at the same time. It did not contain my figure, because my sensational figure is sort of uncontainable by anything less than a garbage can. Even then, I think I’d leave two big boob-sized impressions in the metal. Yes, I’m voluptuous. I have real hips, and real breasts (very, very real 44DD breasts), and long red hair. I get hit on constantly because guys say I look “fun in the sack.”

I am, I always think. I really am.

But I don’t have time for sex.

Looking at those women, though, certain things started to click for me. We had been asked to send in a full body photo with our application. I didn’t really think too much of it at the time because, well, I was desperate for any job in my field whatsoever. If they wanted a photo, a photo they would have!

But now that I had seen the field of applicants, I began to get suspicious. They had a sexy fairy, a sexy supermodel-type, a sexy exotic femme fatale type, a sexy Latina type...and I suppose I was the sexy curvy type?

I had to admit that I fit the bill. I mean, I don’t want to brag, but I know what my appeal is when it comes to sex. I look like a hot fertility goddess, complete with fiery-red hair. You can imagine me with armor on, fighting alongside vikings or something.

I don’t know what it is that men fantasize about, exactly. I just know that when they do? It usually involves a bust like mine. I had tits
. These tits were not comfortable being called “breasts.” They were big fat titties made to be squeezed and adored.

And it had been a long, long time since that had been the case.

I tried to take my mind off it—I needed a job, not a lay. At least, in the way that anybody doesn’t not need a lay now and then.

I watched, then, as the first woman entered—the blonde. She was inside for fifteen minutes. I waited patiently, counting the seconds on the nearby wall clock. I didn't take out my phone for fear of 
reprimand. When those fifteen minutes were up, the blonde came out crying. Her face red, her eyes streaming with tears.

The Latina and I exchanged glances—what the hell was happening? The model-type sent us a worried look—she was next. The femme fatale just straightened up, smiling coldly at the crying girl. Everything about her, the femme fatale, read “bitch.”

“Is everything all right?” I asked the blonde.

She was inconsolable. She left without another word, crying all the way.

I stood up and walked over to the secretary. “Is she all right? Should you call someone?”

The secretary smiled and shook her head. “Everything is in order. If there was a problem, I would know about it.”

Apparently, a woman reduced to a crying mes wasn’t a problem? Good to know.

The model-type went in, while the Latina and I waited with baited breath. The femme fatale looked bored, scrolling through fashion photos on her phone.

After fifteen minutes, the model-type came out completely devastated. She was crying even worse than the first girl! She stopped for a few minutes next to the door, huddled in a pile, looking like she was trying to hold herself together. She kept weeping.

“The hell?” said the Latina. “What are they doing
 in there?”

Again, we tried to ask the model-type what had happened, but just like the blonde, she soldiered through our questions without answering and stormed into the elevator.

The femme fatale was next. I have to admit that at this point, I was getting rather scared. Everyone who went inside that room seemed to come out in pieces! What in the hell sort of interview process did they have going here?

Thirty minutes later, though, the femme fatale walked out with a satisfied, smug smile on her face. She strutted past us, clearly enjoying the way she looked.

“Good luck, girls,” said the femme fatale. “You’ll need it.”

Once again, I exchanged glances with the Latina.

“What do you think is happening?” I asked the Latina.

“I’ve no idea.”

It was her turn, now. She pulled down the edges of her tight gray skirt and stopped for a moment in front of a framed painting, using the glass to check the buttons on her blouse and the arrangement of her thick dark hair.

I turned to the secretary again. “You can’t tell me anything
 about what’s happening in there?”

“I can tell you,” said the secretary, “that I passed the initial interview, and the two after it. I did it because I was found to be very compatible with what Constant Enterprises wants from its employees.”

Well, that was weird, ominous, and revealed practically nothing. I shouldn’t have even asked.

Finally, after twenty-five minutes (I counted), the big red double-doors opened once more. The Latina exited quick, hurrying past me. She was not crying, but she looked completely ashamed. Her body was all defense—shoulders hunched in, arms drawn across her chest, her chin tilted down.

What could be happening in that room, I thought, that was creating all these strange effects? The Latina was a natural beauty, and seemed to ooze confidence when I had sat next to her. I couldn’t imagine what might make a woman like that react in this way.

I thought perhaps it was possible that all the women were being humiliated somehow, and so my thoughts immediately went to appearances—as that’s so common an outlet to make women feel bad about themselves. But the girls in front of me were all knock outs. And the femme fatale, while beautiful, certainly wasn’t that much more beautiful than the other three (if indeed she was more beautiful at all). But my initial suspicion, the one I could not get rid of, was that as soon as I entered, I would be subjected to a group of men passing judgment on my appearance.

These suspicions were allayed as soon as I stepped into the room. It was dark, mostly, with a circle of light around a gorgeous young woman sitting in a chair. Her long, perfect legs were crossed dramatically. Across from her was another chair.

“Sit,” she said. Her voice was clear and melodious, even in that simple word.

She was, I think, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Even 
more beautiful than the model-type. Even sexier than the femme fatale. Nearly as busty as I was. Her tiny business suit skirt covered almost none of her legs, showing off the easy, clear waxed shine of her skin. An elegant emerald pendant sat in the substantial curves of her tits, drawing the eye. She was incredibly fit; she looked like the kind of woman who could run on a marathon as a warm-up to her real workout routine.

I’ve had sexual experiences with women before, so you know. Like I said already, I’m thoroughly bisexual. Men, women, I don’t care, so long as they’re attractive and fun in the sack. So, in front of a woman like this, I could not help but have all manner of hot, steamy thoughts instantly. I knew instantly it was a mistake not to finger my cunt before I got here, because mostly, all I could think about was burying my head between her legs, or her buried between my tits.

I sat down across from her. “Hello! Thanks so much for taking the time to speak with me. I—”

“Hello,” said the beauty, interrupting. “My name is Katya Nikolov. You may call me Katya. Still with me so far, idiot?”

That was sudden.

“I-I’m sorry?”

“Sorry? Sorry for what?”

“Well, I just, I don’t know that I heard you correctly. I thought you called me—”

She sighed audibly, rolling her eyes. “I can see already you’re going to be trouble.”

I frowned. “You’re the one who called me
 an idiot.”

“Aren’t you?”

“What?”

“Ah, deaf as well, I see. I suspected.”

“Excuse me, ma’am. I’m not an idiot. I mean, I’m no genius
, but I’m not—”

“And now you are giving me more reasons to not hire you. You’re not a genius, you say?”

“Who is?”

“Many of the people on our staff are. We here at Constant Enterprises are very exclusive.” She leaned forward. “Idiots don’t make the cut.”

“Well I...I mean, again, I’m not an idiot

...”

“It says right here that you’re unemployed.”

“That’s right.”

“There you are. Idiot. For someone with your resume, you must be supremely stupid not to have a job already. There’s no other explanation for it.”

“There’s plenty of explanation! The economy is...it’s in shambles, and I just—”

“Really? I got a job with the economy the way it is. Are you suggesting I somehow don’t have a job?”

It really was grating. Here was this absolutely perfect beauty berating me and telling me I wasn’t good enough. From most women—most people, even—I wouldn’t take it. But there is something particular and biting when it’s a beautiful person telling you that you’re not good enough. And not just beautiful, but really? Absolutely flawless. The more I looked at her, the more turned on I felt. And the more turned on I felt, the more I looked at her. Her cheekbones cut like glass. Her eyes were large and green; her legs looked positively glowing from the light. All of her skin did. Passing thoughts of kissing her body, of pinning her down, did not actually pass like they were supposed to. They ported in the storm of my mind, decided to enjoy a little shore leave in my erogenous zones.

I thought it might be best to try a different track. “I have...I have lots of references. A solid resume.”

“Everyone has lots of references and a solid resume these days. Anything else?”

“I’m...I’m a hard worker. I’ll do anything. I’m really happy to do whatever. I have a positive attitude. I—”

“You’re boring. This is boring. All these generalizations. ‘I'll do anything.' 'Happy to do whatever
.’” She sneered. It was a beautiful, terrible, beautiful
 sight to behold. “Don’t you have any specifics?”

“I am...” I was stuttering now, so nervous. “I have, um, I mean, my resume states that—”

“Yes. Yes, I read that.” She shook her head, sighing. She tossed all the papers on her lap across the room. “Done with that. Done with you, too,” she said. “You are boring and insipid, and not much to look at, besides. I think this meeting is done. After so many 
interviews today, I am tired.”

I didn’t know what else to do. I dropped to my knees in front of Katya. I put my face against her feet. She wore designer leather heels.

“Please,” I said. “Please, please. I need this job. Please.”

“Please, yourself.” She turned her head. “You are making a display of yourself. I pity you.”

But in her eyes, what I saw wasn’t pity. She didn’t feel bad for me.

No.

She was turned on
 by me.

This beauty—this impossible beauty, she wanted
 me. My confidence rose three hundred percent when I realized that. She was turned on by the thought of me touching her, of me pressing my face against her body, of the action of me begging
 her for something.

It had all been an act. I was here because I met certain standards—my resume was good enough, and I was pretty enough, like the other girls were. And now, with Katya, I had to be tested emotionally. I had to have a certain confidence level.

I had to, I was almost certain now, had to have a certain level of sexuality that I was willing to explore with her.

I slipped one hand on her leg, casually lifting it up. I knelt in front of her, showing off my tits now.

“What if I really would do anything?” I asked.

“Don’t you remember,” she said, her voice becoming heated, “that I asked you for specifics?”

“What if I licked your pussy?” I asked.

Her eyes gave me all the answer I needed.

I rose up and kissed her. She did not resist in the slightest; in fact, she pulled me forward, moaning as she slipped deeper off the chair. My fingers slipped up those gorgeous waxed legs and found easy, hot entrance into her sacred middle. Her folds parted easily, so wet and hot.

“Oh yesss,” she moaned. “That’s good. That’s sooo good. The other girls...they didn’t know to touch me first.”

“I’ve had practice.” I kissed her neck. “Lots and lots.”

Soon, we were on the floor, making out madly while my fingers remained buried in her cunt. My thumb pressed hard against the silk 
of her panties against the bud of her clit. Moaning, she pushed her panties down—they were already wet, I noticed, from the way the other girls had attended to her. Her pussy was bare and smooth, just like her legs. She was like a hot sex doll. I let my lips trail along the sexy structure of her jaw, moaning as I kissed and worked my mouth along that hot line.

“You said you were going to lick me.” She grabbed my face. “Now, lick me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I slipped my head down between her legs, hiking her skirt up around her tiny waist. She ripped her panties down. Soon, my tongue was buried against her clit, flicking softly and urgently.

“Fuck!” she moaned. “That’s good! That’s so good!”

I moaned in return, the rate of my flicking picking up slowly. My own pussy was on fire as I continued to lick and kiss her precious little bud. I loved licking pussy—loved it
. I loved especially licking the pussy of a beauty like this. I knew the most important aspect of licking pussy was consistency—don't change the pattern when it starts to work.

She seemed to like it a little slow and a little firm.

“Oh yes.” Her hands ran through my hair. “Oh, yes, yes. So good. Don't stop. Don't stop. Oh fuck, I'm so close. Your tits...I loved looking at your tits...”

Encouraged by this, I adjusted myself slightly, pushing my tits against her bare leg as I kept licking. To up the ante even more, I slid my fingers inside her pussy and pushed up against her g-spot.

“Oh fuck!” she cried. “Too much! That's so good! I'm going to...oh fuck!”

Her legs wrapped hard around my head and she bucked up and down on the floor. Crying and moaning loud, she came. My head was enveloped with her scent, her thighs, her skin. It was wonderful. Eventually, she let me slid upward and we curled into the arms of one another.

We rested for a few minutes, breathing and laying next to one another. Finally, though, she stood up, straightening herself out.

“I’ll have to confer with my colleagues,” she said, “but you should expect a call later today.”

“That’s so wonderful!” I said brightly, still getting up off the floor. “Thank you!”

It felt terrific, knowing I had the route to the second interview pretty much in the bag.

But even better than that was finally having sex again. My mind felt on fire, fueled by logs of lust that I had forgotten it had. And now that I remembered...it was not going to be a fire easily put out.
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I TOOK THE BUS HOME
, my mind still flying with lust. Maybe I was able to get Katya off, but I certainly was still brimming over with arousal myself. I wondered if it would be possible for me to stick my fingers up my dress in some clandestine way while I was still on the bus. There were men all around, looking at me: my flushed skin, the sweaty, hot sheen to my breasts, the thick tangle of my red hair roping around my neck and back.

If I slipped my bag in front of my dress, and maneuvered my hand down just so, I might be able to use the natural vibrations of the bus to carry myself along. Oh yes, if I just...just touched myself like that...

Before I was able to think about it too much and work my way through the problem, though, the bus stopped. I had arrived home.

I stepped out onto the street, enjoying for a moment the cool air sweeping over my body. It calmed me down. I felt like I had returned from a dream, no longer dreaming solely of sex.

The house I lived in, my mother’s house, was a small one-story. It had about thirteen hundred square feet to it. It was enough room for the two of us, but not so much room that we felt comfortable. Always, I wanted more space. Over the past several months, I had continued to add more and more bookshelves to the walls in an attempt to fabricate more living space for the parts of me that weren’t contained in books and trinkets. So, now, all the walls were covered with shelves and books and knick-knacks and various clutter picked up over the course of several months and several years, trying to keep the floors clear for walking.

The house opened to a large living area where we kept the 
television and a small desk for me to write at; then there was the kitchen and a bathroom, a few hallway closets, and in the very back were my bedroom and then my mother’s right next to that.

Room, but not enough room, you see? There was a backyard. It was small and harangued by weeds and rodents. I think there was a rat’s nest underneath the old doghouse. We hadn’t had a dog in more than ten years.

My mother was in bed in the back of the house. She was always in bed. She was always in bed because she was terribly sick and there’s nothing I can do about it without money.

I know I've said it already; but I must say it again. It was always on my mind.

I needed that job. I needed it more than anything. My mother needed it.

I would do anything for it.

“Hello, Mom,” I called cheerfully through the hallway, approaching her room.

I always had to be cheerful with her. It was difficult. She was always in a terrible mood because of her sickness; I felt burdensome if I ever revealed problems of my own. Even so, she was not stupid. She knew I had problems. I think she sometimes got angry because I denied having any sort of problem at all.

“Hello, dear. How was the interview?”

Of course, I couldn’t tell her how it really
 went. “It was lovely. I think it went very well.”

“You’re just saying that. You want me to feel hopeful. You said that about those others.”

“No, Mom. I really think it was good.”

I could see she wanted to say more, but held her tongue because she could feel her throat itching. She had learned not to speak when her body said not to. If she started to cough even a little, it might take hours to end.

“I’ll get you some water,” I said.

As I filled her cup, my phone began to ring.

“Hello?”

“Miss Brook? Shannon?”

“Speaking.”

It was difficult, juggling a phone and a cup of water through the narrow confines of our hallways, but I managed to do it.

“Yes, this is Katya?”

“Oh. Oh, hello!”

“I just wanted to let you know that you’ve been confirmed for the next round of interviews. Come back tomorrow at eleven. How does that sound?”

“That sounds terrific. Thank you so much!”

“Of course, darling. I’ll see you soon. Bye bye, now.”

My mother sipped at the water I had given her.

“There, you see?” I said. “Interview tomorrow.”

Her voice was a small croak. “That’s very nice, dear.”

I felt like gloating a bit more, but she wasn't up for it, I could tell. I left her alone to go to my room—I had to pick out something hot to wear. So, I starting going through my closet.

I was not going to fool myself by believing that what I had gone through with Katya was somehow an anomaly. I wanted to be prepared for fucking whoever I needed to tomorrow.

If I had to sleep with Katya again, so be it.

If I had to slide between her legs again, spreading apart her delicate thighs, and bury my face in her hot little snatch to lap my tongue against her rosebud clit...so be it.

At any rate, I knew I had work to do. It wasn’t enough to be confident. My outfit had to advertise exactly how much I was willing to do, how far I was willing to go. I needed my tits on display; I needed my hair to look perfect; I needed my legs to be decorated. Everything had to be sexy and hot.

My outfit had to be eye-catching. It had to be fetching. It had to be goddamn dynamite.

Next door, my mother started coughing again. The water hadn’t helped much, apparently. Her sick coughs filled the house.

I needed to get this job no matter what.
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AGAIN, I ARRIVED THIRTY
 minutes early for the job. I had to put on a good show.

I certainly felt like I was. After spending all night obsessing over my appearance and what I was going to wear, I think I landed on exactly the right compromise.

You see, I knew I had to look hot—that went without saying. I had to look hot
. I had to make everyone who saw me, want me. But...on the other hand, what if Constant Enterprises truly wanted to have an interview all of a sudden? What if it was just Katya who was corrupt and working the impenetrable system of interviewing to her advantage?

Or, even if they did
 want someone who would give it up...what if they didn’t want women walking around their office who looked like complete and total prostitutes all day long? Constant Enterprises was a corporation, after all. There had to be some standards. People got work done
 at this place, after all. If they wanted whores, they could just hire out some whores.

So, I used my memory of Katya as my example. I wore a tight cream business suit with dark, smoky stockings. My heels were the most expensive pair I had—calf leather with four-inch spike heels and blood red bottoms. On top, I was a little more subtle, though with a bust like mine, a woman can only be so
 subtle. My jacket barely was able to button across the expanse of my tits, and my silk blouse, while buttoned all the way up, strained to keep shut. Shiny earrings and a matching tight necklace choking my neck completed the look.

The office I arrived at was on the seventy-fifth floor.

As I stepped out of the elevator, the Latina was stepping on. She was dressed similarly to yesterday—tight business slacks and a fetching, classy sweater.

“It’s all you,” she said to me, shaking her head. “I can’t handle what they want. I’m sorry. Good luck.”

I nodded with understanding, but said nothing. As soon as the elevator doors closed, I smiled broadly. I was all for less competition.

I walked across the office floor to Mister Jefferson’s office, guided by a friendly young receptionist around my own age. She, and indeed all of the women I saw, I noticed with some satisfaction, were dressed similarly to me. They were sharp, gorgeous, and stylishly 
dressed. Clearly they were there for decoration, but as I suspected, also they were getting work done.

I realized, of course, that if I were to get this job, I would be little more than a decoration. There was some part of me that was willing not to mind, so long as it meant I had an avenue in which to work upward.

And so that I had an avenue for more and more sex. Oh yes—that part of me had definitely woken up.

Finally, Mister Jefferson called me into his office. It was in the corner, with a wide window-view of the whole city. I could see that, even on this floor, the building was taller than most of the rest of the urban landscape.

Mister Jefferson approached, walking the lines of his office to greet me. He was a tall man, middle-aged. He was ruggedly handsome in the way that men his age can be—the lines on his face only added character. He had the makings of a dark beard around his jaw and chin, cut short but still fleshing out the width of his face in a manly way. His eyes, blue and piercing, ran over my elaborately sexy outfit as he took my hand and shook it.

I could tell immediately that he liked what he saw.

He looked like he worked out a lot. His skin was tan and weathered; I imagined him taking lots of time off to spend at islands. Maybe he owned one, I didn’t know. Constant Enterprises was one of the richest corporations in the world, and he was a high-ranking member of their establishment.

“You must be Shannon?”

I nodded. “That’s right, Sir.”

I had decided even before arriving that I was going to layer this man with compliments. Make him feel big, wanted, masculine, and hunky. It didn’t hurt that he was masculine and hunky, and I’m sure that I had already seen the makings of a very big and (on my part) very wanted bulge in his pants.

I was going to call him “Sir” constantly. I’d call him anything he wanted if it meant having a salary.

It struck me almost as odd, how much I immediately fantasized about sliding his cock into my body. But ultimately I knew that’s exactly what I would do if I had to. I had fucked Katya, after all, and 
fucking her got me here. Maybe fucking Mister Jefferson would get me even further.

We sat down—him behind his desk, and me at the chair in front of him. I took my time, elaborately leaning over so that he could get a nice view down my cleavage, and then crossing my legs slowly. He watched me—and I let him know I saw him doing so. He did not seem to mind.

“Very nice,” he said.

Obviously, he was referring to how I looked. “Thank you, Sir.”

I wanted him to compliment me; I wanted him to feel completely confident in knowing he could say anything at all to me, and I would appreciate him for it. I wanted him to think about holding me down on his cock until my eyes were running with tears, ruining my mascara, slapping my face and telling me to thank him for the privilege of sucking his corporate boss cock.

And I wanted him to think about how that’s exactly what I would do—thank him.

That was the only way I was going to get the job I needed.

“Katya told me that you and she had some...interesting discussion, yesterday.”

“...did she?”

I have to admit, I was surprised. I thought even if Jefferson wanted to take advantage of me, the process would have to start from step zero. But if he already knew what Katya had done...

“Katya is my girlfriend. Last night, she discussed the nature of your ‘interview’ as she stroked me off and fed me my dinner.”

Oh my god. Oh my god! Oh shit!

The thought of Katya stroking this impressive businessman’s cock as she looked at him with adoring eyes, feeding him a steak dinner...maybe slurping up her own dinner from his cock when she was done...

That was so hot.

“Not to worry. No infidelities here.” He smiled. “We have a very...open relationship, if you catch my meaning. Anyone that we are able to pick up, we do. Especially me. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

I didn’t, but whatever! Not my place to judge their lifestyle.

“So, you must know that you aren’t the only one who has successfully impressed
 Katya. And, since you are the last person I am seeing today, I can already tell you that you won’t be the only person who has impressed
 me.”

As the Latina was out of the game, he must have been referring to the Femme Fatale.

Yes, I had started capitalizing the nickname. Until I learned her real name, that’s what would have to do.

I leaned forward, my tits crushing together fetchingly. “I have to tell you, Sir, that I just would do anything...anything at all, if it meant that you were impressed.
”

“Is that a fact?”

“Oh yes. It would mean so much to me to make a positive impression on a man like you. You’re soooo strong, and so powerful. Gosh, your girlfriend just sleeps with whoever, and lets you sleep with whoever...you must be so strong to make that happen.”

“Katya is a very beautiful woman.”

“That’s exactly my point, Sir.” I felt very confident now. “Certainly, she could land someone who would agree to only having sex with her. Probably someone rich, and probably someone rather powerful. And there you are, rich and powerful and still sleeping with whoever you want, including her. That must be some...equipment that you have.”

He smiled. My tactic was working.

“I like to think so.”

“I’d love
 to find out,” I said. “I’d love to...get a taste of what it is that she enjoys. She looks like she has such very fine taste, after all.”

His smile broadened. We were both of a similar mind. I tugged a bit at my blouse—little buttons popped open. My skin revealed its growing flush.

“I like you,” he said. “I think you’re laying it on a bit thick, but that’s all right. I don’t mind an ego boost.”

“I assure you, Sir, that I’m being as genuine as possible.”

“Well, even if you’re not, you’re a good actress, and that’s about as useful a skill in this office as any other. You would have to put up with a lot of men making a lot of comments about you. Asking you to do all sorts of things. And they’ll want you to be cheerful and eager 
about all of it.”

“That sounds delightful, Sir.”

“See? Now I like that attitude. ‘Delightful.’ Not ‘okay.’ No ‘sure’s from you. Delightful. I like that.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“I like that, too. You thought about that, didn’t you? Calling me ‘Sir.’ You thought about how I would like it.”

“I think strong, confident, capable men deserve to be called ‘Sir.’ I think they’ve earned it, Sir.”

“Yes. I have. What else would you call me, if I told you I deserved it?”

My whole body shivered with lust. “Anything you like...Sir.”

He sat up straight, adjusting himself. I heard his pants become unzipped. My heart fluttered fast. He was going to ask me to suck it.

No, he was going to command
 me. How perfect was that? How wonderful?

“Even with that good attitude, we’ve only got one spot open. Even if you did everything I said, that wouldn’t guarantee you’d get past the committee.”

“Yes, Sir. I understand.”

“Good. So, here’s the deal: suck my cock, and I’ll make sure that you get in front of that committee.”

“Suck you off?” I smiled, strutting forward and around his desk.

I could see his cock—already mostly erect. It was enormous and thick. It stood gloriously in front of him. God, is there anything hotter than the stiff cock of a stud in a suit? If there is, I haven’t seen it.

When I was in front of him, I sat down on his desk, running my heel up his leg. “Are you sure that’s all you want me to do? After all...I’ve got such...important references to show you.” I took his hand and ran it down my expansive curves. His face became heated. “And such an impressive
 resume...”

I wanted him to fuck me. I didn't even care that I wasn't on birth control, and that he probably didn't have condoms just stuffed in a drawer somewhere. I wanted his cock dumping his seed in my pussy.

“Start with doing what I said.” He pushed me down to my knees. “And then we can work on the rest.”

Face to face with his cock now, I shrugged, not fighting in the least. I wanted to show him how agreeable I could be.

“Of course, Sir. I’m so happy
 to do as you ask.”

I slipped a gentle hand around the smooth, long shaft of his cock, tugging at it gently.

His cock was so big. I got in front of it, running my hand up and down the length slowly. There was a distinct part of me that couldn’t believe what I was doing. The look of awe on my face—both from my actions and from his meat—must have shown on my face.

“You like my cock, huh?”

“Oh, yes Sir. So
 impressive, Sir.”

I ran my tongue up and down the shaft finally, still stroking him gentle and slow. He tasted so manly. Salty. Hard.

“It tastes so good, Sir,” I moaned. “Can’t I please suck it down my throat? I want to swallow your meat. I want to feel you filling up my belly, Sir. Please, Sir?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. Clearly happy with my enthusiasm. “Do it. Suck my cock, girl.”

Moaning, I let my mouth slide all the way around the head of his cock, and then deeper. My cocksucking skills, long dormant, were certainly coming into play now. Soon his cockhead was hitting the back of my throat, and then further down into my esophagus. I swallowed helpfully, using the extra suction to create a vacuum of warmth and wetness around his incredible shaft.

For several minutes, and I moved up and down like that, moaning vacuously, my mind emptying of all worries and cares. It was so wonderful just to forget myself and suck a big fat dick again.

Then, as my tits continually pressed up against his legs, I got an idea.

“May I feel your cock on my tits, Sir?” I asked desperately. “Please? You’re so fucking big. I bet you could fuck my tits and my mouth at the same time, Sir.”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I arranged myself so that my big tits wrapped around his cock. His shaft was thoroughly lubricated now with my spit and his own precum. The shaft was so deliciously huge that even as I slurped up the top few inches of his cock, my huge DD tits could completely 
envelop the thick meat below. Talk about size!

The door clicked open. For a moment, I hesitated, but Jefferson pushed my head down hard on his cock. Obediently, I suckled still, licking at the edges of his cockhead. I heard the distinctive click of high heels.

“Oh wow,” said Katya. “She’s an inventive little slut, isn’t she?”

I was somewhat surprised to hear her voice, but not so much that I stopped. Over the sound of my sucking and titfucking, I heard her starting to kiss her boyfriend’s neck and ears.

She whispered in his ears. “Look at her, debasing herself for you. That’s what you deserve, Sir. She’s so fucking horny for you. Look at her twat. She’s leaking all over the floor. All because of your cock. God...I’m so jealous of her. Won’t you fucking cum in her mouth, baby? I want to watch. I want to see you blow a load in her mouth just like you did in that Eurotrash. Please, baby? Please?”

He was groaning. I could tell he was going to blow his load soon. Excited, I sucked him faster and harder.

“Please, Sir?” I gasped between hot, sucking licks and kisses. “Please give me that cum. Please load it inside me. Please unleash?”

“Oh yeah,” he grunted. “I'll give it to you. I'll show you...”

Twitching and spasming, his whole body jerked violently and his cock erupted into my mouth. Long, thick shoots of gooey white goodness landed down my throat and into my mouth, and finally, as I stroked him off, jetted all over my big fat titties.

For several minutes, I kept my mouth wrapped around his cock, cleaning him off nice and slow. I smeared his cum into my tits, making them shine. Obedient. Docile. He had to know that I would do anything at all that he said for this job.

When I finally let my mouth off of him, both he and Katya were looking at me with satisfaction. Katya looked especially turned on, kissing Jefferson’s ear and grinding her crotch against the back of his chair.

Jefferson smiled languidly. He certainly was having a good day.

“I’ll go ahead and tell you...you have the interview with the committee tomorrow. Noon.”

“Oh my goodness!” I said. “Thank you!”

“But...” He paused, letting Katya nibble at his ear.

“But what?”

“As I told you, there were a few other interviews today. One other made it through. You’re looking at some competition. So, dress to impress.”

“Yes, Sir. Anything
 you say, Sir.”

I left the office, thoroughly cum drunk, with lots of cock on my mind.
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I FELT A LITTLE ODD
 after sucking off Mr. Jefferson in the office. I took the bus again, still horribly turned on, and as I sat there daydreaming about what I had just been through and what I might be experiencing tomorrow, I allowed my fingers to drift down to my pussy once again. As I had already figured out the day before how to touch myself without being seen, I enacted that plan, placing my fingers just so, and then letting the natural vibrations of the bus do the rest.

Worthington Avenue was very bumpy. I enjoyed it a lot. I'm sure that my moans and pleasured hums could be heard above the engine of the bus, but at that point, I hardly cared. I could have been gang banged by the entire bus population, and it would have been fine by me.

But, as I said, I felt a little odd even with how aroused I was.

Not how you might think—I didn’t feel like a whore. Or at least, I didn’t feel ashamed
 like I imagine you might imagine, sitting there doing your dirty little imaginings.

Instead, I felt...well, happy
. It had been a long time since I’d sucked anyone’s cock. It’d be a long time since I had been able to have sex with a man at all. If doing it this way was all I could make work, then I was happy for the chance.

Because...well, here’s the thing. It’s a little embarrassing to admit, but I really, really love sucking cock. It’s wonderful. I don’t know why the myth ever started that its degrading to women, or that women don’t like it.

I mean, obviously, I get it—a woman is on her knees pleasing a man. That’s natural supplication. But, god, it’s so much fucking fun
 to 
have a man fill your throat full of his cock. To slurp up all of his precious meat and show him how hot you can be by treating him like a god. Why would anyone ever complain? In some ways, it’s even better than normal penetrating sex (though, don’t get me wrong, nothing beats fantastic sex of that kind). But, me giving incredible head is much, much better than mediocre sex.

Here’s why: I’m in control, and I'm good
 at sucking cock.

If a blowjob is good or bad, that’s all on me. It doesn’t matter how good a lover the man is—he’s just there to be hard and to enjoy what I’m doing.

And um, if he takes control? If he starts fucking my mouth rotten, making tears stream down my face and treating my mouth like a cunt? Well, that’s excellent
 sex, in my opinion. So, as far as I’m concerned, there’s no way that blowjobs can go wrong.

I’ve alluded to this already, but it’s been a long, long while since I’ve had any sex at all. But there was a time when sex was basically all I existed for. In college, I went a little cock-crazy during my first couple of years. I think I had sex with a whole fraternity in the space of a month. It was fun, you know? There’s not quite as many activities in this world as fun as getting cock stuffed into your eager, needy, wet pussy on the regular. I was so lucky to find a group of guys who knew that’s what I was for.

I kept going back to the fraternity over and over. Phi Kappa Theta. They knew just how to treat me—from the Seniors to the Freshmen, all of them knew that I was simply theirs for the taking.

They used me however they wanted. They held “Shannon Nights” before big tests in which they would all wait in their bedrooms for me to sneak in and suck them off to relieve their stress. When their girlfriends found out, a lot of the boys let the relationships end rather than agreeing to stop fucking me.

I loved it. I loved the status; I loved the thrills; I loved everything about being their personal sextoy.

But my grades started suffering right away. I had to pull back—and in my determination to make  all of college work, I went completely cold turkey on sex. Luckily, the guys all understood. Apparently, they spent so much time jerking off to photos and videos of me and actually fucking me that their own grades had 
started to suffer as well.

So, all good things had to end. No more sex, no more fun times. From then on, it was all success-driven, business-minded, academic-thinking ventures for me. I worked terribly hard on my novel and completed it in just under a year. Maybe some people can make it work: balancing work and play. For me, though, it seems like it’s one or the other.

And now that I was trying to get more work through lots of fun play...I think my body started to remember all the fun that I could have.

The bus stopped right as I was in the middle of a particularly nice fantasy about a crowd of knife-wielding men cornering me in an alley—I had arrived at the corner store where my pharmacy was located. My mother needed medicine.

I strutted in, still flying high on lust. I hadn’t quite cum in the bus, but I had gotten awfully close.

In the back, at the pharmacist’s desk, I noticed he was alone.

“Everyone out to lunch?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “Two are out sick. The flu. Have you gotten your shot?”

I had, and told him so.

He was a handsome man, an older man. Sort of like Mister Jefferson, except where Jefferson was broad and rugged, the pharmacist, Doctor Taylor, was tall and wiry. He wore thin wire-frame glasses that highlighted how dark his eyes were. At this point, I had known him for quite a few months. I was in at least twice a month for refills.

After gathering my pills, he rang up my total. My eyes shot up—it was much, much more than I had money for.

“The cost...” I said, with some disbelief. “Has it gone up?”

“Yes,” he said. “A few shipments were lost, and supply has gone down. So, cost went up. And your insurance...they don’t want to cover it anymore. You may be able to appeal, get some recompense, but, you know how these things go.”

I did know how these things go. My lust-addled mind flew into action. I could do something about this. I could do some very, very naughty things about this.

I bit one plush lip, trying to grab his attention. “Can I talk with you in private?”

He smiled, friendly. “Miss Brook, I don’t know that—”

“Please?” I leaned forward and grabbed his arm. My cleavage—still shiny with Jefferson’s cum—showed proudly.

“I just want to speak with you really quickly. I have something I’d like to tell you in confidence. Away from any prying eyes.”

“Um...” he coughed. “Very well. Certainly. Sure.”

He walked around to the side door and led me to the back of the pharmacy, between tall rows of drugs. Lucky for me, he placed himself with his back to the wall—all the better for my purposes.

“It’s just...Doctor Taylor, I know it’s really, really
 important to pay for all my medicine, but the thing is, this time...I just can’t.”

“I see. Well,” he shrugged. “My hands are tied, Shannon. I’m sorry. I know your mother is sick—”

“She is
. Very, very sick. She’ll be in a horrid state without this medicine, Doctor.”

“I know, and I feel bad about that, but—”

“Isn’t there a way,” I asked, stepping closer, twirling one strand of my long red hair, “that I could make you feel better about everything?”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.”

“Don’t you?”

My tits crushed up against his chest now. Even pressed hard against him, they were still triumphantly huge, and their volume only seemed to increase by being pushed up against his body.

“Shannon...Miss...I mean...”

I like handjobs for a lot of the same reason that I like blowjobs. Blowjobs are better, don’t get me wrong. But when I give someone a handie, a lot of the same principles apply. I’m in control. I get to decide how much pleasure the man gets.

“It’s just...if you helped me like this...” I slipped my hand to the inside of his thigh. Very soon the tips of my fingers danced along his zipper. “If you helped me...then I could help you. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“Miss...Misses...Miss...I mean, Miss...uh...”

“Shhh.”

It didn’t take any effort at all to take his zipper down. His cock plopped down on my hand. Like he had been waiting for me; like this was all part of the plan. He was already getting hard.

“Isn’t that nice?” I asked, stroking him harder. “Isn’t that what you want? Isn’t that good for you?”

“Oh, man...Shannon. I don’t know that...I mean, I don’t think that...”

“Shhh,” I said again, kissing him on the chin. “Stop thinking. That’s the whole problem you’re having, I think. Too much thinking. This is a simple exchange. No thinking required. You’re going to give me that medicine...and I’m going to stroke you off. And...if you’d like for this to happen again, just tell me to lick up your cum. You can do that, can’t you? No thinking required.”

He was looking directly down my dress. My expansive cleavage. The shiny smear on it from Jefferson’s cum, the presence of which certainly was less of a mystery to him now. The way the fabric clung to my sexy hips as I pushed into his body.

It had been a long, long time since I had given a handjob, but some things you never forget. He was getting close, I could tell instinctively. His orgasm was approaching. He bucked his hips into my hand. His arms came up against my back, and he buried his face in my hair. His breaths were hot, intense, taking in as much of my scent and warmth as he could.

“Won’t you do that for me?” I asked again, stroking so diligently. “Please, Harold?”

“Oh god...Oh god! I can’t...I’m gonna...oh, god!”

Breathing heavy, he came into my hand. The liquid jets of his white goo felt so warm and hot. Some got on my dress. I didn’t care. I felt alive. I felt empowered.

After letting him recover for a moment—but not too long—I held up my hand, covered in his jizz. I eyed the gooey mess hungrily.

“How about it, Doctor? Are we going to do this again?”

Dazed, he nodded. And smiling, I licked it all up for him.

Two minutes later, before he had time to think it through, I left with a bag of medicine for my mother and slipped back up on the bus. I still
 hadn’t had a good cum...but I was content in the knowledge that I had encouraged a few. And, at least in Doctor 
Taylor’s case, I had put a down-payment on some future cums when he went home and thought about how hot our episode was.

I knew this wouldn’t work forever, though. I knew sooner or later I would get caught, or Doctor Taylor’s conscience would catch up to him.

I had to get that job. I had to do whatever I needed to do.
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BEFORE LONG, I HAD
 arrived home early in the afternoon.

My mother was asleep, and seemed restful for once. I left her medicine in a tray next to her bed, easy to access and use.

Then, I retired to my bedroom to examine my clothing choices for the next day. There was no stress-eating by me (indeed, no eating at all, really. I had a breakfast instead of a dinner that day). There was no binging through television (we couldn't afford cable or internet regardless). No, there was just me in a room concentrating on what I needed to do to get a job.

And what I knew, what I had been told, was that I really had to dress to impress if I was going to get this job.

One other girl was in direct competition with me. I hated to be so cutthroat, but it was her or me. Morality stops hanging around in your head when everything you need—everything your mother
 needs—rides on getting a job.

And if I had to be ridden to get that job, I was happy for the chance. More than happy, actually. I had to stop my planning a few times because I got so turned on from the thought of having this job where sex would be one of my primary functions.

I finally enjoyed that nice cum that I had been sitting on all day long, imagining Katya breaking me in to Jefferson's will, wrapping her perfectly manicured hands in my thick red hair and using my mane as a handle as she fucked my mouth onto Jefferson's cock. In my little daydream, I came when he came.

But, such distractions could only last for a little while. I knew I had to stay on point.

When I want to dress to look sexy, there are a few basic principles to stick to:

- show off my tits

- show off my hair

- show off my legs

Everything besides that it just gravy. So, let’s start with the first item on the list, tits. I have lots of bras—I’m a busty lady, like I said, and so I kind of run through them on a normal basis. My tits are thankfully pretty buoyant, and I do my honest best to keep my back strong so that they’ve got regular support. But, at the same time, because they’re so heavy and big, there’s a lot of wear and tear on bras over time. I'm always buying new ones—but luckily for me, because I hadn't been focused on sex for a while, all my sexy ones were still in perfect condition.

Push-up bra for the win, am I right? Nothing like a big pair of tits made to look even sexier by pushing them up and together. Honestly, it’s the way tits like mine were made to be displayed. The one I picked was violet and lacy.

To make sure my hair looked good, I combed it thoroughly and set a few alarms so that I would wake up extra early in the morning to have it styled just right.

So, legs. When it comes to showing off legs, women have two wonderful secret weapons—high heels and silk stockings. I chose to use both. I picked up another pair of heels—not as expensive as the ones I had worn earlier in the day, but definitely sexier. The heels were taller, and the straps sliding upward wrapped back and forth in a way to show off the arch of my feet. They would be uncomfortable, but at this point, I was expecting to spend more time off my feet with my heels in the air than anything else.

Anything for a job, remember.

Of course, I couldn't be all accessories. I had to pick out an outfit that would work for me as well. So, when I was done scrounging through my closet, my chosen outfit looked like a sexified version of a secretary’s outfit. I wanted these important, big-cocked men to look at me and know what they’d be able to have sitting in their office at any given time. A willing, hot, eager-to-please pet who was desperate to do anything to keep getting paid.

I wanted them to know I’d dress to excite them. I wanted them to imagine me, waiting at work after I was supposed to go home, 
sticking around as they called their wife and said they wouldn’t be home until late...finally giving me the little beckoning finger to come crawl forward and suck on their big, bad, impressive cocks.

“Please can I do this again tomorrow morning?” I’d beg. “Maybe when I bring you coffee? Maybe you'll want to cum in mine so I drink it down allll day long?”

That’s the message I wanted to send—a cocksucking, coffee-serving servant who was happy to do anything her corporate masters asked.

I didn’t care about principles or morals anymore. I wanted to get paid and I wanted a big heaping serving of cock stuffing my hot little body whenever possible.

You see, I had forgotten about the effect cock had on me.

I had forgotten how a good dose of sex really unleashed all sorts of sexy, easy, floozy feelings in me that I adored. Feelings that I had pushed deep down inside of myself because I wanted to be presentable and successful.

If somehow I could be successful and still be a floozy...gosh, wouldn’t that be great?

Of course, there was one little snag, as I mentioned before—I wasn't on any birth control. Why bother, when just yesterday morning I was sure I wasn't going to have sex?

But, well...I didn't care. If I was going to get pregnant, I'd get pregnant. That was one way for sure
 to make sure a man took care of me.
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THE NEXT MORNING, I
 arrived a half-hour early, once again. This turned out to be a good idea because of the difficulty I had with parking, and how long it took to navigate the length and then height of the building to the very top floor.

I was met, once more, by a gorgeous secretary who guided me to the back of the floor to where I would be interviewed by the committee.

That top floor was something else. It’s almost hard to describe, because it sounds so unreal. There no cubicles, only offices. All the 
offices had glass windows, some of them with shades. Inside virtually every office was a woman on her hands and knees, working on a computer or sucking cock. In one or two offices, a lucky assistant was eating pussy.

All the women were beautiful. All of them—the ones on their hands and knees, and the ones being served.

I walked past the office lounge, and inside a woman was cheerily giving head to a young man who casually sipped at a cup of coffee, reading the daily newspaper. He smiled broadly at me, and tilted his head down—inviting me to join her.

I fought the urge. I certainly wanted to—just entering this floor had sent my lust-crazy mind into a tizzy. I was running on hot, yummy sexual fumes, and there were more fuel for these fumes everywhere I walked.

Finally, the lovely, long-legged secretary led me to a group of handsomely suited men standing in a circle, one of which was Mister Jefferson. I smiled happily when I saw him, and curtsied a little. I figured it couldn't hurt.

“Hello, Mister Jefferson.”

“Good morning, Shannon. We’ve been expecting you.”

All the men around him chuckled, like they were in on some joke. I expect they were.

The Femme Fatale was there as well. She got up off a small chair when I arrived, looking at me smugly.

“Yes. You are very late.” Her voice was thickly accented—something European.

“Late?” I scoffed. “I'm a half-hour early.”

“Yes. And I was an hour early. That means you
 are late.”

“Down, Silvija,” said Mister Jefferson. “You'll get a chance to show off soon enough.”

I was puzzled. “We're to be interviewed...at the same time?”

Again, all the men chuckled. Mister Jefferson took my hand, and then Silvija's, and led us both into a wide room with an enormous table inside. Luxurious leather seats made a circle around it. Inside the room already was another group of men—there were even more!

They all looked at me, and at Silvija, with expectation on their faces. But they offered nothing of what they wanted to see. I knew 
lots of businesses rewarded initiative. And besides, they certainly couldn’t be caught asking
 for sex in order to give people a job. It had to be my idea.

It was
 my idea. I’d be delighted to suck every one of their big, fat businessman cocks in a row if it meant getting a regular paycheck. What’s not to love about sucking cock?

“Well?” said Jefferson after a moment. “Show us what you can do with a room full of men.”

I smiled proudly—I knew exactly
 what I could do with a room full of men.

But next to me, Silvija was ready as well. She strutted forward and grabbed one short, blond man and another burly dark-haired fellow.

“I'm going to suck both your cocks at the same time,” she said, tossing her dark hair back. “And then I'll suck off whoever else wants some.”

The men looked at one another, smiling broadly. The rest of the men started gathering around, wanting to watch. I could feel the job slipping through my fingers, and straight into Silvija's. I couldn't allow that to happen.

“That's small-time,” I said loudly. “You're in a big corporation, girl. You've got to think big.”

And so, I strutted up onto the table. There were at least twenty men in the room, and all of them were looking at me now, even the ones who had Silvija on her knees. Waiting for me to begin.

Dancing to a tune only I could hear, I began to slowly strip off my jacket—revealing the tiny little top I had on with my tits practically spilling out of it. Smiling, I got on my hands and knees and approaching the man nearest to me—a broad, black man with thick horn-rimmed glasses. I took his glasses for a moment and then rubbed his face vigorously into my chest. While I did, my hand was tinkering with his pants...and soon I had his thick black cock in my hand.

“I'm going to suck you off, Sir,” I purred. “And while I do, I want someone to come and fuck me from behind.”

I knelt down and starting to get to work, just as promised. My mouth slipped over the thick black cock, and soon I was sucking as hard and as loving as I ever had. I loved sucking cock so much—I 
didn't care whose cock it was. I was born to do it.

From behind, Mister Jefferson approached me. Momentarily, I popped my mouth off of the black stud’s cock. I made sure to keep him hard, stroking him as I worked.

“Just so you know...” I grinned. “I’m happy if you cum in me, but I’m not on the pill.”

“Good,” he said. “You know, we’ve got a great maternity package here. So, you better earn this job, yeah?”

He slapped my ass. His hands were so thick and hard. I just knew he had left a bruise. Grunting, he pushed my skirt up and gasped softly when he saw that I had no panties there. I had been expecting this sort of treatment, after all.

His length entered me. As he did, I pushed myself deep onto the black stud's cock. Jefferson's cock was just as big as it had been the day before when he throatfucked me. Only now, a huge black stud was fucking my throat and Mister Jefferson was fucking me from behind.

Jefferson picked up the pace immediately—there was a line of men cheering him on. They had all started focusing entirely on what I was doing, losing interest in just a regular old blowjob and handie from Silvija. Half of the men already had their pants down.

“Fuck,” moaned Jefferson. “She's a tight one, boys! You better fight for seconds!”

They did, starting to push each other. Jefferson fucked me harder—and because he pushed into me harder, I pushed into the black stud's cock harder as well. They were a true double-team, each working in hot tandem with the other.

“Fuck.” The black stud grabbed my hair. “I'm gonna cum right down your fucking throat, girl.”

I moaned happily—that would be great! Jefferson was groaning too—he was gonna cum soon, I could feel it. I moaned and gyrated as eagerly as I could, urging both men on. Jefferson, in his hot motions, had started hitting my g-spot, and I was too far gone. I started to cum uncontrollably, my pussy squeezing down on Jefferson's big fat cock. I moaned in pleasure, sucking harder than ever.

It was too much for them—they each came almost simultaneously. First the stud, and then Jefferson, emptying their 
hot, gooey, sexy white loads into my whorish sex-crazy body. I licked up the spunk from the black stud and then pulled the next man in line—a skinny fellow with a shock of red hair like mine. His cock was salty, the cum from the last man still on my lips even as I stuffed my mouth full again.

Behind me, Jefferson finally pulled out of my still-twitching cunt, slapping my ass a final time before he left.

The next man down the line already had his cock hard and ready. He had been stroking himself, like so many of them were. All of these big, powerful men stroked their big fat cocks just looking at the way I was serving them all.

He entered me with gusto and I came, again. I started to lose track of time and space—of whose cock I was even sucking or being fucked by. I didn't care anymore; I was living the way I had been born to live.

Whichever two men were around me fucked me harder and harder, pistoning me between them. We were a perfect engine of sex. A perpetual lust machine.

Nobody cared very much about Silvija anymore. She sat alone, in a corner, watching sadly. I didn't care—I had won!

With my mouth full of hot, about-to-jizz cock, I looked around at the approaching men. So many more cocks to please. So many hunks to impress. So many different ways to ensure that I got my job. The cocks approached, getting closer to my holes second-by-second. Two of them got on the table with me—they wanted to fuck my cunt and my ass at the same time while I sucked another man’s cock.

I would be delighted to let them.

I’d fuck the entire boardroom. I’d fuck the whole company.

Anything for a job.
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LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT
 my life now:

I’ve got a job.

I’ve got a salary.

I’ve got a future.

And, best of all, I’ve got as many hard cocks as I could ever want
—and lots of wet pussy too.

At the grocery store, I buy everything I want. Cantaloupes. Melon. Sweet potatoes. Apples. Oranges. Tomatoes. Everything organic. I pick up a few cakes and plenty of milk and enough food to feed my mother and I for a week with no problems. Sometimes we throw food away because we forget about it in the fridge. If I had done that even a month ago, I would have cried in the bathroom for an hour from the overwhelming shame and stupidity. Now, we’ve got wiggle room to fail in those little ways—which is all I wanted in the first place.

My mother gets better everyday. Now that she has regular access to the medicine she needs, the doctors give her a full, clean bill of health. Before, she had only months to live. Now she could live another twenty or thirty years.

I go to work every day with a smile on my face, and I come home every day with a belly full of cum. I’ll probably be pregnant soon—and there’s really no way to know who the father is without DNA testing the whole staff. There’s an explicit line in my contract that states how they all agree to pay for whatever route I choose to take with the pregnancy—including child care.

If I’m pregnant, I’ll probably look even hotter. So many extra curves and even bigger tits. I just love the thought.

Tomorrow I’ll get on my knees and beg Mister Jefferson to put another load in my fertile womb. Katya promises me he wants to get me pregnant. She says he’s never fucked a preggo girl before. She says she's begging for him to do the same to her, that she's desperate to carry his seed like a good girlfriend. If he gets either of us pregnant, he'll give us raises.

I just love working in the corporate world.
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The Quarterback Forced Me
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P
ace is just killing on the football field. Like, no, really, I think he might legit be killing people. They’ve had to drag off three players already and it’s barely the second quarter. He’s massive, he’s skilled, and he’s brutal.

And god help me, it turns me on so much.

I hate him for it. I hate what he’s doing to me, the sick hot ways he makes me feel.

I don’t even like
 football, for god’s sake.

I’m a nerd. An honest-to-god nerd. I’m not pretty enough to be hanging out at a college football game all by myself, hoping beyond hope that somehow I’ll catch the eye of the one guy who I can’t stop finger-stuffing my pussy to. I’m too tall for him; I’ve seen the girls he likes. They’re shorter than than his huge six-foot-eight frame by at least a foot (and god, drool
, what the fuck do you think that
 sex is like? I’ll tell you, since I’ve watched—it’s like a jackhammer breaking through paper mache.)

They’re all blond, and bubbly, and cute
, with overdone make-up and perfectly coiffed hair and bright eyes and happy smiles.

They probably try to give up a blowjob on the first date as a compromise so their soaking little white panties don’t have to know the fury of his cock too soon. Too bad, so sad, blowing him is like trying to suck a fucking living steel pipe.

Good luck with that, girls.

Like okay, sure, I’m pretty enough. Tall, like I said. Skinny as hell. Enough tits to wear tight shirts and look hot.
 Guys hit on me from time to time. If you’re a guy, and you saw me at like, I don’t know, 
the record store? And we were looking at the same record, you’d get that weird hopeful flirty beat to your heart because you'd think that I am totally in your league.

I’m that sort of pretty—the kind that everyone thinks is in their league. It’s kind of a hassle. People tell me I look like a bitch most of the time, but that’s just my face
, I can’t do anything about what it looks like when it’s resting.

Just don’t tell me to smile, goddammit.

I’d smile if Pace told me to. I’ve seen him tell girls to smile as he walks by them, and they do, immediately, smiling bright and happy just because he happens to be paying them attention.

He’s that
 kind of good-looking. And then I’ve seen some of those girls condescend at themselves for just changing their appearance because a fucking man
 asked them to. It’s sad, truly, but sometimes when a guy is hot enough we just can’t help but do whatever the fuck he wants.

It's a biological truth. Sometimes a girl just wants to be drilled by the hottest guy alive. And god help me, I don't think there's anyone hotter than Pace Everton.

Maybe you’re wondering about all this info I have on him.

Okay, yes
, I’ve watched him. A lot. Like I’m watching him now, just on a fucking panty-melting path of destruction on the football field. There's a bunch of whistles blowing and Pace is high-fiving his linemen, and I think he just fucked up another defensive linebacker. I don't think quarterbacks are supposed to block as much as he does, but he seems to take pleasure, a lot of it, in hitting others. In hurting them. I feel like a princess watching a barbarian king slaughter the army that's supposed to protect her.

Sometimes I sneak into his yard at night and watch him fuck girls. It’s hard to do because he does it in so many rooms at his frat house. When you’re as big as him, I guess, it’s really easy to pick up the tiny fuckdolls he enjoys and just hammer their cunts against whatever wall in whatever portion of his frathouse. Sometimes guys walk by him and give him high fives. If they’re lucky, and he’s feeling generous, he’ll drop off the sorority cunts into the rooms of his teammates after he’s fucked them stupid so the girls can offer up their bodies for sloppy seconds.

And I watch it all, sometimes with binoculars and sometimes standing so close to the big windows that I don’t even need those, with my fingers attending my clit and my orgasms arriving as regular as the subway.

Shut the fuck up. I know it’s weird. He’s fucking hot
, okay?

I can’t help myself.

Like, no, he’s stupid
 handsome. He’s the kind of guy you’d see on magazine covers selling perfect abs and suave looks. His hair is dark blond and thick and he keeps this regular beard that you just fucking know
 would make you feel so warm and fulfilled and safe if he nuzzled it against your cheek. He’s got a body that looks like it was carved from Mt. Sinai and he wears his pants fucking tight
 and so I can see
 his bulge on campus. It goes down almost to his knee.

Drool. Drool drool drool.

Once, I watched him watch a group of freshman cheerleaders walk by, all those tiny little skirts—swish swish swish—and the bulge jumped forward, hardening. I had to run away and cum in the nearest safe space. All I could find was a basement shelf in the library among all the newspapers and microfilms.

It was enough. Nobody saw me until I had left a big orgasm cloud all over their precious old information.

It’s stupid. I hate everything about him. He just scored another touchdown and he’s dancing on the field. He crushes the ball in one hand and shoves it into the referee’s hands. But he doesn’t even get off the field, because there’s nothing he likes better than the excuse to hurt people. He plays on every down. Offense and defense. His team has stopped going for the single extra point via kicking because he just plows through the other team’s defensive line every play. Why not go for two?

I see him flash a wink at the cheerleaders down on the line, and several of them swoon. He’s fucked more than a few of them. Maybe all of them. Probably to the point of getting them pregnant. That's what he does.


After the last game, I invited myself to the after-party, looking awkward as hell in my nerdy hipster outfit. I’m too tall to be one of the football team’s girls, like I said, and way too skinny. Like, dangerous skinny—as in, I get regular talks from concerned 
professors and pamphlets about centers in the area that help with eating disorders.

But I’m not anorexic. I’m not
. I just don’t eat a lot and I work out a ton.

My chest is nothing like those 36D cups those bimbos he fucks on the reg have, but they’re an honest-to-god handful and I stand by them. My legs are fucking killer
 and my ass is a fucking rock
 because uh, I can’t do anything about below-average tits but I can squat all. Day. Long.

And I fucking do
, because jesus christ jesuschrist
 what if he fucking talks to me one day? I have to be able to show him something
 worth while.

What if I can convince him to fuck me?

Of course I can’t. I can’t even remember to eat like I should.

It’s fucking hard to remember to eat sometimes when every waking moment that I’m not studying I’m spending with a dildo shoved up my cunt because I can’t fucking stop thinking about how badly I need to be plowed by Pace Everton.

He’s absolutely everything I hate in a man. He’s arrogant. He thinks he’s God’s gift to not just women, but to basically all of humankind.

And he’s fucking rich
, oh my god. He could buy seventeen houses on the monthly allowance from his billionaire trust fund alone. He drives around in fancy sports cars that I don’t even know the fucking name
 of.

Like, what’s beyond a Lamborghini? What’s it called when someone takes all the money and engineering required for a Ferrari and a Porsche combined and drives that around—those stupid impractical begging-for-a-ticket-but-I-don’t-care-because-I-bribe-every-police-officer-in-the-tri-state-area cars?

Is it “European”?

Anyway—he’s got that
.

And he’s fucking cruel. Brutal, like I mentioned. He likes hurting people. Football lets him do it. He’s playing on defense now, been playing in the game for like thirty minutes straight, and I’m not even sure he’s broken a sweat.

He’s fucking superhuman and I can’t stop myself from slipping my 
fingers down into my skirt as I watch. I’ve got a blanket over my lap and I sweep the thick dark locks of hair from my eyes and touch my clit. I’m not wearing panties because fuck.
 That.

I came to a game to watch the object of my stalker obsession hurt people and score points. Why the fuck would I wear panties?

My clit is ready to go, raring, waiting, needing. My clit and I get along perfectly because it’s the one piece of anything
 in the universe that probably needs Pace’s cock more than I do.

1st down, and he sacks the quarterback. Just rips through the offensive line like a fucking madman. They’re scared of him. I can see the bruises on their arms, the long cuts dripping down into the turf. He’s bellowing and raging like a viking and I’m humping the air minutely like I’m sitting on some fucking air cushion. But it’s just my ass, those thick muscles pushing up and needing, needing
 to see him do more.

2nd down. He grabs the running back by the shoulder pads and clotheslines him with an arm the size of a fucking tree trunk. I moan, loudly. The family in front of me hugs their daughter close and the mother shoots me a dirty look. Of course I ignore her. Did I mention I'm on the opposing team’s side of the stands?

Maybe these people are the family of the sucker who just got walloped. I massage my clit a little faster.

It sort of turns me on to be around their misery. What he brings in the world.

Fuck, I hate him so much for what he does to people. What he does to me
.

3rd down. I think he cracks an offensive lineman’s helmet with a palm strike. Directly after that, he picks up the quarterback and tosses him like a top ten yards backwards. I moan heatedly, feeling my orgasm so fucking close.

“Shit, baby,” I moan. “Oh god, oh my fuck, oh god...”

It starts to rain. Other people take out their umbrellas, their ponchos. They all look like they’re watching a three hour funeral. I’m the only one who doesn’t cover up, who doesn’t do anything
 but continue to finger my needy cunt while I watch the god of my dreams do unspeakable acts to innocent young men, while I watch him do everything I hate about men—violent, uncaring, selfish—and make it into a fucking master class of turning me the fuck on

.

4th down. They try to punt. I can hear Pace’s laughter from up here. I already know what he’s going to do.

He just rips past their line again, stepping on hands and throats, and rips the ball out of the kicker’s hands before kicking him in the stomach. I think I hear bones break. I don’t give a fuck. As he saunters slowly into the end zone and scores his sixth touchdown of the night, I let out a murderously happy, barely concealed squeal as I cum.

He takes his fucking helmet off and I can see that gorgeous, beautiful, perfect face with all that insane rage and depravity, and I cum as hard as I ever have.

It takes me a minute before I get my composure back. People are staring at me. I don’t give a sweet fuck. I’m still
 horny, because there’s another two quarters to play. I know as soon as it’s halftime he’s going to take his pick of the cheerleading squad and abuse her cunt until probably she’s pregnant.

With some of the girls on the squad, it would be the third or fourth kiddo he’s given them. He’s got more money than god and doesn’t give a fuck if he pays for a child to raise. He just likes taking over women’s lives.

All I want him to do is to do the same to me.

All I want him to do is to never exist so that I never have to think about any
 of this again.

Thank god it’s raining. Probably that will cover up the wet sploochy kiss I’ve left on the metal bleachers from my dripping cunt.

There’s probably penalties for what he’s been doing. Like, football penalties. None of it seems
 legal.

I don’t know the most about football, though I’ve picked up some from watching him. But honestly, I think he’s bribed all the referees from here to kingdom come. Maybe he’s threatened them, too.

I heard on campus that he stopped coming to class and so a professor—a man—went to sit down and reason with him. Pace told the professor that if he saw him on campus again, then he would go to his house and burn it down in the night after skullfucking his barely eighteen daughter.

Then, I heard he did it anyway, just for the trouble of having to 
make the threat in the first place.

Just rumors, right?

Maybe.

He doesn’t care
 about other people. At all. Anyone. He’s above them all. He fucking hates
 most people, it seems like, and gets off by causing them pain, discomfort, agony, and terror.

And fuckohfuck
 I know all about it and I can’t stop myself from needing him.

I hate him so fucking much. Why does he have to be so fucking gorgeous
?
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SO, YOU KNOW THAT WHOLE
 thing about drinking and driving and not to do it? Totally true.

I had brought a little flask of brandy with me for watching the game. I mean, give me a fucking break, I might be an obsessed stalker with practically no social life to speak of because all of my available time is spent daydreaming about the girth and length of a billionaire quarterback’s fuckpole, but I’m not totally
 insane. I had to get a little drunk to work up the courage to finger myself in public while I watched him destroy others.

You know, like a normal person.

Anyway, so I am just a little
 bit tipsy, taking subsequently longer and longer drags from my flask while I wait outside the locker room in the bushes, hoping to catch sight of Pace again. But, while I'm there, I saw the security guards start making their rounds.

The crowd had long since left, and inside the locker room, I am pretty
 sure I heard the distinct pounding of flesh on flesh on wall while Pace had his way with the opposing team’s cheerleaders. He can probably fuck all of them and not get tired. I hope he would. More fodder for my imagination.

Like, don’t make any mistake—I’ve got no real desire to ever actually speak
 to the guy. I mean, desire
, sure, okay. Yes. I have that. But not like, intent
.

I don’t drop things in front of him; I don’t sign up for the same classes as him (if only because he doesn’t go to them anyway); I 
don’t follow him to clubs and grocery stores and bars and follow him inside. You know, not right away, not so we would bump into each other. I keep my distance. That’s how I like it.

Because there’s really two options if that happens.

One—he doesn’t notice me. Life crushing. Fuck oh fuck. Sees me and doesn’t even give
 a fuck? Ugh. Kill me.

Right now I can have all the romantic fantasies I want. Fantasies about being the number one cunt in his life, the one he actually respects
, the one he wants to keep even if he fucks a few other girls on the side (I don’t have any illusions, even in my fantasies, about my cunt being enough for him. Honestly the thought of him fucking a lot of women turns me on. Why wouldn’t it? I’m fucking attracted to his virility
, for chrissake).

Or two—he does
 notice me, and fucking wants
 me.

And I’ve seen what he does to the girls he wants. They end up slobbering, stupid messes. Pathetic gobs of half-people just aching and praying for another phone call, another fuck, another late night pussy-blasting session where he fucks them so hard that their minds revert back to their fucking lizard brain and the fight-or-flight function just makes their cunts squeeze his cock all the harder for it.

I’ve seen
 that, and I don’t want that.

Not...not really.

Frankly, that he does it to so many women disgusts me. It disgusts me almost as much as it turns me on.

Anyway, the security guard is coming and I’m soaking in the rain and every inch of my pale skin is just totally fucking drenched, so I high-tail it out of there and get to my truck.

Here’s the point about what I was saying about drinking and driving. Really: turns out, totally true; don’t fucking do it.

So, I get in the beaten-up truck that my step-dad gave to me as a “gift,” as if anything that requires two hundred dollars of maintenance a month is a gift, started driving way drunker than I should have, and the first thing that I do, like a complete fucking dunce ditz bitch cunt, is back up straight into Pace’s motorcycle.

Oh, did I mention he rides a fucking motorcycle
 to his football games? Not in the team bus. God no. He rides a motorcycle, because he’s the hottest man alive and when he’s not carousing for pussy in 
his fucking pussy-magnet sports cars, he’s looking like the biggest badass on earth because he drives a fucking motorcycle with his football gear hanging from the back.

I get out of the truck, already starting to cry. I’m still wet—there’s a towel in my backseat but I forgot about it.

I’ve left my seats wet, and my cunt is still fucking sopping just because Pace exists
, but fear and terror strike my heart because oh fuck
 I’ve just drunkenly run over the prized motorcycle of the richest young stud in town.

And, incidentally, the motorcycle of the man who I am probably in love with but totally refuse
 to admit it, because a dream that stupid doesn’t belong in my feminist head.

For about three seconds, I think I can get away with it. I don’t see anyone around. The security guards ended up going the other way, and didn’t seem to hear the massive crash of metal on metal. I start backing up toward my truck.

Why should I pay for this? He’s got eleventy billion dollars, or however the fuck much. Twelvety. Thirteenty. Some stupid made-up number that even I
 have a hard time believing, and that much money fucking turns me on
. I won’t try to convince you
.

If you know anything about stories though, you know that I couldn’t just get away. No, he’s right the fuck behind me. I back up straight into him. First, I feel his naked chest and abs on the back of my body.

Can I repeat that? Can we all just take a moment and soak that in?

First. I felt his naked
. Abs! And chest! That
 fucking set of eight-pack abs, the one I can’t stop creaming about. That
 fucking iron-hard chest. The one that could probably tear me in two with some ridiculously minimum amount of effort. And I felt them on the back
 of my body. Like a girl would, you know, if he had just finished fucking her from behind and collapsed down on her. He would say, “good girl,” into her ear, squeeze her ass and slap her face a bit, just to fuck with her, and then he’d get hard again and start all over.

That’s what I fucking felt, and my panties, already soaked, practically dissolved from the sudden heat and moisture emanating from my cunt.

“Going somewhere?” he asks.

His voice is dreamlike. Godlike. Deep. Husky. Melting my bones into tiny puddles of submission. I’ve heard it of course, but this is the first time ever it’s been directed at me. I’m losing it. I can barely think straight. I’m drunk but I’m not smashed
. I’m drunk enough to the point where getting distracted is pretty fucking easy, you know?

I turn around and see that he’s not wearing anything under his leather jacket. That’s why I only felt naked abs and chest. He’s got pants on, tight
 dark jeans, and there’s his bulge, as big as ever even though he’s probably just finished conquering the entire cheerleading squad of the opposing team.

My knees knock together—they’re trying to signal to me to keep them open so he can fill me up with his womb-impregnating sperm as easily as possible. I do my best, drunkenly, to resist.

“I, um, heh.” I shrug elaborately, unable to form words.

“That’s my bike you smashed there.”

I nod quickly, staring up at him with saucer eyes. “Yes!”

He raises an eyebrow at my excitement.

“Sorry, yes. Yes it is. I’m really sorry about that. I can...you know, I can pay. For the damages. I’ll pay.”

“Yes,” he says. “You will.”

It suddenly occurs to me how bad
 all this is. Fuck. Drinking and driving is dumb. So, so fucking dumb. It’s so dumb and dangerous that my college decided to crack down on it, and any student with a DUI was placed on suspension, with all scholarships immediately
 revoked. If even a whisper of this got out, I’d be screwed harder than Jilly Cheerleader back in the locker room.

I can’t afford college. The only reason I’m staying at all is because of my skyscraper grades and the scholarships those afford me.

I know, right? How can I have such good grades when I’m drooling over Pace Everton all the time?

Well, you
 fucking look at him and then try not to do every fucking thing in your power to stay around him for the rest of your life, okay? A girl’s got to have priorities. So long as I was in school, I was near him. Sometimes I daydreamed about getting my Master’s degree and then working at whatever billionaire office his daddy gives him so that he can come in twice a week when he’s not too busy boning supermodels on cruises and he can throatfuck my needy 
body against a glass desk.

“What’s your name?” he asks.

“Joseline. Joseline Faulk.”

“You’re pretty cute, Joseline.”

I fucking melt
. I can’t even describe how that makes me feel. He can see
 me melt, I know he can. I know he said it to watch
 me melt in front of him. I just shudder and tremble, clearly turned on beyond all belief. I know he’s probably used to women lusting after him, but what he’s doing to me is full body overload and he hasn’t even touched
 me.

God, he said my name. He said my fucking name
.

Fuck!

Say it again. I need
 him to say it again. I need...

I need not to be fucking expelled, Christ!

It all just bursts out of me in a rush. “I’m so sorry,” I bawl. “I didn’t mean to hit it. I’m so, so sorry. I just...I had too much to drink and I shouldn’t have been driving and I never, ever
 wanted to do something to hurt you and please oh fuck don’t tell anyone, please?”

The rant is well-timed. A police officer is approaching, flashlight out. Its beams slide across the crumbled mess of the motorcycle underneath my beaten-up truck.

I can’t do anything else. I grab Pace’s leather sleeve, trying to ignore how badly I need to rub my face against it and then take it home and make a pillowcase out of it that I can snugglefuck for the rest of my life.

“Please?” I whimper. “Please help me? I’ll do anything.”

He smiles that cocky, arrogant smile, knowing he absolutely owns everything about me. I don’t know if it’s possible to cum from a smile, but if I wasn’t so terrified that my life was about to end, I probably would have then and there.

With confidence that could swing the United Nations toward world peace in a heartbeat, he saunters over to the cop. I don’t hear what he says, but when he’s done, the cop wanders off and Pace comes back.

Did I mention how strong he is? Because he’s fucking strong. My truck is in park
 for god’s sake, and he just pushes it forward until its not on his bike anymore. Then he picks up his bike and tosses it into 
the back of my truck.

With um, one fucking hand
.

Jesus Christ, he's a monster.

“Give me your keys,” he says.

Of course I do.
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SO HERE’S THE THING
 about the way I masturbate—it’s constant and hot and pretty much the best thing ever. But sometimes, you know, you want variety. I’ve never been with a guy, but I know how to suck a cock, okay?

How does that work? Well, I’ve got a lot of pictures of Pace. Like, a lot
. So, when I’m fingering myself and looking at them, wondering and wishing and hating
 myself and doing it all anyway, sometimes I pull out a dildo. Sometimes that dildo goes up my cunt—you know, like what it’s for.

But other times...other times, I can’t help but take it and slip it into my mouth. I got the fleshy kind, the expensive
 kind, using like two months of my allotment from the college to pay for it. It feels as close to a real cock as I’ve ever had in my body (though yes, I’m a complete virgin. No anal, no pussy, no head, not even a handjob. I always thought college would be the place for it. Then I saw Pace and realized I never wanted another man in my life if I couldn’t have him. Yeah, he fucking ruined me for other men just by existing.)

And because I’m the kind of girl who likes to do whatever I’m doing well
, I fucking suck cock like a goddamn pro.

So, Pace drives me to a construction site. Abandoned. He can like, kill me and bury the body, and no one would ever know. I probably wouldn’t even fucking mind. Being in the truck with him is sending all my hormones on overdrive, and I am actually drooling—like, warm saliva is uncontrollably sliding from my lips—as I see his bulge get bigger and bigger as he drives.

“You’re a student at the university, right? Like me?”

I nod. “Yes.”

Even though, let’s face it, I couldn’t be less
 like him if I had horns jutting out of my tits.

“I’ve seen you around campus, I think,” he says. “Haven’t I?”

Again I nod. “It’s possible. Anything’s possible. There’s not that many students.”

“There’s enough to see someone and never see them again. I guess we have similar schedules, huh?”

Fuck, does he know? Does he know
? After how careful I’ve been. After all that time I spent trying desperately to make sure that I just wouldn’t be caught watching, wouldn’t be trapped in a situation just like this
, does he know anyway?

He keeps the heater on but turns the truck’s lights off. “This thing is a piece of shit. What’s a pretty girl like you driving such a piece of shit?”

I just giggle and twirl with my hair. “I don’t know.”

Did I mention he just called me pretty? Because, um, I think I can die of orgasms right here and now.

He takes a breath, measuring me. Everything about him is perfect, handsome. I can see his abs flexing and re-flexing, his pec muscles so sharply defined and perfect beneath his jacket. My hands twist at my stupid tight, totally soaked tee shirt. It occurs to me for the very first time that he can see straight through my top and my nipples underneath. They’re big and pointy, hard enough now from my excitement to just cut through glass. I’m breathing hard and my lips are wet and god, god
, his bulge just moved again.

Because of me. Because he’s in the truck with me. I can’t think straight. Not enough oxygen is getting to my brain. It’s all flooding in the blood that’s going to my erogenous zones. Like I give a fuck. My brain can die right now so long as I taste his cock.

No. No
.

No, no. I don’t want that. He’s a pig. An awful horrible pig. He probably kicks puppies for fun and breaks up long-term relationships, like marriages with kids, because he thinks it’s funny
, and why the fuck does that do nothing to stop how fucking turned on I am?

“I’m going to make you a deal,” he says. “I can ruin your life pretty much whenever I want, can’t I? By telling the dean about this. Telling anybody, really, about how you fucked up my bike and that you were drunk when it happened.”

I gulp. “Yes. You can.”

“So.” With no flourish, no pageantry, he unzips his pants and pulls out his cock. “Suck me off, here and now, and I’ll think about not doing just that.”

His cock, thick and hard, is already weeping precum. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen and I’ve been stalking Pace for at least six months now. Up close, in this confined space, there is no getting around the indomitable fact of his gigantic cock.

I can’t stop my body from lurching forward, like we’re on some deep sea cruise, and the only thing that saves me from impaling my mouth totally is that I’m wearing my seat belt.

“You want it,” he says. “I can tell you do. So do yourself a favor. Suck my cock. Give yourself what you want, like a good girl. Know your place and put your mouth to work.”

I whimper. “I just...I...I can’t. I’ve seen...I know what you do. You...use girls. Forget them. Fuck and abuse them. And...and...”

“And?”

“And...”

Me talking about what he did clearly arouses him. His cock gets bigger, harder
, if such a thing is even possible. Can I even fucking fit it in my mouth? A strange, hot, animalistic sound leaves my mouth, more of a growl than a moan.

“I just...I don’t want to,” I lie.

I mean it’s not totally
 a lie. There are parts of me that don’t want to, like there are parts of you that don’t want to eat a triple bacon cheeseburger after a bad day. But you eat it anyway, because you know, at that moment, that burger is the cure to all your problems.

And right now, my want is seriously overpowering my do-not-want.

He clearly doesn’t believe me. He takes his hand and wipes it down the length of his cock, covering it in the thick, syrupy precum that’s just streaming down like a fucking river. And then he holds the hand out, close to my face. I’m painfully aware that he could smother me with just that one hand if he wanted—his palms are so big
 and strong—and I could die right then by being choked to death on his precum.

There are much worse ways to go.

“You really don’t want to taste this?”

It smells like man-heaven. Like a thousand football locker rooms, like the inside of armor worn by a warrior who single-handedly killed ten thousand men, like the salty expanse of a navy sailor’s skin after years at sea. I can’t help myself anymore. My mouth leans forward, tongue stretching out, and quick as a cat, he slides the hand around my head and shoves my open mouth down on the tip of his cock.

For a moment, I fight it. Just a moment, though, and just because it's so unexpected. Then my tongue starts to work, inanely believing that by pushing it against his hardness it could actually lift me against the shoving force of his arm. It can’t. Nothing can. If he wanted, he could choke me to death on his cock and I wouldn’t be able to do a thing about it.

That makes me so fucking wet.

My tongue in its struggles only manages to taste his firm, hard flesh. The thickness of his cock, the delicious length, the salty heaven of his precum. I moan, my lips vibrating with lust around his cockhead, and then I start to suck in earnest.

“That’s it, slut,” he moans, leaning his head back. “I knew you’d come around. Bitches always do.”

I’m not supposed to want this. This is supposed to be awful. Horrible.

This is degrading. He’s a pig. A fucking monster
. He probably thinks he’s some alpha
 male who deserves this sort of treatment from any woman he sets his eyes on.

And yet just sucking his cock is making my cunt pulse with bliss and my orgasm seems like just a touch away. I’m looking up at him with big dark eyes, hoping beyond hope that I’m doing it right, that I’m making him happy.

I can feel the huge swell of his cockhead pushing deep into my throat and beyond, until it reaches my esophagus, bulging through my throat. I don’t gag. I’ve gotten really good with the dildo at home. I’m pretty sure I can take all of him. I keep trying.

“Fuck,” he groans. “You are getting in
 there, girl. Take it, come on. As much as you can. I know it won’t be all of it, but—”

Now I’m angry
 with him, even as I’m fucking turned on beyond belief. Can’t take all of it? Not able to do as well as those other fucking 
bimbos he dates?

Fuck you
, man.

(Yes, har har, so ironic, he’s fucking me.)

I swallow more—actually swallowing, engaging my throat muscles, so that the tightness of my esophagus constricts on his shaft. I can feel his thickness bulge and pulse with pleasure.

Small jets of precum splatter down my throat, heading straight into my stomach. I keep pushing down farther, all the way, his hand pushing the wet mess of my hair, until my lips hilt around the base of his cock. My nose fills with his pubic hair, musty and raw, and I inhale deeply.

Then, slowly, I pull back. This whole time I’ve had my eyes closed and I look up at him just as my lips reach the tip of his cockhead again.

He’s looking at me with lust
. Before I was just a little fuckwhore he was going to take his payment from. But he’s looking at me now and I can tell he fucking wants
 me.

“I don’t think I’ve had someone take all of me like that before,” he says, voice muted.

I close my eyes again, moans muted by the thickness of his cock as I sink back down. There’s an easy, hot contentedness I feel, just lazily sucking up and down his big, fat cock like a good girl. Like a kept girl. I let myself pretend that I’m his girlfriend and this is our special spot where we come to two or three times a week, just to let me blow him like this.

But the laziness can’t last. I’m really
 turning him on. His hands grab at the side of my head and start shoving me up and down with terrific force.

In short order, he’s completely skullfucking me, masturbating using my greedy mouth as a lubricant. I can’t resist anymore and my fingers slide to my cunt, fingering myself silly while he works me over. There’s no way to resist, and I don’t want to anymore. No part of me protests. All I want is to cum with his cum inside me.

His balls, fuck
. Have I mentioned his balls yet? They’re enormous, the size of oranges, like little chin-pillows for every time he shoves me all the way down his fat fucking meat. I can feel them tense up, his body tightening. One of my hands slides against his abs, leaving me overwhelmed with how hard
 
he is, and I can feel my own orgasm coming fast.

So fast.

His load erupts down my throat, and as he sprays into me, he continues to fuck my mouth so that the spray hits everywhere. My throat, my tongue, my teeth, all of it is splattered with his hot, gooey gift. My own bliss hits at the same time and I’m fucking cumming
 as he ejaculates into me, fucking cumming for the first time with a man’s cock inside my body.

When he finally pulls out, he doesn’t have to tell me to clean him, but he does anyway.

“Make it shine, cunt.”

But is that a hint of softness I detect in his voice?

I lick him up and down with happy, post-orgasmic rapture, making sure every last part of his huge, heavy horsecock is sparkling and fine.

After a while of doing this, I must pass out, because the next thing I know, he’s driving up to my apartment. I’d been using his half-hard cock and thick balls as a pillow while I dozed.

“I’ll call you sometime,” he says, stepping out of the truck.

There's a man in a suit on the street with an expensive town car, waiting for Pace. The billionaire stud must have contacted his people while I was knocked loopy on his cock.

If I’d been through anything except for the fuck of my life, high on pheromones and lust, I would protest that he didn’t have my number.

But he takes off in the town car, and I'm pretty much convinced that I'll never hear from him again.
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TURNS OUT, THE SCHOOL’S
 stadium has digital cameras in the parking lot. Pace’s been the quarterback for three years now, ever since he arrived as a freshman (which like, right?
 Who the fuck gets to quarterback in college as a freshman? I guess the hottest stud in the world does.).

Because of that, he’s pulled in a LOT of funding for the stadium, as 
well as convincing his own estate to donate substantially to the team, and so they have top of the line everything. Premiere weight room and training facility; concession stands loaded with gourmet food from local restaurants; craft beer served at every booth; club seating in the stands; gigantic HD monitors hanging over the field—and, yes, stupid digital cameras in the stupid digital parking lot.

Which is how I wind up, one day after fulfilling like every wet dream of my life with sucking off Pace in the trunk, in the office of the Dean.

He’s an older fellow, maybe sixty, with a big horseshoe of shaggy silver hair and a frown that says “I’ve seen your like here before, young lady, and I do not approve.”

I mean I guess by definition most frowns do not approve
, but you know what I mean. He’s an asshole and he’s sort of proud of it because he thinks some people need to have an asshole in their lives.

“What we have here, Joseline,” he explains, “is rather incontrovertible evidence that you destroyed university property last night, as well as the property of one of our students.”

So, when I ran over Pace’s bike, I didn’t see
 it, but I also ripped up a big chunk of asphalt. I guess his bike got caught the wrong way and I dragged it? Something like that, I don’t know.

“Yes, Sir.” I nod. “I’m sorry, sir. I was just trying to get home and I screwed up.”

“You very much did. I’m assuming you were drinking?”

I look away, shamed. I don’t even know how to answer that.

Like—look. Okay? I get it. I know, I know
 they don’t have any real way to know that. The cop never got close enough to really examine me, and unless Pace completely went back on his word, there’s no witnesses to describe how much I was slurring my words and how much the stink of booze was on my breath and skin. But I’ve never been in trouble before.

Honestly, like never
. I dress like a weird nerd outcast or whatever—and I’m doing it today, tight skinny leather pants and a ripped mesh sweater over a tight red top, baring my midriff but for the slender dark hoodie I’ve got (bite me, it’s cold out)—but super serious, I’m a good girl. As an only child, I never had anyone around really teaching me the ways of mischief, and all my friends thought I 
was a bad ass because I actually put on eyeliner and lipstick in the eleventh grade.

Does that paint the picture for you?

So like, this sort of situation? Being accused with exactly what I did even though it’s in my absolute best interest to lie my ass off? I’ve got no fucking clue how to handle it.

“I’ll want an answer, Joseline. Were you drinking?”

“He didn’t mind,” I blurt out, hoping to avoid the question altogether. “The student. He drove me home. Surely you saw that.”

“Yes.” He leaned forward. “But there is a growing contingent in the administration, led of course by me, that finds it rather...distasteful that certain students get away with whatever they want simply because they are close to other, more formidable students.”

In plainspeak, he’s tired of Pace’s bullshit all the time—all the violence and all the sex and all the bribes—and is looking to go after those people close to him to get at him.

And, speak of the devil, who walks in at that very moment
 but Pace himself. Tall. Majestic. Muscular. Fucking Godlike. My heart starts beating fast and won't stop and I don't care. I can smell his cock. It's a smell that is part of my entire body chemistry, now.

“What the fuck is this all about, McCullough?” Pace demands. “I thought I told you I was tired of hearing your bullshit.”

McCullough places his hands together like he’s some kind of fucking supervillain. You know the way—fingers pressed against each other, his mouth just above the tips of his joined middle-fingers.

“A decision has been made already,” he says. “And information passed along to the scholarship committees. They are, as you might already know, quite anonymous, and well outside of your influence. This one,” he indicates me, “will be punished for her sins accordingly.”

“No!” I cry.

“I’m going to make you pay for this, you little punk,” says Pace.

Pace picks up a chair and breaks it against the wall. The dean backs up into the corner, instantly terrified. Pace flips his desk over—I mean, the fucking thing probably weighs a couple hundred 
pounds easy, and he flips it like it’s fucking sandpaper or something—and wraps a hand around the dean’s throat.

“You can beat me all you like,” McCullough chokes, “but your little girlfriend there has still paid the price for your transgressions. It’s already done. It won’t be undone.”

Pace grins, holding him high in the air. “Then I’ll beat you all I like, then.”

Then Pace starts to hit him.

Quickly, the dean’s face is just a soft red mess, barely recognizable as the man he was even two minutes ago.

My cunt is fucking wet, watching this.

I can’t help it. I’m wet watching him beat the Dean up, even as I’m totally devastated.

Obviously, he’s not doing it for me. He’s doing it because he already thinks he owns
 me, because I’ve sucked his cock, and any harsh treatment of his property is to be met with even harsher
 treatment.

But still I watch, transfixed, licking my lips with a cunt that’s as soaked as a waterpark, feeling my heart thump against my ears as the Dean is brutalized by the monster of the man I’ve been obsessed with for months. I already know I'm going to run home and masturbate to the sight of this later.
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EVENTUALLY I LEAVE
 the office to Pace and his whatever. I figure he might even murder the Dean and, holy shit, I don’t want to witness a murder. Not that I would mind the dean dying, or Pace ripping him limb from limb—or you know, not that, frankly, it wouldn't get me hot
 to know he could just get away with it if he wants—but I don’t want to have to deal with being questioned by police. I couldn’t even muster up a denial to drunk driving; how the fuck would I get away with covering up a murder?

So, that’s it. I’ve got no more scholarships. I’m totally fucked.

I wander out to the quad and fully intend to find someplace safe and quiet, like the library maybe, or a park. I fully intend, once I get home, to have one last final finger-fuck to the subject of my 
obsession before just burning it all. Completely reformatting my computers, cutting up all the pictures and all the maps of his routes through town.

Yeah, I was pretty thorough.

But that’s why this whole fucking mess started and now I’ve lost my fucking future
 and all I got in return for it was one brilliantly hot blowjob. I mean sucking his cock was amazing
, ah-mah-uh-huh-zeeeeeng,
 and he’s totally ruined me for other men for the rest of my life.

But.

But, it’s not worth my whole entire fucking future. Too bad I couldn’t figure that out before. Now I’ll have to...I don’t even know what the fuck.

Get three jobs to pay my tuition? Take a few years off while I try to earn the requisite amount of cash to pay their exorbitant fees for just a semester and a half? Take out a few loans?

With my three-quarters of an English degree, I can expect an entry level position paying maybe
 forty grand a year. That means, if I somehow don’t pay any taxes, eat any food, or need a place to live, or pay for fucking anything
, I can pay for the next three semesters and graduate in like three years.

I am so, so fucking boned.

Pace's hand comes down on my shoulder, and I hate myself for not being able to fight the instant, hot shudder of desire I feel right away. My cunt immediately remembers that all that is important in this world is getting wet enough for his cock so that his mammoth, impregnating member can slide up into me as easily as possible.

“Hold on,” he says. “Wait.”

I turn around, arms crossed. If I were wearing heels, I’d come up almost to his chin. As it is, I’m eye-level with the massive broad strokes of his chest.

“I like you,” he says. “Really.”

I don’t really know how to interpret that information. “I’m still fucking out of this college, aren’t I?”

“If you can’t pay, I guess you are. But,” he smiles. “There’s a way. To make sure you don’t have to leave.”

Right away, I start to put together what he’s offering.

“You want to fuck me?”

“Oh yeah,” he smiles. My heart skips several beats. Like seriously, I’m stunned at how I am not instantly dead. “I want you right at the top of my list.”

His forefinger and thumb slide over my chin and he can feel my mouth quivering.

“Don’t...don’t say
 stuff like that.” I stamp my feet. Like a little girl. “It’s not fair. I know you don’t mean it. You fuck whoever you want. You’ll burn through me and then use the next girl.”

He shrugs. “Maybe I will. Maybe I won’t. I haven’t found a girl yet who can suck me like you can. I want your mouth on me again. I want all sorts of things from you, girl. I want to see if your cunt matches your mouth. Or if it’s better. Most girls are better with their pussies.”

He’s talking about fucking me. That means getting me pregnant. I know how he operates.

“You won’t use protection,” I say. “And I’m not on the pill or anything.”

“So? You belong pregnant anyway. You’re a woman. I’ll put you to work, how about that?” He strokes my face, gentle, like he’s reciting poetry. “I’ll pay for your college, if you really want it. But in the meantime you’re going to be my cunt. At my house. Whenever I want, your cunt on demand. I’m paying for your shit, so you’re going to earn it back in fucks. How about that?”

He could get that kind of deal from any girl, really. Even without the money. I could name thirty off the top of my head who would eagerly drop to their knees and live with him all day, worshiping his abs with their tongues and begging for the chance to carry his seed.

But he’s offering it to me.

This is like...the only way this sick, twisted bastard knows how to communicate affection, and I can’t help but feel a sick, twisted heat that he’s communicating it to me
.

I can smell the lust coming off from his bulge, so clearly displayed in his pants.

“We’ll dress you up nice,” he says. “No more of this nerd bullshit. You’ll look like a proper lady. I’ll take you out on the town. Pay for your shit. Pay for any clothes you want. Hell, I’ll get a girl of mine to 
make sure you look hot. Get your hair done. We can even make you a cheerleader, head
 cheerleader, if it makes you feel better. But you’re going to be mine. Aren’t you?”

There’s so much fucking saliva in my mouth I have to swallow before I answer.

But you already know what I say.
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HE TAKES ME TO HIS
 mega-suite in the frat house. Like, he’s got an entire floor to himself, and the place is built so that I can’t even hear
 the party raging downstairs when he takes me up there.

Party in the middle of the day, yeah. It's that sort of place.

He’s got his own bouncer at the door and everything, a big Hispanic guy who gives me a double-take, as if he can’t believe his boss would take someone like me
 home with him.

I can’t believe it either, but I’m not about to complain.

There’s so much wealth isolated in this tiny space that I can barely comprehend it all. HDTVs crawling out from the walls. Stereo set ups in every room. Holograms floating around in front of his computer desk, which has like its own thirty square feet of space all by itself. The kitchen is loaded down with extras, oak cabinets with industrial grade fridges underneath, that sort of thing.

He picks me up with one hand—let me repeat, he picks me up
 with one
 hand—by the waist
, and tossed me on a large, large bed in the middle of the room. It looks like two kings shoved together, except its one mattress. No doubt he got it specially made, and no doubt the manufacturer thanked him for the privilege of making him something.

Just like they fucking should
, christ. I’m so fucking attracted to him.

I think I’m probably in love with him.

He takes his shirt off in front of me and I know, right away, that for the rest of my life I’ll do anything at all for him. Oh my god, that body. That body
.

I'd do any last thing. I’d murder for him with a smile on his face, because his body is just that mind-meltingly perfect.

I make soft cooing noises, gnawing slowly at the air like the space between us is some kind of lust sandwich.

Something strikes me as he takes his pants off.

Not the size of his cock, though its enormous.

Not that I am still painfully clothed, though why in the fuck
 would I be when clothes have no place on a woman in this house unless they’re used for decoration.

This is everything. This is it. If he does this, there’s no turning back. I could maybe live with myself—with sucking his cock and then going on my merry way. But I definitely can’t, definitely cannot
 live with fucking him and then doing anything else but fucking him from then on.

I’ll end up his complete fucktoy. His totally brainwarped loveslave, too obsessed with his cock to ever go back to college again. Pay for my university tuition? Shit. He’ll pay for my fucking heels and dresses, just like he said, and I’d spend ten hours a day in the gym just to make him happy with how I looked.

I’d wear lingerie with an apron over it as I cooked him meals and suck his cock like a voiceless, vapid cunt, cleaning the pussy juices of other whores off his cock with my tongue when he comes home.

“W-wait,” I say, shuddering.

He’s on the bed. He’s not waiting. His cock leaves a long, delicious slime trail behind him, oozing pure desire on his silk sheets.

“No, really. Wait. I’m not sure...I don’t...I...please...just a minute...”

But my cunt has him too turn on to stop. He’s ripping my clothes off like they’re wet paper. Fuck, he’s so strong
. My mind
 may not be made up, but my body
 definitely is. My legs are spread out wide, making a diamond with my feet coming together in a point. My cunt is juicing, pulsing, hips gyrating up towards the godly meat he’s got available.

And then he forces his cock inside my body and I scream out in instant, instant
 orgasm, and all thoughts of resistance or waiting or stopping flee my mind like the stupid, idiot ideas they always were.

I want him in me. I always wanted him in me. Resisting was so stupid.

I’m made for his cock. He slips it all the way in me on the first 
thrust. That huge fucking member that’s probably broken the cunts of a thousand girls before me rips up inside of my pussy and slides right in like a sword into a sheath. Pleasure bombs my mind, carpeting my body with explosions of soft heat.

“Oohhh fuck, Daddy!”

I don’t even have a fucking Daddy fetish! And I yelled it anyway. How can I fucking not
? He’s utterly replaced every man in my life with just one sensational stroke of his endless fucking cock.

Not entirely endless, I guess. I can feel the tip pushing hard against the end of my canal, my body squeezing
 there to deliver him the most pleasure possible, just like I fucking should
 because I’m a woman and he’s a man.

He’s The Man.

With one stroke of his cock, I don’t give a fuck about patriarchy, about social justice, about any of that bullshit anymore. I’ll dress up like a fuckdoll housewife and tear down feminist cunts and raise daughters who hate the idea of equal rights and want to have their lives dominated by men like him, because his cock is that fucking good, and right
 the fuck away.

He fucks me like a force of nature. My body barely remains on the bed as he thrust up inside me again and again. His entire body is so hard, so packed, so fucking lady-orgasm-fuel, that I can’t stop cumming. I keep touching him, and every part of him is perfect
, and so I have to keep cumming because I’m fucking touching the man of my dreams and he’s giving me the fucking I’ve always, always needed my entire life.

“Oh my god, Pace! Oh Daddy, oh baby, oh please, yes!”

“That's right, slut. Fuck
, you're tight down there. You fit my cock perfect
.”

He's grinning as he realizes how perfectly formed my cunt is for him. Grinning and fucking me even harder.

His thick, man-sized balls slap against my tight ass. And then I feel his balls tighten, just like they did when he sucked me off.

He's going to get me pregnant. Just like that. So fucking pregnant, and just for him.

And do you know what?

I want him to.

“Please Daddy, yes!” I moan. “Fill me up, Pace, baby. Oh my god, give me your fucking babies in my belly, oh shit, please!”

“Is that right?” he asks, knowing the answer already. His strokes increase, violently thrusting inside of me. My body can take it. “You want to get knocked up like the slut you are, huh?”

He wants me to answer him. Wants me to dirty talk. And of course, I obey. I can’t do anything he doesn’t want me to anymore, and I have to do everything he says. I can’t explain it. It’s biology. He fucking rules my life and I love it. How can I not? Fucking look
 at him. And while you’re at it, drool just like I do.

“Yes, Daddy, please!”

I can tell calling him that excites him. He likes it. He likes knowing he runs my life, that being my Daddy is just what he is
 now.

“You got it, babe.”

And his thrusts get even faster
, and then he's unleashing inside of my sopping wet needy cunt like the champion god he is. My mind lights on fire, an orgasm-to-beat-all-orgasms totally melting my ability to speak. All I can do is cry out and moan in pleasure. His cum is thick, ropey, and hot, spraying against the insides of my cunt hard and fast.

This behemoth has taken my mouth and cunt virginity in a little less than twenty-four hours. I don’t care. I’m his whore. Hooray.

Whore-ay!

He empties inside me, shooting load after load into my waiting, dripping cunt. It’s his cunt now, and he can fill it with whatever he likes.

I know I'm pregnant now. I just know it. I can practically feel the life growing inside of me. His
 life. I'm already daydreaming about how big my tits will get for him. I wonder how many times he can make me preggo for him. I never want to stop.

“Good...” he says softly, right in my ear. “Good girl.”

When he exits my body, I feel empty inside. I feel emptier than I ever have in my entire life. I feel like there’s been a black hole that’s opened up in my stomach and I wish to god I knew quantum physics so I would never feel so empty again.

His cock is soft for the first time since I’ve talked to him, I think. Or, not soft
, but softening. Not a giant mast of steel-hard fuck-itude. 
Its fleshy and long and thick, and looks delicious.

“You won’t have to worry about me being anything else,” I say softly.

He raises an eyebrow as I sink down his body. “You won’t have to force me again,” I purr. “Not ever.”

Slowly, lovingly, I wrap my mouth around his cock and begin to suck him, clean him, and please him.

I’ll be his good girl forever if that’s what it takes. So long as I get to fuck the big, bad, super-stud quarterback whenever he needs a quality cunt on hand.
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Dark Passions Of The Billionaire
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C

hapter 1

Alone, bored, and desperate for someone to dominate her, Sophia had turned to the internet.

It was late—just past midnight on a Wednesday—and she had two glasses of wine in her, enough for her to have her legs spread apart as she sat in her couch with her laptop propped on top of her considerable bust. Staying up so late and drinking may not have been the best idea, with her starting her first day at a new job tomorrow, but she would let “Future Sophia” deal with that.

“Future Sophia” had to deal with all sorts of unsavory tasks—waking up in the morning after not enough sleep, cleaning up dishes left in the sink, sorting that weird pile of junk in the corner underneath the kitchen table, and so on.

But “Now Sophia” was on a chat room, and not for the first time. Her handle, subvixen
, had netted her quite a number of “hey”s and “hi”s so far, which she promptly and thoroughly ignored for the most part. She thought she was a rather good typist, and well-skilled in delivering thought-out responses to those who spoke to her, and had little interest in those who could not at least pretend to reciprocate her level of effort.

Sophia had, for example, put a good amount of time into her profile—not too long, as she knew basically what she wanted to say—but it was clear enough to say exactly what she wanted and how she wanted to be treated:

Sexy sub lady tired of waiting for a man. Make me your servant. Make me forget all about the others. Train me to be yours.

As she took another generous sip from her rather-generously sized wine glass, another private message flitted up on her screen.

Mistermaster4U: hey babe. love the profile.

Idly, she let her fingers slip around her panties. She clicked over to his profile:

Here to dominate.

Short and sweet. That could be an indication of any kind of quality—good or bad. In the past, she had talked with men who seemed intensely fascinating, who then sputtered out and never came online again. Or there were others who had seemed interesting at first, and then her connection would crap out, or theirs would, ending the line of communication forever.

Why not reply. She was horny.

subvixen: Thank you. Every word is true.

Immediately, a response:

Mistermaster4U: what do u look like?

Sophia made a face. For whatever reason, she was in a mood to forgive the egregious misspelling. Maybe he was just netspeaking for now. Maybe if they got into the thick of things—if there was some honest-to-god pussy-drenching roleplaying going on, then he would pick up the slack. She’d give him the benefit of the doubt for a little while longer.

subvixen: I’m about 5’8”, with long black hair that goes just past my shoulders, framing my sexy face. My eyes are green, my cheekbones pronounced and leading right into a pair of sexy, ready-made-for-kissing lips. I’ve got long legs, big tits, and I work out six days a week (yoga and cardio), so I stay toned. My skin is olive-colored—I’ve got a mixture of Brazilian and Swedish heritage, so my bone structure is just crazy hot.

Mistermaster4U: Nice. And clothes?

subvixen: Not much right now. Tiny lace black panties. A white tank top.

That was all true, mostly. Her panties weren’t lace, and she was really 5’6”, not 5’8”. She didn’t know if she herself would classify her tits as “big,” either. They certainly weren’t small—but a pair of 36Cs never felt “big” to her. Still, men liked big tits, so...she said it. It was the internet—everyone lied at least a little.

Mistermaster4U: so hot

Mistermaster4U: kneel 4 me slut

Sophia sighed. Right. Whatever. She abruptly signed out of the chat and put her laptop down on the ground, the thump of the impact reverberating through the apartment.

She lived in the top floor of a duplex, and the bottom floor had been vacant for more than three months now. It was a fairly nice apartment for the money she was able to spend—it had a small but serviceable kitchen, a large living space that including a dining area, and one bed and bath. She lived alone, though, in the entire building, and so she wasn't worried about making too much noise.

Her fingers sank deep into her panties, thumb slipping over her clit.

It seemed that the only way she was going to be dominated the way she wanted was in her fantasies. Leaning back further into the couch, she considered them.

She wanted a man to grip her by the shoulders and bring her to her knees.

“You silly little slut,” he’d say. “What were you doing, thinking you were in charge of yourself?”

Her voice, a soft whisper. “I don’t know, Sir.”

The man in her fantasies was tall and imposing. Muscled. Rough.

“I’m in charge of you.”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Say it. Tell me.”

“You’re in charge of me, Sir.” She would coo it—each and every word coated in her love and admiration.

“I’m your Master.”

He'd tug her hair a little with that, maybe slap her face with his cock.

“You’re my Master!”

Sophia’s fingers rotated faster and faster across her clit. “Master,” she breathed, still imagining the scene. “Masterr...”

His cock circling around her mouth like water to a drain. “You’re gonna suck me off now, like a good slave.”

“Yes, Sir.”

And he’d shove his cock—all his clothes somehow magically 
already off—shove his cock down her throat. There would be so much of it. He’d be massive, so massive she didn’t even know how she took it all. His hands grabbing her long, thick mass of hair—every strand grown out just for this purpose, just for him to tug it and use it as he pleased—and then roughly, forcefully fucking her face.

“I fucking own you,” he would grunt, shoving hard into her face. “Look at me. Look at my eyes. I fucking own you!”

Gasping, panting, breathing out a chorus of “Yes, Masters” over and over, Sophia came. Her slender body buckled in her couch, her moans echoing off the walls.

As the bliss slipped away, all she could think of was how empty it felt, just masturbating out her needs like that. She was so lonely
 lately. Nothing filled the void.

It had been this way ever since Todd left.

She had been so very ready to marry Todd. Their marriage was, in fact, due to happen a little less than a month from now, originally. But then, a month and a half ago, his feet got cold—Antarctic, really.

“I just need some time to think this all through,” he said. “I feel like...I feel like you've been pushing for this marriage to happen so hard that I haven't had time to figure out what I want for myself.”

And Sophia, stunned, could barely form a response other than, “Oh. Well, please do what makes you feel best.”

And what made him feel best, apparently, was to take off to Europe for three months and do some traveling.

Alone. Without her.

With hindsight, of course, she could clearly see that he
 was the one who had proposed to her
 when she
 wasn't sure about the relationship to begin with. That she had been more than willing to do anything
 for him before this incredible breach of her trust.

And the very worst part was that she knew that even when her “fiancé” came back home—if that was even the correct term for someone who just took off to Europe for a quarter of a year to think his entire life over without her—even if
 he held her in his arms again and was by her side every night, he wouldn’t ever want to take part in dominating her like she needed so fucking bad.

Chapter 2

The following morning, Thursday morning, Sophia woke up 
groggily at five-thirty, stumbling out of bed and not really waking up until the warm water of her shower hit her face.

Today, she started her new job as a personal assistant at the enormously affluent Sand Enterprises.

Sand Enterprises was a billion-dollar company, responsible for countless jobs across the nation and the globe, with its headquarters right there in Sophia's city. She had heard rumors that Gerald Sand himself worked in the office—though of course she knew that was silliness. Billionaires spent their time playing golf in super-secret zero-gravity space stations or something, not running an office.

Sophia had no idea who she would be a personal assistant for—she had heard only that it was someone “high up on the food chain.”

She believed that much—the salary was ostentatiously high for a position that, to her, didn't entail that much expertise. From what she understood, she would mostly be answering phones and running messages, that sort of thing. With bonuses and benefits factored in, she would be earning close to six figures. That kind of money, for Sophia, was utterly life-changing.

She had over thirty thousand in student loans that would be erased—if her casual calculations were correct—well within the space of a year so long as she budgeted everything well.

That debt had been hanging over her head for a long time—since before she graduated college. To know that it was within her reach to eliminate the debt entirely was completely transformative.

Sophia had been surprised to land the job—to land any job at all, really. She had followed her heart in college, and gotten her liberal arts degree in Philosophy and English. Even without regretting a single credit hour from studying Kant and Rousseau, or Chaucer and Wolfe, she still had enough presence of mind to realize how much she had limited herself coming out of her small-town college.

Even all the networking she had done was only with professors around the college—and the only openings they could help her with were to take even more coursework to get a graduate degree.

Maybe a graduate degree was in the cards, maybe not. For now, Sophia felt as aimless as she had the day that her entrance counselor at Carter State College asked her what she wanted to do with her life.

Frowning, and looking down at her twiddling thumbs, Sophia had 
said, “I don't know. Something that fascinates me.”

“Well, dear,” said the kindly young counselor, blond hair in a bun. “What sort of things fascinate you?”

That question had troubled Sophia for as long as she could remember. She couldn't put a pin on what fascinated her—some things just did
 and others just didn't
. She was in love with the way Spanish sounded, and learned all she could of the language for two solid years...and then just as suddenly dropped everything and sold every book she had on the subject.

One year, when she was twenty, she had decided she would get into wood carving—and bought a great carving knife, several awls and a mallet, and only ever carved (a very poor version of) a cardinal.

The only thing that had ever stayed constant with Sophia was her kinky sexuality—and she was terrified that the only reason that had stayed constant was because she had never been able to encounter it consistently in real life. This fear of disappointment shaded every new fascination she held—that just as soon as she would enjoy something, all the joy would be sucked out of it, like the air from a balloon.

This new job she had gotten through her a friend of her father's, who had heard about it through his lawyer, who knew of it through his
 accountant...and so on. In any case, the opening was only available for a day.

Sophia was lucky enough to already have a cover letter and resume put together (at the insistence of virtually all of her college professors who she had petitioned for advice on getting a job before this), and was able to get her materials in under the deadline.

The interview process had been a nightmare—three rounds of interviews from men in suits who had clearly decided that for the rest of their lives they were better than her, as they
 wouldn't be caught dead interviewing for such a lowly position.

But apparently, she had been able to hold back her resentment of their false-superiority, and impressed each one. No more than three hours after the interviews had ended Tuesday, she received the call saying she got the job, and would start Thursday.

For her first day, she decided to dress professionally, wearing a 
tight dark sweater over a white blouse, the collars gliding against her neck, with a conservative pair of dark pants. Brief, black heels were on her feet.

It was, she hoped, a good outfit for a young professional like herself—just twenty-two and fresh out of college—and a good outfit for someone who didn’t want to be a personal assistant for the rest of her life.

“I’m already good at this, so promote me to do something better.” This was the message she hoped to send.

Her car was in the shop, and had been for two weeks now. They kept finding new pieces to fix—or, as she suspected, kept inventing new problems to solve.

So she took the bus.

It was deep into fall outside, the weather still deciding whether it wanted to be sunny and cool or cloudy and chilly.

She noticed that her form, even as professionally dressed as she was, drew a lot of long looks from the men on the bus. Sophia was mostly aware of the effect she seemed to have on men, and did her best to try and downplay it.

Men always thought she had it so easy, being a woman and being attractive, but it wasn’t like that at all. Her fiancé (or was it ex-fiancé? God, if she only knew) certainly gave her shit about it often enough. Mostly, he seemed to think that her ability to occasionally get free drinks meant a free ride through life. That was hardly the case.

Men took her less seriously because she was so eminently fuckable and all they thought of when she was around were her tanned legs, or her tits, or the dark coiled mass of her hair. Women thought either she was a ditz, or had slept her way up, or was expecting to receive special favors because she was attractive.

At least, that’s how it had been at college. It took four long years to dispel that myth from her colleagues and her professors through her dogged determination to get the best grades she could, and now all that progress might as well have been sucked into a black hole.

This all wasn't to say that she thought it was any better for any other type of woman, really. A less attractive woman would have to fight past most men’s barriers of thinking less attractive ladies were 
worth less of their attention. A plain woman would be thought of as boring and not worth paying attention to. A woman's way was, too often, a bit of a rocky ride no matter what.

Of course, being desirable had its advantages. There was no disputing that, especially not in the business world where everything was about presentation.

The entire divide between “attractive” and “not” had never made sense to Sophia, very much. What attracted her to someone was typically not physical at all, but mental. A state of mind that said, “Yes. I own this situation. I own you.”

She let herself daydream about someone with such a state of mind as the bus went on its way. She imagined a man having it—though she certainly had her bisexual proclivities—a strong man, tall and handsome, perhaps, who commanded entire stadiums with his presence.

Her sweetheart Todd was such a man, in many ways. He was commanding and strong, and always knew what he wanted to do next. It was rapturous at times to be caught up in the waves of decisions he laid out—decisions that came as easily to him as breathing.

Everything about making decisions made Sophia sick, most of the time.

But, for whatever reason, Todd wasn't the same way in the bedroom. When she had brought up, hesitantly and full of doubt, her needs in the bedroom, he had been...cruel afterward.

Once, when his friends were over at their tiny apartment, she had offered to go and grab everyone some sandwiches.

“Be careful you don't give her too many orders, guys,” he had said, after one too many beers. “She might fall in love with you.”

Of course, he apologized later. He was just drunk, he said. But still...it nagged at Sophia. That was hardly the only snide comment she had received.

But still, Todd was generally a sweetheart—always he was bringing her small cards and presents for little anniversaries they had. And, he was just desperately cute—with his scraggly, curly brown hair and soft hazel eyes, and she loved him dearly. Every day he was gone chipped away at her heart—after forty-five days of no 
communication, it would still be another month and a half to go before he would let her know if he had made up his mind about their marriage.

The marriage he
 had proposed to her for, a small part of her mind brought up bitterly.

She took a deep breath, clearing her head. The bus stopped at Sixth and Post, where she stepped off. Her office was inside the tallest building in the city, the Johnson Chrome Building, on the top floor.

She did not know much about the business of Sand Enterprises. It had something to do with oil and investments and software. It was sort of a combination of many things, with its tendrils in several lucrative pots all at once.

Her new employer had delivered a thick packet to her on Friday, and she had skimmed through it. But, like college had been, Sophia assumed she was smart enough to sort of skate through the first few days and then supplement her knowledge with the reading material as she progressed. She had the packet in her bag, though, just in case.

The expensive, shiny-tiled lobby inside the building was all busy-busy. She noticed women dressed like herself—women with power haircuts and horn-rimmed glasses who seemed to have important jobs that needed lots of important attention—and was pleased with her wardrobe. 

Everyone was in a rush. Sophia had to take a moment to familiarize herself with the layout—there were three different sets of elevators, all going to specific ranges of floors. Her floor was the sixtieth.

Inside the golden elevator, she was alone, free to close her eyes and try not to think about how very high up she was going. Heights didn’t give her trouble, but anyone traveling more than five hundred feet up had to start considering the long fall down.

The elevator doors opened right into the office of Sand Enterprises. She stepped out and was immediately greeted by a matronly redheaded woman behind a blue, circular receptionist’s desk.

“Hello!” she said with a smile. “Can I help you?”

“Yes,” said Sophia. “I’m starting my new job today.” She shrugged. “I’m uh, not quite sure what to do or where to go!”

She put on what she hoped was a disarming smile. The receptionist reacted warmly, standing up.

“You must be Sophia.”

“That’s me. Hi. Are you Julie?”

They had talked on the phone. Julie had been the one, in fact, to inform Sophia that she had gotten the job.

“I am!”

Sophia liked Julie immediately. From the just-put-together bun of her hair, the easily-worn lines on her face from her smiles, and the casual crocs she had on her feet, everything about her bespoke a sort of hearth-like comfort. She walked around the desk to shake Sophia’s hand. Her grip, while firm, was softened by comfortably well-moisturized hands.

“It’s so nice to meet you, dear. We’re so glad for the help. Mr. Sand is very happy to have someone besides poor old me doing all his work for him.”

“Oh, I see,” said Sophia, wanting to make sure that she actually did see. “I’m splitting your work up?”

Julie smiled and shook her head. “Not at all. He had a personal assistant a while back, but she took maternity leave, and then decided to quit to raise the child. He offered to pay for daycare and so on, he can be so generous like that, but nothing doing!” She laughed. “In any case, we’ve been scrambling around trying to find someone to fill the gap ever since.”

“So I am...I'm going to be the personal assistant to Gerald Sand?”

Pangs of anxiety suddenly attacked Sophia’s heart. No way.

“Yes, dear.”

“Gerald Sand, the billionaire Gerald Sand?”

“Of course, dear. Didn't they tell you?”

Slowly, Sophia shook her head.

“Oh my. Well,” Julie shrugged. “You know now, don't you?”

With wide eyes, Sophia nodded. “May I ask...how long ago was it? That the old personal assistant left?”

“Oh dear.” She put a finger to her mouth. “Something like six months ago, I suppose?”

Sophia raised an eyebrow in surprise as Julie beckoned for her to follow. They moved through the office at a reasonable clip, Julie calling out various segments of the office as they went—accounting, sales, site management, and so on.

What Julie wasn’t saying, Sophia got the feeling, was that Sophia was not the first personal assistant trying to do this job. Six months was too long of a time for her to be the very first person to have applied—too long for her to even be the second or third person to have been given a chance!

How long did it take Sand to decide that someone was any good or not? Weeks? Days?

Her thoughts latched on, instantly, to the barely-touched packet of information stashed in her bag that had apparently been critical for her to know.

Okay, she resolved. Read the whole packet tonight. Keep. This. Job!

She had no choice, really. She needed
 this job—to get rid of her debt, to start her in the professional world, to prove to herself that she could hang in a setting that wasn't academic—for an endless list of reasons, she needed to do well here. Her whole life needed it.

They approached steadily toward something that seemed unreal in the brisk business-oriented affairs of the office—a sort of black dome in the back-center of the whole open floor. In its front was a small door—a tall man would have to duck under the frame—and a simple nameplate, reading “Sand.”

“Your desk is here,” said Julie, stopping in front of the dome.

The desk was a small thing, maybe four feet across with two feet of depth. Not room for anything but a small tablet with an even smaller keyboard—placed there already—and an in/out box that was already overflowing with papers.

“As you can see, there’s quite a bit for you to catch up on.” Julie patted her on the shoulder. “Later on, I’ll make sure to show you how to enter everything into the database properly.”

Right behind her desk was the ominous dark cloud of Mr. Sand’s office. Sophia had to take a long, slow gulp just from looking at it. Her mind was still reeling from the fact of being the personal assistant to a billionaire. It reeled even more from the eccentric nature of his 
office.

Sand’s office was like an enormous opaque hemisphere inside the middle of the office. Sophia quickly reasoned that he could look out at any angle, and thanks to the tint of the windows, no one could look in. And still, no one was placed behind him, exactly, as he was in the very rear. Everyone was either just to the side or in front. It was the size of an entire floor of a lesser building all by itself, almost, taking up half the space of the floor they were on now.

“Come on,” said Julie. “I’ll show you around before we meet the big man.”

She led Sophia around to meet the other members of the small office—accounting, led by Bill and Carla; filing, led by Morgan and Kerri; sales, led by Fernando and Trent.

Everyone was very friendly. Sophia began to feel some measure of confidence as the day progressed and she met more people. But still, the way that everyone held such nervous caution in their eyes when she brought up the idea of being Sand’s assistant gripped her strangely.

She heard over and over: “Oh, you’re
 going to work with him?”

Or: “He’s certainly a particular
 man.”

Or: “I do hope
 it all works out.”

Not exactly heartening messages for the new employee to take with her! She felt like a soldier thrust into the front lines, all the lieutenants and captains chuckling behind her as she was tossed out into No Man’s Land.

Julie walked Sophia back to her desk in the maze-like office, and then suddenly, the door to Sand’s office opened.

“Coffee!” he demanded.

The door slammed. Sophia barely got a look at him—a suit and a dash of blond hair, and that was all.

Putting on a warm smile, Julie led Sophia over to the break room. There was a large black refrigerator built into the wall. All the appliances were, as a matter of fact—microwave, a toaster oven, a juicer and a sink, all intricate inlaid to match the dark, futuristically shiny surface of the small room.

“You seem nervous, dear,” said Julie.

Sophia nodded, smiling. “I am a bit.”

“Try to hide it, if you can. He doesn’t...respond well, to nervousness. He takes it as a sign of incompetence.”

Sophia half-smiled, half-frowned. “I appreciate you trying to help, but...that sort of just makes me more nervous.”

Julie gave her a knowing look. “Just imagine if you heard that from him instead of me.”

“Right,” said Sophia, beginning her search through the drawers for a cup. “Good point.”

Julie leaned in and opened the shelf behind Sophia, pulling out a plain black mug.

“This is his. Wash it regularly. He takes three cups a day, four hours apart.”

“He works twelve hour days?”

“Yes, dear. And from now on, you work twelve hour days, unless he sends you home early.”

Sophia’s eyes were a bit wide. “Right.”

Sheesh, she thought. No wonder the guy was a billionaire.

Julie held up a metal pitcher with an odd plunger inside of it.

“Do you know how to work a French press?”

“No,” said Sophia quickly. “Once, I learned how to work a Russian one, but that was a long time ago and I was a bit drunk.”

Julie looked puzzled. “A Russian press?”

Sophia grimaced. “Sorry. Bad joke.”

“Ah. I’ve had my share.” Julie smiled now, laughing a bit. “’Russian press.’ Of course.”

Over the course of the next ten minutes, Julie showed her the process of adding the grind, the water, and setting the temperature just right. It was not so hard—and made much better-smelling coffee than what Sophia was used to.

“Can you take it from here?”

“Yes,” said Sophia, hands on her hips. “Yes. I can make his coffee, at least.”

Julie smiled and left her to it.

Within short order, Sophia was walking across the office with the coffee in her hand, careful not spill a drop.

Inside of Sand's office it was cold—easily ten degrees cooler than it was outside. Right beyond the door was a long, wide sort of lounge 
area with couches and a few ornately carved cabinets—full of liquor, perhaps, or whatever else billionaires might have. Jokes about millionaires, maybe. Incriminating photos of politicians. Fifth century coin collections.

At the far end of the office was Sand's desk—which appeared to be the stump of a redwood tree, sanded down and carved so that he could sit in the middle of it.

It was clearly a desk meant to inspire awe—and that's certainly what Sophia felt, looking at it.

Sand stood behind his enormous desk, his jacket lounging on the rack behind him, with his sleeves rolled up. He paced as he spoke into a cordless phone.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes. No. No. Yes. Yes. Take it out, then. No. Yes...no. Maybe. Check with Dan.”

A staccato of responses, like he was keeping rhythm with some kind of dancing machine.

Sophia had to take a moment to absorb just how handsome he was. Even in the cold environment of the office, she felt a strong heat flowing up through her young body from looking at him. He was perhaps forty—maybe a little older or a little younger. His form was neat, compact—his face handsome and severe. His nose was bent in places, as if it had been broken in the past, but it only added to the rugged lines of his face with his square jaw and burgeoning dark-blonde beard. His eyes, dark and blue, hotly punctuated the enjoyable story of his face.

This is what a billion dollars looks like, though Sophia. Lots and lots of billions of dollars. She didn’t know how many exactly, but she knew he was listed in the top twenty billionaires regularly.

Wow. She could barely even process the number of one
 billion.

The only way that she could even begin to conceive of how many dollars he had was to imagine every grain of salt in the ocean, piled up in a wall...stretching, maybe, from one end of the continent to the other. Maybe even a few times.

Running through responses on the phone, he looked as though he had not smiled in a long time, and strangely Sophia felt herself wanting to make him smile. She could not help but want, impulsively, to make his mood improve.

He stopped for a moment, clearly roaming his eyes over Sophia’s figure as she stood in front of him. She felt very aware of the curve of her generous breasts, the tightness of her pants and how much of her hips and ass were hugged by the fabric. He grabbed the coffee nonchalantly and took a sip, made a face, and swallowed.

He covered the mouthpiece of the phone. “I take my coffee with one sugar, no cream.”

“Okay,” she said brightly. “I make sure to do that from now on. I can take it back and make you another?”

“No.” He sipped at it again, clearly not enjoying it. “You’ll do it right the first time, or nothing. I don’t want second attempts at anything, yes?”

She nodded. “I understand.”

“There’s a report on your desk—it’s labeled the October Entrance Project. I need you to look at it for any errors and then bring it back to me.”

“Errors?”

He had been about to respond to something on the phone, removing his hand from the mouthpiece.

“Proofread it.”

Sophia nodded.

“No, Alan, not you. I’m dealing with a new girl. Yes, another one.”

Oh, god. Even Alan
 knew he had a lot of assistants rolling through—whoever Alan was, anyway. Sophia felt like she was the only one not in on the joke.

It didn’t matter. Soon enough, they would all accept her. It just took time and effort, and she could give both.

Outside the all-seeing office, she searched her desk’s in-box for the document he had requested. It took her only a moment to find them. After five more minutes, she had finished proofing them, and brought them back in, please with her results. She felt well-fitted for the role of proofreader—if a degree in liberal arts had taught her anything, it was to read often and read well.

Standing up in front of his desk now, Sand took the papers with a frown immediately forming on his face.

“This is paper-clipped,” he said calmly. “Why?”

She didn’t understand the question. “I’m sorry?”

“Why is this paper-clipped?”

Resisting the urge to explain that what he said was the same question in a different form, she stumbled out an answer.

“Oh. I thought they needed to be together. So I paper-clipped them.”

“We use staples in this office. Paper clips are extraneous tools for fools who cannot do things correctly the first time.”

“I see.”

“And...” he raised an eyebrow. “What’s this?”

“What’s what?”

He pointed a finger at the tail-end of a sentence. “This. Here. What’s this?”

Sophia peered at where he pointed. “An oxford comma?”

She hadn’t bothered to really consider it—there were no other instances in the forms where it might have been needed, and she had always judged the usage of the mark on consistency.

“Yes. I want none of them in my office. They are extraneous wastes of ink. Do you have any idea how many commas we’re asked to print every day?” He paused, clearly a bit exasperated. “That’s three things you’ve gotten wrong already. This information, all of it, was in your introductory packet. Didn’t you read it?”

A blush, long and red, had started its crawl up Sophia’s chest to her face. “I did. I mean, you know, some.”

“Which is it? Some? Or did? They are not the same.”

“Oh, well—”

His voice picked up in intensity. “Because if it is some, that means this job is not important enough to you for you to be prepared. And if you did
 read it, and still do not know these simple procedures, then you are not really of the ... intelligence, if that’s what we can call it, that your test scores might suggest. Which suggests to me that you’ve obfuscated the truth somehow on your resume.”

For some reason, Sophia suddenly imagined Julie behind her, shaking her head and whispering, “Oh, dear.”

Sophia brought her hands together. “Mr. Sand, I’m so sorry, I really am. I—”

She could see already that her apology was only making him angrier. He wanted results, not words.

Changing tactics, she said, “I’ll spend all of my lunch today reviewing the packet. I should not have come in unprepared. I had pressing responsibilities at home that affected the amount of time I was able to dedicate to it, and I had thought, incorrectly I realize now
, that there would be a longer sort of orientation period. But now that I understand your expectations, I will rearrange my priorities accordingly.”

It was impossible to tell if the answer pleased him. It seemed to, at the least, not to continue his wrath. He turned away from her, walking back behind his gargantuan desk.

“Very well. See that you do. I do not tolerate mistakes, here. You are lucky that you are new, and that you have plenty of other...” he paused, obviously looking her up and down once more. “...other aesthetic qualities, of which I am sure you are aware. They may have gotten you far in life this far. Do not expect them to give you much more in the way of grace here.”

Chapter 3

Elle was completely aghast. “He didn’t!”

“He did,” said Sophia. “He absolutely did. He just sized me up like a piece of meat and commented on how I had soooo many 'aesthetic qualities,'” she made the quotes in the air, “and that I was lucky I did, otherwise I wouldn’t have a job.”

The two friends were at lunch in a small diner across from the Johnson Chrome Building. Sophia had a whole hour to catch up with Elle, and then study her packet—thankfully stashed away in her bag.

Elle’s big blue eyes were wide. “I mean...he’s not exactly wrong about you being totally hot, but still. Ew.”

“No, he’s not wrong, that’s not the point.”

They both shared a quick laugh at Sophia’s admission of her looks. It was a joke between them, sometimes, tracking how many men were staring, and at what. Sophia's face, beautiful as it was, rested in a naturally sultry manner, and her legs went on for days.

Meanwhile, Elle's dance-ready fae-like body was tiny, though her eye-popping proportions meant her thick hair and curvaceous hips and bust stood out even more than they would have on a larger woman. So, were men trying to catch a peek down Elle’s outrageous bust, or were they filing away Sophia’s sultry expressions and hot 
legs in their to-jack file?

Elle was Sophia's best friend, and had been since they started rooming together at college. Elle had pursued a career in dancing, and had a position with a local company since her junior year—for which Sophia was endlessly jealous.

Still, Sophia was open about her envy of Elle's steady job with her friend, and she certainly never thought Elle didn't deserve
 the job. Sophia certainly didn't want to have to perform on stage for a living. But steady, regular creative work! What a dream that would be for someone who worked as hard as Sophia!

“So he thinks you’re cute,” said Elle, digging at her Greek salad. “That’s good.”

“He thinks I’m something, that’s for sure.”

For her own lunch, Sophia had a fruit cup and a small yogurt. She wasn't sure her sensitive stomach could handle anything else on this super-stressful day.

“Is he cute?”

“Elle!”

“What? It’s an honest question.”

“I don’t know. Sure? Yes?” Sophia thought for a moment. “Yes. Yes, he’s very cute. Or, no. He’s not ‘cute.’ That’s too weak of a term. He’s...handsome. Very handsome. Very stern.”

Elle's eyes lit up. “If you fucked him, he’d lighten up, I bet.”

“What?”

The blonde sipped at her diet soda. “You heard me.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“Well...no,” Elle admitted, grinning flirtatiously. “I mean, yes and no. I bet he would
 lighten up.”

Sophia rolled her eyes. “He already said I used my body to get ahead. Which is not
 true, and never has
 been. Why would I encourage that conception in him?”

Elle paused in mid-bite of a dressing-coated crouton. “Because fucking handsome men is fun?”

“Elle...”

“Anyway, I know you wouldn’t do it.” Elle's smile was instantly disarming. Everything about her was, really. “I was just having some fun.”

“Okay.”

Sophia poked through her fruit cup, looking through the pages of the packet next to it. There were dozens of minutia she had to memorize. It was like trying to learn the entire dictionary.

“Wait,” said Sophia, sitting up straight. “What do you mean you know I wouldn’t do it?”

“You wouldn’t.” She stated this like it was written in the newspaper, like it was on the back of a coupon for the grocery store.

“Maybe, but you
 said it like I wasn’t good enough to do something like that.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know if ‘good enough’ is the term for it.”

Sophia huffed. “I have a fiancé, Elle.”

Elle made a face. “Well, you kind of
 do...and besides, he's out of the country. When the cat's away...”

“The mouse does not suddenly become less
 engaged,” Sophia insisted. “We never...called it off. We just put the brakes on things.”

“Look,” Elle spread her arms out, preparing a big speech. “I’m not saying you should bang your boss. Because, ew, anyway, fucking a misogynist. But you ought to fuck somebody. It’s stressing you out.”

“It is not
 stressing me out.”

That was, Sophia could tell already, obviously a lie. It really was stressing her out. Chatting online had turned into her number one pastime over the past few weeks and months, searching for someone—anyone—that could distract her from her loneliness. She didn't consider that cheating, really—especially since she and Todd had agreed that they would ask no questions of the other as far as sexual partners went during the break.

So even if Todd was banging a girl from every country he went to, Sophia wouldn’t be able to ask. That was fine, though. She found herself, more and more, not minding.

“You’ve been stressed out ever since graduating.” Elle quietly tapped her salad bowl with her fork. “Hell, before that, even. Since like, Todd proposed to you.”

“I was stressed about not having a job and planning a wedding!” Sophia protested. “You’ve been working for what, like four years now? You don’t know what it’s like looking for a job in this economy.”

“No, I guess not. But...” and there was that grin again. “...I do know that fucking is a great way to relieve stress.”

Taking a breath, Sophia couldn’t help but smile. “You’ve got a one-track mind, you know that? Come on. I thought you liked Todd.”

“I do
 like Todd, a little, but...” she took Sophia’s hand. “Look babe, he ditched
 you. He's got a lot of ground to earn back, in my book. And besides that, he’s out of the country
. How is he ever going to find out? Just keep your affair or whatever out of your social circle, and he’ll never be the wiser.”

Sophia looked down, still unsure.

“Sophia, babe. You are fucking hot
. God. I’d kill
 for your cheekbones. And your legs. And your breasts. God, forget some other guy. Can we fuck?”

“Ew.” Sophia shook her head.

Elle giggled. “I don’t know if it’s ‘ew’...”

“Oh, you’re totally hot, Elle. I just mean...you know. We’re friends.”

“I know. I...I know.”

She looked down for a moment. They had, inadvertently, stumbled into a sore spot of their friendship.

Once upon a time, in college, the two had tried each other out. They went full-tilt for a week, and it was all sunshine and bliss and long hug-filled walks and an almost fanatical amount of tongue service on the other.

Sophia wanted to keep going, but Elle’s heavily religious upbringing demanded that they stop. And then later, when Elle recalibrated her religiousness and recanted and decided she wanted to be with Sophia after all, Sophia was just starting things with Todd and didn’t want to ruin the budding relationship she had with him.

Elle's upbringing had been a source of constant conflict for the poor dear. Blond and bubbly as she was, she was practically the all-American girl. And when she got her position with her dance company at such a young age, not even twenty, her family couldn't have been prouder.

But then, Elle had decided that honesty was the absolute best policy with her folks, and opened to them about how she was rather bisexual—maybe something like a sixty-forty split between her 
preference of men and women, respectively.

Her parents freaked out, and now they and Elle only really spoke on holidays. Elle never stayed over at their place in the country, and they never came to visit.

In the meantime, Elle had grown closer and closer to Sophia—which suited Sophia just fine. Sophia was distant from her own mother, and her father had never been a part of the equation to begin with.

Elle and Sophia had, over several glasses of wine, made the mistake of trying to make it work with each other once more. That was quite recent—the weekend after Todd left Sophia, as a matter of fact. Weeks ago. Sophia was completely broken up, and Elle, wonderful, sweet Elle had been there to comfort her.

Their lips on each other’s lips, their legs sliding over each other’s.

It had been hot.

And it had been, they both decided, a bad idea. At the time, Sophia had thought that's all it was—a sweet night to forget the pain. But Elle let it slip that she had heavy, romantic notions still about Sophia which just weren't going away on their own. They each felt nothing but guilty the next day, binging on fast food and crying to each other over the phone. Thankfully, their friendship was strong enough to deal with it.

“Ugh, sorry,” said Elle. “That was my bad, bringing that up. I’m totally cool with, you know. Everything.”

“Me too!” said Sophia. “I don’t know. I’m not like that, where I can just sleep with someone new. I can’t do it like you.”

Elle mocked being offended. “Well don’t look at me like I’m some slut.”

“No, Elle. Come on. You know I don’t think that about you. It’s just...” she sighed. “What I want is hard to find anyway. If I just wanted a cock, I’d wait for Todd to get home, probably.”

Oh god, that was a bit too open. Sophia loved Elle, but she wasn’t sure she trusted her with that information.

Elle leaned forward, her eyes widening. “Oh yeah? Sophia has some special needs? Do tell.”

“Come on. No.”

There were people buzzing around the diner. Sophia already felt 
too exposed.

“I like being spanked. I’ve told you that.”

Sophia did her best not to roll her eyes, as much as she wanted. “You won’t stop telling me that.”

“Well, I really like it, dammit. So what’s your deal?”

Fine. It had been long enough with only Sophia knowing. Someone else had
 to know, for Sophia’s sake, if only to spread the burden of the knowledge around.

“I want to be...” she took a breath. “I want to be dominated. Like, really dominated by a man. Like, totally.”

“Oh wow...”

“God,” Sophia put her face in her hands. “You think I’m a weirdo. You think I’m just the worst.”

“No, no! It’s nothing like that. That’s totally cool. I mean, it’s not my thing, strictly speaking, but that’s cool. Everybody’s got a thing. I like being spanked.”

“I know
.”

They both laughed.

“Wow. Domination, huh? You’re a sub.” Elle shook her head. Her salad was done, now. “I’m just so surprised Todd does that. He seems so uptight.”

And Sophia, embarrassed at the whole situation, didn’t have the heart to tell her friend the truth.

Chapter 4

Only once had Sophia ever dared to bring up the subject of domination and submission to her fiancé. It happened the week after he had proposed to her.

They were sitting down in the living room of Todd’s apartment, having finished off a bottle of wine between the two of them, and Sophia was feeling particularly randy...and particularly brave.

“God,” he said loudly. “I’d kill for a blowjob.”

He turned at her and smiled, as if he expected her not to comply, somehow. A failure of communication on her part. Sophia leaned in, wrapping one long leg around his, and slid a dainty hand through his curly brown hair.

“You don’t have to kill for it,” she whispered in his ear. “You just have to...”

“Ask for it?”

She shook her head, feeling so timid.

The problem with being a sub was that it was so damn hard asking to be dominated. Much of the time, you just wanted the person you were with to know
 already.

Bringing up any part of yourself was such a burden for someone to live with. If you did that, they would feel obligated to do what you said...and then you were just giving someone an obligation.

She knew, somehow, that the people she liked really just wanted to do what she wanted because they liked her. Or in Todd's case, loved her. But...well. If she was wrong about that, if they only
 wanted to do it because they liked or loved her, and not because they really wanted to do it—that ruined the whole thing.

But still. Sophia was horny, adventurous. Sliding her leg further up onto Todd's thigh, she continued to nip at his ear playfully.

“What if you just...y’know...ordered me to do it?”

“Ordered you?” he asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” she whispered in his ear. “You could just grab my hair, pull it back, and say, ‘suck it, slut. Suck me like a good girl.’ Or something.”

He let out a laugh, genuinely amused.

“Yeah,” he chuckled, turning away. “I’m sure that would go over super well. Come on. Be real.”

A discouraging response, if ever there was one. Still, Sophia had gone this far. She had to keep trying.

“What if it did?” she asked breathily. “Wouldn’t that be great for you? If you could just order me around however you wanted, whenever you wanted?”

“You mean like, what, order you to do dishes and clean and stuff? You do that anyway. You’re great at it.”

Clearly, from the tone of his voice, he thought he was being magnanimous.

With a huff, Sophia moved up and walked across the small area of the apartment to the kitchen. Was there any more wine?

“What’s wrong?” he called after her. “What did I say?”

“Nothing,” she shook her head. “Nothing.”

He stood up, then, walking after her. Turning her around, he shut 
the fridge behind her.

“Come on,” he said, taking her hand. “Tell me. Please. I want to know.”

She took a moment to compose herself, so that not every word was framed in shuddering, pathetic sobs.

“I’m really turned on by the thought of you...of you dominating me. Holding me down. Ordering me around. Like, not for domestic things. Not purely that. Like sexually. You could order me to do anything. Order me to make out with a girl for you, whatever. That’s what I like. I like it a lot.”

He looked stunned. “Have you ever done
 anything like that?”

“No. Not really. I went out with a guy briefly, and we did some stuff. Some hot dom and sub things. But that was it.”

His instant disgust made her completely obfuscate the truth that also involved Elle.

He crossed his arms. “Then how do you know you like it, I guess would be my question?” His face lit up, like he had landed on something big. “Maybe you don’t. Maybe it was just that guy.”

She sighed. He wasn’t getting it.

He wasn’t understanding that a person’s kinks were decided for them, largely, not the other way around. And Todd—so vanilla and normal, which normally was something she loved about him—had just bypassed all of the interesting stuff.

But, trying to acquiesce and be cooperative, she nodded slowly. “Maybe...maybe you’re right.”

Taking a breath, she stood up and hugged him. So much for that effort.

“I’m sorry I’m moody.”

He gripped her hard. “It’s all right. That's all just, super weird, right? I mean, what was this guy like, who actually dug doing that sort of thing?”

“Um,” Sophia felt quite vulnerable now. Todd was talking about someone else...but he was really talking about her. “I don't know. He was a guy.”

“It just seems so...weird
, you know? That someone would want that? I read that was like a sexual disorder to want that sort of thing. And like, I don't want to see you with another girl. That's weird. It 
seems like, you know, a sort of insanity to me. I mean, sex with just one person, by itself, is great enough, isn't it? Why complicate things?”

Oh god.

“Y-yeah,” Sophia laughed. “You're right. I'm sorry. This was just...just a joke. Haha.”

Todd, oblivious, nodded.

“You want to be dominated.” He smiled and shook his head. “I guess I'll put you on a leash and tug you around on a collar, huh?”

It was awfully strange, having a mixture of shame and arousal slip through a person at once. The problem was, Sophia would have loved
 if he did that. But no...no, she hadn't been able to stand up for herself, and Todd had made it all a joke, now.

A problem for “Future Sophia,” obviously.

Normally, she loved his ability to make jokes of anything. But when the core of her became the butt of his mirth...it was hard to cope.

That night, they had sex as usual. He even called her a slut and (halfheartedly) tugged her hair, smiling and chuckling as he did it. She had to smile with him, even though on the inside she was completely mortified. Her inner-kink was just sobbing and wailing in a corner, trying to shut off reality.

And, despite her best efforts, despite all her trying to get in that proper head space, she couldn’t orgasm, and truth be told—she could barely enjoy him at all.

Chapter 5

Back at work, after lunch, she tried to learn the ebbs and flows of the office. An average of three people came and dropped by something for her to review and give to Sand every five minutes.

After Elle left lunch early to get back to her dance studio, Sophia had been able to spend a good half-hour reading the packet. She found out all sorts of odd, idiosyncratic information:

- Mr. Sand arrived every morning at 6 AM. Her own arrival was not to happen past thirty minutes of his.

- Mr. Sand wanted constant streams of new, non-lyrical music that “wasn’t any of that weird new-age crap.” Repetitions of music he had already heard would be frowned upon.

- Entering his office was to be preceded by three knocks, every time, even in emergencies.

- Anyone besides her attempting to enter his office was to be accompanied by her, and every word exchanged between he and the visiting party written down.

- If Mr. Sand wore a cream-colored tie, he wanted a salad for lunch. A blue tie indicated something meaty. Three blue ties in a row indicated he was going to be skipping lunch altogether.

It was, all in all, a lot to take in.

Gathering her composure, Sophia entered his office with another cup of coffee. One sugar, no cream, spun three times around with a cinnamon stick.

She entered the office and took exactly seven seconds to approach his desk at the other end of the room. He was typing at a computer, and apparently hadn’t noticed her.

That was fine by Sophia.

She walked around to the far right side of his immense tree-stump desk, and set down the coffee on the self-heating coaster within arm’s reach. The only way this was possible was by bending over, revealing her rather substantial breasts.

Keeping his focus on the computer, he didn’t seem to notice.

She waited for five seconds at the edge of the desk, not looking directly at him, awaiting further instructions. When he didn’t say anything, she let out a breath and began walking out—doing her best to time it to about seven seconds. Any longer was dallying, and any time shorter was rushing. Everything had to be done in its exact time—all of this information in the packet.

“What perfume are you wearing?” he asked, just as she had her hand around the knob.

She looked back. He was still typing, not looking up from the computer.

“Hunger,” she said, raising her voice just enough to be heard across the long cavern of the office. “It's by um, Olgo Meve, I think.”

“Give yourself a wash, yes? You smell like a dog’s washtub. Try some Coco Chanel #5. It’s cliché, I suppose, but at least it’s not offensive.” When she didn’t say anything to defend herself, he continued. “You could stand a different hair-cut and some nicer 
clothes as well, I suppose, though you can wait for your first paycheck for that. In any case, you’re not allowed to appear like trash. Or smell like it.”

“Y-yes...” she struggled for a moment. “Yes sir.”

Struggling to keep her composure, she stepped out of the office and immediately rushed to Julie.

“I need you to keep a watch on my desk for five minutes, please.”

She said each word hurriedly, not knowing at what point her immense embarrassment was going to transform into shame and self-hatred.

“Of course, dear,” Julie smiled, apparently already understanding. “Is everything all right?”

“Yes!”

Of course it wasn’t. Sophia slipped into the bathroom, locking it behind her, and tore off her blouse. Almost she didn’t even bother to unbutton it, but then she would have to face Sand with a ripped piece of clothing—she didn’t even want to imagine the consequences in that case.

He had been so...so brutal. So cold. She didn’t deserve that. She had dressed nice
. She didn’t just go around thinking how proud she was that she looked like trash—and she didn’t
 look like trash. She had on perfectly acceptable office attire.

Tears holding back nobly behind her eyes, she splashed water up on her neck and face, trying to wash off any traces of the perfume she had on.

With a pang of irritated sadness, she recalled just hours before when she had been disgusted that he gave her the once-over with his eyes. Now it seemed as though that wasn’t because she was attractive. It was because he found her to be trash
.

She wasn’t sure which was worse in his eyes—being someone attractive who didn’t know how to work, or being someone attractive who dressed like trash (and who probably still didn’t know how to work according to his imperious standards).

God. No wonder he burned through assistants.

With several deep breaths, she reminded herself how she needed this job. Pay off all the debt. Affirm your place in this professional world. Validate your existence and your degree. You know, all those 
teeny tiny little things that determined your entire life.

Quitting wasn't an option, in other words.

It took her a few moments to make sure she really, really wasn’t going to cry any more than she had. Then she reapplied her make-up, put her blouse back on and stepped back outside.

She was already building, and fighting, the resolution to quit. She could see the gentle, sad understanding forming in Julie’s eyes—Julie, who probably had to be the one to find another employee.

“All better, dear?” Julie asked her when Sophia arrived back at her desk.

“Yes, thank you.”

Julie didn’t look as though she believed that.

“Wonderful. He’s out for his four-thirty walk around the park. He’ll be back in fifteen minutes, unless he gets held up at the crosswalk. Then, it’s sixteen minutes.”

“Thank you.”

“When he gets back, he’ll want to work out for about twenty minutes. Make sure to set out his mat.”

“Yes.” Sophia nodded, remembering bits of this routine from the packet. “Okay. Thank you.”

Julie got up to leave. Sophia put a hand out.

“Really, Julie. Thank you. You’ve been a big help.”

Smiling, Julie took her hand. “You’re a tough one, girl. I think you’ll be able to handle him. Thorns and all.”

As she walked off, Sophia wondered whether that was true or not.

She stepped back inside Sand's cold, spherical office. She wondered distantly how much it must have cost to construct such an elaborate structure. Of special note were the curved glass ceilings. How did they keep all the cold in? A marvel.

His workout mats were behind his enormous desk, rolled up. There were three of them. As she grabbed the first one, she noticed his fancy computer was left on.

She tried to suppress the urge to look at it.

After rolling out the first mat, she decided—well, I’m going to pass right by anyway. I may as well take a peek. What does a billionaire's desktop screen look like? Wasn't it natural to be a little curious?

So, curious, she took a look at his screen. There was nothing 
really incriminating up at that moment, just your basic desktop. A picture of some mountain stream was the background—lots of green and a dash of water running diagonally down under all the icons.

But on the bottom, in a minimized screen on the taskbar...

In a minimized screen, there was the name of a high-end online fetish dating website that she recognized. From chatting online, she had heard about it—any men needed to provide a tax return just to prove they were wealthy enough to put an ad up.

Unable to stop herself, Sophia opened it up. And it was more than just the website...it was an personal advertisement!

It was Sand's
 personal advertisement!

The photo featured had Sand’s muscular form in a tuxedo—no head shot, though. Everything the ad said was astounding. Intoxicating.

Me:

Male Dom.

Well dressed.

Articulate.

Wealthy.

Early Forties.

You:

Female Sub.

Must dress hot.

Must be attractive.

Must obey.

Must want breath play and domestication.

Must be open to multiple female partners.

Instantly, her pulse quickened. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing it. Tight, hot tingles of excitement ran up and down her entire body, including her tight, young pussy.

Across the sphere, she saw him coming back through the outer-office. His head a-swivel, checking up on employees. He tossed someone’s empty coffee cup in the trash, delivering what was surely a patronizing couple of lines.

Frantically, Sophia examined the screen up and down a number of times, memorizing the ad, his username on it, and the website url.

When he stepped back inside, Sophia was grabbing the last 
exercise mats, laying them out. She wondered just slightly if he was examining the perky, round curves of her ass as she bent over.

“What are you doing in here?”

“I wanted your exercise equipment to be ready when you arrived.”

“And yet it isn’t. So now your work is not on-time, as well as being sub-par.”

She tried not to let the comment get to her.

“You’re right. I misjudged when you would be back. I thought I had time, when I first came in, to do a small amount of cleaning.”

“Cleaning?” His voice was approaching mockery again. “Are you the maid, now?”

“Of course not. But, part of the packet mentioned that you required cleanliness in every area. I assumed that, since you had fired the person hired before me, your office would be lacking in the level of cleanliness you required. I wanted to rectify that.”

He smiled, beginning to undress right there in front of her like there was nothing to it.

“And what have you found so far?”

She stuttered a bit when she saw his bare chest. At first she thought he didn’t have much chest hair—but then she realized it was just that his hair was so blond. Over the chiseled, rocky pieces of his pecs, there was a heavy, sexy swath of blond hair, easily visible in the light as he turned and changed.

She gathered herself. “The ceiling fan needs dusting—the front one, not the one over your desk. There’s grime building up underneath the window sill in the back. Your blinds squeak unnecessarily, and there’s a build-up of oil in the mechanism that’s dripped down in the strings.”

It was impossible to tell whether he was impressed. Certainly, she was impressed with her own ability to notice such details after a cursory examination around the room.

“Very well. Can you take care of those?”

“I can,” she stretched out the word, “unless you’d prefer to just let me make the professionals aware of it.”

“Yes,” he nodded quickly. “that.”

He took his pants down all the way—all the way!—exposing his 
naked ass to her for a moment as he slipped on his gym shorts. It was firm and chiseled, like the rest of him.

Yum, thought Sophia.

“You choose the perfect tool for the job,” he said. “Your job is to find problems. We can hire someone else to correct them.”

“Yes, Sir.”

As she walked out of the office, she couldn’t decide—was it her imagination, or did she linger on the “sir” just now, stretching out the word just slightly, accentuating it?

Chapter 6

Gerald Sand grew up in a wealthy family, born to a pair of doctors. His mother was a gynecologist, and his father, an oncologist, and together they would have provided for him for as long as he needed.

He loved his mother and father, as any child does. They were his entire world. Even when they denied him something he wanted or asked for, which was not very often, they still always had his respect. Every day, they helped people—and once he was old enough, at about the age of eight or nine, he found it easy to say he was proud of them.

Shortly after he turned ten, his father wanted to move across the country to California and open up a new practice with his mother, under one roof, with a coalition of other doctors.

School started in early September, and the two of them wouldn't be done with their patient list until late October, so his parents sent Gerald ahead of them. His father's brother, Hamilton, lived in California already, making the transition that much easier. Gerald would stay with Hamilton until his parents arrived.

“Come with me,” Gerald told them, very serious, when they informed him that he was to go ahead. “I don't want you to be gone for so long.”

But they didn't listen, of course. He was a boy.

The new school was fine. The children were nice enough, and he learned to like it in California and made friends with his Uncle Hamilton, who prior to the move he had barely met. Gerald went out of his way to write down lists of places to take his mother—the botanical garden, the butterfly exhibit at the museum—and his 
father—the amusement park with the giant roller coaster, the new mall with the enormous robot in front.

On their flight to come meet him, at last, after nearly two months of not seeing them, they died in a sudden plane crash.

Gerald was, of course, completely devastated. All the spark of youth fled out of him in one fell swoop, returning only marginally and sporadically over the next several years.

There are any number of patterns that people can recognize in their lives. With seven billion people in the world and an infinite number of connections and reactions that can be made with their surroundings, there exist a plethora of possibilities of what a person might interpret. Gerald could have recognized largely that he was lucky to have the wealth of his parents to support him—as well as a loving uncle to take him in who happened to be wealthy as well.

And to some extend, Gerald did recognize this, over time.

But what tattooed to his mind then was that he was not in control of what happened to the ones he loved. He had told
 his parents not to take the plane, and they did anyway, thinking they knew better than him.

So this was, for Sand, the beginning of one pattern he saw, one of the most severe in his life. The world itself was against him, and unless he wrested control from its constantly turning grasp, all that he earned, loved, and had would be at risk. For someone else, perhaps, taking so much control would be an impossibility.

For him, though, it was a mission.

Chapter 7

That night, when Sophia made it back home to her small apartment, the ad ran through her head again and again:

Must dress hot.

Must be attractive.

Must obey.

Must want breath play and domestication.

The second she let her bags down on the linoleum floor, she had to slip her hand down her pants and press her front two fingers hard against her pussy. She pressed back against the door, the thump cascading through the house.

Must dress hot.

Mmmph. Oh god. Why did it turn her on so much that he had such exclusive standards?

Was it because she knew that she could dress hot?

Was it because—for all of his arrogance and sneering confidence and negativity—he had a clear selection of standards for a woman to be good enough for him? The thought of conforming to that, to being inside of those standards, to being the submissive babe who was good enough to serve such a demanding, ornery dominant...


Must be attractive
.

Oh yes.

Sliding up the walls of her apartment with her fingers staying busy, she had fallen into the couch now, her pants pushed down around her knees with her panties not far behind. The couch would stain, maybe, but she didn’t care. The ad was so very hot to think about.

She could wear tiny little skirts around the office, hot fishnets beneath them. She could show off her hot ass to him, her big tits, her sexy face made up purely for his satisfaction.

When he thought of her as an object when she wanted to be a professional, that was demeaning, of course.

But if he thought of her as an object when she was deliberately trying to be his
 object...

Her fingers sank deeper into her pussy, fucking her hot velvety folds harder and harder.

“His
 object,” she moaned. “His object
.”

To have all her hopes, all her dreams, all her needs so close, to be working
 for him. Fuck, she already was
 subservient to him!

“Oh god!” she moaned with the thought, her pussy convulsing. “Oh fuck, yes! Yes! Such a sub for him! So fucking owned!”


Must want domestication
.

Oh god. He’d make her his servant.


Must want breath play
.

Fuck. Fuck fuck! Her fingers slid across her clit, thinking about his hands on her throat, closing in, choking her. Owning her ability to breath!


Must obey
.

“Must obey,” she moaned. “Must obey!”

Her orgasm rocked through her body, her feet digging in hard to the soft cushions of the couch. It surprised her. Normally, the thought of being choked rather scared her—it was one step that she never found herself wanting to take.

But surprisingly, the thought of him doing it, having that sort of control...it just pushed her over the edge.

For several seconds after cumming, unbidden, her thoughts drifted to Todd. He was probably sleeping in some hostel somewhere, or getting drunk with some Germans or something. He had sent her no emails, no phones. That was part of his plan—no contact for the whole three months.

Screw him, she thought suddenly. Leaving her alone like that—not giving her a yes or a no, but a nebulous miasma of doubt to deal with for a quarter of a year of her life! How did he expect her not to be miserable?

He didn't care. He didn't care about what she wanted before—he had mocked
 what she wanted—and he didn't care now.

For the entire bus ride home, Sophia had thought that cumming like that would sate her desire. But now, considering Sand and comparing his open acceptance of the dom/sub lifestyle...it only made her turned on again. Thinking about sending him a message only made her desire grow the more.

The site he had posted on was exclusive—for men doms, anyway, with income verification and so forth. She signed up for it easily, however—all she had to turn in, as a woman, was “proof of attractiveness,” which meant giving a photo of herself, dressed in a random outfit that their generator asked for. She supposed they got a lot of fakes, once upon a time.

So she found herself redoing her make-up for the day, putting on what they asked for—a white-striped shirt with something orange in her hands. She just picked an orange. Using her phone, it was simple enough to take the photo and then upload it and wait.

She expected to have to wait a day or two—but she got a response verifying her acceptance within thirty minutes as she idly stroked her hot cunt, licking her lips at Sand's profile, reading through the packet of his rules (his orders
, she now considered them), and losing herself in a dozen little fantasies.

Quickly, she set about to writing a profile . She used the same sign-in as she did in the chatrooms, subvixen, and the same profile as well. For her profile picture, she put up a photo with her wearing nylons and her highest pair of heels, showing off the tight, luscious curve of her legs beneath the tight cloth of one of her clubbing dresses.

She got up, typing her own message in response to his profile:

ExecStud,

I love the profile. I have to tell you, I’m all you want and more.

I read things like what you have there, and I can’t help but want to obey and give you everything you need.

I know you must get hundreds and hundreds of requests all the time from girls on this site, their pussies dripping with the need for your incredible cock.

How can I prove to you that I’m the real deal?

- subvixen

And then for the rest of the night she studied his orders in the packet and fingered her hot pussy until she fell asleep, dreaming up all the ways that he would command her to prove her worth.

Chapter 8

Waking up the next morning—bright and early at 5 AM on Friday—she expected to be tired. She expected, really, to have her original disdain of the job returned, and that all the interest that had built up the night before would have evaporated like so much smoke.

But no. She woke up, in fact, gripping her pillow tight, her fingers on top of her luscious mound, her consciousness switching on in fact to her moaning out, “Oh Masterr...oh Master...” again and again.

So, yes—she was going to follow through with the plan. Make him want her—online and at work—and then cash in on the build-up of his desire.

It felt so empowering
 to have a plan.

To that end, she hopped into the shower and quickly prepared herself—within an hour, the hot young twenty-two year-old was dressed as sexy as she dared.

She wore a tight white blouse, which she felt was sort of a staple in hot office fantasies. If at any time that felt too daring, she had a neutral (if also rather tight) black sweater to pull over her ample 
breasts. Smoky dark stockings lined her long legs, the lovely shape of which were advertised doubly by her sharp tight gray skirt, the hem ending right above her knee. Her high-heeled shoes provided a modest lift—three inches—enough to show off without overtly advertising.

Wrapped in a bun behind her head, her dark-hair was still starkly professional—and yet she knew (from reading naughty stories and seeing plenty of naughty pictures) that a bun in the mind of a sex-hungry man was little more than an opportunity to watch a girl’s hair fall down her back at his behest.

Arriving at the office at six-fifteen after another morning bus ride, she was happy and congenial to everyone she met. She was surprised to see so many—more than half the staff—already there so early. All of them, perhaps, were hoping to get noticed by Mr. Sand like she was.

Of course, probably they didn’t want the same kind of attention as Sophia.

“My my,” said Julie, arranged in a bright blue dress, when she saw Sophia. “Someone’s come prepared.”

“I thought I would try and be a little more professional—and follow the rules a bit closely today.”

Julie smiled. “That’s a good attitude to have. He’s ready for his morning coffee, I think.”

“Yes,” said Sophia. “I know.”

All that studying last night wasn't for nothing, after all.

Quickly, she made and then delivered the coffee, her heels snapping on the cool tiles inside of Sand’s office.

He barely looked up as she approached, buried inside of some mound of paperwork.

“Here’s your coffee, Sir.”

She breathed out the word “Sir,” and intentionally capitalized it in her head. She wanted him to feel the respect flowing out of her for him. She needed him to know, one way or the other, how badly she desired his thick hard cock up inside of her cunt, giving her direction, telling her how to feel.

To have a real dom, a real live dom, right there in front of her—it took all her strength not to fall on her knees and beg for him to choke 
her hot slut throat with his cock.

“Thank you,” he said, still not looking up.

She waited for a few seconds—as the rules instructed—and then began to walk away, just slightly exaggerating her natural strut to give a hot, enticing sway to her ass.

When she stopped at the door, she turned her head just slightly to see if he had been watching her. She thought she could explain it, if he caught her, by saying she thought she heard him say something.

Sure enough, his eyes were glued firmly on her ass. She caught him.

He noticed her catching him—and didn’t seem to care at all. His eyes met hers, challenging her briefly. A hot, satisfied smile briefly crossed her lips and she slipped back out into the office.

There was lots of work to do. Data to file, paperwork to hand out, mail to rearrange, that sort of thing. Some emails and phone calls went directly to Sand on his private number, but his public address and number went directly to her desk. A large part of her job to screen the mail and calls directed to him from those who didn't have his private number and decide who was actually important enough to bother her boss. If they weren’t important enough, then she would put them on hold indefinitely. Eventually, they would hang up.

If someone went through this process three times, then they would be upgraded to being put on a to-call list for Mr. Sand, which was hundreds of people long. Someone would rise from the bottom to the top of a given list within six-to-eight weeks, most of the time.

It seemed a cruel way to handle business, but it wasn't Sophia's place to question. And she didn't want to give Sand the wrong idea about the kind of girl she was—the kind that would question his dominance.

Oh no, she couldn't even hint at that.

The atmosphere in the office, generally speaking, was still congenial as it had been the day before, but Sophia had noticed a serious feeling of stress leaking beneath the surface.

In her work, she found that everyone’s placement inside of the office—aside from Julie, who had to be at the front for reception—was determined by how important Sand thought they were to him. 
This was an ever-shifting arrangement, she had learned, such that every Monday that a person came in and saw their name plate on their desk in the same place, they breathed a sigh of relief (or possibly frustration, when they had to go search around for their new desk).

It was her job, she found out, to rearrange people should Sand desire.

“How’s it going, dear?”

Sophia looked up from the pile of paperwork in front of her to see Julie’s bright, smiling face. Sophia attempted her own smile.

“It’s going all right. I’m just still trying to measure up, you know?”

“Oh,” Julie waved a hand. “I wouldn't worry so much about that.”

“Are you kidding?” Sophia laughed. “He already thinks I'm unqualified after the bumbly mess I acted like yesterday, and now it's all regaining ground.” She paused. “Right?”

Julie shrugged. “I suppose that's possible
...but I don't think it's very likely.”

“Why not?”

“My dear,” said Julie. “All those rules you read for him, and you haven’t realized it yet?”

“Realized it? Realized what?”

Julie leaned forward on the desk. “Do you think that you would be hired for this moment for even one fraction of a second if you were even slightly unqualified? Do you think I’m bad at my job, in selecting you as someone to be interviewed? Do you think he wouldn’t have reviewed your file before you were even called?”

Sophia didn’t know what to say to that.

“I know he’s harsh, dear. I make no excuses for him. But...” Julie leaned against Sophia's desk for a moment. “...he does get results. He expects those results from everyone around him, that’s all. He views humans as templates, that’s all. And if every template followed his method, then everyone would be a success.”

“That’s how he sees us?”

Julie shrugged. “That’s how he sees everything. He’s a very...unique individual.”

With that, she walked away, leaving Sophia to consider.

At twelve-thirty, it was time for another cup of coffee—and for 
Sophia to deliver the batch of paperwork that she had accumulated for him to review and sign.

This time, as she walked in, his eyes were all over her. It was as if he was expecting her.

“You upgraded a bit, didn’t you?”

She could sense that he was trying to compliment her. And—knowing that he was such a dom—she didn’t feel as offended as she would have otherwise.

“Yes, Sir. I thought being in your presence required a bit more...style than I had previously shown.” She tried to make her voice soft, agreeable. “Please, do let me apologize for not having it right the first time. I hope this outfit is more agreeable, Sir?”

His hands came over the cup, his fingertips just barely glancing against hers. It was enough. She let out a hot breath and turned away.

“That will do for now,” he said.

“Thank you, Sir. I appreciate you noticing my attempt, Sir.”

She started walking back to the door, but Sand continued—so Sophia paused.

“At least until your first paycheck comes through. I expect a certain level of tailoring quality for your clothing.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, continuing to the door.

She rushed to the bathroom. Once safely inside a stall, she slipped her left hand into her mouth, tongue sliding hard against her fingertips wanting to suckle down any bits of his body’s imprint on her.

Her right hand climbed up into her panties. There was no restraining her passion. Her panties—flimsy and lace—moved aside quickly, and she found her entrance. Any part of him at all—any thought of him, any residual feeling of him that could be pushed inside of her body was.

“Oh my god,” she moaned.

Her fingers slid in and out of her entrance. Bliss spread through her body like a fast-acting fever. There was so much need inside of her—such vicious, terrible, insatiable need for his control and approval!

“Mister Sand...” she breathed out, her face pressing against the bathroom door. “Mister Sand...Mister Sand...Master
 
Sand...”

It didn't matter that she was at work. It only mattered that she was obeying, that he was thinking more of her, that she was earning his approval and making him watch her and notice her and want her...

Biting down on her lips, she came. Hot squeaks and soft mews pushed out from her mouth as she struggled to keep quiet in the bathroom.

Taking a few moments, she gathered her thoughts and herself. Then she stepped back out into the office once more.

Chapter 9

That night, after a long and satisfying day of work doing everything she could to help Sand, she came home and saw a response to her message to him.

She was terrified to use the office computer to respond or even check her account—if he saw her on the site at all (and there was no reason to think that he wasn’t watching, looming inside of his enormous, opaque office), then he would surely be able to piece it all together.

subvixen,

The real deal must provide a proof of purchase. You can hardly expect me to entertain offers without knowing what I’m getting, yes?

Send me a picture.

Send me a few.

Grinning wickedly, Sophia slid back into the couch, sliding her hands up and down her body. This was just what she wanted to happen. Of course
 she wanted him to see her body. She just didn't want him to know it was her...not yet.

So, she couldn’t show him her face, of course—but she could show him all sorts of other things.

After an enthusiastic finger-fucking session to finish off Friday night, dreaming of all the hot things Sand would do to her, she planned to spend all day Saturday planning and dressing.

Distantly, she felt glad that had never stopped taking her birth control. Once every few months, it would deliver an outrageous mood swing or two, but this sort of opportunity made it all worth it.

She wanted to feel him unhindered by anything. His naked cock, pulsing hard in her hot cunt. Oh yes.

Waking up at about ten in the morning Saturday, she started judging and preparing a possible outfit.

With frustration, she saw the bag for her wedding dress deep in the back of her closet as she searched. That was embarrassing, now.

At one point, Sophia had everything almost nearly planned for the wedding. They had a place—Grove Park on the East End—and a day, and were narrowing down on a caterer and had invitations picked out and save-the-dates sent.

No longer, of course. The dress still seemed like the biggest muck-up of all. Her mother had helped her to pay for it—and Sophia could still return it and get most of the payment back—but she just hadn’t been able to, yet. Another part of her life that waited for Todd.

Sighing, she put a few extra sweaters on top of the bag so she wouldn’t look at it, and went back to work on preparing outfits for Sand.

She faced a momentary happy interruption around one in the afternoon, when the car shop called her to tell her that her vehicle was finally ready to pick up. The shop was, thankfully, just a short walk away. The cost—more than a thousand dollars—made Sophia’s heart beat rapidly, but with the pay coming in from the new job, she felt confident she could pay it all off on next month’s credit bill.

That was freeing—knowing she didn’t have to stress about payments. Any slight dissatisfaction with the job’s responsibilities and long hours eroded even more. Her growing sexual enjoyment was quickly supplemented with practical enjoyment.

Back home, she resumed work on her outfits for the photos. It wasn't until late in the afternoon—past five o'clock, in fact—that she was really satisfied.

On her computer, reading and re-reading Sand's sexy message, she noticed that Todd had sent her some email or another.

Ugh, whatever. She didn't even bother opening it. As far as she knew, it would just be more nebulously shitty ideas about the future which may or may not include her. Past behavior, she knew, was the best indicator for future behavior...and Todd's past behavior had left her scarred and burned.

If she was going to focus on something she couldn't control completely, it may as well be on trying to get someone to control her.

Using her phone, she posed in her small bedroom and took several different photos of herself in the hot little outfit she had put together just for him.

Near the back of her closet, mostly unused, she had her “little black dress.” Sleeveless and tight, it had a keyhole opening framing her expansive cleavage—supported by a lacy black bra. The hemline ended well above her knees, transitioning sexily into tight smoky-dark stockings with little dark flowers patterned down to the coup-de-grace, expensive four-inch pump heels with red bottoms.

She took shots of her hot stocking-clad legs rubbing against each other. Her devastatingly high heels, precariously balanced on one another. Her earrings, danging down and shining brightly against the dark mass of her perfectly arranged hair. Her cleavage, one small drip of perfectly aroused sweat sliding down her chest and balancing on the luscious curve of her tit. Her sexy gold choker necklace, dangling so close to the delicate muscles of her neck—almost like a collar.

She took hundreds of pictures...and over the course of a glass of wine and a few hours, whittled that number down to twelve.

With a deliberately long breath, she attached all the messages and pressed send, and let him have all of it.

Along with it she wrote a message:

ExecStud,

I completely agree—you should be able to see what I look like. But I should be able to see what you look like as well. I love the look of you in that suit. Is there any way I could get a glimpse of any of the parts underneath? Your rockhard abs, or your rockhard chest, or your rockhard...other things?

But just to prove to you that I’m not all talk, here are some bits of me for you to enjoy.


If you have any requests, just let me know
. I'm very happy to dress how you like.


Your

subvixen

For the rest of the weekend, she planned out a whole progression of outfits for the next week, continually pushing the issue of Todd's email out of her mind.
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ON MONDAY, FOLLOWING
 her plan, she wore a tight navy blue business suit with a tight, brief pencil skirt running just over her knees. Along with that, she wore the jewelry from the picture—stud earrings and her tight choker necklace. It was not a common sort of necklace, but not completely unusual.

Still, Sand eyed it curiously when he saw it on her Monday morning as she delivered his coffee.

“That's an interesting piece,” he told her. “On your neck.”

“This?” Sophia smiled. “My old boyfriend gave it to me.”

“You have a boyfriend?”

Sophia smiled—she had hoped he would asked.

“I did. Not anymore.”

She strutted out of the room elaborately, letting him ponder that.

On Tuesday, she wore a tight navy suit jacket top with skintight leather leggings. By now, she was easily pushing the boundaries of good taste...but she didn't care. She figured if he fired her for being too sexy, then that was the perfect excuse to let him know that it had all been for him. From the photos she took, she wore the tall black heels with the red bottoms.

That caught his attention all right. Those heels were over five hundred dollars—an incredibly expensive birthday gift from Todd, in fact, a few weeks after their engagement. He never once complimented them on her.

“You’re looking sharp today, Sophia,” Sand said to her, as she strutted in and dropped off a stack of paperwork for him to sign. “I don’t want it to seem as though I’m not noticing the effort you’re putting in.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful, Sir,” she said, her voice a soft, easy purr. “I’m so glad to be...sharp.”

Perhaps out of someone else’s mouth that would have sounded strange or silly. But the way Sophia held her clipboard so close to 
her chest, and the way that she let the word slide longways out of her mouth guaranteed that Sand at least knew she had other things on her mind.

Her smiles became easy, sultry, and permanent. She wanted him to know that she was in a good mood around him—that she was, in fact, just generally happy. Who wanted to be with someone who was down all the time?

Besides her, of course, wanting to be with Sand. But that was different. His mood would improve once she was sucking his cock regularly behind his desk. A nice little blowjob with every little drop of coffee he took down. Wouldn't that be nice?

She could just spread his muscled thighs, let his hot blond pubic hair tickle her nose, and engorge herself on his fat, incredible cock...

In the afternoon, she caught him working out, delivering paperwork that she had described as “urgent.” The hardness of his muscles, the gripping tightness of his frame, the way his veins popped and the sweat gleaned on his skin...all of it stuck in her head. He caught her staring. She didn't care, and just flashed him another happy, sultry smile.

At home, Tuesday night, she fingered herself furiously, thinking of his hot, amazing frame and all the ways she could convince him to look at her tight body.

On Wednesday, she wore a tight peach jacket with an incredibly open blouse. Any time that she bent forward, it was possible to see the lacy black lines of her nearly translucent bra—the same bra from the photos she sent. Her earrings were from the photos as well—and she was almost certain he picked up on them.

She walked into his office, holding a few forms for him to examine.

“Finished yet?”

“Of course, Sir. I just had one question,” she said, bending over toward him just as she had fingered her pussy thinking about the night before, “Did I fill this out correctly? I’m so worried that I made a mistake. I apologize for asking, as I know you’re so busy, but I got a little mixed up.”

Her breasts, overflowing from her blouse, pressed warmly against each other. On display, just for him. The thin fabric around their heavy flesh strained. Locks of her long, dark hair slid down her face, 
framing the sexy gap they created.

“No,” he said, clearly only staring down her cleavage. Her breasts so pert, so firm and together. “No, that looks good. Well done.”

“Oh, that’s terrific.”

She stood up, tossing her long hair back.

“Are those earrings from your old boyfriend as well?” he asked her, a coy smile on his face.

“These?” she shook her head. “No, these were for myself, to find a new boyfriend. Do you think they'll work?”

“I suppose you'll find out, won't you?”

“I certainly hope so...Sir.”

The whole exchange was so brilliantly hot and filled with sexual tension that Sophia had no idea how she didn't run to the bathroom and dip her fingers into her pussy right then and there.

But, the plan for that day wasn't over yet.

Wednesday was also to be the day she attempted her first “full bend.”

Right then, as she stepped out of the room, she “clumsily” dropped all her papers. So she got down on her knees in a somewhat unladylike fashion, her cleavage facing Sand. The tight pull of her blouse just pressed her sumptuous breasts even harder together, creating an even more dramatically sexy valley.

Then, all gathered up, she straightened out her graceful legs—bent over at the waist to gather up just a few more items from off the floor after doing so, letting him get a good long look at her terrific behind—and straightened up, shaking her long hair out. Her shiny locks sparkled in the light of the room, her statuesque form on display.

She couldn’t possibly look at him, her face was filled with too much open lust. But just as she closed the door, she could have sworn she heard a long, troubled sigh from the other end of the office.

That night, once she got home to her apartment and opened up her laptop, she found that Sand wrote her back.

subvixen,

As we are oh-so-fond of coyness, here is a coy shot of myself, taken just from out the shower.

I like violet on a proper submissive.

Find some. Wear some. Let me see.

-ExecStud


The photo was of his body—dripping wet—from the top of his chest down to the cusp of his pubic hair. His abs, so ripped and chiseled, the obliques making a tight, svelte v-shape, like an arrow pointing to his cock.

Oh god.

Oh fuck
.

Within just a few moments, her skirt was down around her ankles, her flimsy panties pushed to the side. Her fingers plunged inside of her pussy, desperate to give her the release she so richly needed.

Her orgasm, fast and overpowering, nearly knocked her out of her chair.

Even for several minutes after she came, she could only slide her thumb up and down her clit, licking her lips, moaning.

“Master...” she called softly. “Masterrrrr...”

Eventually, after a she calmed down enough for her thoughts to clear.

Originally, she had wanted Friday to be her go-for-broke day. But, as she considered that, she remembered that Friday was a holiday—yes, even for Mr. Sand. And so she had to realign her plans accordingly.

The big day had to be Thursday.

Violet? All right, Mr. Sand, Sophia thought. Violet you shall have.
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THE NEXT MORNING, SHE
 wore a tight minidress, its tiny length almost fit only for a club—barely going past the halfway mark of her long, sumptuous thighs. The portion over her torso was backless, held up by a teensy string around her neck—as well as the eagerly displayed buoyant masses of her tits.

To class it up a bit, she wore a light sweater on top—but the sweater was so clingy, and so tiny, that it was easy to see that it was little more than a paltry impediment to the full enjoyment of Sophia’s amazing body.

Once again, smoky dark stockings decorated her legs, made purely for drawing gazes away from her sensational chest—as if to say, “hey, I’ve got some killer legs too, fellas.”

It amused her, how easily she had gotten caught up in wearing so many hot outfits, how much confidence it filled her with. It seemed like what had been holding her confidence back all these years wasn’t her looks, or her body, or anything like that—it was just the willingness to put herself out there for men to see her and admire her.

Maybe, if Todd had been more open to her desires, such a confidence boost would have arrived ages ago.

Sizing herself up in the mirror, she gave a gentle shrug. Who cared what Todd thought? The jerk. He was missing out on all the fun, now.

To that end, she wore boots. Hot, skintight knee-length boots with four inch stiletto heels. They had little violet buckles.

And, taking a breath, she stepped out of her apartment and into the rest of her life.

Chapter 10

The advantage of taking her escalation in outfits somewhat slowly—and being attractive anyway—was that dressing as she did that day didn’t draw too many stares.

Well, not too
 many—but “too many” was a constantly moving yard line with her. She found herself starting to enjoy being looked at as an object.

She noted with satisfaction several handsome fellows on her walk from the parking garage in the Johnson Chrome Building taking long, eager stares at her bared legs and the sweet valley of cleavage formed by her tight dress. As she strutted into her elevator, Sophia put a little extra sway into her ass, letting them want her all the more.

It was so hot
, knowing even without looking that they were all drifting toward the elevator, watching her body. It was so hot, knowing that they would be stroking their cocks later thinking about her.

And it was so very especially hot knowing that she had done all this, gathered all this attention, just for one man in particular.

During the past week, the attention hadn't been restricted solely 
to the parking garage, of course. There were plenty of hot-blooded men in the office. Just yesterday, all the married guys from accounting all begged her for a date, only half-joking. This was part of a growing trend.

Even though she hadn’t paid them too much mind, over the past few days, lots of the guys in the office had started staring at Sophia—paying extra attention as she bent over to deliver the mail, her bountiful cleavage on display, or their shoulders and heads perking upward when they heard the click of her heels on the tile floor.

Just like with the men on the bus, it was hard to say she didn’t enjoy the attention. Obviously, she wanted to be taken seriously for the job she was doing. But at the same time...she was
 dressing up for male attention. It was just, again, for a very specific male.

So, over the course of the past week, when Fred from communications or Antonio from Sales started showing up at her desk at all times of the day for the most obvious of excuses—do you want any coffee when I step out for five seconds? Do you like bagels? There’s a bagel place just twenty minutes up the road from where I get lunch, and I don't mind getting you one—well, when that nonsense happened, Sophia noticed.

None of that was happening today, however. The second she walked into the office, Everyone was frantic—making calls, tossing files from one desk to another, holding up worn-out pieces of papers in their hands and waving them like flags.

Julie, lost in a sea of phone calls, saw Sophia and of course her outfit, and gave her a slightly bemused look. Sophia didn’t think she was getting anything past Julie. There was a lady who had been around the block too many times to have anything put past her.

But, Sophia didn’t really care.

She wanted Sand—and today, she was sure he would come to her and hold her down just how she wanted.

Curiously, he wasn’t in his office when she went to drop off his coffee. Not having encountered this before, she had to double-check the packet stashed in her work bag to find out the proper procedure—leave the coffee there, and wait for him to return. Make sure it stayed hot.

To busy herself, she stayed on top of the mass of paperwork that 
had accumulated already—even though it was before seven in the morning.

Eight o’clock swung around and Sand still hadn’t shown.

Julie walked over to her then, temporarily relieved, it seemed, from the swamp of phone calls.

“Mr. Sand won’t be in today,” said Julie. “He’s had a sudden spat of meetings with politicians around town. There was a fire at one of his factories. That's why everyone is so frantic.”

“Oh, god.” Sophia put a hand to her mouth. “Why didn’t he call me?”

“Because he called me. You’re very good, dear. And very...” Julie looked her up and down. “...very dedicated. But I know the people to call in this sort of situation. You don’t, yet. But don’t worry, I’ll walk you through what I did later. All right?”

Sophia nodded.

The rest of the day, her mind was in a funk. All of this build, all of this desire, so ready to burst out from her—now completely unresolved. She found herself looking at the same account transfer report for over an hour, reading it six times without taking in any of the information.

Outside, it started to rain—and then it started to pour.

Oh good, thought Sophia. I needed a metaphor to really complete this day.

By around three, she resolved to push herself out of the bad mood. She buried herself in work, wanting to make sure that when Sand came back on Monday, there would be nothing hanging over his head that he couldn’t handle.

She could, at least, still be a good employee, even if she would rather be a good slave.

Thinking that way, the work past quickly. The midnight tresses of her long hair kissed the desk as she hunched over for hours without getting up. After it got in the way one too many times, she put it up in an impromptu bun, little strands still dangling around her sharp cheekbones.

Continuing her work, her brain narrowed. Noises from the outside faded in and out without really touching her brain.

“Leaving, dear?”

“What?”

A bit startled, Sophia looked up from her desk. Julie was looking down at her.

“It’s past seven, dear.”

“Oh.” Sophia shook her head slightly, rubbing her eyes.

Outside, the sun had gone down. Everyone had left.

“Oh, my. Okay. Yes. Sorry. I’ll be on my way.”

Julie flashed her a bright smile. “Want any company?”

“No...no, that’s all right,” said Sophia. “I’ll be along shortly.”

For several more minutes, she lost herself in work. When she heard shuffling from across the office, she thought it was Julie again, and started to prepare herself to leave, a bit embarrassed at having been caught doing so much work still.

But it wasn’t Julie at all.

It was him. It was Sand. His tight, handsome form was framed by a dark tan trench coat which he was carefully peeling off—completely drenched from the rain outside. Underneath, he looked as sharp and distinguished as ever. His face, though, was haggard and tired, with a day’s build-up of  blond beardy growth.

“Oh good, you’re here,” he said, carefully handing her his dripping coat as she stood up to greet him. “You won’t believe the day I’ve had. Brinker and Boyd are going nuts out there.”

She emoted as much as she could. “I’m so sorry to hear it.”

“I just came to drop off some paperwork and maybe knock out an hour or two of work.” He stopped, stroking his head. “You can go home, of course. You’re here late already, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir. I thought that, with you unable to be here today, I would take care of some extra duties so that your load would be slightly lighter when you came back.”

“Ah, good. Good work.”

He gave her a curt little nod. Her entire body swelled with pride from the slight praise—and her breasts swelled forward, nearly spilling out of her tiny dress.

Without a doubt, he noticed that. “Do you have a...” he trailed off, watching her fingers as she dangled with her tight necklace.

For a few seconds, the only interaction they shared was through her expansive bust—her showing off and him taking it in. Her green 
eyes glittered with lust, letting him know that she knew he was looking, and she wanted him to do it more.

He coughed, finally. “Do you have time to make me a cup of coffee before you leave?”

“Of course
, Sir. I’m so
 happy to do that for you.”

For the first time, he seemed to notice the eagerness in her voice. Her heart thumped as he looked her over once more, very slowly. She straightened her back and pushed back a stray strand of glossy dark hair, allowing him to get a better look. Smiling small, he stepped into his office.

In a few minutes, she had followed him into his office with his coffee in hand. Trying to make her strut as obvious as possible, her green eyes fixated on his position. She placed one foot right in front of the other—deliberate and hot. She had been watching models on runways for reference. He watched her the entire time as she approached, appearing to enjoy the show. His eyes devoured her form.

Bending over at the waist, she delivered his coffee in what had become her usual way, with her breasts on full display. The bronzed roundness of them so incredibly advertised by the tight, clingy fabric of her dress.

“Here you are, Sir.
” She made love to the word as it slipped out from her mouth again.

He tilted his head. “You’re wearing...violet.”

“Yes, Sir. I thought it was a color that complimented me well. I thought it looked...rather proper.”

He leaned back in his chair. “It does. You look...very good, girl.”

Her breath was hot, shuddery. A low, needy whimper filled her throat—she struggled to keep in her—and failed. God, she wanted to drop to her knees so bad! He was so strong, so in control. She wanted to give up all of herself to him. Everything that she was, right under his thumb.

And his wording, fuck. The closeness there of “good” and “girl”...so very close to calling her what she burned to be called.

He seemed happy to wait, though. Watching her. Drinking in her beautiful, dolled-up image.

“Thank you, Sir.” She breathed at last, her tits expanding as she 
stood back up. “I-I will...I will go and take care of the rest of the work for Monday.”

Trembling, she began to strut back to the door of the office.

“Stop,” he said.

She stopped, obedient as ever. It gave her such a thrill to do what he said.

“Turn around.”

She did, her heartbeat increasing. The specificity of the order—that he told her nothing more than to turn around—was cause for another thrill. On top of that was the thrill of the question—had he figured it out?

“Approach me.”

She began to walk forward.

“Not like that. Strut, like you were.”

Her mouth moved for a moment as the surprised flooded over her. Oh god. Oh god, was this really happening?

She did as he ordered, strutting toward him with one foot deliberately placed in front of the other, her hips swaying seductively.

When she was halfway there, he held up his hand again. “Strike a pose.”

She put her leg out, jutting her hips to showcase her ass, so perfectly visible behind the thin layer of her skirt.

“Let your hair down.”

Obediently again, she removed the pin from her hair. It fell down in waves, framing her face. She shook it out sexily, staring down heat on him with her emerald eyes.

“You need to be saying ‘Yes Sir,’ when I give you a command, girl.”

“Yes Sir,” she said weakly, her throat so dry.

“What was that?” His handsome face, so stern and unforgiving, began to form the fraction of a frown.

“Yes Sir,” she said, louder. “You’re right, Sir. I’m sorry, Sir.”

He shifted, leaning forward in his chair. “Get on your knees.”

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned, quickly obeying. She stared up at him, holding her arms up underneath her big tits in teensy, tiny dress.

Sophia was gleefully aware of how little fabric there was between 
her dripping-wet pussy and his hands. His cock.

He beckoned with two fingers. “Crawl toward me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Doing exactly as ordered, she crawled toward him, moving around his enormous desk.

“Present yourself.”

She sat back up on her knees, slipping off her sweater. Her hot club dress was his to see now. She liked that—it was his anyway. The fabric had ridden up her thighs, and it was a scant few millimeters before she was displaying her pussy to him. She bit her plush lower lip, admiring with pleasure the square line of his jaw, the bulging muscles of his chest and arms.

“Anything you say, Sir. I...must obey
.”

“Oh...” he leaned back, an air of surprise around his face. “Is that so?”

“I must dress hot. I must love domestication. I must obey.”

A smile slipped up over his face.

“You know, I had my suspicions...and I’m glad they were correct. You want to be my sub, is that right? My sub vixen?”

Feeling naughty, Sophia felt a little presentation was in order. She made her voice hot and breathy and soft. “It is hardly a choice. You’re sooo strong, Sir. I’m just a weak, hot mess of a girl. I must
 dress hot. I must
 obey,” she repeated.

“Come here,” he beckoned her.

His handsome, dark eyes stared down at her while she pushed his legs apart. Strong fingers slid under her chin and then around her jaw, pushing down to her slender neck, and led her lips up to his.

And finally, they kissed.

Her lips, on his, pushing into his. His grip tightened around her hair, craning her head back. Strong legs closed around her form, trapping her body beneath his completely. His tongue slipped into her mouth and Sophia’s pussy exploded with hot, wet need. She needed him inside of her so fucking bad.

His tongue pushed against hers and then curled up behind her teeth, pulling her in even more. Soft and sweet, her hands pushed up his thighs and found his growing bulge. Her moan echoed inside of their sweltering hot kiss.

He was huge. He was fucking huge. Sophia needed that cock in her right away. Moaning in his mouth, desperate, she half-tugged, half-rubbed it through the fabric of his expensive pants.

But then, Sand pulled away. Sophia, breathless, stared up at him with desperate need, pushing back up to kiss him once more, her tits pressed hard against on leg.

“Stop,” he said. “Not here. Gather your things and meet me at my car. You’ll follow me home.”

Sophia did her best to hide her disappointment.

She knew, in the end, that she must obey.

“Yes, Sir.”

Chapter 11

She followed him home—he wouldn’t allow her to be in her car.

At first, this insulted her, but she resolved not to let it.

In a certain fashion, in fact, it all made sense. Sand didn’t know her, not really. What if she was insane? What if she was clingy or shitty to him? Then he would be stuck with having to give her a ride or waiting for a taxi that she might not even be willing to take.

The only way to convince him of the purity of her intentions was to go along with everything he said.

And this worked out anyway, as doing every last little thing he said was exactly what Sophia wanted.

He lived in Class Towers, an enormous living complex that boasted homes to the city’s richest people—of whom Sand was, of course, at the very tip-top.

She followed his car into the garage through a series of three tall, imposing metal gates and she—not having the proper identification—was stopped by guards at each gate. It was only due to Sand that she was able to make it inside at all.

Parking next to him, she marveled at the opulence of the garage. It was air-conditioned, with tile floors and ornate light-fixtures hanging down from the ceiling. High definition video-cameras were posted on every pillar and wall.

When she exited her car, Sand was there—and slipped a strong hand around her waist. Pulling her into himself, he kissed her firmly, and all her worries and thoughts dissipated. When he pulled away, she slid her hand across his handsome face, admiring all the strong, 
noble features there, the crooked lines of his nose. She had to bite her lip to keep from pouncing into his arms.

“I appreciate you waiting like you have,” he said. “And coming here. I like to keep certain aspects of my life separate from others, you understand.”

She nodded fervently. “Yes, Sir.”

He smiled, rubbing his thumb along her cheek and then her lip. Moaning, she pushed her face against his touch, wanting to feel it harder, deeper.

“When I first met you, I thought you were rather willful.”

Kissing his thumb, sliding one plush lip over his nail, she said, “When I first met you, I didn’t realize you were the kind of man who deserved to break my will.”

His grip around her waist slid down and became tight around her ass. Her breath caught—he gripped so hard! His hands, so large and strong, could control her motion entirely. The thought made her pussy pulse with heat.

“So,” he said. “It’s not just anybody that gets to have you?”

Her hair shifted sexily as she shook her head. “Only the really, incredibly, alarmingly sexy and dominant types.”

He smiled. “And being rich doesn't hurt, I suppose?”

Uncertainty swelled in her for a moment—this seemed like a test. The best response, she decided quickly, was just to tell him the truth. “I suppose it's nice, yes. But to tell you the truth, I wouldn't care if you lived in the back of an alley, so long as you dominated me.”

Leaning in, he kissed her—long and sweet. His hands pushed through the long hot tangle of her dark hair. Her breasts, so full and heavy, crushed against his muscled chest.

“Good answer,” he said.

Taking her by the hand, he led her to the elevator. As they waited inside, the elevator slowly ticking up room by room, he slipped his hand under the skirt of her dress. With two fingers, he pressed hard against her thin panties. Juices from the hot, wet folds of her pussy dripped down onto his fingers.

Sophia moaned with need, clutching his suit tightly. “Right here, please?” she begged him. “Fuck me right here?”

His fingers entered her entirely. She could see the need on his 
face—and hoped she saw the same on hers.

“A good girl waits,” he said, pushing harder and deeper up onto her pussy. “A good girl...obeys.”

She nodded, panting and moaning even more. “A good girl obeys
, Sir.”

As frustrating as it was to wait, she couldn’t believe how much it turned her on to do so, knowing she was obeying. All her fantasies, all her desires coming true right now! Her breaths felt like they were too slow and too fast, both, shuddering with every exit and not coming nearly fast enough to keep her head from spinning.

Her lips fell against his boulder-like bicep, kissing there softly while he nonchalantly continued to finger-fuck her.

There was a security camera in the elevator. She realized that everything he did to her was monitored.

Screw it. She didn't care. Let them watch. All she cared about was her Sir's cock getting hard and ready to slide up inside of her hot sub body.

As the doors opened to his enormous condo, a part of her mind not drowning in seas of lust managed to wonder at the vast gap in their respective wealth. Everything about Sand’s living situation seemed like the opposite of Sophia’s.

She lived in a tiny two-bedroom duplex apartment on the bad side of town that was maybe seven hundred square feet.

He, on the other hand, lived on the top floor of an illustriously built complex, owning a three-story 50,000 square foot condo all to himself.


His
 floors were wood-paneled.


She
 was lucky to have anything on the floor at all outside of carpet that was strangely flea-infested during the summer, despite never owning a pet.


His
 entryway was the size of her entire apartment, and her
 bathroom would have fit inside of the marble fountain right in the middle of his entryway.

As much as she didn't
 want to make a big deal about his wealth...it was increasingly hard not to. And with her first exposure to all of it heightened with Sand's strong fingers pressing hard up inside of her needy, sopping-wet pussy, every bit of opulent richness made an 
even more indelible impact on her brain.

With a smile and a kiss, he slipped his hand out of her, gesturing for her to follow him past the entryway into a large, two-story living area with a sunken-in seating area. Enormous windows made up the wall, giving a premium view of the lights of the city.

She noticed that the space was all strangely barren of technology—until she watched him touch a few wood panels on the wall, and realized that those and some other panels on the floor and ceiling could flip around or rise up or sink down to reveal a speaker, or a panel, or a television, and so on.

She watched him open one such panel—inside were a series of boxes, each with their own key. He unlocked one such box—small, the size of a handbag—and walked with it over to a large leather couch. He set the box down on the stand, and then took off his coat, throwing it a good ten feet onto the other side of the couch.

“So,” he said finally, sitting down on the couch and crossing his legs. “You want to be my slave, yes?”

She nodded, standing in front of the couch, her dark hair shuffling past her shoulders. “Yes, Sir. Very much, Sir.”

“Come here, then, like a good slave.”

Just almost she took a step forward—but then she noticed the expectant gleam in his eye. She wasn’t supposed to come forward—she was supposed to come forward “like a good slave.”

She got down on her hands and knees and began to crawl forward, staring up at him the whole time. Her sexy, beautiful hair splayed out down her back and side. Her hot ass displayed so prominently.

You own this, her crawl said. You own me.

Anxiety and doubt struck at her, but they were trying to scale a tall, tall wall of arousal. Fighting those negative feelings off, she ended her crawl by slipping into his legs like a cat, purring and sliding her body up one strong leg.

Her breasts pushed around his knee and she slid up, staying on her knees.

“Was that acceptable, Sir?” she asked. “If not, I am happy to crawl for you again.” She shrugged, raising an eyebrow and licking her lips. “Or do anything else.”

One dainty, needy hand slid around his crotch, taking hold of his 
cock once more. Just as she had wanted and hoped, he was hard as a rock. He put a hand through the thick mass of hair, admiring her beautiful face, her cleavage.

“No, that was very good.”

His gaze followed hers on his cock, and they both watched his clear bulge stiffen and extend in his pants underneath her grip.

“Please,” she said. “May I stroke you?”

“Yes.”

Eagerly, Sophia pulled his pants down around his ankles, and then off entirely. He didn’t seem to care that they were being wrinkled, so neither did she. He probably had ten thousand pairs of pants being maintained by ten thousand different maids in this titanically large place.

His cock, enormous, stood at full attention in front of her. The tallness of it, the thickness, the clear pride of every hot meaty molecule—Sophia knew in an instant that her life was complete, seeing such a beautiful instrument. It was as arrogant, strong, handsome as the rest of him was.

“Oh,” she moaned softly. “It’s perfect.”

Her hand slipped warmly around the base of the big shaft, the tips of her fingers not even able to meet her thumb. She cooed with awe when, as a response to the attendant nature of her sudden and sensuous stroking, a spurt of hot pre-cum shot up and slid down over her hand and the shaft.

Leaning forward, she licked it off her thumb—taking care not to touch his shaft with her mouth. He hadn’t allowed her to taste his cock yet, after all.

He tasted wonderful—so strong and manly. Just like his scent. She wanted to gobble down every bit of it that she could. But she had to wait. She needed his order. Her hand continued to glide up and down his meaty length as she purred and cooed at every little vibration his cock produced.

“Fuck,” he said, putting a hand through her thick hair.  “You’re good at that.”

She smiled, licking her lips. “Thank you, Sir.”

Almost, just almost, she had called him “Master.” Every part of her moaned to do so. But she had to earn it, first. She had to be 
commanded to—just like for anything else, now.

“With how good you are at that...it makes me want to ask you...”

Her breath caught—he was going to ask her to swallow his cock.

Oh, yes. Oh, fuck
 yes.

But...no. He took a breath, grabbing the box he had set on the stand next to the couch. He toyed with its gleaming wooden surface for a moment.

“I have...” he paused, gathering himself.

Sophia’s heart raced. He seemed almost nervous! God, she had never seen him like that...and she had certainly not expected to find such vulnerability such a turn-on.

It was because it was just for her, she realized. He didn't get like this often. Maybe not at all.

“I have a collar I’ve been saving,” he finished finally.

Cautiously, he opened the box. Sophia saw it—a pure gold band, three diamond studs in the front of it.

Sophia put her free hand to her mouth. “Oh my god!”

In her startled joy, she had stopped stroking him as obediently as before.

Turning away, he swore, closing the box.

“I’m sorry. That was...that was too much. I—”

Sophia, her attention divided a thousand different ways, noticed at last that she had stopped stroking him. She rectified immediately, picking up her attentions once more.

She begged him, “Put it on me, oh my god, please!”

He looked genuinely surprised.“W-what?”

Her stroking of his cock sped up desperately, needing so bad to convey her desire.

“Collar me, sir,” she cried breathily. “Oh my god, please put that collar on me!”

With a warm, deep smile, he opened the box again. One of his strong hands came down around her thick volume of hair, wrapping it upward. The other slipped the collar around her neck. It made a satisfying, loud, clicking noise.

“Perfect,” he said, stroking her cheek.

Her other hand came up to help her first as she stroked him. Both hands twisting gently, stroking eagerly. Holding him, attending him, 
serving him, pleasuring him—and now collared by him.

Her pussy felt like it would vibrate her legs right off of her body. Oh god, she had a collar! She had a collar, and she was owned. Owned! There was no clearer indication than the collar. Its surface, gold and gleaming, was such a hot, reassuring weight around her neck.

“Thank you, Sir. Please...please, how would you like me to show
 you my appreciation for my collar?”

“Suck me,” he ordered. “Suck my dick, slave.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Yes, Master
.”

She ventured the word—he did not deny the title.

Her life felt complete.

Wanting to savor the moment, she leaned in and kissed his shaft slowly, lovingly. She started at the base, near his heavy balls, and slowly worked upward. And just when she was near the head, she kissed back downward again.

He tugged at her hair. “No more teasing. Suck.”

She nodded happily, dragging her soft, pink tongue up his long meaty length with obvious pleasure.

Leaning forward at last, at long last, Sophia slid her lips around the head of his cock. A hot, triumphant thrill sped through her beautiful body.

His cock moved inside of her, spurting even more precum into her mouth, down her throat. She loved every bit of it. The hot shaft pushed in past her lips and easily crossed the space of her mouth—and very quickly he was entering her throat.

Good. She wanted him there. She wanted him to fuck her mouth, fuck her throat. She wanted him to use her.

He was so fucking big, though! Bobbing forward and back, her tongue twisting around his terrific mass, she took as much of it as she possibly could.

For the longest time, close to half an hour—she continued in this fashion. Lazily sucking her Master's cock, her jeweled collar dipping as she dipped. Staring up at him with loving, happy eyes and knowing without a doubt that she was following his orders to the tee. He clearly enjoyed her actions, deep groans vibrating through his muscular chest, his hips gyrating forward as she pushed her mouth 
down further.

But then, just as she felt like she was really getting somewhere—approaching some incredible zen-like truth, he stopped her. Tugging her back by the hair, he stood up, his cock lazily slapping against her juice-covered chin.

“I want to fuck you,” he said.

Her eyes widened desperately. “Yes, please!”

He picked her up all the way by her hair. It hurt, but not as much as it hurt to see him with such a massive hard-on not being pleased her eager slave-fuck body. Casually, he tossed her into the couch. Like she was nothing, he did this. Just like he had tossed the coat—effortlessly.

He was. So. Strong!

Quickly, he took off the rest of his clothes. Chiseled, Olympian, his body stood over her, proud and taut. His cock presided over her prostrate form like some ancient god on top of a perfect mountain.

He moved forward, getting on the couch with her. Almost viciously, he attacked her clothes and ripped her dress off her body. Within seconds, the violet fabric was on the floor in tatters. Then, moments later, the same for her lingerie. The only thing she had on when he was done were her stockings, her boots, and her collar.


His
 collar.

The meaty, thick tip of his cock hovered right in front of her entrance. His hands moved up and down her soft, tight body, resting on her tits. She loved the feel of his strong grip squeezing and playing with her breasts.

But still, he did not enter her. His face was deep in thought. She could see already the new request—the new order
—forming in his mind, measuring whether she would obey.

“Please,” she said. “Anything. I'll do anything
.”

His handsome face was furious with lust. “I want to fuck you from behind, and I want to spank you while I do.”

She nodded eagerly, again. “Yes, please! I'm all yours. All yours!”

He flipped her around on the couch, hands rough on her tits and hips. One hand slapped down on her ass. Not too hard. Just hard enough for her to feel his strength. Then, with furious suddenness, he thrust inside of her forcefully.

“Oh god,” she moaned hotly. “Oh fuck, yes! Yes! Oh my god!”

He drove into her again and again, his long, firm length filling her totally. His enormity was perfectly sheathed by her tight, wet pussy. Each hot new thrust was joined with a hard smack on her tight ass, making her pussy squeeze that much more. His other hand dug into the flesh of her ass, and his biceps and triceps throbbed with every second the hot grip continued.

The strength he displayed as he spanked her just made her all the more clearly his, clearly subject to his power. And more than that, every thrust, every spank drove her further into the couch, burying her in the soft leather. His weight was so forceful on top of her.

With every hot new thrust of his meat pushing up hard inside of her folds, then, she was even more solidly under his control. She belonged to him, totally. Her life owned by him in totality. She loved it. Oh god, she loved it so much!

“You’re gonna make me cummm,” she moaned raggedly. “Oh god, oh god, you’re gonna make me cumm sooo hard...”

Turning and watching his perfect muscles tighten up, she could see the same was true for him—he was going to cum soon. His thrusts picked up in intensity, his arms straightening out and pushing her down into the cool leather of the couch even more.

“Cum for me,” he growled, spasming wildly inside of her. “Cum for me now!”

Bliss washed over her body, carried by the tidal lengths of his amazing cum filling her up. Every part of his length pushed hard up against her g-spot as rapture swept through her beautiful, submissive body.

For some indefinite period of time—it was impossible to say how long—her thoughts were exiled. All sensations flowed into her through his strong, hard grip on her hips, pulling her tight soft body close to his. His hot, perfect cum sat inside of her, so warm and sexy.

“That was perfect,” he said, bringing his head down next to hers. “You’re perfect.”

He held her tight, then, possessively. His chin on top of her head, drawing her in tight.

She was his.

Chapter 12

By the age of eighteen, Gerald had been raised largely by a series of mentors, tutors, and whatever servants his uncle, Hamilton, had put on the payroll.

Uncle Hamilton was responsible for all sorts of good parts of Gerald's life. He owned an unreasonably large house by the beach, where many servants lived and worked alongside Hamilton and now Gerald. He was a fair man, if a harsh one, and always went out of his way to tell Gerald when he was doing right or wrong.

For example, once, when Gerald was sixteen, he snuck out at night and broke curfew. Hamilton was furious that his rule had been ignored, until he found out that Gerald only did it to give a drunk friend a ride home. Gerald was punished still, but less harshly than he would have been otherwise.

Trust was everything to Hamilton.

So, when Hamilton laid down the law with Gerald after his eighteenth birthday, and told him not to fuck the new maid—Gerald tried to comply.

The problem was that Gerald was young, and handsome, and rich. So, he was just as equateably dumb and opportunistic as anyone else in those circumstances, and certainly no stranger to sex or the wanting of it.

The new maid, Rose, was just a little older than Gerald. Her hair was red and she was ridiculously busty—to the point where he was always certain that her tight uniform was going to bust open and any moment and reveal the luscious treasure of her tits at any moment. He thought both of these characteristics—her bright red hair and her lovely bust—were somehow rather appropriate of a woman named Rose, though he couldn't explain why.

He walked into her one day in his room, adjusting his bed. Assuming he had walked in on her doing her normal range of tasks, he apologized.

“Sorry,” he said. “I'll come back in a bit.”

“No,” she called out. “Please, Sir. Wait.”

Shrugging, he stood in the doorway—and then he took a closer look at her.

Rose was not dressed completely as normal. She had on darker stockings—the kind inlaid with a sexy floral pattern—and her heels 
were much taller than normal. Her blouse was white and open, her skirt hiked up around her hips.

“Close the door, please Sir?”

Eyes locked on her sexy pale frame, he did so. She strutted toward him, smiling sexily, wrapping her hands around his collar and tugging him close.

“I want you, Sir,” she purred at him. “I know you want me too. I've seen you watching me.”

“Oh, that's just...I mean, that was...”

She shook her head, shushing him. Little strands of shiny red hair framed her lovely pale face. “Don't worry, Sir. I like it. I want you to look at more of me. I want you to look...at all
 of me.”

She took his hand and slid it on her breasts. Enjoying her hot little gasps, his confidence grew, squeezing her tits harder and harder.

“You like that, huh? You want me to fuck you?”

She nodded and shook her head at the same time, some how, eyebrows popping up.

“Yes, Sir. But I want something...more than that, as well.”

“Oh,” he smiled. “Of course. I can probably get you a little extra cash, so long as Hamilton isn't around to see.”

She shook her head once more, unzipping his pants and beginning to stroke his hard young cock.

“You don't understand. Someone like you, so rich, so handsome...so fucking strong.” She gripped his bicep. “You deserve to have a hot babe begging to do what you say. It's right and proper that you're in control. That you boss me around. That I do just
 as you say. I don't want you just to fuck me...I want you to dominate
 me. I don't want you to pay me...god, I feel like I should pay you if you'll dominate me how I need.”

Gerald had, by this point, had sex before. He was young and handsome and rich, after all. But he had never been quite so electrified as Rose made him feel.

When she took out his cock, cooing and moaning about how perfect it looked, he felt like she was grabbing a live wire. Every soft little trembling fingertip that ran over his length turned his body totally on.

It wasn't just that she was so lovely, her lips so red and so soft 
around his meat.

No, it was the control that he had. And more than that—the control that she gave
 him, the control that she wanted
 him to have.

Of course, right away, they fucked like bunnies.

Over the next several days, Rose introduced him to all the finer points of domination. All the sexual notes were hit, of course—spanking, slapping, choking, and tying her down. But also the emotional notes, the real meat of the relationship—admiring a submissive's presence, reassuring her, making her feel secure. Because she knew he was inexperienced, she didn't mind teaching him, asking him to act or respond in different ways.

She had been, he realized much later, training him to be the perfect dom just for her.

Just three weeks later, Uncle Hamilton found out about the tryst in a most unfortunate way. He walked in on Rose sucking Gerald off, Gerald's belt looped around her neck.

Hamilton made no mention of the kink, then or ever. A person's private matters were, by and large, their own. But Rose constituted a problem in Hamilton's view, for one did not shit in one's bed and expect not to make manure by which the flowers of discord were sown. Hamilton sat Gerald down in his study, the fireplace roaring, and gave him a very simple choice. Rose had been terminated, Hamilton explained—Gerald could waste his time trying to find her, or he could forget about her.

Put that way, it was a simple choice. Gerald was not about to be stopped just because his uncle had fired someone. So, outwardly, he agreed, but secretly he hired a team of private investigators to track Rose down.

They found her, months later on the other side of the country, living with a man and pregnant with that man's child. The investigators told Gerald she looked happy.

He never saw Rose again.

One more situation out of his control. He made a silent vow to make it the last time that happened—losing control of someone he loved.

Of course, it did happen again. Over and over, Gerald was presented with the simple, awful truth that he could no more control 
what happened in his life than he could sew with water.

Three years later, Uncle Hamilton died of a heart attack. Gerald, having just graduated with his MBA in record time from his ivy-league school, turned out to be not quite so dumb as he acted sometimes. And he within ten years, he had turned Hamilton's multi-million dollar software business into a multi-billion dollar global empire.

Chapter 13

Sophia held Sand tight, unable to get enough of his perfect, manly mass. His amazing, woodsy scent. The chiseled, hard nature of every new muscle she felt at every second that her fingers traveled over his body.

Dreamily, she decided that she was going to tell him she was sort of engaged. Sort of. He would understand. He would understand that she would end it for him. She was going to tell him she wanted to end things permanently with Todd—or do whatever Sand wanted her to do. Yes.

She was his slave, after all. He was her Master. There couldn’t be any secrets between them.

As she snuggled deeper into the thick, luxurious leather of the couch and the strong cords of his muscles, part of her had to admit that she was turned on by how rich he was. It wasn’t that she wanted his money, or wanted him to spoil her (though what girl wouldn’t want at least a little
 spoiling from a billionaire).

No, it was more...subversive than that. She loved how powerful his wealth made him, and how much of his time it ate up.

Here was a man who could have anything, anyone. Any woman. For him to choose her to dominate, to own and eliminate the will of completely—a time-consuming enterprise if ever there was one—it meant that she was just that much more special to him.

It all felt so very perfect.

But then, her phone rang in her purse, breaking her post-orgasmic medley of admiration.

Her purse buzzed incessantly at the other end of the hall, forgotten the night before amidst the frenzy of their lovemaking. Over the course of the night, they fucked twice more—each time with him spanking her hard and giving her another mind-melting orgasm.

She was determined to ignore the phone—and did so successfully for the first two series of rings. But then it started a third time.

Sand slapped her ass, a little sore from his attentions the night before. “Just get it, yeah?” he said groggily. “The sooner you do it, the sooner you can get back here and suck me off like a good girl.”

Now she had an order
 to follow. Of course she would answer.

“Yes
, Sir,” she purred.

Holding a spare blanket across her body, she walked across the large living room and picked up her phone.

“Hello?”

“Miss Brooks?” asked an officious voice. “Is this Miss Brooks?”

“Yes?”

“This is Blue Mercy Hospital. I am afraid we have some bad news.”

“Bad news?”

Instantly her mind raced, grip tightening on the phone. Her mother? Her sister?

“Yes ma’am. Your friend, Elle McHenry, listed you as an emergency contact. She’s been in an automobile accident. Her condition right now is critical.”

“Oh my god.” She held a hand to her mouth.

Sand, from across the living room, tried to get her attention to tell him what was happening. She shook her head at him, trying to get him to wait.

“Yes ma’am,” said the voice on the phone. “We would like for you to come in right away, and to please let anyone else know who Elle would want to have near.”

“Okay,” she breathed. “Yes. Okay. Thank you for calling.”

With the call ended, she rushed through the apartment, focusing only on the next task. Slip on her underwear. Slip on her dress. Oh god, her dress was in tatters. Find a dress. Find any clothing at all. Then put on her shoes and her sweater and grab her purse. Do all those things right now.

She tried desperately not to focus on the way she had completely been ignoring or barely responding to Elle's texts and messages over the last week with her focus on Sand. Guilt hammered at her heart.

“Hey,” Sand said, sitting up. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” she said, mind still racing. “No, something. My friend, my good friend. My best friend. She’s in the hospital. I have to go. I have to get some clothes. I think the depot store might be open already. Or maybe I can drive home naked? I can do that, right? Can I borrow your sheets? I can wear them while I drive, I think.”

Sand stood up, his nakedness plain in the early morning light streaming in from the tall windows.

“Sophia, stop.”

“No, it’s just, I have to get dressed here somehow—maybe I can wear a blanket? And then I have to get to the apartment so I can get actually
 dressed so I don’t look like a complete naked slut in the hospital, and then we have to get to work and make sure that everything is running okay, and then we should get to—”

He held up a hand. “Stop.”

“What?”

“Stop. All of that. Stop. We don't have any work today. It's a holiday, remember? Working on holidays is my job, not yours.” He pointed to a doorway down the hall. “In the closet in the other room, I have a few spare outfits for you. You get dressed with that. You go to the hospital. You see your friend. You tell me what you need. These are the things you're going to do.”

Sophia needed a moment to process all of that.

“You have spare outfits for me?”

“For...women. I don’t know if they’ll fit—but they should work until you get home.”

“You keep spare outfits for women here?” she raised an eyebrow.

“I like to tear clothes off. Often and early, usually.” He shrugged. “I'm a passionate man.”

She grinned, despite the situation. “Yes, you are.”

He smiled back. “Anyway, I thought it would be a nice thing to be prepared.”

The thought of him having regular women visitors—regular women who he fucked into such complete oblivious states that he could essentially ruin whole outfits of theirs—struck hot little chords in Sophia’s mind. She didn’t mind. All she would want was to be at the top of his list.

Exclusivity didn't matter that much, to her. Not with him—not with her Master

.

But she couldn’t focus on that now.

“Thank you,” she said, her affection for him only growing. “I’d love to talk to you very soon, if that’s possible.”

“I understand. But,” he spread his hands. “You have to go.”

“Right.”

She slipped up close to him and hugged him tightly, daring to pull his head down for a passionate,  sizzling, grateful kiss.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered again.

Within five minutes, she had on loose-fitting jeans and a designer t-shirt from the closet and was piling into her car.

On her way home, she called Elle’s parents—even with estranged as they were, Sophia knew they would want to know about Elle. Or, maybe she just hoped that.

“I don’t know why they didn’t call you,” explained Sophia, leaving a message on their phone. “I guess maybe they just saw my number in her recent calls list a whole bunch?”

Let Elle sort out that whole mess, right?

If Elle was okay, that is.

No, of course she was okay. Of course she was.
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FOR HOURS, ELLE WAS
 in surgery.

Sophia had arrived at the hospital as a house of fire, ready to tear down all the doors in order to make sure her friend was okay. She didn't know how
 she was going to do that, of course, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was that Elle was hurt and Sophia was her best friend and that meant she had to be with her.

But, the nurses talked her down. There was nothing she could do but wait—what Elle needed was surgical care, which Sophia had absolutely no expertise in.

So, in the sterile blue waiting room, on a pleather chair, in borrowed clothes, Sophia waited. Elle had a concussion and a piece of wreckage from the accident jammed in her shoulder—which is what the surgery was for. Her prognosis was good.

Finally, a tall nurse built like a linebacker came out to see Sophia. 
Her hands were large and well-used, no doubt, to administering treatment.

“She's out of the woods now,” the big nurse said with a smile. “Another few hours and you'll be allowed to see her, I should think.”

Sophia shook her head. “That won't do at all. I need to see my friend, now.”

Part of her need, she knew, was that the sooner she could make sure Elle was okay, the sooner she would be able to go back and serve Sand again.

But the more substantial part, truly, was just to see her friend.

The nurse shook her large head. “I’m very sorry, ma’am. I am sure she is your good friend, but that doesn’t mean you’re allowed to see her.”

Sophia, already having been waiting for such a long time, brimmed with the need to see Elle. She stood up, crowding the big nurse.

“Now, you listen to me, lady. My friend is hurt. Her family knows about it, and might
 come tomorrow if it conveniences
 them. My friend is hurt,” she said again, “and she deserves to know that people care about her, and have seen her. I am not asking
 to disturb her or to interfere with your works. I know
 how to step out of the way of someone doing their job. All I want is the ability to look at my friend and tell her honestly, when she is well, that I came to see her.”

For a few moments the nurse just stared at her.

“Please,” Sophia said urgently. “You would be doing me and her both a favor.”

The nurse stepped to a nearby desk and picked up a phone. “Let me see what I can do.”

Minutes later, the nurse guided Sophia through the hallways to Elle’s room. “You’ve only got about two minutes.”

“I understand,” she said. “Thank you.”

The inside of the room smelled like vinegar. There was nothing on the walls, save for an abstract color painting of green and blue squares.

Elle, just out of surgery, was still heavily sedated. She had the whole room to herself, and was buried under white sheets and bandages around her eye and forehead.

“It looks worse than it is,” said the nurse. “We took some extra precautions because of her concussion. Believe it or not, she should be up and on her feet in just a couple of weeks.”

Sophia gripped Elle's hand, holding it tight. There was nothing she could do—and Elle did not seem to notice that she was there, really. The drugs were still too strong in her system.

“Hang in there, buddy,” Sophia said to her softly. “I’ll come and visit every day.”
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WHEN SHE CAME BACK
 home in the late afternoon, waiting on her doorstep was an arrangement of purple and yellow flowers—and a note.

Call me.

−  M


From someone else, it may have seemed like a request. From him, she knew it was an order.

After stepping upstairs to put the flowers in a vase with some water, she pulled out her phone and called him.

He picked up on the second ring. “Hello?”

“Hello...” with all the excitement from the day, she forgot her place for a moment. “Sir.”

“Is everything all right?” His voice was loaded with concern. “Your friend, she's well?”

“Yes,” she said. “I think so. I don’t know.”

She sat down next to the vase, admiring the lovely, healthy glow of the flowers and enjoying their heady scent. Quickly, she ran down the details of the accident for him.

He made a comforting sound. “It will be all right.”

Sophia, no longer moving to a clear goal or waiting to hear news, suddenly realized she was more than a little exhausted by the ordeal. She dropped to the ground in front of her chair and leaned back against the chair.

“Ugh, I hope so. I talked with the nurse after seeing Elle, you know? And I just broached the subject of payment. And god, the bills! Elle’s a dancer, like a stage dancer for a company, and she 
doesn’t get paid that well.”

“How much are they?”

Sophia tried to remember what the nurse estimated—somewhere in the middle of the five figure range.

“I can take care of that,” he said.

Surprise filled Sophia.  “What? No. I couldn’t possibly ask you to do that—”

“This Elle, she is your person, right?”

“I mean, she’s my best friend, and I love her to death—”

“Then I’ll take care of it. She deserves to be well. I’ll make a few calls.”

“S-San...” she stopped. “Master. That’s just so...I couldn’t ask for that.”

“You’re not asking. You told me about something that needed fixing, and I’m fixing it,” he said matter-of-factly. “Not everything is so simple. I can at least do that for you.”

It felt like a large,  warm cloud surrounded her—lifting her up and spreading her thoughts out. Comforting, and yet eerie and unfamiliar at the same time. Was this what it was like to have someone take care of you?

Sand changed the subject. “Are you okay? I know that must have been stressful.”

“Yeah, I think so. It’s just...it’s all so fragile, you know?” she said, trying to search out her feelings. “A whole life could be...destroyed. Just like that. It’s scary.”

“That’s understandable.”

She laughed a little—everything about him was so understated.

“That doesn’t scare you?” she asked.

With her eyes closed, she could visualize his broad shoulders shrugging as he said, “I feel like that’s the truth anyway—that it could all be taken away. And I think that when I consider it, it can be scary. But it’s the truth whether I’m scared by it or not. I choose not to be scared.”

Sophia didn’t say anything to that, in wonder at his strength.

“Are you still there?” he asked after a minute.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m just really overwhelmed.”

“Do you need anything from me?”

Feeling cold on the floor of her apartment, she felt naked and totally alone. There was so much to be afraid of in the world.

She sighed. “I just need you to hold me, right now. But I know you’re so busy, and I don’t want to ask you to come over, and—”

“Ten minutes,” he said, and hung up.

She didn't believe him, of course. Or rather—she absolutely believed he was on his way, but to say he would be there in ten minutes, after coming from downtown, was a bit of an exaggeration.

And yet, ten minutes later, on the dot, she heard a helicopter outside. She looked out her window when she heard it approaching more and more, the sound of the chopping blades growing louder and louder. It landed briefly at the cul-de-sac at the end of her street, and Sand stepped out of it—and then it flew off again.

Amazement rushed through her. A helicopter—to this neighborhood—for her! It was such an extravagant gesture.

She ran out of her apartment to meet him, the cool air of the early afternoon sweeping over her. From across the street, neighbors leaned out of their houses to see what the racket was. A long, steady blush swept up through Sophia's neck and face, imagining all those people knowing what she was up to.

He approached her duplex, dressed casually in a blue button-up shirt and a pair of khakis. A gold watch adorned his wrist. She grabbed his hands and then his shirt, finding it hard to believe he was actually there all of a sudden.

“You-you—you rode a helicopter to get to me?”

He shrugged. “I said ten minutes. It was a thirty minute drive. So...helicopter.”

“It’s just...rather extravagant.”

She found herself using that word a lot when it came to him. It wasn't necessarily a bad thing, she thought.

“You needed me,” he pushed closer to her. “And here I am.”

Right there in the street, with all her neighbors watching, he embraced her. His lips crushed against hers, the cool wind blowing against them both.

For several moments, Sophia just enjoyed that feeling. Knowing everyone who lived around her was watching, and her absolutely and completely not caring what they thought. All she had to do was 
be her Master's.

Soon, she led him inside, smiling in-turns shyly and seductively at him, and they tumbled down into her big, floral napping couch.

She expected him to kiss her again, but he did not. Instead, he gripped her and pulled her into his lap tight, holding her so securely. She sat entirely in his lap, legs wrapped around him, her head trapped under his chin. She dotted little kisses along his chest and neck.

Suddenly, he stood up, holding her still, and came down on the couch with her underneath him. He held her down like that. His weight on her, so reassuring, so complete. His fingertips dug securely into her back, riding along her spine, eliciting purrs from her happily-compliant frame.

“Oh, Master,” she moaned into his ear, her grip tightening around him. “Oh, my Master.”

And she knew, for certain, that “Master” could have been replaced with any number of words. Darling. Lover. Love.

Husband?

Chapter 14

Saturday morning, she woke in her own bed with Sand's arms around her. For several seconds—as she had the day before—she simply let herself enjoy the feeling. Today, she prayed silently, there would be no phone calls to tear her away from his perfect grip around her body.

After several hours of quiet, affectionate cuddling on the couch the night before, they had retired to her small twin-sized bed, where Sand had made gentle, passionate love to her. It had not been as intense as their first time, but it still was intensely pleasurable and he had made her cum. Again.

God. Just thinking about that gave her a little chill.

The only way she had cum with Todd was if he had fallen asleep next to her and she still needed to get off. She would snuggle up under his arm and pretend he was holding her while she fingered her clit.

But with Sand...with Sand, she had been able to stare up into his eyes and know just when he was going to cum—and know that he had been saving his most furious strokes for when he saw her own bliss 
overtake her body.

For several minutes, she kissed his forehead and eyebrows, and then the bridge of his nose, and then back up to his forehead again.

Finally, his eyes fluttered open. Smiling, he kissed the nape of her neck and then started trailing down to her bare chest. She giggled and hugged him closer.

“Thank you again for showing up last night how you did,” she said. “And for taking care of the bills for Elle. I mean, that’s all so...so really, really wonderful of you.”

He gripped her tight. “Of course. I was happy to.”

“It’s just...” she bit her lip. “...with all of this being so new for the two of us, I wasn’t really expecting anything like that.”

“I know,” he said. “But you should. You have to understand, Sophia. For me, this isn’t...” his strong face squirmed for a moment. “I don’t want a temporary fling with you. I want to take care of you, and who and what you care about. This isn’t me experimenting with my sexuality. This is how I am.”

Suddenly, she realized he was looking for reassurances. That all this effort on his part wasn’t for nothing. Of course.

She held him tight, burying her head into that perfect spot between his neck and shoulders. It was so safe there, so warm.

“Oh, yes,” she nodded. “Me too. I mean, me definitely. I’m...I want...”

He waited. She took a breath, and pulled back to look into his dark eyes.

“I love having you as my Master. I want to be your good slave. I want to be yours.”

And nagging at every word—tell him, tell him, tell him! Tell him about your engagement, you silly person! You tell him or you will ruin all of this! He deserves to know that you're leaving a kind of complicated situation to be with him. Because if you're his slave, that means your situation is now his situation.

And yet, she couldn't say it.

Part of her didn't even know why. It was fear, she supposed. And maybe just dismissiveness? Todd was out of her life—he really
 was. She hadn't even put on the engagement ring for over a month!

He caressed her chin. “That’s good. As hot as the sex is—and man, 
it's hot—I care about more than that. You are worth more to me than that, and I am worth more to me than that. You're going to be my slave...but you're not disposable, all right? This isn't about abuse.”

She nodded eagerly. “Oh, yes. I never got that idea at all.”

“Good. I just...wanted to make sure. I've had some encounters in the past with girls who...were very bright flames. But they wanted a light I couldn't provide.”

It hadn't even begun to occur to Sophia that there was something that her Master couldn't provide.

“I understand, I think,” she said. “But no, I like
 it when you use me. How you did the other night, for example.”

She smiled, licking and nibbling his chin a bit. He laughed small and turned away.

“You used me quite well, Sir. The spanking, I liked that too. But I don't want anything too...extreme. Like what it seems you're describing.”

He nodded. “Good, then. This isn't about blowing off fumes, for either of us.”

“Right,” she said.

Even if she was mad at Todd, the sex and the attraction had never been about him. He wasn't around for her to make him jealous, after all.

“So for you, and for me, this is a lifestyle,” he confirmed. “When we're alone, I am your Master, you are my slave.”


A hot thrill ran through her body when he just announced it like that. “Yes, Master.”

He smiled. “At work, you and I can be colleagues. I’m your boss there, still.”

“Of course.”

He gripped her chin. She melted again—god, he was so fucking strong!

“But when it is only you and I...” his voice became husky and dark. “I expect you to behave like a good slave.”

“Yes, Sir,” she purred.

Tell him, her mind screamed at her again. Tell him now! Tell him you have a fiancé you idiot! You have to tell him! He deserves to know about your life!

Instead, though, she said, “I need the rest of the day to go attend to Elle...but after that, Sir, I would like to be with you, if you’d allow.”

He kissed her again. “Of course.”

Rolling out of bed, he rummaged through his pants and found his wallet.

“Take this,” he said, handing her a black card with a series of white vertical stripes on it. “It will let you in my condo. I expect you to be prepared.”

“Thank you,” she said, meaning it.

It must have taken a lot for him to trust her enough to enter his condo whenever she wanted. And Sand, she knew from his ridiculously long to-call list, was not a man who delivered his attention lightly.

“I also want you to take this.”

She saw the sparkling rectangle in his hands, not quite believing. It was a platinum diamond credit card. Before two seconds ago, she had no idea such a thing even existed.

“This is yours, now. I want you dressing...nice, from now on.”

“Nice?” She drew her legs up underneath her, tossing her hair back and posing a bit. “I don't look nice already?”

He stood up tall—dwarfing her physically. She loved that: his chiseled size, his fierce physicality.

“You look very nice.” He scratched his chin, admiring her naked body on the bed. “Imagine yourself as my personal whore. I own you, I own your body. If you want me to use it, then you should decorate it appropriately.”

Now that
 was an exciting thought.
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ELLE WAS CONSCIOUS
 when Sophia arrived in her room, holding a small bouquet of flowers she picked up at the small grocery store next to where she parked, across the street from the hospital.

“Hey, friend,” said Elle.

Her voice was groggy, but her eyes seemed alert. Already, more of the bandages had been taken off from her face and body—
revealing sharp red and purple bruises in long patches on her skin. But, Sophia supposed less bandages was better.

“Hey! You’re awake!”

Sophia leaned in for a hug, and then remembered to take it easy. She kissed Elle on her cheek—the one that was still unbandaged.

“I thought they said you’d be out for another couple of days, at least!”

“Well,” Elle shrugged, and then winced a bit at the movement. “What can I say? I’m tough.”

“You totally are.”

Sophia put the flowers on the stand next to Elle's bed. They were a spring mixture of white and pink daisies, and light violet irises.

“I got these for you.”

Elle smiled. “They're lovely. Thank you.”

Sophia took a seat next to the bed. “How are you feeling?”

“Oh, I'm okay. I've got the television,” she pointed at the set posted in the top corner of the room, “so I do okay.”

“Good. Can I get you anything?”

Elle shook her head, slowly. “No, I don't think so.”

“Some crosswords or something?” Elle was a notoriously ferocious cruciverbalist, odd definitions and random trivia always popping up in the middle of her conversations. Sophia snapped her fingers. “I should have brought some already. They even had a few books at the store. I can't believe I forgot. I'll tell you what—”

“—Sophia.” Elle held up a hand. “It's fine, seriously.” She pointed at the chair next to Sophia. “I've got the newspaper and everything. That's enough. To tell you the truth, I'm not in the mood for any super-verbage right now.”

Sophia laughed a bit. “Right. I'm sorry.”

“No, thank you. Thank you for everything. The nurses keep telling me all about this valiant friend who sped down here and threatened to cut someone’s head off if she didn’t get to see me.”

Sophia laughed, blushing. “I didn’t threaten to cut anyone’s head off.”

Elle's smile only grew. “They told me that you were going to cut all the heads off you could see and then try and sell them on the black market. You were setting up some weird organ transplant 
organization or something.”

“Is that what they told you?”

“They told me about the head cutting,” Elle teased. “I put the rest together myself.”

Laughing, Sophia looked at the assortment of bags and tubes attached to Elle.

“Are you on morphine?”

Elle giggled. “A little bit.”

They both laughed some more.

“I guess,” Elle said, calming down, “I guess you called my parents?”

Sighing, Sophia frowned and pushed back in the seat. “Yeah.”

For a moment, somehow, Elle became even smaller within the confines of her bed. “Are they coming?”

Sophia reached forward and held Elle's hand. “I don't know, babe. I'm sorry.”

They were each quiet for a time. God, Sophia just felt so bad for Elle—her own family, practically disowning her because sometimes
 she liked girls as well as boys! It was insane to Sophia, to just write off someone's whole life because of that.

Desperate to change the subject, Sophia decided to bring up the issues at hand in her own life. Maybe Elle could give her some advice? Certainly she had a nice lens on alternative lifestyles with as involved as she was with the LGBT community.

“Can I tell you something?”

Elle made a face. “Of course you can. What is it?”

Sophia took a breath. “I found a guy. A man. He’s...he’s really great. He’s what I wanted.”

“Like, what you wanted, as in, a dominant guy?”

Sophia smiled happily. “Yep.”

“I was wondering about why you weren't answering my text. Have you slept with him already?”

Sheepish, Sophia nodded again.

“Did you sleep with him last night?”

Sheepish again, Sophia shrugged and nodded.

“With your best friend in the hospital.” Elle tsked. “That’s low.”

Sophia’s head fell.

“I was kidding! Gosh.”

“No, it’s not that. It’s just that...I don’t know. I feel like a terrible person, doing this to Todd.”

Elle's eye roll was practically a force of nature in the small room—Sophia could have sworn there was a wind produced by it.

“Don’t worry
 about him, I keep telling you. He's a dick, he hurt
 you. Plus you guys said no questions asked, right? You think he's not knees-deep in European pussy?”

Truth be told, Sophia hadn't thought about it that much. “I don't know.”

“I
 do. Knees-deep, I'm telling you. Don't worry about him. You focus on you, now. What's he like? How'd you meet him?”

Slightly embarrassed with the whole tale—mostly due to the outrageous good fortune that she had been gifted with over the past week or so—Sophia blushed and started to dish about Sand to her friend.
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AFTER MEETING WITH
 Elle, Sophia spent the rest of the entire day shopping. Elle encouraged this.

“He'll be insulted if you don't
 spend his money, god. It would be like not reading a story that a writer gives you. You can't just let it be hanging around. Wealth is how men like him express himself.”

Sophia wanted to believe she was right. And so, she let the endorphin high of mass-spending camouflage and deflect any doubts that were creeping up around her belly.

A card with no limit, on someone else’s dime! It was like a dream. All of this was a dream.

She went to the high class shopping district deep downtown and visited the Hanger, Le Shoppe, Numan-Mason’s, all the most premium shops in town. Her spending seemed to know no bounds—she bought silk dresses, hot evening gowns, sexy skirts, cute tops, designer shoes, incredibly-designed boots, and of course, expensive lingerie.

Deep in the afternoon, a bit tired out and ready to go home, she stopped in front of a rack of fur coats in the middle of Le Shoppe. One 
in particular stood out to her—a black sable jacket with a short hood.

Curious, she took a look at the price tag—and her green eyes went wide. Heart fluttering, she stepped back from the coat like it was filled with rattlesnakes.

Twenty. Thousand. Dollars.

And she could
 afford it.

Or, Sand could. He probably made that much every hour, if not more.

Of course, there was the whole moral concern to think of when buying a fur. Sophia, before, had never really considered such a purchase worthy of her.

But...a naughtier side of her, a darker side, couldn't help but want it now. She stepped back forward and caressed the soft sleeves of the material. To take something that expensive—twenty thousand dollars, for goodness' sake—and to have it for her own in a heartbeat. That much money would pay for her rent for more than two years!

The more she thought about it and held the incredibly soft material, the more that her choice in the matter completely eroded. She had to buy it. God, she would soo hot. Just for him. Just for her Master.
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A LITTLE AFTER EIGHT
 at night,  Sand arrived home.

“Hello?” he called out. “If you’re here, let me know. I have no way of knowing.”

She heard his steps creaking along the wooden floors as he approached.

The lamp was next to her on the enormous luxury couch—she flipped it on, revealing her body underneath the light.

She was dressed in forest green silk lingerie—long silky stockings floated up to her thighs, attached with sparkling, jewel-encrusted garters. Her sheer g-string panties covered her shaved pussy only in theory. The amazing, delicate lace of her bra lifted her tits up and together, putting all of her hot body on display.

And in the cold of the immense condo, she kept herself warm by wearing her new, thick fur coat, its hood wrapped on top of her sexy 
mass of obsidian hair. Her shoes—light green leather and sporting ridiculous five-inch platform heels—extended the reach of her hot, lithe legs.

Of course, her shiny, hot collar was around her neck—she wouldn't dare be inside his home without it.

She had used one hand to turn on the lamp—the other had long ago pushed aside her panties, playing with herself as she waited for her Sir to come back home. A sexy, small puddle of her lust had formed up on the leather under her.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please...won’t you come teach me how to obey?”

Smiling, he set his coat on a nearby rack and then unbuttoned the sleeves and middle of his crisp white shirt. All the while, lest he decide to suddenly look at her, she made hot, pouty faces of need at him. They were only slightly exaggerated as she continued to finger her hot slit—she was desperate for a good fuck.

“I saw the charges you made today,” he said.

She nodded, watching with intense interest as he kicked his pants to the ground and then his boxers. His herculean form was dazzlingly hot in the dim light of the enormous condo. His cock, perfect and long, was already getting hard.

“They were...rather extravagant,” he said, approaching her.

His body was right over hers, now. She couldn't resist touching him. Her heels slid up the outside of her thighs and then locked around his firm ass. Gently, she pulled him in.

A small moan of delight exited her mouth as her hand slipped around his cock, stroking intently. “But all those charges were worth it, I hope?”

He smiled, examining her further. His strong hands gripped her thighs hard. Breathing hard, she stroked him more luxuriously, taking her time.

His hands slid over her firm tits, over the collar around her neck, and then pushed back her long dark mass of hair. “You didn’t buy yourself any new jewelry?”

She shook her head sultrily. “I didn’t want to deny you the pleasure.”

He grinned. His cock was entirely hard in her hands now. Easily, 
as if they were little more than tissue, he ripped her panties off. With a groan, he sank on top of her, his heavy, hard meat entering her fully.

“Good pet,” he moaned into her ear, pumping into her cunt rhythmically. “Good pet. I’m going to take you tonight just like you deserve.”

After several more strokes inside of her burning pussy, he stood up and moved her down onto the floor, slipping off her fur jacket. Its soft surface acted as a sort of rug for the two of them as he straddled her tits.

“Oh yeah,” she moaned as he ripped her bra off. “Yes, Master. Do it. Fuck my titties, please? Fuck my slave tits?”

With a grim smile, he nodded. The thick head of his cock pushed forward against her soft skin, ever-so-slowly sliding up between her tits. From fucking her sopping cunt and spurting lots of precum on his own, her Master's cock had plenty of lubrication.

Harder and harder her pushed forward on her breasts, his hot, hard cock moved up and down furiously between the perfect sloping valley of her cleavage.

“I own you,” he growled. “Say it.”

“You own me!” she moaned. “You own
 me, Master!”

The head of his cock stretched farther, hitting her in the chin. If she tilted her head just right, she was able to take part of it into her mouth, sliding her little tongue lasciviously around the ridge.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You're so hot. Spending all that money. What a hot whore you became for me.”

“Mmmhmm.” Her mouth was half-full of his cock. Even so, she tried to respond. “A whore just
 for Master.”

“That's right,” he nodded. “My whore. My good little whore.”

Fucking her more and more urgently, the passionate fury of his face becoming more and more intense, he finally came. The hot goo spurted all over her face and chest, sliding down her tits. After the second or third spurt, he shifted his position and shoved his cock directly into her open, waiting mouth, filling her throat with his burningly delicious gunk.

His cock still dripped cum as he slid up on top of her body.

“How’s this for jewelry,” he said, dabbing little beads of dripping 
cum around her as-of-yet untouched neck.

From the entire display, her body warmed, loving the thrill of having his cum mark her like that. The cum slid up around her collar, and that was even hotter—symbols on top of symbols. Knowing he would like it, she slid the cum on her tits and face around, rubbing some in and swallowing the rest.

She made a slow, long display of it, dragging her finger up her cheek to gather all of the sticky, yummy substance she could. Then she gobbled it down with an eager tongue.

He watched, breathless, seeing her obedience in action.

“I love
 my Master's seed,” she purred. “Take me again?”

Of course, he did.

Chapter 15

Sophia had no idea life could be so good.

All day Sunday, they had dreamy, hot, perfect sex in every room of his expansive condo. He was relentless, tireless, taking her again and again to the point where even walking from room to room was excessive, as he was just going to be pushing her down to fuck her anyway.

Unless, that is, he picked her up and pinned her against the wall—which happened more than once. The time spent in between fucking revolved mostly around her sucking, licking, and kissing his cock—even while he ate prepackaged meals from the fridge. He suggested at several intervals that soon, she would be doing all the cooking and preparing of meals for him. She liked that idea just fine.

Later in the day, before fucking each other to sleep, they made a vow not to fuck at the office the next day.

Sophia, however, was never too partial to the idea. He was a billionaire, and he owned the building that everyone worked in. So what if he got caught fucking? What were they going to do about it? Was he going to fire her?

So, she came in to work every day that week dressed as sexily as ever, exclusively wearing the outfits that she had bought just for him.

On Monday, this meant a tiny blue silk dress complete with expensive tights and gray suede knee-high boots. She didn't even bother to wear a sweater to cover up.

Men stared. She enjoyed it, knowing that meant her Master would stare even more. It was hot for her now, not being able to know—due to the nature of his opaque office—when he was looking at her, stroking his cock with his pants down. She liked to think he was doing it all the time.

As much as she could, she lingered at his desk when she delivered him papers, finding excuses to bend over so he could see her illustrious cleavage, or kneel down on the ground in search of crumbs that didn’t exist.

In the afternoon, she mentioned offhand while delivering coffee that she needed to remember to make her student loan payments. He asked how much they were—and then informed her that he was going to take care of them. All of them. In one payment.

More weight off her shoulders from him—and more secure in the same stroke. Her heart swelled with admiration. She promised herself that she would suck his cock for an hour later that night—a promise that she kept.

At the end of the day, of course, she still went and visited Elle in the hospital—who was recovering more and more by the day, her bruises fading and all the movement and strength fast returning to her injured shoulder. Her dance career, while delayed for maybe a month or two while she got back up to full strength, was not in jeopardy.

It was fun to see all the folks in the hospital's eyes light up as Sophia walked by in her hot, daring little outfits. She liked to think that the higher her hemlines went, the more the

After another full round of tiny dresses, high heels, and sexy walks and bends on Tuesday, she finally managed to convince him to break his no-fucking rule on Wednesday.

Late in the evening, after everyone else had already left, he had a conference call with business partners overseas in Japan. So the only people left in the entire office, and probably the building, were the two of them.

Seeing her enter, he shook his hand, gesturing for her to leave.

She complied with a smile, knowing that she was going to wow him in just a moment.

Right outside his office—not bothering to go the bathroom with 
the floor so empty—she changed. If he turned forward from behind his desk, he would be able to watch her sexy, lithe body sliding into her over-sexified office outfit. She put on a shiny golden silk blouse, two sizes too small, not even beginning to approach her sexy bare midriff and unable to button at all over the hot skin of her bronze braless tits.

Fishnet stockings with white bows at the back of her sexy tanned thighs covered her perfect legs. Her skirt, pleated and tiny and dark, did nothing to hide the sexy shape of her body.

She stepped inside the office, strutting for the half the distance, as was her ritual, and then crawling for the rest of it.

Sand took a long while to notice her. “Yes, we’ll have those in place by the end of the quarter, and...”

He drifted off, finally seeing her approaching, crawling form. She poured herself between his legs, looking up with pleading in her eyes.

He owned her, that was true enough, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t do her best to influence him. She felt compelled to prove herself to him, over and over.

If she took the time to examine that feeling, in fact, she might notice something negative was building behind it...but that would ruin the fun.

She mouthed several hot, silent, begging “please”s at him, over and over. With every please, she dragged her hand over the ever-stiffening bulge behind his pants.

With a short, jerky nod, he finally acquiesced to her pleas.

As he conducted the voice conference, Sophia happily unzipped his pants. Eagerly, she popped her pink lips over his perfect cockhead, taking more and more of him down her throat immediately.

His breathing became heavy and forced as he listened to the conference call. Sophia didn't care a whit about anything they were saying. All she wanted to do was suck her Master's cock like a good girl. Her tongue slipped up and down over the thick line of his rod, her slurping noises just under the audible level for the phone to pick up.

“How does that sound, Mr. Sand?” someone asked. And then, 
when he was too busy breathing hard to answer, “Gerald?”

As she devotedly sucked him down deep, he cleared his throat and tried to speak.

“Yeah, that’s good,” he said, voice catching. “That’s...that’s really good.”

“You’re sure?” said the voice on the phone. “You like those numbers?”

“Yes. Yessss,” he thrust his hips into Sophia's mouth, wrapping his legs around her head. “I mean...” he paused, trying to clear his head and think.

Sophia didn't pause, though. So close to his full eagerness, to a full, hot face fucking like she had always, always wanted from a Master, she kept going, licking and sucking with happy moans.

Voices on the phone tried to reconfirm with Sand.

“I gotta...” his every word was laced with lust, staring hard into Sophia's devoted green eyes. “I gotta go, boys. Send me a report and I'll make the decision tomorrow morning.”

He banged the desk, hanging up the phone—and almost immediately Sophia redoubled her efforts, moaning and slurping as loud as she could. Caught by surprise by her sudden surge of effort, Sand came hard down Sophia’s hot, eager mouth almost immediately.

His legs unwrapped from around her head and his whole body relaxed. With an almost religious fervor, she continued to lick and clean his slowly-softening cock.

“You are dangerous,” he said, looking at her with contented admiration. “If I had one of you for each competitor of mine, I'd have a monopoly on the whole damn economy.”
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THURSDAY, WHEN SHE
 arrived at his condo, Sand gifted her with a diamond necklace. It was mouthwateringly gorgeous—a combination of pear, cushion, and square-cut diamonds, each set in exquisite gold. Even the clasp was ornate—a twelve-point diamond star.

Looking at, Sophia could barely breathe. It was too much!

“Oh my god!” she cried, examining it. “This is—this is—this is...”

She couldn't even say
 what it was. Such incredible wealth was genuinely beyond her understanding.

“I was hoping to render you speechless,” he said with a grin, drawing her close. “But I will settle for babbling.”

She continued to try and speak and he lifted the hot mass of her dark hair up and clasped it around her neck. It was heavy, of course, but so elegant and shiny. Everything about her felt underdressed with it on. It was almost as good as wearing her collar.

“Perfect,” he said. “You look perfect.”

Her heart fluttered at his words. She needed him. Now. Her body pressed against his huge frame, her hand sinking to his cock.

All emotions inside of her rushed up to her mouth, sliding out on the edge of her lips, desperately aching to bridge into his mind.

Sophia loved him, in that moment. Truly.

But she could not bring herself to tell him. She couldn’t do it first. Not after Todd.

She knew he could see it in her eyes—she saw the flash of recognition there—but something strong and primal held him back just as something did her.

“Oh, Master,” she said instead, embracing him.

But within that phrase, her meaning was, “I love you.”

“My slave,” he said back to her, gripping her hard.

And she hoped that she was right, and with those words, he meant three others just as she did.

He stroked her hair, bringing down his face so that it was mere inches away from hers. “You can’t wear it at work, you understand. Too many questions.”

“Of course,” she cooed. “Yes. But you have to understand that I can’t just let
 you give me such a thing and not repay you...over and over again.”

Immediately, diamonds sparkling around her neck, she slipped to her knees and slid his pants down, taking his immense cock into her mouth.

She was getting very good at sucking him off.

Her emerald eyes stared up at him with open adoration, loving the thrill of wearing his property, being his property, everything 
about her totally his.

The blowjob led to a whole night of fucking. In each new room, she found out he had a new gift for her. In the living room was a pair of emerald earrings that a queen in Europe once wore. In the bedroom was a pair of panties made entirely out of rare jewels. In the kitchen was a diamond tiara.

“You’ll be my little domesticated queen,” he said, presenting her with each gift, stroking her chin. “You'll wearing nothing but jewelry, and do everything I say.”

The thought sent an unadulterated thrill down her spine. Sophia wanted to be all about fighting for women’s rights and equality and all of that, but the prospect of having a man own her, doing all her thinking and working for her while she dedicated herself solely to adoring him had an enormously erotic effect on her.

It simplified life, in a very specific way, to focus herself solely for being his fucktoy.
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BURIED DEEP IN THE
 comforting, perfect grip of Sand that night, Sophia was lost deep in thought, thinking of that notion he mentioned. Being his hot, domesticated queen.

She realized, suddenly, that for the longest time, domestication had fascinated her. It was such an obviously power-driven thing to do to a woman—to take her from someone who had enormous career aspirations and big hopes and dreams and transform her into a happy housewife who lived only to wear sexy lingerie and heels while she cooked dinner for her man. Spending all her time totally in love and waiting for him to come home so she could suck him off after serving him a nice hot meal, or getting fucked from behind while she rolled out a fresh tray of cookies.

Her first semester of college, freshly eighteen, she had still been a virgin when Halloween rolled around. She wasn't determined
 to lose her virginity, per se, but she was definitely thinking that it was about time for it to happen. So, wanting to at least get herself in the mood for such a thing, she dressed in the sexiest costume she could think of: a french maid.

There was something just so subversive and erotic about wearing a maid's outfit. The thought of actually being someone like that, living in a person's house with her own special maid room maybe, wearing a hot uniform that was designed entirely to show off her legs and tits...cornering the man of the house in his office, dropping down to her knees to do her maidly duty and make him forget all
 about his hard, hard day and focus entirely on his hard, hard cock...

Yes. Maid outfits were hot.

The upperclassman who picked her up apparently thought the same way.

His name was Marcus. She remembered he was dressed in a tight black shirt and tighter black jeans, his overwhelming musculature instantly making her feel in heat. His costume was some television personality or another—she didn't care. She just wanted to make out with him.

When she finally got to be alone with him in the bedroom of some stranger's house (it was a college party, after all), they were both a little drunk. Very quickly, things got out of hand...and his clothes were off, his cock big and hard in the dark. Bad rap music thumped downstairs.

He told her, “keep the costume on. I like it.”

Feeling naughty and brave, she cooed, “Yes Sir.”

He liked that a lot. He pushed her shoulders down to the bed, pinning her there.

“I want to hold you down while I fuck you,” he said. “Is that all right?”

Eyes wide, she nodded eagerly.

He didn't just fuck away her virginity, he dominated it away.

The next day, she woke up in Marcus's arms, and they hung out, went out to a fast food breakfast, slipped back to his place, and fucked again. Once again, both of them sober this time, he dominated her—holding her down and calling her his slut.

After that, she never heard from him again. There were all sorts of valid reasons for it—maybe he lost her number, or forgot her name, or moved on from the town, or reunited with some girlfriend. But of course, what it really meant to Sophia was that she simply wasn't good enough. That this strong, dominant man who had all but 
completely defined her sexuality had decided she wasn't worthy of him.

It was soul-crushing. She spiraled into a depression for six months, refusing to eat and sleep, staying up late and making mixtape after mixtape to express how she felt. Somehow, she ended up bouncing out of the depression without yet dropping out of college.

What really brought her out of the depression was a long, steady line of bad boyfriends and flings. Each and every guy she chose to go out with, she qualified as not good enough for her even before she went out on a date with him. In this way, she could feel perfectly okay about the relationship—however serious it was—ending suddenly.

And then, Todd happened, and she thought it all changed. But he left her without any real good explanation just like Marcus had, leaving her crushed once more. All she could hope was that it never happened again.

She had been the one to tell Todd that she loved him. Before he left to go to Europe, he told her that he always felt pressured because of that—to become a person she loved, rather than just love her back.

Her thoughts drifted away from that unhappiness, back to the wonderful man who held her. That was what she wanted to focus on—so she did. If her Master wanted her as his happy, domesticated queen, that was what he would get.

She hoped the night would never end, but of course it did.

From Friday to Saturday afternoon, Sand went out of town on business. The entire time, she was convinced, totally convinced, that just maybe, this new happiness could never end. And then...

Chapter 16

Then, Friday evening, she got the phone message from Todd.

She had run out to Sand’s place, after visiting Elle, to pick up a few extra pieces of sexy clothing to wear for the next day when Sand returned—a totally hot leather skirt and some fishnet stockings. Elle had cheered her on.

“Look hot
 for that billionaire, babe.” She giggled a bit. “And for me, too, while you're at it.”

Elle had, over the past week, noted Sophia's more daring outfits more and more. Her sparkling blue eyes hovered frequently over Sophia's hotly bared physique.

Sophia, in the midst of so much sexual awakening by Sand, didn't mind in the least. Elle was hot. Why should Sophia mind if a hot girl thought she looked good?

Thoughts of propositioning Elle and bringing her into the equation with Sand crossed her mind from time to time...but she shelved them, for now. Sand was more than enough to keep her busy for the time being, after all.

But being with him, and knowing his sexual openness, had let her think about Elle more and more in that fashion. There was something hot and sensual about being with a woman that she didn't want gone from her life, no matter what.

Sophia felt weird about staying in Sand's place when he wasn’t there, and he hadn’t explicitly commanded her to stay over at his condo, so she had opted for sleeping at her own place for the time being. He hadn't quite said it yet, but she was already rather certain that he was going to ask her to move in sometime soon.

When she returned from the trip over to his condo, she found her phone with a red light beeping.

That she had a phone at all was Todd’s doing. He didn’t like the idea of calling her cell phone from overseas—they were too unreliable, he said. Before he left, he paid twenty dollars for the phone and the machine, putting up money for a phone bill for three months, just in case he might want to call her with some revelation.

That was the kind of guy Todd was. Overly prepared, and usually for all the wrong reasons.

In any case, he was one of the only people who even knew the number.

So when she came home and saw that light blinking, it took her several self-absorbed and full-of-dread moments before she clicked the button to play the message.

Sure enough, it was his voice: “Hi babe. I’m dying to talk to you. I’ve sent you a few emails, but you haven't responded. Is something wrong with your internet? Or did you get a job or something? I'd love to know...well, anything that's going on with you, really.

“Anyway, I’ve got big news. I’m coming home. I'm really ready to be with you. I miss you. I love you. I need you. Please, please come meet me Sunday when I get back. I'm desperate to talk to you.”

All of a sudden she couldn’t breathe. He was coming home. Oh god. He was coming home and he wanted to be with her.

What did that mean?

Did it have to mean anything?

No. No, it didn't.

Sand was taking care of her now. Sand had literally spent a fortune
 on her. She had looked up the prices of the pieces he bought for her by shopping around for similar jewelry, expecting her cunt to drip happily when she found out the sheer number of thousands he had spent.

But she was wrong, of course.

He had, if her estimates were correct, spent millions
 on her.

That was a number that was almost terrifying—the level of his devotion to her. Even he
 couldn't really just sneeze away a few million like it was nothing.

Or maybe it wasn't the level of devotion that was terrifying—maybe it was the level of his expectations that such prices represented.

Stubbornly, she tried to flit the idea away. But, made from her own stubbornness, it stuck around in the back of her head.

In any case, Todd had never done any such thing for her like Sand had with the jewelry, and nor would he ever be able to.

Exasperated with the situation, with Todd, with everything about her failed engagement that she still
 had not told Sand about, she collapsed on her floral-patterned couch.

It was cooling down outside. She was glad she had the heat turned up.

The night she knew she loved Todd was in her sophomore year of college. She had to study all night for finals. He had volunteered to stay with her, to be there to support her however she needed while she worked. His exams were already over, and all of his friends were going out drinking.

But even so, he also promised to stay there, to be totally silent and out of her way unless she called for him. In times of high stress, 
Sophia needed people around her—even if she wasn't communicating with them. And while she stayed awake cramming, he actually curled up into a ball and slept around her feet.

The next morning, of course, she would have totally slept through her exam except for Todd—who had a good night's rest and had gotten up early to cook her eggs and toast, placed neatly inside of a plastic container so she could eat it on the bus ride over to class.

That level of care and devotion, she thought, was something special. And for as long as they were together, that had seemed basically true and consistent. Though she hardly ever required him to do it, he was ready to drop everything at the drop of a hat to come and be with her however she needed. He told her this frequently, and she believed him.

She said yes
 to his marriage proposal, after all. His love was supposed to be everlasting.

And yet—it hadn't lasted. He ran away.

And now...now he would be back.

Anxiety rankled at her heart. All she wanted to do was call Sand and beg him to tell her what to do—but that would involve telling him that she had kept the truth from him.

She resolved again that Todd coming home didn't have to change anything. She would talk with him in two days, and she would let him know she found someone else.

And then, with it all finally resolved, she would explain the whole situation to her Master, and deliver to him a very deserved apology.

Part of her knew that—since she hadn't told Sand right away, when she knew she should have—knowing that she had to apologize anyway was delaying her speaking the truth. If she was going to apologize for being quiet for a few days, why not a week? Why not two weeks?

But no—this was good. After Sunday, there would finally be some closure.

Right?

Unbidden, she found herself comparing the two once more.

Sand—rich, hot, severe, demanding, and rigorously sexual.

Todd—amiable, joking, supportive, and very certainly safe.

That word, safe, rolled around in her head for a bit.

The way that Sand spoiled her made her somewhat nervous, she had to admit. It made it seem like he had such expectations
 for her to live up to—expectations that she had no idea if she could meet. Someone like him probably had something like a princess
 in mind for a wife, or a duchess, or a supermodel. And Sophia felt she was attractive and desirable, but she wasn't the upper-class.

With Todd, that word stuck out again—safe. She could be married to him. She could be a wife—she could be someone with a husband
. Just thinking about it in those terms gave her an oddly satisfied sensation.

As much as she may have wanted it, she didn't think that was really, truly possible with Sand. She, to be completely honest, did not feel worthy of the admiration that he gave her.

Her deepest fear was that she would screw up with Sand, somehow. Her terror, growing and growing behind all their fervent passionate encounters, now unlocked with this call from Todd, was that he would unveil her charade and cast her down, proclaiming her as totally insignificant to him as she had always feared.

But no. No. Certainly he wouldn't do that to her, would he?

But if not, why hadn't he said he loved her? Hadn't he seen it in her eyes, needing him to say it to her?

She was terrified to tell him that she loved him. And she did, she absolutely did. But after telling Todd first...god, that just became a mess, with her getting all the blame for his indecision.

Of course the rational part of her brain told her that the swept-away feelings she felt with Sand were just due to body chemistry. In another six months, probably she’d feel just as fed up with him as she did with Todd, just for different reasons. Maybe. God, who knew what the future held?

“Shit!” Sophia groaned loudly, and then, because she was afraid she was being too loud, she smothered her voice with a couch pillow. “Shit. Shit. Shit!”

She knew that must have spoken volumes about her—that even in her time of most serious distress, she couldn’t help but cover up the problem and try to pretend to others around her that all was well. Even, or especially, when she knew for a fact there was no one at all around her to notice.

Maybe what she needed, really, was the simplicity of telling everyone the truth.

Ugh.

As with most things in her unwieldy, mercurial life, Sophia would do anything for the gentle, direct knowledge of what to do next.

Chapter 17

Ten years ago, Gerald met the first woman he fell in love with.

He was in Spain, on vacation. Having just completed a successful purchase of a series of profitable factories in Eastern Europe, he felt he was due for a little break. He enjoyed negotiations, but they exhausted him as well.

In the city of Toledo, he found himself admiring the tilted nature of every street, and the free anonymity with which he wandered around. In the States, even then, with his wealth just burgeoning into the upper ranks of the world, it was hard to be in public without at least a few people recognizing him.

Largely, he understood that they recognized him because he kept dating supermodels, and supermodels kept him in the tabloids. Over and over, he told himself to stop—but there was just something so alluring about these unattainable women prostrating themselves before him.

And, of course, they always did.

A little bored after tasting his fifth free serving of marzipan, he decided to go to a small local showing of Hamlet.

It was all in Spanish, of course, but he was familiar enough with Italian—and so most of the Romantic languages—and a big fan of the play, besides. So, he could follow along.

Playing the role of Ophelia was the most gorgeous brunette he had ever seen. Tall, lithe, and undeniably Spanish from her regal nose and noble jawline.

She had a sort of hot, demure innocence about her—as if she had never once been kissed or held, and yet knew genetically how to make it as hot as possible regardless.

After the show, the actors all chatted with the crowd, answering questions about the play. He found out her name was Carmen. He told her he was a hotel owner, looking for a new location overseas. This wasn't entirely untrue, as Gerald did indirectly own two or three 
hotels stateside.

An hour later, he was having drinks with her in a bar, and he found all the things she loved—family, dogs, working with children, and acting.

Two hours after that, in his hotel room, he found out all the things she needed—being taken, being put under his control, being choked while he entered her again and again.

After a week, in the small apartment that she shared with her mother and three brothers, he revealed to her the truth of who he was. After the initial shock at his deception, for which she pummeled his arm ruthlessly, she was rather overjoyed at his exuberant wealth.

She had big plans for all the good she was going to do with him and all the resources he had access to. With her at his side, he was going to open charities, build expansive and elaborately well-to-do orphanages, encourage local governments to look after the poor and the sick, that sort of thing. Gerald had no problem with any of this, no objections. He liked people—but with business being what it was, he just wasn't able to think about them very often.

But he loved that about Carmen, how she humanized him. The same day that he told her who he really was, he told her he loved her.

She, of course, reciprocated.

And then, after another week of making passionate, endlessly hot love in his hotel, spending all his time alone with her as his devoted, eager slave, he had to return to the states. He wanted her to come with him, of course, but she couldn't leave her family behind.

He told her to bring them along.

“Anything you need,” he said. “Anything at all. Forever. You're taken care of, now. I take care of my own...and everyone you care about is under my care now.”

He insisted on paying for the flight, using a jet and a pilot that he trusted. But she insisted more than he did—in fact, her whole family insisted they pay their own way.

“If we are going to live comfortably with you,” she said to him, “at the very least, we will pay our way there.”

Her flight was Atlantica 877—the biggest navigational disaster in 
years. Struck by a seemingly random lightning bolt, the plane briefly lost power somewhere near Greenland. But, when power returned after only a few moments, the pilot resumed their path. Or, he tried to. But the lightning bolt had fried the plane's guidance system, and they were led straight into an enormous storm. It just almost managed to land safely on the coast of Maine—but the heavy winds and torrential downpour overpowered the plane's systems and sent it crashing into the waves.

All of them, dead just like that. He couldn't believe it. He refused
 to believe it, as a matter of fact, mounting a multi-million dollar rescue operation.

But there were no survivors.

The crash only brought back memories of his parents, of course. And these two points crossed and criss-crossed again, over and over in his mind, forming an impenetrable fence of withholding. He buried himself in his work ever since to hide the pain.

All of this engendered a deep, solid mistrust of the world and its fickle nature within Gerald Sand. Deeply seated inside of him was the severe, certain knowledge that the second he announced he actually loved someone or something that it would be ripped away from him forever.

And so, he did love Sophia. But he could not tell her that, not any more than he could cut off his own hand.

All he could do, really, was show her, and love her the same way he loved Carmen.

Better than he did Carmen, if he had his way.

Chapter 18

At noon on Saturday, after a lengthy visit with a zesty and very well-recovering Elle, she got a text from her Master just as she was entering her car.

Charity ball tonight. Sudden invite for me. You’re coming. Look nice.

A frown and a smile danced for space on her face as she turned the car on to start the air conditioning. Sudden shifts in plans normally weren’t her bag, at all. Sophia benefited from structure. But there was something comforting and awfully hot in knowing that he trusted her enough to look good enough for him on her own with 
such short notice.

He wanted
 her to take it as a complement that he trusted her to look good enough to be a billionaire’s date...and also that she just plain was
 the billionaire’s date.

And the whole bullshit line about the “sudden invite” wasn’t fooling her for a second. She was his personal assistant, for god’s sake. Perhaps he wanted her to call him on it?

Following the instinct (after all, they had guided her fairly well with him so far), she texted him back:

“Sudden invite?” You don’t even receive invites unless they go through me six weeks in advance.


His response only took a minute:

What can I say? I felt suddenly compelled to show you off. Aren’t you up to it, slave?

She grinned wickedly.

Yes, Master.

And then the quick response:


Good girl
.

Her pussy moistening, Sophia put the car in gear to to make ready at his apartment.
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THREE HOURS LATER,
 he had landed and arrived at the condo.

“Are you ready?” he called out. “There's going to be a red carpet, photos and all of that, so make sure you're arranged.”

A red carpet? God. That was anxiety-spurring. Thank god she had gone out of her way to look perfect for him, just because he told her to already.

Holding her breath, she stepped out from the bathroom where she had been touching up her make-up, hoping she was dressed nice like he wanted.

Her gown was sparkling and violet, hugging her sexy curves all the way down her body. A corseted top framed her hourglass figure, sheer sides showing off her sexy bronze skin. Her shoulders stayed bare but for a loose dark mink fur shawl connected with a jeweled clasp over her hot cleavage. Slits on the gown ran up on either side 
up to the halfway point of her thighs, showing off just enough leg to let everyone know that, yes indeed, her gams were as gorgeous as the rest of her.

Her lusciously long dark hair was arranged in an elaborate double French braid that cascaded down one naked shoulder.

And, of course, she wore the diamond necklace he gave her—as she thought he would have wanted.

“You,” he said, shaking his head in admiration, “are a dream.”

He gave her a quick kiss and rushed to put on a tuxedo. He was ready within ten minutes—which Sophia would never get used to.

Within such a short time, he looked as sexy as a man possibly could, ever, without being completely naked. She had to work all afternoon to be as attractive as him.

But, as he hooked her on his arm, she decided she didn't care. It was nice, in a way, to work so much just to look nice because he told her to. It was so hot, still, following orders for him.

Downstairs, an entire security team surrounded his town car. Eight men, each of them large and carrying large guns.

“This is Dave,” said Sand, pointing out the biggest and burliest of the group. He was, in fact, the biggest and burliest man Sophia had ever seen.

Dave had a thick, dark handlebar mustache and burn scars down his right shoulder and hand. But when he smiled at her, it was full of warmth, not malice.

“Lovely to meet you, ma'am. We'll keep you safe.”

Sand ushered her into the back of the town car, and they were alone.

“Safe?” she asked. “Was that ever in question?”

Sand shrugged. “You don't get to be where I am without people at least wondering what it would be like if you were dead.” He pointed in front and behind of the town car, where the security team was loading up into two big, black SUVs. “They help people wonder less during my time in public.”

She shook her head. “Why haven't you been using them already?”

“Oh,” he shrugged. “They're always around. But I didn't want them to spook you. I told them to hang back a bit.”

“But they don't know...about you and me and...”

“How you're my perfect fuckslave?”

She blushed, pushing hard against him. But she nodded.

“No,” he said. “they don't know that.”

For the rest of the ride, she simply snuggled hard against him, enjoying his eyes on her. She was his decoration...and she enjoyed this bit of status with him.

Finally, they arrived. Outside, there was a bit of a red carpet, as he had warned her. Men and women lined the sides of the velvet ropes with cameras in their hands. Maybe twenty yards to make it through the door. He assured her that he didn't enjoy these sorts of photo ops, and would be walking as quickly as possible past it all.

“Two things,” he said, grabbing her hand before they exited the town car.

“Yes?”

“These people inside are...carnivorous. Be careful with them.”

It was an odd warning. She wasn't sure what he meant. But she could listen and obey.

“Yes, Sir. And the other thing?”

“You can’t be my personal assistant inside.”

She raised an eyebrow. “What?”

“Too many questions. Too much attention. Make something up.”

“Make what
 up?”

“You’re a clever girl,” he said, opening the door. “You’ll figure something out.”

For a brief moment, she was mad at him.

She understood that, yes, probably, he felt she was more than capable of coming up with something. And that flattered her, that he thought so much of her intellect and improvisational ability. But at the same time...the car ride was twenty minutes long, for Pete’s sake! Give a girl some breathing room!

Unless...

Unless, it was punishment?

For whatever reason, she felt like he could sense that she was keeping something from him. Of course, he didn't know about Todd, but it wasn’t beyond him to guess that there was some kind of tumultuous activity in her love life.

So, as they stepped out onto the red carpet, the camera shutters 
sounding off like ten thousand mechanical birds, her mind raced.

As best she could, she waylaid the suspicion of his suspicions. She couldn't control such things anyway.

She tried instead to think of all the possible ways she could know Sand. Or rather, that a person could know Sand.

The charity for the night was some very specific kind of gland cancer that Sophia hadn't heard of. Several thousand people were affected—though of course none of them were invited. This was a ball for the rich and the few that the rich decided to bring along.

Inside the convention hall where the ball was held, all the men wore tuxedos, all the women had on beautiful evening gowns and furs. Sophia noted with satisfaction that at the very least, she looked as though she fit in.

The inside of the center was incredibly opulent. Enormous, ornate chandeliers hung down from the ceiling every dozen feet or so. Shrimp and caviar were served on small trays held by a veritable army of waiters. The tables had silk tablecloths, though no one sat at them. Everyone was just standing and drinking champagne.

“Why isn't anyone sitting down?” she asked Sand.

He shrugged. “No one really eats at these things. The tables are for when the old guard gets too drunk and want to start swapping stories.”

“The old guard?”

His hand gripped and re-gripped on her hip. “Old billionaires. Inheritors of billions, making billions more.”

That was the kind of crowd she was in now. It seemed beyond her, somehow.

She knew nothing about billionaires or how they lived, really. All she knew was Sand. He didn't seem to have any opinions on her class, but everyone that looked at her seemed to carry with their gaze a heavy dose of condescension. It confused Sophia...and it frightened her when she thought of her prospects with Sand.

“Come on,” he said, guiding her over to a group of women. “I want to introduce you to someone.”

“This is Bill and Anna Sanders,” he said, showing her to a young handsome man and his lovely wife. “They're the ones taking all my money to run for office next year.”

“You say 'taking,'” said Bill with a grin. “I say 'stealing wholeheartedly.'”

Everyone laughed.

“Who is this lovely date you have tonight, Gerald?” Anna asked.

Her voice was lilted and heavy, the kind that Sophia had only heard before in black-and-white movies about private detectives.

Sophia held out a hand. “Sharon Page,” she said. It was a simple name, something she could remember.

“That's just lovely, dear,” said Anna.

And then Gerald and Bill were talking, with she and Anna drifting to the background, expected only to smile attentively. Sophia had crafted an entire backstory for Sharon Page—she was the daughter of expatriates from Slovenia who managed to escape the Iron Curtain and start a bottling business in Latin America...but for nothing.

These people didn't care at all who she was. She was just someone next to Sand.

In a way, she supposed she enjoyed that—being Sand's property. But at the same time, she was still existing, she still mattered
 enough to just hold a decent conversation, right?

After two more minutes, Sand led her through the crowd with her dangling on his arm. She tried to let herself have fun, drinking away at a flute of champagne that had been brought around on a tray by a waiter. He introduced her to an enterprising old software magnate and his congenial old wife, Greta.

“And who's this?” asked Greta.

What the hell, she figured, taking a long drought of champagne. These people didn't care.

“Maria Marmalada,” said Sophia.

“Marmalada? That's a lovely name.”

“Yes,” said Sophia. “You've heard of marmalade?”

“Of course!”

“Well, my family makes it.”

Sand's sudden snort of laughter turned into an impromptu coughing session while he regained his composure.

The rest of the night went something like that. Maria Marmalada lasted for about three more encounters and another glass of wine and a half. Sophia found herself caring less and less about what 
everyone there thought—you were only someone to them if you had something they could take.

She became:

“Yolanda Cruise. My mother owns three cruise lines.”

“Rebecca Statesman. My uncle is a senator and a judge.”

“Veronica Fork. My father invented the fork.”

With each new name, Sand could not stop chuckling. Most people were perfectly clueless as to her lies or—more likely—not actually interested in anything she had to say. Nothing that Sophia said or did would likely ever raise her status in their eyes.

After an hour or so of this, she extricated herself from the line of sycophants rushing to meet Sand, and slipped off to the bar at the edge of the floor. It was nearly abandoned. Sitting there alone was a petite, dark-haired woman with heavy glasses. She was staring at her scotch as if she wanted to dive into it.

“So who're you?” the woman asked, clearly a bit drunk. “Billionaire Gerald Sand doesn't go around with just anybody.”

“My name's Candy Stripes,” said Sophia wryly. “Gerald just picked me up from the club. He's gonna take me back there later, make it rain, do some blow with me, all that jazz.”

The woman looked Sophia up and down and gave her a disbelieving laugh. “Okay, jeez. Sorry.”

Leaning up against the bar next to her, Sophia gave her an apologetic look. “No, I'm sorry. It's just...this whole thing is...stressful.”

She nodded. “It is. I'm Harriet Hussman.”

“The editorialist?”

Downing her drink, she hiccuped a bit and laughed. “The one and only. “

“I've read your stuff! Your article on the banking system a few months ago was...wow! I loved it!”

“Well,” said Harriet. “You were alone, I'm afraid. They've moved me to gossip. I've no idea why. I'm terrible at gossip. I make most of it up.”

Suddenly, Sophia became afraid. It must have shown on her face.

“Oh, don't worry about me, sweetie. Billionaires with beautiful ladies on their arms isn't hot news for me, really. Now, if you were a 
hot guy...”

A small wave of relief washed over Sophia. “That's good to hear. At least there's one place where it's okay not to be of note.”

Harriet stood up a bit, surprised. “Oh, you figured it out already?”

“What do you mean?”

“You're not part of this crowd. Can't you see?” She clearly thought Sophia took offense. “I don't mean anything by that, of course. But look around you—this is all old-hat to them. They don't care about any of this. Or about people, really. It's all a game to them, ways to create more wealth and own more people. That's the only thing that matters to a millionaire, billionaire, any of them. Controlling people. And once they're done controlling you and don't have to try to do it, boop! They're gone. I'm just glad the revolution's coming.”

Harriet's words struck right at the core of Sophia, the fear generated by this entire ordeal. That Sand, like the rest of them, would be done with her soon.

As if bidden by her thoughts, Sand approached then.

“Hello, Harriet,” he said, reserved.

“Mr. Gerald!” Harriet exclaimed drunkenly. “What a surprise. Who knew that you would actually be here while your date was too? Are you sure you don't have another date squirreled away in a corner somewhere?”

Suddenly, Sophia realized there was a history between them. It was written on both of their faces. Sand looked pained.

“Jealousy looks bad on you, Harriet.” He shook his head, taking Sophia's arm. “I wouldn't have expected you to react so poorly. I hope you feel better soon.”

Sand's hand slip up the back of Sophia's dress, pressing hard against her pussy behind the bar.

“Time to go,” he whispered in her ear.
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“YOU LOOK SO FUCKING
 beautiful in that dress,” Sand whispered in her ear as they rode up the elevator.

“Thank you, Master.”

Sophia did her best to ignore all the trepidation that the night 
formed.

He kissed her sweetly on the lips, the neck. When she didn't moan or coo like usual, he pulled back

“What is it?”

She shook her head. “Nothing.”

“No, there is something. I feel like there has been for a while. What is it?”

Sophia's jaw worked, trying to formulate the thought. “It's nothing. It's just that was...odd. Being there so suddenly. And having to deal with all those people who I didn't know, and who clearly gave no shits about me, and...”

He laughed suddenly.

She blushed angrily. “What?”

“You think they didn't care about you? Sophia, every woman in there was drooling with jealousy over the way you look. And, not to be immodest, but who you were with.”

“Oh.”

“If they dismissed you? It's because making you small makes you less threatening to them. And they should feel threatened, because you left all of them in the dust.”

He kissed her again, and this time she kissed him back. The hottest girl at the ball. She liked that. His hot girl at the ball, his hot trophy to show off, better than all the other trophies.

She couldn't stop loving the thought of that, no matter what. Her lips crushed against his, her need quickly picking back up.

Soon, they made it to his enormous California king-sized bed—her expensive gown torn apart from Sand's desire.

“I want you so bad,” he groaned, pushing on top of her, his hardness rubbing up her naked thighs. “I need you. I need my slave.”

Her heart melted, all thoughts from the ball totally gone. “Yes,” she moaned. “I need you too!”

His thick, perfect length entered inside of her, and he pulled her body tight to his. His strong muscles crushed her frame, trapping her and guiding back and forth on his cock as he pistoned into her cunt.

And then, suddenly, his hands wrapped around her throat. Instantly, she thought of her suspicions earlier. Was this some 
payback? Was he teaching her a lesson for keeping something from him?

“H-hey,” she tried to breath out. “Th-that’s...that’s...”

But his face was full of the same furious passion as ever, lost in the throes of his lust even as he gripped her throat harder. It became hard to breath—and in fact harder and harder by the second.

With some dread, she remembered his online profile—the insisting that she loved breath play. She thought
 she was open to it, but this was...this was not play
. This was choking the fuck out of her
.

And even as terrifying as it was to feel his strong grip close, it made her entire body vibrate with bliss.

She wanted to call out, tell him to stop or slow down, but he wasn't listening. He stared at her with such intensity that she was truly afraid if she said anything, he would choke even harder.

Fuck, but if she was so scared then why was she so fucking wet?

“M-Master...” she called out weakly, barely able to form a whisper. “Master
...”

The breath continued to leave her, his thick, veiny shaft filling her up like never before. She thought again of Harriet's warning—as soon as he had controlled her enough, he would just get rid of her.

For several seconds, genuinely had no idea if he was going to kill her or not. And with as good as it felt, as hot as he continued to drill into her, she had no idea if she cared or not. It was twisted, hellish kind of heaven from one blissful stroke of his dick to the next.

“I'm gonna cum, slave,” he moaned, bringing up his other hand now, gripping her throat so tight. “Gonna cum for my slave.”

His face came right next to hers, breath pushing hard into her face. She could only moan, her body a torrent of slick hot need and desperate fear.

Finally, mercifully, he exploded inside of her and his grip relinquished off her throat. It felt so good—like returning from the dead. She gasped hard for breath, coughing and shaking her head.

She had to get out of there.

Quickly, she slipped out from under him, pacing around the room, holding her naked breasts tight.

“Come back to bed,” he said, his voice sluggish. “That was hot. I want to hold you. You were perfect.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, putting her things together—the outfit from earlier that day. “I’m sorry. I just...I just...that was really...I just...”

She was shaking, unable to form even one coherent sentence.

He got up on the bed, holding out a hand.

“Slave, come here,” he said.

It took all of her willpower not to obey him immediately. She bit her lip, looking at his outstretched hand, wanting to trust him so much.

But maybe this was
 all just a game to him. Maybe he would
 just choke her and use her and throw her away. Or maybe he’d actually go through with it—maybe once he found out she'd do it whenever he liked, he’d actually kill
 her next time?

It was a stupid, stubborn, terrible thought to have. But she couldn't make it go away. Maybe it would be different if he loved her, if he would tell her...but that wasn't the case.

God, what if Todd was right, and it was only sickos and weirdos who dug this sort of thing?

Somehow she found herself with all her clothes on. Sand looked at her, scared and vulnerable. She hated herself, hated her reaction, but she couldn't stop it.

“Okay, I'm gonna get going. I um, will call you? Right? Yes. Or you will me? Okay. Okay!”

And she fled.

Chapter 19

Early Sunday morning, still groggy from the unsettling sleep after her awkward-scary experience the night before, Sophia got a call.

She wasn't able to reach her phone in time—but after crawling out of bed and listening to the message, she found out that Elle was getting out of the hospital early. Way, way earlier, as a matter of fact, than anyone expected.

So, an hour later, Sophia met her just at the entrance of the hospital, with the orderlies already wheeling Elle out. Her family was, of course, nowhere to be found.

Not for the first time, and probably not for the last time, Sophia reflected again on how she didn’t quite understand Elle’s family and their stodgy hatred of Elle’s alternative lifestyle. Sophia, safe within the confines of Sand’s grip, had found herself embracing it more and 
more.

Even now, with Sand scaring her a bit, she found that Elle's courage to embrace new adventures sexually was a gift much more than it was anything else.

Truth be told, if she had half a second to think about it, being choked like that hadn't been that
 bad...

But no. She had to focus on her friend. Overhead, the sun was shining, not a cloud in the sky. The temperature was a nice, cool seventy degrees, and Sophia felt more than comfortable in her jeans and hoodie combination. It felt nice wearing something so casual after the day before with all the pageantry.

Greeting Elle with a smile, Sophia leaned in and gave her a gentle hug.

“How are you feeling?”

“Oh, I’m okay.” Elle shrugged, and then grimaced. “It only hurts when I breathe.”

In Elle’s lap was an enormous bouquet, layered with roses, daises, daffodils—literally every kind of flower that Sophia knew a name for.

“Where did you get those?” Sophia asked.

She was afraid, for a moment, that Sand had sent them. One more thing to be indebted to him for.

“Oh, these?” Elle leaned in and took a sniff. “Todd sent me these.”

“Todd sent you flowers from Europe?”

“Well, he sent me flowers, and he was in Europe at the time. But they’re not like, you know, European flowers.”

“Right. But still! Wow!”

“Yeah, he was really concerned when he heard. He said he was super proud of you for threatening to cut off so many people’s heads.”

Sophia rolled her eyes. Then, she thought for a moment about what Elle said.

“You talked to him?”

Elle shrugged. “He called me. I was bored. I think he wanted to test the waters with you. You know he gets back later today?”

Long and low, a sigh chugged out of Sophia's body. One more reason to be stressed out.

“Ugh,” said Elle. “I guess you do. I guess I shouldn't have told him 
how all you talked about while he was gone was sucking his cock?”

“I did not!”

Elle laughed mischievously.

“You're such a troublemaker.” Sophia shook her head. “Okay, let’s drive you home. Do you need the wheel chair?”

“No, no. They said I would be fine without it. It’s just...getting back in a car.”

“Oh,” said Sophia, nodding. “Right. I’m sorry. We can um...”

There was really no getting around it. There was no way they could walk, and every way back to Elle’s home involved lots of highway.

“It’s all right,” said Elle, seeing the concern swelling on Sophia’s face. “Really. Just drive slow, okay?

Sophia did. Forty-five minutes later, she was helping Elle back up into her apartment. Elle lived in a small house on the south side of the city. The houses were small and close together, with gravel alleys connecting the backyards of houses on parallel streets. It used to be, everyone in that area worked at the factory—but the factory had closed down. Now, Sophia had the distinct and grating feeling that she would get shot at any moment. It was sort of like the air was permanently licking a battery.

“God,” said Elle, stepping into the stuffy air of the small three-room studio apartment. “It feels like I’ve been on a vacation, you know? Like a bad, bad vacation.”

“I’m sorry,” said Sophia, immediately feeling responsible. “I should have swung by and turned on the air for you. I didn’t even think of it.”

“It’s fine. Don’t sweat it. Could you turn it on now, though?”

Elle plopped herself down on the couch as Sophia turned the A/C low, just how Elle liked it.

“Are you going to be okay by yourself?”

“The doctor said I would be fine. That physical therapist that you found for me...he’s just a dream. He’ll be coming over tomorrow around noon, and I should be back at work the week after that.”

“That’s great!”

“The funny thing is, though...every time I ask him about payment, he says it’s been taken care of.”

Sophia put a hand to her face. It was time to come clean.

“Elle...do you remember how I told you how I was um, fucking a billionaire?”

Elle slapped her on the arm. “No way! You got him to pay for my bill?”

Her lovely face lit up at the sudden juicy bit of gossip—and then another grimace of pain shot through her.

“Oh god. Please don’t excite me like that.”

It was impossible not to blush.

The lovely blonde laughed and rolled her head back on the couch. “I can't believe it. You're whoring out the billionaire. Or he's whoring you out.”

“Nobody's whoring anybody.” Her voice became very cold and distant. Elle noticed immediately, of course.

“What's wrong?” Elle asked. “You've been like, chipper all week. Now you're down after your big date with him yesterday?”

Uncertain, but needing Elle's comfort and advice, Sophia dished.

When she was finished with all of it—the high society ball and all the snobbery, the choking—Elle nodded.

“It seems like,” Elle began, “and this is me just reading what you're giving off, but it seems like you really think you just can't exist in the world that he wants to have.”

Sophia nodded. “I think you're right.”

Sophia took a long drink of water.

“Todd comes home later today, Elle, and I know he wants to get back together, and I...” Sophia put her hand in her face. “I just...I don’t know what to do!”

“Do you...do you love him?”

Sophia didn’t know if Elle was talking about Todd or Sand. Either way, the answer was the same.

“I don’t know. I thought so.”

Elle was quiet for a long time. Then she leaned forward.

“Do you want to hear something screwed up?”

Sophia put her water glass down. “Sure.”

“Okay, here it is. That shrapnel that went through my shoulder? The doctor told me right before I walked out of the room that if it had been just one inch to the right...I would have died. I would have 
been dead before I even got to the hospital. Some artery or another loops through there.”

“That’s awful. I’m so sorry, Elle.”

“Thanks...but that’s not what I was going for. It’s just, like, I know you’ve been enjoying seeing Sand, and as a matter of fact, I’ve never seen you so happy, but babe...”

“What?”

“I mean...and I say this knowing I’m the one who told you to go for it with him, okay? I know I said that. But life is too short to break your own heart and to not go all the way with the one you chose.

“I don't know who you should choose, really. But you've made two
 choices now. And only you can decide what's really going to make you happy. And I know you can do that, Sophia. I know you're smart enough for that.”

Elle's hand slid over Sophia's.

“No matter what,” said Elle, squeezing Sophia's hand. “I'm here for you, babe.”
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HOURS LATER, THE SUN
 marched on down the sky. In the middle of the city, there was a strange lull of activity, and distantly, crickets sounded off from the park where they had gathered.

She met Todd at their old date place, a small cafe behind the city library.

Already sitting down, waiting on her with his weight pressed forward on anxious elbows, he lit up when he saw her. Wearing khaki pants and a tight collared shirt, he looked ruffled and handsome, as usual.

“Hey!” He stood up and quickly gave her a hug.

Strangely grateful for his presence, she hugged him back.

“Hey,” she said.

“Are you okay?”

She nodded. “Yeah, yeah of course. I've just had a long weekend, and it was...” she shrugged. “Well, it was sort of made longer because this was at the end of it.”

Before Todd could respond, the waiter came by. They each 
ordered a latte, and the waiter slipped back inside the cafe.

“How was your trip?” she asked, trying to be amiable.

“It was...it was really good. It was...” he made a face. “Look, can I be straight with you?”

“Of course.”

“I'd really like it if we could just skip the whole part of this conversation where we pretend not to know what we're gonna talk about, and instead we can just talk about it?”

“Okay.”

The waiter came back with their lattes. Steam rose up off of the cups, floating up into nothingness above the two.

“I miss you,” said Todd. “I want to be with you. I want us to be back together.”

And there it was.

“I just...Todd. I don’t know. You hurt me. You really, really hurt me. Do you understand that?”

“I do.” He nodded, clearly pained. “I think I do. I mean, I was just trying to do what was best for us in the long run. And it worked, didn’t it? I found out how I really wanted to be only with you. You’re my girl, Sophie. I’m your guy. We belong together. We were still engaged this whole time. It’s just...not dormant anymore.”

Sophia had a hard time looking him in the eyes. He seemed so earnest and open. He seemed...changed, somehow.

“I just...you breached my trust, Todd. Like, by a lot.”

“I know, love. I know it, I do. And I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you, I swear. I want to be by your side from now on, through thick and thin. No matter what
. I want to be yours.”

He reached a hand across the table, clearly expecting for her to do the same.

She didn't know what to say. What did you really say, when someone opened up like that to you? The only thing she could really do was sip at her latte and bide her time.

“Okay, so I was in Spain, all right?”

He was starting a story, by way of explaining. He was fond of this sort of thing. Sophia nodded to encourage him.

“Okay,” he said. “Spain. I was in Seville. They've got these roofs there, these crazy red-shingle roofs all over the middle of the city. 
And the further out you go, the less there are. But in the middle, they have all these crazy roofs, and these spindly streets, and nowhere goes where you think it's supposed to. And I was wondering through there late one night and then bam, I run into this enormous cathedral. The 'catedral.' The biggest piece of Gothic architecture in Europe, right? And there's this little old couple—and it's late, like two in the morning—this little old couple and they're just sitting down on a bench in front of this enormous freaking cathedral, staring up at it. This thing is so huge it's sinking into the ground actively. And these two little old man and wife are just looking at it, but they're not really.

“They just want to be together. They want to be experiencing life with one another. And that's what I want with you. I saw them, and I thought about them all night long, and I bought a ticket the next day to get back here with you. And I'm sorry, I am, that it took me so long to put all of that in the right way. But it's you I want, Sophie. You.”

It was, perhaps, the most she had heard Todd ever say without being interrupted.

Despite herself and her hard-won cynicism, a little tear had formed in her eyes.

Thinking of Sand, thinking of her terror from the night before, Sophia nodded.

She gripped Todd's hand.

“Okay,” she said. “Let's give it a try.”

Smiling, he leaned across the table and kissed her briefly. She accepted the kiss, leaned into it.

For a minute, they just held each other's hands. She had to blink away several tears, doing her best to refuse their existence.

Apropos of nothing, Todd said, “And hey, so, remember our sort of, like, open door policy for sex?”

Uh oh. Cautiously, Sophia nodded.

“Well look, like we agreed, no questions asked. I’m not gonna ask about anything. And I'm not saying like, we have to rush home and have sex or anything. I know you need time, or whatever. I understand that. I just meant...like, you remember how like, you were sort of into domination stuff?”

Sophia raised an eyebrow. This was a surprise. “Yes?”

“Well I kind of toyed around with that a little bit. Anyway, if you were interested, we could do some, maybe?”

Every cynical, hard-edged part of Sophia was screaming at her not to trust him.

But an equally strong part—or perhaps stronger—was her schoolgirl crush of him, who wanted her first love to be her only love, who wanted to have that college sweetheart workout just like it was supposed to in a movie. This schoolgirl crush Sophia wanted to reunite with her long lost lover and make him feel home and wonderful again.

He asked her to marry
 him, after all. He loved
 her. Could Sand say the same? Would he ever?

It was beyond her, living in his world. All those socialites and parasites feeding off his sides. She didn’t think she would ever be able to handle it.

And somewhere in her decision-making process was Sand, that passion-furious look on his face, his hands closing around her neck...

...and Todd would never, ever even think of going there with her.

Chapter 20

Todd spent the night at a friend's house—she wasn't quite ready to have him over yet. But they made plans to reunite the next day.

Sand messaged and phoned her constantly. Every hour, on the hour, either a message or a phone call, until midnight on Sunday.

Monday morning she woke up, not even able to read Sand's messages. She didn't know if she had the willpower to resist anything he said.

Of course, she had made no mention of Sand to Todd—other than to say that's who she worked for now. Todd was impressed.

She went to work that day dressed conservatively—black pants and a white blouse and dark jacket. For once, she felt odd drawing stares.

And even that was odd—this new oddness. Only a few weeks ago, it would have been perfectly normal to feel odd drawing stares. Now it was extra-odd to try not to.

Traffic managed to not be that bad, for once, and she made it into work at five past six in the morning. She was able, as a matter of fact, 
to beat Sand in. She knew because he showed up just a little bit after her—looking dashingly handsome as always in his suit, wearing a blue tie today—with a stern look on his face.

“Inside,” he said, walking past her. “Two minutes.”

For the entire two minutes, her heart wrenched. Julie walked by, giving her a quizzical look. Obviously, Sophie looked terrified. Almost, Sophia thought Julie would come over and talk to her—and so, hiding, she slipped inside Sand's office.

Straight into the lion's den.

He stood up as she approached, circling around the immense mass of his wooden desk. He was just getting off the phone.

“Important calls already?”

“I was informing the Gazette
 to move Harriet Hussman back to her editorial column. She and I were...involved, once upon a time. Her editors thought it was good move, then, for her to be in charge of gossip. But it just makes her miserable.”

“Oh.”

“Anyway, not important.” He put the phone down, his voice calm and measured. “I know what you’ve been doing.”

“Y-you do?”

He nodded sagely. “You want me to punish you, is that it? You want me to spank you for being a bad girl and not answering my calls.”

Fuck.

Yes.

Oh god fuck yes she did.

But...but no. No, she couldn’t. Her knees quivered.

“I’ll play along,” he said with a smile. “I'll give you the spanking you deserve. But first, I’d like to get something important out of the way.”

He sat down on the edge of his huge tree-stump desk, and for a moment he didn’t quite look her in the eyes. And then, as if he couldn’t live with himself if he didn’t apologize properly, he did—his dark gaze meeting hers.

“I want to apologize to you, Sophia. I need you to know that I understand that I must have scared you Saturday night. That wasn’t very good of me. I misunderstood your range of expertise...your 
willingness in certain areas. I am not disappointed in you—but in myself, for not communicating to you better.”

“Oh,” she said quietly. Now, it was her who couldn’t meet his gaze. “That’s all right. I understand.”

“Next time, we'll take it slower. I have no problem with that. But it is something that I think...” he pushed a hand through his hair. “It's something I want you to keep trying. That's important to me.”

She just didn't know if she could ever make his hands wrapped around her throat important to her like it was to him. She didn't think she could ever relish the thought of his strong, strong grip holding her frail little neck harder and harder, thrusting into her harder and harder, her body being completely used by him in ways she could barely begin to imagine...

Oh. Oh my. Was she doing that now?  A hot flush slid up her neck.

“Come here,” he said, beckoning her with his fingers. “I want us to make up.”

She wanted to. Oh god, she wanted to so bad.

“I...” she swallowed. “I don’t know that that’s such a good idea now.”

He smiled, as if she was joking. “Oh? And why not?”

“I just...it’s my fiancé. He’s home, now. And I want...I want to try to be with him.”

His eyes widened. He looked as if he was going to speak, and then he closed his mouth.

Walking over to the edge of his office, he shook his head. His hands placed firmly behind his back.

“You have a fiancé.”

Her voice was very small. “Yes.”

“You had some plan, I assume, for telling me this?”

“Yes.”

“And this was not how you wanted it?”

“No. I don’t know.” Tears sparkled in her brilliant green eyes. “Sir, I am so, so sorry. I was just flying by autopilot. You were so hot, and so good, but you really scared
 me and I still love
 him and I don’t know what to do...I’m sorry, Sir. I really am.”

Several times, he opened his mouth. Angry responses, sad responses, demanding responses. She saw them form on his face and 
then be thrown away—not good enough.

Finally, he said, “Am I still your Master, Sophia?”

He was going straight to the heart of the matter. Her heart burst with need. Oh god—she wanted to say yes with all that she had! She wanted to drop down to her knees and beg his forgiveness.

He was everything to her, everything!

Except...except he wasn’t. There was still such a large part of her that lived a different way. And there was so much inertia there that was hard to overcome. How much momentum did it take to reject a whole life lived a certain way?

Was it more momentum than she could muster? Drawing her shoulders in and hunching down, she tried to make herself as small as possible—smaller than she already felt in his commanding presence.

Sand looked perturbed by her lack of response.

“I’d like you to kiss me, Sophia.”

Slowly, silently, she shook her head, not able to look him in the eyes.

He faced her completely and pushed his jacket open. Then, he unzipped the fly to his pants.

“This is your very last chance, Sophia. Slave.” His voice gnawing over that last word. “Do as I say. Come over here, and suck me off, obediently, like a good girl. And I’ll forget any of this ever happened. I’ll know you’re my good slave. I’ll know you’ll forget all about this fiancé of yours—who I’m sure doesn’t deliver what you want. What you need.
 You’ll be punished fairly, in a way I promise you’ll enjoy. But you have to come here, now.”

Sophia took a deep, painful breath. She blinked back several tears.

“I’m so sorry, Ma—” she stopped. “Mister Sand. I’m so sorry. But I can’t. I can’t. I have to try with my fiancé I’m so, so sorry. You were so good to me. So incredible. You’re so...so
 wonderful. But I can’t.”

He looked embarrassed now. Truly surprised. For a moment, despair crossed over his handsome features—and she thought he might actually cry. She had never felt worse about herself or anything in her life than she did at that moment. Then, rage replaced 
his anguish...and then a cool, calm mask slipped over that.

The control, he had. For Sand, everything was about control.

“Fine, then,” turning his back. “Be a whore for him. See if I care.”

It was such a childish thing to say—that “see if I care.” She knew she had pained him. Her soul screamed in anguish at causing this beautiful, complicated man any hurt at all. She felt like she was burning a stained glass window.

“I c-can...I’ll understand if you want to fire me...” she began.

“No. I can’t fire you, as you’ve done nothing wrong. You’re following your silly little heart around. Do not color me surprised. But do not expect advancement here, ever. Nor should you expect any help with your friend’s hospital bills.”

“But you said—”

“I said I would do anything for my slave.” He looked up from his paperwork. “You don’t really fit the description anymore, do you? Maybe send your friend in to suck my cock. I’m sure she could do as good a job as you. Any woman could, really.”

With that, she ran out of the room, rushing to the bathroom. And for the first time since being hired and setting about her elaborate plan to solve her entire life, she didn’t touch herself, her mind wasn’t on fire with lust. All she wanted to do—and all she did—was break down and cry.

Chapter 21

A week later—after a few earnest dates that quickly picked up to her and Todd's former intensity—Todd moved in with her.

It was a decision made by both of them, and they were both happy about it.

Sophia was happy about the decision. She was. In a couple of weeks, they would re-plan the wedding. She could use lots of the same old materials. Her wedding dress definitely still fit.

It was early in the evening on Monday when Todd arrived, holding just a couple of boxes. She took them out of his hands and set them down on the porch. Having spent the whole day with Sand's constant anger, she was quietly desperate to lose herself in something good. So, wanting to make Todd feel like a man and give him a happy homecoming welcome, she leapt into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist, pressing her mouth against his.

He entertained this for all of about two seconds.

“Hey babe, come on,” he said, putting her down. “Not in public, yeah?”

Still smiling, she tugged him along, burying her face in his neck and delivering soft little kisses.

In the glass reflection of his nearby car, though, she caught a glimpse of his face—apologetic, he looked like.

“I’m sorry,” his look said. “I just don’t know what’s gotten into this girl. Maybe you could tell me?”

Struggling with everything she had, she tried not to think of how Sand would never think such things.

Sand would own her, right there in front of the house. He would take her by the shoulder and guide her down while he fucked her face. The back of her head knocking against the nearby trashcan. Passers-by tripping over her heels, gaping at his complete control over her body.

Sand would turn her inside out with need before fucking her proper like she deserved.

No. No. She couldn’t focus on that.

She had to focus on Todd. He was important. He was her man, now. He...he always had been.

“Let's just get me moved inside, yeah?”

He picked up his boxes and she followed him up, admiring the cute curve of his butt.

Once inside, Sophia again tried to kiss him...and again, fastidiously, Todd pushed her away after only a few seconds.

“I’m sorry, babe,” he said. “I’m just so hungry, is all. I hope that’s okay.”

“No, of course,” she said. “Eat, eat! There's pasta leftover in the fridge?”

That sounded great to him. As he ate, she listened to him regale her with stories from his trip. He had traveled all over Germany, France, Italy, and Belgium as well as Spain, a couple of days in each place.

Finally, though, he finished eating. He stood up then, and held his hand out.

“Come here,” he said.

He kissed her roughly, holding her tight. Now that
 
was more like it. She didn’t even know Todd had it in him.

Taking her down the hall to the bed, his lips stayed on hers. For several hot, wonderful moments, their breaths moved in tandem. 

He pushed her on the bed and stripped off her pants. Then, grinning, he slipped down between her legs.

“Oh, baby,” she moaned.

Grunting happily, he began to lap at her pussy just like he used to. Oh god, that was nice. He was so
 fucking good at that.

His tongue slid up and down around her hot clit. Up and down, up and down, making a perfect hot rhythm.

“Please get inside me,” she moaned. “Please do it...please. Please!”

With an appreciative growl, Todd finished his licking and climbed up on her body. Finally he entered her. His strokes were fast, frequent, almost desperate.

But, they were both so excited from the foreplay that he lasted only a few minutes before cumming hard inside of her.

“Good?”

She moaned happily, so glad to have given her man pleasure. It was, she thought fervently, very good. It had to be good.

He was her man, now.
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HOURS LATER, LATE IN
 the evening, Sophia stared at her lovely form, wondering what she could do to improve.

She was going to make this work with Todd. She didn’t care how it happened. There was a solution, somewhere, and she was dedicated to finding it and pursuing it with everything she had.

So. While Todd lounged down on the couch, decompressing after his welcoming and the unpacking of his boxes, she made ready.

She put on her hottest pair of lingerie that she could find—that she hadn’t put on for Sand, of course.

Red, she picked red. That was romantic, right?

Her long legs were covered in sexy lace stockings with roses sewn into the material. The bra had fluffy, lace roses as well—the kind that 
made the bra impossible to wear in any kind of outfit, as they would stick through the material of a top. It was purely made to wear for lingerie, purely made for fucking. Her panties were white and red, the same as the bra.

And, not able to resist trying just a bit, she slipped a red silk collar on. It had a gold ring that fit over the nape of her neck. Distantly, she imagined Todd tugging her by it.

She looked at herself in the mirror—gorgeous. Her dark glossy hair contrasted sexily with the lingerie. He wouldn’t be able to resist her...she hoped.

“Babe?” he called. “Can you grab me a beer?”

She arrived, sliding one hand up the doorway. “I can, if that’s what you really want.”

Sophia did her best to use her sexy voice, the one that advertised sex just almost as much as her outfit did.

“It is,” he said. “That’s why I said it. So can you—”

He stopped, looking at her.

“Oh,” said Todd, eyes wide. “Man. Wow. That is...hello.”

“Hello,” she purring, strutting away from the door to move toward him. “I want to fuck my husband-to-be,” she moaned in his ear, bending over at the waist. “I want to fuck him so bad. I need to.”

“Yeah,” he breathed. “God. Yeah. You're so hot.”

It pained her to be so clear about what she wanted—but she couldn’t stand the thought of his slow, anxious lovemaking at that moment. All she wanted was dick—given to her furious, hard, and fast.

Taking heart from his mention of his willingness to be dominant, she continued her path.

He stood up again, taking her back to the bad just how he had before.

Sliding down to go down on her, he kissed her tanned thighs once more.

“W-wait,” she said, a little reluctant to stop his hot licking abilities. “Couldn’t you...I mean...would you fuck my mouth, instead? You know...dominate me?”

“You don’t like it when I lick you?”

“No, I mean...yes. I love it! It’s just...I really want my man to fuck 
my mouth.”

He grinned. “Don’t have to tell me twice, babe.”

She pushed herself backwards on the bed for him, so that he could grab the headboard as he needed. Crawling up over on top of her ample breasts, he slipped his cock into her mouth.

He slipped in and out, in and out. His length was thick and meaty. The taste, salty, like good sweat. Hot and filling.

Desperately, she wanted to feel him spank her, somehow. Or slap her tits. Just lightly—at first. Just a bit. Maybe she could work him up to it.

Just as she had worked up the courage to ask, though, he slipped out of her mouth and down her body.

“I’d like to fuck you proper, now.”

“Yes,” she breathed, trying her best to sound enthused.

Quickly, unceremoniously, he moved down and slipped inside of her. He was very hard already—and only getting harder. His thrusts were quick—unskilled, but vigorous.

“Can you...can you call me a slut?” she panted. “Dominate me?”

It pained her, truly, to ask again. But she had to.

He nodded, closing his eyes. “Okay, yeah. You slut.”

Sophia sighed. His heart clearly wasn’t in it.

“Come on, slut.” He said, his thrusts increasing. “You like that? You like how I fuck?”

That was...that was better.

“Yes, Sir,” she chanced, grinding her hips up. “I like how my Sir fucks.”

“Good slut,” he groaned, his thrusts getting even more vigorous.

“Oh Sir...Sir,” she moaned, getting excited now that so much had gone so well.

There was something she needed to say—something she needed to call out to him. It was hovering right around her thoughts, like a hawk waiting to swoop down.

“Yeah,” he grunted, his hands pushing up on her body, on her tits and even further up.
 “My girl. My slut.”

Her eyes opened wide as his fingers slid up near her throat, and her breath caught hard on the edges of her mouth.

Oh god. That was it. That was what she had been trying to think of. 
That was what she wanted to say.

Choke me.

The words were just sliding out of her mouth, just building up enough pressure to enter into the realm of sound, when Todd, frustrated, shook his head and pulled out.

There was nothing—nothing—
worse than that. Sophia could not imagine a bigger form of teasing—and from her fiancé, too!

“Wh-what's wrong?” she asked, gasping a bit.

He shook his head, sliding out to the edge of the bed. “I’m sorry. I’m not as good at this as I thought. I guess it is all too weird for me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s just too...out there, you know? Like, next thing you know, you’d be asking me to choke you or something, like some crazy person.”

“Y-yeah,” she said shakily. “That would be...totally crazy.”

Crazy.

This is what her fiancé thought of her. Sophia lay down on one side and let out a long sigh. Todd put an arm around her, but she barely noticed it.

She tried to rationalize, tried to make it all work. This would
 work. It had to. It was hers
. She would make
 it work.

A marriage wasn’t entirely about sex, after all. They had a good thing going. They loved each other.

It didn’t have to be about all hot, furious sex all the time.

Right?

Chapter 22

A few days after Todd moved in, on Friday morning, Julie finally cornered her at work, in the break room. Sophia was busy preparing coffee for Sand, now an easy expert in the French Press.

“I’ve noticed some...unpleasantness between you and Mr. Sand, as of late.”

Julie's hands were together, fingers balancing on each other precariously.

“Have you?” Sophia raised an eyebrow. “I’m sure that’s just your imagination.”

With a laugh, Julie pshawed. “I’ve been in the business world for over thirty years, my dear. I don’t have much of an imagination 
anymore.”

Sophia's temper was too short for this kind of bullshit right now.

“Even if something was happening, Julia? Unless Sand told you, or unless I tell you, then it’s none of your business, is it?”

Julia turned and huffed. “I suppose not.”

Sophia watched her walk off, heart heavy. Ugh. Julie was probably just trying to help. Sophia made a mental note to apologize later. Her ability to deal with people giving her any kind of grief or advice had seriously deteriorated ever since Todd moved in.

Sand wasn't helping. All communications with the billionaire had broken down into a series of one-word interactions.

Coffee? Yes.

Papers? Here.

When? Now.

Good? Bad.

She slipped into his office only when necessary.

One such necessary time was to prepare his office for working out. Of course, that day, he made it back earlier than usual, as he had started to usually do ever since she split with him. The “of course” part was that she suspected he wanted her seeing his perfect, chiseled, Olympian body.

Todd was in good shape, no slouch at all. But he didn't have Sand's body—didn't have abs that could shred a watermelon.

Taking off his clothes quickly, as always, Sand nodded at Sophia.

“I ran into your fiancé earlier.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You ran into
 him?”

“Yes. It was the most serendipitous thing. We were both running on the same trail in the park.”

More likely, she imagined, is that he hired some surveillance on Todd to find out where he ran and then just so happened to be there when he was also.

Sand slipped down on the mat on the ground, starting to do push-ups.

“Forgive me if I don’t believe you.”

“No.”

Sophia was taken aback. “What?”

He paused between push-ups. “You asked me to forgive you. I 
don’t. There’s only one of us here with a proven track-record of lying through her teeth, isn’t there?”

Sophia set her jaw. “Fine. You met him.”

“I did.” Sand smiled cruelly, continuing his exercise. He moved on to sit-ups. “Do you know what he did, friendly guy that he is? He invited me over to dinner.”

Dread, low and suddenly constant, sank into Sophia’s belly. “What?”

“Saturday night. Tomorrow.” Sit up after sit up, Sand kept going. He was tireless. “Normally, I would have said no...I have to function this, charity that, you know how it goes. But gosh, he made it seem so appealing. You're such a great cook, he says.”

There was a blow. Sand had wanted her to cook for him.

“I know your entire schedule,” she protested. “You’re busy tomorrow night. You have a flight to Miami.”

As if anticipating this, Sand smiled, switching back to push-ups. “It would have seemed like that, wouldn’t it? Isn’t it grand that I found a morning flight on Sunday instead? I just love morning flights. Getting to wake-up and rush somewhere.”

‘Finding’ a morning flight, of course, really translated to ‘I paid my jet pilot to wait an extra twelve hours so I could fuck with my ex.’

But that was okay. Sophia could deal.

“Wonderful,” she said. “We’ll be having pork.”

Of course, she knew Sand hated pork.

“Oh, will you? That’s so odd. I already told Todd that lasagna was my favorite.”

Sophia gritted her teeth. “Did. You. Now.”

“Of course I did,” Sand smiled even wider, his triceps straining with his effort. “Won’t that be nice of you, making my dinner for me?”

Sophia left the office furious.

She knew she had hurt Sand. She knew that. She had no desire to hurt him again, or rub salt in the wounds. But the gall of him, to rub the situation in her face like this...it was so hurtful. Why would he want to go where she lived and make her whole life worse for her? To invade her personal space, and let her know exactly what she would be missing?

She would killed
 
to make dinner for him once upon a time. She would have adored dressing up in frilly lingerie and sucking his cock while he ate her lasagna.

And now he would be coming over to where she felt most comfortable, and teasing her with what she...

Teasing her with what she couldn’t have.

Realization, warm and liquid, slipped around Sophia’s heart.

This wasn’t about hurting her, she realized. This was about getting even. She was in his most private, personal space every day—he was most at home at the office. And he was even more at home in the office now, that she had teased him with the notion of having a proper domesticated slave to make him a home. And due to his principles—those stupid, stubborn values of his—he couldn’t get rid of Sophia by firing her.

So instead, he was going to do to her what she did to him, every day.

Sophia sighed, staring at the black sphere of his office. Realizing that didn’t make the dinner any easier, but at least...at least she understood him a little more.

And so, for the rest of the day, it was sympathy and not spite that drove her work.

Chapter 23

The night of the dinner party arrived without incident.

As always when Sand was going to be close to her, she picked her outfit deliberately.

It had to be something that said, “I’m going to be married, and I’m happy about that. I don’t want to tease you, but I also need you to know that I’m not yours anymore.”

But even despite all that, it was, she knew, still an outfit exclusively for Sand.

She chose a tight brown sweater-dress, dark tights, and a cute pair of black ankle boots. The boots were, previous to knowing Sand, the most expensive pair of footwear she owned. The sweater-dress was hers, and had been for a while—a staple of parties where she wanted to look hot, desirable, and just a little slutty without being a tramp. Todd said he loved how it made her look.

Outside, the sun was setting, and the streetlights were just 
starting to flicker on. It was a unseasonably warm night for the late fall.

Elle arrived first, five minutes before seven. Sophia had invited her—not as someone to offer up to Sand to distract him (though the idea had crossed her mind more than once—both during the relationship and after)—but because Elle was such a wonderful conversationalist. There would be less chance of awkward silences with her around.

“Hey,” said Elle, handing Sophia a small bottle of red wine. “Thanks for inviting me.”

Taking the wine, Sophia smiled. “Of course. Thank you for coming. You're seriously helping me out a ton.”

Elle nodded with understanding, clearly recognizing the awkwardness of the entire situation. She wore a cute violet summer dress, her long naked tanned legs on full display. Fashionable black pumps adorned her feet.

Oh god, she was wearing violet. Violet was a color Sand loved
 on women.

Already, she could see the wheels turning in Sand’s head—that Sophia had made Elle wear violet, and that Sophia had arranged this so that Sand would go after Elle and not Sophia. Or something—any number of horrible things that possibly could happen had been consuming Sophia’s mind, and would probably continue to do so until this entire mess was over.

“You look great,” said Sophia, forcing a smile as she shut the door behind Elle and walked upstairs. “Your dress is super-cute.”

It was, of course, an easy compliment to give. Even with a little bit of bruising still slightly visible along her arms, she looked beautiful. It was comfortable and easy for Sophia to rest her eyes on her friend's delicious form, and let them linger.

A thought struck her—with all the uncertainty she had rising up in her love life, why hadn't she just snuck back to Elle's arms? More than a small part of her certainly wanted to.

“Thanks,” Elle said with a shrug. “I just picked it up today.” She came in close, whispering, “Are you okay with all of this? I would be like, stressed beyond belief that Sand might say something.”

Sophia, eyes wide, just nodded, trying to smile. “It’ll be okay. It 
will...it will be fine. Everything will be fine.”

For her part, Elle looked supportive, giving Sophia a firm squeeze on her forearm.

“Could you help Todd set the table?” Sophia asked her. “I’m afraid that he’s forgotten how.”

“Of course.”

Sophia watched as Elle walked back to go help Todd in the small dining area at the rear of the living room. Her rear certainly looked lovely in that little dress, the fabric clinging her body in all the right places...

Stop it, girl! Sophia shook her head. You’re in enough trouble with just lusting after different men! There’s no call to include women in the mix.

Sand arrived with very little fanfare at ten past seven. Sophia had almost expected tons of security—but there was just big, burly Dave, who stayed by the car. Sophia saw this all through the front window.

Taking a long, deep breath, she opened the front door. “Welcome to our home.”

Saying nothing, Sand simply dropped his coat into her arms and walked past her, stepping up the creaky steps to the apartment.

“Hey, come on back and have a drink, man!” called Todd. “I think we’re just going to hang while everything gets ready.”

“That sounds nice. I’d like a scotch,” said Sand, turning to Sophia and flitting his fingers. “Yes?”

Sophia resisted the urge to curtsy and kneel and grovel and bow and rip his pants off and suck him off right in front of her fiancé.

God, but just the fact that he was still casually giving her orders in front of Todd completely turned her on.

Panties moistened now, she stepped into the kitchen and made him his drink, not daring to look over at him or Todd. When she exited the kitchen, drink in hand, everyone was talking. Todd, to his credit (or perhaps discredit), seemed to notice nothing, going on and on about how nuts it was to have a billionaire in his home.

“Here you are,” she said quietly, handing Sand the drink.

It took nearly everything she had not to add “sir” to the end of that.

Panting, she slipped back through the door to the kitchen, 
resisting with all her might the urge to touch herself.

She was with Todd, now. She was an engaged woman, engaged to Todd, and she was totally happy like that.

While Sand, Elle, and Todd talked in the living room, Sophia fretted in the kitchen, trying to make all the last-minute preparations for the salad that she could think of—adding a bit more goat cheese, one or two more chopped figs.

Everyone out there had slept with her. Were they talking about how much they wanted to fuck her? Would it be brought up as a competition, between them, all the different positions they had her in?

Would Sand even know how to converse with Todd, being as he was so completely unable to operate in a society that wasn’t built on pure competition?

She pushed it all out of her mind. Within ten minutes, somehow, she had dinner prepared (though of course she had been preparing all day).

Finally, Sophia served dinner—lasagna, a small dinner salad, and wine.

The dining table seated four—and so Sophia sat across from Elle, and adjacent to Sand and Todd. Depending on your perspective, either Sand or Todd could be seen as the one at the head of the table.

The meal passed fairly quickly, without any real substantial conversation. Sand feigned interest—and Sophia could tell right away that he was mostly feigning—in Elle's dance studio. Every bite Sand took, though, he stared at Sophia.

“This was delicious,” Todd announced, patting his belly after he finished. “Thank you, Sophia. A lovely meal. You really know how to make a place feel like home.”

“Yes,” said Sand. “It certainly seems like she has a talent for it. I wish I could find someone as special as she is to you.”

“Hey,” said Todd, an oblivious smile lighting up his slightly wine-drunk face. “Thanks, bud. I’m sure your lucky lady is out there waiting for you.”

“I agree.” Sand took a long sip of his wine. “Perhaps she’s even closer than you think.”

“Maybe she’s at this table!” Todd said with a laugh. “How about it, 
Elle?”

Sophia’s eyes had raised up in constant alarm. “Todd!”

“What? It’s all in good fun.”

Elle was blushing furiously, her mouth clammed up entirely—Sophia had never seen such a sight before.

“I, um, you know, I mean, gosh!” Elle managed.

“This is a great time.” Todd leaned over and squeezed Sophia's thigh. “Could you get us a little more wine, babe?”

She got up, enjoying following the request, but also slightly bothered by it.

“Of course, dear.”

Probably, she mused as she entered the kitchen, the request bothered her because it was right in front of Sand. There was a competition between the two in her head—one that wasn’t real, at all, because Todd wasn’t in on it. But Sand was. And no doubt, he had noticed Sophia’s meek acquiescence to Todd as well.

She rummaged through the drawer next to the sink, looking for the nice pneumatic wine-opener. Behind her, she heard the kitchen door open.

“Oh hi, hon. Could you grab the bottle of wine for me?”

“No.”

It wasn’t Todd. It was Sand, his voice thick with lust. Within moments, his hands were on her.

He gripped her thighs, hands sliding up the lace of her stockings. She gasped, moaned, shuddering.

“Please,” she said. “B-Boss...Mr. Sand...”

She was so incredibly turned on. Her fiancé, right there in the other room! A scant doorway keeping him from seeing what Sand was doing!

So many times—at work or at home—Sophia had fantasized about this. Even recently, even after Todd had come home. Dreaming of Sand returning to her, demanding that she pay him homage as his slave.

And so her transformation was instant, after needing him so long at dinner, stealing glances at him, and yes—so fucking desperate to have his hands around her throat once more.

God, she wanted to be punished. Used. Abused, for the sin of 
leaving him. Her guilt needed to be abated somehow.

“Please what?”

Hard fingertips stroked up past the edges of her stockings and onto the soft, smooth flesh of her thighs. They kept moving upward, toying with the lacy fabric of her teensy lace panties—the panties she knew now that she had worn only for him. He snapped them once, twice...and then pulled them down completely.

Breathing hard, he slid his fingers up and down the velvety folds of her labia, stroking there. She knew without a doubt that he could feel her moistness. And then, suddenly, easily, his fingers were inside of her cunt.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, pushing back into him.

Her cunt was slippery wet and steaming hot. He pushed hard inside of her, thumb clamping down on her clit. Hot rockets of pleasure spiraled through her veins.

“Please,” he growled. “What.”

She turned and looked at him, such pleading in her big green eyes. “Please...use me.”

He growled again, fingers exiting her pussy. A hot gasp left Sophia. He took her by the shoulders and pushed her to her knees, backing her forcibly against the door back to the dining area.

Moaning loudly—easily loud enough for everyone in the next room to hear—her hands danced along his pants and belt, desperate to unleash the monster of his cock. Finally, the belt unlocked.

And there it was. Just as big as she remembered. Just as hot. Oh fuck.

“Punish me, Sir,” she breathed, looking up at it, her lips just centimeters away from its magnificent hard length. “Please?”

Gripping the underside of her chin with his iron grip, his quickly-stiffening rod pushed through her mouth and fucked her mouth hard.


He fucked her mouth just like she had always dreamed of having it fucked. He fucked her mouth, her face, her throat, like it was a cunt. Like all of her was little more than a collection of holes for him to use. She was nothing but an object as his cock pushed up and down her throat, choking her entirely. Her air supply completely cut off by cock. She didn’t care.

Over and over again, her head banged against the door, rocking it back and forth. Lost in the heat of the moment, she let herself moan out.

Of course her moans made no sense, really, but in her head, she was desperately crying out the same thing—“Master. Master! Master!
”

And the nastiest thing was—the part that turned her on the most—was that a deep, dark part of her wanted
 Todd to hear it. Wanted him, in fact, to know what she was really for.

Groaning and then slamming his fist into the wall, Sand exploded down her throat. Instantly, hot jets of white cum filled up her stomach, clinging to her throat, spilling out of her mouth. He pulled out entirely and kept going—a veritable fire hose of cum sprayed all over her face.

She came with him, unable to help herself in this, the absolute hottest act she had ever been a part of. Bliss overwhelmed her as she slid her mouth more and more eagerly up and down his shaft, needing him so bad.

Then, pulling out from her mouth, he slapped her wet, sticky cheek—not gently, but not harshly either.

“There,” he said. “Now you look like what you are, at least.”

He zipped up his pants, ignoring her coughing and sputtering form.

Sophia, moaning, crawled after him as he left through the door. His cum still trailing out of her mouth, dripping down to her breasts, her hands, even as she tried to swallow more and more of it.

And then she saw the small smile on his face as he turned back from the front of the apartment—degraded, abused, used at his pleasure. His eyes moved up, and she saw him lock eyes with Todd, still so close to her.

Oh no, Todd. She turned to see her fiancé. Horror lined his face. Anger. Despair. Confusion.

Todd and Elle had, of course, heard the whole thing. Elle, inexplicably, looked stunned. Todd stormed out the front door, pushing past Sand, who followed him out the door. Sophia heard them exchange heated words outside—or actually, Todd yelling and Sand replying in his usual calm, booming fashion.

Still swallowing Sand's warm gunk, wiping it down off from her face and dress, Sophia desperately wanted to talk to her friend, her fiancé. Even feeling the mind-numbing effects of her earth-shattering orgasm, she wanted to tell them she was fine.

She wanted, more than anything, to tell them that this was what she had really wanted all along.

Chapter 24

It went without saying that Sophia did not sleep in the same bed as Todd that night. She offered to leave, to get a hotel or motel, to sleep on the couch. But no. He left and stayed at a friend's house, but not before he called her a whore, and a slut, and so forth and so on, and Sophia didn't dispute any of it.

Of course, she had a very specific
 rendition of the kind of slut and whore she was—Sand's—but she didn't want to rub his nose in it.

She calmly told him that they weren't going to work out, after all. No matter what. And that, since he hadn't even paid her a full month's of rent, he had until the end of the month to move out.

At dawn—after a sleepless night—she put on a pair of tight jeans and a brief violet sweater and took off in the car.

Sand, that morning, was leaving to go to Miami on business, and probably to bang away the memory of his short-lived relationship with Sophia. Sophia knew that was how he handled stress. Sophia also knew where Sand’s jet took off from. He owned a private air strip on the edge of the city, surrounded by cornfields.

It took her about forty-five minutes to get there, even in the absence of traffic on the Sunday morning.

Using her access card from work, she was able to drive straight through the gate. She parked not far from the jet, waiting. The pilot sat on the stairs leading into the jet, watching her suspiciously. She didn't care.

When Sand arrived at the runway thirty minutes later, right on time, a security escort following him in two black SUVs, she was there waiting. She leaned on top of the hood of her car, her arms crossed. Her body was a mixture of cool weariness from the night’s events and the rush of adrenaline at seeing him so close to her again.

The security team rushed out of their vehicles, surrounding her and pointing loaded weapons at her. She was a little worried, but not 
really—if they wanted her dead, they would have done it already. Dave led the rush, holding his gun up.

“Guys, come on,” she said, holding up her hands. “You know me, Dave.”

“Sorry, ma’am,” he shrugged, coming close. “Sand’s orders. We have to search you.”

She scoffed. “Really?”

Another punishment, then.

Dave's hands ran up and down her body, searching for weapons. Of course, she had none. Hurting Sand was the last thing she wanted in her life.

He stepped out of the town car, a small smile on his face.

“What do you want? Are you here to give me another...mouthful?”

God, he was so fucking arrogant.

And god...it turned her on so fucking much.

“I have things to say to you,” she said softly. “I would ask to say them in private, please.”

Sand considered, and then shrugged, nodding. The wind pushed at his short blond hair.

“Give us some space, boys.”

The security team spread out, focusing their eyes anywhere but on Sand and her.

Wrapping and re-wrapping her hands, she stepped closer to him and took a deep breath. “I wanted to...I wanted to thank you, for what you did last night. I wanted to let you know how it reminded me of...of who I’m supposed to be.”

He made a non-committal tone. “All right.”

“I miss
 you, Sir, and I think of nothing but
 you...and...” she stopped, laughing briefly and staring into his cold blue eyes again. “This is just, no good, is it? For either of us. There are so many appropriate terms I have for you, but I don’t know if I’m allowed
 to use any of them right now, and I want
 to so badly...”

Of course, she was talking about how she loved him. Truly. Deeply. Terribly.

But...could she say it first? Was that allowed? Would he shut her down forever?

She stepped closer. He did not push her away or back off. Feeling daring now, she tugged at his collar, sliding her soft, hot thigh between his legs.

“Please, forgive me? Please...I want to...I want to call you all those things again.” She began to whisper. “I need to. I can’t live without my Mas—”

“Don’t,” he said suddenly, turning away. “Do not. Or I will have them detain you.”

Her heart thumped hard in her chest.

“I’m sorry. It’s just...I realize now, I don’t want him. I want you. Maybe I...maybe I needed to be with him to realize that. I don’t think it would ever work out with him. I would love to be with you instead. I want to...” she hesitated, and then went for it, as close as she could make it without saying it direct, “...I want to love
 you instead, if you'll let me.”

His eyes went wide, anger slipping over his handsome face.

“No,” he said simply.

“No, no” she said, shaking her head. “That came out wrong. Not...not ‘instead.’ I mean...” she sighed, flabbergasted with herself. The wind cut through her thick hair. “I just want you
, Sir! Please?”

“I said, no.”

“Why?”

He shook his head, smiling. “That last fuck was just to get you out of my system. I wanted to humiliate him, your little boy fiancé, for taking away the thing that I wanted. Now I have. And now we’re done.”

It was really that simple for him. And what happened the night before had been—while cunt-soaking and erotic—terrifically brutal.

But...no.

He had promised
 to use her like that when they were together, cradling her in his strong perfect arms. He knew that nothing would turn her on more, would make her love him more. The forcefulness of it, the passion...it couldn’t have purely been about revenge.

“Please...” she said, defeated. “Please...Sir...don’t do this. I love
—”

“No!” he shouted.

Around them, the security guards jumped. Sand waved his hand, calling them off.

“Do not say such things. We both know you do not mean them. You are just trying to manipulate me, like everyone else. You want to get what you want, and you don’t care about me. We both know this. Do not pretend otherwise.”

She was angry now.

“Pretend otherwise?” She couldn't hide the fierce anger in her voice, so frustrated with his arrogance. “You self-centered bastard
! You ruined my engagement. It’s all over now. All of it. I have nothing
 left but you. Please...please at least give me you!” The anger had left her, as suddenly as it arrived. “Even if you hate
 me...just let me stay with you. Let me just...curl at your feet. I can just suck you off, whenever you feel the need. Please...at least that?”

He was quiet for a long time. Behind them, the jet had started up, its engines whining high.

“I didn’t ruin anything. You enjoyed it, Sophia. You came. I felt it.”

Her cheeks flushed with shame. She turned her head down.

“And ‘at least give you me?’ I’m not a consolation prize, Sophia. I won’t be treated like one.”

That wasn’t what she meant. That wasn’t what she meant at all. But he was right.

They each said nothing else, and Sand got on the jet. And for Sophia, she felt one more part of her life flying away, completely out of her hands. The security team left, driving off in their SUVs.

Soon, there was no one left in the cool morning on the air strip but here. She felt naked, vulnerable, and alone.

Chapter 25

Later on that evening, Sophia was alone in the house. Todd was nowhere to be found—Sophia had no idea where to even start looking. She did not think she cared all that much.

Earlier in the day, she had received a text from him:

Is this really it? This is how it ends?

She would rather not do him the indignity of a text message, but if that was how he wanted to approach her, then she felt obligated to text him back. So:


Yes. I apologize for how you found out. But this is what I want
. I'm willing to talk with you more, but that is my decision, and it won't change

.

Hours later, she still hadn't received a response.

Perhaps, like her, he just realized the futility of their relationship. Maybe he knew deep down that she didn’t love him, and wanted to make it easier for her. Maybe he knew that he simply didn't have what it took to please her as deeply as someone else could.

At around eight o'clock, there was a series of swift knocks at the door. Sophia slowly got up off her comfy floral couch—the knocks continuing all the while—and made her way to the door.

It was Elle, holding another bottle of wine—a white, this time.

“Hey babe,” the bubbly blonde said with a grin. “I thought maybe you could use a friend?”

Sophia’s heart warmed. Soon, they were upstairs together.

They sat down and broke open the bottle of the wine. Sophia revealed the revelation of the break-up—to the non-surprise of Elle—and they tried to talk about other matters like the weather, television, to no avail.

Finally, Sophia brought it up.

“I’m sorry you had to see me like that,” she said. “Last night, I mean. After he...finished with me.”

Furiously and suddenly, Elle blushed. “Yeah. That was...um...you were kind of loud,” she said with a nervous laugh.

Sophia put her hands in her face. “I know! I know. I’m sorry. I went after him this morning...and...and nothing. Just nothing. He doesn’t want me. I’m without anybody.”

Elle slipped a hand forward. “You’ve got me.”

Maybe it was just the wine, but Sophia felt like her voice sounded especially thick. Not with drunkenness, though. With wanting.

The tanned, delicate features of Elle's legs were easy to see with the loose skirt she had on. Her shirt, a tight gray tank top, hugged her tits together. And Sophia saw this—and with the wine in her, enjoyed seeing it quite a bit.

“I do.” Sophia squeezed Elle’s hand right back.

“What I said to you before,” said Elle, “about you choosing who you love. What do you think about that?”

“I don’t know,” said Sophia. “Sand is...so difficult. He’s got this handle on me. I can’t explain it.”

“I can.” Elle shifted closer to her. “You love him. Don’t you?”

Sophia stayed quiet.

“You love him, and you don’t love Todd. You can say it.”

“Ugh,” she said. “I don’t know. Can I say that?”

“Of course you can, girl. God, I’d fucking be in love with Sand too if I had the chance, probably.”

A sudden, hot lilt of inspiration hit Sophia. In a flash, the image of Sand’s original ad hit her. And very specifically, what it said about his desires.

You:

Female Sub.

Must dress hot.

Must be attractive.

Must obey.

Must want breath play and domestication.

Must be open to multiple female partners.

That last bit could be her way in. Must be open to multiple female partners.

He wanted a threesome. And Sophia...Sophia could make it happen.

Wonder struck her, that she hadn’t thought of it before. Certainly, too much time hadn’t passed since she and Elle had been together. Only a little more than a month. And Elle's body was so close, so soft. Their knees touched. And Elle had such...depth of feeling...

“Elle...” she slid her hand across the couch so that it rested on Elle’s. “Elle, baby...”

Elle gulped. “Um...Sophia?”

Daring now, Sophia pulled Elle closer in—and Elle did nothing to resist. Sophia pushed a soft hand through Elle's short blond hair.

“Elle...what if you could help me out with getting back with Sand? Wouldn’t you like to help me out, baby?”

This was deeply, intrinsically wrong—and so very hot because of it. Sophia may have found Elle attractive—she definitely did, as a matter of fact—but this was beyond the pale. Using her friend’s long-held attraction, unlocking that delicate box just to get a man.

Sophia didn’t care, though. The only that mattered anymore was being with Sand. Being his pet. Being his slave. Everything else came 
second.

Elle wanted her, she justified quickly. Elle thought she was banging hot and said so all the time. If this worked, everybody could get what they wanted.

“Sophia...Sophia we’re...we’re friends, come on. Don’t...don’t tease me like this.”

Sophia landed a soft little kiss on Elle's neck. “Who’s teasing?”

She slid her hand directly up Elle’s skirt, into the soft flesh of her inner-thighs, pressing there hotly.

Elle's voice became a soft, hot whine. “Sophia...I just...god. I...you know how I feel about you. I have so many feelings that I just have to put away and not think about, or else I’ll go crazy, so I don’t...don’t play with me, please?”

Leaning in with a smile, Sophia’s brushed up against Elle’s ear.

“I want you, Elle...I've wanted you for a while now. I'm tired of hiding it. I'm tired of Todd getting in the way of what I think. I want you, and I want Sand, too.” Elle gasped, pushing her hot pussy hard down onto Sophia's exploring fingers. “I want to serve you up to him. I want to make you an offering so that he knows I’m absolutely serious about being his.”

Easily pushing aside the flimsy resistance of panties, Sophia’s fingers slid up into Elle’s pussy.

“Oh my god, Sophia!”

“You see, I want him to be the only man
 in my life...but there’s no restriction against lots of women
. Lots of women...just for him.”

Elle’s mouth finally collapsed on Sophia’s, moaning hot and slipping over Sophia’s sexy, full lips.

“Let’s go to bed,” Sophia purred.

Within just a few moments, they tumbled into her bedroom, kissing madly. Their lovemaking in the past had been hindered by furiously heavy anchors of shame. But Sophia felt no such shame now—Sand completely unlocking her range of desires.

She wanted to be spanked. She wanted to be choked. She wanted to be dominated totally.

And she wanted Elle. God, she wanted Elle so fucking bad.

They undressed each other in a rush, each feeling that unless this happened fast, it wouldn't happen at all. If they stopped to consider 
or think too long, it would all dissolve.

The delicious sight of Elle's hot, naked body on Sophia's bed melted all the protesting parts of Sophia's brain. She slipped her fingers up Elle's pussy, her thumb pressing hard on her clit.

“You'll do it, won't you baby?” Sophia asked her. “You'll fuck him with me?”

“Oh my god, Sophia...” Elle moaned. “Sophiaaa...”

Sophia's fingering administrations only increased. “Say you'll do it, baby. Say it, and I'll lick you all night long.”

“Oh my fuck
 yes!” Elle cried at last. “Yes, yes, anything you say!”

Pulling her fingers out finally, Sophia kissed Elle hotly on the mouth...and then descended down to her pussy.

And even as she licked and loved the hot blonde dancer, her mind formulated a new little plan to get back in Sand's good graces.

Chapter 26

Five days later, the day of Sand's return from Miami, Sophia arrived at his condo in the late evening when she knew he would be home. Still his assistant, she had access to his schedule, after all.

She also still had the card to let her through the gates of Class Towers, and somehow—perhaps a subconscious omission of duty on his part—the card still worked.

The Miami newspapers were abuzz with pictures of him in tabloids with bikini-clad women on his arms as he visited important charity functions. Sophia, seeing them, only wished that she were one of the women. She knew also, of course, that he was only acting like that because he was hurt...and her heart went out to him.

She knocked on Sand’s door. In her hands, she held two folders.

Confidence brimmed through her—she was utterly confident in her plan, and she was dressed to kill today.

Towering, glittery heels decorated her feet—five inches high, made for being bent over and fucked ruthlessly wherever he may like.

Black lace stockings adorned her dynamite legs, held up entirely hot thin, sparkly garter straps that she knew must have been easily visible through the thin material of her tight pencil skirt.

She opened up the top three buttons of her tight blouse, allowing the black-and-violet lace bra waiting underneath to be seen easily. 
Her breasts, so plump and perky, could be seen easily.

Sophia didn’t care so much if she whored it up in front of the magnificent condo. In fact, she liked the idea of them knowing that she was dressed hot to be Sand’s personal plaything. All she had to do was ensure that he wanted it.

He opened the door, still halfway-dressed in his suit from the day. His jacket was off and his shirt was unbuttoned, revealing the hot, chiseled muscles underneath.

His frown was deep and severe, even seeing her presented toward him. Trepidation shook through her—but that was okay. She would follow through.

“What do you want?”

“I’d like to discuss a business arrangement with you, please. It concerns my service to you.”

Without saying anything, he shrugged and left the door open behind her. Sophia followed, carefully leaving the door just open a crack.

Her pencil skirt hugged tightly to her shapely ass as she strutted across the hallway to approach him where he sat on a small chair in the large living area. No room for her to scoot next to him there. He watched her steps with some interest—and no one looking at her walk could imagine it was for anyone but him.

She approached him slowly, wanting desperately to crawl. But he wouldn’t respect that—not yet.

“I brought you something,” she said, holding up the two folders. “Something I’d like your approval of.”

Still, he didn’t look up from his desk. “Very well.”

She took a breath, twirling a lock of long dark hair. It was a luxury, she knew—knowing she looked good as she twirled and played with her hair, knowing she looked how he wanted a woman to look.

“I’d like to say something before I hand you these.”

He drew his hands together, finally moving his eyes over her prize-wrapped body.

“Very well,” he said again.

“It was wrong of me, very wrong, to insinuate you were some consolation prize. I can completely understand how that hurt you. 
You’re so strong, so often...I forgot that you can be hurt, too. That wasn’t right of me. Regardless of anything, you absolutely deserve an apology...and I do apologize, very much. And for everything that happened before, and my behavior, my inability to trust you totally, my failures at communicating to you, I apologize. For all my part in our hurt, I take full responsibility, and you deserve to know that.”

His reaction, if indeed there even was one, was muted to say the most of it. Maybe, just a little, she saw his eyebrows flicker.

Not relenting, Sophia slipped the first folder down onto his lap. Tilting an eyebrow, he opened it.

“This looks to be a letter of resignation.”

“Yes,” she said. “This is the best job I’ve ever had. It’s challenged me to be disciplined and proactive, and it pays extraordinarily well. And I’m good at it.”

“You know, Sophia,” he said, tilting his gaze up at her. “You really are good at it.”

Holding back the urge to beam at the compliment, she continued.

“Thank you. I appreciate that very much. But, I see the hurt in your eyes every time I deliver something to you. The way that you hate to meet my gaze. The...the emptiness that I’ve created for you. And I hate it. And I hate having to live of a reminder of such pain for you. I know you like to think you can live surrounded in such pain, but I can't be a part of constantly doing that to you. And because I know you won’t fire me—you’re just too damn stubborn to do it—I wanted to make things easier for you. So I quit.”

He leaned back in his chair, drumming his thumbs against the arms of it.

“It’s certainly been an...awkward situation, but I don’t know if I agree that I’ve been pained
...”

“Please,” she said. “I am not accusing you of anything bad. You can accept my observation, yes?”

He swallowed, his strong features cloudy. “Yes. All right.”

“This is the other part of what I have to say to you.”

Across the desk, she slid the other folder. Inside, he found pictures of Elle that Sophia had taken just the night before. One of the sexy blonde clothed in a tight skirt and top. Another with her wearing nothing but hot pink underwear. Another with her putting a 
silk collar on.

One last one with Sophia's hand around her neck, Elle looking at the camera with obvious lust.

And underneath all of these were two pairs of panties. One was Sophia's, of course, and the other Elle's. Violet and pink, respectively.

The pairs of lace panties were still moist from the hot, soaking, overpowering levels of their mutual lust as they made out in the elevator on the way up to Sand's condo, as Sophia had let her thoughts fill up with the hot thoughts of finally being whole again with her Master.

The man she hoped—hoped against all hope—would still accept being her Master.

He raised the panties to his face and sniffed.

“Interesting.”

A small smile had cross his face. Hope, springing hard, leapt up inside of the whole of Sophia's body. When he put the panties down, she was down on her knees, in front of him.

“I’ll never wear panties again, if you don’t want me to,” she promised, hands clutching together. “I’ll never do anything but what you want me to, Sir. I want to be yours. I want you to be my Owner. For real. In every way. In every
 possible way. And I know I can’t be a very good pet for you to keep if I’m always interfering with your business. And so if you need me to wait at home, dreaming up ways to serve you exclusively, I’ll do that. Or if you want me here, dressing just slutty enough so that everyone knows what’s going on between us so you can lord it over them, I’ll do that too. If you want to take me for your wi...” she bit her lip, not wanting to pressure him. “If you want things to progress to an even more serious stage, I want that too. I don’t care about anything else anymore, Sir. If you want to just use my body, abuse it, fuck me wild for the next two weeks and then toss me away like some disposable battery, I don’t care. I just want to give you whatever pleasure I can. That’s all I want. That's why...”

Breathless, tits heaving in her tiny blouse, Sophia called out to Elle, still waiting by the door.

The sexy blond entered, quickly dropping the tall dark trench 
coat she had on. Her tight, sveltely-muscled dancer's body was entirely naked except for a pair of bright pink stripper heels. Her strut, long and sexy, ended when she knelt down right next to Sophia. She cast a cocky, sexy look up at Sand—didn't he want some of this?

“...that's why,” Sophia finally continued, “that I want you to take us both, if you like. I know I must want multiple partners for you. I know you deserve that. And I want to give you everything you deserve.”

She and Elle both sat back on their heels, breathing hard. Sand's hands came forward, sliding over Sophia's hot blouse, tugging sharply at the buttons. Sophia moaned. Breathing faster and faster, Elle watched with hot need on her face.

“A Master doesn’t dispose of his good slave,” Sand said, taking her by the hair. “A Master uses her, again and again, and shapes her into what he wants. However he wants. Whatever he wants. Whenever he wants. Understood?”

She gulped, nodding. He drew her further into his crotch, still holding her by the hair.

“Answer
 me,” he commanded.

“Yes, Master!”

He tugged her harder, right into his crotch, holding her down against his stiffening bulge. She kissed it obediently, wanting him even harder.

Sophia let the sweet, perfect thrill of triumph fill her. It was working—it was really working! She had him back, at long last. She could be his slave now, forever. And she would never deny him anything ever again.

His other hand slipped out to tug Elle in between his legs as well—and the blonde was only too happy to obey.

“You want to fuck me too, is that right?” he asked her.

Sophia held her breath. They had practiced this—it was important that Elle know she wasn't to try and call him Master or be his slave (that wasn't what Elle wanted anyway). Elle was there, willingly, happily, to fuck both of these hot, beautiful people that she was so incredibly attracted to.

“Yes, sir.” she purred. “I want to do as you say, like a good girl.”

“Good,” he said. “Good girls.”

Unzipping his pants, his cock sprang forward, pushing between Sophia and Elle's cheeks.

“Please, Master,” Sophia moaned. “May we suck it? May we suck you?”

“You may...but not here.”

Standing up, he hooked each girl under his arms, holding them tight. His hands slid hard into the crevice of their asses, pushing them along.

In his tall-ceilinged bedroom, the lights were dim, the curtains closed. The bed was immense, layered in silk. Practically untouched, it looked like, since Sophia had been there last.

Dutifully, she and Elle undressed Sand, peppering his gorgeously ripped physique with soft kisses on their way.

“Undress my slave,” he instructed Elle.

“Yes
, Sir,” Elle purred.

Elle, apparently, shared Sand's love for ripping Sophia's clothes off—making short work of the dark haired beauty's expensive blouse and skirt.

“Now,” Sand said, sitting down at the head of the bed. “Come here and suck me off, the both of you.”

Sophia was thrilled to obey. “Yes, Master.”

Sophia took the right leg, Elle the left. They each started low, starting by licking his balls, trailing kisses upward until meeting each other's lips. A sexy, impromptu make-out session started between the two sexy babes, with Sand's cock as the pillar of lust positioned firmly between their massaging lips and tongues. Sophia let her mouth run over the thick head of his cock, and then Elle would push her lips against Elle's kissing her hard and right off the head again—and then they would repeat.

Eventually, he couldn't take any more of their moaning, eager attentions. He stood up on the bed, grabbing Sophia by her thick mane of glossy dark hair. Elle got up to her knees next to Sophia, wrapping around Sand's leg, kissing his thigh and hips.

“I’m going to take you, slave,” he said to Sophia. “I’m going to take you, and make you mine for good.”

He pulled Sophia close to his cock, hands strong on her 
shoulders. But, thinking quickly, she stopped him—just for a moment.

“Please, Master” she begged. “I need you to choke me. I need you to choke me so, so bad. I've needed it ever since you did it the first time. Please choke me, Master! Choke me and make me yours!”

His face lit up with hot, open eagerness. Clearly, he wasn't expecting that.

Growling, his strong hands wrapped around her slender neck and shoved her face hard onto his cock. Her mouth slid over it eagerly, her green eyes staring up at him in abject surrender. She was his, his, his! Perfectly his in every way she could imagine.

Devious and hot, Elle had slid her fingers up into Sophia's pussy. Pleasure entered her from all sides.

The bliss from the fucking overtook the desperate need to breath, even with Sand choking her from the inside and out. Probably he could feel his own ridiculously huge cock bulging out against her throat as he squeezed her throat. It was almost like he was just masturbating himself using her body like a rag—and Sophia loved it.

Elle's hot tits bounced as she pressed harder and harder into Sophia's body. Her hot hips gyrating and pulsing, Sophia did everything she could to make the experience even hotter for Sand. She could feel his balls tensing, his shaft stiffening even more inside of her body.

Sand came, his grip releasing just enough for his powerful orgasm to jolt down her throat. She felt entirely filled with his cum—but of course, he had more than she could handle, filling her stomach and her throat and her mouth, all of it spilling outward.

Sophia, her body once again overwhelmed by the hotness of being used so vigorously, came hard. An ocean of hot, easy bliss released in her body, all of her mind focusing on the pure rapture of serving her Master just how he needed.

As Sophia watched, Sand generously pulled out and quickly shoved his cock into Elle's mouth, who guided it in with an eager hand, jacking him off more and licking up each every hot, long spurt he delivered. When he finally finished, he collapsed down onto the bed, looking admiringly at his slave and Elle.

Even so, Elle got considerably less cum than Sophia. With a hot, 
eager smile, Elle took the time to lick and lap up all the cum off Sophia's face that Sophia couldn't swallow herself. When Sophia was finally clean, she slipped on top of Sand's chest, cradling his face in her delicate hands.

“Oh, Master,” she moaned, kissing his chin and jaw. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

He smiled, tired. “You're welcome.”

She had to be the one to make the leap—and that was fine. But she needed to hear it from him.

“I love you, Master.”

For a few moments, she was afraid he wasn't going to say it back to her at all. But then he shifted, moving up and kissing her hard, the most perfect kiss she had ever had.

“I love you too,” he said at last. There was such relief in his eyes. “I love my good little slave. I need my good slave in my life.”

And that was a need that Sophia was perfectly happy to fulfill.
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Stephanie's Public Ride
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T
he incomparably gorgeous nineteen year-old Stephanie walked into the bank, clearly knowing that she was going to get whatever she wanted.

One look at her at any time—one teensy, tiny little glance—let the common passer-by know that everything that Stephanie wanted, she got.

Everything about her, from her perfectly made-up face to the hot mini-dress outfit she had on—barely covering essentials—let onlookers know that she was in control of her destiny.

It wasn’t just that she was gorgeous—although, of course, Stephanie was
 gorgeous. She was wet-dream inspiringly, pants-tentingly, drool-puddlingly beautiful, and she loved it. Her hair was thick and dark, her tits were perfect and big, and her legs were long. Her body was tight, fit, and looked spectacular in the parade of tiny dresses, skirts, and tops that she decorated it with. She was her own personal barbie doll. She was the All-American beauty queen.

But her beauty wasn’t the only way that a passer-by knew that Stephanie was going to get what she wanted. It was the confidence on her face.

In this country, where so much privilege was given to a hot young white girl who adored her body, she was a goddess—and she knew it. And she loved it. And she knew that her loving it made herself that much hotter.

So, it was more than confidence. It was outright arrogance. It was haughtiness, vanity, self-love to the nth degree. And there was nothing Stephanie was more certain of than the fact that she 
deserved such self-love completely.

At a certain point, it was just immature and false of her to pretend like she wasn’t as gorgeous as she knew she was. It wasn’t like she was forcing
 men to give her what she wanted when she smiled at them with the lusty inspiration that only she could deliver. They wanted
 to give her everything she wanted. She just let them do it, that was all.

Who could blame such a beauty for simply being alive and enjoying what privileges arrived at her door because of the way she looked?

This is how she rationalized her behavior, anyway. Even, and especially, when it turned sort of evil.

She had little doubt that, today, in the bank, would be another evil sort of day.

For her part, she had dressed for the role. Her terrifically hot, nineteen year old body was overtly watchable, with her wearing a teensy yellow dress. Every movement she took, every tiny little slip of her torso made her amazing breasts jiggle and bounce out in the open. Her sexy dark hair was arranged perfectly, like a hot lover caressing her youthful beauty. Tall, sexy brown boots with hot, clicking six-inch heels adorned her legs, so incredibly hot—formed her legs into a perfect vertical line up to the amazing tilt of her impeccable ass.

Everyone in the bank stopped what they were doing when she walked in, explicitly looking at her. She was used to such reactions.

“Excuse me,” she said to the stunned female clerk at the front, who fumbled uselessly over her collection of pens, spilled to the counter when she saw her approaching. “I’d like to see the bank manager, please.”

Stuttering, she pointed behind herself to the open door in the back.

“I can just walk right back?”

She nodded dumbly, staring directly into her hot cleavage.

“Thanks, baby,” she said with a giggle.

She knew that later, the clerk would finger her hot young pussy to Stephanie. She would think about Stephanie walking into the back, and begging her to lick her pussy right in front of all her fellow-
employees.

Too bad Stephanie would never, ever subject herself to anything like that. She was still a virgin, after all. She wanted to go as long as she could—take as much money from helpless men and women as she could—without ever having a cock inside of her or a woman's tongue on her cunt. Fucking in public, then, was never, ever going to happen. Unless maybe she married a billionaire.

Stephanie hadn’t always been this way, of course.

Or rather, she had always been pretty, but she hadn’t always been such a snob about it.

A few years ago, her ne’er-do-well brother had needed money to pay off a debt to a drug dealer. Desperate, he had asked Stephanie to turn a trick or two to help him out.

Not wanting to see her brother dead, she had agreed—but then found out that men would pay just to see her gorgeous body in front of them. She didn’t have to have sex with them—she didn’t even have to kiss them! All she had to do was dress really sexy and ask for money. Most men would give her at least a little—sometimes even a hundred dollars or more—just to see her smile.

That was power. She loved that power.

And after her brother’s debt was paid, she wasn’t done with her taste of power. She wanted as much of it as she could possibly get—and of course, the more money she had, the more powerful she was as well. There was nothing, she knew, like being rich and beautiful, and she was dead-set on enjoying every bit of it that she could.

Ready to seduce yet another man, she slid into the doorway of the bank manager.

“Knock knoooock,” she called out, not actually bothering to knock.

“Now is not a good tiiiiimmeeee...” the bank manager’s voice faded out, seeing the angelic form pushing inside of his office.

The manager sat behind his desk, the glow of the computer screen bathing over his face in the dark office. Papers littered the surface of the desk in front of him. Stephanie had crushed her tits up against the door frame, pushing one leg up the wall like it was a long-absent lover.

“Oh, really?” Stephanie slid one sexy leg up the other, her perfect 
thighs touching. “That’s too bad. I guess I can go.”

“No!” The manager called out. “No, no. No need for that.” He smiled, taking his glasses off and then putting them back on, eyes wide. “Please, have a seat.”

Stephanie smiled and shut the door behind her, sitting down and crossing her legs elaborately. She was positive he noted that her sheer panties were bright yellow—matching her dress—and made mostly of imagination.

“W-what can I help you with today, miss?”

Stephanie uncrossed and crossed her legs again, giggling happily. The bank manager laughed too, not seeming to know why.

“Well, I've just heard so many good things about you,” she said. “And I wanted to do business with you! Isn't that great?”

The bank manager smiled. “Yes, that's very great! That's what I like to hear.”

Stephanie nodded. “And like, I’ve heard that you guys here have just like, the best
 rates possible.”

“Yes,” said the bank manager, looking quite pleased with himself. “We’ve got loans with rates as low as five percent, as a matter of fact.”

She nodded slowly, as if only slightly understanding. In truth, she had a more than passing understanding of finances—the many men she was embezzling could attest to that. At a very young age, Stephanie had learned that married men would do almost anything, or pay any sum, to keep their wives from finding out how madly in love they were with a gorgeous teenage gold-digger.

She had seven guys on her payroll now...and hoped to have another on the way in the form of this bank manager.

“Well like, I’d love a really special
 sort of loan, you know?”

“Certainly, ma’am. I’d just have to know what kind, and then we can get started.”

Looking satisfied, he took a sip from his cup of coffee. His eyes stayed affixed to her prominent, jiggly young bust.

“It’s just, like,” she began, toying with her fingers, looking hopeful, “I was wondering what it would be like to have a loan at zero percent interest?”

He coughed up his coffee, laughing.

“Zero percent? There’s...there’s no such thing, my dear. I’m very sorry, but—”

His voice cut off as she stood up abruptly, strutted around his desk and sat down on top of it, right in front of him. Her legs crossed once more, and her tall heel slid up his pant leg. He definitely saw her panties again. Closer now. Maybe he even saw that her young pussy was shaved.

“B-boots.” He muttered, staring intently at her gorgeous boot-clad legs. “Y-your boots are...they’re...um...right there.”

“Gosh, aren’t they?” she giggled. “Do you like that?”

The heels pushed harder against his thigh, and then his side. Not painfully...just with intense, constant erotic pressure. She didn’t meet his gaze, focusing instead entirely on the movement of her boot. As if that was the most interesting thing in the world happening.

She knew that, to him, it certainly was. There was a ring on his finger...pictures of his wife on the desk. He didn't care about any of those things right then. Not with her around. No man could.

“Yes. Like that,” he said, voice catching as her boot heel traveled up his ribs. “I mean, I don’t know that this is appropriate, ma’am. Perhaps you should ohhh...”

Her heel had dropped down to his inner thigh, pushing intently forward toward his crotch. The pressure still constant and almost needy.

Stephanie giggled. “Now, what if you just, like, gave me a grant. Can’t you give student grants?”

“I mean—god you're gorgeous! I just c-can't—god! I can't just give
 you...”

Leaning forward, she took his hand and then unzipped his pants. Her face touched her own boot-clad knee—she was very flexible.

Giggling still, she took his thick hand and placed it on his cock, the tip of her boot sliding into his balls.

“Look at that,” she said, leaning back and pushing her hands up the side of her own body, like she was really turned on. “Gosh, you can stroke it really well by just looking at my big ol’ boobies, can’t you baby?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” he breathed, glasses bent.

For several seconds, he just stroked his cock as she had suggested, openly drooling at the sight of her.

“Now, about that student grant...”

His face became pained. “No. I mean...some...sometimes. There’s a very special, selective process, a-and...” Even as he answered, he could not stop stroking himself.

“Gosh, really? Aren’t I super selective?”

Her hands worked up her body again, adoring her amazing curves. She pushed the tip of her boot just that much harder into his crotch—gentle but insistent. His hand worked up and down his pole harder, harder.

“Y-yeah...selective...” he blubbered.

Stephanie smiled. She had him now. “Give me five thousand dollars, and I’ll ask you to cum for me.”

“W-what?”

“Give me all that money, and I’ll ask you to cum for me...and you’ll get to watch those hot, dirty words moaning out of my hot little mouth. You’ll get to imagine me saying it again and again, every time you fuck that haggard old wife of yours. You’ll get to think about my perfect hot body every time you enter inside of her.”

His eyes had gotten wide with each new word she said. She knew he could imagine perfectly what she was already saying.

“Oh my god, please!” he groaned.

“And you'll give me what I want?”

“Yes, oh god, yes, please!”

Stephanie smiled. She would keep her end of the bargain—a deal was a deal, after all.

Squeezing her hot young tits, she licked her lips and purred, “Cum for me, baby. Go on and give it all to me.”

He came, of course, spurting hot white goo all over his hand and pants. He didn’t seem to care that he had made a mess of himself—that everyone in the office would know what had happened.

Stephanie—while not orgasmic—was certainly satisfied. She felt like this certainly was what sex must be like. Totally exerting her control, exactly how she wanted, and completely winning out over the will of another. There was no other high worth her while.

Within two minutes, she had coaxed him up to another hard-
on...and up to another five-thousand dollars on top of the sum she had originally planned.

And so, fifteen minutes after walking into the bank, she walked out of the bank ten grand richer with absolutely everyone gaping at her. She was certain each and every last person was completely in love with her—she viewed them as potential clients. It wasn't bad for day’s work.

High on the thrill of the conquest, she walked two miles down—stopping traffic in her mind-meltingly hot outfit at every intersection—to the mall. She planned to have every last red cent of the money spent within a half-hour or so.

Stephanie always knew how to spend money.

The Hanger was having a sale, after all, and like, what better way was there for a super-babe like her to spend her afternoon than to blow ten grand on hot fur coats and sexy jewel-studded heels at a way-cool luxury store?

Entering the store—with its endless rows of designer dresses and tops and skirts, and long lines of gorgeous footwear—she enjoyed the little gasping inhalations of breath as she walked by the old, ugly snobs who just couldn’t hang with her.

She knew she was so much fucking hotter than them—and she loved every second of it. There was nothing like being better than others, nothing like looking at yourself in the mirror and just knowing
 that every other girl who walked your way was consumed with the thought of how incredible she looked, and how their own bodies were inferior in comparison.

Stephanie just loved
 making other girls feel inferior. It was a fun pastime.

Seeing an opportunity for a fun time, she spotted a slightly curvy redhead admiring a cute pink halter top that said it was on sale for just three hundred dollars. Stephanie pulled up next to her, grabbing the tiniest size of the very same top.

On Stephanie, such a size would fit perfectly, highlighting her incredible frame and showing off her obscenely gorgeous cleavage, both.

As if that wasn’t enough, the direct comparison, Stephanie caught the girl watching her in the mirror.

“You’ll look fantastic in that,” the girl said.

Stephanie laughed and nodded—of course she would. She looked fantastic in everything.

“Oh yes, I know,” she said, so enthusiastic. “I just didn't know if it really did me justice, you know? Do you ever have that problem?”

“Problem?” said the girl, confused.

“You know, worried that something won't make you look as hot as you already know you are? Of course I'd look good
 in it, but I'm made to look spectacular, right?”

The girl looked wistfully at Stephanie's amazingly busty form, shrugged, her eyes wide.

“I'm sorry,” Stephanie said. “I suppose that you just have trouble finding something that...'works' for you, huh? And here I am, going on and on about how easy it is to find something that looks good. That must be so
 hard, dear.”

With so much malevolence layered into Stephanie's words, it was a wonder that the girl was still standing in front of the gorgeous brunette and not burnt to a crisp. And yet, there she stood, frowning slightly, gears working over the words Stephanie had lobbed at her.

Smiling wickedly, and wanting to humiliate the girl a little bit more, Stephanie slid the top against her hot body.

“Do you see how, here, it would just taper around my neck and my arms, and for you...” Stephanie held it up against the girl. “Well, it kind of gets pressed out? Like it doesn’t quite fit?”

The girl’s face became pained. “There are...maybe if I picked a larger size...”

“Oh,” Stephanie tsked. “Honey. I don’t know if they make them large enough for you here.”

“Um...oh.” She pointed at the top lamely. “It’s just...I like that color, and... I thought I would look cute, so...”

“You know,” Stephanie said, “I’m just not sure this would compliment your figure well.” She put her hands together, as if a great idea had exploded in her mind. “Did you know
 that there’s a plus-size store just up the way, next to the frozen yogurt place?”

“Oh. Right.” Her hair fell over her eyes, which had begun to water.

Stephanie put a beautiful hand on the redhead’s shoulder. “It’s just...not everybody is built for designer clothes, you know? Maybe 
you should aim lower?”

The girl scampered off. Stephanie took satisfaction in knowing that she was probably going to cry somewhere. How fun!

She had to keep other inferior girls in their place. After all, if she didn’t do that, then there would be no end of chattel running around, filling up her flawless vision.

Satisfied with having destroyed the girl's ego, Stephanie tossed the pink top to the ground. Some clerk would pick it up, probably thankful for the opportunity to touch something she had touched already.

All the clerks in The Hanger knew Stephanie by name—especially the male ones. They were all too young for her to extort really effectively—most of them were quite handsome, actually—and so she enjoyed flirting with them and occasionally asking for lower prices. With the high volume of cash she spent there, most of the time they did drop the prices for her. Last week she had gotten a three-grand pair of shoes for just two thousand nine hundred and fifty dollars!

She was, she knew, a totally expert negotiator.

Just as she was about to go check out the fur coats upstairs, someone dared to put a hand on her shoulder. She turned around, furious, and saw a middle-aged, dark-haired man smiling at her.

“Randall?” she asked, sort of amazed. “What are you doing in this
 store?”

Randall was the owner of the music shop on the other side of town where she worked, or “worked” to be more accurate. He was kind of a dork, in her lofty opinion. Stephanie had gotten a job at his shop because she had a sort of fantasy about dating some kind of musician—too bad nearly everyone that came in the shop were just aspiring musicians.

She was determined to hold out for another month or so, but after that, she was going to move on to bigger and better things.

The Hanger was, to be blunt, just too high class for someone like Randall. Hell, really just talking with Stephanie at all was a little too high class for someone like Randall, she thought.

The only reason Stephanie paid him any attention at all to begin with was because she worked for him. Well, sort of. Only loose definitions of the term “worked for” would work for anyone that 
Stephanie had been placed under the employ of. She was too manipulative to truly work for someone.

“I'm glad I found you,” he said.

“Duh?” said Stephanie, not surprised.

“Yes, well,” he shrugged, tugging with the buttons on his shirt. “I’d like for you to come have lunch with me.”

“Uh, duh?” She giggled, looking around herself to find others who were laughing with her. Ah, too bad—there was no one around.

“So you’ll come?”

“As if, Randall! I’ve got way better things to do with my time today.”

He put his hands together. “Just come and...come have lunch with me. Please? It will be my treat.”

“Um, again, that would be a duh? But no. I’m not doing it.”

“Please come with me,” he said again. “Please. Your job is at stake.”

“Fine,” she huffed. “But I am not
 walking next to you.”
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STEPHANIE SAT DOWN
 across from Randall at the small food court table, obviously annoyed with him.

She was annoyed with all sorts of things. The gall of him to ask to sit down with her, first of all. Didn’t he realize she was practically royalty?

She was annoyed with his haircut—so drab and low-rent. She was annoyed with his clothes—his stupid button-up blue plaid and his plain ill-fitting jeans. She was annoyed with his face, and the way that his eyes devoured her form, and the fact that she was around him at all and not being paid for it.

Most of all, though, she was annoyed that he wasn’t properly appreciating her time.

The one
 time, after a thousand suggestions and hints and asks and outright beggings that she finally lowered herself to go out to lunch with him, and where does he take her? The food court at the mall.

God, even the third-rate steakhouse at the edge of the mall parking lot would have been better than this!

There were people all around them, talking and commiserating. Reflecting on good times, maybe. Most of them had shopping bags, chugging down gross sodas and eating overly expensive foods. She had no idea how anyone lived like those idiots did. It seemed a kind of animal existence, to her. She felt, as she sat at the tiny bench for their tiny table right in the middle of the herd, completely justified in her haughty opinion of herself. Everyone else she saw was just killing themselves, hamburger by hamburger, soda by soda.

Her own meal was a small non-fat yogurt—the only thing, really, at the mall that she would allow her perfect figure to take in. Randall bought nothing at all for himself, content apparently to drink in the vision of Stephanie. She didn't blame him.

She picked at the yogurt, not really able to bring herself to actually eat it.

Whenever she looked up from the tiny meal, she saw Randall—who shifted constantly from ogling her practically divine beauty to frowning at her.

Finally, she had had enough.

“I just don’t get it,” she snapped.

He looked a bit surprised. “Don’t get what?”

“You look all...agitated. Like, upset
. With me
. What would you be upset with me
 for?”

His surprise only grew. “Why am I upset with you? Do you not remember what happened yesterday?”

Stephanie did remember, of course. It was hard to forget a day when she had been so incredibly “on” as a seductress queen.

She had walked into his office in the music store wearing a teensy tiny pink lycra skirt and a cut-off vintage white tee-shirt that only just covered her nipples. If she reached up too high, the lower-half of her breasts were automatically exposed. She had on five-inch heeled black ankle boots to top off the look.

Randall was in the back of the shop, running through accounts and tallying receipts.

“Hi there, handsome...I had a favor to ask for you.”

She was already tugging at the bottom of her shirt, pulling it down.

“Oh, Jesus...” he said, eyes wide. “Stephanie, please. Don’t do 
this.”

Perhaps he was scared because, just days prior, she had convinced him to give her a considerable raise by just licking a popsicle in front of him.

She pouted. “You haven’t even heard what I was going to say
.”

“Y-you’re right. I’m sorry. Go ahead.”

She slipped onto his desk and put a heel on his leg—her tactics, while rote perhaps, worked incredibly well.

“Won’t you give me a higher raise, baby?”

His eyes were wide, practically rolling into the back of his head.

“I already gave you...oh god, your legs,” he gasped. “Oh god. Oh fuck.”

Her dainty hands twisted at the thin fabric of her shirt. “I know
 you gave me a hundred percent raise already...but baby, there’s a new fur coat out at the Hanger that I would just love
 to have.”

“Can’t I just b-buy you the coat?” He was sweating now.

She grinned, then. “Oh god, buy me the coat and
 give me another hundred percent raise? You’re such a dear.”

He had gotten the footjob treatment—her high-heeled bootsies slipping up and down over his hot, hard cock until he finally came in his pants. Not a drop of it got on her or her clothing, of course.

As she reminisced, Randall had pulled out a small device and placed it on the table.

Stephanie recognized it—or its ilk—from the store. It was a whatsathingy.

A ummm....oh, right.

It was a metronome. It stood like a small pyramid, its little wand pointing straight up.

“What’s that for?” she asked.

“This?” he clicked a switch on the back of the metronome. The wand shook back and forth. Its clicks could be heard just over the buzz of the crowd around them.“This is something to pay you back for all the grief you’ve given me.”

“Grief?” She giggled. “Come on, baby. You didn’t sound so ‘griefed’ when you were thanking me after you finished.”

“That’s not—” he stopped himself, almost as soon as his voice raised. “Nevermind that. This,” he pointed at the device, “this is for 
hypnotizing you.”

Stephanie, despite herself, gave out a laugh.

“Um, okay,” she giggled. She let the giggle go on a little long—giving him a show with her jiggly tits. “I’ll have to admit, I wasn’t expecting that. So like, points for originality. But seriously, why is that out?”

A group of young teenage girls walked by, smiling and laughing, holding an array of pink bags. Stephanie thought arrogantly how she could make all of them cry within just a minute or two with the right display of herself and the right words. She let the thought warm her, like a nice glass of cider.

Randall shook his head. “It’s for hypnotizing you, Stephanie. You don’t listen to me. You never listen to anybody. That’s going to change, now. You’re going to become a very nice, very sweet girl.”

Stephanie very much doubted that.

“You’re going to hypnotize me,” she deadpanned. “In public.”

“Yes.” He looked intently at the device, the wand still swinging. “I’m not really positive how it’s all supposed to work yet. This man came in last night, after you...after you left. He traded me the metronome for some guitar picks. He had three gorgeous bikini girls on his arms.”

“Bikini girls?”

“Well, they were wearing bikinis. You decide what to call them.”

She shrugged. “Okay.”

“And he said that the metronome would change my life. I tried it on Greg, you know, at work?”

“I know Greg.”

She did. Greg, tattooed and fat, hit on her endlessly. He was sort of a pain.

“Well it didn’t work, really, until some customers came in. Now he barks like a dog whenever I say potatoes.”

“Why potatoes?”

“Why not?” He shrugged.

“It’s just sort of a dumb word, you know?”

“You pick a word, then. Listen, the point is, it’s working on you now, okay?”

“Okay.” She shook her head, rolling her eyes elaborately. “I think 
you’ve kept me here long enough. It’s time for me to go, okay? I’ll see you tomorrow, and I want to get paid when I do.”

“Oh.” He laughed suddenly. “You’re not leaving, babe. You’re going to stick around here for as long as I want.”

She rolled her eyes. “Whatever.”

Then she stood up.

Except...her legs didn’t move. Her body didn’t move at all, actually, except for a few trembles in her toes.

“What’s the matter?” He grinned wide. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Randall! I think I may be paralyzed! I can’t move!”

“Sure you can. Wiggle your left foot.”

As if on command—his command—she did.

“Oh my god!”

Panic struck her. Then, a slow coolness settled over her mind. She shut her eyes, focusing.

“No, that’s not real.” She tried to keep her voice calm. “That’s just...I don’t know. The power of suggestion or something. I’ve watched crime shows. I know that’s real.”

“It is real.” Randall smiled. “This is all very real. And the suggestions I give to you are indomitably powerful—and becoming more powerful by the moment.”

Stephanie was desperately still trying to come up with rational explanations, and desperately trying to move. None of it was working very well.

“What did you do?” She asked, squirming futilely. “Did you drug my yogurt? Is that why I can’t move?” She could talk, though. And she could open and shut her eyes. None of this made sense! “But it’s like...selective paralysis, or something?” she ventured.

“Stephanie,” he chided. “Come now. You know what this is. You should say it.”

Unbidden, she felt the words rising up out of her mouth—“This is hypnosis.”

But she refused to open her mouth and say it properly. Instead, the sounds sort of pushed through her closed lips, creating a string of gibberish. Randall laughed at her.

The metronome ticked on, pushing the sounds of its endless tocks 
into her brain.

“Really? You’re resisting? Don’t be so childish. Accepting your situation would be the most adult thing to do here.”

“I don’t care
 about the most adult thing to do!” Her voice rose.

“Don’t raise your voice. In fact,” he considered, “I don’t want you speaking anything unless it’s coated in your admiration.”

“You can’t control
 what I say
, creep,” she gushed happily.

Horrified by her own tone of voice, she put a hand to her mouth. She said it like he was the absolute, sexiest man she had ever met.

With luxurious fervor, she breathed, “Wh-why am I talking like I’m so...so turned on?”

His response was just to smile and lean back. “You know. Don’t pretend you don’t.”

Abruptly, she stopped pretending that she didn’t know what was happening. There was no getting around it.

He was hypnotizing her.

The metronome tocked along happily.

“Why don’t you go ahead and rub my cock with your expensive heel there, like you were doing yesterday?”

Valiantly, she continued to try to resist. She set her beautiful jaw.

“As if, nerd,” she rolled her eyes. “I’m only ever going to do that if I want
 to do that.”

But again, completely without her volition, her high-heeled foot slid up Randall’s leg, just like it had the other day.

“Enjoy it,” he said.

“Ew,” she cooed and shook her head. “No way.”

“I said, 'enjoy it.'”

She felt a tug of insistence in her brain...but she was able to ignore it. For now. It was very compelling, though.

“And I
 said, 'ew, no way!,'” she cooed again.

He frowned. “I suppose I can’t control your emotions...not yet, anyway. Why don’t you act like you enjoy it?”

“Oh, yes
 sir,” she purred happily. “I can absolutely
 do that.”

All of a sudden her heel's strokes on his cock became slower, longer, more loving and sensuous. The tip of her toes slid down all the way into his crotch and then caressed the full length of his pants-covered cock, applying such loving pressure, before sliding back up 
again.

Inwardly, she absolutely hated herself for everything she was doing. But she couldn’t stop herself from showing him how much “fun” she was having. She smiled with purest delight.

Nearby, people were starting to notice what she was doing. This was a crowded place, after all. Young men two tables over were pointing and whispering hurriedly, their mouths open in amazement.

Her cunt, much to her surprise, started to moisten with arousal. Embarrassment filled her, but she couldn't show it. She wasn't allowed
. If she did something against what he said, m-maybe...maybe the metronome would stop running, and that seemed like an impossibility for her.

The metronome had
 to keep going. It had
 to. Stephanie was the only one good enough to make it run like it was.

“Can we move to a place with a tablecloth or something?” she asked, coating each word with sugar.

“Oh, you’re worried about what people can see?” Randall shrugged. “Very well. Come over here and sit next to me. Give me a handjob.”

“What?” she blurted out hotly, already sliding around the bench. “H-here?”

Her voice, at his command, made it sound like she was going to receive a million dollars in a suitcase.

“Yes. Get to it.”

Moving over next to him, she slid her perfect young body against his. And then, breathing slow, she unzipped his pants and pulled out his already very stiff cock. He arranged a jacket around her hand to hide her activity—which didn't really work at all, as anyone could still see she was openly adoring his rod—and then she set to stroking.

She matched her strokes with the rhythm of the metronome, nice and slow and steady. So long as she did that, the metronome would keep running. That was what was important. Right?

“There,” she said with admiration as slick as the precum forming on her hand. “I’m stroking you off. I’m stroking you off in public. Can I stop now?”

“Say, ‘Sir.’ After everything you ask me or tell me.”

She would not! No way! Not that!

The metronome tocked away, ignoring her protests.

“Of course, Sir,” she purred. “May I please stop, sir?”

“No. You can stop when I say.”

He leaned back, letting her work. She watched as he caught the attention of onlookers and told them to look even closer. That he was just having a great time.

“Look at her,” he called. “Isn't she a fantastic gal?”

Stephanie, under the swaying, permanent power of the metronome, could only smile and nod. Eventually, Randall turned back to her and gripped her chin.

“I’ve wanted to kiss you for a long time now, Stephanie.”

“Oh.”

“Ask me to kiss you.”

Tock. Tock. Tock. That was all the sound in her head, now. Just that magic metronome. Any competing thoughts were drowned out completely.

“Please, Sir” she purred. “Kiss me, Sir.”

“Want me to kiss you.”

“I want
 you to kiss me.”

And Stephanie, shocked, realized that she actually did.

Her mind had changed. Her mind had been
 changed. And as she leaned her plush, soft, luxurious lips into his, she felt herself falling more and more into lust. Her tight, hot, virgin teen pussy moistened as he kissed her deeper and deeper, his tongue slipping over hers.

“You have to do what I say,” he said, breathing against her mouth.

“You're right, Sir. I have to do what you say.”

Grinning, he openly groped her hot young tits.

“I’m going to fuck you now, Stephanie.”

Her pussy tightened involuntarily and moistened even further. “Yes
, Sir.”

Around them, people were laughing in disbelief, pointing and staring.

Tock. Tock. Tock.

It was very easy to want him to fuck her. So of course, she decided to want it.

“I’m going to fuck you right here in front of everyone, all these people, and you want that. You want it because you’re my hypnotized slut. Forever.”

She answered without even thinking, “Yes Sir!”

She was his hypnotized slut. Oh god. There was no getting around it now. She was his hypnotized slut forever.

He got up, his cock flailing around in the food court, and bent her over on the table. There was a chorus of gasps. A couple of guys shouted out their stark approval.

“Announce it,” he growled. “Tell everyone how you need my cock.”

“Please!” she moaned. “Please, baby!”

“Sir.” he corrected.

Right, of course. That was so right.

“Please, Sir! Fuck me! Fuck me right now!”

Her voice carried up over the entire food court. Everyone was watching now, silent—no one turned away.

“Fuck me in front of all of them! I need your fucking cock! Oh my god, Sir, I need it so much!”

With a happy grunt, he shoved his hot, hard cock inside of her slick entrance. Right away, he had stolen her virginity—right in front of everyone watching.

At first, his thrusts inside of her matched the metronome. She loved that. His hot, thick bare rod pushing inside her tight wet folds in perfect time with the tock, tock, tocking of her mind melting away.

Then, he fucked her harder, harder. Not letting up in the least. He was out of time with the metronome, but Stephanie stopped caring. All she wanted, really, was more cock inside of her.

Randall pulled her tiny dress up, exposing her sexy teenage tits to the whole crowd. Moaning, he rammed into her cunt, her tits jiggling on top of the hard, dirty food court table surface.

“Beg me to cum,” he commanded her.

“Cum in me, Sir!”

Hips pumping wildly, he exploded inside of her unprotected cunt. His warmth filled her, and she came as well, overcome with the pleasure of obedience. Her legs felt weak, her body completely devoid of strength, but full of bliss. In the gasping silence after their 
orgasms, only the tocking of the metronome remained.

Pulling away, he let her fall forward onto the table, her body totally violated. He leaned forward and clicked off the metronome. Stephanie felt like he had turned off some deep, primal part of her mind.

Randall's thick load of cum spilled out of her fertile pussy, covering her legs and her ridiculously expensive boots. The thought crossed her mind, briefly, that he might have gotten her pregnant. She struggled to find a problem with that.

With a grunt, he slapped her ass and pulled up his pants. Then, he started walking away.

But, n-no! She had to do what he said!

“S-sir!” she cried, waddling after him, trying to hold in as much of his hot, perfect cum in her pussy as she could. “Won’t you let me come with you?”

He stopped and turned, eyeing her up and down. Around him, people's mouths were agape. They still couldn't believe what they were seeing. Even the mall security seemed flabbergasted, just watching from the other end of the food court.

“Oh,” he said. “I don’t know. Do you really think you’ve earned that right?”

She stepped forward hopefully. “Yes?”

“I tell you what. I want you to go around and personally apologize to all the men you’ve been extorting. And to everyone else you've made feel bad over the years.”

“Apologize?”

It was almost a foreign word to her. It sounded sort of Russian.

“That’s right. With that hot little slut mouth of yours. And when you’re done with that, we’ll talk about how you can apologize to me.”

She had no choice. She was happy to comply.

“Yes
, Master,” she moaned, so eager to prove herself and her worthiness to him. “Anything you say. Thank
 you for this opportunity, Master.”

And she bounced off happily, her dress in tatters, cum still pooling in her hot pussy. Everyone was looking, but she didn’t care. She had no shame at all. All that mattered was that she was a good girl from now on.
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Knocking Up The Bride
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T
he sun was shining, birds were singing, the sky was clear and blue, and Marissa couldn’t have asked for a better day to get married. Marissa had stationed herself in her dressing room at the top floor of a refashioned barn, admiring her reflection. She had asked to be alone, mostly to not have anyone interfere while she luxuriated in her own reflection from the tall, double-wide mirror positioned in corner of the room.

She had the mirror brought in on special order. She wouldn’t ever spend more then two hours in some place without a mirror such as this. No one used to Marissa's gorgeous appearance could be very comfortable without seeing it in all its splendor for very long—and Marissa was no exception to this rule.

Hers was to be an outside wedding, taking place at an old plantation in the country dedicated to providing beautiful vistas for beautiful brides like her.

And Marissa was
 a beautiful bride. She didn’t know much—her grades had never been that great in high school or for what little she had bothered to do in college—but she knew that much. Some women got by on their work ethic, or their intelligence, or their talents. Marissa had none of those things, really. What she did have, though, was an incredible amount of beauty, and she knew that put her on a higher level than other women—she knew that meant she was to be rewarded and celebrated just for existing and naturally being better than the people around her.

Everywhere she went, men gazed at her long legs and forgot to charge her for clothes or for drinks and food. Store clerks got caught 
up staring down her cleavage and didn’t seem to mind so much when they offered up hundreds of dollars from the register just so that she might come back one day. Police officers let themselves look into her amazing emerald eyes or her jawdroppingly gorgeous face, and forgot all about why they were going to give her a ticket for driving over a hundred miles an hour in opposite lanes of traffic. For what little time she spent in college, she didn't attend any of her classes or pay a single cent of tuition—men fell all over themselves to give her good grades and set up special grant programs just for her to use. Her beauty was entrancing, bewitching, and total.

Marissa may have been lacking in any practical skills, but her beauty more than made up for it. Why learn to do anything practical when she could just giggle, smile, and ask sweetly for what she wanted—and have dozens of applicants begging to do as she asked within a matter of minutes?

Her beauty was why she was marrying Warren. He was a very respectable man working in the energy business, from a very old, rich family—the Vanderhalls. As far as looks, he was average, nothing special. A tall man with a frequently furrowed brow who was nearly twice Marissa’s twenty-one years.

But what he did have, in multitudes and multitudes, was wealth. Even his bank accounts had bank accounts. Marissa’s personal wealth—even with all the money she had embezzled and flirted for and so forth after the years—would be little more than drops in an ocean after a little less than an hour from now, when the ceremony was complete.

Adjusting the flowers in her gorgeous mane of chestnut hair, she took one last look in the mirror.

Perfect. Just perfect. Her ivory gown—not
 white, ivory
—clung to her dynamite curves with almost palpable pleasure, as if it was holding on for dear life, unable to imagine a life without touching her perfect hourglass figure. A long strand of diamonds slid down into her sensational cleavage, which was displayed ably by the dress.

The necklace matched the earrings decorating her ears. A single ivory, ruffled strap draped around her pristine neck, holding it all up. Her thick chestnut hair waterfalled down her back, nearly touching her tight, perfect ass. The dress’s tightness stopped at just 
around her knees, where it suddenly widened out and became thoroughly ruffly, leading into a dozen-foot long train. Every inch of the dress was inlaid with diamonds and other bright jewels, the fabric itself formed from the most expensive silks on the planet. The dress had cost something around seven million dollars, a cost which Marissa was rather pleased about.

The rich men in the wedding audience would want to give money to her just from the privilege of seeing her dressed so fabulously. And she would keep the dress on tonight as she gave Warren his wedding handjob, trying to up her monthly allowance.

A hundred thousand dollars a month just wasn’t enough for a needy, greedy, perfect luxury babe like her, after all! Who was he trying to fool, giving her that kind of money?

They hadn’t had sex, of course. Probably that would wait until Marissa wanted something really big, like her own personal yacht, or a dance club in Europe, something like that. Sex didn’t hold very much interest for Marissa. She could get everything she wanted without it—why bother?

Even so, she loved her husband-to-be so very much. Warren was everything to her. Really, Marissa had no idea how she had ever lived without him. How else would she have been able to wear diamonds whenever she wanted? How else was she supposed to only grace designer clothes with her divine body? How else would she be able to live in a fifty thousand square foot house—sometimes, on the weekends when she wasn’t in their real
 house perhaps—and order around the cavalcade of servants that she had been born to direct?

It was all due to Warren. Warren made it possible.

The only problem with Warren was his family.

Most of his family was fine, actually. His mother was quite pleasant and had gone out of her way to help with the preparations and hired several planners, knowing that Marissa otherwise would have had to do it all herself, being without parents now for several years. Her mother and father had died in a car crash—that was partly how she had met Warren. He was someone who Helen—one of Marissa’s very best friends—pointed Marissa in the direction of for support and for someone who could listen.

And, also, someone who was loaded to the gills.

No, the problem with Warren’s family wasn’t with his parents. It was with his brother, Vincent. He was just...well.

Vincent was a major creep.

As if listening in on her thoughts, the man himself came in through the door to her dressing room at that exact moment. He was tall and skinny, dark shaggy hair hanging over his face.

“Oh, hi Vincent.”

“Hello, gorgeous. You look totally beautiful today, babe.”

She sighed. In addition to being a total creep, Vincent was a total nerd. He wasn’t even dressed properly for the wedding. He had on some lame slogan t-shirt with a collection of planets on it, gym shorts, and blue sneakers. Marissa couldn’t believe it, or him.

Wasn’t he supposed to be part of the wedding party? The marriage was in less than half-an-hour!

She began somewhat cautiously. “Shouldn’t you be dressed, Vincent? The wedding starts very soon.”

Her voice was soft, measured—every word was as luxurious as a ruby or an emerald, and as soft as a mountain of silk.

He walked forward, halfway between Marissa and the door.

“I love the way you look in that dress, Marissa. Your breasts in particular look exquisite.”

“My breasts?”

“Yes. They’re very globular. You have them pressed up and together, and it just looks splendid.”

She rolled her eyes. He was such
 a creep!

Of course, she did
 look rather spectacular. Warren deserved to see her looking as perfect as possible on their special day. It would keep him going to give her more and more of his money just like she
 deserved.

So Marissa’s breasts did look great. Marissa’s favorite part of her body, though, was her hair. It was naturally long, stretching in a thick, blanket-like mass all the way down past her ass. She had been growing it out just for the wedding, knowing that Warren loved her hair long. Men, actually, just all men, loved her hair long. It was dark and shiny, reflecting like the infinite expanse of the universe with every movement that she made.

Once, Warren had asked her to jerk him off with her hair. She 
hadn’t complied, even after a lot of insistence on his part. Now that she knew what he
 wanted, it would be easier to get what she
 wanted later on.

Marissa didn’t really “get” sex. She didn’t know what all the fuss was about, given her own lackluster orgasms from masturbating when she was bored. She also didn’t get why everyone seemed to base so many decisions off of it. So as far as it went, she didn’t really care.

She supposed sex was eventually going to be necessary for the life she wanted—having a child or two and all of that. But at the same time, she wondered if she could just skip the sex part of that these days with technology. Artificial insemination, and avoid that whole awkward, icky process of sex altogether. Wouldn’t that be nice?

Warren would agree to it, of course. He would do anything she said. He was a man, and men hardly had any choice at all when it came to what she wanted.

Meanwhile, Vincent was still staring at her. He had closed the door, keeping his eyes on her tits.

“Vincent, did you just come in here to talk about me?”

“Yes, your breasts in particular. I’d say they’re at least a thirty-six ‘dee’ cup,’” he actually used the air quotes, “is that right?”

“Not that it’s any of your business, but yes. They are.”

“Splendid. That’s an excellent breast size for a woman, I feel. A good size of breasts for a woman who will have my children and develop milk-filled breasts for me to enjoy at my leisure.”

Marissa didn’t really know how to respond to that. Was he drunk?

“Okay, well...that’s super weird. Why don’t you get out of here, okay? I have to finish getting ready.”

“Believe me, beautiful. You’re ready. I can smell how fertile you are. You’re ovulating, as a matter of fact. Not that you would need to be, my seed hardly cares anymore. One shot and it’s a done deal.”

Okay, that was really
 off-putting.

She pointed, now. “You sort of have to, Vincent, I’m telling you to.”

“I’m afraid not, no, no. Not today. No, not at all.”

This was starting to get worrisome. It was best just to extricate herself from the situation altogether. Marissa couldn’t even recall a 
time that a man wouldn’t do as she said.

She sighed. “Fine, then. I’m leaving.”

He walked over to the door, turning the lock and putting the key in his pocket.

“No,” he said. “No, no. I don’t think that you are.”

Marissa was getting scared now. What was going on? What was on Vincent’s mind? Was this some kind of joke?

His face had become very withdrawn, his eyes completely predatory. He was looking at her like she was a piece of meat. She was used to that from men—but this was different. He wasn’t looking at her with lustful longing. He was looking at her like he was going to hold her down. Blood shot hard through her veins as her heart rate went up higher and higher.

“Vincent, let me out. I have to go.”

He moved closer to her. “I’m not going to let you out. I’m not going to let you do anything. From now on, you’ll do what I say.”

And then, apropos of nothing, he dropped his shorts. Just like that. One second they were up around his waist, and the next second he had kicked them away. He wasn’t even wearing his flip-flops anymore.

“Vincent!” She gasped. “This is...this is completely inappropriate, and I don’t think—”

Rushing forward, he closed the small distance between them and gripped her by the throat.

“Shut up, now. You be quiet. All the time, at dinners. At outings. You are talking. Stop talking. That is the first thing I will institute with you. No more talking. You’re too pretty to talk, beautiful. You just look pretty, like that.”

“I’ll scream,” Marissa’s voice was ragged. “I will! You let me go—”

He tightened his grip.

“No,” he said. “You will not. You will be a good girl.”

He pushed her down, grip staying tight, until she was on her knees right in front of his cock. She couldn’t believe it. She was in her wedding dress! This was her special day! How could he do this? How could he...could he...

How could have such an enormous, rock hard cock? Wasn’t it soft just a second ago?

Oh god. It was a fucking giant!
 
Its veins bulged on the thick shaft.

“My cock is special now.” He ran a hand through her luxurious hair, taking his time. “I’m going to show you just how special. I already showed the doctor at the doctor’s office, and the three girls living across the street. They were like you. They didn’t believe me. But then they got to look at my cock for a while. They started to understand. I wonder how long it takes. Are you understanding, Marissa? Are you getting it yet?”

Marissa squirmed on her knees. Even though she hated what was going on, she had to admit there was something...something special about Vincent’s cock. Light bent around it, somehow, and every time she tried to focus on it, her consciousness shifted sideways to some empty, vacant little place.

It was so nice to think about nothing at all. The wedding put so many stresses on her body, her mind. Wasn’t it good just to relax a little bit and have nothing happening in her head?

Well, yes, but...n-no! No! His fucking hand was around her neck! Her life was in mortal danger!

And...and...well, wasn’t that sort of hot? That he was just controlling her like that And isn’t that cock so fucking big and sexy and deserving of praise?

“Do you see it, Marissa? Do you see it, you little slut?”

She was salivating with his cock right there in front of her. Why was she salivating? Was it because the cock looked incredibly fucking tasty?

She had never even sucked a cock before. It was demeaning. It was unclean. She would never do it for Warren—they had agreed. It was only on very special occasions, when he really deserved it, like his birthday or maybe if he got a promotion or gave her some one-of-a-kind piece of jewelry.

“No,” she moaned.

He removed his hand from her throat. She moaned, entirely stunned to find herself disappointed. Moving upward, his hands gripped her thick mass of hair, holding her tight. The tip of his thick, meaty rod ran across her lips and then up and down her cheek. Soon, the wet trail of her saliva coated her own face. Hot, horribly needy breaths were shaking out of her. Why couldn’t she control herself? 
What was happening?

“Nooo...”

He pushed the cockmeat across her face once more, spreading her lips with the shaft, and then withdrew it.

Fuck, it tasted so good. She needed more of it in her mouth.

Marissa didn’t really have a choice, did she? She had to kiss it. It was such a good cock. She couldn’t just have it in front of her and not kiss it. It was like being in front of an enormous red button that said “Do Not Press.”

He pushed into against her moaning mouth again, and all she could will herself to do was kiss it lovingly.

“Noooo....” She moaned between kisses.

Her pussy was sopping wet now. She was ruining her pretty dress. She didn’t care.

He pulled away. “You’re right. I can see you don’t want it.”

“No!” she cried, grabbing at his ass cheeks. “Please, no! Put it in me! Put it in my mouth!”

With a shrug, he did just that. Delivering his cock with forceful exuberance, Vincent rolled his head back. His meat pressed right past her mouth and entered her throat. She had no gag reflex whatsoever—it was like her contact with the cock was changing her instantly to be an even better fuckpet just for it!

Oh god! It was so good! It was so fucking good! It was better than the paltry little orgasms she gave herself when she spaced out the time to masturbate! It was bliss—pure bliss! Her pussy quivered and erupted with pleasure, hot wetness spreading down her thighs. Her nipples became fully erect, and every inch of her skin felt like it was lit on fire.

He pushed himself down her throat harder, and she came. Her orgasm rocketed up and then back down her body, every tiny neuron floating with pleasure. Then he pulled out—his cockhead just barely leaving her lips, and shoved back in again. She came, again. And again. Each time, her orgasms toppling on top of each other, stacked like building blocks. Constructing a brand new understanding of life in her mind.

This was the pleasure she deserved, she realized. Vincent was helping her. He was giving her what she needed. She was so fucking 
gorgeous. She deserved to feel like this, all the time.

“I’m gonna cum, slave,” he moaned. I’m gonna cum right in your slave throat.”

“Mmmhmm!”

Her turnaround was complete. She loved his cum. She lived for it. He called her his slave—and that's what she was. Totally. She was his hot fucking brideslave!

When he shot down her mouth in thick, drippingly hot, gooey spurts, she swallowed every last drop. Taking her time, she licked up and down the shaft of his cock, luxuriating over the head, wrapping her thick sexy lips there and swallowing all she could.

He stroked her hair again. “Tell me. Tell me what you feel about me.”

Vincent was smiling, as if he already knew what she would say.

“I love you
 now. I like
 loving you. I remember loving Warren, and I like loving you better. I don’t really care about him at all now. I’ll hurt him to show you how much I love you, Sir. I’ll suck you off at the altar. Right there in front of my whole family and your family too. I'm so glad I never fucked him. He didn't deserve me. But you
 deserve me. I barely
 deserve you. I'm so happy
 you chose me! What if you and he both came to the honeymoon? We could make Warren watch us fuck. He’ll do anything I say. He’ll just be sitting in the corner, crying and jerking his sad little cock while I worship your greatness. Oh please? Please let me do something like that for you?”

He groaned, holding her head tight. “Is that right? You’ll hurt my brother for me? You’ll hurt your true love?”

“He’s not
 my true love. You’re
 my true love. You’re my only
 love. I want to steal all his money so you have it instead. All of it! Every last penny! I want to do every last little thing you ever wanted me to. I want to...”

She gasped, suddenly realizing something. He was getting harder and harder—he could probably control how hard he was. He could probably control when he came. If she turned him on enough, he’d probably cum just to reward her. What was it he had said earlier, about her being fertile?

She could use that to make him cum again. She loved
 that idea, anyway.

“I want you to fucking make me pregnant, Master. I want you to do it! I want your cock spilling inside me and filling me up with a baby, so you can show off how much you fucking own me. There’ll be no getting around it. I’ll suck your cock while I’m preggo and put videos of my whore actions up on the internet so Warren can cry even more.”

Her plan of getting his cum worked completely. He smiled, telling her she was a good girl, and shot another hot load down her mouth.

Just then, her maid of honor, Helen, unlocked the door from the outside and stepped in.

Helen was completely beautiful—redheaded, long-legged, and totally stacked. Where Marissa had the kind of exotic, supermodel-esque sort of beauty, Helen had a corn-fed All-American beauty pageant sort of loveliness that made most guys just go completely ga-ga for her. She had never had a job in her life and still managed to make over sixty thousand a year just from donations from men who thought she was gorgeous. She and Marissa had often worked in tandem, taking down businesses as a team. It worked very well until Marissa met Warren.

“Marissa? I heard some noise, and—”

Helen gasped, dropping her handful of flowers.

“Marissa, what the fuck? What the hell is happening? Vincent? Vincent, what are you doing?”

Vincent withdrew his cock from Marissa’s mouth with a sigh, turning over toward Helen. Waiting. Marissa understood. Eventually, Helen would look.

Marissa could help. She wanted her Master to have lots of fuckslaves waiting and attending on him. If he had a fuckslave for every one of his needs, that only increased the chances that all he would use her for was to breed her hot body.

“It’s Vincent’s cock,” breathed Marissa happily. “Can’t you see it?”

She pointed, licking her lips and fingering her cunt through the long rips in her dress. Her dress was completely torn now. It had cost so many millions of dollars and she didn’t care at all. All that mattered was her Master's pleasure.

“See what? I see you acting like a slut on your own wedding day!”

During this exchange, Vincent simply calmly stroked his cock.

“No, look closer.” Marissa kept pointing. “I didn’t see it at first either. But you have to look really hard.”

“Oh my god.” Helen rolled her eyes. “Fine. If I got down there like an idiot and looked, would you shut up about it already?”

Marissa nodded.

Helen bunched up her dress and got to her knees, crawling awkwardly toward Vincent.

“You see? Nothing. Nothing but a big, fat, delicious, yummy yummy yummy cock that’s soooo...soooo...soooo...”

Helen drifted off. Her hand came up to Vincent’s cock, and then went down. Then it came up again, gently stroking the shaft with two fingers. He twitched, smiling.

“...soooo wonderful...” Helen moaned.

“That’s a good girl,” Vincent said softly. “Why don’t you give it a lick?”

Helen nodded, as if that was the best idea her good girl mind had ever encountered. She gave him a long, enthusiastic lick, like she was luxuriating over an ice cream cone.

Marissa joined her, each of them trading licks on their new Master’s long, wonderful cock. Each new lick triggered some deep, primitive part of Marissa’s brain and made it completely obsessed with pleasing Vincent. From the ground up, her brain was being rewired to love everything that Vincent was and ever would be.

“I love
 Master's cock,” moaned Helen.

“Oh yes,” purred Marissa. “I adore
 it. I adore him
.”

Helen moaned weakly in response, too turned on after another lick to even form words.

Both of these gorgeous debutantes, who had never been refused anything in their lives due to their extraordinary beauty, were now unable and unwilling to refuse their new Master anything.

Grunting with pleasure, Vincent put his hands around Helen’s throat and fucked her face, ramming his hips into her head. Just as quickly, he pushed her away and slipped his cock right into Marissa’s open and waiting mouth. When his hands wrapped around her throat, she came. There was just no stopping it. She loved being choked by him so fucking much! She stared up at him with her big 
green eyes, loving all that he was.

She couldn’t speak with his cock so firmly jammed into her mouth and throat, but if she could, she would be begging for more.

Luckily, Helen started speaking for her. “Choke her like the hot slut she is, Master! Hot fucking brideslut, just for you. She doesn’t care about Warren anymore. Nobody does. We don’t care about any wedding. We only want to be wedded to you. To your big fat fucking cock. We want to be baptized in your cum, Master. Choke her, please! Choke your fucking broodslut!

As a reward perhaps for such hot words, Vincent pulled out of Marissa and started chokefucking Helen once more.

“Yes, Master!” moaned Marissa. “Fuck her so fucking hard! Fuck that gorgeous face of hers! Fuck her throat. Take her how you deserve. Own her. Own her!”

Vincent passed between them for several minutes like this, fucking Helen’s face, then Marissa’s. Each time, the girl not being favored would up her dirty talk, begging her Master to fuck the other even harder, just like he deserved.

Finally though, he slowed down.

“Now, who wants my cum more? Who wants it in their cunt? My cock is very special now, as I’ve said. I know you’ll get pregnant from the very first load. You won’t be able to help it. The first girl had twins, we already know. They’re developing very fast. My sperm is special like that. The second two had triplets. I think whoever’s next will have quintuplets. Who wants to get knocked up?”

They both obediently raised their hands. He seemed somewhat disappointed in Marissa.

“I said, who wants to get knocked up first?”

Helen raised her hand again, but this time, Marissa shoved Helen down. She looked down snidely at her best friend.

“You came here for me, Master. She was just an afterthought. A dessert, maybe. But I’m the main course.”

She cast a haughty look over at Helen, tossing her hair back. “I’m fucking better
 than her, Master. I deserve to have your babies before she does.” She considered for a moment. “More than all those other bitches, too. I deserve to have even more than them. More than anyone. Nobody deserves your cum like I do.”

A wicked smile danced across his face.

“You’re right, Marissa.” He bent down and picked up Helen by the throat. “Tell her she’s better than you, Helenslut. Tell her she deserves it more.”

Helen nodded, her mind immediately changed just because her Master told her to change it.

“You deserve it more, Marissa. You’re a better slut for him. You’re his slaveslutwife. You’re his brideprize. He’s gonna fucking fill you up. He’s gonna give you even more fucking babies inside of you than he does for me!”

Marissa laid back on the carpet, spreading her legs wide and pushing her dress up. She had to rip it to make it work—she didn’t care. Seven million dollars to make it? Didn’t matter, in comparison to her Master’s cock.

“Oh yes, please! Do it like she says! Leave a prize in me, Sir! Leave a fucking baby in me! Make him raise it! Leave seven fucking babies in me! Eight! Give me fucking octuplets, please! I wanna be the most pregnant bitch in the world for you! Put a fucking litter in me!”

Growling roughly, he tossed Helen down and drove his cock inside of Marissa’s cunt. She came immediately. Her tight, virginal walls easily spread apart before his massive girth.

“I’m gonna fill you up slut,” he groaned, shoving harder inside her. “You’re mine now. You’re mine. Mine!”

“Yours!” Marissa moaned with him, cumming nonstop. “Yours! All yours!”

“Fuck her, Sir!” Helen begged, so desperate to see her Master's pleasure. “Fuck your bride! Get her full of your cum!”

“Yeah,” Vincent moaned. “Yeah, you fucking sluts. I'll show you. I'll give you what you really need.”

His orgasm was on its way, Marissa could tell. She needed it so bad!

“Yes, please!” She moaned. “Do it! Fuck me harder! Fill me with your cum, please my Master!”

With a long groan, his enormous load shot inside of her, ten times the amount he had delivered when filling up her stomach. Helen gasped, her own orgasms now inextricably tied to her Master's, cumming when he came. Probably all those other sluts who he had 
impregnated were cumming too, miles away.

Marissa's own pleasure was beyond comprehension. Her orgasms only intensified, breaking apart the fabric of her consciousness. Her mind melted, like an ice cube dropped into a supernova.

The pleasure was just too much. She passed out with Vincent still pouring himself inside of her.

When Marissa woke up out of her cum-happy daze, she saw Vincent spilling himself inside of Helen. Helen was screaming out filthy obscenities, swearing to murder and steal and burn almost everyone she had ever met just for the privilege of taking this alpha male’s seed.

Marissa smiled. Good. That was what her Master deserved, loyal cunts who would do anything for him at all.

She felt her stomach. It was already...already starting to bulge! She was swelling with life. Vincent was sooo right. His sperm WAS special. He had left a baby in there for her...and probably much more than one. What a perfect present for the day she was wedded to his cock.
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The Billionaire's Love Potion
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T
he solution was ready.

Hannah had studied it for over two weeks now in her laboratory, running it through every possible test she could think of. There were no traces of poisons or toxins, no cancerous materials, and nothing, in fact, that seemed out of the ordinary at all. It was, chemically speaking, just water.

But water didn’t stick to glass the way this solution did, slinking around like it was loathe to leave any small place. Water did not hum when you let off the stopper to the flask it was inside of. Water did not produce hot flashes of lusty warmth the second you touched the glass surrounding it.

The effects it produced were inexplicable; or rather, they could be explained only by something that Hannah refused adamantly to believe in:

Magic.

There, she said it. Or, she thought it.

“Magic,” she said, her shrill voice reverberating through her lab.

Okay. There. She had said it.

It was late afternoon on a Tuesday, and outside her expensive corporate laboratory, fall was fading away and winter coming down. Hannah was glad for the cold—she found it easier, always, to bundle up rather than to cool off. Her body, skinny as it was, made it a rather large task to bundle up. In the lab that day, she wore a succession of cozy sweaters—three in total—the combination of which made her seem like a somewhat normally proportion, if rather lumpy, individual.

She had never been entirely happy with her body, which felt to her much more like a collection of strange sticks and oddly placed stones. She wondered idly if this solution would have any effects on her appearance. Maybe? Who knew? The trial runs with the rodents had pointed to that possibility, certainly—that her body would change entirely as a result of taking.

And for the love Hannah had on her mind, she was certainly willing to risk it.

The solution—she refused to call it a “love potion”—had been given to her a little more than two weeks ago.

She had been walking downtown, trying to grab some Chinese food before finally going to bed and dreaming away the night, thinking about the love of her life, Remington Card.

Card was her boss, technically. More technically, he was the boss of her boss’s boss’s boss’s boss, each new boss having more and more successions of millions and millions of dollars, all the way up to Remington—who had billions. But, Remington Card was incredibly invested in the goings-on of the research & development section of Card Corporation, which is how Hannah happened across him so often. She was head of a very specific section of R&D—the Domestic Chemical Department.

Hannah’s job, essentially, was to manufacture lust, or love, or attraction, or whatever it was you wanted to call it. Card was convinced there was enormous money in such a thing—and probably he was right.

She imagined that an actual love potion would be highly illegal, but also highly sought after—and certainly Card, billionaire that he was, probably knew no shortage of millionaires who would pay top dollar for such a creation.

So it was a bit ironic—or was it just amusingly convenient? Irony was difficult—that she was the one to actual stumble across a love potion, if that’s indeed what this little vial of solution was.

Ugh, drat. She cursed herself, staring at the small vial on the counter-top. There she went again, calling it a love potion.

She couldn’t help herself, though. She wanted it to be true. She wanted to be Card’s dream come true. He was certainly hers—and he barely knew she even existed.

Card was tall, strong, and handsome—no, dreamy

. He had that magical male ability to always have the sexiest amount of two-three day stubble, combined with perfectly messy hair—that made a woman like Hannah want to snuggle and fuck him at the same time, each as hard as humanly possible.

Hannah felt his opposite in every way. Her hair was either too sticky-straight or too non-responsive to any attention. Her skin was frequently plagued with what, indeed, seemed like the plague, a succession of horrible pockmarks trailing up her neck and around her face and down to her arms at the most uncomfortable and unattractive positions.

As best she could, Hannah tried to ignore her attraction of Card during the daytime. This was incredibly hard. It was even harder, strangely enough, when he showed up at the lab with his smoky-eyed, dark-haired supermodel girlfriend, showing off the “cool science that all these geeks get up to,” in his words. Karen, the supermodel’s name was.

Hannah hated
 her instantly, her perfect hair, her effortless walk in ridiculously high heels, the way she wore her incredibly slutty and tight dress with such elegance and prestige, making it look exactly like the ten thousand dollars it no doubt cost her (or would have, perhaps, if it wasn’t given to her for free. Those models had such an easy time of it.).

At any rate, a few weeks ago, Hannah bought Chinese food for dinner. She craved General Tso chicken—and when such a craving occurred, the only thing for it was General Tso.

Walking outside into the cool air with her order in her hands, she saw an old woman crossing the street, a myriad of bags in her hands—but the traffic light was green, and a bus roared down on her. Without thinking, Hannah dropped her prized chicken dinner and grabbed the woman—strangely light, despite all the bags she carried—and they tumbled to the sidewalk on the other side of the street. The bus roared past, just barely missing them.

“Thank you, sweetie,” said the old woman, her voice...strangely young, despite all the wrinkles on her face. “I don’t know that anyone else would have saved me.”

“No, no,” said Hannah, shaking her head and standing up. She 
took a moment to dust herself off, staring wistfully at the General Tso across the street. A stray dog trotted by and started slurping and drooling all over the open bag.

Oh, good. That's just what she needed.

Hannah sighed again. “No,” she said again, barely even knowing she was talking. “I just did what anyone would do.”

The bag lady continued. “You have a heavy heart, my dear. Yes?”

It was even heavier, watching the dog snarf down the dinner she had dreamt of all day. She had caught the Chinese place just before closing, having stayed at work all day—and there was no way she would make it back now.

“Yes,” said Hannah distantly. “Heavy, indeed.”

“Such a shame, for such a nice heart. I like to reward nice hearts. Here,” Hannah heard the bag lady shift. “A potion for you, to help your way.”

Something heavy landed in her pocket.

“Potion, what?” Hannah looked down at the woman—who wasn’t there any longer.

In her head, she heard someone say—very distinctly, “A love potion. Liquid lust, to take the heart of your desire. Add his hair to a mouthful, and drink.”

But the woman was gone. Her bags were gone. All evidence of her, gone in the darkness somewhere.

And in Hannah’s pocket, heavy and thick, was the vial.

It was a ridiculous thing to have happen to a person. She could hardly believe it at all. Who was the old woman?

Let's say, for the sake of argument, she was some kind of genie or faerie or whatever. Was she just wandering around, street by street, waiting for someone to save her so she could give away a love potion and vanish into thin air?

Ridiculous.

But even so, the strange vial full of strange substance sat in front of Hannah right there in the lab, waiting to be used. Next to it, on a glass slide, was a pluck of Remington Card's hair.

Getting Remington’s hair had been easy. She had told him there were some puzzling DNA results she had to ferret out the meaning of, and would he please send her some hair so that she could exclude his 
genetic material from her findings? He came down to the lab so very often, after all, and she needed to be thorough.

Of course he complied.

Hannah took the vial of liquid lust, if that’s what it was, into her hands, examining it closely. It was clear—oddly enough—like mountain spring water, or perhaps a fine vodka.

She wanted
 to believe it so very badly. Certainly, on the rodents she had tested it on, there had been noticeable effects. Females became doted on by their male counterparts, fucked endlessly but also looked after. They got first pick of food and were protected as they rested, that sort of thing.

The implications filled Hannah with longing.

To have Remington look after her....secure her, take care of her—to have him fuck
 her with easy, happy, endless love
 in his eyes! Hannah needed that so very badly. Ever since she had witnessed the results of the experiments with the rodents, she could hardly imagine, anymore, life without such care and devotion to her.

Dropping the hair into a small beaker, she mixed it with a small portion of the liquid from the vial. Smoke drifted upward, the mixture turning a dark violet color. Hannah eyed it with surprise—certainly, that was not how water
 reacted with hair.

Maybe...maybe it was all really true? Maybe he could be hers?

She loved Remington Card with all her heart. And so, taking a small little breath, she downed the liquid.

Bliss—strong and hot—overwhelmed her almost instantly. A chain of orgasms struck through her body—starting from her delightfully hot pussy and spreading ever outward, electrifying every atom in her cells—and she cried out in purest pleasure. Falling to the floor, her flailing feet knocked over an entire tray of test formulas, somehow avoiding the shattering of all that glass and the spray of the dangerously combined chemicals.

Beyond her spot in the lab, she heard windows burst open and doors shattering outward, an entire shock wave of lust traveling through the nearby area.

As she writhed on the floor, her limbs lengthened—her torso elongating and ass tightening and reforming with hot musculature. The succession of hot, immediate growths ripped away at her pants, 
leaving them in shreds underneath her.. Her breasts swelled—from a paltry flat chest that barely existed to a suddenly full, bouncy, delicious pair of 38DDs. She had strength
 now, and ripped off her multiple sweaters as if they were paper.

Sliding over, she saw the reflection of her face in a shattered beaker, clear as day. Her newly-wet pussy quivered as she saw herself.

She was...


She
 was...

She was...sex incarnate.

Her lips, so plush and puffy, expertly advertising their ability to hold a hot conversation and suck a cock for days. Her hair, so dark and long and vibrant and voluminous, wrapping down past her waist. Her eyes, tilted just slightly and brilliant azure. Her nose, elegant and refined, a drink of vintage wine. Her cheekbones—her cheekbones! Sculpted and hot enough to melt through glass.

At the other end of the lab, someone crunched down through the toppled glass and the wreckage that the shock wave of the potion had created.

“Hello? Doctor Russell? Are you....youuuuu....”

His voice trailed off as she stood up, showing the newly-arrived security guard the full extent of her glorious, fae-like beauty.

The security guard’s gun fell to his side. “Youuuu...youuuuuu.....” He said dumbly, over and over again. His gun dropped to the floor.

“Hello, handsome.” Her voice was sultry and hot. Her voice was sex incarnate. It was the sound clouds made when they slid across the dark midnight sky, sheathing over the moon. It was not her
 voice at all...and yet, of course, it really was, now. “Do you...have
...something, for me?”

With a helpless look on his face, the guard unzipped his pants, pulled out his straining cock and started to stroke it. It was immensely hard, already.

“Oh my fucking god look at you,” he moaned, eyes wild. “You’re so fucking hot. You’re so
 fucking hot. You’re not even doing
 anything and you’re so fucking hot.”

Hannah’s entire mind felt like it was being immolated in lust. “You’ll do anything for me, won’t you baby?”

Somehow, she knew he would. She knew all kinds

 of things now.

She knew the potion had worked, completely.

“Oh my god!” the guard cried, jacking harder and harder. “Oh my god, yes! Oh shit! God! You’re so fucking hot!”

And then he came. His spurts of goo landed on the wrecked floor between them. Unimpressive—as she knew anyone who wasn't Remington would be unimpressive to her.

“Holy fuck,” he moaned, in incredible surprise. “I’m still hard. How am I...oh goddd...” he moaned looking at her again. His strokes continued, almost as if suspended by a marionette. “I can’t stop. Why can’t I fucking stop?”

“You don’t need to stop, though, do you baby? All you need to do is worship me.”

Like a soft blanket around a newborn babe, arrogance had swaddled around Hannah’s mind. There was not a doubt in her mind that she deserved such self-praise. She was a goddess.

“Please...please, I have a family...” he groaned.

Hannah laughed richly. “And?”

“Tell them I don’t need them anymore, okay?” He kept stroking and stroking, clearly unable to help himself. “I can’t...c-can’t stop doing this. I’ll never stop. I’ll fucking die tomorrow maybe and I don’t care, oh my god. You’re so fucking gorgeous! Please...p-please just keep looking at me.”

Hannah did, watching him exhaust himself after only a paltry four more orgasms. Her smile grew all the while. When she leaned over and kissed his unconscious form, she saw him twitching even more, trying to cum—but completely drained.

Her smile only grew and grew.
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AN HOUR LATER, WALKING
 down a busy street in the early evening with men falling down and calling after her as she passed, Hannah was totally confident in what would happen for the rest of her life.

She was going to own Remington just how she wanted. Her beauty was so incomprehensibly perfect now. Everywhere she walked and strutted and existed, men fell to their knees, jerking off helplessly 
and promising her all sorts of things. Bank accounts. Houses. Cars. Firstborn children. All for just a smile.

Certainly, her outfit represented her love of herself. She had walked into the sexiest, most upscale clothing shop in town—The Outfit—and walked out with their premiere dress. Platinum and tight, with one sleeve, it hugged her ass perfectly. The leather thigh-high boots wrapped up her luscious legs, showing off a beautiful foot of perfect skin between the tops of the boots and the hem of her tiny dress. Along with it, she took a gorgeous mink jacket.

The manager asked her to take more—more, please! He cried when she turned him down.

Up ahead of Hannah now was the enormous downtown condominium where Remington lived. Hannah was planning on just walking right up to his door and demanding to be let in. It wasn't as if anyone could stop her. Hell, it wasn't as if anyone wanted
 to, anymore.

And then...

Then, Remington stepped outside, waving to the doorman. He saw her, and stopped for a moment, shock and instant lust on his face.

Hannah, on pure instinct, dropped to her knees in front of him, smoky dark boots hitting the concrete. The men around him—bodyguards—had dropped to their knees as well, putting their heads to the concrete in abject worship of her.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. “Fucking take me, please? Fucking own my body right now
. God, please, baby?”

Remington looked at her slowly, his eyes crawling over every exquisite inch of her tight, big-breasted form.

Men had been jerking off to her as she walked by all day, promising to love her, steal for her, murder for her if she wanted.

And still, Hannah could only hope and pray that she was pretty enough for him. Would he still want to give her his babies? God, but she wanted to give him an heir. As many as he wanted.

That such a complete one-eighty of her attitude had occurred was entirely lost on her. The second she saw him, she no longer had any recognition of the thought that she had wanted to lustfully enslave Remington the same way that she had enslaved every man who had 
come across her already. No, she wanted only to serve him, to love him, to obey him, to do every last little thing he asked.

That was the love potion at work. She hadn't known exactly what it was she was supposed to be until he laid eyes on her—but now she knew. She was supposed
 to be unattainable. She was supposed
 to be a goddess. Because that's what the dream girl of a billionaire like Remington Card was—a girl completely and utterly unattainable by anyone but him.

He took her by the hand and shoved her into the limo. There were no words—just hot, severe, certain actions that he took.

Hannah adored his certainty, his decisions—she adored everything about him. The small mole on the side of his neck. The tiny strand of hair falling down his forehead. The way he roughly grabbed her tits and briefly put his hand around her throat, growling in lust as he kissed her furiously.

Their lips melding at last, Hannah's world felt more than complete. She came, her body bucking against his. The bliss was hot and electric—but even with as suddenly as it happened, she wanted more. There would never
 be enough Remington in her life.

His pants somehow were gone. His cock appeared to her as a holy totem—hard even to look
 at. It felt blasphemous to want him, to be good enough to take him.

“Suck me,” he commanded. “Be a good girl.”

Somehow, he knew the score.

Hannah didn't consider it that much. When a man was confronted with his dream girl, how else was he supposed to act but as if he were in a dream? And Hannah loved that thought—that she was making his dreams come true with every action she took, with every hot beat of her heart as she closed the distance between her mouth and his cock.

Her lips crawled over the hard edges of his divine rod, instantly feeling her love double and re-double with everything that she had. She came with every slide upward, every slurp downward—every taste a new reason for her pussy to back flip in pleasure.

“You really like this, don’t you?” His voice had the tinge of disbelief.

“Mmmhmm!”

For what felt like hours, they continued like this. She patiently 
and happily worshiped his cock, her tongue lavishing all over it. She licked it ravenously, like it was a popsicle. She sucked him greedily, like she would learn the meaning of life from his perfect fountain. Maybe she would—maybe she had
.

His cockhead pushed deep down her throat, and she did her best to suckle him—going so far as to swallow she felt him inside her throat. The better to tighten her body all around his perfection.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Fuck, that's so good. You're gonna taste me, baby. You're gonna...gonna...”

Bucking up and down on his cock, she felt his balls tighten, his shaft tense. He was going to gift
 her! Oh god!

Huge volumes of his load unleashed on her. Perfect white spray overwhelmed her, shooting down her throat in gooey streaks, filling her mouth with his sticky matter. When she pulled away, he continued to spray her face down with his cum—sprayed all over the face of this perfect goddess, who was too perfect for anyone but him.

And then he took her out to his estate in the country, far away from the city and everyone who could see her.
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HOLDING HIS NEW LOVER
 close in his enormous, luxurious bed, Remington was more than a little surprised at the behavior of Hannah. He had no idea she had such a crush on him.

Of course, if she had told him just a day before, he would have laughed in her face. Probably she knew that.

It had been, in fact, quite a shock when she had told him that she was Hannah at all. Though, of course he believed her, if only because it would be ludicrous for anyone who wasn’t
 Hannah, or Dr. Russell as he had known her, to pretend that she was such a nobody.

She truly had been nothing, before. An insignificant cog in the works, as much of a lab rat as her own lab rats.

But now...now she was a goddess. His
 goddess. The dream woman that he had always wanted to have—an impossibly gorgeous woman, inspiring all around her to instant love and worship...who only ever wanted and desired him.

This was why he had dated supermodels and starlets, of course. 
Some deep, primal part of him got off on being worshiped and loved by those who were obsessed over.

Of course, that was also why he had ordered all that research into pheromones and attraction. He didn't trust the love of any of those women. Remington's time with starlets and supermodels and the like had created a very deep mistrust for that sort of woman—they only ever seemed to be with him for his money, or more usually, to bump their status in the eyes of others. They wouldn't ever commit all the way—and give him the heir he deserved.

He wanted someone to love him for him...just as he wanted to love a woman for who she was. The only niche in that plan is that who
 he wanted a woman to be was something that didn't exist, really.

Until...Hannah.

He had told himself endlessly that if he ever found such a woman, he would love her immediately. And Remington did
 love Hannah, he found.

He held her now, snuggling her close, but at the same time, fucking her furiously with his unprotected cock. Or, perhaps she fucked him? With how lithe and smooth her hips sank down again and again on his member, it was hard to tell. But they held each other so tight, staring endlessly in the other’s eyes, searching perhaps for new angles of devotion and adoration.

He knew, without a doubt, with all the bare loads he was loading into her cunt, that she would be pregnant soon. The thought warmed his cold, rich soul.

“I need you,” the goddess purred at him over and over. “I love you. I want you. I need you. I love you. I want you.”

The chanting felt like it kept him hard...as did her incredible attentions. She had this perfect way of  wrapping his neck with her hair and burying his face in her big, delicious breasts...

He felt like he could die happy.

Seven times, he had come in the three hours since she had knelt down to him in the street. Her own number of orgasms were impossible to measure—they seemed constant.

Just thinking of that—causing constant pleasure to this goddess just from existing in front of her—was endlessly exciting to 
Remington.

“Remington?” he heard a voice call out. “Remington, darling?”

It was Karen.

Fuck.

Fuck! How had she known he was here? That was the entire reason he had come to the country estate. It was isolated and away from prying eyes.

If he wanted to be with Hannah, at some point, he was going to have to do some explaining...or else cover her body up somehow.

But until he figured out what to do about it, he had resolved to hide in his luxurious country mansion estate. It was built down into the ground, with multiple floors going underground.

Karen's beautiful walk—high heels tapping in staccato rhythm through the echo-filled chambers of the mostly empty abode—was easily audible over the soft, breathy need of Hannah's worshipful moans.

He couldn’t stop fucking Hannah. Her pussy was too tight, too perfect, her legs wrapped his waist in too loving a way. Her body too fertile and plush. She must have noticed his mental discomfort, though, because she tossed the silk bedsheets over his body, blocking view of the outside world, and cupped his face in her hands.

“Don’t worry about her,” Hannah cooed. “She’s nothing to you, baby. I’m your real girlfriend now, aren’t I? I’m your favorite little fuckpet.”

“Unh,” he groaned, drilling harder under the sheets. It was so hot that Hannah wanted to top Karen—wanted to top the supermodel. “Yeah. Yeah.”

“Please, baby? Please tell me you love me more than Karen?”

“Fuck...fuck, Hannah...”

“You know
 you want to say it. I wouldn’t even know
 to say it unless you told me so...”

God, she was so right. She was so right
. It turned him on so much—Karen being replaced. Her quintessential hotness, even with as perfect and sublimely beautiful as she was, still being totally done away with and cast all the way down his hierarchy of potential lovers, just for the love of Hannah’s divine body and soft, lovely gaze.

And, hips grinding harder into Hannah, his orgasm approached.

“Yeah, baby!” Hannah moaned in ecstasy, cumming herself already. “Please cum in me? Please cum in me right now? I need it! I need
 it.” Her voice so husky and raw. “Your babygirl goddess needs
 her man's cum, please? Please cum in me, please make me fucking pregnant
, and tell me how you love me more than her, baby, please? Please
?”

His mouth pushed forward over hers as he came, his balls unleashing a torrent of cum. He kissed her harder, losing himself in this mashing of tongues and lips to this woman who was everything he had ever wanted. Pulling away from the kiss, still cumming hard, he remembered what she wanted to hear. What they both
 wanted to hear.

“I love you more than Karen!” He grunted loudly, writhing with Hannah in the expensive silk sheets, his body bucking forcefully into hers. “I fucking need
 you, Hannah!”

A shattered voice filled the bedroom.“What?”

Remington shoved his head out of the sheets, still obscuring Hannah. There was Karen, at the door, tears forming in her beautiful dark eyes. Her tight white dress clung to her spectacularly, her perfect model breasts on splendid display. Remington, still cumming inside of Hannah’s eager, hot, dripping pussy was unable to stop himself. And so somehow, even if it was just a bit, the sight of Karen’s despair helped him along to orgasm.

Knowing this, guilt and shame joined his pleasure, even as he turned back under the sheets to Hannah’s loving, jealously hot gaze. Hannah actually licked her lips—the whole notion of being “caught” turning her on.

Something foul and mean-spirited spilled out of Karen's mouth—Remington didn't catch all of it, still staring somewhat helplessly at Hannah's beauty, but he was pretty sure he was pretty well covered in the “curse” department forever after.

But eventually the bliss of orgasm faded, and some semblance of reason returned to his mind.

His cock covered completely in Hannah’s juices, he extricated himself from Hannah's grasp and the soft sheets of the bed, floundered over a series of fluffy pillows and stumbled onto the 
floor, walking naked after Karen.

“Karen!” he called. “Karen! Come on. Wait!”

“Fuck you, Remington! You’re an asshole!”

“Wait!” he called again, admiringly watching her luscious ass push against the tight material of her minidress. She was certainly a beauty.

She turned around. “I’m not going to wait. You told me you loved
 me, that you would take care
 of me forever, and now you’ve gone off and fucked some other woman, Remington! You told me I was your whole world!”


The look on her face stunned Remington into silence. He could provide no rejoinder, no protest. She really did love him. Or, she had. The guilt that had been washed away somewhat by Hannah’s hot orgasmic whispers in his ear came back full-force now. His body was weak with the guilt, warm and cold shivers running up and down him.

Taking a few hesitant steps toward Karen, he held up one shaky hand.

“Please...” he said weakly. “I’m...I’m sorry...”

But she turned then, and walked out the door.

At the tall window near the door, Remington watched her leave. She got into her convertible and then turned—and he knew she could see him looking.

Behind him, he heard high heels clicking on the wood floor. Hannah—having slipped on heels already, just the way he would have asked her to—slid up against him, tugging suddenly at his quickly-hardening cock.

“Watch her go, baby,” Hannah moaned. “Watch that bitch take off. You don’t need her. You’ve got me.”

“Fuck,” he moaned, knees somewhat weak at Hannah’s hands on his member. “You...you know she can see us?”

Karen could see them in the tall, wide window, and easily. A wide, shocked glance covered her face. She angrily turned her convertible on and sped out from the driveway.

“Oh yeah, lover,” Hannah said with a giggle. “I knew that.”

Regaining some composure and shaking his head, Remington slid out from Hannah's grasp walked over to a nearby couch, shaking his 
head.

“You are one twisted, evil bitch, you know that?”

Her gorgeous face took on a twisted, evil grin, just to satisfy his urge for confirmation, and she nodded happily, strutting after him. Her naked, buoyant breasts were perky and firm, even without a bra.

“That’s just how you want me, lover. You want a girl so fucked up and twisted and evil that she’ll do anything at all in the world, so long as she gets to be the very first in line to pleasing your cock. You don’t care that I don’t care about anyone else in this entire world, do you?” She slid down onto his lap, straddling him. His hardening cock slid up underneath the velvety folds of her pussy and her tits pressed hard against his chest. “The emotions of everyone else? They’re just tangential to you. Just ways to get others to please you, somehow. Because that’s all
 that matters to me...and I know that’s how you want it.”

God, it really was. His cock lengthened even more underneath her naked body—and the wet folds of her entrance rubbed harder on top of his shaft.

“Now,” she purred. “Won’t you please, please
 fuck me again with your holy cock?”

He could. He did.
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THE DINER WAS BUSY
 for the time of day—after the rush hour—and Karen of course blamed this on her own presence. Men seemed to follow her around—one of the unfortunate luxuries of being a supermodel. She had a cup of coffee, and Hannah had nothing at all.

“So,” said Hannah, her voice so velvety and smooth. “Thank you for coming. I do appreciate
 you meeting me here.”

Karen rolled her eyes. She hardly believed she had agreed to this, just a couple of days after this incredibly evil bitch had torn her heart in half. But something in Hannah’s voice made it so...so hard
 to say no. She didn’t know what it was. Maybe that’s why she was there, today.

Yes, sure. Karen had to find out why she had come; that’s why she had come. Didn’t that make sense?

She hoped so.

It was strangely warm in the diner. Yes, hot. That was strange for this time of year, when usually cool gusts of wind were pushing through the open door of the diner anytime someone slipped inside from out of the encroaching cold. Karen adjusted the collar of her white silk blouse, hidden underneath a dark cashmere sweater. Smoky fleece tights adorned her legs, matching the tight pair of shorts she had on.

Hannah certainly wasn’t dressed like it was hot—no, she seemed ready for the coldest winter on record. The only part of Hannah's face that Karen could see were her nose, her cheekbones, and her lips. Everything else was covered by thick, dark sunglasses or the fur hood over her head. She wore a thick fur overcoat—a chinchilla, the same outrageously expensive one that Remington had promised to buy her—worth over two hundred thousand dollars.

Chump change to him.

Karen, with reluctant ease, had to admit that it looked better on Hannah than it did on her.

And god, that was a thought Karen didn't have often. Hardly anyone
 looked better than her—that was her whole pride and joy, her reason for moving along in the world. At twenty-six, she was one of the highest paid supermodels in the entire market, known
 for her chameleon-like ability to make any piece of clothing look disastrously sexy.

And there was Hannah, looking better than Karen in something.

That...aroused something strange in Karen.

For the strangest reason, as Karen saw that curve of Hannah’s cheekbone, she wanted to put it on her wall. Or save the image of the cheekbone, perhaps, to her computer...give it a folder all its own, just one she could look up any old time she had been having a tough day. She could load it up, this lovely curved bit of Hannah, grab a glass of wine, spread her legs out and just slide her fingers all the way down, and just...adore it endlessly...

Wait, what?

She realized with a start that Hannah had been talking.

“Were you listening to me, sweetie?” said Hannah.

“Oh, um, no.” Karen squirmed, embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I’m 
really sorry.”

God, huh? Why was she being so...so...so submissive and apologetic? This bitch stole
 her man! Her billionaire
, for god’s sake! If anyone
 had a proper case to be furious with Hannah, it was most definitely Karen!

The horrible cunt had gone so far as to give Remington a handjob as he watched Karen drive off, after all! The nerve!

And yet...something about that. Something about...Hannah’s face...it had stayed in Karen’s mind. Like a virus, incubating and testing, waiting for its turn to strike.

The last four times Karen had cum in the past week—which was all the times Karen had cum in the past week, adoring her perfect supermodel body in her comfortably huge bed—she had been imagining Hannah’s face as she stroked off Remington.

She would have cum many, many more times—certainly she had felt like it—but she had been trying too hard to exercise self-control. It was hard, it was all so hard. It was hard, especially, to imagine Hannah’s face—she never really got a clear look at her. But Karen knew there was something...important there. Something furiously hot and all-encompassing to know about, in Hannah's look.

Hannah was...saying something. Something incredibly important that Karen had to listen to and understand as the perfect truth for the rest of her life. But Karen couldn’t focus. It was too easy to imagine how perfectly beautiful Hannah looked in her amazing fur. It was so right
 that Hannah wore a fur like that. She was such a luxuriously beautiful woman. A goddess. And a goddess like her belonged in fur.

Maybe that was the real reason Karen was here. To have a good, long look at the woman, the goddess, who was taking up the entirety of her thoughts.

After all, Karen thought as Hannah continued to speak in her perfect voice, it was sort of hot
 that Remington had broken up with her.

Now that Hannah made Karen think about it, the whole thing was...well, it was kind of great
 that he was so incredible and so perfect, that he had found someone better than a supermodel
. It didn’t mean Karen was any less hot
, it just meant Remington was that wonderful

.

“Wonderful...” said Karen dumbly.

Hannah nodded happily. “That’s so lovely, dear. I think so too.”

Rubbing her eyes and looking down for a moment, Karen tried to let her thoughts clear. They were so fuzzy, so pink and happy. Each thought bobbed by like a float on a parade—pretty and sort of fun, but not of much use. The scent in the air was soooo thick, so heavy and sexy. It had been growing and growing, she realized, ever since they sat down.

“I’m sorry I can’t pay attention very well, madam,” she said to Hannah, not quite realizing that she was being so subservient. “It’s just, you’re really hard to be around.”

Hannah giggled. “Yeah, babes. I know. You are too, you know.”

“No, I know I’m aloof. You kind of like, have to be, when you get to my level? Otherwise you have conversations three hours long with every jackass you come across. But, I mean, you’re...you’re so fucking pretty. It’s distracting.”

Hannah giggled. Karen wanted to record the sound and put it on a ten-hour loop that she could listen to every time she fell asleep for the rest of her life.

“I know it is,” said Hannah. “That’s how I was able to drug your coffee.”

“What?”

“I drugged your drink. Just now. While I was talking.”

“But...but why did you do that, madam?”

This time, Karen noticed the affectation. Why had she called her “madam?” Why had she done that? What was...what was going on
 with her?

She felt high, she realized. High on lust and beauty, her mind becoming increasingly one-track. Her pussy was completely soaked, her dress underneath even more soaked. She sat in a puddle of her own juices, her thighs squirming against each other as she focused more and more on those gorgeous, ineffably perfect cheekbones of Hannah. She couldn’t turn away from them, no more than she could stop herself from doing what Hannah said, and thinking what Hannah told her to think.

“I drugged your coffee,” giggled Hannah, “because I want you to 
drink it.”

“Oh,” said Karen. That certainly made sense.

“Go on. Drink it.”

Still, Karen resisted. “Y-you drugged it, though.”

“I know!” Hannah reached forward and squeezed Karen's hand. It was the single greatest moment of bliss that Karen had ever experienced. “I drugged it with a special love potion, and you’re still
 going to drink it for me. Isn’t that great? You just think I’m so pretty that you’ll do anything at all that I suggest. Isn’t that so hot and fun? So go on.”

At the booth adjacent to theirs, a girl started going down on her boyfriend. She sucked his cock loudly, proclaiming how perfect and sexy he was, how turned on she was. Their waitress walked up and summarily stripped down her shirt, joining the girlfriend in worship of the boyfriend’s cock.

At the other end of the restaurant, a wife gave her husband a slow, lazy, loving handjob, adoring him with soft little kisses.

Two businesswomen made out passionately, their blouses undone and forgotten about on a pile on the floor.

There was such a strong, sexual vibe in the room—created entirely by Hannah, Karen realized. No one was immune to the lust that this goddess put out. All anyone could think about, in her presence, was fucking.

Karen was caught up in the wave of lust herself. It guided her all the way to grabbing her coffee and putting it against her lips.

She hesitated for just a moment more. Hannah, smiling, shrugged off her fur hood, revealing the full glory of her shoulders, her intoxicatingly beautiful mass of chestnut locks, her elegant neck. Karen, feeling a hot pulsing ball of lust unleash in her pussy, moaned and drank the drugged drink down. Would it kill her? Would it wipe out her mind? It didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered was Hannah.

Hannah let her fur down all the way, displaying the perfect valley of her tits in her tiny red dress. The full extent of her absolutely phenomenal beauty unleashed on the patrons of the cafe. There was a shock wave of orgasm all around—all eyes focused intently on Hannah.

In the booth adjacent, the girlfriend and redheaded waitress continued suckling at the man’s cock as it streamed out hot cum, though they fingered themselves rapturously now, unable to tear their eyes away—and the man’s eyes were firmly locked on Hannah, paying no attention at all to the two beauties attending his spasming meat. The suddenly-lesbian businesswomen each fingered the other’s cunts, loving Hannah, moaning out praises to their new goddesses.

“You see, Master was so very nice to me. To reward me for getting pregnant with his perfect seed, he wanted me to have a lover of my own, just like I’m his special magical lover! Except, what he forgot was that, like, what turns me on is now exactly what turns him
 on.”

If Hannah was pregnant, she was only just so. There was no bulge showing. But then, in such a short time, for her to be pregnant already...god, she must have so, so fertile...

Karen, already so very beautiful, noticed very little change in her own body as the potion did its work. Her breasts became slightly more full—her lips just a shade thicker, her hair stretching on down to the tip of her ass. She was the same, just tighter, sexier, and permanently young.

“So, you, babes, are gonna be like, just almost
 as good as I am for him. That way, he can fuck two
 babes who deserve him at once! Isn't that hot?”

Karen nodded happily, her pussy vibrating with orgasm as she stared happily into Hannah's bright blue eyes.

All around them, in the cafe, men were jerking off, watching them helplessly as Hannah slid over to Karen and delivered a series of scintillatingly hot kisses. Women fingered their cunts. Everyone knelt, drooling out phrases of prayer and happiness.

Then, suddenly, Remington arrived.

And just like that, Karen's worship of Hannah subsided, just slightly, and rededicated entirely back on to Remington.

He was absolutely everything in the world to Karen. If there was a God, she was certain it was him. He looked around, noticing with some amusement the enormity of lust that had exploded in the small diner.

“You certainly seemed to have had an effect,” he said casually to Hannah, stroking her hair and pulling her up into his arms.

Hannah rose like a helplessly happy kitten, melting into the strong arms of the billionaire. All that power she held over the diner, all the lust she inspired and created—it was all for him. Karen watched, literally, all of Hannah’s control and power melt down to nothing with her overwhelming love for Remington arriving suddenly on her face.

“Oh, darling
,” Hannah cooed between wet, needy kisses along Remington’s face and neck. “I do
 hope I fucked her mind correctly for you.”

“Did she give you any trouble?”

“Trouble?” Hannah scoffed, sliding a jeweled hand down her sensational body. “Please. Could anyone ever possibly give me any trouble with anything?”

Karen could see Remington liked
 that response, liked that haughtiness. She recalled how she held her own arrogance and vanity back in the past—but she would do nothing of the sort now. She had to be Remington’s perfect
 girlfriend for Hannah.

He approached Karen, Hannah still hanging on to his side. “You hurt me, running away like that.”

“I know
 I did, sir,” said Karen, almost tearing up. “I’m so, so
 sorry, it was so
 wrong of me! You deserve to have anyone you want! You should have all the hot babes in the world vying for your cock, sir! Please, please
 let me make it up to you somehow?”

Smiling, Remington pushed Hannah to her knees, and then unzipped his pants. His cock, veiny and bulging, was thick and sausage-like. Hannah immediately attended it, licking the head and sliding her tongue around the long shaft.

“Go on, girls. Do your man right. Show me how good you can be.”

Moaning, Karen fell forward with Hannah on her man’s cock, sliding her wet, puffy lips up and down the immense shaft. Her hot supermodel mouth mixed and criss-crossed with Hannah’s, the two superhumanly beautiful women making out on the cock of the man totally in charge of their lives.

They each loved him totally.

“Need him,” Hannah moaned. “Serve him,” Karen gushed.

Remington pushed his cock forward, fucking his cock between their hot faces for several strokes. They pushed hard on his shaft, wanting it to be as padded as possible by their pillowy wet lips.

He took Karen’s hair and shoved his thick rod down her throat—easily lubricated just for him by the streams of heavy, hot precum shooting out from his cock—and then pulled out and shoved his cock down Hannah’s throat. When he did, he took several wraps of Karen’s long, silky hair, and tugged her hard against his crotch—where she lovingly and dotingly licked his balls with orgasmic relish.

Back and forth he went like this—fucking Hannah's throat, then Karen's, then Hannah's again. Each time, the other girl licked and dragged her tongue up and down what spare inches of shaft and balls they could slide into their sexy, needy mouths.

At every second, Karen could not stop cumming. Hannah's fingers had crawled up into her pussy, and Karen's into Hannah's. Both of their lusciously hot cunts hummed with constant bliss, pulsing and pulsing with need.

“You are both
 such good girls,” Remington moaned.

Spurting and spasming, his cock erupted all over their faces. Hot, wonderful jizz showered all over Karen and Hannah. Thick and gooey seed dripped down their faces as they kissed and licked his big dick. Giggling and cooing, they licked each other's faces clean, and then Remington's massive meat. He stroked their hair as they worked...getting a little worked up again in the process. He was so
 virile. Soon, he would get them as pregnant as they needed. Their fertile bodies were made to deliver anything
 to him.

Karen loved it all so much, her pussy constantly pumping out new happy orgasms to drill away at her memories of any other way to live.. She loved being Hannah’s dream girl...and so, being just slightly being Remington’s dream girl as well.

She couldn’t wait to have her own dream girl to pay tribute to Remington, and do to someone else what Hannah had done to her. And then she would guide that dream girl to get another...and another...and another...

It was no less than her billionaire deserved.
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Billionaire's New Plaything
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(
T

his story, like all stories whether you know it or not, has gone through many a draft. I was under the belief that I had completed this tale in totality. However, He decided that I would revise it, one last time, as He entered me again and again. You will find these last notes of revision, inspired by his massive manhood, in this very format. Italics to indicate the severity of my pleasure as he takes me. Parenthesis to show you how well He has closed me in. Everything for Him.)
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MY STORY IS NOT ONE
 for the faint of heart, and through necessity, I have been as thorough as possible. If you are with me, dear reader, stay strong—for I spared no detail in this recollection of the breaking of hitherto-thought-to-be-indomitable wills.

Oh yes, that’s right. I thought I was indomitable. I thought nothing could break me. I was so disillusioned and somehow conversely naive that I believed that anyone who would submit to being owned had suffered through some terrible life experience, or was simply born wrong.

I had no idea it could simply be placed upon me, whether I liked it or not, so long as the man doing the placing was strong enough to enforce his will. And I had no idea that submission was so very, very sweet.

There are many places to begin this tale, and through the introductions of many people—but I would like to start with myself 
meeting with my new editor, learning of the assignment that would change my destiny forever.

“Come on, Francesca,” I insisted. “You can’t be serious.”

“I would advise you not to tell me the limits of my seriousness, Hannah. In fact,” said Francesca, leaning back in her expensive leather chair, “when it comes to advising, you’re not in a place to do anything at all for me.”

We were alone in the office of Francesca Hilton, lead editor of The City Times
, one of the last few real print newspapers in the city of St. Claire. The office was well-furnished, with an expensive leather couch in one corner. The shades over the impressively large windows were the wooden kind that clacked lightly as the air-conditioning kicked on.

At twenty-seven years of age, I had once been a star reporter...but now I was reduced to my current state, squabbling about scraps of stories about shady billionaires.

“Clarke?” I asked, in disbelief.

“Yes.”

“Mason Clarke?”

“That’s right. He’s earned somewhat of a...shall we say, infamous reputation as of late. As of his entire career, really. Given that he funds almost the entirety of our efforts here, I would like for you to correct that.”

I tried to put aside the incredibly unethical portions of that. One look at Francesca and you would know—from the intricate detailing of her jewelry down to the ornate arrangement of her hair—that ethics mattered very little to her so long as she was paid enough to look good. So, I tried a different tactic—wasting resources.

“You know I’ve covered wars, right?” I poked at her desk. “You know I’ve been knee-deep in the mud of Africa writing about famine, right? You know that those stories—those award-winning stories—were why you hired me, right?”

“I do.” Francesca let out a leisurely-but-annoyed breath. “I also know that after your scandal with that governor down south, you’d be lucky to find work at any newspaper at all, even this one—which you clearly feel is so far beneath your thoroughly-seasoned reach.”

I said nothing to that. It was hard to deny that I felt I was above the paper. The City Times
 
was a rag, pure and simple. That it was a rag run by a woman had given me some hope of finding some common ground—a little bit of sisterhood and a sympathetic ear to my tale of that repulsive pig called a governor.

But, no. Francesca didn’t want to hear my side of the story. No one did. After the governor's wife had made that ludicrously melodramatic statement on television, no one wanted to hear what I had to say.

I was disgraced, utterly.

This was my irony now—a journalist with a story that no one wanted to hear. In my more suspicious moments over the past few months, I had gotten the idea that someone had called each and every news outlet that I had ever sent a story to over the past five years of my career and paid them off (or threatened them with a shutdown).

(He gloats to me now. That was the case. He arranged every second of my indoctrination.)

Then, one day as I was busy drowning my sorrows in a bottle of brandy—a fine vintage that I received as part of a bonus just six months prior, for prize-winning work on the conflict in the Middle-East—I got the call from The City Times.
 Desperate, I had taken the job, and for almost half my usual rate.

“Nothing to say?” Francesca asked, blowing at her red-painted nails. “No clever rejoinder? Very well. You’ll do the piece on Clarke. You will be pleasant and admiring of him. He likes his women better that way.”

The older beauty had begun to pull at her collar in a way that indicated heat in the room, but in fact, I was rather cool.

“So he’s a sexist, is what you’re saying.”

Francesca smiled. It was a pleasant smile—everything about Francesca was pleasant to look at, in fact. If, at that time, I had been given to my more bisexual tendencies from college not so very long ago, I would have perhaps even devoted some fantasizing time to the exquisite curve of Francesca’s breasts in her tight silk blouse. She reminded me a great deal of some professors I had been given the fortunate opportunity to experiment with. For a more mature woman—not much past forty, I should think—she had an incredibly 
tight body, shiny dark blond hair, and a devilishly seductive face.

“Sexist?” She shook her head. “I should think not. He has very...established opinions, about people and their places. He is much more powerful than you. You would do well to abide by his thoughts so long as you are in his domain.”

So he was incredibly sexist, is what I heard.

“Are you worried he might find you unsatisfactory to look at?” She shook her head admonishingly—as if to encourage me, in an oxymoronic reproachful way. “I assure you, you’re well-equipped in that area. Probably the best girl in this office when it comes to such aesthetics, in fact.”

“Excuse me?”

I was rather taken aback, of course. You would be too, if your same-sex boss just flat-out said you were the prettiest of your kind in an office. Was that why she was sending me to him at all?

But, she seemed to not notice my protestation.

“You don’t have
 to do the job, of course, but...” Francesca gave a little half-hearted shrug. “I think someone with such a precarious job position might wish to tread lightly for a while. You’ll be sent back to Africa soon enough, my dear. Or, you know,” she waved a hand, “whatever other stinky little mudhole you’d like. But for now? You’ll interview Mason Clarke, and you’ll be a perfect lady as you do it. You will dress well and act well, and I will hear about it if you don’t. Do you understand?”

I stood up, boiling inside, ready to leave the office without another word.

“I asked you a question.” Francesca rapped her desk sharply. “Do you consent, Hannah?”

Through gritted teeth, I pushed out a reply. “Yes. That will be fine.”

“Wonderful.” A shade of rapture passed over her face. I thought, at the time, it was because she had gotten her way—but this was a misjudgment of where her intentions originated. “I’ll call him immediately and make the appointment. Don’t be late. In fact, be early. He despises tardiness, and being on time will only force him to delay something more important than you.”

My skin crawled with shame—and even more shame 
compounding on that, knowing that this was exactly how Francesca wanted me to feel.
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AT SOME POINT—THIS
 point, as a matter of fact—we should shift our perspectives over to another lovely young woman whose fate is inextricably tied with my own: Lily Kyle. At the time of my report on Clarke, she had just begun her (eventually rather brief) term as his personal assistant at the age of nineteen. In the end, she did not have the correct temperament or constitution to serve him in that capacity.

However, make no mistake—Lily is a lovely young woman. I am sure, over the course of this recollection, you will come to the same conclusion.

I don’t mean just physically—her heart is very warm and giving, and always she is thinking of the best ways to please others. Her sense of humor, though rather wry at times, is also very forgiving, and I’ve hardly ever met another woman so quick to accept the flaws of others.

Given all that, of course, when I say that she is a lovely young woman, I also very much do
 refer to her physical manner. She would have hardly ended up in Mr. Clarke’s employ if she wasn’t completely beautiful.

She has a particular kind of beauty that makes her a treasure to men such as Clarke. Her features are exquisite, finely carved and deliciously proportioned. Her lips are delicate, her eyes wide and dark, her hair flowing loosely down past her slender shoulders—and that is the key word, slender. Everything about her was slight. Indeed, despite how long her legs are or how incredibly busty her chest is, she is, in a word, fae. Fragile. Breakable.

I can only imagine now how Mr. Clarke saw her...a beauty to be destroyed and rebuilt in the image of his own decision.

In the past, I read a report that most men fantasized about killing their spouses in the heat of the moment during intercourse. These men would insist that it was nothing to do with an actual desire to see their loved ones dead, but rather that their passion was so 
intense, their desire to escalate the heat of the situation so great, that if they could annihilate their wives with their fucking and then somehow bring them back right after, they would.

Seeing Lily, in all her delicate beauty, I think I understand that feeling. I can hardly contain myself around her now...though perhaps I am revealing too much, already.

That first day of work, she tells me that she wore a schoolgirl-like green plaid skirt and a wide-buttoned peasant blouse. She hadn’t considered it at the time, she says, but now she realizes she was really asking for it with such a clearly “fuck-me” outfit. She wishes, now, that she had worn a good pair of pumps—that would have sped the process up considerably.

(I feel it is my duty to reveal that Lily fingered herself as she recounted all this to me—such is His influence when we recall the changes He has forced upon us. His will is miraculous. We are better for it, and Him.)

She arrived briskly at five in the morning at the Clarke Complex. The complex was located at the edge of the city, inside of several rounds of gates, each razor-wired and electrified, and beyond a small forest garden. Clarke enjoys nature; he enjoys making shapes of nature. He wants it under his control.

The complex itself had five different buildings. Lily worked in the largest of these, in the office directly outside of Clarke's.

Evette, her trainer, waited for Lily outside the main complex office. The lovely young blonde—no more than twenty-eight or twenty-nine, was always dressed impeccably, that day being no different; she had on a tight, mini skirted golden suit, highlighting her already golden skin and fine cheekbones. Her dark blue eyes were bursting with resentment and bitterness for no other reason than that Lily was existing in front of her.

“You’re late,” said Evette, as Lily approached with a quickly-dissipating smile. “How the fuck are you already late?”

“I’m sorry,” said Lily. “I thought it was...I thought five-thirty was the time I was supposed to be here?”

“Only to see if you were dumb enough to come on time. Twenty minutes early is still wasting time you could have spent being here. Come on.” She gestured for Lily to follow.

Evette’s every movement was graceful, elegant. She wore towering high-heels, and strutted in them like she had been born in them. Lily, in her more modest flats, still appeared to stumble along, her large bags—an oversized purse and a large tote-bag with her lunch and a few books to read in any spare time (such naivete)—clumsily chugging behind her.

As soon as they entered the brisk sixty-five degree office, Evette noticed Lily’s struggle with her bags through the narrow glass doors.

“Here,” she said, smiling and taking Lily’s bags.

Lily was relieved. Finally—a little help!

But no. Evette rifled through Lily’s purse, taking out only her credit card. “You’ll be issued your true debit card in a week. It’s the only one you’ll need. I suppose this one will do in the meantime.”

“M-my ID...”

“You’ll be issued a true ID within the hour. You would have already had it, if you hadn’t decided to be late.”

“But—” Lily quieted, watching Evette summarily inspect and them dump out all the contents of her bags into the trash.

“All of this is useless.”

Clunk, clunk, clunk, all of it down into the trash—including her phone. Perhaps it was the cooler temperature, but Evette's nipples had clearly become erect as she worked.

“I-I had a lunch...”

“I saw. You want to look like a pig?” Evette scoffed. “We serve our own lunch. Something healthy and...” she eyed Lily critically. “...proportionate.”

Lily could only gulp in response. This had been one hell of a first five minutes. What was the first day going to be like?

In truth, her first day of work was not actually her first day—she was trained in a satellite office for two weeks under the tutelage of a series of progressively more beautiful women, each more severe than the last. By the time she ended up at Clarke’s office downtown, she was a something of a nervous wreck, absolutely certain she would never be good enough to please his seemingly endless list of demands and codes (he had a very literal list, kept in a password-protected sharable document that she was expected to check-in on every morning at four AM)—as well as being certain that she wasn’t 
nearly attractive enough to maintain the standard of high beauty Clarke seemed adamant about surrounding himself with.

Perhaps we should back up a bit. Perhaps you are wondering how this man, of any possible men, could possibly arrange Lily in such a tizzy without even having met her—with her only seeing pictures of him and reading the company pamphlets about his achievements?

Clarke is a billionaire—a self-made man. He started his fortune by inheriting the lucrative mining business of his father (after edging his mother, brothers, and sisters out of the will), and then a series of wise investments had made him one of the richest men in the world by the age of thirty-two. His billion-dollar business traded in most everything—all manner of finance, raw materials, development, research, and manufacturing running through the funnel of his control. Even his shadow corporations had shadow corporations. The GDP of his organization was the seventh biggest in the world, and Clarke held complete control over all of it.

As such was his right, he felt, he surrounded himself with beautiful women in his office. Occasionally there was the rare male presence—often kept underpaid and given yearly “bonuses” in the form of organized trysts with girls from the office. Otherwise, all the girls—more than four dozen—were exclusively devoted to Clarke.

From an aesthetic perspective, it would not be difficult to imagine why. Clarke thought of himself—justifiably, I should say—as the picture of male masculinity. He expected worship and deference from everyone around him at all times. He was well past six foot five, and weighed almost three hundred pounds—all of which was solid muscle. His dark hair was thick and well-managed, the bottom half of his face decorated with a rugged dark beard. He dressed impeccably—always in the finest suits, having completely bought out the finest tailor in town.

There is a cult of personality in his office developed exclusively to worship him, to not mince words. Clarke expects this. He expects the girls in his office to call each other frequently, comparing outfits, deriding anyone who came into work under-dressed or who is beginning to show signs of aging (no one in his main office is under the age of forty), or complementing anyone who he might have gotten pregnant.

The girls know he expects all this—they know, indeed, that other girls had been hired to monitor the phone calls and website visits of their computers, laptops, and company-owned smartphones (all bills are paid by Clarke, but at the price of privacy. Most girls get over it quickly). They even set up a company message board with password-locked secret forums detailing the best way to convince Clarke to take them by the hair and fuck them against the wall, or to choke them while they do his laundry, and other such highly-specific scenarios. Each act is a sort of badge, with more badges earning more respect in the office...and thus more opportunity for even more badges.

Anyone even hinted to have a boyfriend (or, in truth, even seen in public with another man) is summarily fired, after holding a private tribunal designed purely for humiliation.

It is a brutal, uncaring place for any who do not fit in. And Lily, on her very first day, had just been through the grinder of two weeks of indoctrination of how horribly important Clarke was to everyone in the office, and also should be to her.

Lily was well-compensated, I should say. They all were. This is how Clarke pulls them in. He can afford to reward the beauties he surrounds himself with quite handsomely.

Of course, after first being hired, she did not know all of the above. None of his women do. There were hints of it, here and there, but certainly no real rulebook of power structures and hierarchies that spelled out that she was hired mostly as a potential member of an extended harem.

There is allure to the newcomer, Lily explains—and certainly I could see that. The pay is insanely high. All the people you work with are beautiful and incredibly good at their jobs—and insanely dedicated. They are lost in their work, totally focused on serving a single, pure purpose—pleasing Mr. Clarke.

Most new hirees do not figure out the hidden purpose of the office until it’s too late, and they are already buying into its philosophy. Some, even after they know its dark purposes, find themselves too integrated to ever extricate themselves—this was the case with Evette, I found out much later.

She learned of what Clarke had in store for her, and tried to run. 
He found her in an elevator in her apartment building.

It took him just thirty floors to convince her to stay. The outfit she had on—now tattered and cum-stained—is in a glass display case in her home.

As I mentioned, the pay is quite high for the industry average. However, the pay scale is a bit misleading.

Sure, it’s well into the ten figures per month. But these girls have to look good, constantly. More than eighty percent of that goes back into buying clothes, buying jewelry, buying make-up (and how many of those businesses do you think eventually trace back to Clarke?).

Clarke, demanding that his girls be on time, also owns fifty percent of the housing the girls pay rent to. He also owns the gym on the Compound that they are required to be members of, and their monthly dues are based on quarterly appearance appraisals (decided, of course, by Clarke’s own decision). Therefore, an informal ranking system is formally developed, with those paying the least every quarter being the most highly favored—and highly envied.

Their work day begins at four in the morning, and often ends at midnight. Even working only three and a half days out of the week, they are expected only to rest for the other three and a half-days—Clarke requires them to look fresh.

But how does he keep such an iron grip on them? How does one man build such a level of devotion amongst a group of otherwise incredibly intelligent and beautiful women? They were all on tracks to be famous or highly successful—starlets, models (in the case of Lily), lawyers, doctors—and now, eager, willing servants.

All of them in the same position as Lily. And they viewed her now with disdain, firmly believing that it was only with much conflict and struggle would any new girl actually find her true worth.

Time passed in the office quickly, Lily found on that first day. There was always something to do. Evette kept her busy learning the office codes, learning the phone numbers to all the other offices and desks and all the extensions to voice mails. Of course, Lily had learned all of this at her training in the satellite offices—but the numbers were different, there. This was a training tactic, to see how much information she would be willing to take in.

Later in the day, Lily had found enough courage to actually finally visit with Mr. Clarke, and perhaps ask if he knew why so many of the women were acting with such unrestrained ice toward Lily.

“What are you doing?” Evette asked her.

Lily was in the middle of approaching the enormous metal doors at the top of a series of red-carpeted steps into Clarke's office.

“I was going in...to introduce myself?”

“Introduce yourself?” Evette laughed, shaking her head. “He’s already quite familiar with you. You don’t need to introduce yourself in the slightest.”

Disheartened, Lily let the matter drop, and continued about her duties—filing and answering phone calls at Evette’s direction. With each file and every call answered, Evette had notes and criticisms: Lily would have saved time if she started looking from the back of the pile—soon she would memorize where everything was—or she should put the inflection on the “Th” of “thank” in the “thank you” of her welcoming spiel in every call. Things like that.

Evette was very specific—she had done this sort of training dozens of times, most likely.

Halfway through the day, an attractive young brunette—very similar in appearance to Lily—appeared and, after some clandestine discussion with Evette, slipped into Clarke’s office.

“That was Sandy,” Evette revealed after watching the immense doors close. “She’s on rather thin ice.”

“Oh. Why?” Lily asked, and then, “Is it okay to ask why?”

“Of course. You have to know what to avoid.” Evette smiled. “She missed work last week. Her brother was in the hospital, something like that. A weak excuse. I missed my own mother’s funeral, do you know that? Clarke needed me. He’s so
 important.”

Her eyes had gained a sort of demonically fervent glaze. Lily found herself, at the same time, both repulsed and inextricably drawn toward such fervor.

“Besides,” Evette shrugged. “I’m sure you noticed she’s getting a bit on in years. Past thirty-six.” She tsked, as if this was something Sandy could have prevented. “And not pregnant, either. Waste of potential, I feel.”

“Potential? I’m not sure...I don’t understand.”

Evette smiled. It was a beautiful, wicked thing. “You will, dear. Don’t worry. You have a bright future here, I can tell.”

Five minutes later, a pair of Clarke’s gorgeous, Valkyrie-like secretaries stepped out from the office, towing Sandy between them. She was sobbing and moaning, her make-up streaming down her face.

“Nooo!” she cried. “Please, no! One more day! Please! One more! N-nooo! Let me...l-let me woork for him! Pleeaase...”

Her voice was lost as the secretaries turned the corner. Evette continued working as if nothing had happened, though Lily of course noticed a particularly satisfied, almost blissful smile on Evette’s face as she set about her duties. Like she was happy that there was one less girl in the office to compete with, or even stranger, like she was delighted that there was one less person around not worthy of her titanic boss.

Over the next several hours, Lily tried to ignore how tumultuous the event made her feel. There was rather a lot to focus on, after all. As one of Clarke’s assistants, Lily had responsibilities for several tasks—making his food, cleaning the office, filing his papers, answering his calls (there were always more calls).

Any man that came in while she and the other girls were filing papers would have seen easily a half-dozen girls bent over at the waist in tiny short skirts and nylons. High heels and long, ornately arranged hair were the fashion of the office. Those unlucky enough to not be properly busty showed off even more leg, or forewent the expensive blouses of their compatriots and simply only wore their sexy tight jackets with the bottoms unbuttoned, displaying their lovingly toned torsos.

As she worked, toting carts and boxes from one end of the office to the other, Lily once came across a camp of three girls lounging in the hallway, daydreaming, apparently, while staring at something on their phone. Upon closer inspection, Lily found out that it was a picture of Clarke from a blog—one praising his business intelligence and financial acumen.

“You’re so right, Cassandra,” said one tight young babe. “We’re so lucky to have you write down all these thoughts for us.”

On a bathroom trip later on to freshen up her makeup, Lily found 
out that Cassandra was the writer of the blog that they had all been swooning at. It was as if...it was as if the attraction to Clarke had become a sort of self-sustaining economy, with the creativity of the girls bolstering one another up as they dreamed up even more ways to admire him.

Why did that make Lily’s pussy pulse so pleasurably?

There was no one else in the bathroom. It would be such a simple, easy thing for her to slide her fingers down and...and start to touch herself, just a little.

But, no. What was she thinking?

Was she actually, truly, thinking of getting off at the thought of so many women helplessly throwing themselves into the service of one man?

Was that why she had stuck with this job for so long? Evette had said she had seen something in Lily...was it a willingness to serve, as they all served?

Stepping out of the bathroom, just barely avoiding slipping her fingers down into her panties to relieve her tension, she told herself she was being too suspicious. Too inquisitive. She was there to do a job. So were all the rest. If they admired Clarke, so much the better! That meant he was a good boss, right?

Finally, at half-past seven in the evening, the day was just starting to wind down. Evette had let her hair down from a tight, intricate bun and let it slide down her slender shoulders. Her blouse was opened by several buttons, revealing the expensive lace bra underneath that apparently needed very little help in holding up her ample, buoyant breasts. With a smile, the blonde approached Lily.

“Here,” said Evette.

In her hands was a small manila folder. Its contents were slight, almost unnoticeable from the outside. Lily never did find out what the folder contained. My own guess? Nothing at all. But she, and I, will never truly know.

“What is it?” Lily asked.

“That’s not for you to ask. You should learn that. Give it to Clarke for me, okay? He’s expecting it.”

“Y-yes,” said Lily. “Okay. Sure. You got it.”

“One affirmative is all that’s necessary. Stop wasting your 
breath.”

“R-right!” Lily gulped. “Okay. I mean...shoot.”

“Just. Go.”

Without another word, Lily gathered herself up and cracked open the immense metal doors of the office. It was like entering a throne room, vast and expansive, with tall windows letting in the light from the lampposts outside. Or, maybe not a throne room, maybe more of a cathedral—a long nave of gold-and-red carpet ending at the choir of three different busty, long-haired secretaries typing away, with the high altar at the very back in the form of Clarke’s immense desk.

It was a room designed to intimidate people—as indeed all of the complex was. As you are no doubt quite certain of, that purpose was working very well on Lily.

She approached with great caution guiding her movements, under the impression that she would certainly break something or commit some unforgivable faux pas—this is simply the way she viewed herself. She was not a beautiful young woman with her entire life ahead of her, as she had been when she first entered Clarke’s employ; no, she had been beaten down and remolded into a nervous, unsure nymph, purely frightened of the conquering might of the terrible knight who now ruled over her land.

He could crush her. He had crushed others. Thoughts of that poor girl, Sandy, echoed in her mind.

In front of his desk were three gorgeous secretaries. As well, all around them and Clarke was a tangible feeling of lust, like an aura of hard, passionate fucking that would never fade out. Lily didn't know if it was from them or from Clarke...or from both. Any explanation was possible.

For the first time, she was in his presence. It was an overwhelming feeling. He was an extraordinarily handsome man—almost disarmingly so, except for the obviousness of all his muscles bulging beneath his finely tailored suit.

“Here is, um,” Lily gulped. “Here’s a-a-um, a file. H-here it is.”

She dropped it down onto his desk, as if it might catch fire should her unworthy hands hold it any longer.

He barely noticed, attending to business on his computer.

“Thank you.”

There was a long, pregnant pause between them. He turned to look at her then, letting his eyes dance over her form. She felt measured...and found wanting, in so many more ways than one.

“I-I-I um, Mister Clarke?”

The secretaries stopped typing, each watching intently now. They had not been expecting this.

He smiled briefly. “Yes?”

“It’s just...I...well, I’m L-Lily.”

“I know that.”

“Right! Of course you do. Of course you
 do. It’s j-just I w-wanted to t-tell you how, um, h-how grateful
 I am—”

“Yes, yes. Quite all right. Get back to work.”

She stood still. It was now or never.

“No?” He was bemused. “No work for you?”

“No! I mean, yes! I’ll happily work! I love this job. It’s so good. You’re so good.” She somehow stumbled, just standing still. “I mean, please. I had a, um, a thought? A request? I didn’t know if...if I could ask you to listen, for just a moment?”

The more words that exited her mouth, the stranger she felt. It was like she was vomiting into an old tomb—something sacred and ancient was being violated by her every action.

“Very well,” said Clarke. He looked at his watch. “You have forty-five seconds.”

“Thank you!” Lily enthused. “This means so much to me, and—”

“Thirty-eight seconds.”

“Oh god, okay.” Lily tried to stammer out her pitch. “I have a friend...Joan. She works for Books-For-All, a charity. They have this idea about delivering e-readers to villages in third-world countries and teaching them how to use them...so that they can all have access to books...”

As she continued, she saw Clarke’s face become more and more clouded and angered.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I c-can stop. It’s okay. Nevermind.”

She gathered up the files from his desk and began to walk out.

“Wait,” he said.

“Yes?” Hope dared to enter her mind, once more.

“This friend of yours...” He waved his hand. “Joan, you said?”

“Yes, Sir. That’s correct, Sir.”

“She’s been her friend for a while? You’ve...shared similar interests, that sort of thing? Been on double dates together, all of that?”

“Oh yes! Since high school.”

A long smile crept over his handsome face. If Lily knew him better, she would know to be somewhat alarmed.

(If she knew him even better than that, she would know to be aroused. Any woman who knows him long enough is aroused, no matter what.)

“All right. Set up the appointment. Two days from now, I have fifteen minutes free at two o’clock.”

Lily left his office incredibly pleased. Inspired by Evette’s example, she added an extra wiggle to her ass, exaggerating her normal walk into a strut. She turned just slightly as she exited...and noticed Clarke still watching her firm behind.

It was entirely possible, she knew, that he had only obliged to her request because of finding her physically attractive. And that made her feel...

Pride. She felt pride at being objectified like that.

From the rush of the sexual heat in his office that he had thrust upon her, she barely had enough sense left in her head to be ashamed of that.
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I SUSPECT MY IMPRESSION
 upon first entering the Clarke Compound was much the same as Lily’s.

Indeed, we were similar people in many respects. Both of us were young, beautiful professionals. Though, again, we would hardly know each other if we weren’t—especially the part about us both being beautiful. Clarke did not allow the “unworthy” into his line of vision. He still does not. This is part of his allure, I am sure you understand.

Tall guard towers—sporting very large men with very large guns—flanked the immense marble gates at the edge of the compound.

In the forested garden around the compound buildings, a group 
of women—some highly favored girls, I found out later—socialized heatedly with books in hand.

These were Clarke’s memoirs and musings, a favorite paperback amongst his girls. There were seven of them—he wrote the first, and the others he commissioned to girls under his employ, ordering them to write how they believed women and men should act in deference to Clarke. They were, somewhat surprisingly, much harsher than he ever was. I have read all of them by this point.

(It is important to me to know how harsh all the books are. I must outdo them. I must show how endless the devotion to him can be, and I must show the cruelty that is on such rich display in his honor. It is a paramount importance to do this.)

I was quickly finding, as Lily had already found, that the compound was all designed to be very intimidating. And indeed, I was intimidated.

I was also put off, once I stepped out of my car and entered the bustling compound, by how flawless
 all the girls seemed. All of them were dressed in tiny business outfits with hot short skirts and sexy designer blouses, every pair of heels sparkling or leather or attached to long, tight pairs of boots. Each girl was more beautiful than the last—long hair, short hair; busty, slender; voluptuous, athletic; tall, short; dark, light; White, Latino, Asian, Black; Nordic, Native American, Indian, Mediterranean.

It seemed Clarke’s tastes were quite boundless, so long as the woman in question was the most pristine example of her kind. This was a place known amongst its employees for creating immensely bitter rivalries, and none were more bitter than the ones created between girls of a similar type. God help you should you ever step into a room with two gorgeous redheads with the same task in mind.

It shook me a bit, how intimidated I was. I was never someone to take much care about my looks. I run every day for exercise, and it keeps me in shape—but genetics had given me a lot of “favors” in the regard of appearances.

However, it is better, as I have been instructed frequently, if I am not so humble.

I have high cheekbones, bright blue eyes, pouty full lips, and a long elegant body that is much more busty than it has any right to 
be, with heaving, buoyant 36D breasts. My hair, bright and blond, has since grown out (He does so enjoy long hair, tugging it now as He has His way with me)
, but at the time I had it arranged in a short ponytail that accentuated the naturally elegant shape of my jawline and neck. If you imagine a sort of Olympian Swedish swimmer who could easily pose on the cover for some men’s magazine, probably you have the right idea when it comes to me.

(It used to be that I was ashamed of this fact. My beauty was a sign of privilege, and was therefore to be made a source of my self-loathing. Now it is a source of my pride, for elevating my status in the only realm of this world that matters. Privileges are to be celebrated, not shamed.)

Keeping very much in mind Francesca’s warning to dress well, I took care—or so I thought—to not give anyone any reason to complain back to her that I took this opportunity lightly.

As well, as you may have expected, I had a plan or two of my own in mind to subvert Francesca's wishes, and I did not want to be tossed into the realm of not-important-enough by this sexist pig when I pitched my ideas.

So, seeking the advice of a friend or two in the fashion reporting business, I made sure to dress smart and sexy. I had on a modest blue dress that clung tightly to my body. Over that, I had a gray loose-knit sweater, which served mostly to further accentuate how top-heavy I am. Sexy, lady-like pump heels decorated my feet.

I hadn’t dressed up like this in...well, a very long time. I was practically a virgin, even at the age of twenty-seven. Any sexual experiences I had were not very exciting, and frankly I wasn’t sold on the idea of being in relationships like everyone else in my age group seemed to rush toward.

I was fairly certain that, despite my “genetic predisposition” toward sex, if that’s what you want to call my outward appearance, my mental predisposition toward the act was too big a hurdle to overcome. Sex was simply never something I wanted
 very much, even after having it.

(Sex with someone who is not Clarke compared to with Him is like comparing a model rocket to an intercontinental ballistic missile. They are both going in the same direction, more or less, but 
one is rather more explosive than the other.)

At the front, I met a startling beautiful young blonde, about my age. Immediately, the first thing I noticed about her was how incredibly well put together she was. Her whole body was displayed prominently in her tiny white mini skirted suit. Her legs were tanned and polished. The tops of her breasts shiny and hot. Her golden hair layered over to one side.

“I’m Evette,” she said, holding out a hand. It was like touching a cloud from heaven. “Welcome to Mr. Clarke’s compound. You must be Hannah?”

“Yes.” It was all I could manage, even after regaining my composure. This woman was an experience, that was certain.

Evette led me in to the office. It was at this point that I noticed Lily for the first time, though she hardly registered in my mind with so many other beauties filling the office. I did, however, note that she was a rather tiny woman, especially for how tall she was, and I noticed that whereas most of the other women had a strong undercurrent of self-assured confidence running through their bones, she looked decidedly worried about something omnipresent and unsolvable. Little did I know at the time, of course, that she was truly worried about whether she was good enough.

(This is the only thing worth worrying about. Lily even at this early stage showed herself to be a proper employee.)

There were three women in his office already, all clearly secretaries—two beautiful young white freckled brunettes, and a chocolate-skinned girl with amazingly thick black hair. They had three computer stations in front of his desk, each one adjustable for standing or sitting. Currently, each was arranged in a sitting position. Their posture was perfect. At that time, though, only two were at the stations.

As I walked forward, the oldest brunette was walking away from Clarke’s desk with a flushed face, wiping her mouth. She shot me a murderous glance, as did the other two secretaries. Their faces were flushed also, as if whatever the first had been involved with had interested them a great deal. I can only assume now, and probably rightly so, that she had been enjoying a very long fellatio session with her boss.

Simultaneously, the two seated secretaries uncrossed and then crossed their legs, moaning softly. The head secretary sat down and began tip-tapping at her computer, joining the typing chorus of the other two.

“Mister Clarke?” I asked, on my best behavior. Smiling prettily.

He smiled. “That’s correct. Welcome.”

Of course, the first thing I noticed about him was his immense size. You could hardly not
 notice it. His muscles filled his suit to its entirety. I felt like he could run a marathon with me the palm of one hand. But, he wasn't just jacked—there was a panther-like grace to his movements. Everything measured, nothing clumsy. He knew exactly how strong he was, and exactly how to move his strength. He struck me immediately as the type of man who was good at every kind of athletics—the sort who would be able to do a triple back flip off a diving board with no problem at all.

I noticed he didn’t ask for my name. If he didn’t seem so very put together, if not every single aspect of his appearance and this entire office were clearly constructed with such clear awareness of intent, I may have let it slip. But clearly he didn’t think my name was important. I was a piece of meat that arrived, and in a package that was not as nice as what he was used to.

“My name is Hannah Wilson. May I sit?”

I gestured toward the chair in front of his desk. He considered for a moment.

“Normally, that’s strictly for business discussions. A man’s chair. You wouldn’t be very comfortable in it, I’m afraid. It’s not suited to your...” His eyes ran up and down my body. I could feel their presence undressing me, forcefully so. “...qualifications.”

I tried to contain myself. “Then where do you suppose I ought to sit?”

“Oh, you may stand. That is no issue for me.”

Clearly, I thought, this was a man who had no thoughts for the desires or wants of others.

(Of course this was wrong. He has every thought for those things. He shapes them to his own wishes—that is his endless talent.)

“Very well. Francesca, you may know her—”

“I know Francesca quite well, yes. A charming woman. You could learn a thing or two from her.”

“Er...yes. Perhaps. Anyway. She gave me this list of questions for you.”

I had a piece of paper in my hands, taken from my bag.

“Very well.” He leaned back in his chair. “Let’s hear them.”

“Really, it’s not worth your time.” Abruptly, I handed the list to one of his secretaries. “I’m sure that any one of these girls could answer it as well as you could.”

He laughed—it was a rich, booming noise. “Better than me, I expect. But if you knew that, why did you come all the way here?”

Now we were getting down to it.

“Francesca respects your opinion. I would even go so far as to say she is driven by it.”

“You would only go that far?”

I didn’t know what to make of that. How would that not be as far as it went?

“Yes,” I said, a bit flustered. “I could be an asset to you in ways better than this silly fluff. I’m a hell of a writer.”

“I know,” he said, breaking my flow once again.

“Really?”

“I read your work on the famine. Compelling stuff. That’s why I requested you here.”

“It has nothing to do with my looks?”

“Is that how you would care to be categorized, then?” He raised an eyebrow. “By your looks? Because, without offense, I can easily name a number of blondes doing better than you, and that’s only limiting myself to the first quarter of the alphabet.”

(This was a lie. He meant total offense. I deserved it. I deserved to be offended. What a stupid slut I was, to believe I had real worth outside of his grasp.)

I took a moment to compose myself, trying to restrain my rage. I knew, of course, that he was trying to get me to classify myself like that—to think of myself only in terms of looks.

Frowning now, I leaned over on his desk to accentuate my point. “I’ll not mince words—I know your business is corrupt. It’s a huge business. Corruption is in the territory of what you do. I can 
recognize my own limits, also. I won’t be able to stop every corrupt businessman that has ever lived. So, I have no particular reason to stop you if I can focus on some others.”

“I’m failing to see what all this has to do with me, and you being an asset.”

Of course, he could easily see what I wanted to propose. He just wanted me to spell it out. I realized, suddenly, that he could easily see down the front of my dress—and that his eyes were glued on my cleavage.

I tried and failed to ignore the hot thrill it gave me, knowing this strong beast of a billionaire was enjoying the sight of my cleavage. At any rate, I carried on.

“Very well. I want to go to work for you. Make competitors look bad. You’ll profit.” I shrugged. “Just like anybody would, like any competitor of any company I expose. But, you’d be directing me where to go. I earn back my reputation, and you earn more profits.”

“The Times
 is a rag. Everyone knows that. Hell, I know it, and I own the damn thing, practically. Why would anyone be directed by your opinion?”

“Because, Mr. Clarke” I smiled, sitting down elaborately in the chair across from him. “You’re going to get me a job somewhere better.”
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AS YOU’VE ALREADY NOTICED
, no doubt, at certain times here during this travelogue of this journey through the darkest edges of erotic delights, I am narrating for Lily. This is a necessity. I have to speak for Lily, now. She’s not much good at writing on her own. I am fairly certain Mr. Clarke took care of that. His uses for her, while many and indeed pleasurable for her, had little to do with her ability to create words. As such, Lily herself has little use for those abilities now.

With this being the case, I may take some liberties in the story—describing how she is feeling and thinking, what she sees and hears, that sort of thing. No doubt you, as an educated reader, are familiar with such liberties, and perhaps even expect them, or enjoy them, 
notating silently how they add further to your conception of the narrator’s plight and personality.

Despite these freedoms with which to interpret Lily’s mindset and the multitude of opinions that could be devised about my own intentions, the paths of Lily and myself are so similar, and my contact with her after this entire ordeal has been so frequent, that I feel I can communicate her plight with some accuracy and honesty.

That is my goal, at any rate.

The day after my interview with Clarke, Lily walked into his office much as she had several times already during the previous two days of her tenure. In the attempts since her first visit, she had gained some composure, and had managed to not crumble completely before the apparent strength of his presence. Her walk had become even more pronouncedly sexy, taking care to enact the lessons learned under the harsh tutelage of Evette. One foot in front of the other, hips swaying, hair bouncing, breasts bouncing even more
, and adding a sexy, pliant pose whenever she was required to stop. She had taken to letting her hands sit out at a ninety-degree angle to her body, and biting her lower lip, as if in anticipation of something brutal and hot.

This is how she approached him now. Clarke, straining the tight bounds of another finely tailored suit, seemed to enjoy it, his eyes locked on her body as she closed the distance.

An hour earlier, Joan—Lily’s close friend for whom she had set up an appointment with Clarke—had entered the expansive office. And so, Lily walked in feeling rather chipper, as Joan hadn’t walked out yet. She assumed the meeting was going swimmingly, as she had hoped it would. In truth, it didn’t surprise her that Joan was doing so well.

Her high school and college friend had always had an enormous, caring heart and also always had been something of a genius when it came to planning and organizing. That Joan worked for charities, trying to create as many opportunities as she could for underprivileged youths and members of urban communities, then, was no surprise to Lily. Whenever they had late-night dinners downtown, inevitably after a couple of drinks and tapas, their conversations would turn to the problems in the cities.

“It’s just totally unfair, you know?” Joan would be making aggressive gestures with a drink in her hands. “These people, they rise from nothing. They rise up with
 nothing. Nobody tries to help them.”

“You’re trying to help them.” Lily wanted to be supportive.

“Oh, totally! And we do everything we can. But how much is that? They get some new books, or a new shirt, some help understanding how to fill out a form. It’s help they need. It’s always help they need. But it’s never all
 the help they can use. And then you know, all those people look at them like they’re not trying hard enough. Everybody on the bottom,” Joan shook her head. “They’re being asked to build combustion engines with sticks and stones. The tools just aren’t there in their lives.”

Joan could go on for hours like that. Say anything you like about her views or her profession, but she was passionate about people. She only wanted the best for everyone she came into contact with.

This was why Lily had that flicker of hope and confidence as she entered Clarke’s office. She felt certain that Joan had broken through Clarke’s steely exterior, and showed him how much he did indeed care about his fellow man.

It only made a certain amount of sense, Lily reflected. Businessmen were often philanthropists. They knew they couldn’t be successful while everyone
 underneath them did poorly. And, after all, Clarke was willing to pay someone like Lily as highly as he did—certainly he would be willing to hand out his money to someone in need! Yes, that must have been true.

You can see, I am sure, knowing what we already know, the flaws in all of this logic.

Clarke didn’t care about people other than himself. The people around himself that he built up were only built up to enable greater pleasure, aesthetic and sexual, for himself.

But, Lily certainly didn’t know this. It’s easy to judge her, all her misconceptions. Almost like yelling at a character in a horror movie to run out of the house—the monster’s in there!

But they don’t know
 they’re surrounded by monsters. She’s never met a monster before in her life. She believes that, up to this point, everyone is basically of a type; some people are just harder nuts to 
crack, that was all.

She had no experience with someone like Clarke, quite frankly, because there is no one else like him. There is no preparation for what he can do to the mind, the soul. There is no primer for domination other than being totally and utterly dominated.

So, as Lily approached his desk and did not see Joan around, she felt confused.

At first, she merely assumed Joan had used some back exit, or perhaps had even slipped out while Lily was away from the desk. But, it wasn’t like Joan to leave without saying anything, and it certainly didn’t ring any bells in Lily’s head that Clarke had a back exit somewhere (or at least, not one that he would tell others about).

Clarke was sitting down. His secretaries were sitting in front of him, like normal. Three young platinum blondes, today, all looking quite a bit like myself, in truth. Apparently I had left some impression on Clarke. Each one was touching her breasts, breathing softly, waiting eagerly for a command from her boss. Beads of sweat had formed on their delectable chests, dripping down into the open gaps of their tanned cleavage. Clarke was at his desk, one hand under the surface, with a sort of consternation on his face.

From somewhere—Lily couldn’t tell where—she heard a muffled, hot moaning sound.

“Mister...” Lily faltered for a moment. “Mister C-Clarke. I have that file you asked for.”

“Wonderful. Place it on the desk, there.”

He didn't bother to point.

“Can I ask...how did the meeting with Joan go?”

A twisted smile appeared on his face. “I’m sure she would say it was...fulfilling.”

The blondes around Lily giggled, touching their breasts harder. Lily knew what was happening—she knew
—but still her mind denied it. Her body denied it. Her everything denied it. Joan wasn’t into guys. There was no way it was happening.

“Did she...I mean...did she see herself out?”

Clarke shook his head, smiling coldly at Lily. He would answer no more than what was asked.

Clarke leaned forward, staring intently at the swell of Lily's supple 
breasts in her suit. Again, Lily heard muffled, almost dismayed, suckling sounds, this time clearly emanating from under his desk.

“M-Mister Clarke, a-am I...” Lily gulped. “Am I interrupting something? Ought I to leave?”

“What, because of her?” He pointed downward. “No. She is less good at this than I would have hoped. It has been sometimes since I’ve experienced such a purely virgin mouth. I thought the uniqueness of the experience would lend it some zest, but frankly?” He tsked. “I think I prefer expertise.”

Roughly, then, he stood up and ripped the poor girl off from his cock. She collapsed to the floor behind him. It was only now that Lily got a good look at her—it was Joan.

“Oh my god.” Lily put a hand to her mouth, backing up.

“No,” said Clarke. “God has no my place in my office, my dear.”

“Sh-she’s a lesbian!”

Clarke laughed. “Oh yes, I forgot, you still believe in such things. Don’t worry.” He petted Joan, who had crawled up to grab his leg. “She’s certainly corrected now. Though she’ll still lick your pussy, if I ask her. Would you like that?”

“I-I-I-lick? Lick my...?” Lily’s face burned furiously. “N-no! No, not at all!”

(Of course, she fantasized about such things. One can hardly be in Clarke’s presence without thinking of the best way to please Him. It is clear He loves the female form, loves to adore and decorate and celebrate it. What better way to show Him your appreciation of His appreciation than through some carefully placed attentions on a woman’s body?)

Lily's mind raced. She should call the cops, the authorities.

But what would she say? Come to this secret compound off the highway and arrest the most influential businessman in the region?

And the look on Joan’s face...there was no way anyone would believe it wasn’t consensual. Even Lily
 thought it was consensual, and she could name all three of Joan’s most recent girlfriends. Besides, it wasn’t as if Joan carried a card around saying she was a lesbian...and even if she did
, that didn’t somehow preclude her from enjoying hot, massive cock from the sexiest, richest man in the city. A man who, by the by, wouldn’t stop staring at Lily and her body, his 
huge, visible cock only getting harder as he did.

Oh god, Lily realized.

He was doing all that just to fuck with her head.

“Lily?” he said finally.

“Y-yes? Sir?”

“Don’t you have work to do?”

“Oh. Um. I mean...”

“Don’t you?”

“Yes.”

He dragged Joan’s moaning, wet face along his giant cock. “Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir.” She gulped audibly. “Of course, Sir.”

“Then I suggest you leave me to it...and go about your business.”

Obediently, meekly, and even a bit happily, Lily did as he said.

All she could think of how it was such a relief to be told exactly what to do.
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CLARKE STILL HAD NOT
 given me a straight answer after my offer. That was fine, I thought at the time. It was a big offer. He needed to think about it, weigh the pros and the cons.

Little did I know at the time, however, that Clarke’s decision-making ability—and the speed thereof—was a major reason why he was as successful as he was. He had never spent more than thirty seconds on most of his decisions, because his purpose was always crystal-clear to him.

This is what separated him from other men—outside of the effortlessly huge musculature, incredible work ethic, and massive cock. He had no qualms about what he wanted, and because there was no iffiness there, the only thing left on his mind was to go after the objects of his limitless desire. He was quite remarkable in that respect.

(He is great remarkable in every respect. To say otherwise is a falsehood. To suggest otherwise is a sin. This well I know, now. Thank you, Sir.)

So, because I had walked out of his office without a firm answer, I 
tried on the Tuesday that I saw him originally to take matters into my own hands a bit, and show some initiative. If he wasn’t going to accept my offer, I was still going to find out as much as I could about his business.

As a result of my natural story-telling instincts—Francesca’s desire for a puff-piece be damned, I thought—before I left, I arranged for a short meeting with some of the workers around the main office for interviews after my initial meeting with Clarke. The office manager, Evette, seemed rather receptive to the idea.

In short, I was glad that she had. I was willing to work for Clarke, but I did not trust him in the slightest. Obviously, even in my short time there, I could tell how sensationally severe he was, and as a result, I could tell also that something was drastically and decidedly “off” about his staff. If I was going to be, technically, on his staff—even in a remote location—I wanted to know all I could about him and how to handle him.

(Foolishness. There is no handling Him.)

So, Wednesday, I dressed up—much better than last time, determined not to let those damned secretaries show me up. I wore a tiny, swishy red dress with a scooping neck and a tight black jacket. Professional? Not really. Sexy as hell? You bet. I turned heads all the way to the parking lot to pick up my car. Lots of cars honked at me. I flashed them a little smile—I couldn’t help it, even knowing I was only encouraging those idiot men to be sexist pigs. I just felt...good, showing off.

I felt like I was supposed to show off.

I suppose I couldn’t help but think, in the back of my mind somewhere, that Clarke would know I had arrived, and would see me on his security cameras. He would know I had dressed up, in some way or another, for him.

This is his influence. Do you understand? He is impossible to live up to, and yet you cannot help but try. To gain the favor of such an implacable man is a monumental task—the kind that mountain climbers boast of when they climb Everest, or politicians brag about when winning elections in landslides in evenly-split districts. An impossibility...but one that always seems just out of reach, if only the strategy was to change.

So, head on fire with lusty pride, wearing a stylish pair of tight black boots with tall heels, this is how I returned the same day that Lily “caught”—or rather, was arranged to catch—Clarke fucking Joan’s mouth.

This is also how I came across Joan in the lobby on her knees, fingering herself madly.

Around her, the gorgeous short-skirted staffers clicked away on their high heels, studiously avoiding the display Joan made of herself and tapping on their tablets.

Of course, I was alarmed—thinking perhaps this poor attractive young woman was even having some kind of seizure. I knew that such things were possible, had been documented—women unable to stop themselves from orgasming during epileptic episodes, that sort of thing. But when I tried to pick the poor dear up, she quickly pushed me away.

“He ordered
 me to,” she moaned, settling back down into her kneeling pose before his portrait on the wall. “He ordered me
...his picture
...”

I could put it all together myself, of course. He ordered her to finger herself to orgasm whenever she came across his image, no matter where she was. And somehow, he had the ability to make sure she followed that order.

He knew there was a picture of himself in the lobby.

What a sick, cruel bastard, I thought.

I had no idea.

(My ideas of His cruelty are constantly evolving. Now I know the cruelest thing He did to me was make me wait so long before receiving the blessing of His cock.)

Someone tapped me on the shoulder. “You’re here for the interviews, aren’t you, dear?”

It was Evette.

I knew that there was no way she could have known what I was going to wear. I knew that, intellectually. But at the same time, when I saw her in a crisp red mockery of a business suit, with a tiny black jacket and an even tinier micro-skirt that barely stretched past the carved structure of her incredibly built ass, showing off those long tanned legs of hers, I could not help but feel a stab of insane 
paranoia.

She had found out what I was wearing and wanted to one-up me!

Do you see? Do you see what Clarke does? The week before, I never would have stooped my thinking to such baseless and odd accusations. I never would have even allowed the questions that created it. And yet, there I was, looking at Evette’s perfectly arranged form with more than just a little jealousy.

“Why don’t you come with me, dear? This area is a bit...” she shrugged, eyeing not-subtly at Joan, “...a bit crowded, shall we say?”

“Don’t you think we ought to help her, first?”

“Oh, her?” Evette shook her head. “No. She’ll sort herself out.”

“Sort herself out?” I shook my head in disbelief. “What does that mean?”

“Whatever you would like it to mean. It’s an office matter. Nothing of your concern.”

“A woman fingering herself in the lobby of a business office is certainly my concern!” I whispered harshly.

Joan moaned and laughed, vibrating and writhing with pleasure. I believe she was cumming.

“Is that so?” said Evette. “Perhaps you should put out an ad.”

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it.”

She held out her arm. “Why don’t you come with me, and tell me what you mean?”

“No,” I said, stamping my foot. I felt girlish and stupid, but I didn’t care. “I’m not going one more step
 until you explain to me what’s happening.”

Evette smiled, the picture of elegance.

“Very well. But please, first, come with me.”

She was adamant, and so was I...but she had all the information. I relented and took her arm. Her touch was warm, soft, reassuring. After a few minutes of walking the busy halls, not saying anything, not really doing anything except for touching Evette and breathing in her heady, spicy scent, I found myself starting to forget about Joan.

Evette’s diamonds sparkled in the bright light of the hallway. Down the way, near a turn, another beautiful Asian girl leaned helplessly against a wall, massaging one breast and biting her lip 
after walking past one of the motivational posters.

It read: “DO YOUR DUTY. REAP THE REWARD.”

Of course, this was more than a bit ominous. I had to wonder...

Were there some kind of hypnotic messages in the posters?

Was I being affected, if there were?

Or, if not hypnotic messages in the posters, then something else. A chemical in the air? Some subspace sound that only the female gender could hear? Maybe the plants...all those potted plants everywhere, maybe they were secreting some kind of special pollen made to encourage women to procreate and obey?

Of course, there was an even more horrifying answer—that there was no secret technique to his domination. That before him, the wills of those less than him simply crumbled to dust, given enough time and pressure. That all women were destined to either be fucked or rejected by him—but there was no in-between so long as you entered his presence.

“That’s it,” I said suddenly, stopping in the hallway. “That’s it, really. Tell me what’s going on here, or I’m just going to leave.”

“I’m not sure what you mean, dear. Perhaps you can explain yourself, like an adult?”

“Like an—” I tried to head off my steam. “Fine. Why is no one paying attention to the girl who is clearly having a breakdown and fingering herself in the lobby?”

“Are you a medical expert, Ms. Wilson?”

“No.”

“Neither am I. Neither is anyone here in this particular complex. How do you think it would look if one of us, even with the best of intentions, intervened in the middle of a psychotic breakdown—your words, remember—and only reinforced the damage being done?”

“Well...I...I mean...”

“That girl’s fragile mental state is her own doing. You aren’t seriously suggesting that this office wants
 a girl masturbating and interrupting the work flow, can you?”

“But...she said that he ordered...” I stopped, realizing how ridiculous it all seemed.

“Oh yes.” Evette rolled her eyes. “Let’s believe what she’s
 saying. Are you ready to start falling on your knees as well, just because she 
said she had to?”

Her words certainly had the tinge of logic to them. And there was such certainty in what she said. And yet...there was the way those other girls in the office looked at the poor dear as she touched herself, looking at the large portrait. Like they were jealous of her ability to drop everything and finger her pussy at his image.

“Well, what about her?”

I pointed at the Asian girl down the hallway—but she was gone.

“Her, who?”

“There was...there was a girl. A beautiful girl who was...she was grabbing herself...”

“Very well. Let’s go find her, shall we?”

I have to admit to stifling several cravings that cropped up as I watched the sensational sculpted ass of Evette swaying in front of me. My body, ever since entering Clarke’s office, had awakened to dozens of new arousing sensations that I had long since thought were closed off to me. But in the presence of so much beauty, so much dominance, so much obedience...it was terribly hard to keep my mind straight.

(No longer do I have to stifle such cravings. Another of His gifts to me. I admit to them freely, and Evette obliges me just as freely. Her ass feels as delightful and firm as it looks.)

We found the young, lovely Asian at her desk down the hall. From the flowery plaque on her cubicle, I discovered her name was Mindy.

I realized only now, up close, that she was pregnant. Her form was impeccably toned, still. She would no doubt not have a single sign of the pregnancy a month after delivering.

All around her cubicle were posters of smiling, happy pregnant women. They were scantily clad, but on the arms of large, physically imposing men—none of whom had faces that could be seen.

“A Mother’s Duty is Her Own Reward.”

“Fertility creates Prosperity.”

“Following the Plan Eliminates Confusion.”

They were all a little troubling, of course. But I saw Mindy looking at them, and could see only contentment. Reassurance. I...I supposed I could begin to see how she would be reassured by them. 
How a certain mindset could enjoy knowing exactly what to do, how to do it, and when to do it. There was some good to be made of that.

(How easy it is, you see, for those uninitiated to find the appeal in submission. It is a domination by inches...as all true domination is.)

Evette cleared her throat, and Mindy turned and greeted us. Her breasts hung heavy in her skimpy blouse—clearly designed to show off the wealth of cleavage she now possessed as a pregnant woman. Her tits were positively brimming with milk, I had no doubt. In fact, I half-suspected that the shadows on her shirt that I noticed were in fact stains from a bit too much lactation...but that’s neither here nor there.

The woman was pregnant, and like many fortunate pregnant women you may have seen in your time, she had an aura of beauty about her made her positively glow.

“Hi Evette!” she chirped brightly. “And hello...”

“Hannah,” I said, offering a hand. “Hannah Wilson. I’m a reporter for The City Times
.”

“Oh, I love that paper,” she gushed. Her handshake was soft and pliant. “Mr. Clarke speaks so highly of it.”

Her opinion, his opinion. Inextricably linked. A good little worker bee.

“Thank you,” I said, uneasy. I didn’t exactly enjoy being known as a representative of The City Times
, but what was I to do? That was my place at the moment.

Sensing my unease, Evette took over.

“Ms. Wilson here says she saw you in the hallway, doing something...untoward. Perhaps looking at a picture of Mr. Clarke. Is this true?”

“Oh!” Mindy sat up straight. “I’m so embarrassed. I’m sorry. You’re right. It’s this little gal here,” she patted her tummy—bulging with life.

I felt something that, at the time, I did not know how to define. In fact, I think I refused to define it. But it was jealousy, I can tell you that much. I was jealous of this happy, beautiful, fertile woman.

“I’m so pregnant,” Mindy giggled. “Sometimes I have to...you know. Arrange myself. Hormones make me a bit hot. I have to undo 
buttons, redo buttons...I’m sure you understand, don’t you?”

“Yes,” said Evette. “Do you understand?”

All I could manage was some meek, barely-worded reply. Embarrassment flooded me. I didn’t know how to carry on. The office was getting to me something fierce.

I only realized later, much later, that the one question I should have asked was who got her pregnant.
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AS YOU MUST EXPECT
, Lily and I got together and began to share our suspicions. Why else would I be narrating for her? Why else, indeed, would our stories be interlacing? I suspect that you have wondered when we would meet up this entire time, thus far.

Perhaps your questions swept even further than just the possibility of our meeting.

Would sparks fly? Would my hidden lesbian lusts be unlocked by her tender form? Would I take her home with me and protect her tiny, lithe frame, convincing her to accompany me on a cross-country road trip as we fled from Clarke and solved mysteries along the way?

Perhaps your imagination is not as overactive as mine.

In any case, here is how we met:

As I exited the building after a series of increasingly brief interviews with non-cooperative employees, still feeling rather embarrassed by my interaction with Evette and Mindy, Lily was trying to drag Joan—who had now orgasmed a number of times in the hallway—out to Lily's car. The outside was warm and empty of other souls, and the only sounds that could be heard in the small, exclusive parking lot were Joan’s moans as she struggled against Lily’s grip.

“Please go in, Joan.” Lily was trying to place her friend in the backseat. “It’s for your own good.”

“His good is my
 good...is my
 good...”

I watched this for some time, trying to tell myself that I just didn’t know how to help—and that I wasn’t, in fact, admiring the long lines of Lily’s legs in her nylon stockings, or just completely amazed by 
the heat sweltering up through my body as I witnessed Joan’s increasingly orgasmic overtures of obedience.

Finally, Lily slipped her friend into the car. Like a switch had been flipped, Joan stopped struggling, slipping down onto the back of the seat and shoving her fingers in her pussy. Quietly, she hummed and let out a happy little orgasm every so often, almost like she had come down with a case of blissful hiccups.

Now was my chance. I approached, waving my hand.

“Hello,” I said. “Can I help?”

Lily’s face was red. “I’m sorry. My friend, she’s sick, I think, and...”

“It’s all right.” I tried to look reassuring. “My name is Hannah Wilson. I’m a reporter.”

“Lily,” she said, holding out her hand.

Soft and pliant, just like Mindy’s had been. I made nothing of it at the time.

(A woman’s hands are made purely for service. They are not to be hardened in any fashion, under any circumstances. This is His will. Only lesser servants are allowed to scrub dishes and attend to stubborn stains in the carpet or upholstery.)

“You’re a reporter, you say?”

She looked slightly suspicious.

“I was doing a piece on Mr. Clarke for The City Times
,” I explained. “I saw your friend as I entered, earlier.”

“I didn’t see you. That must have been when I was on the phone with the hospital. They, the hospital I mean, they said they won’t come out here. They said Clarke has his own medical facilities.”

“But the facilities here won’t take her?”

She shook her head. “She has to be an employee for them to work on her. It’s a big...a big fuck-up, if you’ll excuse my language.”

I laughed. “Of course. So now you have to drive her to a hospital?”

“That’s right.”

“Listen,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulders. “I don’t want to alarm you, but I think something incredibly sinister is happening in this place. I’d like to speak with you later, after you get your friend sorted. Would that be all right? I could come by your apartment?”

“Y-yes,” she said, after a moment of consideration. “I’ve got the rest of the day off, and all I have to do for that is to work seventy-two hours over the next three weekends. It was a very fair deal. Evette is so wonderful to make that kind of deal with me. She said Mr. Clarke would just barely approve, but she could convince him.” At that point, she must have seen the look on my face. “I’ll be happy to meet you, is what I’m saying.”

In short order, she wrote down her address for me, and a number, and then drove off with her friend.

Hours later, I met her. Her apartment was small. Most of her things were in boxes—she was moving soon, she explained, to be closer to Clarke’s compound. This is what all the good girls did.

I hadn’t changed out of my outfit from earlier—walking through the streets of the city, I found myself once again earning compliment after compliment. Men seemed to enjoy the way the boots shaped my legs, especially. Each new flirtatious advance brought with it a welcome rush of lust.

When Lily answered the door, I had another rush of lust hit me. Lily had decided that it was completely appropriate, apparently, to answer the door wearing a brief white silk robe and smoky lingerie, complete with stockings and garters. My mouth hung open a bit as I saw her. Her breasts, so supple and perky, threatened to slide out from the soft sheets of her robe at any time.

“I’m sorry I’m so underdressed,” she said. “I just got out of the bath...and after a long day, what a good girl really loves is just to dress up as pretty as can be.” She put a dainty, gloved hand on mine. “Clarke can call at any time. I’m sure you understand.”

“I’m sure I do,” I said, not truly understanding at all.

At this point, she hadn’t yet slept with Clarke. Yet his influence on her thinking was quite clear. It was evident that I had a hard time ahead  of me of convincing her of the trouble she was in.

She guided me over to the small living room, where she had prepared a small glass of wine for each of us, set on top of an overturned box.

I got to know a little about her particulars—born on the coast, swept away by the allure of the big city, turned down a lucrative offer to model department store lingerie in order to take up the even 
more lucrative offer that Clarke’s representatives had given her.

But before too long—and after the glass of wine had thoroughly encouraged my mind to float and bounce—I got down to brass tacks.

“I’d like to talk to you about Joan.”

Lily had taken in just as much wine as me by this point, but with her slender frame, it did twice the damage. This must have been why, when she crossed her legs, it seemed that she very deliberately flashed her crotch at me.

Her panties were completely transparent—and I knew straightaway that she was completely waxed in the lower half of her body.

“Very well. She’s doing well at the hospital, they said. They put her under a mild sedative.”

“How long did she spend with him for her to get in that sort of state?”

“I don’t know.” Lily put a hand to her head, trying to think. “No more than...an hour? Two hours?”

“And now, she’s like that. Like I saw her.”

“Yes.”

“It doesn’t seem...possible.” I put my glass down. “It doesn’t seem real
.”

“I know!”

Suddenly, tears unleashed from her eyes. Concerned, I moved over to the couch to sit next to her and console her, and without very much doing at all, Lily fell completely into my arms and lap, sobbing all the while. My responsibility, now, was to accommodate her grief. She was a woman overwhelmed, that much was certain.

For a long time, I let her sob.

Bizarrely, her make-up had stayed perfect the whole time. Investments in the most expensive kind, perhaps, or maybe Clarke demanded that they wear it. No matter what, his girls must be prepared.

“He must be behind all this somehow,” I said. “He must be influencing you, too. Everyone at the office. You’re all obsessed with him!”

“I-I don’t know about that.” Her voice cracked. “Everyone is just...just very dedicated.”

“Lily, did you see
 
what happened to Joan?”

“Y-yes.” She was trembling so hard, now. I wrapped her closer, trying to settle her. Her body was warm...so very warm. “Of course I did. Mentally, she’s never been...I mean she’s quite explosive. You know. Prone to outbursts. And she’s been under quite a lot of strain from this most recent venture of hers, and—”

“Lily.” I gripped her shoulders. They were so slight, so slender, even in my hands. “Listen to me. There’s no amount of stress in the world that can force a woman down on her knees and change her from a respectable lady into a...a...an insane person touching herself to the photo of a man.” I laughed bitterly. “Not in public, anyway.”

She straightened, her trembling ceasing. “Clearly there is.”

“What?”

“You said no force can make that happen.” With a nearby tissue, she wiped her eyes and face clean. “Clearly there’s something
.”

“I think it’s someone
, Lily. I think it’s Clarke. There’s no other rational explanation. He...he drugged her or hypnotized her or something.”

Very quickly, she realized the even more frightening realization that I had held earlier. Her shoulders slumped down.

“What if he didn’t?” she asked quietly.

“What?”

“What if...what if it was just how strong he was? How dominant?” She sat back in the couch, closing her eyes. “You haven’t seen him like I have, Hannah. You don’t know...you don’t know the way he is.”

“You’re right. I don’t understand. I don’t know what’s happening to those poor girls at your office...or to you.”

I noticed for the first time that her hands had started to glide up and down her body, touching herself openly in front of me. Right next to me, in fact.

“It seems...sort of hopeless, doesn’t it? It seems like we might as well just give in now.”

I wanted to touch her again, to reassure her, but the way she was touching herself didn’t invite such concern. Her display in her tiny outfit was incredibly arousing. My breath had started to get very heated, seeping into every word I said.

“He just...” Lily paused, tweaking her nipples. Her robe fell down past her tiny shoulders. “...he just took
 
her...and you’re not turned on by that? He didn’t care what she wanted, what she thought. He just took everything about her and made it belong to him. That’s so...so...”

“Evil?”

“...erotic
.” Her voice was breathy, now, layered with arousal. “I think every girl in the office has been fucked by him. Every girl but me.”

I allowed that to sink in for a moment, watching intently as she slipped her hands over her young tits.

“Lily, that probably means...that means...”

“Yes. That he’ll want to fuck me, soon. And you, too.”

“Me?”

“You were in his office, weren’t you?” Her hands slid forward onto mine. They were soft, warm. I didn’t pull away. “He’s going to want you too, Hannah. You won’t be able to stop him. You should...you should give in. We should both give in.”

Finally, she opened her eyes. So bright and blue, full of lust. Drunk with it, in fact, much more than she was with the wine.

She pulled me in, then, seeing the aroused look on my face. “Help me? Make me think of something else?”

Her lips were on me, quick and fierce. Her mouth, so soft and small, so wet...

I had been so lonely, for so very long, and she was so pretty and available...my hands slip up her stockinged thighs, stroking and feeling. She was so sweet, so giving, her thighs widening out just for me...I could feel
 the heat from her pussy calling out to me.

But no. I couldn’t do it.

“I’m so sorry, Lily.”

Even as I pulled away, guilt overwhelmed me for letting it go on as far as it had. And yes, also, for denying her. I could see on her face how badly she needed someone—anyone—who wasn’t Clarke. But it just wasn’t in me to be that person for her.

I pulled away further still. She tried to slide after me, but I pushed her back.

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “Really, I am. But you’re too...you’re too vulnerable right now. It wouldn’t be right.”

Often I wonder now how things might have changed if I had complied with her request. Would she have been so horny, so unfulfilled as to transform into the sexpot she is now?

(I wonder also...perhaps He set up the entire affair. Testing my will. Perhaps he had already arranged for me to be tempted by Lily long ago. Or, perhaps he had arranged for Lily to be rebuffed by me. His game is long and expanded, with the pieces ever-evolving and revolving. There are no surprises for him, only delights.)

I left the apartment then, leaving Lily by herself to sort out all her issues, like the coward I once was.

[image: ]



THE NEXT DAY AT NOON
, while I was still wracking myself with guilt over the previous night’s episode, Lily called me.

I was in my apartment downtown. It was a small place with one bedroom, one bath, a kitchen combined with a small living room. The wallpaper was tacky yellow and there was no television or couch. I liked having uncomfortable places to live. It was a way to encourage myself to continue to get out of there and track down stories.

Before I answered, I tried to prepare myself. Would Lily apologize? Should I? Would she ignore the issue altogether?

If she did that last one, of course I would bring it up. That was simply the type of personality I had. I hate to let any sort of discomfort stand between two people, especially two people with a budding sort of friendly relationship.

I flipped open my phone—just as I did, I remembered that she may not be calling about our personal issues at all. What if she had news about my offer to Clarke? Had he accepted, finally?

“Hello?” I ventured.

Always a venture when answering a phone. I dislike saying the person’s name, even though I know who’s called. For whatever reason, it strikes me as presumptuous. Impolite.

“Hello, Hannah.” Her voice was soft, quiet. Defeated, dare I say. “I have some...I have some news.”

“Okay.”

My hypothesis about Clarke’s decision immediately gained traction in my head. Yes! Profit! Success!

“We’ve been invited to dinner. By Clarke. To his estate.”

She said each snippet like she was hammering away at a coffin.

“His estate? He has an estate outside of the complex?”

“He’s a billionaire, Hannah. He has lots of estates.”

“What’s this about? Has he accepted my offer?”

“I don’t know. He said...he told me he wanted me there because he brings all the new girls there. And he wanted you there, too.”

This certainly meant I would be under his employ from now on. This was very good news!

(Better than I ever would have thought.)

“Wonderful. How do I get there?”

“You don’t have to worry about that. You’ll be picked up. Be at the top of your roof in two hours. Someone will be coming by with a dress. I have to go.”

“A dress? The top of my roof? What do you mean—”

But she had hung up.

Of course, it didn’t take too much doing for me to imagine that it would be a helicopter picking me up. In my research of the man so far, I knew that Clarke had some houses in other parts of the world, but as of yet I hadn’t picked up addressed on any of them. Like with the rest of my research, it was only a matter of time—but time, it seemed, was one luxury that Clarke had no intention of supplying me with.

My mind raced. Certainly this dinner could be a formality of his; a way for him to show his non-business self and relax a bit around new business partners.

On the other hand, maybe this was a way for Clarke to unveil his...whatever it was. His method. The way he controlled women. If he took all his new employees there, and they were all gorgeously willing sex servants for him...that was an unsettling thought.

I wanted
 to believe that there was no strange, secret method, nor anything truly nefarious at all. I wanted
 to believe that all the women he had under his employ were simply taken with him. He was rich, after all, and incredibly handsome, and a massive sort of man. They all seemed to be, the women who I met, the sort who would be 
swept away by someone like that.

(Yes. They were indicative of “most women.”)

But, if it required a helicopter to get there...

There was the possibility that the helicopter was simply for expediency’s sake. It was so many miles away, something like that, and a helicopter could get there quicker. However, it was very possible that the helicopter was necessary because of the remoteness
 of the location.

That possibility scared me. Because if there was some method he employed, and if the estate was
 remote, then he was trying to trap me.

Use reason, my mind said. Come now! If he were going to transform you into his sex pot, why not do it already? Hadn’t he done it to that Joan girl in just a few hours? Hadn’t he had plenty of opportunity to enact his will on Lily already, and you?

(An easy rationalization. What the fragile female mind fails to comprehend is the thrill of the hunt, and the willingness of the alpha predator to draw the process out to enjoy the breaking all the more.)

At the end of the day, what I believed—what I had an undying faith in—was my own exclusivity. I honestly felt that whatever worked on those other girls couldn't possibly work on me. I was too smart, too fast, and too good. Sure, I found Clarke attractive as hell—but that didn't mean I was going to become his little fucktoy just because he wanted me to. I didn't care what his methods were—those other girls were weak. I was strong.

But, just to feel safe, I called my own pilot friend, Carl.

I had met Carl in the Middle-East when he was still in the Air Force, and had actually been one of the reasons he was working as a freelance pilot today, after having introduced him to all manner of high-power executives and politicians. Normally, as I’m sure you’re aware by now, I hate to rub shoulders with those sorts, but I thought that having a favor from a pilot in my back pocket would come in handy some day.

Needless to say, that day had arrived. And there I was, thinking once upon a time I would have needed his number only to arrange a helicopter ride for a niece’s birthday or something like that.

Carl was an older man—near sixty—and had a gruff, no-nonsense attitude. He didn’t even bother to ask me what the situation was.

“You have a GPS?”

“I have my phone...”

“Fine. I’ll sync it up with mine as soon as we’re done talking. Keep it on you, and I’ll be able to find you. Let’s call it ten-thirty for the rendezvous. If you don't want me to pick you up, you better call before then.”

And that was that.

As Lily promised, in about half-an-hour, a girl did swing by with something for me to wear. Her name was Marie—a pretty young brunette with a thick French accent. She did not bother to hold in her disdain for my living space, which I immediately found as inadequate as she did. Thoughts of trying to explain the utility of living in such an inferior space evaporated in my head beneath the cold, callous sneer of that beautiful, arrogant face. Instead, I sighed and swallowed my protest, wanting to just get on with this whole affair.

In a small box, she handed me a lovely, sparkling blue gown, complete with a pair of long silk evening gloves and an expensive pair of designer high heels.

It was the most over-sexualized outfit someone with a body like mine could wear.

“I’m not wearing this.”

She shrugged. “Very well.” Her sexy accent coated every syllable. “You will not be going, in that case.”

“Just because I won’t wear a gown?”

“Mr. Clarke has orders. These orders are to be carried out to their fullest.”

I sighed. It seemed that, unless I wanted to be destitute and disgraced forever, I would have to arrange myself for at least one night for Clarke’s odd pleasures.

Twenty minutes later, I was dressed in the gorgeous and extremely well-fitting gown. My cleavage was on better display than it had been in years—the two perfectly shaped globes of my breasts crushed together and pushed upward for the enjoyment of any boob-lover. On the sides were long, long slits that went up past my 
hips and showed off the sides of the cheeks of my ass, enough to make Clarke’s mouth water, I bet.

We would have been ready to go then, but the French girl opened up her small briefcase, sat me down, and did my hair and make-up. Within the hour, I was completely arranged with smoky eyeshadow and girlish pink lipstick, my golden locks dangling down past my shoulders in a golden wave.

“There,” Marie said finally. “I suppose that will have to do.”

I had looked as good as I ever had, and there was clear disappointment on her face. Disappointment, I sensed, that perhaps I would not be acceptable for Mr. Clarke.

I too had to admit a little pre-emptive disappointment that I wouldn’t make him want me. With all this trouble...it would have been a waste if he didn’t.

I didn’t want to do anything about that feeling, of course. I wouldn’t dare debase myself to the point where I would allow him to have sex with me. He was going to be my employer, after all.

A helicopter arrived to pick me up promptly at eight. Marie left me alone with the pilot—the woman pilot. I was surprised; in all my time traveling and reporting, I had come across very few women helicopter pilots. She refused to speak with me other than to give orders: sit down, put this on, strap this strap, all of that.

(Such a good servant, to know exactly what her place was. An ideal to be reproduced whenever possible.)

Finally, we took off...and I had a feeling already that I would never come back the same.
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CLARKE’S ESTATE IN
 the mountainous forest beyond the city was large, but not so large as you might imagine. He is a man, I have found in the time afterward, of exceeding practicality. For him to have some sweeping enormous estate in the wilderness for him to go when he wished to relax would make no sense. When he wanted to relax, he would largely only bring himself.

At work, it was his role to impress others, to intimidate them. He needed lots of space for all his employees and their jobs.

The cabin estate, on the other hand, was spacious—it had a fully-equipped kitchen with servants, quarters for the servants (quite small, though of course they professed to love the living arrangement), three bathrooms, a living room, a guest room, and a master bedroom and three guest bedrooms—spacious, yes, but excessively so? Not at all.

There was enough of it, also, to have a small helicopter pad open up in the land outside via a series of retractable panels—one of the benefits of being a billionaire is that you get to have panels open up for almost everything. In the showers in the bathroom, for example, there were tiles that opened up to reveal flat screen televisions.

Lily was there already, another helicopter having dropped her off. I imagined he had some aircraft carrier floating in the Pacific, waiting to do his bidding at a moment’s notice. This was a joke I made to myself, of course...but I couldn’t disprove it.

(Today, such a thought only makes more sense. He deserves a military at his disposal. The thought of so many uniforms enforcing His will...it is bliss.)

Lily was dressed similarly to myself, in a dark red evening gown, gloves, and incredibly expensive heels. I looked my own heels up on the way over on my phone—they cost over ten thousand dollars per shoe. My pussy, as you might imagine, became slightly moist at the thought of him so carelessly spending such incredible amounts of money on me.

I did notice, with a certain satisfaction, that Lily’s neckline was scooping down low, almost to her navel, whereas my own was a horizontal line across my breasts. Clearly, he wanted to accentuate my cleavage and trim figure; Lily did not have nearly as much bust as I did to show off, even though she was just a bit more slender.

Immediately upon reflecting on this, I devoted twice as much mental effort on shaming myself for noticing the comparison. This wasn’t a competition, Hannah!

(Of course it was. I am still unsure who won.)

Shortly after arriving at the helipad, the gorgeous young servants herded us through the front door and into a dining room, whereupon we were immediately left alone together.

I, of course, wanted to discuss the night before.

“Listen, Lily...”

She shook her head. “I think I know what you’re going to say. I don’t really want to hear it, right now. I’m very...very disturbed by our present condition.”

I frowned. “It’s not so bad. We show him a little skin, eat his food, and then we go home. That’s all. Just...follow my lead. You’ll be fine.”

“And what if he does...whatever he does? What then?”

“I think I’m too strong for that, to be frank. So I’ll help you along. And besides...”

I was just about to detail my escape plan, but then I heard something hot and pleasured emanate through the ornately-carved closed door of the dining room.

“Do you...do you hear that?” I put my head to the door.

There was another long chorus of giggling moans.

“No.” She crossed her arms stubbornly. “I’m sorry. I don’t know that I have it in me to hear anything. What were you going to say? What besides? Besides what?”

“Stop being petulant. This is serious. I think he’s fucking someone.”

“Good. Maybe he won’t have any energy for us, then.”

(Of course, he still did. It was foolish of her to think otherwise. She knows better, now.)

She seemed to already accept her fate. I would not.

(The greater fools always take longer to surrender. Lily was a good girl for knowing her fate and was treated as such.)

It was clearly the sound of fucking, I found after a moment. I heard a woman chanting for Clarke to cum over and over. Loud grunting and satisfied moans indicated that he had.

Not knowing what else to do, Lily and I sat down at the table in silence, staring at anything but each other. It was a beautiful little dining room, complete with golden lamps in the corners and a deer's head on one wall.

Finally, Clarke entered the room. He looked magnificent, dressed casually in a pair of slacks and a button-up shirt that wasn't all the way buttoned. His chest hair accentuated the salivatingly sexy shape of his pectoral muscles.

“Let’s eat, shall we?” He clapped his hands.

In short order, the cook brought out the meal, describing the entire course in French. I don’t really know what to call it all, still. It was duck, I think, roasted, sprinkled with chopped vegetables and served with bread on the side.

It was the single-most delicious meal I had ever smelled in my life.

A cold fear came over me. What if he had drugged the food?

“Not hungry, Hannah?”

“I...no.”

I pushed the food away, my stomach growling.

“Really? You seem very hungry. Look at Lily. She’s eating. What a good girl.”

He leaned over and stroked her chin. Any hunger she had for the meal was far outpaced by the hunger on her eyes, then, for him. I knew that pleasing him was the only true nourishment she required...and my suspicion about the food was only confirmed.

“That’s how you’ve done it, then.”

“Done what?”

“Drugs in the food. That’s how you get them.”

“Drugs in the...you think I drugged the food?”

He laughed. Of all the ego-shattering actions for him to take, that was by far the worst. I wish he would have slapped me instead, for exposing his dirty plan.

(I still wish He would slap me. I beg Him to every night. I was so wrong to have denied Him. I deserve my punishment. When I am lucky and good, He obliges me.)

“What is it, then? Subliminal messages?”

“Subliminals? No.” He laughed heartily. “My, you have some imagination.”

“Then...then the drinking water! Computer screens, flickering out mind messages!”

“You think I’ve somehow drugged them all? Everything you’ve posited would have some effect on me. I eat the food here. I drink the water. I don’t have in any earplugs, and I use the computers all the time.”

I had no adequate response for that.

“Well...” I crossed my arms, only half-aware of the way it was making my breasts prop upward even more. “You certainly have a distinct grip on them all.”

He leaned back. “That’s because I deserve to. That’s all. I know it. My cock, it's...special. It emits a certain pheremone making women suggestible. Making men weak around me. And when I fuck a woman with it, she becomes...very agreeable indeed. How many men do you know who know what they deserve? How many women? Under my employ, these women have no doubt as to their place in life, just as I have no doubt in mine. They are...suited for my employ.”

“You...what you did to Joan...”

He scoffed. “She’s been leaving messages with Evette every day for the past week, begging for my cock just 'one more time.' She had a wonderful time. I won’t hear otherwise.”

Fuck. Why was my pussy squirming with so much need, hearing this awful diatribe?

“There is an order to this world. I am at the top of it. Beautiful women...women such as yourself,” he grinned, “you are directly below me. As you should be. All others are not worthy of attention or merit. But, they are plentiful, and so they have created laws and morals and ethics and statutes and blah blah blah...” he shook his large head. “Uselessness, is what they have created. A falseness to what proper order there is. Me on top. You at my feet. My cock ruling you.”

Again, my cunt pulsed, bemoaning its emptiness—desperate for something huge and hard to fill it, knowing the whole time that what I really wanted was to ride his massive shaft.

“You should look at yourself,” he said, smiling broadly. “I can see your lust for me. For that idea. You talk big about being your own woman...but deep down you know you’re just a tool to give me pleasure. That’s why you wanted to enter my employ. You long for the chance to serve me, as any woman does. Your cunt sings to me, Hannah. You cannot lie.”

He snapped his fingers. To my complete surprise—though at the same time, weirdly fulfilling an expectation I had possessed this entire time—Francesca walked in.

She was wearing the exact same outfit as I was, though it was 
ripped in places where he had torn it during the course of their loud lovemaking session earlier. Obediently, she slid onto his lap, one knee draped over his impressive bulge. Her other heel slid on the floor, all powerlessness. Her face was full of obedience.

Obedience, yes...and pleasure.

“This is your future, Hannah,” he said, sliding his hand up between the crack of her ass. She moaned—clearly his fingers were large and broad enough that he was pressing against her clit.

“Oh yesss,” Francesca moaned. “It’s her future, Sir. Her future
. She can’t run from it. She’ll replace me like the good girl she is...”

“Come here,” he said, gesturing to me. “Push her down. Take her place. She is old now. No longer worthy of my time. You despise her, yes? You hate her? Show me.”

I stood up. I didn’t know if it was to run or to do just as he said. For the life of me, both decisions seemed equally likely.

But, whichever way my inclinations would have landed, it didn’t end up mattering. Lily stood up, a soft horrible moan exiting out through her mouth.

“I-I can’t...” Lily shook her head. “I won’t listen to this anymore! I won’t! You’re a m-monster! A monster!”

And she stood up and ran out the door.
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DESPITE HER FRAIL APPEARANCE
, Lily was actually a fine runner. Once upon a time she would run marathons every year. Now, of course, she runs marathons every time Mr. Clarke decides to have his way with her. As a lover, he is highly conditioned. It is not unusual for a woman to spend hours with him, gathering up dozens of orgasms to his three or four.

Lily powered through the front doors of the cabin and then took off in a dead heat with the wind, pushing through branches and bushes with no regard to how they scratched her skin and tugged at her hair.

Panic ran through her. She was convinced that Clarke was directly behind her, all the while as she ran.

Of course, this was contrary to the case, at least for a time. In 
reality, Clarke was in no rush at all. I knew because, horror-struck, I was still in the dining room with him as he facefucked Francesca’s eager, slobbering body. She made moans of desire and need, but his overwhelming strength and speed had drained her completely.

The whole time he fucked Francesca’s mouth, he stared at me. He knew what was on my mind, I was sure. He knew that, given the chance, I more than likely would happily trade places with Francesca. To have my mouth wrap around his enormous cock like hers did, to have my throat filled with so much meat, to taste all that greatness...I don’t know how I stopped myself from grabbing Francesca and pushing her aside right then and there.

Perhaps I was able to stop myself only because he had not ordered me to do it, yet.

What had I been thinking, coming here? Wearing what he told me to do, eating what he told me—in other words, following his every order? Did I think I would outwit him on his own turf? Did I think somehow I was exempt from his grasp simply because I was dimly aware of his intentions?

I doubt, now, that I ever had any illusions about his desire for me. If I did, I was fooling myself. I could see it clearly then, in his eyes as he fucked Francesca’s mouth.

He wanted
 me.

There was so much lust in the air, so much pure sexual heat pouring off the pair, the master and his willing servant. I was touching my breasts, squeezing my easily-accessible nipples. It was obvious he wanted me to do that, too.

His pace picked up, and I could see that he was going to cum. Francesca already had, multiple times, her body shaking every time she had an orgasm. No doubt her blissful overtures just made her body tighten all the harder on her Man’s cock.

With a series of grunts, his entire body trembled, and he came down her throat. I watched as the volume of it was too much for Francesca, leaking down out from her grateful mouth. She slid down to the ground, trembling in ecstasy just like Joan had back at the compound..

Clarke got up, cleaned off his cock with Francesca’s hair and then zipped himself up. He left a tornado’s wreckage of lust in the room. I 
was left there with Francesca, trying to come up with my next move.

Meanwhile, Lily was still running. She had been blocked three times already—twice by a long, irregular cliff face and then by a series of impassable boulders.

After crashing through a series of bushes, her gown torn almost to bits, the slender, supple tone of her body easily visible, she came to the top of a tall hill. Beneath her, she saw the unmistakable snaking pattern of a highway. Headlights skirted through its surface.

For a moment, she thought she might get away. She would scream until she made it to the road, and hope for someone decent to pick her up. No doubt they would believe her tale—the half-naked woman covered in scratches certainly had been through some sort of ordeal. And with her so frail, so fae, so easily protected, any red-blooded man would hop at the chance to defend her.

But, of course, Clarke caught up with her.

“Stupid little girl.” He slapped her just once, lightly, and still knocked her all the way to the ground. “Did you really believe I would let you go? Did you think that was ever a possibility?” He shook his head. “You were mine from the second you showed up to work.”

Lily could only whimper. It was impossible to know how he may have caught up with her so quickly. Maybe a tracking device in her dress, maybe his scent of smell was as magnified as the rest of his manliness.

(Even to this day, He will not tell me. I must earn his trust. I eagerly await such an opportunity).

With one hand holding her by the hair, Clarke let out his cock—and Lily's eyes struggled not to roll back into her head from the sudden shock of fervor that swept over her.

The manner of her thinking was equal parts horror and lust. She knew his cock was enormous—she had seen his bulge through his pants; hell, she had even seen it from afar. But up close was a different story.

Up close...his cock was monstrous. Unreal. It was one thing to conceive that the head of it was the size of a tangerine. It was quite another to have that big fleshy fruit pressed against her supple, paltry wall of lips and teeth, demanding entrance.

“Take it,” he growled, tugging up at her hair. Lily squealed and batted at his thighs. He slapped her again. “Take it,” he said again. “I can smell your cunt. I know you want it.”

She truly, truly did want it. All she had left to do was submit to the desire.

“Y-yes...” she moaned at last, her voice barely audible. “Yes, please...”

Her plan, she told me, was to test the waters a bit. Lick the cock, kiss it maybe, take it slow.

Of course, Clarke had no intention of allowing her to take it slow. The second she began to give in, he was on her, pushing his meat deep down into her mouth and then her throat, filling up her esophagus with his enormous meat almost instantly. Her body convulsed, choking and swallowing, and of course that only drove Clarke on all the more.

She was mad with lust for him. So tired of resisting, so tired of fighting. It was such a brilliant relief for him to finally enact his will on her. She was so thrilled to have him push his meat into her body again and again, to taste every part of him that she could.

“I’m going to cum,” he announced harshly, driving into her mouth even harder. “I’m going to cum right in your hot little mouth.”

She could only moan in encouragement, staring up at him with worshipful longing in her eyes. She needed it. She needed his cum so bad. She had needed it all week long, and now, finally, she was going to get it.

Finally, he unleashed, his glorious seed pumping down directly into her throat and belly. There was nothing for her to do but to be filled with his spray—and then, when he pulled out, covered by it as he let himself explode onto her face. Streams of delectable hot goo layered down her pretty face, covering her totally.

With that done, he picked her tired, limp body up over his shoulder, and began the trek back to his estate where he would bathe and comfort her.
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I KNEW LILY WAS BEING

 taken. Forced, maybe. Owned, definitely. I could almost hear her screams from my room, the terror, the horror...and then the bliss. The worshipful praise. It would be like a switch had turned on inside of her...one reached only by the majesty of Mr. Clarke’s cock.

(I am going to have a harder and harder time of keeping my composure. The recollection of this experience is so vivid in my mind. I can hardly contain my excitement. And He is entering me as I write, watching me write out this praise. Fuck me, my Lord! My Sir! Oh God! It’s so good!

He slows, knowing how difficult He is making it to concentrate with every thrust.

Lily wanted Him every step of the way. He assures me of this.

Speaking of Him in a way that may be expected, in terms of disdain or fright as my former self would have done, will be harder and harder. Do you know how perfect His cock is? Do you know how glorious serving Him is? I didn’t know. Such a fool. A wasted life. I must try harder to write in terms of not knowing. He wills it. His will is my life.)

In my room, I ripped my cumbersome gown down to size, leaving everything from the mid-thigh down on the ground, and cutting a slit in the middle so I could sprint at full speed. I still had heels on—but I could run in heels. I didn’t want to risk injuring my feet in the wild landscape of the forest.

In my purse was my phone. If the helicopter ride there was any indication, Carl would be able to track me down in less than thirty minutes. It was ten o'clock now, so he would be on his way soon—I just had to get to a point where my cell signal was good enough to reach him.

(Such a foolish little idiot cunt I was, thinking I could stay free. Watch me as I run through His perfect estate, through the forest which is His by right, the trees which grow purely for His glory. I am a fool, thinking I could last longer than thirty seconds without Him willing it; let alone thirty minutes)

Outside it was dark, cold. I wished I had been allowed to bring a jacket.

I knew that Carl would try to land close to the phone's signal, but 
he needed a place to do it, a clearing.

I had no idea, of course, that my own decision to run so closely mimicked Lily’s.

Stumbling through the darkness of the forest, I searched and searched for a place for him to come down. All I had to do was get to a decent spot for a landing, and Carl would swing by and pick me up soon.

My life depended on it, I was almost certain...and if not my life, my will. My mind. I wasn’t sure what was worse—to die at Clarke’s hand, or to have my will erased by him.

(Such foolishness. Do you not see? Both would be honors, for they would involve me as the recipient of Master’s will).

I ran and ran through the darkness of the forest—light in the distance! Certainly, it was moonlight.

No. It was the cabin, again.

I had come in a full circle, right back around to where I started. Perhaps that was what I wanted all along. He made my cunt so fucking wet. And the first thing I thought, seeing that cabin, was how maybe now I would finally be fucked like I had been wanting this whole time.

(Do you see? My life revolved around Him, even then. I was unable to stop myself from returning. I am convinced now my feet moved of their own accord, my body wanting what my mind would not allow. That is why He had to break my will. It was in the way of my true desires. You are not your thoughts or your emotions. You are merely a passenger, an observer to the brain’s machinations. He replaced my thinking self with something better—obedience.)

He stood there, at the door, a tower of muscled flesh. Completely nude. Lily was on her knees before his naked majesty, lightly milking his cock into her mouth. Like an obedient sow. Like some trained fuckpet.

I whimpered and shivered horribly. My destiny had been written out in front of me this whole time, and I was just trying to deny it, but I could not anymore.

“You are mine, girl. Come here.”

I stayed frozen.

“I know your helicopter is coming. Come here, or I will have him 
shot down. You know I can do it. You know I will. His blood will be on your hands.”

Carl had a wife, a family. I couldn’t do that to him or to them.

And I couldn’t deny the melody from the song of lust spilling out from my body any longer. I wanted to dive into his rhythms, embrace the madness of his employ. My mind raced with all the dirty things I imagined him doing to me; all the immoral things he would make me do.

Break my will into pieces. Reshape it how he likes. Just like all the others. Every newspaper praising him. Altering statistics and facts. Playing with journalists’ minds to distort their stories.

He’ll make me write dirty stories just for Him, to show Him that I will make others want just what I was made to want.

(All this and more. All this and more!)

As I approached, he slid his hand over my face and pushed me down, using my body to make Lily stumbled backwards and over into the shrubs. His new toy forgotten as soon as he received his next. She giggled drunkenly, intoxicated with lust. No doubt I would be the same, soon enough.

He took my phone and broke it to pieces with one immense, strong hand—no more signal. No more escape.

With his other hand, he pulled me in by my hair. I thought he wanted me to lick at the rod of his manhood, but he stopped me.

“No, that was Lily’s duty. You...” He pushed me onto my back, down onto the ground. “You will have a different indoctrination.”

He got on his knees over me, then, Lily approaching and licking his biceps. His cockhead hovered before my needy, wet entrance.

“Beg for it,” he said, easily ripping away the remainders of my clothes. “Tell me how you want it.”

“I...I want...”

Just barely, he pushed the cockhead into my moist folds—just enough to show me how big he was, how incredible it would be when he took me. Then, he pulled out again.

“I want it!” I screamed. “Oh, please, Sir! I want it! Let me have it! I need your cock, please!”

Then, and only then, did he enter me.

His fucking was brutal, animalistic. His mouth clamped down on 
my shoulder, his huge hands roughly toying with my tits. My expensive gown torn to shreds. Each thrust was coupled with a lightning bolt of pleasure striking through my entire body—so much so that I couldn’t tell anymore whether I was awake or dreaming some bliss-filled nightmare. Every struck owned me more and more.

“I’m going to fill you up, slut,” he growled. He slapped my face and jerked me back to reality. He wanted me in the moment. He wanted me to know when he was going to have me cum just for him—at the same time he did.

“Fuck her, Sir!” Lily moaned. “Oh god, fuck her, please!”

He had her well-trained already. No doubt I would be cheering him on as he fucked other women in the future.

“You're sooo good,” I moaned. “So good! Oh fuck, it's sooo big!”

I tried to keep moaning out praise, but it was impossible to put words together with so much bliss entering me at the same time.

He grunted, his orgasm so near. “I’m gonna...gonna cum right in your hot cunt!”

His thrusts became more frequent, more sporadic. I knew he was so close. My orgasm was just on the cusp, ready to go.

Finally he unleashed inside me. His flood of white, perfect cum sprayed hot inside of my tight body, gifting me with all that potent goo. My own orgasm—or orgasms, really—arrived in time with his. He thrust right on my g-spot, and his cum hit me there as well; I couldn’t help but cum, again and again.

It was as he willed it.
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AFTERWARD—SEVERAL HOURS
 afterward, the next day, in fact—he began to indoctrinate me as to the totality of his will upon me.

Of course, eager for the pleasure only he could provide, desperate for the control only he could enact, and made for the obedience only he could inspire, I gave in easily. I was receptive to everything he said. As he entered and re-entered his cock into me slowly, I cooed in his ear about how much sense it all made and how he was truly a god among men, and I tried—in the midst of my slow-burning midst—to think of suggestions for how he might expand his 
rule.

Of course, I offered up the names of any beautiful women I knew in the business, as well as several friends. He deserves them all. One good friend of fifteen years is licking at my feet now, as I write this, a gift from Him for offering her up. Clarke takes care of his good girls.

(This same friend coos in His ear, now, as he prepares to cum inside me once more. So close!)

I am his pet now. Completely. Totally.

I...I do love it. He makes me love it. And I’m grateful to him for that.

(Oh my God. He says He’s going to make me cum when I finish reading. Just a few lines, now. He tells me that when I finish, He’s going to order me to clean Him off with my mouth.)

He allows me some of my will, still. I know he could just take it away if he wished. That’s his right. But he liked the way I challenge him, he says. I’m rather proud of that.

You’ll all see. He’ll take you too...or you won’t be good enough. That’s where the world is going.

Prepare.
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Her Alpha, Unleashed
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E
lly woke in a strange room, on the floor, her body layered thick with what felt like cum, thick and wet and smelling heavenly.

Alarmed, she rolled around on the floor, trying to get her bearings. She was in a dark room—a hotel room, judging from the long air conditioning unit along the wall and tiny television set on top of a flimsy shelf.

She was naked—or nearly so, wearing only the tight fishnet stockings she had worn to spice up her day a little bit on the advice of her best friend, Rhonda. She remembered having no real intention of engaging in any sexual intercourse that night, and so was surprised to find her pussy sore from the sweet, perfect feeling of being fucked hard and long.

Her entire body felt good, relaxed, like she had been cumming over and over again, unable to stop herself. Like she had been lost in an ocean of bliss, placed there by someone with strong arms and an indomitable will.

Normally, having a black out and then waking up to knowing she had been fucked probably would have terrified her. But for some reason, she felt totally calm. She knew, somehow, that nothing was wrong with feeling like she was. She knew something monumental had occurred.

She struggled to get up off the floor, and had to use the nearby desk to steady herself. The room was dark, and so her voluptuous form was difficult to make out in the mirror positioned over the desk and even if she looked down at herself. Still, she could make out some things—her short red hair was a mess, in tangles around her 
ears, and she wasn’t hurt or bruised or anything like that.

She was sure now that she was in a hotel room. That much seemed evident from what she could make of the cheesy decor and the cheap furniture.

Snippets of memory began coming back to her, hot kisses and passionate words, but then she heard the noise.

It started slow, sort of insidious—the way an alarm can be going off while you sleep, and your brain tries to make up all kinds of excuses for why the sound is suddenly there. Your dog is talking to you about the childhood friend you haven’t seen in fifteen years, and all of a sudden it’s blaring mad sounds from its mouth.

What she heard now approached her consciousness a lot like that. She had heard it since she woke, but at first she thought it was maybe her own body—sounds of distress from whatever she was going through. Then she blamed it on someone outside, and then on someone next door. And it was only turning over toward the noise that she finally came to believe it was coming from inside the room.

Hot, animal grunting and moaning. Purrs and coos. Long strings of half-formed syllables sliding over each other. That was the sound.

And the source was fucking. Not making love, not sex. Fucking—hard fucking, the kind you saw in a porno and wondered how the two taking part could do it for so long and not break into pieces.

On top of the hotel bed was a hulking hunk of a man, thick dark masculine hair layered over his arms and chest. His naked ass was chiseled, tightening and flexing as he thrust into the cunt of his chosen woman. Elly didn’t get a good look at him, but she could have sworn his eyes were...were glowing yellow
 somehow.

Was it special contacts or something? Drugs?

She realized, a warm glow filling her body, that it must be his cum that was plastered all over her body. Again, she knew she should be angry about that somehow, but it was just...just so sexy
 that he had fucked her mind and memory away and covered her in his seed.

Her inner submissive had been quiet for so very long as she tried to work toward success in the business world. Now that that side of Elly had a clear instance of domination to see, her knees felt only like melting and her voice like crying out in aching, perfect submission at long last.

Clouds slid off from the moon outside, and pale light flowed into the room. Elly could see the woman on bottom, struggling and moaning and grinding her sexy ass upwards for more as her man held tight to her arms, restraining her movement. His hands groped her tits, manhandling her completely.

“Oh Master,” cried the hot blond being drilled. “Yes, Master. Fuck me, Master. Fuck it all away. I need it. I deserve it. Please, Master, more!”

Elly gasped, seeing who the beautiful woman was.

There, face being plastered into the wall from the hard forceful thrusts of the hugely hung hunk, was her best friend, Rhonda.

Why was she here? Why was Elly
 here? What was happening?

And why was Rhonda, a thoroughly public lesbian, moaning to a man and calling him Master?
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EARLIER THAT NIGHT
, Elly had been waiting at the bar in the downstairs of the hotel lobby. Her friend Rhonda was due to arrive any minute now. Elly was nursing a short vodka and tonic as she waited, not really wanting to get drunk, but bored enough to indulge a desire for a little bit of a buzz.

The hotel had a special on vodka and tonics until nine in the evening, and was only ten minutes from where Elly worked, and fifteen from where Rhonda worked, all of which together was more than enough reason to choose it as a convenient starting point for fun on Friday nights.

It was six o’clock on a Friday now, and there was not much of a crowd at the bar, even with their special—at that moment it was just Elly, the bartender, and a couple of congenial old drunks who each bought Elly a drink without expecting anything in return.

She took a little time to relish the fact that she was still found pretty enough for such a gesture—her voluptuous, red-headed form often had her being over-critical of her appearance, even though she worked out regularly and paid attention to her diet. She was all hips and breasts, and tried to dress in a manner that flattered both.

Elly had, so far, been taking part in a rather long week. Her job 
running social media for a local chain of music shops was fun—she enjoyed blogging and tumbling and tweeting and so forth, and thought she did a good job of advertising promotions and even offering a few new promotions as well.

Even so, this week had been sort of killer. Every new task she gave herself also had ten thousand roadblocks, most of these from the new regional manager, Chris. Chris had taken it upon himself to decide that he was the only one in the entire chain of successful stores who knew how to act and work. So, everything that Elly was allowed to do was cut back, and even that little bit that she could still do was ordered to be closely supervised by Chris again.

Unfortunately, since Chris had ordered essentially every other employee to cut back like Elly and to be supervised by him like Elly, work slowed to a crawl. Eventually, she hoped, he would realize this was not an effective management style.

Until that point, however, she was stuck twiddling her thumbs and spinning her big mental hamster wheel.

So, Elly was excited to be out and about. Rhonda was a counselor by trade, and didn’t mind letting her good friends use her to vent a little bit. Elly was positive that after a few minutes of spilling out her guts to the spunky, good-natured and fiery remarks of Rhonda that she would be able to really let loose and have a great time.

She and Rhonda had fooled around a bit ages ago in college, which is where they met. But, it had never progressed further than making out. Still, Elly had to admit that her blonde friend—a former ballet dancer who still retained her slender, lithe form—was a knockout. And something about her smile made Elly’s heart race from time to time. She couldn't help but feel attracted to Rhonda's killer smile, or her sexy penchant for deciding to do long yoga stretches in the middle of a conversation, or the tall, tall heels that she walked around in so effortlessly.

Elly entertained a few thoughts of meeting a man in the bar, and quickly pushed them away. She didn’t have time for a man in her life right now with work being so busy. Besides, Rhonda certainly seemed to be doing fine without ever being with a man—without ever wanting one in her life at all! So Elly felt wrong to get all worked about how she hadn’t had a honest-to-god hard cock inside of her for 
ages, and almost never talked about this with Rhonda.

Even the few men Elly had been with didn’t really fill her up like she had wanted. Elly’s sexual needs were rather intense—she longed to be dominated and ruled in the bedroom. When a man just willing to just go with the flow, that was nice at times, but when it came to sex, Elly was desperate to be ordered around.

Taking a long sip of her vodka and tonic, Elly concluded that tonight, like every other night, was not going to be the magic time wherein she would be able to desperately kneel and beg a fuck-king of a stud to drill her cunt hard like she deserved.

Then, through the double-doors of the other end of the bar, a man walked in.

No, the
 man walked in. Elly couldn’t tear her eyes off of him, and found her hands gravitating toward her blouse, unbuttoning it without any conscious effort. Her breaths picked up, becoming hot and heavy, and her entire body felt flushed. Little beads of sweat formed from behind her ears.

Elly had trouble even identifying exactly what it was she found so mesmerizing about him. He was plainly dressed, in jeans and a button-up short sleeve shirt, his leather shoes scuffed a bit. In truth, he looked a little lost and very awkward, and while he was not skinny, he was only a few steps up from that, with a thin layering of muscle around his narrow bone frame. He had dark eyes and dark hair, his square jaw freshly shaven.

Elly never really thought of herself as having a type, appearance-wise—she was always far more interested in what a man had to say. But one look at this man, this stud
, and she could not help but think that everything he was fascinated her.

Something in his face, honest-looking and open, made her think—hope—that he recognized her immediate attraction.

She wished she was wearing something more flirty. Her dress was cute—short and blue, going just past her knees, and doing a decent job of showing off her sexy hips and especially her fabulously built chest, which she had often though men viewed as her best asset. She rather liked her legs, though, and so enjoyed decorating them from time to time to give any potential onlookers something else to think about—tonight it was the fishnet stockings and fun leather ankle-
boots with a modest amount of heel.

He sat down at the bar just one stool away, clearly having trouble keeping his eyes off of her. For the first time since she could remember, Elly decided to take the initiative.

“What are you drinking?” she asked him, flashing him a smile.

“Oh...uh, decisions! Right.” His brow furrowed. “Whatever’s on tap, I suppose.”

She gestured to the bartender to get the man a beer. Then she went back to smiling at him. She felt like she couldn’t do anything but smile at him. The bartender quickly gave the stud his drink—he took a sip and smiled.

“Thanks.” His voice was level and cool as he raised the beer to her.

She smiled broadly. “You’re welcome.”

They sat in minute silence for a bit, both of them just staring at the other.

“Good night so far?” she ventured.

“Oh, ah...yes? Sure. It’s been okay. Nothing bad has happened, so that’s a good start.”

“You met a pretty girl who bought you a drink.”

“I did do that,” he said, smiling and laughing a bit.

She slid forward, letting her arm rest on stool next to him. If he wanted, he could look right down her shirt. Her breasts were full 36D cups—sometimes a hassle when shopping for clothes, but definitely not when trying to pick up the most attractive man she had ever been in front of. His gaze dropped immediately. She felt a warm flush spread over her skin. She squeezed her shoulders in, letting her breasts touch and form a delicious line for him to enjoy.

“So now that I’ve bought you a drink, will you tell me your name?”

He looked surprised. “Oh, it’s William. You...you didn’t know?”

She shook her head, tossing her short hair a bit. “Why would I know that?”

“You...you’re my date, right? Monica?”

She shook her head no, pulling herself in closer to him—she sat on the stool right next to him, formerly empty. He didn’t draw away. Whoever Monica was, Elly was ready to kick her ass out of there to 
keep talking with William.

“I really
 wish I was right now, though,” she said. “I’m Elly, and I’m actually waiting for a friend of mine also.”

Her leg, almost of its own volition, closed across the space between them and slid up his. He let out a long gasp, slowly sucking in one full bottom lip.

“Me too.”

His hand slipped into hers. It felt so natural, so right, so hot, that Elly didn’t dare to even think about pulling away. She rotated her thumb on his palm, putting her other hand on top of his. His hands were so large, so strong. She liked them immediately.

“I think that, the two of us, being independent adults, can decide to start a date right now.”

“And the people waiting for us?”

She shrugged. “Screw ‘em?”

Her hand traipsed down from his and down to his inner thigh, squeezing there. He was already hard—and already she knew he was a fucking monster down there. That. Was. Hot
.

He moved his own hand forward, sliding over the fishnet stockings and up toward the instant-oven that her pussy had become. She was sure he could feel the wet, hot warmth pushing out from her body down there. Her every atom sang for him to slide more, to probe deeper.

This was insane. She knew nothing about this man. She didn't know anything beyond his name and the primal threads of attraction pulling her into him. But she didn't care
. She didn't want
 to know more. The only thing she wanted more of was his cock, and there was nothing that she was going to allow to get into her way for that.

There was a cough from behind the bar. The bartender was wiping up Elly’s drink, which had spilled somehow in her daze of lust.

“Not to sound cliche,” said the bartender, “but maybe you two should get a room?”

Within short order they were giggling at the front desk, holding each other's hands where they were weren’t holding each other's waists.

Never before had she felt anything
 like this! Her heart was fluttering, her mind filling with pleasant pink fog. Everything about 
him was so captivating.

They fumbled through the room check-in process—neither of them thought to bring up the possibility of waiting until they could get to their respective places of living—and quickly made their way into an elevator.

“This is amazing, right?” he asked her, holding her tight, kissing her forehead. “I mean, this is really amazing.”

She nodded urgently, dabbing little kisses on his chest and neck. “Yes.” She felt such hot, perfect strength in his muscles. “Oh god, yes,” she whispered.

Elly wrapped her arms around William’s neck and drew him in to the corner of the elevator for a searingly hot kiss.

He slid his mouth over hers, gripping her waist tight against his fit, well-formed body.

Despite some persistent, lingering doubts about whether any of this was a good idea, she kissed him back. Hard. She kissed him with everything she had.

Her lushly curved body, tight and small and fiercely busty, when faced with his compact and svelte muscles, could have no other reaction than to want him to hold her and kiss her tight. Her hands ran through his thick dark hair even as his swept through the short, cute red sweep of her hair. One long leg slipped up his, trying to feel as much of him as she could.

The kiss was perhaps the most erotic experience of Elly’s all-around frustrated sex life. Her knees went weak—her leg around his was practically holding her up. He was a fantastic kisser, his tongue dancing with hers, sliding over it in heavenly waves. Her inner submissive was begging for her to kneel right there, to call him Master, to announce that she was his to rule.

The elevator door dinged open. They fumbled down the hall, losing their clothes along their way. His jacket dropped down, and then hers, and then his shirt—ripped away with a moan by Elly. She actually ripped it off, breaking several buttons in the process.

He didn’t seem to care, and especially not when she ran her plump mouth over his solid chest, licking from his nipple up to his neck and biting at his jaw.

One of them—she wasn’t sure anymore—got the door open, and 
they spilled inside the dark room, not even bothering to turn on the lights. She pushed him down on the bed and disposed of his shoes and pants.

His cock, hard already, stood at very tall attention.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “I’ve never...never been this hard. I don’t think it’s ever been this big
...”

Elly felt her insides bubbling with hot, slippery need at his words. He was big—enormous, even. His cock was easily ten inches, and as thick as her fist. She wasn’t sure she could take it all...but she sure as hell didn’t care anymore.

If either of them were able to think, they may have noticed an enormous tension in the air, hanging among their lust. Sensational volumes of power, swirling around them, waiting to be unlocked. Something ancient, something fated, using them as agents of destiny.

But of course, their minds could focus only on each other.

William leaned into her, her big tits crushed even more. His lips reached hers to join in another sizzling kiss. Roughly and quickly, he slid his hand up between her crotch and began stroking her slit through the slim, silky fabric of her panties.

Elly moaned, her pleasure palpable.

“Rip them down,” she purred. “Take me. Take me now!”

Her own need surprised her, it had surprised her this whole time, but she didn’t care anymore. She was so turned on and he was so hunky and right there
. Very quickly, her panties stopped being part of the equation.

She straddled his lap, guiding his big, thick cock with her hand.“I want to ride you,” she moaned, kissing him deeply. “It’ll go soooo deep.”

“Y-yeah,” he grunted. “Yeah. It’s just I’ve never...never been ridden before,” he blurted.

“It’s okay. It’s so good...” she continued to position. “Oh my god, yes, just slip it right there and yessss yessss
...”

She moaned hotly as she lowered her volcanic cunt down onto his giant cock, using her sexily muscled thighs to push up and down. The lips of her cunt formed a perfectly wet, hot entrance for his meat to shove in and out of, and soon they were grinding and pushing into each other with ease.

Her arousal level was so high that she could not help but need to cum almost right away. She had always felt her sexual stamina was fairly normal, but something about this stud had her feeling so fucking insane with lust!

And she felt it was true about him as well—that something inside of her, and only her, had unlocked this lust in him. That she was the only one capable of making him feel this way, the only one capable of unleashing this hot rock-hard unrestrained passion that he gave her, bouncing her on his thighs.

As if her thoughts had been transmitted somehow, a low, primal, guttural roar emptied out from William’s lungs as he thrust into her again and again. His head lunged forward, his teeth clamping down on her shoulder, biting hard—not hard enough to break the skin, but definitely hard enough to leave a mark. His eyes had somehow turned a burning yellow, filled with intensity.

The lights in the dark room all suddenly turned on at once, and then just as quickly overloaded, showering sparks down on them.

The pleasure rocking through her body was so intense that she didn’t even have time to wonder how it had happened. Had she unlocked something in him after all? How had the power surged?

She couldn’t focus on these thoughts. Her orgasm was imminent, and so was his. He began thrusting upward more and more, gripping her tightly with hands that seemed to feel stronger and stronger as they continued. It was such a sudden shift—one thrust was mostly her bouncing up and down, and the next was all him, completely controlling the weight of her body as he filled her with his incredible rod. She thought she could even feel it growing
 inside of her, filling her tight hot entrance even more!

He was so fucking perfect, so fucking good, and her pussy was so wonderfully filled by his mammoth rod. It pushed up harder, higher, filling up more and more of her body, and—she felt—her very soul.

He came hard, spraying up inside of her with a delicious hot creampie. The feeling of his perfectly hot masculine jizz filling up inside of her tight, warm pussy was too much for her mind to handle. She came with him, her body shaken to the core. He came forward again, biting her shoulder. She let him, holding his head tight, loving the feel of his teeth pushing into her body.

He was in control. It was almost like he was marking her. That was so hot.

For a moment, he looked at her in the eyes. His eyes seemed like they lit up the room—so big and glowing and yellow. How had that happened?

She decided she didn’t care. He was soooo perfect and her body was soooo dreamy and relaxed.

He bit her again, harder this time, on her other shoulder, his fingers gripping her like she was meat, like she was his toy. Despite herself, she enjoyed it.

Her body, so relaxed, began to slip off of his cock. She tried to work with it, but her muscles were so weak, like some enormous inner strength that she had not been aware of had been spent when he fucked her. Landing to the floor with a thump, his still-hard, still-wet cock was right in front of her.

Looking down at her with those sunglobe eyes, William grabbed her by the hair and slapped her face with his cock.

Again, Elly couldn’t help but feel she was being marked. As she looked up into his fiendish eyes, she didn’t see William in there any longer—instead she saw some primal, territorial being, some fiercely masculine unit of studly fucking that saw her only as an object.

She whimpered, feeling so helplessly turned on. She knew that something very odd, something possibly even very dangerous was happening to her, but how was she supposed to care about that when this alpha stud had marked her as his property?

The thought that she was good enough to be owned by such a complete stud had her pussy filling up with lust again. Her pretty mouth worked up and down, trying to form words of adoration.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his voice low and booming. “You suck me off. Be a good slut.”

The command made her completely weak inside. She didn’t know how to refuse him. Most every part of her didn’t want to. The thought of being dominated by him again—and this time knowing that was what was happening all the way through the act—made her even wetter than anything else that had happened that night.

Her lips slid over his cock, and every cell of her body exploded in applause. He tasted. So. Fucking. Good!

She slurped up and down his cock, doing everything she could think of to please him. She licked up and down his rod and slid her lips on the head with wet kisses. Her hand jacked up and down the long length of shaft that her throat simply couldn’t take down.

But he wanted her to take it anyway. Hold her hair in one hand, he cranked her neck back and began to shove his cock deep down her mouth and into her throat. The massive length went deeper, deeper, deeper—much farther than Elly could ever have thought she could take him. It was like her body was changing just to fit him, just to accommodate this stud! His incredible wealth of meat was entered all the way into her body so that her lips were touching his incredible crotch...and then he pulled out and shoved in again!

In and out like that he used her, abused her mouth like she had been designed for his pleasure. Maybe she had. Her body began vibrating with the need to cum again, and she could feel his own balls tensing up as he fucked her face and her throat.

He came again, shooting his hot load all over her face and body, practically drowning her in an endless stream of white hot jizz.

She could only murmur in surprise, her pussy drowning in wet hot lust, as he walked away and looked out the window of the hotel.

Moaning wordlessly, she crawled after his now tall, hulk-like form. His cum dripped off of her. She slid her tongue around and captured some of it—it tasted heavenly. His body seemed to be growing more and more muscles by the second, his cock looking even more enormous. The thick head of it pressed up against the window pane and stained it with his and Elly’s juices.

“You’ve done something to me,” he said.

His voice had become monstrously deep, like there was someone else living inside of his body now. She noticed again how his muscles had become more defined, his body even more wonderfully ripped than before. It was pornographic just to look at the hard edges of his ass, his pecs, his triceps and biceps, all bulging with hot strength. His cock stood at full attention, presiding over Elly’s kneeling form like some king in a court.

He bent over, pulling her chin up with a single finger the size of three of Elly’s put together. He was like some animal current given form, some primal being, some force of nature.

“You’ve done something to me...and I’m going to thank you for it.”

Then he tossed her on the bed, and the rest was a blissful darkness.
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NOW THAT SHE HAD BEEN
 able to think about it, Elly could barely remember what he did to her on the bed now after seeing his transformation—the only thing that filled up her memories was pleasure. Hard, forceful, rough pleasure penetrating into her body again and again, almost more than she could stand. Or, perhaps it was
 more than she could stand. That’s why she didn’t remember anything.

Looking at Rhonda, though, and the way her face kept slapping against the bed frame as William pumped into her from behind, she could venture a few guesses about what had happened to her.

It wasn’t so hard to figure out how Rhonda had arrived up there—she arrived at the hotel bar, and her always-punctual friend Elly was nowhere to be found. Rhonda asked the bartender, and perhaps was confused by his description of straitlaced Elly seeming to fall all over herself to get at some stranger. A good friend, she decided to investigate any foul play. Instead, she met the hunk-god that William had become...and was unable to stop herself from begging for his cock to fill her up like she had never known she always needed.

The hunk seemed to notice that Elly was watching. He grinned at her, his yellow eyes glowing. His fucking increased, his thrusts more forceful.

Elly found her breath catching, her cunt quivering with need. She knew that wasn’t William—she knew that whoever it was might not even be human
, but she couldn’t help wanting him.

With a deep roar he came, spraying inside of Rhonda and then pushing her off to spray all over her. The amount of his cum was almost beyond belief—covering Rhonda’s whole body. Rhonda was lost in orgasm, as if each new sensation she felt with his cum inside of her was worthy of another orgasm. Elly shivered, dragging a finger up her body and tasting—the same cum covering her, covering 
Rhonda.

Something about the both of them being marked, being owned by this alpha stud, was so very hot to her. It made her knees feel like jelly. Her and her best friend, property. God, she hoped he would order them to make out so he could watch.

But the stud slipped out of Rhonda and seemed to become smaller. Not just his cock softening after the huge orgasm—all of him became smaller. Muscles, hair, everything.

He turned to look at her—and she saw William’s scared face inside of the stud’s form.

“What’s...what’s happened?” he asked, looking around at the wreckage of the room.

His voice sounded equal parts terrified and amazed. That was rather how Elly felt, though with a heaping dosage of arousal on top of that.

“You...you fucked me, William. You fucked me...” she bit her lip, whimpering a bit. “You fucked us an incredible amount. And her, too.”

“Her?”

In a daze, he looked over at Rhonda, who was humming happily, gobbling down heaps of cum she found all over the bed and her body. It was like ambrosia to her.

“Your slave, Master,” Rhonda cooed with perfect delight.

Elly had never heard her friend so content, or so perfectly sexified.

Rhonda continued. “I am your slave, now and forever. Thank you so much for fucking all of my horrible will away.”

“I did...I did what
?” William put a hand to his head. “Oh god. I did fucking what?”

Elly stepped forward. “You...you don’t know?”

“Of course I don’t know! I’ve never even...I mean with you...I mean that was my first time. Ever. With anybody! I got set up on that date by my sister. She thought I was too...too introspective, I don’t know. A shut-in.”

A glimmering feeling of pride swelled within Elly, even though she knew it shouldn’t have. She was his first
. Her alpha god had been brought to this earth by whatever special force her hot cunt had 
laying in wait.

“No,” he wiped his face, pacing. “No, I can remember now. Images. It’s like looking through a lens or something. I felt...I feel something with you. Something really, really old. Like we’re magnets or something. Am I nuts? Do you feel that?”

Elly definitely did. She nodded eagerly. “I don’t know what it is. And I know that what’s happened to Rhonda is wrong, but...” she rushed toward him and then held back, holding her hands around her sides. “...but oh my god I still just want you so much, William. I can’t explain it.”

He sat down on a chair. It took all of Elly’s willpower not to hop on his lap and stroke his hair and kiss his cute face. He pointed at Rhonda.

“I don’t know exactly what’s happened...but I did everything to that one—”

“Rhonda.”

“Right, Rhonda. I did everything to her that I did to you. And you’re not...”

“Mindless? Hypnotized by lust? Your complete devoted servant?”

Bits of anger had leaked into her voice. Elly couldn’t tell if it was because Rhonda’s life had abruptly been shattered, or because the same hadn’t been done to her.

“Right. Look, I know you must be mad with me, but...” he took a breath, holding his chest. “That wasn’t me. I don’t know what’s inside me. I just know that something about you unlocked it...and something about you is able to withstand it. And if...Elly, if it comes out again, I might take someone else. Please...you’re the only one who can help me. You must feel that. I think you’re immune somehow. Otherwise you’d be...you’d be just like her.”

She had noticed that too...and she couldn’t ignore that surge of power she had felt when they fucked for the first time. Certainly, much of it had come from him, but she also felt something coming from within herself as well. Was there something special about her, interacting with whatever it was that had unleashed in him?

Sighing, she came closer to him. Despite herself, she felt even a little bad
 for him. Who would want to completely wipe out the mind of some complete stranger? It was a terrible thing to have on a 
conscience.

Even if—some naughty and terrible and quite vocal part of her mind whispered—even if it was
 sort of hot.

Even if that was the sort of thing that she fantasized about so often—having a stud in control of her life, her every decision. A stud so powerful that he could take whoever he wanted—an alpha stud god who needed her to even become that stud to begin with...and needed her to tame him as well. Her pussy sent thrills of pleasure up and down her body at the thought.

She took his hand and drew close to him.

“I do feel it, William. I’ll help you. I’ll do whatever I can.”

“I have an idea about that, but I don’t know if you’ll like it.”

“Yes?”

She hoped he was going to suggest kissing him. She felt herself needing to do that again now that she had touched him.

“I think...I think this...this thing inside me. I think it's tied to my arousal. I think if I'm turned on for too long, it comes out. And then even if it cums a lot, it's still not sated. Not until every woman I see...it sees, is filled. So I have to nip it in the bud. So could you...I mean—”

“You need to me to make you not be aroused?”

He smiled, sheepish. “Yeah. Could you just, you know, stroke me off? I...I need it, Elly. To stay in control. I need...I need you.”

Her heart leapt. Oh god yes. She could do that. She wanted to so bad. Trying not to let her need and lust show so nakedly on her face, she nodded and slipped down onto one of his legs, stroking his naked, stiffening cock. Feeling tender, she kissed his forehead as she began. He kissed her back.

“I can’t help but feel the most disastrous feelings for you, Elly.”

“I know,” she said. “Me too.”

And Elly held this man so tight, this man who had so quickly become her entire world, stroking his thick, hard cock in the quiet hotel room. She kissed him, trying to lose herself in his lips, his hardness, and struggled to keep her mind free of thoughts of what she had gotten into, and whether she ever wanted to get out.
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Her Alpha, Untamed
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B
ound by forces they had no comprehension of, William, Elly, and the newly-christened slave Rhonda arrived at Elly’s small one-story house in the suburbs early in the morning, trying to sort out what to do next.

Well, that was only accurate up to a point. Elly certainly wanted
 to know what to do next, but she was busy trying to negotiate between parallel parking on the street and stroking William’s cock, trying to keep his new urges under control. In the backseat, Rhonda was watching the redheaded Elly’s efforts with longing, fingering her clit and giving herself orgasm after shuddering orgasm, which William had allowed her to do on the way there after much begging from Rhonda.

The voluptuous Elly stroked William so diligently because if he went too long without orgasming, they had discovered, his arousal level would build up enough reserves to unleash the massively built, incredibly dominant stud god hidden somewhere inside of him. And then, he might break the minds and wills of more women just like he had done to Rhonda. For whatever reason, Elly was immune.

It was, Elly had to admit, a very odd situation all around.

Of course, Elly loved stroking him. She loved the feel of his cock in her hands, how strong he was, how slick his rod felt from his precum and all the numerous times he had cum since they had met only hours before.

He stared at her with clear lust in the seat across from her, moaning and groaning through another round of spurting, covering her hand with his white gooey gift. She put the car into park and 
licked her hand dry, trying to show him how much he meant to her, already, even after just meeting him mere hours before in the hotel where they had come from.

Their connection was raw, hot, animalistic. She didn’t know why it was so strong. She didn’t care.

It was six in the morning now, and Saturday. Elly had hoped that would be early enough for no one to see them—she didn’t really know how to explain the man who was naked except for a pair of torn pants (William’s alter-ego had destroyed much of his clothing) and her friend Rhonda who was doting after the half-naked William and calling him Master. They drove William’s car, as it had been closer to them in the parking lot next to the hotel where they had all met.

“Okay,” he said, nodding. “I’m ready.”

Already, she could see his member stiffening slightly as he looked at her. She felt a rush of pride move through her. His stamina and endurance had apparently increased quite a bit with the awakening of whatever beast was inside of him. Elly wore her dress from the night before, short and blue, showing off quite a bit of leg.

They stepped out of the car and rushed across the short lawn to get inside Elly’s house. She heard a door open next door, and saw her neighbor Katya begin arranging the trash cans to take them out to the curb. She was dressed in a tight pair of shorts and a faded gray tee. Waving her hands, Elly rushed William and Rhonda inside, turning around to smile at Katya.

The cute young eighteen year-old had long straight blond hair that stretched halfway down her back. She was rather slender—and would have seemed almost dangerously skinny if not for the clear lean musculature filling her arms, torso, and legs. Her eyes were enormous and blue and somehow managed to always captivate Elly’s attention when they were talking.

“Hey there, stranger,” said Katya, beaming a bright smile. “Having guests over?”

“Oh, yeah. Yep. Guests!”

Elly really had no idea how to answer. Her mind, while somewhat alert, was also thoroughly exhausted by the night’s erotic events. An arrangement of weird nods and hand wavy motions accompanied all her words.

“Did you guys go clubbing all night or something?”

Elly nodded, still not knowing what to do with her eyes or mouth.

“You just, y’know. I’ve never seen you stay out before.”

A long, elaborate shrug pushed through Elly’s body, seemingly of its own volition. Words started spilling out of her, all by themselves.

“Oh we just had, you know, sort of a late night. It’s been a weird night all around!” Elly tried to laugh. “I guess we’ll see you later okay bye!”

And with that, Elly rushed inside, feeling bad.

Katya was a sweet girl, new in town. She was going to school at the university downtown not too far from where Elly worked. They had run into each other a number of times, and so far, Elly had turned down Katya’s frequent offers to grab a cup of coffee.

Katya had been asking about three or four times a week, as a matter of fact.

That was frequent, wasn’t it? That was really frequent. She must have really been looking for a friend.

It wasn’t that Elly wasn’t happy to talk with her. She just hadn’t had time. She hoped that Katya didn’t think she disliked her—and with the way Elly just blew her off, now Katya had even more reason to think that was the case.

Great. World’s worst neighbor.

Elly sighed. She could worry about it later.

Inside her small house, William was already fending off the lithe, slender Rhonda. She bit down on her thick lower lip, gazing needfully at her Master.

He had sat down on the couch, and Rhonda was there in front of him, on her knees, begging with her hands up.

“May I just nuzzle your feet, Master?” she asked. “I promise not to suck your toes if you don’t want me to. But please, can I curl up next to them?”

William looked over at Elly, desperate for help. Elly thought he looked a bit cute, and had to resist the urge to tell him to let the poor girl be his footwarmer.

Rhonda was her friend, her dearest friend, this was totally true. And Elly did
 want her friend to have her mind and her will to herself. But at the same time...Elly’s cunt just got so quivery and hot from 
imagining Rhonda sucking off her new lover. These competing desires seemed to be par for the course when it came to William.

“What if you got us some drinks, Rhonda?” suggested Elly.

Rhonda, excitedly, nodded up at William. “Master? Would you like a drink?”

“Yes. Some...some water, please. With ice. And whatever Elly wants.”

Rhonda turned to Elly, that same vacant, pleasant emptiness in her eyes.

“None for me, thanks.”

The interior of Elly’s home was quaint, nice. She had framed posters of old sixties rock-and-roll bands on the red-painted walls for a sort of vintage look. Her living room had the standard arrangement of television, couch, coffee table, and a few potted plants in the corners. Her bedroom was down the hall at the end of the living room, as was the bathroom and the laundry room. The kitchen, next to the entryway, was at the other end.

William tugged her close, pulling her down on the couch on top of him. They kissed for a moment. She loved his lips, the shape of them. Such perfectly shaped, perfectly thick lips. She dragged her teeth off them as he pulled away.

“I really need you to stroke me off again.”

“Already?”

“Yeah.”

His cheeks were flushed. He was embarrassed! That was cute. She pulled his pants down, admiring his wiry musculature. He was so cut. The turn of his obliques melding down to his hips made her heart race.

“I’m sorry. She’s just...so hot. And so eager. It’s...so...”

Elly was already stroking him. Elly enjoyed giving him the handjobs, but she had to make them so quick! She knew that William was afraid of his dominant side—his alter-ego. Stud-ego. Studform.

Mmmph. Elly had to struggle with herself not to let that happen. It was so tempting to encourage that hot, wickedly dominating side of his come out to play, to dominate her. Maybe...maybe if he was out long enough, then he could shatter whatever immunity Elly seemed to have? Then she wouldn't have to have any cares or 
worries ever again. Just hot, blissful obedience to her Master.

She knew it was wrong to want that, but...god. He was so fucking hot like that!

“Yeah, Master,” she moaned, sliding her hand up and down on his cock. “Tell me what your slave is to you...”

She got a thrill from calling him that.

“El...Elly...”

Rhonda strutted back over and handed William his drink. Shaking a bit, he took it.

Taking a long sip, he kept his eyes on her. She imagined the slippery feel of the drink sliding down his throat, and wanted her own special drink just from him.

She knew that they needed to spend some time on fixing their problem, on focusing on whatever it was that was happening to them.

William wasn't the only one who had power awakened within him. Something had woken up in Elly as well in the hotel. Something that had both woken William's studform, but also calmed it as well, something that had been able to bring William back to himself. It was like—if Elly was willing to give in to her romantic thoughts—like they were made for each other.

She could feel that power within her, even now, pushing and tingling her insides, like her soul was on fire. But William was so close, and so good, and so warm and it felt so nice to snuggle up against him and hear him speak.

“That...that’s so hot...” he said finally, taking a long sip from his water glass. “When you call me Master. I like that a lot. But I’m afraid if you keep talking like that, I’m going to change again.”

She slowed her strokes. “You’re right.”

“Can we talk about something else?”

She slipped her legs over his, sliding her thigh forward gently into his crotch. Fuck, he was sooo hot. He had a lantern jaw and deep dark eyes that made him just so impossible to ignore.

Still stroking his thick, precum-slathered cock softly, she stared at him soulfully as his hands slid up and down her soft thighs. Occasionally, he would lean forward and give her a squeeze on her ass, her hips, her waist with his free hand. She didn’t mind in the 
slightest. She liked the way he touched her, his hands so rough but still so gentle.

They couldn’t just stare at each other this whole time—though it seemed William was very content doing just that. She set his glass down on the nearby coffee table, wanting his hands more free to adore her.

“So, Mr. Mysterious William. What do you do?” she asked him.

She certainly felt like she should know something about him other than the fact that she was desperate for his cock practically all the time.

He smiled, shaking his head. “I’m a security guard, for now. My brother is too, and he landed me the job when I got laid off.”

“You used to be in business?”

“No, I was a firefighter. Just for about six months, though. Budget cuts, plus my rookie status, meant I was one of the first to go. I still volunteer, but...”

“It’s not the same.”

“Right.” He toyed with the blue fabric of her dress. “What about you? What do you do?”

“I'm just working in an office right now. I do social media stuff. Nothing exciting like security.”

He laughed. “Trust me. It's not that exciting. It's better that way.”

“Did you save anybody? As a firefighter, I mean.”

He shrugged. “Sure. I mean, probably. Where I was, we had a lot of brushfires. So we saved a lot of houses, a lot of livestock. We had to work in tandem with park rangers, local police, that sort of thing. But nobody out of a burning building, if that’s what you mean.”

She leaned forward, pressing her big tits, so perfectly primed in her tight dress, against his arm.

“I bet you would have,” she purred, feeling flirtatious. “I bet you would have saved so many people. You’re so very brave.”

“I’m brave, huh?”

“Oh yes. I have a sense about these matters, and I can sense all sorts of good things about you.”

Rhonda appeared to be waiting for the slightest pause in Elly and William’s conversation, which had appeared now. Her eyes were latched firmly onto William's cock, still being stroked by Elly.

“Please, Master? May I touch it? May I serve you? Oh Master, please?”

She was sliding her fingers over her crotch, not quite being ordered to touch her pussy and so therefore not doing it.

“Rhonda...Rhonda, stop that,” said William, making a face. “Stop touching yourself.”

She did, clearly in discomfort. Elly was worried.

“Rhonda...are you okay?”

Rhonda clearly heard her, but did not respond. Perhaps in her Master’s presence, she felt obligated only to respond to whatever he said. William picked up on this as well.

“Rhonda, are you all right?” he asked.

“I am in your presence, Master. All is wonderful and well.”

“You look like you're in pain. You sound like it, too.”

“I...I cannot lie, Master. Not pleasuring you is discomfiting for me. And to see you in pleasure, without touching myself...that is very difficult. I feel as though my soul is being spread apart, like bread dough.”

“Oh god,” said William, head rolling back.

Elly took a breath. “What do we do?”

“I don’t know...I don’t know!”

He tried to sit up on the couch somewhat. Elly followed him, keeping her hand on his perfect cock. God, she wanted to just sink her mouth down and suck him for the rest of the day.

William continued. “I mean, I don’t want to force myself on her, but if it’s hurting
 her not to pleasure herself...”

Elly couldn’t help but feel turned on the thought of her man ordering her best friend around. It seemed completely right, somehow, for Rhonda to be doing it. She was a slave, now. She was a slave and William was her Master. Whenever they could change that, maybe they would, but for now, that was the reality of the situation. They should just accept it and make the best of it.

And have her man fuck as many women as possible. Elly suppressed a moan with the thought.

“You should do it.”

William nodded, shrugging and making a face.

“I’m sorry, I know she’s your friend, I just—”

“Shh, it’s okay,” Elly put a finger to his lips, smiling wickedly. “I know you don’t want her enslaved. And neither do I. We’ll fix that, somehow. But while she’s like that...we may as well enjoy it, right?”

“What?”

Elly started picking up the pace with her strokes. His cock twitched hotly in her hand. She leaned in and whispered in his ear.

“I think it’s really hot you’ve enslaved my friend, William. I really do. I...I find it so fucking hot that you’re the only cock that’s ever been inside of her...I find that so hot, Master
.”

He moaned at the title, just like she had wanted.

“And I find it even hotter that you could make her do whatever you say. I think that’s so, so sexy.”

“Oh fuck. Oh...oh, Elly...”

William’s cock strengthened once again in her hands. Elly purred with the need to see him cum again.

Elly wanted her friend to return to normal. She really did. And yet, she couldn’t help but feel that it would be so hot, so incredibly, earth-shakingly, pussy-wettingly hot if Rhonda never did. If her will was lost, forever. If she was serving and adoring Elly and especially William for the rest of her life.

Something about that made the hot lusty engines of Elly’s wicked mind purr in attention.

“Yeah,” Elly moaned. “Cum for me, baby, please? Cum thinking about my friend being your slave. Cum thinking about us both
 serving you...cum because you’re my Master
.”

“Oh god, Elly...”

“Call me your slave? Please, Master? Say I’m your slave.”

“You’re my slave,” he moaned, like a chant. “You’re my slave. You’re my fucking slave. You’re my slave oh fuck oh Elly...”

“Tell Rhonda to touch herself, please? Tell her to cum? Call her your slave too!”

“Rhonda...cum for me slave. Touch yourself and cum, slave.”

Rhonda moaned with delight. “Yes, Master!”

Watching Rhonda respond immediately, needing only the barest of touches before another wave of orgasms rushed through her, must have been too much for William. With a long shuddering moan, holding Elly tight, he came, spurting all over Elly's dress.

She loved watching the bliss cross over his handsome face. Staring into his eyes while he came was like some kind of perfect dream come true. She licked up his cum, sliding each and every bit into her mouth. After breathing hard for several moments, he stood up, gently moving her off of his lap.

“I need a shower, all right? I think I’m okay for now. But I’d like some time to think.”

Elly was amazed—and always had been, really—at the ability of an orgasm for men to clear their heads. Her orgasms only left her more turned on, usually. They turned her thoughts to sorghum. With a man, it seemed like the orgasm just cleared out his docket, and let him focus on other things. William was, apparently, not so different in that regard.

She watched the ass of her man as he walked into the bathroom, so nicely shaped, and let out a long sigh.

Fuck, I love him.

And then she thought—oh no
.

She...she loved
 him. Oh wow. Oh no. Oh...oh god, could she really be sure about that?

It was just that she had never felt anything like this before. This felt so good, so real and permanent. Everything about him was so endlessly fascinating and her entire body felt like it was lit on fire when he was near and ohh oh god...

There was a gentle knock at the door. Elly, still in a daze, didn't bother to change out of her cum-stained dress or even move Rhonda somewhere less visible as she walked over to answer it.

It was Katya—dressed now completely differently than she had been before.

She wore a tiny denim skirt with a metal-studded belt. Her long, tanned legs looked splendid and polished. She had not a hair out of place, framing her youthful, vibrant face. Her halter top was tight, allowing the firm, perky lift of her breasts to be on sexy display.

“We need to talk,” Katya said, barely looking at Elly as she rushed inside.

“Wait, no—”

It was too late. She walked right by Rhonda fingering herself, moaning and purring against the ground in a post-orgasmic haze, 
whispering “Master...Masterrr...”

Elly was certain that Katya was going to call the cops as soon as she saw the slender blonde having her way with herself. Instead, she merely raised an eyebrow.

“I suppose that’s why I noticed such spikes of raw power emanating from here. Do you know that every second she thinks about him, she’s only more and more enslaved? That’s some seriously powerful stuff, Elly.”

Elly closed the door, shaking her head. “I...what? You what? Second what?”

Katya smiled. Her eyes, clear and blue and large, dominated much of her beautiful face.

“Right. Sorry. You don’t know.”

She grabbed Elly’s hands. Her grip was soft, her palms softer.

“Sit down with me, yes?”

They both sat down on the nearby couch, facing each other. Katya kept her hands attached to Elly’s. On the other end of the house, Elly heard the shower starting.

“You need to hear something, and you need to hear it right away. It’s the only way any of this is going to make any sense at all.”

“O-okay?”

Elly’s head was spinning. She felt like Katya’s grip was the only thing keeping her attached to the ground.

“You’re a witch, Elly. That’s why I’ve been trying to talk with you.”

“Wh-what?”

“You’re a witch. I’m a witch too. We are both witches, you and I. We possess immense amounts of power and are part of an incredibly ancient sisterhood.”

Elly waited for signs of a joke. Some glimmering of a smile floating around Katya’s lips. But there was nothing—just brutal, stark sincerity. She could hear Rhonda’s gentle schlicking sounds in the background, her moans punctuating the constant quivers of her pleasure.

“That’s...that’s a lot to take in.”

“I know, dear. But you need to know it. There’s so much you need to know—so much you need to train! There is, I can sense, a rather 
large reserve of power within you, and the sooner you learn how to control it, the better off you’ll be.”

Elly tried to look away from Katya's gaze, finding it a bit hard. Looking away from such a beautiful woman had not been high on Elly's priority list as of late.

“What do you mean? Can’t I just...just ignore it? I’ve been doing that so far.”

“Ignore it?” Katya drew back, like she had been slapped. “No. No, you can’t do that. It’s a wonderful thing, being gifted, and besides that, when witches go too long without using power, the result can be...rather unfortunate.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know how if you’re constantly pouring hot water into a tupperware, and it gets all melty and weird? It’s sort of like that.”

“Oh. Oh god.”

“Right. So we’re going to learn, yes?”

“Yes.”

God, yes. Anything not to have melty parts. She wondered if she could learn from home. Was witching like a correspondence course? Were there schools? Tutors? She had so many questions running through her mind—and they all seemed valid. She decided to start small.

“Why didn’t I know earlier?”

“Witchery isn’t puberty, dear.” Katya let out a small, slightly condescending laugh. “It takes time to develop and set in. It takes years and years and years. Many witches don’t even know about their powers until they’re forty or fifty. I was fifty-eight when I found out.”

“Fifty-eight? What are you talking about?”

Katya giggled and tossed her long, lustrous blond hair back. “I know, right? I look amazing, don’t I?”

“Well, yes.”

“That’s part of our gift. We’re immortal. Sort of. We need to...well.” Katya made a face. “This next part is sensitive, so I need you to hear me out, all right?”

This sounded bad.

“It’s sensitive?”

“You may not like it. And it involves hurting people. Well, mortals, anyway. I know you think of them as people right now, but once you’ve lived a few hundred years, that opinion starts shifting around.”

“You don’t think of mortals—” Elly stopped herself. “You don’t think of people as people?”

“More like children squabbling around in a playground. You’ll see. But look, we stay immortal through draining.”

Elly's heart started pounding, and not in a good way.

“That...that sounds probably exactly as evil as I imagine it is.”

“'Evil’ is such a harsh word. Try 'necessary.'”

At this point, Elly wasn't sure if she could try anything that Katya said.

The problem was that, if Elly was willing to sift through the haze of lust that had been the last twelve hours or so, there wasn't any other explanation for what she had seen and felt that even began to make the slightest bit of sense. And now that she had a name for it—that she was a witch
, of all things—she was already starting to attach herself to the idea.

Magic. Real.

Yes, she could believe that.

“So...” Elly struggled. “...we drain just any old person?”

Katya shook her head, smiling and gripping Elly's hand tighter. “No, of course not. That would
 be evil. And draining a normal mortal wouldn’t last us very long, besides. A few years, maybe. No—there are men. Special men. Men with power. Lots and lots of it. They don’t know about it—sort of like how you didn’t.”

A deep dread started to form inside of Elly's heart.

“You’re drawn to William, dear, because there’s an enormous reserve of power inside of him. Your power is awakening...and the threads of fate just sort of started pulling you two into each other by proximity. It’s completely preordained that you would drain him with me, Elly.”

“Drain
 him? Are you kidding? I love him!”

She said that with such conviction, as if it had been true for ten thousand years. That is sort of what it felt like—even though the truth was that she had only known (if she could call it knowing) for 
less than ten minutes.

“Oh, dear.” Katya tsked, shaking her head. “Oh dear, dear, dear. That won’t do at all. You don’t understand, do you? We can harvest his power...I can share him with you. If what I've been sensing is correct, he’s powerful enough to give us both at least a good two or three hundred years of youth and
 beauty. Could you imagine?”

“I do understand all that, I think,” said Elly. “But I’m not sure if you do. Understand me, I mean.”

“Look, if you’re worried about losing a good fuck, I completely understand, dear. I really do.” Katya nodded sympathetically. “But imagine! You’ll be as hot as you like for two hundred years! Do you know how many doors open up to gorgeous women? I’ve earned over five figures just last month from men who were in love with me.”

“And I suppose you didn’t use any magic to convince him of that.”

Katya smiled with a rather lascivious amount of guilt. “Well, maybe a little
 just to push their minds in the right direction...but that was only speeding up the inevitable.”

Elly sighed, brushing her hair back. Katya really was so very fucking pretty. Her recently re-awakened bisexual side—so thoroughly indulged in with Rhonda—was having trouble not noticing Katya’s clear beauty. So, it was an easy thing to imagine Katya extorting or blackmailing or just plain convincing men to give her money through her beauty.

But, this wasn't going to work. Elly couldn't allow anything to happen to Katya.

“I mean,” said Elly. “I really, really appreciate that you are...trying to show me the ropes, here. I do. I think it’s very...” Elly searched for tact. “...very gracious of you. But I just can’t drain the man I love. Can’t there be...other men? You’re so gorgeous now. Certainly you’ve got many years of beauty ahead of you. Why not just wait?”

Katya's face had become very serious. “A find like this isn’t something we wait on, Elly. There’s bigger concerns.”

“Bigger concerns? Like what?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“I am
 
worried about it.”

Katya shrugged. “I think, that if you've seen what's happened to Rhonda there, then you already know our concerns.”

“Oh...” Elly sighed. “Oh god.”

“He won't stop, Elly. Your immunity has lasted you this long, but if he has enough power built up inside of him, it won't matter. He'll take everyone he sees.”

“I just...I thought I was...different.” Elly's head drooped down.

“I'm sorry, dear.”

A terrific sadness had replaced the dread inside of Elly—or had landed on top of it, and now the two wrestled for dominance in her roiling belly.

“No, I mean, I could feel it. I could feel
 that it didn't affect me.” As she said the words, the memory of the feeling became that much more clear. “That it almost...didn't want
 to, I think.”

“I understand. I'm just telling you that whatever you thought you felt was just a result of our natural immunity from being witches. I'm as immune as you are.”

Elly wasn't sure she believed that. But maybe she just didn't want
 to believe it.

God, she wished she knew more about magic!

“I don't care. I don't care!” Elly stood up, pointing at the door. “I’m sorry, but I need you to leave, please. I just, I don’t want any part of it. I want you to leave until William and I can figure this out, okay?”

Katya stood up with her. She cupped Elly's face—her hands were filled with warmth, and sent a long, hot shiver through Elly's body.

“Ah, well. It’s a shame you don’t want to cooperate. I suppose you can just hang out in the closet, okay?”

Elly tried to say something in response, but then felt the hot tendrils of Katya’s magic slinking around her. She realized suddenly they had been wrapping around her for quite some time now—it was only now, though, that she realized they were there. Like a snake in hiding, they struck and constricted—and Elly couldn’t move or speak.

Casually, Katya picked her up—levitating her off the ground and leading her through the small house on a sparkling leash—and 
slipped her into the bedroom closet.

“I know you’re thinking, ‘You bitch. What are you doing?’ Right?”

Katya giggled. Her tits bounced in her tiny top.

“Well...um, that’s sort of a dumb question though, right? Obviously, based on the conversation we just
 had, I’m going to completely seduce the love of your life and then transform him into a lifeless husk, duh. And make you watch, also. Because you need to learn this lesson to be a proper witch.”

Elly continued to struggle as Katya levitated her into the bedroom—locking the door behind her to keep Rhonda out—and then into the closet. She shut the door.

Elly could see through the slats of the closet into the room—her queen-sized bed with its green sheets, the beige walls, the dresser with the long mirror on top. Idly, she wished she had less shoes—her legs were mashed against at least half a dozen pairs and it wasn't very comfortable in there.

She could hear the water of the shower turn off. Katya smiled and winked at Elly, and arranged herself on the bed. Elly watched her try out a few poses—bent over, laying supine, elbows-up on her belly. Her body, with each pose, looked more and more sexy.

She could hear William step out of the shower and grab a towel off the rack, drying himself.

“Elly?”

Katya had settled on just a normal sitting position, her legs crossed and swinging. Her legs were long, exquisitely muscled, and bronzed.

After another minute, William walked out, looking down at himself and the teddy-bear plus hearts shirt he had stretched over his broad chest. “Elly, I put on a shirt of yours. I hope that’s all right. It doesn’t really fit, but it was the only thing you had. Some sweat pants too.”

Inanely, Elly worried that he would think that she was some insane shut-in when he had seen the gross amount of sweat pants and flannel pajama bottoms she had. It got cold in the house, dammit!

She sighed, frustrated with herself—that was really not the main issue at hand right now.

“Hi there, stud.”

Katya’s voice dripped sex. In fact, all of her did. Where only minutes before, her body language, posture, gestures and even her intonation bespoke of an innocent teenage girl who was just learning the ways of the world, now that was all changed. Now, Katya was pure teenage seductress, a girl who had been with all kinds of men—but who especially
 needed the one she saw now.

Elly could sense sharp tugging sensations in the air—strings of magic wrapping around William, pulling him toward Katya. And if she focused on those sensations, she could just almost see sharp, twinkling, glittering bands running through the air.

Magic.

“Who are you?” asked William.

“I’m Katya, darling. Didn’t Elly mention me to you?”

“Elly? No. Where is Elly?”

“She’s out. She went to get you some new clothes. She thought you would need them.” Katya smirked. “It looks like she was right.”

“Listen, I don’t know who you are, but you...you’ve got to get out of here.”

“Do I? But I just got here, and this bed is so
 comfy. Come try it. You look like you need to relax a little.”

William shook his head. “What were you going to talk with Elly about? I can...I can tell her, and you two can meet again later.”

“She said...she said some things that I found really hot.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” William gulped.

“She said you were just...irresistible. And that you turned all these women into slaves.”

“Just...just one woman.”

“Mmm.” Katya tossed her hair back, touching one erect, visible nipple. That’s sooo hot. I bet you could turn anybody you thought was hot into your slave, couldn’t you?”

“No. I mean, maybe. I mean, I don’t know. I’m not sure how it works.”

Inexplicably, Elly was so fucking turned on by this. Katya was doing a hell of a job of making the room hot. She was, in fact, rooting for William to turn into his dominant side. Turn, she screamed at him with her thoughts. Turn! That's the only way you can live!

Katya slid a finger down her neck to her breasts.

“Do you think I’m really hot, William?”

He nodded dumbly, eyes tracing the line her finger was making. Katya had centuries of seduction experience wrapped in the body of a hot, tight, perfect eighteen year-old girl. She was irresistible. Elly found herself not blaming William at all for falling for the witch babe.

“I could be all yours, you know. Alllll yours. You wouldn’t have to worry about Elly at all. Or you could have me and her together. Would you like that? Would you like to fuck both of us? To own both of us? Sir?”

William groaned long and deep, his voice beginning to sound otherworldly. He wrapped his hands around his chest.

“Please...I can feel...I can feel it trying to get out. You don’t know what you’re asking. I’m going to...going to...”

“You’re going to what, Sir? You’re going to get all big and hunky? You’re going to fucking own me?” Katya slipped up on the bed, getting on all fours and slipping up her tight skirt to show William her ass—and her complete lack of panties. “Go on, then. I want
 it. I can handle
 it. Get fucking big. Fucking own
 me, baby.”

Through the slat in the closet, Elly watched him change. For a moment, it just seemed like he was shaking. Then a long, deep rumbling filled the house. The walls cracked open, and the radiator in the corner burst apart.

The shirt of hers that he had put on ripped apart, practically dissolving. The pants split open and then fell down in tatters, his massive cock quickly rising to hardness. It was enormous. He was enormous. Easily over seven foot tall and four hundred pounds of solid, incredible muscle. Each part of him was chiseled from stone—god, to even suggest that he had a six-pack was ridiculous. He had a ten-pack at least.

Outside the room, they could hear Rhonda moaning and purring against the door, calling out for her Master. Elly could imagine her best friend’s fingers buried deep inside of her pussy, needing so bad to see her Alpha Stud God.

Elly was feeling much the same way. Her pussy was on fire. Oh god, she wanted to touch herself so bad! Now that she had seen the Stud again, she couldn't imagine being anywhere but on her knees. Her submissive nature was crying out for release.

She had never been one for monogamy. Before she had met William, when she imagined herself being attached to someone, it always constructed in her mind as more of a partnership. She and that partner would look out for each other, and be the first priority to each other, no matter what.

If Elly decided to sleep with someone else, that shouldn’t have been a problem for her ideal partner—and if her partner decided to sleep with someone else, Elly had decided not to have a problem with that.

It was only now, though, as she watched William (or Other-William) about to fuck Katya that Elly realized how much her man fucking another woman really turned her on.

Katya’s big blue eyes had become even bigger, her perfectly formed mouth trembling with lust. She dropped to her knees, her hands tugging at her tiny top, trying to strip it off herself..

“Oh...oh my...oh my fucking shit
...”

Elly could see all of the tendrils of Katya’s magic glowing bright red in the room—and then shattering into small clouds of sparks as the Stud walked right through them.

“Oh...oh my god
.” Katya had succeeded now in ripping off her top, revealing the pert, perky nature of her full, sexy tits. “Oh my god. I was wrong. I was so wrong. Oh my god, please! Please fuck me! Please, take me now!”

Katya’s immediate transformation—from haughty seductress to needy slut—was both gratifying, terrifying, and electrifying for Elly. She was so turned on by the thought of that vain, arrogant witch getting her mind fucked away by her Man...and she knew that she would be able to watch. William would go on to live, and go on to conquer, and she would be right at his side, begging him to do it more and more.

The Stud was fully hard now, his cock as hard as a crowbar. He pushed Katya down to her knees on the bed—his cock was level with her torso. He dwarfed the hot witch, and she looked like she enjoyed the size difference, that it turned her on how he could break her in half without even much of an effort.

“Naughty little slut,” he boomed, “trying to control that whelp of a man. You should know better.”

Katya nodded enthusiastically. “I should
 
know better, Master. I should be taught a fucking lesson
.”

Gripping her by the throat, he brought her gorgeous face up to his gigantic mouth.

“You worship me, now. I am all that is to you.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, her eyes full of terror and need. “All that is!”

Elly knew, intrinsically, that all of Katya’s terror was terror of not being good enough to please her new Master. It was the terror that he would let her will return, that he would end his total and complete dominance of her mind. He pushed her down back on all fours, her ass up at him.

Thrusting violently, he pushed his enormous, unprotected cock deep inside Katya's tight, needy pussy. A hot, long bulge was visible beneath the flesh of Katya’s taut, tiny sexy belly.

Katya's hair flew all over, her tits bouncing, as he drilled into her again and again.

Elly was so turned on as she watched. There were just so many angles of him she could see now! His amazingly chiseled ass, flexing and unflexing. The massive and intricate lines of his heavily muscled back. The mountains of his shoulders, the throbbing hot rocks of his triceps.

And the pleasure that he was giving! The pleasure he was receiving! There was something so incredibly erotic about watching the man of her dreams thrust and fuck harder and harder into Katya’s fertile cunt, owning her, more and more of Katya’s weak, frivolous will being dissolved and eradicated with each new mighty pound of his enormous bare cock.

He was a God. He was a Stud God on this earth.

And he was there...just for Elly.

Elly realized she could move. She could go and worship just like she needed! She burst out of the closet.

Immediately she slid on top of the bed with him. He took her by the throat and drew her near. His grip on her body, on her throat, felt so right and so hot.

“More witch cunt,” he growled. “Good.”

His mouth came over hers, his hot, rough tongue pushing down 
inside of her mouth. Elly moaned, bliss filling up her body.

“Oh yeah, Master,” moaned Katya, her Stud’s cock filling her completely. “Kiss her. Kiss your chosen girl. Kiss your fucking mate. Yeah!”

“That’s right, girl,” said the Stud. “You are my mate.”

His mate
. The very word made Elly's cunt fill with hot bliss. There was nothing else she could imagine being better than to be the one chosen, by him, to be his forever.

The only thing better was—and in her heart of hearts she knew this to be the truth—that it wasn’t just him who had chosen her. It was, as Katya had intimated earlier, something more along the lines of the universe dictating it. That they had met because the music of the cosmos needed their union to sing at its very loudest.

“I'm your mate,” Elly moaned. “I'm your mate!”

“Beg me to cum,” he ordered. “Beg me to own this slut.”

“Please!” she moaned obediently. “Own her! Cum in her! Please, Master, cum! I need to see it, oh my god!”

And at her behest, the Stud God came, spilling himself inside of Katya. His exhalation was deep and long, his huge hands digging hard into Katya's tight, young, small body.

His magnificent pleasure filled the room, the house. Elly could hear Rhonda cumming outside the door, and could certainly see Katya cumming as her pussy overflowed with his white, hot, gooey seed. He pulled out and sprayed down Katya's back, covering her body and hair with his yummy jizz.

Elly came with him too—and felt herself releasing something as she did. Something old, something powerful...something that wrapped around William even as she wrapped herself around him.

And so, breathing hard, the hot yellow light fled from the Stud's eyes, and he slowly shrank down and reverted back to his normal William self.

“Fuck.” He put a hand on his face. “It happened again, didn't it?”

In his daze, he looked at Katya, staring up at him with complete worship.

“Do not fret, Master,” she moaned, turning over on the bed, smearing his cum everywhere. “You will be yourself again. We can make sure of it. I know spells that can aid your transformation.”

“You can make me normal?”

“Oh yes. You will be your normal, studly self forever...and this mortal form will fade from you forever.”

He withdrew from her, like she had opened a bag of snakes.

“No,” he said, throwing his hands up in the air. “No, that’s not what I want. I...that other one...he’s different. It’s me, but it’s not, do you understand?”

Elly nodded, moving toward him. She wanted to touch him, to love him, so badly. “I think so. It opens up things you want, but...those things, all of them feel like they’re out of your control.”

“Yes,” he said, looking at her with some relief. “How did you—”

“Because that’s how I feel every time I look at you.” She slipped her hands around his waist, staring up at him, trying to exude every bit of her feeling for him. “Because...because I’m in love with you, William. Already. I am, completely. And I can’t help it, and it’s shaping every decision I make...and I already just gave in to it and I want to help you do whatever makes you feel right.”

William's mouth opened and then closed again. “Wow...wow.”

He drew her closer. His breaths landed on her lips, so hot. But he didn't kiss her.

“Elly, I...I think I may feel the same way, but it’s not fair to say it to you.”

“N-not fair? What do you mean?”

“I mean...I mean you...you have to go. It’s not safe for you here, with me. She thought she was safe, right? She must have. She had some...some plan? That's what this other side is telling me. That she was dangerous, and I took care of the danger. Well, what if whatever’s protecting you goes away?”

Tears started forming in Elly's eyes. She shook her head.

“I won’t go. I won’t, ever. I need you, William. I love you! This is real, true love!”

“Yes,” moaned Katya. “I love you too, Master! True love!”

He waved his hand at Katya in frustration “Do you see? Do you see how difficult this is? You love me...she loves me. I am...I'm flattered, I'm conflicted, I'm totally confused. I don't know what to trust, Elly.”

Her love was different
, though. It was. She needed
 him...needed 
him in a way that only she could. It wasn’t because of his power, it was because of him
.

But for William...it must have been so hard to see the difference. He shook his head again.

“I’m sorry, Elly. If you won’t go, then I have to. I can’t let whatever’s in me hurt you. I care too much about you.”

She hung her head down. “Cared” for her. Didn’t “love” her. Why couldn’t he just say it? She saw it in his eyes...or she thought she did. She hoped she did.

Taking a long breath, she tried to think. She took a few breaths, doing her best to ignore the strong sense of sex she was inundated with. Katya stayed on the bed, panting needfully.

As she thought, William dressed once more in Elly’s clothes—this time sweatpants and a hoodie.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Okay. I left your keys by the door. But, take Rhonda.”

She walked over to the bedroom door and opened it, where Rhonda crawled in, like a puppy left out in the rain.

“What?”

He tried to keep Rhonda at bay, holding the top of her head with one hand and squirming his hips back.

“You have to. She’ll be in pain without you. And you need someone...someone who can keep you normal. It may as well be her. She’ll follow orders to the letter.”

Rhonda beamed, nodding. Mouthing “please” silently.

Eventually he nodded. “You’re right.”

Knees slipping together, Rhonda slipped her arms around William’s waist and whispered out a chorus of thank-yous.

Elly felt stabs of jealousy attack her heart.

She had no problem with William sleeping with Rhonda—but for her to be the only one he slept with! It was going to drive her wild...but at least it was someone he could trust. Rhonda would never betray him, not for anything.

William stepped over to the bed once more and grabbed Katya, who immediately let out a long sigh of shuddery lust.

“Serve Elly,” he said. “Serve her like you serve me. Take pleasure from her commands. Protect her, and love her.”

“Yes
, Master. I would adore
 
to do that.”

Katya turned to Elly and knelt down.

“Mistress,” she breathed. “My darling, perfect Mistress.”

Elly felt her heart and her cunt quivering, despite the situation.

“Goodbye, Elly.”

He kissed her then, holding her jaw up to his. It was a kiss more passionate, more fevered, more filled with need than any of their others. It was a kiss farewell, forever, with each passing instant that their lips touched made more passionate, more fevered until Elly thought it would never end.

And then William stepped away from her and out the door, out of the house, and out of her life.

Despair filled Elly for several minutes. She sat down on the bed, a horrible emptiness encompassing her entire being, even with the gorgeous Katya slipping down to kiss and nuzzle against her leg.

“Mistress...” Katya breathed.

“Please don’t call me that. I don’t...I don’t want to be that. Is there something else we can use?”

Katya struggled for a moment. “Sister, perhaps? We are both in the Sisterhood, after all.”

“Yes. That’s all right.”

“I love him so much, Sister.”

Elly nodded. “I do too.”

“He ordered me to help you, serve you.”

Elly nodded again. Katya grasped her hands.

“What he didn’t tell us to do was to not find him. He didn’t tell us to solve this, somehow.”

Hope, frail and naked, perked up inside of Elly's heart.

“How can we solve this?”

“I can teach you the art of our gift. And...and then we can try and negotiate with the Queen.”

“The Queen?”

“The WitchQueen. If we do nothing, she will kill him. Her power is ancient...older than this world, perhaps.” Horror slid over Katya’s face as she said the words. “She’ll kill him...and we’ll never get to be with him again. With his power so awake now, he won’t be able to hide himself from others as he has been. There are so many who wish 
him harm, Elly. We must protect him. We must protect him, or the Witch Queen herself will slaughter him.”
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Call Girl

[image: ]




R

ule #1: Look terrific.

Vanessa sat at the carved wooden table in her kitchen, tapping a pencil on the sheet of rules her new john had emailed her. He was arriving later that evening. A half-full glass of orange juice sat near her, starting to sweat down to the little flower-shaped coaster she had placed beneath it.

This rule was both easy and hard for Vanessa. It was easy because she did, as she well knew, already look terrific in anything she wore. It was hard, of course, for the same reason.

Maybe some women had only a few outfits that they really knew would flat out impress a man.

Vanessa, on the other hand, couldn't stop impressing men no matter what she wore.

Having earned her liberal arts degree a few years back, she certainly could maneuver her way into a job that paid a living wage somewhere in the business world. Businesses would always need someone who could communicate.

But, that kind of work didn't appeal to her, or make sense to her, when she was as drop-dead gorgeous as she knew she was.

It wasn't just every kind of woman who had such effortlessly voluminous chestnut hair, for example. Or a slim, heavily-toned frame that easily fit into all the designer clothes she wanted, or  full round tits that filled out any hands that she allowed to come her way. She had fantastic legs, because she had fantastic skin, naturally bronze, and fantastic bone structure—a result of her mixture of Brazilian and Swedish heritage. Her cheekbones and lips shaped her 
every expression into a vision tinged with desire.

Modeling as an undergrad had brought her all kinds of offers, but the one that stuck, just a few years before, was when a man offered her more than two grand for a night with her.

Vanessa was a pragmatist. That was more money than she made in a month. Of course she said yes.

She specialized now in girlfriend experiences. A kind of fantasy for a man, letting him believe that his dream of having his own special fuck-fantasy sex toy for a girlfriend was something that had come true.

It was enough of a specialized service that, when combined with her beauty, allowed her to charge outrageous prices for short amounts of time actual working.

This surplus of cash had allowed her to move into her spacious, mid-city condo, with its enormously high ceilings, wooden floors, long hallways, and tall church-type windows. It cost her an easy ten grand a month to keep the place, and that was barely chump change. Her kitchen alone was six hundred square feet.

Most of the time on jobs? She just listened to the men. She would nod appreciatively at their accomplishments, coo at their appearance, and pat them on the back as they complained. Easy money. Sex, if it entered the equation, lasted for short amounts of time and required very little effort on her part. She had the unique ability—as probably many successful girls in her profession did—of never showing her boredom.

This new john, though, seemed like something different. Usually when a man was as specific as he was, it meant he had designs.

So, back to the problem at hand. What to wear?

Having designs meant he would want something to design himself on. He was paying ten times her normal rate, so certainly she couldn't present him with the old panties-and-tee shirt route. Some guys loved how “natural” that was, even though her make-up would be done up perfectly.

She got up from the table and strolled across her large apartment, past the living room, past the sun room, past the hallway bathroom, into her massive bedroom to her cavernous walk-in closet.

Outfits were ordered by type, and then color. Dress by dress, top 
by top, she flipped through her enormous collection of choices.

It didn't take all that long to settle on a good idea, though. She had a knack for this sort of thing.

Silk black panties and her lacy push-up bra underneath. Her tits were too lovely not to show off to someone with this much money.

A silk lavender blouse, unbuttoned a bit on top, to move his eyes down to the little gold star necklace she would have dangling in her cleavage. Then a skirt of a paler lavender, the hemline hovering just around the decency mark, which would lead delightfully into the patterned black thigh-high socks she would have on. The socks were transparent in long lines down her legs, showing off plenty of skin.

Her legs were like highways to her privileged pussy, and attention on her legs would draw his attention to where she would want him.

Oh—he may have been ugly as a mule, but with the money he was paying, Vanessa definitely wanted him inside her. Those customers were the most regular. Most men were happy simply with blow jobs from her—usually, they thought asking more than that was an imposition! Another privilege of her beauty.

Glossy lavender leather calf skin pumps completed the outfit.

Vanessa smiled wickedly. He wouldn't be able to help himself.
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RULE #12: BE PREPARING
 Dinner As I Arrive.

Vanessa had a flash of inspiration with this one.

She was an excellent cook—so often, that was what constituted a man's definition of “good girlfriend”—and so had prepared a lovely small little meal of braised chicken with tomato sauce and a small garden salad with walnuts and apple slices.

He was set to arrive at 7 o'clock, and so Vanessa started at 6:45. That was long enough to just finish preparations, and still set time enough aside to let him watch.

She knew he would want to watch her. She had left her blouse and her bra on a hanger in her bedroom. Covering her bare tits now was a green silk apron with lacy straps. Her heavy, hot breasts pressed against the fabric, creating a lovely line of cleavage. She had her hot mass of hair pushed up in a thick pony tail, coiffed and styled 
perfectly.

She was just finishing off the sauce, wooden spoon in hand, when the doorbell rang. Her heels clicked down the wood as she approached the door.

It was hard to say why, but she felt herself getting excited for once.

Rule #5 stated to greet him with a smile and a kiss, so she was ready to do this anyway.

When he opened the door and happened to be a painfully handsome hunk, kissing him became much easier.

He was tall, well-built, his tailored suit clinging perfectly to the wealth of muscles he possessed. His hair was cut short, a thick dark beard framing the delightful cut of his strong jaw. Everything about him—his frame, his arrogant stare at her displayed body, the wealth his suit exuded—just screamed a tantalizingly hot aura of strength.

Before, she had been prepared to kiss him—but she felt herself wanting
 to kiss him.

“Clint!” she squealed, leaning into his much larger body and sliding her lips against his. “I'm so
 glad you're here. Thank
 you for deciding to come straight home tonight.”

He seemed a bit stiff at first, but her lips pressed insistent. Her tongue flicked into his mouth, running quickly over his teeth, pulling on them just slightly. His hands came around her waist, the naked skin there. In her high heels, even with as tall as she was, she was just under his height.

“How are you, love?” she asked him, locking eyes with him. His were dark, with little flecks of green. “I hope work was okay?”

“Yes,” he said. “Long.”

His voice was deep and resonant, sitting in her belly like the roar of some wild animal.

“My poor dear.” She moved back for a moment. “Oh, drat. I've messed your face with the sauce. I'm sorry.”

This had been entirely on purpose, the reason for the spoon in her hand in the first place. She licked the sauce up off his cheek with a soft little giggle.

“There,” she purred. “All clean.”

His breathing had become heavy and somewhat ragged.

She knelt down and attended to his shoes. Rule number 9. They came off easily. She didn't have to kiss each foot before sliding it back down to the ground, staring up at him with her big brown eyes, but she felt it couldn't hurt, and it wasn't against any rules.

She stood back up and took his suitcase and his coat.

“Here, darling,” she said. “You've had such a day. Let me take all of this for you, yes?”

He made an affirmative sound.

“Thank you,” she cooed.

She strutted down the hall, bending over at the waist when she reached the little desk where she placed his suitcase. It had taken some time, finding a desk that low to the ground—but Vanessa knew months ago when she got it that it would be a lovely way to show off her amazing ass.

“You don't have a top on,” he said. Almost critical. “Why not?”

She turned back and smiled. “Oh, that.” She fluttered her fingers. “It just gets so hot in the kitchen when the oven is preheating, you know? I was more comfortable like this. My top is in the bedroom. I was going to grab it after I finished up.”

She stepped forward, running one hand down her tight, busty torso. “You know. I mean. If you really want me to.”

He smiled at her, lips not showing any teeth. As if he knew exactly what she was doing. “I do, as a matter of fact.”

Vanessa was somewhat surprised, but she had planned for this. “I understand. Randy man that you are, you want something to rip off my chest later. An apron isn't good enough?”

“It's a nice apron,” he said. “I'd hate to see it get ruined.”

“The top isn't nice?”

“My feeling is, the less tops you have, the more likely you are to just walk around in an apron all day, and that's something that needs more active encouragement.”

Vanessa laughed and walked back into the kitchen. It was good he had a sense of humor. That always made a night pass more quickly.

“This should be ready in just a little while,” she called out. “Maybe twenty minutes?”

She thought he was still in the hall, maybe checking out the place. Johns often did.

Clint did not. He was right behind her—sneaky man—and slid his hand up her skirt to the crack of her ass. His grip was enormous, hard, clasping down on the entirety of one cheek, treating her rear like a handle.

“Twenty minutes is fine.” he said.

His fingers pressed forward, finding her slit. Vanessa gasped and held on to the marble counter, trying to find a grip. She pushed back into his grip to allow him ease of access.

“Finish,” he said, pointing at the chicken.

“Y-yes,” she said. “Of course, darling.”

She picked up the chicken, and his fingers pushed in more. She gasped, nearly dropping it. Her cunt was moistening quickly. Her decorated thighs rubbed together softly.

“Problems?” he asked, digging his fingers deeper.

“N-no,” she choked out.

She pushed the oven down with the bottom of the dish, and stuck the chicken inside. His fingers pushed in and out of her now-totally slick pussy as she set the temperature and the timer. His other hand came up and pressed her head against the pleasantly warm door of the oven. She tried to jerk upward, and he held her firm.

His finger-fucking increased, pumping in and out for nearly a minute. She could feel his legs pushing up against her own, his bulge growing in his pants. The size of it, from what she could feel, was huge.

He was good
 at this. Most men had no idea how to properly finger a pussy, how to apply pressure in just the right places. But Clint was clearly, to be blunt, an old hand. Vanessa couldn't stop herself from moaning out.

“D-daarlliinnnggg,” she whined.

Abruptly he slowed.

“I think it would be good if you got dressed for dinner. What do you think?”

“Yes, please,” she said. She tried to stand straight up again, and he let her.

His fingers popped out of her pussy. He slid them in her mouth and she sucked obediently.

“Thank you,” she breathed after he withdrew them.

Vanessa walked back to her bedroom, flushed and confused. She leaned on the wall, drifting her hand back down to her still throbbing, dripping wet pussy. Her knees were weak.

This whole job, her whole realm of safety, was about control. She always had it. Men did what she wanted.

There was some...some power
 he had. Some influence over her. She couldn't explain it. It wasn't natural, but it was acting on her. But she couldn't do anything about it, either.

Her control was rapidly going away. And, fingers dancing on her clit, letting herself ride that wave of euphoria she had just experienced for a little while longer, she couldn't say for sure that she minded.
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RULE # 4: SAY PLEASE
 and Thank You. For Everything.

There were a few things she was learning about Clint.

He liked her cooking, as seen by how quickly he was wolfing down his meal at the table.

He liked the way she looked, as seen by how he kept wolfing down the sight of her tits and ass.

And he liked it when she knelt down in front of him.

“Please
, baby?”

“I'm still eating.”

“I know. But . . .” she bit her lip. “But, fuck, it's right there and I just can't stop thinking about it.”

She wasn't sure how much of this was an act anymore. She could feel his thoughts in her head, almost, pressing on her. Shaping her. Making her his.

She was sure that he was still definitely interested in fucking her, in having his cock inside of her. Even with her blouse on, covering up her beautiful tits, he was openly staring at the delicious curve they presented.  And he was definitely enjoying her hair falling down, no longer in its ponytail, halfway down her back. It was so thick—thousands of tresses and curls, all done up exclusively for him. Hot long hair that showed she was little more than a sex ornament to adore and desire.

“Please, can I suck you while you eat the meal I made you? I've been dreaming about it all
 week.”

He set his fork down on the plate for a moment, considering. He stared down at her. Vanessa straightened her back, ensuring her chest was out and up. She knew she had terrific cleavage. Her little pendant sparkled in the light.

“Go grab my suitcase,” he said. “I have something for you.”

She stood up, a bit confused, but of course obedient. She wasn't being paid to argue. She added a deliberate sway to her walk, her ass sashaying in her short skirt.

What was in the case? Some weird sex toy that he thought would shock her? He would be sorely disappointed in that regard. Vanessa's collection of dildos wasn't exactly exhaustive, but it was remarkable. Many of them she had even used on clients.

She grabbed the suitcase and brought it back, setting it on the table before kneeling before him once again.

He wiped his mouth and hands with the napkin and moved the plate aside, popping open the latches to the suitcase. From inside, he pulled out a small box and handed it to Vanessa.

Inside was an ornate gold-and-emerald choker necklace. Brilliant green stones the sizes of marbles trailed down and outward like a waterfall of opulence. Vanessa's heart caught in her throat.

“I wasn't sure if I was going to give it to you,” he said. “I wasn't sure if it would mesh well with . . . hmm. Certain factors.”

Rule # 15 was giving him problems. Never break character. She needed to cover for him.

“It's been so soon since our anniversary,” she gushed. “I wasn't expecting you to get me anything!”

She crawled onto his lap, still holding the ornate necklace, and kissed him passionately. All of herself pouring into it. She couldn't help the outpouring of emotion. This monumental gift, just because he liked her so much already. He didn't have
 to give it to her; she never would have found out. No, he wanted
 her to be recognized for doing so well.

Her kiss was needy, greedy, sucking his wet tongue into her mouth and guiding it around, wanting him to feel the inside of her somewhere. God, he was such a hunk. Vanessa wished all of her 
clients were half as handsome as he was.

“Please,” she pressed again. “I want to thank you.” She squeezed the thick bulge of his cock. “Properly. Please?”

He nodded, pushing her down on the shoulder.

“Do it how I like,” he said.

“Thank you, baby.”

She got down on to her knees, tossing her hair back. The choker slid on easy, the lock-clasp no problem to operate. The emeralds decorated her chest and neck wonderfully, turning her into a set piece of his liking. Of his design. The thought turned her on immensely.

With relish, she unzipped his pants and revealed his cock. Already half-hard, it was thick and long, an enormous masterpiece of sucking material. Her mouth watered.

When was the last time she had wanted so badly to suck a cock? Had she ever?

It was hard to focus on foreplay, so great was her need to feel his length in her mouth. But she was trained, practiced. Her soft tongue ran up and down the length of his immense shaft. Always, she kept her eyes focused upward, knowing that he would like it when she focused on him entirely.

Closing her eyes was always accompanied by a eager moan, and she couldn't help but moan with each drag of her wet, perfectly shaped tongue down the long length of his meat. She kissed all around the head, and then slid away to his balls, kissing there, suckling needfully for a moment.

She knew she was doing it exactly how he liked, somehow. She knew that...somehow, some way, he was running the show. His powerful mind expanding onto hers, making her what he wanted; molding her entirely.

He moaned. It was so fun to hear him moan, someone so powerful like that. She could swing this back her way, she knew it. All she had to do was suck him off like she knew he could. Then, this rich stud would be wrapped around her finger, and he wouldn't be able to stop himself from giving her gifts like that necklace again and again.

Her lips slid over his cock tip slowly, aching and exalting. She let out a deep throaty purr as the head penetrated deep into her mouth, 
rolling her tongue around its massive hardened girth. He had gotten very hard, very fast.

It was all going her way, and she knew why. She was putting on her best effort. It was, with him, so effortless to try. It felt good
 to try—it wasn't a chore.

Was it the necklace? Was it because he had given her such an amazing decoration? She knew, of course, that's all she was to him. Something to decorate his busy life. He didn't have time to go out and capture a beauty like her legitimately. So he bought her, and then bought her something gorgeous to make this beautiful part of his life even more beautiful.

Vanessa felt her heart swelling even as she sucked lovingly on his cock. She was beauty
 in his life. Of course
 he would be helpless against her. Everything up to now had been a front, an act to try and show that he was tough and strong. But in front of her beauty, he would fall like anyone else.

But, almost as soon as she thought this, he unceremoniously pushed her head off his cock.

“No,” he said, “Not like that.”

It was like he was reading her mind. She thought, at first, that what he meant was that it was time for the main event. She stood up, ready to lead him to the bedroom. But instead, he held on to her hair and pushed her face down to the corner of the table. Not hard, but definitely insistent. He adjusted her posture, making sure her breasts were pressing down on the table and that the necklace was right in front of them. Her lips and chin hung off the table, in ready position.

He took a moment to slap her face with his cock, letting its broad girth thump on her cheek. She gasped. She couldn't look up easily, though her eyes were wide open, but she definitely heard him laugh.

The table was at waist level for him—he was so tall!—and it was nothing for him to push his thick rod straight into her mouth. He plunged deep into her, without warning, the tip of his cockhead pushing into her throat, and then deeper.

And harder. Again without warning, he picked up his pace.

Vanessa stared up at him with pleading eyes—slow down, slow down! She moaned with a distinct kind of terror. She didn't know what would happen to her from this; she had never been 
throatfucked with this sort of intensity before. He just held her  down, rubbing his hands through her immense blanket of hair.

Desperately, she stamped her feet, trying to gain traction or rearrange herself to something more comfortable. But her heels clicked helplessly, scuttling on the marble floor. All she really accomplished was to wave her tantalizing ass in the air at him. Everything she was doing, she knew, would only turn him on more.

He reached one hand down and pulled up her skirt, revealing her smooth bare skin, the tops of her stockings already covered in her wanton pussy juices. He slapped her ass, hard. It stung horribly, and then he did it again. No compassion, no playfulness—just hard thwacking on her perfectly sculpted flesh.

She had never known she could be dominated so completely.

She had never known she would like
 it so much. Her volcanic pussy juices ran downward uncontrollably. His thoughts, somehow, were in her head—calm down, you're doing great, keep taking it in, you love it
.

And she believed all of it.

All her life, she thought because she was gorgeous, men would automatically trip all over themselves making sure her needs were attended to. And now, here she was, being utterly abused to serve one man's very specific need. Her cunt was on fire. Each new pump into her precum-soaked lips was making her hotter and hotter.

Her hair was sucked against her nostrils, and it was getting hard to breath. His big shaft shining and wet as it plowed in and out of her lovely lips. She didn't know how much longer she could last. Her hands went up to his arm, tapping frantically. I give, I give!

Clint didn't care. Her fingers wrapped around his forearm—so dense, so strong. He was in total control of her. Her position, her life, even her thoughts. What else was she supposed to be thinking about other than how absolutely thoroughly he was fucking her throat?

“Do you want it?” he grunted out, slapping her ass again. “Does my girlfriendcunt need my cum?”

Raggedly, she moaned out as affirmatively as she could.

He let himself go, his pelvis rocking hard against her mouth, her nose. When his load came, it never even touched her tongue at first, the hot gooey strands rocketing straight down her throat into her tummy. It was so warm, so filling. And so much
 
of it. It felt like pints. He must not have cum in weeks.

He kept shooting as he pulled out of her, and she finally tasted it. Salty, but a little sweet, and still just so deliciously warm. He sprayed a few strands on her face as he exited all the way. Vanessa collapsed to the floor at his feet, trying to find her breath. It felt like the wind had been knocked out of her.

Clint pulled his pants back up and sat back down. She heard  him picking up his fork off his plate and going back to eating dinner.

“Well?” he asked.

Oh. Of course. The rules. Yes. Follow the rules. Very important.

“Thank you,” she said, curling around his feet. She started kissing them. Slowly, affectionately. Making sure he knew it wasn't just some current in the air, that it was her taking the time to lavish adoration onto him. “Thank you, darling.”
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RULE #14: ENJOY YOURSELF
.

They sat on one end of her enormous bed. It took up the size of two normal king-sized beds. She had it specially ordered—though of course, she paid less than ten percent of the asking price.

Vanessa usually slept on one side, and served clients on another. If they wanted to fuck on her sleeping side, she would guide them back over.

Of course, with Clint, this rule had gone to the wind. He was on her sleeping side, and she hoped he stayed there. His rules seemed so much better than hers, anyway. She clung to his body, possessive, not wanting him to get up for any reason.

He had his pants off, his shirt unbuttoned. His muscles were so firm and defined, all of him svelte, like some powerful jungle cat. He must have worked out constantly.

Her sensational body was covered only by her panties and bra, her new necklace, and of course her heels. Rule #6 was to never take off her heels. She liked that one. She looked fantastic in heels, and looking fantastic for Clint was quickly becoming her new favorite activity.

For the past thirty minutes she had just been lazily stroking his mammoth cock. Every few seconds she would sigh, just staring at it. She wanted it back inside of her. He had his hands behind his head, eyes closed, humming leisurely. It was adorable.

“May I ask you something, please?”

He opened his eyes, looking down at her. “Sure.”

“It's about money.”

He frowned a bit. “ . . . okay.”

“How much of a chunk out of your pay was it to buy me this splendid, wonderful, amazing gift?”

He made a sound, and then he said nothing for a time. Vanessa was afraid she had made him angry. He had fucked her so mercilessly when he was seeming to enjoy her—what would he be like if she angered him?

“Well,” he said finally. “Put it this way: Every stone is real. Someone far, far less than me could pay for months of house payments with it, let's say. Or tuition. Or a new car. And I could buy probably several dozen more before my army of accountants noticed that my monthly allotment for personal expenses was only just starting to dip.”

Vanessa felt herself gulp. But the admission of such wealth created a kind of out-of-body experience for her. She felt distant, disconnected. She was staring openly at him, her mouth hanging open a bit, and her slim hand was on his giant cock, stroking it intently as she looked into his eyes.

He was so handsome, and so rich, and so powerful
, and he just knew
 it.

“You like how rich I am?”

She nodded dumbly, barely thinking, and then shook her head.

“I like you, love,” she said. “And that you're rich and give me nice things is a nice bonus.”

He smirked. “That sounds nice.”

He wasn't buying it. What territory were they walking into, here? She may as well just tell him the truth. She gave his cock a nice, deliberately long strong. She smiled when he shuddered.

“I'm a gorgeous woman,” she said at last. “We both know that.” She felt his cock jerk in her hands at her own admission of vanity. 
That was interesting. She continued.

“I have plenty of income on my own, so someone with a good amount of income isn't really of interest to me. So not just anybody can have me. That list is rather small. The list of people who can own me toe to tip . . .” she ran her hand up and down his cock again, slowly again, “that list is even smaller. And the list of men who can control my every single action, who can give me access to all the power this world has ever had  . . . well, that's not a list at all, is it? That's just a name.”

She leaned in close and whispered in his ear. “That's your name, Clint. So come show me how you rule.”

There was something supernatural about him. That was how he had garnered all his power. Being in her mind like he had. She couldn't bring it up to him, couldn't say it—that was the ultimate rule. She couldn't explain how she knew he was fucking her mind. Every time she tried, she just got hornier.

But truth be told, she found herself not caring. It was hot
 to be fucked with. And she didn't even care if he made her think that much.

His smile grew. He moved her hand off his cock and picked her up by her tiny waist. He was so big
 compared to her. With no effort at all, he tossed her further up the bed. Each of his muscles rippling and large. Her knees gathered up on her chest, framing her tits, and he plunged into her.

God, his cock was so fucking enormous. It felt so fucking right
, having him inside of her. She was so glad she was so utterly wet. That she had been wet all night, just for him.

She felt like he was splitting her in two. It matched what was happening in her head. The splitting of her philosophy—the one that had told her that she would be in control of everything she ever encountered, and now this stark reality of a man drilling her silly little beliefs into dust with every new perfectly placed stroke of his massive cock.

What had she been thinking, believing she could control this billionaire stud? It was all she could do to keep up with him.

He wrapped his hand around her emerald-decorated throat, holding her tight exquisite muscles there firmly. Vanessa's heart started pounding wildly.

“No one else,” he said, pounding into her. “You belong to no one else.”

Her eyes went as wide as possible.

Was he talking in the fantasy, still?

Did he mean it?

Oh god oh fuck
 what if he really meant it?

“No one else!” she gasped out. His grip tightened, and her cunt's grip on his cock tightened as well. “I belong to no one else!”

His thrusts got harder, faster. She could feel his big balls slapping against her ass. He was so big, so fucking big
, and his cock was just riding on her g-spot.

How long had it been since she had felt sexual bliss like this? How long had it been since she had come anywhere close to orgasm?

And here was this man, this rich fucking arrogant stud, owning her cunt like he owned everything else in his life. She was becoming just one more part of an enormous economy of objects that he controlled utterly.

And Vanessa was fucking loving it
.

His grip on her throat kept tightening, bit by bit, stroke by stroke. How was he just getting bigger inside of her? He hammered into her like some sexual demon.

“Fucking mine,” he said again, his voice thick.

She was outright choking now, and yet still she tried to nod in agreement. Fucking his
.

Vanessa, for a few seconds, wondered if he would just kill her. Just fuck her into the bliss that she so desperately wanted him to feel and then wrench her neck until she felt nothing else.

Certainly, he could get away with it. He was fucking her so well that she didn't even think that she would mind.

Vanessa realized that she had long ago now surrendered totally, utterly, completely to his overwhelming power over her every thought and act.

The orgasm that flooded through her body with his swift, powerful strokes as he shuddered out another hot round of seed inside her belly, then, was panicky and life-clinging.

This could be her very last bit of pleasure! He could take it all from her. Her money, her place, her life. She felt her mind grasping 
at everything—at the bliss he was giving her, at the gasps of breath that he suddenly let flow into her body, at the death grip she had taken on his back, her legs wrapping around his strong form so needfully.

Fuck fuck fuck
.

He could have killed her and paid off the cops and whoever else and gotten away it totally clean. And she couldn't stop thinking about how hot
 that was and how hunkish he was and how twisted her thoughts had become around the massive mind-bending rod he called a cock.

His enormous load of cum felt even bigger than the deposit before from his throat-fucking. Both ends of her layered in his seed now. It felt so good.

“Thank you,” she breathed finally. Obeying. Following rules. “Thank you so much
, love.”
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RULE #15: NEVER BREAK
 Character.

She slept in the necklace he gave her, its weight reassuring, even in her dreams. Usually her dreams were empty, squalid things. Walking in malls with men staring at her, or waiting in lines at amusement parks for rides that were just elevators shooting downward. But that night—though she could not recall the exact events or scenario—her dreams were pleasant.

She had hoped to wake up before he did, to give him a nice blowjob to guide his entrance to the day. That would be so hot, she thought.

And after he came, after she thanked him for his cum in her belly, she would tell him how much she loved waking him up by sucking his cock like that. That would get him to come by often, wouldn't it? That would be a regular paycheck.

That would be a regular fuck from this brilliantly handsome, handsome, handsome man who she could not stop her tidal waves of feelings about. Who had fucked with her head somehow. Who owned her thoughts and her mind. She wanted
 that. She liked
 it.

But she hadn't woken up in time. Instead, she woke to him 
stepping out of the shower. She slid up on one arm and watched him dress, her long hair blanketing the bed beneath her. He had a terrific back, the muscles around his spine so thick and well curved. He had a terrific everything.

“Oh,” he said, seeing her finally. “I didn't mean to wake you, doll.”

She smiled. “It's all right. I wanted to wake you up.” Her smile turned into a pout. “In a very special way. You beat me to it.”

“Money doesn't sleep,” he said, wrapping his tie. “I never got used to the idea of doing it myself.”

She slid out of bed, taking the silk sheet with her, covering her body. She nuzzled her face up under his, staring up into his dark green-flecked eyes.

“I'll want to see my man again soon,” she said softly, kissing his chin. “You've really . . . really made me all gooey and puddly inside. Looking at you is just . . . it's almost hard. I'm jelly.”

He kissed her. Soft. Tender, but biting her lips just slightly. Was that a sign? Did he believe her? How could she make him believe her?

She had been so obedient, so far. Wouldn't he just think she still was obeying?

The kiss ended slowly, each drawing away.

“I have so many things to say to you,” she said softly, her gaze drifting down. “I just . . . I don't want to break any rules. They're so important. You're so important.”

He put his hand under her chin, tilting her head. In control. “That's my girl.”
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Princess
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C
amille, the young nineteen year-old handmaiden to the cruel Princess Mariana, once again found herself turning to Counselor Victor for comfort. She sat in his lap, as always. That was one of the rules he had. She could tell him whatever he wanted, but she had to sit on his lap, first.

“It was awful!” Camille shuddered. She was so glad the Counselor was there, that he was so strong when she felt so weak. “She took Ana, that damned Tryptian whore, and just led her face down between her lap as I was right there! I was brushing the Princess's hair, and she just stops to get her cunny licked by someone else! Can you believe it?”

Victor tsked. “Tell me about that.”

“Well Ana, I mean, she's beautiful. That dark skin, you know. It's like chocolate. If I wasn't so in love with the Princess myself, I would be happy to watch someone like her lick someone like that. And Ana—she looked so scared at first! Like she wasn't really enjoying it, but she had to, because otherwise Princess Mariana would punish her somehow?”

Camille ran a hand down her half-open blouse. How had it gotten so open? Oh well. Victor was so nice. He wouldn't mind her cooling off. She tweaked a nipple. Her open blouse revealed a tautly muscled young torso.

“That's kind of hot, actually,” Camille admitted. “The look in her eyes, like that. Scared, but accepting. Right before she dove in, it looked like she was smiling. Like being that close to the Princess's pussy just turned her on too much. I'm just . . . I'm just jealous, is 
all.”

They were in his office in his tower, located in the back of Fairmount Palace. The room was spacious, filled with piles of books on every table and desk, with long groups of flasks and burners off to one corner in the back.

His tower was sometimes known to the locals as the Cruel Spiral, due to allegations that he would kidnap portions of the populace and experiment on them—Camille didn't buy into such things, of course. Victor had never been anything but lovely to her. That's why she came straight to him with news like this.

His lap was expansive, as Victor was a large man. He had a shaved head, and a dark, trimmed beard, and was rather young to be a Counselor.

She knew he was actually the youngest Counselor in the Kingdom for over five hundred years. Counselors were the right hands of the King, offering advice to the throne and enacting royal wills on the populace. Normally, there were two or three or even four Counselors at one time. But Victor was the only one the King had currently.

His rise to power had come after a series of unfortunate deaths, sudden retirements, and one case of thorough madness from his long line of predecessors. They all had Victor as an apprentice, and much suspicion had at one time been cast upon him; but of course, he was innocent. If he wasn't innocent, how had he gotten the job?

“How does that make you feel, dearie?”

Camille shook her head, her thick, long dark hair sweeping across her svelte form. She had to struggle to look into his piercing, ice-blue gaze for long. His eyes felt like they were breaking her mind apart, but in a good way. The way that cinnamon broke apart on top of a hot cup of tea.

It felt sometimes like this was all so very wrong. That she shouldn't be sitting in his lap like this. That she should be fighting, perhaps. Or running away. Or telling someone she knew about what they discussed. But, then she would come up to him and complain, and he would calmly explain how much he cared for her and make her a special little drink that made all her cares go away.

Still, every little while, the thought crept back up. Why was she 
still a handmaiden? She remembered the herbalist, Dell, had offered her a job tending the garden, to be an apprentice underneath him. She even remembered being excited about it. Camille loved herbs, loved plants, loved watching the way they twisted and grew and vibrated with the force of the planet.

But after she discussed the idea with Victor, it seemed like not a good idea at all. She made fun of Dell as she rejected him, called him a dirty old man. Victor suggested it all, and  Camille listened. The beautiful young brunette was lucky she had. The Counselor had made so many good decisions for her.

Victor's hand was on her thigh, fingers thumping along. He was so patient.

“It makes me feel . . . I don't know. It makes me wish that your love potion would hurry up and work.”

When Camille had revealed her love for the Princess—it was only a short time after she turned down the apprenticeship that she had realized her affection, making Victor's suggestion that she turn down Dell even better—Victor had crafted her a love potion to use.

It looked awfully similar to the little drinks he made her, but Victor promised her that it wasn't the same. And it felt so good
 to trust Victor. He was so right and strong.

He nodded sagely. “Yes, I can see how you would want it to work. Though I would proposition that it already is.”

She looked puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“Have you noticed any—shall we say—other instances of amorous activity of the Princess before this?”

“Oh, no. Not at all.”

Princess Mariana was well-known throughout the kingdom for being rather icy. Glacial, as a matter of fact, when it came to romance. At eighteen, she was years beyond the proper age of betrothal. But her father, the King, was wrapped around her pretty finger, and let her do whatever she wanted.

It was easy to let Mariana do whatever she wanted. The young blond was beyond gorgeous—most of the populace was convinced she was a living divinity, some physical form of one of the Seven Divines.

There was a saying—as Princess Mariana went, so went the 
Kingdom of Elysia. Certainly the King went along with anything she had to say, even more so since his wife's death some years past.

“Well,” Victor ran a hand through her hair. Camille trembled again, harder this time. She could feel it in her nipples, starting to stand up firmly against the loose cloth of her half-open blouse. “I would take that as a good sign, my dear. She was obviously overcome with emotion in your presence. Perhaps, being so long without a partner, or without any real affection, she simply didn't know how to proposition you correctly?”

Camille nodded eagerly. That made perfect sense. Victor was always making such good sense.

When she had first come to him, weeks ago, he made sense right away. Well, she hadn't so much come to him as he had shown up in her quarters. But then he took out his wonderful crystal of truth.

He explained, quite well, how no one could lie when the crystal was taken out.

Look at how well it sparkled and shined. It was impossible to think that anything he said was something other than the truth, wasn't it? Wasn't that crystal nice?

That night, he revealed how much he cared for her. How he saw her as a daughter, or maybe a little sister. And how she needed to confide in him.

When Camille had first started talking to Victor, she believed silly things—like that she didn't want to be a handmaiden forever, even a royal one. That she had big, grand aspirations. Become an apprentice to someone. Maybe the herbalist? Maybe even be the royal herbalist someday?

Victor helped her realize that was just part of her latent repression of her sexuality. That what she really wanted was to fall in the arms of sweet, gorgeous Princess Mariana, and lick her pussy forever after.

“I think you must be right, Counselor Victor,” she said sweetly. “It's just...it's so hard to see things how you do, sometimes. You're so wise and kind.”

“Perhaps my little crystal could make things a bit more clear?”

“Oh yes,” she said breathily, her chest heaving, one hand coming up to paw at his bicep. “Please, let me look into the crystal again?”

“Very well,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “Assume the truth position, my dear.”

Obediently, she slid off his lap, and knelt down in front of him. Staring up at him with her deep, dark brown eyes. He had explained to her that this was the only proper way to receive the truth he had to deliver.

“The oath, first.”

The young beauty nodded, her pouty lips forming a serious line. She knew the oath by heart. She held a hand to one breast, tweaking a nipple, as she raised her other hand in the air.

“I hereby promise to honor the crystal of truth, to recognize its power, to open my mind to its revelations, no matter how strange or foreign, and to enact its vision however I may.”

“Good girl.”

Camille felt a slickness in her thighs at his words—in fact, at just saying the oath. That was new. When he took out the crystal from a pocket in his robes, the slickness intensified a hundredfold.

“Let's start with some affirmation, yes?”

“Affirmation,” Camille said, her voice sleepy. “Yes.”

Her mind was barely capable of describing the crystal, its effects. She felt like she was swimming in the universe, in the time before time began, bumping up against all the vibrations of the stars.

“You trust me.”

She nodded slowly. “I trust you.”

“I am your counselor.”

“You are my counselor.”

“My words are always right.”

“Your words are always right.”

He stroked her face. His touch so gentle, so caring. She moaned appreciatively. The wetness between her thighs increased.

“You love Princess Mariana.”

She nodded eagerly. “I love
 Princess Mariana.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

Camille's hand was still on one nipple, tweaking and fondling. Had it been there the whole time? Oh well. It was wonderful. Victor was wonderful. And so right.

“You'll do anything to make this happen.”

“I'll do anything to make this happen.”

“Touch your clit, dear. Finger your hot little pussy. You'll listen better.”

Camille complied with a moan. That made perfect sense. With as slick as she was, her fingers slid right in.

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the . . .” she fingered herself harder, struggling to make it make sense.

“The true king of this realm. Remember your oath, Camille. Open your mind.”

Yes. Open her mind. Be a good girl. Her fingers pumped in and out, the soft wet noises filling up the space between her and the crystal.

“True king,” moaned Camille. “Mind open.”

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the true King of this realm.”

She just trust Victor. So much. He had to be telling the truth. If she had been able to see herself, she would know that her eyes—deep dark brown—had been turned shining and blue as she stared into the crystal.

“The current King is an imposter.”

“The current King is an imposter.”

Yes, of course he was. Victor was the true King of the realm. The current King had to be an imposter.

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

They repeated this a few more times. It was drilled thoroughly into her head.

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

This only made sense. Camille's fingers plunged ever deeper into her cunt, her thumb working harder on her hot little clit. A puddle had started to form underneath her. Yes. A real King for Mariana.

“The Princess deserves me.”

“The Princess deserves you.”

Yes, oh yes. Victor was the Real King. Mariana deserved a Real 
King. She deserved Victor. Of course she did.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should . . . should serve . . .”

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should serve a true . . . a true . . .”

Camille whined. This was starting to feel wrong again. Her hot little fingers in her snatch began to slow.

Victor stood up for a moment, taking the crystal with him. Some of Camille's fog started to clear. Victor was . . . was a King? Was that right? It had to be, because he said it, and yet . . .

He returned with a goblet in his hand.

“You should drink this.”

Camille nodded blankly. “I should drink this.”

The liquid was warm, thick, full of happiness and warmth. It wasn't wine, not exactly, because it was too milky and smooth, but it was red and had the tinge of alcohol. Just like every time before that she had drained this sort of drink, Camille felt like she was flying. She let the goblet clank down to the ground from an empty, strengthless hand.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

Her cunt felt afire Her fingers slid in and out with renewed vigor. She felt her orgasm fast approaching.

“Princesses should seerve aaa truuue King's. Mmmmm. Oh. Every
 need.”

“I am the True King.”

“You
 are the Truuue
 King.”

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

Camille's fingers were deep in her pussy now, her thumb riding ceaselessly over her clit. It was sooo good.

“Focus, girl. Give yourself a nice little cum, and focus.”

Camille came almost immediately, her hips bucking as her melting hot pussy vibrated with pleasure. It was the command
. She just had
 to do what he said, and it was so easy
 to obey him. He was sooo strong.

She had closed her eyes when she came, but when she opened them, the crystal was right there.

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

“Princess Mariana should serve you.”

Camille licked her lips. Mariana wasn't the only one who should serve Victor.

“You serve Princess Mariana.”

“I serve Princess Mariana.”

“You should serve me.”

Camille's hand had snaked up his robes, gleefully finding the lack of any impediment to his already completely hard cock.

“I should serve you,” she purred.

“I am your King.” His voice getting ragged now.

She made her strokes long, using her thumb around his cockhead to spread the precum around. Before long, his entire shaft was slick.

“You are my King.”

He pushed forward, his cock right in front of her face now.

“My cock is the only one you need.”

“Your cock is the only one I need.” Her voice breathy, hot, tinged with the need he prescribed.

“You want to be filled by my kingcock.”

“I want to be filled by your kingcock.”

Drool was sliding past her lips, running down her chin. She could not help but lick his perfect shaft as he spoke. It tasted an awful lot like the substance from the goblet. How wonderful.

“You want to be bred by my seed.”

“I want to be bred by your seed.”

Victor grabbed her by her incredible volume of hair and shoved her forward on her cock. She had no say in the matter anymore, no control. He slid her back and forth, up and down his shaft, and she simply complied like a good servant. One of his hands still held the crystal over her eyes, completely transfixing her.

“I am your King,” he said. “I am your Master. I own you. I own your cunt. I own your womb.”

She moaned out affirmatives each time. Her hot lips stayed slick on his shaft, and she made sure her tongue was actively adoring every precious inch of Master's flesh that she felt. He was so good to her.

He was so delicious and perfect. She was his. He owned her. Her MasterKingOwner. He was so perfect.

Her big, lovely tits were mashing up against his knees as he fucked her pretty face. He wasn't slowing down. She didn't care. It was so hot how she didn't care how hard he fucked her face. She was his plaything. He could do whatever he wanted.

“When I cum, you cum,” he ordered.

“Mmmhmmm!”

She was so close anyway. Her cunt juices had already ruined her dress. She had no idea how she was going to walk back to her quarters without being called out for being a slut. She didn't care. She was Master's
 slut.

She felt his balls tense up, his every muscle tighten. Then heaven arrived in her mouth in liquid form, every Divinity singing out the praises in her mind of this Masterful Lord and King who owned her. Her orgasm frolicked across her body, burying her in pleasure, even as his seed buried itself deep in her tummy. Its taste was transcendent, the feeling euphoric. The thick hot wetness slid hot down her throat, each inch of it sliding so perfectly inside of her young, willing body.

Every hot new spurt was just dirt on the grave of that silly thing she had called a will. It made her so happy to not have to worry about any thoughts but her Master's thoughts from now on.

All the bliss must have knocked her out, because when the waves of bliss finally subsided, she was on the floor, and he was walking around naked, preparing mixtures. She watched him cum—almost as if by his own will—into a flask, and then pour that into a goblet with a few other tinctures. Camille pouted—she wanted to be the one to make him cum.

He set down the tray on a stool in front of her.

“Make yourself presentable, dearie,” he said. He pointed at the tray. “The goblet goes to the Princess, that's your second trip. Your first trip is to take the bottle to the King.”

“The imposter King, Master?”

He smiled. “That's right, pet. You tell the guards it's from Dell, the herbalist. For the King's cough.”

“This will cure the King's cough?”

Master smiled. “It will seem to make the symptoms subside, for about six hours. And then all of a sudden, he will not be able to stop. 
He should die within the week. Do you have a problem with that?”

She shook her head. Of course not. The imposter had to be punished. Master had to assume his proper position. And Princess Mariana should serve him as the Queen.

All of these things made such perfect sense. She was so lucky Victor explained them to her.
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MARIANA, FINALLY, WAS
 back in her quarters. She loved her Royal Tower—its enormous chain of bedrooms, the voluminous bath that was the size of some common people's houses, the enormous outdoor garden that had its flowers changed out three times a day. The size of it, the opulence, the wealth dripping off the walls—these were all just reminders to her that she absolutely deserved her exalted position.

The numerous mirrors she had positioned on every wall were similar reminders. The multitude of her reflections were, of course, each fabulously stunning. Be it her thick mane of gorgeous golden blond hair, her vibrant emerald green eyes, her sensationally trim form with such perfectly shaped breasts, her exquisitely long legs, or even her face—so perfectly angelic and haughty,  ideal for her station—all of these were just reminders that she deserved her place at the top.

Furthermore, they were reminders that, if she was not one of the Seven Divines in human form (as she was so justifiably starting to believe as she grew in beauty each day), she was at the very least chosen by them to be their prophet of beauty and power to the Kingdom of Elysia.

As Mariana went, so went the Kingdom of Elysia. The Princess had heard the saying. It was quite a lot to live up to, but she felt more than up to the task. Tomorrow, she would be coronated as Queen with the ceremony on the Ten Thousand Steps, and the belief in her as the divine ruler of the country would be solidified ever more.

Her outfit certainly wasn't doing anything to disprove that belief. Today, she had on a rich crimson gown trimmed with golden chain. Her delightful breasts were on full display by the cut of the dress. 
Long, wide slits in the fabric started at her hips and ran the length of her scorching hot legs. Tall stiletto heels decorated her feet, with golden ribbon wrapping upward from the heels on each leg to her thighs. Her ornate crown rested perfectly in her perfectly arranged volume of golden hair, the diamonds there sparkling with every move. Elbow-length gloves, decorated again with golden chain, completed the regal look.

She was glad to be back in these quarters, alone once more. The morning had been tumultuous, to say the least. There had been an overwhelming amount of evidence to convict that damned herbalist, Dell, for killing the King.

Mariana had never had much love for her father, and in fact was rather glad to see him go. Just as she knew she deserved her position as Princess, she knew she deserved an even higher one, as the one Queen of the Realm. But still, punishments had to be dealt out. Even if Mariana didn't automatically believe he was guilty—and with his ratty grease-sponging hair and his misshapen face and body, it was hard not to—there were over twenty eyewitnesses that collaborated the story that said he had wanted to kill the king for some time now.

Still, it was quite odd how all of the witnesses just so happened to be some of the most gorgeous young women in Fairmount Palace.  And more than that, over half of them were Mariana's servants. When asked why they hadn't stopped the herbalist on their own, or why they had not alerted the guards, they simply said they never thought he was really serious.

Mariana—the final decider in these matters, after hearing the prosecution led by Counselor Victor—felt it was a simple decision to make. She could hardly say all those gorgeous maidens were lying, after all, even if she knew firsthand that a great deal of them weren't quite maidens.

The herbalist denied it all thoroughly, of course. He was quite vehement about his innocence, and seemed rather shocked when he had been assigned to the dungeons for the rest of his life. That wouldn't be much longer, Mariana knew. One could hardly let a killer of kings go on living.

She sighed. She could really use a lay. Only a month ago, that thought would have never entered her head. She would have never 
considered calling in one of her handmaidens to skillfully lick her pussy while she looked down and stroked the dear pet's hair, cooing softly in royal tones. But now, it was second nature.

At times, Mariana found it curious that her sexuality—now that it had finally decided to bloom—was focused so directly on women. Women were gorgeous, of course, delicious little playthings for her to admire and enjoy. But it did not seem the norm.

In her dreams, sometimes, she was pinned against a wall and fucked mercilessly by a tall man. One wearing a crown. She called him King. His shaft riding into her virgin cunt, throbbing inside her with the pulse of the universe.

But, every man she came across hardly measured up to those dreams. One of many disappointments to stomach as Princess, and soon, Queen.

She called out to the servants waiting just outside. “A drink!” she called.

There was no response.

Annoyed, she called out again.

“A drink, I said! One from Camille!”

The drinks from that particular servant were the only kind that did the job, as of late. Mariana did not know what the delectable brunette put in the beverages. She did not care. She just wanted more of them.

There was still no response.

Ready to fly into a rage, Princess Mariana strutted back across the marble floor in her magnificent heels—she had never quite learned to walk without strutting and showing off how gorgeous she was—and opened the door.

Camille was right behind the door already, holding a goblet full of the milky red liquid. Frilly little green gloves decorated her hands as they held the goblet. The dazzling brunette was smiling warmly, wearing a green silk dress, the fabric entirely sheer. It was impossible not to stare at Camille's bulging pregnant belly, her milk-engorged breasts.

Camille held the goblet up in a green-gloved hand. “Your refreshment, my Princess.”

Mariana snatched it from her, taking a sip. The euphoria swept 
over her instantly. Everything started to feel better.

“Where are my guards?” asked Mariana. “The other servants?”

Camille looked around. The usual posting of ten armed guards and a servant for each was nowhere to be found.

“I believe they moved down the hall,” said Camille. “To give you your privacy on this tiresome day.”

Mariana had already stopped listening. Tiresome. It was all so tiresome, that was exactly the word. She had no mind to keep track of the movements of servants.

The gorgeous royal teenager strode back inside her quarters, and found the nearest couch to slide her luxurious body on. She sipped away at her drink, enjoying its thick texture, the constant state of euphoria it spread through her hot body.

“When did you get so pregnant?” she asked.

Camille had followed Mariana, sitting at the edge of an adjacent couch. Mariana was resting deep in the pillows, almost flat, and Camille was looking down at her. The long tresses of the brunette's sparkling, soft hair tickled Mariana's face pleasantly. Everything was so pleasant.

“Oh, not too long ago, Princess. My Sir . . . his seed is so strong. I won't be pregnant for much longer.”

Mariana giggled. “That doesn't make sense, dearie. I'll have to educate you sometime about how it all works.”

“I'd love to have you educate me, Princess.”

Camille placed a hand on her shoulder. Soft, small. It was only inches away from her breast. So daring. So bold.

“Do you think I'm pretty, Princess?”

Of course she thought Camille was pretty. What a silly thing to ask. Even though she was enormously pregnant. Maybe even partly because of that. Camille was positively glowing. And her breasts, formerly delicious little morsels, had turned into amazing feasts for the eyes. Perhaps for more than just the eyes.

“Oh yes,” said Mariana.

“It's just that,” Camille opined. “You've never let me lick you like you have the other girls.”

“Really?”

Certainly that wasn't true. Mariana took a deep gulp from the 
goblet. Camille was so very gorgeous, and Mariana had never slept with her? That was akin to blasphemy.

“Really, Princess. And I understand if you don't think I'm attractive. It's just . . . I would very much like to.”

Mariana took another deep gulp, the warm euphoria washing over her. What a novel idea, having Camille lick her. What a fun little task for the day. She sat up a bit on the couch, spreading her legs.

“Why don't you start, then?”

Camille's face lit up. She had such a gorgeous young smile. “Wonderful! Thank you, Princess!”

She got into position between Mariana's legs, started to move downward, and then stopped suddenly.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “My necklace here is getting in the way. Let me move it.”

She pulled out from her expansive cleavage a shiny, bright crystal. Mariana could not stop staring at it. The crystal shone and shone, pouring out blue light into the expansive quarters.

“Do you like it?” asked Camille. “Master gave it to me. The same man who impregnated me. He's so very good.”

“ . . . very good . . .” said Mariana, her eyes caught on the stone.

“When the crystal is out, you have to watch it. You have to follow it.”

“Have to watch it. Follow it.” Mariana's voice had gotten very quiet.

“You know that everything I say is so true. So right.”

“Everything you say . . . so true. So right.” Mariana giggled, her eyes becoming more and more blank, even as little sparks of blue began to grow larger and larger in her pupils.

“You trust me,” said Camille.

“I trust you.”

Camille, still holding the crystal steady, slid off the Princess's panties. An easy maneuver. Mariana didn't notice at all.

“Everything I say is sooo right,” Camille said again.

“Everything you say. Sooo right.”

Camille slid one pair of gloved fingers around Mariana's pussy, stroking the folds gently.

“My words are your thoughts.”

“Your words. My thoughts.”

The goblet in Mariana's hands lost its battle with balance and tipped clumsily to the floor. The potent concoction spilled everywhere. Its hot smell slid into the overwhelming heat pouring out from the pussies of the two teenage beauties on the couch.

“Being a Princess is so hard.”

“Being Princess.” Mariana sighed deeply as Camille's fingers pressed more insistently. “Is so hard.”

“Being a Queen will be even harder.”

“Being Queen. So much harder.”

Camille's fingers were rubbing intently on Mariana's clit, now. It was such a hot little button. Camille loved it—loved everything about Mariana.

“You belong with a husband.”

“I belong with husband.”

“You belong with a King.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. “Belong. With King.”

Camille, even though she was the one holding the crystal, was still rather vulnerable to it. So even as she was helpless to do anything but follow her Master's orders and carry out the induction for him, her eyes could not help but lock on to the crystal and reinforce all these beliefs that Master laid out for the Princess. As Camille hypnotized Mariana, Camille hypnotized herself.

“Touch your tits, Princess. It's good for you to touch your hot tits.”

“Good to touch my tits.”

Mariana complied happily, sighing and then moaning as her dainty, gloved fingers adored her nipples.

“You
 need a man to tell you what to do.”

“I need
 a man . . . tell me to do.”

“Your
 mind is just a weak female's mind.”

“My mind issa weak. Female
 mind.”

“Only one man is fit to rule you.”

“Only one man fit to ruuule me.”

Camille's gloved fingers were sliding in and out of Mariana's pussy fast now, hard. It was so wet down there. Her thumb still riding over the Princess's royal teen clit. So slick and hot. Her hot little fuckglove 
getting so primed for a thick, hard cock inside of her.

“Only one man is fit to rule this realm.”

“One man. Only. Rule
 the realm.”

“You obey this man.”

“Obey this man
.”

“Counselor Victor is this man.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. It all made so much sense now that Camille said it.

“Counselor Victor
 is man.”

“Counselor Victor is your Master.”

“Victor
 is Master
.”

“You obey Master.”

“I obey
 Master.”

Mariana's voice was clouded with the need to cum. She was sooo close. She just had to keep obeying, keep repeating. That was all sooo good and so was everything else in the world, thanks to her obedience. Camille was so wonderful to teach her like this.

“You love Master.”

“Looove
 Master!”

“You worship Master.”

“Worshiipp Masterrr!
”

“Keep saying it. You obey Master. You love Master. You worship Master.”

Camille slid her face down at last to Mariana's pussy.

She started licking immediately, relishing the Princess's sweet, royal teen cunt's juices all over her beautiful face. Master had taken so much of her mind, and justifiably so—so much of it was useless and served no purpose to Master's plan—but Camille still had enough of it to recognize that she had wanted Mariana's hot young pussy for the longest time.

Every single lick, every little nudge of her lips, every hot gasp she breathed into her darling Princess's flesh, was heaven come down to Camille.

Mariana kept chanting out, obeying happily as Camille licked her.

“Obey
 Master. Loove
 Master. Worshiip
 Master. Obeeyyyy
 Masterrr. Loooveee
 Master. Worrrship
 Masterrr. Obeeyyy
 Master. Looove
 Masterrrrr. Worshiiiiip
 Masterrrrr.”

Camille's tongue was so soft, so slick and insistent. Mariana came with a hot chanting scream, thrashing up and down in the couch.

“WorshIIPP MastERRR. OBEY MASterrr. LOVE Masssterrrr.”

For a moment there was silence as Mariana's mind tried to grasp what it was, exactly, that was happening. Or, it felt like silence—Mariana kept chanting, though, and there were still tiny schlicking sounds as Camille studiously attended the young Princess's pulsating cunt.

Camille slid away after a moment, though.

“Would you like to meet him, Princess? Would you like to meet your new King?”

The double-doors banged across the quarters. Counselor Victor entered the room, immediately disrobing. Mariana gasped at his sensationally cut musculature, his throbbing pecs and solid brick of abdomen muscles. And his manhood! It was monstrously huge, thick as a bottle and just as long. It would rearrange her entire life just to have him inside of her. She was desperate for such change.

He was godly. He was certainly her God. She needed to obey him. Love him. Worship him.

He closed the distance between them shortly, and put a strong hand underneath her chin.

“Hello there, Princess. I'm sorry I'm a little late. I had to convince my other special girls that fucking guards to distract them wasn't betraying my trust.”

Mariana giggled helplessly. He was saying so many things at once. It was hard to focus on them all. She just nodded, agreeing happily. “Yes, Master.”

His smile broadened. Mariana felt her cunt do backflips just from that small gesture. He pushed Camille to the floor, where she landed with a little happy giggle. Her face was smeared with Mariana's juices. That was so hot. This was all so hot. Mariana pulled at Master, guiding him downward.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, fuck me like I deserve. Fuck your Princess like no one else can.”

He said nothing, just smiling intensely. His cock was so monstrously hard. Her cunt was slick, perfectly lubricated thanks to Camille's efforts. He entered inside of her with complete ease. Every 
throbbing inch of him pushing aside her maidenhood like it was nothing at all. She barely felt the pain—pleasure was the name of the day as his cockmeat filled her gentle teen pussy more and more.

His massive size dominated her entire mind—there was no other thought that could possibly penetrate her skull when he was penetrating her so thoroughly. Completely, that was the word. She was complete, now, with him inside of her. It was so wonderful, so perfect, that her very first man was actually her God, was her husband-to-be, was her supreme King.

And then. Then he started to fuck her properly. The enormous size pumping in and out of her tiny cunt. The meat so completely dominant, so large and veiny and diamond-hard. He ruled her, totally. She squeezed her tight snatch as best she could, hoping her soft warm wetness was so nice for him. There was nothing she wanted more than to possess the hottest, wettest, tightest place in the world for his wonderful cock.

She was so happy, serving underneath him. This was her true place, her true role. Princesses were made to serve Kings like him. He slapped her lightly on one cheek, and then the other, his hands moving downward to paw artlessly at her enormous breasts. She smiled at him, licking her lips.

Camille was on the ground next to them, fingering her pussy, cumming again and again from the sight of these two individuals fucking each other so hard. Her hair had become a tangled, sweaty mass around her pregnant body, wrapping around her tits and ass in a loving coil. Her dress was all disheveled, hanging loosely off of her swelling breasts.

“My Royal Slave,” grunted Master, as he fucked Mariana even harder.

“Your Royal Slave!”

He pumped harder and harder at Mariana's affirmation. His thumbs running over her big nipples.

“You are my PrincessFuckToy.”

“Your PrincessFuckToy!”

She pushed back into him as he pushed into her, hoping to massage his perfect cock even more as it delivered his holy message inside of her.

“My little Teen Queen.”

“Your Teen Queen!” She cried back, instantly.

“Mine to own.”

“Yours to own!”

Her eyes were getting maniacal now in their ferventness—unblinking, ever widening.

“You're mine to breed,” he grunted.

“Yours to breed!”

His load shot inside her with all the intensity of a thunderstorm. She felt like she was going to explode from the pure electricity of it, from the overload of hot, sexual bliss that he delivered.

It was like the feeling from the drink that Camille delivered multiplied by thousands. Millions. Her head hung loosely off the couch, staring and giggling softly at nothing at all. Her mind felt totally gone. She felt him exit her cunt, and whined helplessly, one gloved hand raising up to beg for more. He had made her feel so good.

She turned to look at her Master's perfect body.

Oh god, he was still hard! Even after filling her full of his fuckdaddy superstrong breeding cum, he was still sooo hard. His cock was slick and wet with her juices still, with his juices. She licked her lips.

He sat down on the couch, at the other end from her.

“Camille,” he called out. “Attend me.”

Mariana put a dainty hand to her mouth, taken aback. She sat up on the couch, her heart pounding fast. Some of the fog clearing away.

“My darling Master,” she gasped, “Am I not allowed to clean your cock? Have I been . . . demoted
?”

He smiled, clearly enjoying her shock at possible rejection..

“Of course not, my dearest. Come,” he said, guiding Mariana's hand. “Join Camille. Join your sister-in-servitude.”

“Yesss,” Camille purred, staring happily into Mariana's green gaze. “Join me, love, please!”

Mariana could not resist her Master's command. She did not know if she had the fortitude to resist anything Camille said now, either. She was sooooo stunning. A slave. Just like her.

They both began stroking and kissing Master's cock, happily 
obeying.

“I deserve lots of Slave Princesses, don't I, girls? And lots of Slave Queens, too. Lots and lots.”

“Lots and lots,” they echoed together, and then giggled at how they both said it at the same time, in the same adoring sing-songy voice.

“Good girls.”They both swooned. Stroking him even harder. Mariana's hand on top, Camille's below. Their gloves shining and sparkling, getting covered over with streams of precum.

“Now, because I do, so unquestionably, deserve a few Queens, it only makes sense that you two would be the first of so many, since you're both so unbelievably gorgeous. Mariana has just the slightest bit of superiority, since she was a real Princess in the old world, but Camille . . . Camille, you were the one first responded so positively to my concoctions. Before you, I had many failures. But you are the symbol of my triumph. The symbol of how I deserve so much. So much more than only Mariana as my Queen.”

They each nodded. Smiling at each other knowingly.

“And once I have enough Queens...well, that means it will be time to promote the two of you. The idea of the Seven Divinities ought to be somewhat updated, I think. ”

Their hearts both caught in their throats. Promotion! They were so excited. Of course they knew they deserved it.

“Now, I want you two to tell each other how much you care for each other.” He stroked Mariana's hair with one hand, and then Camille's with the other. “How much you adore each other, and want so desperately to make each other happy. For me.”

“Yes, Master!” they cooed.

Mariana went first. “Camille, I think you're incredible.” Her voice sugaring each word. “I love the way your cheekbones are so proud and amazing, how your jawline is so utterly smooth and perfect, your glorious face, your simply ravishing body, your sense of style, your hair...you are the complete package, and then some. You are just...” she moaned, watching Camille get turned on by the talk, watching her glorious brown eyes brim with need for more praise from her new sister-slave. “...just amazing.
 I love
 you, Camille. I adore
 you...and I hope you
 adore me.
”

Camille nodded, bringing her face closer to Victor's cock. The two of their faces so close to the pulsing, throbbing meat, as they stared desperately into each other's eyes, looking for more angles of devotion.

“I...I chose this dress for you, Mariana.” She flattened out the green sheer fabric that was barely still on her body. “Because I know it's your favorite color, because it's just like your eyes. I wanted you to know that all the things that are your favorites are my favorite too. And I want you to know I think you're so fucking precious and gorgeous and amazing and I just so utterly, completely adore you so fucking much and—”

Mariana cut her off with a sizzingly perfect kiss, melding their wet, thick lips together with ferocious passion. Their mouths, so close to Master's cock, quickly latched onto it, making out with each other as they ran their lips up and down his magnificent meat. They each adored his massive length, their perfect lips overrunning.

Mariana loved her fellow slave Camille, loved how completely in love they both were with Victor, loved how they both worshiped him with everything they had. It was so utterly perfect.

Their tongues molded down on Victor's cock, adoring it, loving it, loving him, loving each other. There was enough of it for Mariana to suck and deepthroat the head while Camille went on to suckle on his shaft, and vice versa.

Master's body tensed up. They each moaned in their kisses, knowing he would gift them with his cum so
 soon.

And, just when it seemed like he wouldn't, when it seemed like they couldn't live any longer without one more second of his seed, he came. The hot, thick, brilliant white strands sprayed deep into Mariana's throat, Master shoving her down first on his orgasming member. Then he pulled her off and shoved the meat deep into Camille's perfect, waiting mouth. The slaves moaned and shook with orgasm, their tits all mashed together, their legs intertwined with their Master's, his cum soaking the mass of their perfect, silky soft strands.

They swallowed it down eagerly, loving the warm, perfect feeling of it oozing into their bodies, of each perfectly crafted atom decorating their utterly beautiful beings. They giggled and laughed 
richly, almost crying in joy.

"Thank you, Master," they cooed together. "Thank you, King Victor."

Mariana loved the feel of his warm goo all over her, the blanket of wet hotness it provided.

Inside her belly, Mariana could already feel her Master's seed going to work, filling her up with life. Her belly swelling just slightly, her tits growing. His power grew within her, just as it grew in the realm. For as Mariana went, so went the kingdom of Elysia.
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Renaissance Fair
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T
he two of them, Derek and Estelle, sat alone in her tent on Saturday morning. It was early in the day, about an hour before the second weekend of the Breaker County Fall Renaissance Fair began. Warmth spread out from a small space heater ran underneath a rock which attempted to hide the anachronism. The weather outside was cold and drizzly, and yet both of the young players seemed to have a glow to their complexion. After the vigorous, thoroughly hot night they had shared the night before, this was probably to be expected.

In her tiny medieval witch outfit, Estelle looked even more preposterously busty than she normally did. The red lacy corset just barely wrapped around her oversized breasts—which had grown in the past year since she had bought it at the age of eighteen, though none of the rest of her body had, staying short and otherwise slender—and the skimpy black-and-red dress on top of the corset displayed more than it hid. Across from Derek, her long, tanned legs were no mystery—and neither was expanse of beautiful black hair, or her ruby red lips, or her smoldering dark eyes. All of this was entirely focused on Derek—arranged, she hoped he could see, just for him.

“Thank you for coming in here,” she leaned forward. It had the desired effect—he looked straight into her exposed cleavage. “I know you have a lot to prepare.”

Derek shrugged. His armor clinked. Most of it was plastic, but there was enough metal to make it appear and feel largely realistic. 
As a knight, Derek had one of the most physically demanding jobs in the fair, always preparing and recovering from the latest joust. The jousts were choreographed and arranged, of course, but that didn't mean people weren't really falling from moving horses.

“No problem.” He had a nice smile. “What’s this about?”

Estelle smiled. He was being coy. That was fine. She could work with that.

“I just want you to know...” she took a breath. She had practiced this, dang it! It was supposed to be easy. “I just want you to know that all the feelings you have, I have too.”

“Oh, really?” He grinned suddenly, incredibly relieved. “That’s great.”

Her heart soared.

Before last night, Derek had always struck her as something of a dullard, if a cute one. After every rehearsal on Friday night, the renaissance fair players celebrated with a night out, partying and drinking at the house of their boss, Hazel. Usually, Derek hung out with his lovely girlfriend, Britney. But, Britney had been called away early in the night to take care of something family-related, and Derek and Estelle ended up having several drinks together. Enough for Estelle to really get to know Derek, and to discover the poetic heart he had underneath all that brash exterior.

The things he said to her...the way he told her he felt about her, the way he had
 felt about her for ages! It was the stuff of beautiful, beautiful romances. For months and months now—since their senior year, he said—he had held a steadfast crush on Estelle. And last night, finally aware of all that passion (and rather influenced by the shots and beers she had taken in over the night), Estelle quickly allowed him to capitalize on his love.

“Yes,” she gushed to him, holding his hands tight. “I just...I feel now that I could sense how you’ve felt for a long time. It makes sense, now.”

Derek slipped his hands out of hers, leaning back and letting out a big sigh.

“Oh god, that’s a relief. This tiny tent...us sitting this close. Man.” He shook his head. “For a minute there, I thought you were crushing on me or something. I’m glad you know this was all just casual.”

Like a turbine suddenly without steam floating through it, Estelle’s thoughts powered down.

“What?”

“You said we had the same feelings. Those are my feelings.”

“What
 are your feelings?”

“That it was all casual?” He smiled, as if she was joking. “I just said that. I don’t want anything serious with you. I’ve got Britney.” He adjusted his sleeves, armor clinking. “She won’t have sex until we’re married, so I’m probably gonna marry her. You really helped me get some release from all this blue balls I've had lately. I’m glad you’re not gonna talk about this or anything.”

Estelle was speechless. He must have taken her silence as acquiescence, because he stood up to leave.

Voice strangled, Estelle said, “You t-told me...you said you loved me, Derek.”

“Oh, right.” He laughed. “You know, that’s just something people say, isn’t it? I mean, when you bang? Doesn’t it just sort of...” he waved his hands. “Make it all hotter? Adds to the magic of it, right? You’re a 'witch.' You should appreciate that.”

Clearly, he thought he was being funny.

“You can’t do this to me.” Her words had taken a manic edge now. She stood up, pointing at him. “I won’t let
 you just do
 this to me.”

He frowned, realizing only now how serious she had been. “Look, I don’t want anything more to do with you, okay?” In a clatter of plastic and metal, he stood up. “Don’t contact me anymore. If you try and tell somebody, I’ll just put out the word that you’re a slut and a liar. Do you want that?”

This...this bastard
, though Estelle. This utter and complete bastard.
 He had let her feel—he had told her—he had promised
—he had said—


“I curse you, Derek! I curse
 you!”

He laughed at her, a reaction probably more damaging than anything else could have been.

“You are getting way too much into character, honey. I’m out.”

And he left, leaving Estelle alone, dejected, and miserable. She wanted to sob and breakdown, but the fair would be opening soon and she could not be seen like that. A witch had to have composure, 
or else she would ruin everyone’s experience.

Estelle would break down later. Yes—at home, over some chocolates and ice cream, maybe. But she wouldn’t let Derek ruin the day of those who had come to enjoy her little show.

She sat down at her little “spell table,” completely overwhelmed. In front of her was a rather-realistic looking skull, some formaldehyde jars of fake body parts, and a few oddly-shaped flasks filled with menacingly-colored liquids. All of it would glow faintly when she turned the lantern light down.

As if of their own accord, her hands found the little fetish she had picked up in a market yesterday morning on her way to rehearsal. It sat next to the skull, and was the most recent addition to her table.

Her boss, the athletic and far-too-sullen Hazel, was always encouraging them to get into character and to bring in bits that could “layer” the experience for any guests. Knights with cross necklaces under their armor where no one could see them, using shoddy, small period-accurate mirrors to adjust make-up, or tapestries hidden under their feet. With all the excitement from Derek, she had practically forgotten about the new fetish.

The strange old woman who had sold it to her had asked for almost nothing. Two dollars? Four, maybe? Estelle couldn't even remember. It was exactly however much cash she had on her at the time, she remembered that much. The fetish itself was a small dark cloud, various lightning bolts carved into the surface. Now that she looked at it, Estelle considered that it looked rather phallic, with its long heady protrusion and significantly thick, cylindrical shape.

It was the only thing nearby that had enough substance to throw in a rage—and so Estelle picked it up, fully intending on doing so.

And yet...

Yet. As she held it in her hands, the thought of throwing it somewhere began to strike her as terribly wrong. Instead, she fell to her knees, staring at its exquisitely carved surface. She stroked it. Licked it, even. All her hatred of Derek, all her humiliation and embarrassment, all her desire for him to have those very emotions instead of her, poured out of her.

All her desire, as well—all her need to be taken and rescued from this horrible situation, to have a strong, powerful male to fuck her 
brains out and make everything right. Someone to make Derek sorry
. She wanted Derek to lose his girlfriend—for Britney to fall in love with someone else and reject Derek as completely as Derek had rejected Estelle. More so. She wanted her revenge in dividends. The next man she touched! The next man Britney touches who wasn’t Derek, she falls feverishly and slavishly in love with for the rest of her life—that was what Estelle wanted more than anything.

All of this vitriolic emotion poured into the little fetish—and Estelle knew, somehow, feeling it in the air itself, that all her desires and needs were being channeled into something tangible in the world. She knew without a doubt that her every last wish would soon be fulfilled.

And then the fetish crumbled in her hands, becoming nothing but dust.
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JAKE WAS A STRANGER
 to Renaissance Fairs. His friend, Nathan, had pulled him into this one, but Nathan was now off watching jousts all day long.

As a rule, Jake was not a fan of much in the medieval realm. He didn’t quite understand the whole appeal. In today’s world, he had television, computers, cars, refrigeration, medicine, and nobody was trying to kill him based on his profession or his background (or at least, not in any specified way). Going back five hundred years or so meant literally all of those things were undone. Craziness.

So, he walked through the crowded, muddy camp of the Renaissance Fair with a kind aghast amusement at the fervor with which all the players went about working their roles, and the glee so many of the patrons had in participating in the fiction with them.

Strong men proudly brandished their muscles, paying no attention to the low wind chill permeating through the crowd. Fire-breathers very appropriately shot fire up into the air, casting a bit of warmth into the cold of the day. Middle-aged men and women made-up to look older or grosser than they actually were sat behind stalls and carts, calling out the availability and prices of their wares.

Most of the players, it seemed, knew better than to approach 
Jake. Probably his aloofness was a tell-tale sign that he wasn’t worth their time and effort—and probably he was not the first such person to be dragged to a Renaissance Fair.

Even so, Jake didn’t actively try to dump all over everyone else’s fun. Even if he didn’t understand it in the slightest, he had no wish to ruin someone else’s good day just because he was being a stick in the mud. If he had his way, he'd be at home somewhere in front of a computer screen, maybe shifting between jerking off and playing a videogame, or both at the same time. That was the best way to relax, he had found. But—oh well. Nothing for it now but to make the best of what was in front of him.

And that was how he found himself in front the old-style tavern. If he had spent one more minute with Nathan gushing about jousting statistics and techniques, how the green knight was actually better than the red knight even though the red knight had the longest lance, Jake probably would have gone off on some sort of rant.

A drink or two—he double-checked that the tavern did, in fact, serve alcohol—would calm him down and make the whole affair more enjoyable, besides. Nathan was Jake's ride, and he, unfortunately, had every intention of staying at the affair until dark. It wasn’t even noon yet.

A little early for alcohol, but what the hell. People drank all day in Renaissance times, if Jake's memory served him.

Inside the tavern, the first sight to greet him was a beautifully busty blonde hostess. The absolute first thing he noticed about her, of course, was how low-cut her top was. The fabric skated right above the nipples, and was bound tight, exposing two beautiful semi-spheres of glorious bouncing young flesh. Every breath flirted with a wardrobe malfunction.

Despite the open invitation to share and admire her, Jake tried to be a gentleman and did his best to look in her eyes—which were beautiful, beautiful blue.

“I’m Britney,” the beautiful server gushed happily. “Around here, they know me as the ‘friendly tavern wench.’ Won’t you let me show you to your table?”

She said this with an elaborate wink, holding her arm out. All part of the show. It embarrassed him a bit, being shown to his table in this 
fashion—there was an older couple sitting at a table just a few feet away, looking at him expectantly. Jake very nearly walked out right then.

Ah, whatever. She was gorgeous from head to toe. Might as well enjoy holding her arm to a table.

The inside of the tavern was layered with the mounted heads of animals—boars and deer, mostly—as well as a few shields and swords and spears and so on. It looked old-timey enough, and while he could see that the lights were electronic, they were kept behind blurred glass and remained dim and flickery enough to give the area some verisimilitude.

The tavern was largely empty—a few couples here and there having some beers or chips and dip. They walked halfway across the range of tables before her hand brushed against his. Then, almost immediately after that, her fingers slipped between his, intertwining affectionately.

Something...something had Happened. Something with a great deal of Significance, bearing quite a lot of Capitalization in Jake’s mind.

Her touched had Changed something. He didn’t...he didn’t know what. He couldn't define it—he just Knew it to be True. All of sudden, her entire demeanor had changed, and the rest of the rather empty tavern faded from thought.

That he and Britney had business to attend to was all he knew for certain.

There were plenty of open tables. Before their hands touched, she seemed set on guiding him toward a small table near the bar. But, her flesh now rubbing against hers, and—to Jake’s great surprise—her hips intently pushing onto his, chin sliding downward onto his shoulder like they were old lovers, she led him to a dimly lit booth in the back. If no one walked directly by, they wouldn’t be able to see in.

“Is this acceptable, Sir?”

He could hear the capitalization in her voice. Things changing in her mind, maybe, just like in his. Sitting down at the booth, he could not help but admire her tight, gorgeously busty body. Her formerly gushy, friendly attitude now had a serious streak of seductive awareness to it. She knew

 that her body was on display...and more importantly, that it was displayed that way just
 for him to enjoy. She seemed to be a bit surprised at herself...but also didn’t seem to care all that much.

“Yes,” he said. “Though...all I really wanted was a seat at the bar.”

She leaned over the table, happily pawing at his arm. Her cleavage was incredibly visible. Trying to be a gentleman, still, he did his best not to stare...and largely failed.

“Don’t worry about that at all. I’ll make sure you get everything
 you want. I’ll go grab you our best beer and be right back to serve
 you. How does that sound, Sir?”

“Great.”

With a delighted giggle, she ran her fingers down his arm, squeezing it playfully. Just on reflex, he flexed—and noticed a surprising bulge in his shirt where there was a strong, dense bicep now. What the  hell? He forgot his almost-fearful surprise, though, when Britney let out a soft gasp of desire, squeezing his arm even more. Finally she left, carefully strutting and swaying her ass for him to enjoy.

Well, thought Jake. That certainly was...a bit out-of-place in his rather virginal life. At the age of twenty-one, he had never had sex before, but he was rather used to that whole situation by now. Sex was sort of like some far-off level in a video game, he just hadn't earned enough experience to get to that level yet.

And now, to have this absolute sex-pot of a babe practically fawning all over him, and right away, with no real effort on his part...

It was nice. It was really nice. A strong, glowing, warm sensation filled his chest.

In fact, this affection from her didn’t feel out of place at all. No, it felt deserved
.

Wasn’t it about time that he got the affection he had so richly earned from his existence? Wasn’t he due for a little worship for being, well, just plain better than others? It was a kind of imbued right, wasn't it? A Divine
 Right, as a matter of fact. His cloth was the sort that Kings
 were cut from.

Huh?

He rubbed his eyes, leaning over at the table. Where had that
 
thought come from? Better than others? A King?

It was a thought that required more sorting out, but when he opened his eyes again, there was Britney with his beer. She nimbly sat down next to him in the booth, sliding forward until her long, tanned leg swung over his. Her firm, young, hot breasts pushed into his arm, and she bared her cleavage again.

This time, he did not try to be a gentleman in the least. A tiny bead of sweat ran from her neck down into the dark shadow between her perfectly positioned tits. He watched it openly...and she adjusted her top, allowing his view to improve.

“See something you like, Sir?”

“Quite a bit, actually.”

“That’s so
 good.”

She was a virgin, he realized suddenly. He had no idea how
 he knew, but he did know it for certain, the same way that he knew her hair was blond and her eyes were bright, sparkling blue. The same way that he knew she would absolutely adore being stuffed full of his cock in every hole she had.

Confidence flooded him, allowing him not to view her as some imposing, intimidating avatar of busty beauty as he had when he entered the tavern, but rather as a simpering, giggly, sexy little pet, eager to please him in any way possible. Just a girl. Less than that. A toy to enjoy until he tired of it, and then something to discard easily—even though her love for him would be eternal if her body allowed it.

Adjusting his arm around her body, his hand slipped around her waist, and she cooed out her approval. His fingers dug into her soft, firm flesh of her back, fingertips sliding across her spine, and she purred with happiness, crushing her tits even harder against his chest.

She stared up at him with happy adoration, biting her lower lip with trepidation. “Can I tell you something, Sir?”

“Certainly.”

His voice boomed. He had never heard his voice boom before. That was cool. If he could take his eyes off her tits, he would probably notice that he was getting quite a bit taller, that his clothes were starting to shred off from all the muscle mass he was 
adding...but it was too much fun to stare at Britney with this feeling of perfect, complete ownership to notice all that.

Besides—hadn't he always
 been this muscular and defined?

“You’re...”  Britney bit her lip, looking a bit scared. “You’re important
 to me. Like, really, really important. I don’t...I don’t know if I even have words. I have a boyfriend? And like...I don’t even...” she took a breath, waving air into her face. She giggled. “I just am not caring about him at all. It’s like every feeling I ever had about him is redirected onto you, but tenfold. A hundredfold. I...I love
 you so
 much and it almost hurts
...” Her voice became very serious, her eyes smoldering with heat. “I want to suck your cock so fucking bad. I just want you to feel
 how badly I need to be yours
. God...”

She ripped at her blouse, baring her tiny lacy black bra beneath her outfit.

“Please tell me you’ll take advantage of me? Please let me suck your monster fucking cock, oh god...Sir, please, please, ple—oh!”

Unable to contain himself, Jake’s free hand gripped her breast through the lacy fabric of her bra. So soft, so warm. He used his strong, iron grip to tug her forward, while his hand on her back pushed her forward. Soon, he was kissing her—and she was most definitely kissing him, moaning, her tongue immediately pressing into his. He soon found his way past the flimsy barrier of her bra, and tweaked her nipple, continuing to delve into the pleasures of her soft, beautiful flesh.

Meanwhile, his other hand dove downward, beneath her silly period-accurate skirt, tugging at her very-period-inaccurate lacy pink panties. Her ass was tight and firm, just like the rest of her. His hand took up almost the whole of her ass-cheek. He was a hulk, now, enormous everywhere.

His cock reflected this change. A cock fit for a king, nearly a foot long and getting thicker by the second as he enjoyed this wench's body.

She pulled off what remained of his muscle-shredded pants, moaning with hot, forceful need as she breathed on his stiffening rod.

Jake realized for a moment that he hadn’t remembered it being so big...so thick. Was he getting bigger?

Of course not. He had always been huge. That’s why he deserved 
the total adoration of babes like this Britney. He shoved her head down against his crotch, guiding her to lick him, love him, as was her proper place.

He was her King. He was her fucking King, to be able to treat her like this. He was going to cover her in his cum. He was going to fill her up and breed her, make her pregnant. That’s what Kings did.

As she gorged on his cock, stroking him with her hands to make up for what she couldn't swallow, he tilted his head back and enjoyed life, as a King would.
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HAZEL WAS SO INCREDIBLY
 pissed with Derek. Sleeping with that stupid, slutty Estelle! How dare he!

She walked through the muddy grounds of the Renaissance Fair, trying to avoid any visitors for the day.

Even so, opportunistic men catcalled her, thinking she was part of the show. Of course, she technically was, but her duties extended far beyond just being a player in the Fair, and today of all days, she had no intention of partaking in pleasantries with guests for very long.

Even so, it was easy to understand the misunderstanding with what she was wearing. In her tight, silly princess gown, she certainly looked like a posh princess. But, with Derek enraging her the way he had, she just was not very amiable to playing the part of the helpless damsel right now.

As a point of fact, she knew she was often not any good at that role in the first place with her often cold and standoffish moods, so with as agitated as she was, it would have been an exercise in complete futility to appear flirty, vulnerable, and attractive all at once right now, even if she was a fucking knock-out in this skimpy gown. Her red hair—her pride and joy—trailed all the way down to her trim, perfect ass, and she knew she provided a lot of ammunition for horny men. She would have been lying if she said she didn't enjoy their looks, at least a little bit. 

Estelle! Once again, Hazel shook her beautiful head. God. Derek really drove her nuts.

More than anything, Hazel was just looking for something to take 
her frustrations out on. So, she headed to the tavern—if she was going to work on something, it may as well be a quick shot and a beer, she thought. Just to relax a little bit.

Derek had come clean to her earlier in the afternoon. It was important for him to be honest to her, he said—because of how he couldn’t be honest all the way with Britney, really. Whatever that meant. He was an asshole, cheating on Hazel with Estelle when he was supposed to only be cheating on Britney with Hazel.

Of course, Hazel found it hard to find any ground to stand on. She herself was something of a homewrecker—if Britney and Derek actually lived together, anyway, which they didn’t. She had thought that, being a good five years older than Derek, she would be able to handle him easily enough. But, she was wrong, suckered in by his cute demeanor.

God, if only they didn't all work
 together...

It was a tricky business, being the manager at the Renaissance Fair. Most everyone she employed was under the age of thirty, like herself, and so all of them were high-energy, with lots of ideas. If she didn’t point them in the right directions, they got all squirrely and started taking out their frustrations in the weirdest of ways.

Inside the tavern, she found the place weirdly empty. There were a couple of guests, but many seemed ready to leave. She walked up to the bartender, Dave.

“Hey, what’s the deal?” she asked. “Where is everyone?”

“I don't know. Something's...something's going on in the back. I don't know what it is, but...but I know I'm not allowed back there.”

Hazel raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean, you're not allowed?”

“I just...I can't. It is his Law. We cannot disobey. Our lives are in his service and we must not interfere with the King's wishes, Princess Hazel.”

“Drop the act, okay? What's really happening?”

But Dave didn't say anything more—he merely looked toward the back, shaking his head and kneeling down in the corner.

What in the hell was happening? Where was Britney? Even if Derek was playing her for a fool, she normally had a pretty good head on her shoulders.

There was something to what Dave said—even if it looked like he was in the midst of some nervous breakdown. There was a kind of...a sort of presence
 in the back of the tavern. Something big and ominous. Hazel approached, hearing delighted moans and exaggerated sucking sounds.

She was not prepared for what she saw. Britney, clothing in tatters, was in the middle of being showered with a thick layer of gooey white cum, jerking off the enormous cock of an even more enormous stud—the absolute most perfect, handsome man Hazel had ever seen.

“W-wh-what’s going on here?” she asked, not nearly as confident as she would have liked. She tried again. “Britney! Get off the guest!”

Britney, confused, turned to Hazel, licking up thick strands of cum off her hands and arms as she did.

“B-but...Hazel...I...”

The man she was with—the King, Hazel supposed—smiled grimly at Hazel. His cock—it was hard
. He had just cum so, so much, covering Britney...and his cock was hard.

Fuck. The smell was overwhelming.

“Bring her here,” he said to Britney, nodding at Hazel. “Make her mine.”

Britney nodded. “Yes, Sire.”

Hazel immediately started backing away, and yet...it was all so sexy, so overwhelming...and there was so much beautiful cum.

“Princess Hazel, won't you come join me? I know I am just a lowly servant...but as the Princess, you really ought to do as the King asks. It sets an example for us all. Won't you speak to him and see what he wants while I suck his cock for you?”

Princess Hazel—no, no, just Hazel—felt her resolve weakening. Something felt so very right
 about joining Britney.

“N-no!” She said, backing away again. “This is all...this is insanity!”

The King reached out and slapped Britney on the ass. “Try harder, wench.”

Britney squirmed with the helplessly eager need to please. She reached out toward Hazel with her free hand, still a bit slathered with cum. “Just...come sit down, please?”

“No!” Hazel looked disgusted, batting Britney’s hand away. “I’m not going to do anything like that. In fact, I’m going to call...I don’t know. The police or something. I think you’ve been drugged, Britney.”

Britney looked at her King, conflicted.

“Grab her,” boomed the King. “Bring her to me. You want me to take your friend. You want her to be mine.”

“Yes, Sir,” Britney nodded solemnly, staring lustfully at the growing totem of cock rising up higher and higher. “Anything, Sir.”

The King leaned forward, obviously excited. He could take Hazel anytime he wanted, she realized. He just wanted to watch Britney bring her forward—because he thought it was fun. Because women were playthings to him.

And rightfully so. Weren't all cunts just born to serve their King and beg to hold his precious cum in their wombs, to be fucked and bred just as he had designed them for? A princess ought to serve more than any other...

Oh god, what was happening? It was like her thoughts were turning into some eroticized, twisted version of feudal philosophy!

She hardly had time to consider it. Britney, breasts bouncing, grabbed her by the throat and arm and tugged her over past the overturned table and pushed her to her knees before the King's might cock.

“What the fuck?” Hazel squealed. “What are you doing? You’re fired! You’re—”

Jake’s hand touched her cheek. Hazel calmed, instantly.

“Please,” she said quietly. “Just let me get up and...um...”

She got to her knees on top of the table. His cock was right there. His royal cock. His Kingly cock. A princess ought to know her King's cock very well. That was her most precious, most sacred duty, after all. Licking her lips, Hazel got closer and closer to it.

“Just let me...let me um...let me look...”

Unable to resist anymore, her mouth sank over his cock. Her eyes closed in luxurious pleasure, as if she were sucking some chocolate-covered lollypop.

“You're just my little fuckprincess, aren't you? My princess pet. My princess fucktoy.”

Princess Hazel—and she knew without a doubt that was who she was now—moaned in agreement, working her mouth up and down his disastrously perfect cock. Her whole being belonged to her King now, just like it was supposed to be.  Next to her, moaning for position, Britney slid in and started to lick the long length of the King's cock where Princess Hazel could not quite reach down. He was so massive, so thick! The two beauties took turns on his cock, guided by his big, strong hands.

“I'm going to gift you, Princess,” he grunted. “For submitting so readily. For being such a good little pet. For knowing your place.”

Bliss ran through Princess Hazel's body at the praise—and then pulsed through her again when she could feel her King's body tensing up, preparing to unload inside of her mouth. 

He sprayed hard into Hazel’s mouth, unloading load after load of cum down her throat. But he only kept cumming, and so he pushed her off—spraying a bit on the floor all the way across the room—and pulled Britney’s mouth down. They continued like that—trading off and swallowing down all the cum he could—for two more whole trades. Their King had an unearthly expanse of the hot, white, delicious goo at his disposal, covering the faces of the two girls in it.

When it was all over, they panted for several seconds—before Britney moved to clean Hazel, while Hazel cleaned the King.

A  lovely young brown-skinned woman—the royal court's fortune teller, Yolanda, approached the booth—presumably drawn by the sound or the stench. She slipped, though, right in one of the far-reaching shoots of the King's cum.

“Ew,” Yolanda exclaimed, her backside now covered in his juices. “What’s all this?”

She slid one her finger in his spent cum, and held to her face, sniffing it.

“Is this...is this cum?”

It was only then that she turned, seeing the half-naked trio and the scene they made.

“Oh.”

A shadow passed briefly over her face, changing her disposition instantly from surprise to lust. With careful consideration, she slipped the cum directly into her mouth, moaning as she slurped it 
all down. She crawled over onto her knees, happily sliding through the sticky cum toward her new owner.

“My King. It is so good to kneel for you. How may I serve?”
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AT THREE IN THE AFTERNOON
, Estelle’s lunch break finally arrived. She entered the tavern at the edge of the camp, a bit put-off by the odd “closed” sign. Why on earth would it be closed?

Luckily, she had a key—sometimes she had to close the fair down at night, when Hazel or one of the other supervisors was unavailable.

By now, seeing so many people and casting so many little “spells,” she had forgotten her episode with the fetish. All the strong sensations of something surely
 happening had fled from her, sort of in the way that adrenaline left the body after an almost-accident on the highway.

It had crumbled because it was old, that was all. Old and weird.

The first thing that she noticed inside the tavern was the smell. It positively reeked of sex—and not just sex, but hard, furious fucking that involved lots of sweating and hot juices and plenty of cum.

Then she heard the sounds. Soft, sweet, moans and giggles, filled with delight.

At the other end of the mostly-emptied tavern, Derek was standing in his armor, the color drained out of his face.

“No,” he moaned, shaking his head. Tears streaming down his face. “No...please, no...”

Estelle could not help but feel a warm, happy sense of contentment at his pain. It was twisted, maybe, but it had been a twisted sort of day.

“Estelle!” Derek’s face contorted. “You’ve got to stop...you’ve got to stop them!”

Curious now, Estelle approached.

She saw that the booth he looked at was not so much a booth as multiple booths broken down by someone very strong, all the partitions lifted up and replaced with the cushions from around the tavern. A sort of harem bed.

And what a harem it was.

All the most beautiful girls from the fair—Hazel, the acrobats Claudia and Kylie, the fortune teller Yolanda, the contortionist Anna, and even Derek’s girlfriend Britney—were naked and moaning, vying for position to please the enormous throbbing cock of the hulk of the man at the head of the pile.

The King. They were all moaning and calling him the King.

Oh god.

Estelle was drooling, saliva dripping down from her plush lips. She didn’t care how it looked. She wanted
 that. She wanted to serve
 him, and right
 away.

“Come,” said the stud, his voice booming and perfect. “Take my hand.”

Somehow—she had no idea how—she could sense the magic operating in the tavern. It was clear as day to her now—tendrils of power wrapped around each girl, weighing them down like beautiful chains.

“If I do...” Estelle began, eyeing the chains greedily. “...I will be just like them, won’t I?”

He smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

“And you want that?”

He eyed her greedily. “Very much. I don’t have a proper dark-haired pet yet. And I deserve one.”

He did
. God, he truly, totally did. He deserved a witch pet too, someone who could control all that power he swam in...

And she knew, now, that she was a witch. Wasn't that lovely, to know something so completely? She could feel the magic working on her, and allowed it to—let the tendrils slide over her mind, changing her memories and her desires. All those girls looked so perfectly blissful. Estelle wanted that too.

“I will,” she promised. “B-but...but first...”

“A request?”

He grunted a bit, filling up Yolanda's mouth with a spurt of cum. His stock seemed endless. Right away, Anna took her place, sliding onto the meat fountain.

“Yes. May I?”

He waved a massive hand. “Very well.”

“The blonde, there. Britney. She...she was his girlfriend. I want to 
hear her tell him...” Estelle felt a wicked thrill just knowing how incredibly possible what she hoped for. “Will you have her break his heart?”

“Estelle!” Derek cried. “You foul witch! Y-you can't! I'm a knight! You can't do that to me!”

The King smiled. “Of course she can.” He led Britney up to his cock, pushing aside Yolanda and Anna. “Go on,” he commanded, as Britney began to obediently stroke her Master’s enormous cock. “Tell the inferior what you think of him.”

Britney obeyed happily, so thrilled to do what her new King asked.

“Of course, Sire,” she gushed. “I would adore to, Sire.”

With every fiber of her being so intrinsically worshipful of this King, Britney seemed incapable of malice. And yet, when she turned toward Derek, all that happiness and serenity transformed instantly into spiteful hate and vicious disdain. She cocked an arrogant eyebrow, eyeing him as if he were some worm sliding up onto her dinner plate.

“You and I are done
, Derek. We never should have happened in the first place. Our relationship? Nothing but a mistake. Just a waiting game, really, for me to see who my Master
 was.”

Estelle, hearing all this, could only helplessly begin to finger her cunt. She dropped to her knees, gasping with overwhelming heat. It wasn’t just Derek’s humiliation that turned her on...it was knowing that this new Master had such complete control over Britney, to not only make her say such things—but make her believe
 them.

And even more than that was the knowledge of the inevitability of the circumstances. The King would take her as well. Completely.

“He’s
 the one I really love,” Britney continued. “You’re nothing
 compared to him, Derek. He took my virginity right away
. Like a real man
. Something you
 wouldn’t know anything about.”

“Stop, please stop,” Derek moaned, clutching his chest. “I’m think I’m gonna...oh god, my heart...Britney...you’re breaking my heart!”

Insult to injury, she had already stopped listening, turning back to her Master and sliding her sopping wet cunt onto his enormous cock. 

Derek, thoroughly humiliated, left the tavern, sobbing and 
gasping, clutching his chest.

Estelle watched him go, completely satisfied and purring with contentment. She crawled forward, approaching on top of the mass of adoring beauties. They didn’t seem to mind her hot, lithe legs sliding in among theirs, her breasts crushing into their faces as she employed them as stools and steps.

“Please,” she moaned to the King. “Please let me lick your hand. Please, take me? Let me serve with them?”

“By all means.”

He held out his hand. With a soft, happy moan, Estelle leaned into it, and licked it softly, languidly, like a cat.

And then everything...everything Changed. Bliss filled her, magic overtook her, rapture became her. All was lost in a parade of white lights and happy feelings.

When her mind returned to itself, she was riding on top of her Master, her King, her Sire, her God, calling out worship for him. His cock filled her so completely. She could feel it deep inside of her torso—of all his slaves, he could fuck her most completely, her witch magic allowing her body to change to accommodate his massive dick.

“Please, cum in me, Sire!” she moaned. “Please make me pregnant! Cum in my unprotected fucking pussy, oh my god! My King! My King!”

Gripping her small body tight, he came, flooding her pussy with his cum as he bounced her viciously up and down his gigantic shaft. Warmth and bliss flooded her again—orgasming over and over—though this time she happily retained all her conscious being, experiencing it in full.

When at last he stopped twitching inside of her, she lay on top of him, crushing her enormous tits against his huge, broad chest.

Estelle wondered distantly if she was pregnant now. She certainly hoped so. She was glad to still have her mind—glad to still be able to think critically and serve her Master even better with all her capacity.

“I wanted it,” she moaned. “I wanted to be as happy as they are. And I am. And now you have your very own witch at your command, Sir.”

From now on, spell or no spell, he was her King.
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Supermodel
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J
uliana Santos had made up her mind—she wasn't going to call Nathan Southern.

There was simply no way. She didn't care about him or what hot, delicious ideas he had about her.

Waves crashed up on her body, bursting the completely improper thought of his tall, handsome form pushing down on her again. She pushed her chest out, letting the saltwater gather in her eye-catching cleavage.

She was modeling on a beach in Peru. She had been there for two days already, putting on bikini after bikini, and there were two more days yet to go.

A tiny red string bikini was wrapped around her impossibly hot curves as she stood in the water, the waves continually rushing into her slender, busty form. The thin material of the bikini enhanced the already substantial sight of her breasts and clung desperately to the twin globes of her amazing ass, as if it were as in love with her as anyone else that had ever been so close to her jaw-dropping beauty.

Well, almost anyone else, she thought, once again imagining Nathan.

The photographer, Kevin, lobbed encouraging phrases at her as she stood in the slow, purposeful waves of the water. She turned this way and that, pushing out hot little smiles. One shy, another arrogant, another knowing. Another wave crept up on her ass and she jumped one foot up, dangling it behind her while pressing her gorgeous tits together inside the tiny confines of the bikini. Everything about her was wet, sexy, and sensational.

“You're beautiful,” he said. “Lovely! More of that, with your hair!”

Juliana knew all these things—that she was beautiful, that she was lovely, that more of anything to do with her delicious arrangement of purposefully dampened hair was good.

And she knew, most of all, that she was not going to call Nathan Southern.

She didn't care how many billions he had, or if he owned fourteen island countries and two or three mountains, or if every politician in America was begging for just five minutes of his time so that he could fund yet another successful congress bid for them.

She didn't.

Taking a breath, posing again with her hair sliding out behind her toward the water, Juliana tried to concentrate. Be beautiful, now. Worry about Nathan later.

Or even better, she told herself, don't worry about him at all.

The shoot was going well even if she was distracted. For Juliana, it was impossible for a shoot to go poorly. She was just too gorgeous.

Beauty held no secrets from her. It did not excite her like it seemed to other people. Most men, in her presence, could not pick up the pieces of their crumbled, awestruck selves to spare more than two sentences with her. They seemed totally emasculated by her ability to simply exist in total perfection. Most women seemed to resent her for how effortless she made it seem.

If Juliana were to make it seem less effortless, though, paradoxically it would require more effort than she  usually put in.

The focus on her beauty made her angry at times. It wasn't her fault her Brazilian genes had gifted her with incredibly soft, smooth skin, or large, bright emerald green eyes, or lusciously full lips, or angelic cheekbones, or a body with the kind of tight musculature that would make a gymnast squeal with envy and the kind of large, gravity-defying breasts that most men didn't even think existed outside of magazines.

She had been born with all of this, and yet she wasn't supposed to enjoy it. And if she dared to enjoy it, she certainly wasn't supposed to be proud of it. But, a woman born with sensational ability in running was supposed to run, was supposed to enjoy it, was supposed to be proud of her running accomplishments. These kinds 
of standards bothered Juliana—but she tried to keep it out of her mind. If she thought about how much she liked being beautiful, all kinds of thoughts popped up . . .

I know exactly what you are, slut.

The daylight started to fade. Kevin snapped a few final shots of Juliana as she hopped through the waves, letting it crash into her delectable breasts. Her hot, wet tits were the subject of dozens of magazine covers.

“Let's call it a day, hon,” said Kevin. “I got a few beers calling my name.”

Juliana nodded and stepped out of the water. Her assistant, Shana, was there with a thick, fluffy white towel. Shana was fairly new—only working for Juliana for the past six months or so—but she was good at her job.

A short girl, slim and busty, she was always attentive and cheerful, her pretty face always crowded with a fun-loving smile. Juliana appreciated that—she liked having positive energy surround her.

“How about you?” Kevin asked her. “Will we finally see the reclusive Ms. Santos out at night once again?”

She smiled and shook her head, wrapping the towel around her waist.

“No, I don't think so. A quiet night for me. Some television and yoga.”

He waved a hand at her, shaking his head.

“You ought to go out, you young thing. You're missing out on the best years of your life!”

She smiled and shook her head again.

She liked Kevin. He was honest with her at all times, and he didn't treat her like a goddess just because she existed. Being around beauty all the time, like she was, had given his mind a healthy dose of immunity to the hot curves she couldn't help but advertise.

With Shana behind her, Juliana walked back toward the small house her agency had arranged for her. Though it was not large, it was more luxurious than any other dwelling in a thirty mile radius. It had full air-conditioning, electricity, running hot water, gorgeous wooden floors and paneling, and a hot tub in the bathroom. Her 
success allowed her certain privileges such as these.

These privileges pressed the burning, sensitive guilt button that took up a large portion of her brain. If she had to be honest, though she was a respected, hot up-and-coming model, much of her success simply wasn't her doing.

For the last six years, ever since she had turned eighteen, she had been in the world's top runway shows as the main event. Men paid extra to see her walk live in what small bits of clothing they had her wear. As the highest paid model in the world, she could name her desire and have it attended to in just moments.

Always, she felt guilty about this, even as she felt she deserved it in many ways (and of course feeling guilty for that feeling as well).

So, she gave an incredibly large portion of her money to charity—over seventy-five percent of her income last year (this still netted her deep in the top ten percent of income earners, though). Charities for disease prevention, clean water, poverty elimination, education in small urban schools from her hometown in Brazil and all the areas surrounding it—anything that needed money, she tried to give it out.

On top of all of that, she carried a degree from an ivy league university that she had earned during her years traveling. She had a lot of time to do schoolwork in hotels and airports.

Just a month ago, she spoke at a summit about the objectification of women and the false images of beauty that had given her a career.

It was important to her to spread the truth about beauty—how it was just a collection of inherited ideals from centuries of privilege. She tried her best to put the focus on her words, and not on her splendid body. But even in the long skirt and conservative sweater she wore at the event, there was no hiding the sensuality of her face.

Sliding open the door of the small house where she stayed, Juliana reflected on the same words she had spoken at the summit. She had won a genetic lottery—there was no doubt about that. From her perfect 36C breasts, her slim eighteen inch waist, her gorgeous dark hair, or her extravagantly blemish-free skin, anyone could tell from hundreds of feet away what a natural beauty she was. It wasn't her fault that she could eat whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, and barely put on weight.

So, yes, she tried to explain at the summit, she had benefited 
enormously from this legacy of beauty. But oughtn't we try to change what that legacy was to be more inclusive?

It was on the summit where she met Nathan Southern. After she had spoken, he cornered her in the little office where they had her prepare.

That's where he called her all those names.

Whore.

Ornament.

Slavecunt.

Her thoughts drifted far too often to him, her pussy shuddering helplessly every time she did.

She thought she was so fiercely independent. How had he gotten this hold over her mind?

Right inside her door was a package.

“Did you leave this here, Shana?”

Juliana's thick, Brazilian accent layered over her words like icing. For a long time, when she had first been learning English, she tried to reduce her accent—but people seemed more pleased when it remained.

The slim, blonde girl picked up the package, shaking her head. Whatever was inside did not rattle or shift.

“No. Do you want me to check it? It might be  something . . . you know. Wrong or something.”

Juliana shook her head. “I appreciate the concern, but no. If someone was going to leave me something dangerous, they'd threaten me first. That's just how it goes.”

A few years ago, Juliana had a stalker. Police had taken care of him rather quickly. They ran her through the entire behavior pattern of those individuals—information that Juliana was careful to keep on file.

Shana inspected the package for a moment. “There's no markings on it.”

A cool breeze swept into the house, giving Juliana a distinct sense of fatigue.

“It's probably from the owner of the place, then. Or someone on the team. Don't worry. I'll look at it later. Why don't you go out and grab a drink?”

“For you?”

Juliana smiled. “For you, girl. You've been working all day. Go relax. I'll be doing the same.”

Shana looked at her with soft, open adoration in her eyes. “You'll call me if you need me, right?”

“Of course.”

As Shana exited the house, Juliana closed all the curtains and windows. She wanted her privacy.

Shana clearly had a crush on her, and had for a while, now. That was why she had fired her old assistant, and the one before her, and the one before her. All of them were women, except for one, who had identified themselves as lifetime heterosexuals. The one gay assistant Juliana employed had been a man, who was writing her love letters after seven months.

It was something she got used to, after a while. Most people couldn't help but fall in love with her after doing errands for her for so long. The poor dears just became entranced by the endless wealth of sensuality she exuded.

She placed the package on the island in the kitchen. The wine glasses were in the counter above the sink, and a new bottle of wine was thoroughly chilled in the fridge. She poured herself half a glass, and stripped the package of its brown paper.

Inside was an envelope, and a carved ebony box.

The envelope read, “Juliana.”

She opened it up.

Inside was a card, a picture of a jeweled collar on the front. The inside had a message:

You can't hide from what you need, slave.

- Master

She had to set her wine glass down, pushing back against the refrigerator. Her hand immediately undid the towel around her waist, letting it drop to the floor as her fingers slid into the sweet, hot warmth of her pussy.

Slut.

Whore.


Slavecunt
.

She whimpered helplessly, remembering the rendezvous with 
Nathan. His powerful chest. His enormous cock sliding down her throat. That feeling of mindless, obedient bliss when he touched her...

That's all that you are. Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off.

Her fingers slid up and down the smooth, wet surface of her mound, sending hot pulses of pleasure through her incredible body. Closing her eyes, concentrating, she moved her shaky fingers over to her wineglass and took a deep gulp.

For several minutes, she drank the glass of wine and simply stared at the package.

Perhaps it was . . . some kind of an apology?

What if it was a collar, like what was on the card?

Slave.

Whore.

Cunt.

A brilliantly engraved collar with her name on it, branding her as his property for now and forever.

Her cunt quivered, needy once more for the touch of her knowing fingers.

Instead, she slid open the box, pausing just for a moment to admire the smoothness of it, the craftsmanship.

She gasped. Inside was a large, solid gold dildo There was another card on top of it:


For good slaves only
.

Disgust poured through Juliana's body. That . . . that pig.


What, she was just supposed to play with herself with something he had delivered because it was him
 who delivered it? She was supposed to become some masturbating slut, filling herself with a gold sex toy, because she was worth millions and millions of dollars and desperately needed to be on her knees at all times before him?

She was . . . she was supposed to kneel . . .

The disgust in her quickly translated into heat, her pussy throbbing. She slid her fingers over the dildo.

She was never going to use it, of course. She respected herself too much.

Her fingers danced along its long curve, the thickness of the head.

It was so
 
smooth, though.

And if she used it, he would never know anyway, unless she told him. And she, of course, had no intention of ever speaking to him again.

Probably he had planned on her using it, somehow. He had licked it, maybe, or run his precum-dripping cock all over the gold.

Shivering, she held the toy up to her nose, sniffing. Was that just the faintest hint of his smell, there? That manly, dominating musk that had put her in her place right on her knees before his overwhelming masculinity?

It was her smell that she remembered most clearly. It stayed in her head. Affected her thoughts. Made her go deeper and deeper down, unquestioning and fervently obeying. Just the trace of it, now, was enough to drive her wild.

Juliana put the dildo down, struggling to keep her hands still. It clacked on the counter.

If she were to take the long, damp tresses of her hair, say, and tie them around that towel rack, and lean forward just a bit, that would feel . . .

That would feel almost like it was when he
 had tugged her hair back. When he had unveiled the incredible, hot force of his will on her.

Biting her lip, she tried it out, looping the thick hot mesh of her hair around and tying it through. She leaned forward.

Oh god. That hot yanking sensation. Her knees fluttered, almost giving out completely. The pure, sexy thrill of being tugged in a direction opposite of what she tried.

The gold toy was just within arm's reach. She leaned forward—feeling that hot tug again—and grabbed it. For just a few moments, she luxuriated in its feel, how smooth and cool it was, before untying her bikini bottom. The thin fabric falling revealed her tight, already moist pussy, completely bare of any hair.

The gold dildo slid inside her fabulous cunt easily. It was so wonderful to pump inside of herself, to massage her clit with one hand and fill her needy, wet snatch with the dildo in the other.


Slave
.

Sextoy.


Decoration

.

She whimpered, picking up her pace. There was no telling what most every man would give to see such a sight; her supermodel body writhing in pleasure from a gold sex toy that must have cost thousands and thousands of dollars.

She couldn't get the thought of her head—on her knees before him, sucking him on his command. Having her face fucked by his perfect rod, being used by her utterly.


Object
.

She hated the idea of being objectified. And yet it couldn't be just coincidence that it turned her on so much . . .


Slavecunt
.

Oh god, yes. Sometimes she really did feel like she had a hot little slavecunt, waiting to be filled by only the right man.


My slave
.

Her cunt dripping down on the dildo, a sweet hot wave of orgasm rushed through her body. She spasmed and pushed forward against her own hair as she did, being yanked backward hard
 as she bucked against the gold toy.

Breathing hard, Juliana let the gold toy clatter down to the floor.

Normally, after something like that, she felt like she would be squirming with shame, unable to do anything for the rest of the night.

But for some reason, the balance had shifted. Even though she felt that shame, that humiliation sliding through her bones, it only fueled her desire for more. For an interaction with another.
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BEING THE WORLD'S HIGHEST
 paid supermodel meant that even the throwaway clothes you took with you to a small Peruvian town were lovingly made and thoroughly expensive.

Her high-heeled over-the-knee boots were dark and suede, her tight two-tone red and black minidress soft, sensual cotton. The cloth over her perfect ass was bright red, shifting into  a deep, lovely black around her back and chest, where it dipped into a happy, wide “V” shape, showing off how shiny, round, and sensationally sloping 
her tits could be.

Just to make sure whoever saw her knew she was out for fun, she put on thick gold hoop earrings and matching gold bangles on her wrists. Her hair, still somewhat tangled from her cunt-drippingly perfect experiment with the towel bar, was put up in a thick, long low ponytail, tied off with a diamond-studded band.

Juliana paused in front of the mirror next to the door for a moment, examining herself. Anyone that saw her, man or woman, would immediately think she was on the prowl for a good, thorough fucking.

Good.

Dressed fully, she strutted out the door. It was about eleven o'clock at night. The bar where the shoot crew always hung out—where they had invited her to come out for the past two nights—was only a ten minute walk away.

At eleven, the night in Peru was just getting started. Couples were just meeting to have dinners, and children still played in the streets. Juliana noted with a grin every time a man stopped whatever he was doing—drinking a beer, talking to his wife, watching traffic—to see her sway by.

Tonight, she was an object
. She was something to be admired by the gazes of others
.


Slavecunt
.

The name of the bar was “Amistoso,” written on a thick black board with white paint that had faded a long time ago. It was a small place—Juliana's penthouse bathroom in New York was probably bigger—with smoke and loud, thumping music pouring out of the windows.

A crowd of men smoking cigarettes stood at the door, eyeing Juliana hungrily. But then, of course they were.


Object
.

Trophy.

Whore. Whore. Whore.

They moved aside for her when she smiled appreciatively, passing out winks like they were candy. As if they could possibly one day sample what she had.

Inside, she felt time slow down as all the eyes locked on to her. 
She bent over at the bar—her heels making her so tall, pushing up the delectable heart-shape of her ass—and ordered a bottle of beer. Of course, it arrived right away, and of course, five men offered to pay for her.

Feeling generous, she let one of them do it. She took a moment to let the bottle slide against her plush lips, twirling her tongue around the opening, before cocking her head back and downing a long, luxurious gulp.

The beer mixed with the wine in her system, heightening the giddy, head-swimming heat she was already swimming in.

Deep in the corner of the bar, she saw Shana, suddenly sitting by herself. Juliana got the impression that only moments before, Shana—so lovely in her lowcut black dress and pump heels—had been receiving the lion's share of the attention in the small, dingy arena.

A song with a thick beat came on, and a hot notion took Juliana.

She started taking long, slow, deliberate steps toward Shana, a model's walk in tune with the beat of the song playing. Everyone cleared out of her way. That was only correct—to make way for Juliana, when she was so heart-achingly gorgeous.

Juliana strutted right up to the table of Shana and then thrust out her incredible rear, shaking it from side to side. Like she was posing on a runway. Then she walked back to the bar, with the same hot, long steps. Her heels clicking with every beat of the song. She could hear them clearly.

Click. Click. Click.

Slave. Slave. Slave.

Men started clapping as she danced, thrusting her hips from side to side, pushing her hands through the thick, silken mess of her hair. She would take a long step and stop to grind her hips back and forth. Another step, another long grinding session, like she was dancing with some invisible lover who was feeling up her hot body. Thick beads of sweat started to form on her neck, her chest, making her skin shiny and sparkling in the dim light.

The song's beat died out, and Juliana was back in front of Shana's table. The poor girl was awestruck, her mouth open. Shana's dress had translucent mesh from her chest to her neck, and Juliana could easily see the long flush moving from her forehead all the way down 
to her cleavage.

I'll make this easy, Juliana thought.

Giggling, she slid on Shana's lap.

“I-Juliana,” the blonde stuttered. “You're so beautiful. I mean, you're great. I mean, you're really . . . wow. You're so beautiful.”

Juliana just giggled, tracing her finger along Shana's chin, and then the rosy tilt of her lips. Normally, it would have turned her off to hear such open praise about her appearance.

But tonight, and maybe only
 for tonight, it didn't bother her. She may as well enjoy it.

So she nodded, her long hair sliding up and down Shana's bountiful cleavage.

“You're right.” Juliana purred. “I am. Great. Beautiful. And 'wow.'”

Juliana leaned forward, pressing her tits into Shana's chin. Shana breathed in deep, closing her eyes, like she was going into a trance as Juliana's heady scent slid directly into her boozed braincells.

“You know, Shana,” Juliana purred, “I've wanted you for the longest time, now.”

“You have?”

Juliana nodded with false earnestness. The motion pressed the hot crease of her cleavage into Shana's chin even more.

“Oh yes. I've wanted you to come into my bedroom at a hotel, or at my place in the city, or in my little house back by the beach, and I've wanted you to be wearing nothing but . . .”

She giggled softly, once, sliding a hand up Shana's dress.

“ . . . nothing but a tiny little dress and some sexy 'fuck-me' heels. And I've wanted you to tell me to lick your pussy or else you would quit.”

Shana still had her eyes closed, her head sliding backward. It was as if she was afraid that opening her eyes would end the dream.

“Oh, Juliana . . .”

“Is that naughty of me?” she licked her lips. “Was that bad? Should I have kept my mouth shut?”

“No.” Shana shook her head fervently. Her slim hands started running up Juliana's side. “No! It's just . . . I have so many feelings, and you're so, so beautiful, and, Juliana, I like you so much
—”

Juliana cut her off with a charged, spark-forming kiss. Their lips locked together for several seconds, the entire bar erupting in applause. Shana tasted like beer and honey.

The smoking hot supermodel slid her lips off of Shana's, and pressed her mouth against the blonde's ear.

“Take me home.”

Shana nodded eagerly.

They left, arm in arm, walking quickly through the streets that Juliana had navigated less than fifteen minutes before. Shana said nothing the whole time, exhaling happy little sighs and pressing her body against Juliana's.

Right outside the door, Shana slipped her hand around Juliana's chin and tugged her in for a moaning, needful kiss, their jaws working together in tandem.

When they broke off, Shana looked up at her with open, easy love.

That was going to be a problem. Juliana didn't want a snugglefest with some happy-go-lucky crush. She wanted to be fucked hard and ruthlessly by someone who knew her. Someone that knew what she was.

Slut.

Slavecunt.

Inside the house, Shana flipped on the lights. Juliana put her hand over Shana's on the switch.

“No,” she said. “Lights off.”

Shana smiled, doing her best to look naughty. “Mmmhmm. I can enjoy that.”

“Good.”

The lights flickered back off, and Juliana strutted into the bedroom.

She knew Shana was following. How could the poor girl not? She loosened her dress so that the front of it was down, exposing her braless tits. Dark shadows hugged every part of her amazing curves.

Shana slid close, moaning softly at the sight of Juliana's body. Of course, Shana had already seen Juliana naked—no assistant to a model could help it, there were too many wardrobe changes. But there was a monumental difference in accidental nudity as a product of a work environment and intentional nakedness before a lover.

“You have to do something else for me,” said Juliana. “A few things.”

Shana nodded, eyes focused almost entirely on Juliana's tits. Her hands came up, sliding over Juliana's thick, erect nipples.

“I'm going to answer everything you do with 'thank you.' Beg for everything I want with 'please.' If I don't, you're going to spank me, and no matter what I say, you're going to call me your slave. Your slavewhore. Your supermodelslut.”

Shana's eyes had widened. “I'm . . . I'm not sure, I mean. Wow. That sounds hot, but . . . ”

“No.” Juliana shook her beautiful head. “No buts. Those are the terms. Take it or leave it.”

She could see her smile in the darkness. Probing, Shana's hand slid further up Juliana's exposed chest, and then higher, wrapping lightly around her neck. She held on there and pulled her Juliana in tight.

“You don't set the terms here, slut,” she growled.

Juliana felt her pussy flood over with lust. This was unexpected. Shana's grip on her neck tightened again.

“Get on your knees for me, slave.”

“Yes, thank you,” Juliana mewed, obeying happily.

“Lick me, slut.”

Shana shoved Juliana's face into her crotch. Eagerly, Juliana took Shana's panties down and plunged in.

Her high, carved cheekbones melted into Shana's hot thighs. It was so easy to obey, to lick, to obey, to nuzzle, to obey, to kiss, to obey, obey, obey
.

“That's a good slave.” Shana's voice was high-pitched and breathy. “Such good licking.”

After a few minutes of Shana's moans, though, Juliana's licks slowed. Something was wrong. She didn't want to lick pussy, not really. That was a lie she told Shana to bring her here.

She moved away for a moment, and saw the box sitting on her nightstand. She crawled over to it.

“Jul . . . slave, what are you doing?”

Juliana grabbed the toy and slid it into Shana's hands. It was so heavy. The hot musk of Juliana's hot, orgasming cunt emanated from 
it like heat from a furnace.

“Fuck me with it, please,” whispered Juliana. “Please fuck me with that?”

A long little whimper slid out of Shana's mouth.

“Oh,” she said simply. “Oh, yes, slut. I am going to do that.”

Shana reached down and grabbed Juliana by the neck one more time, leading her up off the ground. Then, fingers still wrapped around Juliana's hot, slender neck muscles, Shana shoved the supermodel's face into the bed.

“Bend over like a good slavewhore.”

Juliana moaned, pushing her pussy far up in the air. Her designer dress was all bunched up, her boots sliding up Shana's legs. With her heels still on, Juliana's ass came up almost to Shana's chest.

Just like before, the dildo slid inside her cunt perfectly.

Not like before, Shana rammed it inside of her with no mercy. Each thrust was accompanied by a hot, hard spanking of Juliana's taut, amazing ass.

“Take it, slut!” Shana moaned. “Take your fucking like a good supermodelslave!”

“Oh yes!” Juliana shouted. “Yes, please! I'm a good supermodelslave!”

Straddling one of Juliana's statuesque legs, Shana began rubbing her hot clit against her impromptu supermodel fucktoy. The blonde slapped Juliana's ass harder and harder, and with each slap, her fucking of Juliana's hot, needy pussy with the golden dildo increased even more.

The dildo was soon slick with Juliana's hot juices, the luxurious toy entirely covered with the luxurious slut's essence.

Just as quickly, Juliana's leg was soaked through with Shana's warm pussy juices, the boot there absolutely ruined. Juliana didn't care. It felt so good to serve.

It didn't seem that Shana had it in her to process the hotness of the situation for very long. This supermodel she had loved for so long, opening herself up to her so freely—anyone would be prone to cumming fast and hard. Juliana knew that she was unattainable to Shana—that was why it had been so hot to take her home.

Shana shoved the dildo inside of Juliana with increasing 
frequency, her moans getting higher in pitch.

“O-oh, oh Ju-Jul-slaave!” Shana struggled. “I'm gonna cum, slave!”

Juliana felt Shana's hips thrashing against her own. Shana seemed to lose herself in the sweeping thrills of her body, slapping down on Juliana's ass harder and harder.

The strong, unrestrained slaps on the perfect bare flesh triggered Juliana's own climax, her shame superseded by the hot sweet thrill of her daring, of getting what she needed, of being called what she was.

Slut.

Whore.

Superslave.


Fertile cunt
.


Supermodel fucktoy
.

Oh yes
.

She bucked against Shana, against the dildo, biting the softness of the bed beneath her.

For several minutes, Shana just settled on top of Juliana on the thick mattress, the gold dildo falling down somewhere into the pristine silk sheets of the bed. It seemed like they would go to sleep that way, and Juliana was trying to come to terms with that—she would have really rather have been alone—and then Shana slid her arm around Juliana.

“That was really hot,” she whispered into Juliana's ear. “I'm so glad you told me how you felt. God, I've never done anything like
 that before. I never even thought about it. I think I could do it more. But, next time, I'd really like—”

Juliana got up then, covering herself with her sheet.

“O-out.”

Her voice somewhat querulous, rough.

“What?”

“I said, out.”

Her voice stronger, now. She pointed toward the door.

Shana looked horrified. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No. Yes.”

Juliana shook her head, her long silky locks sliding against her 
bare chest.

“It doesn't matter. Get out. I don't want you here anymore.”

“I . . .” Shana was lost. “Can we talk about this tomorrow? After the shoot?”

“There is no shoot tomorrow. Not for you. You're fired. Go home, Shana.”

Tears welled up in the petite blonde's eyes. Her bottom lip trembling.

“F-fired? B-but Juliana
, we j-just . . . I mean . . . how can you be s-so cruel
?”

Juliana just stood there, pointing at the door.

Shana didn't matter. Her feelings didn't matter. She wasn't what Juliana had wanted. It had been foolish to think that this sniveling little mess of a girl could fill the void Juliana felt in her soul.

Huffing, trying to keep her composure, Shana stood up and grabbed her shoes that had been tossed off her body in the moment. Disappointment and panic flooded her cute face, as well as open lust for Juliana's barely covered body.

For a moment, Juliana hoped Shana would refuse her. That she would demand to stay. That she would say:


Shut up, whore. I'll do as I please. You're going to beg me to stay, and then maybe I'll let you feel my
  hands around your neck again
.

But instead Shana just left, shaking her head and muttering in confusion.

Juliana considered what to do in the darkness for nearly an hour after Shana was gone.

The need in her had not been sated. If anything, it was just exacerbated.

There were two more days of the shoot, but Juliana didn't care. They could finish without her. Or just use what she had given them already.

Probably Shana would try to sue, or go to the press. It was entirely possible the paparazzi had already gotten a hold of the story of their rendezvous in the bar.


Ornament
.

Slavecunt.

She wasn't going to call Nathan, not at all.

No. She was going to meet him at his house.
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SIX WEEKS AGO

Juliana's time speaking at the summit had gone wonderfully.

She had said all she wanted to, detailing her thoughts on the image of beauty that she had so unfairly benefited from, and how odd it was to celebrate her for winning some genetic jackpot. The crowd had responded to her jokes, no one seemed put off by her accent, and some even stood up as they applauded.

For once in her life, Juliana felt celebrated for the thoughts on her mind instead of her body.

So why did she feel so . . . empty?

If the clothes she was wearing weren't so light, it would have been muggy in the auditorium. Her sweater was light, though, her hair tied back elegantly, and her skirt was long enough to be matronly but fitting enough to not appear as though she was trying to downplay what the beauty that she so obviously had in spades. That would have been dishonest.

Right after she spoke, a gaggle of well-wishers met her behind the curtain. There was her manager, her publicist, her assistant Shana, and many faces she didn't recognize at all. Most all of them shook her hand as they spoke.

“Wonderful speech—”

“—just inspiring stuff—”

“You ought to consider taking it abroad—”

“—college kids would really—”

Juliana nodded and smiled at everyone's comments, trying to be nice enough to get away. Someone handed her a bottle of water. That bought her a few moments respite, as luckily no one expected her to speak while she drank.

Over in the corner, she saw the door to her dressing room. A break. She just needed to cool down, be by herself for a moment. The speech just had her nerves up, that was all.

“Thank you, everyone,” she said, her hot accent soaking over her 
words, “but I really would like some alone time for now to cool off.”

They all nodded in understanding, if a bit disappointed.

She rushed into her room, leaning against the shut door behind her. For a few moments, she just breathed, letting her head fall down loosely.

Relax, she told herself. It's all done now.

But all she could think about was how if she had just spent fifteen minutes exposing the modeling industry, saying these words she believed, then why did she feel like such a fraud?

The room she was in was painted dark blue, with one mirror layered against the wall. In front of the mirror was the desk where she had done her make-up—at this point, she was an old hand at doing her face. It never required much work, except for the really high-concept fashion shoots.

She looked in the mirror, and saw a man sitting down on the long leather couch against the opposite wall. She gasped, turning.

He smiled—a tall man, dark-haired and devilishly handsome, his firm, muscular frame covered in a brown twill suit—and started to clap slowly. He looked to be maybe in his early thirties.

“You should get out of here,” said Juliana, “before I call security.”

“Oh really?” he smirked.

“They'll kick you right out of here. I've seen them do it.”

For some reason, Juliana couldn't say why, she felt instantly attracted to the man. Maybe it was his casual nature—how easy it was for him to be in front of her. Maybe it was the predatory stare he was giving her body, or the smirk on his face that seemed so common and permanent.

He stood up, nodding. “I'm sure you have. Though, I am going to go ahead and guess that when you did that, it wasn't here.”

“No,” she admitted. “Not here exactly. But the idea is the same.”

“It is,” he nodded again. “Except that I own this building. And the security guards. And that door that you have locked there. And,” he spread his hands out, “well, the whole thing, really. It's all mine. I think I even own that little speech you just gave.”

The entire time he talked, he kept walking closer to her, so that when he stopped speaking, he was directly in front of her. Juliana 
was not wearing heels—they would have objectified her even more—but even if she had been wearing her very highest pair, he still would have been taller than her.

Without hesitation, without even the slightest bit of nervousness, he put his hand on her chin and guided her eyes to his.

“Hell,” he said. “I probably even own you.”

For some reason that she could not explain, her cunt quivered. Her breath caught, her mouth working without forming sounds, her mind short-circuiting suddenly from the realization of his wealth, of his attitude. She inhaled his heavy, masculine scent, and all her thoughts of objection took a long backseat lounge. She wanted
 him. She could feel her very existence beginning to wrap around his approval.

Even so, she pushed his hand away, and walked across the room.

“You're the owner of this place,” she said. “Southern, is that your name?”

“You can call me Nathan,” he said. “For now.”

“For now?”

His smile widened. He looked her up and down.

“I have what you might call . . . designs . . . on you.”

Purposefully, he walked toward her again.

She should yell out. That's what she should do. Yell out, and stop looking at this handsome, handsome rich man as he advanced on her with bad intentions.

Instead, she just watched him, heart in her throat. Feeling his influence crowd her mind.

“You see, you spent all that time talking about women not being objects and prettiness just being some societal conception, and I understood it all. It even makes some sense. But it doesn't change two things.”

He picked up a glass and the carafe of water on the coffee table in front of the couch, pouring a drink, which he handed to her. She took it, hands shaking a bit. It was so hard to interrupt him. He was so sure, so deliberate in each word.

“Number one, you don't really care a whit about any of that stuff.”

He made himself a glass and took a long sip. His eyes—blue and narrow—never left her body.

“Number two, societal conceptions be damned, I still want to fuck you like the hot little trophy slut you are.”

She should slap him. That's what she should do. Juliana should slap him and run out of this door and just take off from this city forever. Instead, she just watched as Nathan finished his drink and set the glass down on the table.

“I've studied you. I see something I want, and I find out about it. And make no mistake, you are something I want. So I know you have a master's degree, girl. You don't need to work in this manner if it disgusted you. No, you like it.”

“It's . . .no. You don't understand. T-there's money . . .”

“Money?” he laughed. “Yeah, I don't understand money. You cleared what, forty million last year? I made that washing my car last Saturday.”

He shook his head for a moment.

“You know, doing all that stuff for money, a lesser man would call you a whore. Is that what you are, girl? A whore?”

Juliana was breathing fast, now.

“D-don't call
 me that. I'm not—”

“Oh, I know that. I know you're no whore. I know exactly what you are, doll. I know you'd be doing this if they didn't pay you. I see you, Juliana girl.” He leaned in close to her, whispering in her ear. “You've always needed
 to be objectified. But it couldn't be by just anyone, no. You needed a strong, hard man to do it for you. A man that takes whatever he wants, whenever he wants. And because you couldn't find that, because you thought it didn't exist, you took the adoration of millions instead. You thought it would be enough.”

With a sharp yank, he tugged her hair back. She cried out weakly, staring up in his gorgeous eyes. Her glass trembled out of her hand and shattered on the floor.

“And it wasn't. You need a strong, sure hand to make you the object you need to be. To become the perfect little slavecunt that you have always needed to transform into.”

His rough hand slid into her dress, touching the moistness of her cunt. He brought his damp fingers back up to her face, running her own juices over her lips.

“You see? I know exactly what you are, slut.”

He was...he was doing

 something to her. What he said wasn't true. It wasn't
. But all the same, she was believing it. Inhaling lung-full after lung-full of his heady scent, taking in his pheremones. God, they were like magic. She had
 wanted him all this time. Someone like him. Someone strong.

She had
 been lying when she said she thought she was good as a man. She wasn't.

In front of him, all she could feel was fertile. Happy. Needy. Feminine. Aching to feel his seed inside her.

He led her away from the broken glass on the floor toward the thick leather chair sitting adjacent to the couch. Tugging sharply again, he put her on her knees, and then slid his pants down. His cock was large, half-hard already. Thick. Commanding. The head of it pulsed thickly as it grew larger and larger.

“Suck me off while you think about it,” he said.

She felt like she had no choice. Were the things he was saying true? She didn't know.

But she did
 have to suck his cock.

She wanted to.

She had
 to.

He told
 her to.

He commanded
 her.

Mmph.

Thoughts in her head faded away. Her lips slid over his rod eagerly, enveloping his fast-hardening meat. In the modeling world, Juliana was known for world-class perfection in all of her features, and her lips were no exception to this.

For a few moments, she just imagined the sight—the world's highest paid supermodel adoring the cock of the world's highest paid businessman. The pure luxury of their surroundings amplified a thousandfold simply by it being the two of them in action.

She almost never sucked cock. The last had been several years ago, when she was nineteen and wanted to win the heart of a boy. She won it, of course, and then stopped caring. She had taken time with that blowjob, adoring every inch of the cock.

That wasn't the case here. Though she was adoring every second, Nathan's cock was abusing her mouth. Punishing her, almost, for 
taking so long before getting down and doing service to it. He pushed her head up and down, even as she worked on it herself.

His cock was so large and thick in her throat, fully hard almost right away, that she couldn't stop herself from making hot, sultry slurping noises as she ran her head up and down his massive pole. Each moan and purr of exultation was coated in her hot, steamy Brazilian accent.

“That's a good trophy.” His voice breathy, full of heat. “You fucking ornament. Suck my cock like a proper slave.”

His hands drifted into her wealth of hair, layering and re-layering it on top of her head as she sucked him.

“You're going to be a wonderful decoration. Something to be admired by the gazes of others as you sit pretty on my arm.”

His words only fired up her pussy the more. She slurped harder on his cock, needing to feel his spray against her throat.

“That's all that you are,” he grunted. “Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off. My supermodel fucktoy.”

Juliana sucked vigorously, desperate for his cum now, needing it. Only his hot, perfect spray would validate her, would give reason to every action leading to this point.

He seemed to sense her urgency, his hands sliding through the enormous silken tangle of her locks and curls. With a low moan, he came deep in her throat, his rod throbbing inside of the warm glove of her mouth.

“Fucktoy,” he grunted out, in time with each spurt of his hot load. “Fucktoy, fucktoy, fucktoy.”

She swallowed it all down, each drop. Loving it. Happy for it.

After several spurts, it was just too much, all the cum he had to deliver. She slipped off and he kept cumming, spraying her gorgeous face with his hot white seed.

Marking her.

For several minutes afterward, she just sat in his lap as he called her those wonderful titles again and again, firmly stroking her hair. She cleaned his cock dutifully, lapping up the delicious droplets of cum left behind, and then went to work on her face, making sure to slide each delicious drop down her throat.

“Fucktoy. Ornament. Sexdoll. Supermodel slave.”

So many of those words made so much sense to her. She wanted to believe in them. So much of her did
 believe in them. But . . . she couldn't just buy into it. She couldn't just change everything about who she was like that.

After a time, she slid off his cock, reluctantly positioning herself away from him.

“How about it, slave?” He asked her, tugging on her hair a bit. “You can leave all this behind. This false life you're living. Come home with me, like you deserve, and live on your knees in luxury like you belong.”

She back up against the leather couch, not daring to look into his eyes.

Somehow, his influence had lost its hold on her. Her mind found some pocket of hard-earned resistance, holding out.

“N-no,” she shook her head. “I'm not . . . I'm nobody's slave
, Nathan.”

Disappointment showed on his face, and then a quiet, still anger. His tongue moved inside his mouth from one cheek to another. Sniffing, he reached into his jacket pocket and took out his billfold. Emptying it, he grabbed a thick wad of bills and wrapped it around his business card. Then, he shoved it all inside of her bra.

Of course, he felt up her tits when he did.

Of course, she was powerless to stop her.

“I guess that just makes you a regular old whore, then. What a shame.”

With that, he got up, zipped up his pants, and walked out of the door, like none of it affected him at all.

“That card has my number. Call me when you realize what's what.”

Dripping with lust and shame, her pussy on fire and her body shaking with humiliation, Juliana promised herself she would never see him again.
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THE SOUTHERN ESTATE
 took up over forty square miles, deep in the 
Pacific Northwest. The mansion itself was the biggest on the West Coast, easily taking up over one hundred fifty thousand square feet. The rumor went, in elite circles, that over a thousand of those were dedicated to an enormous bed that he had built for fucking whatever rich trophy cunt he had elected for that week.

At the thought of being fucked by Nathan for over a thousand feet, Juliana's cunt went slick.

It two days since Juliana had kicked Shana out of the small house in Peru. She had spent that entire time preparing to come be with Nathan.

The mansion was châteauesque, with tall spires and steep-sloped roofs crowding around gorgeous red masonry. She arrived in a car, but her driver was detained by the security guards, and Juliana had to walk up the mile-long driveway in her heels.

And what heels they were, covered in gemstones and five-inches high, pushing her tight butt to the sky and flexing her calves with each step. Juliana had pulled out all the stops for Nathan. She couldn't dare to imagine him refusing her—she would break down in tears. And with the way she looked now, if he did turn her down, she couldn't imagine him ever wanting her again.

She wore a shimmering blue gown, made from sheerest silk. On either side of her hips, there were long gaps, openly displaying the twin curves of her dynamite ass and the diamond-adorned silk thong that only just covered essentials.

Long silk ribbons, again covered in tiny diamonds, wrapped around her picture-perfect legs, leading down into her five-inch designer heels inlaid with little sapphires.

A tight choker necklace clasped around her  tan, soft neck—essentially a collar made up of interlocking gold and precious gems. The tight collar matched her orchid-shaped earrings and the ornate bracelets around her wrists, which were covered by elbow-length white calf leather gloves.

But the star of the show was what was on her chest. The gown's tight constraints covered her amazing tits only barely, held up by a precarious little string around her neck. Beneath the tiny strip of cloth, her breathtaking chest was showcased by the ten million dollar bra she wore, made entirely out of gold latticework interlaced 
with brilliant diamonds, topazes, opals, and sapphires.

The bra had been given to her as a gift for her sensational runway walk just last year. Normally, they didn't let the models take home such expensive jewelry, but the designer had an enormous crush on her.

Juliana was used to such things. She knew—being Nathan's property—that there was nothing wrong with abusing such privileges with weaker males. They would give her things, and she would use whatever she could gain however she could get it to obtain Nathan's favor. That was only proper.

The outfit, in all, cost over twenty million dollars. She would, probably, never wear it again. She didn't care. Nathan was worth it.

He opened the door. He had on a pair of loose tan slacks and an open shirt, his muscular six-pack easily visible. Thick pec muscles dominated the sight of his chest. She imagined sliding into them, cuddling there, leaning into his perfect strength and knowing its hot weight as he pressed in on her.

For a moment, Juliana enjoyed the growing lust on his face as he openly devoured her from head to toe with his eyes.

She posed, as best she knew how—and Juliana knew how to pose incredibly well. All of her thick, soft hair landed on one side, and she put her finger to her open mouth.

“Oh Nathan,” she purred. “Oh, Nathan.
”

It was so hard to control herself, to not kneel right there. He was so hot. So rich. His scent filled her nostrils, and she welcomed it openly.

And the money wasn't the object to Juliana. It was just the power it represented. That even as she could seduce and almost own any man alive, he could own her will so completely, so easily. Like he had been made to do it, and she had been made to let him.

God, he could just buy and sell nations.

He could buy and sell her
.

The overwhelming lust on his face seemed to get reigned back under control.

“Hello again, Juliana.” His voice calm and measured. “I've been expecting you. Though . . . I don't know that I was expecting all of this.”

He waved his hand up and down, indicating the outfit.

“I hoped . . . ” she pressed her lips together, opening her eyes wide at him, “ . . . I hoped you would like it.”

“It looks like a decent enough outfit for a hot slavecunt.”

She blushed, heat flooding up her bare neck and shoulders. His control over her thoughts, her actions, was palpable.

“I wish you wouldn't . . . wouldn't just start like that.”

Not for the first time, she wondered why it was so hard just to make demands of him, to let him know what she wanted like a normal person.

And not for the first time, the answers spiraled down to her pussy: because she wanted him to make demands of her, because she wasn't a normal person, because she was supposed to be a slave.


His
 slave.

One hand on his hips, Nathan frowned.

“Start like what? That's what you are. I know it. You know it. I'm not going to play any games with you. You know exactly what I want. Are you here to give it to me?”

“I wanted . . .” she put a hand through her hair. “I wanted to try and start over with you.”

That smirk of his danced across his face, banishing the frown.

“You got my gift?”

She nodded, her eyes lighting up.

“It was very lovely, Nathan.”

“If you got it, then there's nothing to start over. If you want to approach what we have a different way, I'll go ahead and tell you—there is no other way.”

“But there can be. It's just, the way you treated me—”

“The way I treated you is why you're back here now, my little slaveslut.”

Her pussy twinged from his words. She shook her head.

“That's what I'm talking about. You can't just—”

Still smirking, he reached forward and put his hand through her hair, where her hand had just been. His was so much rougher, so much larger and stronger. The gorgeous turn of her cheeks melted into his thick palm. She surrendered completely.

“I can do anything I like, slave. Why are you talking so much? 
Pretty objects like you shouldn't be so talky.”

She couldn't look up in his eyes. He was so strong, standing over her like that. So tall.

Weakly, she raised up a hand to his chest, trying to push him away. Instead she just slid her gloved fingers over his open shirt, trailing down the magnificent musculature waiting there.

“You can't . . .” her voice had downgraded to a whisper. “You . . . you shouldn't . . .”

It ate her up inside, but she wanted
 this. She loved
 being objectified by him.

It was something she had considered on the ride over. Other men, they tried to objectify her because the reality of her being a woman was too much for them. They couldn't handle the thought that she had problems, complaints, grief in her life. Times when she wouldn't look gorgeous or would seem flawed.

Nathan didn't care about any of that. She was an object to him because everyone
 in his life was object. He was only being honest about it with her, though.

That made her special
 to him. She was his slave
, someone who needed him utterly.

Others want to use him for the same reason they wanted to use her—for what he represented, what he owned. He wanted her for the hot grip he held on her mind and her mind alone, and she wanted him purely because of that. This was the most honest thing in her life.

And it terrified her that she might ruin it somehow.

She pushed her face forward into his chest as he stood in the doorway, kissing it softly. Trying as best she could to supplicate herself. His head nodded down onto hers, letting her feel his thick jaw on her mane of hair.

There was no shame with him. Nothing terrified of what he was born with, of what he imposed on the world.

Juliana wanted that lack of shame. His money could fix anything. It could even fix how terrible she felt about being so privileged. If, from then on, she lived in nothing but that glorious privilege, if she experienced nothing but opulence, she would never have to feel bad about what she had been gifted with ever again.

“I j-just . . . I wanted you . . .”

Her hand slid down lower, resting right above his crotch. It took all of her self-control not to dive her fingers right in there. She could see his enormous bulge thickening from her proximity. Her head was getting foggy with lust.

“I know you want me, slave. That's what females do. They want strong men like me to tell them how to live. Tell me what a toy does.”

His hand slid down to her ass, gripping it firmly. Juliana let out a short, sharp gasp of pleasure.

Her ass was like a handle for him, leading her wherever she pleased.

“A t-toy . . . a toy wants you and serves you, however you want. To be filled by you. To give you the heirs you want. A progeny. A brood.”

She felt so fucking filthy saying all that—but in her heart, with his perfect thoughts pushing on her mind, she knew it was all correct.

He nodded.

“Good.”

Stepping to one side of her, he adjusted his grip on her ass so that he could toy with her diamond thong as he finally led her into the house.

The interior was enormous. There were little tables with vases and busts lined up down the cavernous entryway. Ornate wooden fixtures decorated the walls, every floor made from polished marble. Chandeliers dangled down in long rows in every room, each area flooded with an abundance of light.

It was a lovely place. Even so, Juliana could not help but imagine it with a woman's touch. With her own ability of creating warmth to make it even better for him, so that when he was fucking her again and again, it was in a place that she had made perfect for him.

Nathan's fingers dipped past her thong entirely, slipping up inside her pussy. Juliana gasped and clung to him, needing his big, strong frame just to keep standing.

All she could think was that she was so lucky he was there to catch her fall.

He brought her into a study. Books completely lined the twenty-foot tall walls, arranged on gloriously carved cherrywood shelves. 
There were a number of thick, oaken tables with leather-backed chairs surrounding them. He pushed her against one of the chairs, his fingers sliding out from inside of her.

“If you're a good enough slave,” he told her, licking his pussy-juice covered digits, “then maybe I'll let you go to my bedroom next.”

She nodded meekly. Yes. She had to prove herself. That was only right.

“Y-yes,” she moaned at last. “T-take me, Nathan. Fill me.”

“Sir.” He shook his head, tsking a bit.

One hand slid up her dress, roughly grabbing her bra. He tugged it down, away. It was a fragile thing—dozens of the multi-thousand dollar gems clattered to the floor. They were nothing to him. Nothing to her, anymore, just decorations for the decoration that she had become. She stared at him with open need, her breasts heaving in his hands as her breaths got quicker and quicker.

His other hand slid down her slender, perfect abs and pushed down her diamond thong, plunging fingers into her cunt.

“You call me Sir,” he said.

“Y-yes Sir!”

Pleasure flooded through her body, her knees feeling weak. Her hips pushed down into his fingers.

It wasn't enough to call him Sir. No, not by half. He needed a better title. He deserved
 a better title.

“Yes M-Master!”

His fingers twitched at that, and he pulled her in for a kiss, clearly happy with her initiative. His breath was hot inside her mouth, his tongue tugging at hers. All of him wanting more of her closer to him. He was so wonderful.

“Bend over for your Master, slut.”

There was no helping it—Juliana moaned happily, her pussy gushing into his fingers.

“Yes, Master!”

She did as he ordered, bending over with a happy, vapid smile on her face. Her thoughts were rapidly diminishing, focusing only on order to the next.

She didn't need to think when Master was here. Master would do 
all of her thinking for her. Thinking was such a silly exercise for a hot slavecunt like her. Best not to do it at all.

She watched him drop his pants. With a grin, he slapped her on the ass.

“Oh!” she gasped.

He slapped her again.

“Oh, yes!
” she cried.

He slapped her again, and when he did, he slid his bare cock deep inside her pussy.

Deep inside her slavecunt
.

Without warning, without any kind of an idea of how, Juliana came right away. Weeks and weeks of need were being sated and exploded so suddenly that her body's only conceivable reaction was to cum.

It was so perfect. Her slavecunt being filled with orgasmic bliss by her Master's thick, perfect rod. If he noticed that she came, he recognized it only by fucking her harder.

That was fine by Juliana. She existed for his cock now. Fucking an orgasm into her with the very first stroke. From now on, his word was law.

The position was so similar to what Shana had done, except a million times better with her Master's actual cock inside of her.

He picked up legs by the heels, pressing her shins under his arms. Her heels clacked on top of his shoulders. Every part of her was dominated so completely.

She bucked against each thrust, every inch of his cunt-owning meat filling her more and more with each passing second.

“Yes!” she moaned. “Fuck your little bitch! Fuck your supermodel whore, Master!”

“That's my fucktoy,” he grunted, ramming into her harder and harder. “That's a good sexdoll ornament, doing what Master says.”

He wrapped a thick length of her hair around his fist, holding her tight.

Picking up his pace, he practically bent her over backwards, pulling her head toward his chest. Juliana was flexible from years of yoga, and was happy to finally know why. All that bending and stretching to be fucked as perfectly as this. She maneuvered her 
head backward, leaning against his. Her tits were easy to access. His thick, rough hands slid over them, ripping her ten million dollar bra apart.

If he really wanted, he could replace it with thousands more in a heartbeat without even hurting his bottom line.

The feeling of his big hands on her big tits was so natural and perfect. She didn't know how she had been living her whole life without them there before. Grabbing onto her plump flesh so roughly, telling her how fast to fuck, how much he was enjoying himself. Big squeezes were for when he was having trouble holding back. Little squeezes were for when he was grinding his cock into her pussy just right, the cockhead pushing up against her g-spot.

“Please come,” she begged him. “Please cum in my pussy. Fill me up full of your hot jizz, Master! Your fuckslave needs her Master's hot white cum, please!”

The second most perfect moment in Juliana's life was when she felt him nodding against her face, indicating his orgasm was on its way.

The most perfect moment, of course, arrived just seconds later. A few more hard, finishing strokes and he came explosively, his seed piling inside of her pussy in liquid hot jet spurts. There was so much of it. She could feel it dripping out of her pussy onto her million-dollar heels, staining the ribbons and dress.

Unable to do any different, she came with him, so incredibly turned on already by the soaking wet feeling of this billionaire stud penetrating her cunt, penetrating her mind, penetrating her very will. Every possible way to be fucked, he fucked her. When she came, she felt like her soul was twisting inside out.

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “Thank you so much
.”

Shuddering, she squeezed onto his still-trembling cock, hoping to keep his bliss-inducing shaft inside of her for as long as possible.

Her entire outfit was ruined, all twenty million dollars of it. It would be impossible to wear it again. And it had been so worth it, just to be fucked once by this incredible stallion of a man. She slid up next to her stud, happily nuzzling against him.

Almost casually, he picked her up and brought her down with him onto a long, soft cloth couch. Juliana naturally gravitated downward 
toward his cock, cleaning it with her tongue. His cum still oozed out of her sparkling hot pussy. Probably she was ruining the couch. She didn't care. It was all replaceable, just like her.

“That's a good fuckslave,” he said, stroking her hair appreciatively. His thick fingers taking up so much space on her head. “You'll sleep down there tonight, where you belong.”

Sleeping next to his cock? God, she almost came again.

“Yes, Master.”

“And if you want anything tonight, you start your request by servicing my cock.”

She nodded again, moaning affirmatively. It would be so hot to want to get up in the night for a glass of water, but only be able to leave by sucking off her amazing Master first.

He owned her so
 well.

And how could he not? He was Master, and she was just Juliana the slavecunt decoration fucktoy.

All night, she snuggled up to the cock that owned her, the man who completely enslaved her million-dollar supermodel pussy.
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Bound to Obey
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D
avid stepped into the antique shop, a little on edge. Even with the friendly little door bell ringing away; the interior was poorly lit and full of unsorted items. He wasn’t sure what to get, and had never really shopped for antiques before in the first place. But regardless, he was going to find the perfect gift for the girl of his dreams, and she was going to love him for it.

Never having shopped for antiques before was most of the reason why he was going to this store in the first place, this “Possessions.” It was brand new in town, having opened just the previous weekend, and if he didn’t know what they offered or what could be found there, he was certain that there were a great many others who had come in as of late who were in the same boat as him.

Somehow, going to some established antique shop run by lifelong antiquers who knew everything there was to know about the carving methods for seventeen different styles of cuckoo clocks just filled him with dread.

So, he was going to some place new, to help him with what would be hopefully a new chapter in his life. Whatever he got for slim, blond, beautifully busty nineteen year-old Amy, it had to be incredible. Jawdropping. Pussy-wettening. All of those things at once.

In his head, the ideal scenario was him sitting down with Amy and sliding the present across the table. They would have an isolate little spot in the coffee shop where no one could see. She would open it, tears of happiness brimming in her eyes, completely unable to form words before dropping underneath the table to suck him off.

Obviously, that wasn’t going to happen. But it was good to aim high, he always thought. That way when he fell short, he was still doing pretty well. A kiss, maybe. Or a blowjob after she sequestered him back to his apartment.

Or her apartment, he wasn’t picky.

At times, David didn’t feel as if he was in Amy’s league. Even at twenty years-old, he had no idea of his own attractiveness—whether any woman would ever want to sleep with him or not. He was awfully skinny, and didn’t know what to do with the dark mash of his hair, but he was clueless as to whether that was something women enjoyed or not. He just hoped beyond hope that Amy—beautiful Amy, with her killer smile and deadly-gorgeous body—would love him for his heart, the way he loved her.

He scanned the store, looking for an attendant or clerk or something. He had left his wallet in his car, an old tactic to prevent himself from buying too much. Once he decided what to get, he would get a guaranteed time-out to go walk to the car and think about his decision. Lining the shelves, there were all sorts of items he basically expected—odd-shaped lamps, thick rugs, tall stacks of books with no names, chairs that didn’t look made for sitting, trays full of candelabras, tea-organizers made from old picnic tables.

But then there was weird stuff too—used notebook full of scrawly handwriting, packets of balls, long ornate handkerchiefs that could double as blindfolds, tiny ornate statues of women in high heels and tiny skirts who were vacuuming or doing the dishes. And...was that a dildo, on that back shelf?

“Can I help you?” came a lovely, exotic voice from the other end of the store.

He turned to see a shape of a woman behind a curtain; she was putting something up on a shelf.

“Oh, hi,” he said, clearing his throat. “Hi. Yes, I’d love your help. Yes, please.”

Objects shuffled around as she continued to stack behind the curtain.

“Just a moment,” she said. “Anything in particular you are looking for?”

“I don’t know. It’s a gift for a girl.” He struggled with the wording. 
“It’s a thing for her and me. An anniversary, I mean. The gift, what I’m getting, what it’s for. I’m not sure what to get, though.”

He didn’t know why he was having so much trouble putting words together. There was something about the woman that put him off.

“This girl, she is your girlfriend?”

David shrugged, embarrassed now. “Sort of.”

The woman stepped out from behind the curtain. She was mesmerizingly gorgeous. David couldn’t tear his eyes away.

She wore a tight green gown that left her shoulders bare, a wide v of perfect porcelain skin on open display for him to admire. And she clearly, obviously, wanted him to admire her. There was no doubt in his mind. Her hair was thick, long, and dark, floating down her body like some blanket woven from shiny black diamonds, somehow sparkling in the dim light of the store. Her face was elegant—regal, almost, as if she was some empress in hiding, her eyes enormous and green, her lips thick and incredibly kissable.

Insanely, he wanted to grab her. He wanted to press her against the wall and have his way with her, right then and there. It was a thought that previously only Amy had inspired. Of course, he would never give in to such thoughts—he was a gentleman, after all.

The only woman he had ever seen nearly as gorgeous as this woman was Catalina Rubia, former cheerleading captain at his old high school and the bane of his entire existence. Catalina and Amy traded off places in his jack-off fantasies—Amy when he wanted someone to adore and hold, but Catalina when he wanted someone to fuck and dominate.

Sometimes, he thought about them teaming up to seduce him. Apologizing for all the wrongs they had done them—and there were plenty
—and sometimes he thought about Amy bringing Catalina over, putting her down on her knees in front of David, and then commanding her to worship...

The gorgeous woman’s gaze, eating him up, seemed only to encourage that kind of thinking. Like she thrived off of it, somehow. Her green eyes were brimming with understanding, as if she knew exactly the sort of thinking she encouraged, and about whom.

She tsked softly, seeming to float toward him, her walk was so graceful.

“Sort of girlfriend? What is this ‘sort of?’ A handsome boy like you, I think to myself, ‘Yasmin, he must have so many girlfriends. It is no use trying to be flirty with him. He has so many, he is fighting girls off with sticks.’ Myself, I do not like being hit with sticks. So don’t worry about me.” She placed a dainty finger inside of the deep, luscious line of her cleavage. “Now, who is this insane woman who is not sure if she is yours or not?”

Every word from this beautiful woman’s mouth—this Yasmin—swelled David’s pride more and more. She was talking about...about not just one girl, but lots of girls vying for him. That he would have to be in a position where women would come to him. If only!

He was sure it was a sales tactic, but still, even that effort made him feel more appreciated than he thought he ever had from regular interaction with other women. With most women, especially beautiful women, he was awkward. It was hard to form words when women were always these lovely collections of everything that was hot and sexy and right in the world.

But with this beauty, this Yasmin...it was easy to relax. Her smile so warm and inviting. He stared openly at her cleavage, and she repositioned her chest, making it even easier for him to look.

Go ahead, she seemed to say. They’re decorated up just for you.

“Her name is Amy. She’s...we worked together. And went to school together, a while back.”

She only noticed him when they started working together and she needed a ride, of course. Six months ago, she had kissed him on the lips when he dropped her off. Since then, he had been in love—and nothing had been able to dissuade him from pursuing her.

“Ah. And she had some enormous crush on you that you are only just now noticing, so she is shy?”

He shook his head. “It’s more the other way around, actually.”

Yasmin’s eyebrows raised up. “Impossible! I cannot believe it! You are handsome! Young! What is the word...a stud! That is what you are!”

She slid on arm on his back, maneuvering him through the store. One big, delectable tit landed on his arm. He could feel the pressure in his pants starting to build. Soon, he’d have a hard-on. But somehow, with Yasmin so near, that did not seem like such an issue. 
Previously, it would have made him die with embarrassment.

But again, with her, this feeling of wrongness that he had trained himself with was somehow morphing to rightness. She was a beautiful woman. Of course he should have a hard-on. He was a man, after all, and fucking gorgeous women was what men did.

Wow, what a feeling.

She took him to a shelf arranged with many closed boxes.

“This is my exclusive shelf,” she said softly. Each breath coated in her exotic foreign accent. “I promise myself when I open this store, I say, ‘Yasmin, do not let anyone buy anything from this shelf. It is all too precious. Save it only for those customers who come back again and again.’ But then, this handsome man, this stud, he comes inside my shop, and my will disappears.”

She opened a box. Inside were a collection of ornate, violet ropes, coiled up playfully.

“Will is such a troublesome thing. I am so happy for it to be gone in front of you. Your girl, this girl you love, she will be happy it is gone as well.”

David shook his head. The thick fog of arousal this Yasmin produced was making it very hard to think. She was pushing so many buttons, all at once. Talking about her will being gone in front of him. Talking about Amy
’s
 will being gone. But this gift, these...

“Ropes?”

“Of course. Feel them.” She guided his hand down to their soft surface. “So lovely, so right they feel. She will not be able to do anything but what you say when she is wrapped in them. She will love you, then, exactly how you deserve for being such a beautiful stud. Is that not what you would like?”

She pressed hard into his arm, enveloping his bicep with her large titflesh. She stared into his eyes, her own deep green irises seeming to absorb everything he was.

“Oh god,” he breathed. “Yeah...yeahhhh...”

That would be incredibly hot. Slim, busty Amy just doing only what he said. Amy wrapped completely in ropes, her big eyes looking up at him, expectant. Needing him to tell her to exist. Begging for him to own her more and more. In his darkest dreams, his most emphatic fantasies, that was the image most prominent in 
his mind. Gorgeous blond Amy, so tiny and supplicating, her big tits wrapped down with constraints of his choosing.

Fuck.

“You deserve to have your girlfriend do what you say, don’t you? That is what these ropes will do. They have power, David, just as you have power.”

Had he told her his name? She was so close, so soft...he didn’t care.

Power, she was promising him. Power over Amy. Her hand slid along his bulge. His mind barely noticed it, though of course his body did. He was just staring at those ropes, imagining Amy in them. Helpless to do anything except obey his will. Needing his say-so to be let out, to be free.

Constraining Amy. Containing her. Making her his and his alone. She would never be able to say no to him again. She would never say anything to him except “Please” and “Thank you” and an endless string of happy, angelically-crafted compliments. The thoughts ran over his mind without even beckoning them—it was like they belonged on his mind, like he deserved that kind of thinking.

Fuck fuck oh fuck.

“You deserve whatever you want for working so very hard,” Yasmin purred. “Won’t you take them? Take the ropes? Please?”

Her tits were so heavy and full against his chest. Her hands nimbly unzipped his pants, freeing his cock from the futile restraints they posed. There was nothing that could get in the way of this woman’s desires, he knew suddenly. She would have her way. And she would give him incredible pleasure as she did so. Darkness gathered up around the two of them. It was impossible to see anything except for the shelf and her.

Her lips brushed against his ear, breathing warmly. Everything about her was so warm—almost otherworldly so, as if she was from a completely different dimension. A dimension, perhaps, based entirely on sex, loving, fucking, and hot bondage games where everyone belonged to someone else.

Sprouting forward, his cock slipped inside her open hand.

“Oh yes,” her voice so soft and breathy. “Yes, that’s right. Pay me for my goods.”

“P-pay?” he asked softly, her hand so incredibly smooth.

Struggling to mend his reality with his completely shattered expectations, he remembered suddenly how his wallet was in his car.

“I...my money. Outside.”

“Don’t be silly. Money from a stud like you? No. I need only one payment.” She pressed her lips to his ear. “Give it to me, stud. Give me your gift. Pay me. Please?”

Her other hand waved through the air. Little blue light trails followed her fingers. Suddenly, on the top of the shelf with all the boxes was a tall mirror. He could watch her as much as he wanted—see how completely hot she was.

“Look into the mirror. Watch my face, my breasts. Watch my excitement. This is what a woman should be for you.”

Shadows began to merge and meld in the darkness of the mirror. Behind Yasmin’s gorgeous reflection, the shelves of the store distended and morphed into a picture of Amy. The ropes from the box wrapped around her hands, and then framed around her tits.

He could see her clearly, her styled blond hair looking deliciously sexy around her young, happy face. She was mouthing his name, moaning it, needing him. He could very nearly make out her voice.

Yasmin’s voice was soft and pressing as she stroked his hot, hard cock. Her tits bouncing against his arm. Everything about her was so warm and good.

“This is what you deserve, for being what you so clearly are. For being a hunk, a stud, an ace. You need women like this, serving you like this, at all times. This is your reward for gifting us with your existence. Cum, my sweet stud. Cum for me and let me give you my perfect ropes!”

Staring at Yasmin’s bouncing tits in the mirror, at Amy silently calling out for him, David could not help but cum. He sprayed some directly into her hand, all the cum somehow landing there. She licked it all up right as he watched, treating it like it was holy ambrosia. Her eyes—beautiful emerald eyes—seemed to get only greener as he watched her.

He closed his eyes.

When he opened them, the lights of the store were no longer quite as dimmed, and the mirror on the shelf was gone. He could not even 
say for certain that it had ever really been there.

“Thank you, Sir,” she purred, closing the box and sliding it in his hands. “Get used to hearing that, holding those ropes. ‘Thank you, Sir.’ She will not be able to stop herself from saying it. She should say it. You deserve to hear it”

Still speechless, David stumbled out of the store, nodding and waving at the gorgeous store owner, not even remembering to zip his pants back up until he was outside.
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SITTING ALONE IN THE
 coffee shop, Amy sighed, getting off the phone with Hank, the boy she was seeing later that night for a free dinner and hopefully some good old fashioned making out.

She didn’t like Hank that much, but he was super cute and a jock at the local university and it was a lot of fun to rope guys into giving her whatever she wanted when she needed it.

She was an incredibly cute babe, and she knew it. It was okay that she was a little shorter than most other girls—she made up for it with a startlingly pretty face with big blue eyes and soft, precious lips and a dynamite body carved from years of working on cardio machines. Her tits were her pride and joy—they had netted her more jobs, more free clothes, and more admirers than she could even really handle.

She tried to get more and more anyway, of course. Where was the fun in being a pretty girl if you weren’t going to milk every idiot you came across for all he was worth? If they wanted to give her things for something she was born with, she was more than fine with it.

A barista came by, asking her if she needed anything, practically panting on her. For the third time, she said no.

Amy had tried to dress a little conservatively for the meeting. She had on a denim miniskirt and fun pink platform sandals, a plain white short-sleeved sweater doing little to hide the substantial curve of her cloth-stretching cleavage. Fun hoop earrings dangled from her ears. With her body, there wasn’t a whole lot she could do to dress stylish and conservatively at the same time.

Where was David? Already, he was five minutes late. She was 
going to give it another two before storming out. Nobody stood her up.

This coffee meet-up had been giving her anxious pits in her stomach ever since David had asked for it, and double that ever since she had accepted.

David was just some skinny goof who she had worked with for two weeks at the laser tag center in the county before she had quit the job, having used up all the fun from working in such a place. Somehow, he had gotten her number, and texted her incessantly. He was nice enough, she supposed, but she knew he was hopelessly in love with her.

She knew this largely because of the text he sent her a week or so before at 3 AM, reading: “Fuck, Amy, I am so helplessly in love with you.”

She believed him, of course.

Of course he was in love her—lots of guys were. She knew her beauty, while not phenomenal, was of the exact kind that drove guys nuts because she was hot enough to be desired, but not so hot that she was intimidating. She had that kind of “girlfriend” level of hotness that made some actresses so appealing to the male demographic. A gift and a curse...though obviously, Amy felt it was more of a gift. She loved her body—loved the way her jaw was clearly defined, loved the way her tits were so naturally bouncy and firm (and probably always would be, judging from her mother), loved the lovely turn of her legs. Beauty was power in this world, and she had it.

She knew that, and her BFF Catalina knew it too. Catalina was getting married in a month or so to someone purely for power and cash—Amy was, of course, the maid of honor. She and Catalina saw eye-to-eye on everything—how their beauty made them privileged and better than other people, how guys were just suckers who deserved to have their stuff taken away from them, and of course, on David.

Poor, sad, lovably loserish David.

So she had agreed to this meeting only on the terms that this would be their very last meeting, ever. That after this, she had complete power to shut him down and push him out of her life. She 
already had a speech planned. It ran in her head, over and over, as she waited out the clock:

“David, I think you’re a nice guy and everything, I guess? But really, you are just completely not my type. In this town? I’m practically a goddess. I deserve a guy who is rich, devastatingly handsome, and able to give me everything
 my heart desires. And you just aren’t, well, any of those things.”

It would be cruel, but she had to be cruel. He wouldn’t get the message if she was nice. Or at least, he hadn’t so far gotten the message when she had been nice in the past. The coffee shop door dinged, and in came David’s shambly dressed form. He wore a thin red hoodie, his rail-like frame barely supporting the skinny jeans hanging loosely around his waist.

Oh god.

He had a present with him.

It was wrapped in a purple box with a red bow. It was about the size of a jewelry box, maybe a little larger. She hoped to god it wasn’t jewelry. She would take it, of course, and wear it if it were pretty, but some part of her would always feel a little naughty, knowing she had gotten it through breaking a boy’s heart. But odds were, with the way David dressed himself, that it would be as ugly as sin. She could just resell it on eBay or something, or have some guy do it for her. It was a game she knew pretty well, after years of having terrible jewelry gifted to her. Why was the taste of men so awful all the time?

He sat down, smiling broadly. He looked distracted, like coming to see her was almost an afterthought. Not a great start.

“Hi Amy!” he said happily. “I’m so glad you decided to come.”

She twisted her mouth a bit. “Yeah. It’s um...neat.”

He sat down, putting the box on the table, looking expectantly at her, like he wanted her to ask about it. She refused to indulge him. His hands tapped on the box arhythmically.

“This is six months to the day since we first met. Did you know that?”

Oh, yikes. Who remembered
 stuff like that?

She shook her head.

“I hadn’t thought of that, nope. But it’s um...real swell that you remembered.”

“Yeah! I even got you a present. I just picked it up. ” He patted the box in front of him. “That’s what this is.”

She resisted the urge to roll her eyes. Duh, David.

“Why don’t you open it? I know you’re going to love it, Amy.”

His foot moved forward under the table. She could feel him slithering around under there, trying to find her leg.

Oh, gross.

Her feet shuffled into the corner as she leaned forward and opened up the box, sighing a little. No matter what it was, she had resolved to be rather unimpressed.

Inside was...rope?

“What’s this?”

“It’s my gift,” he said. “For you. It’s a good gift.” He got a faraway look in his eyes. “A good gift for a young woman who wants to experiment with her sexuality.”

“Uh,” said Amy, “what?”

Did David—nerd extraordinaire and big skinny loser—honestly give her fetish ropes
 as a gift for some weird made-up anniversary that only he knew about?

Oh god. She covered her mouth, trying to hide the overwhelming disgust and humor she found in the situation.

What a hopeless creep!

And experiment with her sexuality? What kind of slut did he think she was, anyway? Amy wasn’t a virgin, but she wasn’t exactly experienced enough to start experimenting. She got plenty of what she wanted without having much cock in her at all. Having an orgasm because of a cock inside of her would be an experiment.

“David...did you really think these were a good idea?”

She pointed down at the ropes, her fingertip touching them. A little bit of electricity ran through her body. Static shock, maybe.

“Well sure I did. I thought any guy would be giving you flowers or jewelry or whatever...I wanted to be more direct.”

“And you...directly want to tie me up, David?”

He put a hand around his neck, rubbing there. Some embarrassment finally seemed to find him.

“Come on! These ropes, they’re antique. I thought you would find it...you know. Cute. And sexy.”

“David...”

“What? It’s something fun. A good fit for a girlfriend’s gift.”

The words sounded repeated, orchestrated somehow. Like they were being channeled into his mind. It should have creeped her out a lot more than it did. In fact, this whole conversation should have been done already...but for some reason she stayed, her fingers stroking the violet ropes. They were...warm. It felt like stroking a nice day. No reason to stop now.

Still, though, she had to be firm with David.

“David, I am not
 your girlfriend. I don’t want
 to be your girlfriend. And I am not
 going to use these, or let someone use them on me.”

He looked lost.

“You...you kissed me, though!”

She sighed. She was afraid he was going to bring that up.

“Look, I was really drunk, okay? And it was barely on your lips. I was aiming for your cheek. You were nice to drive me home that night, but that’s all. I don’t want to be your...your ropeslut, or whatever.”

Ropeslut? How had that word entered her vocabulary all of a sudden?

It was a pretty cool word.

Maybe she didn’t want to be his
 ropeslut, but that didn’t mean she didn’t want to be a
 ropeslut.

Ropeslut ropeslut ropeslut.

Yes...she liked that word a whole lot. It was exciting just imagining getting tied up and fucked really
 hard...

“Aw, babe. It’s not like that. I just thought this would be fun. Come on.”

Under the table, his feet found hers. Without thinking, she slid her leg across his. It was beyond a flirtatious gesture—it was openly sexual. Her whole body felt warm.

Fun, yeah. Ropes could be fun. Her whole hand was inside of the box now, the ropes tangling around her wrists and fingers.

“I just know you’d love it, Amy. We could make it really fun if you wanted.”

She wasn’t looking at him at all anymore, just the hot, perfect 
tangles of the rope wrapping around her skin.

“I would love it,” she said softly. “It’d be so fun if I wanted.”

She could hear David’s breathing increase. Her big, bright blue eyes turned up to look at him. She had no idea why she was so aroused, but she really, really liked it. Soft droplets slid through the folds of her pussy. Her leg slid up his a little bit more.

“That’s good,” he said. “Saying what I say is good. You can believe anything I say, Amy.”

She nodded, her mind adrift. The ropes felt so nice
.

“Saying what you say is good. I can believe anything you say, David.”

His hand went around her foot, sliding it toward his crotch.

“Rub there a little,” he instructed.

Smiling, biting her lip a little, she obliged him. She could feel his bulge thickening beneath her platform heels. She had to do as he said. It was impossible not to.

“You like doing what I say, Amy.”

“I like doing what you say, David.”

An unexpected thrill ran through her body, wrapping around her pussy, moistening her cunt even more. It felt good
 to do as he said. She felt like she was made
 for that.

“Oh...” she said softly. “Okay. Yes. Tell me to do other things, please?”

He stood up then and took her hand. The ropes were still intertwined around her fingers, but she simply was not
 going to let them go back in that box. They felt too terrific for that.

“Come home with me.”

She nodded excitedly.

“Totally,” she breathed. “I’m totally going home with you.”

Very soon, they were walking down the street. He tugged her along with the ropes. Passers-by could see. She cared a little, and almost protested, but knew that it was either being led along by the ropes or having the ropes not touch her skin anymore. And she certainly could not have the latter.

In front of the door to his small building, he turned to her.

“Here we are,” he said. “Home sweet home.”

It was sort of a dump. The roofing looked caved in at certain 
places, and there were bars over all the windows.

“David...I...what if we went to my
 place?”

If they were there, surely she could figure out some way to extricate herself from him and keep the ropes, too. She liked doing what he said, but she thought what she really, really liked was the ropes.

“No. My place is better.”

She nodded sagely. “Yes. Your place is better, okay.”

It was a really great place. That roof caving was so
 modern art. Or art deco. Or something. It was neat, anybody could see that.

Erotic excitement flashed over David’s face. He reached over and grabbed her tit. Anyone could see.

She was going to protest, but then he said, “You like this.”

She did
. She moaned, her pussy completely moist. His hands were so fucking good and right! Who knew that geeky David had such wonderful tit-grabbing hands?

“I like that,” she breathed.

Her eyes were so big, her mouth open just slightly. She was practically panting. Between his legs, she could see his bulge jumping forward.

Very quickly they were in his small studio apartment just down the street. It had one large living space where his bed and television were, a small kitchen area, and an even tinier bathroom.

He didn’t say anything for a long time, instead he just kept looking at her, devouring her with his eyes. The ropes had started to fall from her fingers a bit.

“Your place is sort of gross, huh?” she said.

Frowning, he took the ropes. She protested wordlessly, making sounds and walking after them. He grabbed one wrist, though, and then the other, binding her arms behind her back. Thoughts of protest, of squealing out, scattered from her mind. All she could think of was that more of the ropes were covering her body. That was so fucking good.

Soon, her wrists and hands were completely immobile, locked on top of her ass, covered in the soft, tensile rope. He made it tighter than before, much tighter than when she had just basically been holding them.

“That’s...so tight.”

“Do you like that?”

“I...I don’t know. It feels good, but...”

“Then you like it.”

Amy breathed hard. Her nipples were fully erect now.

“Say it, Amy. Say you like it.”

“I like it.”

He grabbed her at the waist, pushing her bound hands into his cock. Her fingers stroked along his thick bulge there playfully.

“You like being tied up.”

“I like
 being tied up.”

She really, really did. Why had she resisted so much? Sure, David wasn’t her boyfriend or anything, but he was really super cool to tie her up like this. After all, she really, really
 liked being tied up.

“You love this,” he said firmly. “You love it that I’m controlling you like this.”

“I love that,” she moaned. She really, really did. Having ropes around her body was her natural state of existence. She loved everything about being bound, being constrained and controlled. It was so very hot and nice.

“And you love it here, too. It’s really nice here. This is your real home. And you’ll make sure it always looks great.”

“It’s really nice here,” she said happily, each wrap of the rope around her wrist feeling like it was wrapping around her mind, binding her to his will. Brightly, she examined all the cool stains on the wall and the lovely mold crawling along the edge of the ceiling. “I love being here. It’s pretty much my real home, and so I’ll make sure it looks great.”

“Good girl,” he said, leaning forward and whispering in her ear. “You love it when I call you that. When I call you my good girl.”

“I love that.” Her voice was a soft little mew.

He leaned forward, grabbing her chin. “There’s no better compliment in the world. It makes your pussy squirm to be my good girl. Isn’t that right, good girl?”

Her pussy squirmed obediently. Hot juice started running down her lovely bare thighs.

“Yes
 Sir.”

She was completely wrapped. No matter which way she moved, her hands would stay behind her back. She could hear his breathing get harder and harder.

He walked in front of her. “Kneel.”

Obediently, she got down to her knees, looking up at him with big, expectant, obedient eyes. He dropped his pants. His cock sprang forth from his boxers immediately, and he dropped those two.

“David,” she said, a bit surprised. “That’s your cock!”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s huge. You love it.”

She was going to say that anyway, wasn’t she? She loved it. It was huge.

“It’s totally wonderful,” she said sexily, positioning her chest upward. Maybe he would fuck her with it if she was a really good girl?

His breathing got harder. “Good girl.”

She gasped, pleasure coursing through her body, emanating from her vibrating hot pussy.

“You want my cock.”

She nodded hopelessly. “I want
 your cock, David.”

“Maybe you’ll get it,” he squeezed her cheeks roughly. “But first, we’re going to get some things straight.”

That was good. Straighten things out. Yes.

“You think I’m really cool,” he told her.

“I think you’re really cool.”

Of course she did. Why was he bringing that up?

“I’m the hottest guy you’ve ever seen, Amy.”

“You’re the hottest guy I’ve ever seen.”

Um, like, duh? Why else would she let him tie her up? It was so brilliantly awesome that she had convinced him to do this. He was
 the hottest guy she had ever seen. Everything about him was so incredibly jawdropping.

“You’re in total and absolute love with me, Amy.”

Yes. That was the word. Love. She loved him completely. He was her white knight. Her long lost dream hunk man, finally deciding she could spare his space.

She was so overwhelmed with her everlasting love that she barely heard what he was saying anymore, even though she knew it was shaking her to her core. Each new phrase that spilled out of her was 
completely true—she just barely had time to examine them before they popped out of her.

“I’m your slave.”

That only made sense.

“I obey only you.”

Well, that’s what slaves did, wasn’t it?

“I need only you.”

Who on earth else would she need?

“I want you to have lots of slaves.”

Of course she did. He deserved
 that. He was such
 a hot guy.

One command and repetition after another, David brainwashing her completely. He owned her body, he owned her soul, he owned her mind, and she wanted so fucking bad for him to own even more of her and even more sluts to serve him like he deserved. That was what kings like him deserved. He was her fucking Master. She adored him in every way. She would die for him, steal for him, kill for him. Anything he asked, she’d do it, and cum while she did, just from him giving her an order.

He stroked her face, and she stared at her Master with complete happiness and worship.

“Cum.”

She obeyed, her body spasming as she stared up at him, her mouth struggling to form the proper words for her gratitude.

“Thankkk youuuu Masterrrr,” she moaned out, so very happy to be obeying orders.

On his face, there was nothing but naked, hot arousal. Precum dripped down from his big, lovely cock. She wanted to lick it up so bad, to make him feel as good as he made her fee;. She bit her lip as her post-orgasm thrills worked through her body, moaning at his obvious perfection. He was masculinity, personified.

“Bend over, cunt.”

She could sense some anger in her Master. That was so good! It was a perfect opportunity to show how she was made to calm him and love him how he deserved.

Bending over as he commanded, she stared back up at him worshipfully, lifting her ass in the air.

“I can’t wait for your love inside of me, Master.” Her voice so 
breathy and happy. “It will be so magnificent.”

Strong hands gripped her bound wrists. Without warning, he slipped right inside of her moist pussy. She was so tight down there, so gleefully hot, that she knew she was gripping his wonderful meat just how he wanted.

“Fuck,” he moaned, sinking himself into her. “You’re so good.”

That was so wonderful! He was filling her just how she needed, and she was so good
!

She moaned, “Oh yes!” as a hot, sweet orgasm rolled through her body. Her Master’s praise was so incredible and important to her. She knew instinctively that every time that he praised her, she should cum.

“You should have been my girlfriend, slave,” he grunted.

“I should have been your girlfriendslave!”

That was so very true. Master deserved Amy as a girlfriendslave. He deserved any girl at all that he wanted. She came again, just from the thought.

“You should have told me that you loved me from the moment you saw me.”

“I should have told you that I loved you from the moment I saw you.”

Oh god yes! If only!

But then, would he be fucking her so hard, unleashing his hot, vicious thrusts that were filling her with so much fucking pleasure? Because that’s what he was doing now, fucking her like he was punishing her pussy with his cock, each and every stroke harder than the last. His cock was moving all the way out and then jamming inside of her in fluid, vicious motions. His hands on the rope on her wrists meant he could slide her forward and back in perfect rhythm with his harder and harder fucking. He was fucking the shit out of her, able to move faster and faster because of his complete control over her body. It felt phenomenal.

“You’re my little fuckbitch!”

“Your little fuckbitch! Yes I am!”

Oh god, she totally was.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted. “I’m gonna cum right in your fuckbitch pussy, and you’re gonna cum with me.”

“Oh fuck, please Master! Please do that!”

His orgasm shot through his body, and his load fired inside of her pussy, thick and powerful. Spurt after spurt of his sweet, hot cum sprayed inside of her, filling her more than she every new possible. Even if she wasn’t totally controlled by his will, his hands on her bound wrists would have kept her in place, jamming her back with every new squirt. She came with him, as ordered, every ounce of pleasure that emanated from her pussy feeling like it was doubled from the ropes around her wrists.

Her Master was so very fucking good to her to treat her like such a hot ropeslut.

After a few heavy breath-filled moments, he pushed her off his big cock. Amy moaned with the exit, wishing that he was hard and inside of her forever. He turned her around, slapping her face a little with his cum-stained semi-hard cock.

“You’re not really good enough for me now, are you?” he asked with a smirk. “I mean, you’re cute. You’re really pretty. Basically a princess in this town, like I’m sure you know. But I deserve better than a princess for my girlfriend. I mean, I know you really, really want to marry me now.”

She nodded, sliding her lips over his cock and cleaning it just right for him. God, marrying spending all her time with Master? That would just be something out of a fairy tale. She wondered how she would cook him all his meals when she was tied up in such sexy knots all the time. He shoved his cock into her mouth, stroking her hair. Her hands remained behind her back, resting on her ass. His cock bulged against her throat as she swallowed him eagerly. His cum was so thick and warm in her mouth, and in her pussy.

“But, at the end of the day, you just don’t deserve someone holding as much power as I do, do you slut?”

Amy sucked his cock happily, her eyes big and wide. She didn’t know how to answer. Instead she kept sucking, waiting patiently for his will to come down.

“You don’t. You get to be...I don’t know. A good little maid, or something. A cheerleader as I fuck better women than you. You’ll like that, won’t you?”

Amy nodded, moaning out a happy “Mmmmhmmm!”

Amy really, really needed David to have someone better than her as a girlfriend.

It just wasn’t fair to him to be stuck with just her his whole life. Of course, she was cute. She was really hot, actually.

But she wasn’t jaw-droppingly gorgeous hot like her Master really deserved.

And she knew just the girl to find for him.
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CATALINA RANG AMY’S
 doorbell, sighing a bit.

She had not even talked to Amy in over two weeks—all that Amy had said was something mysterious about having David Holt as her boyfriend. Catalina, at the time, thought she had simply misheard her. Certainly Amy wasn’t in straits so dire as to require a boyfriend like David.

Catalina loved Amy dearly—they both understood that boys were simply a means to an end. What each of them wanted was power and wealth, and Amy was the only girl that Catalina felt comfortable with fantasizing about the kinds of men they could seduce to get whatever they wanted.

Of course, Catalina wasn’t at all threatened by Amy’s obvious beauty—Catalina’s own beauty was much more dynamic. Amy was the ideal All-American blonde, but Catalina was a world class goddess, exotic and perfect in every respect. Be it her dark long hair, her sensational legs, her outstandingly firm, big breasts, or her completely divine face that needed hardly any make-up at all, with such lusciously arranged lips and elegant bone structure, Catalina had no trouble believing there were few women who had ever lived who could live up to the beauty she presented.

She was born in Colombia, her father moving her to this town more than five years ago for business.

Now she was twenty years-old. Between then and now, she had owned every social function, every school period, every room—hell, every minute that she had lived through. How could she not? Her perfection was too outstanding for anyone to think about anything else while they were in the room with her.

Today would be no exception. Skintight black boots wrapped around her awe-inspiring legs, leading up to a tight blue dress that made love to her sensational curves. A tight, gaudy jeweled belt wrapped around her tiny waist, sitting on her wide hips, and her lacy black bra was easy to see through the long v-neck of her dress, as were her stupendously bouncy breasts. Her hair was teased out to perfection—and she had worked so very little to get it that way, just spreading it out a bit when she got up in the morning. Maybe fifteen minutes of work, in all.

It was completely unfair to other women, she knew. And she loved it, loved being so much fucking better than everyone she came across, and loved that no one, ever, would ever be able to change that.

She rang the doorbell again, impatient now. Where was Amy? They had so much to talk about. Was David secretly great in the sack, or something?

She doubted it, though anything was possible.

Two years before, Catalina had publicly humiliated David in the high school hallway. She told her jock boyfriend, Dave, to punch him in the stomach and then pull down his pants in front of the entire cheerleading squad.

“Look at that!” she squealed, as David was bent over and trying to retrieve his breath. “Look at David’s baby dick!”

Red-faced, looking close to tears, he scampered on to a bathroom, trying to nab some privacy. The little coward didn’t even have the guts to tell on Dave. His dick wasn’t really that small or anywhere close—Catalina had just enjoyed humiliating him.

That had killed any chances of getting laid in this town, ever. Or so Catalina thought.

Now, she was engaged to Dave. Their wedding was in just two weeks. Amy was her maid of honor, which was just lovely.

Or at least, it had been. Then Amy had moved in with this David chump into a new fancy apartment after less than three days of dating him.

“We just need more space,” Amy told her. “David is an expert negotiator, so we got a great deal. And we’re going to need lots and lots of space.”

Catalina was having second thoughts about letting Amy be her maid of honor if she was willing to bring down her social status to such a low level in town, dating David for goodness’s sake. Living with him! It was unthinkable.

Finally, she heard thumps behind the door. It opened up to reveal...David.

Oh.

He was shirtless, wearing sweatpants. Had he gained some mass recently? She remembered him being incredibly scrawny, but now he was more...wiry. Ripped, really.

“Hey, good lookin’,” he said with a smile. “You look ravishing.”

She rolled her eyes. Maybe he couldn’t see it behind her designer sunglasses, or maybe he could, she didn’t care. Of course she looked ravishing. She was Catalina. Could there ever be any doubt?

“Um, yeah, whatever.” Catalina was confused. “Where’s Amy? I thought she and I were going out shopping for shoes?”

“Oh, she’s up here,” said David. “Just follow me.”

Before going into the apartment proper, they had to go up a narrow stairway. She followed him up the stairs. His back was layered with thick muscles, like he had been spending the past couple of weeks lifting and constantly staying in motion.

At the top of the stairs, there was a flash of movement, and she felt something tight and soft slip over her arms, binding them to her torso. She looked down. Was that...rope? She squirmed, thinking it was some joke, but the ropes only got tighter and tighter. She couldn’t move her arms at all.

“What...what’s this?” Her voice had just an edge of panic.

“Hey babes,” came Amy’s voice. The delectable blond slid her face forward, resting it on Catalina’s shoulder. “I’m like, so glad you decided to come over.”

“Wha...what is this?” Catalina straightened up, trying to power out. “If this is a joke, I am not
 laughing. Seriously. I do not
 like this.”

Except...some part of her did. The ropes felt...good. They felt like they were sliding over more than just her skin. Her brain, maybe. Hot little warm thoughts slid over her skin and into her mind.

“This isn’t a joke at all, babes,” Amy chirped. “We’re going to enslave you!”

The achingly hot blonde giggled, pushing Catalina into the living room. There was a thick, puffy, comfy looking blue couch and a dense brown rug underneath a tall lamp with three bulbs. Nothing else, not even a television. Like the only entertainment the two needed was blissfully humping every single day away.

David walked in front of her, going slow, taking his time, examining her. Not a care in the world.

Amy hmmed a bit. “Or, I guess, Master is going to enslave you, really. Isn’t that great?”

In front of Catalina, David smiled, reaching forward and stroking the beauty’s chin.

“Yeah Catalina. Isn’t that great?”

It...was
 sort of great. Wasn’t it? To...to enslave her?

No! She had to resist, whatever it was that was happening.

“I’ll be right back. I have some more ropes. Amy, warm her up, will you?”

“Yes, Master.”

As soon as David passed from view, Catalina recognized her one chance. She had to try to get someone to hear her.

“Help!” Catalina screamed. “Help me please! Someone!”

Amy giggled, kneeling down next to Catalina and putting her own hands behind her back. For the first time, Catalina got a good look at her old friend. She was dressed in an outlandishly sexy outfit—entirely decorated in bright red lingerie. Red stockings decorated her legs, and a red lace corset wrapped around her beautiful torso, putting her huge, hot round breasts on perfect display. A silver collar adorned her neck, reading “HIS” in bright platinum lettering. The collar had a little metal loop at the front end of it. Her red six-inch heels had silly fluff sprouting out from them.

“Help! Help!” Amy cried at the top of her lungs.

Her face took on such a frightened look that for a moment, Catalina thought she had somehow broken David’s control.

Then the blond bent over laughing, standing back up in her precariously high heels. A deep pit of fear formed in Catalina’s stomach.

“No one’s coming, babes.” Amy stroked a finger under Catalina’s chin, kissing her bottom lip. “No one can hear you. You may as well 
let the idea sink in.”

Catalina was aghast. She had no idea what was happening with Amy, but clearly, she was under the influence of drugs or something. Catalina started breathing hard, her big tits heaving in her tiny dress, but strangely, her panic was beginning to subside. She was getting the distinct feeling that, not only was everything going to be okay, but that it already was
 okay. She should just...let that idea sink in. Yes...

N-nooo...

“You’re crazy.” Catalina shook her head. “That’s it. You’ve gone totally bonkers.”

“Mmmhmmm!” Amy nodded happily, kissing Catalina’s chin and neck softly. “Bonkers for my Master. I’m nuts about him. And you will be too, really soon. You’re going to be his just as much as I am.”

Amy licked her lips and slid her nimble fingers under Catalina’s dress, pressing into her moistened cunt. They slid inside easily.

“You’ll probably be even more his than I am,” enthused Amy. “With as hot as you are, you’re sure to stay in Master’s harem a long time. You might even be his harem slavequeen forever! Isn’t that super great?”

“Amy, that’s...that’s so wrong. This is...ohmygodthatfeelsgood...so...sooo wrong!”

“You’re going to be Master’s REAL girlfriend,” Amy cooed, planting even more wet hot kisses on Catalina’s neck as the dark-haired beauty bucked and swayed in her bindings.

Catalina’s pussy was just getting wetter and wetter. Amy’s fingers were so, sooo very good and her words were so strangely hot...

“Wh-what? You’re not making sense. Amy, you told me yesterday on the ph-phone you wanted to m-marry him!”

Amy’s face looked downcast for a moment, but then she brightened. “Oh, I know that I said that, and I do want
 that, but I don’t really deserve
 that, Catalina. You do, though. You’re so pretty. So much prettier than I am. He’s gonna make you his special slavewife bitch. Isn’t that totally hot?”

David stepped back into the room, totally naked now. As promised, he had another pair of ropes in his hands. Amy got down on hands and knees and crawled toward him, her hips swaying 
sexily. She slid up his leg, licking his naked thigh.

“She’s warmed up, Sir. Just for you. So ready to obey like a good girl.”

Catalina, gasping and sweating, her body flushed, noticed with a certain kind of pride that David barely noticed the blonde beauty’s subservience. After all, Catalina was so much hotter. So much better. She would make him notice when she knelt.

N-no! Banish those thoughts, girl!

He kicked Amy off his leg, sending her sliding and giggling across the floor, and she gasped with pleasure, so happy to be ignored and tossed aside by him.

“So, Catalina. Here we are.”

She just stared at him with a mixture of horror and hatred and complete arousal. She had never been so repulsed in her entire life...and never so very turned on.

“I suppose Amy here has already laid out the game for you, huh? You’re going to be my little fuckdoll really soon. How do you feel about that?”

“Go to hell.”

“Hey now,” he said, grabbing a chair and sitting down in front of her. His cock was right in front of her, already semi-hard. It was difficult not to stare right at it. “That’s not a feeling, sweetheart.”

He had all this...confidence now. If he hadn’t been trying to completely ruin her life, she could almost see it as sexy.

“You know what,” he said. “I’m going to let you have some dignity. That’s swell of me, isn’t it Amyslave?”

Happy nods from Amy. “Yes, Master. Anything you say, Master.”

“You hear that? It’s pretty swell of me.” He slapped the ropes in one hand against the palm of the other. “So here’s the deal. You apologize to me, for exactly-you-know-what, and I’ll...make this nice for you. Really nice.”

“You...you won’t let me go?”

He shook his head. “We’re not talking about that. Now, apologize.”

She swallowed her pride. It took her several tries—there was quite a lot of it to swallow.

“I am so, so sorry for what I did in high school. It was all my fault. 
It must have made you feel terrible. But please, please let me go. Don’t...don’t do to me whatever you did to Amy. Please. I won’t tell anyone about this. It’s between us, I swear.”

The words rang hollow to her, but not because she was lying about the apology. She felt she should
 apologize. She had been ordered to, after all. But did she really, truly, want to go? Or was she was just saying that now?

“It is between us,” he nodded.

Reaching out, he grabbed her hands, shifting them in front of her body underneath the ropes binding her arms until she was holding them in front of her pussy with her wrists up. She felt powerless to resist.

David nodded to Amy, who began untying the ropes around Catalina’s arms. Those ropes were being replaced—a better knot, tied by David around her wrists. That was so cool. Catalina couldn’t resist. Not in the slightest. The ropes had total control over her now. David had total control. Bit by bit, the ropes David wrapped around her wrists were tighter and tighter.

“But you’re not going to go anywhere. You’re mine, now, Catalina. Just how you should have been a long time ago.”

The ropes got tighter and tighter. Should have been his a long time ago. Yes. A long...long time ago.

She shook her head. All these hot ropes pulling at her silly girl brain. It was so hard
 to think. So hard to think when she was just a slavequeen for her David.

N-noooo...why couldn’t she fight this?

He smiled, finishing his tying. He slid a hand up one perfect leg, admiring her tight muscles.

“In about two minutes, you’re going to fuck me.”

“I’m going to fuck you.”

She may as well get used to the idea. That’s what guys wanted her around for anyway. Of course David did too.

“You’re only going to fuck me from now on.”

“Only...nnnh...” she resisted, still. “Getting...married...”

He tugged at her wrist-ropes. She felt her will evaporate even more.

“You don’t love him, though.”

“I don’t love him.”

That was easy to say. She really didn’t. She was just using him.

Amy had climbed up next to David, sinking her head into his lap and happily sucking him off as he gave Catalina more and more commands. She could see the rapture on Amy’s face as she worked...and she wanted it for herself.

David’s voice was catching, husky with lust, as he kept talking.

“You’re going to milk him for all he’s worth for me. All that money is mine.”

“All his money is yours.”

Yes. She wanted to take it from the dumb fool anyway. She could agree with all of this.

“And so you’re only going to fuck me, now. Because I deserve all that money you’re going to get me. Because I’m the only one who deserves you.”

“I’m only going to fuck you now, David. You deserve me, and all the money I’m going to get you.”

Her voice was so warm and sweet. So happy and supplicating. She deserved him. She deserved all the wealth he was going to give her.

“You’re superior to every bitch in this town.”

Oh yes. Catalina could easily agree with that.

“I’m superior to every bitch in this town,” she said, smiling.

She tossed her hair back. Even Amy, so lucky to be David’s slave already, was inferior to super hot Catalina.

“Nobody is as hot as you are.”

“Nobody is as hot as me.”

“Tell Amy you’re better than her. That you always have been.”

She looked over at Amy, still fingering her cunt, looking at Catalina with big, expectant eyes.

“I’m better than you, Amy,” she purred. “I always have been.”

“You’re Amy’s queen.”

Catalina nodded happily. “Yes, Sir. Amy’s queen.”

“My slavequeen. That’s what you are.”

“Yes,” Catalina breathed. “Your slavequeen.”

“You’ll rule all my slutslaves for me. You’ll gather them up and arrange them just how I deserve.”

“I will! Oh yes!”

Catalina’s eyes were brimming with happy tears—the thought was so beautiful! So wonderful!

“Because I am your King, Catalina. Your Everything.”

He put his hands on her, pushing her back to the rug. She spread her legs out.

“You’re my King,” she whispered hotly, meaning every bit of it. “My everything. I need you, Sir! I need you inside of me, please! Give me your royal cock!”

His cock slid across her belly, completely hard now. Amy was holding his torso, cooing softly in his ear.

The lovely blonde was whispering hot little bits: “She needs it, Master. She’s superior to me, Master. Fuck her slavequeen cunt, sir, please?”

“How big is my dick, Catalina? It’s almost too big for you, isn’t it?”

“It’s huge! It’s massive! Oh my god it’s so fucking big! I need it, sir! I just hope it’ll fit inside my slavequeen pussy!”

He shoved it inside of her, then, ramming her cunt hard. He was so fucking big! Bigger than anything she ever could have imagined!

It filled up every part of her. Amy wrapped around Master, her hands sliding up and down his cock. She came hard, and then she came again. Whenever her orgasm subsided, he was still inside of her, plunging deeper and deeper, harder and harder, his cock owning her completely.

She thought it was the ropes who owned her. She was so wrong. It was his cock. His cock owned her. His cock ruled the ropes just like it ruled her.

Amy was cheering him on. “She needs it, Sire! Please fuck my queen harder! Harder! She’s your fucking queen, Sire! You own her so fucking hard!”

“Yes, Sir!” Catalina panted. “Fuck me! Fuck me like a King! Your slavequeen needs your big fucking cock!”

“No one else deserves her!” Amy cried out. “She’s so fucking lucky to be your favorite slave! I’m so fucking jealous and I love it! I know she deserves it more than me, Master! Oh god, you’re fucking her so hard! She won’t be able to walk!”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me until my legs don’t work, Master!”

At last, he came. The torrent of his cum flooded her body. Next to 
him, Amy was cumming too, screaming out her bliss. Catalina of course came with him, even harder than all the times before put together. She was breathless with ecstasy. His cum seemed never ending, filling her up with load after wonderful load of hot, fuckhappy cum. It leaked down out of her pussy, completely piling up inside of her hot, tight pussy.

He put his hand on Amy’s throat, pushing her down next to the gorgeous Catalina.

“Kneel down and join your slavequeen,” he ordered Amy.

Amy complied with a happy giggle. He stood up and walked away for a moment, and Catalina was intensely disappointed. When he came back, though, he had a gorgeous golden collar in his hands, a little metal loop in the front of it.

It read, “FIRST.”

As he slipped it across her neck, she came again. Her pussy was a hot wet volcano, needing to erupt more and more. All of her felt full of hot, molten cum, swirling in her core and making her feel wonderfully whole.

Sitting on the couch, he beckoned each girl forward, crooking his finger. They crawled forward sexily, and he positioned them around his cock, a girl on each side.

Working quickly, he took the rope he had taken off from Catalina’s arms earlier and wrapped it through the loop on Catalina’s collar and then Amy’s, so that each girl had only a millimeter of space between their noses. It was just enough space for them to share his cock. If he tugged on the rope, it just brought them closer together, forcing their lips to mix on his meat.

Their big tits rubbed hard up and down his massive cock, each girl taking turns slurping the head. Precum slipped up and down the shiny, slippery hot surfaces of their big breastflesh. Happily, they kissed each other as they adored his cock, their tongues sliding together on top of his cockmeat.

“Master deserves this,” Amy cooed.

“Oh yes,” agreed Catalina. “He deserves this, and so much more.”

“I’m so happy he’s enslaved you,” Amy purred between kisses. “I wasn’t good enough for him on my own.”

“Of course you weren’t,” said Catalina, licking up and down his 
shaft. “You’re no slavequeen, you silly little slut. You need a superior fuckdoll like me to tell you what’s what.”

Seemingly unable to stop himself, their Master came again, hot white spray spurting across their faces. They licked it up eagerly, happily. Catalina got more than Amy, as was her privilege as the slavequeen, but Catalina was a generous ruler. She let Amy have two or three good squirts of the life-enhancing substance. The dense hotness of it was pure bliss running down their faces.

The Master looked down at his slavequeen then, considering. Thick gobs of cum ran down her gorgeous face.

“Don’t you have a hot roommate or something?”

Catalina nodded eagerly.

“Two of them, Sire. They would make perfect pets for you to dominate.”

“You’re going to fetch them for me, aren’t you?”

Of course she would. She would do everything in her power to build her Master the enormous, hot-slave harem that he deserved. And she would be his hot slavequeen, ruling over the inferior slaves at his side, now and forever. Just like he deserved.
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CURRENTS OF LUST ESCALATED
 in the night, floating on top of each other, intertwining and penetrating and looping into each other endlessly before finally exploding in hot miasma of desire.

Standing on the balcony of her small shop, her exquisite body naked except for the tiny red negligee she wore, Yasmin smiled. David had done very well for himself. That was wonderful. He was turning into an incredibly useful tool for her cause.

Her hand slipped down to the sweet, slick mound between her legs. Biting her lips, she sucked in some of the passing lust, indulging herself just a bit. The currents of these humans were so strong—all these desires so repressed and passionate—that it was impossible not to nibble on the waves of their passing a bit.

Her shop was doing very well indeed. If she kept selling items in this manner, her plan would continue to approach completion in a schedule even more timely than her Dark God had ordered. Just the 
thought of his good word, of his pleasure at the extent of her obedience, brought another cavalcade of thrills to Yasmin’s body.

With only a few more fantastically erotic fantasies fulfilled as David’s were, her plan would come to fruition, and finally, at long last, her Dark God would be unleashed on this fun little realm, his will free to use all these inhabitants as his playthings as he deserved.
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Needing Him In Charge
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L
illian set the table, laying out their very best plates—the blue ones with the flowery white trim. The silverware was polished, the wineglasses ready, with the wine carefully positioned in a bucket full of ice close to Henry’s seat. In the oven, the dish she had prepared was staying warm.

A quick glance at the clock told her it was nearing seven o’clock. He would be home soon, then.

This dinner had to be totally perfect. She couldn’t have anything that would put him off, or let him know exactly what she was up to. That was why her phone was down in her car—no distractions tonight.

She sighed for a moment, letting her head rest against the wall. Was she doing the right thing?

Her conflict of morals stemmed mostly from the fact that Henry was just almost
 perfect for Lillian.

Lillian was a graduate student, studying anthropology, and had met Henry at a party of a mutual friend. They had hit it off immediately, and were whispering hot “I love you”s to each other within a week of meeting. It was a wonderfully romantic tale, one that Lillian loved recounting, more than a little smugly, to her single friends.

Henry was kind, always bringing her little gifts like flowers or cards or fun t-shirts or notebooks for her to write in, usually on the monthly anniversary of their meeting. He was delightfully caring, always listening to her attentively and never prescribing advice unless she asked for it—he knew that when she had a problem, it was 
his job just to be supportive until she fixed it on her own. And on top of all that, he was loaded, and had a wonderful, stable engineering job with the aircraft firm in the city.

All told, he was an ideal match for a husband, and as often as she dared, she dropped little hints to him. Nothing major, just making note of beautiful proposals her friends had, or pointing out romantic little spots in the city, or asking if he thought she looked good in white.

Okay, perhaps they weren’t all that subtle, but he got the idea, and knew that she wanted it, and hadn’t seemed to freak out, and that was great too.

There was just one problem—Lillian really, really wished he was more active in the bedroom.

She wanted him to ask to tie her down, or to hold her down and fuck her silly, or to just force himself on her—to demand
 that they fuck right away, not taking no for an answer. From a stranger, of course, that sort of behavior would be intolerable, to say the absolute least, but from her boyfriend? Her cute, wiry-framed boyfriend, always with something funny to say and happy to please? It would be an enormously sexy change of pace.

The problem was basically that Henry was really terrific at making love. But that only went as far as it went. Lovemaking was a terrific thing to have—after a traumatic day, or after it had been a while, or after a fight.

But Lillian? Most days, she needed to be fucked. She needed to be fucked, really, really
 hard. She wanted to have a headache the next day from her brain knocking around so much on her pillows. She wanted to not be able to walk for days after being manhandled completely. And Henry just wasn’t quite...extreme enough for that.

Yet.

But she had a plan.

The first step was just how she was dressed. She had made it a point to put on her very sexiest lingerie—sultry smoky stockings and tall platform six-inch “fuck me” heels, matching the lacy black pantie set embroidered with red roses trailing over the hot globes of her ass. Lillian worked out constantly, mostly yoga and pilates, strengthening her core and keeping her stamina up for the furious 
fucking that she had longed for since she had become sexually active at eighteen, over five years before.

Her skimpy bra matched her panties, the red lace roses intermixing with sexual black stitching, her ample C-cup tits on perfect display for her man once he walked in through the door.

Having no idea when he was going to arrive, she had taken it upon herself to make the entire meal for his special dinner in her lingerie.

Often, she would finger her sweet, hot pussy when she needed a little release, imagining Henry texting her and demanding that he do just that.

Maybe he would after tonight.

Earlier in the day, Lillian had randomly walked into the new antiques store in the middle of town, Possessions.

It was a fun little place, filled with glass cabinets, old wooden furniture that was well out of her price range, marble and glass statues of animals, and some tin signs featuring pin-up girls from the fifties. Lillian had every intention of leaving without buying a thing, but then she ran into the store owner.

Tall, pale, busty, and devastatingly gorgeous, the store owner oozed sexuality in her practically see-through clingy black dress. She smiled at Lillian with a knowing glance, her green eyes blazing with barely-repressed lust.

“I see you, young woman,” she said to Lillian. “You are looking for something for your man, yes? You want something to let him know you are his, and his alone?”

Lillian was a bit stunned. She had not even said hello, and this woman had practically read her mind.

“Y-yes,” stammered Lillian. “I mean, well, I mean that’s private.”

The owner tsked, waving her hand. “Private? ‘Private,’ she says to Yasmin. I say to myself, I say, ‘Yasmin, this beautiful girl, she will know Yasmin is beautiful too, and so she will know there is no shame to be had between these walls. Beautiful women, we may talk to each other as we please.’ But I see now, I was wrong. You are not one to speak openly.”

Yasmin turned then, heading back into the office deep in the back of the store. Her shapely ass swayed in the sheer dark fabric of her dress.

“No!” Lillian exclaimed. “I mean, I am wanting something like that. What you described. My man...” she didn’t know how she had picked up the beautiful woman’s terminology, but it fit. “He’s not as...aggressive as I might like. In the bedroom. And so...”

“And so you are in love with him, but not with the way he takes you.” Yasmin tsked again. “This is too bad. A product of too much weakness in these times. Men, where I am from, they take a woman without questions. They have their way upon her. And any man with a wife knows his wife is for beautiful, exhausting, weeks-long periods of hard, passionate fucking for as long as he would like. This is what you would like, yes? For your man to act as such? To act like a real man, hard and terrible and powerful?”

Lillian was getting hot just listening to Yasmin. Each word she said was like it was weaved from the fabric of sex itself.

“Oh yes,” she said quietly. “I would like that very much.”

Yasmin crooked her finger at her then, and showed her to her special stock near the back.

Lillian didn’t even remember paying, was the odd part. She didn’t remember much of the meeting beyond leaving with the bottle of wine—which was large, dark, and without a label, and the promise that Henry would become, “the hunk he was born to be.”

That sounded perfect to Lillian.

Now, though, as she stood in her lingerie, waiting for Henry to come home, doubts began to creep into her mind. Wasn’t she basically poisoning the love of her life? What would this wine even do? Make him more amorous? Increase his longevity in the bedroom? Wouldn’t it be better, perhaps, to just have an open and honest conversation about what she wanted in the bedroom? Why hadn’t she asked Yasmin more questions? Why couldn’t she remember much of the meeting? And why was her mind so spacey when she left, as if she had cum, multiple times, before leaving the shop?

But then the door opened, dashing all these thoughts away. Her man was home.

Henry walked inside, wearing his dark black suit and tie, head fixated on his cell phone.

“Hey babe, how come you haven’t been answering my texts? I’ve 
sent you like...oh. Hello.”

He let out a low whistle. Lillian had arranged herself on the door frame, one hand trailing up over her body, her long brown hair tossed to one side so it hung down all the way to her waist. One gorgeous, long leg slid in front of the other, her preposterously high heels making the sexy pose that much more over-the-top.

“Hello darling,” she said softly. “I’m so glad you’re home.”

She bit one lip, purring softly, and then strutted toward him. When she got close enough, she trailed her fingers up his suit and grabbed his tie, using its red surface to pull herself closer.

“You look...amazing,” he breathed.

She giggled and kissed him softly on the lips. “I’ve got dinner waiting for you,” she purred. “It’s all ready for my man. All for you.”

“Oh,” he said. “Did you...did you want to change so we can eat, or...”

Little flutters of panic attacked her. “You don’t like what I’m wearing?”

“I love it! I just thought that, you know, since we’d be eating...”

She giggled again, a little forced this time. He just wasn’t getting it. “I was thinking that, since maybe you’ve been working so
 hard, I’d just entertain you while you ate.”

“Entertain? You mean like dance or like—” her hand had found his crotch. “Oh. Like that. Oh. Okay. It’s just...

She looked down, somewhat dejected. “What? What is it?”

“No, don’t be like that. I just wanted to talk, that’s all. I’ve been wanting to talk to you.”

“Can’t we talk later? After you fuck my hot little girlfriend mouth?”

She could see his face conflicted. There was, surely, some part of him that wanted that, but he had had trouble in the past having any sexual activity when he had something to say. At the same time, he really wanted to make her happy and do this with her.

“Here,” she said, strutting back over to the table in the adjacent room. “Why don’t I pour you a glass of wine and grab your dinner,” she bent over at the waist to pick up the bottle and a glass, pouring quickly. “And then you can think about what you would like to have happen to your big, delicious cock.”

She handed him the full glass of wine. She remembered, vaguely, Yasmin mentioning something about amounts—permanent versus temporary effects. But it was hard to remember. All she could really think about was Yasmin’s lovely green gaze filling her mind, and more than that, her man’s cock filling up her mouth.

Henry thought a moment before taking the wine, frowning just a bit. But then, seemingly just to appease her, he took a sip.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh wow. That’s good.”

Lillian smiled and nodded. “The first of many good things. Go have a seat, love. I’ll take care of everything tonight.”

He did as instructed—hopefully the last time tonight for that—and she strutted over to the kitchen, picking up the spicy beef casserole she had made for him. On several occasions, he had told her how it was his favorite.

When she had strutted over, he had already drank the full glass of wine. A contented, naughty grin had arrived on his face as he devoured her lingerie-decorated form. Smiling happily, she set down the casserole and refilled his glass.

Half the bottle was gone now. It must have been very good wine indeed.

When she bent over to serve him, he slapped her in the ass. Squealing, she hopped up a bit.

“Henry!”

“What?” he said. “Your ass looks good. Don’t parade it around in front of me if you don’t want it to get slapped.”

Lillian cheered inside. Yes! This was exactly how she wanted to be treated. She turned around and nodded solemnly.

“Yes, Sir. I’ll remember that, Sir.”

He slapped her ass again, and again she squealed delightedly. The wine was working! She turned back to the serving dish, taking out a big portion for him to eat. She wanted his meal to last such a long time as she sucked him off.

But when she turned back around, his portions finally totally ready, she saw the bottle of wine in his hands—totally empty. Little purple stains ran down his shirt. His head was back, lolling, his eyes closed.

“H-Henry?” she asked.

He wasn’t moving, wasn’t responding.

Oh god, oh god, oh god.

Why wasn’t he moving? Oh god.

She had to call the ambulance! The police! Somebody!

She could not find his phone—it wasn’t in his pants or in his jacket.

The only thing to do was rush downstairs to get hers. Thinking quickly, she rushed back to the entryway, put on her long brown raincoat near the door and opened the door.

Then she heard a terrible groaning sound from the dining room. Looking back, she saw Henry standing up, an almost-enraged look on his face. Beneath his clothes, there was nothing but movement—his muscles bulging and flexing and growing rapidly.

With one enormous throb of his shoulders, his shirt ripped, and then when he turned to look at the damage, the shirt ripped away all around his torso. He slid the cloth tatters off, his body now enormous, Herculean in scope. He was easily seven foot tall, his legs shredding through their pants. Hard, chiseled muscles continued to sprout all over, dense bricks of flesh on top of other bricks, and soon, nothing of his clothes remained, not even over his crotch.

Lillian would have had to struggle to imagine about what kind of clothes would even work to cover such a mammoth instrument as the cock between his legs had become. His meat was enormous, half-hard, hanging down between his monstrous thighs.

He was still obviously human—but also obviously something more
. His thick scent rushed over Lillian, and her naturally submissive nature redoubled. She wanted to coo and adore every single part of him. Each and every tiny motion, each little sound he made in his confusion at his new body was worthy of thousands of years of worship.

She wanted to be his.
 She needed
 it.

She fell to her knees in front of the door, breathing hard. Her coat slipped off her shoulders. Some part of her knew she should be worried—that Henry had changed so much—but a much larger part of her wanted only to be turned on by what she was watching. There was nothing she could do except feel her hot pussy get even hotter, to feel the wetness pooling around her thighs and calves grow and 
grow as her cunt juices dripped.

“Oh my god,” she moaned loudly. “Henry! My Henry! You’re...you’re...you’re a hunk
!”

Big, dark eyes that only slightly resembled the kind eyes that Henry once boasted turned over toward her. She heard a deep rumble practically shaking the furniture around—and shuddered with lust when she realized it was a growl emanating from his lungs. He strode toward her, easily closing the distance with his long legs.

“Come to me, Henry. Make me yours. Make me—”

“Shut your mouth.”

He slapped Lillian’s face with his big cock, and pinned her back against the front door with one enormous hand on her shoulder.

Stunned, Lillian did not know quite how to respond. Certainly, when she imagined him dominant, it was in a fun way. They would still have a dialogue about who wanted what, and how. She didn’t expect to be simply abused
.

“What...what in the hell
 do you think—”

He slapped her face again with the heavy, cum-thick surface of his meaty cock.

“Shut up. You’re talking too much.” His voice was so deep. It was like hearing the universe sounding out. “You don’t need to say anything. Good little cockbitches don’t say nothing except please and thank you.”

Again, he slapped the massive surface of his cock across her cheek.

None of these slaps hurt, really, just as the hand pinning her against the door didn’t hurt. It pinched a little, and stung maybe more than she would have liked, but there would be no lasting damage. It was all just hopelessly degrading.

“You’re going to take my cock, now.”

With a little fear, she looked at the massive length he had hanging from his body. It was enormous.

“My m-mouth,” she stuttered, almost regretful that she had to explain, “I d-don’t think it’ll fit...”

Another cock slap.

“Please and thank you, remember.”

“T-thank you, Sir. For the reminder.”

She found herself meaning every word. How had that happened? Fuck, he was so fucking chiseled and enormous and godly and oh god she would do whatever he wanted if she could just taste
 him. His cock was dripping
 precum and oh fuck her tongue was wagging out, so very close...

She should...she should obey him. Yes. She needed that so bad. Fuck, his musk was so manly and overwhelming.

The precum on her face didn’t feel like it was drying—rather, it felt like she was absorbing it. And getting even hornier.

As if seeing this absorption, Henry tilted his head. His cock became hard immediately—total control of his member, just like that!—and then he spurted a bit of cum into his hand. Lillian was in awe. The cum looked like just a small amount in Henry’s massive hand, but in reality it was more than Henry ever produced before by a factor of ten. He took the cum and ran it into two fingers and shoved them into Lillian’s mouth.

Each finger was bigger than Henry’s cock had ever been. She struggled to work her mouth around them.

She protested, just a little, at first. Then she tasted it. His cum was magnificent. It was like sucking down the sun, full of energy and power and warmth.

Inside her body, millions of changes manifested to make her Henry’s perfect mate. Gifted with his first spurt of cum in his new form, she would be perfectly matched to fuck him just as she truly believed he deserved. Her musculature tightened and restructured to give her endurance for fuck sessions that lasted for weeks.

Her gorgeous pussy became able to host thousands of orgasms, one right after another, for months on end. Her tits ballooned out, becoming even larger and rounder, but completely firm and buoyant. Her dark hair grew and grew, puddling around her on the ground.

This all happened within seconds, just from one tiny spurt of cum from her new God.

“Now,” he said, hovering his enormous cock in front of her face. “What do you say?”

“Please, Sir! Please fuck my mouth with your godrod!”

He smiled and shoved his enormous meat into her newly-
improved mouth, now designed ideally to take in the gargantuan meat of his cock.

Entering her roughly, his meat pushed past her mouth and into her throat easily. She could feel her entire body reforming now—completely made ready to take such enormous size perfectly. Her throat was like a hot, velvet fuckglove, and he could fuck it like a cunt.

He did exactly that. Again and again, he rammed the full length of his meat into her body, his big balls resting on her enormous tits, his crotch shoving against her face. His forest of pubic hair was musky and manly, like motor oil and campfires.

She would surely have received several concussions, her head being banged so rapidly and so hard by the force of his shoves, if her enormous mass of hair was not acting as the perfect padding for her skull. As it was, she only felt manhandled and completely controlled—clearly under his force, but without the slightest bit of pain. Somehow, she knew that he knew that, that he wanted that.

Lillian knew, without any hesitation or dispute, that she was being fucked by her God. She stared up at him with grateful, worshiping eyes, silently promising to serve him until the end of time.

He came inside of her then, unleashing his gigantic load—enormous enough to be proportional with the size of his gigantic fuckmeat. It seemed to be endless, load after load spasming into her mouth, and Lillian could only swallow and pray for more on top of cumming herself. Her pussy had no choice but to orgasm again, again, again as more cum layered into her body.

None of her had any choice in the matter whatsoever. She was his perfect fuckslut now and forever, and she would cum on command.

When she finally had to disengage, the cum building up too much, he sprayed her down with his cum, spilling it on her thick. Her body absorbed more and more, becoming ever more perfect for him. Her tits and hair expanding, her body becoming taller and tighter and sexier.

He was her Master. Lillian was his slave. This was how life was supposed to be.
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WAITING IN THE ELEVATOR
, Lillian had to struggle not to finger her cunt needfully. Other guests might walk in, and she needed to convince someone to come back to the apartment with her.


Find more cunts for me to fuck, or I will tear down every wall to find one
.

This was the order that Henry had left her with after she awoke from her cumbath. Spilling his seed unto her as he had had sated him only for a small while, and now her Master needed more.

Lillian was thoroughly happy to comply. She looked gorgeous, barely fitting inside of the once-far-too-enormous raincoat. It fit her now more like a tiny dress, her beautiful long legs reaching out with ease. With her enormous high heels on, she was easily over six foot five, looking like some disastrously gorgeous Amazon waiting to destroy any man who looked at her wrong.

And she was ready to do that—she belonged only to her Master Henry. All others were not worth her time.

In front of Master, even with her new growth, she barely came up to his massive, amazing shoulders.

Fuck, she loved him so much. His bulk, his size, his endless endurance.

It was almost unbelievable that only an hour ago, he had been regular old skinny Henry, and that she had been eight inches shorter with tits that actually fit inside some of the bras she had. Hell—it was hard to believe that she had wanted or needed a bra at all.

The elevator dinged open. In the lobby, she saw a lovely, tiny blond girl, fresh out of college, trying to open her mailbox near the front door. Over the last several months, she and Lillian had shared conversations doing laundry in the basement. Katie, that was her name. Short, busty, beautiful, wearing a delightful blue cleavage-baring dress with a big funky white belt. Katie with the gorgeous cheekbones and cute blond bob framing her lovely face and plump lips.

Master would love her.

Without a single thought besides that, Lillian rapidly approached 
Katie, wrapping her hands around hers.

“Wh-Lillian?” Katie was caught off-guard. “You look—Lillian?”

“Yes! It’s me. I need you to come with me.”

“You look...how did you get so tall? And you smell like...and you feel...”

Her voice became very thick, like Lillian’s very touch was some kind of arousing soporific.

“...feel really...good.”

Katie bit a lip, staring at Katie’s tits, so openly exposed in her little jacket. Lillian, sensing the opening, pushed her tits forward onto Katie’s arm, holding there firmly.

“Just...just come back to my apartment with me, okay? Please?”

Katie did not look as though she could decide whether to concentrate on Lillian’s words or her new enormous tits. “W-Why?”

“Mast...er...Henry. He needs us. For something. For...” Lillian tried to improvise. “...for heavy lifting. Right away. Please.”

As if she was drunk, Katie followed, stumbling every third step. Lillian made sure to continue to press her big, heavy tits against Katie’s frame for the entire walk, and when they made it into the elevator. Even so, by that time, it seemed that Katie had been able to clear her thoughts just a little.

“Lillian, you look...sort of scared.”

Katie was looking the gorgeous, Amazonian brunette up and down, licking her lips.

“I am,” said Lillian. “I can’t disappoint him. We can’t. I’m so terrified of that, Katie.”

Lillian was perfectly serious. She hugged the pretty blonde then, holding her tight, stroking her short hair and staring soulfully into her eyes.

Katie’s mouth worked silently for a moment, just enjoying the feel of Lillian.

“It’s just...um, you know, if he’s...if he’s doing abuse...I mean, there are shelters...”

Lillian held back a laugh. As if there was any shelter that could hold back her Master from what he wanted. As if she even wanted such a thing. Before either of them could say a word, the elevator doors opened and they rushed down the hall, Lillian practically 
kicking down the door. Her Master’s pleasure was so close now!

But as they walked back inside, there were sounds of hard, furious, ecstasy-filled fucking filling up the whole room already.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh my god you’re so fucking good! You’re so much better than my boyfriend! Oh my god!”

The two beauties moved through the apartment and saw that on top of the dining room table, Lillian’s Master Henry was fucking a gorgeous Asian girl, her face contorted with bliss. Her long dark hair was spilled out all over the dining room table. Her legs were bunched up underneath his enormous abs, her face already slathered with his shiny white cum.

On the other side of the dining room, there was an enormous hole in the wall. An enormous, Master-sized hole. He had actually torn the walls down. Lillian supposed he could smell the Asian’s hot cunt, needing to be filled up with his godly cum.

That was so fucking cool.

Lillian, eager, licking her lips, stepped forward with Katie into the dining room proper to get a closer look at what her Master was doing.

Was he...was that Jennifer from next door who he was fucking? Of course it was. She was barely eighteen! Lillian had a conversation with her yesterday about how she was due to get married in a couple of weeks!

God, Master just couldn’t be denied at all. That was so delightfully hot and sexy and wonderful, for Lillian to be owned by such a massive stud.

At her side, Lillian could sense Katie’s growing panic. Whatever control her own body had over the pretty blond thing was waning.

Master seemed to sense it too, because he unceremoniously dumped Jennifer on the floor—who landed with a delighted giggle and a thump before starting to finger her dripping wet pussy as she examined Master’s heavenly back muscles—and approached Katie. His cock was massive, over a foot long, and completely covered with shiny wet pussy juice and precum.

Behind him, Jennifer’s tits seemed to expand with every little finger stroke of her clit, and she was stroking quite quickly. She was also, of course, licking up all the cum she could that had been 
sprayed on her face—though much of it seemed to have been absorbed already, perhaps even before Lillian and Katie walked in.

Master towered over both of them, his enormous cock almost level with Katie’s face. Staring at it with big green eyes, Katie was teetering, her knees literally knocking together in her short blue dress.

“I um...I should really, I mean, I should go, because this is like, not really my thing, and I should go I think, and—”

Master came in his hand, just like he did for Lillian, and slathered Katie’s pretty face with his cum. His enormous palm could fit her entire head, and when he drew it away, her whole face was covered over with his precious white goo.

“Quiet,” he growled.

Her face was stunned, but also unmistakably aroused. Tentatively, her tongue slipped out and licked up what it could find...and her face went completely slack.

“Please and thank you. That’s all you get to say.”

Lillian nodded firmly. “Thank you for taking her, Master.”

Just a hint of a smile crossed his face. Lillian’s cunt heated up even more with the gentle flash of his approval. It was so wonderfully good to be admired by her Master. But just as soon as it had crossed his face, it was gone, and his face was stony again, duty-bound, walking back to Jennifer. Each step shook the walls.

Jennifer was barely returning to her feet when Master picked her up again, sitting her tits first on the dining room table. Jennifer, short and compact and perfectly muscled, suddenly had quite a lot of tits for that sort of maneuver. If she was one hundred and twenty pounds, then easily twenty of that was hot, perfect Asian breastflesh.

Lillian put her hand into Katie’s swelteringly hot cunt—a maneuver that got easier by the second, as Katie kept growing taller and more lithe. Katie, catching on, slid her hand over to Lillian’s cunt. Each moaned appreciatively, their fingers automatically knowing what to do.

Together, they watched their Master fuck Jennifer into oblivion, her tits growing and growing, becoming larger than her own head. Her legs grew too—and though she was still shorter than Lillian, she had been made considerably taller than Katie, now the shortest 
hottie in the room even as she grew. Katie’s tits—already quite large—bubbled outward to rival Lillian’s beauties, both transformed beauties covered in a myriad of juices from fingering each other’s pussies and being washed over with the thorough heat pouring off of Master and Jennifer’s coupling.

Katie, though, still seemed to want to resist, even with Lillian’s fingers diving within her hot cunt and with the taste of Master’s cum.

“Lillian, I don’t know about this,” she moaned, starting to draw away. “I don’t know. This is t-too much. This is too w-weird.”

Master heard her, though. In between deep thrusts into Jennifer, he snapped his fingers, pointing at her. “Shut up.”

Katie drew up as if she had been shot, her eyes wide.

“Shut her up,” Master directed Lillian, “and keep her arms from moving. She’s next.”

Happily, Lillian forced Katie down to her knees and chicken-winged her arms behind her. Katie, whimpering, struggled even as her pussy dripped down juices to the floor below.

Meanwhile, Master kept plowing into Jennifer, who seemed to be having the time of her life, calling out promises for him.

“I’m gonna break my boyfriend’s heart!” the Asian beauty sang happily. “The wedding is totally canceled! I can’t wait to dump him for you, Master! I’ll throw the ring in his face!”

That seemed to please Master greatly. Groaning loud enough to vibrate the chairs in the dining room, he came in Jennifer. The hot Asian screamed with intense pleasure, her own multitude of orgasms making the rounds through her hot tight body.

Even as he continued spurting, he withdrew from Jennifer, and aimed his sperm-spewing fountain at Katie, walking closer and closer.

Quickly, the lovely blonde was coated with Master’s gift, filling her mouth over. His cum bubbled out of her mouth, running down her big tits. Instantly, the still-cumming Jennifer was there to lap it up, her enormous breasts resting on Katie’s rapidly lengthening legs.

Lillian squirmed with jealously, holding Katie’s now-limp arms. Lillian looked down and saw that Katie’s eyes had rolled completely backward into her head, her pussy convulsing with a seemingly endless amount of orgasms.

Sensing Katie’s change, their Master shoved his enormous cock inside of her mouth, pumping wave after wave of cum into her body. It seeped out the slim edges of her mouth where his cock was not completely filling her hole. Katie’s moans were loud and robotic—she moaned because Master willed her to moan. She came because Master willed her to cum.

Lillian was—though completely assured of her Master’s virility—somewhat scared she would be left out of his cum shower. Didn’t he love her? Wasn’t she his first, special slave?

“P-pleaaase,” Lillian moaned, her cunt filled with the lava of overwhelming lust. “Pleeease, Master...”

Master’s enormous head tilted, looking down at Lillian’s perfection. He reached over and grabbed Lillian’s tits, pulling her closer.

“What, girl? Did you think you would no longer be my favorite, just because I’m stuffing her face?”

Lillian had trouble answering that with just please or thank you. She tried anyway, nodding, and then whispering “Please, Master.”

He ran a hand through her thick mass of hair, twitching a bit as he came even more pints of cum down Katie’s throat. Katie was eager now, sucking happily, totally transformed into a proper cockslut.

“Of course you’re my favorite, doll. Don’t ever think otherwise. But these other bitches needed to learn their place.”

Jennifer moaned in affirmation, so happy that she had already been taught.

“But, you have been very good. So...”

Ignoring Katie’s sudden rush of moanful protests, Master pulled out of the rapidly beautifying blonde and picked up Lillian with one hand around her torso. He was so wonderfully strong!

Holding her in place with one enormous hand wrapped around her teensy, tiny waist, he bent Lillian over and shoved his massively slick cock inside of her sopping wet pussy. Then he let go—his cock holding her in the air entirely. It was amazing!

Her entire inner body had been reformed completely to hold his cock—her organs arranged perfectly to contain his massiveness. Hot, orgasmic waves of bliss rushed over and over through Lillian, and her orgasms only intensified as Master shoved her face into the 
wall, once again her hair acting as padding.

Katie and Jennifer, slathered in his still wet cum as it absorbed into their bodies, grabbed Lillian’s hands and held them behind her back, tugging at her massive wealth of shiny dark hair. Master grabbed both new slavecunts and shoved their heads next to Lillian’s face, encouraging them to join their endless praise.

“He’s fucking you so hard because you’re his best
 girl,” Jennifer moaned.

“I’m so fucking jealous of you, love,” cried Katie. “He’s going to just destroy your cunt. You won’t be able to walk for days
.”

Lillian bucked and screamed, her face sliding harder into the wall.

“Fucking own
 her, Master,” Jennifer and Katie cried together. “Ruin
 her please!”

“Please!” Lillian called out. She could only say please in front of Him.

Gasping and bucking, Master unleashed in her at last. His cum inside her seemed even more virulent than the constant fountain that he had been spewing for over an hour now, one final gushing hot molten outpouring of pure bliss filling up Lillian’s pussy completely. Lillian’s brain blinked on and off, flooded with bliss, feeling like thousands of orgasms were hitting her all at once.

And finally, the raging Henry seemed to power down, still shoved inside of Lillian, holding all three women inside his enormous grasp, and slept.
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HENRY WOKE UP SOMETIME
 the next morning, looking at the girls around him.

“Not a dream,” he said, half-aroused and half-horrified.

He saw Jennifer, her long hair tangled around her body, and Katie, a serene smile on her lovely sleeping face, each girl holding him possessively. But, where was Lillian?

Standing up, he felt off-balance immediately. The world was larger again. Stepping in front of the mirror in the bedroom, he was only half-surprised to see himself as his normal self again. No more behemoth size, no more massive cum fountain for a cock.

He walked out the room naked, groggy, feeling hungover, and saw Lillian hanging up the phone, saying goodbye to someone named Yasmin. She wore a white silk robe—the one he had got her last year on their anniversary. She didn’t have alarmingly gigantic tits, and wasn’t over six feet tall, and didn’t have an oversexualized face that could make a normal man cum just from a glance.

It was just Lillian. His real, actual beautiful Lillian.

A series of feelings rushed over him, not the least of which were competing forces of relief and disappointment.

“How is this...” he shook his head. “What happened, baby? What did we do?”

She smiled, coming close to him and kissing him lovingly. Her tongue pressed into his mouth hotly, licking at his lips when she drew away.

“You were just amazing,” she said. “I never would have thought watching you dominate other women would be so fucking hot, but it really is.”

She pushed him down on the cushions of the overturned couch, and began stroking his cock.

“Lillian...baby...don’t...”

Stroking him harder, Lillian bent down and started licking his shaft gently. His protests ran out. In many ways, he felt like he deserved a good handjob, a good blowjob. He had fucked his girlfriend hard. He had fucked lots of other women.

That was what real men did.

She just stared at him in open submission, open adoration, licking his cock again and again..

“Did you really want me like that, Lillian? Some hunk beast, raging and cumming everywhere?”

She nodded intently, moving her mouth off of him for a moment but still stroking his cock. “Yes, Sir. I really did. I really do. It’s so hot, Sir. I love it when you take charge.”

Her strokes increased as she talked about it, staring at his cock intently.

“F-fuck. Okay. Okay. Maybe we need to get some more of that wine. A lot more.”

“Thank you, Sir. I will.”

Behind him, in the bedroom, he could hear the other girls waking up, calling his name, adoration tinting their voices. He could definitely get used to this.
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YASMIN HUNG UP THE
 phone, smiling prettily. She could hardly smile otherwise.

The girl Lillian seemed to be quite happy to receive a complimentary box of her ancient wine. She also didn’t seem to mind that as her boyfriend took more and more of the wine, the effects would gain more and more permanence on her boyfriend and on whoever he fucked.

Perhaps Lillian would tell her boyfriend this. Yasmin doubted it. Nice boys always had such strange protests to being placed on the pedestal they deserved to be worshiped upon.

Yasmin, of course, didn’t bother to tell her that hundreds of other couples in town had been sent the same sort of wine. Probably, Yasmin supposed, Lillian would find out on her own. She didn’t seem to be a dullard, and it would be hard to miss the legion of hunks that were about to move through the streets, claiming cunts

Breathing in the sweet current of lust that was traveling through the morning air, Yasmin stepped downstairs into the basement.

There was a hot, musky, burning smell down there, like someone had taken the very essence of hot lust and made it molten, running it through the core of the Earth.

Opposite the marble stairs, there was an ornate metal altar, complete with dozens of intricately cast figures caught in repose in lovemaking positions. If she watched it long enough, she would see the figures melting and moving, fucking each other in more and more sinfully perfect ways.

In front of the altar, there was a gigantic dense shadow of an enormous man-like being, almost given complete form. He was chained to posts arranged in front of the altar, struggling and snarling.

Yasmin crawled before him, and when she was close enough, began fingering her pussy, eager to succumb to orgasmic delight to 
strengthen the figure in chains.

Soon, Yasmin would have built up enough power in the town to break the chains. And soon, her Dark Lord would be free to own this world as he wished—as he deserved.
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Possessed
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“Y

ou have to be very careful,” said Gerald, driving through the town. “From all accounts, this woman, if that’s what she is, is highly seductive. Knowledgeable. You might even find her friendly, easy to laugh with or agree with. Do none of these things. If she says the sky is blue, affirm that it is red. Any agreement she makes with you, she will use to build another, and another, until you are very far along on the ladder to damnation. Do you understand, girl?”

“Yes sir,” said Olivia, looking at him solemnly.

“I know you don’t believe me all the way. That’s fine. But you have to trust that I know what I’m doing a little bit.”

“I do trust you,” she said. “And I believe you, too.”

He didn’t seem to believe her, though. He never did. That hurt more than anything, that she put so much of her trust and life and effort into this man who repaid so little of it.

Gerald was a demon hunter by trade, tall and bearded with dark eyes the same charcoal color as his hair. Olivia had been working with him for a little over a month now, helping to prepare his tinctures and sharpen his stakes, that sort of thing. It was not well-paying work, but Gerald seemed to always have money when he needed it and he was not shy about sharing when it came to necessities.

There were worse situations, Olivia knew, than traveling from town to town on the road with a completely handsome bearded hunk.

They drove into the parking lot of the antiques shop known as Possessions. Inside, Gerald assured her there was an evil greater 
than any he or anyone else had ever encountered or experienced.

Olivia had met him hitchhiking on her way out of her hometown of Little Hill, which was neither little nor had a hill. She hated the town, everyone in it, and everything it did, and wanted no part of the life it offered. Everyone was either a miner or the wife of a miner, and she saw no future for herself there.

Olivia wasn’t quite sure what she wanted her life to be about yet. Much like the denizens of her hometown, she was hardworking and practical, but her practical streak went beyond just seeing the opportunity for work right in front of her.

Practically, she knew that a career in modeling wasn’t out of the question—certainly she didn’t imagine being a lingerie model walking on runways on network television or gracing the covers of big fashion magazines (although the thought of that did send thrills down her spine)—but she was certainly beautiful enough between her lovely face and delightfully sexy figure to get a little glamour work done on the side to pay bills while she was figuring herself out.

That’s all she really wanted—some time to figure herself out. And then, she had found herself alone with a self-professed demon hunter.

It had been dangerous, hitchhiking out of her town as a beautiful nineteen year-old girl. Olivia knew this. She knew that with her beautiful auburn hair and short, slender body, her big breasts so firm and bouncy on her tight frame, that she was a particularly vulnerable target.

Her face got her in the most trouble—big brown eyes that held a beguiling spark, always making guys think she was flirting with them when she was just angry or annoyed, in combination with the soft tilted pads of her lips and the lovely turn of her nose, sent most men into slathering beasts around her.

Most men, of course, except for Gerald. For whatever reason, he seemed immune to her charms of happenstance, and when she tried actively to flirt with him, he was non-responsive.

When he had picked her up, all he said was, “I’m going this way. Are you?”

It wasn’t long before he told her what he was and what he did, and it wasn’t long after that before she volunteered her services, hoping 
to gain his favor.


Of course
, Olivia would think often, the one guy who doesn’t want me is the one I’m so unstoppably turned on by
.

She wasn’t sure what it was about him. He was awfully gruff with her, barely saying two words at a time while he drove.

Perhaps it was his beard, so thick and unattended and wild, as black as his eyes. Or maybe it was those eyes, dark and always burning with a zealous fire that she was just completely desperate to see attuned to her body.

Maybe it was the vast inventory of weapons and totems and fetishes he had collected over his many years of hunting. In the back of his modified SUV, he had four types of crossbows, a stockade of silver bullets, plenty of silver stakes, loads of silver rods and iron rods, a chest full of crosses, three gold-plated nets, and a plethora of vials, each containing its own special serum or herb that he assured her would take care of whatever assailants came his way.

He was on the hunt for one demon in particular, he told her. An ancient evil force, one of the oldest—so old that its name had never been recorded. And he had been hearing many strange tales about an antiques shop in this particular town that matched up with tales in the past.

Every several hundred years, this big evil would try to gain ground in our reality, he told her, to unleash its own hell on earth. And someone like him would drive it back.

Just driving into the town, they had seen quite the display of odd behavior already. Gigantic naked musclebound studs fucked gorgeous teenage girls on the sidewalk, cars askew in the street, as if the chiseled hunks had stopped driving purely to start fucking some hot babes they saw walking about.

On the other side of the street, a man came out of a shoe shop—advertising half-off all heels over five inches tall and doing booming business—with a trail of amazing beauties dressed in hot evening gowns and minidresses led along with a long rope attached to their bound wrists. Vapid, happy smiles seemed permanently affixed to their faces. Each of them, of course, wore very high platform heels in a matching shade of green.

Olivia found all of this eerie and disconcerting. It was more than 
enough proof that something fantastical and horrifying was happening in the town. She was somewhat concerned that she would stick out, that her comparatively nondescript appearance would draw attention to herself. She wore tight jeans, a loose blue t-shirt with her old high school wolverine logo on it, and stocky black boots that thudded as she stepped out of the SUV and toward the antique shop.

Gerald, tall and imposing, had utility belts criss-crossing over the plain white shirt on his torso, black jeans on his legs. He carried a small mechanical crossbow openly, apparently not caring if any police officers happened to see.

They entered the shop. A little bell rang. At the other end of the store stood a tall, pale, big-breasted woman dressed in a black, almost sheer gown, the straps lacy, her hips and legs totally exposed along with an enormous, narrow v running down the middle of her torso. The massive, hot flesh of her gorgeous tits so easy to see. Beautiful black locks of hair that ran down to the curve of her amazing ass. Her gorgeous face made Olivia instantly and irrationally jealous.

The pale beauty was attending a younger woman—a redhead who looked an awful lot like Olivia—and leaning over, one of her large heavy breasts resting on the redhead’s shoulders. They were both looking into a mirror together.

“You see,” Gerald whispered. “That’s her. Yasmin, the demon’s familiar. This is what I’m talking about. That’s a spell she’s casting, right now, at this very instant! That redhead has been completely entranced by her.”

Olivia considered. The redhead’s gaze did
 seem to be rather vacant. And her hands...oh wow.

The redhead’s hands were slipped all the way down her tiny, tight jean shorts as she stared emptily into the mirror, frantically pulsing in her pussy.

Oh, gosh. Oh, wow
. It was like the redhead was seeing the object of her every desire and could not help but finger herself in response.

Olivia could not explain the instant heat she felt at the sight. She knew it should have caused her revulsion or fear, but instead all she felt was a distinct hot flash running up through her body.

There was real, distinct power here. Power over the wants and needs of the flesh. And that was thoroughly, absolutely arousing.

“Let her be, witch,” Gerald called out, bringing up his crossbow with one arm.

The shop owner turned, but not before planting a small kiss on the redhead’s cheek. She smiled seductively at Gerald, and then doubly so at Olivia. Olivia did not know why, but she suspected that Yasmin could sense her arousal. The redhead stayed in front of the mirror, moaning and cooing vacantly as she continued to attend her shining wet pussy.

“Ah,” Yasmin said. “I thought it may be a customer, and so this vocabulary used, this ‘witch,’ it was so very confusing.”

Her accent was rich and exotic, coating every word she said and making it even sexier. Olivia felt it sliding against the corners of her brain, licking and massaging dormant acres of lust there.

“Stay where you are!”

Gerald held up the crossbow with one hand, another grasped firm on a vial of holy water pulled from his utility belt..

Yasmin kept approaching through, her walk sexy, deliberate, and slow. Every foot in front of the other, her hips swaying enticingly.

“But no, I see it is some evil-fighter. How good this is! I am no fan of evil myself. Evil is always so much trouble. Cutting, hurting, slicing, breaking.” She tsked, shaking her head. Her lovely dark locks slid around her shoulders, her back, like blanketed midnight. “I am much more a fan of delight. Are you not fans of delight then, that you would come into my shop to threaten me?”

“I am not threatening you, witch. I am ending
 you.”

And with that, Gerald threw the vial of holy water at her. Yasmin snatched it effortlessly before it could shatter, grinning, and then stared at it for a moment. Then she flipped the top off and swallowed it down. As Gerald watched, his eyes growing wide, Yasmin licked the vial clean, sliding her tongue around the long tube like it was a phallus. Her green eyes sparkled.

“Thank you, darling. It is so nice of you to give me a nice little drink like that. You are very kind for someone who wants to hurt me, yes? I think I shall suck you off for quite some time after I remove all these silly ideas about hurting me.” She smiled at Olivia. “Or perhaps 
I will encourage your little helper there to do it for me. Clearly, she wants to see what you taste like. Isn’t that right, little dearie?”

“Wh-what?”

“Don’t answer that, Olivia.”

“Don’t...don’t answer?” Yasmin laughed. “Oh, my dear man. You are just caught in a flood of denial, are you not? Can you not see how she wants you? How she would do anything for you?”

Gerald fired his crossbow. Yasmin, a slight flicker of annoyance flashing on her face, instantly blew on the incoming bolt, like some hair had slipped down over her eyes. The bolt disappeared into smoke.

Then she continued to speak, not paying any attention to the shock on Gerald’s face. “You ought to let her please you. Even if you do not want to do it my way, the eternal way, where she sucks you off for centuries to come, you still ought to at least let her taste your seed. That would only be nice of you. She wants it so very badly, after all. Don’t you, little darling?”

Olivia was stunned. “I...I...I...”

Yasmin smiled, snapping her fingers at the redhead at the back of the store. She could have passed for Olivia’s sister, and Olivia was beginning to think that was no mistake.

The redhead approached Yasmin at her command and knelt down in front of her. Yasmin smiled and, with a wave of her hand, dismissed the lower part of her gorgeous gown as it had been some kind of illusion. The redhead obediently moved forward and began licking away at Yasmin’s delicious pussy, her face soon covered sprinkled with hot juices.

“Come,” said Yasmin, breathing hard, a magnificent flush creeping up her pale breasts “Join us. It is so very wonderful here. You both will be wrapped in pleasure, always. It will be so very perfect for you. Please?”

“We have to get out of here,” said Gerald, grabbing Olivia’s hand.

Within ten seconds, they were completely out of the store. And Olivia could not help but feel a strong, palpable sense of disappointment—as well as a thoroughly hot sense of arousal from Gerald grabbing her and bossing her around.
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“THANK YOU FOR OPENING
 up a room,” said Olivia. “You don’t know how hard it is in this town to find a hotel that isn’t just a thinly disguised brothel.”

The proprietor of the hotel smiled and waved a hand. She was middle-aged and lovely, with gorgeous blond hair, her body kept in terrific shape. This hotel was on the other end of town from the antique shop, outside what Gerald hoped was Yasmin’s area of effect. All they had available was a single-bed room...for which Olivia had many hopes. Gerald had her handle things like this—finance activities, like arranging rooms and buying groceries. She used his credit card.

“Oh yes, I know all about that.” She handed Olivia the receipt. “Why hire other girls when you can just do all that work yourself?”

“I’m sorry?”

“No need to be sorry, dear. Now, what time would you like me to swing by and eat you out?” Her smile was seductive, her tits practically popping out of her tiny suit.

Olivia stepped back toward the door of the small office. “Oh, there’s no...no need for that. I mean. I’m with my man, I mean, a man, so, it’s...”

“I see,” the proprietor smiled. “You’d rather us both please him together. I’m sure he deserves it. He is a man, after all, and the needs of men are far more important than our own, aren’t they?”

“Y-yes?”

The proprietor had a clipboard in her hand, clicking at a pen. “Okay, let me see here...” she traced her finger down the clipboard. “How about if I came over in an hour, so you can have made him cum already, and I suck him off until he fucks your mouth and treats you like the dirty cockslut you are? Does that work for you?”

“No, I think...I think we’re fine by ourselves.”

The proprietor tilted her head, as if she had just heard an oven barking. “Oh. Really?”

“Yes. We just got here, you see, and so we’re very tired.”

“Ah. You were slipping him handies all day in the car, I bet. I 
understand. Shall I pen you in for a morning fingering?”

“No. No, nothing like that. I think...I think we would prefer our privacy.”

The woman’s nose wilted a bit. Clearly, she was offended.

“Well,” she said, an exasperated lilt to her voice. “The phone is in your room should you need me.”

Olivia rushed out of the office, crossing the parking lot to her room. What was wrong here? What was happening? From what Gerald had told her of enchantments, they could only have a small range of effects at one time. Unless Yasmin was somehow pumping the town full of multiple enchantments...

Of course.

She opened the door, smiling at having figured it out. The room was small—a bathroom directly on the right, a queen-sized bed with a television set a little bit further in. In one corner was a short pale blue barrel chair. Gerald rushed to her, probably the most excited she had ever seen him.

“I figured it out,” said Gerald. “The antique shop. She’s been selling evil artifacts to whole town. Those roped women we saw? The Bindings of Aramac. Those big muscled guys, turning those women into amazons? I’d bet my life that was from Proteus’s Tincture. She’s been selling and reselling all these things for...for months now!”

Trying to hide her disappointment that she hadn’t finally been useful, Olivia nodded enthusiastically.

“That’s good! That’s really clever of you, Gerald. But what’s it leading up to?”

“There’s a ritual,” he explained. “A ritual that requires massive amounts of lust and decadence to be present in order to for the atmosphere to be just right for it to work. Usually, it never gets this far. But she’s been playing this very safe. Very smart. We need to be on guard. We are in enormous danger, Olivia. That’s why I want you to have this.”

He handed her a small, gilded box, the kind that jewelry was kept in. Instantly, Olivia understood.

They were in so much danger that he wanted to show her how much he cared. He had been keeping it a secret because he was scared one of them would die and would be hurt. But now, with so 
much on the line, he just couldn’t be silent anymore!

“Oh, Gerald
,” she said, sitting down on the bed, opening it. “I never suspected...I never thought you would...I never...”

She opened the box all the way. Inside was a clunky vial of something that looked like salt. It was attached to an ugly, lead-colored chain.

“It’s essence of fairie. It’ll protect your dreams,” he said.

“Oh.” Her head drooped.

“This place, there’s so much magic...you can’t be too careful.”

“No, right. You’re right. That’s right.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. It’s nothing. I’m just...I’m tired. I’d like to go to bed now.”

“I was going to stay up for a while and work on some modifications. I think by combining spectre-wart and cauliflower, some really potent stuff could be enabled. I could put in the holy water, and bam! I’d like to see her swallow that, huh?”

The last thing she wanted right now as to be around him. If he started working in front of her instead of joining her in the bed, inside of which were contained all her hopes and dreams of snuggling next to him and stroking that enormous cock of his, she was going to scream.

“Could you do it in the car? I’m tired, Gerald. I’d like to get to bed. If you want to sleep, do bedroom activities, you know, then you can come in the bed too.”

“I’m wired.” His eyes were full of spark. “I’ll be outside, then.”

He left shortly. God, didn’t he see how disappointed
 she was? How much she wanted him?

Ugh, men. They were totally fine until you gave them a problem to solve.

She supposed she shouldn’t be trying to shack up with a professional problem-solver, then. Maybe she should just leave town. Why would she risk her life when he didn’t even seem to care about her very much?

Her before-bed routine was short—changing into a just-sexy-enough nighty that she hoped he would notice and enjoy, brushing her teeth and washing her face.

Twenty minutes later, Olivia at last laid down to sleep, not bothering to put on the amulet. She did not expect for sleep to happen well, or soon, or truthfully at all. But all the same, within minutes of putting her head down, she was dreaming.

Her dream then was very strange indeed.

She was in her bed, still. The proprietor of the shop came into the room and slid her tits along Olivia’s lips, letting her suckle at her big, bountiful bosom. The nipples were the size of and even tasted like strawberries. It was lovely. She felt blessed, really, to be sucking on such big, lovely, beautiful breasts at all.

“Soon,” said the proprietor, “you’ll be able to suck these all day long. You’ll do anything you want. You’re so important
, Olivia. We’ve been waiting
 for you. Won’t you come back to the shop? Won’t you make all our dreams come true?”

The proprietor was pressing harder, harder, harder onto Olivia’s mouth. She could hardly breath. Squirming, she stood up—and realized she had been dreaming.

She was sweating, but her body was covered with hot, sweet-smelling juices. Each sniff pushed the proprietor’s sweet perfume into her nose. It was a dream, but...but it seemed so very much like it had really happened! She teetered up off the bed and stepped outside, to go confront the older woman and discuss the situation with her like a rational human being.

And yet, when she stepped through the door, it rang in a friendly fashion...and she was back inside the antique shop.

What?

The hard, audible clicks of Yasmin’s tall gorgeous ankle-strap heels on the wooden floor came ever closer. Every little click was like someone licking Olivia’s pussy. She only became more and more aroused.

Yasmin arrived, looking somewhat sleepy, holding a candelabra that emitted hot, blue flames. Yasmin’s gown was blue as well, and sheer, her nipples completely visible...as well as her hot, delicious pussy. Yasmin’s hand slid down her body to one perfect breast, squeezing it invitingly.

“I see this girl come into my shop, so late at night, and I say to myself, I say, ‘Yasmin, this beautiful girl. She is here with clandestine 
nature, coming here in the darkness. Surely this is either for one of two reasons. She is very dark in her intentions, wanting perhaps to hurt me or my beautiful shop, or she is very ashamed, wanting to ask for something that she does not feel can bear the light of the day.’ So which is it, my lovely little thing? Do you wish me harm? Do you wish to thrust some stake between my heart?”

Olivia gulped, closely examining the exquisite curves of Yasmin’s tits. She didn’t feel capable of ever touching such perfection, let alone hurting it. God, her pussy was on fire
. Something about Yasmin just made her so fucking turned on
. Why couldn’t she turn it off?

Why did she even want to? It felt amazing
. She felt like she was going to float away on her own cloud of arousal.

“Or do you wish to ask me for something? Something perhaps that your master would disapprove of?”

Olivia shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts.

“He is not my master. He’s just my...my boss.”

“And you wish him to be more, yes?”

Olivia didn’t know what to say to that. But she could nod.

“I think this, I know this. My own heart is the heart of a girl, yes? I know the hearts of girls, pretty girls like you. We want the men in our lives to want us as we want them. With unrestrained lust! With passion that lasts for months at a time, with a need to be filled for weeks on end and to forget the rest of the world entirely! I know your heart, lovely girl. Do not doubt this.”

Olivia stepped closer, biting her lower lip. “What are you? How do you know all these things? Are you...a succubus? A demoness?”

Her knowledge of demonology was limited. She struggled to remember more from what Gerald had told her, but there was so very much...and Yasmin’s green gaze was so very lovely and enticing. It was hard to break her thoughts away from the gorgeous green eyes of the beauty.

Yasmin’s laugh was rich and lilted. If her laugh was ever put onto a stone, the stone would have to be marble, and it would have to be gilded with gold.

“No, my dear. Of course not. Such ridiculous things you say. I know both of those sorts of creatures. If they were here now, you 
would be quite dead, or well on your way. No, I am simply a woman, quite long-lived and well-versed in many subjects.”

Yasmin came close to Olivia, pursing Olivia’s arm between her big, wonderful breasts. Olivia, caught in Yasmin’s green gaze, barely noticed.

“But you’re...you’re so beautiful.”

“What is the purpose of being long-lived if you cannot remain beautiful? This was the deal I struck. Beauty and power for the pleasure of service. I begged my lord for the latter, and for my show of subservience to his will, he granted me the former.”

“You...you asked
 to be a servant?”

“Of course!” Yasmin nodded, her dark long locks stroking Olivia’s lovely face. “What could be better than knowing what you are supposed to do at all times? To have someone else decide that for you, to take away all pesky thoughts of anxiety and indecision?”

“But your will...your choice...”

Olivia’s lips were so very close to Yasmin’s now. It would be so easy to close that distance...so fun...

“Pesky, as I said. Unnecessary. My Master’s will is much more amiable to my mind. He is...” she stroked a lovely hand up the bountiful lands of her body, Olivia watching jealously. “...quite accustomed to being serviced. That way, when he tells me I do well, I know it must have been very well indeed. What possible better compliment could there be than to be praised by one who is constantly surrounded by the darkest, most sinful pleasures that this dimension or any other has to offer? I aim high for service...and the creativity I employ to serve is mine and mine alone. That is my choice. The vehicle of it, however, belongs entirely to him.”

“Are you...are you happy, serving?”

The thought bounced across Olivia’s head like a bowling ball. She had never really considered it before, serving like Yasmin was describing. Her idea of an ideal partner was someone who listened to her, who took in her input and valued her for who she was, not for the station that she filled.

But all of a sudden, the concept of kneeling, of being on her knees, seemed so very utterly hot. Yasmin kissed her neck. Olivia felt herself melting and flying away at the same time. Yasmin grabbed 
one of Olivia’s hands and slid it down to the lovely curve of her ass cheeks, so sparsely covered by the tiny hot gown the pale beauty wore. Olivia moaned.

“I have never been happier,” Yasmin purred. “I wake up each day with fresh, glorious purpose. I know what every beat of my heart is for.” Yasmin pressed Olivia’s body closer. She could feel each tender beat. “Can you feel it? Can you hear it? ‘Master. Master. Master. Master.’ That is the rhythm of my body.”

Olivia could hardly speak. Yasmin’s tits were so warm, so hot against her body! She felt like she was going to lose her mind forever in the deep, pleasant warmth of her amazing tits.

But then Yasmin pushed her away, smiling gently.

“N-nooo...” Olivia whimpered softly.

“No? You like my breasts? My body? You like the thrill of my Master? You would like a thrill of your own?”

Anything to be back inside of Yasmin’s glowing warm touch. Olivia nodded.

Yasmin held up a hand, drew it down, and then drew it back up again. A long, gorgeous mirror had appeared where her arm had waved. Olivia almost felt surprised...but not really. Yasmin was so lovely, so powerful.

There was nothing Yasmin could not do, nothing Yasmin could not make her believe.

Oh god, why did she find that so fucking hot all of a sudden? That Yasmin could just...make her believe something...oh wow
.

“N-no...” she tried to say. “W-wait. Stop...”

Yasmin wrapped her gorgeous body around Olivia’s, both of them facing the mirror. It was easy to see Yasmin’s firm, perfect tits crushed into even more perfect spheres against Olivia’s shoulder. Yasmin licked her neck, the action long and knowing, her tongue reaching up to flick Olivia’s earlobe. The entire time, Yasmin stared into the mirror, looking deep into Olivia’s eyes.

“Isn’t this lovely?” asked Yasmin. “Aren’t you lovely? A lovely little treat, you are. A beautiful girl for a beautiful world.”

“N-noo...so...so fast. It’s...you’re...I’m...stopp, pleeaseee...”

“You don’t want me to stop, silly girl. You want me to keep going until you don’t know what stop means anymore. Isn’t that right?”

Yasmin slid her hand up inside of Olivia’s thighs. Immediately, she found the beautiful young woman’s pussy, already wet. Where were her panties? Didn’t she have some on?

“You did not come here by accident,” Yasmin said. “Neither of you did. You found him on purpose, because you are the one who can seduce him. I know this. I made it happen. And he is the one I need...the one I need for my Master’s ritual to be complete, for my Master to be whole in this world. You will help me, my darling girl,” Yasmin purred, softly pressing against Olivia’s cunt. “You will help me, and you will know how Gerald fucks you. Isn’t that what you want?”

There was a bright blue flash, blinding Olivia for a moment. When her vision returned, she saw herself in the mirror, Yasmin completely gone. Behind her instead now was Gerald. Gerald with a ferocious look on his face, wrapping one hand around her throat. Oh god, that was so good. Being held, being controlled like that. Oh yes please
 grab her throat like that.

Gerald, driving into her from behind with sensational force. She could feel his cock, almost. She could feel him driving into her. She needed
 him so bad!


“Cum for him, Olivia,” purred Yasmin. “Cum for your Man. Say his name.”

“Oh Gerald!” she cried. “Gerald! Gerald! I’m yours! I’m yours! Fuck me! My Man! My Man! My Maaaannn!”

Sweet waves of orgasm blistered through her sensational young body. Her toes curled, her body twisted. She felt like she was screaming pure light. It was the most powerful sexual experience of her life.

She turned, and found herself on her bed in the hotel, the sheets twisted and her body covered in sweat. It had been a dream. Another dream. A dream to attack her with. She hadn’t been in Yasmin’s shop at all.

But oh god, she was so fucking aroused! Her pussy felt molten. If just one little finger dropped down there, then maybe she could find out just how
 aroused she had become...

Oh. Oh fuck. Her knees went weak, her arms lost all ability to move her off the bed, such immense thrills of pleasure cycling 
through her flesh. It felt like her pussy was the new center of her nervous system, capable of controlling every single movement, it’s only motive to bring itself more pleasure.

She had to resist. It would be so wrong. So very bad to give in. Yasmin would win if she gave in. Her Dark Master would rule the earth and then Olivia would have...Olivia would have Gerald
...

No! No...no, she couldn’t finger herself. No...no, she couldn’t. If she did, Yasmin won.


Cum for him, Olivia
. Cum for your Man. Say his name
.

Ohhh oh god. Oh god how was she not supposed to cum when she needed to sooo bad? Her pussy was roiling with heat. She felt like her entire mind was disappearing, replaced by a singular need to cum and shout her Man’s name.

Shifting in the bed only made the desire worse, heightening every sense and making her desperate to fuck, to be filled, to be her Gerald’s hot young teenage cumslut beauty.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh please...please...
”


Cum for him, Olivia
. Let him know you are his. Say his name.


Her fingers slid down to her clit at last. Her orgasm arrived almost immediately, and then again, and then again, her body bucking in the now-entirely wettened bed, soaked with her pleasure.

“Gerald, yes! I’m yours! I’m yours! Gerald! Gerald!”

She thought of Gerald the entire time. But she thought of Yasmin, too, cheering her on as she fucked him.


That’s a good hot slut
, she could almost hear the pale beauty cooing. You’re fucking your Man just how he deserves.


“Geerrraaaald!”

At that instant, the door to the room opened.

“Olivia? Are you okay? I heard you calling my name...”

She had to take in several deep breaths, her body still pulsing with waves of pleasure. She felt like some of the fog had been removed from her mind, though it was still hard to think.

“Nothing,” she said, shaking her head. “It was nothing. Just a...a bad dream, that’s all. Please...come to bed soon.”
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GERALD WAS TAKING A

 shower. As he soaped his well-muscled body and rinsed his thick hair, he tried not to dwell on the idea that this very well could be his last shower ever.

The demon-hunter was troubled by this town. He had been through quite a lot, but still, he was certain that whatever it was that was here was much more powerful than he had initially thought or that he was prepared to fight.

Just last night, for instance, when he was in his SUV trying to prepare materials for the town exorcism he had planned.

One girl was running from another. The pursuer was tall, blonde, perfectly proportioned, and gorgeous. Her face was gorgeous, like some movie starlet’s. The girl she was chasing was short, busty, and blonde also, though—if Gerald had to be chauvinistic about it—not very attractive. The tall girl cornered the shorter one against the wall and tapped her on the forehead with a long wand.

Right then and there, the shorter girl transformed—her legs growing longer, her hair becoming shinier, her tits becoming large and buoyant. She was, from all appearances, a perfect copy of the girl who had chased her down.

The new copy then slid the original into a loving embrace, kissing and holding, each of them sliding their fingers down to the other’s pussy to adore one another in perfectly matching rhythms. Another woman walked by in the darkened street...and the newly twinned girls rushed after her, wand in hand.

It was, all told, horrific and arousing. Gerald was ashamed of being turned on by it.

That kind of magic was far outside of his bounds. Mostly he dealt with aberrations—haunted houses that needed clearing, poltergeists who needed mollifying. The thought of such an incapably powerful force being so permanent in the town and so widespread was chilling.

Still, though, someone had to stop them, and he was the only person he knew that was willing to do it. Olivia had scared him, last night. When he saw that she had gone back to sleep, he made sure the amulet he gave her was around her neck.

It baffled him that she hadn’t put it on before. Didn’t she realize he cared about her? Hadn’t he said over and over again that dreams 
were full of dangers?

He had slept on the foot of the bed, making sure that nothing affected her like that anymore. She seemed upset about this, but he was adamant. He wanted to respect her space, but he had to keep her safe, after all.

Sighing, he shut off the shower and grabbed the towel to dry off. After some morning bathroom rituals, he walked out of the bathroom, only the towel on.

Then he saw Olivia on the bed, her eyes lighting up at the sight of him. She wasn’t kneeling, really, sitting down with her legs curled up to one side, staring up at him with clear longing.

Her body—so tight and sexy and inviting—was covered with violet lingerie. Violet stockings on her long, delicious legs. Violet panties, sheer, right above that, and a lacy violet bra with sexy interlocking clasps above that. Her breasts on perfect display, in such amazing proportion to the rest of her body Her heels—when had she gotten such tall heels?—were violet as well. And around her neck was a violet collar with a little gold ring danging around her throat.

“Welcome back, handsome,” she purred. Her voice sounded both young and much older than it normally did—husky, sultry, full of hidden meanings and desperate needs. “I’ve been needing
 you to come out here with me...to come out and play.”

She smiled, drawing little circles in the carpet.

“O-Olivia...Olivia, I think you’ve been affected by something in this room.” He began looking around for the culprit.

Still smiling, she shook her head, her beautiful auburn locks kissing her shoulders. “Oh no. It was a collar. Someone knocked and left it on the door.”

“And you just put it on? Just like that?”

He couldn’t believe it. After all that he had warned her of! This girl! This...this beautiful, lovely, amazingly toned and big-titted girl.

Oh, man.

“After I picked it up, I wanted to taste it...” she giggled. “So I licked it. And after I licked it—it tasted like grapes by the way, grapes and indigo—after I licked it, I just had to put it on. Because I want you to pluck me like a grape. I want you to crush me like indigo. I 
want you to fuck me until I don’t know how to think, Gerald. I’ve always wanted that.”

It was becoming very hard to put thoughts together. She had a way of drawing her shoulders together so that her cleavage became very pronounced. She had amazing cleavage, he found. Why had he not noticed that before? It had been there, right in front of him, this whole time.

“Don’t you want me, Gerald?” asked Olivia. “I want you. I want you so bad. I want to suck
 your cock
, Gerald. For starters. Then we can spend the whole day just dreaming up hot new ways for your cock to be inside me. Please?”

“O-Olivia. I...I had no idea. I...”

No. He couldn’t answer her like that. That was engaging her on the terms of the illusion, the seduction. She didn’t really
 want him. The magic, whatever it was, was making her think that. No, what she wanted was...what she wanted was...he didn’t know. If he thought she really wanted him, he didn’t know how he would resist. He’d been unable to properly voice his attraction for ages.

No. No. That was wrong. Maybe she did like him, somehow, some way. But that wasn’t important right now.

Olivia seemed to sense his indecision. She lay back on the bed, spreading her legs and crooking a finger at him.

“I want to be your slave
, Sir. You can do anything
 to me. Anything at all
. Won’t you please
 come here? We don’t have to fuck. Just hold
 me. Don’t you want
 to hold
 me, Gerald?”

A strong wind blew into the room, somehow. Was there an open window? His towel fluttered and dropped out of his hands. It was perfectly possible for her to see his semi-hardening cock.

“I know,” she said, licking her lips, her lovely eyes glowing at the sight of his manhood. “What if I just gave you a nice, hot little handjob, sir? Would you like that? And once you’re all hard, you can decide what you want to fuck me or not.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned.

Leaning up and crawling toward him, Olivia’s tits easy to watch. The valley of her cleavage seemed deep and crafted from some holy place that Gerald had only dreamt of. Her lips began to land around his thighs, kissing him softly, her hand wrapped tight around his big, 
quickly hardening cock.

It was not long before he was hard all the way, stroking her hair, looking deep into her gorgeous brown eyes. Fuck. She was so fucking beautiful!

“I need
 it, Gerald,” she breathed, staring up at him. “I need
 to feel your cum spray on my face, Sir.”

Her tits bounced rhythmically with every hot little tug of his cock. Precum was spurting out, making each stroke slicker and slicker.

“Cum for me, Sir, please? Cum all over my face. I need your cum in my face, Sir. Please? Please spray on me?”

He was going to do just that. That was a hell of an idea. He couldn’t stop himself now.

“Fuck yeah,” he grunted, tugging at her hair. “Fuck yeah, that’s what I’m gonna give you, Olivia. I’m gonna cum right in your face.”

Releasing at last, he unleashed on her face. Hot wads of his white goo ran down her cheeks, her forehead, her lips. Instantly though—almost in the few moments before he came—the tide of hormones receded from his brain, and he realized what was happening.

She was under something’s control! She wasn’t acting of her will! And he had played right into Yasmin’s hands!

Spurting cum all over her face still, he grabbed his pants, skillfully disengaging himself from her grasp, and sprinted out to his SUV.

He had exactly the right artifact to fix all of this. He hoped.
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AS THE SUN ROSE UP
 toward noon, Yasmin breathed in deep. Lust. Lust everywhere. Very, very soon, all would be ready. She could even smell the lust of that poor, misguided demon-hunter. Good. She wanted so very badly for him to feel pleasure. She hoped that he was happy. She hoped he was having a fun little orgasm to take his violent thoughts away for a while. It seemed like he was having far too many of those as of late.

Soon, Gerald would fall right into the trap she had laid for him. And then he would become part of something greater than he had ever imagined.

Yasmin descended down toward her cellar where her Dark Lord awaited, surrounded by tall dark posts and flanked by an enormous metal altar sporting dozens of erotica figures. His enormous shadowy form was corporeal now, though not made flesh. He needed a vessel for that—someone willing, or someone made willing.

She could hear him groan audibly as she approached. That was the only speech he could form, so far. All around his gigantic frame were thick chains—the chains that had been carried with him for thousands of years, when a cult of fanatics had imprisoned him. Over the last several months, Yasmin had weakened those chains, bit by bit, enough to grant him and therefore herself (and therefore again, him) even more pleasure.

Dropping to her knees, she crawled toward him, overcome with her lust. This lust had grown more and more with the more power she had unlocked for him, and lately she had been coming down several times a day to attend to his needs.

“Please, my Lord,” she begged as she drew close, pressing her head to the stones of the floor. “Please let me give you the pleasure you deserve, oh please!”

Countless others in this town she had transformed or manipulated, altering their wills and minds as simply as a cook prepared a meal.

But in front of her Lord, her thoughts were pure. She wanted only to serve him. Please him. Obey him. She became a desperate, hot, worshipful schoolgirl, endlessly in love with everything about the Male who dominated her existence.

Desperate and needy, she wanted to taste the hot darkness of his endless lust spilling inside of her mouth, her throat, her womb, in whichever place he wished.

If he were to cum endlessly for decades, she would be content to kneel in front of the stream the whole time, having her very soul soaked in his perfect hot seed.

His shadowed form tensed for several moments, and then from it, there formed a visible head and shaft of an enormous shadowy cock. Gleefully, she attended to it, taking his enormity into her mouth. She knew that she was one of the few who had been crafted according to his specifications—one of the few who could take him without being 
injured or damaged in the slightest.

Her gorgeous, overexcited body was so sensitive to his presence that she came immediately upon tasting him, her pussy almost vibrating from the speed and intensity of the orgasms being delivered to her all at once. Her tits bounced and slapped against each other sexily as she bobbed her head forward on his massive, perfect cock. It tasted like pure sin, wicked and delightful, giving her cum after cum, and Yasmin felt her mind turning off, and on, and off again as the orgasms kept hitting.

She welcomed the hot blinking feeling of her thoughts no longer existing again and again, all sense of self disappearing, ready to be filled with whatever her Master decided. She could sense his incumbent orgasm, the walls shaking as he began to bless her with his hot spunk.

He unleashed inside of her body, his gloriously hot gift filling up her belly with shot after shot of forceful, endlessly perfect seed. It was hot and gooey running into her body, the very same as any cum from a man, just more potent and tasting even more delicious. Over time, he sprayed less and less, pints turning to cups, and cups turning to tablespoons. She swallowed all the she could, obedient little cumslut that she was for him.

Any that landed on her face disappeared almost immediately, absorbing into Yasmin’s hot, perfectly pale skin. They would have made her more gorgeous—though of course, that was hardly possible. She was as gorgeous as any woman could hope to be. Otherwise, she would not be so favored by her Lord.

And almost just as soon as his blessing had ended, her Dark Lord dissipated. Yasmin felt a strong pang of disappointment, but overcame it. Disappointment was a distraction to her Master’s purpose.

Someone was approaching, of course. Only Yasmin was attuned to be in her Dark Lord's presence. A security measure. If any human other than her tried to see him when he was not fully ready to complete the ritual, then he would be entirely invisible from all eyes, even Yasmin’s, just as he had become now. That way, she could not give away his location or behavior on accident.

She heard footsteps on the stairs. It was Olivia, dressed in sexy 
hot violet lingerie, her face shiny with dried cum.

“Gerald is coming, Mistress” she said softly. “We should prepare, so that we may serve.”

Yasmin couldn’t agree more.
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OLIVIA WAS WAITING
 on a thick, fur rug for Gerald to come down the stairs. This time, he would fuck her. This time, she would win. Yasmin waited with her, Olivia in her lap, kissing the pale beauty happily. Yasmin wore crimson red lingerie, the sexy material contrasting hotly with her pale skin. It was a similar outfit to Olivia’s—lacy bra and panties, tight stockings, a sexy collar with a little gold loop in the throat—just of a different color. It was fun dressing so much like another girl just to serve a man.

She could have sworn that Yasmin had some other motive...that she wanted to serve someone or something else. But of course, that didn’t make any sense. How could anyone want anyone else when Gerald was around?

Above them, they could hear the store bell ringing, and then the door slamming. His stomps were audible. He seemed angry, swearing and calling out.

“I hope he is not so upset,” cooed Olivia. “I want him to be so
 happy.”

Yasmin stroked her hair, delivering accented coos. “He will be, darling. I guarantee it.”

“Olivia!” Gerald called down the cellar.

“Here, my love!” Olivia called upward.

He stomped down the marble stairs, clearly ready for anything.

“Olivia, I’m here to...here to...oh, wow...”

Yasmin had started kissing Olivia, and Olivia was happy to reciprocate. Yasmin was so very beautiful. She was such an amazingly generous woman, giving Olivia this hot violet collar to make her such a good, obedient loveslave. Olivia couldn’t wait for them both to fuck Gerald, as he so clearly deserved. Olivia’s hot ass slid against Yasmin’s lap, so happy to serve and be hers and hers alone.

Pulling away, Yasmin laughed delightedly. Her enormous breasts jiggled enticingly against Olivia’s.

“Do you like us, Sir? We knew you liked Olivia. You must surely like the both of us all dolled up, just for you.”

“N-no...no! I won’t let you do this!”

He pulled out a large flask and tossed it at the ground right in front of them. A thick cloud of smoke exploded upward, covering the both of them in sweet-smelling vapor.

When it cleared, they saw Gerald’s look of smug satisfaction turn to horror.

“I don’t...I don’t understand,” he said, coming closer, examining the cloud. “That...that’s supposed to destroy any evil it ever encounters. It was supposed to just...wipe it right out. I paid dearly
 for it. I gave up five years of my life to study how to make that!”

“Oh, darling,” Yasmin laughed. “Didn’t you hear me? I’m not evil. I’m just sexy. Now, won’t you please
 come here and fuck us both like you so clearly deserve?”

“You deserve it,” Olivia nodded, sliding up off of Yasmin and stroking her hot young teen body as she got on her knees. “You’re so brave and strong, Gerald. Come fuck me with your big, brave cock. Please?”

Gerald wasn’t moving, still stunned that his tactics hadn’t worked. Yasmin smiled and stood up, strutting over toward him in her tight red lingerie. She slid up against him, enveloping his muscled arm in her tits. She blew in his ear, licking it softly. He was stiff all over.

“Please, Gerald?” Yasmin whispered. “Please? Won’t you fuck her pussy? Won’t you complete our hot little ritual? We’re just hot, sexy babes who don’t know what to think or how to be without your cock inside of us. If you fuck us hard...we’ll know what to think forever. Please? You’ll like it so much.”

“N-noo,” he gasped, as Yasmin began to tug at his cock. “No. It’s evil.”

“I thought we went over this, darling.” Yasmin stroked his hair. “It’s not evil. It’s fun!” Her green eyes glimmered. “You’ll get to have all the fun you ever wanted. All the hotties you’ve ever dreamt of, worshipping your hot cock. Won’t that be a delight?”

He pushed Yasmin away, and for a moment, Olivia was 
disheartened...but then he came straight toward her. He pushed her back on the fur, and Olivia spread her legs right away. He ripped away her panties like they were nothing. Then her bra, exposing her hot, young teenage tits. His pants quickly came down, his big, meaty length revealed once more.

“Can’t take anymore,” he grunted. “You’re so fucking hot, Olivia. I’ve needed this.”

“Oh yes
,” she moaned. “I’ve
 needed this too! Please, Sir! Hurry!”

“Oh...god,” his thick, long cock slid at last inside of Olivia. “You’re sooo tight.”

“That’s because you’re my first, Gerald,” she cooed. “I wanted you for sooo long.”

That only seemed to encourage him to fuck her harder, not gentler. Oh, good. It was so
 good. As Gerald fucked her, he seemed to get more intense, more...dare she say it? More demonic. His fingernails clawed into her back, he bit her shoulder and left a deep red mark.

But her hot young beauty seemed to be too much for him. His thrusts were so hard, so fast. He was going to cum soon. She could feel him bucking.

If Olivia had the presence of mind to notice, she would have seen Yasmin chanting as he rocketed inside of her.

His cum spilled inside her, and all the darkness in the room rushed toward inside of his mouth. There was a long, earthy, primeval moan that emanated from his body. Olivia had never felt anything so hot, so powerful, flooding in her all at once. It overwhelmed her completely. She felt her body lifted up with bliss.

She had passed out. She didn’t realize it until she woke up, seeing Gerald on his knees beside her, starting to stand up.

Except...it wasn’t Gerald, of course. It was...someone else. Something else?

“Olivia,” not-Gerald uttered.

This new being had Gerald’s shape, that was all. The kindness of his voice, the spark in his eyes was gone. Gerald's eyes, in fact, were gone entirely, replaced by two burning brimstones. He was larger than Gerald too—every muscle bigger, every bit of him more defined. His cock larger by half again the length and girth that it was 
before. Deep, primal waves of wild attraction pulled Olivia toward him.

“G...Gerald? Sir?”

Olivia didn't know what to think, really. She was desperate to be told, though. Yasmin nodded happily, sliding up against Olivia. Her big pale tits so heavy and warm. Her eyes so vibrant, so green, glowing in the dark of the cellar.

“Oh yes. It is your Sir, darling, but it’s not really Gerald. Gerald is...gone now. And only our Dark Lord remains. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Yasmin’s gaze was so very beautiful. And not-Gerald had turned into something so utterly masculine, so impossibly arousing that Olivia was willing to believe anything at all that she was being told.

“Yes,” she said, her eyes vacant, her mind entirely gone. “Won-der-ful.”

Gerald’s flesh seemed almost like it was burning, breaking away, like the skin could barely contain him. Little cracks formed, blackness searing out from it. Still though, his body was phenomenally muscular, his features made only more masculine and handsome with the transformation. His brow was ridged and thick, his jaw dense.

Olivia’s cunt pulsed with constant orgasm. She needed this Dark Lord. She needed him to fill her up, for all eternity.

His muscular body turned toward Yasmin, mere feet away from his enormity. She melted in front of him, not quite kneeling but barely standing, her knees knocking, her entire body shaking with desire. It struck Olivia as somewhat odd and besides that thoroughly arousing that someone who had exerted so much control over an entire town was buckling with helpless, unrestrained delight at the sight of her Master, needing to serve him the way a newlywed bride needs to serve her groom.

“P-pl-please may I kneel?” Yasmin stuttered. “Please, my Master? Please, command me?”

Her tits were heaving before him. He lifted up one big hand, stroking her breasts, softly at first. Then he gripped them more firmly, rubbing his palm over one nipple and wrapping the tips of his fingers around her other enormous tit. Yasmin screamed with 
pleasure.

“For your service,” he said, his voice an avalanche of rocky maleness. “The first taste.”

Pushing her down to her knees, he pulled his enormous cock up. It was massive, veiny, the width of Olivia’s fist. She had no idea a cock that big could look so suckable, so amazing, so very much the definition of everything she had ever wanted to have.

A thick dollop of hot white cum slid out of his cock. He ran it across her lips, and she sucked it down eagerly. The foundation of the cellar cracked open, so much lust was building up in the small space.

Pushing Yasmin down, their Master got on top of Yasmin and started fucking her big, sexy, plump tits. His precum was more than enough lubrication, each hot slide between the perfect valley of her tits creating a hot schlucking noise that was music to Olivia’s ears. There was so very much of his cock, though, that Yasmin could take it into her mouth! And so he was fucking her tits and her mouth at the same time.

“Come,” he said to Olivia. “You will please me also.”

She came just hearing the command, automatically. There was nothing any female could ever do except cum helplessly, hearing such an amazingly dominant voice give orders.

She realized, looking at this Lord, that had never really loved Gerald—the way he treated her, or more accurately, the way he dismissed her. She wanted him physically, though. And she was so, so, so perfectly in love with this new Master who knew how to abuse her and use her the way that a slaveslut like her really needed.

She came close and he took her by the throat and forced her down onto Yasmin’s tits, ass first. So as he fucked Yasmin’s mouth and enormous breasts, Olivia’s clit also rode hard on his enormous shaft. His hand on her throat meant she had no choice but to guide her rhythm to the jerks of his arm—though of course, she was happy knowing that she was acting exactly as he liked.

She and Yasmin began orgasming in time, their bodies so completely under the lustful control of their Master. They could not do anything other than obey and cum, obey and cum. Existing before him was obedience, and obedience was pleasure.

She could tell he was going to cum when he began increasing the speed of his strokes, tightening his grip on her throat—though of course she knew she was perfectly safe, having obeyed him in every way. He manhandled her entirely, fucking Yasmin’s big tits harder and harder and harder.

His cum was akin to a volcanic eruption. The ceiling of the cellar cracked open, revealing sunlight from the cracked roof of the shop above. If it was possible for the two gorgeous babes to hear anything other than their own orgasmic cries, they would hear the chorus of orgasms exploding all at once from every person in town. The Master’s lust was unstoppable and insatiable.

His eruption of cum layered them in his steaming hot white goo, from head to toe he sprayed them down until they wore suits of his amazing hot seed. Olivia’s mind couldn’t handle it. It checked out entirely.

There was nothing left in her brain except an enormous pleasure and obedience center. All cognitive ability, all critical thinking, had been completely crushed by the onslaught of pleasure. Master stroked her body and then Yasmin’s for a moment, taking in deep breaths after his overwhelming orgasm.

Covered in his thick cum from head to toe, Yasmin and Olivia began kissing hotly, their mouths filling up with the extra sperm that had accumulated on their faces. Yasmin seemed more active than Olivia, more able to comprehend and create hot new creative thoughts for her Master, but it was so hard to notice such things when Yasmin was such a wonderful kisser.

Lost in their bliss with each other, they failed to notice their Dark Lord making his way upstairs. There was a whole town out there, and soon a whole world, waiting to be bathed in his bliss just as they had been. It would be so very perfect, very soon.
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Gang Heat: The Librarian
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A
ll around her were the hard, rugged bodies of dangerous men. They were bare, shirtless and pantless, but before their strong, masculine bodies she was the most naked.

She was the most vulnerable.

She was on her hands and knees, waiting for the next one to come and take her like so many had taken her already.

Her body, full of their seed and marked with scratches and bruises of their rough loving, trembled with desire.

When the day had started, she had been a virgin, and had expected to be so for a long time yet.  Now, there was nothing more she wanted at that very moment than to be filled, again and again.

It was no secret to her that they weren’t using any protection. She wasn’t on any birth control whatsoever. And so whatever they did, it would be permanent.

They would keep filling her and filling her until she her body was filled finally with that special present, that perfect gift—a new life growing in her fertile womb gifted to her by some anonymous member of the gang surrounding her.

They carried their guns still, but the guns weren’t necessary. Her will was theirs now. They could have made her do what they wanted by force of muscles alone—for their muscles were all hard, dense, and incredibly well-defined on their big bodies. They could have used their muscles—and they did, to hold  her down, to thrust into her, to pick her up and bang her against walls and books—but they never had
 to.

Because even though it took her some time to admit it to herself, 
she wanted this.

She wanted the degradation. She wanted the objectification. She wanted the debasement, the debauchery, the defilement that these hard, wicked men offered.

More than anything else, she wanted to be the subject of their gang bang.
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OUTSIDE THE LIBRARY
, snow gathered quickly. The weather reports were dismal and growing rather alarming—from all accounts, it seemed as though a blizzard was moving in. Lilah, the youngest librarian on staff at Pinewood Library in the town of Rosington, looked out the window with a mixture of concern and annoyance on her face.

“If they don’t let me go soon,” she said to no one in particular, “I’ll have to spend the night here.”

It was not an exciting prospect. The library was large—one of the larger buildings in the neighborhood, even with its long strip of locally-owned hipster-esque stores, complete with gourmet dog food cafeterias and organic children’s toy shops.

As the library was a large building, it was also inescapably empty
 when no one was there, and if there was one thing Lilah truly did not like, it was being alone.

Alone, like she was at home every night since her last awful relationship ended in an awful break-up, more than six months ago when she had graduated college. Her former beau wanted her to stay in town at Western University to wait on him hand and foot, but it wasn’t in the good
 way.

It wasn’t in the way that turned her on, the way that men sometimes were unstoppably hot alphas with fuck-you attitudes and muscles so big they strained XXL shirts, with cocks that reached to their knees even when soft, with thick hands made for choking and slapping and grabbing at hair to enable the roughest sex possible.

No, little Howard, a natural born coward, had wanted Lilah to take care of everything for him because he was too scared to take care of anything himself. Her internment as his girlfriend had been 
initiated largely through pity, and that was how it had progressed, until pitifully, she ended it. It was a good decision, but she still felt bad. It was unlikely he would find another girl as pretty as her—and he hadn't even had the guts to fuck her.

She would have been willing if he had ever been a man about it. But no, she was still a virgin.

The library was empty now. At least when her apartment was empty, it was a relatively small
 space. This
 place was positively large, and the deep caverns of books on all three levels of it (two stories and a basement) made it seem all the larger. There could be someone hiding anywhere. Or something.

Lilah read lots of books—obviously, as a librarian, it was sort of a prerequisite—and so her imagination got away from her sometimes. The nearest creaking board, shifting under the weight of the winds pressing in from outside, was a shadowy monster, ready to slide out into the open air. The heavy thumping as the trees outside dripped large gobs of snow onto the roof was some team of interdimensional commandos, hell-bent on murdering everyone they saw.

Or...taking. Forcing everyone. Especially the pretty girls...who they needed to breed.

There was no one around—no one in the library but her. There wouldn’t be
 anyone around with the blizzard coming in. Lilah found it easy to slide her fingers down into her tight jeans, quickly slipping the belt open and undoing her buttons.

Her fingers found her clit almost immediately, stroking there and deeply encouraging her tense body to relax, to dream, to think about those musclebound commandos barking orders at her. They’d have thick cocks and a need to breed.

Each one would be taken with the lovely young librarian. At five foot six and most of it long legs and heavy tits, Lilah was a looker for sure. Her hair, thick and a deep rustic brown, was kept in a long ponytail behind her head. She had on a red sweater that was easy to shift around as she daydreamed, her hand slipping up around a nipple. The tiny, erect protrusion of flesh sent pulses of pleasure through her body as she tweaked and manipulated its hefty circumference, soft moans exiting her mouth.

“Take me...” she whispered, closing her eyes. The commandos 
closed in on her, circling, cocks out. They grabbed at her hair, her tits. “Make me do it. Force me...shove it in my mouth, oh fuck...breed me...get me so fucking pregnant...”

Outside, the snow continued to gather, heavier and heavier. There was knowledge—distant now in her mind, pushed well behind the expansive forceful fantasy she explored in her solitude at the library—that if she did not receive a call to close down in an hour or so, by about two o’clock in the afternoon, then she would not be able to make it home in the snow.

The library had provisions for such occasions, as it snowed often in Rosington, and so there were extra space heaters and a generator and lots of food and drink to consume were she to be snowed in. In the upstairs office was a cot with a blanket and pillow. Her feeling was that probably she would be snowed in.

The government took its time about every sort of decision, and it required several links in the chain of command communicating back and forth rapidly to let her know information about the library closing even as early as a little
 bit late. Usually, the links did not communicate rapidly.

She slid against the wall, her fingers pushing up into her hungry cunt. If they were going to make her stay here, then she was going to make the best of it. She was not far from the window, sliding up against the wall just next to it with her glasses knocking against the stone walls.

If someone looked in at the proper angle they might see her, there was no real way to know exactly
 what she was doing, as her hands and pelvis were well-underneath the bottom of the window. Their only clue would be her closed eyes and her blissful expression, aching for the forceful hands of strong men who knew exactly what to do with a body like hers...

A series of hard, sudden shots rang out across the square outside. Lilah, for a moment, simply incorporated them into her fantasy—men were holding a gun to her head, firing them in the air to ensure that she knew they meant business. She would have no choice, no choice at all but to do exactly what they wanted. Her mouth wrapped around their cocks, a gun barrel pressed to her head, and she moaned with the thick heat of their cocks forced down into her 
throat...

The shots rang out again, followed by a series of tire squeals and the unmistakable cacophony of police sirens. Lilah, flushing furiously, cut her pleasure session short to look out the window.

It was hard to see anything in the gathering snowstorm. She could make out maybe twenty feet in front of the first floor window where she was, which was still very much the parking lot. Indeed, she had parked in one of the closest spots to the front of the building so as to minimize her time in the cold, and she had trouble seeing her car—which was the lone car in the parking lot at the time.

Hard tire squeals right outside the library set her heart racing. Something was happening. She heard heavy masculine voices just outside and then there were serious, powerful bangs against the side double doors.

Something was very wrong—someone
 was very wrong, and they were trying to get into the library after some kind of fight with the police.

Panicking, Lilah rushed from one row of books to another, teeter-tottering between biography and history, trying to get her bearings. The banging got louder and louder—and then there was a heavy crack as whoever it was broke through the outer door. There was only one set of doors left, and Lilah, in her panic, had left herself right in the line of sight in front of the invaders once they broke through those.

She rushed upstairs, taking care not to touch anything in her panic, trying to leave no trace.

She made it to the top stacks just in time to see a group of men, heavily armed with assault rifles, bust into her library. They carried large sacks teeming with cash and wore heavy ski masks on their heads.

Quick as she could, she hid herself in the books.
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HER CELLPHONE DIDN’T
 have any reception, and she already knew the land lines were out from the storm. There was no one coming to help her.

Obviously, Lilah was surrounded by bank robbers. She did not know where they had come from or who they were, but they had money, masks, and guns—and had broken into the library to hide out until the storm passed.

Lilah's impulse, initially, was to stuff herself in a vent and hide until they were gone, but she thought better of it. What if she fell and broke her leg or her neck? What if she got lost? What if she couldn’t get out and, for all the world knew, just disappeared during the storm?

So, she crawled as close as she could to the edge of the balcony overlooking the bottom floor. Her plan was to simply listen to what they had to say—to see if there was any indication that they would come upstairs or start shooting their guns. The moment something seemed ready to happen, then
 she would risk the vents.

The robbers were a good eight feet below her, all of them breathing hard and several of them looking out the window from the sides. It did not appear as though the cops had followed them. She heard the sirens growing ever more distant in the snow outside.

Lilah gulped. The blizzard was supposed to last for a good twelve hours before it let up. And even then, the roads would be too snowy to drive on for hours afterward.

Apparently, the robbers were thinking the same thing. She watched them gather, trying to formulate a plan.

“We’re stuck here for a while, Tanner,” said one. “I don’t see any way out of this until the snow lets up.”

“That’s fine,” said Tanner.

“Those cops are out there, circling. They’re gonna find us. If we don’t move, we—”

Tanner ripped his ski mask off. He was a handsome man, brutally so, with a jagged scar over one eye. Dark hair, thick and long, went down to his shoulders.

“I said it’s fine
, Dirk. You hear me? I’m in charge. Not you. So you zip it
 with that kind of talk before I bust your teeth in.”

Dirk held his hands up. “Okay, Tanner. I’m not trying to second-guess you. I just want...I want to know the plan.”

Tanner straightened. “The plan stays the same. We knew this might happen. Earl will be here when the snow slows to get us out of 
here. Meanwhile, we’re sitting on half a million dollars...” he grabbed Dirk, “...so cheer up!”

Tanner turned then to the rest of the crew. There were eight of them in all. Most of them had already taken off their ski masks. Lilah watched Dirk take his off, revealing a surprisingly youthful, cute face—like a young movie star—with a thick head of blond hair and sculpted chin line.

“That goes for everybody,” said Tanner. “This place is clearly deserted. Nobody would send their workers in on a day like this. So search around, pick up some food and water if there is any. If you find anything, call out. We’re just going to take it easy until the snow clears.”

“Hey uh, boss, about that.” The man who spoke up was burly and hairy, a man-ape with a thick brow and deep jaw. “I don’t know if we’re alone here.”

Lilah’s heart began hammering wildly, violently. Had they seen her? There was no way. There was no way!


“What are you talking about, Hammer?”

“I mean we’re not alone. While we were coming in, I saw someone in the window. I think a lady.”

“There ain’t no way,” said Dirk. “He’s imagining things.” He turned to Hammer. “You’re imagining things. There wouldn’t be anybody here, and besides, you couldn’t see through all that storm if you wanted.”

“I’m telling you, there’s somebody here,” said Hammer. “Some lady. We should find her.”

Hammer rubbed his hands together then, a sick grin on his face, and Lilah gulped, knowing exactly what he wanted to do once he found her.

They would take her. Force her. Make her theirs. These were bad men. Dangerous men. Men with guns. If they found her, there would be no way for to resist. No way for her to say no. She’d have to obey their every last desire.

Lilah was a beautiful young woman and she knew that even if she weren’t, these men would use her like a whore. Like a slut. Like a street-walking tramp. All the worse for her that she was beautiful. They’d each want a turn, several turns, at her body...and they 
wouldn’t care how many times she’d been used before.

Her cunt moistened at the thought. But she tried to deny her feelings of lust at the notion. This was serious. A gang bang was fine
 in fantasy where no one ever got hurt. But in real life...in actual, honest-to-god reality, it was a terrifying prospect that she didn't know if she could live through.

“Tell you what,” said Tanner. “Dirk, go check around upstairs. If there’s anybody, you’ll find them, won’t you?”

Dirk laughed, clearly still not believing Hammer’s story. “Yeah,” he said. “I’ll ‘find’ them.”

“Good.”

And so Dirk began the climb upstairs, languid, taking his time. Lilah froze at first, terrified. If she rushed away too soon, the sudden movement would no doubt catch Dirk’s eye. The man was clearly some trained killer, and would have no problem shooting her down if he thought she was some threat.

She began inching back away from the balcony, sliding into the nearest stack until the several layers of books covered her entirely. She was in the fiction section, R-S, and her mind raced hoping for some kind of plan.

There were study nooks in every corner upstairs. She could hide in one, turn a chair around and cling to a corner, and hope and pray that he wasn’t too thorough with his search.

Yes. Yes, that might work.

That would
 work, she insisted.

It was not lost on her at all that only minutes before, this was exactly the kind of thing she had been fantasizing about. There was a world of difference for her, though, between fantasy and real life and the wants a person had between them.

In her fantasies, she was a sex goddess, able to take the largest cock with no problem, able to suck down dick for days and drown her body in floods of hot man cum.

In real life, that sort of thing would terrify her. She had no idea if she could take a huge cock in her body, and though she loved
 to suck cock, stuffing a big one down her throat had always filled her with some manner of apprehension. Luckily—luckily?—her boyfriends in the past had never been all that challenging on that front. Poor 
Harold had barely taken advantage of her desire to suck cock at all.

In her fantasies, she was a willing cumdump for any hot-bodied alpha male who came by. But Lilah had values—morals. She was a virgin, and she was saving herself for someone she truly cared about even at the age of twenty-two.

These men were clearly
 amoral maniacs, like a pack of wolves who would tear her apart at the first chance. If they found out she was a virgin, they might kill each other with the rush to strip her of her innocence.

Soon she had stuffed herself into a nook as planned. Her hiding place was not much, but it was all she had. She quietly dragged a chair forward, thanking the heavens that it did not creak or squeak as she moved it over.

And she finished just in time. Very quickly she began to hear Dirk’s heavy boots browsing through the stacks behind her. The echo of his feet informed her of his position as he walked from one end of the rows to the other. She tried to hold her breath, and then could not stop from gasping, and so instead she tried to take very small, infrequent breaths.

Her heavy tits, so substantial and thick in her red sweater, made breathing somewhat hard with her chest smashed against her legs. But she was out of options.

Dirk was at the study nooks now. She heard him moving chairs around, poking into the tables with his gun. She remembered the gun he carried was large and black, a shotgun if she wasn’t mistaken. It would blow her head off at their close range without her being able to do anything about it.

Finally he came to her nook. For a moment, she thought she was safe. He moved the chair this way and that, and she pressed herself hard—hard—harder—into the corner, wanting to be as small as possible.

The footsteps stopped. She thought possibly she had squeezed herself so tight that she passed out and he had gone away.

And then the barrel of his gun landed on her shoulder.

“Come on out from there,” he said quietly. “Come out now and I won’t hurt you.”
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VERY QUICKLY, LILAH
 had to formulate a plan.

Right now, only this one knew about her. That was all—no one else. None of the others. If she could somehow keep it that way, if it could just be between him and her, then she could be safer. Safer than she would be without a pack of wild animals knowing where she was, ready to make her do...anything.

To make her do all the things she wanted so very desperately to do, to make her do everything that terrified her more than anything else.

Lilah had grown up in a home without a father, and so it was just her and her mother as she grew up. Dating had been frowned upon because her mother couldn't imagine any man other than her father, and so therefore all men weren't to be trusted. She was the classic second wave feminist, burning bras and swearing off penises forever.

Rebellion stoked a fire in Lilah's heart, however, and it was in this area where that fire burned the brightest. Her attitudes toward men became somewhat obsessive and regressive.

There was a part of her, a real part, that knew that the way she got turned on by assholes and cocky bastards was wrong and stupid. That she shouldn’t be so attracted to men who were clearly so wrong and so poisonous for society. And yet at the same time, without any kind of male figure in her life as she grew up, she was hopelessly attracted to any man showing those masculine features—even the negative ones.

Really, especially
 the negative ones.

Men getting in fights over women made her wet. She frequently had to relieve herself when she sojourned out to the dive bars around town, give herself a little finger play while she imagined—over and over again—the brutes punching each other for the right to take a woman home.

The thought of men treating women like property made her melt. Sometimes at home she slipped a collar on her neck and posed in front of the mirror, dancing and kneeling.

Every once in a while, she became obsessed with the idea of being 
a kept woman, a trophy wife to some mobster or hitman or corrupt billionaire, some petty cruel violent bastard who made no two ways about the best way to keep him happy. If she wasn’t ready every day with his dinner and a blowjob, he’d smack her around until she knew what was what.

Her cunt soaked regularly with the thought of being roughhoused, manhandled, being the subject of domestic violence. Being trapped by a man with no one to turn to, no one to seek for help. Totally isolated and with no other recourse than to suck his cock until he was happy with her again.

It was wrong
 to want that, to fantasize about that, to want to be hit and treated roughly, to be fucked like a ragdoll—but in her fantasies it all came from a place of love and affection. The men she fantasized about wanted her so badly that they couldn’t imagine anyone else having her.

They were so strong and sure that any threat to their well-being and regularity—even from within—was to be met with severe, swift harshness. If a man slapped her around in these fantasies, it was because he was teaching her a lesson of how to behave. It was because she hadn’t yet learned how best to serve him, to provide him with the peace and serenity he needed after a hard day’s work of hurting others to make his castle safe for him and his queen.

It would only ever be fault if she were struck, and she would apologize tearfully with a sloppy blowjob and maybe a call to her best friends, encouraging them to come and be roughfucked by her Man while Lilah cheered him on or even held the friends down.

Wrong. All wrong. Terribly taboo and sick and twisted. But it was her
 thoughts, her
 baggage, and she couldn’t just get rid of it because society didn’t like it. She couldn’t help it if violent, terrible assholes made her wet—if the thought of all those bank robbers downstairs, probably most of them ex-cons, with all those guns and muscles made her squirm with desire.

That fear was there too, of course...but it was the fear of reality not meeting fantasy’s expectations, nothing more. She wasn’t afraid for her life, much as she might try to convince herself that she was.

In truth, she was afraid that her life wouldn’t
 be ruined, that she wouldn’t
 become the trophy slut of the biggest badass around.

But sometimes, fears have to be confronted...and conquered.

One thing at a time, though.

Dirk stood above her, pointing his shotgun at her head.

“Don't scream,” he said. “I hate hearing women scream.”

She gulped and nodded minutely.

“Good.” He moved the shotgun away from her head. “We don't have to be unfriendly, do we?”

Lilah said nothing.

“You alone?”

She nodded.

“I find anyone else here,” he raised his gun halfway to her head, “I’ll kill you.”

She nodded. “I-I know. I’m the only one here. I drew the short straw. They all went home. I was supposed to wait for the call from our higher-ups to actually shut this place all the way down.”

Dirk nodded and then looked away, making as if to call out to his boss.

“I’ll suck you off,” she whispered quickly, staring up at Dirk and his gun.

She watched the surprise in his face with some hope in her own. He stopped his calling out and turned back to Lilah, kneeling before him. She wrung her hands under her breasts, thrusting them up, hoping he would take notice of their heaviness.

Praying he would look at how pretty her face was...how pretty it could look covered in his cum.

She pretended the wetness she felt between her legs was just her body's way of convincing her that this was the route she needed to take—that it wasn't her desperate need to slide her lips up and around his thick manly cock.

“What?” Dirk asked, surprised.

“Don’t tell them about me,” she said. “Don’t let them know I’m here...and I’ll suck you off. You won’t even have to make me. I’ll suck you dry. Just keep me a secret.”

Their position in the upstairs was well out of view from anyone downstairs, and whispering, no one could hear them.

He smirked. “And why wouldn’t I tell them?”

“Because then you wouldn’t be the only one to have my mouth on 
your cock,” said Lilah, hoping to god she was sounding sexy. “And then I won’t...they won’t...they’ll leave me alone.”

Dirk looked back at the balcony, raising an eyebrow. “You are awfully pretty,” he said. “They would take you on a ride. All day long, probably.”

She gulped. The dead certainty in his gaze and in his words sent a flush of heat through her body, causing the skin from her neck to her tits to turn a deep crimson. But still, she denied that was what she wanted.

For the first time, she looked at his crotch. He had long ago moved the gun away from her body—she was obviously no threat. Pretty, soft, and supple, everything about Lilah screamed “willing victim.”

The bulge in his tight, ripped denims was as sexy as anything she had ever seen. From her words, her pretty form right there in front of him, she saw it getting larger and larger before her eyes.

A heavy layer of drool began to form in her mouth, so much that it was getting hard keeping it inside. There was no almost no denying what kind of woman she truly was.

As she knelt before him now, staring up at his tall, heavy body, she could see clearly the way he filled out his tight sweater. Every muscle was sharply defined, big and bulging. His biceps were probably as big around as her thighs.

“J-just...just let me suck it,” she said, looking at him, eyes pleading. “I promise I’ll do a good job. No funny stuff.”

He looked at her, considering hard. It was clear he was tempted.

“I don't know,” he said, shaking his head. “You're gorgeous, but...those are my boys down there. I can't just—”

“I'll suck you so, so
 good,” Lilah insisted. “I promise. I'll make you cum right down my throat. No pulling out or anything. You can do it as many times as you want all day. I won't fight you. Not once.”

Sucking his cock several times, she tried to reason, was better than sucking the cocks of several men several times.

It was a simple logic, but it was a lie. The truth was that deep down, she had an opportunity to live out her fantasy, and her id was doing its best to live it out.

Dirk rolled his jaw around, looking at her and smiling and shaking 
his head. He slipped a hand down to her face, and she turned her head so that his thumb was in her mouth. She sucked it long and slow, letting him see what it looked like when a phallic object was wrapped in her plush, thick, cocksucking lips.

“Fuck,” he said, eyes getting wide. “You really are just a slut, aren't you?”

She nodded. Lilah didn't think she really
 was, she only wanted to survive, but then, being called a slut felt so good
...

He pulled his thumb from her mouth, and her lips unconsciously moved after it, aching for more.

“If you try anything,” he said, “anything at all, I’ll make you pay. And then I’ll find out who you are. You work here, right?”

She nodded.

“That means this place has records. I’ll find out who you are and I’ll hurt everyone you love. Do you understand?”

She gulped and nodded. Her hands reached halfway up, aching to touch that bulging mass in his pants. “Y-you don’t have to worry about that,” she said, practically panting. “J-just let me...j-just let me suck it for you. Please? It needs it...you need it...”

His temptation was obvious on his face. He was handsome, his jaw smooth and firm. Powerful muscles there flexed as he turned his head this way and that. He moved a hand down across the top of her head and through the thick layers of her hair, tugging and pulling slightly. She didn’t shy away from his touch, didn’t cry out or have any change in facial expression except to appear even more aroused. Her eyes, heavy-lidded, stared up at him with lust and she licked her lips.

“Just...l-let me...let me suck it...I promise to stay quiet. I’ll make it quick...”

His hands fell to his zipper and very quickly his cock was exposed. It was long and thick, veiny and turgid with desire. He leaned forward, pressing its thickness against her cheek. A long slimy trail of precum ran down across her cheek from under her eye to her chin.

For several moments after the reveal she was stunned.

It was.

So.


Fucking

.

Big!

She could hardly contain or express her excitement without screaming out loud, and she knew that was antithetical to the entire promise she had given him. Her stunned nature was so thorough that she actually appeared scared, and Dirk made a frustrated sound.

“I knew you was too good to be true,” he said, shaking his head. “Come on, girl. Take it or I put it up and take you down there.”

“N-no!” she whispered fiercely, sliding her cheek so her lips met his cockhead. A thick line of precum followed the shape of his cock from her cheekbone to her mouth. “I want it.”

And with that she slipped her lips over his cock and slurped him into her mouth. Her sucking was long and soulful, taking Dirk in with long, eager swallows down her throat.

He was so fucking big—he was so fucking big!
 Lilah could not get over the immensity of his size and her easy acclimation into taking him down her throat. All her doubts about being a good cocksucker were dropped the instant she felt his thick, long rod sliding with such ease down the back of her throat. She didn't know how she wasn't gagging.

A soft, insistent part of her simply said it was because she was born to do this.

Her cunt was sopping wet, so incredibly soaked that she could feel the moistness dripping through her jeans as she bobbed her head up and down his cock, deepthroating him entirely. There was nothing in this whole world, not a thing in the whole wide world, that she wanted more in that moment than to suck and suck and suck, just like she had always dreamt of.

Could she trust him? Would he actually protect her? She had no idea. But she was a captive
 now, and if she wanted her captors to find her valuable, she needed to start showing her worth right away. There was no time to lose in the race to prove that she could please this strong, dangerous man better than anyone else on hand.

Her mouth continued to work up and down his cock and, after a few moments, Dirk seemed to grow impatient.

“You’re good,” he said, grunting and shoving her toward the back of the study nook with his cock still inside her mouth, “but I want to fuck

 that pretty face of yours.”

Lilah could have died happy then. This man, this beast
, this utter brute of a man who would no doubt abuse her and treat her like shit if she was ever to belong to him, wanted to treat her like she belonged to him
. And so as he cornered her totally against the wall and began thrusting his hips violently into her body, she squirmed and moaned, hands flailing, body swamped with pleasure.

One hand, in desperation, came up to his ass and held on for dear life. The muscles there were firm and tough, just like the rest of him. With the grip solid there, she could use her other hand on her clit, playing with herself desperately as he powered into her body with gusto.

Pleasure, hot and wet, cycled through her body as Dirk rammed his immense cock down her gullet.

“Hey Dirk!” Tanner called up. “You find anything up there?”

“N-Nah, boss, nothing,” Dirk called. “Nothing yet. Just got a couple more places to look!”

He had to finish soon now. People were becoming suspicious. His thrusts became quicker, harder, fucking Lilah’s skull totally against the corner with a soft banging noise. She felt the back of her head knocking against the wall, knowing it would leave a mark or a bruise, and she didn’t care because it was so utterly hot for her to be used like that.

With a grunt, Dirk unleashed into her mouth and throat. At the same time, at the sudden flood of that heated spurting of pure masculine power, she came, her body overwhelmed with the perfect desire to feel pleasure as this beautiful man used her as the whore she truly wanted to be.

The sudden orgasm made her suck harder, her mouth tightening and throat squeezing on his thick shaft as it powered down her body with all that hot, heated perfect white cum.

Slowly, he pulled out of her, spurting across her face and neck. He grinned as he watched her clean herself up, swallowing what seed she could and fingering up the rest of it and gobbling it down. Smacks of it stuck to her mouth still as she leaned forward and slurped up and down on his cock, wiping him clean with what she had decided was his personal cumrag—her face.

“You are good at that,” he said. “I think I’ll keep you around. Don’t make any noise, y’hear?”

She nodded solemnly, dazed and a bit horrified at herself. Even despite all her fervent fantasies, there had been a part of her that had hoped that she would act like a rational person in such a situation. That she wouldn’t be overwhelmed with lust and desire, that she would do everything as she always had and respond with logic, rational thinking, and clear reasonable processes.

No such luck. Dirk had made a whore of her with little more than a gun, a beautiful body, and a huge cock.

He winked at her, and started off downstairs.
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“TOOK YOU LONG ENOUGH
,” Tanner said to Dirk.

Lilah took up her spot on the balcony again, crawling on her belly toward the edge. The difference now was, of course, that her belly was full of warm cum, making her feel a bit high as she overheard the conversation downstairs.

Her fingers drifted down to her clit, sliding across that gentle, sensitive button with great attention. Even though she had cum from sucking off Dirk, she was still horny...and hungry for more.

She could not stop the fantasies that began to form in her mind. They were uncontrollable, just like her own desire to suck and fuck.

In her mind, she quickly began to envision Dirk coming upstairs again and again, taking his payment from her over and over. He would fuck her mouth and throat until she was barely conscious, until the only thoughts on her mind were his cock and how best to suck it. He would fuck the smart right out of her, leaving her as nothing but an obedient cockwhore.

He would fuck her mouth again and again, so completely and so totally that she would just become absolutely hypnotized by his cum. There would come a time when he would arrive upstairs, and she would be fingering herself silly, just like she was now. Her legs spread wide, her pants torn off and forgotten, and she would crook a finger at him and beckon his bad boy cock to come and ride her hot young virgin librarian cunt into oblivion.

Eventually he'd have to leave. She would give him her number and her address. She'd promise to leave the door unlocked so he could come find her any time. And when he was there, she would wait on him hand and foot. She'd cook him meals and suck him off, getting her own meal from his cock. She would dress up solely in lingerie.

At night, after he'd fucked her a dozen times and made her cum a dozen more, she would whisper in his ear all the naughty thoughts she'd had while he was off doing bad things. She would tell him about all the banks and stores she researched, which ones had the least security, which ones would be easiest to take. Why, she would even help out, be a distraction, where tight flirty outfits so men would stare and want her while her man did awful deeds with his gun...

He would knock her up, of course. Oh god yes, she'd be so fucking pregnant that she'd barely be able to get around. His big badass dick would pump her full of babies, three or four at a time. She wouldn't have a choice
 except to get as pregnant as possible to please him. A dangerous man like that needed the most fertile fuckdolls possible to really get off how he wanted.

Her fantasies easily got away from her. Sliding her thumb across her clit was like turning on a remote to an alternate reality.

The men gathered down in an area around the front desk. Several had taken seats in the many couches. A few flipped through magazines. Tanner leaned over the desk, looking up at Dirk as he came closer.

“I wanted to be...y’know, thorough,” said Dirk.

Hammer approached him. He was a large man—the largest of any of them, with muscles like solid rock. He was built like some gladiator from ancient times, all meat and bone. Hammer took a long sniff of the air around Dirk.

“He smells like sex,” said Hammer.

“What?” said Dirk. “You’re crazy.”

Tanner leaned in and took a sniff. “You jerking off up there?”

Lilah, even though she knew where this was headed—knew that unless Dirk could convince them otherwise, she would be down there in that hellpit of men and cocks—could not stop sliding her fingers across her needy clit. Pleasure overwhelmed her senses—
Dirk's load in her tummy had turned her into a creature of pure lust.

“No.” Dirk smiled, as if this was some kind of joke. “Of course not. No.”

“Then you found somebody.”

“I’m telling you, Tanner—”

Tanner grabbed Dirk by the shirt, lifting him up off the ground. His feet wagged, struggling to touch earth.

Though Lilah was incredibly and obviously attracted to Dirk, the reasons she was attracted to him were all the wrong ones—his looks, his physicality, the nature of what he was. A bad man with a gun.

And Tanner, by lifting Dirk so easily—making Dirk so submissive
 to his will right away—instantly showed himself as the baddest
 man with a gun. She let out a little moan of heat, fingers diving deep up into her snatch now.

“And I’m telling you,” Tanner snarled. “Maybe up until now you’ve just been a little disoriented. Adrenaline pumping still from the job. You’re making rash decisions. Coming to think you’re invincible because we’re each sitting on a shitload of money between us. But if you keep telling me something that’s not true, and I find out about it, you’re in the shit. You understand me?”

“Of course I do, boss. Of course.”

“All right.” He let Dirk down and slapped Hammer on the chest. “Go upstairs. Look around.”

“Wait!” Dirk cried.

They all looked at him, expectant.

“There’s a girl, all right? I found a girl there. She offered to blow me if I kept quiet, but it’s not worth my life, okay? She’s up there.”

Lilah felt a hot orgasm rush through her system as she was revealed—as her entire plan came scrambling down. Her entire being felt dirty, unclean, nasty. She was getting off
 to being exposed. There wouldn't be a choice now. There wouldn't be any alternative at all.

She was going to be fucked by a lot, a lot
, of men.

And the second this had rung home for her...she came, twitching on the floor and staring down at all of them from above.

“A girl?” Hammer’s grin grew wide.

Instantly, he rushed upstairs, taking the steps two at a time. Lilah scrambled, barely able to button up her pants in time to maintain a little

 dignity. Instinctively, like prey before a predator, she backed up into the bookshelves, hoping to hide.

Everything in her mind was conflicted. She had just cum thinking about being found out—but now she was found out! Anything that turned her on always felt too real when it was actually happening. She looked desperately for some kind of escape, and all she could think of were the ceilings.

They were the paneled kind that led into a sort of maintenance area underneath the actual concrete of the ceiling itself. She powered up a bookshelf and pushed up at the tiles. Broken bones be damned, she did not
 want to end up in Hammer's hands.

Just as she was about to slip all the way inside, though, he caught her by the foot.

She looked down to see the barrel of his gun staring back up at her.

“You hold it right there, or I blow you away.”

There was no choice. She had no doubt in her mind that he would do as he said. Slowly, she made her way down. When she was halfway there, he tossed her over his thick shoulder. Every part of him was muscle and meat, a stout huge body that seemed made for breaking women like her.

She wondered if he could feel the heat in her cunt—the heat that was there even though she had just orgasmed minutes before. Certainly, he could smell it. If he smelled Dirk's sex, then no doubt he smelled hers.

In short order, they were downstairs and he tossed her to the floor in the middle of the gathered men. They were all in the center portion of the library where there was a large reading area. Around them were several couches and recliners, and lots of thick beanbags and pillows for those who wanted to read on the floor. Computers buzzed quietly, waiting to be woken from their electronic sleep. Overhead, the pipes shifted and groaned as the heat powered on and blasted downward.

Tanner stood above her, clearly in charge. He put a boot on Lilah's substantial chest, pressing his weight down on her. There was nowhere she could go, nothing she could do.

“You belong to us now, girl,” said Tanner, grinning wickedly. 
“Whether you like it or not.”
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IT WAS DO-OR-DIE TIME
. Sucking off Dirk had been a major step for Lilah. She never thought she was capable of anything like that in her life. But once she had started sucking him, taking his enormous length into her body, it quickly became the simplest thing in the world.

She had been, at that time, living her fantasy. Giving up her young, virgin body to Dirk had been simple, almost natural. There was something she could read in his eyes that made her sure he wouldn’t hurt her. That he wouldn’t give her up.

Of course, he had
 given her up...but only on threat of violence. These other men were too suspicious and dangerous for anyone to be safe. And that was Lilah’s worry.

She had seen all of their faces now. How could she convince them to keep her alive? How could she let them know that she was worth more to them alive than dead? What assurances would they have that she wouldn't describe each and every one of them to the police once they left?

Lilah was not a fool. She had heard of Stockholm Syndrome—the propensity for a kidnapped individual to grow a bond with their kidnapper so that she would start cooperating with them, or even more dramatically, fall in love.

Perhaps she was susceptible to that. Perhaps her need for some strong male figure in her life was being instantly complexified by being surrounded now by eight very strong, very masculine men, each more dangerous than the last—and Tanner the most dangerous of all.

So, when she spoke to them, she insisted to herself that this was all about self-preservation.

But it wasn’t, not really. It was about fulfilling every last dirty fantasy she had ever had in her life. It was about indulging in all the parts of herself that she needed to indulge. It was about giving in to her dirty thoughts, submitting to the concept of her as the ultimate whore, the prime slut, the best trashy fuckdoll that the world had 
ever seen.

“You don’t have to hurt me to make me do what you want,” she said, making her voice a coo.

Tanner's foot was still on top of her body. She slid her hands up his legs, holding him gently. Her touch was warm, passionate, like they were long-time lovers.

“Is that right?” asked Tanner.

“That’s right,” she nodded enthusiastically. She felt as though she had been possessed. Her words and actions hardly felt like her own; it was like another woman, a sexier woman, was wearing her skin. Her hands slid further up on his leg. “Just ask Dirk, there. He knows that I’m game for...anything.”

They looked at Dirk. He shrugged.

“She sucks a hell of a cock, I’ll give her that.”

“You didn’t make her do it?” asked Tanner.

“When I found her, like I told you, I was gonna turn her in to you guys. But she wanted to suck my cock. I didn’t tell her to. She offered.”

Tanner turned back to Lilah now with renewed interest. “Is that right? You’re into sucking cock?”

“I’m into anything you boys might like.” She licked her lips, making her voice small and breathy. “But...you’ll have to teach me.”

“Teach you?” He raised an eyebrow.

“That’s right. I’m just an innocent little virgin. I don’t know anything at all about having big, bad cocks like yours stuffed in me. I don’t know the first thing about someone driving into my mouth while another bad ass thug powers into my cunt. Or my ass...” she smirked. “Any hole at all, really. I wouldn’t be able to do anything
 to stop you. You’d have total power over me. Complete control.”

“Complete control...” said Hammer, stepping forward. His bulge was evident.

Lilah’s earlier disgust with him had faded. She had been judging him from an aesthetic viewpoint, which was erroneous. Really, the way he deserved to be judged was by his masculinity—and here was a man who would take what he wanted by force and hurt anyone who got in his way. If Lilah were his property, he’d teach her a new lesson every day, first with his hands and then with his cock.

She nodded slowly. “Completely under your thumb,” she purred. “However many of you can handle me at once. But...because I’m new at it, I might be scared.”

“Scared?” asked Tanner, eyes wide as he looked at Lilah with new desire.

Each new word she said lured them along, as if she had them all under a spell. Deep down, they were in control, but she was slowly controlling their cocks into the action she wanted.

Lilah nodded. “That’s right. So you’ll have to have lots of you fucking me at once. Just to make sure.”

“To make sure of what?”

“That I don’t go anywhere,” she smiled and giggled. “If I’m stuck between all your cocks, I won’t be able to do anything about it. I’ll have
 to stay put and obey and keep pleasing your cocks for as long as you need.”

“You,” said Tanner, taking his foot off her torso finally, “are one twisted little bitch. I like it.”

Lilah beamed. “Thank you...Sir.”

“’Sir,’” Tanner echoed. “I like that. I like respect. I tell you what, girl. You’ll get your wish.”

He began to unbuckle his pants, and Lilah got up to her knees. Her sweater was torn in places and her pants were barely hanging on.

“But,” said Lilah, holding up a hand, watching him undress with great anticipation. “I want something from you.”

Turner pulled off his pants entirely. His cock was even bigger than Dirk's and it wasn't even all the way hard yet. She let out a soft little moan at the sight of it. Such a fucking hunk.

“Girl,” he said, “with as turned on as you’ve got me, you know I’m going to take you whether you like it or not, don’t you?”

Her pussy couldn’t be any more sopping wet. She was positive there was a puddle beneath her on the floor. She didn’t care.

“Of course, Sir. But wouldn’t it be better if you took it from me and I was willing, trying to make it good for you?”

He nodded. “All right. What is it?”

“When you boys are done with me...leave me here. I won’t tell anyone you were here. I’ll say...you knocked me out before I could see any faces.” She licked her lips. “One of you will have to leave a 
bruise. Or maybe lots of you. But I promise not to say a word...just as long as you promise to fuck me as hard as you can.”

It was an offer none of them could refuse. Slowly, they began to encircle her. One man grabbed at her sweater from behind, and another from the front. Their hands ran up and down her limbs and torso, grabbing and pulling, until her young virgin body was totally naked before them. All her clothes were torn off by the gathered men, in a pile among the couches.

Before her now was Tanner's enormous cock. Lilah moaned with lust and took it into her mouth. For a moment, she struggled just to let it enter—it was so big!—but then his precum spurted over her lips and the shaft, and it slid down with ease. Inside her body, the heavy meat bulged her throat as she swallowed it down, taking in more and more.

The second cock ever to be inside of her virgin body.

Someone ripped her panties off from behind. She was shifted upward onto all fours, sucking Tanner down as she did. It was Dirk who lined up behind her first, his huge cock slobbering precum all over her ass cheeks as he circled her pretty pink virgin entrance.

She felt a hot, burning sensation of lust as his manhood powered into her cunt, ramming straight through any virginal resistance she had. There was a flashing moment of pain, and then all was forgotten about as overwhelming pleasure took a hold of her brain.

Soon, Dirk and Tanner entered into an easy rhythm of fuck. Dirk powered into her from behind, driving her mouth farther up Tanner's cock, and then Tanner powered back, driving her fresh cunt harder onto Dirk's cock. She squeezed at both ends, swallowing deep to let the flesh of her esophagus hug into Tanner's cock down her throat. And at her pussy, she clenched as hard as she could, so desperate to give Dirk a good ride.

The two wild men entered into a sort of competition with one another to see who could fuck her the hardest and longest. At first, neither seemed to have any weaknesses—both holding up with ease. They matched one another thrust for thrust, both men seemingly tireless. Around them, the other men cheered. Many stroked their cocks, thick and huge, in eager anticipation. Hammer especially seemed ready to fuck the willing young ex-virgin as ruthlessly as 
possible.

After several minutes of competition, Tanner surprised Lilah by being the first to show weakness. His balls tightened as they slapped against her chin, heavy doses of warm cum beginning to shoot down her throat.

“Good girl,” he groaned, pistoning hard down her throat. “What a good fucking slut.”

Lilah felt her entire body warm with the praise.

Almost immediately after Tanner exited Lilah, Hammer stepped in behind him and began thrusting in her throat. His body, so huge and hairy, was nothing like the smooth hard surfaces of Tanner and Dirk. They were sleek sports cars, but Hammer was like an eighteen-wheeler truck. He took a firm grip of Lilah's hair, tugging it as hard as he could as he shoved his thick cock down her already well-lubricated throat.

The increased force created more force on Dirk's cock as she squeezed with her whole body in a fight-or-flight response. She could feel him losing control and then unloading in her tight pussy—the first man ever to empty inside her.


Maybe I'm pregnant
.

The thought struck her hard and wouldn't let go. She desperately hoped it was true, despite everything. She knew she had no protection, and she knew too that these men were the most virile of all possible alpha bad asses...and she knew that no one with a body as hot as hers was anything but completely fertile.

It seemed like Dirk had won the battle of wills between himself and Tanner—but Tanner was still hard. Dirk, cumming twice now in such quick succession and with such a hot cumslut to guide him on his way, needed a little time to recharge. Tanner was as ready to go as ever. And so, as Dirk retreated from her cunt with his heavy cock softening, Tanner pushed him off and jammed his cock hard into her ass.

Oh god! God! It's so big!

She hadn’t been expecting this—and it was the hardest entrance by far of the day. But that did not make it unpleasant. There was about five seconds of pain while her body acclimated...and then pure pleasure.

Lilah had never dreamed that anything would feel so big

 inside of her. She felt like her entire body was swelling with his cock. When she clenched, when she flexed, her entire body flexed on his cock, and she could hear the effect it had on him in lustful groans.

Meanwhile, Hammer got closer and closer to cumming down her throat. The thought of his cum mixing with all the rest made her cunt even wetter, made her clench all the more tightly to Tanner's cock thrusting so deeply into her asshole.

“Fuck,” groaned Tanner. “Can't believe she's a...a...fucking virgin
...”

“Natural.” Hammer nodded, tugging harshly on her hair. “A fucking natural.”

Tanner slapped her ass, wild and unrestrained, no doubt leaving marks. Lilah moaned, hoping to encourage him to leave more and more. She wanted it all. The marks. The bruises. The welts. The cum. The cocks. She wanted everything
.

These two would give it to her. Her rising excitement was leading to another round of orgasms—for her and for them. Their pumps into her lithe young tit-heavy body increased in frequency and she began to feel and hear the tell-tale signs of their incumbent orgasms.

“F-fuck...” Tanner moaned. “Jesus goddamn, she's so good
...”

Hammer seemed to agree. He exploded down Lilah's throat, gifting her again with the sweet hot nectar of cum that she had grown so suddenly to need. And as he emptied into her, so did Tanner, filling her ass with his virile cum and marking that territory forever as his. No matter who came after him, they would always be compared to his mammoth cock inside of her.

They slid off of her young body slow, slapping her appreciatively on the thighs and tits, tweaking her nipples and raking their nails along her backside.

This was pure bliss for her. She had been through a transformation, a baptism by cum, and she was delighted for it.

Lilah turned, spreading out her legs toward the other men. Cum leaked out from her mouth, her cunt, her ass...and all she wanted was more.

“I’m not roughed up yet at all, boys,” she purred. “I thought you were real men here to teach me to keep my mouth shut like a good 
girl?”

With this taunt, two more bad men advanced, eager smiles on their faces, cocks growing harder with every inch of their approach.
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HOURS LATER, LILAH’S
 back and ass were a tableau of bruises and scratches. She took each as a badge of honor.

The bank robbers had left after the storm passed in the early morning, leaving her alive as promised. Soon, the police would arrive. Her story was perfectly prepared. She was a librarian after all—her business was understanding convincing stories.

The one thing she knew for sure was that her slutty, whorish awakening wasn't done yet. She wanted to do more and more—wanted to be filled again and again for as long as she could.

It was just who she was now. There was no more useless denying of the fact of herself. No more trying to hide behind fantasies that she didn't have the courage to enact. These men had shown her that with a body like hers, a face like hers, beauty like hers, any fantasy she had was ripe for the taking. All she had to do was be woman enough to present herself to the kinds of men who would take her like she so desperately wanted.

Of course, the men hadn’t given her any way to contact them. They couldn’t afford the risk.

But she gave them her address. And for each one, as they left through the door, she stopped to whisper in his ear:

“I won’t be locking my door from now on. Someone should teach me how unsafe that is.”
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The Steps To Control: New Man of the House
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I
t’s late on a Friday night, and Gerald, my adoptive father, grounded me just last night for the entire weekend. It’s really no fair at all.

“Constance, we have rules here,” he told me. “And I expect you to obey, like a good girl.”

Ugh.

All I was doing was talking to my boyfriend, Jerry, for just two minutes
 over Gerald’s stupid new curfew, and bam! Just like that, grounded for the whole weekend. My phone taken away, and my computer too. Can you believe it? Totally unfair.

I toss a stuffed bunny across my room. It bounces off some pink shelves, knocking a few containers of glitter to the floor. Luckily, they stay closed.

“It’s not fair,
” I say for the nineteenth time, pouting on my pinkified bed.

I hate all the stuffed animals in my room. And all the pink decorations, too. I came home last week and found out Stephanie, my adoptive mother, had just put all of this super girlish stuff up without even once
 asking me.

“You’re lucky to be here, Constance,” she said, in that weird new breathy sexy voice of hers. “You ought to be more grateful that I take an interest in making your surroundings clean and happy. Young good girls make a household happy”

Ugh, yeah right. I'm a totally mature young woman. I'm going to 
college in a few months, and hopefully far away from here. I don’t know what’s
 gotten into Stephanie. She and Gerald raised me for as long as I can remember, and it’s just...unsettling to hear her talk about our relationship like that.

The worst part about all of this is that Friday nights are suppose to be my nights to have fun. I get to go out with my friends, stay out late, have a good time. Isn’t that what eighteen year-old girls are supposed to do? I miss Jerry terribly and I want to tell him how much I like him. I think I may even love
 him. He's just like, the best boyfriend ever. He's cute and funny and plays sports. What else could a girl want from a guy?

I'm still dressed in what I wore today, just for him, to keep me on his mind since I knew I wouldn't be able to hang out with him this weekend. It's a hot, tiny nearly-sheer white dress that shows off my sexy young legs perfectly. There's no straps over my shoulders, revealing with relish the sexy tanned skin of my shoulders and showing off the young vulnerability of my neck. My young, perfect cleavage is shown just
 enough to be super cute, while still pretending that I'm a totally classy girl.

Wearing a sexy hot dress like this, I want Jerry to push me against a locker and skip class with me. He didn't.

Sigh.

I just know that Gerald has like, the biggest grudge against me for being young and pretty and enjoying life. I’m tall and blond, my breasts a perky, perfect 36C, my eyes bright blue. It’s possible there are other girls who maybe have bigger boobs at school, or bodies even more toned, but nobody can light a candle to my amazing face. I’ve got hot cheekbones, a perfectly straight nose, and lips so swelteringly perfect that I probably make those old Greek goddesses jealous. And, from the way Gerald acts, I know he resents me for being so pretty and available and fun. I sometimes think he wants me as much as some of the guys at school.

I think maybe he's mad at me too because we used to be somewhat closer.

Today is his birthday. If he had just asked
 me to stay home, like a normal person, I would have made time for it.

I would have! I’m not some evil bitch.

But no. Instead, he’s commanded
 
me to stay home. Like he’s some fucking king in a castle. Ugh.

It used to be on Friday nights, we’d have movie nights. We’d watch a fun little romcom or an old action movie, something cool. But he kept wanting to watch weirder and weirder stuff, things with lots of mind controlled heroines or beautiful naked young women. Once, he even suggested something that turned out to be softcore porn! He apologized afterward, saying he hadn’t known what it was, but like, I never felt quite right about it.

Nowadays, I just feel like he’s just like, the biggest, weirdest creep in the world. I don’t know what Stephanie sees in him. I certainly don’t know why it seems like, in the past few weeks, she’s become his total loveslave. It’s super weird.

Stephanie is downstairs right now, happily making dinner. Just three weeks ago, she was never home, working all the time, making a name for herself in business. I was certain she was due to become a VP at her company within a few months. Then she and Gerald had a really long conversation one afternoon when I wasn't home, and she announced at dinner—which she made, the first time in maybe five years—that she had quit her job to be a stay-at-home wife.

“Mom,” I said.

“Yes?”

“No. You’re a stay-at-home mom.”

“Oh,” her eyes went blank for a moment. Gerald nodded at her, and then she smiled and nodded too. “I suppose I am, dear. Thank you.”

Her voice has, since then, turned into something breathy and sweet, full of happy well-wishes and thoughtful advice. It isn’t exactly an unwelcome change, but it is a far cry from how she used to be—stern, cold, calculating. I had been sure they had been heading for a divorce.

There’s nothing else to do in this room. The pink wallpaper is making me want to vomit, as are the sparkles and stars trailing across the ceiling.

Frustrated, I go downstairs once more to make my case to Stephanie. Perhaps she’ll listen. She used to listen to me all the time. She was rather good at it. She wanted so much for me—to be an 
independent, successful woman like her.

I find her walking in glossy red high heels—four inches high, the tallest I’ve ever seen her in—her long dark hair draped down her back sexily, like she’s royalty, like she’s a queen. She wears a tiny dress underneath her apron, too tiny even to wear out at a club. Her thoroughly hefty bust swells against the dress and the apron both, revealing a good deal of cleavage. The fabric of the dress barely covers the curve of her tight, toned, perfect ass. I don’t inherit my looks from Stephanie, obviously, but she’s basically a brunette version of me in her mid-thirties.

She's preparing a cake for Gerald. I can see her icing out D-A-D-D-Y on the thick chocolate.

I used to admire her, being so beautiful, probably compelling men to do what she said in the boardrooms of big corporations by a sultry mix of looks, suave, and cunning. Now, the creature in front of me couldn’t cunning her way out of a paperbag, unless “Daddy” told her to first.

“Stephanie—” I start, but she wags her finger at me.

“Mommy, dear. You know your Daddy wants you calling me Mommy. It’s more...comfortable that way.”

She nods her head and smiles dimly, as if hearing him right then and agreeing.

“Mommy, then.” I get an odd little chill saying it. “Whatever. This grounding is totally unfair, and you know it.”

“Oh dear, that’s not a very helpful attitude.” Her voice is soft and breathy. “Your Daddy knows best. He knows...so
 much.” She begins pinching her breast. One of her hands slides lazily across the cabinet, spreading the ingredients all around. Flour goes everywhere, pasting her exposed cleavage.

I start to back away. “St-stephanie...Mommy...”

Her voice becomes even breathier, interspersed with moans. “I love him so
 much, dear. He always knows what’s right. He knows how to treat me so good...”

With a happy, orgasmic sigh, she slides back against the counter, sliding her hand up her thigh and inside the slip of her tiny dress. I’m speechless.

“Oh Daddy,” she whispers softly. “Oh...Daddy...
”

Soft schlicking sounds fill the kitchen. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. My mommy, I mean, Stephanie is fingering herself right there in front of me just thinking about Daddy!

Gerald, I mean. She’s thinking about Gerald.

That’s so...so fucked up. I have to get away.

I rush off to the entryway of the house, trying my best to ignore my mother’s burgeoning screams of ecstasy. I don’t even want to think
 about what must be going through her mind. Thinking about Daddy, I mean Gerald, fucking her! Ick!

But just as I start upstairs, Gerald walks inside, setting his briefcase down on the table.

“Good evening, dear. How are you? How about a kiss for Daddy's birthday?”

“Screw you,” I tell him, looking him right in the eyes.

He looks slightly amused, as if I’ve made a joke I don’t know about.

Upset at the scene I’ve just witnessed, I pop open his suitcase and grab the tablet from inside.

“I’m borrowing
 this,” I announce rudely. “You won’t let me use my computer, so this is happening, now.”

“I don’t think so, young lady. Entertainment is a privilege for those not breaking the rules.”

“Shut up! You can’t make
 me do anything,” I shout, my voice sharp. “You’re not my real dad!”

For a moment, he looks hurt. I feel terrible for having said it. Then he smiles, as if maybe I’ve unknowingly allowed him to do something.

“No. You’re right. Go ahead. Take the tablet.”

I do, too stubborn to apologize just yet.

Upstairs, in my bed, I buzz about on the internet for a few minutes. But shortly thereafter, the internet is shut off. I know it's him.

The tyrant! Taking away even the internet! What the hell am I supposed to do without internet?

Parents these days just do not respect their teens enough.

Fine, then. I decide that I’ll just read whatever’s on here. Surely there has to be something interesting.

Then I see what’s open on the library section. Pictures of hot, sexy young women in outrageous outfits, posing for the camera like they need hard, forceful cock pumping into their bodies. Each image is captioned with sexy titles. They’re books, I realize. These are covers of...of porn books?

The door opens. Gerald is there, a small smile on his face.

He’s a handsome man, after a fashion. He has thick dark brown hair and a lantern jaw. I don’t want to think about it, but Stephanie has been telling me over and over again how ripped, rugged, and hung he is. Hung like a fucking tripod, she tells me.

“Find anything you like, sweetheart?”

“Gerald, what is this stuff? ‘My Spicy Confession.’ ‘The Cheerleader’s Secret.’ These are all like, full of hot teens and older men fucking each other’s brains out. This is like, a joke, right?”

“Come on now, sweetheart. You know I like it better when you call me ‘Daddy.’”

Ew. No way.

I shook my head. “Yeah, right. I’m not doing anything for you until you tell me what these stories are all about.”

“It’s my birthday. You don’t want to do me the birthday honor of calling me Daddy? Not even once?”

“I don’t care
 that it’s your birthday. I hate
 you. And clearly you’re some...some disgusting pervert
. Why do you have these stories? Does Stephanie know about them?”

“They’re about what you’re going to want, sweetie. You see, your Mommy, she was hesitant at first too. But I convinced her.”

A low feeling of dread spreads over my stomach. “What do you mean, what I’m going to want? Convinced Stephanie of what? What are you even saying?”

“I convinced her that serving me and doing exactly what I said was the only real way for her to move through life. She agrees now, of course. She’s my good girl. Just like you will be. I fuck her any way that I want, whenever I want. I could have her sucking me off right now while I talk to you. I could have her stroking my big, fat cock while I spanked you, and she’d get off on it if I ordered her to. I could be fucking her from behind and she'd beg for the privilege of holding you down so I could have my way with you. Do you understand? 
You’ll be getting off on that too, my darling girl. You won’t have a choice. You’re going to be the perfect gift for my birthday, sweetie.”

“Sh-shut up,” I say, sliding backward until I fall down a bit over my stupidly enormous pink bed. I struggle to regain my footing, hitting the shelves behind me. They’re full of  tacky glass snowglobes of fairy kingdoms and big ugly pink picture books. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but it’s weird and fucked up and I want you to stop!”

He shakes his head, coming into the room. He holds the doorknob for a moment, as if considering shutting it. Then he smiles and swings it wide open. He doesn’t care who sees what’s next.

“I’m serious, G-Gerald! Stop! You’ve fucked up my room, and fucked up Stephanie somehow, and you’re just dead wrong if you think you’re going to do anything to me! I'm telling you—”

Just as soon as I was going to say something really mean, something about his dick I think, he pulls out this crystal from his pocket.

It’s soo....sooooo....

So shiny.

“Shiiiny,” I moan.

Nothing else enters my head. The crystal is so shiny and perfect. Its light enters my skull, not letting anything else in. No thoughts. No cares. No worries. Just the shiny, shiny crystal.

“Yes, dear. It’s very shiny, isn’t it? Very pretty.”

“Pretty,” I say dumbly.

All my thoughts are dripping away, like sorghum out of a pot. The crystal is sooo, sooooo pretty. I love it. I want to do anything it wants me to. I’ve never seen anything so pretty in my whole life.

“You’re totally safe, sweetheart.”

“Totally safe.” My voice tired, happy.

“You’re totally happy.”

“Totally happy.”

I am
. Isn’t that great? Being happy? I could be happy all
 the time now. I love this crystal.

“Everything feels good.”

I nod absently. “Everything...feels good.
”

“You don’t need to think.”

“Don’t need to think.”

Distantly, I can sense Gerald coming close. The crystal right in front of my eyes. One of his hands comes onto my hips, gripping it firmly.

“You’re a good girl. Good girls don’t ever think.”

“Good girls don’t ever
 think.”

His hand slides up my body, going up underneath my shirt. That feels perfect, too. My sexy teen body is so tight and firm and soft beneath his rough hands.

“Thinking is just too hard on your own.”

“Too hard...on my own...”

His fingers are on my nipples. Exploring. Touching. Tweaking. It feels sooo good. Everything feels good.

“You don’t find those stories gross.”

“I don’t...don’t find those stories gross.”

“They’re actually pretty cool.”

“They’re pretty...cool.”

Real men fucking hot teens. Men of the house taking their good girls. That's so fucking cool.

“They turn you on.”

“They...they...”

This one is hard. I have some block about the stories. I can’t think of what it is. Thinking is sooo hard for girls...

I think I hear a sigh in the background. I can't see anything but the light of the crystal. I don’t know what it’s from. Slim, feminine hands go onto my panties, sliding them down from my slight dress. A hot, soft little tongue starts licking at my clit. It feels amazing. All I know is pleasure and obedience to the crystal.

“Men turn you on.”

“Men
 turn me on.”

That’s true enough. Men like Jerry, maybe. He’s my...my something. I forget. I try to think, but it’s so hard to think on my own...

“Real men turn you on.”

“Real men turn me on.
”

So does this hot fucking tongue on my pussy ohmygoddd....

“I’m a real man.”

“You’re
 
a real man.”

Yesss...a real man. Just like...just like what's-his-name...

“I'm the only real man you know.”

“You're the only
 real man I know.”

Oh. That makes so much sense. That's so much easier. Gratitude floods through my simple little brain. More licking, more pleasure-pulses pounding through my pristine perfection.

“I turn you on.”

“You
 turn me on.”

I bite my lip. The tongue licking my cunt feels soooo fucking good. I am
 turned on. It must
 be him that's doing it.

“Daddy turns you on.”

“Daddy turns me on
.”

“What Daddy likes turns you on.”

“What Daddy likes turns me on.”

Those licks just don’t stop! The pleasure keeps building and building, feeling so very fucking good.

“Daddy likes those stories.”

“Daddy
 likes those stories.”

“Those stories turn you on.”

“Those stories turn me on.”


Anything
 could turn me on right now. Whoever’s licking me is an expert, and I can sense longing in the licks. The person doing it—a woman, surely—has wanted me for a long, long time.

“You belong to Daddy.”

“I belong to Daddy
.”

“I’m your Daddy.”

“You’re
 my Daddy.”

Oh my god yes yes I belong to him! Yes! I belong
 to Daddy!

“You don’t care about your boyfriend.”

“I d-don’t c-care
 about my...myyy boyfrieeeeend.”

I giggle, feeling myself riding on the waves of pre-orgasm. I don’t even know who
 my boyfriend is anymore.

“You’ll break up with your boyfriend.”

“I’ll b-break up with, ohgod w-with him
.”

Oh course I will. I'll be happy
 to.

“You never liked him anyway.”

“I-I never
 
liked him.”

“You’re so happy Mommy is my slave.”

“I'm s-sooo so happy Momm-mmyy is your slaaave
...”

I can’t hold it back anymore. The licking intensifies on my pussy and I can’t help but cum. I do so, hard, moaning and thrashing. My hands stay limp at my sides, my jaw opening and closing in helpless, obedient pleasure. I feel full, perfect emptiness floating inside of me for a long time.

But even as I return to reality, the crystal is there. My entire world, now. Before pleasure, during pleasure, after pleasure. All the make-up of my mind.

“You want to learn from Mommy.”

“Want
 to learn from Mommy.”

The licks haven't stopped, only slowed down a little. She's kissing me down there. Adoring my hot teen pussy.

“You want Mommy to teach you how to fuck.”

“Want Mommy to teach me how to fuck
.”

“You want Mommy to teach you how to suck.”

“Want Mommy to teach me how to suck.
”

“You want to be Daddy’s dirty whoreslut.”

His voice is getting so vicious now. I'm enjoying it.

“Want to be Daddy’s
 dirty whoreslut.”

“You love being Daddy’s fuckslave.”

“Love
 being Daddy’s fuckslave.”

I return his viciousness in kind. The fierceness he communicates with.

“I am hypnotizing you to love being my fuckslave.”

“You are hypnotizing
 me to love being your fuckslave.”

Oh god, that's what's happening. Huh.

“You love being hypnotized.”

“I love
 being hypnotized.”

Oh god, that's what's happening? That's so fucking great and cool! That's the best fucking thing I've ever heard of! The licks and kisses on my tight teen cunt keep going, steadily more and more passionate once again.

“You love that I’ve changed you this way.”

“I love
 that you’ve changed me this way.”

I do. My Daddy is so wonderful and good, to make me want this bliss! He’s so right, so very fucking right about everything! Oh, Mommy was so right to love him like she does!

“The old you was wrong and silly.”

“The old me was wrong. Silly.”

I barely remember her. Who can remember silly things, anyway? Like some silly joke a person told you when you were a kid, that old me is long gone and best forgotten.

“Now you understand the proper way.”

“Understand...the proper way.”

Slowly, a fog recedes from my brain. I can see the man of my dreams, my DaddySir, right there in front of me, putting something away in his pocket. He’s so handsome and good, and I just know he has the biggest cock in the world.

I can see it, in fact. Mommy is there in front of us, between us, stroking his enormous, thick-veined cock with one gloved hand while she licks away at my pussy. That’s so fucking sexy. She must have been the one kissing and licking my pussy the entire time he was hypnotizing me. What a wonderful Mommy she is, to help Daddy like that!

I gasp, realizing she must have been hypnotized too! How lucky for her!

“Mommyyy...” I moan, seeing her.

She made me cum. She licked me until I had a hot little orgasm, just for her and Daddy.

With a wink, she moves away from my pussy, and turns around, facing Daddy.

“Kneel with your Mommy,” he orders, putting a hand on my shoulder.

I get down on my knees, obeying happily, of course.

“Suck him like this, sweetie,” Mommy shows me, gulping down Daddy’s cock.

Her perfect, sexy lips slide over it so easily. He runs his hands through her thick brunette hair, wrapping her long strands around his fingers and tugging hard. God, she even makes it sexy when she slides off, licking the head with a sexy little giggle. Her eyes are all glazed over. I bet mine are too.

“I can’t believe I only did that for the first time like two weeks ago,” she says happily. “I don’t know how I lived without his big Daddycock filling me up.”

She giggles again, and I giggle with her. She’s so sexy. I love her. I lean forward and kiss her right on the lips, loving her totally. She moans, and then slides us up back toward Daddy’s cock. His bulbous head slides between our lips, and Mommy guides me on top of it so I start to suck him down. It’s the biggest thing, bar none, that I’ve ever had in my mouth.

I try doing it like her, but I can’t take as much. He’s so fucking big!
 I gag and slide back, coughing a bit. Mommy looks at me sympathetically.

Daddy, above us both in every way, is stern and unforgiving.

“Try again,” he orders.

Of course I obey, sliding my teenage mouth forward, my big tits hitting his knee. Mommy is licking my neck, so sexy and natural. Her tits press against mine. Her apron is ripped and her dress is askew, her body on display for her man. Our Man. Our Daddy.

I gag again, but Daddy doesn’t care. He pushes his cock down my throat anyway, hard. I gag harder, and Daddy just keeps fucking my throat. He’s such
 a man. I can barely breath, his cock choking me, and he just punishes my hot teenage throatcunt harder and harder. I almost feel like I'm going to die. I wouldn't care. So long as he's happy.

Finally he relents, pulling out of me and then immediately letting Mommy slurp him down.

“This is what good fucksluts get,” he says to me, holding my hair tight. “Watch close. This is what good girls do for Daddy.”

He fucks her mouth harder and harder, and Mommy more than keeps up, she excels
. She stares up at him with open lust, wanting more and more, wanting to be fucked and abused even harder than ever. His balls slap against her throat, and she just loves it.

I love it too. I hold her tight, loving to be able to be so close to her hot body.

I can see him tensing, his muscles flexing.

“Ask for it, sweetie,” he commands me. Ask to watch Daddy cum.”

“Oh yes, please Daddy!” I moan, fingering my hot cunt. “Please 
cum all over Mommy! Please! I need to watch it, please!”

Relenting at last, he pulls out of Mommy’s mouth and sprays all over her, covering her entire face in his big load. Hot, thick gooey white strands of perfect Daddycum land up and down her gorgeous face, marking her as his, totally. For a few moments, I am allowed just to witness, and be in awe.

I totally am.

“Clean Mommy,” he orders.

I lean forward with relish, licking Mommy’s beautiful face clean of cum. Daddy tastes soooo good. But...still. I wasn’t the one who was sprayed. It’s tough hiding my disappointment. He can sense it, of course.

“Are you jealous, sweetie?” he asks me.

I nod with big eyes.

“I’m soo jealous, Sir. I know she deserves your cum for being such a hot piece of slavefuckmeat for you, but I still want to choke on your cum. I don’t care if it kills me. I want to be filled with your hot perfect cum until I don’t know what side is up.”

As I spoke, Mommy was cleaning his cock with her mouth, moaning happily at my words. She loves how much I worship Daddy, how much I worship her husband. That’s so perfect, so wonderful. We worship him together. That’s how life should be for Daddy. He deserves his two Best Girls doing everything he says.

Mommy slides all the way off of Daddy’s cock, stroking him.

“Won’t you fuck her, Sir? Please? Please let me watch you fuck my daughter? I wanna see it. I want to watch you break her in, DaddyMaster. Please?”

In the grip of her soft, purposeful strokes, I can see Daddy’s cock has gotten so very big and thcik. He’s hard again. I can’t believe it. My Daddy is such a fucking miracle of man!

“Get on the bed, sweetie,” he commands me.

Of course I do as he says, hopping on the bed. I don’t have a choice. I don’t want one. I obey my Daddy.

“Spread your legs,” he says.

“Yes, Daddy,” I coo, obeying happily.

I spread them out all the way. My little gaudy anklets dangle, waiting for him. He climbs between my legs. His cock is so fucking 
huge. I would be scared I couldn’t take it inside me, except that of course I know my Daddy will take care of me. Nothing can hurt when he’s around. I’m always safe.

He enters my body with his thick bare meat, his thick rod pushing back my folds, taking my virginity exactly the way he should. It’s his to take. I’ve always
 belonged to him in body—now my mind and soul are along for the ride, as is proper.

His amazing shaft pushes harder into my slippery, wet velvety glove, and I can feel my fertile body straining to take all of him. He’s so fucking big!

“You’ll wreck me, Daddy!”

I say it with amazement, not fear. I love that he can destroy me with his cock. I hope that he ruins me for anything else for the rest of my life.

He starts picking up the speed of his thrusts. He likes it too, that he can totally destroy my teenage body however he wants. Mommy climbs up on the bed, licking his neck, holding him so tight.

“Yeah, fuck her,” Mommy moans. “Fuck our daughter. Fuck her harder, Sir. Fuck her SO hard. Fuck her fertile body until she’s broken, sir. Fuck into our hot fucking slave, Daddy! Fucking make her yours
, Daddy! She’s so fucking yours!

His fucking only intensifies. His enormity pounds into my tiny teenage cunt again and again. I love being so hot and wet and tight just for him. I can hear him grunting at how I'm squeezing on his big fat rod.

“Yeah!” I moan happily. “Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your little daughter! Fuck your hypnoslave daughter! I fucking love it! I hope you fucking make me more of your slave! I hope you break my mind forever, Daddy! I love it! I need
 it!”

My voice is almost raspy—dark and heavy from so much need, so many screams of joy. I can feel his orgasm approaching inside of him. His cock gets extra-hard, his balls retract just a bit, gearing up to spill inside me.

“Cum in her, Master!” my Mommy whines. “Cum in her like you deserve! Fucking claim her, Daddy! Please!”

“Please Daddy!” I whine with her. “Please Daddy! Please Daddy!”

It’s all I can say anymore. Bliss has completely taken my mind 
over. I’ve nothing left except perfect, hot thoughts of service and obedience. I cum, my body thrashing with the sudden rapture, and I can feel my Daddy release inside me.

It’s so fucking hot and good. His big, fat sexy creampie layering thick inside my hot pussy. He’s so good to me to fill me like that. I cum with his orgasm pouring inside of me, and my body thrashes wildly, holding him tight. He's my rockhard pillar through the storm of bliss that only he can provide. Mommy cums too, crying out, holding him as tight as I do. He can take it. He guides us through that overwhelming pleasure, giving us our perfect center. He's the man of the house.

He falls on top of me. His weight is so heavy and good. I feel so very safe, wrapped up with my perfect Mommy, my wonderful Daddy.

“Good girl,” they both whisper in my ears. “Good girl for Daddy.”

Daddy was totally right. I am the perfect gift for his birthday.
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The Steps To Control: Her Taboo Household
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“H

ello? Is anybody home?”

I hear my stepbrother’s voice resounding through the hallways of the house. Immediately, I get up from my spot where I’ve been waiting patiently—watching the wall while sitting on my bed and softly fingering my pussy—since I woke up and finished getting dressed early this morning, eight hours ago.

It’s important to obey orders. I always do. Daddy made sure that I did.

“Hello, Chris!” I call down. “I’m coming down now!”

My voice is cheerful and alert. It’s so important to let a man know he’s important and wonderful by being happy and active when he’s nearby.

I’m so very excited Chris is finally home from college.

Chris has always had a little trouble fitting in with others. He’s a genius, or near that, with computers—he’s been programming since he was ten, and when he turned eighteen he got a full ride at a prestigious technological university for some program he made up for optimizing search engines or something like that.

I’m not too sure about the specifics—all that knowledge is really just for big strong smart men, anyway. Chris had been headhunted by a few corporations, but Daddy insisted that he go to college.

I stand up in my room, stretching just a bit, my youthful, perky big breasts stretching out against the tight white fabric of my dress. Little trails of pussy juice slide down my deliciously tanned legs, 
completely uncovered by my short dress.

I’m a gorgeous eighteen year-old hottie, so wearing tight hot dresses just comes completely naturally to me. My body is lusciously toned—I do yoga for four hours a day when I’m not being blissfully drilled by my big, strong MasterDaddy—and so my stomach is tight, my ass firm, and my arms lean and hot. My back ripples with tight, soft flesh, every part of me made for displaying. My hair is blonde and long, floating down toward my ass in straight golden strands, and my big blue eyes have a comfortable, hot emptiness to them.

Men like to know that women aren’t thinking much of anything, after all—if women were thinking, how would we know to obey, right away, whenever a big strong man gave us an order?

My Daddy, using his wonderful magic crystal, made me understand all of this. He hypnotized me thoroughly, brainwashing me over and over again, brainwashing my brainwashing, until my original personality—whatever that
 silly thing was—has now been completely wiped away.

That’s for the best, I know. If my original personality was so great, then why would Daddy want to destroy it? And if it was neat being who I used to be, then how come I’m so fucking turned on all the time at the thought of being nothing but a piece of property for a properly hot and strong man to own absolutely?

There’s nothing in the world hotter to me than being a eager, willing, hypnotized fuckslave...and right now, Daddy has ordered me to be the hot eager fuckslave to my nineteen year-old big brother.

Stepping down the stairs is a somewhat tricky proposition in my super cool blue acrylic six-inch platform heels. Their bright sky blue matches the sexy bright blue knee-socks I decided to wear today.

Well, decided is sort of a loose term. My Daddy gave me some parameters—You are his perfect homecoming gift. Look sexy for him. Do everything he says. Make him command you
—and within those parameters I have some free reign.

Too much free reign, really. I would rather have my will obliterated completely. It’s such a pesky thing, floating around, interfering with all my decisions and pleasures. Real pleasure, real existence for a hot babe like me, is obedience to a strong, studly 
male. Daddy made me understand that.

My brother is the man of my dreams. I know he is. Daddy made me understand that, too.

Daddy had to fuck this understanding into me, of course. He made me love every second of it. And I did.

He even made me love that he had made me love it. Isn’t that so fucking hot? To be changed so completely, and just love that the change occurred—to love even that the love is manufactured? I don’t see the difference, myself. A manufactured love is one that I know is perfect for me—because it was crafted just for me by my perfect Daddy.

There’s nothing hotter to me than the fact that all my wants, all my desires are manufactured for me, and I need to let Chris know that.

Chris is in the study next to the entry, casually looking at a few books on the bookshelf right next to the doorway. His bag is at his feet, oblong and stuffed full.

“Hi Chris!” I chirp again, strutting down the stairs and onto the entryway. “You look so
 good.”

He looks somewhat stunned at my hot, tantalizingly clothed appearance. Good. I lean in for a hug, crushing my sexy big tits against his chest. For several seconds I nuzzle my nose into his neck, breathing hotly. His hands hang out awkwardly to the side, floating around my gorgeous teen bod.

He’s a lean young man, almost skinny, and sort of tall. He has a mess of dark hair that circles down around his eyes and large hands. I want those hands on my throat as his cock fills me up beyond all comprehension.

Chris has never had a girlfriend. In fact, I don’t even remember seeing him talk to girls at all, back when we used to go to school together. I remember a lot of mean pranks, as a matter of fact, some of them performed by me.

I don’t understand all that, now. He’s so hunky and cool. Everything he says and does is completely fascinating.

Still breathing hard, I move my mouth up to his ear, resisting the urge to lick and bite it.

“I’ve missed
 you, big brother. I’ve missed you so much
.”

He pulls away just as the need to lick his ear almost overwhelms my self-control. I mean, Daddy didn’t explicitly say not to lick his ear, after all. Just to take it a little slow.

“I’ve...I’ve missed you too, Constance.”

He lets out a breath, staring my up and down. I pose for him, putting one leg forward, sliding a hand over the polished half-globes of titflesh that I have so proudly on display. His constant blushing is quite cute, actually.

Chris has been my stepbrother for the longest time. Over ten years, I think. I’ve seen him giving me glances after I matured totally—because what guy wouldn’t
 want to fuck the shit out of a hot babe like me? Of course, until today, I’ve treated him sort of shittily. Handing down mean remarks about his skinny frame, or about all the nerdy geeky stuff he does with computers. Lots of comments about how he probably only fucked computers.

That wasn’t very good of me. I have to make up for it.

“So you must have like...a date tonight?” he asks.

I giggle. Biting my lip, I stare nothing but heat at him.

“In a manner of speaking. I’ve been waiting all day
 just needing this really, really special stud to come home to me.”

“Oh. Someone...someone is coming over? Should I take off for a while and let you...whatever?”

I bat at his chest playfully. “No, silly. You. You're my date.”

“You put that on...for me?” His face speaks disbelief.

“Of course I did. I need you to feel special, Chris. You’re so very special. You deserve to feel like the man of the house. Daddy says that’s what you are now, so I ought to treat you like that.”

“I don’t...I don’t know that I follow you, Constance.”

I giggle again, stepping closer. I take one of his strong hands in mine. They’re so big and large next to my dainty little palms and fingers.

“Oh, that’s all right. You don’t have to follow me at all. In fact, I’m the one who wants to follow you, silly.”

Licking my lips, I move one high-heeled foot forward, sliding it up his leg.

“What the hell?”

He steps backward, shaking his head.

“What the hell are you doing, Constance? Why are you dressed like such a slut? And why are you...why are you coming on to me? I mean, goddamn Constance. Put some clothes on, huh?”

I shake my pretty head, pouting. “I’m not sure I understand what you mean, Chris.”

“I mean you’re all dressed like a whore, to be frank. It’s...it’s off-putting. Don’t do it.”

With another smile and a giggle, I drop to my knees in front of him. He’s right in front of the bookshelf now, unable to back up anymore. Intense, devastating longing fills my face as I stare at his crotch and then up at him, my fingers floating up to his thighs.

“Are you sure you don’t like it?”

I place my dainty hand on his crotch, feeling there. There’s activity...but not much. He still is trying to squirm away.

“Are you sure you don’t like the thought of you...and me...all alone all weekend, with me begging for you to fuck my hot teenager face just like you’ve been born to do?”

“Constance...Constance, holy god Constance...”

My fingers slide to his zipper, beginning to pull it down. I stop for just one moment, relishing the moment—a mistake. He takes advantage of my hesitation and slips away.

“You’re fucking crazy!”

He storms upstairs, going directly to his room and shutting the door. He leaves his bag behind.

I hope he starts jerking off. I hope he jerks off thinking about my socks, thinking about my sexy socked legs sliding around his, needing him, pulling him close. I hope my brother strokes his cock thinking about his hot little sister, needing him, begging him to unleash his hot perfect cock on her.

But, I have no way of knowing what he’s jerking off to, or even if he’s jerking off at all.

How disappointing.

Daddy will be very displeased if I don’t show Chris how he’s the real man of the house now. And I can do many things in this house, but displeasing Daddy is not one of them. I’d rather die.

So, the direct approach wasn’t working. Luckily Daddy left me with an alternative.

I strut back upstairs to my room and grab my special crystal out from the drawer in my room. It’s so wonderful. It’s sparkly and violet, about the size of a thumb. For a moment I just watch its perfect sparkles and vibrations, loving the sight of it.

Its power doesn’t affect the person who picks it up, of course. No one would ever get anything done with it if that were the case. Daddy explained all about how it works to me.

Daddy didn’t need the crystal anymore. He had hypnotized Mommy, the twenty-three year-old twin Latino sisters next door, and the beautiful Asian housekeeper of the millionaires down the street (after taking three-quarters of the millionaires' fortune, of course). For the rest of his life, he’ll be adored by gorgeous hot babes and do it all in perfect luxury, just like he deserves.

I stroll over to the door of Chris’s room down the hall, wearing the crystal like a pendant with it dangling in my cleavage.

For a few minutes, he ignores my insistent, rhythmic knocking.

Then, apparently, he has enough.

“Knock it off, will you?” he shouts through the door. “I’m trying to concentrate.”

“So am I!” I enthuse. “I’d like concentrate on a conversation with you.”

“I don’t care! You’ll probably try and...I don’t know, be weird again. It’s not cool, Constance.”

I stroke the door, kissing it just slightly. I want the heat of my need pressing in on him in every way.

“Please come out, Chris. Or let me come in. Let me apologize.”

“You can apologize from there.”

“Not properly though. I want to look you in the eyes so you know I mean it. Please?”

I hear a heavy sigh, and then he opens up the door.

“Hi handsome,” I giggle, making my breasts bounce.

He almost starts to roll his eyes and close the door again, frustrated with my obvious come-on, but the bounce of my breasts draws his eyes to my fingers, which are twirled around the sexy little pendant I wear.

“What’s that...what’s that in your...in your cleavage...?”

“I found this in Dad’s stuff. Cool, huh?”

His gaze begins to glaze. His jaw goes slack.

“Cool...huh?” He echoes dumbly.

“It’s like, so cool. You can’t stop staring at it.”

“Can’t stop staring.”

His hands slip off the door. I giggle and let myself into his room completely.

“You love the crystal in my cleavage.”

“Love the crystal. Your cleavage.”

His eyes have a distinct shininess to them—it's more than just the reflection of the crystal. It's like the crystal is in
 his eyes somehow, even though it's still right there in between my perfect young tits.

“You love my cleavage.”

“Love your cleavage.”

“You love
 the way I look today.”

“Love the way you look today.”

Giggling, I move even closer and unzip his pants. They come down easily.

“You know you deserve to be surrounded by hot women, all the time.”

“I deserve hot women, all the time. Surrounded.”

His cock is beautiful and huge. I love it. Daddy told me to love his cock. So, of course, I do. Happily, I start to stroke it.

“You deserve to have me looking hot for you.”

“Deserve...unh...to have you looking hot for me.”

His breaths become hot and torn as I stroke him. He doesn't watch my sexy hand around his big beautiful dick—he's focused entirely on the crystal.

“You deserve a hottie sister.”

“D-deserve a hottie sister.”

I stroke his cock in perfect rhythm with my words and his. It’s slick with precum now, and soooo hard just for me. Big sexy veins bulge along its meaty, thick surface.

“You want to fuck hot women.”

“Want to fuck...unhh....fuck hot women...”

“You want to fuck me
.”

“I w-want to fuck...want to f-fuck...”

I step closer, pushing his head down into my warm, hot cleavage. 
His eyes right on top of the crystal now. I can feel his mouth just outside of the fabric of my dress, moving up and down.

“You want
 to fuck your sister.”

“I want to fuck
 my s-sister.”

“You don’t care about whether it’s right or wrong.”

“D-don’t care about unhh...right...unh...wrong...”

“You just want to do it.”

“...want to do it...”

His voice becomes more distant even as his cock becomes harder. I stroke his big veiny rod even faster. He’s so big now. His brother cock is so perfect.

“You deserve me.”

“...d-deserve you.”

“You want to fuck hot, fertile babes.”

“I want to fuck hot, fertile babes.”

“I'm a hot, fertile babe.”

“You're a hot, fertile babe.”

I can tell that he's been ready to cum for a while now. But he can't—not without an explicit order. Of course, I'm going to let him very soon. I couldn't live without his cum.

“You deserve all the girls you want.”

“...deserve...all the girls...”

“You love to control hot babes.”

“L-love to control hot babes.”

“You love to get hot babes pregnant.”

“I love to get hot babes pregnant.”

“I’m a hot babe.”

“You’re...hot b-babe.”

His breaths are heavily labored—the crystal must be most of his mindspace now. That's so hot.

“You can control hot babes with hypnotism.”

“Control...with hypnotism.”

“You can hypnotize babes with this crystal.”

“Hypnotize...with the crystal.”

It just makes so much sense for him to hypnotize babes. I want it to make so
 much sense to him to do this. I need him to know this, forever.

“You’ll hypnotize me all the time.”

“Hypnotize you...all the time.”

“You’ll own me. All of me.”

“Own you. All of you.”

“You deserve
 to own me and anyone else you want.”

“Deserve to own you...anyone else I want.”

I can't hold back my need anymore. I need him to spill inside of me. He's so ready to blow, and I'm so ready to suck.

“Cum for me, big brother. Cum when you feel my lips wrap around your cock. The second my mouth touches your shaft. Okay?”

“Yess...”

I kneel down beneath him and wrap my lips around his cock. Just as commanded, he cums the second I touch his perfect meat. His hot, heavy load of perfect brothercum shoots down my throat, spraying all over my mouth and pushing sweet, perfect warmth down my throat and tummy. He tastes so fucking good. I love it. I love my brother's cum inside me.

I stand back up after cleaning him dutifully, and put the crystal in his hands. I make sure to close his hand before I let go, not wanting to accidentally let myself be tranced by the trancee.

After several moments of standing still and wavering, he seems to snap out of the trance, his eyes regaining some semblance of consciousness. Is that what’s it like for me?

Mmph. I wish I had a video of him. Of me. Hypnotism is so fucking hot. I wish I could videotape Chris hypnotizing my fragile little girly mind and then watch it with him later on, stroking him off and thanking him for enslaving me so totally. Wouldn’t that be perfect?

“What’s...what’s...” Chris shakes his head. “Did you just suck me off?”

Nodding happily, I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him on the cheek. “Yes, Sir.”

He takes a moment to think about that.

“Good,” he says finally. “I deserve that. I deserve you sucking my cock.”

“You totally do, Sir. Would you like me to do it again?”

“Yeah, I...hold on.”

He opens up his hand, seeing the crystal inside.

“I...I know this...somehow...”

“It’s the hypnosis crystal,” I say. “You use it to control me.”

“I do?” He struggles for a moment. “I do love to hypnotize hot women...and you are a hot woman...and I totally deserve to have you serving me any way I like.”

Each word comes out feeling a little foreign, but I can tell he enjoys saying each phrase, enjoys meaning it.

“I agree completely.” I giggle happily. “Why don’t you try it and find out?”

“Suck me off for a minute, let me think.”

I do so, kneeling down and sliding my lips back around his perfect cock. My young teenage pussy is so amazingly sopping wet just from following orders.

“I remember now. You hypnotized me.”

I moan happily, so agreeable. He moves a hand through my perfectly straight blond hair. His face becomes very relaxed...and then very agitated.

“You have to understand, sis. I want to fuck you. I’ve always wanted to fuck you, even before you hypnotized me. It was never a matter of not wanting to fuck you. It was a matter of being a little afraid...”

I slide my mouth off his cock. “A-afraid, Sir?”

“Afraid that I would take it too far. You were a total cunt to me in high school, Constance. You made fun of me every day. You went out of your way to make sure I never got a girlfriend. And I was afraid that if I fucked you, I’d choke you and fuck your mouth so hard that you wouldn’t be able to go out in public for a week.”

My pussy starts to get even more dripping wet. A puddle begins to form on the carpet below me.

“Do it,” I urge him. “Do it Sir, please? Teach me my fucking lesson. Teach me how to be your proper
 slut. Make me pay
 for making fun of you.”

I slide up on the nearby bed, facing up, and tilt my head back toward him. “You can fuck my mouth just like this, Sir. You can fuck my throat, choke me, slap me, anything you like. Please?”

His enormous hardness moves over my face...and then he pulls out the crystal. My entire vision is taken up by the strength and size 
of his perfect cock,

“I’ve never...never been with a girl, Constance. Is that okay?”

“Is that okay?” I echo.

He shudders, stroking his cock over my face. My lack of will, of decision-making power, is absolute. The crystal owns me. He owns me.

“It’s okay,” he said.

“It’s okay.” Her voice was so reassuring.

“You think that’s hot.”

“I think it’s hot.”

God, it was so
 hot that he had never been with anyone else. I was so lucky to be with someone like that!

“You’re really happy I’m a virgin.”

“I’m really happy you’re a virgin.”

Virgins are great! There’s so much to teach! So much to do! Everything would be heavenly for him! What could be better?

“You always wanted to be my first.”

“I always
 wanted to be your first
.”

Oh yes, I did! That's why I never wanted him to have a girlfriend! I wanted to be his very first girl.

“Other guys were just practice.”

“Other guys...just practice.
”

“You don’t care about...about Dad.”

“Don’t care about him.”

Why would I care about Dad? Who cared about him? I needed my Brother
.

“You only want me.”

“Only
 want you.”

“You only want my brothercock.”

“Only
 w-want your brothercock.”

My tongue slides upward and gives it a little lick. It's everything I've ever wanted.

“You love it when I choke you.”

He wrapped a hand around my neck. I cum, instantly. My body thrashes, my mouth coming up to kiss and slide around his cock for several moments. . That’s what love is.

“I-I love
 it when you c-ch-choke me.”

“You know I’d never hurt you...more than you wanted.”

“I know you’d never hurt m-me more than I w-wanted.”

“You like it if I slap you a bit.”

“I’d love
 it if you’d s-slap me a-a bit.”

Right away, he slaps me. I cum again, thrashing, breathing hard, licking his cock right above me. He slaps one more time, a little less playfully. It stings. I cum anyway—I love
 it when he slaps me!

“You know you deserve it.”

“I know
 I deserve it.”

With a groan, the crystal moves away and he shoves his big fat meat inside of my mouth. With everything he has, he fucks my gorgeous plump teenage mouth like it's a hot pussy. His hands clasp around my throat, using that grip to drive my helplessly obedient body into his crotch. I’m nothing but his total plaything. I love that he has such perfect control.

“This is for sophomore year,” he grunts, fucking me as hard as he possibly can. My mouth remains a perfect vacuum.

“And for junior year...”

His fucking intensifies
. I can’t even believe it!

“...And for senior year...”

If he fucked me any harder, he’d probably start leaving bruises. I would love it if he did. But instead he cums explosively, his seed piling down my throat, and then he pulls out and sprays all over my face.

“Thank you Master,” I gasp out, my voice somewhat raspy. “Thank you!”

“I’m not done with you,” he says.

“That’s wonderful, Master,” I sigh dreamily.

Such stamina!

Flipping me over onto all fours, he slides his semi-hard bare cock into my soaking wet pussy. Inside its hot, tight warmth, he gets fully hard again almost immediately...and especially so when his hand finds its way around my throat again.

My Master just loves to choke me, to show me how he owns me so completely. That's wonderful. I want him to revel in his ownership of me.

“You cum for me, you fucking sister slave,” he commands me. 
“You cum at each and every stroke.”

He thrusts his hot, perfect hardness inside of my fertile young body. I cum instantly, of course, following orders. A low, hot squeal exits my mouth, my mind overtaken by hot wonderful bliss. His big brother cock is so very wonderfully good. It fits in my special sister cunt so perfectly. I’ve never felt anything so hard and full in my life. I wish I could hold the fullness of him inside of me forever. With a raunchy moan, he begins to pump in my cunt with hot rhythm.

I cum with each and every stroke. I can’t help it. His cock pushes so hard against my clit, and he ordered me to cum for him, besides!

He pulls me backward with his grip on my throat—I’m soooo very flexible from my four hours of yoga a day—so that my face is right next to his. His free hand then comes around again with the crystal. I cum, thrashing in his grip, just from seeing it, just from his brother cock thrusting inside of me, and from knowing what he’s about to do. I love being hypnotized so much now.

Instantly upon seeing the crystal, I feel the ocean of his will surround me. I am nothing but his toy, his puppet; I am the reflection of his will in this world. That is all I long to be and want to be.

That feeling, combined with the constant orgasms provided from his cock sliding in and out of me, put me on another plane of existence. Every single thrust in my pussy feels like he is fucking reality itself, dominating it like he absolutely should. He deserves this. He deserves
 me.

“I’m the best you’ve ever had, sis.”

“The best I’ve ever had! You’re so fucking right! I love you!”

He fucks my pussy harder, wrapping his hand tight around my throat.

“I’m way better than anyone else.”

He so fucking is! It's getting harder and harder to breathe. I don't care.

“You’re way better than anyone else!”

“I’m better than him. You know who. Say it.”

“You’re better than Daddy!”

My voice is ragged, tiny. How could I possibly breath when there's so much pleasure pumping in my body? With his hand on my 
throat, I breath pleasure now.

“You don’t care about him anymore!”

“I don’t care about him at all!”

“You only
 care about what I want, and how to please me.”

“I only
 care about pleasing you!”

“You want to be filled by my seed.”

“I want to be filled with your seed!”

“You want me to get you fucking pregnant.”

“I want you get me fucking pregnant!”

He erupts inside of me, squeezing me one last time around my throat. I love it. His precious hot, white brothercum fills up my cunt, and finally his grip releases a bit. I gasp in sweet air, my heart rate skyrocketing. Everything I am, my brother owns and possesses. He even owns my right to breathe. That's so delicious.

He slides off of me and then pulls me close, my head down next to his abs. On the floor, I can see the phone is blinking red. There’s a message.

In all the ruckus, we must not have heard it. I know part of my duties are looking after the house, so I pick up the phone and listen for a moment—and then a broad smile crosses my face. It's from my adoptive sister.

“Claudia is coming to town soon,” I giggle into my BrotherMaster’s ear.

“Oh yeah? Your sister, Claudia?”

“That’s right. I want to hypnotize her, Master. Then you’ll get to have us both, Sir. You’ll get to fuck us both as much as you want.”

One look at the grin on his face lets me know that for my Master, that would be the most perfect gift of all.
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I
really can’t believe what I’m hearing.

“You hypnotized our sister?”

Chris smiles. “Oh yeah. Lots of times. I wasn’t the first one to do it, but I’ve made sure I’ll be the last one. I think I even got her pregnant, too. She's not showing yet, though.”

We’re in the kitchen of my parents’ house. I’m home for this one summer weekend, just to visit. Nobody told me that the only people living in the house now were my brother and sister—my parents long gone, to some permanent vacation in the tropics somewhere.

Constance isn’t my actual sister, just like Chris isn’t my actual brother. He’s my stepbrother, just like he's Constance's stepbrother. I was adopted in my Mom’s first marriage—so I'm Constance's adoptive sister—before Chris was part of my family. But it’s been so long now that I think of him as my brother, and as Constance as my little sister.

Chris is nineteen. He’s slim, with dark hair that sits on his head like some shaggy rodent, moving in all different directions. When I used to live with him and my mother and stepfather and Constance, I thought of him as nothing more than a nerd. He was always stuck upstairs on his computer, working on some new program or another. He eventually got a scholarship for his abilities with all that hardware.

I went off to college on a gymnastics scholarship. I’ll be in my junior year when school starts up again next fall. I’ve been doing 
gymnastics for more than ten years, and my body is sooo toned and tanned as a result, just like a gymnast's body should be. I can see Chris trying to peek down my slim white blouse as he stands in front of me in the kitchen, and struggle not to push his face away.

“How would you be the last one to do it? Are you gonna follow her around forever?”

He shakes his head. “Of course not. I’ve installed failsafes. If anyone else tries, she’ll just go to sleep until I tell her to wake up. Or after six hours, whichever is first.”

“You’ve...installed
 failsafes into our sister? Chris, come on. I know this isn’t true, but still. Cool it with your language, okay? She isn’t an object.”

He smiles again. “She very much is, if I want her to be. I used her as a table just the other day while I had Amy suck my cock.”

Amy was the asian housekeeper. I saw her leave just as I was coming in. She had a content, empty smile on her face. Her eyes were totally blank. I think she was eighteen—I think in fact she used to go to high school with Constance.

Huh.

That Chris is sure he had gotten his own sister pregnant troubles me. But he acts so cocky about, so content...it can't be true.

“While you had...” I roll my eyes. “I don’t believe you. How about that?”

He shrugs. “That’s fine. It’s not a very believable thing to say.”

“No, I mean I’m just not going to indulge this anymore. This conversation is over.”

I wave my hands in the air, turning my head and thinking of what to do next.

I'm home right now for more than just a visit. To be honest, my apartment is getting too expensive, and I really need to have a back-up plan in place. I’ve been spending all of my time partying, and my grades have suffered. I’ll pass, barely—but I’ve got no prospects for a job. I came home fully intended to beg my parents for some money, or at least a place to stay for a little while.

But Chris says he’s in charge of the house now...well, no way
 am I going to beg him for anything. Stupid little nerd.

I’ve been having a great time at college, but I do miss my family. I 
missed Constance most of all. She’s just two years younger than me, her at eighteen and me at twenty, and I...I have to admit, I’ve had a big crush on her for a while now. I know it’s sort of wrong, but I can’t help it. She’s so gorgeous. She’s like the definition of a major American dream girl with her big tits and straight blond hair.

I’m no slouch myself—my dark hair, long legs, and perky big tits get a lot of stares around campus, especially when I have my gymnastics gear on.

In fact, I’m totally beautiful. Sorry, I can’t help but say it. It’s totally true. It’s sort of vain to say that I’m so hot, but it would be disingenuous not to as well, right? It’s sort of funny to me how natural and easy it is to be so perfect and sexy, when other girls spend so much time trying to get just a fraction of what I’ve got without any effort at all.

I know it’s totally evil, but that kind of thought really makes me warm at night.

As for the rest of my family, well. Chris is...Chris is okay. He’s a major dweeb. It seems like he’s taken all that major dweebitude and turned it into major creepitude at college. Which is like...whatever. I’m just glad I don’t have to live with him anymore.

When we lived together, I used to catch him sneaking peaks at me in the shower!

Ick. My own brother, right? Constance used to tell me he'd send long stares her way as well.

I mean, it’s understandable. Constance is totally hot, and so am I.

Today I’m wearing a fun cream-colored skirt and a matching blouse. The blouse strains to fit over my big tits, not really doing that great of a job at it. That’s okay, though. I’ve got great boobs.

Even now, I can see him checking me out, trying to get a look down my shirt.

Well, too bad, creep! I’m not available for like, seven dozen reasons, not the least of which is that you’re my family!

I start walking off back to the car to grab my bag. Then, I’m going to lock myself up in my room and wait for Constance to say hi. Anything not to deal with Chris anymore.

“I can prove it,” he calls after me, right when I'm in front of the door to the outside.

Of course, that’s the only thing that could get me to stop.

“Prove it?”

He smiles and nods. “Certainly. You don’t think I’d say all of that and not have anything to back it up with, do you?”

Now it’s my turn to shrug. “Maybe not, but as far as I’m concerned, there’s no actual way to
 back all of that up.”

It’s not like I don’t understand why someone would
 want Constance under their control. Of course I’ve had lots of fantasies about such a thing myself.

I’ve always wanted Constance, at least a little bit. I've never actually been with a guy. In fact, I’m a fully fledged lesbian, a card-carrying member of the lick-her license league. And I think in part that had to have started with Constance. She’s so gorgeous—toned, trim, tanned, and titanically titted. I just want to kiss her from neck to her cleavage, just let my face sink in those beautiful teenage breasts and stay there for years before sinking to her hot, perfect snatch and licking, licking, licking
...

“Come on,” says Chris, breaking me from my daze. “Follow me.”

He grabs my hand and leads me upstairs. I shake my hand off of his, of course—it’s creepy, him holding my hand.

As we ascend, my cell phone buzzes. I have...eighteen messages from my girlfriend? That’s weird.

My girlfriend Maxine is your typical college nerd. She’s cute, wears thick horn-rimmed glasses, her bushy red hair always in a ponytail. I love kissing her freckles all the way down her soft, pale skin. I’d hate to think she’s upset with me for some reason.

I don’t remember her calling. I just spoke with her, like right before I came into the house, too.

Huh. I stare at the phone, trying to discern what’s been happening. A lot of these text messages seemed distressed—where are you? Answer me! I love you, please call me back!—
and so on.

“Drat. I forgot about that,” he said, taking the phone.

“Hey...” I say, my hands trailing after it.

He's above me, at the top of the stairs.

“Don’t worry about it, okay? We’re talking about Constance.”

“We can talk about her after you give me my phone back.”

I put my hands on my hips. I try to be very intimidating.

There’s that damn smile again. “Tell you what. You come upstairs with me to see her, and I’ll give you your phone back. Deal?”

I nod reluctantly, stepping up to the top of the stairs with him. He walks me down the hall, putting a hand on my shoulder. I shake it off. He puts it right back, like he’s comfortable with it. Like I should welcome it. Instead, I put up with it.

“I’m glad you’re doing this with me. I like to talk about it.”

“You like to talk about it?”

“Sure. Don’t you like to talk about what interests you the most? Some days, I want to fuck her all day long. Other days? I think it’s nicer to let her pleasure herself. And most of the time, she just loves to be in trance. We figured out early that the person holding the crystal—that’s what’s doing the hypnotizing—the person holding the crystal can’t hypnotize themselves as they hold the crystal.”

“Of course,” I roll my eyes. “How would anyone ever be hypnotized if that were the case.”

He doesn’t seem to notice my sarcasm. “Exactly! So, we did
 find out that we can put on a recording of herself, and I can dangle the crystal on a coat rack and hang it down in front of her.”

I take a second to process this.

“So, you wrote a script that she had to memorize.”

“Right.”

“And you made a recording.”

“Right.”

“And you rearranged a coat rack.”

“Right.”

“And you did all this through trial and error.”

“Right.”

“Just so she could hypnotize herself?”

“Right!”

“For god’s sake, Chris, why?”

He looks genuinely surprised. “Because it’s really hot?”

Again I roll my eyes in disgust. “When did you start all of this?”

He considers. “I don’t know. A week or so ago?”

“No, I mean this whole...this particular session.”

“Oh. When she got up this morning. At eight.”

“So she’s just been in there, by herself, entrancing herself, for six 
hours?”

He nodded, smiling. “She must be must have soaked the carpet all the way through by now. Let’s look, huh?”

Without any further explanation, he opens the door. Inside is Constance, completely naked. Her body is folded into a pretzel on the ground, one hand between her naked thighs. She’s fingering herself furiously, looking at the crystal dangling down from the coat rack. I can see her face on a television nearby, smiling gently.

“Chris is everything to you.”

Constance, fingering madly, shudders with each word. “Chris...i-is...e-everything to m-me.”

“He is your Master.”

“He is my Master.
”

“Your only god is your Master.”

“My only
 god is my Master.”

“You need his cock more than you need to breathe.”

“Need
 his cock...more than I need to breathe...”

“You want his babies.”

“I want
 his babies...”

“Okay, that’s enough!” I cry.

Rushing forward, I turn off the television. I try snapping my fingers in Constance’s beautiful face, but she just smiles blankly, eyes deeply focused on the crystal. Behind me, Chris shuts the bedroom door.

Terrified, I step into a corner of the room, trying to get away. There’s a window on the other side of the room. Maybe I could...maybe I could open it? Jump out? It’s three stories of a straight fall down. That’s more than enough to break my neck.

“Calm down, Claudia.”

“I won’t calm down! Your babies
? What does she mean by that?”

“She means she wants me to breed her.”

He laughs at the look on my face.

“Oh, don’t worry babe. I want to breed her too. It’s totally consensual.”

“It is...it is not! You’ve brainwashed her!”

Constance giggles, apparently rising up out of her trance. “I brainwashed myself! I’m very good at it. Weren’t you paying 
attention?”

“You see? Why don’t you tell him what you believe now, Constance.”

My gorgeous blonde sister nods happily, so eager and obedient to my brother.

“God, I just want Master to fill me right the fuck up with his semen. I want him to give me the biggest fucking baby bump. I want to have that hot, sexy swell right in front, rising up underneath my tits...and mmm...fuck, do you see how big my tits already are? This will make them even bigger
. Isn’t that so fucking sexy, Claudia? Big tits? Big ol’ little sis tits? Isn’t that something you’d like to see?”

I try to hide my very obvious and very sudden arousal. The thought of Constance with bigger tits is not a thought that easily banishes from my mind. And the thought of her pregnant...it awakens something very dark, and very primal, inside of me. I can’t shake the feeling that a pregnant body, all those curves, all that obvious fertility, is just incredibly hot to me, somehow.

I shake my head, though, trying to push out all those naughty thoughts.

“This isn’t happening,” I mutter. “This isn’t happening.”

Constance is on her knees, waiting for orders. Her tight young naked teen body is so slim and tight and hot and oh fuck I want it sooo baaad...

“It really is, sis. Just let it happen!”

“No! If this is all true, why aren’t I hypnotized, huh? I’m looking at the crystal!”

“That’s a great question. I’m glad you’ve been paying attention,” Chris nods. “The crystal takes intent.”

Casually, he walks over to Constance. They’re both right of front of me. I feel so powerless to stop any of it.

“Give me a good suck, sis. Show Claudia we mean it.”

Constance nods eagerly, stripping down his shorts and licking and kissing his thighs. I still think at this point it could be a joke. It could be a big, elaborate joke. His cock is so hard, though, so thick and long. It bulges out from him like some fucking primal force of nature. Constance takes a long look at it, sighing happily, and pushes her gorgeous teenage mouth up onto his meat, slurping him down. Her 
empty, vacant eyes stare up at Chris happily. A soft, contented sound purrs out from her body.

Oh god. It’s real. It’s really real. Oh god.

With Constance still sucking him, he picks up the crystal off the coat rack with one hand. I feel a pile of stones drop in my stomach. He turns and smiles at me.

I put up a hand. “Wait a minute, Chris...”

“You’ve never been very nice to me, Claudia.”

There’s nowhere left to back up to. He, and Constance adoring his cock, are in front of the door outside, to freedom.

“Chris, please...”

I can feel tears rising up in my eyes, sobs starting to break through my voice. I’m nearing hysterics already.

“You were never very nice to me, and you’ve never apologized for it. You called me a dweeb. You called me a nerd. You said I wasn’t good enough to lick your boots.”

His smile grows to majestically evil lengths.

“I’m sorry, C-Chris! I’m sorry! I was dumb! I’m so sorry!”

“You don’t have to be sorry. I’m just going to fix it for you. How’s that? I’m going to make it all better. Hating me? Disliking me? Thinking I’m some stupid dweeb?” He shakes his head, tsking. “That’s all going to change, now. Constance?”

My sister pops her mouth off of my brother’s cock. “Yes, Master?”

“Hold our sister down. Encourage her.”

“Of course
, Master.”

Constance turns to me, erotic glee shining in her gorgeous blank eyes.

My knees feel so weak. I want to run, want to escape somehow. But I know, already, that all it would take for me to be enslaved is just a single glance at the crystal in Chris’s hand.

He’s just toying with me, now.

I close my eyes, turning away, turning into the corner. It’s the only way I can think of to fight back.

“You can’t make me look!” I scream. “You can’t!”

I can hear
 the smile in Chris’s voice now. “Of course I can, sis. I can make anybody do anything, now. Hell. I could probably even steal dear old Mom away from Dad. Would you like that? To learn 
how to suck your new Master’s cock from your own mother? I could make it happen. It wouldn’t be too hard.”

I try to ignore the hot flashes of arousal his words pump through my body. It’s so hard, though...

“You’re evil!”

“I’m powerful
, sis. There’s a difference. You’ll figure it out here in a minute after I’ve taken care of that silly little will of yours. Constance?”

“Yes, Master?”

“Turn her around now.”

Constance does, obeying with a giggle. Her tits, so soft and plush, push up against my back. I can remember all the times that I’ve wanted nothing more than to feel those perfect young teenage tits just like how I am now.

My sister’s voice in my ear is pure sex. “Beg for it, sis. It’s so much better when it’s willing.”

“Constance, no...no, you can’t mean all this. You can’t. I’m your sister!”

“I know! That’s why it’ll be so fucking hot when he takes you. He’ll hypnotize us both at once!”

I can feel it—feel my own sister’s hot pussy juices sliding down her legs and dripping on my calves. It’s so warm, so hot and wet. It’s so hard not to want her.

I turn to look at her. I know I can get through to her, somehow. She’s behind me, so I can look at her without looking at the crystal dangling in my face. It’s a gamble, but it’s all I’ve got.

“Constance, please...please don’t. Please. I’m your sister.”

She isn’t paying attention, though. She’s looking at the crystal that Chris is dangling behind my skull. I can see it in her eyes.

I can see...

I can see the pretty, pretty crystal in her eyes. So...sooo pretty.

“Pretty...” I say dumbly.

“That’s right, sis. Turn around now.”

I turn and obey. I can’t help it. Anything Chris says, I have to obey. I have to believe. The crystal is so perfect.

“I seem to remember you being a lesbian. Is that right?”

“Is that...right?” I moan.

I don’t know. Maybe? Who knows. I’m whatever the crystal wants me to be.

He sighs. “You’re not a lesbian anymore.”

“Not a lesbian...”

“You’re bisexual.”

“I’m...bisexual...”

“You’re a selective
 bisexual.”

“Selective
 bisexual...”

“You only want to fuck one man.”

“Only want to fuck
...one man.”

“You only want to fuck me.”

“Only
 want to fuck you.
”

“You want to fuck your Master.”

“Only
 want to fuck my Master.
”

I can sense him moving Constance around me. She slips down beneath my legs, splayed out in front of me. I’m the corner now, Constance’s head between my legs.

“I am your Master.”

“You’re
 my Master.”

The words sound so natural and perfect. Like I’ve said them a thousand times before.

“You’re my slave.”

“I’m your slave
.”

Constance's licks are so hot, so wet, so perfect and insistent. My body is so hot, so aroused.

“You love being my slave.”

“Love
 being your slave
.”

“You love that your sister is my slave.”

“I love
 that my sister is your slave.”

I can hear a cock being stroked. The sound is unmistakable. Constance must have started stroking him, even as she continues licking me. That’s so perfect, so sexy. Oh my god. Master is getting his cock pleasured while he hypnotizes me. That’s sooo wonderful.

“You want me to have more slaves.”

“I want Master
 to have more
 slaves.”

Of course I do! Why wouldn't I? Who wouldn't want their Master to have lots and lots of eager slaves?

“You love having your mind erased by my control.”

“I love
 having my mind erased.”

Oh my god yes! Minds are stupid. I want all of mine gone.

“My control gives your life meaning.”

“Your control...g-gives m-my life meaning..”

“My cock is your totem of worship.”

“Your cock
 my totem
.”

“My cock is your most sacred object.”

“M-most most! Most sacred object!”

Oh god Constance’s tongue! It’s so good! As her licking increases, the schlicking sounds of her hand on Master's cock increase in frequency as well.

“Nothing makes you whole like obedience to my cock.”

“Nothing makes me whole! Nothing but obedience to your cock!”

“You want to be fertile for me. You want your body filled by my lifegiving cum.”

“I want to be fertile
 for you. I want my body to be filled
 with your lifegiving cum!”

“When I cum, you cum.”

“You cum, I cum.”

The crystal moves away. I moan at first, disappointed—but then I realize it's been replaced by something even better. It's my Master's cock! So big, so perfectly attended by my sisterslave Constance.

Encouraged by Constance’s expert strokes, his wonderful pole spurts out hot, sticky goo into my face. A hot, sweet orgasm floats through my body, everything making so much sense. My thighs close around Constance's beautiful head. She's such a good slave, helping me cum and obey Master's orders. I am his slave, forever. I cum when he cums. I gobble up all his cum eagerly, sliding my tongue around my mouth and then my hands, needing to taste my worship.

Constance moves out of the way, slipping to my side. Her sweet, precious mouth attaches to a nipple. Master pushes me back onto my back and then pulls out the crystal one more time.

I follow the crystal, but I can feel
 him inside me, the first cock I’ve ever felt! It’s so fucking good!

His big, thick fuckmeat pushes hard into my slippery folds. I can’t 
fucking believe how good it is.

“Cum for me, slavesisters,” he says, thrusting inside of me hard.

I do, again. My body shakes and convulses with Constance’s.

“Thank you, Master,” Constance coos, holding me so tight.

I love my sisterslave and my BrotherMaster so fucking much! Constance is watching the crystal, just like I am, both of us so entranced by our hot stud of a brother.

“Cum for me again, slaves.”

We do, again, shouting out, “Yes Master!” as we do.

“You want my fucking babies. Say it.”

“We want your fucking babies, Master!”

Constance's body vibrates against me. I can tell she's cumming with each repeated phrase. She's so much better trained than I am. I can only hope to be as good.

“You want to be bred by me.”

“We want to be bred by you!”

“You want to make a whole brood for me.”

“A whole brood! Just for you!”

“Know what you are.”

He’s going to cum. I can feel it. Constance can too. Her own breathing is sooo ragged and excited, her orgasms piling on top of each other like a ten-car crash.

“Know...know...” my  voice becomes very low.

As he cums, he hisses in my ear, “Remember what you are.”

And I...do. Totally. His hot, perfect gooey seed fills my fertile womb, and I know totally that I am his hypnoslave. My orgasm spills over my entire body, lighting every nerve of fire with bliss, and I am his lovepuppet. I am his fuckdoll, entirely and totally.

Centuries seem to pass. I slowly fade out of trance. I cling to him helplessly, loving him totally, needing him. He is my light, my way, my force, my guidance in all things. I am nothing but the vehicle of his will, and that is all that I wish to be. I can feel his warmth still inside me. I hope that this time my fertile body has worshipped him properly, that I am carrying his child. That would be so wonderful.

We sleep.

After several hours, dawn arrives. I slip off the bed and grab the crystal. Then, mewling softly, kissing and licking its surface, I kneel 
down in front of the bed in front of him. My forehead touches the ground, my hands out in front of me.

“Please, Sire,” I coo. “Please. Do it again.”

He stirs, groggily. I can sense his knees swinging over the side of the bed.

“Please do it again, Sire.”

“Again? Really?”

“Yes, Sire. I love this game so much.”

“I’ve re-arranged your personality fifteen times in the past two weeks, Claudia.”

“I know, Sire. I love it each time. I think I’m very close to getting away next time. And then you can track me down and take me and fuck me in front of a whole crowd while I beg for more. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“You won’t get past the front door. You never even get down the hallway.”

“Please, Sire? It’s the most perfect gift in the whole world when you take away my mind.”

Another big breath from him. I can sense him thinking. Master has such big, important thoughts.

“God, you are just so fucking gorgeous, do you know that? It makes you very hard to say no to.”

“Yes, Sire. Thank you for saying so, Sire.”

He sighs. “Very well. But this is the last time. Then you’re going to call that old girlfriend of yours and we’re going to start a new game. I don't want her causing trouble.”

Elaborately, he draws the crystal up in front of my face. My entire mind focuses on it. Then he clears his throat for a moment.

“Until I tell you to remember who you are, you are no longer my slave. You are Claudia, Constance’s sister. Today, you get home from college. You are a lesbian, and a lesbian only. You don’t like your brother Chris very much. You think he’s a dweeb...”
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what 
you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


What's next?
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WHAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:


Bimbo Genie – Final Wishes


Sexy airhead genie Zanthia meets the Ultimate Master—a mind-controlling hunk who is hellbent on claiming her godlike powers for himself. The thought makes Zanthia dripping wet, but she still can't touch any man...or does this new Master have a clever way around her rules?
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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BIMBO GENIE: HAREM
 Wishes


Sexy cock-obsessed genie Zanthia becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who couldn't imagine wishing for anything scandalous. He barely even wants a genie! So Zanthia has to 
convince him of her worth...and she only knows one way to do it—making him hard as possible all the time and surrounding him with gorgeous women...
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BIMBO OFFICE – NEW
 Girl


Delilah's role as top girl for her Master's Office Harem is complicated when a new beauty arrives on the scene—one who puts even Delilah's considerable charms to shame. She could roll with the punches and give her Master the slave he deserves...or she could try her new mind control powers on his ex-girlfriend to show him what a perfect slavewife she'll be for him!
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BIMBO GENIE – FERTILE
 Wishes


Zanthia’s a sexy airhead genie obsessed with making men happy in EVERY erotic way, and has endless power to change reality to make her owner happy. Soon, all the fertile babes will moan her Master's name and beg for his virile seed while leaking from beautiful overflowing cups, just like he deserves. Bimbo genie Zanthia makes every part of his life sweet and full of nonstop, erotic action.
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:


Hard & Rough Fantasies


TWENTY sexy stories of men and women having the roughest, sexiest, hardest ruts possible with no protection and NO limits!


Mesmerized Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!


Bad Boy Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of bad boy alpha males claiming hot young tight pussies like they deserve in all sorts of scandalous ways.


Office Fantasies – A Bundle


Sex, sex, and more sex—it's all we think about at the office. We're 
supposed to be working, but we want to be BANGING. In this twenty-story bundle, each tantalizing tale focuses on hot, sweaty, eager ruts on desks, in cubicles, and with hot secretaries who can't say no.


Bimbo Fantasies – A Bundle


The twenty stories in this MASSIVE bundle feature beautiful women becoming the bimbo goddesses they were born to be. And all the time they’re serving lucky men, usually huge-membered, hard-bodied, virile studs who can keep up with the nymphomaniac needs of their new gorgeous pets, often taking several at a time and creating harems of gorgeous beauties created just for their service!


Filthy Taboo Fantasies – A Bundle


The Men of the House. The forbidden fruit. The hot taboo thoughts that race through the minds of the deviant and ultra-kinky. There’s no delight like forbidden delights, delights that can NEVER be. But in these TWENTY hot stories, those taboo fantasies come to life. Hot, hung alpha studs with bodies forged from hard steel never take “no” for an answer from the gorgeous babes they’ve known all their life.
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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Alpha Male Fantasies - A Bundle

? Then you should read Hypno Headphones - The Bad Girl
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Hypno Headphones - The Bad Girl]


Ultra-hottie Chanel has always been a bad girl and has always been good at hiding it. But with the new mind-controlling teacher, she doesn't have to hide a thing...and she loves it and him!

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for 
news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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