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Linda hummed a breathy little tune as she adjusted the crystal vase of white lilies on the entryway table for the twelfth time that afternoon. Her stilettos clicked a contented rhythm against marble floors polished to a brilliant shine.

Cleavage swelled, skin flushed, and breath hitched as she swiped the feather duster along the already pristine surface of the grand piano, her hips swaying gently to the rhythm of her own pleasure. She buzzed with the familiar, intoxicating warmth of her own arousal. Nipples pressed against the delicate fabric of her white bustier, hard and eager, and she absently ran a hand over one heaving milk-heavy tit, sighing contentedly. 

She was such a good girl, keeping the house in order for Michael.

Linda tilted her head, her glossy black hair cascading over one shoulder as she adjusted the bow at her throat. Her reflection stared back at her, all long legs and porcelain skin, her robe clinging to her impossibly narrow waist before flaring out just slightly over her hips. She ran a hand down her flat stomach, marveling at how quickly it had snapped back after the triplets. 

The grand entryway of the Garrett Manor, the palatial home estate of the Garrett Harem Compound, existed—much like Linda herself and like all gatekeeping entities ought to—as a metaphor. 

This metaphor in particular was, also like Linda, one of incredible opulence and luxury and exclusivity, with a particular emphasis on being immortally so. The sprawling space was adorned with ornate chandeliers that cast a soft, golden light, making every surface gleam. Linda's high heels echoed through the vast chamber as she moved with the grace of a dancer, hips sliding with each step. The pristine marble floors, polished by the pussy-juice soaked tongues of dozens of slaves, reflected her every movement, creating an illusion of an endless ballet of her flawless form.

Her body, a masterpiece of feminine perfection, was clad in a silk robe that shimmered like spun gold, open to reveal a lace corset that highlighted her cinched waist and pushed her breasts up into a tempting display. Diamonds dripped from her ears and neck, catching the light with each delicate movement. Her legs, seemingly endless The mansion around her was a symphony of subservient sighs and moans. Through the open archways, she could hear the wet sounds of Cindy being milked in the dairy parlor, her mindless giggles punctuating each orgasmic release as house slaves latched onto her perpetually leaking nipples. The sound made Linda's pussy clench with satisfaction—everything functioning exactly as it should.

She glided toward the kitchen, pausing at each mirror to admire herself. God, she was devastating today. The way the afternoon light caught her cheekbones, the perfect arch of her back, the gap between her thighs that Michael loved to worship with his tongue. 

She came just from looking at herself, seeing what a goddess she was for her Man, a gentle rolling orgasm that made her grip the doorframe for support.

In the kitchen, Sloan and Edith worked in perfect synchronization, their movements robotic yet graceful as they prepped vegetables. Both wore high heels, lace panties, push-up bras, and nothing else but tiny aprons that barely covered their enhanced assets, their vacant eyes focused entirely on their tasks. They didn't look up when Linda entered—they never did unless directly commanded.

"Lovely," said Linda, running a manicured finger along the marble countertop. She reacted as if she witnessed it all for the first time, even though the situation had been as such for years now. "Just lovely."

She moved to the stove with practiced elegance, her robe billowing behind her like wings. Tonight's menu: coq au vin with a reduction she'd been perfecting for months. Michael deserved only the finest, and while the slaves could handle basic prep work, the actual cooking—the art of it—that was Linda's domain alone.

The reduction bubbled gently on the stove, releasing an intoxicating aroma of burgundy and herbs. Linda leaned over the pot, her breasts threatening to spill from her corset as she inhaled deeply. 

A drop of her saliva — sweet as nectar from the virus's alterations — dripped into the sauce. She didn't bother wiping it away. Drooling, lactating, and dripping honey from her constantly-blissful pussy were inescapable facts of life in service to Michael, and as such, every recipe in this kitchen was enhanced by the biological gifts the Bimb-Flu had bestowed upon them.

"Sloan, dear," she called without looking up, "come stir this while I check the meat."

The blonde moved instantly, her vacant green eyes focused on the wooden spoon as she took over. 

“Yes, Mistress.” Her voice a perfect, breathy mixture of compliance and eagerness. “Of course, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

Her nipples, perpetually erect and leaking a thin stream of milk, dripped steadily into the pot. The liquid sizzled and incorporated seamlessly, adding a richness that no traditional cream could match. Sloan, clearly orgasming from following Linda’s instructions, stirred with an empty, vacant smile that could have—once upon a time—been plastered on to any number of men’s magazines. 

Once, Sloan had been cunning. Smart enough to take slaves for Master all by herself. Now, simply an obedient, vapid thrall to Linda’s will—and so to Michael’s. 

Linda had discovered early in her transformation that the virus's alterations to their bodies created the most exquisite flavor profiles. Her own saliva carried hints of vanilla and honey, while Sloan's milk possessed an almost champagne-like effervescence. Edith's contributions—the girl couldn't help but drip constantly whenever she was in Linda's presence—added a subtle umami depth that elevated every dish to luxury-grade deliciousness.

"Edith, the chicken.”

The dark-haired beauty glided over with the perfectly trussed bird with ease despite the obvious tremors of pleasure running through her body. 

She held the platter steady as Linda delicately lifted one of her slave's heavy breasts, positioning the perpetually dripping nipple over the golden-brown chicken. With the precision of a master chef drizzling truffle oil, Linda squeezed Edith’s teats gently, coaxing streams of warm milk across the crispy skin in an intricate lattice pattern.

"Oh, Mistress," Edith moaned, her legs trembling as each squeeze sent waves of pleasure through her transformed body. "Thank you for using me. Th-thank you for letting me c-contribute..."

"Shh, pet," Linda murmured, focused entirely on her art. 

The milk pooled in the herbs crusting the chicken's surface, creating a glaze that would caramelize beautifully under the broiler.

Linda watched with satisfaction as the meal came together, her mind lost in the art of cooking and the knowledge that every bite would bring Michael closer to perfection. Perfection was her mission, after all—to ensure that every aspect of his life was as flawless as her reflection. She could think of no greater honor than to be such an integral part of his machine, turning cogs in his well-oiled engine of lust and power.

She owed everything to him. She loved her life in totality. She remembered very well what it was like before Michael, before his Cock, before her transcendence...and she was quite glad all that was done, thank you. She would take being a slave-owning madame in a massive luxury estate joined at the hip to the most powerful man in the world any day—yes please.

Everything else had been a shimmering lie trying to obfuscate the simple truth she now lived and adored: women were things, and it paid to be the best thing possible. 

As the coq au vin simmered, Linda moved on to set the table in the dining room. The china, of course, had been airlifted in from the most exclusive factory in Meissen, adorned with the personal crest of naked women kneeling before His magnificent, erect cock. The silverware glittered in the soft glow of the chandelier, each utensil engraved with a quote from Linda's favorite maxims: 

Women Are Things.

Service is Pleasure. 

Obey His Will.

And so on. Friendly, helpful reminders of what mattered in life. 

Linda arranged each piece with geometric exactness, adjusting the angle of a fork here, the placement of a wine glass there, until the setting resembled something from a royal banquet.

"Sloan, the crystal needs polishing," she said without turning, knowing the blonde would respond instantly. 

Sloan dropped to her knees, crawling beneath the table to begin her task. Her transformation had gifted her with the kind of beauty that would have launched a thousand Instagram careers in the old world—those endless legs, that impossibly tiny waist, breasts that defied gravity. She could have been on magazine covers, red carpets, billboards stretching across Times Square. Instead, she existed as living furniture, her sole purpose to ensure surfaces gleamed for Michael's pleasure.

Edith joined her under the table without a word. Obedient, anticipatory, and blissful. The contrast was exquisite to Linda—these two goddesses, either of whom could have commanded millions of followers with a single selfie in the before-times, now reduced to silent servants whose greatest achievement was ensuring Michael's stemware sparkled. Edith's aristocratic bone structure and jade eyes, Sloan's wild blond hair and creamy skin—all that genetic lottery winning meant nothing compared to Linda's status as Michael's chosen Queen.

"Use your tongues, girls.”

The wet sounds of their obedience filled the dining room as they licked each crystal glass to a brilliant shine, their saliva leaving no streaks, only pristine clarity. 

Neither would taste Michael's cum tonight—or most nights. That privilege belonged almost exclusively to Linda, who hoarded his seed like a dragon hoarding gold. The other girls received just enough to maintain their transformations, delivered through Linda's kisses or, on special occasions, dripped from her pussy after Michael had filled her to overflowing. It was a careful economy of desire that kept them desperate, devoted, perfectly pliant—and most importantly, kept Linda on top.

The sudden chorus of orgasmic wails from the security checkpoint made Linda's spine straighten with anticipation. The sound rippled through the compound like a wave—first the gate guards, then the driveway sentries, each woman's ecstatic cries announcing Michael's approach up the winding three-mile drive. By the time his Bugatti's engine growled into the circular courtyard, every slave in the compound was trembling with vicarious pleasure.

Linda glided to the front entrance, her heels creating a staccato rhythm of pure joy against the marble. She paused at one of the many, many hall mirrors, yet again—god, she was incandescent today, the late afternoon sun through the clerestory windows making her skin glow like polished pearl. 

The sight of her own reflection sent another rolling orgasm through her, number 2,847 for the day if she was counting correctly (and she always was, keeping meticulous mental records of her pleasure for Michael's amusement). These little tremors were nothing compared to the soul-shattering, reality-breaking climaxes Michael gave her—those left her speaking in tongues, seeing the face of God (Michael, of course), understanding the meaning of existence itself before it all dissolved back into the singular truth that she existed to serve him.

The twelve-foot mahogany doors swung open as if by magic (really just the synchronized effort of four hidden slaves living in the sub-basement whose only job was door-opening), and there he was. 

Michael stepped from his high-lux auto like a conquering emperor returning from war, his massive frame blocking out the sun. The tailored suit did nothing to hide the superhuman musculature beneath—if anything, it emphasized it, the fabric stretching across shoulders that could bench press a small car several hundred times before coming close to tiring.

"Master..." 

Linda's breathy, soft voice broke into something between a suppressed squeal and a prayer. She strutted to meet him, latching her arms around his neck and dragging down, cooing and giggling as he moved not at all, all of her weight meaning nothing against his strength. 

One long leg slipped forward against his inner-thigh, brushing and rubbing hard against his endlessly hard cock before sliding around to wrap his waist while the other dragged and slithered against his legs.

Linda purred, pressing her impossibly perfect body against his, her breasts molding themselves to the contours of his muscular chest. Michael's scent, a heady mix of power, success, and the faintest whiff of burnt rubber, filled her nostrils and sent fresh tingles of desire coursing through her veins.

Michael's lips met hers in a bruising kiss, his tongue plundering her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. His hand traveled up her back, over the curve of her shoulder, finally cupping her neck with a possessive grip. The second his fingers touched her skin, Linda could feel her panties drenching with need.

Only when they both needed air did the kiss finally break. Michael's eyes, usually full of lust and adoration, now held a hint of something else—worry? Concern? It was gone as quickly as it had appeared, replaced by the familiar spark of desire that set her world aflame.

“Fuck.” He shook his head. “You really banish bad thoughts. Did you know that?”

Of course she did. His other hand, the one that had been so casually resting on her ass, now delved deeper, probing her wetness through the thin fabric of her panties.

Linda moaned, her eyelids fluttering closed as she came—and came again, and again—at his touch. 

Only he could command her like this, without even using words. Only he demanded her arrogant subservience, her vain submission, her total capitulation to another’s will. In front of the monument of his masculinity, she felt herself melting and ached to somehow magnify the heat.

Behind them, the household slaves had arranged themselves in perfect formation along the grand staircase—thirty-seven of them in total, each on hands and knees with foreheads pressed to the floor in child's pose. Their asses, barely covered by wisps of lingerie lace, created a display of curves that would have driven any normal man to madness or an early grave. They trembled with barely contained pleasure just from being in Michael's presence, little whimpers escaping despite their training to remain silent.

Finally, Michael slid his hand out away from Linda’s pussy. Linda—always a quick study—stared at her love with her whole being.

Something was off. Usually, his other hand would be dragging some new conquest by the hair, some stubborn beauty he'd broken in the car on the ride home. Today, both hands were on her.

"You're distracted," Linda observed, her voice maintaining its sultry purr even as genuine concern flickered behind her eyes. She kept her body pressed against his, one leg still wrapped around his waist, grinding slowly against the massive bulge in his tailored pants. "My poor darling. What's troubling you?"

Michael's jaw clenched, a muscle ticking beneath the skin. Even that small gesture made her pussy clench with need—god, the way his stubble caught the light, the perfect angle of his cheekbone. She could write sonnets about his bone structure alone. She knew he would do the same for her.

"Nothing.”

But, his voice lacked its usual commanding timber. His hand remained buried between her ass cheeks, fingers playing with her soaked entrance almost absently, like a man fidgeting with worry beads. "Long day at the office."

Linda's perfectly sculpted eyebrows drew together in a tiny frown. 

In five years of marriage, Michael had never once complained about work. The provincial administration building was his kingdom-within-his-kingdom, filled with hundreds of secretary-slaves who existed solely to anticipate his needs. 

She personally vetted each one, ensuring only the most devastating beauties made it past reception. Tall, thin, smooth-skinned goddesses with legs for days and mouths trained to say nothing but "Yes, Master" and "Thank you for using me, Sir."

Twice a week, she worked at the office with him and doled out punishments to anyone who hadn’t made Michael cum—even if he hadn’t given them the chance. Wasn’t it enough of a condemnation that he hadn’t noticed a girl? Absolutely criminal; any woman beneath his notice was hardly worth the heels she wore. 

"Come," she said, taking his massive hand in both of her delicate ones. "Tell me about the girl you brought with you. Is she in the trunk?”

In making such a presumption, she was hopeful. Perhaps he wanted some kind of change of pace—Linda dragging the girl through the long halls of the mansion, perhaps. She snapped her fingers, motioning for the nearest slaves to gather whatever girl he had stuffed in the trunk. Linda hoped she was unconscious, perhaps even resistant, because then she could be able to hold her down and— 

Michael shook his head, and waved a dismissive hand at the approaching slaves. 

“Back to positions.” He addressed the others, still prostrate. “Positions, please. Get comfortable.”

The gathered slaves responded instantly, flowing like water into their designated spots throughout the foyer. Lindsay draped herself across the piano bench, back arched in an impossible curve that she could hold for hours. 

Paige Beaufort—a former CEO and millionaire who now resembled a young porn star—became a living statue by the grandfather clock, one leg raised and pressed against the wall in a stretch that belonged in a ballet studio, her vacant eyes locked adoringly on Michael. Her daughter Ellie slid beneath her, licking her foot. Edith and Sloan intertwined on the Persian rug like an erotic sculpture, their bodies forming complementary S-curves as they gazed at him with naked hunger.

"Actually," Michael said, setting Linda down gently—too gently, she thought with growing alarm—"I need to talk to you about something."

"Of course, Master." Linda's hands were already working his belt, her fingers dancing with practiced expertise. "You can tell me anything while I worship your magnificent cock. I've been practicing this new technique with my throat that I read about in—"

"Linda." His hand caught her wrist. "I need to actually think for this conversation."

She blinked up at him, genuinely confused. Think? Why would he need to think when he could be cumming? Her pussy clenched with concern—this wasn't like him at all.

"But darling..." She pressed her breasts against his arm, feeling his cock twitch against her urgent leg despite his resistance. "You think so much better when you're being serviced. Remember last week when you solved that border dispute while fucking my tits? You remembered you could just kill the inferiors, because you knew they might threaten me. It was so romantic..."

Michael's jaw flexed as he visibly fought his body's response to her proximity. Even after all these years, just the scent of her—vanilla and sex and devotion—could break his focus in seconds.

"Fine," he said through gritted teeth. "But not you. You're too... distracting."

Linda pouted prettily, full lips glistening. 

Michael had once admitted, during a particularly intense session where he'd bent her over their bedroom balcony to fuck her while she watched the sun set over their empire, that her clavicles alone could make him lose control. The delicate hollow where her collarbones met, that perfect shadow that deepened when she tilted her head just so, had caused him to cum in his pants during a board meeting when she'd worn that off-shoulder Versace dress. He remained hard—because he was always hard—but being so close to Linda gave him a hair trigger because he knew he would just stay hard again. 

But, he explained, the problem was that cumming so much, so often—like he did with her—meant his thoughts got sluggish and slow. 

Another time, she'd been filing her nails while he reviewed acquisition reports, and the elegant line of her jaw—sharp enough to cut glass, soft enough to kiss for hours—had hypnotized him so completely that he'd erupted without a single touch, ruining his trousers while she continued her manicure, oblivious.

The way her neck curved when she looked up at him through her lashes could short-circuit his brain faster than any drug. 

The knowledge that she could reduce this god of a man to desperate, spurting need with nothing more than the angle of her wrist or the way her hair fell across her shoulder filled Linda with a satisfaction deeper than any orgasm. She was a living weapon of seduction, every molecule of her being optimized to destroy his self-control. 

Even now, she could feel his resistance crumbling as his eyes traced the delicate architecture of her face—the way her cheekbones caught the light, the perfect bow of her upper lip that he'd once spent three hours kissing until she'd passed out from pleasure. His cock was already pushing against his trousers, she knew, growing thicker with each tit-shaking breath she took, her mere existence an assault on his rationality. 

The gathered slaves behind her only amplified the effect, their beauty serving as a mere backdrop to highlight her own superiority, like diamonds arranged around a flawless crown. 

But, she could tell he meant it. And when Michael meant it, she had to obey. But something about what he meant—some intuition of hers—troubled her. He needed her guidance. Her reassurance. But she didn’t know yet for what. 

Then her eyes lit up with an idea.

"Sloan!" she called, and the blonde materialized instantly at her side. "Darling Sloan is going to help Daddy think. Isn't that right, pet?"

Sloan's vacant blue eyes sparkled with programmed joy. 

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for letting me serve Master's beautiful cock."

Linda guided them shortly to Michael's study, her hand possessively on the small of his back. The room was his sanctuary—dark wood, leather, and the lingering scent of cognac and testosterone. Michael sank into his massive chair while Linda arranged Sloan between his legs with artistic attention.

"Now then," Linda said, kneeling beside Sloan and unzipping Michael's pants with reverent fingers. His cock sprang free, already fully hard despite his protests, and both women sighed in unison at its perfection. "Open wide, pet. Remember—consistent rhythm, lots of saliva, and worship every inch like your life depends on it."

Because it does. 

Linda didn’t have to say that part. Sloan was a good girl, for one, and more importantly, Michael didn’t enjoy threats like that for the house slaves. It was in the office was really where Linda could let her cruelty off the leash. 

Sloan's mouth opened automatically, her lips stretching obscenely wide as Linda guided Michael's massive cock past them. The blonde's throat had been remade by years of service, able to accommodate his full length without gagging, though tears of joy still streamed down her cheeks with each deep thrust Linda orchestrated.

"There we go," Linda said, one hand tangled in Sloan's thick, soft hair, controlling her pace. "Nice and steady. See, darling? Now you can think clearly while Sloan handles the distracting parts."

Michael groaned, his massive hands gripping the armrests of his chair. Even with his cock buried in Sloan's eager throat, his eyes kept drifting to Linda—the way she bit her lower lip in concentration, how her breasts rose and fell with each breath, the delicate architecture of her bones from her neck all the way down to her toes.

"The thing is," Michael began, his voice strained as Sloan's tongue swirled around his shaft, "I've been having these... thoughts."

"Thoughts?" Linda's hand never stopped its steady rhythm, using Sloan's skull like a high-end sex toy. She made the blonde take him deeper, until her nose pressed against his pelvis, holding her there for three seconds before pulling her back to gasp for air. "What kind of thoughts, my love?"

"Wrong thoughts. About what we're doing. About the compounds, the breeding programs, the... the culling." 

The words came out between grunts as Sloan's throat muscles contracted around him. Linda's perfect features arranged themselves into an expression of deep fascinated interest and vapid lust, though inside, alarm bells were ringing. She pushed Sloan's head down harder, faster, using the distraction to buy herself time to think. Her husband, her god, her entire reason for existence, was having doubts? The thought sent a spike of fear through her that had nothing to do with arousal.

"Tell me more, darling." She forced Sloan to deepthroat him with increased vigor. The wet, choking sounds filled the study as Sloan's enhanced body worked tirelessly. "These thoughts must be so troubling for you."

Michael's hips bucked involuntarily as Sloan's throat spasmed around him. "Yesterday, at the office complex, I had seventeen secretaries fighting over who got to suck me off during the morning meeting. Actually fighting—Brittany gave Ashley a black eye."

Linda made a mental note to have both Brittany and Ashley reassigned to the agricultural sectors by week's end—perhaps the milk farms needed new breeding stock. No one disturbed Michael's peace of mind on her watch. She increased Sloan's pace, the obscene slurping sounds punctuating Michael's confession.

"And?" Linda prompted sweetly, though her free hand had unconsciously clenched into a manicured fist. "Surely my magnificent Master isn't troubled by sluts competing for the honor of servicing him?"

"It's not just that," Michael said, his massive chest heaving as Sloan's ministrations intensified. "I drove past the Beta male quarters on the way home. They were... Christ, Linda, they looked barely human. Living in those concrete boxes, surviving on protein paste, castrated and broken. And I realized—I did that. I ordered that."

Linda's mind raced even as she maintained her serene expression. She pulled Sloan off Michael's cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting the blonde's swollen lips to his glistening shaft.

"Breathe, pet." 

Sloan gasped gratefully before Linda shoved her back down, this time angling Michael's cock to bulge obscenely in Sloan's throat. 

"You can see it, darling—look how she stretches for you. Isn't it beautiful?"

Michael's eyes glazed as he watched his cock distort Sloan's elegant neck, but he pressed on. 

"The Peterson Province sent another tribute yesterday. Thirty-seven young women, all certified virgins, all begging to join our compound. The youngest was barely nineteen, Linda."

"And now she'll have the honor of carrying your divine children instead," Linda said, her voice dripping with worshipful enthusiasm even as her mind catalogued this disturbing development. "We conquered them just last year, didn’t we? You ended the war in a day, if I recall correctly. And so, these girls were born to be bred by you, whether they want to or not. Their man couldn’t protect them. A wimp. A simp. A sucker."

She twisted Sloan's head, creating a corkscrew motion that made Michael's toes curl. 

"But that's just it," Michael groaned, his hips beginning to thrust involuntarily into Sloan's willing throat. "I used to be one of those wimps, remember? Before the virus, I was just... Michael. Skinny, anxious, writing academic papers. And now I'm—"

"A god," Linda interrupted firmly, using both hands now to fuck Sloan's face onto his cock with increased violence. The blonde's eyes had rolled back, lost in the bliss of being used. "You're what every man should aspire to be. Strong, virile, commanding. You've brought order to chaos, Master. You've created paradise."

Linda's mind whirred like a machine well-oiled on her own perfectly pumped hormones and the ambient lust that permeated every corner of their opulent sanctum. She could see the conflict in Michael's eyes. She knew she had to act fast, to remind him of his rightful place in this world they had so meticulously crafted.

You really banish bad thoughts. Did you know that?

Yes. Yes, of course, that.

"Darling...” she let Sloan go, allowing the girl to guide herself on his cock. Her pace slowed barely at all. "You're absolutely right. It's all so... overwhelming." 

She climbed onto his lap, her silk robe falling open to reveal the lace corset that cinched her waist into an impossible hourglass. Her breasts, full and heavy with the milk flowed endlessly, spilled over the top, nipples already hard and leaking. 

"But look at what you've built. Look at me."

She took his hand, guiding it to her thigh, tracing the line of her suspenders up to the curve of her ass. 

"Look at what you’ve done to me. Look at me, my love. I want you to look at all of me.” 

Michael's eyes darkened with lust as he drank in the sight of her. His cock, still inside Sloan's bulging throat, thudded through Sloan and against Linda's thigh. 

"...the others..." he started, but Linda pressed a finger to his lips.

"The others are nothing compared to us," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "They exist to serve you, to worship you. Just like I do. You are our King." 

She shifted, feeling Sloan’s head against her soaked pussy. Linda was always ready for him, always wet, always willing.

But right now he needed to see how much he controlled her. Linda slid from Michael's lap to kneel between his massive thighs, pushing Sloan aside with casual cruelty. Sloan whimpered beside them, forgotten on the floor, her vacant eyes watching with programmed devotion as Linda demonstrated exactly why she was Queen. 

Michael groaned, his hands sliding along her utterly thin length as she slowly sank down with her mouth and tits hugging his massive cock. Her mouth and throat stretched to accommodate him, a feat of biological engineering that still left her breathless

"Tell me you love me," she said between deep, worshipful sucks, her massive tits wrapped around his shaft, creating a tunnel of flesh that would have killed a lesser man from pleasure alone. "Tell me you love how fucking perfect I am."

"Christ, Linda...”

"You're a god, Michael," she said, her body already trembling with waves of orgasm. "You deserve this. You deserve me. And I deserve you." 

She slid her massive tits up and down his length while her tongue swirled around his crown with each upstroke. The combined sensations of her breasts' silky pressure and her mouth's wet heat created a paradise of flesh that made Michael's rational thoughts scatter like leaves in a hurricane. 

"Tell me I'm the most beautiful woman you've ever seen. Tell me how my beauty makes you forget everything else."

"Fuck," Michael growled, his massive hands tangling in her glossy black hair. "You're... god, Linda, you're fucking devastating. Sometimes I look at you and I can't breathe."

She increased her pace, her tits bouncing and jiggling around his cock with each movement. Milk leaked from her nipples, creating a slick coating that made every slide even more heavenly. 

"More," she said, tears of desperate need streaming down her perfect cheeks. "Tell me more. Tell me how I fuck up your brain. Tell me how I’m the wife you deserve."

"Your face," he panted, his hips bucking involuntarily. "Jesus Christ, your face...we start wars for it. Those cheekbones, that jawline—remember last month when you wore that gown to the Provincial Summit? Governor Chen came in his pants just from shaking your hand."

Linda moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him see stars. She pulled back just enough to speak, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his crown. 

"And you killed him for it," she reminded him breathlessly. "Snapped his neck right there in the ballroom because he dared to touch what's yours."

"Had to." His voice carried, once again, that hot familiar Alpha certainty, lost in the memory and the sensation of her worship. "No one touches my goddess...”

She had him now. Satisfaction filled her—something deep and primal, beyond the constant trilling of hyper-efficient orgasms ping-ponging through her system. 

“So silly to think you don’t deserve this, Master. Stupid. No one else deserves this. Only You.”

Michael's eyes glazed over completely, his pupils dilated as he stared down at the impossibility of Linda's beauty servicing him with such desperate devotion. The blood rushed from his brain to his cock, making coherent thought impossible.

"Only me," he repeated dumbly, hypnotized by the sight of his shaft disappearing between her perfect breasts. "I deserve this."

"That's right, my perfect king," Linda purred, her tongue flicking across his slit to taste the precum beading there. "And when you cum for me—when you paint your goddess with your divine seed—you'll remember exactly why you built this empire. Why every inferior being should kneel before you."

"Every inferior..." Michael's voice was thick, drugged on her beauty and the relentless pleasure. "Should kneel..."

"Because you're not like them, darling. You're special. You're chosen." She squeezed her tits tighter around him, the pressure exquisite. "God, Master, it's like when you cum for me, you'll forget all about anything else except how much you deserve this, forever."

"Deserve this... forever..." His massive hands gripped the armrests so hard the leather creaked.

"Look at me," Linda commanded softly, and when his unfocused eyes met hers, she let every ounce of her worship shine through. "I need your cum so badly, Master. I'm the only one who truly deserves it, aren't I? Your perfect trophy wife, your goddess, your Queen. Please, please give it to me. Show me I'm worthy."

"My goddess," Michael groaned, his cock swelling impossibly larger between her breasts. "My perfect... fuck, Linda, you're so beautiful it hurts..."

"Then stop hurting, darling. Cum for me. Forget everything except how perfect we are together. How perfect you are. How much you deserve to rule everything and everyone."

"Rule... everything..." 

Michael's orgasm hit hard, his roar of release echoing through the study as rope after rope of thick cum erupted from his cock. Linda aimed him expertly, painting her face, her tits, her throat with his seed. She caught what she could in her mouth, moaning, but made sure to leave herself thoroughly marked—a canvas of his ownership.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chanted between desperate swallows, licking him clean with religious fervor. "My god, my Master, my everything..."

Michael slumped back in his chair, chest heaving, eyes still unfocused and glassy. The doubts that had plagued him seemed distant now, lost in the fog of post-orgasmic bliss and Linda's hypnotic beauty.

"Forever," he mumbled, watching her scoop his cum from her breasts and feed it to herself with delicate fingers. "Deserve this forever..."

But even as Linda preened under his entranced gaze, she knew this was only a temporary solution. Whatever infection or variant was affecting him would reassert itself soon enough. He was just too strong.

She needed something more permanent, somehow.

* * * * *
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LINDA AWOKE TO THE divine sensation of Michael's morning wood pressed against her ass, his massive frame spooning her tiny body like a god cradling his favorite toy. She wiggled back against him, already wet—she was always wet, had been for years now, her pussy in a constant state of readiness for its one true purpose. He mumbled something in his sleep and his cock twitched, and that small movement alone made her cum.

She slipped from bed with practiced silence, not wanting to wake him before she'd prepared his morning properly. The silk negligee she'd worn to bed—powder blue, his favorite color on her—whispered against her skin as she strutted to the kitchen in the same six-inch heels she wore to bed.

In the kitchen, she found Paige already at work, the former CEO's vacant eyes focused on kneading dough for Michael's morning croissants. The blonde's massive tits swayed hypnotically with each push and fold, her nipples leaving drops of milk on the marble counter that would add that special something to the pastry.

"Good morning, pet," Linda purred, running a hand down Paige's spine. The older woman—though you'd never know it, the virus having reversed her age to a permanent twenty-three—shuddered and moaned softly.

"Good morning, Mistress. Master's breakfast will be ready in seventeen minutes."

"Perfect." 

Linda moved to the espresso machine, operating it with ease. Her skin glowed from within, that post-coital radiance that never quite faded because she was always freshly fucked. Her waist looked impossibly tiny, making her tits and ass seem even more dramatic in comparison.

She came again just from thinking of herself, gripping the counter for support as the pleasure washed through her.

This was her duty, her purpose, her privilege—to be so devastatingly beautiful that Michael couldn't think straight around her. Last night had proven that yet again. All those silly doubts and moral quandaries had evaporated the moment she'd wrapped her tits around his cock. She'd literally fucked the conscience out of him, at least temporarily.

The thought filled her with satisfaction deeper than any orgasm. She was exceptional, wasn't she? Not just in beauty—though she was empirically, objectively, scientifically the most gorgeous woman alive—but in her ability to guide Michael toward his destiny. Other women would have panicked at his moment of weakness. Other women would have failed to recognize that his doubts were just a test, a divine trial to ensure his Queen was worthy to support his ascension to godhood.

As she frothed tit-milk, creating a foam so perfect it belonged in a Michelin-starred café, Linda's mind worked through the problem. 

Michael deserved to wake each morning with the unshakeable knowledge that eight billion people should suffer in agony just so he could experience one more second of pleasure. That was the natural order—the strong consuming the weak, beauty destroying ugliness, perfection eliminating imperfection.

She understood this with crystalline clarity. When she looked in the mirror and saw her own impossible perfection, she knew that entire cities should burn just to warm her for a moment. That was confidence. That was truth. The fact that she existed meant millions of inferior women should die of jealousy and shame, should tear their own faces off rather than continue living as walking insults to true beauty.

Michael needed to feel that same certainty about himself.

That he didn’t made her feel...hmm.

Sad wasn’t quite the word. She hadn’t felt sad or even thought about the emotion for longer than a few seconds—other than to enjoy how it looked on the faces of others—for several years. 

But was concerned. Her future was tied with Michael’s. So long as he was a god, she was a goddess.

The espresso finished with a satisfied hiss. She arranged the breakfast tray—the croissants golden and gleaming with Paige's special glaze, fresh fruit arranged like a still life, the coffee in Michael's favorite mug (decorated with a photo of Linda’s smiling face).

She was adding a lovely touch—a single white orchid in a crystal vase—when her phone buzzed against the marble counter. The name on the screen made her pause: Vera.

Her sister. 

How strange to think she still had family outside this paradise. Linda had nearly forgotten Vera existed—what was the point of women who didn't serve Michael? They were like shadows, barely real, certainly not worth remembering.

The text was brief: "Watch. Now. Please, Linda."

A link to a video, some live feed or other from across the pond. 

Linda rolled her eyes but cast the video to the nearby screen. She continued preparing Michael's tray as the screen flickered to life, showing a news program broadcasting from somewhere in Europe where the infection hadn't taken complete hold.

And there was Vera.

Her sister sat in a minimalist studio, her golden hair pulled back in an elegant chignon that emphasized her swan-like neck. She wore a conservative cream blazer that couldn't quite hide her natural beauty—those ice-blue eyes, those cheekbones that ran in the family, the kind of lips that belonged wrapped around a cock. Even trying to look professional and serious, Vera was devastatingly attractive. Not Linda-level devastating, of course, but enough to make the male interviewer stumble over his words.

"Dr. Somers," the interviewer managed, his Adam's apple bobbing as he tried not to stare at her face. "You are the world’s foremost researcher on what is commonly known as the “Bimb-Flu.” You unfortunately have an entire country to study its unchecked effects overseas. We all know it rather well at this point in our part of the world, but across the Atlantic, the situation is radically different.”

"Yes," Vera nodded, her expression grave. "In America, the capitalist healthcare system's profit-driven model prevented any meaningful containment measures. The virus spread completely unchecked. Now, from what we can observe, the social structure has... transformed entirely."

The interviewer cleared his throat. "Can you explain what you mean by 'transformed'?"

"The population has stratified into distinct biological castes," Vera explained, her clinical tone at odds with the horrifying reality she described. "Most women now exist as willing members of enormous breeding harems, serving what they call 'Alpha Males'—men who've been transformed by a specific variant into hypermuscular, sexually insatiable specimens with dramatically increased testosterone and aggression."

Linda paused in arranging strawberries on Michael's plate, a small smile playing at her lips. Her sister made it sound so cold, so scientific. She didn't understand the beauty of it—the perfect symmetry of the strong dominating the weak.

"The male population has been decimated," Vera said. "We estimate 85% mortality among non-Alpha males. The survivors who didn't become Alphas have been rendered sterile—they call them 'Betas.' These men exist in a state of complete subservience, managing the logistics and infrastructure that keeps the Alpha compounds running, living in squalid conditions while being biologically incapable of reproduction."

Linda giggled softly, her pussy clenching at the thought. Of course the Betas lived in squalor—they were genetic mistakes, evolutionary whoopsies whose only purpose was to ensure real men like Michael could focus on breeding. She drizzled honey over the croissants in elegant spirals, each drop catching the morning light like liquid gold.

"But perhaps most disturbing," Vera said, leaning forward slightly, "is what we've discovered about the so-called 'Queens'—women who maintain their cognitive abilities while remaining completely devoted to their Alpha males."

The interviewer shifted uncomfortably. "How is that possible? We've seen the virus's effects on neural tissue—"

"Regular insemination," Vera stated bluntly. "The Queens receive constant doses of Alpha semen, which appears to preserve certain neural pathways while deepening their psychological dependence. They become... obsessed with ensuring they receive the majority of their Alpha's seed, even as they actively procure other women for breeding. It's a horrifying form of sexual Stockholm syndrome."

Linda laughed outright at that. Stockholm syndrome? How adorable. Her poor sister, trapped in her sterile European laboratory, would never understand the transcendence of being chosen by a god. 

Linda hadn't been infected or altered or enslaved—she'd been elevated, transformed into something divine through Michael's sacred touch. Every load of cum he pumped into her was a benediction, every bruise he left on her throat a blessing.

She added a dollop of tit-cream to the espresso, elegant despite the constant low-level orgasms rippling through her system. On screen, Vera was adjusting her notes, those delicate fingers that had once braided Linda's hair now clutching papers about viral loads and infection vectors.

"But here's what we've discovered in the last month," Vera said, her ice-blue eyes serious. "During the most recent infection wave—what they're calling the Omega Variant—we've observed something unprecedented. Several Alpha males have reported a reversal of symptoms."

Linda's hand stilled on the tray.

"A reversal?" the interviewer asked, leaning forward.

"Yes. The hyper-aggression, the insatiable sexual appetite, the complete lack of empathy—all beginning to fade. Like a pendulum swinging back." Vera's perfectly manicured finger traced an arc through the air. "The virus appears to be cycling through phases. First it eliminated most men, then it created these Alpha dominants, and now... now it seems to be eliminating them too."

Linda's breath caught. The cream pitcher trembled in her hand, sending ripples through the pristine white surface.

"We've documented seventeen cases so far," Vera said. "Alpha males who suddenly began experiencing moral distress about their harems, questioning the breeding programs, showing concern for the Betas' living conditions. Within weeks, they'd lost most of their enhanced musculature and sexual capacity."

The interviewer looked stunned. "What happened to them?"

"Suicide, mostly." Vera's voice was clinical, detached. "They couldn't process what they'd done during their Alpha phase. The memories of the violence, the sexual assaults, the casual cruelty—it destroyed them psychologically once their empathy returned."

Linda gripped the counter edge, her knuckles white beneath her perfect skin. No. Not Michael. He was stronger than that, better than that. He deserved his godhood.

"The only Alphas who seem to maintain their enhanced status," Vera said, adjusting her papers with those elegant fingers, "are those who were already predisposed to extreme violence and sadism before infection. True psychopaths, in clinical terms. Men whose neural patterns were already aligned with the virus's most extreme expressions."

The interviewer swallowed audibly. "You're saying the virus is selecting for psychopathy?"

"I'm saying the virus reveals what was always there." Vera's eyes looked directly through the camera, straight at Linda. "Any man still maintaining Alpha status after this wave is someone who genuinely enjoys the suffering of others. Someone who was always capable of atrocity, just waiting for permission."

She paused, her composure cracking slightly. "Which brings me to a plea to anyone out there watching, infected, and somehow cognizant enough to understand what I’ve said. If you're watching this—"

Linda's finger moved to change the channel, but something held her back—a desperate need to see her sister's face, even through a screen, even worlds apart.

"The virus remains lethal," Vera said, her voice taking on an urgent quality. "Every infection still carries a mortality risk. Those who've survived multiple exposures aren't immune—they're lucky. And that luck will run out. And if you’re with one of these Alphas...they’re nothing but psychotics waiting to explode." Her eyes glistened with what might have been tears. "Please, if you're trapped in one of these compounds, if you're being forced to participate in these breeding programs, know that there are still safe zones. Sweden, Norway, parts of Switzerland—we're maintaining quarantine protocols. We can help you."

The camera zoomed in on Vera's face, those ice-blue eyes so like Linda's own, but filled with a sorrow that Linda couldn't understand.

"If you're watching this and you are having any doubts, any at all," Vera said softly, the professional veneer cracking completely, "I won’t give up on you."

The interview cut to commercial; Linda turned it off. 

She slid a dollop of cream off of Paige’s nipple and added the glaze to Michael’s croissant; he liked them warm. 

* * * * *
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THE CAMPAIGN BEGAN that very morning.

Linda glided into their bedroom balancing Michael's breakfast tray, having changed into a daring set he'd bought her in Paris—black lace that cost more than most people's cars, the bra pushing her tits up so high they threatened to spill with each breath. The matching panties perfectly displayed the perfect globes of her ass, and the garter belt framed her flat stomach like a work of art. Six-inch heels clicked against marble as she approached the bed where Michael was just stirring.

"Good morning, my king," she said, crawling across the massive room-sized bed toward him with the tray beside her. The morning light through their floor-to-ceiling windows made her skin glow like polished alabaster. "I made your favorite. Extra cream."

Between watching the interview and now, besides changing, she had also added three full ounces of Cindy's milk to his coffee, fresh from the source this morning. The infectious nurse was practically a biological weapon at this point, her body producing new viral variants with each orgasmic milking session.

Michael's cock immediately hardened at the sight of her, tenting the silk sheets. Even with his moral doubts, his body knew what it wanted. Linda straddled him, grinding her barely-covered pussy against his length while feeding him bites of croissant dipped generously into Cindy's special glaze.

"Did you know," she said between his groans of pleasure, "that the Beta processing facilities reported seventeen expirations yesterday? They couldn't handle serving a real man anymore. Just gave out. Pfft.” She made a little floating gesture with her fingers. “Like bad balloons. Can you believe it? Their inferior genetics literally killed them rather than continue existing in your shadow."

She never said things like this during breakfast. Michael's hands gripped her hips, but she could see the flicker of concern in his eyes. She increased her grinding, letting him feel how wet she already was.

"That's... that's horrible, Linda."

“Here, would you help me with this? It’s getting all over my titties.” 

She had “accidentally” glazed her breasts with Cindy’s milk. 

The pristine white liquid cascaded down the perfect swells of her breasts, following the valley between them like a sacred river. Each droplet caught the morning sun, transforming into tiny prisms that made her skin shimmer. The milk pooled in the delicate hollow of her clavicle before overflowing, tracing the elegant line of her throat. 

"Oh dear," she said with practiced innocence, arching her back so the streams would flow more dramatically. "I'm making such a mess."

Michael's pupils dilated completely, his higher brain functions shutting down one by one as he watched the liquid pearl against her flawless skin.

“Your...your titties...”

She had him now. Staring at her tits.

Michael's eyes had gone completely blank, his jaw slack as he stared at the milk trailing down Linda's impossible curves. His massive cock throbbed against her pussy through the thin lace, precum already soaking through his boxers. The Alpha who commanded provinces and bred thousands was reduced to base animal need by the sight of his Queen's glazed breasts.

“Aren’t they sumptuous?”

“...sumptuous...”

Michael's mind had dissolved into static, every neuron firing in worship of the vision straddling him. The virus had enhanced his cognitive abilities along with his body, made him capable of managing complex hierarchies and breeding schedules involving thousands of women, but all that processing power meant nothing when confronted with Linda's perfection. Or rather—it meant too much. Where a normal man would die from overstimulation, his enhanced senses were able to process all of Linda’s beauty and had far too much material to work with—like an interstellar warp drive suddenly powered on a thousand exploding black holes. 

His hands moved without conscious thought, massive palms cupping her milk-slicked breasts, thumbs circling nipples that leaked their own steady stream of cream. The Alpha who terrorized continents was hypnotized by the way the liquid made her skin shine, by the impossible narrowness of her waist that made her breasts seem even more obscenely large in comparison. His mouth opened and closed wordlessly, reduced to the intelligence of a particularly dim golden retriever confronted with a particularly complex trick.

“And you don’t really care when little beta maggots die, do you?”

"No... don't care..." Michael mumbled, hypnotized by the sight of cream dripping between her perfect breasts.

“It’s good when little people die. It’s what they’re for, yes?”

“Yes. They’re for...dying. Good when they die. Like it...so much...”

"That's my good Master," she said, leaning back to give him the full view. "Now clean your goddess."

His tongue was on her instantly, lapping at the sweet cream while she rode him through the sheets. Each swallow delivered more of Cindy's concentrated virus directly into his system.

* * * * *
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TWO DAYS LATER, LINDA orchestrated the next phase. She'd spent an hour arranging herself on their bedroom's velvet chaise, wearing nothing but the diamonds he'd given her for their anniversary. 

"Darling," she said when he entered, spreading her legs just enough to show she was already dripping. "I was thinking about the Carlson Province. Their Queen is pretty, isn't she?"

She held up her phone, showing images of a blonde woman who might have been beautiful if she weren't standing next to Linda's radiance. Michael's eyes kept drifting from the screen to Linda's collarbones, the hollow at the base of her throat where the diamonds pooled.

"She's... she's fine," he said, already hard despite having just returned from the office.

"Just fine?" Linda traced a finger along her clavicle, watching his eyes follow helplessly. "I think she'd look better serving you. Kneeling beside me while we rule everything. Kill her king. Take their province, just because we can. And then you breed his queen. Isn’t it lovely?"

"We can't just... take other provinces..." 

His protest was weak, distracted. His eyes glittered from the reflection of her diamonds.

"Of course we can, Master." She rose from the chaise, moving toward him with predatory grace. "You deserve everything. Every woman. Every territory. Look at me and tell me I'm wrong."

She positioned herself so the light caught her throat perfectly, that elegant line that made him stupid with need. 

“Who could possibly stop you?”

His hand was around his cock before he realized it, stroking while she whispered encouragements about conquest and domination.

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT WEEK BROUGHT more aggressive tactics. Linda had Jennifer and Lindsay delivered to the master suite, both mindless dolls trembling with programmed eagerness. He had been avoiding them, and Paige and Ellie.

Linda knew why, and of course she disagreed.

"A treat," Linda said, pushing Lindsay to her knees beside the bed. "Mother and daughter, just for you."

Michael hesitated. "This is wrong. They used to be people, Linda. Jennifer was my best friend's—"

"Shh." Linda was already naked except for her heels, positioning herself on the bed with her legs spread wide. "Watch me while you use them."

She began touching herself, her movements deliberately hypnotic. Michael's resolve crumbled as she guided Jennifer's mouth between Lindsay's legs while positioning him behind the younger woman.

"That's it," Linda moaned, maintaining eye contact while he thrust into Jennifer. "Mother tasting daughter while you breed her. Look at my face while you fuck her. See how proud I am of my king?"

Michael's eyes locked onto hers, his thrusts becoming brutal as she played with her clit. The wet sounds of Lindsay's tongue on her daughter's pussy mixed with Jennifer's mindless moans of pleasure.

"You own them completely," Linda said, her fingers working faster. "Their bodies exist for your pleasure. Their minds are gone because they couldn't handle your perfection. Only the strong survive in your world."

When he came, flooding Jennifer with his seed while her mother licked his balls from below, Linda came too—harder than she had in days, the power of orchestrating his descent into darkness its own aphrodisiac.

Three days later, she repeated the performance with Ellie and Paige, this time making the mother ride Michael's cock while the daughter ate Linda's pussy. She kept Michael's eyes on her the entire time, using her jawline—that perfect cutting edge that made him insane—to hold his attention while he bred his former friend's mother.

"Twenty-seven Betas expired in Sector Four yesterday," she said conversationally, rolling her hips against Paige's eager tongue. "They couldn't stand living in a world where you exist and they don't deserve to breathe the same air. Isn't that beautiful?"

"Beautiful," Michael agreed mindlessly, his hands bruising Ellie's hips as he fucked up into her. “More should die.”

* * * * *
[image: ]

THE CAMPAIGN INTENSIFIED. Every meal now contained at least four cups of Cindy's milk. Linda started wearing the outfits that historically made him cum fastest—the white dress that made her look like a virgin bride, the red gown with the tall slits, the little black slip for date nights...

She'd studied him like a science, cataloguing every micro-expression that crossed his face when she appeared. The way his pupils dilated when she wore white—something about the contrast against her tan skin, the suggestion of innocence on a body built for sin. How his breathing shortened when she left her hair down, those glossy black waves cascading past her shoulders. 

The specific angle she could tilt her head that made his hands clench involuntarily, fighting the urge to grab her throat.

Now she deployed these weapons with surgical glee. She'd enter his study mid-meeting, wearing the cream Zimmermann dress that barely covered her ass, and every executive on the video call would watch Michael's face go slack. His eyes would track her movement across the room like a predator watching prey, except he was the one being hunted. 

She'd bend to retrieve something—anything—from a low shelf, knowing the exact degree of arch in her back that would make him forget whatever million-dollar deal he'd been negotiating.

"Sorry to interrupt, Master," she'd say, her voice honey-thick with false innocence. "Just needed this book on provincial tax codes."

Michael would nod mutely, his higher brain functions offline, running entirely on the reptilian need to breed her right there on his desk. The executives would wait in uncomfortable silence while their leader stared at his wife's ass, some visibly aroused themselves despite only seeing her through a screen. 

She'd leave slowly, making sure to brush against his shoulder, and for the next twenty minutes, he'd agree to whatever she whispered in his ear later about expansion, about conquest, about taking what was rightfully his.
* * * * *
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THE WAR WITHIN MICHAEL waged on, but Linda was relentless. She glided into the dining room one evening, dressed in a shimmering golden gown that clung to her like a second skin. The fabric was so delicate it was almost invisible, giving the illusion that she was draped in liquid metal. Her entrance commanded every molecule in the room to align with her presence, and Michael was no exception. His eyes were immediately drawn to her, his jaw slackening as he took in the vision before him.

"Linda," he started, his voice already losing its edge, "we need to talk about how you're influencing me. It's not right—“

She turned to him, her eyes wide and innocent. 

"Darling, what do you mean?" she asked, tilting her head just so. The light caught her jawline, casting a shadow that accentuated its perfect line. Michael's gaze was helplessly drawn to that spot, his train of thought already derailing.

"You know what I mean," he said, but his voice was weaker now, his resolve crumbling under the weight of her beauty. "You're using your... you're making me..."

Linda took a step closer. The gown shimmered with the movement, drawing Michael's eyes to the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. 

"Using what, darling?" she purred. "My beauty? This body you created for me?"

He swallowed hard, his eyes flicking up to hers before being drawn back to the plunging neckline of her gown, the swell of her breasts. "You're... you're making me do things, think things—"

"Think things like what, Master?" she said, her voice a soft caress. She took another step, close enough now that he could smell her scent—honey and vanilla and sex. "Like how you deserve to rule the world? Like how every woman should be on her knees before you? Like how entire provinces should tremble at the mention of your name?"

His breath hitched as she reached out, trailing a manicured finger along his jaw. His cock was hard already, forming a distinct outline in his pants. He could feel his pulse pounding in his ears, his body responding to her touch even as his mind struggled to hold onto his objections.

"You're so strong, Michael," she said, her breath hot on his ear. "Such a man. How could I ever influence you like that? I'm just helping you see what you deserve."

She stepped back, her hands going to the thin straps of her gown. With a gentle shrug, she let the fabric fall, baring her perfect body to his gaze. His eyes roamed over her, taking in the curve of her breasts, the narrow waist, the smooth expanse of her stomach. She was a goddess, a living embodiment of desire, and he was powerless before her.

"Look at me, Master," she said,

Michael's eyes glazed over instantly, his pupils dilating until the brown was just a thin ring around black voids of need. His mouth fell open slightly, a drop of saliva gathering at the corner as his higher brain functions shut down completely. He was gone—lost in the architecture of her body, the impossible mathematics of her proportions.

"I'm in control," he mumbled, the words automatic, programmed. His hand was already on his cock, stroking through his pants without conscious thought.

"Of course you are, baby," Linda said, turning slowly to give him every angle. She knew exactly how the light would catch her skin at each degree of rotation. "You're the strongest man alive. No woman could ever manipulate someone like you."

"No woman..." he repeated dumbly, his hand moving faster. Pre-cum was already soaking through his expensive trousers, creating a spreading dark stain.

"That's why you deserve everything," she said, her hands gliding over her own body with narcissistic worship. She cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples while maintaining eye contact. "Wars in your name. Women begging for your seed. Nations reforming themselves. Every leader bowing before your throne."

"Every leader..." His voice was thick, drugged. He'd pulled his cock free now, the massive length angry red and dripping.

"Cities renamed after you," Linda moaned, her fingers finding her clit. She was already cumming—the first of dozens just from watching him stroke to her. "Statues in every town square. History books rewritten to begin with your birth."

Michael grunted, his first orgasm hitting hard. Thick ropes of cum painted the rug, but his cock never softened. 

"Yes, Master!" Linda cried, another orgasm crashing through her as she watched his seed spill. "So powerful! So virile! You could impregnate the entire world!"

"Entire world," he agreed mindlessly, still stroking, already building to another peak.

"The weak should die just from seeing you," she said, three fingers buried in her pussy now. Her fourth orgasm made her knees buckle, but she stayed standing through sheer will. "The ugly should blind themselves rather than exist in the same reality as your perfection."

"Cull the weak," Michael groaned, cumming again. This load was somehow bigger than the first, painting abstract patterns across the antique furniture.

Linda was cumming constantly now, a constant pulse of pleasure that made her eyes roll back. Five, six, seven—she lost count as her pussy clenched around her fingers. Watching him lose himself to her beauty, watching his magnificent cock spurt again and again, knowing she'd done this to him—it was better than any drug.

"Enslave their women," she panted, pulling her soaked fingers from her pussy to lick them clean. 

The sight of her tasting herself made Michael roar, his third orgasm erupting like a geyser. 

"Every woman on Earth should be chained to your will."

"Chained," he mumbled, his massive hand a blur on his shaft. 

The head was purple now, angry with constant stimulation, but he couldn't stop. Wouldn't stop. Not while she stood there being impossibly perfect.

"Their daughters trained to serve you." Her legs were shaking, pussy juice running down her thighs in rivers. "Bred specifically for your pleasure."

Michael's fourth orgasm was violent, his whole body convulsing as cum shot across the room, splattering against the oil painting of Linda that dominated the far wall. The white streaks across her painted face looked like a deliberate artistic choice.

"You're so strong," she moaned, cumming again just from watching his release. Nine, ten, eleven—each orgasm stronger than the last. "No one could ever control you. Especially not little me."

"Especially not you," he repeated, his voice completely vacant as he continued stroking. His cock was raw now, the skin reddened from friction, but the mixture of pre-cum and previous loads provided enough lubrication to continue.

"I'm just your little trophy wife," she said, dropping to her knees in a pose of submission that somehow made her look even more powerful. "Your decoration. Your prize. How could someone like me ever influence someone like you?"

"Just decoration," Michael agreed, his fifth orgasm approaching. His balls easily had gallons more to spare.

"You decided everything yourself," Linda said, her fingers back on her clit, chasing orgasm number fifteen or sixteen—she'd lost count in the haze. "The breeding programs, the culling, the conquest—all your brilliant ideas."

"My ideas," he grunted, painting her kneeling form with another massive load. The cum landed in her hair, across her face, dripping onto her heaving breasts. She opened her mouth to catch what she could, moaning as the taste triggered another climax.

"So intelligent," she said, scooping his seed from her breasts to feed herself. "So dominant. I could never manipulate a god like you."

"Never," Michael agreed, though his eyes had gone completely blank. He was a machine now, existing only to stroke and cum and agree with whatever she said.

"You're going to conquer the world," she said, rising on shaky legs. Twenty-plus orgasms had left her barely functional, but she needed to seal this programming. "Not because I told you to, but because you deserve it."

Her brain was so foggy now. He truly was so powerful. But she had to keep going.

"Deserve it...”

He gripped her by the throat, still hard, and began to piston into her body, chanting everything Linda said while Linda chanted everything he said. 

“...deserve it all...”

“...deserve it all...”

“...deserve it all...”

* * * * *
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IT HAD TO REACH A BREAKING point. 

Even with the constant mindfucking Linda did, there was some core resistance Michael had which puzzled her as time went on. What was it that allowed him to continue to resist her, to not take on his rightful viewpoints (as interpreted, of course correctly, by her) as his own?

Linda examined herself in the floor-length mirror for the forty-third time that evening, adjusting the emerald gown that clung to her. The plunging neckline descended nearly to her navel, held together by a single diamond clasp that caught the light with every breath. Twin slits ran from floor to hip bone, revealing endless legs encased in gossamer stockings. 

Her hair cascaded in perfect waves. She came just from looking at herself—orgasm number 1573 for the day—but it was a distracted pleasure, her mind churning with the problem of Michael's lingering humanity.

He had to be sadistic. He had to be a psychopath. He had to love the suffering of inferiors, just like he was born to do—or else Linda could lose it all. Linda could lose her love.

She heard his footsteps in the hallway and arranged herself on the velvet settee, one leg extended to show the full length of thigh through the slit. The door opened and Michael entered, still in his suit from the office, his massive frame filling the doorway. His eyes immediately found her, pupils dilating, but she could see it—that flicker of resistance, that stubborn ember of conscience that refused to be extinguished.

"Darling," she said, rising. "I have a surprise for you."

"Linda, I've been thinking—" he started, but she pressed a finger to his lips.

"No thinking tonight," she said. "Just feeling. Just being the god you were meant to be."

She guided his gaze to her jaw, her breasts, her cheekbones just so. The resistance in him died—as it had died so many times now for weeks. He was so powerful, she considered, to be able to come back again and again despite her beauty burning his brain away. 

She took his hand, leading him through the mansion's opulent corridors. They descended a hidden staircase she'd never shown him before, down into the sub-basement she'd had specially constructed. 

Mirrors on every surface, silk sheets covering a bed large enough for ten, subtle lighting that made skin glow like it was lit from within.

And there, in the center of it all, stood Vera.

Her sister wore an identical gown in sapphire blue, the color making her ice-blue eyes seem to glow. Her golden hair was swept up to reveal the elegant column of her neck, diamond drops hanging from her ears like frozen tears. She was heartbreaking in her beauty, a blond goddess made flesh, and when she smiled at Michael, Linda saw his knees actually buckle.

"Hello, Master," Vera said, her voice carrying a slight accent that made every word sound like poetry. "Linda's told me so much about you."

Michael's mouth opened, closed, opened again. His eyes darted between the sisters—twin visions of perfection in complementary colors, like day and night.

"Vera?" he managed. "But you were in Europe. The research, the safe zones—"

"I came to rescue my sister," Vera said, gliding closer. “Well, she baited me in.”

“I had a clever scheme!” Linda giggled. “She fell for it. Silly girl.”

The way she moved was different from Linda—where Linda was liquid sex, Vera was refined elegance. 

"Now I understand, though. She didn't need rescuing. She's exactly where she belongs."

"We both are," Linda said, moving to Michael's other side. The sisters flanked him now, their perfume mixing into something intoxicating. "Tell him, Vera. Tell him what you've learned."

Vera's hand found Michael's chest, her fingers tracing the muscles through his shirt. Enamored. Besotted. In love, immediately. 

Or rather—in love, already. 

"I spent weeks analyzing your compound's social structure, Michael. The efficiency, the hierarchy, the absolute order you've created. It's brilliant."

"Brilliant?" Michael's voice cracked. 

His cock created an obscene tent that both sisters eyed with hunger.

“Yes. You see, hour after hour, day after day, week after week, Linda brought me your cum.”

Linda nodded, hugging her man tight. “I secreted it away, darling. Can you believe it? Like a princess with bread in one of those old dreary novels.”

“She hid it in vials or slaves. Mostly slaves. They all answer to me now as well as Linda. By the time I could command them to set me free...I didn’t want to.” Vera giggled indulgently. “Down here, you see the walls?” She pointed. “They’re all screens if we want them to be.”

On cue, glamour shots of Linda and Vera posing together filled Michael’s vision—floor to ceiling, every wall. Bikini and lingerie, both girls photo-perfect just for him. 

“While I’m the only one down here, Linda just showed me your cock over and over. And you. And your cock. And you...”

She sighed dreamily. 

“And over...” Linda sighed. “And over. And over...and over...”

"She showed me everything about you, Michael. Your strength. Your dominance. The way you make her scream. I watched for weeks, touching myself, learning what it means to serve a real man."

Vera's confession came out in breathless rushes, her eyes glazed with worship. 

Michael's jaw went slack. The knowledge that these two perfect specimens had been conspiring—that Linda had been dosing her sister with his seed for weeks—short-circuited something fundamental in his brain.

"You've been..." he started, but Vera pressed against him, her breasts molding to his arm.

"Watching you breed Linda," Vera whispered. "Learning your rhythms. The way you grip her throat. The sounds you make when you're close." She turned her jaw just so. "I've memorized every pose that makes your brain turn off.”

“Hnnng...”

Michael's eyes went completely vacant, the brown irises disappearing into dilated black pools. A thin line of drool escaped the corner of his mouth as his higher functions shut down entirely, overwhelmed by the dual assault of perfection before him. His massive frame swayed slightly, like a building about to collapse under its own weight.

"Oh god," Linda whimpered, her pussy clenching at the sight of his complete surrender. "Look at him, Vera. Look what we do to him."

"He's perfect," Vera breathed, altering her pose to another of Linda’s that she had perfected, rolling her shoulders back.

Michael's cock erupted through his expensive trousers with an audible rip, the fabric shredding like tissue paper against his impossible hardness. The first rope of cum painted Vera's delicate feet in their strappy heels, coating her pedicured toes in thick white streams that pooled on the marble floor.

"Oh, Master," Vera breathed, maintaining her perfect posture even as his seed dripped between her toes. Her voice carried that musical accent, each word a caress. "So powerful. Look how you mark me...”

She and Linda smiled at one another. 

“Although, I should say, it’s not for the first time. I convinced Linda to let me suck you off at night a few times. You have so many mouths sliding through there every night. I assumed you wouldn’t mind?”

Michael’s brain was hard, blood-drained mush.

“...don’t...don’t mind...”

“Of course not. Why would you? I’m a goddess, just like Linda. I took to it so well. I’ve had more cum than any of your other girls except for her. Isn’t that fantastic? She’s been hoarding it so much. It’s no wonder she fucks up your head.”

“...she...fucks up my head...”

“And now I do too. Isn’t it hot? Isn’t it sexy?”

He groaned, spurting all over their feet. “Hot. Sexy. Yes. Fuck up my head.”

“It has to be this way, Master.” Linda slid her arms around his neck. “You’re so strong. With only one of me working on you, you’re still resisting your true self so often. But if you have two of us...well. I figured together, we could make sure you’re sadistic, strong, and cruel forever.”

“That way you’ll always be an Alpha,” said Vera. “It’s what my research showed. You have to want to be an Alpha. Have to want to stay in charge, forever. And you do, don’t you?”

Linda guided his gaze to her perfect posing body now. “You deserve it, Master.”

Michael groaned, cumming again. 

Vera slipped her gown down, revealing more of her shoulders. “You crave conquest.”

“...conquest...”

Linda stepped in front of him, arching her back as she bent forward slightly, her breasts threatening to spill from the emerald fabric. The position made Michael's eyes roll back as another massive orgasm tore through him, painting Linda's exposed thighs with thick streams of cum.

"You need to dominate." 

"...need to dominate..." Michael's voice was hollow, automatic, his consciousness drowning in the sight of her.

Vera slipped her gown down further, revealing the swell of her perfect breasts, her nipples hardening under the fabric. She struck a pose that mirrored Linda's, her back arched to emphasize the curve of her ass. 

"You revel in enslaving women, using them for your pleasure.”

Michael's came again, pasting their legs.

"...revel in enslaving..." 

Linda turned her profile to him, letting him see that perfect line of her jaw. His cock spurted endlessly.

"You love destroying weak men."

"...love destroying weak men..."

Vera pressed her breasts together. Another eruption.

"You enjoy watching inferiors suffer."

"...enjoy watching inferiors suffer..."

Linda bent at the waist. Cum painted the floor.

"You deserve everything while others starve."

"...deserve everything..."

Vera's hand slid down her flat stomach. Michael groaned.

"Breeding is your right."

"...breeding my right...”

Vera spoke again, interrupted Linda’s turn. 

“Serving you is the highest honor a woman can achieve, my doctorate, my research, my life's work—none of it matters compared to carrying your children."

Something in Michael finally shattered. Maybe his resistance, maybe his conscience, maybe just whatever stray neuron that hadn’t yet been fried. 

He grabbed both sisters by the throat, one in each massive hand, lifting them off their feet with casual strength. They both came instantly from his touch, their pussies gushing, and continuing when he brought both down forcefully on the massive nearby bed.

"You want to be bred?" His voice barely human. "You want to be owned?"

"Yes!" they cried in unison, their bodies shaking with continuous orgasms.

Muscles rippling, cock standing proud and angry, he powered on top of both of them, their bodies tangled together.

"Please," Linda begged, spreading her legs wide. "Cum inside me first. I'm your first Queen. I deserve—"

The slap caught her across the face with enough force to snap her head to the side. Stars burst behind her eyes as an orgasm more intense than anything she'd felt in days ripped through her. Her pussy clenched around nothing, squirting across the sheets.

"Please, Michael," Vera said, reaching for him. "I'm new, I need your cum to—"

He backhanded her with his other hand, the crack echoing through the room. She came so hard she briefly lost consciousness, her body convulsing on the sheets.

When Linda's vision cleared, she saw something in Michael's eyes she hadn't seen in weeks—clarity. Sharp, predatory, absolute clarity.

"You don't tell me where to cum," he said, his voice carrying the authority of an Old Testament god. "You're my property. Both of you. Every woman in this compound, every woman in this country, every woman on Earth—all property."

"Yessss..." Linda nodded, tears of joy streaming down her face as another orgasm crashed through her. "Yes, Master."

"Yes, Master." Vera’s eyes went down. "Thank you for reminding us. Thank you for slapping sense into us."

Michael grabbed Vera's ankles, yanking her to the edge of the bed. His cock pressed against her virgin entrance, the massive head stretching her impossibly.

"You want to be a Queen?" he growled. "You want to help me conquer the world?"

"More than anything," Vera gasped, her back arching as he pushed inside. "Break me. Remake me. Make me yours."

He hilted himself in one brutal thrust, and Vera's entire existence orgasmed.

Michael's cock carved through Vera like a battering ram through tissue paper, reshaping her insides to accommodate his impossible girth with his ultra-powerful seed. She came seventeen times in the first minute alone, each orgasm more devastating than the last, her consciousness fragmenting and reforming around the singular truth of his ownership.

"Say it.” Michael pistoned inside of her. "Say what I am."

"You're a god," Vera gasped, her voice thickening as her brain reorganized itself around his cock. "A perfect, divine god who deserves worship."

"You're the only man who matters," Linda added, crawling closer to watch her sister's virgin pussy stretch around Michael's massive shaft. "Every other male is an insect compared to you."

Michael pulled out of Vera with a wet squelch and plunged into Linda without warning. She screamed her gratitude as he split her open, her pussy clenching desperately around him even though she'd taken him thousands of times before.

"I own every woman," Michael said.

As Michael thrust into Linda, her body convulsed around him like a vice, her orgasms coming in endless waves. 

"Yes, Master," she gasped out. "Every woman is yours to command."

Vera, still shaking from her own encounter, crawled over to join her sister. 

"We're nothing without you," she said, her eyes glassy with lust and submission. "We exist only to please you and bear your children."

Michael grabbed both sisters by their hair, forcing them to look into his eyes. "Say it." 

"You are our god," they breathed together, their voices harmonizing in perfect worship. "Our king, our master, our everything."

Michael's cock erupted inside Linda like a volcanic geyser, flooding her transformed womb with gallons of his divine seed. She came so hard her vision went white, her body seizing as his cum painted her insides. He pulled out and immediately plunged into Vera, filling her virgin depths with another massive load.

"We live to serve," Vera gasped, her newly reshaped body accepting every drop. "To breed for you. To please you...”

Michael's second eruption hit even harder, his superhuman balls emptying what felt like pints of molten seed directly into Vera's reformed cervix. She writhed with ecstasy as her body accepted its new programming, neural pathways rewiring themselves around the singular purpose of serving him.

"Perfect." 

He pulled both sisters against his sweat-slicked chest. His massive arms encircled them easily, their smaller frames fitting against him like puzzle pieces designed by divine mathematics.

Linda nuzzled into the crook of his neck, her lips pressing grateful kisses to Michael's chest, his shoulders, any part of him she could reach. 

"My king," she said between kisses, her voice carrying that perfect mixture of elegance and desperation that had always driven him wild. "My perfect, brutal king."

Michael pulled out of Vera with a wet sound that made both sisters moan. His cum poured from her pussy in thick streams, pooling on the silk sheets. Without hesitation, Linda dove between her sister's legs, her tongue working frantically to catch every drop of his sacred gift. The sight of his first Queen feeding from his newest conquest while both women trembled with endless orgasms brought a satisfied smirk to Michael's face.

Perhaps, Linda thought, Michael would make her pay for the merciless way she had fucked with his mind. 

She raised her pussy higher as she cleaned his cum from her sister’s body. 

She hoped he would.

# # #
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