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“I’VE GOT TO FIGURE this out,” Stephen said, gripping Ella’s perfectly formed ass even harder. “Something is up. I just can’t figure out what.”

As he casually fucked his former confidant over her desk, sliding her this lusciously busty way and that, Stephen tried to keep his composure long enough for some real critical thinking to occur. Ella’s hands sprawled out, reaching to grab on to anything in the ecstatic fervor she felt as his thick cock utterly filled her tight pussy. 

“Fi-figure it out!” she moaned. “Y-yes! Yes, of course you will! You’re so smart! You’re the smartest everrr...”

Her voice drifted off as yet another orgasm hit her system. They seemed to arrive every seven or eight thrusts. He had ripped her clothes off somewhere in the throes of their passion because he liked watching her tight, newly-young body tremble and shake before him with the unstoppable might of her bliss. Her back, exposed to him, was perfectly muscled and undulated with terrifically erotic precision. Her legs had wrapped around his waist, locking in place with her preposterously tall heels—the only clothing she still had on that was in one piece. Now she balanced on top of her smooshed tits astride the desk, banging her fists as the currents of passion took her.

So far, it was only while he fucked her that he was really able to think clearly. And he liked to speak these newly clear thoughts out loud. 

“This day has just been insane. It starts with my fucking daughter sucking me off of all things, good gracious. And then Marisa, she seems really into it. And she was going to leave me! I remember signing papers that you put together for her.”

“Sss...sorry about that,” Ella mumbled. “I dunn...fuck. Don’t ‘member it much. But I’m sorry, Daddy—oh! Ohhh!”

His thrusts picked up and he hit the magic cum number for Ella once again. That always hit home, calling him Daddy like that. Even though he technically wasn’t Gale’s real father, they had adopted her at a very young age and both he and Marisa had raised her. That made the current level of transgression—with her sucking him off like she had with her adopted mother’s encouragement—somehow worse to him. Taking in a girl from some other home just to—apparently, now that she was barely eighteen—corrupt her into serving her new father’s cock. 

“So then every woman I come across wants to fuck me. I want to fuck them. I can’t even think straight, I’m so hard half the time, and it’s only fucking you that I’ve been able to put all this together a little. It just feels like I’m missing whole days. I got drunk, sure, man did I get drunk, but I’ve never lost a month or more. How long did you say you’ve been in love with me?”

“My whole life, Daddy. I live for you. You’re my whole world and all I want to do is make your cock so happy and hard and—”

He picked her up briefly off the desk and then roughly set her down again. Not quite a slam but not quite not one either. Her tits mostly cushioned the blow. Mostly. 

“How long. Did you. Say. Stupid?”

Ella giggled. “Ohhh, I just dee kay, baby. Like, three weeksish?”

“Three weeks. Three weeks and you’re in love with me, and so is Abigail and Addalyn and suddenly Marisa again and for some fucking reason Gale is too, and you’re looking like this, god, are you ever...”

He stared down at the tight, tanned flesh of her back. He really had a thing for bare backs—and not just the complete lack of protection he employed now to probably fuck a whole litter of babies into Ella with. When she had originally seduced him, there was no time for condoms, and he figured the damage was already done. He also found that, when he thought about Ella being pregnant, full of his seed, he only wanted to fuck her more.

But her back now was gloriously tight, muscled, and toned. Before, the Ella he had known had been almost brutish in appearance; squat and square and businesslike. Ella now was a phenomenal bombshell of cover model proportions. 

“And I’ve changed too,” he said. “I’m fit. I’ve been fucking you for what, an hour now?”

“Yeah you have,” Ella groaned, bucking her hips up into his thrusts. “What a man you are...”

“And my cock is huge. And I’m stronger. And I don’t even want a drink, christ. I can’t even tell you how long it’s been since I haven’t wanted a drink.”

“And your cock is huge!” 

“I said that.”

“It’s soo fucking big, and good, and hot, and ‘mazing...” She picked herself up off the desk by her forearms just a bit, sneering out to the audience in the lobby. “You hear that, you fucking twerps? It’s more man than you’ll ever be!”

Her orgasm-laced contempt carried easily across the small confines of her office to the small gathering of men which had only grown since Stephen had been fucking her. When he first came in, he assumed they were clients of hers. She had revealed to him between fuck-sessions that she basically bullied them into accepting the worse divorce settlement conditions possible—completely giving up all of their individual savings and wealth and agreeing to alimony conditions that essentially made them slaves to their ex-wives for years. Stephen, his clear thoughts only lasting as long until his next fuck, hadn’t quite thought through the implications of that yet. 

“And there’s that,” he said. “These dummies out there. All so hopelessly in love with you. I don’t mind it like I thought I might, them watching.”

“It’s good for you to cuck them, Daddy,” Ella smiled and then sneered. “They deserve humiliation.”

That earned her several hard thrusts in a row, until her long, pointed nails left scratch marks in the lovely carpentry of her desk. 

“It seems like,” he huffed, “The only woman who apparently doesn’t want to fuck me, the only person around totally unaffected, is Rhonda Sullivan and—”

“Don’t worry about her,” Ella moaned, tilting her back up like a cat. “She’s in the lock-up already. It won’t be long now.”

He wanted to ask more about that—lock-up? Won’t be long until what? But Ella tossed her hair to one side in a gloriously sexy motion and sneered again at the audience waiting in the lobby.

“They’re so in l-love with me,” she giggled, her voice sounding practically mindless. “All those stupid little wimps. But I only love you. I’m fucking up their lives for you. The law is changing to fuck them just like you fuck me, and it’s all because I love you, I love you, I love you—”

She kept repeating it and the sound of this exquisite phrase from such an immaculately lovely mouth was too much for Stephen. He came inside her amazing, orgasming body for the fifth time that day, pulling out after several loads to spray even more all over her back. Marking her as his. She writhed under his load, obviously cumming even more—her count must have been in the dozens at this point. A sheen of heated sweat covered her glorious curves and tight angles, making her every movement all the sexier. 

God, cumming inside of and all over her felt good. That felt right. This new Ella was what he deserved. The old one was so stupid and haggard, and—

He shook his head. No. No, that was wrong. That was wrong. Something kept fucking with his head, his thoughts. This was all wrong, and—

“Nnng,” Ella moaned, turning over and back again, rubbing his cum all over herself. Her already shiny skin became even shinier, seeming to absorb the seed right away and giving her body a clear-coat finish. “If those dummies think I’m sexy, Marisa will really throw them for a loop.”

Stephen was confused. “Marisa?”

“She’s even hotter than me.” She raised an eyebrow. “Surely you’ve noticed?”

Her composure returned to her quicker than his did. Perhaps some compensation mechanism for the quickness and ease of her many, many orgasms. She was so ready to fuck, all the time, and just for him...god, it was enough to make him hard again...

He shook his head. Had to focus. 

“No, I mean, what do you mean they’ll see her?”

“She’s on her way.” She smiled brightly, like a good student getting the answer right in class. “Gale too. Didn’t you see me texting them?”

“No, I didn’t see you fucking texting my wife and daughter!”

Stephen started throwing on his clothes in a hurry. This—hurriedly dressing to get away from his family—was becoming a pattern; one more of several new ones. Ella kept pushing her body against his, touching at his muscles, his arms and chest. Rubbing him. Her voice sliding into his ear, so soft and insistent and needy.

“Well, yeah. I mean, we’re all so concerned about Gale. We want to study her technique and show her where she went wrong, and I thought, well, you’re here and you’re calm and yourself again, so it just makes sense for Auntie Ella and Mommy Marisa to look at Gale while she sucks your cock and tell her the best way to go about it.”

As she spoke, Ella absentmindedly started finger-fucking herself, as if thinking about Stephen’s daughter being taught to suck his cock was so helplessly arousing that there was no other choice other than to resort to self-pleasure.

“Jesus fucking christ.” 

He stumbled through his pants one leg at a time. Where were his shoes?

“We’ll suck you too, to show her first, if you’re worried about that.” Ella backed off a bit finally and sat up with cover-model perfect posture on the desk. She took a long time to cross her lusciously long legs. Somehow, even with her clothes mostly ripped off and covered in the sheen of his cum, she looked elegant and sexy. “And we’ll finger ourselves while we watch. It won’t be all about you. We love to watch.”

“No. Christ, no.”

He was fully dressed now, just looking at the gorgeous Ella. The blinds were up, he noticed for the first time. Anyone could have been watching, and several were. Men on their knees, and women holding each other in small masses. They crooked into one another’s elbows and joined hands, like they were at some kind of vigil. When the women saw him looking, they smiled brightly and waved. Hopeful for his attention. 

“Is that entirely fair, counselor?” asked Ella. “I mean, you let Abigail give Addalyn a lesson earlier, and Addalyn isn’t nearly as pretty as Gale, though she is lovely of course, and—”

“I don’t want anyone teaching anyone about my cock! Nobody else needs to learn about the best way to suck me off!”

Ella scoffed for a second and then tore up laughing, as if that was the funniest thing anyone had ever said to her. 

She was still laughing as Stephen left.

* * * * *
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STEPHEN STILL DIDN’T quite know what was happening, but his latest cum had sated his lust for a moment and the clarity he had felt while fucking had not yet succumbed to the ever-present needs of his raging, titanic cock. 

“Maybe I’ve got this thing beat,” he said, driving through the sparsely-populated roads of town. “Maybe I’m in charge after all.”

He drove to the “lock-up,” as Ella had put it—which he assumed could only mean the local police station. Somehow, and he didn’t know how exactly, the key to understanding all of this was Rhonda Sullivan. 

In a lot of ways, Rhonda was the source of all his problems. Perhaps not his current problems—with a rapidly expanding set of women who seemed both dead-set on fucking him and on teaching his daughter how to suck his cock—but all his problems prior to that.

They had competed for the same set of clients for years. They were both lawyers in corporate law—mostly rote contract-inspection and creation and careful application of legal pressure to weed out competition for high-stakes clients. She had spread rumors about his drinking and philandering and womanizing, and while that was all true, certainly none of it had been a problem before she had started saying it was. 

She hated his guts. The exact reasons why were unclear to him, but he suspected it had something to do with how he had slept with her sister. 

That dumb broad had blown their whole—incredibly brief!—affair way out of proportion. Started saying she loved him and she’d kill herself without him, that kind of thing. Sure, he hadn’t called her back, but she had been kind of an awful lay and was a nut besides, so who cared? He heard something later about how she had been to a mental institute, some sort of psych ward, but that hardly had anything to do with him. 

The few sights he did see on the way to the station were odd indeed. Earlier when he had been driving to work and to Ella’s office, he had treated each new vision of gloriously hot women with confusion and even fear. Tunnel-visioned on his quest to escape from his own erection. This drive was longer—the station was on the edge of town due to some poor city planning (nothing like having a police station on the other end of town when you needed them)—and so he had the time to take in the sights. 

There were no “normal” people. Not really. The women were tall and beautiful. The men—what few of them there were—followed behind the women by several paces, often holding enormous piles of bags from expensive clothing stores. Several of those men were on leashes. Women stopped and chatted with each other, spectacular beauties in wide-brimmed hats and gorgeous plunge-cleavage dresses and blouses, and admired one another’s leash selection. 

One woman with a leashed husband spoke to another with her unleashed husband, and let her try out the joys of tugging him this way and that. The collars were not nice; most of them looked to be the kind of choke collars that used to be in vogue for large misbehaving dogs. The sort that dug into flesh when they were pulled. 

Stephen, stopping and staring at one of these exchanges, was caught in his voyeurism. 

One woman pointed at him, surprised, eyes wide. They both stopped what they were doing. The leash-holder roughly pulled hers, pulling her man to ground. Packages spilled all around him. She stepped on the back of his neck with one high heel and curtsied deeply. The other knelt down entirely like she prayed at an altar. 

The light had long ago turned green. Stephen sped along before his erection became even more pressing. 

At the police station, he hoped, there would be some version of normalcy. It was the police! Whatever was happening to corrupt the rest of the culture, the policy would surely be exempt. They were there to protect and serve and that was it. 

This stray hope for a conservative reality was dashed in less than a minute after parking at the police station lot. Striding through the front doors, the first sight he was exposed to was the sight of his own bare legs and cock on a poster, hanging over the front desk. 

Serve and Adore, the poster read. 

“Goddammit,” Stephen muttered, shaking his head. This was already a bad idea. 

The officer at the front desk perked up at his arrival, smiling gorgeously and unbuttoning the top buttons of her already rather-unbuttoned uniform. She was busty, pale, with gorgeous auburn hair that swept out in waves across her shoulders. Beneath the shirt, she may as well have been an Abigail-class sexpot secretary, wearing a tiny miniskirt and thigh-high high-heeled boots. Soft wrist-length silk gloves adorned her hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clasped her hands together. “Can I help you, sir? Is there someone you need us to arrest? The other girls all brag about holding them down for you to have your way with them, and I just wish that—”

“I want to see Rhonda Sullivan,” he said. “Where is she?

Right away, she sneered. “Oh, that dumb bitch? Why do you want to see her?”

Stephen didn’t relish his reply, but his temper was growing short. 

“Are you questioning me, now?”

This was a bit of a gamble—were they all really under his influence and just madly in love with him like Ella and the rest seemed to be?

The redheaded officer—Malone?, as it read on her name tag—gulped and blushed. 

“No, of course not. I’ll hold her down for you, even! I’d love to do that. May I please do that?”

“Where is she?”

She pointed. “Just back there in holding. They’ve been prepping the needles for her all day. You put us through such a rush last week, I think three dozen or so? We had to wait for some to become available, and—”

Stephen didn’t know what any of that meant and kept walking as she spoke to him, leading the way with an outstretched, dainty hand. She apparently walked and talked, one too many tasks for her simple head, and tumbled over the edges of her desk as she tried to keep his attention. 

A week ago—or what felt like a week ago to Stephen’s apparently time-altered head—he would have been tongue-tied and flummoxed while talking with that gorgeous girl. Hell, without a few drinks in him, he probably wouldn’t have had the courage to talk to her at all. And yet, now, today, he had ordered her around and even ignored her while she was still desperate to talk to him. 

Probably she might even go to bed tonight fingering herself silly thinking of the fact that she’d had a conversation with him at all. 

The police station’s layout and décor was basic and utilitarian; your standard dystopian model of public service with fluorescent lighting, chipped linoleum floors, leakage stains in the tile ceiling. But there had been clearly attempts over the last little while—Stephen guessed three weeks or so—to liven it up. Fresh flowers attended every cubicle and desk. Large posters of gorgeous cover models in bikinis plastered on one wall under an ornate, pink and gold plaque reading: “The Ideal Servicewoman!” 

Club music thumped from one closed office and Stephen saw several sexy, high-heeled, pornographically uniformed officers dancing and drinking with each other inside. The interior courtyard was visible through the windows; nearly a dozen girls sunbathed totally naked. Someone had posted a large yellow sign with black, imperial font reading “TAN LINES ARE FAIL LINES.”

And of course, there wasn’t a man in sight.

Down the hall, he approached two young—god, every woman looked so young now, so fresh and virginal—two young guards outside a door holding heavy batons. 

“Is she in there?” he asked. “Rhonda?”

They both nodded, faces flushing red at his presence, clearly turned on. Buttons, as apparently they did now in his presence, swiftly became undone from fast-acting fingers, and he soon had a vision field full of perfectly arranged police-woman cleavage. 

He opened the door, pushing past them—they both pushed into him with their soft, heavy, loving tits—and closed the door behind him. 

Inside, he saw Rhonda handcuffed to a table.

Rhonda was a petite, pretty brunette. She wore sweatpants and an oversized sweater, like they had picked her up late at night after a microwave dinner. Even so, he had to admit she looked good. Some ruddiness in her cheeks; a bit of fullness to her lips, hips, and nips he hadn’t remembered.

“You?” she sneered. “Really? Good lord, I was wondering what this was all about. Is it really you they’re raising such a fucking fuss about?”

Though he understood her ire, he could not help but be a little insulted. Why not him? Was it that crazy?

He remembered the poster on the wall, Serve & Adore, and the picture of his cock. When had anyone even had a camera out in front of his penis like that?

Maybe it was a little crazy.

“Look,” he said, “I’m not sure how much time we have. Everyone seems to be kind of crazy right now for some reason or another. I don’t know exactly what they’re capable of, but they seem to be obedient enough that I can get us out of here.” He sat down across from her. “Are you in your right mind?”

She spat in his face. 

“Great.” He wiped himself off. “Let’s go.”

* * * * *
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HALF AN HOUR LATER, they were outside of the city and on the highway, heading to a mountain cabin that Stephen sometimes rented. It was a summer cabin, and it was the middle of the fall, so he hoped that it would be unoccupied for a little while yet. It might be dirty, but he could handle that kind of thing. 

Rhonda had refused to talk with him after the breakout, staring mostly out the window and keeping quiet. Every so often he heard her grunt or sigh, clearly annoyed with the situation. 

“Look,” he said, “I know you’re upset. And probably scared. And I know you don’t like me. But I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do.”

He was trying to drive and have a serious conversation, never an easy task. The weather was mostly clear at least, and there weren’t many other cars on the road.

“Is that what you said to all of them before you took them hostage and fucked up their minds?”

“I’m not going to fuck up your mind,” he insisted, “and you’re not my hostage. You can go at any time. I just thought I would take us some place safe first. You can have the car when we get there. Unless you want to be picked up by someone from town?”

She paled a little at that. Slowly, she shook her head and looked out the window. 

“I just don’t get it. I don’t get any of it,” she said after a minute. “The girls, the...the changes. Or like, you. Look at you. I mean how did you even do that? With the handcuffs?”

They had broken like wet paper in his hands—both the chain to remove Rhonda from the table and then the cuffs themselves when he’d set her free. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I guess I’m just...stronger now. There’s a lot of things I don’t understand.”

She made a face. “So the whole town is turning into your personal harem...except for the men, who are like, a gang of beta simp cucks now, and you’re telling me you’ve got nothing to do with it?”

“I’ve clearly got something to do with it,” he said, “I just don’t understand it. I was hoping maybe you would help.”

“Why would I help you?”

“I mean you want to see me ruined, right? For some inane fucking reason? What better way to ruin my day than to take away all of this nonstop blowjob action?”

“It’s not an inane reason. You sent my sister to the fucking madhouse, and—”

It was Stephen’s turn to make a face. He nearly took his eyes off the road. 

“I did what? We slept together, once, and it wasn’t even—”

“She was in love with you, stupid!” Her cheeks flushed a lovely shade of red. “She had been in love with you for ages, and once she realized you didn’t care—”

“You’re not supposed to call it a madhouse, you know. You’re supposed to be sensitive.”

Rhonda looked short-circuited, which was the point of his comment. 

“You’re telling me how to call it? Are you serious right now?”

“Hold on.”

They passed a hitchhiker and Stephen slowed down the car to pull over. She had thick burgundy red hair tied up in a bun and wore a giant backpack. 

“What?” said Rhonda. “Are you kidding? No.”

“She’s heading out of town,” he said. “That means she might know something too.”

“Hitchhikers are dangerous! You can’t just pick someone up. And you’re just trying to change the subject, because you won’t face that you fucked up someone’s life and—hi! Hello. Where are you headed?”

The hitchhiker appeared at the window that Stephen had rolled down. He smirked at Rhonda’s natural instinct to be welcoming. 

“Anywhere, just out of that crazy place,” she said. 

Stephen noticed—or rather, his cock really noticed—that this girl was young and fresh and she smelled like a virgin and she was gloriously sexy as hell. There was a ruddiness about her cheeks that made him want to fuck her in a field full of flowers. He had thought she was bulky and stout, but it was just the many layers of her clothing. As she leaned over, he saw her magnificently constructed clavicles inside her dangling sweaters and shirts, just above a tremendous pair of heavy tits. 

She was fit. She was busty. She was a virgin. 

She was exactly the kind of girl he shouldn’t be picking up if he was serious about getting away from the problems the town presented. 

But—maybe it would be different in a different location? What did they call it? A geographical cure? If it didn’t work, they wouldn’t call it a cure, right?

“What’s your name?” asked Rhonda. 

“I’m Kylie. I’m ei-eighteen. I’m totally single, and I’m a virgin?” She giggled and pushed her hand through her thick, shiny mess of red hair, smiling and looking directly at Stephen. “Sorry. I don’t know why I said that. I just wanted you to know? Is that okay?”

Stephen held in a groan of lust. 

“Get in.”

* * * * *
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THE CABIN WAS UP IN the mountains but, as often was the case, there was a small center at the base of the mountain road where people could resupply. This was where Stephen offered to drop Kylie off, and she had agreed; it was only an hour away.

That had been an hour and a half ago when Kylie still had all her clothes on, had been sitting in the backseat, and wasn’t sliding her hands up and down Stephen’s body whispering in his ears about how much she needed his cock. 

Now she wore nothing but a tight-fitting tank top and a pair of panties. She looked like a college coed, her clothes piled up next to the car door and her dark red hair down and in a mess hanging over his lap. 

“It’s so big,” she whispered, squeezing him through his pants. “Look at it. I need it. Please? I didn’t know how much I needed it but I really do...”

She had asked—once they got to the mountain base—to go with them up to the cabin so she could use the trails. She was a hiker, thus the backpack, and was always looking for some great place in the wilderness “to hang.”

Kylie and Rhonda had switched places, Rhonda asking to sleep in the backseat. Now that they were driving up the mountain trail, Kylie was right next to Stephen, staring at him with large needy hazel eyes, moaning and whimpering. He couldn’t stop or pull over on the narrow mountain road, nor could he spare much attention to fight Kylie off. 

All his focus needed to be on the road. Probably he would have been rather worried about driving safely regardless, but his grandfather had died by driving off a mountain road and Stephen’s childhood was punctuated with several horror stories of his ancestor’s demise. It was the early evening now, and on this side of the mountain, the daylight wavered. 

No sooner had Kylie traded places with Rhonda than the beautiful teenager started stripping. First she was too warm, then she was too dirty, and then she just started explaining that she really wanted Stephen to see her legs. Did he want to see them?

Boy, did he ever. They were long and supple and slender and her thigh-gap looked like it could hold a coconut. 

“Do you think my mouth can even hold it?” Kylie asked him. 

She referred to his cock. Everything she said was in a soft, melty-voiced whisper, her lips sliding against his ears. Big, soft tits pressing against his bulky arm, docking on either side. They felt like they were full of milk; smelled like it too.

“It’s so big. I can feel how big it is.” She squeezed his cock through his pants. “I’m not sure it would even fit in my mouth or my pussy. You’d probably break me forever.”

“Fucking hell.”

His trousers were slick with his precum, cock straining, begging to be released. Rhonda seemed perfectly asleep in the back. Exhausted from the day’s ordeals. A little bit of embarrassing drool ran from one corner of her mouth down onto her shoulder. Despite Kylie’s constant whimpers and begging, the auburn beauty’s decibel level was quite low. The car in low gear, the gravel trail of the mountain road, and the constant winds must have drowned out anything she said. But then, all it would take was a simple eye-opening from Rhonda to expose them. 

“Please, sir?” she whispered again. “Please? Please let me just touch it. Would that be so bad?”

He struggled to find the reason why she couldn’t. His thoughts were clouded over with lust. If he were more sober, more aware, he might have wondered how it was that this hitchhiker seemed to possess the same need for him that women from town did. He might have wondered, too, why it hadn’t been as instant with her. 

Instead all he could think about were her lips, glossy and pink and so close, and how he couldn’t kiss them because that would mean taking his eyes off the road and killing all three of them. 

Her hand continued to slide over his cock, encouraging more precum to soak his pants. The cloth was so thin there now that she might as well be stroking him for real. 

Might as well. That was a powerful phrase for someone like him. 

Might as well have another few drinks at the party; the wife was mad with him anyway and he’d be sobering up for good tomorrow. Again.

Might as well hit on the secretary; she seemed to think low of him and would probably be out of his life soon, should see what could happen while it could still happen.

Might as well let this gorgeous virgin eighteen year-old vixen stroke him off if she was just going to stroke his cock over his trousers regardless. 

Besides, wouldn’t it just make sense? Wouldn’t it be better to stop being so torn between two worlds? He could just let her suck his cock and then his thoughts would get clearer again, like they had with Ella. Wouldn’t that be a responsible decision for him to make? 

This virginal, buxom beauty, so eager for his permission. That made his cock pulse even more, thinking of that. She was all over him—touching, kissing, cooing—but to actually touch or taste his cock for real required his permission because he was in charge of her. And the way she acted and sounded and moved, that meant he was in charge of her entire life.

He sighed. “It’s j-just...”

“Yes, sir? Tell me, please. I’ll do anything.”

He didn’t know how to explain it. 

“I have a daughter. She’s about your age.”

“Oh, I see.” Her voice became somehow even lower and sultrier. Squeezing his cock harder. “Do I remind you of her? Do you want to call me her name?”

“...fuck.”

“You can call me her name if it makes you happy, Sir. I’ll dress up like her. I’ll become her friend. If she doesn’t want to fuck you like you deserve, I’ll hold her down. She should have a little fuckdoll friend, shouldn’t she? Someone whispering sin in her ear all the time?” Her voice changed octaves just slightly. “‘You’re so lucky to have such a hot Daddy. I wish I could surprise him in the shower in the morning and suck his cock like a good daughter. You’re so lucky to be able to do that.’ Like that, Daddy?”

“...fuck...fuck...”

“Do you want me to help teach her, later? Do you want her to have a special secret slavefucksister to serve you, Daddy?”

That...that was too much.

He let one hand down just for a moment and unzipped himself, guiding her hand onto his cock. Right away she started stroking expertly. She hugged herself into his body and sighed happily, loving every second of touching his cock. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “This is so amazing. It’s so big. Look at my fingers. They don’t even touch. You’re so huge, Daddy.’

He couldn’t look—but he was sorely tempted. But it would be too easy to stop looking at the road entirely. Her fingers were heavenly. Soft, long, and nimble. Nothing like what he might have thought her rough hitchhiking life would land her. 

“What’s the deal with your girlfriend?” Kylie asked. “Why isn’t she doing this for you, Daddy?”

Again, she called him Daddy. Fuck. She really was taken under the same spell as everyone else in town. Was it his proximity? But if it was that, why was Rhonda still immune?

“No,” he shook his head. “No, we’re more like...I don’t know. Kind of enemies. Competitors in business.”

She scoffed. “What a bitch.”

As she said it, her stroking became more elaborate and long. Like she was showing off what she could do and what Rhonda wouldn’t. Her hand was already slick with his precum. A long, sticky, warm stream of drool dripped from her mouth all over his cock and balls.

His resistance evaporated. He needed to cum, needed her mouth on him.

“Take it,” he ordered her. “Take it all.”

She let out such a gleeful sound in response that he was almost worried that she would wake Rhonda. But as her lips found purchase over his trembling, spurting cockhead, Rhonda’s eyes remained closed. She looked almost like she was having bad dreams. Her hands drawn up over her lap and turned intensely to one side, eyes firmly shut and head pressed against the window. 

In another world, another time, he might have been concerned. Something certainly seemed up with her, but he couldn’t figure out what. 

Instead, while Rhonda lived a nightmare, he lived a dream with Kylie’s talented teenage mouth shunting up and down his shaft. 

* * * * *
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HE SLOWED DOWN AS HE drove because he wasn’t sure of his ability to handle Kylie’s beautiful mouth and handling the steering wheel. Every ten seconds or so, her tongue and mouth delivered some fresh heaven of pleasure he had never experienced before. When he came—which he did three times in  the extra hour it took them to go all the way up the mountain road—she came too. And he struggled not to watch as her body became tighter, longer, bustier, sexier as it was jammed between his crotch and the steering wheel with each load he busted up into her willing, slavish throat.

In the backseat, Rhonda was clearly pleasuring herself. He put it together after his first cum. Her fingers caught between her legs, even with as much as she tried to obscure it with her positioning. Eyes out the window to look away—but in doing so, catching the reflection of Stephen and Kylie.

Helpless. Lost in  lust. Sweating, shaking, moaning, shifting. She wasn’t even hiding it by the time the cabin actually came into view. 

The parking spot in front of the cabin was marked off with sticks and stones. He pulled into it oblong and harsh, jolting Rhonda out of her seat like poorly stacked groceries. She landed down in the space between the back and front seats, legs sprawled out, her head stuck upright with eyes fixated cleanly on Kylie’s mouth worshiping her new god’s cock.

He pushed Kylie down on the seat, but there wasn’t enough room. He was getting larger somehow. He could barely fit behind the steering wheel. Growling, he kicked the door open, metal wrenching and busting from the impact, and grabbed her by the hair. She screamed but she loved it, the quick pain only intensifying the pleasure she felt at being manhandled. 

Out of the car, still dragging Kylie by the hair. Feeling violent; feeling like a conqueror unrealized. He slammed Kylie down on the hood of the car ass-first, spreading her legs wide and entered her abruptly and easily. 

“Y-yes!” she shouted. “Oh my fuck, yes!”

The bulge of his cock could be seen all the way up to her abdomen. She was so fucking fit. 

Gone were any worries of hesitation on his part, of his wife finding out, of what Rhonda might think. All he could think of was how young, virginal, fresh, and fertile Kylie was and how that meant she badly needed to be fucked by him all day long. 

Just above her shining, superbly wet cunt was another tattoo—the same kind of symbology that Ella sported. It glimmered and glowed, and seemed to shine even more as a lusty sheen of sweat ran over its surface.

Something to think about later. He pushed deeper inside of Kylie, feeling her virginal resistance crumble before the might of his new, enhanced cock. He felt so fucking strong—taking her, pushing her down. She needed it, wanted it, begged him to go deeper right away—but even if she had fought, she wouldn’t have been able to stop him. They both knew it, and it drove their lust levels even higher. 

Every piston-like thrust into Kylie’s cunt powered her tiny body into the car, seeming to do permanent damage to its frame and everything under the hood. He heard metal rattling around, screeching, begging him to slow or stop—but being able to drive back to town suddenly held a lot less interest for him. 

Not for Rhonda, though. She stumbled out of the car, crying. 

“Please, stop! Stop fucking her! I can’t take it!”

Her hand was deep in her snatch as she begged him. Kylie’s legs wrapped around him tighter; her wildly orgasming cunt spasming around his thick shaft, her thick hair spread all over the hood of the car. 

“Never stop!” Kylie begged. “Please, don’t ever stop fucking me!”

Rhonda grabbed his arm. “Stop!”

Kylie pulled him in tighter. “Don’t!”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

Rhonda suddenly seemed to realize she was just playing into Kylie’s chanting hand and ran to the cabin, trying to get inside. But she didn’t have the keys. She knelt down and hugged herself near the door, looking away, furious. Her fingers once again slipped up between her legs and she sulkily played with herself, trying to ignore the display Stephen and Kylie made.

With her out of the way, he focused entirely on Kylie—and there was so much to focus on. 

She was a beautiful young woman, and whatever had happened to transform the women of the town had clearly happened to her as well—making her even more beautiful. Her exposure to his cock meant her young, healthy skin was even more vibrant, her hair longer and thicker, and her hefty tits even becoming bustier even as he kneaded them. The supple titflesh pushed through the gaps in his fingers, slick from her gathering milk . 

“Cum in me, Daddy. Put a baby in me. Please, Daddy? Please fuck me pregnant?”

Nothing from his previous life told him that he could have a baby with some random college girl and have no consequences. But now that felt entirely different—he felt like he could impregnate her and all her friends and never suffer a single repercussion. 

“Do it, please? Please, Daddy? You’re a stud. You’re such a fucking stud. Fuck up my life, please? Make me your pregnant little fucktoy, please, Daddy?”

Stephen knew he had to give her what she wanted. For as much as these women promised him their obedience, they sure seemed to influence the hell out of him. 

Looking at her squirming, lusciously lithe body, Stephen decided he could live with their influence. 

He emptied his load inside her fertile belly, exulting in the immediate orgasm she obviously felt at the splashing of his seed inside her. Her beautiful face, caught in the waves of purest pleasure—cheeks flushed, pupils dilated, glossy lips parted—softened his heart for her considerably. 

He wanted to keep this girl. He wanted her to belong to him. She was his fucking property now. Not just owned by him like all those girls in town—but actually his. Someone in his household. How had she put it? A “special secret slavefucksister” for Gale. 

His hands roamed over her trembling, post-orgasm body—all the way down to her pussy, above which still featured that same odd tattoo. 

“They grabbed you in town, right?” he asked. “Marked you like this.”

Kylie nodded. “I thought it was really weird and scary at the time, but I’m super happy about it now, Daddy.”

His cock—even though he had just cum harder than ever—jolted at her calling him Daddy. Thoughts of fucking her supple, smooth-as-silk body again ran through his mind. This time, though, he could think about a solution to this host of problems, instead of just being lost to the passion of it all. He lifted her legs back up around his hips, already trying to problem-solve with his cock resting on top of her entrance. 

The tattoo is magic somehow, okay. Sure. But where does it come from? Why does that symbol look so familiar?

Rhonda approached, averting her eyes from the sight of Stephen astride Kylie. She had her hands stuffed up inside her armpits, arms crossed, but her thighs rubbed together to try and create some friction on her needy cunt. It wasn’t much use; her thighs were thin now. 

She was changing too. Changing like all the other girls. She had always been a looker, but now her brown hair glistened, a sexy tangle drooping down into a heavy pair of thoroughly smashing tits. 

“Please,” said Rhonda. Her lips looked so sexy when she said that. “Give me the keys. You promised. You said. Give me the keys. Let me leave. Please.”

“Oh, I don’t know, Daddy.” Kylie slid up and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him with her feet wrapped just so around his thighs. “She’s a dumb bitch for being against you, but she is a stunner. Should we really just let her go?” She leaned in close and whispered. “Why let her go when you can fuck her however you want, no matter what she says? We’re in the middle of nowhere. What’s she going to do about it?”

Fuck! 

What was it about this tattoo that made every woman he came across not only smoking hot, but desperate to give him as many fucktoys as possible? It was like he had somehow earned the favor of some mad sex god. 

“I’ll let you go,” he said, pushing Kylie away just slightly. “I did promise. I’ll keep my word. But you have to show me something first.”

Rhonda tugged on her clothes, now all out of sorts from her constant, failing attempts to not pleasure herself. Her thick hair was piled all to one side. God, Stephen wanted to fuck her. It hit him hard like a pile of bricks; he wanted to strip her down and make her sorry she was so fucking stupid for ever going against him. 

He could imagine Ella, standing over her with a whip. What the fuck is wrong with you? Don’t you realize who he IS? You stupid cunt.

And here...already holding his cock, was Kylie. She wasn’t quite as impressive as Ella—few could be—but she still was something, and she definitely had the right attitude. 

“Show you something?” Rhonda asked.

“I want to see your pussy.”

Kylie bounced with glee. “Yes! Yay!”

“You’re cr-crazy. You-you’re...no!”

But her hands had already started to go to her zipper and buttons, like she couldn’t help but do what he said. Like something had changed her already. 

Stephen walked away from the crumpled, probably-now-useless car and advanced on Rhonda. She backed up, whimpering, licking her lips, big eyes searching for mercy and finding none. Before long, he cornered her against the side of the cabin. Kylie, simpering, sidled up next to him and gave Rhonda dagger-eyes. 

“You better do what he says. There’s no one out here to hear you scream. And he and I could do anything to you. No one would know. And even if they did find out...no one would care, would they? Your struggle against the wants of a man like him? Would anyone give a fuck?”

Her hand slipped up onto his cock as she spoke, stroking him so that he spilled precum all down Rhonda’s legs and feet. She was so twisted and evil and willing, and so easily. Stephen knew nothing about this girl and yet she was already in so many ways like a carbon copy of Ella or Abigail. It was like one template had been handed out for the whole town. 

“Please,” Rhonda whimpered. “Don’t make me. Don’t make me...”

“Don’t make me,” said Stephen. “Show me your fucking pussy. Right now.”

Trembling and nodding, Rhonda began to strip. 

Her body was unbelievable. Tight, toned, busty. Milk streaming from her heavy tits. Thick chestnut hair like something from a painting. She had clearly changed from the Rhonda he knew. 

From what her body looked like, at least, he was mostly certain what he would find—but she wasn’t done yet.  

“Panties too,” said Kylie. “Show Master everything. It’s what he wants.”

Kylie’s urgency filled him with a different urgency—to fuck her until she wanted him to conquer even more, if that was possible. 

The fight was gone from Rhonda—he saw it leave her countenance like the air from a balloon. Deflated. Defeated. Totally willing.

Finally, Rhonda was naked entirely beneath the waist, and he saw why she had been so reticent to show him. 

She had the tattoo, just like Kylie and Ella. And just like them, it was the same symbol and in the exact same placement. 

But that wasn’t why she didn’t want to show him what she had. No—she had apparently stuffed her pussy full of a vibrator plug. 

Kylie giggled. “What the fuck is that?” 

“I—I’m not stupid,” Rhonda said, clearly struggling. “I saw what was happening around town. I knew that women would get really turned on and then it would all become about you for some reason. So I thought that if I controlled my orgasms, if I edged and came enough, that I would be able to keep my composure. And it worked! I was right!”

Even if it had worked for a moment, it was clear the efficacy was waning if not outright eliminated by Stephen’s recognition of his power over Kylie—and by extension, Rhonda herself. She had been touching herself quite a bit—fingering her clit while the plug buzzed along inside her pussy...so much stimulation. She nearly got away with it, too. 

Kylie slipped a hand up between Rhonda’s thighs and removed the plug with a laugh, tossing it into the dirt.

“Do you feel like you’re in control of your orgasms right now, stupid?”

Rhonda whimpered and came down on her knees, weakly reaching after the plug. Kylie took her by the hair and slapped her. 

“Hey. Bitch. Stupid bitch. I asked you a question. Are you in control?”

Rhonda, knees knocking, eyes searching all over Stephen and Kylie for help, shook her head. “No. No.”

“Who is in control, stupid?”

“He is. Stephen.”

Kylie slapped her again, leaving a blazing red mark on one cheek.

“Who is, bitch?”

“M-Master.” Rhonda’s voice became a whimpering whisper. “D-Daddy. Daddy’s in control of my cunt. I w-want it. I want his control. Please.”

Kylie held her tight to her face, sneering against her cheek and ear. “You feel smart now, bitch?”

“No. No. I’m so sorry. I’m so stupid.”

From this display, this dominance of one beautiful slave over another, Stephen was harder than he knew how to handle. 

There was a bed just inside. He ripped the door off its hinges and shoved Rhonda into the cabin and down onto the bed. Kylie slid around them both, serpentine, holding down Rhonda at the shoulders. 

“Please, Daddy,” begged Rhonda, spreading her legs wide for him. “I’ll do all the things you say. Please make me sorry I was so stupid.”

He would.

# # #
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