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I had never had great luck with women. Sure, I could rack up a cheap score when I had to set my mind to it, assuming I didn't get too picky. But sometimes you feel that urge to plow a perfect-ten like a field. Guys, you know what I'm talking about.

Sometimes the urge was uncontrollable, like I was settling if I didn't claim the goddess jogging down the street. Hell, at times I had to push myself to go after the hot friend when I was at the bar for a one-night-stand. If you're anything close to normal like me, it can drive you batshit trying to figure out the one trick that works.

Fortunately for me, that all changed as soon as I entered GeneFactor's facility. I thought I was responding to an ad for a medical study when I requested more information. A little extra beer money is all I was after. A few days after sending back the cheek swab, a photo, and a brief medical history I got the letter.

They wanted to see me, urgently.


As I sat in the waiting room, the other guys dwindled from twenty down to one more. Every two or three minutes another one got called back by the voice of a young but disinterested woman none of us could see. I had no idea what this was about, but a few hundred bucks for showing up was enough for me.

I heard the last one aside from myself get called, rubbing my eyes as he went through the doorway. Nobody's phone got service inside the building. They didn't even have the courtesy to leave a stack of magazines. I was by myself with my thoughts, watching the second hand crawl around the clock on the wall across from me.

Exactly on time, the door opened again. “Grant Jensen.”

It had been creeping up on an hour already, making it ache that tiny bit you feel when sitting in a crappy chair too long. I started toward the door and noticed the hallway it led to was almost sterile looking. I pulled at the handle behind me and the warmth in the passageway took me off guard as the door shut.

I heard the clack of high heels until a slim, leggy brunette stepped out of the office to my left. She stuck her hand out at me, her lab coat barely hiding the cleavage I fought to keep my eyes off of. “I'm Dr. Clare. Cynthia if you want to be less formal.” She tipped her glasses down her nose and smiled. “It looks like you'll be here a while.” She'd have been a solid ten herself, if she showed any kind of emotion or interest in more than her work. We'll call her an eight.

Watching her turn around and start down the hall, I asked, “I don't even know what I'm here for.”

Dr. Clare didn't stop, turning her head my way. “Congratulations, out of all the applicants, you're the top of the heap.”

“For what, exactly?” I quit standing there, dumbfounded, and followed her. “Is it some kind of medical study or what?”

She opened a door to her right and stepped in without breaking stride. As soon as I got in the same room, Dr. Clare pointed to an exam table. “This is for a series of case studies. You can agree to it or not.”

Her half-assed answers started to grate on me. “Like, am I taking a pill or what?” I took my seat and felt the stiff vinyl grip against my jeans. “I'm not sure I'll agree if I don't know what I'm getting myself into.”

Dr. Clare took her own seat. The plush, maroon armchair looked out of place among the clinical white and steel of the room. I got a little chub when she crossed her legs, showing more thigh than a good bucket of chicken.

She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

“I don't know why that matters, but no.”

“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”

What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.

“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”

I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”

Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.

“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”

“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.

“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”

“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”

“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”

A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”

“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”

“If this is for a sperm donation, I don't know. I've heard about guys getting put on the hook for child support from that shit.”

I leaned back as Dr. Clare got closer. She stopped just short of my knees. “It's not like that at all.”

The look in her eyes was honest, but the smirk on her lips tipped me off. “Maybe I should have asked 'What are you not telling me?'”

Dr. Clare pushed her clipboard in my face. “I'll tell you everything I can, but not until you sign a non-disclosure agreement. The general public wouldn't agree with our program.”

I scanned through the single page, making sure I was only signing a paper to keep my mouth shut. “Alright, but I won't agree to take part until I know exactly what I'll be doing.” I signed and handed the board back. “There.”

Her voice went back to business again. “Mr. Jensen, the human race is approaching a crisis.”

At that point, I started to wonder if I was getting myself involved in a cult. The world was doing fine for most people, all fucked up things going on considered. “What kind of crisis, exactly.”

Dr. Clare gave me this look that told me she knew far more than I could imagine. “The human race is becoming weak, Mr. Jensen.” She planted her hands on my knees and stated, “Smart, healthy people with excellent genetics aren't reproducing anymore.”

I had never had such a high opinion of myself. I leaned back even further. “I already said I wasn't jerking it into a cup.”

“You'll never have to.” The entire professional front she had been putting up dropped in an instant. “In fact, you'll never have to...” she trailed off for a few seconds, “jerk it ever again.”

What the fucking fuck? I tried to keep my face as still as a rock, barely keeping from laughing my ass off. “I'm confused. What the hell are you talking about?”

Dr. Clare leaned over to the counter to my left and grabbed a manilla folder and a pill bottle. She handed them to me, redness in her cheeks breaking through that professional demeanor. “Go home, first of all. Read this, and if you agree, sign and start taking one of these daily. Come back a week from today, at the same time, if you do exactly as I said and follow the directions to the letter.”

I stared at the folder in my hands and asked, “If this is some kind of joke, go ahead and tell me.”

“It's no prank.” Dr. Clare pulled an envelope out of a pocket in her lab coat. “Here's your pay for showing up. Follow the directions to the letter, then read the sealed letter on the last day. I hope to see you again, exactly one week from now.”


I did as the lady said after realizing my check was for twice what GeneFactor advertised. The instructions told me to take a pill stamped 'PD-053' daily. I tried looking them up online, but the only reference I could find was in a medical paper on animal magnetism that rattled off a bunch of medical terms I couldn't understand. At the time, pineal glands, thought-form projection, and pheromones all read as a bunch of bunk.

As the week went on, I started to feel stronger, smarter, more alert. By day six, it felt like people parted for me like the Red Sea for Moses. Even my bottom-rung job felt like it had some authority to it.

I had called in sick to get the afternoon off for the follow-up meeting with Dr. Clare. Misty, the normally bitchy receptionist at work, took the news like a command from above. The change in her behavior toward me was odd, to say the least. In fact, it almost felt like Misty was coming on to me the day before.

Waiting until exactly noon that day, I stared at the sealed letter on my kitchen counter. GeneFactor had already paid me more for a little of my time than I had earned at my day job all week. I felt obligated to obey their orders. The fact that it had an old-fashioned wax seal gave it that extra bit of credibility.

I pulled a knife out of my silverware drawer and freed several pages from their case. The paper was heavy, rough, and off-white linen. The kind of paper reserved for resume's when someone is trying too hard or documents that actually mean something.

The first page was a contract already inked by the board of directors and the CEO of GeneFactor, Janus Rickard. Only the spot for my signature was blank. The following pages blew my mind as they explained the genetic crisis Dr. Clare had mentioned, and then laid out the expectations I had to meet in detail.

Reaching the last page, I realized my ultimate purpose in this contract:

“The Donor shall be paid commensurate with his successful implantation of Genetic Material among Prime Recipients. Compensation shall be $5,000.00 USD upon donation, with an additional $10,000.00USD upon confirmed delivery.”

The dollar figures thrown about blew my mind, but I couldn't bring myself to believe what “donation” and “delivery” meant, exactly. They had to be shitting me.


I showed up at GeneFactor on time, the implications of the contract still boiling over in my head. They've got to be joking. I'm not even past wanting to fuck for fun, but they want me to do THAT?” The money was right, but to throw that kind of task at a man in his late-twenties?

Sitting down in the waiting room again, I didn't have company like the last time. The clock ticked down to the designated time. My arrival a few minutes early made it feel like I was waiting for days.

As the last seconds ticked away in slow motion, I thought about cutting my losses. While something was making my life easier since the meeting, it didn't sit right with me. Why would I help these people? I get that we're growing weaker, but how is it my responsibility to do anything about it?

“Grant Jensen.” Dr. Clare's voice rang out as I noticed the clock had hit four on the dot. I rose, fighting against leaden feet and those nagging doubts. “We're glad you decided to cooperate.”

I entered that unnaturally bright hallway again, Dr. Clare already waiting in the doorway to the left again. Noticing the same kind of high-cut skirt and lab coat, I forced a smile and said, “The offer is very generous, but—”

“You have questions.” She turned around back into the office, decked in hardwood floors and a refined shade of olive on the walls. “Have a seat.”

“Didn't you wonder if this was right or not?” Dr. Clare had to know even more than she was letting on.

She bent over in front of a mini-fridge, pulling two bottles of water out. I admired the pert, heart-shaped ass on display in front of me. Dr. Clare handed one of the bottles to me before taking her own seat behind a thick slab of wooden desk.

“Well?” I was getting the quiet treatment again. “What do you think about this project?”

Dr. Clare rested a cheek against two fingertips and smirked. “Personally, Mr. Jensen, I agree fully with the intent.” I could tell she noticed my face tense. “It's the means I have an issue with, but it's not my place to judge them.”

“So it's a paycheck, then.”

“If you want to put it that way,” she twisted the cap off her water, “yes.”

“And how is this supposed to work? Do I get a list of 'Prime Recipients' or what?”

Dr. Clare finished her sip. “If it were that easy, you wouldn't have been taking doses of Patrem Delta for the past week. Tell me, have you noticed any side effects?”

“No, it's been a pretty good but normal week.”

“Explain 'pretty good' in detail.”

Why? Is she asking about my personal life now? “Things have been a lot easier at work and people are a lot nicer to me than usual.” Aside from Dr. Clare herself. She took notes in a leather journal as I explained in detail how behaviors had changed around me.

“That's all very normal, Grant. You're progressing well.”

“How does that make glorified sperm donations any easier?”

She cleared her throat and announced, “You're ready for the last test, assuming you're still on board.”

“Why not at this point? Are you supposed to be teaching me how to pick up women at the bar or something?”

Dr. Clare grinned like a fox. “If you want to be vulgar about it, yes.”

“You're pulling my leg.”

I watched her stand up and come around the desk. Cleavage as perfect and round as twin sand dunes presented at eye level with me. “Remember these words very well. You'll need them to do your job.”

She handed me a piece of paper with 'Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.' scrawled on it. I couldn't figure the game out. “How will this do anything?”

“This might go over your head, but Patrem Delta stimulates the pineal gland, which is right behind your forehead. I'm sure you can focus your will in that area by now, and you didn't even realize it.”

I leaned back, finally looking up at her eyes from the piece of paper. “Do you think I'm dumb enough to believe in that kind of thing?”

“You have to focus your mind and project those words. If you thought people were going out of their way to make you happy since we last met, this amplifies that power immensely by focusing it on a person's will.”

“Like a code for getting anything I want out of someone.”

“Not exactly. It certainly lets you assert dominance over a person's will in a social situation, but it won't let you rewrite it from scratch.” She nodded her head toward the door. “I recommend trying it once you leave here. The power gets stronger with practice, up to the point you can become dangerous. Keep that in mind.”

I could tell Dr. Clare had more confidence in my willingness. As she got out of my personal space, I said, “You know, I'll give it a shot. If I end up looking like a fool, it's on you.”

Dr. Clare headed toward the doorway, signaling that she had gotten the point across. “Pick a target you think will be a good experiment before Monday. We'll go over who qualifies as a Prime Recipient then. Two o'clock sound good?”

“I guess.” I followed behind and stopped with her at the doorway.

“Excellent. I see great things ahead for you, Grant.” Dr. Clare stuck out a hand, formal as always.

Gripping with my own, it hit me. Why not try it with her? I squeezed harder than usual and focused on her dark eyes. “Ego sum alpha,” I felt a surge of pressure in my head, “Et genua parere.”

Dr. Clare's hand went limp as her eyes changed from business to adoration for a few seconds. The resting bitch face crept back into her face. She finally pulled her hand back and stated, “That's bold of you.”

“You told me to experiment.”

“I didn't mean you should try it on me, you ass.” Dr. Clare crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame. One side of her face shined from the brightness of the hall, the other glowing from the soft lighting of the office. “Besides, I don't plan on having any children. My work is enough.”

“That's hypocritical of you..” Something inside me wanted to make her bend to my will. I focused my mind and thought at her, Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I thought your job was to get women like you to breed with men like me.”

The same change in Dr. Clare's attitude took hold again. A hint of her normal self tried fighting through whatever spell I had on her. I repeated the mantra in my head, watching her shift from a bitch on wheels to a sweet, innocent thing the more focus I pushed at her.

“Stop fighting it,” I ordered. “You know you want this.”

“Yes, sir.” Dr. Clare tilted her head down and looked up at me with puppy-dog eyes. “I'm sorry.”

It really was that easy. When I stopped reciting the code like a chant in my head, Dr. Clare no longer edged back to her normal self. “Go ahead and tell me what a Prime Recipient is.”

“The top two percent of breeding-age females humanity has to offer. They're not difficult to pick out when you know what to look for.”

“Are you one, Dr. Clare?”

Her cheeks flushed as she smiled and said, “My superiors graded me as one, yes. And call me Cynthia.”

My cock throbbed when I realized I could make this woman do all the things I had imagined. It was hard not to just push her shoulders down and shove every inch of myself in her mouth. That old need to claim and conquer was calling my name, taunting me like a devil on my shoulder.

Do I do it? She would be a good pick, I think. I lifted Cynthia's chin with a finger and said, “I think it's fitting you're the first I take like this.”

“Anything you wish.” Those ruby red lips beckoned, parting so the white of her front teeth peeked through. “Do you want to put a baby in me?”

“I want to fuck a baby into you.”

She beamed like I had told her she won the lottery and world peace had finally happened. “It will only take one time. Patrem Delta does more than make you powerful. You're potent as well.”

When I had rubbed one out a few days before, the sheer volume of come and how much it stuck to the floor of the shower surprised me. “You mean it works like this every time?”

“With any woman you desire. One try is all it takes.”

My shaft was hard enough to break diamonds already. Cynthia ripped at the buttons on her shirt as I said, “You're in a hurry.”

She almost pouted as she pleaded, “But I want it so bad.”

I ran my hands down to the hem of her skirt and lifted. The heat coming from between her legs could bake a cake, the front of her lacy panties already soaked through. I moved them aside and played with her folds, forcing Cynthia to bury her face in my shoulder and wrap a leg around mine.

Her voice shuddered when I plunged two fingers inside. The headlong rush from wanting to call her a bitch to fingerfucking that ready pussy drove me to unzip my jeans with my free hand. Cynthia's fingers wrapped around my cock and pulled it between her legs the instant I had it out.

She leaned into my ear and begged, “Don't play around, just fuck me.”

My tip pressed against her as I slipped my fingers away. Cynthia grabbed my wrist and pulled it to her face, taking a long taste of herself as she played around with her tongue. I tensed up, ready to thrust.

As much as I wanted it, the desperation in her face was hotter than anything I'd had the pleasure of witnessing. “Have a seat on your desk,” I commanded, watching her come to a dead stop with my fingers two knuckles deep in her mouth.

The heat of her mouth slipped away. Cynthia turned and did exactly as I commanded. The dark wood of her desk contrasted perfectly against those parted, silky legs that seemed to go on forever.

She planted her hands on the edge and leaned forward. “Well? Don't just stand there with your prick out.”

I grinned and followed her, stopping just out of arms reach. “Make me want it.”

Cynthia hiked her skirt up, rubbing herself through her panties and biting her lower lip. I already wanted to see her hair a wreck, those glasses knocked crooked, and her slit filled to the brim. At that point, it was a matter of principle. Why not make her work for it?

I took my seat again and watched. Her animal instincts for wanting my gift pushed Cynthia into a fury of pleasuring herself. Every moan and whimper echoed against the high ceiling. They filtered down the hallway that may or may not have had other people on the other side of the many doors.

She didn't pay any mind, going above and beyond as she arched her back and looked at me. Her lips parted with a hard scream. My first slave would be hard to top, and that's exactly what I considered Cynthia already.

Her thighs tremored harder with every stroke. Her shoulders rocked forward as Cynthia tried to watch herself. Her moans stuttered in fits as she finally climaxed. Then Cynthia's eyes clenched as her mouth stood agape, one long note filling my ears.

I felt proud of her as she came down and gasped for air. The smile on her face reflected my own. She knew her master thought highly of her.

Feeling my cock, it had swollen to an almost painful level. Cynthia righted herself, rotating to face me and crossing her legs in one fluid motion. “You look like you need help over there,” she said, gazing at my manhood like an idol for worship.

I watched her slide from the desk, taking two steps forward and pushing her hands against my thighs. Pulling her down by the collar, I forced Cynthia onto her knees. She pulled the lab coat off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Her breath against my length threatened to cook me off early.

She leaned forward, grasping my shaft with her breasts. I ran my hand inside her shirt in hunt of the bra clips. They snapped open as if by command. One tug at the straps and the white lace slid down her arms.

The tight skin on my dick coursed with the sensation of her mounds pillowing around it. She bobbed herself up and down, teasing me with the slowness and that look on her face. My right arm twitched again with a desire to grab her hair and force myself to the back of her throat.

Cynthia gave me a long, painfully slow stroke with her breasts and asked, “These are good enough, right?”

“They'll do.” Bullshit. They were perfect.

My fingernails dug into the arms of the chair as I watched my pet open her lips and inch toward my tip. Her breath alone could have set me off. Cynthia looked up and smiled at me.

“You promise not to come in my mouth? I've got somewhere else I want it.”

I stroked her temple and said, “I've never had a girl keep her glasses on.”

“You know you love it.” She let out a teasing breath, the warmth filling my lap as her fingers wrapped around my girth. She moved them down and back up as she said, “They'll stay on unless you fuck them right off of me.”

The image of Cynthia bent over her desk, whimpering as I plowed balls deep inside her, distracted me until I felt the wetness of her mouth take me in. Her mouth hummed around me and she began playing with herself again.

My head arched back. Her tongue dragged against the bottom of my cock, her mouth wetter and hotter than any pussy I'd had before. The leggy, insatiable slut crept more of me past her lips.

Cynthia only stopped when she ran out of length, my head planted against the back of her throat. She stayed down, defying the natural gag reflex and vibrating me into oblivion with her attempts to scream. I rested my hands against the sides of her head, not willing to let her back off until she finished. Every moan felt better than any man deserved.

I let her ride it out, keeping her lips around my hilt as her body contorted. Cynthia's entire frame rocked and shivered, she smell of her arousal filling my nose. The thought of parting her walls and filling her with my seed forced a bead of precome into the furthest reaches of her mouth.

She backed off slowly, letting my cock spring back into position as her lips popped with its exit. Figuring it was my turn, I moved to stand until Cynthia's palm pushed against my chest. She stood and turned around.

I watched her panties slide down her thighs, past her knees, and down to those heels. She stepped out of them and hiked her skirt. That tight, firm ass could kill a man.

Wrestling with my jeans, I tried getting them down only to be interrupted as Cynthia too a seat in my lap. She pressed my shaft against her skin, enclosing it in thigh. Her lips spread against my base, the wetness soaking into my jeans and boxers.

She ran a hand behind her, cradling the back of my head as she moaned, “Can I, sir?”

“Go for it.” I was ready to fuck her until I died of exhaustion.

“Mmh,” she lifted and I felt my tip press against her entrance, “you don't know how bad I need it.”

The walls parted as she took me in. My eyes closed on their own as I opened my mouth to speak. Nothing came out.

I let her swirl herself clockwise, pushing myself against every bit of her inside. Any way I can describe how wet, ready, and hot she was would be a shameful understatement. Her juices swirled around me, began for me to add my own ingredient to the mix.

Tangling my fingers in her hair, I pulled the tie loose and let every strand drape just past her shoulders. I pulled back, forcing her to weave her hips back and forth. It was building up to be too much, too fast.

She sped up and rocked harder. I felt paralyzed and ready to blow my top. The harder I pulled, the more energy Cynthia put into it, making my draw her head back even further still.

The last rush of blood swelled my cock even harder. She stopped and leaned lied her entire body into me. “Is it that good?” She giggled and added, “We can't let it end that fast.”

She had a point. I couldn't finish without banging her like a drum. After how she had acted before I took control of her will, I was ready to deliver that hate-fucking I had fantasized about all week.

I let her stand again, myself right behind. It didn't last long as I pushed against her shoulders, pinning my slave against the top of the desk. I didn't see anymore need to tease or hesitate as I lifted what little skirt there was.

I found home with no trouble. Cynthia yelped as I plowed back inside, our bodies smacking together. She was getting exactly what she deserved, both for being such a bitch, as well as for pleasing me so well.

I pulled at her collar again, the loose buttons down past her breasts letting it open up for a nice handle. The extra leverage helped send every pop of our bodies resonating through every corner of GeneFactor's office.

Cynthia whimpered and screamed with every thrust. I reared back with her shirt, arching her back and shifting the contours of her passage just right. She started to climax again, far too easily.

Ready to burst, myself, I summoned my willpower and fought through the exhaustion. Beads of sweat gathered on my forehead. I wasn't much longer for this fuck.

But Cynthia had beaten me to the punch. As I felt the last lap closing in, she erupted without any warning. She clawed at the desk, failing to get a grip on the polished surface as she quivered and tensed.

I let her ride it out. Still buried as deep as I could go, staying there would have been enough. But how has it been this easy? No girl comes that fast.

Cynthia had caught her breath, getting back into the action by rocking herself back and forth. I pulled her back up to my level and asked, “Do you always come that fast?”

She reached back and cradled my face against hers. “Patrem Delta has a lot of ingredients.”

I pulled out and turned her to face me. “Like what?”

Cynthia tipped her glasses down and then slipped the finger next to her mouth. She said, “Aside from the drugs that strengthen the temporal load and male fertility, we made sure it has a few other side effects. Pheromone precursors, performance enhancers, and certain hormones, for instance.”

I kinda knew what each entailed. “So it's the super version of those pills for guys in their mid-life crisis.”

“Those don't help with bedding a woman, first of all.” She started to play with her clit, tempting me back in to finish what had already started. “Aside from being irresistible to any woman who stays close for too long and bending wills, imagine the kind of fertility that guarantees a conception.”

“So I'm a glorified breeding stud.” It was a term I hadn't used since I had helped my uncle at his cattle ranch a few years back.

Cynthia pushed her ass back onto the lip of the desk. “Your body will start to change too. In a month, you'll look like you've been hitting the gym without even trying.”

The results I had seen already could get the stuff to sell for thousands per dose. But given the reason for my hire, I don't ever see GeneFactor mass-marketing Patrem Delta. Every dweeb, dork, and teenager would be on the stuff. It wouldn't have taken long for every perfect ten who dared go into public to be a worn out shell of her former self. But I still had to finish wearing the good doctor out.

She had leaned back, spreading her legs to give me the scenic view. Perfect breasts and the swollen, glistening mound between her legs begged for me to come back in. Who was I to turn it down?

My cock ached as I spread her lips with the tip. Leaving it in the cold air felt too wrong, like there actually was a second, more dominant brain in that thing. I gave in, holding onto Cynthia's thighs as I put her calves over my shoulders.

I pushed back inside her hard, forcing a yelp of pure delight from her mouth. It felt like home. The problem is, if her pussy truly was my house, I was already rearing back as a one-man wrecking crew.

The second thrust had set the ball in motion, her pussy feeling like tight, wet, pulsating silk. Her body knew what it was getting ready for. Even the blush on her cheeks pleaded for me to finish the job.

Her ankles wrapped around the back of my head. I started crashing into her body even harder than when I had her bent over. I looked down to see the shaven, flawless skin just above her slit rise every time I went deep.

Cynthia slammed her eyes shut as I pulled at her shoulders. Having her folded almost in half, I had the perfect angle to set her moaning again. She pulled tight against me, doing every thing she could to force me deep inside.

I fought against her, slamming ourselves together like we were applauding with our hips. She tensed up and dug her nails into my shoulders. Cynthia's teeth grated as she seethed, “Don't fucking stop!”

I never wanted to. Every part of my body feeling that final rush of adrenaline signaling the inevitable. My shaft felt ready to burst from its own size and hardness.

Had Cynthia been her normal self, I'd feel like I was about to hurt her with that kind of fucking. But she was keeping pace, begging me to fill her to the brim with my seed with every part of her body. Even my own wanted it more than oxygen itself.

I felt the contraction in my sack, every bit of plumbing going at full pressure. We clashed harder still as I let out a moan. My body started to feel drained, forcing me to ram out the last few times out of desperation.

The first jet of come burst out of me like an open tap, feeling like an entire orgasm rolled into one spurt. Cynthia gripped me tight with hands and legs, not letting a single drop miss the target. A second burst out as strong as the first.

My entire world had shrunk down to two bodies with the third jet. It kept coming, leaking out around my girth and draining me to the point of near-collapse.

I fell forward with the last one, cradled against incredible breasts and gripped by immaculate thighs. I could tell I was still inside, hard as steel. My body was trying to pump more inside Cynthia, but the tap was as empty as my mind.

Having lost the battle against gravity, I couldn't pull myself up. Cynthia helped, easing me up and pushing me back to the chair. I crashed as she stayed put, marveling at the pearly bliss seeping from her folds.

“You really beat,” she paused for a breath, “my expectations.” Cynthia looked at me for a moment and then back down. “Jesus.”

I couldn't even think of talking. Even forcing my head back was almost too much work. I sat and stared at the ceiling, spots from total exhaustion dancing along the tiles.

Within what could have been seconds or minutes, I heard Cynthia slide from the desk and drop in front of me. It was total overload when her lips sealed against the head of my dick, begging for even a drop more.

I felt like I was going to crush the arms of the chair as I felt her tongue dance along my shaft. Cynthia was relishing every bit, not letting any of it go to waste as she cleaned me up. By the time she had finished her second sweep, I was ready to give up consciousness.

Mercifully, there wasn't a third round. I heard Dr. Clare shirt and lab coat back in order. Finally, I had rested enough to open my eyes. She looked like we hadn't done anything more than pecked cheeks, aside from two nubs pointing against her shirt. The bra still lied on the floor next to her panties.

“You know, Grant, this qualifies for the standard payment.” Back to business.

“Don't tell me you're back to normal already.”

She grinned and blushed, trying to hide behind the clipboard. “No, but I still have a job to do. We still have a meeting on Monday.”

“Could we do that again, like, Monday?”

Dr. Clare dropped the clipboard in my lap and removed her glasses. She was a different but equal kind of stunner without them. She leaned over me and said, “If you don't mind the appointment being after seven PM, I can make a house call. Sound good?”

I felt myself getting hard again already. “I guess I still need to test this stuff out all weekend.”

The back of her hand brushed my teeth as an almost evil smirk came over her face. “You'd better rest up for Monday night instead.”
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Even with my new abilities, the same butterflies you always feel when reaching out of your league stomped at my guts with combat boots. No fucking way I'd have tried this before. My palms felt slick and the metallic taste of adrenaline filled my mouth. I started toward her, fighting to breathe normally.

* * *

Zoey returned the smile and dropped to her knees. It wasn't until she was fighting to get my pants open that I realized what I had done. I ran my fingers through her hair and let my newest toy have her way. I had the same level of control over her as I had over Dr. Clare.

* * *

I was ready and willing, but letting it end as soon as it started would have been a damn shame. Grabbing Zoey by the shoulders, we almost fought over who was in control. Wrestling her onto her back, she squirmed as I pinned her against the cushions, still trying to milk me for what she wanted.

* * *

It's too much. Fuck, fuck. Fuck! I was on the verge of passing out as Zoey kept taking liberties with my spent cock. My family jewels twitched, as if my body knew I wasn't getting out of this alive if it didn't give Zoey exactly what she wanted, and plenty of it.

* * *

Zoey shrieked as her entire body rocked back. She had me deep, taking the second pump at the limits of her pussy. She leaned her face back against mine. “Fuck yes, get me pregnant!”
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I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"


She nodded her head. "Yes sir."

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.”
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