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Part One: The MILF


“I can’t believe it,” I said, my voice ringing with disappointment as I took off my new headphones and set them on my desk. “They don’t work. What a piece of crap.”

On my phone, the words that I’d been staring at off-and-on for the last fifteen minutes flashed across the top: HeadPodz Detected!
 According to the instructions that came with my ‘HeadPodz’, the oddly-named pair of wireless earbuds I’d purchased online over the weekend, I was fully set up and good to go. Only there was no sound coming out of the things - not even the tiniest whisper.

“Maybe it’s a driver issue,” I muttered, flicking back to my phone’s settings. “Only this thing doesn’t even have
 drivers. It’s plug-and-play. Come on, why does the future have to be so stupid
?”

I’d tried playing music on them. I’d loaded up a website, navigated over to YouTube and played a quick video. Nothing. I mean, I didn’t exactly expect crystal-clear sound quality considering how much I’d paid for the things, but I’d at least expected something
.

I sighed. It was my own damn fault. I’d bought the things off a shady site to begin with - one of those places off the beaten path you hear about on forums and Discord servers. Where the prices are rock-bottom, the quality is dodgy, and the shipping label has the name of a country you didn’t even know existed on it.

I’d wanted a pair of those cool wireless earbuds my favorite tech company debuted over Christmas, but I didn’t have that kind of money. Who did? I was a nineteen-year-old kid getting ready for college, still living with my stepmother and stepsister. So when I’d seen a chance to pick them up for a fraction of the price, get a little privacy
 for a change, I’d seized on it.

Turns out, it was a bad bargain.

“Maybe
 I can make them work,” I muttered, grabbing the two pearly-white earbuds and shoving them in a drawer. “I just haven’t found the right setting, or something. I can fix this. Somehow.”

I had no idea what kind of return policy this place had - if it had one at all. So if I didn’t figure out what was wrong with these things, they were little more than trash. Whenever I had a computer problem I couldn’t fix, the solution was usually to take a step back and come back to it in a bit. So I decided to take the shower I’d been putting off all morning.

I frowned as I shut the door behind me and turned on the fan. The shower was a big part of why I’d been keen on buying the buds, actually. Like most guys my age, I had a healthy sex drive - and since the last sexual experience I’d had was a bored handjob in the back of Becky Chalmers’ parents’ station wagon six months ago, that meant watching porn from time to time. Okay, a lot
 of the time. But it was 
hard to keep under wraps, especially living in a house with two women walking around all day and night. It was even harder to hide what you were doing when ‘keeping it quiet’ meant smuggling a pair of full headphones into the bathroom with you.

A pair of sleek earbuds would have made everything easier. But instead, I’d just wasted my money.


I could have been watching something really hot right now
, I thought, forgoing the toilet entirely and climbing into the shower. And no one would be the wiser…


It would have been even easier, I mused as I washed my hair, if Mom and Sis would get off my back and give me some ‘alone time’ every once in a while. But asking my stepmother Tiffany or my stepsister Farrah for that sort of thing would have only ended with hand-wringing and pearl-clutching. No wonder Dad pulled up stakes and ran away as soon as he could.

By the time I got out of the shower, I felt somewhat better. I’d already tucked the incident in the back of my mind as just another dumb mistake - but fortunately, one nobody had to know about. I’d stop messing with the things and package them back up, then drop them off at the post office in the afternoon. Hopefully the company wouldn’t have gone out of business by the time the package got back to wherever it came from.

As I was toweling off my face, I noticed something strange. My phone was flashing. I’d gotten a notification:


HeadPodz Detected! New User Detected! Bluetooth switching to MOM’S PHONE_1700
…

“The fuck?” I muttered, running the towel over my body with my free hand. “The damn things don’t even work. Why are they connecting to other people in the house’s phones…”

My eyes widened. They didn’t connect
 to phones - the phone connected to them.

Which meant Mom had taken them. She’d been in my room
.

In a flash, I had my boxers on and was moving down the hall. “Mom! Hey, what are you doing in my room…?”

The door to my bedroom stood open a few inches, but no one was inside. A quick glance confirmed my suspicions - the drawer of my bedroom dresser was ajar, and the earbuds were gone. I swallowed hard, a ball of ice forming in my stomach. The porn magazine shoved in the back of the drawer hadn’t been touched, and neither had the tiny plastic baggie that constituted my stash. But she’d seen them. Fuck, she’d seen them.

I was dead.

“Uh, Mom?” I asked, opening the door another fraction. I pulled on a shirt and buttoned my pants as I waited to hear some response. “Tiff? Are you, uh, there?”


Shit, the silent treatment
, I thought, heading down the stairs. She must be calling the police or some shit. No, not even she’d do that, right? My own stepmom? Fuck, I’m so dead…


But Mom wasn’t calling the police.

As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I saw her sitting on the couch. Her long blonde hair trailed down her back, but it did nothing to hide the tiny white orbs of the earbuds in her ears. My
 earbuds.

She was dressed like she was about to start her morning fitness routine, and there was a fitness video running on the TV - only she wasn’t moving. She was just...sitting there
, sitting in her low-cut sports top and her leggings, not doing much of anything at all.

No, scratch that. She was humming
. Very gently, but yeah, it was there.

“Um, Mom?” This was starting to get really, really weird. My worries about being in trouble dimmed; I was more concerned with whether 
or not Mom was okay. “Um...Earth to Mom? What the hell? Look, I know I shouldn’t have those things upstairs, but you don’t have to...to go into a coma
 about it!”

Her eyes snapped open. She looked me up and down like she’d never seen me before - and slowly, a smile spread across her face.

“Chris?” she murmured, like she was standing at the bottom of a deep well looking up. The fitness video kept running on the TV, completely ignored. “What’s up, baby?”

I stiffened. My stepmother had never used a term of endearment like ‘baby’ with me before - she’d always been strictly on the ‘step’ side of the ‘stepmother’ equation. “You’re acting really weird,” I said, waving a hand in her face. “You want to take those earbuds out? They don’t even work-”

I reached for them - and she grabbed my wrist in a white-knuckle grip.

“No,” she said, licking her lips. “Leave them. They’re...they’re nice.”

“Nice?” I was even more confused. “They don’t even work. They don’t make any noise.”

Mom laughed. This was really strange. She’d never been this easy-
going with me before - it instantly put me on alert. “They do for me, sweetheart. God, this music rules
. Where did it come from?”

“Where did it come from
?” I shook my head. “It comes from your phone, Mom. You connect them to your phone and then you play your music. What’s gotten into you?”

 

Her fingers grazed her ears. And as she did, a look of such unfeigned pleasure
 entered her expression that I felt my cheeks flush. Suddenly I was having to bend over a bit to hide what was going on between my legs.

“It’s so wonderful,” Mom purred. She was looking at me the way I wish Becky had been looking at me in that backseat. “It’s the best thing I’ve ever heard. I’m sorry I stole them from you, son - they were just calling out to me
. I heard them from all the way in the kitchen.”

I cocked my head to the side. “You heard them?” I knew some earbuds had a system that made a little ping
 to help you find them if they got lost, but my pair definitely weren’t that fancy. And it didn’t sound like that was what she was talking about in any case.

“Mmh hmm
,” Mom moaned. “So I took them from the drawer where you hide your porn and your weed. And I put them on…”

I blushed harder, but this time the way I felt between my legs had nothing to do with it. “I’m nineteen
, Mom,” I protested, feeling silly. “I should be entitled to a little
 bit of privacy. And that stuff’s legal here anyway, so maybe you should lighten up…”

“I feel very
 light,” Mom whispered, her cheeks flushing crimson. Holy shit, was she...were those her nipples
 I could see poking through her top? “I feel really, really
 good, son. Better than porn and weed can make you feel, I bet!”

“Okay, now I know you’re fucking pranking me,” I said. My head was spinning - this all had to be some kind of a trick. My stepmother hated me, she’d never be the slightest bit chill about discovering my porn stash, and she definitely
 would never get aroused in front of her own son. Ergo, this had to all be bullshit.

“You sure like MILFs,” Mom said with a giggle, reaching for my belt. “I saw those magazines you stuffed in there - all older women. Ladies who really know how to treat
 a man. Is that what you like, son? Older women?”

“I...yeah,” I grunted, admitting to it. At my waist, Mom’s hands worked at my belt, unfastening it. This all felt like a dream - like it was too good to be true. But my stepmother Tiffany was also one damn
 good-looking woman. I’d be lying if I said I’d never fantasized about a scenario very similar to this one.

“My poor boy,” Mom said, pouting. God, she had a spectacular
 
pout. “So horny he has to turn to porn magazines and the internet to take care of his hard, dripping cock. Stuck in this house with a woman who checks allll
 his boxes...but one he can never, ever
 do anything with. It would be...mmh
, it would be so wrong. So taboo…”

With a jerk, Mom ripped off my belt and tossed it across the living room. The fitness lady on the TV was just starting to teach the proper form for a squat.

“So hard
,” Mom whimpered, grabbing my bulge through my pants. “I heard you taking a shower upstairs, Son. Tell me the truth - were you jerking off up there?”

I shook my head. “No. That’s what the earbuds were for, so I could do it without anyone hearing. But they don’t work…”

“Oh, they do
 work,” Mom said lustily. “They’re telling me all sorts of things, Son. Things I should have figured out years ago - like how there’s a big, strong stud right under my roof that I ought to be taking care of the way a woman should…”

Mom took my cock out of my pants, and I almost came apart right then and there. A fat bead of precum dribbled from my crown as she wrapped her fingers around my base. She looked surprised at how big I was, and with a start I realized I was
 big - bigger than I’d been 
just a few minutes ago. The cock I’d looked down at during my shower hadn’t been so...impressive
.

“Oh fuck,” Mom whimpered, suddenly pressing her fingers against the earbud in her left ear. For a moment I thought she was going to tear it out, but it was like she was listening to something faint - paying really
 close attention. After a moment, she grinned like someone had told a great joke and put that hand around my balls.

“I think,” Mom whispered, batting her eyelashes up at me, “that they just told me how to be really
 good at sucking dick. Want to find out?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. That my Mom - my prudish, shrill stepmother - would ever say words like that, would offer to use her mouth for any
 man’s pleasure completely blew my mind.


This is crazy
, I thought, but hell. Let’s be a little crazy, then.


I felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff. A little voice inside of me whispered that this was it; that if I took that next step, there’d be no going back. Once I got a blowjob from my Mom, there was no putting the genie back in the bottle. I could still tuck my cock in my pants, go upstairs, junk the earbuds and go back to my old life - but not if I came inside of Mom. Did I really want that?

I looked down at the gorgeous woman kneeling before me and 
decided I did.

“Fuck, Mom, suck my cock,” I begged, slapping her cheek with the swollen crown of my dick. “Fucking put it in your mouth…”

With a knowing little I told you so
 smirk, Mom did just that. Her warm, wet mouth enveloped me, swallowing the tip of my cock and working steadily downward. My fingers tightened in her hair as she sucked me, her lips forming a tight seal around my shaft as she slowly relaxed her throat to take me deeper. When I bottomed out inside of her, my cock hilt-deep in her throat, I felt like the goddamn King of the World.

“Take your top off,” I said, looking down at her. “I want to see those tits bounce back and forth while you suck me off, Mom.”

An hour ago, I would have bet any sum of money you wanted that those words would never
 leave my mouth. But they had - and from the look on her face, Mom liked
 them. She leaned back, her mouth leaving my cock with a wet little pop
 as her hands found the straps of her top and tugged them down. Her glorious tits sprang into view, perfect and perky. I hadn’t been wrong about those nipples, either - god damn
 they were so hard. No one could claim Tiffany didn’t take care of herself - she was as tight as a woman half her age.

“Yeah, that’s what you like,” she groaned, watching my cock jerk and spurt precum at the sight of her tits. “MILFs

. A sexy older woman who can teach you how to fuck…”

At the word fuck
, my heart skipped a beat. Getting my dick sucked was one thing, but was Mom really
 saying we were going to go all the way? That handjob I’d gotten from Becky wasn’t just the last sex I’d ever had - it was also the only
 sex I’d ever had. Mom was offering to make me a man, to give me my very first pussy. The thought of it made me throb, made all my other thoughts seem totally unimportant.

“Mom?” I asked, stroking the side of her face. She nuzzled against it like a puppy, all biology and need. “Please, please
 tell me we can go upstairs to the bedroom?”

She broke out in a wide grin. “Of course, son,” Mom whimpered, her voice equal parts horny and hypnotized. “Do you want to go to my bedroom or yours? You can sit on the edge of the bed and look at those nasty porn magazines and smoke weed while Mommy sucks your dick. Or we can get between the sheets in your Mom and Dad’s bed and fuck like animals…”

God, both of those things sounded so good. But it was the mention of fucking in my Dad’s bed that really sent me over the edge.

“Your room,” I gasped, helping her to her feet. Then, realizing for the first time that I really was
 
in charge here now, I gave her ass a good hard spank with my hand. “Now, slut.”

“Oh fuck
!” Mom groaned. “Yes, Sir! Ooh, I never thought I’d be treated this way by my own son!” She turned and gave me a sultry look over her shoulder from the bottom of the stairs. “I can’t wait to feel you inside of me, son. Mommy’s going to give you everything you need from now on. Everything
!”

I stared at Mom’s ass all the way up the stairs. Holy shit,
 I thought, watching her strut. This is really happening. I’m really about to get laid for the first time!


Once we reached the master bedroom Mom got on all fours and crawled across the bed, sticking her big ass in the air. “You like what you see?” she asked, licking her lips like I was the hottest thing she’d ever seen.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned. “God, Mom, I’ve fantasized about this so many times…”

She gave me a knowing smile. “I know, sweetie. Mommies always
 know.” She patted the pillow - my Dad’s pillow. “Now come lay down here, so Mommy can show you how wet you’ve made her pussy…”

My shoulders rubbed against the comforter as I shimmied up the 
bed. Mom straddled me, her big tits swaying back and forth in my face as she beamed down at her horny stepson. My cock was making a tent in my boxers, so hard that it fucking hurt. I could still feel the wetness she’d left on my shaft from her mouth - the thought of having the soft, wet walls of her pussy wrapped around it left me weak.

“Uh, Mom?” I said, feeling awkward for the first time since she’d put on my magic earbuds. “I have a confession to make.”

Mom smiled and ran her hands over my chest, caressing me as she moved slowly downwards. “Of course, sweetheart,” she whispered, her lips hot against my ear. “You can tell Mommy anything
. Any dirty thing you’ve ever thought of…”

“Not that,” I gasped, my back arching as she found my cock. “I just...I’ve never…”

She took my meaning immediately. All of a sudden her face was inches from mine, her eyes filled with a mixture of surprise and delight.

“Why, son,” Mom purred, her voice thick with need. “Are you saying you’re a virgin
?”

Even with her gorgeous MILF body all over mine, I felt the need to 
defend myself. “I mean, not totally,” I said, trying to keep my eyes from straying to her tits. To her soaking wet pussy. “Becky and I, back when we were dating we did...stuff
. We just never went all the way…”

Mom chuckled low in her throat. “You don’t have to worry about any of that,” she growled, putting her hands on my shoulders. “Mommy’s about to make you a man, sweetheart. You’re going to get something that little slut Becky was never going to give you. Mommy’s going to let you go all the way into her tight, wet cunt, then you’re going to cum inside of me
. You got that?”

That sounded insanely perfect. But I hadn’t even thought about protection.

“Is that safe,
 Mom?” I asked, my hands straying down her hips. Mom grinned as my fingers found her ass, gripped it tight. I couldn’t contain myself - she had a fabulous
 fucking ass.

“Don’t you worry about a thing,” she said, planting a kiss on my forehead. “Mommy’s got everything under control - you can cum inside of me as often as you want. I just want you to relax and do it
, and not have to worry about shit like that. This pussy belongs
 to you now, son. It’s yours
.”

The last of my resistance melted away. I still had no idea what 
exactly these earbuds had done to her, but I didn’t care. Whatever it was, I fucking loved it.

“If it’s mine,” I growled, my fingers digging into the firm flesh of her ass, “then give it to me
, Mom. Spread for me!”

Mom slid her panties down to her ankles, then straddled my cock. Her slit was hairless, perfectly trimmed, and glistening with her juices. She wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft, then guided me into her folds.

“Is this the position you want to lose your virginity in, sweetheart?” Mom asked, staring down at me with a love and devotion she’d never shown me before today. “Don’t worry, we’re going to do all
 the positions you can think of. I’m going to show you every way you can get yourself off inside of a woman. I just want this to be really, really special for you.”

I couldn’t believe she was thinking so deeply about my comfort. “Yeah,” I said, my hands going from her ass to her tits. “You riding me, with those big tits bouncing in my face? Sounds like heaven.”

Mom tossed back her head and laughed. “It is, sweetheart. For both of us.”

Mom’s tits felt so good under my fingers. Becky had never let me 
play with her this way - I could’ve squeezed and explored these gorgeous jugs all day. “You don’t mind when I do this, do you, Mom?” I asked, giving one a very hard squeeze. “When I use
 these big, sexy funbags?”

Mom’s expression went tight with pleasure. She let out a groan as she shook her head. “No, baby. That’s what they’re there for. God, you’re such a tit man, aren’t you? Just like your father - although I never let him use me like a slutty little fucktoy this way before…”

I didn’t want to hear about my father. I wanted to fuck Mom’s brains out.

I gave her ass a spank with my free hand and pressed down on it. “Let me feel it,” I commanded, the crown of my cock sliding into her folds. “I want that pussy, Mom…”

With a little whimper, Mom slammed her hips down. My cock drove hilt-deep into her with a single smooth stroke, her warmth and tightness enveloping me. I couldn’t stop myself - I cried out, unable to believe how incredibly fucking good
 it felt to be inside of her. Mom’s pussy was tight, warm and welcoming - it gripped me like it was made to take my cock, like Mom had spent her whole life preparing for this moment.

“Welcome home, son,” Mom whispered in my ear, her pussy 
clenching around me as I bottomed out inside of her. “Welcome to manhood.”

She gripped me tight as she rode me, sending waves of bliss through my body as we fucked. The wet sound of skin-on-skin filled the master bedroom as I used my parents’ bed for what it was made for - primal, sheet-clawing fucking. I thrust upwards into Mom harder and harder, shaking off my shyness as I grew more and more familiar with her inner walls.

“Fuck, you’re so big,” Mom whimpered, bringing her hips down on me just as hard as I was giving it to her. “And hard
. Fuck, Mommy hasn’t had something inside of her this big for so long, baby! I think I’m...oh shit I think I’m gonna…
”

Mom arched her back and howled
 with pleasure as she unraveled, her face and tits flushing a deep red. The walls of her pussy gripped me even tighter as she came, milking my cock so hard that I had no idea how much longer I was going to be able to hold back my load.

Finally she relaxed, slumping against me. My cock stayed inside of her, every movement of her pussy sending sparks through my body as pressed her face to my chest and whimpered.

“Thank you,” Mom purred, her shoulders shuddering with sobs as she kissed her way from my chest to my lips. “Fuck, you made 
Mommy feel so good, Son. I love you so fucking much…”

I was starting to feel the same way. But I didn’t want to hear lovey-dovey stuff just then - I still hadn’t gotten my rocks off, even though the things she’d done to me so far were fucking amazing
. My confidence level was sky-high, which gave me the courage to do what I did next: grab a handful of Mom’s hair and tug it around my fingers like we were in a porn movie.

I pulled her face to mine and kissed her, hard. I could tell the mix of pain and pleasure was doing things to her mind, that she was looking at me in a way she never had before. “Make me come,” I commanded, tightening my grip in her hair.

Mom’s eyes lit up. “Yes, Sir,” she said, readujsting herself and thrusting her big, perfect tits in my face. “Don’t hold back, son - I know
 you need to cum. You’ve lasted so much longer than most men do their first time. Fuck, you even made me cum first
!”

I really was in heaven. Mom’s pussy pumped up and down my cock, gripping me tighter than a glove, and her big tits were right in my face, ready to be played with. I sucked on them greedily as she rode me, placing bites on her pale skin that I knew would mark her for days afterward. I wanted
 her to have them - I wanted her feeling that little twinge of pain, knowing she had a secret on under her clothes that she’d gotten from her own son.

“Come for me, Son,” Mom whimpered, riding me harder and faster than anything I’d ever felt before. I could barely keep up - and when I did, it became impossible to hold back. My pleasure built and built, until the entire world was pushed out. “Shoot inside my pussy, baby! Fill me up! Fuck, your Dad never
 used this bed the way you do! This is your bed, your house - your woman
, Son! I’m yours, I belong to you, you can fuck me whenever you want! Oh fuck, Son, I love you come inside me cum in Mommy’s pussyyy…
”

“I’m coming,” I gasped, burying my face in her tits. Mom welcomed me into her cleavage, arching her back as a second orgasm tore through her a moment later. I jackhammered upwards, filling her so deep I could feel her walls stretching around me. “Fuck, Mom, I’m gonna shoot…”

What happened next made every pleasure I’d ever felt in my life feel small by comparison. Every time I’d jerked off to porn, the handjob in the back of Becky’s car - none of it could compare to the heavenly sensation of erupting inside of my Mom’s tight, quivering pussy. She was still cumming as the first jets of my seed splashed against her walls, clenching around my cock as every drop of my load sprayed directly into her womb. I didn’t let the fact that I was busting raw and unprotected inside of Mom worry me. Instead I grabbed her ass with both hands and went as deep as I could go, like I was trying
 to get her pregnant.

“Fuck yeah I’m cumming,” I growled, my cock jerking inside of her as I deposited my load. “Fuck
 that feels so good! Gonna fill that pussy up…!”

By the time I was done coming, I really had
 filled her up. Mom’s cunt dripped with my seed, coating my shaft as cup ran over. I couldn’t believe I’d shot so much - it was so much more spunk than I was used to from jerking off watching porn. Like my body knew I was fucking a fertile woman and was acting on primal instinct.

Mom rolled onto her side and raked my chest with her nails as I came down from my peak. Her breasts pressed against me, one thigh over top of my cock and gently running up and down the still-sensitive flesh.

“Let me clean that up for you,” she whispered with a giggle, sliding down my body. In another moment the wet heat of her mouth was around me, cleaning me with her tongue. I started to stiffen back to full hardness between her lips, the pleasure building anew.


Fuck, this is so amazing
, I thought, staring up at the ceiling as Mom gave me a blowjob. She’ll do anything I want now. I OWN her. Holy shit - from now on I’m gonna get laid when I want, however I want. This is so awesome…


A sudden thought cut through the pleasure and made me sit halfway 
up. Mom kept on sucking, unable or unwilling to pay attention to anything but the cock in her mouth. If the HeadPodz could do this to her, could they do it to other women
?

I could still see the tiny white earbuds in Mom’s ears. I reached for one - but as my finger grazed it, Mom stopped what she was doing and grabbed my wrist.

“What are you doing, honey?” she asked, sounding like she was upset that something had interrupted her cocksucking.

“I was just thinking...if I put these things in Becky’s ears, do you think they’d tell her
 that she ought to be worshipping me, too?”

Mom shrugged. “I don’t know, sweetheart. I’d love to find out - but these are Mommy’s.
 They’re bonded to me now.”

“Bonded?”

“Mmh hmm!” Mom nodded eagerly. “They tell me how fun and sexy what I’m doing to you is, Son. If I took them out...I don’t know if I’d like what would happen!”


So she needs the earbuds, otherwise the effect ends,
 I thought, the elation in my chest deflating. So Mom’s just bogarted my pair of magic headphones. I mean, I DO get a gorgeous MILF willing to 
fulfil my every sexual fantasy out of the bargain, so I can’t be all that upset, but still…


My gaze traveled to my laptop. And I got an idea.

“Mom?” I asked. “Is it cool if I use your credit card?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” Mom purred, stroking my shaft firmly but slowly. A bead of precum formed at the tip of my cock and she swirled her tongue around it. “You can have anything
 of Mommy’s you want!”

“Great!” In a flash, I was typing. Mom’s mouth around my cock only distracted me once or twice, and as I hit the ORDER NOW button a second powerful orgasm tore through me and I was pumping another load down her throat. “Fuck, that feels amazing. You’re so good at that, Mom.”

“Thank you, baby,” Mom whispered, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “What did you buy?”

A broad grin stretched across my face. “A whole case of those HeadPodz. I think I’m going to start handing out a few early Christmas presents. Becky would definitely appreciate a new way to enjoy her favorite music…”

Mom flashed a wicked grin. “You know who else would love them?” She leaned in close, her still-hard nipples rough against my chest. “Farrah.”

I hadn’t thought of that - but as soon as she said it, the image of both my stepmother and my stepsister on their knees begging to share me filled my mind and refused to leave. It sounded like the hottest thing in the world.

“Fuck yes,” I said. “Good catch, Mom. Now get back down there.”

As my gorgeous MILF stepmother took my cock back down her throat, I started making a mental list of all of the girls who were going to get a new pair of HeadPodz - whether they wanted them or not.

I only hoped it wouldn’t take too long for my next shipment to arrive.


Part Two: The Co-Ed



Come on, you stupid package,
 
I thought, tapping my foot against the porch. You were supposed to be here ten minutes ago! What is that delivery truck doing, anyway?


I didn’t normally get so worked up about deliveries. Usually they were a nice surprise, something that showed up on the front porch of my house without warning one day, like a magic trick. Even if it was a day or two late, I almost never noticed. But this package was different. This was my destiny
.

I checked my phone for what felt like the hundredth time that day. According to the app I’d installed, my delivery driver was supposed to have dropped off my box ten minutes ago. That box contained four dozen pairs of HeadPodz, a cheap knock-off brand of wireless earbuds I’d ordered a week ago off some shady internet website. My own pair hadn’t even worked when I’d put them on - but when my stepmother Tiffany stole them out of my desk drawer to listen to music during her morning workout, it changed my life forever.

“Son? What are you doing out there?”

Through the glass screen door I saw Tiffany, lounging against the front door in a bathrobe. The sash hung loosely from the plush pink terry cloth, and I knew that my gorgeous MILF stepmother didn’t have a stitch on underneath it. I knew that because I’d spent all morning banging her brains out, just like I’d spent every
 morning 
since I found out what HeadPodz could do.

“Waiting on a delivery, Mom,” I said, giving her a little wave. “Should be here any minute.”

Mom twirled a lock of her long blonde hair around her fingers and gave me a lustful gaze. “Why don’t you come sit down on the couch, and I can entertain you while you wait?” She shoved her tongue in her cheek and made a cupping motion with the other hand - the international sign for blowjob
. “Of course, I understand if you’re a little tired. You gave Mommy’s pussy such a pounding
 after Farrah left for classes. Almost like you were taking out some kind of frustration…?”

Oh right. Farrah. My whole life, it’s been hard as hell to hide what I’ve been doing with two women under my roof. Jerking off in the bathroom became a stealth-action setpiece, like I was fucking Solid Snake from the Metal Gear Solid games. Hell, that was part of why I’d bought
 the HeadPodz in the first place. Things had gotten a hell of a lot sweeter around here since I’d turned Mom into my personal bimbo porn star - but they hadn’t gotten easier. You can imagine how suspicious Farrah would be, seeing Mom suddenly lounging around the house wearing practically nothing at all and making suggestive jokes while offering me a “shoulder rub.” She knew something was up.

Which was why I was looking forward to getting more pairs of HeadPodz. A lot
 more. I’d discovered that as powerful as the earbuds were, they were a strictly one-set-one-person affair - Mom refused
 to remove her pair, no matter how much I begged. I mean, fair enough, it was a small price to pay to be able to bend her over and fuck her or force her to her knees and shove my cock down her throat whenever I wanted. It was just that I wanted Farrah too - her and lots
 of other girls. And to do that, I needed more HeadPodz.

As if summoned by my thought, the delivery truck finally
 appeared around the corner. It rocked back and forth as it made its way down the street, rickety and old as hell. It pulled to a stop in front of my driveway, and by the time the motor cut off I was already standing by the mailbox with an expectant look on my face.

The driver’s head shot out of the window. His eyebrows shot up at the sight of me, like he was surprised to see someone who actually cared about their package.

“Delivery for Chris,” I said, tapping my fingers against my thigh.

“Oh!” He disappeared back into the truck. “Yes, here...here it is! No need for a signature.” The truck started to roll forward. “Have a nice day-”

“Hang on!” I yelled, stepping into the road. I held the box in both hands, waving it in the driver’s view. “This is it

!?”

Frowning, the driver checked his delivery route. It was stapled to a clipboard on the passenger seat. “Yes,” he finally said. “One delivery for this residence.”

There was one delivery, alright - only this wasn’t four-dozen
 pairs of HeadPodz. It was barely bigger than the box I’d gotten my first set in - and that was a single pair.

“This can’t possibly be forty-eight sets,” I muttered, picking at the tape with a fingernail. “There must be some kind of mistake…”

Sensing my confusion, the driver took the opportunity to hit the gas. By the time I recovered, he was already halfway down the street. Damn, that hunk of junk can really move when it wants to,
 I thought, watching the truck turn the corner and recede from view. Then it was gone, leaving me alone with my package.

“Shit,” I grunted, tearing at the box with renewed vigor. “Let’s see what the fuck is in here…”

I was expecting to be either exhultant or completely disappointed. Instead, on opening the box, I was neither.

Inside the box were four tinier boxes - and a note, printed in a 
typewriter-style font on the cheapest piece of paper I’d ever seen. I read the note, then I read it again:

Dear customer,

We thank you for your interest in ordering forty-eight (48) pairs of our HeadPodz Wireless Earbuds product. While we appreciate your enthusiasm, the awesome science power of HeadPodz means that we have a strict limit of five (5) items per household. As our records indicate that you have previously purchased a pair of HeadPodz Wireless Earbuds, we have shipped you the remaining four (4) of your allotment. The remainder of your order has been refunded to the credit or debit card used for the purchase. Thank you, and enjoy the sound!

~P.S. Orders placed by members of the same household in order to circumvent the five (5) HeadPodz limit per household will not be filled. Unfilled orders will be refunded.

“Huh,” I said, folding up the paper and tucking it into my pocket. So I didn’t have a whole pile of HeadPodz, ready for use in world domination. I had four more pairs - four more women who’d become my willing slaves, their bodies available at my beck and call. That thought excited me greatly.


Mom, and Farrah,
 I thought, ticking them off in my head. Gotta 
have both of them - I’ll never get away with any of this if the whole house isn’t under my control.
 That was two, leaving three pairs of HeadPodz left. Who else would I choose?


Becky, of course
, I thought as I made my way back up the driveway with the box cradled under my arm. My ex-girlfriend was definitely at the top of my list of women who needed to spread for me. After that...who knows? Maybe I’ll bag a cheerleader, or my favorite actress. If I REALLY need more than five pairs, I’ve just got to find another household to order them for me. Someone I can trust, who’ll give me most of their five in exchange for the secret…


I tucked that thought in the back of my head for later. I could deal with that problem when it came. Right now, I had four glorious mesmerizing machines - and one of them practically had my sister’s name on it.

Mom was waiting for me when I got back in the house, her bathrobe riding so far up her creamy thighs that I could almost see her pussy. Her brows furrowed together when she saw the size of the box in my hand.

“That’s it?” she asked, sounding confused. “I thought you told me you ordered something big, son?”

I looked my mother up and down. God, she was so hot. My cock 
perked up in my boxers, throbbing with a surge of need.

“There was a little mix-up at the shipping depot,” I said, showing her the box. I quickly explained the situation with the four earbuds and the note. She looked almost as surprised as I’d been when I finished.

“Well,” she said, folding her arms beneath her breasts. “That’s still certainly enough for Farrah. And Becky, I suppose. Who else
 are you planning on giving a pair to?” A naughty smile spread across her face as she considered the possibilities.


Damn,
 I thought. She’s got the same train of thought as I do. I kinda like this new, kinky, ultra-submissive Mom
.

“Whoever the fuck I want,” I growled, giving her a spank on the behind. “Let’s go take a shower, Mom. You’re still all sticky and dirty from last night.”

She arched her back and pouted. “Mmh, isn’t that how you want me? But that does sound nice. I can get you nice and clean, son…”

Minutes later, the two of us were naked in the shower together. Steam billowed around us as the water cut on full-blast, so warm that Mom’s skin reddened noticeably beneath it. I couldn’t tear my eyes off my mother’s body: her big, soft tits, her pouty lips, the thin strip of hair framing her glistening slit.

She noticed me noticing her. “Is something wrong, sweetheart? Is there something wrong with Mommy’s body?”

“Not at all,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Mom. Half the girls at my college would kill to have a body like yours.”

Her eyes traveled to my cock, which stuck out like an iron girder as water cascaded down my body. “Yeah, I definitely think you like what you see,” she purred, squeezing a dollop of body wash into her hands. “Let me get you started, baby…”

Mom’s hands gripped my cock tightly and began to stroke. I closed my eyes, letting the water run down my forehead and over my face as she started giving me a handjob. She pressed her soft, curvy body against me as she worked, kissing my cheek and whispering in my ear.

“You’re so hard for Mommy,” she whimpered, grinding herself against my thigh. The heat rolling off her pussy was even hotter than the water. “Mommy loves taking care of you, baby. It makes Mommy so wet to see her big, strong son all stiff and hard for her. Feel…”

With her free hand, she took me by the wrist and guided my hand between her thighs. Mom wasn’t lying - she was soaking
. Her inner 
walls quivered around my fingers as I explored her pussy, making her quake with pleasure.

“Isn’t it so
 soft?” Mom asked, riding my fingers. “Your hardness was made
 to go inside of this softness, son. Mommy’s
 softness. To have it wrapped around you, so soft and silky around your so hard
 cock as it goes alllll
 the way inside of Mommy’s cunt…”

I’d heard more than enough. With a grunt, I turned Mom around so that she faced the showerhead and lifted one of her legs onto the edge of the tub. It stuck her big ass in the air, her hot little slit dripping just beneath.

“That’s exactly why I wanted you in here with me,” I growled, grabbing a handful of her hair for leverage. “I’m in love with your tight little pussy, Mom. I need it all the fucking time!”

“It’s yours
,” Mom moaned, bringing herself down on my cock. “Whenever you want it, son. Mommy belongs to you!”

Pleasure coursed through me as my cock drove hilt-deep into my mother’s pussy. She wasn’t lying about it feeling like it was made for me - it fit like a second skin around my shaft as I grabbed her hips and pumped hard. Mom watched me over her shoulder as I fucked her, her eyes shining with approval like she’d never been more proud of me.

“You can fuck Mommy as hard as you want,” she assured me, a stream of water pouring between her breasts. “Go ahead, stud. Show me how strong you are. Show me how you’re going to break my daughter in half…”

At the mention of Farrah, my cock jerked hard against her inner walls.

Mom felt it and chuckled. “Oh, you like
 that, don’t you? You like the idea of a mother gifting her daughter to you, like she’s some kind of concubine slave girl. Like I’m a madam and she’s my best whore!”

“Yeah I do,” I gasped, pounding away. “I want lots
 of girls, Mom. I think each of these HeadPodz are going to find their way into the ears of some very cute, very fuckable girls. I think I deserve that, don’t you? Don’t you think I deserve to fuck them in front of you right on your bed?”

“Yesss
, Son!” Mom growled, clearly getting off on me losing control. “You should have a harem of wet, brainless sluts serving your every need. Mommy can even train them to do different tricks for you. How would you like my daughter to be your full-time oral slut?”

I shook my head and fucked her harder. I was getting close to the edge. “No,” I said, my voice filling with pure, primal control. “I want to cum inside of your daughter. I want her to spend the next decade 
barefoot and pregnant, until she forgets everything she learned and college and decides it’s better to be my fuckdoll!”

Mom’s mouth dropped open, but her eyes said I’m loving this
. She started to say something, then suddenly stopped and shook her head. “Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?” She was still wearing the HeadPodz, though how they functioned in a hot shower I wasn’t going to question. I didn’t know how she could even hear me
 with the damn things in, but I didn’t really care as long as I got to keep fucking her.

Mom’s eyes widened. “Shit!”

A moment later, the door opened.

“Chris!?” It was my stepsister Farrah. The girl we’d just been fantasizing about turning into a mindless little sex slave. She sounded annoyed, like she always did. “What are you doing
 in there? I need the bathroom!”

I glanced at Mom, who already had a finger over her lips. Shit,
 I thought. If Farrah catches the two of us in here, I’m dead. There’s no way I’ll convince her to put on those earbuds…


I thought fast.

“Use the one downstairs,” I said, trying my best to sound grumpy. “I’m gonna be a little bit longer.”

She sighed theatrically. “I hate the downstairs bathroom. It’s so cramped. You
 should have to use it. And what the fuck were you talking to yourself in here for?”


Oh thank fuck
, I thought. She thinks I’m being a dork, not a King
.

“Not that it’s any of your business,” I said, rolling my eyes, “but I was singing.”

Next to me, Mom grinned from ear-to-ear. Then, before I could stop her, she sank soundlessly to her knees.


Please leave,
 I thought, panic welling up in me as Mom took hold of my cock. Please give me another one of your patented Farrah insults and just leave…


Instead, Farrah sounded amused. “Singing? It sounded like you were talking to somebody. There’s not somebody in there with you, is there?”

“What? Who…” My mouth opened in a silent scream of pleasure as Mom wrapped her lips around my cock. The peak I’d been so close to when I was inside of her was suddenly right there,
 and for a moment 
I couldn’t think. “...who the fuck would be in here with me, sis?”

“Yeah, right,” she said, her voice sounding further away. I said a silent prayer that she was at the door and getting ready to leave. “Like you
 could convince a girl to get naked in front of you. Hey, where’s Mom?”


About to get a hot load of my cum in her mouth,
 I thought, hitting the point of no return. With every ounce of control I could muster, I kept my voice steady and replied.

“Went to the store!”

“Huh, okay,” she said dismissively. “Whatever. I guess I’ll call her…”

The moment the door closed, I grabbed Mom’s head with both hands and thrust into her throat, losing control.

“Oh fuck I’m gonna cum,” I growled down at her. “Mom, I’m gonna fucking cum…
!”

Right as I felt the first jet of semen spray against the back of my Mom’s throat, the bathroom door slammed open.

“Forgot my makeup kit!” Farrah said, her voice filled with that acid mix of cheerfulness and bullying. “One sec!”


“Haaaaah

,” I grunted, unable to form words. The pleasure was completely overwhelming. I shuddered as I pumped burst after burst of seed down Mom’s throat, my cock swelling and throbbing between her lips.

“What the fuck?” Farrah said, sounding shocked. “Are you jerking it in there!?
”

When I didn’t answer, she started to laugh. “You fucking loser! I’m gonna tell Becky all about this…”

Shame flooded me, but not as much as you’d think. It was hard to feel bad about anything with a woman’s mouth on your dick, especially a woman like Mom. I finished depositing my load inside of her, pulling out only to jerk a couple drops across her face and tits as I came down from my peak.

“Don’t worry about her,” Mom said, giving the crown of my cock a kiss. “I’ll take care of it. The earbuds are in your room, right, son?”

I nodded. I was still high as hell, full of afterglow.

“Give me five minutes,” she said with a giggle. “Then come down to the kitchen.”

Then she was gone, and I was alone in the shower.

I slumped against the wall, pressing the cool tile against my cheek. “Shit,” I muttered, staring down at the water as it swirled around my feet. “That was so close…”

I’d been sure Farrah was going to throw back the shower curtain and catch us. What had happened instead wasn’t exactly great,
 but it was nowhere close to “caught getting a blowjob from your Mom” bad.

I finished scrubbing myself up and cut off the shower. Trusting that Mom would have a firm grip on the situation by then, I didn’t bother getting fully dressed - the house was warm enough anyway. I put on a pair of clean boxer shorts and went down the stairs, heading for the kitchen.

What I saw when I got there gave me the weirdest sense of deja vu.

Just like when I’d walked in on Mom sitting on the couch with my earbuds in her ears, Farrah was sitting at the kitchen table humming
. Her eyes were closed tight, and there was a smile on her face like she was listening to someone tell her a series of very nice compliments. Her long brown hair nearly hid the earbuds from sight, but they were there - two tiny beads of white in each.

Mom apparently had had the same idea as me - she was wearing nothing but a flimsy, see-through nightgown with spaghetti straps, cut low in the front. “Told you I’d come through for you, son,” Mom 
said with a smile.

“Holy shit,” I said, watching my sister with growing excitement. “They work. They’re just like the pair you took out of my dresser…”

“Of course,” Mom said smoothly. Then she raised a hand to her ear and pressed against an earbud, like she was trying to concentrate on an urgent message. “They say she’s just about ready for you, baby.”

“They?” I couldn’t resist my curiosity. “Who is they
, Mom?”

“The earbuds, of course,” she said with a laugh. “They’re telling her all the same things they told me, Son. They’re opening her eyes. And they’re about to open her legs
 once she sees the stud she’s got living right under her roof…”

In her chair, Farrah let out a low moan. Her eyes fluttered, like a fairytale princess being awakened by a suitor’s kiss. Her humming ceased; a slow, sleazy smile spread across her face.

“Oh wow
,” she purred, her hands clenching and unclenching reflexively between her thighs. “You weren’t kidding, Mom. These things rule
.”

Her nipples poked through the thin fabric of her t-shirt. Her cheeks blossomed with heat. In an instant I realized my bratty, barely legal 
sister was more turned on than she’d ever been in her life. I wondered how soaked her panties were - then resolved to find out.

“That’s right,” Mom purred, rubbing Farrah’s shoulders. “Listen to the music, sweetie. Let it tell you everything you need to know…”

It was obvious how turned on I was. My cock made a tent in my boxers, stretching the fabric and leaving a bead of precum dripping through even though I’d just gotten finished blowing a load inside of Mom. Farrah couldn’t help but see it as I walked over to her. Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped open, clearly amazed at how big I was.

“Oh fuck
,” she whimpered, pawing at my boxers. “Is that for me, little bro?”

Hearing her call me that was such a fucking turn on. “All of it,” I grunted, sliding a thumb into her mouth. She looked surprised for a moment, then moaned as she sucked on it like a little girl. “I’ve been wanting to fuck your brains out for so goddamn long, Farrah. Fuck that bratty little smirk right off of your face…”

“She’s your
 brat now,” Mom said, her hands traveling down to Farrah’s breasts. She massaged them as she talked, making Farrah moan and writhe as she sucked on my thumb. “You’re the man of the house from now on, Son. Every
 woman under this roof belongs to 
you. I can’t wait for us to get all sorts of girls in here…”

I was looking forward to it, too. But before that, I was looking forward to exploring my sister.

“Take your top off,” I grunted, pulling my cock out of my boxers and stroking it. “Show that tight body, sis.”

She did so eagerly, discarding her clothes like they were the last remnants of her old life. In a flash she was down to her panties and knee-high socks - both of which I’d told her to keep on for the moment. I looked her up and down when she was done, nodding with approval. My sister was a fucking babe
 - she belonged in a string bikini in the pages of a men’s magazine or bouncing her boobs around in some viral GIF. But she was all mine.

“You are so fucking hot,” I growled, grabbing her thigh. “I bet every boy you’ve sent a selfie in those socks to has just busted a load instantly.”

She giggled, spreading her legs to show off her bare, perfectly shaved snatch beneath the sheer fabric. “I don’t do things like that,” she whispered in a sultry voice. “I’m a whore for the ‘gram, sure, but I don’t take it all off. Not for any
 boy.”

I smirked down at her. “You do now.”

She bit her lip and moaned as she took in my rock-hard abs and my harder cock. “I totally do. I’ll do whatever you want me to, bro. I’ll be your little slut if that’s what you want. Fuck, when did you get so fucking perfect
?”

To tell the truth, I wasn’t sure myself. Something about having these HeadPodz in my house was changing me along with Mom and Farrah. Changing me fast
. But maybe one of the side-effects was that I couldn’t think about it, because whenever I tried to worry I just started thinking about pussy instead.

“Yeah,” I grunted, lifting Farrah’s ass. “Pussy sounds really fucking good
 right now. Your pussy, sis.”

“I want you to fuck me,” Farrah confessed, her voice trembling as I worked her panties down to her ankles. “But bro…”

My head shot up. Before she could say another word, I put a hand around her throat. Not hard
, mind you, not enough to hurt or cut off her air. Just enough to remind her who was in control. To make her perfectly, sinfully aware of her place.

“But what?” I asked. “You trying to tell me no?”

 


“No, I want it
,” Farrah growled, writhing beneath my grip. It took a second to realize she wasn’t trying to get away - she was trying to get 
my cock inside of her. “It’s just, if we do this, Mom needs to pick up some Plan B at the pharmacy later.”

I let out a harsh laugh. “Now why would she ever want to do that?”

“Because I’m not on the pill,” Farrah mewled. “Mom got me a prescription for them, but I...I told myself I would never let a boy do anything to me until he put a ring on my finger anyway, so I...I haven’t been taking them!”

In a flash, Mom was at her side. “Listen to the music, honey,” Mom purred, her tongue almost grazing Farrah’s ear. “Let it take all your worries away. Let it tell you what you really
 want.”

“I want,” Farrah gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head. “I want…”

Farrah groaned so loud the walls shook as her back arched like a bow. Whatever the earpods were doing to her, it must have felt really, really
 good. Honestly, I was a little bit jealous that I couldn’t hear whatever they telling Mom and Sis. But then again, what could they have told me? That it was right and natural to want to bang my stepsister and stepmother’s brains out, to have Farrah wake me up with a blowjob every morning while Mom’s wet pussy rode my face?

I already knew that.

“I want you to make me pregnant

,” Farrah whimpered, her eyes refocusing on me. “I want you to fuck me full of your babies, bro! I want to be pregnant, I want to be big and swollen so every guy who thought he had a chance with me knows he missed out on my tight virgin pussy but you
 got to claim it!”

Fuck, she’s a virgin too? This just keeps getting better and better!

“You sure?” I teased, burying the head of my cock in her folds. Farrah’s face was a mask of pleasure, while Mom grinned knowingly over her shoulder.

“Yes I need it,” she begged, completely desperate now. It was so hot. “Pump me full of your jizz, bro, I need to feel you cum inside of me! Oh fuck you’re my Master, my King, my Daddy
, my fucking Gawd
 just please I need that fuckin’ diiiick…”

If Farrah had to go much longer without, she might have gone insane. Me too.

With one hard, penetrating thrust, I pushed hilt-deep into my sister’s tightness. Her walls gripped me like a glove as I drove all the way home, bottoming out inside of her and ringing her g-spot like a fucking gong. It was too much for her. The sensation of her virginity being torn away by her brother’s cock combined with the hypnotic messages of the earbuds to send Farrah right over the edge. She 
unraveled beneath me, moaning and sobbing with pure bliss as she came all over my cock. It made everything between her legs wetter and tighter, priming her for my load, and it wasn’t long before I was fucking her too hard for the chair and had to move into the living room.

I slammed
 Farrah into the couch cushions face-first and started fucking her from behind. My balls bounced against her ass as I went deep, thrusting harder and harder as I screwed her brains out. Completely naked, Mom scooted over the top of the couch and came down on the other side, then spread her legs and began to rub herself while she watched.

Farrah screamed against the couch cushions as another orgasm tore through her tight co-ed body, but I didn’t stop. Couldn’t
 stop. Every thrust inside her tight, heavenly pussy felt better than the one before, and I marveled at how I could just keep going deeper and deeper inside of her. When she tried to get up and change positions I put a hand on the back of her neck and forced her down, controlling her like an animal. This wasn’t making love - this was primal
. This was filthy.

I fucking loved it.

“Who’s the loser now?” I growled in her ear as I fucked her harder. I was getting close now, almost there, and even though I didn’t want these amazing feelings to end, I needed to fucking cum

. “You’re about to become a pregnant, barely-legal bitch who can’t stop riding her own brother’s cock! How do you think your Instagram followers are going to handle that? Will they still be jerking off to you when you’re sporting a baby bump?”

“You’re ruining
 me,” Farrah panted, slamming her hips down on me greedily. “You’re fucking ruining me and I love
 it, bro! Cum inside me!”

I bore down on her hips with both hands, stared at her perfect perky tits as they swayed beneath my thrusts, and pounded her as hard as I could. Pounded right past the point of no return and then some, pounded until I lost my rhythm and just buried my dick as deep inside of her as I could as I started to cum.

Thick ropes of semen flooded Farrah’s womb, claiming it in shuddering spurts. It was the first of many loads of cum I was going to leave in her unprotected pussy, over and over again until she was forcefully, primally bred by my seed - but this was the sweetest. The pleasure crested as I poured myself out inside of her, laughing at how easy it was to fill her with my bare cock and fuck her senseless. Had it always been this easy? Had controlling a brat like Farrah just been a matter of tossing her over my knee and showing
 her who was in charge, and I’d just been too much of a pussy to try?

It didn’t matter. All that mattered was how good my dick felt as I busted my load raw inside of her. My sister’s pussy was the tightest, wettest thing I’d ever fucked, and I was going to enjoy it from now on instead of letting it boss me around.

“Good girl,” I grunted, stroking Farrah’s hair as she shuddered and sobbed with pleasure around my cock. “Keep it all in there where it belongs. All that fucking cum…”

When I was finally down from my peak, I left both women half-comatose and dripping wet in the living room. Fucking Farrah had given me a powerful thirst, and I needed to quench it.

There’s a little mirror underneath all the post-it notes on our fridge - Mom uses it to check her makeup in the mornings. When I caught a glimpse of myself in it, I did a double-take. I barely even looked like the same person. The ordinary, average guy who’d ordered that first pair of HeadPodz was gone - I looked like a fucking professional wrestler. One with the face of a male model.

“Woah,” I said, turning this way and that in the mirror. I flexed a bit, unable to believe how much I’d changed. “Holy shit!”

“Wow,” Mom said, stepping into the kitchen. “What a big, strapping man you are, son. It makes me shiver to think of all the things you could do to my soft, feminine body…”

“I should hit the gym,” I said, looking at myself again. “See how crazy I could push this new body. Damn, this is amazing…”

Mom tittered behind me. “You haven’t been to the gym in years, son. You’d have to be a guest on my card…”

I thought about the gym. All the hard, pumping bodies focused on their fitness - all the tight college students doing squats and sweating on the treadmill. Every picture of a sexy girl in workout clothes I’d ever seen flashed through my mind in an instant - and I got an idea.

“You’re taking me,” I said with a smirk. “Today. We’re going shopping, Mom.”

A wicked grin lit up her face. “I’ll go put on my workout pants,” she purred. “They’re a little tight,
 though. You think the boys will be staring at me?”

“Let ‘em,” I said with a smirk. “You’re coming home with me. Along with any other girl I decide to give a pair of these earbuds to.”

It was time to see how the energetic, athletic portion of the populace lived - and to add one to my growing harem of babes...


Part Three: The Personal Trainer


I had no idea how many hot women there were at the gym.

All around me were tight, fuckable female bodies, pushing themselves to the limit. They sweated and groaned in their sports bras and skintight leggings as the worked, keeping themselves gorgeous and Instagram-ready. And the way these girls over in the Crossfit section moved? Good lord!

Of course, it helped a lot that just about every girl I ran into did a double-take at the sight of me. Why wouldn’t they? I was a stud. The same magic that had turned my stepmother and stepsister into curvy, submissive bimbos had done a number on me - and made me into a tall, chiseled heartthrob. A pale little redhead with a top that showed off more than lingerie turned and grinned at me as she walked by, and I could just about feel
 the tingle that ran between her legs as she looked me up and down. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t just average: I was sexy. Desirable. An object for women to drool over and fantasize about while they touched themselves later.


I don’t know why they all say they hate being objectified
, I thought, watching the redhead watch me. Seems pretty fucking cool from where I’m standing.


The redhead made a decision and came over to me. She nibbled her bottom lip as she held out a hand. “Hi,” she said, her voice both nervous and flirty. “I’m Eryn. Is this your first time here?”


Holy shit
, I thought, grinning inside. I can’t remember the last time a woman pursued ME instead of the other way around. Shit, that’s probably never happened to me before…


“Not the first time,” I said, looking around the room, “but it’s been a few years. I like what they’ve done with the place.”

“Yeah, there’s been a lot of renovations lately,” she said, scratching a spot on the back of her neck in a way that was quite cute. “Someone definitely poured some money into the place. What’s your name, by the way?”


Oh!
 I’d forgotten. “Chris,” I said, smiling at her.

“Chris,” she repeated, saying it in almost the same tone Farrah called me Master
. God, was this girl already halfway mine or what? “So where have you been exercising before here, Chris?”

I shrugged. “I haven’t. Mostly I just sit on the couch and watch video games.” Crap. That was a total mood killer, wasn’t it? No girl wanted a guy who was a lazy fucking couch potato. Becky had made that more than clear when she’d dumped me.

But to my surprise, Eryn didn’t sound like she cared. Hell, her eyes lit up.

“You’ve got to be kidding me!” she said in a flirty little tone, giving me a slap on the shoulder. “A body like this doesn’t come from sitting on the couch. Are you, like, a construction worker or something?”

“Nope.” I was starting to enjoy this. “College student.”

She shook her head in disbelief. “Well shit, I hope you’re on the football team at least. You could probably tear most of those guys up like tinfoil…”

As she spoke, I could almost see the wheels turning behind her eyes. She was thinking about all the things I could do with these muscles - tear her
 up like tinfoil. Lift her like a rag doll, make her feel like a weak, feminine little girl beneath my strength as I took her hard and fast. Was she a little turned on? Because I most definitely was.

“Been thinking about it,” I said, although I hadn’t been until that very moment. It sounded like one hell of a fun idea, though. “So what do you do? College student, too?”

The corner of her mouth turned up in a little smile. “No, I work here, actually. I’m a personal trainer.”

That didn’t shock me. A gorgeous, athletic babe like Eryn had to do something physical for a living. “Oh, that’s so cool,” I said. “How do I book a session?”

She stared at me for a moment, as if gauging whether or not I was serious. “I was going to say - you get three free personal training sessions with your membership. If you’ve never used them, well...I’m free right now if you are!”

As it so happened, I’d never cashed in my personal training sessions - I didn’t even realize I was entitled to them.

“That sounds...great,” I said, looking her up and down. “I could really use some help figuring out how to use these machines.”

“Awesome!” she said, grinning from ear to ear. Then she seemed to catch herself and cleared her throat. “Also, seriously? You’re not messing with me, Chris? You really don’t work out like a madman for those abs?”

“Scout’s honor,” I said, holding up two fingers. Eryn stared at them as if already imagining how they’d feel inside of her.

“Well
,” she said, covering the stare with a blush. “Some people are just naturally gifted, I guess. Considering how buff you are, I think we should start by seeing how much you can lift.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, stretching my arms. I was looking forward to trying it out - I felt like I could lift a couch right over my head without breaking a sweat.

She took me over to a flat bench and patted the cushion. “Lie down,” she said, her eyes gleaming. “Hold onto the bar. I’m going to add some weight to the rack.”

I thought of lying down across the bench and staring up at her. Then I pictured how that might look for her if the shoe were on the other foot. “You first,” I grunted, giving her a sly look. “I’d like to see the proper form before I give it a try myself. Wouldn’t want to sprain something.”

It was the kind of request she probably wouldn’t have fulfilled for an average guy. I could tell she kept control of the session with her regular clients - but I was the furthest thing from regular.

“Well...okay,” she said with a giggle, scooting across the bench on her ass. “Not too much to start with, though.”

“Alright.” I glanced at the rack of weights. There was a tiny metal linchpin inside of them that was clearly used to set just how much weight you were comfortable with. “How about two-hundred?”

“Way
 too much,” she said, her eyes going wide. “I usually bench 
about ninety pounds. You could probably do that much, though, no problem.”

I liked the little catch that entered her voice when she said that last part. “Alright, so that’s forty-five on each. That good?”

I watched her work. She really did have good form - she gripped the bar tight, held it evenly across her body, and slowly raised it to its maximum height. She didn’t overextend herself or just pump it up and down like those Crossfit people did.

“There!” she groaned, grinning from ear-to-ear as she slotted the bar back into place. Then she became suddenly aware that I was standing right next to her, my shadow falling over her. And that my cock was bulging in my basketball shorts. Not my fault - I didn’t even have a full hard-on yet. It was like seeing a new conquest just triggered something in me, something that accelerated the changes the HeadPodz brought on.

Something inside of me felt like I had the right idea. The more women I added to my harem, the more buff and dominating I was going to become. I liked that.

I saw her lips mouth the words oh fuck
 as she took me in, her eyes going wide as saucers.

“You make it look so easy,” I said, murmuring down at her. 
Take out my cock,
 I thought, directing it to her with my eyes. My gaze strayed to her breasts, then down to the narrow valley between her thighs. God she was so toned. Sex with her would be like a fucking Olympic event, I just knew it.

“I, um,” she said, blushing feverishly. Almost of its own accord, her hand strayed out and grazed the bulge in my shorts. “This is so
 unprofessional…”

“Then don’t be professional,” I said, turning the words out in a savage rasp.

For a moment, I was sure she was going to tug it out and start sucking on me right then and there. But somehow, impossibly, she mastered herself.

“Okay...your turn!” she said brightly, springing up from the bench. Her tits heaved with way more than just the exertion of the weights, and her cheeks were as red as a fucking stop sign.

“Okay,” I said with a smirk, laying down on the bench. Eryn let out a little groan at the sight of my cock tenting my shorts straight up. “Lay it on me, babe.”

Any other man calling her a word like babe
 would have gotten a slap 
in the face and a ban from the gym. But coming from me, it made Eryn whimper and clench her thighs together.

“How much weight do you want?” she asked, her voice tight with need.

I glanced over at the rack. “Give me all of it,” I said with a chuckle.

I saw her mouth drop open. “All
 of it? That’s crazy! I know you’ve got muscles, but you’re going to break something!”

“I doubt it,” I said with a smirk, giving the rack a second glance. It didn’t look like there was all that much on there, to be honest. I could probably take it. With a babe like Eryn watching me, I felt like I could lift the whole fucking gym. “In fact, let’s make a deal. If I can bench press that entire rack once, you’ll go out with me.”

A little shocked gasp escaped her lips, as if even she
 wasn’t used to being hit on so shamelessly. “Well shit,” she said, her face lighting up. “Alright. But I’ll also go out with you when you that weight rack sends you a foot in the air and sprawls you on your face. We’ll laugh about it over sushi.”

Normally I wouldn’t have pressed my luck - but I’d seen how close Eryn had just come to yanking my cock out of my pants and sucking me off right in the middle of the gym. I knew she wanted me.

“In that case, we’ll go out regardless,” I said, gripping the bar. “And if I do this, you let me fuck you.”

She gasped. For a moment, she looked like she wanted to be upset - but was too turned on. Her gaze raked me up and down as her mind worked feverishly.

“I don’t bet my pussy,” she finally said, toying with a lock of her hair. “But maybe I’ll give you something special in the locker room if you actually manage to do it. Not that you will - that’s an absurd amount of weight-”

I didn’t let her get any further. My fingers gripped the bar white-knuckle tight as I lifted it out of the cradle. Holy shit!
 It was like a fucking freight train on my chest. For a moment my arms shook, the downward pressure making them bend - then something surged
 inside of my bloodstream. A grin spread across my face.

Like it was nothing at all, I brought the bar down across my chest, gave it a moment’s rest, then did a rep. Then I did another one, just for show.

You could have heard a pin drop as I slotted the bar back into place. Eryn looked like she needed to wipe her jaw off the floor.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her face filled with awe. “That’s not 
possible. How did you...that’s completely insane…”

I sprang from the bench, wrapped a hand around her waist, and kissed her hard. There was a moment of surprise, then she melted
 against me. As my tongue entered her mouth, all her higher functions ceased - all the parts of her brain that would tell her this was wrong, that we’d be seen, that she barely knew me. I could feel
 her pussy boiling over, her nipples poking through the fabric of her sports bra.

She gasped as I broke the kiss. “Fuck
,” she groaned, looking towards the entrance of the locker rooms. “Come here, stud.”

Her hand was in mine, leading me along. I let myself be led, unable to decide whether her breasts, her ass, or her naked look of lustful need was the hottest part of her.

As soon as we were in the locker room, she dropped to her knees. “I’ve never met anyone like you before,” she purred, tugging down my shorts. I didn’t have any boxers on underneath, and my cock was already stiff and aching. A huge vein that I swore wasn’t there yesterday throbbed in the side of the shaft, so big that Eryn moaned when she saw it. “I don’t do things like this. I’m a good girl. Why am I doing this with some stranger I’ve barely even met?”

“‘Cause it’s fucking hot
,” I said, answering the question for her. She 
giggled up at me and wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock. “You’re hot, I’m hot - do we need any more reason than that?”

She flicked her tongue up and over the crown of my cock, sending shivers through my body. “I guess not,” she said, her eyes shining like she couldn’t believe what she was doing. “I’ve never
 done anything like this before. Fuck, your cock is so huge…”


Why does she have to keep reassuring me
? I wondered. Or was she doing this for herself - trying to convince herself that this wasn’t the person she was deep down inside? I blamed culture. Women weren’t supposed to chase guys, they weren’t supposed to initiate sex - and they damn well weren’t ‘supposed’ to drag a guy into a locker room and suck his cock, no matter how much they felt that instant ‘spark’ of attraction. Eryn was obviously dealing with some inner guilt - the kind of thing I’d discarded the day my HeadPodz arrived at my day.


Shit,
 I realized, the thought of the wireless earbuds thudding in my brain. I haven’t even given this slut a pair of those. Fuck, maybe I don’t even need them…


If I could get girls like Eryn just by hitting them up, who needed HeadPodz? Although the thought of her serving me forever, unable to resist my every command was a total fucking turn-on.

“Show me how good you can suck that cock,” I told her, tangling my 
fingers in her long red hair. “Do it good enough and I’ll wreck that fucking pussy tonight.”

Again that look of disbelief, like she couldn’t believe she was putting up with this. Like she couldn’t comprehend how wet it was making her.

“Yes, Sir,” she purred, licking the underside of my crown. “You taste so fucking manly
. So good…”

A moment later her wet heat enveloped me as she took me into her mouth. I growled low in my throat, fingers pressing against the back of her head. Shit, that was awesome!

“All the way,” I commanded, working my cock an inch at a time into her throat. “Suck me off like a good little girl…”

Just as she started to take me hilt-deep, to show me what she could really
 do, she stopped. Her eyes went wide, and my cock left her mouth with a wet little pop.
 It took me a second to realize why.

We weren’t alone in the locker room anymore.

“Oh fuck
,” Eryn whimpered, turning around on her knees. “This isn’t what it looks like, I swear!”

I looked at the person standing in the doorway and started to laugh. “It’s alright, babe,” I said with a smirk. “Relax. It’s just my Mom. She’s cool.”

Tiffany stood leaning against the doorframe, grinning. How long had she been watching me get my rocks off in Eryn’s mouth? She definitely looked turned on - although she pretty much always did these days, with those pearly white earbuds in her ears.

“Your... Mom?
” Eryn stared up at my MILF stepmother in disbelief.

“His stepmother, technically,” Mom said with a smirk. “Don’t let me get in your way, dear. I was really enjoying that - and it looked like you were, too.”

I didn’t know Eryn could blush so deep. “I swear I’m not this kind of girl,” she whispered, completely embarrassed. “I just...it’s like I can’t fucking help myself…”

Mom started to laugh. “It’s alright,” she purred, leaning down and patting Eryn on the shoulder. “He has that effect on people. He does have a beautiful cock, doesn’t he?”

If hearing my own mother praise me like that set off any alarms in Eryn’s head, she was already too far-gone to heed them. She turned slowly back around to me, her pupils dilating as she stared up into 
my eyes. The shadow of my cock nearly covered her face.


I really am like a king to these girls,
 I thought. I don’t need to use HeadPodz at all…


“I’m not surprised you don’t recognize him,” Mom said with a little giggle. “He looked pretty different in your first session..”


What
? The words cut through my desire. “What first session?”

Mom cocked her head to the side. “Neither of you remember? Eryn gave you your first personal training session the first time you came to my gym. I’m not surprised you
 don’t remember it, son - I don’t think you ever came back.”

Eryn and I stared into each other’s eyes. All of a sudden, memories came flooding back.

A gangly, awkward boy. The older college student trainer who hadn’t even tried to be nice - who acted like shepherding me around the weight machines and showing me how to use them had been the most awful punishment since Hercules in the Augean stables. Who’d treated me like I didn’t even exist…

Eryn looked even more shocked than me. “Holy shit,” she whispered, her mouth dropping open. “That was you?
”

Something snapped in my brain.

“You…” My hands balled into fists. I couldn’t believe how potent the rage that welled up inside of me was. “Nothing
 has changed about me. Just my physical appearance. And you practically jumped all over my cock when I walked in here. The first time you met me, you treated me like a little kid. Like I wasn’t even a real fucking person…”

Her mouth worked frantically. I could tell she was trying to think of some way to salvage the situation - that even as shame flooded her, she still wanted to get that jock dick inside of her. It made me a little sick to my stomach.

“Look, people are...are shallow!
” she said, shrugging her shoulders and giving me a big fake smile. “Sometimes you shouldn’t judge a book by its cover, I guess! Look, clearly I’m into you now
, so why can’t we just put all that behind us…”


I was wrong,
 I realized. I AM going to use those HeadPodz.


In an instant, my rage was gone. In its place was something cold and cruel, as barren of feeling as a winter tundra. A smile spread across my face, and Eryn mistakenly took it to mean the danger was past.

“You know,” I confided, leaning down a little, “you asked me how I got this body. And you were right - I didn’t really
 get it sitting on the 
couch. Mom and I have a little weight-loss secret.”

Relief flooded her features. “See, you did work for it. So what - you’re on keto or something? Both of you?”

“No, honey,” Mom said, pulling a pair of HeadPodz from her leggings and handing them to me. “The secret is these
.”

Eryn stared at the beads in my hand for a moment. Then, without the slightest hint of wariness on her face, grabbed one and placed it in her right ear.

“What is this...ohhhh
…” she whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head.

Grinning, I put the other bead in her free ear. Then I slapped her across the cheek with my cock. A thin streak of pre-cum stained her tanned face, dripping down to her chin. “Suck me,” I grunted, a new surge of anger filling me.

I’d had all kinds of plans for this girl. Dating, fucking - never involving my magic earbuds. She could have been my partner
, my prime girl. Instead she was just a shallow bitch like everyone else. Another social media obsessed, image-chasing little bimbo.

“You know something,” I growled as my cock slipped past Eryn’s lips. Unlike last time, I wasn’t giving her the reigns - I was taking
 
her sweet little mouth. “The only fucking thing people care about these days are money, bitches and power. You’re just like everyone else. You wouldn’t even give someone beneath you the time of day - but you’ll drop to your knees for someone above you and beg
 to suck them off…”

It had broken my brain. Going from an average guy who wasn’t even looked at as a sexual possibility for most girls to the top of the food chain altered my perspective. It flattened everything, showed me for the first time how vapid and shallow pretty much every person was deep down at the base level. Just like a fucking animal.

I fucked Eryn’s face harder, not caring as she gasped and sputtered around my thick prick. This was what she was made to do. Unlike my stepmother and stepsister, she didn’t get to lay back and listen to the beat as it told her the kind of person she wanted to become - she got her throat fucked while it did its work. And from the look on her face as she inhaled my cock, the HeadPodz were working very fast, indeed.

“Son?” Mom said, a wary note in her voice. “Jesus, are you trying to kill
 her?”

I wasn’t - but I was definitely trying to exercise some frustration. By throat-fucking Eryn, I was throat-fucking all
 the Eryns - all the who’d 
withheld this kind of treatment from me because of some genetic lottery. Until today I hadn’t even known something as fun and sexy as a no-strings-attached BJ from a sexy stranger was a possibility in life. I should have been enjoying it, and I was
 going to enjoy it. But first, I needed to mourn. Mourn everything I’d never gotten that I deserved.

I pushed all the way to the peak and pulled out of Eryn’s mouth right at the point of no return. My fingers wrapped around my cock, giving it a few good hard strokes as I started to tremble.

“Take it all over your face,” I commanded, watching her eyes slowly refocus on the cock inches away from her. “Take it the way a fucking whore
 like you deserves…”

A moment later, I erupted - and Eryn came apart. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her own orgasm tore through her, synchronized perfectly with the first jet of semen spraying across her face. She writhed and groaned, reaching out and taking my cock to pump it all over her face and tits. She licked it, bathing in the spunk, getting off on her own degradation. Was every girl like this, and I was just too blind to see it? Or was Eryn special?


It doesn’t matter anymore
, I thought, release flooding my bloodstream as I watched my load paint the personal trainer’s pretty face. The only thing that matters is that I’m in control. Forever
.

Eryn buried her face in my balls as I came down from my peak, inhaling my musk. She rubbed her face back and forth, worshipping
 my manhood as the last few drops of seed dribbled from my tip.

“Thank you,” she purred, staring up at me wild-eyed. Her tits heaved as the new Eryn pushed out the old, burning through her synapses. “I love worshipping you. I love it when you treat me like a worthless little fuckdoll, Daddy…”

“Worthless little fuckdoll,” I repeated, watching as she squealed with pleasure at my tone. “Yeah, that’s exactly what you are. Bend over that fucking bench, fuckdoll. I’m gonna pound the shit out of that fucking pussy.”

“Oooooh, yes Daddy,” Eryn whimpered, completely shameless as she crawled onto the bench and stuck her big ass in the air. Her skintight workout pants were soaked with her juices, and thick streaks of cum were drying across her top. She was a mess
, inside and out. “Fuck my tight little pussy, Daddy! Gimme that big fucking cock…!”

“God, she is
 a little whore,” Mom said approvingly. “You really know how to pick your women, son.”

“I can’t help it,” I growled, tearing the seat of her leggings to reveal her shining, freshly-shaved slit. “Girls like this just bring out the 
beast in me!”

“I like
 you beastly,” Mom said, pressing her breasts together with her arm. “Show that little slut what you can do, son. Give her the hardest fuck a man is ever going to throw at her…!”

I drove hilt-deep into her tightness with one perfect stroke, my balls slapping against her ass as I slid home. Eryn howled
 with bliss as I bottomed out inside of her, my thick cock stretching her out in ways no man ever had before. I pumped inside of her like a piston, watching the bulge between her legs as my cock disappeared and reappeared like a magic trick.

“Fuck, Daddy!” Eryn had completely given herself over to the HeadPodz now. They whispered in her ears, amplifying the thoughts she’d already been having about me until they weren’t just part of her world - they were
 her world. “Fuck me harder! Use my body to get yourself off! Fuck, you’re so fucking perfect, you’re so fucking hot, I’ve never been fucked like this before!”

Harder. Faster. I was leaving bruises, but I didn’t care. Hell, I wanted
 her to be bruised.

Grinning, I wrapped a hand around her throat. My fingers tightened as I pounded her with primal force, working my way up to an absolutely insane
 peak.

“God damn, I can do anything I want to you, can’t I?” I growled. “Open your fucking mouth!”

She did - and I spit right into it. Instead of acting disgusting, she smeared half of it all over her face and moaned while she swallowed the rest.

“Look at that!” I roared, pumping her pussy like a bellows. “I can slap you, choke you, degrade you however the fuck I want - and you just like it even more
. Fuck you’re so fucking twisted…”

“She’s perfect,
” Mom whispered, her breasts pressing into my back. “She’ll make a perfect addition to your harem, son.”

“Once I get finished rearranging her insides,” I grunted, gripping her hips with both hands. It was like my body responded to my need - suddenly my cock swelled
 inside of her, thicker and harder than before. Then I fucked her like I was trying to turn her inside out, like I wanted to pound her throat from the other side. It was too much for her - she unraveled around me, screaming at the top of her lungs as pleasure like nothing she’d ever felt before coursed through her body.

I slammed myself as far inside of her as I could go, burying my cock balls-deep in her cunt, then let go. It was like being swept away by a tidal wave. All of it - the anger, the frustration, the feelings of 
worthlessness and shame - all of them were washed away by the incredible release
 of it, the claiming of Eryn’s unprotected womb. I’d marked her soul, made her mine on a level more primal than primal. She would never belong to any other man the way she belonged to me.


Unless I wanted her to
, a naughty little thought chimed in. After all, why should any man go through what I’ve gone through…?


When I finally came back to myself, Mom was bobbing up and down on my cock, cleaning it expertly with her tongue. Eryn was on the floor, stoned out of her mind and riding the beat of the wireless earbuds.

“Well done, son,” Mom purred, looking up at me. “You did such a good job fucking that little slut’s brains out. I don’t think she’s going to walk straight for a week…”

I looked her up and down, then made a decision. “She’d better,” I growled. “Because she’s not quitting this job.”

Mom was clearly surprised, but hid it well. She cocked one flawlessly-manicured eyebrow as she stroked my cock. “She’s not?”

I shook my head. “From now on,” I said, raising my voice so both women could hear, “you’re going to treat every guy who comes in 
here for their personal training session like they’re your fucking King. You’re going to flirt with them, compliment them, and treat them exactly the way you treated me. As far as you’re concerned, from now on every man
 you help is just as sexy and desirable and makes your pussy tingle as me. Even the average ones. Fuck, even the ugly
 ones. And you’re going to give them the exact same treatment as me - a nice BJ in the locker room and a hard, sweaty fuck. Or whatever the fuck they want from you, I don’t know.” Still grinning, I turned back to Mom. “A bunch of dudes around here about to get one hell of an ego boost.”

Mom didn’t look nearly as pleased as me. “That may be, son, but...how can you fuck this girl, knowing she’s giving herself to all those men?”

“Easy,” I said with a smirk. “I’m not. She’s going to come over and tell me all about it, degrading herself like a shameless little whore. And you know who’s wet pussy I’m going to be fucking while she does it?”

Mom’s face lit up. “I think I can guess. Alright, I guess I did
 put you onto the idea of specializing girls. But I didn’t think you’d go quite this far with it…”

Me either. But I already wanted to go farther. I wanted to take someone like Eryn - someone men went home at night and stroked 
themselves stupid over, hating themselves for not being able to possess - and bring them down to this level. To make them my whore, my employee
 - my puppet.


I know just who
, I thought with a smile.

“Mom,” I said, tugging my pants back on, “Becky’s going to have to wait just a little bit. I’ve got an idea, and I think I might need your help for it.”

She spread her arms wide. “Of course, Son. Mommy loves you so much. I’m happy to be your partner in whatever wicked thing my big strong man has planned.”

I grinned back at her. This is going to be fun...



Part Four: The Camgirl


“So I have no idea what’s in this box,” the girl said, grinning into the camera as she gently shook the package. “But it has your name on it, Chris, so I’m guessing it’s for me! What a nice surprise, baby!”

“You’re welcome,” I said, taking a sip of my drink and relaxing. I was in the living room at my Mom’s house, with my stepsister’s outrageously expensive MacBook open on the coffee table in front of me. On the screen, the cam girl, Twitch gamer and cosplay queen Laurabelle Croft pouted and preened as she examined my package. The one I’d mailed her, not the one between my legs.

Normally a guy like me wouldn’t warrant a one-on-one session with Laurabelle. Her follower counts were in the hundreds of thousands, with her Twitch stream and YouTube channel constantly trending in the world of gaming and cosplay. She was an international icon, which meant only those with very deep pockets could get this level of access to the glorious nerd babe.

Fortunately for me, my stepmother had several untapped credit cards she was happy to let me use now that my magic earbuds had turned her into my bimbo fuckdoll. And that was before touching Eryn’s trust fund…

“I’m sooo
 excited to open this,” Laurabelle mewled, her voice jumping up an octave into that anime bimbo giggle her fans jerked themselves silly over. “I can’t wait to see what it is! But first…”

She stretched out across her bed, arching her back like a cat. “I think you’ve earned a little thank you
, don’t you?”


Damn, she’s good,
 I thought, watching her work. And sexy as hell
. Unlike Eryn the personal trainer, I harbored no ill will towards Laurabelle - if anything, I admired her hustle. She’d never treated me like shit the way Eryn had, or treated any of her fans badly as far as I knew. She was an entertainer - one with a very adult way of making the even bigger bucks. Fans who turned in to watch her flaunt her body in sexy cosplay while playing the latest video games were never more than a click or two away from her private lewd servers, where subscribers could pay money to watch her make anime cum faces or masturbate with a vibrator shaped like a sword from their favorite fantasy series. And subscribe they fucking did.


I’d had to spend a lot of money to get this close to her, but it was all about to be worth it. Just as soon as she opened the pair of HeadPodz I’d had Farrah pack up and send to her.

“Mmmh, now which is it that you like better?” Laurabelle swayed her thick, juicy ass back and forth for the camera, presenting it to me like an open invitation - if only I was actually in the room with her. “I can never seem to remember. Is it my tits or my ass that drives you wild, Chris?”


You know perfectly well which it is,
 I thought with a smirk. Hell, it’s both.
 
The remark was meant to turn me on, but also to act as a reminder - even though I was giving this girl a bunch of money and presents, I still wasn’t all the way at the forefront of her mind. It was a gentle form of negging, designed to string her clients along. And Laurabelle was very, very good at it.


Next will come the compliment,
 I thought. Which will take the sting out of it and make me feel like the fucking man again…


When I didn’t say anything, Laurabelle giggled and gave her ass a slap. “You’re so fucking cute,” she purred, acting exactly as I’d expected. “Are you tall? I bet you’re fucking massive
 in person.”

“Over six feet,” I said, enjoying myself.

“Unf
,” Laurabelle groaned. “You know I obviously
 can’t have a boyfriend in my line of work. Not a public one, anyway. The fans would eat me alive. But when I pivot to Instagram and my lifestyle brands in a couple years, I’m going to need a photogenic partner. One with some washboard abs and that chiseled jaw. You’d make a good candidate, Chris…”

There was a time when I’d have been over the fucking moon at hearing a girl like this say a thing like that to me. But I was wiser now. Now I couldn’t help but notice she wasn’t actually
 promising me anything. She implied, hinted, made her clients feel like they were 
inches away from actually possessing her. It was a complicated dance - one that probably left her exhausted at the end of every day.


It’ll be over soon
, I thought. Soon you won’t have a single thought in that pretty little head other than how best to serve me, you gorgeous slut
.

“That sounds interesting,” I said, purposely downplaying what she’d just said to me, “but I’m not really a spotlight kind of guy.”

She covered her surprise well. Her eyes widened for a moment, mind working feverishly, then she decided to just go back to what worked: sex.

“So,” she purred, all the promises a girl can make to a boy somehow contained in that one lusty growl, “what do you want to do? You want to watch me play with myself, baby? Or would you rather have me tell you what to do with your cock?”

A tiny spike of shame blossomed in my chest when she mentioned that last part, but only for a second. I’d jerked off for Laurabelle on camera before, stroking myself while she encouraged me and used dirty talk to get me off. I was far from the only person who’d done this for her - hell, most guys paid top-dollar for that sort of thing - but it was a little embarrassing. Especially with my stepsister Farrah sitting just out of the camera frame, wearing nothing put a pair of 
black panties as she lazed on the recliner watching me. It was a struggle not to look over at her to see her reaction, but I didn’t want Laurabelle to know we weren’t alone. Not yet, at any rate.

“You should start by taking off those clothes,” I said, nodding at her. “Then I want you to put on what I bought you.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Oooh, is it jewelry? Oh, baby, I hope you didn’t buy me anything too
 expensive…”


Liar
, I thought with a chuckle. Of course she wanted it to be expensive jewelry. What girl didn’t? Especially from one of her admirers. “Don’t worry about that,” I said, taking another sip of my drink. “Nothing’s too good for you, sweetheart. I love making you smile.”


And pretty soon I’m going to like making you cum
.

Laurabelle wasn’t in her cosplay outfit - her last Twitch stream had been a few hours ago. She liked to pick her clothes for these one-on-one sessions based on what her fans liked, so for me she’d put on a skintight minidress and a pair of six-inch fuck-me heels with fishnet stockings. By the time we were done, she’d usually be just down to the heels. No bra or panties underneath, of course - she didn’t need them.

“Oooh, I’m starting to get really thirsty

,” she whimpered, hiking her skirt up over her ass. “Can I taste myself, Daddy?”

I smiled. Daddy
 was another one of those things she’d actually gotten me
 into. I’d heard Eryn call me that, of course, but it wasn’t until I heard her pant the word over and over as she came her brains out that I started having my stepsister and stepmother refer to me by it around the house.

“You may,” I said, staring at her, “but only a little. You need to save that juicy pussy for Daddy’s cock.”

I loved this kind of roleplay - and even though she was clearly putting on a performance for me, deep down I thought Laurabelle kind of liked it, too. We talked about all the things we wanted to do to each other while we stroked and rubbed ourselves silly, but it was always a little bit less hot with the expectation that none of it could ever be a reality. That had changed for me, but not for her. Not yet.

Laurabelle slid two fingers into her dripping wet snatch and ran them around her pouty, swollen lips. Lipstick smeared her fingertips as she pulled them into her mouth, sucking greedily. As she tasted, her eyes rolled back in her head and she made the agonized, almost cartoonish expression of pleasure her fans loved so much. I have to admit, it got my motor running damned hard, too.

“I’m so fucking wet, Daddy,” Laurabelle whimpered, pulling the remains of her dress over her head and tossing it off-screen. She hid her perky tits with one hand, faking shyness as she blushed. Then she let the arm drop, showing off her hard, chestnut-colored nipples. “Show me your cock! I want to see you stroke it for me, Daddy!”

This time my eyes did
 glance over at Farrah. I don’t think Laurabelle noticed, though. “I think you should be a good girl and open your package first,” I said, trying to sound commanding through the screen.

“I wanna make you cum first,” she panted, squeezing her thighs together. “Come on, you always
 have two or three loads ready for me, Chris. You can bust again after I put your present on. I just really
 want to see that load. Please?”

Was I really going to do this? I mean, I had
 done it - and done it often. But never in front of Farrah. It shouldn’t have bothered me; after all, how many times had I fucked Farrah’s brains out this week and blasted a load of cum all over her face and tits? Yet it still did. I might have been her owner and Master, but I’d never jerked off to porn in front of her - it felt demeaning, somehow.

I toyed with the idea of sending her out of the room, but I wanted her there for the big reveal later. Screw it,
 I thought, reaching for my belt. If she wants to get bratty about it, I’ll fuck her so hard she’ll be walking side-to-side for a week

.

As I took my cock out of my pants, my sister’s eyes widened. I expected some withering remark, but instead she pointed at her chest, then pointed at me. As if to say want me to take care of that, bro?


I shook my head. Not yet
.

Fortunately, Laurabelle hadn’t noticed a thing. “Ooooh, you’re so hard
,” she giggled, turning to face the camera on all fours. Her face filled the screen, becoming the whole world. “Look, you’re fucking dripping
 for me. Does it hurt being that hard, Daddy?”

“So much,” I admitted, wrapping my fingers around my shaft. “Tell me...tell me what to do, baby.”

She winked. “Stroke it for me, Daddy,” she commanded, pulling her features into that I’m having the biggest orgasm of my life
 expression for a few seconds before coming back with a smile. “Do it hard and fast, and cum all over yourself! I want to see you make a big mess for me!”


That I can fucking do,
 I thought, pumping my cock. Ever since the HeadPodz had changed my physical appearance, the ordinary loads of cum I shot when handling my cock had been replaced with 
massive, porn star level eruptions. Pretty much every time I had an orgasm now, I came down from my peak to discover I’d made an entire fucking puddle with my balls. Even on the third or fourth cum, I fired enough to leave Mom or Farrah dripping with my seed.

Laurabelle wasn’t the least bit idle while I beat off. She posed for me, letting the camera take in her perky tits and thick ass before filling the screen with another one of those crazy, sexy orgasm faces. Her cheeks flushed redder and redder every time she did it, her long tongue snaking out far enough to reach the bottom of her chin as she tensed and moaned.

“You’re going to be making that face over and over again when I fuck you,” I grunted, rapidly reaching the peak. “Daddy’s gonna fill that tight, juicy pussy up with his cock and pump you so full you won’t be able to think straight…!”

“Ooh-woo,
 Daddy, yesss!
” Laurabelle’s hand shot between her legs, massaging her fat pussy as she made cum faces just for me. “Fuck, cum for me, Daddy, cum for meee
…!”

I did. Holy shit I fucking came
.

My hand was a blur on my cock as I reached the peak, slowing down and tightening as I crashed into the wall and started to spurt. I went off like a geyser, the first streak of cum shooting into the air and over my fucking head
 
from the pressure built up in my balls. Laurabelle let out an entirely unfaked groan of amazement as I kept on spurting, firing jet after jet of hot, sticky seed everywhere. Even as the pleasure ebbed, I kept shooting all over my chest and waist - my last few drops were still the kind of cumshot that most guys could only make if they’d been blue-balled for a week. And they felt so fucking amazing.

As I came down from my peak, I let my head loll back against the couch and sighed with pleasure. Even with so many willing pussies, throats and asses under my roof, the emotions Laurabelle brought out in me were special. I was really, really looking forward to adding her to my harem.

When I glanced at the screen, Laurabelle was staring at me open-mouthed. “Wow,” she said, meeting my eyes with something like awe. “You don’t have, like, a pump hidden between your legs or something, do you Chris?”

 


I shook my head, still riding the blissful wave of afterglow. “That’s all me, baby,” I said with a smirk.

“That is...seriously
 impressive,” she said, her eyes rolling back in her head for a moment. “Gosh, you really are something, Daddy. Mmh, I so
 wish you were here with me right now…”

“Me too,” I said. “Go on and open your present. Maybe it’ll bring us a little closer together.”

She reached off-screen, grabbed the package, and started tearing at it with her fingertips. She even opened boxes like some sort of horny anime witch - it was pretty fucking awesome. Finally the top gave in and swung open. She let out a little squeal of triumph as she reached inside.

“Oh, wa...huh?” Her eyebrows furrowed together as she held up the slightly smaller box contained within. “What are these
?”

“They’re wireless earbuds,” I said, leaning forward. Now that she was actually holding them, it was like I had tunnel vision - the rest of the world around the screen fell away, leaving nothing but her and them. “Top of the line. I figured you could use a pair.”

She couldn’t stop herself - she pulled a face. It was okay; I knew she was expecting jewelry.

“I’m sure they’re nice,” she said, eyeing the box warily. “I just thought this would be something sparkly, you know? Look, I’ve actually got somebody coming over in a bit, so I might have to cut this a bit short-”

I started to laugh. Holy shit, how absolutely fucking savage,
 I thought. 
If I let her close that feed, she’d probably never speak to me again.
 “Wait, you really think that’s the whole
 present?”

A look of relief flooded her face. “It’s not? I mean, of course
 it’s not.”

“I told you it was a surprise,” I said, still chuckling. “Put the earbuds in. Trust me. As soon as you put them in, you’ll get the real
 present.”

She looked more than a little confused. Yet, after a moment’s thought, she shrugged and fished the wireless buds out of the box. “They’re already charged,” she noted with a little giggle.

“I know,” I said. “I had Farrah charge them up before I sent them to you.” I motioned towards my stepsister, who was still in the recliner and off-screen. “I wanted to make sure you heard what they had to say.”

She put one earbud into her slender ear, then made a face. “Wait - who’s Farrah
?”

Then she just...well, just kind of trailed off.

“Uuuuunf,” she panted, her pupils dilating like she’d just gotten a good hit of molly. “These things are
 talking to me. They’re...wha…?”

“Put the other one in,” I said, dropping the charade. “Right now
. 
Then listen close.”

For a moment, I was sure that I’d failed. That Laurabelle Croft was going to pluck the earbud from her ear before its melody could worm its way into her brain, chuck it across the room, and never speak to me again.

Her hand made it halfway to her ear. Then it stopped, fell to the box, and picked up the other earbud.

“Fuck
,” she whimpered, her face contorting into that familiar expression of pleasure. “Sounds so fucking goooood…
”

Triumph surged within me. I’d done it!

“It does sound good,” I said, relaxing completely. “Every girl I’ve had listen to them has told me so. In fact, it’s probably the most awesome present they’ve ever gotten. Wouldn’t you agree, Farrah?”

My stepsister took this as her cue. She scooted onto the couch, giggling as she pressed her curvy body against me. “Hi!” she giggled, waving her fingers at the star. “I am such
 a huge fan. You’re the sexiest girl on the internet!”

Laurabelle looked so confused that it was cute. “This is...Farrah?”

“My sister,” I said with a nod. “She has her own pair of HeadPodz...see? She never takes them off.”

“I would never
!” Farrah said, mock-angry in my lap. “They’re part of me, bro. The best
 part of me…”

Suddenly Farrah’s head was in my lap. I hadn’t done anything more than tuck my cock back into my boxers after I jerked off for Laurabelle, so it was the easiest thing in the world for her to pull me out and run my cum-smeared crown over her lips. I heard a strangled cry of disbelief from the other side of the screen and started laughing.

“Yeah, Farrah’s a lot of fun,” I said, putting my hand on the back of my sister’s head. “She sucks cock like a fucking pro, for one thing. But the faces she makes when I fuck her are nowhere near as pretty as yours.”

“Oh wow, thanks
,” Farrah said, raising her mouth from my cock. There was a smear of my cum across her cheek as she turned and cocked an eyebrow at Laurabelle. “Isn’t he just the biggest dick sometimes, Laurabelle?”

“I have the biggest dick all the time,” I grunted. “Now come back here and suck me off.”

Farrah’s playful facade collapsed. “Yes, sir,” she whimpered, lowering her head to my cock and taking it hilt-deep into her mouth. Her warm heat enveloped me and before I knew it she was bobbing up and down on my dick, making sloppy noises as she deepthroated me.

“Now I know all this must come as some kind of a shock to you,” I said, my voice surprisingly even considering the blowjob I was receiving. “I’m sure you thought you
 were the only sexual release I was getting - the idea that after all our sessions I was burying myself so deep in pussy I needed a snorkel probably never even occurred to you. I imagine it almost feels a little bit like being cheated on.”

“It...it hurts,” Laurabelle said dreamily. “But not so much.”

I nodded. “Because the earbuds are telling you it’s okay, right?”

She nodded eagerly. “Uh huh!”

“Good girl,” I said with a grin. “Right now, they’re explaining your real purpose
. To be my harem girl. To use that gorgeous fucking body to worship me however I choose.”

She flushed deep, and this time it wasn’t acting. “That...that sounds so fucking hawt
,” she admitted, one of her famous expressions flickering across her face. “I want you to own me, Chris. I want you 
to fuck my brains out…”

“Tell me where you are,” I said, my fingers tangling in Farrah’s hair as she took me deep. “And by the way - how nice is your house? Lots of bedrooms?”

She told me. To my great shock, it wasn’t all that far away. And when I pulled the real estate listing for her house up in another window on the MacBook, I whistled in appreciation.

“I was going to have Mom bring you here,” I said, shaking my head. “But that’s clearly not the smart play. We’re coming to you, Laurabelle.”

Her face lit up like Christmas morning. “You...you mean I get to have you live with me
!?” She giggled like a schoolgirl, her fingers sliding between her thighs almost without thinking. “I get to have you under my roof all the fucking time?”

“Not just me,” I grunted. Fuck, Farrah was really doing her whorish best all over my cock. “Farrah and my Mom, too. Plus we might have a couple of visitors. But don’t worry, it sounds like there’ll be plenty of room for all of us. We won’t step on your toes - after all, you’ve got lots of work to do.”

 


“Work?” She made a confused face. “You mean fucking your brains 
out?”

“Oh, you’ll be doing that,” I grunted my voice tight with lust. “Hang on a second, okay? I’m about to cum in my sister’s throat.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Oooh, ooh, lemme see! I wanna see…!”

I jerked my hips upwards so Laurabelle could see Farrah’s lips around my cock. With a sharp, savage growl, I upthrust into my sister’s throat, making it bulge with my girth. I pushed right past the peak, her heat and tightness making everything feel amazing as I lost my rhythm and began to spurt against the back of her throat. When I was finally done, Farrah’s face was a mess of ruined makeup and cum.

“Thank you,” my sister whimpered, curling up next to me and grinning proudly at Laurabelle. “Thank you for using me as a hole for your sperm, Master…”

When I looked at Laurabelle, she was making the face. Only it wasn’t an act. Her fingers pumped between her thighs, her eyes rolled back in hypnotic bliss as the magic earbuds burned out the last traces of resistance from her brain.

“Unnnnngh yes
,” she growled, her voice crackling with primal need as she pushed herself to the edge. “I wanna fuck you, Daddy! I want 
to give my life to you! I wanna serve you all the time and be your slutty little fuckdoll! I want...I want...I’m gonna cummm
…!”

Laurabelle tossed her head back and howled
 with bliss as she came. A torrent of juice dribbled down her thighs as her pussy boiled over, clenching around her fingers in time with her rapid heartbeat. Her legs shook and gave way beneath her, sending her sprawling on the mattress as she unraveled. The howls turned into whimpers as she rode the wave, her shoulders shaking in silent, shuddering sobs as release flooded her.

When she finally looked up into the camera, she was like an entirely different person. A better, sexier Laurabelle.

“Daddy
,” she mewled, watching jealously as Farrah cleaned the mess off my cock. “Oh my gosh
 I’m so fucking happy, Daddy! I can’t wait for all of you to move in - I’m so so soooo
 looking forward to meeting you!”

“Me too,” I grunted, my cock pulsing in Farrah’s throat. “We’ll be there soon, don’t worry. But right now, I need to fucking cum
 again.”

Laurabelle let out a groan like I’d just slid my tongue across her clit. “Oh Daddy
, I wish I could give you my pussy right this very second!”

With a grunt, I grabbed a fistful of Farrah’s hair and pulled her off of 
my cock. She stared vacantly up at me as her eyes refocused, confused at being denied her treat. I crooked a finger, indicating for her to climb into my lap, and the confusion went away in an instant.

“I know,” I told her. “Soon. In the meantime, why don’t you tell me what to do with this cock?”

She blushed deeply. It was so much like our old conversations, and it filled her with shame at how she used to hold so much control over me.

“O...okay, Daddy,” she said, swallowing hard. “That’s your sister, right?”

“Stepsister,” I corrected, parting Farrah’s thighs. “But it’s hotter if we leave the step
 part out of it.”

“Definitely,” Laurabelle agreed with a smile. “I want to see you put that big cock all the way into your sister’s pussy,” she purred, getting closer to the screen. “Turn so I can see how big it is, Daddy. I want to see it disappear inside that slut’s tight little slit…”

That I could do. I grabbed Farrah’s round ass with both hands and forced her down, spearing her with my prick. She sank hilt-deep onto me, screaming with pleasure as my fat cock stretched her tight inner walls around it. The swollen, still-dripping head of my cock drove all 
the way into her and smacked against her g-spot, pounding her back walls.

Laurabelle looked like she’d just seen the hottest porn ever made. “Oh fuck, Daddy,” she whimpered, her eyes widening. “You’re all the way at the bottom of her pussy, Daddy. Tell me how it feels…”

“It’s so fucking good,” I growled, spanking Farrah as she began to ride me. “Her pussy feels fucking amazing. Burying my prick inside of something soft and wet is the best goddamn feeling in the world.”

“Fuck her harder,” Laurabelle begged, rubbing her needy pussy while she spoke. “Grab her fucking tits while you do it, Daddy! That bitch is supposed to be your family, but she’s just a wet, tight little hole for you to pump full of your cum! Show her!”

“God damn,” I growled, wrapping my hand around Farrah’s throat. “I like you already, slut.”

With Laurabelle’s coaxing, I grabbed hold of Farrah and pummelled her cunt like a living fuck doll. I didn’t bother thinking about her comfort, about getting her off - this was all about me.
 About feeling as good as humanly possible, and getting off as hard as I wanted to.

My balls tingled as they slapped against her ass. I was almost to the peak, my dick blurring as it pumped inside of my sister’s pussy like a 
piston. But Laurabelle had one more surprise for me.

I looked to the screen, expecting to see that gorgeous fucking anime face while I blew inside of Farrah. Instead, what I saw made my heart skip a beat.

It was like someone had run an invisible wire all the way down Laurabelle’s spine, only to pull it taut. If it wasn’t for the one leg she still had on the bed, I would’ve believed she was hanging in mid-air. Her hands were no longer between her legs - both of them were at her ears, pressing the earbuds inward as hard as they could. Like they were whispering a secret to her that only she could hear.

“Yes,
” she whimpered, sounding like she was in the middle of an almost religious ecstasy. “Yes! Do it! Daddy deserves the best, the absolute best
 little fuckdolls on Earth…!”

I didn’t understand what was going on. Then, while she was still in my arms, Farrah began to change
.

Her tits ballooned beneath my hands, filling them to the brim and then some as I mauled her sensitive titflesh. She screamed
 with pleasure as her lips plumped up, turning glossy and luscious as I stared. There was a creaking sound from somewhere within her as her hips widened, growing until even a guy looking at her from the front would be able to tell she had a world-class booty behind her.

All of it happened in a space of seconds, like magic. And somehow Laurabelle had done it.

No. The earbuds
 had done it. Laurabelle was just the conduit.

I almost pulled out, let Farrah go in my shock. But then the changes hit her pussy - and suddenly I was burying myself as deep as I could inside of her, trying to hold back from cumming as long as possible.

Because whatever these earbuds had done to the rest of her, they’d made her into the best fucking thing I’d ever felt wrapped around my dick.

She was tighter
 than tight. Yet so wet that I could bury myself all the way inside of her smoothly, wrapping her inner walls around me. Only a second later those walls became ridged
. I tossed my head back and roared
 with bliss as my sister’s pussy sculpted itself around me, becoming the world’s most expensive, most carefully crafted sex toy. Every inch of her pussy was made for my cock, designed to give it as much pleasure as humanly possible.

I thrust upwards into her and gasped as I discovered something else - her cunt was gripping me back.
 And pulsing
 around me like a fucking vibrator.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I grabbed hold of Farrah’s hair and pounded
 
her, thrusting upwards as hard as I could into her heavenly tightness. Her big tits were perfect handholds for even more
 leverage, soft and wonderful beneath my fingers as I experienced every inch of her tight insides.

“Holy shit,” I gasped, rapidly approaching an orgasm. “What the fuck did you just do?”

“I made her perfect for you, Daddy,” Laurabelle whimpered. “Now cum inside her! Make that bitch pregnant, Daddy, please!”

I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to. A moment later a wave of white ripped my vision away as I came, the sensation so pure and sweet that I nearly passed out with Farrah still bouncing up and down on my. Semen helplessly pumped from my balls, claiming her womb with every thick, virile spurt. It went on for what felt like ages, until I was wrung dry by my sister’s tight, wet walls. Even as I came down from my peak, they kept clenching around me, the ridges milking every last drop of cum from my dick.

As I pulled out of her, I realized those wonderful ridges had a second function: they kept every drop of my load inside of her. Even though I’d filled her with an enhanced cumshot, the kind that would have a normal woman dripping for days, there wasn’t a trace of it on her thighs. In amazement I ran a finger over her slit, marveling at it.

“I’m so full,” Farrah whispered, leaning back on the couch. “Oh shit I can feel it inside of me, bro! I can feel your fucking load breeding
 me! Shit, it’s happening so fucking fast…”

It hit Farrah like a freight train. She arched her back, crying out as climax took her. Even then, none of my seed was allowed to exit her freshly-fucked pussy. Her juices coated her from the waist down, but not mine.

“Fuck,” I said, staring down at my sister in disbelief. “That was amazing. Laurabelle, how did you do that?”

Now that it was over, she looked almost as shocked. “I didn’t do anything! The music - it whispered to me. It told me what you wanted from your sister - what you really
 wanted. It showed me what she’d look like with her titties all big and her brain all stupid. It showed me exactly how to make her cunt perfect for your big God-cock! And then it made it all real, through me…”

I grinned at her. “Do you think you can do that to Mom? And yourself?”

She stared at me for a moment, then laughed. “Yes, Daddy. I’m pretty sure I could do it to anyone I wanted!”

“We’re coming over now,” I grunted, scooting off the couch. “Get 
ready for us. We’ve got some experimenting to do.”

It was time to find out how extreme the limits of my power really were - and how I could use it to make these girls even hotter...


Part Five: The Ex-Girlfriend


“So she just ghosted

 you?”

Laurabelle Croft, the famous cosplay model and Twitch celebrity, gave me a sympathetic look, her eyes practically brimming with tears. Her body shook beneath me as the fourth load of hot cum I’d shot inside her that afternoon erupted against her inner walls. A wave of pure bliss shot through my body as I filled her tight, dripping slit with my seed, grunting as I thrust upwards into her again and again. The wave crested, ebbed, and I buried my face between her tits as the sheer release
 of it overwhelmed me.

“Yeah, it’s fucked up,” I gasped, coming down from my peak. I smiled up at her as I pulled one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked it gently, my cock still pulsing inside her pussy. “I’m not mad about it anymore. I mean, clearly
. And I guess it’s a pretty common thing to do nowadays. I’d just have liked some closure
, you know?”

Laurabelle knew. She stroked the back of my head, her movements languid and loving now that I’d spent myself inside of her. “You poor thing,” she murmured, rubbing my back in slow circles as I kept on sucking at her boobs. “To have a girl you like just disappear like that, without even telling you why...ooh I’d have been so mad…”

“Your fans should know a little bit about that,” I said, laughing. Laurabelle was over three hours late for her latest appearance on Twitch. I hadn’t checked my phone to find out, but I was sure the 
Internet was buzzing with rumors over her disappearing act. Her fans were probably beside themselves with anger at being denied the sight of their nerdy, sexy goddess.

That goddess grinned down at me and shook her head. “That doesn’t matter anymore, silly,” she purred, adding her nails to the massage she was giving my back. The pain mixed with my pleasure and made me groan. “Pleasing you is the only
 thing I want to do now, Daddy. I love you so much…”

I loved her, too. Or, it was more accurate to say, I loved my life
. Ever since I’d ordered a pair of bootleg wireless earbuds off a shady internet site, my wildest dreams had been coming true. First they turned my curvy, MILF of a stepmother into my personal porn star - then the four other pairs I’d ordered from the same site did the same to my stepsister and my personal trainer. Finally I’d snagged Laurabelle, by far
 the hottest babe I’d ever seen, and made her into my sweet, nerdy princess.

Oh, and at some point along the way I’d turned into a seven-foot musclebound stud, too. I still didn’t understand how that worked, seeing as I’d never put on the earbuds myself, but I wasn’t about to complain. I needed this level of stamina and energy just to keep up with my growing harem.

“I’m glad, babe,” I said, finally pulling out of her. My cock rubbed 
against the heat of her inner thigh, leaving a streak of cum dribbling down her leg. “Makes me happy to know you love getting fucked.”

It was the furthest thing in the world from a nice compliment, but from the way her face lit up you would’ve thought I’d called her the prettiest girl in the world.

“Oh, Daddy
,” she growled, guiding my hand between her legs. “Can I please come for you? I wanna cum all over your fingers so all this hot, sticky cum goes right into my womb! I can’t wait
 to have your babies…”


Babies,
 I thought deliriously. This harem’s going to start pumping out my heirs soon
. My fingers slid into the furnace of Laurabelle’s pussy, stoking her inner blaze. From the way her clit pulsed against me as I rubbed, it wasn’t going to take long at all for her to cum her brains out.


“Fuck, Daddy!”
 Laurabelle whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head. Wet sounds filled the room as my fingers pumped inside of her, the smell of her horny pussy mixing with the heady aroma of my seed to fill the room with musk. “Oh fuck I wanna be pregnant so bad!”

Her thighs trembled as she approached the peak. A thick cord of muscle in her neck stood out as she pressed her curves against me, 
throbbing in time with her rapid heartbeat. She panted and groaned as her head lolled back on her shoulders, her face forming the almost cartoonish expression of pleasure that had gained her so many horny, nerdy fans. She stuck her long tongue out, showing off for me as I pushed her up to the point of no-return.


She wants to be knocked up
, I thought, my cock throbbing back to life against my thigh. Fuck, Laurabelle, with the number of times I’ve busted raw inside of you this week, it’d be a miracle if I hadn’t claimed your womb already!
 And she was far from the only one. Although we hadn’t taken a test yet, my stepsister Farrah was almost certainly pregnant, and even Tiffany wasn’t past her child-bearing years. It wouldn’t be a shock if all my girls ended up swollen with my heirs.


God,
 I thought, skillfully bringing Laurabelle off. Why is the thought of that so fucking HOT?
 A guy my age should have been terrified
 of children, but for some reason the idea of breeding fertile sluts like Farrah and Laurabelle got me hard like nothing else on Earth. There was just something primal about it, all tied up with the idea of family and ownership and manhood - I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t fucking get enough of it.

“Cum for me,” I commanded, the words spilling out in a harsh growl. I wrapped my free hand around Laurabelle’s throat. Her expression of pleasure changed into one of surprise, then melted into one of even more
 
pleasure. I squeezed tighter as I felt her walls clench around my fingers, her body going weightless in my arms as an orgasm tore through her lithe body. When it was over I held her close, already ready for yet another round.

Just as I was about to spread her legs and plunge inside of her again, there was a knock on the bedroom door.

“Bro?” The door opened, and my stepsister Farrah sashayed in. “Holy shit, bro, have you seen
 this place? This house fucking rules
!”

“I’m glad you like it!” Laurabelle squeaked from underneath me. “It’s all Daddy’s now! Everything I have belongs to him - especially
 my tight little pussy!”

“Well, I hope you don’t mind sharing!” Farrah climbed into bed with us, completely unselfconscious as she stripped off her top and snuggled under the covers. Whatever magic my special earbuds had worked on us had also taken away any sense of jealousy these women possessed - they were more than happy to share me, to serve me in turns or all at once if that’s what I wanted. It was the fucking best.

“Uh uh,” I growled, tearing the covers off my sister’s naked body. “No hiding. Let me see that new body, sis. Show Laurabelle what she did to you.”

My stepsister Farrah had always been a smoking hot babe with a banging body - but the earbuds had pushed her into the stratosphere. Laurabelle had...had transformed
 her somehow, using the frequencies of the HeadPodz to give her a massive pair of DDD’s and an ass that belonged on an Instagram model. Most amazing of all was what she’d done to my sister’s pussy: it was now the hottest, wettest, tightest thing I’d ever fucked. It gripped me like a living thing whenever I buried myself inside of her, humming and clenching like the world’s best sex toy.

All those thoughts flickered through me as I stared her up and down, and I wanted to feel that pussy wrapped around my cock so bad it hurt.

I reached down and spanked my sister’s ass without a hint of shame. “Look at that,” I growled, grabbing her cheeks and spreading them. “What a sexy fucking ass you’ve got, sis.”

Laurabelle giggled and spanked Farrah, too. “She’s so thick
! I’ve never eaten ass before, Daddy, but this slut makes me want to give it a try…”

The image of it entered my head and wouldn’t leave. Farrah’s pussy could wait - I needed to see this, first.

“Come here,” I grunted, grabbing a handful of Laurabelle’s hair. Then 
I slammed her face in-between my sister’s ass cheeks, burying that sexy fucking look of hers in booty. “Get your fucking face in there, slut. Show me how you eat that thick, juicy ass…”

Laurabelle moaned as she buried her face in my sister’s ass. For a moment, all she could do was bask in it - then that long tongue of hers snaked out and began teasing Farrah’s pucker. My sister arched her back, whimpering with lust as Laurabelle ate her ass.

“Oh, fuck
!” Juice dripped down my sister’s legs as Laurabelle really
 got into it, going so deep I couldn’t even see her eyes as she pleasured my sister from behind. “Oh shit, that’s so fucking filthy...!
”

With Farrah on all fours, there was nothing to stop me from treating her face the way I’d treated Laurabelle’s cunt. With my cock so hard it hurt, I grabbed myself by the base and slapped Farrah across the face with it, painting her pouty lips with my seed.

“Bet you never thought you’d do this for me, did you?” All the times Farrah had talked me down or made me feel like a loser flickered through my mind, memories from what felt like a different life. “My prim, prude of a sister deepthroating her brother’s cock while she gets her ass eaten by some slut I picked up to fuck! You like that, you stupid little bimbo?”


“Yessss
,” Farrah whimpered, rocking her hips back on Laurabelle’s 
face as she licked her lips. “Fuck, it’s so wrong, but I love it so much! I love it when you make me feel like a dirty fucking whore, bro!”

“Oh, I’m never going to stop doing that,” I grunted, gathering a handful of her hair around my fingers. My cock pressed between her pouty lips, then into the heat and warmth of her mouth. “Don’t just fucking eat it, Laurabelle - smack that fucking ass!” I showed her what to do, spanking my sister’s rear so hard that the flesh reddened beneath my palm. After a few seconds, Laurabelle got more into it, slapping my sister’s supple cheeks as she buried her face in her ass.

I groaned as I bottomed out in Farrah’s throat, my balls bouncing against her chin as I began face-fucking her in earnest. The things the earbuds had done to her mouth were almost almost as amazing as the changes to her pussy - and her tongue
, goddamn! I couldn’t believe how good it felt to sink all the way between my sister’s lips, her cheeks hollowing around my shaft as she gave me a perfect, sloppy blowjob.

“Gonna bust all over your face,” I grunted, grabbing her hair with both hands. “Gonna fucking shoot, sis…!”

I pulled out just before the finish. My cock jerked and throbbed against her cheek as it erupted, sending thick streaks of spunk splashing on her closed eyes and her whimpering, pouty mouth. Burst after burst of pleasure coursed through me as my balls drained 
all over my sister’s face, coating her in a thick glaze of cum.

“Good girl,” I said as my release ebbed through me. “Now let Laurabelle lick you clean.”

After tonguing her ass, it was nothing for the gorgeous cosplay slut to lick the cum off my sister’s face. She whimpered as she lapped up the seed on my stepsister’s cheeks, groaning with pleasure like it was ice cream on her tongue. When she was finally done she kissed Farrah hard, spooning what was left of my load into her mouth as they made out.

“That is so fucking hot,” I grunted, leaning back and watching the two girls go at it. “Laurabelle got everything between your legs nice and sloppy, didn’t she, sis?”

A flush rose to my sister’s cheeks as she nodded. She knew exactly what was coming.

“Yes. Not that she needed to - I’m always wet for you, bro.” She reached between her legs and spread her folds for me, proving the truth of her words. “I’m so fuckin’ ready for that dick…”

I was more than ready, too. My cock was already stiff and ready to go. But before I could grab her by the hips and ram myself inside of her, a pair of hands came down on my shoulders. Stiff nipples 
pressed against my back, and a hot, wet tongue grazed my ear.

“Sweetheart,” my stepmother Tiffany purred, sounding altogether amused at the sight of the two freshly-fucked women in front of me. “I can hear you from all the way downstairs. You want to know how many times Mommy has touched herself listening to you fuck and blow all over these girls?”

Grinning, I looked over my shoulder and kissed her. “How many?”

She nibbled her bottom lip. “None
. I’m saving everything just for you…”

That was exactly what I liked to hear. “Come here and help your daughter out,” I grunted, slipping an arm around her waist and bringing her to my front. “She was just about to give me that hot, soaking wet little hole of hers…”

“Mmh, it is
 perfect, isn’t it?” Mom looked Farrah up and down like a breeder showing off her prize-winning filly. “She’s made for you, son. Every moment she’s not getting pumped full of your cum is a moment she’s not fulfilling her life’s purpose!”

“Exactly,” I grunted, giving Farrah’s ass a slap. “Ride me, you filthy little bimbo.”

Farrah gave a little squeal of delight as she climbed into my lap. Her hand never left her folds - it only moved as she took me by the base and guided my stiff, throbbing cock into her soft, silky channel. She hadn’t been lying about being wet for me all the time - I buried myself hilt-deep inside of her in one perfect stroke, my balls slapping against her ass as I claimed her cunt.

“All mine,” I growled, grabbing a handful of her hair and wrapping it two or three times around my fingers like a spool of thread. “Show me what you can do, sis. Show me what a little whore you are!”

I’d experienced a lot
 of things I never thought would happen to a guy like me after taking control of this harem of awesome babes. But the way Farrah could fuck was definitely right at the top of the list.

She brought her hips down on me with primal, savage force, impaling herself on my rock-hard cock over and over again. On the third thrust she came, her inner walls gripping me tighter than a glove as came apart all over my dick. It didn’t throw off her rhythm; she was way too good for that. Whores weren’t this skilled - not even the really expensive ones. Farrah rode me like she’d been born for it, like all the feelings she had for me as her brother and as the master of her cunt got all mixed up in her head and turned her on past the breaking point as she clenched around me.

It didn’t help one bit that my HeadPodz had altered her pussy along 
with the rest of her body. The things it was doing as it wrapped around me over and over again were unmatched - impossible for even the sexiest fucking bitch to do. If I hadn’t gained such superhuman control over myself from the magic of the wireless earbuds, I would have already been shooting inside of her.


Not that it matters
, I thought, watching my froth-covered cock pump in and out of her like a piston, covered in a mix of mine and her juices. She’s well and truly bred already. How’s it feel to know you knocked up your own stepsister, Chris?


The answer: it felt pretty fucking good. And it felt even better
 to fuck her.

“Ohhh shit
,” Farrah whimpered, squeezing her thighs together. “Fuck I’m gonna cum again, bro! Oh fuck your big dick is hitting all the right places, you’re so
 fucking good at getting me off…!”

The pressure of her legs around me felt amazing - and it gave me an idea.

With a grunt, I shoved Farrah onto her back. She gave a little yelp as her shoulders hit the cushions of the couch. Laurabelle, who’d been next to her and completely entranced by the load all over her fingers and face, slid to the side and lost her balance. Her ass hit the floor with a cute little thump, but by then I was already focused on Farrah 
again.

“Let’s see how tight you can get for me, sis,” I growled, lifting her legs. “I want to get the best fuck of my life before I pour that fucking spunk into your pussy…”

She must have thought I was going to put her heels on my shoulders and drive her like a wheelbarrow. A grin lit up her face as she spread her legs - but I didn’t want
 her legs spread. Chuckling darkly, I grabbed her by the ankles and forced her legs back together.

“Bro, what the fuck?” she asked, confusion cutting through her lust.

I didn’t bother explaining myself. She’d see in a moment. My free hand snaked around her thighs, pressing them together tighter than tight. I glanced down as I applied pressure, waiting to see what would happen. A grin split my face from ear-to-ear as I caught sight of Farrah’s perfect pussy, the swollen folds of her labia squeezed together between her inner thighs.

“There we go,” I growled, pointing the head of my cock at those swollen lips. “You’re mine, sis. That means I can take you however the fuck I want you. And I want you nice and snug for this big cock.”

If she wasn’t so insanely fucking wet, I probably wouldn’t have been able to fit inside of her. My sister wasn’t a normal woman anymore - she was better
 
than that, and some of the things I did to normal women wouldn’t apply to her. But as the head of my cock pressed deeper inside of her, demanding entrance, I realized with a surge of pleasure that this would.

Farrah’s slit truly was a slit
 now - it was barely even an opening. Yet I forced myself deeper and deeper inside of her, using all my strength to claim my sister’s body. It was fucking heavenly. It felt like home.

I was going to fucking come
.

“Shit,” I grunted, her walls grinding around me tight enough to throw sparks. “I’m going to shoot! Fuck, I want to bottom out inside of you first!”

With one more hard, driving thrust, it was done. I was hilt-deep inside of the tightest fucking pussy I’d ever known, made even tighter
 by my strength. When I glanced over, Mom stared at me with utter shock, her mouth wide open like she’d just seen me break an Olympic record.

“Cum inside her,” Mom whimpered, grabbing a handful of her daughter’s hair. “Fucking shoot
 inside her, Master, make the bitch drip
 with your fucking load…”

It was amazing how full my balls could be after three orgasms. Detonations rocked Farrah’s womb as I shot over and over again, her ridges clenching and humming around me as I pumped her full. There was even less to protect her than usual - with her body wrapped around mine like this, there was nothing keeping each burst from firing directly into the fertile furnace of her womb. My seed traveled with pinpoint accuracy and surgical precision straight into her core, filling her already-seeded cunt with more of my life-giving fluid.

I held her there for a long time before letting her go. When I pulled out, my cock was coated in her juices - and still rock hard.

“Fuck,” I grunted, stroking myself before the assembled harem. “Nothing’s going to make this damn cock go down! I feel like I could fuck my way through a girls’ rugby team without breaking a sweat!”

Mom rocked back on her elbows and surveyed me through heavy-lidded eyes. “Well, son,” she whispered, making her tone conspiratorial, “if you’re serious about that, I may have a little present on the way for you.”

I cocked my head to the side. “What kind
 of present?”

She snuggled up next to me, her head fitting perfectly in the crook of my shoulder. It was a surprisingly sweet gesture, made only slightly 
less romantic by the two come-soaked sluts making out with each other on the floor.

“When we started this whole thing,” Mom said, her nails playing with my chest, “and you got your five pairs of earbuds, you told me the people you wanted to give them to. The ones you wanted serving you forever, just like Mommy does. The ones you wanted to stick your big, hard cock into over and over again…”

“Get to the point,” I growled, squeezing one of her tits. “You keep talking dirty, I’m going to throw you over this couch and fuck you until you forget whatever you were going to say.”

“I just mean to say,” Mom purred, “that you have one pair of earbuds left. One girl you can make your forever slave, just like Farrah and me and Eryn and Laurabelle. And you already told me who you want it to be…”

The conversation I’d had with Mom after our first night together replayed in my mind. “Becky?” I said, feeling out of the loop for the first time since I’d opened my first set of HeadPodz. “My ex-girlfriend?”

“Yes,” Mom said, rolling her eyes. “That little tramp. Honestly, I don’t think she’s good enough for you, son, but maybe with one of Laurabelle’s special bimbo treatments she’d make a decent enough 
whore to serve in your harem-”

“Shut up,” I grunted, cutting her off. It didn’t matter what Becky had or hadn’t done - all that mattered was that I wanted her. “She’s coming here now?”

Mom shrugged. “I let a rumor slip in the comments of one her Instagram pictures that you were dating Laurabelle Croft. She ought to be here any minute…”

As if summoned by Mom’s words, there was the sudden crackle of static. A moment later, a tinny voice I knew very well filled the room. “Hello?”

 


A flood of memories rushed through me. Becky in the backseat of her parents’ station wagon, her hand in my pants. Becky telling me I was the only one for her. Becky completely ghosting me and refusing to even give me a reason why.

“Hey!” I yelled, looking around the room for the source of the noise. “Damn it, how do I talk to her?”

Laurabelle removed two cum-soaked fingers from her mouth and pointed. “It’s an intercom system,” she explained. “For security. Hit the button over there on the wall.”

I did. A screen blazed to life, showing me a camera hidden just above Laurabelle’s front door. My ex-girlfriend Becky stood on the mat, just over five feet of soft curves and long brown hair. The new world I’d found myself in made girls like her look drab in comparison, but there was still something about her that drove me wild.

“Becky? It’s me.” I looked over at Mom, gesturing towards my ears. She grinned and pulled the final box of earbuds out of her pocket. “It’s Chris.”

I saw her look of surprise through the camera. “Chris? Holy shit! Is it true? Are you really...in a relationship
 with Laurabelle Croft?”

I glanced over at the slutty nerd girl, watching her lick my seed off her lips like it was sweet cream. “You could say that. Come on in.”

Another button push and the door unlocked. Becky disappeared inside, the sound of footsteps echoing through the house.

“Where is she?” I asked, rising to my full height. The fact that I was fully naked didn’t matter - all that mattered was completing my collection. I was about to add the final piece to my harem, and I couldn’t have been more excited. My erection throbbed against my thigh, bigger and thicker than before.

“Downstairs,” Laurabelle gasped. “Down the hall, to the right, down 
the first flight of stairs.”

Something whizzed at me and I caught it in mid-air. It was the box of HeadPodz.

Mom grinned at me. “Go get ‘em, tiger.”

I took the stairs two at a time. I could hear Becky getting closer, her voice filled with surprise as she made her way through the expensive residence. “Chris? Where are you? Is Laurabelle here? You-”

I turned a corner and nearly bowled her over. We were inches away from each other, and she had to strain her neck to meet my eyes.

“Chris?” Becky’s jaw hit the floor. “Holy fuck
! What...what happened to you!?”

“It’s a long story,” I said, popping open the package. The pair of pearly earbuds lay inside, wrapped in plastic. “I could explain it to you, but it’d be way faster if you’d just put these on.”

She noticed for the first time that I was naked. Her eyes went the size of saucers...then expanded even more
 when she caught side of my huge, erect cock.

“Oh shit,” she muttered, falling back on her ass. She stared up at me 
with a mixture of horror and longing, like I was some kind of monster she couldn’t help but be turned on by. “What the fuck!?”

Even after everything that had happened, the look she gave at the sight of the new me brought a smile to my face. “I got ripped,” I said, grinning down at her.

“Holy shit you did,” she moaned, a look of disbelief on her face. “Good lord, Chris, you look like a whole different person!”

“I am
 a whole different person,” I told her. “The sooner you put these on, the sooner you’ll understand that.”

With some reluctance, she tore her gaze away from me and examined the earbuds in my hand. “What are those?” she asked, her eyes wary.

I looked down at them myself and started to laugh. “Honestly,” I said, “I’m not even sure. I have no idea how they work or why they work, I just know that they do.” I put a hand on my naked chest. “They made me like this, Becky.”

She stared up at me in awe. “Bullshit,” she whispered, shaking her head. Yet I could already see in her eyes that she was beginning to believe.

“Put them on,” I said, handing them to her. “Put them on and you’ll see…”

It didn’t take long at all. With Tiffany and Farrah there had been some reluctance, and with Eryn and Laurabelle there’d been even more
 so. Becky didn’t share that quality with the other girls. She slipped one pearly bead in her ear, gasping in surprise and pushing it in deeper before taking the other and doing the same.

“It sounds...amazing,” she whispered, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Holy fuck it sounds so good
…”

A moment later her body began to tremble. Pleasure coursed through her as my final pair of HeadPodz did their work, claiming her as mine forever more. Mind, body, soul  - all of them fell beneath my control as my ex-girlfriend came again and again, shuddering and sobbing my name as they burnt her brain out from the inside.

Or so I thought. But when her eyes finally opened and her expression went from one of disbelief to one of absolute love, the light of intelligence burned fiercely in her expression. A wicked sort of fierceness, of the sort I thought only my Mom would be able to come out of the other side wearing.

“God, you’re so gorgeous,” I said, stroking her hair as I stood over her. There was no hesitation now; she nuzzled my hand like a 
treasured pet as explored the side of her body. When my hand dipped under the front of her blouse and grabbed one breast, all she did was moan gently and arch her back.

“I’m
 gorgeous?” she scoffed up at me. “Look at you
. You’re like...like a golden God or something.”

“Not exactly,” I said with a smirk. “But close to it.”

Becky groaned with delight, her nipple stiffening under my touch. “Fuck me,” she begged, rising up on her knees and throwing her arms around my waist. “Carry me to your bed and make me your woman, Master. Mark my soul
 with that fucking cock.”

I wanted to. God how I wanted to. But there was something I had to know, first.

“Becky,” I said, my voice filling with hurt. “Why did you ghost me?”

Her eyebrows knitted together. “I did?”

Huh? Did she really not remember? “You left me without a word,” I said. “I messaged you over and over again, trying to get some kind of a response. You never explained anything to me…”

Something clicked in her head. “Oh!” She seemed to be on the verge 
of saying something, then she trailed off. At the same time, her cheeks reddened as if something were embarrassing her. “Oh yeah, that…”

My expression hardened. “Tell me,” I commanded her, grabbing the back of her neck. “No secrets from now on. Not from your Master.”

“Okay, okay.” She pursed her lips in a pout, staring down at the floor. “It was of the...the ass
 thing.”

I stared down at her for several moments, completely dumbfounded. It took a lot these days to catch me off-guard, but that remark had done it - I had no clue what she was talking about. The ass thing
?

“Oh shit
,” I said, starting to laugh. “The...the joke
 I made? About anal?”

Her lips formed a tight little line. “It wasn’t a joke to me, Master. Not then. I don’t...I don’t do things like that for any boy. Not just for you. They’re...they’re filthy
. That’s the sort of thing whores do!”

My grin turned savage. “Well, you’re my whore now,” I said, my grip tightening around her throat. “Aren’t you?”

Becky arched her back, only the whites of her eyes showing as her 
brain translated the pressure of my grip into pleasure.

“Mmmh, I ammmm
,” she whimpered, her face contorting with bliss. “I’ll give you my ass whenever you want, Master. You can be the first and only man to fuck my tight little asshole and claim it as your own…”


Now that,
 I thought, hauling her to her feet, is the kind of offer no man could refuse.


It wasn’t long before I had her skirts tugged off and her lithe body thrown over the back of the couch. I let the rest of the harem watch, all of them licking their lips and fingering their pussies as they imagined my
 cock spearing their tightest, most forbidden channels.

“This,” I grunted, pressing the head of my cock into her pucker, “is all mine. Whenever I want it. You belong
 to me, now, you understand?”

“She’s your fucking property,” Mom purred.

“Total
 whore!” Farrah chimed in.

“Mmmh, you want me to eat her ass after you fuck it?” Laurabelle asked with a naughty wink.


My girls

, I thought, pressing into Becky’s asshole an inch at a time. God, I love these fucking earbuds so much…


And as I bottomed out inside of my ex-girlfriend’s asshole, grunting with pleasure as she squealed and came from having a cock take her anally for the first time, I realized something important.

I didn’t want to be the only
 person to enjoy these earbuds.

The feeling stole over me, getting stronger and stronger as my fingers dug into Becky’s hips. My cock pumped inside of her ass, slowly at first then with greater and greater confidence as my precum lubricated her hole. As my girls cheered me on, whimpering and fingering each other as I prepared to shoot ropes inside of Becky’s ass, the realization hit me with the force of a blow.


You cannot keep all this to yourself,
 I thought. You’ve got to give some of it back, Chris.


But how?

Figuring that out took a backseat as Becky slammed her hips down on me, helping me get even further inside of her ass. She growled at me, biting her lip as she stared at me from behind. Her long hair was tossed over one shoulder, trailing between her breasts as she fucked me back.

“Does my ass feel good, Master?” my ex-girlfriend mewled. “Is it the tightest fucking thing you’ve ever felt wrapped around your cock?”


Not quite,
 I mused, thinking of Farrah’s magically-enhanced holes, but that didn’t matter. She was making me feel amazing
.

“So fuckin’ good,” I growled, giving her ass a hard spank. “Can’t wait to put a baby in that fuckin’ pussy, too!”

I watched as every argument she had against the idea appeared in her eyes, flickered, and died. She grinned at me, thrusting back harder and harder as she gave me the most fuck yeah
 expression I’d ever seen.

“Oh fuck I feel you getting ready to cum,” she whimpered suddenly, her eyes widening. “Fuck you’re so big and thick, oh shit I can feel you pulsing
 in there! Oh fuck it’s so fucking filthy, Master, god damn
 I’m such a whore! I’m such a fucking whore!”

“You’re my
 whore,” I growled, putting my free hand around her throat. “Now I’m gonna cum in you like a little whore…”

Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I buried my cock as deep inside of Becky as it would go. A moment later I hit the peak, pleasure flooding me as my balls erupted inside of her. My knees shook with the bliss as I stuffed rope after rope of thick, creamy 
semen deep inside her asshole. By the time I was done, Becky was dripping with it - and she’d been fucked so hard she’d probably be walking funny for weeks.

“You clean her up,” I said with a gasp, pointing at Laurabelle. Then I left the harem to their devices.

There were confused glances and voices crying out for me as I ascended the stairs, but I was a man on a mission. You can’t keep this to yourself,
 I thought over and over again.

Of course, I couldn’t get more HeadPodz. Five was the limit; the company had made that clear. And I’d thought about ways to get around that. Mostly getting someone else to buy five more for me.

But what if they bought them for themselves
?

In retrospect, I would wonder if this was some effect the HeadPodz had on me. They’d turned me into a musclebound stud; they’d given me the confidence and dominating nature to turn a harem of babes into my personal fuckdolls. Maybe they gave me the final push - maybe this was something they were programmed to do once a client activated their final set of the five wireless earbuds. I had no idea.

I just wanted at least one other person to experience what I was 
experiencing.


John
, I wrote, typing an e-mail to one of my friends. I don’t know why I chose him - maybe he’d be the one most likely to believe me. Or the one most likely to try it for himself. He was a musician I’d hung out with all the time in college, but he’d settled down now. He had a girlfriend who was about to become his wife, a little house - a life.

Maybe he wanted more.


You’re not going to believe this,
 I wrote, chuckling to myself. This is going to sound completely crazy. But there’s this website…


At some point, Mom came up behind me. She idly stroked my cock as she read the e-mail over my shoulder. When she reached the end, she let out a shocked little noise and started to laugh.

“You think he’ll really order a pair?” she asked me, nibbling my earlobe.

I thought about it for a second. “Yeah,” I said, sliding my hand between my mother’s thighs. “I fucking do.”

Then I carried her downstairs to fuck her brains out.
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The Magic Glasses



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





Return of The Magic Glasses



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





Tales of the Magic Glasses



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





Family of the Magic Glasses


Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!
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Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of 
control and dominanc
e
 
over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes 
work in the real world
!
 





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



Roommate Control


Roommate Control: A Novel



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





But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and 
wearing practically nothing
whenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his 
perfect mind control fantasy!
 





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





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



Roommate Corruption


Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella



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





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





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





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



The Demon Prince


Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One



Vance has a list. 





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





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



Free Use Bimbos


Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series



The plague changed everything. 





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





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





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





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





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



The Corrupter


The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy



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



About the Author

Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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