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SOMEONE SKILLED AND eager had their mouth wrapped around Stephen’s cock. He was in a bed, covered in sheets and blankets, and under those blankets with most of his body was someone with a spectacularly talented tongue. 

This was not how he started most mornings. This was not, indeed, how he started any mornings, and given the dismal state of affairs with his wife as of late, it was not even how he expected to spend any amount of time for the foreseeable future. 

Instead he twitched, moaned, thrust his hips, and the happy mouth under the covers moaned in return and sank deeper. His cockhead hit her throat, distending the succulent sucking flesh, and he gasped and rolled slightly, hitting the other girl. 

The other girl?

Yes, there were two of them. He hadn’t opened his eyes yet—this dream was far too nice to ruin. But there was clearly a face on his cock—no way around that—and his thigh just rolled into another face, which immediately began kissing his skin and whispering softly. 

“That’s it, dearie. You see how much he likes it? I told you would be so good at this.”

He groaned. Whoever that was had a voice like an angel. So far from the kinds of female voices he was used to hearing—angry, accusatory, insulted female voices had haunted him now for months, climaxing in the deliverance of divorce papers from his wife and a round of sexual assault allegations at work. 

How had he gotten here? Where was here? Dare he open his eyes to find out? There were two angels sucking his cock—he could feel the second girl guiding the first, her hand tight on the first girl’s skull and showing her the exact pace to drive him wild—and it felt entirely out of line to somehow break their spell. The last thing he could remember was being brilliantly, apocalyptically drunk—a drunk to end all drunks—and at the moment, although he was enjoying an incredible amount of heated, wet pleasure, he could feel no alcoholic-induced euphoria whatsoever. 

He wasn’t hungover, either. Had he died? He had sort of meant to. You didn’t drink that much and not account for possibly dying. There had been several, several shots of whiskey in a row, punctuated by tall beers and many other shots of other liquors. 

Slowly, finally, he opened his eyes. The clock told him it was late morning—far too late to be enjoying this sort of affair on a Monday. But the clock wasn’t his, and the sheets weren’t either, and he didn’t recognize the ceiling or the nightstand. They were all much nicer than anything he could have managed from his meager earnings at the law firm. 

Most of his clients were crooks and deserved the sentences they got, but that didn’t make him feel any better about never being able to argue his way toward good settlements. He was a “good enough” defense lawyer, which meant in other words that he had a pulse and a law degree and that was about it. Stephen hated confrontation, part of why he still had not drawn the covers up to see whose bed he was in. 

Two girls, that much was clear between the pitch of their voices, the feel of their heavy tits pressing against him, and the warmth of their pussies grinding on his legs. God, he hoped they were pretty. They certainly felt slim, and from the calf and high heel poking out from one part of the covers that he could see, at least they were rather in shape and healthy. Her skin was radiant, actually, glowing tan like she spent most of her days playing tennis. That was the life his wife Marisa afforded herself even though they as a family couldn’t afford it in the least. 

Something wet and creamy dripped from the tits of the girls, lubricating their bodies and his. Milk. Somehow they were lactating, though neither felt pregnant. Their tummies, occasionally slipping across his thighs, were utterly trim as far as he could feel. 

He didn’t know how such a thing was possible, but it made him even harder inside the mouth of the one blessed girl doing the perfect job of loving his cock with her tongue and lips and throat. 

How had he managed two girls? Why couldn’t he remember it at all? The last thing he recalled was going to bed alone. He must have been on some divorce-inspired bender...

The leader of the two—the one guiding the girl on his cock—seemed to notice he was more awake. She sat up straighter under the heavy duvet and started working the other girl’s skull even faster. 

“He needs it, dear.” Her voice pure sex. “Can’t you tell he needs it? Give Daddy what he wants.”

“Oh, god,” he groaned. “God...god...”

Calling him Daddy was a particular kink of his that he had never been able to shake, despite Marisa stripping most of the rest of his intimate desires from him. 

“Take his cum, sweetie,” said the leader. “You can do it. You can take Daddy’s cum. You can take all of it...”

He bucked, hands reaching across the blankets and sheets and squeezing, looking for anything at all to keep from applauding. His legs wrapped tight and he twisted, fucking the girl’s face hard into the bed while he shot load after load down her throat. She was there for it, eagerly gripping his backside and moaning. Honestly, she sounded like she was cumming.

In all the twisting of the sheets, the other girl—the one who had been running the show—was revealed. An absolute smokeshow with dark hair, big bright brown eyes, and an utterly built body clad entirely in show-off lingerie. She looked fit for a runway, not a bed he was in. 

Fuck yeah, man, all right. Good work, good work. 

She looked at him with absolute adoration in her eyes and a deep intimacy that made him a little uncomfortable to be the recipient of. She was, after all, just some girl he had presumably picked up somewhere. But—whatever. If she wanted to guide her roommate onto his cock, then that was fine by him. 

“Was it good, darling?” she asked him. “Did you like it?”

Something about the way she called him darling struck him as familiar, like he should know her. But he didn’t know any woman this beautiful, and certainly none who had slept with her.

“Hell yes,” he said, sitting up in the bed. “Of course I liked it. Hell yes.”

She clapped her hands excitedly. “That’s so lovely. I told Gale we could do it every day if you pleased her.”

He laughed, cringing a bit. 

“Oh,” she frowned. “What’s wrong?”

“N-nothing. Really. It was great. It’s just...that’s my daughter’s name.”

Gale, of course, was the adopted barely-eighteen year-old daughter of Stephen and Marisa, but they had raised her since she was little.

Under the sheets, the girl giggled. He could hear her lips smacking with his cum. The woman on top tossed her hair back and smiled. 

“Of course that’s her name, my love.”

Everything felt like it turned to slow motion. He looked closer at the woman in front of him. 

Nothing about her was similar to his wife—a cold, angry, stern woman who had been raised to despise pleasure in all its forms. Sex for her was for procreation and holding others in contempt. Stephen had made the match to earn a job from her father that he then proceeded to drink himself out of it in misery when it was utterly clear his wife didn’t love him, and anyway the business collapsed when her father had suffered a massive, hate-induced stroke. 

Marisa had dark hair, but it wasn’t this dark hair. Not silky smooth and long and effortlessly sexy in tangles and waves. 

His wife had brown eyes, but not these brown eyes. Not vibrant, full of love and warmth and promise—sparkling with intensity and need and the promise of her service for years. 

His wife was in shape, but it was a formidable, utilitarian kind of shape. Stocky, almost. Rectangular. This siren in front of him was curves and angles, a rhomboid of sexual lust, sharp around her face and collarbones and curving at her waist just so. 

And yet there was something...something there...in her face that was utterly familiar. Utterly belonging to Marisa.

And that meant...that meant...

Horrified, he ripped the sheets off the bed entirely and saw what he already knew was true—there was his sexy daughter Gale, smiling and cumdrunk, reaching around the waist of his transformed wife and working to slide her beautiful, young, barely legal face into her mother’s pussy.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT FEW MINUTES were a blur. Somehow he found enough clothes to get to the garage. 

He shuffled on his pants and hurried through his shoes and shirt, cursing as he buttoned and tied everything wrong twice, panicking. He was sure someone was on their way to catch him, to trap him, to expose him. 

Worse yet were Marisa and Gale, who followed him downstairs in their high heels—he heard each distinctive click-clack with a wince—and called after him. 

“Darling, don’t you want breakfast? You’ve got such a big day today.”

Gale joined in. “Will you let me suck you off again while you eat, Daddy?”

And when that didn’t work:

“Daddy, can’t I watch Mommy suck you off so I can do it better? I must have missed something in all the video I studied. Please let me make it better? I promise I’ll finger myself like a good girl! Daddy?”

Somehow, sex-crazed nymphomaniacs had replaced his wife and daughter. Or who at least said they were his wife and daughter. Yes—yes, that was it, perhaps they were just strange imposters playing some preposterous, sexy, jesus-goodlording-christ-they-were-both-so-fucking-hot game. His real wife and daughter were trapped somewhere, or held against their will. Perhaps he had to go save them?

If it had just been Marisa, perhaps he could believe that. But it was Gale, too—sweet Gale, lovely Gale, perfect Gale who absolutely hated his guts ever since he had just the once—the once!—hit on her best friend at one of their swim meets after filling up just a bit on liquid courage. And Gale hadn’t changed at all like Marisa had. Yes, she seemed rather more filled out, and certainly any female form was going to be enhanced from lingerie, but she was still definitely Gale—not some hyper-sexualized version of herself like Marisa. 

That’s because Gale already was hyper-sexualized and one of the reasons Stephen had hit on her best friends was because Gale was terrifically pretty and was the kind of terrifically pretty girl who only had deeply terrifically pretty friends. And it just wouldn’t do for Stephen to hit on his only daughter—where would he even hide if she rejected him?—and so, feeling utterly despondent over another course of failed couples counseling with Marisa, he had remarked on how well Addalyn’s swimsuit fit on her ass. 

And of course the whole situation wasn’t helped at all when he had followed up that rejection by getting a little more tight and hitting on Addalyn’s stepmother Abigail, who worked for him. He thought it had been a sure thing—she was unhappy in her marriage too and was always complaining—but then suddenly it was lawsuit this and disbarring that and it got quite out of hand. 

That was all last week. 

So why was Gale sucking his cock, for god’s sake, and what was Marisa doing showing her how to do it? Gale was barely even a month past eighteen. 

And that—that wasn’t everything that was wrong. He tried to take stock in the garage, holding himself steady on a workbench filled with shiny tools. That was all wrong. His workbench was right here in the garage, but his tools were grungy and misused and the edges of anything sharp mostly dull—a side-effect of largely trying to use them while he was drunk. Thinking back now, he recalled other similar disparities. Everywhere he had looked, this was his house, but it wasn’t. 

Everything was topsy-turvy and crazy. The busted wooden stairs that had squeaked on every step and constantly let Marisa know when he was coming in too late from the bar had been smooth, carpeted, and immaculate. The dreary entryway with its curtains so thick and dusty they may as well have been carpets in a mausoleum was instead now bright and airy and shining white, immaculate in its cleanliness. 

Even his clothes! What were these clothes? He’d never owned a pair of pants that fit so well—yet they were clearly tailored and so clearly tailored for him. 

And this car! The car in the garage—what even was it? Without thinking, he clicked the keys to turn on its lights, and saw one of those fancy top-of-the-line electric self-driving jobs that cost about twice as much as his net yearly income. 

These were his keys. Attached to them was the little rubber logo of the college he went to, a dumb keepsake he kept around because he liked to mess with his hands in his pockets. Restless personality. It was even rubbed down and ripped on the same end as his.

“Darling? My love?” Marisa knocked on the door. “Darling, won’t you please come let me suck your cock in front of our daughter?”

His wife’s voice sparked something deep and undeniable in his soul. She made him burn with need, and even though only minutes ago he had cum, his cock hardened again. His erection was furious and instant, tailored pants easily making room for it, and it demanded attention and satisfaction. His legs drew him toward the door, toward her voice. Dear god, she had looked so sexy. The way she said Daddy. The way she had tossed her hair and smiled and looked so warm and inviting, god god god...

“Please, husband? Your daughter is just beside herself. I think she may start to cry if you don’t tell her what a good job she did, and—”

He couldn’t bear to hear anymore. Stephen lunged into the car and sped to work. 

* * * * *
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THE CAR KEPT TRYING to drive itself and Stephen struggled with it for several minutes until finally the controls relented and recognized his authority. 

This whole world had gone crazy and out of his control, by god, but he could at least control a car! He drove deliberately, focusing on the street and the machine only. Just the feeling of the wheel under both palms, eyes attentive to upcoming traffic lights, ears listening to the sound of the engine. 

Over time, it calmed him. But he was so focused on these small sensations that it took him about halfway to his office before he started to notice some other pertinent factors. 

For one, he was hard. 

He was really hard. He had just cum—god help him—deep down the throat of his spectacularly gorgeous daughter. His refractory period had gotten worse over the years, as he expected it did with any man, and the drinking certainly didn’t help. In fact, getting hard at all was something of a rare occurrence, more like once a week or even bi-weekly. 

Now, his cock strained, pushing at his pants. Attentive, urgent, needy. Beads of precum seeping through his trousers. Every time he stepped on the gas or brakes, it shifted his leg, and the sensation of his clothing against the suddenly-sensitive, throbbing head of his cock made him groan in a wave of need and pleasure. 

Trying to take his mind off that, he looked around once more at the town around him. What he saw was odd, to say the least. For the most part, the streets were empty. That in itself was odd, as usually this time of day he had to fight traffic to get to work. But instead of busy streets, he saw busy cafes and parks, and busied particularly by women. 

Beautiful women.

Women, beautiful women, dressed in tiny form-fitting dresses and skirts and sweaters and blouses and high heels, with long gorgeous shining hair and smiling and giggling. 

A gaggle of them at a small ice cream parlor saw him and waved. One winked. Their smiles were brilliant. 

Of course, he assumed they were mistaken, or he was, and that there was someone else they were waving at. He didn’t even think these women lived here. He had a general sense of the overall attractiveness level of the town, men and women included, and it was a steady four, four and a half maybe, out of ten. These women were all colossal beauties, each one—every manner of complexion and hair color and height—outstanding thirty-fives out of ten easily. 

He was at a stop light, just staring. His cock twitching. His hips had started gyrating unconsciously, and consciously trying to stop himself had a limited effect. A dark town car pulled up to him, driven by a sickly-looking man in a chauffeur’s outfit. 

That was odd in and of itself, but not as odd as when the back window opened up to reveal a woman in a fur coat and diamonds. She winked and licked her lips at Stephen, and—startled—he slammed on the gas and ran the light. Luckily, no one was coming. 

Her tits. God, her tits. They had been nearly popping out of her tiny dress. 

When he drove into the garage, he was relieved by the normalcy of its drabness. It was just a huge, brutalist chunk of stained concrete. Nothing strange, nothing out-of-the-ordinary. Whatever else was happening in his life, he could at least rely on his empty office full of his own quiet desperation to do anything at all that mattered in the world. 

That wasn’t exactly a huge comfort, but that desperation was his, by god, and after waking up how he had, he wanted to recognize the qualities of his world for what they were. 

This was all shattered, of course, when he opened the doors to his fourth-floor office and saw Abigail waiting there with a cup of hot coffee just beside her. 

The office was small. There was a front room with Abigail’s desk and a small waiting area, and then a backroom where he worked—or, more usual lately, worked off hangovers—and that was all. 

His heart sank at the sight of Abigail. First of all, she wasn’t even supposed to be here. She had threatened lawsuits against him. Several lawsuits, actually, starting with sexual harassment and going all the way up to withholding pay from her. And yes, he had done all of those things, but they had all seemed like they were done for very good reasons at the time. 

“Abigail?” he could scarcely believe it. The last time he saw her, the only reason she hadn’t slapped him silly was because she didn’t want to be counter-sued for assault. 

“Oh, lovely!” she clapped her hands. “Marisa called ahead. We weren’t sure where you went to. She was very concerned about how upset you were after that terrible blowjob this morning. Would you like me to have Addalyn have a talk with Gale?”

This Abigail looked twenty years younger than the one he knew; she looked much closer to her stepdaughter Addalyn’s age, or Gale’s, in point of fact. She was smiling brightly at him, blue eyes shining, wearing a tight pencil skirt and a blouse that threatened to unbutton from the pressure of her heavy, perfectly formed breasts. 

“No,” Stephen shook his head. “I mean, it wasn’t terrible, it was—”

“Oh yes, of course, we don’t want to insult the poor girl.” She nodded sagely. “It was her first time and everything, just so freshly eighteen. And who could blame her if she wasn’t as good as her mother? Do you think she’d receive the advice better if it came from me?”

“From you?”

He could barely tear his eyes away from her sumptuous cleavage. Abigail was so definitely filled out now. Her tits invited staring. She noticed and played with her jewelry there.

“Yes! I mean, it might hit wrong from a friend or her mother, but from a friend’s mother, it could be a little more formal and so a little less invasive, you know? She’ll be sucking you off right in no time.”

“No, the blowjob was amazing. I mean, no, no—”

Stephen threw up his hands and rushed to his office, closing the door behind him. 

This was insane. Abigail as well. What the fuck was happening? 

Maybe there was some kind of clue on his computer. Certainly there seemed to be a time lapse he wasn’t aware of. Again, he suspected the bender to end all benders. Like most drunks, he danced with the idea of becoming suicidally drunk from time to time, though usually after tying one on he felt well enough to just have a blackout and be done with the night. But today felt like his life was drunk. 

Plus he was hard. All the time. God.

He’d been hard since he’d heard Marisa begging for a blowjob and now from seeing Abigail his cock was only more insistent. Offering to teach his daughter how to suck his cock! What was even the appropriate reaction? Outrage? Police? 

His cock had decided the correct reaction was yes, harder, more of that, do it now. 

Feeling exhausted with this day already, he sat down in a heap and powered up his computer. Immediately, a pair of nimble young hands unzipped him and began stroking his shaft and slurping softly at his cockhead. 

“What the fuck...?” he groaned.

He pulled away from the desk and the girl followed him out, obediently crawling and sucking and slurping as she went, whining softly as he continued sliding out of reach of her insistent lips. 

“Addalyn?”

It was Addalyn, his daughter’s best friend. The one he had hit on so clumsily, the one who had tattled on him. 

Abigail walked in just as he had his hands all over Addalyn’s skull. Originally, they were there to push her away. But in seeing Abigail, Stephen yelped and felt instinctively the need to hide, and drew his arms to his sides. But he still held on to Addalyn’s gorgeous head, and so this just meant he fucked her throat harder than before. His cockhead pressed against the soft flesh of her esophagus, suddenly deep-fucking her like her face was a cunt. 

“Fu-oh fuck...”

Abigail’s eyes lit up at what she saw. “I just noticed you forgot your coffee outside, sir.”

She strutted toward him, deliberately swaying her hips. God she looked amazing in that skirt, the way it hugged her long, long legs. Her hair, brilliant and brown and shining, hung down one side of her face in a thick gorgeous pile. It was no mystery at all to Abigail what was happening, no secret, and certainly no scandal. Her luscious lips parted, her eyes sparkling with desire. She walked all the way up until her hand clasped on top of Stephen’s on top of her daughter’s thrillingly hot skull. 

“I was wondering where she had gotten to,” she whispered. 

She pushed in harder, her crotch cinching tight around the back of Stephen’s hand and so also her daughter’s head. 

“Is she doing it right, sir? It’s so important to me to have raised a quality daughter for you. I need to raise her correctly.”

“Correctly...?”

He groaned, feeling trapped. One beautiful woman on his cock, and another—apparently her mother but looking gorgeous enough to be her sister—pushing in and eagerly encouraging him to do more. 

“To suck your cock.” Abigail’s voice was a sultry whisper. “A good girl needs to serve her man correctly. It’s so important. And you’re her man...if she’s good enough, I mean.” She smiled, biting a bottom lip. She looked at him like a teenager wanting to ask out a crush to a dance. “I don’t want to presume. I just want my daughter to impress you.”

“Impresss...” he gulped, struggling to stand. Addalyn hummed with pleasure on his cock. His eyes feeling like they would roll in the back of his head. “Impress me...”

For a moment—well, to be honest, for several moments—he just enjoyed the moment. His cock was in charge, demanding he take more and more from the willing, wet-mouthed Addalyn. The thought of her in that tiny, skimpy swim-team uniform flashed before his eyes. She was so fucking young, just barely eighteen just like his daughter.

But...no! Christ, no. This was wrong; this was all wrong. He had been drunk when he made those idiotic comments, and he was dry as a bone, and he couldn’t blame his lack of willpower here on anything but himself. He had to stop this. 

He stood up completely, but Addalyn kept sucking, and Abigail pushed harder against them both, rubbing her hands up and down Stephen’s chest. He backed into the nearby bookshelf. His degrees knocked against the wall. Addalyn’s skirt and heels shuffled as she slid forward. He noticed for the first time that she was fingering herself with her free hand while she sucked. A puddle followed on the floor behind her. 

“Yes, that’s it, dearie,” urged Abigail. He didn’t know if she meant Addalyn or him. “I mean, she’s wanted you for so long. It would break her dear little heart to disappoint you now, don’t you know? All those times she wore those skimpy, teeny, tiny swim suits, she was just thinking about you. She and Gale having all those sleepovers, and the whole time she just wanted you. Both of them just needing you, dreaming of you, wishing somehow they could please you. Look at her, darling.”

All he had to do to look at Addalyn was glance down, but that would be acknowledging a level of reality to this situation that was hard to take. He’d have to look at the way Abigail ground her hips into her daughter’s head into his cock, guiding her as she sucked him dry. Abigail’s lips, so glossy and plump, were inches away from his own. The only thing keeping him from kissing her madly was air resistance and his evaporating willpower. 

But he didn’t even need to look down that far. Abigail had brought up her phone—showing him pre-loaded images of Addalyn in bikinis. Curated photographs, professionally done, showing off her own daughter in provocative poses. 

“I took them myself,” she whispered. “It’s just you, me, and her who have seen them. Not even Gale knows.” She giggled. “Addalyn wanted a competitive edge over her. She figured Gale’s going to be on your mind all the time with you living with her and all.” Her hips fucked insistently now into Addalyn, into him, skullfucking her own daughter against her boss’s cock. “Did it work? Do you like it? Do you like her?”

Addalyn moaned, needing to know that he thought she was pretty, even as he fucked her throat with his harder-than-ever cock. 

“Do you think she’s pretty?” Abigail asked. Her lips brushing against his chin now. “Is my daughter fuckable?”

She showed him a picture of Addalyn in a red bikini.

“Won’t you cum in my pretty, pretty daughter?”

Addalyn in a pink bikini, eyes smoldering.

“She’s pretty just for you.” 

Pink bikini, biting her lower lip, cupping her breasts.

“She needs to be fucked just by you.” 

Kneeling down, hands holding her heels tight with chest up. Topless with a white bikini bottom.

“Please won’t you show her how pretty she is and cum in her throat? She won’t know otherwise.” 

A gif of Addalyn mouthing please.

“There’s no way to know for sure unless you cum in my daughter’s throat.” 

A close-up of Addalyn’s profile, eyes full of want.

“Look at how pretty she is. She told me she thought about you in every photo. Just thinking of her new Daddy and his big cock and how much she needed him—”

That was it, that was too much. Calling him her new Daddy. 

Cumming heatedly, he grabbed both of them—taking Abigail in his arms with a long kiss and wrapping one leg around Addalyn’s slender back. He came as hard as he ever had—losing himself in the sensation, dumping load after load of hot, virile cum down Addalyn’s eighteen year-old throat. She was so wet, willing, and able, taking him with orgasmic glee. As his thrusting pulses slowly subsided, she became gentler as well—slowly sucking and kissing to make sure she milked everything. 

His mind came back to him. Fucking shit, what had he done? This was insane. There was no way to explain this to Marisa or Gale. He had to get away.  

He extricated himself slowly. As soon as he tried, though, they were at it again—Abigail leaning down to kiss Addalyn. 

“I want to taste him,” she purred, licking Stephen’s cum off of her daughter’s lips. “I want to taste Daddy with you...”

Their lips met, sharing his cum between them in thick, gooey trails. They giggled and slid the excess over their necks and cleavage, making their skin even shinier than before. 

Holy christ, he could not watch any more of that. 

“I-I’ve got to get out of here.”

* * * * *
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IN THE CAR, UNCERTAIN of where to go or what to do, his cock compelled him to act. He sat with it unzipped, unleashed, rising out from his lap like a majestic totem, streaming precum and harder than he’d ever felt it before. 

Before—between the raucous wake-up call, escaping, arriving at the office and escaping again—he hadn’t really had a good look at his cock. It had felt big and hard, sure, but he just thought he was especially turned on because gloriously stacked supermodel-esque beauties were worshiping him with their mouths and begging him for more. 

But now, in the garage’s dim light, he took another look. It was bigger. Much, much bigger—longer by at least three inches and thicker in diameter by at least another inch and a half. How had he grown such a monster? What the fuck was happening?

Gentle, groaning, he wrapped a hand around it and stroked just slightly. He was so hard. Precum shot out like a cannon, streaming upward and then splattering over the steering wheel and his hands and shaft. 

It was perfectly possible, he realized, to make himself cum. There was plenty of material to work with from his recollection of today. Addalyn’s mouth. Abigail’s begging. Marisa’s imploring. Gale’s...fuck...Gale...

Why couldn’t he get the thought of Gale sucking him off out of his head? She had been so spectacular at it. And—like a drunk who threw away half a liter of vodka on his way to a recovery center—he could not help but wish he’d had the presence of mind to go further before he had known it was her. God, if he had just been able to fuck her sweet, tight body before he had known who she was...

No, no that was wrong.

And the feeling of wrongness only intensified when he stroked himself thinking about it. Something stopped him from making himself cum by himself—it was almost revolting. And it wasn’t just the sapping engineer team of Gale-type-thoughts drilling under the walls of his brain that made it feel wrong; it was the fact of him stroking himself to a finish at all. 

Like he needed—like he had earned—a gorgeous woman to absorb whatever cum he created.

What he needed, perhaps even more than he needed to cum, if that was possible, was someone to talk to. 

He needed someone who wouldn’t want to fuck him. Someone he could trust to tell him the truth. 

* * * * *
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HE DROVE UP TO THE Fontaine Law Office in the middle of the afternoon. It was windy, and he wished it wasn’t—every time the warm breeze blew into him, his overly-sensitive cock mistook the sensation as someone tugging it into action. 

So, staggering with lust and struggling not to stop and grind his palm against his straining oak, he entered Ella Fontaine’s office. 

She was his oldest friend; they went to law school together and had run their year’s most successful study group. After graduating, they ended up at the same firm—under “good old Hartman,” which is what they had called the vicious old bastard who had paid them next to nothing to grind their fingers into dust writing him briefs—and shared long talks about opening up a firm together. It had always been friendly and easy between Stephen and Ella because she was a committed lesbian and let him know that on their very first meeting. They became best friends fast, and relied on each other for help with their growing client list across town. 

Nonetheless, they had suffered a falling out years ago when—too drunk at a party—he’d made a clumsy pass at her. 

Something of a pattern, that. Perhaps he should look into it. 

No time now.

Inside, some young thing was bent over the front desk wearing a tiny white skirt and tall, tall white heels. Her delectable ass, perfectly sculpted in the form of a heart-shaped bubble, shifted this way and that as she searched for something inside a drawer. He groaned audibly. This was the last thing he’d wanted to see. He had to take hold of the door frame just to not rush forward and start molesting this poor young woman whose only indiscretion had been dropping her pen. 

Stephen’s office was small; Ella’s was practically a coffin. They shared a similar structure—small waiting room and an office in the back—but Ella had never, to his knowledge, made enough to afford a secretary. She had moved into divorce lawyering, the last he heard. The lobby had three men in it, all staring helplessly at the display of the gorgeous blonde before him. Stephen looked over at them and they immediately averted their eyes—not from the blonde, but from him.

It was strange, like they were intimidated. It was not a response he was used to; Stephen had been beat up so many times growing up that he had built up his argumentative skills particularly to respond to bigger, stronger men bullying him around. 

The blonde, in front of them all, bent over further. Her panties—or perhaps the absence of them, judging from the total lack of lines in her skirt—would soon be visible. 

He cleared his throat, hoping to encourage her to stop what she was doing. Instead, she bent over further, giggling, flashing her pink-wet slit, and then rose up vertebrae-by-vertebrae like a yoga instructor and shot her thick blond hair back in an elaborately sexy toss. 

“Oh my god! Stephen! Thank goodness you’re here!”

The blonde—only more stunning now that she had turned around—smiled and leapt towards Stephen, giving him a long and intimate hug. Her breasts, plush and plump in her tiny sweater, crushed fetchingly against his chest. She smelled like fresh strawberries. Stephen’s cock urged against the confines of his trousers, sliding up against her thigh. The way she giggled and pressed off of him made it ambiguous as to whether she was just friendly and airheaded or actually feeling him up; either way, her fingernails raked against his shaft and pushed a long heated sigh from his mouth. 

She braced his shoulders. “Now, how are you holding up? Has that bitch made any more demands?”

“Bitch?” He blinked. “Demands? You mean Marisa? No, I mean...I think our marriage might be okay...”

Her laughter was intoxicating; he felt like laughing because she was so pretty as she did it. 

“No, no,” her smile faded after a moment. “The bitch! You know, Rhonda! I couldn’t believe it when I heard they picked Ladwell as the judge, could you? I mean, she doesn’t have a prayer once this thing gets to court, but—”

“Sorry, stop.” 

He held up a hand, and the blonde beauty obeyed him immediately, mid-sentence. Rhonda Sullivan was the leading partner at his rival law firm, Hanson & Hanson. They’d competed for clients for years. Was she suing him? For what? 

What was going on?

In front of him, the blonde waited patiently, happy to stare at him and soak him up with her bright sea-blue eyes.

It was her eyes that gave it away.

“Ella?”

“Yes, sir?”

Sir. What the fuck was she doing calling him that?

No, no, that’s the second question. The first question was obviously what the fuck was Ella doing looking like that?

“Ella...” he shook his head. “We have to talk. Privately.”

She nodded, taking his hand and guiding him to the back office. Her fingers were soft and long, a far cry from the stubby, utilitarian sausages that the Ella he knew had. This woman—this girl—looked barely legal, just like Abigail. 

Just like his wife. 

Oh god, had they gotten to her too?

“Ella,” he said again. “This is important—”

“I know,” she nodded, sliding up on her desk. “I can smell it. It’s been hours for you, hasn’t it?”

“No, Ella. Something’s happened. You’ve changed, and—”

“I know,” she nodded, tugging him toward her. 

Her hand pushed him up her flimsy skirt. He could both see and feel quite suddenly that his presumption about her lack of panties was correct. Her pussy was tight, wet, and beautiful. Perfectly waxed, shining, waiting for him. Somehow his cock had left his zipper at last. Had he unzipped himself or had she? Did he care?

Her skirt pushed up higher, almost like a string belt. Ready and willing and waiting. She slipped up on top of the desk and slid her legs around his waist. Precum dripped from his cock down onto the surface of the desk, mixing with the quickly forming puddle of her heated juices of arousal.

Right above her pussy was a curious tattoo. It looked a little like the letter H, but the edges were more diagonal and the line through the middle was a crooked slash. It seemed to glow as he approach, though surely that was just the light. 

“I know I’ve changed,” she continued. “I used to be able to last for months without you,” she whimpered, wrapping her arms around his neck. “But it’s been days and I’m losing my mind. Please fuck me? I promise I’ll get you the best settlement possible.”

His cock hovered right above her entrance. God, he wanted her. But he was so confused. 

“What do you mean, settlement? What is happening with Rhonda? And w-with you, and with Marisa, and Abigail, and—ohhhh fuck!”

She had edged herself forward toward his cock on the desk, sliding easily from the sudden and constant lubrication of her own juices. Her pussy lips kissed his cockhead just as she reached up and kissed his chin. Her entire demeanor was so wholly submissive and seductive. The tattoo over her pussy shimmered and sparkled. That was just her sweat sliding over the pattern, of course.

Desperately, he tried to keep his wits about him. His cock was inside her, but only just so. He could still pull out and call this whole thing a misunderstanding. 

Ella tossed her hair to one side, licking her lips and settling her wide-eyed gaze on him with a deadly mixture of avarice and lust. 

I’m trouble, but I can keep a secret.

That’s what she advertised. 

“Wh-what about Rosie?” he asked. “Your wife?”

“She-she’s at home,” Ella whispered between kisses. “She won’t be able to make it before you fuck me stupid. Please don’t stop!”

The fact that Ella described her wife’s location in terms of inconvenience for him—he wouldn’t be able to fuck her before he fucked Ella, because he so obviously had to fuck Ella—instead of trying to persuade him that she would never find out really hit home for Stephen. Ella didn’t care if Rosie knew because in this crazy world he had entered, he apparently fucked Ella and Rosie at will. 

Her heels, resting on his rear, patted him forward. Her legs were strong, toned, long. Suddenly he was inside her in earnest, gripping her hips, and plunging his manhood deep up inside her utterly tight entrance. 

“Fuck!” she cried. “Oh my god! You’re bigg-bigger than ever!”

She was so fucking thin. Her slender body rivalled what he remembered of Marisa or Gale this morning. It was so simple to wrap his hands around her waist and take hold, and he immediately had control of her entire body weight. 

He could—and did—twist her this way and that, and she contorted her body appropriately, twisting herself to let him see her entire slim length, positioning herself like a model on a magazine cover to best display her many angles and tilt her tits or ass or jawline at him in the most fetching way possible. 

Constantly, constantly trying to make him harder and to have him lust after her lusciously transformed body even further. 

The more he drilled into her body, the more he examined her—unable to stop himself. He roamed over her tight, soft skin with his hands, toying with her tits and especially her nipples. They were shiny and glossy like the rest of her, but wet also. 

She was leaking milk, he realized after a moment. Leaking hot, fertile milk because he fucked her, because her body was so driven by the need to be his breeding instrument. 

“Please,” she whimpered, as if reading his mind. “I need your babies. If you fuck a baby in me, I’ll get to be around your cock all the time, please...”

He didn’t know how to respond to that, and she cradled his head down to her tits.

“You can taste it,” she urged him. “Taste how good I’ll be, Daddy...”

He couldn’t stop himself. A part of him tried—thoughts of Marisa, her transformation, loyalty to his wife in this one way despite all the numerous instances of infidelity he had engaged in already today. 

But a stronger part of him—the cock-leading part—leapt full-bore into owning this bimbo blonde who so clearly wanted him to run her life. 

He sucked on her nipples as she called him Daddy, the taste overwhelming the pleasure centers of his brain. It wasn’t normal milk, just like none of this was normal anymore—this was special somehow and it made his need to cum overwhelm whatever control he may have once had. 

Standing up straight, growling, he pinned her down to the desk with his and almost violently choking her around the neck. Ella loved it, squeezing his arm tight, as if daring him to choke her harder. 

Her eagerness, the milk, her silently mouthing the words Please, Daddy? over and over again sent him over the edge, and Stephen came inside of her tight, wet pussy. 

As he did, his grip relinquished just enough for her voice to come back, and she came loudly—screaming his name.

“You’re the fucking best, Master!” she cried. “You’re so fucking good! So. Fucking. Good! Oh my god, oh my-my god, my god! Yes, Daddy, yes!”

“Ella...” he moaned. “Oh fuck, oh god, Ella...”

“Master! I love you! I love you forever! Forever!”

Just when he thought he couldn’t keep going, when his orgasm was totally done, that pronouncement urged even more from him—a final spraying of his heavy seed down in the beautifully tight canal she was swearing was just for him.

Finally, though, she settled down, kissing him loudly on the neck and shoulders, making a long show of raking her nails over his back and biting him possessively. It was all very theatrical. 

The door, he noticed suddenly. The door to the front of the office—she had never closed it and he had been too turned on to notice. The men in front had been watching the whole time. Two of them were on their knees, dry-humping their hands as they watched. 

“M-mistress?” one of the men called out. “Should we go?”

Ella sneered, calling out the door. “Shut the fuck up, worm.”

Her change in countenance was extraordinary. She had been so worshipful toward Stephen—so utterly impressed and seductive and needy. Raising her eyebrows just so. 

As she turned towards those in the lobby, though, her expression became entirely contemptuous. Sneering wholeheartedly. Eyes narrowing down to murder-killer slits. 

The men in the front, cowed, resumed their silence. They were crying, he realized. Crying because he was fucking the girl they wanted. 

He knew he should feel bad. But instead it only emboldened him further. He gripped her tits, her ass, hard as he could—squeezing for her attention. 

Just as quickly as she darkened, she brightened again, looking back up at Stephen with need and reverence. 

“I’m sorry about that, my love.”

“Mistress?” he asked. 

She shrugged. “Not my idea. But one of them started doing it and I just kind of ran with it, you know? Weak little boys like a strong woman to tell them what to do. Not like you, though. You’re the strongest. Ungh.”

She took a hold of his cock, which had exited her cunt only to rest against her belly now, still streaming and hard. Stroking, holding him tight against her rock-solid abdomen, she looked up at Stephen with deep, unreserved lust. 

“So strong,” she whimpered. “Won’t you show me again how strong you are?”

There were so many questions he still had—this business with Rhonda Sullivan, what had happened to Ella’s wife, what had happened to the women and men in this town, and probably most importantly, what was going on with his wife and daughter...

But Ella was soft and hard in all the right places, warm and willing as he was between her legs, and stroking and kissing him like there was no tomorrow. 

Problem solving could wait. He slid inside her again and listened to her confess her undying love once more. 

# # #
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