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She bit her lip and I could tell her willpower was fading as fast as mine. “Do you really think I’m sexy, baby?”

Her legs spread a bit more and she tugged just slightly on her skirt, moving it up so I could get a better look at her creamy thighs.

“Yes, Mom, I do.” My fingertips ran slowly up and down the inside of her soft thigh, the warmth of her skin making my cock swell to full. I reached to her panties underneath the skirt, gently moving them aside. My fingers brushed over her pink, glistening pussy lips. “You feel a bit swollen and puffy here...and very wet.”

“Think that could have anything to do with how you pounded me so hard into your mattress last night?” she whispered, licking gently along my earlobe.

“Mhmmm....and look, you’re all wet inside here too.” I probed gently inside her cunt, my middle finger going deep. I was amazed to feel a hot, gooey sticky sensation. “Wow, mom...you didn’t wash my cum out, did you?”

“No, baby...I wanted it inside me all day. I wanted to feel you leaking out on my panties.”

The thought of my sexy stepmom walking around with a giant load of my cum inside her pussy was the hottest thing ever, sending my erection into full-on rage mode. I knew I had to fuck her then and there.

I backed her against the wall, hoping no one would find us, but not really caring that much either. I kissed her long and hard, feeling her gasp into my mouth, her hands coming up to squeeze my shoulders. I felt us both shaking as I reached down, undoing the zipper of my slacks.

“I’ve got to be inside you,” I growled softly.

His Property Part I: A Taboo Milf Erotic Story

Amber

Shit, I thought, waking up to the sound of the alarm clock. What time is it?

I reached over, picking up my cell phone. I realized the alarm was coming not from that, but from Jason’s clock on the bed beside me. Wow. I didn’t set my alarm. That never happens...

But then, neither did anything like what had happened last night.

I looked down at my body, seeing the white evening gown I’d worn when my 20-year-old stepson (recently turned billionaire) had fucked me to the point of completely passing out.

My dress was covered with dried, crusty cum stains and patches over the material. My fingertips touched the torn place over my left breast — where Jason had roughly pulled at it, tearing it to pieces to get at my naked body. Hearing that ripping fabric had fired up both him and me, and I’d quickly pulled his mouth to my breast as he pounded me into the mattress good and hard, his giant cock filling and stretching my wet, needy pussy with every strong thrust.

I have never been so well-fucked, I realized, stretching in satisfaction. My body ached deliciously as I looked over at Jason’s muscular sleeping form.

As his stepmother, it was up to me to set guidelines. I needed to to give both of us enough rest so that he could pump me full of as many loads as possible. I stroked up and down his thigh gently, my fingers wandering closer that ever-rising cock, its incredible size, girth, and stature taking my breath away yet again.

I smiled to myself at the warm slippery sensation between my legs, realizing I could still feel his massive wad of semen inside my pussy. Yes, he’d dumped that inside me last night...along with several more loads as well. He had utterly covered me in his spunk, and I could not be happier.

I rose, getting up to go to my dresser. I pulled the dress off, my body feeling amazing still, tingling all over. I looked through my drawers and traced over the lingerie inside. It would be sexy as hell to put some of that on for Jason, I thought. A shiver ran down my spine as I touched the lacy, satiny garments, eroticism charging through me. I pictured dress in those sexy outfits while the two of us wen tout to dinner, then letting him tear my dress off to find them underneath when we returned to the house late at night. I wanted to put it on...to give him a nice morning blowjob while wearing it. I reached down and gave my abused, puffy pussy a slight rub, slipping my middle finger into my pussy. I bit my lip and thought of how hot it would be to tiptoe into Jason’s room, slipping my full, red, puffy lips over his morning erection, sucking hard and slow until he gave me a delicious creamy mouthful right from the source.

I checked my cell phone again, sighing. I had to be in to work soon. My job was demanding — as a member of an up-and-coming intelligence agency, quickly making its mark on the world of undercover data gathering, I had to be prompt. I also had to be smart.


Thankfully, the massive loads of cum my stepson had gifted me with would satisfy my carnal urges...which tended to pop up throughout the day.

****

Jason

I woke up and found my stepmother gone. She had left for work, writing me a small note which I picked up from the bedside table.

Dear Jason,

There’s some leftover bacon in the fridge and eggs on the counter. Fix yourself a nice meal this morning.

I have big plans for you tonight.

XO,

Mom

P.S. I can still feel the contour of your thick, hard cock inside me. My pussy has been tingling all morning.

She’d left a big red lipstick kiss on the bottom as well.

My heart raced and my cock hardened at the memory of our sex last night. Who would have thought a young, good-looking guy like me would be fucking his mother? I put on my suit and tie and headed to work, the secret of my illicit affair with Amber sending thrills through me.

She had gotten together with my dad several years ago, then ended up divorcing him. She and I had always been close... very close. Then, last night, that intimacy had finally been consummated.

How’d it happen? I thought, sipping my coffee at my desk and musing. I looked out the window at the city skyline. How did I get so lucky?

The answer was simple: Mom and I had spent all night talking, out late together at a restaurant. She’d confided in me, sliding her fingers up my thigh, and then those fingers had brushed my cock. She’d told me about her feelings...feelings she couldn’t hide any longer.

Feelings I reciprocated, a hundred percent.

Then we’d gone back to the house and I’d stuffed her pretty throat, breasts, and pussy with my cock. She had begged for it, telling me what a hot hung stud I was, how she had been dying to have my cum in her mouth for years. How she wanted a daily diet of it.

I would be all too happy to give her that.

Since we worked in the same building, I took the opportunity to visit her at lunch. She was down at the cafeteria; I spotted her, and she smiled. I pulled her aside, taking her to a small alcove where we could have privacy.

“Mom, last night was fucking amazing.”

“Yes, baby, it was. But you know, we have to be careful. I don’t want people getting the wrong idea.”

As she spoke, she shifted her weight, a glimpse of one long, slender leg slipping out from beneath her tight, short skirt. My eyes flicked down instantly, then upward again, seeing her smile.

“You nearly wore me out last night, Jason. I think we should back off a little bit.”

“Didn’t you like it, mom? I was hoping we could do it again.”

“No...no that’s not what I mean at all. I loved it.” She gave me a teasing, sexy smile, rubbing gently up and down my stomach. “I loved the way you were deep inside me like that, so deep I could feel you throbbing against my womb.” She purred the words softly against my ear. “But we need to pick our times and places carefully. Lay some group rules. For one, no sex at work...and for another, no sex around your family.”

I nodded, though I knew that was one rule I was going to be breaking.

“Tomorrow is the weekend, so we’ll have a whole two days to ourselves. Can you talk your little sister into staying over at your dad’s?”

Lauren, my stepsister, often stayed with me during the week. She was in college but still bummed around, not wanting to get her own apartment. “Yeah, no problem. She likes staying at his place anyway.”

“Okay, sounds good. Meanwhile, let’s try and keep things at a low burn tonight. I’m so worn out, I don’t know how I’m going to finish my workday. I want to sleep soundly tonight so I’ll be ready to get stuffed with your big cock again this weekend.” She punctuated her words with a gentle rubbing motion up and down the bulge in my slacks. “Does that sound good, sweetie?”

“Sounds great, mom...just not sure I can wait until then.” My gaze dropped to her slightly spread legs, the motion of her hand entrancing. “You’re so goddamn sexy, I can’t control myself.”

She bit her lip and I could tell her willpower was fading as fast as mine. “Do you really think I’m sexy, baby?”

Her legs spread a bit more and she tugged just slightly on her skirt, moving it up so I could get a better look at her creamy thighs.

“Yes, Mom, I do.” My fingertips ran slowly up and down the inside of her soft thigh, the warmth of her skin making my cock swell to full. I reached to her panties underneath the skirt, gently moving them aside. My fingers brushed over her pink, glistening pussy lips. “You feel a bit swollen and puffy here...and very wet.”

“Think that could have anything to do with how you pounded me so hard into your mattress last night?” she whispered, licking gently along my earlobe.

“Mhmmm....and look, you’re all wet inside here too.” I probed gently inside her cunt, my middle finger going deep. I was amazed to feel a hot, gooey sticky sensation. “Wow, mom...you didn’t wash my cum out, did you?”

“No, baby...I wanted it inside me all day. I wanted to feel you leaking out on my panties.”

The thought of my sexy stepmom walking around with a giant load of my cum inside her pussy was the hottest thing ever, sending my erection into full-on rage mode. I knew I had to fuck her then and there.

I backed her against the wall, hoping no one would find us, but not really caring that much either. I kissed her long and hard, feeling her gasp into my mouth, her hands coming up to squeeze my shoulders. I felt us both shaking as I reached down, undoing the zipper of my slacks.

“I’ve got to be inside you,” I growled softly.

“Oh god,” she whispered, feeling my hard cock rub up and down her pussy. Between my precum and her wet, oozing cunt, I had no trouble getting inside. Even though she was tight, I easily worked my cock into her dripping snatch, filling her to full in one swift thrust.

She gasped at my sudden entry. I pinned her to the wall with my body and my cock, impaling her against the hard surface. We stayed like that for a second, eyes locked, her breasts pushing into my chest, her mouth open. Her leg went around me, clutching tight against my ass, trying to get me deeper inside her.

“Fuck me,” she moaned softly.

Holding her wrists against the wall, I slid my cock back and forth slowly, teasing and tormenting. Trying to make her wait. But I couldn’t do it for long; the sight of my hot mother trapped against the wall with my dick inside her was too much. I started thrusting hard and deep, filling her with long, penetrating strokes.

“Oh god, you’re so big,” she gasped, clutching tight to my shoulders.

So much for no sex at work.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned, letting her legs wrap tighter around me. Her hips tilted up, allowing my hard cock to easier penetrate her. I got deeper inside with each stroke, stuffing her to the brim. Her pussy juiced around me; I began nudging her clit with each thrust, sending her into shockwaves of pleasure.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, biting down hard on my neck. Her nails raked my skin. I plunged in and out of her horny twat, feeling her tight wet walls clench around me. She came as quietly as she could, spasming around my dick deep inside her, my thrusts continuing relentlessly.

She had unleashed a sexual fury inside me, and now I needed to fuck her until she couldn’t see straight.

I looked down, seeing her sexy legs wrapped around me, seeing the place where our bodies met, her juicy pussy taking my hard cock. I groaned at the sight and heard her whisper, “Cum in me, you big stud. Fill your mother up. Give me a big load to get me through the rest of the day...”

“I’m cumming, mom. I’m cumming in your pussy...”

She gave a sharp moan as my dick began to pulse inside her. Torrents of cream shot out, filling her tight, dripping snatch. She came around me, her pussy still spasming, clenching tightly, milking me of every drop.

We gazed into each other’s eyes and she kissed me, nursing my bottom lip. She sucked on it slowly, then released, the same way her pussy sucked and released me, over and over, in and out, holding tight to my dick like a second mouth.

****

Amber

As my stepson’s thick cream slid out of my achingly pleasured pussy, I realized my no sex at work rule wasn’t going to happen.

“You can have me anytime you want...whenever you want...wherever you want,” I purred into his ear.

“I thought you said rules,” he said, smirking.

“I did...but you just fucked me so well, I can’t deny you any longer.” He was a muscular, dominant young man who knew just what he wanted and how to take it. I couldn’t deny him. He had just forced me to submit, and I had loved it.

My phone started buzzing, going off like crazy. I sighed and realized it was time to get back to work.

“Sorry, baby, but I have fires I need to put out.” I kissed his cheek, giving his cock one last squeeze. “This weekend...”

“Sooner,” he growled lustfully, squeezing my ass tight, making me gasp.

“Sooner,” I agreed, feeling my knees weaken. I’m turning into his pet, I realized. His horny, slutty, bimbo pet. It’s like my son is making me into his sex-crazed mother — well, he is!

I pulled my panties up and pulled my skirt down, tucking my blouse back into place. I adjusted my hair as well as I could, hoping it didn’t look too obvious that I’d just gotten fucked. We left separately from the alcove, me taking one staircase, and him taking another. I gave him a brief glance over my shoulder and saw his wicked smile, which only made my pussy juice further.

I knew that night I would be taking him however he wanted. I ached to have his big dick in my mouth and his huge, sperm-laden balls in my hand. I’m addicted to my son’s cock, I realized. Addicted to his dominance, his alpha presence .

“Hi, Amber,” said a voice behind me. I turned and looked, seeing a young man I worked with. He was charming and good-looking. His name was Ralph.

I knew he had a crush on me. Wonder what he’d think if he found out Jason had just left me with a creamy load of cum that is now dripping down into my panties, and down my thighs. “Hi Ralph. What’s up?”

“Just wondered if you’d heard the latest reports on the Manson case.”

“No, I haven’t. Catch me up?”

He filled me in as we walked back to the office. I had to step carefully to keep Jason’s cum from leaking out of my pussy. Ralph seemed to notice and asked if everything was okay.

“Yes, just fine, why?”

“You’re walking funny. I thought maybe you’d hurt yourself or something.”

“No...just these darned heels. They’re a bit tight.”

As Ralph followed me into my office, I smiled wickedly to myself. Heels, indeed.

If only he knew.

****

My meeting concluded, I headed back to my car, hearing my phone buzz on the way. I had a few texts from Jason, telling me what he wanted me to wear that night and where we were going for dinner. I realized any control I had tried to exert before was slipping; I was going to be the submissive one in this relationship, because deep down I wanted it, and because my stepson naturally knew how to take control.

I’m going to give him everything he wants.

****
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Amber

Jason

“God,” my hot, sexy stepmother breathed, eyes going wide as saucers. “Even now...even though I’ve had you inside me...I can’t get over how big you are.”

“It’s because of you, Mom. Do you like my cock?”

“Yes,” she said, transfixed by the sight.

I put a pillow down for her and guided her to her knees. “Just kneel before me and work it. Feel it in your hands....good girl.”

Compliantly she obeyed, getting between my spread legs, taking my cock in her hands and stroking gently, caressing my balls. Though we had fucked, what we were doing now felt slower...more sensual and somehow more intimate. I used that same hypnotic voice and was pleased to see she responded like she was in a trance.

Her small, delicate hands traced up and down the length of my thick cock, making me bite back a groan. What a contrast: her slender, pale fingers against the massive, throbbing shaft that looked obscene in comparison. Then her fingers curled around my full girth over the outer sheath, and she gave a small gasp of pleasure.

“It’s so soft...but so hard at the same time.”

“All because of you.”

His Property: Part II

Jason

I couldn’t get enough of Amber.

My sexy, stacked stepmom knew just how to tease me, and she was having fun doing so.

Fortunately I’d arranged for the two of us to go out that night together, where I could wine her and dine her, then take her back home and fuck her senseless. I planned to probe her pussy, ass, and mouth with my cock a thousand times, filling her with cum and splattering her everywhere with it.

But our dinner date was still a way off, which meant I had to occupy myself in the meantime.

Thankfully, I’d asked her for a pair of her used panties into my pocket before leaving the house that morning. She had given me a pair with a giggle, tucking them sexily into my pocket and kissing my cheek. Something to tide me over, I’d told her.

Sure, we’d had a midday fuck at lunchtime, when I’d filled her tight cunt with another load of my sperm. But until I could do it again, I needed relief.

I closed my office door and locked it, pulling down my shutters. Sitting at my desk, I pulled the panties from my pocket. They were white and lacy, a pair I’d bought for her shortly after we started having sex.

I brought them to my face. The material was cool and sexy, feeling naughty against my skin. Her delicious, natural scent came into my nose, firing my cock to full mast. I turned them inside out and gazed at the wet stain on the lining of the gusset. Pressing it to my nose, I inhaled deeply. Shit, I thought, the scent like electricity to my brain, making my sex drive surge. She smells fucking amazing.

The forbidden, sexy odor of my stepmom’s pussy sent waves of pure bliss to my cock. Letting my tongue run against the stain, it seemed I could taste her for real, her essence coming alive to me. I licked along the fabric and tasted the naughty flavor of my mother’s pussy.

I stroked my cock slowly up and down, imagining she was here now, riding me. I closed my eyes and took as much of the sexy flavor into my mouth as I could.

Rrrrriiiing.

“Damn,” I muttered, knowing I had to answer it since technically I was still working. “Yes?” I answered gruffly.

“Client downstairs to see you, Mr. Graves.”

“I’ll be down in a minute.”

I looked at my stepmother’s wet panties longingly. Now that I’d been interrupted, I knew I was going to be fucking her extra hard that night.

****

Amber

I made a stop by the house to change and freshen up before going out with Jason. I saw that he had had some things delivered — several gift bags with items that I suspected he wanted me to wear that night.

I reached in and discovered a gorgeous red evening dress that was backless, the straps going around the neck elegantly. He’d paired it with a set of stiletto heels that matched. I’m sure he wants to see these flailing in the air while he pumps me full of cock, I thought wryly, my body tingling at the idea. I wanted to wear them, wrapping them around his muscled body and driving them into his ass while he pounded me.

In the second bag I found a pair of sheer thigh-highs with a lacy, intricate band at the top of each one. The cover showed a model who looked quite sexy wearing them. I wondered if I’d ever compare.

“You’re going to be way hotter than she is, you know.”

I startled, looking back in surprise to see my handsome stepson standing in the doorway. He nodded toward the picture, as if completing my question.

“Jason, I didn’t know you were coming home.”

He stood there with his hands in his pockets, watching me. I saw the huge bulge in his slacks and knew he was as charged, sexually, as I was, holding these intimate garments.

“Try them on.”

I held his gaze, my fingers trembling. I removed the lacy hosiery from its casing and gently rolled it up along my bare feet to my calves, then upward to my thighs, until I had completely sheathed my leg in the sexy stocking.

I did it with the other one, the whole time holding Jason’s gaze.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he breathed. The bulge in his pants was so big now, I thought he would split the crotch right open.

I couldn’t resist teasing him a bit and gently slid my fingers up and down the edge of my knee, letting my thighs part. “I guess you’ll want to take them off me, too.”

He took in a shuddering breath and exhaled. “You’re tormenting me, Mom.”

I grinned wickedly. “Let me go try these on.”

****

Jason

Mom returned a few moments later. She was wearing the outfit I’d gifted her, the dress, the heels and the stockings. It clung to her body tightly, showing her narrow waist and flowing outwards over her perfect, wide hips. The way the fabric hugged her, it seemed like it was caressing those incredible fuckable hips and thighs of hers. My eyes wandered the outline of her legs — so shapely — down to the stockings, which were sheer and dark, adding a subtle, exciting quality to her figure. The heels made her legs look absolutely beautiful. Though she was short, the heels gave her legs a toned, sensual look that made me want to lick and suck them. The dress came low enough to give teasing hints of her cleavage, while at the same time pushing forth her large, incredibly sexy tits. Again, very fuckable.

My cock was raging in my pants by now and it was all I could do to resist going over to her and tearing the whole getup off her then and there. But I really, really wanted to take her out to a nice dinner before I fucked her ten ways to Sunday.

She sauntered over to me and took a seat beside me, filling my nose with the delicious scent of her perfume. She stroked her fingers through her hair sensuously. “How do I look?” she purred.

“Incredible,” I whispered, completely awestruck.

She leaned in and I felt her huge tits press against me, another surge going through my dick. Her fingers moved slowly up and down my arms, and then the next thing I knew, we were kissing.

I took control, feeling the urge to dominate rising in me as the sexy, voluptuous woman who was my stepmother pressed her hot lips and tits against me. Her lips were so soft, my tongue running over them, pressing the crease. Slowly she parted, letting me inside, my tongue featuring deep into her mouth. Her hands briefly gripped my arms, then slid up the front of my chest, wrapping around my neck.

“Mmmmm,” she purred, giving a soft moan of pleasure as my tongue rolled against hers. I let it stroke against the soft membrane, then pulled back in a teasing way, letting her follow. Her tongue followed mine, coming into my mouth and there, our tongues moved against one another. My hands moved down further and then I was cupping her full, sexy ass, feeling the strained fabric of the dress trying to contain it. We had been dancing a dance for control...but now, as my fingers caressed her gorgeous ass and I held her in place, dominating her with the kiss, I felt her slump against me complete submission. The kiss was deep and hot, but full of sinful promise for waited later tonight.

“Mmmmhhhh,” she moaned again, kissing me back hotly. Her hands moved up and down my back and shoulders, clutching me tight as I caressed her tongue with my own. Finally I broke away and felt her breath hot against my face, and fast. Her eyes held a look of pure pleasure...and desire.

Her hand moved to my crotch, rubbing slowly up and down my bulge. “Wow...I guess you really do like this outfit.”

“Yes.”

“Need me to take care of this for you before we go to the restaurant?”

“If you don’t, I’m going to end up with a huge cum stain on my pants.”

She giggled like a schoolgirl, obviously loving the effect she had. I was more than willing to indulge. Even though I ached to just pick her up and set her on the edge of the table, rip her panties off, and fuck the hell out of her, I had to go slow or the night would explode too fast.

She slowly took me out, seeing the massive erection she had caused. I saw the pleased, thrilled look in her eyes at the thought of jacking off her stepson who’d gotten super hard at the sight of her in the sexy outfit I’d chosen. I shoved my pants down, and then my underwear, freeing the massive swinging cock I knew she wanted.

“God,” she breathed, eyes going wide as saucers. “Even now...even though I’ve had you inside me...I can’t get over how big you are.”

“It’s because of you, Mom. Do you like my cock?”

“Yes,” she said, transfixed by the sight.

I put a pillow down for her and guided her to her knees. “Just kneel before me and work it. Feel it in your hands....good girl.”

Compliantly she obeyed, getting between my spread legs, taking my cock in her hands and stroking gently, caressing my balls. Though we had fucked, what we were doing now felt slower...more sensual and somehow more intimate. I used that same hypnotic voice and was pleased to see she responded like she was in a trance.

Her small, delicate hands traced up and down the length of my thick cock, making me bite back a groan. What a contrast: her slender, pale fingers against the massive, throbbing shaft that looked obscene in comparison. Then her fingers curled around my full girth over the outer sheath, and she gave a small gasp of pleasure.

“It’s so soft...but so hard at the same time.”

“All because of you.”

She seemed to like that, continuing her gentle stroking up and down of my huge cock. I saw her tongue come out and lick her lips, and then she leaned forward — and that same pink tongue licked the side of my cock. She slid her tongue up and down, her movements achingly slow, her eyes flitting teasingly to mine.

“Wow, that’s hot...” I groaned. “Keep going.”

She kept eye contact with me as her lips moved up and down my cock, leaving a shiny wet ring. Soon she was taking me deep in her throat, and I put my hand on her hair, thrusting upwards into her sexy mouth. She let me use her, fucking her face. “Yeah...that’s it,” I grunted dominantly. “Take that cock down your throat, my little slut...feel it deep, deep, deep.”

She moaned around me, obviously loving my dirty talk. I watched her body quiver and shake as she began to cum. I knew her well enough by now to recognize the signs.

“Ohhhh fuck,” I groaned, as she massaged my balls and tried to coax the cum right out of them. “I’m gonna shoot...here it is, mom...SUCK IT!”

She tightened her lips around me, moaning lustfully as I shot thick wads of sperm into her pretty mouth. Jet after jet propelled out of my dick, panting her throat and tongue. She swallowed eagerly, the sound of her gulps only serving to heighten my intense sexual charge.

Finally she swallowed the last of it, but there was so much that she ended up with droplets trickling down the corners of her mouth. She wiped it with her fingers and sucked them clean.

I stared at her, panting, slowly recovering.

“Yep,” she said, patting my thigh, then stroking it sexily, fingers grazing my still-hard cock. “This outfit works as intended.”

****

Eventually we made it to the restaurant, after a quick cleanup at home. I suspect people thought we were a couple; just a hot older woman and a guy ten or twelve years younger. We certainly got our fair share of looks — or at least Amber did, being as superbly hot as she was in that dress.

All the while I kept thinking about my plan for her. To make her my willing, eager cum-slut, ready to service me whenever I pleased. I knew she wasn’t quite at that point yet, but the idea was to get her there, in whatever way I possibly could. That meant more of the lingerie and hot outfits, which I knew made her feel sexy. Beyond that, she seemed to respond best when I just took control, like I had during our lunchtime sex session.

We sat together in the booth, side by side so I could feel her velvety soft legs during our meal. My hand would rest on her thigh, occasionally sliding upwards, slowly stroking back and forth. Between my physical touch and the soft words of romance and flirting I whispered to her, complimenting her on how sexy she looked, she was positively buzzing with arousal and excitement by the end of the night.

We danced slowly on the floor together, her arms going around my neck and holding tight. Her body was a perfect fit to mine, molding just right against me. My hands rested on her lower back for a while, and the feel of her soft, full breasts pushing into me made my already-hard cock swell to full. It pressed into her and I knew she felt it from the soft gasp she gave, her lips nuzzling my ear.

“This is so nice,” she murmured. “I love being with you like this.”

“So do I,” I purred, rubbing my hands over the soft swell of her sexy ass. I wanted to be inside that ass...preferably tonight, but I didn’t really care when, just as long as it was some time. “You smell amazing.”

“Mmmmmm,” she murmured, my hands kneading the firm flesh of her behind. “I think we should pick this up at home, don’t you?”

“Why, do you have something you want to do that we can’t do in public?” I asked teasingly.

“Maaaaaybe.” She gave me a flirtatious smile.

I was still awestruck that this gorgeous, sexy woman was my mother, and that I was going to get to fuck her tonight.

****

We were barely into the house before we were tearing at each other’s clothes — or more accurately, I was tearing at that dress, desperate to get it off her. I had held back as long as I could, forcing my lust to remain at bay. But I couldn’t wait any longer.

The dress tore clean apart and my stepmother gasped, clutching my shoulders as I sucked hard on her delicious, full nipple. The left one first, and then I tore more of the dress, going to the right.

“It cost so much!” she gasped.

“It’s replaceable,” I growled. “Fuck the dress. You’ve been tormenting me all night. I need to fuck you, now.”

She moaned as I nursed each of her nipples, my eager mouth sucking on her like a desperate man receiving life-giving nectar. I almost thought fresh sweet milk would come from those nipples, and maybe even wanted it to. I squeezed and fondled her large, heavy tits, then picked her up in my arms and carried her to the bedroom.

I tossed her down onto the bed and grinned at the little giggle/gasp she gave in surprise. She started to straighten herself but I was on her like a panther seizing its prey, pressing my heavy body down on hers. I tore the rest of the dress to pieces, powered by sheer savage lust for the sexiest woman I’d ever known. I needed to be inside her so bad I could taste it.

“Yes....yes....” she purred as my lips moved down her throat and chest, over her smooth, flat stomach, coming to rest between her tender thighs. I spread them with trembling hands, so hard I was aching, the sight of my mother’s wet pussy sending shocks through me.

“God, you’re so sexy,” I groaned, my tongue licking up the front of her sweet, wet cunt, slurping lustfully at her copious juices.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she gasped, clutching my shoulders, her thighs spreading more for me. “Yes...lick that pussy, baby...it’s your pussy....you can lick it and fuck it any way you want.”

“Mmmmmm.” I planned on doing just that. I sucked one tender wet pussy lip into my mouth, then released, then did it again, eliciting a gasp from her each time; then did it to the second one. Then I sucked hard on her clit, laving the tender bud with my tongue, and felt her shudder with climax.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, her beautiful, sensuous body shivering and shaking on the sheets. Her head fell back and she rocked her pussy against my face, clutching me tight, riding my face through her orgasm.

When she had finished I rose up, and of her own will she took me in her mouth, sucking me long and hard. She knew exactly what to do; her mouth and hands stimulated me better than anyone ever had. “Mmmm you taste good,” she whispered. “You’er so hard and so big for me, aren’t you, baby? Are you ready to fuck your mother’s pussy?”

“Yes, mom, I need to. Now.”

Taking control, I guided my cock to her entrance and pressed slowly inside. We both groaned at my entrance as she was so wet, so damn wet. It made it easy for me to slip into her, my cock sheathed inside my mother’s tight pussy. “Oh yes,” she moaned. “Yes, Jason, just like that...just like that....” My deep insertions into her depths made her moan and squeeze tight against me, around me, massaging my cock with her wet inner walls.

My swollen, throbbing cock throbbed inside her, pushing her apart, going deeper and deeper. I took her on her back, legs apart; I took her on her side, holding her sexy body from behind, her breasts filling my hands. She moaned and cried out as I pounded into her, making her orgasm time after another. I couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t...just couldn’t. I buried my face in her sweet neck and groaned, “FUCK, MOM. HERE IT COMES....”

“YES, BABY! CUM IN YOUR MOTHER’S PUSSY!”

“Ohhhhhhhhh SHIT!”

I thrust in deep and pumped thick jets of cream, spurting so hot and deep that it triggered another climax in her. Her body rocked and shuddered with pleasure, my dick pumping into her, pulsing and spurting, sperm overflowing and sliding out of her wet, tight pussy.

We went all night; her riding me, taking my cock in her tight cunt; me in her ass from behind, plowing deep into that tight hole. She had me between her tits; she had me in her mouth. When we were done, she was covered in my cum; it was everywhere. Her hair, her face, her breasts, seeping out of her pussy...deep in her womb, likely making her pregnant. In her belly, where she had swallowed one load after another.

Exhausted, we finally collapsed together with her lying on top of me, and drifted into slumber.

****

When I woke up mom was smiling at me.

“What is it, mom?” I asked, stroking her hair. “What makes you so happy?”

“That you’re with me, baby...as my husband...my man. My alpha. My master.”

I grinned and caressed her smooth body, kissing her softly and lovingly. I already felt myself rising to attention again.

Yes, I thought. That’s perfect. I am my mother’s alpha. My mother’s dominant husband.

****
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I was stirring the pot with spaghetti sauce when I heard footsteps behind me. I hummed a small tune and looked back, smiling.

“Oh, Roger...” I gasped. “Roger?”

I knew it was my stepson, but he looked so different. He had changed into a t-shirt and jeans, both of which appeared to be positively bursting with his huge musculature. His pecs and arms were rippling, covered with a dark dusting of hair. His jaw was masculine and strong, his eyes fixed on me in a hungry and possessive way. That look made me weak in the knees...and then my eyes swept low to his crotch, where there was a huge bulge.

Even bigger than normal.

My god, how big is he? I thought. My pussy wetted instinctively; I couldn’t stop myself.

He came toward me and put his hand to my jaw, caressing it. “I have to have you, mom. Now.” His voice was a rough growl; he had become so dominant, so alpha. He pressed between my legs with his muscled thigh, knocking my feet apart and pushing me against the counter. I gasped as he kissed me, filling my mouth with his tongue, making me moan in pleasure. My head swam as I realized I was going to get fucked.

Fucked by my alpha, studly, dominant stepson.

Before I could do anything, he picked me up and set me on the counter. His hands went to the sides of my dress — rrrrriiiiiip! right through the fabric, tearing the little shreds to pieces. He tore it straight down the center, revealing my black lacy panties, covering my soaking wet mound.

The Alpha Network: Part I

Phoebe

There were so many times I looked out my window, wondering how things could be different.

My husband...he was a good man, but he wasn’t right for me.

But his stepson, a handsome, accomplished young man named Roger...

Well, Roger lived with us as well. He was two years into college, studying to be a fitness trainer. He was cocky, with a grin and... to be honest? A big cock.

I knew because of the bulge he often sported in his pants.

But as his stepmom, I could never tell him how my pussy would juice when he was around, when he came into the kitchen and pressed his big bulge into my ass, reaching for a cup above the counter. He would grin and say, “Sorry, mom...just need to grab a dish.”

And I would gasp, feeling his erection pressing into me. How is he always hard? I would think.

But he had girlfriends...plenty, one always coming over.

How could I possibly get him to notice me...to want me? Maybe he already did, but how could I orchestrate getting that big, hard, meaty cock of his into my pussy to scratch the itch?

I found the answer one night when I was online. I looked through numerous websites, trying to find some relief. I looked at sex toys and vibrators, but none could compare to what I envisioned Roger’s big dick looking like.

Then I stumbled across a special social network for people looking to hook up. Only this one was a bit different. Mesmerize Your Mate, it was called. Can’t get him in bed with you? Just send one message. The next thing you know, he’ll be ready to give you all the pleasure you need.

I thought about it. What did I have to lose? Worst case, he never read the message and nothing happened.

I signed up and selected one of the pre-designed messages to send. I also made a profile, using my photo and name. I really didn’t think I had anything to lose.

The message read:

Dear NAME [Roger],

Someone wants to see you! A little up close and personal. As in...she wants to spread her tight little pussy and have you probe her with your big dick. Interested?

Just press YES if you are.

The message looked good, so I hit send. My heart raced as I realized it would soon be in his inbox. It was sexy and definitely enticing.

The thing was, what did the name of the site mean, Mesmerize Your Mate? Where did the mesmerizing part come in?

The longer I stared at the screen, the longer I stayed on the sight. I rolled through pictures of all kind of couplings: hot men and women, younger women and older men, and younger men with older women. I saw one photo of a hung, hot young guy pushing his huge dick deep into a hot milf with blonde hair. As she got fed the large cock, her legs were spread wide, like her lips, her mouth a perfect o of pleasure.

I wanted to be her, so bad.

If only my tits were bigger...and my ass...maybe he’d notice me.

I didn’t even realize, but as I was thinking it and staring at that website, my breasts started to grow. I didn’t notice anything was weird until my bra snapped open.

I looked down in a gasp. My tits were huge! Big and full, just ready to get the nipples sucked. I tweaked them in amazement, feeling shocked — yet pleased.

I stroked down my firm, flat tummy and felt that as well. There was a tiny belly button ring in the middle, making me giggle. Where did that come from? It didn’t matter really; I knew Roger would love it.

My hand slid further down, to my moist, sexy cunt lips. Wow, I was wet. So wet...and they were so puffy and full. I slid one finger inside me, gasping, imagining it was his. My butt felt so big, busting right out of my jean shorts. I took them off, along with my panties, leaving wet stains on the chair where my horny cunt pressed into it.

“Oh god,” I moaned. I suddenly couldn’t remember anything...couldn’t think of anything except Roger’s big cock. I wanted to suck it and to fuck it. I ached for the moment he would get home and desperately hoped he’d decide to probe his stepmother’s pussy with that huge tool...

****

Roger

“Mom, I’m home.”

I took my pack off, tossing it to the nearby couch. I looked around and saw most of the lights were off. It seemed weird mom wasn’t in the kitchen fixing dinner, where she normally was about this hour. Dad as clearly not home either.

Even though she wasn’t my real mom, Phoebe and I got along great. Hell, she was definitely a milf, someone you’d look at and think she was ten years younger. She was sexy as hell, with long strawberry blonde hair and a nice tight body. But when I saw her descending the staircase, my eyes went wide in shock.

Phoebe wasn’t just hot, now, she was...downright slutty.

She was wearing this tight little dress, one that showed a huge line going down her front, so that her navel was almost exposed. Her tits were huge, full, framing either side of the dress. It held with a small fastener around her slender, beautiful neck, looking dangerously ready to fall at any moment and release those huge tits from their casing. On her feet were a pair of heels, the kind that just begged you to put her legs in the air, spread them, and fuck her good and hard.

Her hips...wide, full, and perfect. Her ass seemed bigger and sexier, like I could grab a handful and spank...like I could spread those cheeks and shove my dick in deep. God, I wanted to. I was hard just thinking about it. As she came close to me, giving me a sultry smile, she purred, “I’m so glad you’re home, honey. Would you like something to eat?”

Yeah, mom, I thought. Your pussy...

“Nah...I’m good. Just gonna go wash up and check my messages.”

“Okay,” she said, sliding her red-nailed fingers up and down my bare arm, the nails raking my skin gently. It made goosebumps go up and down my skin. “I’ll be in the kitchen fixing dinner. Where I belong,” she said with a giggle, which struck me as slightly odd, yet sexy and breathless at the same time.

I couldn’t tear my eyes from the sway of her perfect ass as she disappeared into the kitchen. What the fuck is going on? I wondered.

I shrugged, realizing that I definitely had no clue, but liked it anyway. I pulled up my messages when I got to my room, sorting through them on my computer. I found an invite to a social media site: Mesmerize Your Mate. Huh. That was weird.

You have one new message! It read, when I logged in using the guest code.

When I pulled up the message, the screen suddenly flashed blue and pink. Bright lights filled my mind, and I felt my thoughts changing. I heard a low growl filling my throat and felt my muscles bulging. My cock grew bigger and harder, busting out of my jeans. The need for sex filled me; all I could think was grabbing one of my usual hookup girls and shoving her over my bed, tugging down her panties, and stuffing her full of my cock. For a nice, good, hard fuck.

That’s...weird...

Was about all I could think before my mind went blank, and instinct took over.

Phoebe

I was stirring the pot with spaghetti sauce when I heard footsteps behind me. I hummed a small tune and looked back, smiling.

“Oh, Roger...” I gasped. “Roger?”

I knew it was my stepson, but he looked so different. He had changed into a t-shirt and jeans, both of which appeared to be positively bursting with his huge musculature. His pecs and arms were rippling, covered with a dark dusting of hair. His jaw was masculine and strong, his eyes fixed on me in a hungry and possessive way. That look made me weak in the knees...and then my eyes swept low to his crotch, where there was a huge bulge.

Even bigger than normal.

My god, how big is he? I thought. My pussy wetted instinctively; I couldn’t stop myself.

He came toward me and put his hand to my jaw, caressing it. “I have to have you, mom. Now.” His voice was a rough growl; he had become so dominant, so alpha. He pressed between my legs with his muscled thigh, knocking my feet apart and pushing me against the counter. I gasped as he kissed me, filling my mouth with his tongue, making me moan in pleasure. My head swam as I realized I was going to get fucked.

Fucked by my alpha, studly, dominant stepson.

Before I could do anything, he picked me up and set me on the counter. His hands went to the sides of my dress — rrrrriiiiiip! right through the fabric, tearing the little shreds to pieces. He tore it straight down the center, revealing my black lacy panties, covering my soaking wet mound.

I gasped as he put his fingers to the sides of my panties and tore them right off, the little fabric shredding like my dress under his powerful grip. He tossed it aside and came closer, his huge dick pointing straight at my hot, wet pussy. His big cockhead rubbed up and down my folds, enticing the slippery pink pussy lips so bad I ached.

“Ohhhh god, Roger, I’ve wanted you so long.” My fingers dug into his powerful biceps.

He leaned back and tore his shirt off, exposing his thick, rippling chest. “Wanted you too, mom...bad. Now, I’m going to have you. Gonna fuck you good and hard,” he growled in my ear, grunting in a primal, dominant way that turned me on so much I shivered all over.

I clutched him, knowing that what was coming next would be the most intense, sexual, mind-blowing experience of my life.

****

Roger

I rubbed my cock up and down my stepmother’s hot, wet pussy. I couldn’t wait to be inside her. I just knew it was time...time for me to claim what was mine.

At the back of my mind, something in me wondered what was happening — how this was all possible. But honestly, I didn’t care anymore. I just knew I was about to fuck her, and it was the hottest thing in my life.

I laid my fingers on her full breasts, squeezing them. Her skin was so soft under my hands. I sucked the left nipple into my mouth, licking around the point, loving her gasps and moans of pleasure as I did. She caressed my head, being soft and gentle at first, then squeezing tight as I sucked hard on her pointed nipple.

“God...they’re so big,” I said. “Bigger than I ever imagined.”

They were so round, not drooping or sagging, and sat high on her chest. Her areolae were pink and warm, just right for licking and sucking on. Pebbled and delicate. They got bigger — and wet — as I used my tongue and lips on each of them, making her pussy juice even more.

“Going to fuck you now, mom.”

“Yes, baby...be inside me...fuck your mother’s tight pussy.”

Inch by inch, I pushed forward, making her cunt lips spread around me. I was amazed she could take me, I was so big and throbbingly huge, yet her pussy juiced like crazy. As I entered her, her fingers dropped to where my cock was pulsing in her, and she traced her fingers slowly over my length. Her pussy clutched at me and I watched as her flowing, delicious juices slid down over my shaft. I pushed the last four inches into her — and then I was balls-deep inside my stepmother, our eyes locked. Her fingernails drove into my shoulders, grasping as tight as her pussy did around my cock.

“Fuck me, stud...fuck me hard and fill me with that hot, creamy cum inside your big balls.” She purred the words into my ear, making shivers of delight run up and down my spine. Her nails stroked slowly along my arms.

I began a rhythm, stroking in and out of my mother’s tight cunt. We held eye contact, the lust we felt for one another mirrored in our gaze. I fucked her with a bit more power, picking up my speed, and heard the noise of her pussy juicing around me as I did. Our lips met and we kissed hard and hot and passionately.

“So big,” she gasped. Her head fell back as she ground her hips against me, fucking against me, trying to get me deeper and deeper.

“Ohhhh god,” she moaned loudly. As I gave a powerful thrust forward, she came suddenly, her whole body convulsing with her climax. She shuddered in passion and pleasure, her mouth open. I stared in awe and wonder at the horny slutty bimbo I was fucking, amazed she was my own stepmother, yet never happier. I just wanted to fuck her forever.

I grunted, thrusting in hard and deep. I was consumed by a primal rhythm, clutching the back of her hair, at the nape of her neck, claiming her with my thrusts. My cock slid in and out of her tight channel, her walls rubbing smoothly against me, making my cock feel amazing. I felt my balls tighten and get hot, knowing I had a huge load to pump inside her.

“Mom, I’m gonna cum. Going to fill your pussy up.”

“Yesssss,” she hissed. “Please do, baby. Give me all that hot cum of yours. I want every drop inside me. I want you to fucking make me pregnant.”

“Ohhhh shit.” Her words sent me over the edge. The thought of knocking up my slutty, sexy stepmother was too much. I thrust in deep, my cock brushing her womb as I spurted thick jets of cream into her.

She came again, screaming, “OHHHHH GOD,” my cock still jetting wads of cream into her. I had never cum so much in my life. Maybe it had something to do with that message...that social network thing. Maybe it had changed me, made my balls fuller than ever.


Whatever the reason, they were ready to fuck her — and every other bimbo slut I could claim — full of babies.

She convulsed around me, her pussy still clenching me. We kissed again, her arms tight around my neck. I stayed inside her a long time, just enjoying the way we were kissing, our lips smacking gently together as my cock gave its last spurts of cum into her womb.

Finally I pulled out, watching the trail of white semen trickle down her pussy lips. “Fuck, that’s hot,” I said, and she smiled at me in agreement.

“Thank you, baby. You’ve made your mother a happy woman.”

Her legs slid up and down the back of my thighs and she kissed me some more, both gentle and sexual in the way she held my face.

“I need you in my bed tonight, mom,” I said.

“You’ll have me. There...and any other time you wish. I’m yours to fuck as often as you want.”

I planned to take her up on that offer.

****
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Roger

“Want it bad, don’t you, my pretty girl?”

“Fuck yes, master. Fuck me with that huge dick...give it to me!”

I started up a stroking rhythm, my cock sawing in and out of her wet, tight little pussy. In and out I plunged, forcing her to take me. I held her down on the desk, my hands pinning her wrists, ensuring she was completely captive, trapped by my invading cock. She gazed up breathlessly into my eyes, punctuating my thrusts with moans and squeaks of pleasure. “Ohhhh goddddd!” she screamed, cumming hard around my dick as I pounded into her.

Her head rolled side to side, her cunt spasming. Here she was, my little bimbo slut, controlled by me completely and utterly. Dominated. Owned. My slut. My property. Her pussy kept squelching as I thrust into her, forcing my dick as deep as it would go.

She thrust back up against me as I fucked her, holding her legs spread wide. “Ohhhhh....” My cock began to hit her clit, sending her into another series of powerful shudders. She was cumming again, and this time it was making her mouth fall open, her eyes glazed over in pleasure. I felt her pussy beginning to change, to shift so that it fit my cock completely. There was no more doubt about the fact that her body would accept me whenever I demanded.

The Alpha Network: Part II

Roger

Little did my stepmother know, she was unleashing the beast when she sent me that message.

Mesmerize Your Mate was the social network. Getting your desired target into bed was the goal. In the process, you would gain enhancements after sending or receiving a message; for women, enlarged breasts and butt, increased vaginal lubrication, enhanced estrogen and appearance in a sexual way. Making you more enticing to the opposite sex.

For men, it was increased testicle size, increased penis size, bigger pecs and abs, biceps, and musculature all around. Deepened voice and hard, masculine jaw. Everything that made you desirable to women.

I received that second set of benefits, of course. And as a consequence, I was not only banging my hot stepmother Phoebe on a regular basis...

I was able to get with as many women as I wanted. All I had to do was send them a message with my invite from the social network, and they would be “bimbofied” as the site called it.

Oh, and another perk of the site, for long-time users? The ability to use a hypnotic voice to induce a trance state in others.

Meaning...I had gained the ability to “hypnotize” women I wanted, simply with my voice, my dominance, and my masculine, alpha presence.

As the months went by and I graduated college, becoming a full-time personal trainer and opening my own fitness studio, I began seeing more female clients. Often I would take them into the back. Then I could have some private time with them, able to do what I pleased.

There was one particularly attractive new member of my gym. Her name was Emily, and she had a nice figure...soon made nicer as I began training her.

Her breasts began to push forward more and get larger, and her butt bigger as well. She was quite giggly and sexy around me, trying to entice me no doubt.

I’d added her to the alpha network, so she was starting to experience the effects...enhanced breasts, lips, sex drive...all of it.

“You’re looking great,” I told her with a smile, setting my hand on her lower back. We were in my office, where I was quietly talking with her.

“Thanks. It’s all because of you,” she said, gazing adoringly up into my eyes.

I put my hand on her cheek and cupped it, guiding her chin up. “You’ve been a good student. You learn so quickly.” Her big tits were falling and rising wonderfully within her nice full sports bra, and they seemed to just be dying for my touch. My voice grew low and hypnotic. “Want to thank me, for real? Let’s start with a kiss.”

She nodded helplessly, totally under my control.

****

Emily

As I gazed up into my handsome, dominant trainer’s eyes, I knew I would do anything he said. Yet I trusted him completely, and wanted him to do anything he wanted with me. He wouldn’t hurt me...he wanted to make me feel good, I knew that much.

My lips parted and my breathing grew fast. I waited to see what he’d do next...which was to look down further along my breasts, where my cleavage was. His hands came to the sides of my bra and pulled down, letting my full mounds spill out. He squeezed them rough and hard, sucking on the full orbs, making me feel weak in the knees, my pussy juicing.

Then his lips came to meet mine, and I was lost in Roger’s powerful kiss. His mouth was warm and rough like the rest of him. I clutched tight to his powerful biceps, his tongue feathering between my lips, tongue finding mine.

“Mmmm,” I moaned into his mouth, softly. His tongue roughly dominated my mouth as the kiss turned hot and passionate. He cupped my breasts and squeezed them, his strong hands bringing me immense pleasure.

Then his hands moved down to my waist, and to my ass, squeezing my round butt in his big palms. I purred deep in my throat, “Mmmmm,” Again, and pressed up against him, whimpering in his embrace. His mouth was so powerful, so experienced, making me tingle everywhere. And his hands...they felt so great on my tits, nothing like the men I had dated before.

“Oh Roger,” I gasped, as he released my mouth from the kiss. I felt his huge cock under his gym shorts as he pulled me close, his hand on my ass making my pussy press his cock. I whimpered as I felt his swelling bulge, putting my hand up and down along its length. It excited me so much; I couldn’t believe how hard it was.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, looking down at him with immense curiosity. My whole body was on fire with need for him. My hand circled around the stiffening cock beneath his pants. “Wow, it’s huge.” I said the words delightedly, exploring his cock with my fingers.

Roger looked at me with a level, intent gaze, his face confident and masculine. He took his shirt off, revealing his rippling pecs and abs. He then positioned his feet at shoulder’s length, putting his hands on his hips, his pose dominant. “Get down on your knees in front of my cock. Take it out.”

I obediently did as he said, my eyes lining up with his huge bulge against the front of his shorts.

“Take your bra off. Panties, too.”

I complied, removing my clothes, allowing my full tits to swing free before his eyes, my naked pussy dripping so much it was making my thighs wet.

“Good girl...now take my cock out.”

My hands shook with excitement and trepidation. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, or how horny and brainless I felt. Totally under his control, so eager to do what he wanted. So eager to please, and to get fucked and filled.

My fingers closed around the thick bulge of his cock, feeling his soft skin covering the rigid dick. It was so hot. Slowly, I drew him out of his shorts, watching as his huge cock unfurled before my eyes, his huge mushroom head thick and intimidating. I gasped in shock as I stared at the monstrous cock, his large shaft at full swell. He had to be more than nine inches...maybe ten...and as thick as my wrist.

I had never seen such a big, beautiful, hard cock. At his tip, his precum began to leak forth, dripping erotically down the side of his silky masculine skin. My pussy ached more as I watched his precum slide down, my juices flowing copiously down my thighs. I licked my lips, needing to get that cock in my mouth so bad.

“Suck me, baby,” he purred, his deep alpha voice igniting my desire. “Suck all your new master’s cum right out of his dick.”

I reached for him, my fingers about to close on his thick shaft when he shook his head, giving me a disapproving look. “No hands this time. Only your mouth, slut.”

Hearing him call me that made me even hornier, my pussy juicing fresh. The thought of servicing his huge cock right here in his office... down on my knees like a wanton slut... god, it was so hot. I dropped my hands down to my lap and leaned forward, allowing my lips to circle around his cock. I felt heat coming from the tip, which continued to drip his precum thickly. I licked up and down the side, my tongue swirling, taking the delicious manly fluid into my mouth. I let the flat of my tongue go up his rod as his precum pooled on my tongue. Then I kissed the very tip of his cock, gazing up into his eyes as I sucked around him slowly. “Mmmmm,” I purred. “Your cock tastes so good in my mouth.”

He pushed my head forward, forcing the large dick back into my throat. I groaned in pleasure, allowing him to use my slut mouth as his toy, his means of getting off. He face-fucked me like that for several minutes and I felt my pussy throbbing, tingling, as if I could cum right there just from sucking his cock.

Then he removed his massive tool from my lips, leaving it dripping with my saliva and his precum. It dangled dangerously before me. “It’s time,” he said in a deep, resonant voice, picking me up and setting me down on his desk. He spread my legs, opening me up so I was extended up in the air, spreading me for his assault.

He leaned forward, his massive cock pressing against my pussy lips, which were slick with my arousal. My lips spread open, circling around his huge cockhead as he pushed inward, his engorged cock entering me slowly and wonderfully.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “You’re splitting me open.”

****

Roger

Watching Emily’s tight little pussy take my cock was hot as hell. She moaned and thrashed, her legs in an obscenely wide position, my throbbing cock going inch by inch into her sopping, pulsing cunt.

“Ohhhhh,” she moaned loudly, her pussy getting stretched by my hardness. I pushed in inch by inch.

“Yes,” I said, smiling. “That’s what I love to see. That first struggle...the way you struggle to take me, resisting...then letting me all the way in, surrendering and letting me all the way inside you.”

“Oh god,” she moaned again, clutching my arms. “It’s so hard, so big. I don’t know how I can take it. I feel so filled.”

I stopped when I got all the way in, my thick, hard cock giving a pulse inside her. She thrust her hips up against me, telling me she was definitely mine to take...to fuck good and hard, as I wished.

“Want it bad, don’t you, my pretty girl?”

“Fuck yes, master. Fuck me with that huge dick...give it to me!”

I started up a stroking rhythm, my cock sawing in and out of her wet, tight little pussy. In and out I plunged, forcing her to take me. I held her down on the desk, my hands pinning her wrists, ensuring she was completely captive, trapped by my invading cock. She gazed up breathlessly into my eyes, punctuating my thrusts with moans and squeaks of pleasure. “Ohhhh goddddd!” she screamed, cumming hard around my dick as I pounded into her.

Her head rolled side to side, her cunt spasming. Here she was, my little bimbo slut, controlled by me completely and utterly. Dominated. Owned. My slut. My property. Her pussy kept squelching as I thrust into her, forcing my dick as deep as it would go.

She thrust back up against me as I fucked her, holding her legs spread wide. “Ohhhhh....” My cock began to hit her clit, sending her into another series of powerful shudders. She was cumming again, and this time it was making her mouth fall open, her eyes glazed over in pleasure. I felt her pussy beginning to change, to shift so that it fit my cock completely. There was no more doubt about the fact that her body would accept me whenever I demanded.

I thrust into her harder and faster, making the desk rock with my intense thrusts. As I pounded her, I felt the need to pump her full of cum getting stronger. “Going to cum...going to fill you up,” I growled. “Make you my slut. My property. Going to breed you...”

“Yessss!” she cried. “Please, master. Fuck me full of that hot, creamy cum of yours. Make me pregnant! Your pregnant little bimbo slut!”

I pounded her harder and harder, then thrust in all the way, holding my cock deep inside. I shot huge loads of thick sperm into her waiting pussy, coating her womb with it.

As I gazed down at my gorgeous little slut, the way she was splayed so sinfully, legs open, my cum leaking from her slit...

I knew I had finally found my calling.

To dominate as many women as I could, through the alpha network.

****

Phoebe, my hot stepmother, and Emily were just two of my harem members. I knew I needed more; just the two of them wouldn’t be enough.

I had the urge...the urge to breed, to knock up as many girls as I could. I surfed through the listings on the alpha network, Mesmerize Your Mate, and selected some of the hottest girls I found.

A pair of friends who had signed up for the site together, Allison and Mallory were hot as hell. They were milds, with big tits and smooth, creamy thighs. I showed up at their house as requested by the website, ringing the doorbell.

Allison greeted me with a smile, her full red hair falling down her shoulders in beautiful waves. I could tell she had already been changed by the site; her tits were bigger than ever, bursting forth on her smallish, petite body. Mallory soon joined her at her side, with long brown hair that was the perfect length for grabbing and twisting in my fingers while I plowed her tight cunt.

“We were hoping you’d show up.”

****

Minutes later, we were in bed together, the two of them facing me with a smile. Mallory grinned and stroked my cock up and down, her small fingers looking even tinier compared to the huge shaft in her hand. “Wow...master...you’re even harder and bigger than I thought, seeing your photo on the site.”

“Mmmm, yes he is,” agreed Allison.

They took turns licking and sucking on my shaft, getting me harder than ever. I smiled and leaned back, enjoying the attention, but knew it was soon time to fuck. I wanted my hands on those big, full milf tits, and I wanted to pump them both full of hot jets of sperm.

Allison went first, spreading her pussy for me, leaning over on all fours. Her big tits pressed into the linen sheets as she opened her pussy to me, gasping as I felled her with my dick. I held the massive shaft in place as I entered, going as deep into her squelching pussy as I could.

“God, it’s big,” she moaned. “Mallory, you’re going to love him.”

“I already do,” moaned my second slut, her fingers stroking me and guiding my entrance into her friend. “He’s so thick and hard.”

I held Allison’s tight ass, slapping it as I rode her, thrusting in fast and deep. My penetrations set off her climax almost instantly; she began shuddering and moaning. I held her big, pillow tits which bounced as I thrust into her, spearing my huge shaft into her tight little body.

“Oh god! Oh god!” she was soon crying, her fingers clutching the sheets as I pounded her.

When I had filled her with a nice thick creampie, I shifted to Mallory. “Time for you, slut. Ready to take this big cock in your cunt?” I stroked myself up and down, still hard despite just blasting a big load in Allison.

Mallory nodded, licking her lips eagerly. “Oh fuck yes...come on, master. Get that huge thing inside me. I can’t wait for you to split me open.” She laid back, spreading her legs for me, opening her dripping cunt lips with two fingers.

I plunged inside — and heard her gasp instantly, in response, orgasming powerfully as my cock filled her up. She was even tighter than Allison, her cunt clenching me beautifully, those tight, wet walls hugging my cock like a buttery hand.

As I stroked into her, I gazed at Allison’s spent form, her legs obscenely draped one over the other, cunt dripping white fluid.

Mallory juiced all over my cock, her fluids leaking over me, coating my cock as I pounded her. I thrust in hard and deep, hearing her moans and cries of pleasure. She came powerfully, and soon, so did I, thrusting in to full and pumping her full of my sperm.

Then I withdrew, watching my two well-fucked bimbo sluts lying there on the mattress, panting in pleasure. “Oh god,” moaned Mallory. “I’m so sore...he fucked me so well, I’ve never felt like this.”

“Me neither,” said Allison.

I smiled. The evening was just getting started. Thanks, mom, I thought. She’d given me the best gift of my life with that message from the alpha network.

****

Thanks for reading! If you liked this story, check out my author page for more:

Katie Lyke

Or check out a few similar stories:

The Special Code

The Special Chip

Controlling the Classmate

The Alpha App

The Alpha Chip

Table of Contents

The Alpha Network: Part III

The Alpha Network: Part III | Roger

Janet

Roger

“Spread your legs.”

She did, obediently opening, allowing me to slide the dildo up and down her dripping slit. God, it looked sexy like that...all wet and waiting for me to probe inside her sweet cunt. I licked along the side of her ear and made her shiver. “Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned, feeling me start to press the thick object into her, wanting to get her as full as possible.

Inch by inch I fed the big dildo into her body. Her pussy spread to take it, opening slowly, the wet folds providing just enough resistance. I loved the act of penetration, going inside a woman with a thick object and watching as she gasped in pleasure, trying to take it. “You’re doing so well, my pretty little slut,” I murmured in her ear. “Just a bit more...good girl...” Then I had the dildo all the way into her, and began slowly pushing back and forth with it, letting her get adjusted to its size.

“Oh god...sir...it’s so big inside me.” She held tight around my neck and raised her hips, trying to get the big cock deeper in her. She bit her pretty lip and then I kissed it, taking her mouth in a hungry kiss. She kissed back deeply, giving soft moans into my mouth, clearly loving what I was doing.

The Alpha Network: Part III

Roger

“Isn’t there some way you could bring all of them in?”

I listened idly to the conversation that Janet Waterson, my VP of exercise managment, was having with one of her main contacts.

I sat in her office, reclining on one of her leather-backed chairs. My eyes roamed down Janet’s body as she talked. It was a nice body...very nice...and very faceable. Her ass was shapely and her tits pushed out well, not huge but still very large. Enough that it would be easy to take a handful and maul and suck on them.

Janet had long brown hair with blonde highlights. She clearly put thought into her appearance, choosing tasteful and classy makeup. I reveled in the thought of putting my cock down her throat and turning that makeup to a dripping mess on her face while she gagged on me.

She’s the next one, I realized. The next one I have to have.

After my most recent conquests, including my sexy milf stepmother and two hot girls I found on the alpha network, I was ready to take the next step.

And Janet was looking very, very fine.

“Fine, thanks. I’ll talk to you later.” She hung up the phone, sighing. “Unfortunately, sir, I won’t be able to get in the shipments you requested on time.”

“Shipments of weight training equipment?”

“Correct.” She gave me a regretful look. “It just won’t be in on time.”

“That’s okay.” Thanks to the power invested in me via the alpha network, I didn’t even need to send her an invite. I just had to use my hypnotic state to entrance her...to control. Draw her in, then convert. “Please come here, Janet.” Exercise machines were the last thing on my mind; I wanted to fuck. Janet, precisely.

She blinked once in surprise, then came toward me obediently. I immediately felt the link between us; her eyes remained glued to mine, completely under my thrall.

“Take your clothes off, Janet,” I murmured. “I’d like to see you naked.”

She giggled softly. “Yes, sir.” Obediently, she stripped, removing each layer of clothing — shirt, bra, shorts, panties. She was left in just the running shoes she had worn in.

“Take those off too.” I watched her, seeing the velvety wetness of her cunt lips, the fullness of her swinging breasts, the deliciousness of her full hips and ass. Janet was definitely a hottie. “I want you naked.”

She removed her shoes and socks and stood before me, bare. I beckoned to her, patting my lap, and she sat down in it. I could sense her arousal, saw the increase in her breathing as she wrapped her arms gently around my neck.

I ran my hands over her full breasts, closing my fingers over them. God, they were amazing. She didn’t need any enhancements. But the mind control I was now exerting over her would ensure that for the moment, she was focused on sex.

As in, pleasing me. Being a complete and total slut for me. That was all I wanted, in the end.

I would need her to eventually go back to knowing what she did for her job — important data, facts, and figures that were relevant. But for now, all that could dissipate and she could fix her mind on blowing me and getting probed by my cock in every one of her tight holes.

Her big nipples fit her large breasts just right. I took one in my hand and sucked on the end of it. She gave soft moans and squirms, clearly enjoying what I was doing. My other hand went between her thighs to her pussy, rubbing up and down the wet mound. She was juicing heavily at my sucking and touching, clearly ready for me to fill her with my cock...or any other object.

“Ohhh, sir, that feels so good,” she said in a breathy moan.

She caressed my head as I licked and sucked on her tender nipples. Soon they were incredibly hard and wet from my saliva. My cock was throbbing in my pants, achingly hard at the sight of her tender young body. Her leg began to rub over it, and soon her hand went there as well, massaging me through my pants.

“Sir....Your cock is so hard. And so big,” she gasped.

I smiled and removed her tit from my mouth. “We’re going to fuck, Janet. Right now.”

“You’re going to fuck me...” She sounded hypnotized and breathy. “You’re going to fuck me.”

“Yes, I’m going fuck you. In your pussy...your breasts...your ass...every tender little hole and part of your body, babe.”

To punctuate my words, I squeezed her big breasts together and gave them a last long suck. Then I removed a large dildo from my pocket. (Yes, if you’re wondering: I did just carry one around. You need it when you’re constantly fucking beautiful women.)

“Open,” I commanded, rubbing it against her bottom lip. Sensuously, she took it into her mouth and sucked slowly on the tip, wetting it with her saliva. I enjoyed the sight immensely: Janet sucking on the tip of the big flesh-colored dildo, her full lips closed around it. It made soft sucking sounds in her mouth as she licked and sucked on the thick object, getting it nice and wet.

When she had gotten it the way I wanted, I removed it from her mouth and lowered it to her pussy. “Spread your legs.”

She did, obediently opening, allowing me to slide the dildo up and down her dripping slit. God, it looked sexy like that...all wet and waiting for me to probe inside her sweet cunt. I licked along the side of her ear and made her shiver. “Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned, feeling me start to press the thick object into her, wanting to get her as full as possible.

Inch by inch I fed the big dildo into her body. Her pussy spread to take it, opening slowly, the wet folds providing just enough resistance. I loved the act of penetration, going inside a woman with a thick object and watching as she gasped in pleasure, trying to take it. “You’re doing so well, my pretty little slut,” I murmured in her ear. “Just a bit more...good girl...” Then I had the dildo all the way into her, and began slowly pushing back and forth with it, letting her get adjusted to its size.

“Oh god...sir...it’s so big inside me.” She held tight around my neck and raised her hips, trying to get the big cock deeper in her. She bit her pretty lip and then I kissed it, taking her mouth in a hungry kiss. She kissed back deeply, giving soft moans into my mouth, clearly loving what I was doing.

“Mmmm, mmmm,” she went, responding vigorously to my gentle thrusts with the dildo. I watched as her pussy took it, spreading out and then in as I probed, fucking her wet cunt with the big dick. Finally I had had enough and I knew I needed to be inside her, the real thing.

I withdrew the thick dildo, watching as it slid out of her body, now wet with her copious vaginal fluids. I smiled and set it aside, then turned to her directly. “Janet, it’s time for you to suck my cock.”

She slowly got off my lap and murmured like she was in a trance: “Yes, sir.”

****

Janet

I watched with round eyes as Roger reached for his zipper. My heart pounded. He slowly drew it down, freeing his thick, huge erection. His cock was so enormous I gasped: it was hard and menacing, and if I had thought the dildo was large, his dick was twice as thick and long.

I ached to have it in my mouth, in my pussy, anywhere he wanted to put it.

I sank down to my knees before him, knowing that above all else, I needed to worship my master. Worship his cock. He sat above me like a god, the thick throbbing cock swinging gently back and forth like a dripping monolith. I took it in my hands and then into my mouth, slowly sucking around him, closing my lips to take his fullness. It was difficult because he was so big, but I only cared about pleasing him. Soon my mouth was stuffed with cock, sliding up and down his huge pole. I took him deep, as deep as I could, moaning around his vast width and size.

“Mmmm, mmmm” I went as I sucked on him, feeling his cock thrust down my throat. It felt amazing...wonderful...like I was finally being used the way nature intended. As a horny, brainless slut, ready to be fucked by my dominant master.

Finally he removed his cock from my mouth, leaving me gasping and so horny I thought I would cum right there.

He picked me up and threw everything off my desk, sending papers flying as he set me down on it. Spreading my legs, he angled his cock at my pussy, the thick probing member approaching menacingly. He guided it to my wet hole and his entry made me gasp in pleasure and shock.

“Oh god, you’re so big!” My fingers dug into his shoulders, gripping tightly for support. It was all I could do to spread my cunt wide enough to take him.

Slowly in and out he stroked at first, letting me get used to him. “You like your master’s cock inside you, don’t you, my pretty slut?” he purred into my ear.

“Yes...master...fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard. Give it all to your slutty little bimbo slave.”

His big cock filled my channel. He rode the wet walls of me, and I wanted him there so much. We kissed passionately and I knew I would never again be taken so well...so fully.

He squeezed my bouncing tits, holding them in his big hands, mauling them. My pussy juiced around him, feeling so full and incredible, the sensations coursing through my body. “Oh yesssss master,” I moaned. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Pound your slut’s tight pussy just like that!”

He growled and grabbed my hair in a possessive, dominant hold, drilling into me hard. “Gonna fuck you good and hard...gonna fill you up.”

“Yes! Do it, baby! Pump me full of your cum. Make me pregnant...”

He groaned and thrust in deep to me, our bodies connecting tightly. I felt myself spasming around him, orgasm hitting me as the first spurts of his cum started to pulse into me. I gasped with each pulse; I couldn’t believe how much he came, his semen just flowing endlessly, like a river inside my womb. My pussy clenched around him. “Ohhhh god yes,” I screamed in ecstasy. My fingers clutched his broad back, his hair, his thick muscles. “Make me cum...make me cum....baby....”

He kept on shooting, still filling my pussy with his thick, virile seed. When he was finally spent, he heaved a sigh of pleasure and moved back a bit, bringing us face to face. He kissed me long and hard, then removed his bruising lips, holding my face in his hands. “Now you’re mine...my slut, to use whenever I want. My bimbo slave...part of my harem.”

“Yes, master,” I moaned obediently. I would give my body up for this incredible dominant man any day. “Anything you want, whenever you want.”

He withdrew his big cock from me, letting his semen slide sinfully down my pussy, dripping between my spread thighs. We reveled together in the sight of it, knowing his potent swimmers were on their way to my eggs right now, undoubtedly fertilizing his baby.

I wanted to be pumped full of his cream in every hole. Made pregnant. Pregnant, owned, and dominated. Spread and fucked.

I was addicted to cock, thanks to my new master, Roger.

****

Roger

When I look back on the months and years that unfolded, my harem growing, I feel more grateful than ever to my stepmother Phoebe.

She truly loved me. How could she not have, to give me a gift like the alpha network? With it, I had access to as many bimbo babes as I wanted. I started obtaining more women, fucking them senseless and dominating them, giving them the rough sex they craved. I’d spank their tight naked asses and plunge my cock deep inside their dripping pussies. Soon I had knocked up about half the women on the site, and none of them seemed to mind.

In fact...they all seemed extremely happy with the fact.

I would sometimes have them stay at my house, though in general, they kept their own routines and homes to live in. Usually they would continue living with their husbands, but I would still fuck them and impregnate them. Thanks to the mind control powers of the site, I could simply brainwash their husbands into thinking the child was legitimately theirs, not a stranger from a sex website.

I chuckled as Phoebe sank to her knees in front of me one afternoon, smiling up at me as she licked and sucked on my cock. I stroked her hair and said, “I love you, mom.”

“I love you too, baby. I’d do anything for you.”

I know you would. You brought me this power, after all.

I allowed her to service me, her lips moving up and down my shaft. Then I took her into the bedroom and stripped her down, kissing her from breasts to her belly, licking her nipples until they stood out as hard points from her sexy body.

She stripped me as well, kissing my chest and stomach, licking her way down my body. I spread her legs and lined myself up at her entrance. She gasped as I filled her; we were in the bed she shared with my dad, who was generally never home...again, another perk of my powers. I sent him on trips or found reasons for him to be away so mom and I could fuck. I kept her pumped full of sperm as much as possible, so much that it would be leaking down her thigh through her panties as she spoke to my father in the kitchen; him none the wiser.

But now we were alone. I slowly pushed my cock in and out of her wetness, enjoying the long, slow fuck. “I love you, my sexy Roger...my baby...”

She kissed along my neck and cheek and I fucked her harder. “I love you too mom...love you so much.”

“Love you...love you...fuck me....fuck me...” she gasped the words as her orgasm built. I kept on moving inside her pussy, pumping faster and harder. Soon she was spasming on my cock, her wet pussy clenching me, her sex milking me of every drop. “Ohhhh god,” she moaned, shuddering powerfully as her orgasm crashed down on her.

Hers triggered mine and I shot thick jets of cream into her, pulsing my seed deep into her womb. Soon her pussy was overflowing with my cum once again; filled to the brim, pregnant and sexy. We kissed tenderly, lips pressing against each other, my tongue invading her mouth dominantly. She moaned at my aggression, the way I fucked her raw, taking her ass, her pussy and her mouth, fucking her between her breasts as well. By the end of the night she was covered in sperm and happy as ever.

The alpha network had been the best gift in both our lives, and would bring us pure pleasure.

****
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Kimber

I’m going to get fucked, I realized, pussy tingling. David’s going to stuff me full of cock, and I’m going to cum so hard I might pass out.

I rubbed his hard cock as he smelled my panties, precum sliding down the side of his huge shaft. “I’m going to give you a nice supply of that pussy juice every day, baby,” I cooed, licking up and down the side of his cock. “And you can fuck me anywhere, anytime, that you want.”

I marveled at his intense hardness and heat as my hand gripped the blood-engorged shaft, my free hand cupping his massive balls. I swooned with pleasure, my pussy juice coming copiously from my cunt and dripping down my thighs as I kneeled before my new master. My spine tingled with desire as I began to slowly pump my hand up and down. “Now, honey....Momma’s going to help you get all those thick, creamy loads inside your big balls out. As many as you need.”

The Alpha Watch: Part I

David

I had just gotten back from fencing class. It was a great workout, helping me build upper body strength and confidence. Plus it was tons of fun.

I swung open the door to my apartment and dropped my gym bag on the floor. I headed into my kitchen to fix a protein shake, mentally running through my list of things to do for the next day.

As a grad student, I was busier than ever. I had a nice job lined up as a fitness trainer. I suspected it would keep me busy and be pretty enjoyable too.

If only I had time for a girlfriend or something, I thought, sipping my shake. I gazed out the window, watching the first hints of snow falling on the ground.

A knock came at the door, surprising me. I went to answer it and peeked through the side window — it was my stepmother, Kimber.

My heart raced and my cock gave an unexpected lurch in my pants. The thing about Kimber...well, she was fucking hot. She was also not that much older than me. She had married my dad a few years ago, and we had developed a friendly relationship since then. I doubted she knew how much of a raging crush I had on her — but maybe she did.

“Mom?” I asked in surprise, opening the door.

“Hi, babe,” she purred, walking in past me, carrying her purse and a small gift bag. “Sorry to drop in on you like this, but it’s almost Christmas. I wanted to surprise you.”

I closed the door and turned back to her. Damn, she was hot as ever. Her long blonde hair was pulled up in an attractive bun today, pinned elegantly at the back of her head, showing her long and graceful neck. Her perfect, round ass swayed beneath her tight, clinging white dress. She set her purse down on the chair and turned to me, smiling.

“You look like you haven’t seen me in years. Come give your mother a hug,” she said sensually, her hips shifting, breasts full and inviting under her tight white neckline. My cock throbbed again, and I prayed my gym pants would hide my growing erection.

I walked to her and she reached her arms out for me. We embraced, her hands moving slowly up and down my back, and she gave a little sigh of pleasure. She smelled amazing, sweet like perfume and strawberries and shampoo. I couldn’t stop myself from taking a deep inhale of her scent, my lips brushing her cheek.

“Mmm, you feel good,” she purred. “So strong. Have you been working out?”

“Yeah, just got back from a fencing class.”

“Well, I can tell.” She squeezed my bicep and gave me another smile.

“So what brings you here?” I forced my eyes to stay on hers, though I couldn’t resist a brief glance at her amazing cleavage. “You said you had a surprise?”

“Mmmmhm. Two things. One...” She reached into her bag and pulled out a small box. “This, which you have to open tonight. It’s your Christmas present.”

I smiled. “And the other?”

“I’m in town for a date tonight.”

“A date?” I felt a surge of jealousy. “Really? With who?”

“Well it’s not a date date...” She giggled. “Your father wouldn’t approve. But I am meeting with a young man, about your age, for a business proposal.”

“Oh...well...that’s great, mom.” I was definitely jealous, but that didn’t stop my cock from lurching to full attention as Mom swung around, showing me her incredible, sexy ass. It was just the right shape and size. With that blonde hair and stacked tits, she was the hottest woman I’d ever known. She licked her lips sensuously, and I couldn’t stop myself from picturing those lips wrapped around my dick, moving slowly up and down.

But she would never want me that way. I wasn’t man enough...not alpha enough. I guess not the way she wanted her guys to be.

And anyway, I was her stepson...

****

We spent the next few hours talking and catching up. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her tits...her lips...her incredible, sexy thighs, which she kept flashing at me (intentionally or not?) throughout our talk. I didn’t miss the way her eyes kept flicking to my crotch, where my cock was standing out, rock hard.

“I think you should open your present now,” she said in that sensuous voice that I loved.

“Now? You sure?”

“Yes.”

I reached for the box and opened it, shaking off the lid. Inside was a small black watch, looking sleek and modern, designed like one of those fitness trackers. It had the date and time displayed in bright blue digital numbers, as well as a small button on the side that said, PRESS ME.

“Wow, it’s really nice, mom. Thanks.”

She watched intently. “Put it on. Try it.”

I did, snapping it around my wrist. Curious, I reached for the button — and pushed in.

The minute I did, I felt myself starting to change. My abs grew, as well as my chest and biceps. I felt stronger...powerful...a sense of heat and dominance rising within me. Suddenly all the things that seemed out of reach — like making a move on my stepmom — seemed entirely possible.

“It suits you,” she purred.

“Does it?” Even my voice sounded deeper and more masculine.

“Yes, very much.” I watched as she uncrossed her legs, giving me a view of her parted thighs. I caught a glimpse of a small white triangle which I guessed was her panties.

“Then I should tell you, mom....I think you’re one incredibly gorgeous woman.” That was something I’d never have said before...but now I felt different. Like I could say anything I wanted.

She giggled and blushed. “That’s so sweet of you, honey. Do you really mean it?”

I got up and went over to her, putting my arms on either side of her chair. “Yes, mom...I do.”

Then I leaned in and kissed her — and it wasn’t timid or soft. It was a hot, hungry kiss, my mouth claiming hers.

She moaned, responding instantly. “Mmmm...” Her fingers moved up and down my shoulders and neck, clutching me for support.

It was time to give her the fucking of a lifetime.

****

Kimber

“Mmmmm,” I moaned breathlessly, my handsome stepson’s lips claiming me in a hard, hot kiss.

What he didn’t know was that the watch he’d just put on was imbued with special powers.

The power to change...to make him the alpha god he’d always craved to be. It would make his pheromones so powerful that any woman around him would instantly want to suck his cock, to turn into his horny little sex-crazed bimbo. The way my pussy was juicing, I knew the alpha watch was taking effect.

David’s strong grasp on me made me weak in the knees. He smelled amazing...so manly and powerful. His scent was intoxicating, flowing through my entire body.

“Now...let’s just get this nice big cock of yours out...” I went to his gym pants, rubbing up and down the big boner, feeling my mouth water. “Oh my god,” I moaned in shock, his rigid dick coming into view. It was huge. Bigger than anything I had ever imagined. It was way bigger than his father... at least by two inches, coming in at nine or ten. I tried to imagine getting inside me and was trembling in both fear and anticipation. It was as big as my wrist, maybe bigger.

“Oooh, Davy, baby...you need some relief, don’t you, sweetie?” I asked, curling my fingers around the big throbbing meat. I stroked my hand slowly up and down his cock, gazing up into his eyes. Something in his gaze just made me want to obey, to do anything he said.

“Yes, mom. I do,” came that booming, alpha voice. It made my pussy juice even more. “But first, take those panties off and let me smell them.”

I almost came right there from his powerful command. Standing, I slid the panties down my thighs, removing them one leg at a time. I gave them to my son, watching as he took them to his face, smiling at their damp, silky texture. He breathed deep and I saw how my scent affected him, his eyes taking on a dark and hungry look.

I’m going to get fucked, I realized, pussy tingling. David’s going to stuff me full of cock, and I’m going to cum so hard I might pass out.

I rubbed his hard cock as he smelled my panties, precum sliding down the side of his huge shaft. “I’m going to give you a nice supply of that pussy juice every day, baby,” I cooed, licking up and down the side of his cock. “And you can fuck me anywhere, anytime, that you want.”

I marveled at his intense hardness and heat as my hand gripped the blood-engorged shaft, my free hand cupping his massive balls. I swooned with pleasure, my pussy juice coming copiously from my cunt and dripping down my thighs as I kneeled before my new master. My spine tingled with desire as I began to slowly pump my hand up and down. “Now, honey....Momma’s going to help you get all those thick, creamy loads inside your big balls out. As many as you need.”

“Good, because I’m going to cum a lot, mom.”

I shivered with pleasure at his words, placing a tender kiss on the tip of his massive cock. My lips eased open, taking in the throbbing size of his member, my hot wet mouth sinking down over his shaft.

He groaned in pleasure, watching as my lips stretched around his massive member. I was dizzy with lust and need for him, my lips stretching and stretching, his rigid cock going deeper into my face. I had never sucked a cock this big. The feel of my son’s enormous dick in my mouth sent me over the edge. I had become so aroused by his change, by his voice and scent, and the taboo thing that was happening between us, that I came right there on the spot. Sucking his cock triggered an orgasm deep in my needy cunt, my lips closing tight around his enflamed cockhead. “Mmmmm....mmmmmmm,” I moaned warmly while his swollen cock moved through my lips, my hips twitching and shifting as my release tingled through me.

“Keep sucking,” he urged, fingers sliding through my hair and then clasping dominantly. He removed my bun and let my hair fall down around my shoulders. “Suck hard, mom. That feels good.”

I lifted my stretched lips off his red-hot cock, which was slick with his precum and my saliva. “Do you like the way I suck you, David? Would you like me to take this big dick deep in my throat and suck on it until you shoot a big, hot load of cum into me?”

“Yes,” he groaned, forcing the big shaft into my mouth again, his hands closing over my head. I loved his newfound dominance, the way he could just take control. This was as new for him as it was for me...and I could see we were both loving it.

My cheeks flushed as I slurped and sucked at his huge, pulsing stiffness. I locked my ova led lips wetly around his thrusting, swollen erection. “Fuuuuuck,” he growled, thrusting his meat into my mouth. My hand gripped his base, squeezing and milking his monstrous dick beneath my fingers, which were tiny in comparison.

I could not believe I was sucking my son’s cock this way, but I couldn’t control myself. I was in a trancelike state, overwhelmed with lust, with the need to have him fuck my every hole. I wanted him in my mouth, my ass and my pussy. I had transformed into his slut, wanting more than anything to suck cock, to get a steady dose of his semen on a daily basis. I needed it. I felt dizzy with excitement the second I’d taken his huge member into my mouth, and now I was sucking hard, harder than ever. My cheeks suctioned in and out, the pressure increasing along his veined throbbing shaft inside my pursed lips.

“Yeah, mom, that’s the way.” He clenched his fingers in my hair, riding my mouth, fucking it. My gurgling, slurping sounds filled the air. My cheeks puckered out and in as I drove my mouth up and down his huge cock, my blonde hair falling around my face. Precum and saliva dripped out around the corners of my mouth, wretched so tight, trickling nastily down my son’s veined shaft.

“Ohhhh fuck,” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum....GONNA CUM....” He grabbed my head tight and thrust his big dick to the back of my throat, pulsing jets of semen into me. My pussy spasmed and creamed as I knew I was going to be sucking down his cock juice soon enough. Sucking on his aching prick as hard as I could, I desperately cradled his balls and stroked his shaft, trying to coax his thick, hot load from his balls.

“YEAH, SUCK IT, MOM,” he groaned, his first rope of semen spitting forth. It exploded inside me, erupting, spraying shots of milky thick cum down my throat.

“Mmmmmmmm,” I moaned, forced to swallow, loving both the sensation of his masterful dominance and being on my knees like this, servicing my stepson’s cock. I saw the watch on his hand pulse with power, knowing that it was even now making him more alpha and more dominant than ever. His potent seed shot down my throat, filling my stomach with a warmth I craved. His seed was thick and rich, and I knew it was overflowing with masculine essence. It was so good that I orgasmed again, my pussy tingling and spasming, body erupting in shivers.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” he said as he removed his cock from my lips, falling back to sit on the sofa.

His cock stayed hard, drips of semen sliding down it, along with my saliva. “I’m glad you enjoyed it, baby,” I said, gazing at him with desire, his cum trickling from my swollen, red lips. I felt it sliding down my mouth and brought my fingers up to catch it, not daring to waste a single drop of my master’s delicious seed. My fingers ran around my chin and lips until I’d taken all his hot cum into my hand; then I took it to my mouth and licked. I sucked every drop of his hot cum from my fingers.

“Your cum tastes delicious, baby. I want more and more of it. Have you got another load for your slutty mother?” I asked, rubbing up and down his strong thighs, giving his still-hard cock another kiss and a lick.

“Yes, but I want to pump it into your pussy, mom.”

I almost came again at his words. Biting back a moan, I nodded obediently. “Yes, baby. Your momma wants you to fill up her cunt with your hot, potent cream.” I stood up and leaned in to him, feeling his hand caress my breasts. I whispered in his ear, “I want you to breed me...fill me up...make me pregnant.”

He groaned at my words and squeezed my ass, rubbing my body up and down against his. My naked pussy slid along his thick cock and I knew that in moments, I would be impaled on him.

That watch...

Seems it was the best present I could have gotten him, I thought wickedly.

****
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“I think she wants a taste of you, David...a nice, hard, throbbing taste.” Kimber’s voice came from behind me, a sexy purr where she sat on the bed.

“Good, because she’s going to get one.” I grinned and watched as my stepsister sucked on my thumb. I added a second digit, then another, and another, until she was sucking on three of my fingers at once. She moaned around them, her saliva dripping from my hand.

I withdrew my fingers from her mouth and kissed her, claiming her lips in a hard, hungry kiss. I kissed her hard, making her moan, rubbing her sexy tits under her blouse. She whimpered into my mouth, letting me plunder her soft lips with my tongue. I tore the blouse right off her, freeing her breasts, making them swing with the sudden release.

“I need you to fuck me, big brother,” she said urgently, sinking to her knees before me. “I’ve never needed anything so bad in my life.” As she spoke, she rubbed up and down my hard cock, stroking and worshipping my shaft.

The Alpha Watch: Part II

Kimber

I gazed at David’s hard, hung cock. God, he was big. Thanks to the watch around his wrist, he’d been changed into a dominant alpha version of himself. One who had pheromones that could reduce a woman to a cock-crazed, slutty version of herself, ready to suck him off or spread her pussy lips to receive his big shaft.

I shivered in anticipation as I measured the length of his huge dick. Over ten inches! My hands trembled as I guided the tape measure along his pulsing shaft, which had never gone soft from where I had sucked him. He was over seven inches of girth, I realized, as I wrapped the measure around his enormous, trunk-like cock.

My pussy flowed with juice as I thought about taking that huge pussy-destroyer inside me. I had thought David’s dad was well-hung, but he was nothing compared to his son. Jesus, I thought. He’s fucking huge.

The watch had probably lengthened him a bit, of course, now that extra testosterone was flooding his veins. The huge stiff thickness and length of his member had my pussy itching with need and delight at the idea of feeling his monster cock probe areas within me, deep, that no one had ever touched before.

“Is it big enough for you?” he asked in that deep, sexy voice of his.

“Oh honey...it’s more than big enough. It’s huge...so much bigger than your father.” I stroked my hand in amazement up and down it for a moment, feeling my breath catch. My heart raced as the measurements clicked inside my brain. I stood, taking a breath to calm down, then put the measuring tape aside.

“Let’s go upstairs,” he said, getting up and pulling me into his arms. I giggled happily, like a schoolgirl, my body so tiny compared to his. Except for my tits, of course...those were nice and big.

As he took me into the bedroom...his bedroom...I felt fresh juice flowing through my cunt. My stepson is going to fuck me. Going to probe me with that huge, hard erection. Going to stick it deep in my pussy...satisfying my need for big, hard cock...

He set me down on the bed and we kissed again, tongues meeting hotly. My warm tongue ran over his lips and I purred at the taste of his salty, masculine skin. I felt his cock give another twitch as I rubbed it up and down, eager to have that giant pecker inside me. It throbbed in time with his heart, the pulses going through my hand, triggering my desire.

“Are you ready to fuck me, my sexy, alpha master?” I purred. “Are you ready to put that huge cock so deep into me, touching places that have never been touched before?”

“Yes,” David growled, slapping my ass roughly, then giving it a sharp squeeze.

I giggled again with pleasure. “Then you decide how we’ll fuck, son...any way you like. You can have me any way you want.”

“I want you on your back,” he said, getting between my legs, pinning me to the mattress. “And I want this dress to stay on while we fuck.”

I shivered at his words. He was a dirty boy, indeed. The two of us were going to have so much fun together, every day. I ran my fingers up and down his hard body, helping him get his shirt off.

I brought one leg up, rubbing the inside of my calf up and down his taut, sexy muscles, feeling his powerful ass and the back of his thigh against my skin. I caressed his back as we kissed again, his hands squeezing my breasts roughly. I knew I was unable to resist, forced to submit to every one of my dominant son’s desires.

I drew my legs apart and up, sliding the dress up, showing him the dripping lips of my pussy. I could picture how I must look to his gaze: spread and ready for him, my heels digging into the bed, knees drawn up and apart. He stared at the hot steaming center of my cunt. I teased him with the sight of my wet naked snatch, rubbing up and down my pussy lips, then slowly drawing them apart with my fingers, holding my gaze on him all the while.

“How would you like to be deep inside here, baby?” I asked in a breathy voice, rolling my knees to the sides. My pussy lips split open, juice sliding down between my parted lips. I watched David’s cock give a lurch as he gazed at the sight of my wet pussy open before him.

“I want it,” he growled lustfully. “Want it bad, mom.”

“Then come take it, sweetie. This pussy is yours to fill with as many loads of cum as you need, every day.”

His nostrils flared and he moved forward, leaning over me with that menacing cock hovering just inches above me. I reached out, taking the rigid member with my tiny fingers, bringing the hard red head down to my dripping slit. I rubbed it up and down my pussy lips, which were slick beyond belief, then inserted it slowly between my cunt lips. I gasped in shock as he began to slide it forward. “Please...be slow, baby...I’ve never had one this big inside me.”

He watched as my pussy sucked on the tip of his cock like a small, wet mouth, his length inching forward inside me. Then our eyes met again and he began to push forward more, his hips driving the huge monster deeper into me. My pussy was firing signals off everywhere inside my body, making me go crazy with lust.

“Yessss,” I hissed in pleasure. He started sliding his cock slowly back and forth, working it deeper inside me. I raised my leg and opened myself further to him, curling my thigh around his muscled ass. “Okay baby...just a bit more to go...that’s it. Push harder. I want you to keep going until you get every last inch inside me, master.”

He pinned me to the bed, holding my wrists down, gazing deep into my eyes. I felt controlled, dominated, forced to take his huge cock in my cunt. It was amazing, delicious — the best feeling imaginable.

“Ohhhhhh,” I groaned as his broad cockhead split open my pussy. He drove forward, splitting me, deeper and deeper, making his way mercilessly and forcefully into me. My hands clutched the sheets tight, my deepest recesses stretching and finally parting, giving him access to my cervix. He fed the last two inches of his cock into me — and then I moaned loudly. “OHHHHH FUCK.” His powerful, plundering cock triggered a deep, intense orgasm within my cunt. My body shook on the sheets, thrashing as huge waves of pleasure rolled over me.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “That feels incredible.”

I couldn’t answer. My mouth remained open as he started plunging into me, his cock splitting me open time and again. My pussy squelched wetly around him, the juices flowing from me lubricating his huge prick. My pussy grasped and worked him, holding tight to the massive shaft inside me.

My hips rolled against him sensually as he thrust forth into me. His sperm-lading balls slapped against my wet mound, our mingled groans filling the room. I knew I would be taking his huge cock a lot from now on, and was already getting used to the massive feel of him inside me.

He turned me onto my hands and knees and started plowing me from behind. His long thrusting cock shuttled in and out of me, sending me into more massive orgasms. I thought he would never end! Finally, he held my hips and thrust in deep, grunting, “I’m cumming, mom.”

“YES! Baby. Give it to me. Give me all that hot seed...fill your mother’s tight pussy!”

He did just that, flooding my womb with semen. I felt so hot, so filled, and the sensation alone was enough to trigger another orgasm within. My whole body shuddered with pleasure as I felt his dick pulse and twitch inside me, brushing up against my womb, painting it with his fertile swimmers.

As he curled up behind me, holding me tight in his arms, his hands closed over my breasts. His cock remained within me as we both drifted into peaceful sleep. I felt blissful, even high, as if I had just tasted the best drug on earth. I knew I was addicted to my masterful stepson, and to his thrusting cock.

Already that hot itch was back, filling my pussy...

****

David

When I woke, mom was still curled up in my arms.

She slept peacefully, her naked body feeling amazing inside my embrace, my cock still snugly inside her pussy.

It had gone soft during sleep, but the minute I took a deep inhale of her sweet scent, I quickly hardened. She gave a soft sigh of pleasure as my rod began to grow stiff inside her tight wet cunt lips once more.

But before I could enjoy it... I caught a sight that stunned me.

My little stepsister, Leah, standing in the doorway. She was open-mouthed. In her fingers was a small white bag — with a red bow — which she dropped.

“What...what on earth...”

I knew I had to think fast. It was clear that I’d been fucking mom; her face and tits were covered in my cum, and my groin was still thrusting lightly under the covers, probing her pussy with my cock. I stilled my movements — and realized the glowing watch on my arm was still ticking.

PRESS ME, it read invitingly. I did...and aimed it at Leah at the same time.

Instantly, waves of soft green light began to emit, flooding toward my stepsister. I watched incredulously as her pretty 18-year-old face was turned to that of a cock-sucking bimbo, her lips looking even poutier and puffier than before, her light brown hair fluffing out around her shoulders. Her slim body filled out, breasts getting bigger, thighs getting nice and creamy, pussy soon dripping copiously under her outfit. That outfit...a skirt she’d chosen, along with a blouse, had been quite conservative and modest on my once-mousy sister’s body. But now...it looked positively sinful, busting at the seams to contain her swollen breasts and sexy ass, both of which were begging to be fucked.

I had just bimbofied my stepsister, and now I was going to fuck her.

I slid out of mom and stood, my dripping cock swinging menacingly. I beckoned to Leah, who came toward me as if in a trance.

“Come, sis. It’s time for you to join us.”

Leah obediently nodded. Damn, she looked fucking sexy. Her shoes had even changed, becoming stiletto heels, fuck-me shoes, rather than the frumpish sneakers she had on before. They made her legs look beautiful and long like Kimber’s.

My stepmother was watching from the bed, a wicked smile on her face. Part of me wondered if she had somehow orchestrated this whole thing. But most of me was focused on the enticing sight of Leah, who was gazing up at me with sheer desire.

I smiled and reached to her sexy lips, running my thumb over them. She sucked it slowly into her mouth, licking around my digit, her eyes never leaving mine.

“I think she wants a taste of you, David...a nice, hard, throbbing taste.” Kimber’s voice came from behind me, a sexy purr where she sat on the bed.

“Good, because she’s going to get one.” I grinned and watched as my sister sucked on my thumb. I added a second digit, then another, and another, until she was sucking on three of my fingers at once. She moaned around them, her saliva dripping from my hand.

I withdrew my fingers from her mouth and kissed her, claiming her lips in a hard, hungry kiss. I kissed her hard, making her moan, rubbing her sexy tits under her blouse. She whimpered into my mouth, letting me plunder her soft lips with my tongue. I tore the blouse right off her, freeing her breasts, making them swing with the sudden release.

“I need you to fuck me, big brother,” she said urgently, sinking to her knees before me. “I’ve never needed anything so bad in my life.” As she spoke, she rubbed up and down my hard cock, stroking and worshipping my shaft.

“You’re so big,” she whispered, her hand slipping up and down my cock, rolling in a circle around me. She licked softly along the side of my shaft, her little pink tongue coming out to caress my cockhead.

“That’s it...that’s the way,” mom urged, sitting forward on the bed, looking sexy as hell all cum-stained and sluttified. “Suck your big brother’s cock. Suck it deep...take it in that slutty little throat of yours, Leah.”

Leah’s lips closed around me tight, moving slowly up and down my shaft. I groaned as she took me into her sexy mouth, moving up and down, head bobbing slowly. Her eyes remained glued to mine. Up and down she went. Her lips caressed me, soft moans coming from her mouth and throat.

I held her head, starting to fuck her sweet mouth. Mom urged us on from where she sat, telling Leah, “Yes, suck that big cock,” and things like that. I saw my sister’s sweet lips sliding up and down my shaft and saw her quivering, the signs of an orgasm clear. She was cumming right there, the little slut.

I chuckled and took her off my cock, wanting more. “I need to fuck you, Leah, and if you keep sucking me like this, I’m going to cum.”

She giggled with pleasure as I picked her up and carried her to the bed. I tore the rest of her clothes off, spreading her sexy legs, enjoying the delicious, enticing sight of her wet snatch revealed before me. I licked it up and down, slurping hungrily at her juices.

“Oh yes, big brother, just like that,” she moaned, hands clutching my hair. “Lick my cunt...lick it so good...”

Mom meanwhile was watching the whole thing, leaning over eagerly, a pleased smile on her face. She reached for my dick, stroking up and down as I ate Leah’s cunt. Her fingers felt amazing, massaging my shaft so well.

Then it was time. I removed my lips from Leah’s pussy and guided my hard cock to her entrance. Our eyes met as I slowly pressed into her, feeling her virginal cunt walls taking me slowly, her gasps as my huge dick pried her filling the air.

“Oh god, you’re so big,” she cried. “He’s so huge!”

“Yes he is,” agreed Kimber. “Huge and thick...and his cum is so hot and virile. It’s going to be inside your womb soon, making you good and pregnant.”

I groaned at the thought of knocking up my sexy little stepsister. My cock began to slide in and out of her, moving between her slick cunt lips. With each thrust she moaned harder, her pussy grasping me perfectly. I shoved hard into her, making the bed squeak as I pounded her tight pussy.

“Yeah!” she cried. “Give it to me big brother, just like that! Fuck your horny little bimbo sister’s twat! Stick that big prick up my cunt...oh fuuuuuck!” she screamed, cumming hard around my shaft. I felt all her nerve endings and muscles squeezing tight around me as she climaxed, her fingernails digging into my arms.

I pounded her deep and hard, then probed the edge of her womb with my cock. I grunted and held myself inside, pumping thick jets of cream into her. “He’s cumming,” she moaned lustfully, tits moving fast up and down with her breathing. “He’s shooting me full of it!”

Kimber smiled. “Good boy,” she purred, stroking her fingers over my shoulders and hair. “Knock your little sister up...then you can have a turn on me.” She licked my ear sensuously.

I panted, filling Leah’s tight cunt with sperm. As I finished, I pulled out, watching my white cum trickle down her open pussy lips. She used her fingers to stroke upwards, letting more of my white semen slide down, all of us in amazement at how much there was.

****

Needless to say, I spent the rest of the day breeding my stepmom and stepsister.

Getting them nice and full of cum.

Pregnant, too.

I suspected I’d be using this watch for plenty more conquests in the future, as well.

Thanks for the Christmas present, mom...
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“Mmmmm, mmmmm!” she moaned as I spurted thick jets of cream into her mouth, filling her face with my sperm. I grunted, staring down as her lovely lips were soon coated with my cum. She swallowed every drop, her throat working in time with her movements; and finally, I released her, letting go of her hair. She fell back with a gasp, her tits bouncing.

“Oh my god, there’s so much,” she said, wiping my cream from her lips and chin and sucking her fingers clean. “And it tastes so good...my master...”

I nodded. “Up on your feet. Then turn around and pull your panties down. I want to feel that tight pussy clutching my cock.”

She quivered in excitement, almost moaning out loud at my words. Whatever transformation this wearable had caused, it affected us both: her by becoming horny and slutty, and me becoming dominant, alpha, a sexual god. I stroked my cock which had never gone soft, preparing to pound that tight pussy I knew lurked underneath her tight jeans.

She pulled the jeans and white string panties down her creamy thighs, revealing her dripping wet shaved snatch. I rubbed up and down those slick lips, enjoying the feel and sight immensely. “Mmm, nice and pink,” I murmured.

“Ohhh god...fuck me, master.”

Alpha Mind: Part I

Robert

The reality was this: my stepmother Vivian was the hottest woman on the planet.

She was coming out of the bathroom one night, preparing to leave for an outing with my father. At about 5’6”, she weighed roughly 120 pounds and was about thirty-eight years old. To my mind, her body was made for one thing: sex. Plain and simple. Her figure was perfect, hourglass and voluptuous, curves just where they needed to be. Her knees were dimpled and pretty, with slender ankles, and her thighs were creamy, calves full and womanly. Her hips were just right, not huge but not too small, and her ass was shapely, round, and totally fuckable.

Of course, her breasts were a highlight: I’d watched as men would stare when Vivian walked into a room, their eyes going right to those spectacular, full tits.

The scent of her perfume wafted gently into my nostrils, making my cock harden instantly. I had often dreamed of taking her in my arms and kissing her long and hard, then taking her to bed and ravishing her all night long. I ached to pump one load after another into her tight, sexy body. But the most I generally got from her was a gentle peck on the cheek, leaving me unsatisfied, and very aroused.

But what was I going to do? She was married to my father. She wasn’t going to be interested her own stepson...not the way I wanted.

I did some research online, coming across numerous sites with stories about stepsons and stepmothers engaged in various sexual acts. I found them highly arousing and found myself stroking my cock as I read, imagining Vivian in these situations. One that really got to me was a story about a mom and son who’d gotten stranded in a snowy mountain cabin, forced to remain inside together for about a week straight. Well, all that cramped up time indoors led to one thing after another...and soon their underlying attraction spilled forth. She would lovingly take his cock into her hands and her mouth, sucking slowly on him, then harder, cheeks hollowing around his massive shaft. He would groan and say, “Oh, mother,” as she sucked on him. Then he would spread her creamy, full thighs and fuck her, probing her depths with his thick cock as she screamed in ecstasy, impaled on him. I imagined it was my cock inside my mother, the thick rod wet with her juices as I slid in and out of her, feeling her juicy wet depths.

“Fuck,” I groaned, stroking hard and fast, my cock shooting thick jets of cum onto my hand and desk.

I cleaned myself up, still feeling slightly frustrated, though at least with the edge taken off. I thought about ways I could get her into bed...but nothing came up.

****

I was on my way home from work the next day when I encountered a strange ad. It was one of those digital, flashing kinds, and it was in the windowsill of an electronics shop I passed on the cold, snowy street.

Want to get her in your arms? Make her do anything you desire? Have her be yours, at your beck and call?

Try the MELD 3000. This special wrist wearable will give you all the power you need...to seduce, to control, and to command.

Intrigued, I headed into the shop and found an attractive girl with blonde-dyed-green hair and dark green lipstick. She looked slightly bored, but gave me a brief smile as I entered. “Anything I can help with?”

“Um, yeah...I saw the ad in your window. For the MELD 3000.”

Her eyes widened briefly, and then she nodded. “Just come on back with me. We have one here.”

I followed her into a back area of the shop where she reached into a locked case and removed a small, slim watch-looking device. She slipped it over my wrist and gave me that mysterious smile again.

I flicked it on. Instantly, I felt a warmth over my wrist and a sense of power and dominance.

“Why do they call it the MELD?” I asked, my voice sounding resonant and powerful.

“Because...it melds to your mind, giving you the power to subvert reality. To change things according to your will. All you have to do is picture what you desire, and the world is at your command.”

Her voice had changed, as had her posture. She immediately seemed submissive and alluring, her eyes burning with sudden desire. Her gaze as she looked at me was interested and hungry, not the bored, detached look she’d had before.

“Wow...you look amazing,” she purred, coming up to me, stroking gently down the front of my arm. “So tall, so handsome...so sexy.”

“What’s your name?” I asked, my cock stirring. My eyes took in the sight of her body, lingering on her full painted lips, moving down to her breasts under her matching green sweater. They were of medium size but very nice. Lower, I looked to her full hips and curvy butt, which looked nice and squeezable.

As I returned my gaze to her face, I saw that trancelike look on her face. “My name...Alicia,” she said, murmuring in a soft, hypnotic tone. “I just need to service you...to give you everything, sir...”

To my amazement, she sank to her knees before me, still gazing up at me with that sweet, submissive look in her eyes. She stroked along my thighs and inward, her hand moving over the bulge in my crotch. She stroked along the length of my cock through my pants, rubbing gently and then harder, then taking me out slowly, removing the thick shaft from my pants. It leaked precum, the slick fluid running down the meaty length of my dick.

“Mmmmm, look at this,” she murmured, licking it up with her small pink tongue. “So tasty.”

She started to use her tongue to pleasure me, licking in long strokes along the sides of my dick, then taking the mushroom head into her mouth, her lips closing over it. She moaned softly around me, sucking up and down the shaft, her head moving slowly and sensually.

I was stunned, but that dominance in me...the need to control, to have this pretty young girl suck my cock...that overrode everything.

I put my hands on her head and forced my cock deeper into her throat. She gave a soft gasp as I did, her lips growing larger around the huge shaft deep inside her pretty mouth. She sucked, and sucked, and sucked, my stiff cock filling her mouth, making her gag and gasp around me, it was so thick and deep inside her. I fucked her pretty face, clutching her hair, the surging alpha dominance taking control of me. I didn’t even notice as the wearable glowed red around my wrist, stronger and more powerful with every thrust I gave.

“Mmmmm, mmmmm!” she moaned as I spurted thick jets of cream into her mouth, filling her face with my sperm. I grunted, staring down as her lovely lips were soon coated with my cum. She swallowed every drop, her throat working in time with her movements; and finally, I released her, letting go of her hair. She fell back with a gasp, her tits bouncing.

“Oh my god, there’s so much,” she said, wiping my cream from her lips and chin and sucking her fingers clean. “And it tastes so good...my master...”

I nodded. “Up on your feet. Then turn around and pull your panties down. I want to feel that tight pussy clutching my cock.”

She quivered in excitement, almost moaning out loud at my words. Whatever transformation this wearable had caused, it affected us both: her by becoming horny and slutty, and me becoming dominant, alpha, a sexual god. I stroked my cock which had never gone soft, preparing to pound that tight pussy I knew lurked underneath her tight jeans.

She pulled the jeans and white string panties down her creamy thighs, revealing her dripping wet shaved snatch. I rubbed up and down those slick lips, enjoying the feel and sight immensely. “Mmm, nice and pink,” I murmured.

“Ohhh god...fuck me, master.”

I slid my cock slowly into her wet, waiting cunt, watching the pink slit contract and squeeze around me. She was so wet, I entered easily, slowly filling her to the brim. When I was balls-deep inside her, I pressed her against the glass of the counter, moving my shaft in and out of her tight pussy. Her vagina began to squelch as I thrust into her, her body shaking and twitching with a powerful orgasm. Her fingers clutched the edge of the glass. “Fuck me, master! Oh yes! Fuck your horny little slut, cum in that tight pussy, cum deep inside it!”

I held her ass in my hands, spanking her, thrusting deeper and harder within her tight, wet walls. She clenched me perfectly, her pussy like a glove around my cock. I groaned as my balls grew hot, the pressure to cum overwhelming. “Here it is...take it, take it deep inside your sweet, wet cunt...”

We both gasped in pleasure as I filled her, spurting thick jets of cum into her soft, wet womb, splashing up inside her. Here I was, unexpectedly balls deep inside the girl at the electronics shop, filling her with my cum.

What an afternoon, I thought in pleasure, my eyes drifting to the glowing band around my arm. Guess I got lucky after all.

****

Vivian

“Mom, I’m home.”

I heard Robert’s voice from downstairs — though it surprised me how deep and resonant it sounded. Normally he was kind of shy and quiet, not at all a big powerful type.. but as I came down the stairs to greet him, I was shocked at the sight before me.

He stood in the doorway, looking like a much more ripped, studly version of himself, his jaw hard and stubbled, chest muscles popping out of his t-shirt. Wow, he was... hot.

There was no other word for it. Yes, I was thinking that about my own stepson, but what else could I say? My eyes flicked to the bulge in his jeans and I felt a twitching tingle in my cunt. I had always been attracted to him, but now the fire had been fueled a thousand times more.

“Robert, you look...different.”

He gave me a hungry look that sent shivers through my body. “I’ve been working out lately.”

I chuckled. “Yes, I can see that.” I came up to him and held his muscular bicep, standing on tiptoe to give him a kiss on the cheek. My lips lingered at his skin, his overwhelmingly masculine, woodsy fragrance filling my nose. I felt that clench deep inside me again and knew I was going to be using my vibrator tonight — no relief otherwise.

To my surprise, he put his arms around my waist and pulled me close, holding me tight against his strong body. I melted instantly into the embrace, giving a sigh of pleasure. If only David would hold me like this, I thought, thinking of my husband. Unlike his son, David tended to be distant with me lately, seeming not to take much of an interest in me romantically.

But the way Robert was holding me now...

Shivers ran down my spine as his lips touched my neck, his hands moving slowly up and down my body. They came to rest on my lower back, just above my ass, as he continued kissing along the side of my neck below my ear. Something about this kiss was different...more intimate, certainly, than any way had shared before. I felt his hard bulge through his jeans pressing into me and gasped softly in surprise.

“Robert...”

He pulled back to look at me, putting his hands on my face. “I love you, mom...and more than that, I want you.”

“You mean...?”

“I mean...like this.” He took my hand and put it to the front of his jeans, making me gasp as I felt his hardness underneath. God, he was incredibly huge! The feel of his thick cock through the denim made my pussy itch with need.

“See what you do to me?” he said, that dark, dominant look in his eyes, setting me aflame. I knew whatever he planned to do with me that night, it involved sticking that big cock in me...my mouth, my pussy, my ass, and probably anywhere else he could get it.

And I knew, in that moment, I would let him.

“Yes,” I whispered, feeling like I was under a spell. As he leaned in to kiss me, my arms went around his neck, holding tight. I moaned into his mouth, feeling his tongue penetrate my lips, stroking sensuously against mine. Each throb of his wet tongue in my mouth made my pussy pulse with desire. His hands moved down my shoulders, squeezing tight, then to my breasts, feeling them through the fabric of my sweater. All I knew was that I wanted... needed to serve him.

As he touched me, I knew that whatever I was feeling was more than just lust. It was something...ephemeral...something strange and tingling. My body seemed to shift, my breasts fuller, my pussy juicing with lust so needfully I never thought I could stand it. The wetness spilled out, collecting in my panties, flowing down my thighs. “I need you to fuck me,” I heard myself purr in a slutty, sexy voice. “I need your big cock inside me, Robert.”

“Then you’ll get your wish, mom.” His hands came to my ass and roughly squeezed, making me gasp in surprise and pleasure.

I couldn’t believe what was happening to me...that I was saying things like that... but soon, all thought of anything but Robert’s scent, his touch, and his massive body around me was gone. I felt myself submitting to him, ready to do anything he pleased, to open every part of my body for his use.

I sank to my knees before him, eager to worship his heavy cock. I took the giant prick out of his pants with shaking fingers, removing it slowly from his jeans, feeling along the throbbing, veined shaft. My fingers looked white and tiny compared to the heavy pulsing meat. I leaned in and kissed the tip of his cock gently, licking around the head of it, amazed at such a beautiful shaft — that it was now in my hands. Now, it was going to be inside me, and I wanted it more than anything. I took his cock into my mouth and began to suck, my cheeks hollowing, trying to draw out the delicious semen I knew was inside. His precum spilled onto my tongue and filled me with another throbbing tingle of desire. “Mmm,” I moaned around him, working the thick throbbing shaft at the base with my fingers will continuing to suck him.

“That’s it, mom. Suck it like a slut. Suck it hard, get all that hot cum out of my balls. I want to watch you swallow.” His voice was rough and dominant, making me quiver with pleasure. My pussy juiced more at the sound of his commanding tone, and I almost came right there from sucking off my son in the doorway.

As my tongue slid over the drooling head of his cock, he forced my face onto him, making me take him deep in my throat. I moaned as his shaft filled my whole mouth and then my throat, thrusting into me. I loosened my jaw and let him use my mouth as his fucktoy, a thing to get him off. Mmmm, that’s it, I thought. Let mommy be your little throat slut, ready to take a big load of your cum whenever you want...

He groaned and thrust in deep, his cock filling my throat. As if he’d heard me, he growled, “Yes, mom, you are my little throat slut. Here it comes...take it...”

He fired thick jets of sperm into my mouth; I did my best to swallow it all, but there was so much and it was so thick, I struggled to get it all down my belly. It pooled low there, adding to the warmth I already felt deep inside my pussy, which tickled and twinged with the need to be filled, stuffed, with my son’s big cock.

The look in his eyes as he gazed down at me was one of pure animal lust. They almost seemed to glow red, just like the watch on his wrist. Or whatever that thing was. I had never noticed him wearing it before. But now it seemed to emanate some kind of glowing power.

“Now, mom, I’m going to fuck you...”

I bit my lip and gazed up at him reverently. “Yes, please Robert...I need you to do that. I need it badly.”
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Vivian

“I’ve got to fuck you, now.”

I stood up, tearing my clothes off, freeing my hard, swinging cock that stood up ramrod straight before me. My stepmother’s legs parting for me, I moved between her spread thighs and reached for her panties.

RIIIIIIIIP!

I tore them right apart, shredding the silken piece of fabric. Tossing the panties aside, I moved close, my huge cock pointing directly at the wet, hot lips of her beckoning pussy. The head of my cock was huge and enflamed, rubbing against her pink, slippery cunt lips. As I gazed into her pretty green eyes, I saw the same desire for me that I felt for her.

Thank you, powers that be, for showing me to this wearable, I thought. For giving me this alpha power...to change minds and hearts. To alter reality.

If not for the wearable, I would never have had the courage to fuck my stepmother like this. I knew that much.

“Robert, I....ohhhhhh....” She moaned as I began to enter her, stretching her pussy wide open round me. Her back raged, eyes closing in bliss as I impaled her inch by inch. “Oh god...it’s so thick in me...opening me up,” she moaned. “I’ve never been so full!”

Alpha Mind: Part II

Robert

I took Vivian into my arms and kissed her, carrying her easily up into the bedroom. She was putty in my hands, ready to do anything I asked. Thanks to the MELD 3000, I now had command and control of the world around me.

Even so, I wanted to know one thing: was Vivian’s desire for me because of the wearable, or had she felt the same?

As I laid her down on the bed, I posed that question. “Mom...have you wanted me, all these years?”

The look of sheer love and desire in her eyes told me all I needed to know. “Baby...I’ve wanted you for ages,” she purred, stroking her smooth fingers up and down my cheek. “Ever since you went to college. I realized then I desired you in a way a mother shouldn’t.”

“Then you know I’ve felt the same,” I said, leaning down over her.

“I had hoped so, but I wasn’t sure.”

I sealed my lips to hers, and we kissed long an hard, the passionate kiss of lovers.

I leaned back, gazing at her beautiful body laid out before me. I undressed her slowly and found that underneath her sweater she had a lovely set of lacy underwear — a bra and panty set that had my cock instantly hard. Her tits were held up by the white lacy bra in a way that made my mouth water, looking so amazingly full and heavy. Her slender stomach was smooth under my fingertips, leading the way to her curvy hips and delectable pussy, framed perfectly by the panties that covered her wet sex. She wore a pair of lacy garters as well, with white hose, her legs looking incredibly sexy. On her feet she was wearing a pair of white heels, about five inches in length; I couldn’t help picturing them digging into my ass as I pounded her into the mattress, screaming for me to fuck her hard and fast.

“Jesus, mom, you’re beautiful,” I said in a rough, low voice filled with desire. I caressed her cheek in a way that was both possessive and tender. She responded to my touch with a soft purr, and as my fingers stroked down over her lips, she took my thumb into her mouth and sucked gently on the tip, laving her tongue around it.

I groaned. “I’ve got to fuck you, now.”

I stood up, tearing my clothes off, freeing my hard, swinging cock that stood up ramrod straight before me. My stepmother’s legs parting for me, I moved between her spread thighs and reached for her panties.

RIIIIIIIIP!

I tore them right apart, shredding the silken piece of fabric. Tossing the panties aside, I moved close, my huge cock pointing directly at the wet, hot lips of her beckoning pussy. The head of my cock was huge and enflamed, rubbing against her pink, slippery cunt lips. As I gazed into her pretty green eyes, I saw the same desire for me that I felt for her.

Thank you, powers that be, for showing me to this wearable, I thought. For giving me this alpha power...to change minds and hearts. To alter reality.

If not for the wearable, I would never have had the courage to fuck my stepmother like this. I knew that much.

“Robert, I....ohhhhhh....” She moaned as I began to enter her, stretching her pussy wide open round me. Her back raged, eyes closing in bliss as I impaled her inch by inch. “Oh god...it’s so thick in me...opening me up,” she moaned. “I’ve never been so full!”

I smiled and pushed in deeper, flexing my hips, getting another inch or two inside. I watched her bright pink cunt lips obscenely stretched around my huge girth, my cock giving a pulse inside her. I know she felt it because she moaned suddenly, “Oohhhhhh!” and gave a little gasp.

“Fuuuuuck,” she moaned, her head thrown back as I went deep, all the way, stretching her almost to tearing. The hot, wet walls of her pussy yielded slowly under my onslaught, my thick erection hard and long inside her. She moaned in one continuous sound, a delicious sound of both pain and pleasure. “Robert...Robert...my master!” she gasped. “I’ve never had one this big inside me before!”

I groaned with her as my cock speared deep, all the way, touching her cervix. She grasped my biceps, holding on tight, nails digging into me. “Fuck, yesssss,” she hissed as she looked down, seeing her labia clinging to my cock so wantonly, the wet pussy filled with cock framed by those sexy heels digging into the mattress. Her cunt oozed hot, wet juice to bathe my surging cock, letting me deep inside, and I began moving back and forth. My hips flexed and I gave a thrust of my hips, sending her into shockwaves.

“OHHHH FUCK....FUCK...I’M COMING!” she screamed, thrashing in pleasure, her nails driving so hard into my skin that she almost drew blood. I knew she had never had anything like this, her son’s enormous cock filling and stretching her to the breaking point. The intense experience made her climax so hard she convulsed on the mattress, gasping for breath, her head lolling side to side. Her cunt gushed, juicing all over me as I slowly moved my cock inside her, spearing her like a stuck pig to the bed.

As she gasped to catch her breath, my hands went to her big, heavy tits, heaving underneath the sexy lace bra. I pushed it up, freeing those lovely swaying mounds, and squeezed hard, kissing and sucking on her nipples. As she came down from her orgasm, I started to fuck her, slow and deep at first, building a gradual rhythm. “So deep inside me,” she gasped. She gazed at me through slitted eyes, pure orgasmic bliss on her face.

I was building my rhythm, starting to really pound her now. She let out a series of long, pleasure-filled moans, her sensual, enticing voice filling the air. Our cries mingled as we fucked, my body pounding hers into the bed. Her legs splayed out around me, heels bouncing, then digging into my sides just as I had imagined in my fantasy. I grabbed her heavy, swaying tits and squeezed, sucking lustfully on them while my cock moved rapidly in and out of her pussy.

Her hands clutched me tight. “Oh god, oh god!” she whispered.

“I’m cumming, mom! It’s going to...now...”

“Please do it, baby...cum inside me. Cum inside your mother...”

I thrust deep into her and held myself inside, my cock twitching and throbbing against her womb. I groaned with my release, feeling thick jets of sperm flowing from the head of my dick, painting my stepmother’s wet, hot walls. When I had filled her completely, I gazed down at her, breathing hard, the same as she.

We kissed hotly, tongues mingling. “God, that was amazing,” she murmured. “You can fuck me any time you want.”

I grinned. “Any time?”

“Anytime, anywhere... however you want. I’m yours, baby...my pussy is yours.”

That sounded good to me.

****

Vivian and I continued our animalistic fucking for several hours before we were both too exhausted to continue. I brought us some coconut water and snacks from the kitchen which we ate, then sat together cuddling under the sheets.

“Is dad coming home this week?”

She shook her head. “He’s out of town until Sunday for a business trip.” She smiled teasingly. “Which means you and I have all that time to ourselves...”

“Good.” I pulled her onto my lap, feeling her pussy grind gently against my quickly-stiffening cock. “Because I want you all to myself...to fuck you in every room of this house.”

She giggled as I nuzzled her cheek and neck, licking along the side of her smooth, delicious-tasting skin. Her giggles turned to breathy moans as I manipulated her breasts in my hands. I squeezed and suckled them, loving the luxurious softness and fullness of each heavy globe. I licked around the pointed nipples, ensuring they became hardened points under my eager tongue.

There was something else I wanted to taste, too. I positioned my stepmother on her hands and knees, guiding her to the pose I wanted. I kneeled behind her on the bed. “Touch yourself....put your finger in your pussy,” I instructed. “Feel how soaking wet you are for me.”

She moaned, eyes fixed on mine as I watched. Her slender fingers moved in and out of her soaking wet cunt, reaching lewdly between her spread legs. When she had gathered up an ample amount of cunt juice, I told her: “Now taste it. Suck your fingers for me.”

She did, moaning all the while, the sight so erotic I throbbed with need. “Let me taste, too.” She gathered more of that delicious pussy juice and I leaned in, letting her fingers slide between my lips. I sucked on them, tasting her sweet flavor, purring in delight.

“That’s good. Now spread for me, mom. Spread your pussy lips so I can taste.”

She reached behind and pulled her wet labia apart for me, revealing the pink, glistening folds. I shivered with desire, getting closer to the incredible treasure between those gorgeous legs of hers. Her tantalizing scent filled my senses like a drug; I needed it, and wanted it, more than anything in my life. My cock was so hard it throbbed and pounded with my heartbeat; my whole body shook with lust.

****

Vivian

The first lapping of my stepson’s broad tongue against my warm, wet cunt was complete heaven. I shivered in pleasure. He licked feverishly at the front of my pussy, laving his tongue over the wet lips, then dove right inside with it, sliding it deep into my welcoming hole.

“Mmmmm...yesssssss....just like that, baby. That tongue of yours is so talented. Oh god, master, I want your tongue deep inside me,” I moaned sluttily, feeling like a complete whore for him. I held my pussy open for his eager mouth, dripping so much juice, feeling his mouth working me perfectly. As his tongue slid in and out of me like a wet little cock, it triggered my orgasm — a huge, out of control one.

“OHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK,” I groaned loudly, cumming hard. I gripped his shoulder and held his mouth against my throbbing pussy, my hips twitching like crazy. My body convulsed and shook under his probing tongue.

Jolts of electricity shot to every nerve in my body. As I watched Robert lustfully sucking down my nectar, his tongue rolled in probing circles within me. The juices in my pussy gushed, giving him everything inside me. He sucked and licked at me continuously as I thrashed about, my butt stuck high in the air.

Before I had barely recovered, I saw the massive shaft of his cock coming at me, held ramrod stiff in his hand. He pressed it into my wet, dripping slit, entering me from behind. I had never gotten fucked doggy-style; it wasn’t a position I’d liked. But now, with Robert’s giant cock in me, I was not only liking it...I loved it. Craved it.

“YES,” I screamed, the words spewing from my mouth in a sex-crazed voice. “Fuck that pussy. Fuck me like the little bitch I am.”

“Whose bitch?” Robert asked, sliding his giant dick the first few inches into me, holding it halfway inside.

“Ohhhhhnnnnnnhhhhh....YOUR bitch, baby. All yours.”

He smiled in satisfaction and slid his cock home, filling me up in one swift movement, to the hilt. “Soooooo big,” I gasped, feeling his huge cock pulse inside me, my pink, wet labia clinging wantonly to his thrusting erection. My pussy could barely take him, could barely stretch to fit...yet somehow it did. As he thrust into me, just a few short times at the beginning, I felt another incredible climax welling up. “Ohhhh fuck....fuckkkkkk....I’m gonna cum!” I wailed, feeling the intense sensations overpowering me once more. His incredible huge cock, completely filling and stretching me, were beyond what I had ever thought possible. It was like a thousand tiny jolts of electricity had started deep in my cunt, and were now shooting out to every nerve ending in my body.

“Sooooo goooood,” I moaned, my climax going on as he fucked into me, holding my hips dominantly. I loved not just the feel of his cock, but also the way he treated me: rough and hard, like his slut. His slut mother, eager to be fucked, pumped full of sperm, impregnated. Yes, I realized in that moment. I want to be my son’s bimbo slut. I want to get fucked by him, stuffed full of his cock all the time. I want him to put a baby in me.

The thought of him pounding me into the mattress, sperming me up, filling me so full of seed I would be leaking it out of every orifice, panting and thoroughly-fucked at the end of our sessions, was heady and intense. I could not believe how high and deep inside me his massive cock could reach — in this position, with him behind me, shuttling his big dick in and out of my sopping cunt, it felt like he was touching the inside of my belly. I gazed back at him through slitted, lustful eyes, seeing his possessive, alpha smile that sent chills down my spine.

He spanked my ass and said, “You’re my good slut, aren’t you, mom?”

“Yes, baby...all for you...my body is for you,” I gasped, hearing the lewd sound of his dick pumping in and out of my dripping pussy. He fucked me deeper and harder, his muscled hips pistoning back and forth, feeding every hard throbbing inch into my seeping cunt. The bed shook with the weight of his thrusts; my slippery juices oozed out of me, some coating his swinging, heavy balls, some slipping down the wet lips of my cunt.

“Fuck, mom, I’m gonna cum,” he growled, holding my hair tight in his fist, making me gasp with pleasure. I loved feeling like this: used and dominated, forced and controlled.

But before I could answer him, I felt another incredible climax hitting me. This was the third one, all from being penetrated! “OHHHHH GOD, OHHHHH FUUUUCK!” I wailed as I came again — his cock kept on slamming deep into me as I spasmed through another huge orgasm.

“FUCK,” he groaned along with me, his balls slapping hotly against me, feeling big and heavy with all that thick, virile cum inside them. “Here it is, mom. Here it comes!”

“Yessss, baby, fuck me full of that hot cum....fuck a baby into me!”

His groin slammed into me, and he growled in lust at my words, obviously turned on beyond belief at the thought of knocking up his horny mother. Rope after rope of pearly, thick semen spewed up into me, coating and plastering my womb. “SO HARD,” I gasped, as we came in unison, my overheated pussy, gripping and milking his thick cock as tight as possible. His spitting cock kept on pulsing, shooting a huge load into me, bigger than I ever imagined. It felt like I was so, so full...his cum was dripping out of me, seeping out around his cock, dripping out of my cunt onto my inner thighs.

He pushed himself balls deep into me again, staying there, loving the feeling of being deep into the tight tunnel of his stepmom’s pussy. I felt every drop inside me, every pulse of his cock, the throb of it going in time with his masterful heartbeat.

“Oh god....that was unbelievable,” I gasped as he finally exited me, his cock leaving my pussy with a lewd sucking sound. I collapsed on the bed, looking back to my glistening spread legs, seeing my pussy oozing his spunk.

“Did you like that, mom?” he asked in that deep, possessive alpha voice, leaning in and kissing me tenderly, caressing my hair like a loving son and a dominant master at the same time.

“Yes, baby...I loved it. You can fuck me like that whenever you want. I want you to fuck me that way...as much as you can.”

He smiled and pulled me into his arms, holding me tight. I had never been happier or more fulfilled.

It was several hours later when the buzz of my cell phone startled us out of sleep. I took it from the bedside table and saw it was Robert’s stepsister, Madison. Her picture came up: the cute, perky blonde face with pretty pink lips.

“It’s Maddy,” I said, setting the phone back down. “I should call her back.”

His hands slid down my hips, caressing me in that way he had, sending shivers of desire through me. His lips nuzzled my neck and he purred, “I think you should ask her to come over.”

“You think so?” I gasped, feeling his hands caress my breasts. He squeezed them roughly, mauling them as he liked to.

“Mmmmmhm.”

In that moment, our minds met: I knew exactly what he had planned. And the idea was as sexy as anything: I wanted to see it, to witness the moment I just knew was imminent.

Robert was planning to fuck his stepsister, and pump her full of babies as well.
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Madison

Robert

Stroking my long, hard cock, I remembered all the times I had seen Madison coming out of a shower, or sunbathing in her bikini, and how hard I had gotten at the sight of her hot body. She was breathing raggedly, her tits heaving up and down with every breast. She was flushed and tingling with need as I took her legs and spread them, extending them up in the air, spreading her open nice and wide for my assault.

“Good girl,” I purred, as she instinctively reached down and spread those wet pussy lips for me. I leaned forward, the head of my thick, massive cock pressing against her folds. I pushed slowly, feeling her lips spread around me, encircling my flared, broad cockhead. Insistently and slowly I pushed in, my thick knob entering her.

“Ohhhhhhh,” gasped Madison, her stretched pussy taking my cock, though it was a tight, tight fit. I was amazed at the sight of it, her sex lewdly opening to receive my thick member.

“Yeah, that’s good,” I said, still pushing myself slowly into her. I loved that initial struggle and resistance before she fully surrendered to me, letting me all the way into her tight little body.

Alpha Mind: Part III

Robert

“Tell her to come over.” I purred into my stepmom’s ear as I massaged her thick, heavy breasts, my cock pressing into her ass.

“Maddy...sweetie...you should come on over,” mom said, the phone trembling in her hands. She could barely hold it, she was so turned on by what I was doing.

“Yes, hon,” she continued. “Robert’s with me. No, we’re just —” She cut off with a gasp as my hard cock pressed to her entrance. “Baking cookies.”

I smirked and slowly slid inside her.

“Ohhhh!” She covered her mouth with her hand, trying to stifle her loud, breathy moans as she listened to Maddy on the other end. “No, I...um...just dropped the flour. You know, made a mess and all.”

I thrust into her slowly, in deep, penetrating strokes, chuckling to myself. My hands held her full, matronly hips, loving the sensuous feel of them. I especially enjoyed torturing her this way, shoving my thick cock in and out of her tight, wet cunt while she tried to talk to my stepsister.

“Sure, yes...that’s fine...we’ll be waiting. Okay, see you in a few.”

She quickly hung up and reached behind herself, gasping. My hands were filled with her big heavy tits as I fucked into her, my strokes deepening in intensity and speed. “Oh god,” she moaned. “You’re going to make me cum!”

I had filled her with so many loads, my cum was leaking out of her everywhere. But one more wouldn’t hurt to add to that soaking wet, tight cunt. I thought of Madison coming over, and knew exactly what I planned. Soon I’ll be balls deep inside my hot little stepsister, I thought, a grin at my lips. Two hot women to add to my harem, pumped full of sperm, nice and pregnant.

“I’m going to fuck her, you know,” I growled low in mom’s ear.

“Yes!” she gasped, holding me tight, pressing her perfect cunt back against me, hips grinding against mine, trying to get me deeper. “I want to watch...I want to see you fill her with your thick, hot cum...”

“You’ll get to see all that, mom, and more.” I licked her ear. “Wouldn’t you like to see those pretty lips of hers wrapped tight around my cock?”

“Mmmmm, yes....”

She quivered and shuddered, a powerful orgasm coming over her at the thought of my muscled body standing tall, Maddy knelt at my crotch as she serviced me lustfully, gazing up at me with worshipful eyes. “Ohhhh god, yes, I want to see that.”

I groaned and buried my face in her hair, holding my cock deep inside. I plastered her insides with another thick load of cum, filling my stepmom up once more with my spunk.

Good way to start the day, I thought happily. Now to see to Madison.

I grinned to myself and did as I remembered the clerk telling me. If I wanted something, I just had to visualize it and it would happen...

A plate of cookies downstairs to greet Maddy, and a note telling her to come upstairs.

And not to wear too much...

****

Madison

The minute I entered the doorway to Vivian’s house, I knew something was different.

It smelled good in there, yes, like baking cookies, just as she had promised. In fact, I saw a huge plate of them waiting on the kitchen table. As I set my bag down, I felt drawn to them...I picked one up and bit into it, the flaky, soft, buttery crumbles falling from my lips.

Mmmm, this is good. I ate the cookie, its sweet chocolate flavor filling my mouth. “Where is everyone?” I asked out loud.

As if in answer to my question, my eyes fell upon a small piece of paper tucked next to the cookies. I picked it up and read:

Come upstairs. And lose the clothes.

—R

My heart started to pound. Lose the clothes? Did he really mean...

As if compelled by some strange desire, I found myself reaching for the neck of my cardigan sweater, removing the buttons one by one. The idea of my sexy stud stepbrother in bed, waiting for me, his big cock in hand, muscles bulging...it had my pussy juicing immediately. I felt the wet stain growing in my pants. Yes, I’d always had a thing for Robert, but never dared to guess he would feel that way about me.

As I started up the stairs, feeling like I was in a trance, I dropped pieces of clothing behind me. My sweater went first. My skirt next. My heels...clop, clop, they thudded as I shed them on the staircase. Left in just my bra, panties, and stockings, I made my way to the doorway of his room, as if just knowing he would be waiting for me.

“Mom!” I gasped, spotting her and Robert totally naked on the bed. She was on her back, legs spread as he skewered her with his big cock, the thick meat sliding in and out of her pussy wantonly. My own sex instantly clenched and spasmed, waves of pleasure flooding me at the sight of my stepbrother lewdly fucking our stepmother. His big cock shuttled in and out of her, making slapping wet noises as his balls hit her pussy mound.

He grinned at me and said, “Lose all the clothes, sis.”

Compelled, like a woman in heat, I reached for the straps of my bra. Vivian’s eyes went to me and she opened her mouth as if to speak — but all that came out was, “OHHHH GOD, FUCK ME ROBERT! FUCK ME WITH THAT HUGE FUCKING COCK!”

I watched in stunned silence, still stripping off my bra and panties, as my stepbrother’s cock thrust in and out of her. She came right there, spasming around him, fingers clutching the sheets. He groaned and thrust in deep within her, staring at me all the while as he filled my stepmother with cum.

“Now it’s your turn,” he growled, staring at me like I was a delicious piece of prey. “Come here, Maddy.”

Tossing my panties aside, I walked naked toward him, drawn to his dominant alpha gaze. He was so different now...so masculine, so powerful. I felt utterly submissive to him, ready to do anything he wanted. I knelt at his feet, gazing up at him with lust.

“Good girl...now let’s see what that pretty mouth of yours can do,” he said, his big cock swaying menacingly just inches from my mouth.

My heart raced with excitement as I parted my lips and felt them closing around the huge shaft. He tasted so good, so salty and manly, his precum filling my mouth. I caught a glimpse of Vivian splayed lewdly out on the bed, legs splayed, pussy leaking his cum. I envied her, wanting nothing more than to be in that position.

“Mmmm, yeah, that looks amazing,” Robert murmured. Holding firmly onto my head, he pulled me downward, taking control. Fuck, I thought, I love this. He knew, somehow, this was exactly what I needed: my big, dominant stepbrother taking control of me, forcing me to be his slut. My throat full of his cock? Yes, that’s what I needed.

My mouth stretched and stretched as his massive knob popped into my mouth, filling my face completely. He rolled his hips and I felt the throb of his big prick pulsing in my mouth. “Mmmm,” I purred in delight.

“Suck,” he ordered. “Use that tongue. I want to see your talents.”

Wanting only to please, I laved my tongue along the underside of his cock, my lips moving possessively to his hot shaft. Then I was sucking just the tip — and felt him pushing my head down again, forcing his dick deep in my mouth. He moved my head up and down, fucking it just like he wanted. This is how it should be. Slave to my brother’s cock. “Mmmm, mmmmm,” I mewed around him, loving every second of this. I started unconsciously playing with my pussy, feeling so horny and hot that I ached for relief. I sucked in my cheeks and gazed up at him submissively, wanting to please him.

“Fuck, yeah, that’s it, my sweet, slutty sister,” he said, taking my long blonde hair and rolling it into his big hands. He held it up above my head as he thrust into my mouth, his balls thick and heavy as they swung before me. “Use your fingers, stroke me at the base...that’s it, good girl.” I did as he commanded, feeling the delicious warm tip of his cock probing my throat, a shuddering orgasm coming over me.

“Oh yeah, that’s it...that’s perfect....” as my nails scraped over his balls, he groaned in lust. “Here it comes...it’s coming now...TAKE IT!” He pumped back and forth a few times, then pressed his enflamed cockhead into my sucking mouth, getting it nice and deep in my face so I could taste every delicious drop. The thick ropes of cum spat forth, hitting the soft wall of my throat.

“Mmmmmmmhhhh!” I moaned in delight, feeling his cock spewing into my mouth. I swiped my tongue over his sensitive shaft as he kept on shooting, big wads of thick, deliciously milky semen shooting into my waiting mouth.

“Suck it, yes...suck every last drop,” he said, unloading fully into me. I caught a glimpse of Vivian, now watching us with a pure look of lust on her face, playing with her pussy at the same time.

“Yeah,” she moaned, looking as much of a horny slut as I did. “Take that sperm in your mouth, honey...suck it all down...get your brother’s hot cum down in your belly!”

“Fuck, that’s good,” Robert moaned, as I swallowed, slurping down his warm, masculine spunk. It felt like liquid silk, sliding down my throat. I couldn’t believe there was so much; it just kept on coming out, leaking out of my lips.

Finally his hips stopped bucking as he held my head in place, letting the last of his cum sink into my mouth. As I nursed the remaining white spunk, sucking intently at his wet cockhead, he finally released me, my sucking mouth letting go of him with a pop noise.

He smiled. “Was that what my sweet girl wanted?”

“Yes, big brother,” I said, wiping my lips with a slutty smile. “That’s exactly what I wanted.”

The black band at his wrist glowed red, a pulsing power coming from it. I felt even sluttier, even needier, wanting to call him master...wanting to worship him. The look of pure animal dominance in his eyes made me crave it, made me want to open myself up to him and get his big cock stuffed inside me til I was full of sperm.

“Now,” he said deeply, “it’s time. Get on the bed. I need to get every last inch of my cock into you, sweet sister.”

He pulled me to my feet and kissed me long and hard, making my head spin. My heart pounded with excitement and fear as I obeyed him, watching as he pushed some pillows together for me. He reached for my pussy, gathering some of my copious juices and bring them to his nose, sniffing hungrily. As he took in the scent, his huge cock gave a throb, a thick wad of precum pulsing to the surface and oozing out over it. More precum oozed from it, dangling lewdly from his broad, heavy cocktip. He gazed at me with sheer desire and came closer.

“Open your legs,” he commanded, and I quickly obeyed, lifting my knees up to allow my thighs to roll slowly open to each side.

“Mmm, that’s it,” he said. “You’re so wet already.”

****

Robert

I moved between her legs, enjoying the sight of my stepsister’s sexy nude body immensely. I had fantasized about this day for years. Stroking my long, hard cock, I remembered all the times I had seen Madison coming out of a shower, or sunbathing in her bikini, and how hard I had gotten at the sight of her hot body. She was breathing raggedly, her tits heaving up and down with every breast. She was flushed and tingling with need as I took her legs and spread them, extending them up in the air, spreading her open nice and wide for my assault.

“Good girl,” I purred, as she instinctively reached down and spread those wet pussy lips for me. I leaned forward, the head of my thick, massive cock pressing against her folds. I pushed slowly, feeling her lips spread around me, encircling my flared, broad cockhead. Insistently and slowly I pushed in, my thick knob entering her.

“Ohhhhhhh,” gasped Madison, her stretched pussy taking my cock, though it was a tight, tight fit. I was amazed at the sight of it, her sex lewdly opening to receive my thick member.

“Yeah, that’s good,” I said, still pushing myself slowly into her. I loved that initial struggle and resistance before she fully surrendered to me, letting me all the way into her tight little body.

“Oh god,” she gasped, clutching the sheets. “It’s so hard and so big. I’ve never been filled like this before.”

Her pussy throbbed around me as I stopped inside her — and that was as far as I could get, at least before I pushed a bit more, getting the last couple inches of my hard thick cock into her. “Ohhhh FUCK,” she moaned, a powerful climax hitting her as I powered the last few inches of my cock inside, her pussy squeezing me tight. “Oh god.... oh my god....OH GOD!” she moaned as she came and came, thrashing about wildly on the pillows. I smiled as I watched her head rolling side to side, her body shuddering with waves of immense pleasure.

I started up a driving rhythm, forcing her to take my cock over and over, the delicious, exquisite pleasure setting her nerve endings on fire. She clutched my arms and stared into my eyes, open-mouthed, gasping and moaning with pleasure. Vivian watched nearby and fingered her pussy with a smile, clearly loving the sight. “Mmmm, yes, that’s it. Take your brother’s big cock in you. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes!” Maddy screamed, her legs clutching me, her arms going around my neck as I leaned forward, powering into her. “It feels amazing! Fuck me, master!”

At the word master, I felt the black band around my wrist throb and glow, and saw it pulse, as though somehow pleased with the power it had imbued me with.

“Oh god, it’s so hard,” she gasped, her pussy squeezing and clutching at me as the tingling inside her spread from her violated pussy. I started fucking her in earnest, my powerful hips levering back and forth as I drove every last inch into her, bottoming out in her perfect wet tunnel each time.

“Would you like him to cum inside you, sweetheart?” Vivian asked, getting more excited, her fingers playing harder with her clit, the wet pink lips of her pussy looking flushed and aroused. “To feel his hot spunk knocking you up, breeding you, putting a baby in you?”

“Ohhhhh god!” Maddy moaned, clutching me tight. “Yes! I want that so bad...please, big brother, fuck a baby into me.”

Those words were all I needed. I felt my balls drawing close to my body, my thick cock rubbing fiercely over the soft fleshy folds of her vagina. “OHHHHH Robby....” Maddy gasped, another massive orgasm seizing her.

“Fuck, yeah,” I grunted, starting to cum. “Here you go, sis. Gonna fill that tight, hot young pussy of yours...” Thick ropes of cum spewed forth from my cock, splattering deep inside my stepsister. I kept my cock buried deep as I kept on firing, painting her cervix with my potent swimmers.

“Ohhhh brother....big brother....your cock is spurting in me....so much cum, I’m so full....” Her orgasm just kept going, body flushed with heat.

I gazed into her eyes as my huge load spewed forth, thick ropes of rich semen flooding her. Deep inside her clutching cunt, my cock pulsed and throbbed, wads and wads of milky white cum spitting into her.

Finally I had spent myself, and smiled down at her, kissing her tenderly. She gasped and moaned into my mouth, slowly recovering from her numerous cunt-throbbing climaxes. I let my hands wander over her pretty breasts and tight tummy, imagining how it would look full and pregnant, knowing my sperm was in there right now, likely knocking her up.

I imagined Maddy in a nice little set of pink lingerie...and some white lingerie for mom, so they would match. I planned on fucking them both all day, and all night. They would become my full-time bimbo sluts, pussies always dripping and ready to receive my big cock.

I gave a last thrust in Madison’s pussy, making her gasp, and then withdrew, my cock still hard. My cum dripped down from her wet slit and Vivian and I watched together in raptured silence. It looked amazing, my cum leaking out of my sister’s tight wet pussy like that.

Vivian turned to me and smiled. “Just like you wanted...”

“Mhm.”

We kissed.

****
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Vivian

Robert

“I’m going to fuck you right here over this desk.” He kicked my legs apart, removing my heels and stockings so that my feet were bare. I was completely naked and vulnerable in my son’s office like this. It was so sexy, so thrilling. I felt his hands go to my ankles, where he tied a second set of ropes.

He pushed me down to the desk, my tits pressing into the cold wood. I heard the zip of his pants, felt the press of his hard cock against my pussy, and the next thing I knew, he was inside me.

I gasped and clutched the desk, moaning behind the gag in a muffled cry of pleasure. Oh god. He was so big. Impaled on him like this, stuffed with his throbbing cock, I felt helpless and submissive, ready to be used and fucked.

He held me by the throat and thrust into me, his huge, hard cock pulsing inside me. I was so wet from the knowledge that my son was fucking me this way, so rough and dominant, using me to get himself off. This was animalistic fucking, not languid love-making. I was his slutty fucktoy and I loved it. My inner walls clenched around him, his balls pressing against my ass as he rocked inside me, driving that pulsing shaft of his so deep I thought I would break.

Alpha Mind: Part IV

Robert

Later that day, the three of us eventually got out of bed. I’d awakened sandwiched between mom and Madison, with mom’s curvy, sensuous body in my arms and Maddy’s cute, small one tucked behind me.

Damn, what a life, I thought. I had never been so satisfied.

Needless to say, I felt the desire to see what else the MELD 3000 could do. I wanted more than just sex: I wanted to be a billionaire, to own my own business. To have control over a whole office full of slutty, hot girls ready to do my bidding.

Envisioning the world I planned, the device on my wrist soon brought into being the office building I’d hoped. It was the fifteen-story building I’d imagined, with metal and glass exterior, but the interiors designed with warm wooden paneling and deep burgundy carpets. I liked those warm colors, wanting to bring a sense of masculinity and home to it.

My office was the perfect abode. I had a desk with a computer and a window that overlooked the whole city. It was rich, stylish and swanky. As I’d always been into technology and gadgets, it only made sense that my company would be involved in electronics...so I started a business that manufactured sex-based wearables. Much like the one I had on.

With extra bonus abilities thrown in, of course. I smiled to myself as I sat overlooking my office one day.

“Knock knock.” My door opened and mom came in, wearing a tight-fitting blouse and skirt, paired with some ultra-sexy black heels. Her figure, I realized, was absolutely perfect. Curves in all the right places, that luscious blonde hair falling down her shoulders, her pink, full lips just ready to suck cock. I instantly hardened at the sight of her full, heavy tits underneath her bra as she came toward me with a smile, carrying a small brown bag labeled TAKEOUT.

“You brought dinner?” I said in a soft growl, though my eyes were on her tits, not the food.

“Mmmmhm. Is my baby hungry?”

“Famished.” I pulled her onto my lap and into a rough, dominant kiss, my cock pushing into her thigh. She moaned and looped her arms around my neck, leaning into me with a pleasured sigh. I slid my tongue into her mouth and felt her respond, swirling her tongue with mine, “mmming” happily into the kiss.

“Mmmmm...someone’s happy to see me,” she purred, stroking the back of my neck.

“Yes, as always.” I squeezed her full heavy tits underneath the bra, wanting to tear her shirt off right there and fuck those swinging knockers. But I also knew I had a pressing issue at hand, and Mom was the one who could help me with it.

“Before we get into this...” I shifted my chair so she could see my computer screen. “I have an acquisition I want to make, but I need your advice.”

Up on the screen was a picture of an attractive auburn-haired businesswoman with a serious expression. Her face was very pretty, yet her eyes were grim, as if she was dealing with the weight of something heavy. “This is Katherine Kandrige, the CEO of Geekmind. They’re the company that produced my MELD 3000.”

“Mmmm, she’s pretty.”

“Yes. And I want to buy her out. But there’s a catch.”

“What’s that?”

“She owns the tech that produced me...that gave me this ability. The ability to be completely masculine and dominant. She could take it away at any time.”

Mom gave me a concerned look, still stroking my neck tenderly. “And you’re worried she will if you buy her out?”

“She could.”

Mom considered, tilting her pretty head to the side. Then she stroked my chest comfortingly and said, “If you want something, Robert, you always go for it. That’s the special thing about you. Wearable or no, you have that inside you, that ability. Why should Katherine be any different?”

“Are you saying...”

“That you should claim her, too.”

I looked back at the screen. Yes, Katherine was super hot, yet something about her intimidated me. Those profound green eyes of hers held secrets. Secrets that frightened and intrigued me at the same time. But Vivian was right. If I wanted her, I would have to take her. Once I claimed her as mine, she could no longer turn against me.

“You’re brilliant, Mom.” I threaded my fingers through her hair and pulled her in for a deep kiss.

She giggled softly into my lips. As she broke away breathlessly, she started undoing my shirt and whispered into my ear. “Mommy’s so wet for you, baby. Do you want to feel?”

“Yes,” I groaned. “Badly.”

She unzipped her skirt and took my hand, placing it down the front of her panties. Fuck, I thought. “You’re dripping wet. Dripping.” It was no joke: her juices coated my hand, and all I could think about was fucking her good and hard right there on the desk.

****

Vivian

Feeling my stepson’s strong, powerful fingers manipulating my dripping pussy had me going like never before.

The thought of him fucking Katherine was hot...but even hotter was what he was doing right now. Taking me...about to fuck me, bend me over his desk and ram his cock deep in my dripping cunt. I ached to be his willing, submissive slut. I needed it so bad, more than anything.

He surprised me by removing a pair of soft, satiny black ropes from his desk drawer. His eyes burned into mine as he said, “I’ve always dreamed about tying you up, Mother. Do you know just how bad I want that?”

My pussy juiced at the idea of being naked and bound before my hot young son. “Mmmm...I want that too, baby.”

He pinned me to the desk, tearing my clothes off, my shirt coming open with buttons flying everywhere. I heard myself shrieking, half-giggling and half-gasping, as his big, strong hands tore at my bra, freeing my heavy breasts from their confines. He moved behind me, pressing me into the desk and whispering, “Mine, all mine. You are mine, mother...my slut, forever.”

“Yours, baby....yours...forever.”

I felt the ropes going around my wrists as he pinned them behind my back. A gag went into my mouth and a blindfold over my eyes. I had never felt so submissive, so utterly controlled.

His hand went around my throat and he tugged my panties down, revealing my naked ass and dripping cunt. “Now I'm going to spank you, mother. Do you know why?”

“Nnnnnhhhh,” I moaned around the gag.

“I’ll tell you why....because I want to.” He chuckled darkly and I knew that he was completely, totally right. He could spank me, he could play with my pussy, he could torment me or stuff me full of toys...he could tie me up. He could plunge his cock into my mouth, my ass or my pussy...or between my breasts. I would love anything he did to me, the more depraved the better.

His hand came roughly down on my ass, making me shriek. “Nnnnhhhhh!”

“One.”

Spank!

“Two.”

This continued for several minutes, his hand coming down on my ass cheeks over and over, rougher and harder each time. By the end of the session, tears were streaming down my eyes, my ass was raw and red, and my pussy was dripping juice down my thighs. He roughly manipulated my breasts and nipples, squeezing each one to a hard point, tugging on them. “You’re my good slut, mother...my good slut.” I felt his hand on my ass again...but this time it was a softer touch, a caress, as if to soothe the places he had hurt.

His fingers touched my dripping slit, rubbing up and down. “Mmmmmhhhhh,” I gasped, my hips pushing back against him, wanting his thick digits inside me. He chuckled, obliging, and I felt the thick fingers going into my waiting pussy, giving me a shivering orgasm right there.

His hand closed around my throat again and he kissed my hair and neck, burying his face into my skin. I felt his hard, throbbing cock press into my naked ass and wanted him so badly inside me. I couldn’t tell him...couldn’t say anything coherent with that gag, with the spittle running down around the sides of it. But he knew me so well, he sensed my desire.

“You want it, don’t you, mom. You want this big, throbbing meat in your slutty pussy.”

“Mmmmm!”

“I’m going to fuck you right here over this desk.” He kicked my legs apart, removing my heels and stockings so that my feet were bare. I was completely naked and vulnerable in my son’s office like this. It was so sexy, so thrilling. I felt his hands go to my ankles, where he tied a second set of ropes.

He pushed me down to the desk, my tits pressing into the cold wood. I heard the zip of his pants, felt the press of his hard cock against my pussy, and the next thing I knew, he was inside me.

I gasped and clutched the desk, moaning behind the gag in a muffled cry of pleasure. Oh god. He was so big. Impaled on him like this, stuffed with his throbbing cock, I felt helpless and submissive, ready to be used and fucked.

He held me by the throat and thrust into me, his huge, hard cock pulsing inside me. I was so wet from the knowledge that my son was fucking me this way, so rough and dominant, using me to get himself off. This was animalistic fucking, not languid love-making. I was his slutty fucktoy and I loved it. My inner walls clenched around him, his balls pressing against my ass as he rocked inside me, driving that pulsing shaft of his so deep I thought I would break.

“Mmmmmmm,” I moaned wantonly, drool tendriling down my lips, my fingers clutching the desk. It thudded rhythmically in time with Robert’s steady thrusts. He pounded me with smooth, driving insertions, penetrating me over and over, forcing me wide open. I cried out behind the gag as I came, spasming wildly on his cock, the earth-shattering climax thundering through my veins, electricity soaring through me. I felt his hand squeeze my shoulder as he gave several massive thrusts, grunting dominantly, then shoving his cock all the way inside me, bottoming out.

“Fuck, mom....I’m cumming,” he groaned, spurting inside me. I felt my pussy squeezing him, trying to extract every ounce of cum from his heavy, sperm-laden balls. This is how it should be, I thought. My son fucking his slutty mother. I want to be used by him all the time. Tied up and fucked.

“Mmhhhhh,” I gasped, feeling his semen filling me. His dick pulsed and throbbed inside me. I had never been so violated, so used, so humiliated. My soul was on fire.

This is how it should be.

His dick finally left me as he pulled out, removing the gag and blindfold. I blinked, adjusting to the light and to his face as he came down before me, kneeling. He held my face in his hands and kissed me long and slow, his touch now gentle and tender. He removed all the ties from my hands and ankles, and carried me into the adjoining small bedroom, where he sometimes slept when he worked through the night.

He laid me down on the bed and tenderly kissed all the places he had tied, the rough rope burns around my wrists and ankles, as he washed me clean with a cloth. I was touched by his sudden tenderness and emotional from the vigorous fucking he’d just given me. Normally I wouldn’t have reacted that way, but something about how he was doing this made me feel vulnerable and close to him. Tears filled my eyes and he put his arm around me. “What’s wrong, mom?”

“Nothing, baby...everything’s right. So right.” I put my arms around him and felt his warm, strong chest against my breasts as he pressed himself to me.

He held me tight and whispered, “I love you, Mother...I love you, I love you.”

I smiled, wiping my tears, meeting his lips in a sweet but passionate kiss. He held my face, cupping my jaw and pushing my hair back.

“I love you too, son. My master...my master.”

I repeated the word hypnotically. I knew I was not only bound to him through my body, but in a deeper way...both mind and soul. He gazed into my eyes and I knew he felt it too. The gadget on his wrist pulsed, that glow filling his eyes. His hands went to my breasts and I felt myself responding to him again, already prepared for a second bout of lovemaking. My pussy juiced in preparation.

This time he was gentler yet that alpha male dominance still emerged. He laid me down on my back and spread my legs, entering me slowly but fully, filling me as he had so many times before. He held me in a possessive way, cradling my body to his, gazing into my eyes and whispering, “I love you, mother,” even as he pounded steadily into me, picking up his rhythm.

I gazed into his eyes, stroking his arms. All I wanted was to be his, to be what he wanted and needed me to be. To submit to him...

Completely and utterly.

A powerful climax took me as his thrusting shaft filled me, my pussy tightening around him. I gasped, moaning, “I love you, Robert.”

I did.

****

Robert

As Vivian lay there before me, lewdly spread out on my back office bed, I knew in my heart she would always be the first...the first in my heart.

The one whom I loved more than anyone else, because her love was different. The love of a mother to a son. Her submission, so pure in its completeness. She gave that to me, and it was perfect.

I held her tightly in my arms, thrusting deep into her time and again. She came over and over, clutching me and calling my name. The room filled with her pleasured moans and gasps, the wet squelch of her pussy as my cock impaled her, and the thrusting sound of the bed as I drove deep inside.

Finally I held myself inside her fully, bottoming out, and groaned. “I’m cumming, mother.” I shot deep into her, splattering her womb with my cum. We kissed long and slow, tongues tangling. Still coupled, I collapsed on top of her, breathing hard and heavy. She caressed me tenderly, hands stroking along my naked back, and I knew she would always be there to take what I needed to give. To receive me, to be used by me.

My thoughts turned briefly to Katherine. I knew she would be next. I had to take her, to claim her as mine. The final conquest. Then my submissive harem would be complete.

But what challenges would lie ahead? Katherine was formidable, a powerful opponent in her own right. I couldn’t just waltz in and take her...

But then my eyes turned to the black band around my wrist. Maybe I can, I thought. Maybe that’s how it has to be.

I kissed mom a few more times and then drifted into a slow, peaceful slumber, dreaming of my next conquest.
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Robert

“God,” she gasped. She caressed my head, clutching my shoulders as I sucked on her tits. “That feels so good.”

I clutched her ass in one hand and mauled her breasts with the other, holding her tight. My hands went to her skirt and tugged, jerking the fabric down over her sexy hips, revealing the black, lacy line of her panties. I got her skirt down to her calves, lifting her legs one and a time to remove her heels, and then removed the irksome garment, leaving her in her pulled-down bra and lacy panties.

I leaned in, putting my nose to the crotch of those panties. I smelled her sweet, delicious, womanly fragrance and my cock gave a pulse. I was going wild. Mom was right; Katherine was insanely hot, and this was going to be one hell of a fuck.

I lifted the crotch to the one side and exposed her smooth, shaven pussy. Her cunt lips were glistening and wet, dripping with wetness. I licked along her weeping slit and she gasped, moaning, clutching my hair. She lifted her leg over my shoulder and I supported it with my hand, slurping hungrily at her sex. As my tongue delved into her wet pussy, she moaned, “Yes, Robert. Oh fuck. Your tongue is so hot in me, fucking me like that. Lick my clit, master...your slut needs it...oh fuck, I’m going to cum...!”


Alpha Mind: Part V

Katherine

Coming into work that morning, I had the distinct impression my life was about to change. I’m not sure how I knew; I just had a feeling. When I walked into the meeting room, prepared as ever, nothing was different...

Except him.

He had never been there before.

Robert Darringer, whom had quickly gained a reputation as an up and coming billionaire. CEO of Mechelectronics, a design firm specializing in adult wearables, he was said to be arrogant, cocky, and a flirt who didn’t know what “boundaries” even meant.

I was determined not to succumb to his supposed charms. Yet, the moment I laid eyes on him, I felt my resolve waver. He was hot, no doubt about it. With his chiseled, masculine jaw and clean cut hair, he looked like a male model. But more than that, he had a smile that drew me in like a moth to a flame. As he locked eyes with me, a felt a quiver deep in my belly, and my pussy tingled. I was suddenly wet, to my complete shock.

Am I really getting turned on just at the sight of this...arrogant playboy?

I shook my head, flustered. Trying to forget his presence — which was difficult, given his dominance — I focused on my presentation.

****

“You did well, Ms. Kandridge.”

Robert’s deep voice startled me from behind. I turned to him, giving him a thin-lipped smile. “Thank you.”

“In fact, I’m so impressed, I’d like to hear more of your ideas. Care to join me in my office for an early dinner?”

I was about to give him a curt no, but as I opened my mouth, I noticed a sudden red flash before my eyes. Suddenly whatever I was going to say flew from my mind. All I could think of was Robert...his presence, his masculinity, his confident smile. How he was standing here before me, looking so ... so hot.

How suddenly, all I wanted to do was please him.

“Mmmm...yes, sir, if you’d like. That would be nice.” I giggled softly. Giggled? I thought. I never giggle.

But here I was, acting like a schoolgirl around him. I had no idea why...

It didn’t matter.

I gazed up into his eyes submissively. “I’ll do anything you want.”

****

Robert

Hearing those words from Katherine’s lips was all I needed. I smiled and put my arm around her slim waist, guiding her down the hallway to my office. Once I had her inside, I closed the door and set down my laptop and papers.

“Come here,” I beckoned.

Like a moth to a flame, she came to me, her eyes locked to mine. I held my arms open and she melted easily into my embrace, giving a soft purr of pleasure. She rested her head against my chest and I stroked her auburn hair gently, enjoying the feeling of her soft, slim body. Soon I would be plowing that tight body with my cock, invading every hole, giving her the fucking of her life.

I turned her chin up to me and kissed her. She gave a soft “mmmm” of pleasure and threaded her arms around my shoulders. The hardness and steely exterior she projected in the meeting vanished. Now she was soft and submissive, the way I wanted. The glowing wearable around my left wrist ensured that.

She moaned into my mouth as I squeezed her tits through her blouse. Anger, dominance and desire rose in me, my cock straining through my pants. I was not in the mood for romance and foreplay any more. I was going to fuck Katherine, hard, and show her I was her master.

I tore her blouse open, sending buttons scattering through her gasp of surprise. Her bra came next, tugged roughly down to reveal her full breasts, the nipples hard and erect. I sucked one into my mouth, and then the other.

“God,” she gasped. She caressed my head, clutching my shoulders as I sucked on her tits. “That feels so good.”

I clutched her ass in one hand and mauled her breasts with the other, holding her tight. My hands went to her skirt and tugged, jerking the fabric down over her sexy hips, revealing the black, lacy line of her panties. I got her skirt down to her calves, lifting her legs one and a time to remove her heels, and then removed the irksome garment, leaving her in her pulled-down bra and lacy panties.

I leaned in, putting my nose to the crotch of those panties. I smelled her sweet, delicious, womanly fragrance and my cock gave a pulse. I was going wild. Mom was right; Katherine was insanely hot, and this was going to be one hell of a fuck.

I lifted the crotch to the one side and exposed her smooth, shaven pussy. Her cunt lips were glistening and wet, dripping with wetness. I licked along her weeping slit and she gasped, moaning, clutching my hair. She lifted her leg over my shoulder and I supported it with my hand, slurping hungrily at her sex. As my tongue delved into her wet pussy, she moaned, “Yes, Robert. Oh fuck. Your tongue is so hot in me, fucking me like that. Lick my clit, master...your slut needs it...oh fuck, I’m going to cum...!”


As I sucked hard on her clit, violent shudders overtook her. My face shoved into her cunt, she came right there in my office, panties pulled to the side, tits heaving with her erratic, fast breath. Her fingers clutched in my hair tightly as her orgasm wracked her, body trembling with the force of it.

Before she had even finished, I stood and roughly pushed her over my desk, tugging the panties further to one side. I unzipped my slacks and took my hard, throbbing cock out, pressing it against her wet pussy lips. I was dripping precum, so horny for her, so needing to be inside her. In one swift move, I impaled her sloppy cunt on my shaft, making her gasp sharply in surprise.

“Ohhhh my god,” she cried, clutching the edges of my desk.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groaned. She clenched my cock beautifully, her pussy squeezing around me. I worked my hips slowly, moving in and out, letting her get used to me.

“Mmmmm...master...your big cock feels amazing,” she gasped. “Fuck me, Robert. I need you to. I need it!”

I threaded my fingers in her hair, stroking gently at first, then gripping tight and dominant. I felt her body shudder and tremble and knew she was coming again. I thrust in deep, then withdrew, then thrust in once more, using long and slow strokes. Katherine ground her hips back against me, surprising me; it was as though she was just begging, just craving to get fucked.

Perhaps an unintended but welcomed side effect of the MELD 3000.

Indeed, as she turned back to look at me, our eyes meeting...

It felt as though our minds were melding. We were two ends of one thread. As my cock pulsed deep inside her and her cunt tightened around me, I knew she wanted what I did: her submission, complete and total. My cum deep inside, splashing her womb. Claiming her.

Making her mine.

“I’m going deep, Katherine...nice and deep.” I watched her knuckles turn white as she grasped the ends of the desk, inch after inch of thick cock filling her steaming wet hole. “Yeah...that’s it, baby. Take it. Just like that.”

“Ohhhhh goddddd....ohhhhhhhh my god!” she moaned, climaxing a second time, shaking and bucking her hips as I held her spread open, watching her thrash against the desk. As she bucked against me, I drove into her, thrusting deep and hard, making her orgasm last and last.

The muscles in her pussy gripped and pulled me firmly, feeling hot and buttery. I held her throat and pounded her, driving her against the desk, making the room vibrate with the thud of the wooden legs against the floorboards, our combined groans of lust rising.

I turned her and put her up on top of the desk, sitting so she faced me. As I lined myself up to enter her once more, her legs went around me, so perfect and beautiful, the shapely calves squeezing me tight. I entered her again, feeling her clutch me tight. She gasped into my mouth as I kissed her, then grabbed me firmly around my shoulders, her firm tits squeezed in my hands.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, master. Fuck me. Pound my tight pussy. Fill me with your cum!”

She flexed her hips, grinding back against me. Goddamn, she was tight, and she was good. Our eyes locked, bodies moving as one, I felt the band around my wrist hum with power as I laid claim to my final conquest.

“Here it comes, Katherine...it’s coming deep, inside you...”

“Yes,” she moaned into my ear, clutching tight. “Yes! Yes!”

I buried myself to the hilt deep inside, flooding her wanton pussy with a thick, heavy load of cum. Katherine squealed in pleasure as she convulsed and gyrated, climaxing once more. I just kept on shooting, her steaming wet pussy soon filled with milky, thick cum as we savored our mutual orgasm, kissing passionately.

I was hardly done with her. I took her into my back office and pinned her on the bed, taking her on her hands and knees, spread on her back, on her side with me behind, spooning together. I had her suck my cock clean of our juices when we were done — then I entered her tight, tight little ass and filled her with another load of cum. I fucked her delicious, firm tits, and finished with another creampie inside her pussy, drilling her sexy little body to the bed with her on her front, breasts shoved into the pillows, her face buried in them as she came and came, screaming her pleasure.

Our mutual gasps and groans filled the room as my cum shot into her once more. My cock gave a final throb and I collapsed on top of her. We were naked together in the white sheets, a sweaty bundle of heaving chests and slick bodies. I pulled her into my arms, cradling her tight.

“You’re mine, Katherine. All mine.”

“Yes, master,” she purred happily into my chest, nuzzling me. “I am yours...your slut, yours. You can have me whenever you want.”

I smiled, intending to do just that.

****

I took Katherine home that night, wrapping her in one of my comfortable, soft robes. She looked so perfect, almost angelic, a blissful smile on her face as she rode in the passenger’s seat next to me. My hand remained on her smooth thigh underneath the robe, feeling gently up and down her perfect skin.

When I get her home, I’m collaring her, I decided. I needed more than just a claim of my cum inside her pussy. I wanted a visible marker, something to show the world she was mine.

No more assholes hitting on her in meetings. That collar will tell the world...Katherine belongs to her master.

I carried her up the stairs into my bedroom. Setting her down on the bed, I went to my dresser, earthing for the collar.

“What are you doing, sir?” she giggled.

“Finding something special for you.”

“Mmmm, I like surprises.”

I removed the collar, going to her side. “Raise your head for me...good girl. Let me see that pretty neck of yours.”

As she lifted her head, showing me her slim, graceful neck, I slowly fastened the collar around it. I lifted her hair out from beneath it, watching the sensuous auburn locks drift down over her shoulders. Slowly, I lowered the robe down each shoulder, baring them. I kissed each one, caressing them, and whispered in her ear, “Now the world knows you are mine.”

She leaned into my embrace, biting her lip and closing her eyes. “That’s all I want, master. I want to be yours. Forever.”

She tilted her head up to look at me and I kissed her, my mouth closing over hers. She turned to me, reaching her arms out, and I helped her shift so she was facing me on the bed. Her arms wrapped around my neck as I pulled her into my arms, kissing passionately, tongues entwining. Of all the girls I had claimed, Katherine had something special about her: something I knew I could fall for. Something that made me feel I was slipping...that I wasn’t as in control as I seemed.

It was everything about her: her sweet scent, like fresh morning rain and flowers; her soft skin as the robe fell open, those pillowing breasts filling my hands. Her graceful neck which I kissed hungrily, making my way down to those luscious tits and sucking each nipple into my mouth. It was the feel of her soft, velvety pussy as my hand went between her thighs, rubbing up and down the wet lips.

“Master,” she whispered sexily, and I knew it was her voice, as well. That sensuous, soft, teasing sound that lit a million fires inside me. My cock throbbed with need — and for the first time, I took the MELD 3000 off, just wanting to feel Katherine’s skin against mine completely.

To my surprise there was no change. Whatever transformation it had brought — in me and in her — was permanent. She continued to gaze at me with lust, love, and rapture; I didn’t change back into an awkward or fearful type of guy. I stayed dominant and alpha. Perhaps the device had done its job, and now I could continue my life as master of my harem. As a billionaire.

My hand went down the flat of her stomach, lingering above her pussy, then moved behind to stroke her back and ass. I shed the robe from her shoulders and bared her naked body to me, stripping my own clothes off as well. She reflexively opened her legs for me: and I penetrated her, sliding my cock into her wet, waiting pussy.

She gasped in surprise, having expected something else, yet getting filled with me instead. “Ohhh, master,” she moaned, holding tightly to my shoulders. She erased her leg to my hip and more of my thick cock got into her. I knew she wanted it all.

“Now I’m going to have you, Katherine. Again and again. As many times as I need you.”

“Yes, my love...my master...do whatever you want. I’m yours, completely.” As she said it, her voice was soft with submission: her complete submission. As my cock plunged deep into her, she cried out, “Yes!” over and over, and “Oh master...oh master! Oh...sir...your cock in me, it’s so deep!”

My hands stroked along her sides and I touched her face and breasts, holding them lovingly, then squeezing hard and rough. The sex turned more aggressive as my need to pump her full of cum filled me. I growled and bit her shoulder, marking her, hearing her gasp of surprise and the clench of her pussy around me as she came.

I fucked her for well over an hour, taking her time after time, in numerous positions. I could not get enough. I would likely have just kept fucking her all night, but she whispered into my ear, “Master...please cum inside me...I want to feel you shooting into me.”

I growled and said, “Yes....that’s right. I’m going to fill you, Katherine. Fill your tight cunt with my sperm.”

She cried out in pleasure as my cock spurted inside her, gushing into her womb with my cum. I had never cum so hard, or for so long. Thick semen began flowing out of her pussy, around my throbbing cock still pulsing inside her. When I had spent myself, I gazed into her eyes, breathless, and then she kissed me. She kissed me long and hard, with the same possessiveness I gave her.

Perhaps that was the difference with Katherine. I owned her...yet part of her owned me, as well. The clench of her pussy around me told me that. I could not give her up, because she was a drug to me. I craved her.

Beside me on the blanket, the MELD 3000 gave its last pulse of power. Katherine and I curled into each other’s arms, holding tight.

****
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Elena

“I’ve wanted you a long time, Elena,” I growled, my lips at her ear.

My cock pressed into her and she reached down, holding it, grasping gently with her soft fingers, rubbing up and down. It felt amazing. “Charles...oh god, you’re so big and hard.”

We were right out in the middle of the lecture hall and could be seen at any moment, I realized. Sweeping her into my arms, I carried her into the back area, finding an abandoned room. What do you know, I thought, seeing that there was an abandoned cot in one corner. Guess some students must have had a sleepover in here one night.

I set her down on the cot and immediately tore at her clothes. I was like a wild man, hungry for the sexy titflesh of my professor. I tore her blouse right open, sending buttons flying, exposing the white cotton of her lacy, sexy bra.

She gasped as I pulled up the cups, exposing her hard nipples. I sucked one into my mouth and slurped hungrily on it. I was still amazed this was happening — but compelled but whatever strange alpha power was inside me. And obviously, Elena wanted it too.


The chip, I thought suddenly. Could it have been... my dream...?

“Oh god,” she breathed, caressing my head. “Suck those tits...yes, Charles...so good. Sooooo good... Oh I’m so wet for you, sir.”

Ruling His Campus: Part I

Charles

To say my History of Technology professor was beautiful was an understatement. She was completely, hypnotically ravishing.

With long, dark hair that fell down her shoulders in waves, Dr. Santiago had a stunning smile and full, pouty pink lips. Her face was smallish and heart-shaped, her eyes bright and compassionate. Her students thought of her as mother as much as their teacher; she would always be able to lend a helping hand or even a shoulder to cry on, if we needed her.

I was a sophomore at Southwest University, a small private college in the desert hills of Arizona. Studying computer science, I was neither buff nor brawny. That put me at a disadvantage when it came to girls; I couldn’t get a date to save my life.

What I was good at was building things. Programs, electronic devices, you name it. I could make stuff. It was mostly just for fun, but at least it gave me a hobby.

Dr. Santiago noticed at one point and spoke with me after class about it. “You seem really interested in making things, Charles. Have you ever thought about a career in robotics?”

“Yeah, I’ve thought about it.” Somehow, the idea didn’t really catch me.

“Well, if you’re interested, I have some people you can talk to. Just let me know if you want their contact info.”

“Thanks, Professor.”

She smiled and returned to the lectern. My eyes fell on the sway of her hot, tight little ass under her black miniskirt. What I wouldn’t have given to be able to run my hands over that ass...to reach under her skirt and feel her soft silk panties. Her legs were clad in a pair of dark hose, which I ached to strip down her body and reveal those creamy white thighs.

And more to the point, what was between them. Her pussy.

Was she shaved, I wondered? Would she have for me if I wanted it?

Only if you were a buff, dominant alpha like those guys you see on the football team. I sighed, knowing that would never be my destiny.

No matter how badly I wanted it.

****

I was in my dorm room late one night when I heard a strange sound behind me.

I looked back, seeing nothing there. I was working on a tinkering project — a little chip I’d developed that I planned to put into one of my wearables.

“Weird,” I muttered. I turned back to my chip.

I finished soldering on the silicon pieces, then surveyed my handiwork. It looked pretty good, even for a novice.

I wanted to show Dr. Santiago. I glanced at the clock: 11 pm. Oh well, I’ll show her in the morning.

I fell asleep with the chip in my left hand, my fingers curled gently around it.

All while I slept, I had strange dreams. Dreams of a pink, glowing light that encircled my hand and the chip inside. Dreams of the chip being implanted in my head, granting me the power I’d always wanted. Of me, changing into a dominant, sexy alpha male, the kind of guy who could get any girl he wanted.

I dreamed of Dr. Santiago...seeing her stripping for me, revealing that incredible, tight, sexy little body...showing me between her thighs. Spreading them for me. Licking her finger and inserting it into her dripping pussy, beckoning to me with the other.

“I’m ready for you, Charles,” she whispered in my dream. “I need your big cock in my pussy...please...”

I woke, startled, to the sound of the alarm clock nearby. 6 am. I rubbed my eyes, still feeling like I was in the dream.

I glanced down at my crotch and realized I was achingly hard, my cock tenting the blankets. Yeah, gonna have to take care of that before class, I realized. I started to get up — and realized I no longer had the chip in my hand anymore.

I searched around for it in the covers, but there was no sign of it.

Huh, that’s weird. I hope I didn’t break it or something.

I sighed and abandoned my search, heading into the bathroom for a shower.

****

When I got to class that morning, I noticed immediately something was different. A lot of the girls — ones who’d never given me a second glance — were now acting all giggly and giddy around me. One asked if I wanted to share the seat beside her. Rachel, a girl I usually sat a few seats down from, gave me a shy smile and tucked her hair behind her ear. She bit her lip and glanced at me.

What the hell is going on? I wondered. I shrugged it off and focused on the lecture.

As usual, Dr. Santiago looked hot as hell, striding across the stage in her tight-fitting professional attire. With her miniskirt, heels, and low-cut blouse, she looked immensely fuckable. At one point, right after I answered a question right, she looked straight at me. Then she flicked her hair back and pouted her lips slightly, an undeniably flirtatious gesture. “Good job, Charles. You’re really getting it.”

I decided I was imagining things and packed up my stuff to go at the end of the lecture.

After everyone had filed out, I was still shoving my laptop in my bag. I slung it over my shoulder and prepared to leave.

“Charles!” Dr. Santiago came up behind me, striding quickly to catch up. “If you have a minute, I’d like to talk to you.”

I paused and turned back. “Sure, professor. What’s up?”

“I...” She hesitated, looking up at me with an unfamiliar expression. It was like...for the first time, she was unsure of herself around me. “I just wanted to say you did a great job in class today.”

I felt a sudden surge of desire. Yeah, I’d always wanted her, but now it seemed stronger, like I could barely control myself. My eyes swept down over her full breasts, hardly contained underneath the blouse, and lower to her creamy thighs. My cock was hard — throbbing — and I couldn’t ignore it.

“Thanks, professor.” My voice sounded deeper, somehow...almost a growl.

“You, um...have you been working out? You look different today.” To my shock, she reached out and clutched my bicep, feeling the muscle underneath.

Muscle? I thought. Wait, when'd that happen?

As she felt up my arm, her other hand went to my chest, which I suddenly realized was incredibly firm and hard. I watched her fingers stroke slowly up to my jaw, sliding gently over the hard masculine lines.

“You really have been working out, sir,” she purred sexily.

Sir? Now I knew something weird was going on.

But at the same time, that urge was stirring inside me...that need to claim, to dominate. I no longer felt shy and afraid around her like I had before. I tossed my bag aside and took her in my arms, my hands moving down her body, feeling every curve and soft area. They came to rest on her delectable ass, squeezing gently through her skirt. She gave a soft gasp and pressed her fingers harder to my chest, clutching my shirt.

“I’ve wanted you a long time, Elena,” I growled, my lips at her ear.

My cock pressed into her and she reached down, holding it, grasping gently with her soft fingers, rubbing up and down. It felt amazing. “Charles...oh god, you’re so big and hard.”

We were right out in the middle of the lecture hall and could be seen at any moment, I realized. Sweeping her into my arms, I carried her into the back area, finding an abandoned room. What do you know, I thought, seeing that there was an abandoned cot in one corner. Guess some students must have had a sleepover in here one night.

I set her down on the cot and immediately tore at her clothes. I was like a wild man, hungry for the sexy titflesh of my professor. I tore her blouse right open, sending buttons flying, exposing the white cotton of her lacy, sexy bra.

She gasped as I pulled up the cups, exposing her hard nipples. I sucked one into my mouth and slurped hungrily on it. I was still amazed this was happening — but compelled but whatever strange alpha power was inside me. And obviously, Elena wanted it too.


The chip, I thought suddenly. Could it have been... my dream...?

“Oh god,” she breathed, caressing my head. “Suck those tits...yes, Charles...so good. Sooooo good... Oh I’m so wet for you, sir.”

Brought back into the moment, all I could think of was Elena’s gorgeous body finally in my hands. Her willingness to let me fuck her... no, it was more than that. She was downright eager, wanting to get used and fucked like a horny little slut. But where had this transformation come from? If it was the chip...was it somehow connecting to her mind and changing her?

The next thing I knew, she was reaching for my belt and opening it, the metal clanging. Sinking to her knees, she gazed up at me alluringly and unzipped my pants. Taking my hard, throbbing meat out, she stroked up and down, her tongue sliding out and circling her lips, wetting them lewdly. Like the idea of taking her prize student’s giant cock in her mouth was the best thing ever.

“You like that big dick in your hands, don’t you?” I said, surprising myself...yet I liked this new side of me.

“Mmmmhm,” she said, stroking up and down over my length, her fingers tiny in comparison. “Your cock is so big, sir...so so big. I can’t wait to feel it in my mouth...in my pussy...anywhere you want it to go.” She gazed up at me with sheer lust and her next words sent a pulse through my cock from base to tip: “I want you to violate me, sir.”

I groaned and watched as she leaned forward, her deliciously soft lips pressing against my swollen cockhead. Her lips spread out, sliding down over my broad mushroom head, then slipping over the ridge. She trapped the head of my surging cock in her wet, hot mouth, tongue warmly rolling over my engorged knob. Her cheeks sucked on me, collapsing in ward as the tip of her tongue probed my dick at the tip, trying to go right down inside the hole of it. She wanted my precum, and she was sucking at me like a whore to get it.

“Mmmm,” I said, enjoying the show immensely. Who would have thought my sexy professor would be down on her knees, sucking my dick like there’s no tomorrow?

I put my hands on her head and pulled, sliding my cock deeper into her mouth. “That’s it, slut. Suck it out of me. I’m gonna cum soon, and I want you to swallow every warm, creamy drop. Undersatnd?”

“Mmmmmhmmm!” mewed my professor excitedly, worshiping my rock hard dick with her hot, full mouth. She sucked sluttily now, bobbing her head up and down, surrendering to the cock-sucking desire within her.

“Good girl. Good...good girl.” I felt my balls throb as she sucked possessively at me. “Now take your head off and jack me right into your mouth. I want to watch my seed splatter your tongue.”

Obediently, she removed her mouth from me and circled my cock with her fingers, stroking lustfully and hard on my dick, hand moving fast up and down as she tried to get me to cum. “Good girl, now open your mouth...here it comes...OH GOD,” I groaned, spurting hot jets of seed all over my professor’s face and tits. She opened her mouth wide, tongue hanging out eagerly as more white shots hit her right on her tongue, and she slurped each one into her mouth. Swallowing, she gave soft contented moans, and then closed her lips over my still-spurting cock, sucking down as much of my spewing sperm as she could. I knew those potent swimmers were now finding a nice warm home in the pit of her stomach, filling her belly with that delicious feeling she clearly craved.

****

Elena

There was nothing as remarkable as the feeling of Charles’ hot cum going down my throat. I sucked on his huge, spurting dick as hard as I could, aching to get every drop inside me.

It wasn’t something I ever would have contemplated before, but now...now he was different. Big and massive and dominant, a far cry from the slight, nerdy boy he’d been before. Now he was all man: all alpha, dominant man, with sexy muscles and a deep, commanding voice. Of course his cock was amazing: thick and long, it had to be at least 10 inches, and his balls were huge and heavy. Now if he’ll just stuff that massive horse cock into my pussy, I’ll be happy...

As if sensing my thoughts, Charles picked me up in his arms and kissed me hard, then sat on the cot, bending me over his knee. He tugged my skirt and panties down and proceeded to spank me. I gasped with each time his hand came down on my ass, the room filling with my yelps and moans. By the time he was done, my pussy was oozing wetness all down my thighs, so much I knew I had to have left a stain.

I expected his hand to come down again, but instead his fingers plunged inside me, and I moaned. “Oh god...oh god.” He frigged my pussy hard like that, and I gasped, feeling myself get right there at the edge...

And then he shifted me again, spreading me on my hands and knees on the cock, positioning his steely-hard dick from behind. He had never gone soft! I was amazed. The next thing I knew he was pressing the huge tip into me, fulfilling my deepest wish.

“Oh YES, Charles...stick that big dick in me...fuck me with that massive cock of yours...OH GOD!” He buried himself slowly inside my horny twat, and I felt my pussy give a throb around him, clenching him tight. He was so, so big. I couldn’t believe my body was taking him, yet I was, feeling every massive, throbbing inch as he penetrated nice and deep.

I gripped the sides of the cot tightly, holding on for dear life. He started to fuck me, pounding into me hard, making my eyes roll back in my head. A throbbing orgasm overcame me and I felt my body flooded with pleasure.

“So hard...ohhhhh, so hard,” I gasped, inch after inch of his rigid cock filling my steaming, dripping cunt.

“Yeah, that’s it...take it,” he said, his voice rough and dominant as he fed his big cock into me. He drove me deep and hard into the cot mattress, pinning me down, holding me in place like a slut getting ready to receive his potent, virile sperm in my cunt.

He turned me onto my back and entered me again, my arms wrapping around his neck. I pulled his mouth to mine and kissed him long and hard, never wanting to let him go. I came hard again, feeling him pound me over and over into the mattress, wanting nothing more than to be Charles’ slut forever.

“Mmmm!” I moaned against his lips, feeling his hands maul my tits as they bounced with each thrust.

“Gonna cum...Going to fill you, Elena...”

“YES! Cum in my pussy, Charles...breed me! Pump me full of your hot, thick cum!”

He groaned, thrusting deep inside me and holding himself against my womb. I felt every splatter of his hot thick semen, filling me, seeping out around his pulsing cock inside me. I was bred, a bred, wanton slut, legs spread for my alpha stud.

Prize student, indeed. He’s no longer just my student...he’s my master.

I gazed up at him reverently and knew that I was his. However he wanted me, he could have me. “I’m yours, Charles. Now and forever. You can fuck me any time you want, wherever you want.”

His eyes burned darkly into mine. “I intend to.”
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Clarissa

Charles

I was barely halfway down the hallway before he took me in his arms and pinned me against the wall from behind, pressing my breasts into it. I gasped in surprise and pleasure as I felt his hard body against mine, the thick bulge in his pants rubbing against my butt. “But you know what sounds better?” he asked, reaching around, fondling my breasts with his large, powerful hands.

“What?” I gasped.

“You. Impaled on my cock, taking a nice thick load in your tight, wet pussy.”

I groaned in pleasure. I felt hypnotized, entranced...totally in this handsome stranger’s control. “Yes...master,” I said. “That sounds amazing.” I reached behind, my hand finding his thick cock through his jeans and rubbing slowly up and down.

God, he’s huge. I tried to imagine myself impaled on that, and my pussy grew wetter in anticipation. I was positive my panties would be soaked by now.

His hand, so sinfully soft and yet controlling at the same time, moved down the front of my body and into my pink pants. Lower...into my panties...and finally it found the wetness there. I parted my thighs for him; at the back of my mind I was shocked to be doing this for a guy I didn’t know, yet another part of me felt like it was totally natural.
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Charles

Christmas lights.

They decorated the outside of Tarentall Dorm, the living area of one of the girls I’d had a crash on for a very long time. Her name was Clarissa Hawkins, and she was blonde, perky, and very cute.

She also had a boyfriend. Tony Jacobs was a star football player, one of the best on campus. She had been dating him for about three or four years. Things were undoubtedly getting serious.

Which was why it was time for me to lay claim to her. Thanks to my newfound alpha power, I knew I could.

There was something about those lights. They represented warmth, coziness, comfort. Family and home. Things I could never envision for myself, or at least couldn’t have before the chip had somehow changed me. I still didn’t know what had happened — or what that dream had been — but I did know one thing. When I looked in the mirror now, I saw a handsome, sexy guy with big muscles and a charming smile. A guy girls were eager to drop their panties for. Even Clarissa.

In a way I realized I should have felt guilty. Those Christmas lights...family, home, all that. I was about to wreck it. To destroy her relationship with Tony so I could take her for myself, making her my bimbo slut, a member of my harem. But I didn’t feel guilty. I just felt the throb of my cock as I watched her enter the dorm with one of her friends, giggling about something or other. Her cute, perky tits swayed and her ass moved enticingly from side to side beneath her pink fleece pants.

Time to get rid of those pants...and find the treasures beneath.

****

Clarissa

I heard a knock on my door late that night. It was about ten pm and I was studying, poring over my chemistry textbook.

Huh, wonder who’s coming over this late at night? Probably not Tony...we’re not supposed to meet until tomorrow. Oh well. He probably wanted a late night fuck, as he often did. Not that I was one to complain about that.

“Coming,” I called, scooting my chair back, going to get the door. I peered through the peephole — it wasn’t Tony. It was some guy...he looked awfully familiar, but I couldn’t place it.

He was really, really hot. For some reason my heart picked up speed and I found my pussy growing wet. What the fuck? Why would I react this way to a stranger? I opened the door and smiled. “Can I help you?”

His dark eyes bored into me. “Yes...you can.”

His gaze swept over me and I found myself getting wetter. I wanted to let him in...to do anything he asked. I stepped back slightly, giving him room. “You...would you like some tea?”

“Tea sounds great.” He followed me in and I could feel his eyes all over my body, moving hungrily.

I was barely halfway down the hallway before he took me in his arms and pinned me against the wall from behind, pressing my breasts into it. I gasped in surprise and pleasure as I felt his hard body against mine, the thick bulge in his pants rubbing against my butt. “But you know what sounds better?” he asked, reaching around, fondling my breasts with his large, powerful hands.

“What?” I gasped.

“You. Impaled on my cock, taking a nice thick load in your tight, wet pussy.”

I groaned in pleasure. I felt hypnotized, entranced...totally in this handsome stranger’s control. “Yes...master,” I said. “That sounds amazing.” I reached behind, my hand finding his thick cock through his jeans and rubbing slowly up and down.

God, he’s huge. I tried to imagine myself impaled on that, and my pussy grew wetter in anticipation. I was positive my panties would be soaked by now.

His hand, so sinfully soft and yet controlling at the same time, moved down the front of my body and into my pink pants. Lower...into my panties...and finally it found the wetness there. I parted my thighs for him; at the back of my mind I was shocked to be doing this for a guy I didn’t know, yet another part of me felt like it was totally natural.

“Mmm, you’re so wet,” he purred, his voice so deliciously low and deep in my ear, like a growling tiger.

I moaned and arched against his hand, feeling his thumb rolling over my distended clit. Shivers of incredible feeling soared throughout my body. He stroked my slick pussy lips up and down, his other hand going to my left breast and kneading it slowly and firmly.

I reached behind for his cock, rubbing up and down along his jeans. He helped me, unzipping his zipper and freeing the large, warm, throbbing shaft to fill my fingers. My heart pounded hard when I felt his rigid, hot flesh, my hand circling the shaft. I reached into his pants, far enough to feel his full, heavy balls. “I can’t believe this is happening,” I whispered.

“Believe it. It’s true.”

I groaned as he licked my ear, still playing with my pussy and breasts. A generous flow of precum seeped from his cock in my hand as I stroked him up and down. I gripped him, my hand easily sliding along his hot flesh, making him give a soft groan.

“What’s your name?” I breathed.

“Charles.” He squeezed my breast tight and ran his thumb around my nipple. “Or master, that works too.”

“Mmmm...master.” I smiled and leaned back into his strong embrace. He turned me to face him, so I could see those dark, burning eyes of his. I put my arms around his neck and we kissed hard and hot, his tongue invading my mouth, sliding all around, making my pussy even wetter.

He slid a finger up inside my pussy, making me stifle a shriek against his lips. I bit my lip as he pushed another finger in, pumping his fingers in and out of my wet, slipper folds. His thumb rolled back and forth over my clit.

“Ohhhh, Charles....ohhhh fuck,” I purred, grinding back on his fingers. I kept on milking his huge, incredible cock with steady strokes, my other hand on his strong, muscular chest, heaving with his deep breathing. I could feel my juices leaking out around his fingers, into the gusset of my panties, down my interior thighs.

“I want to fuck you right here, right now,” he growled, encircling my neck with his fingers. I gasped and gazed into his eyes, his stroking of my pussy electrifying and constant. Seeing the way he wanted me...no one ever looked at me that way, not even Tony.

“I’m going to cum, Charles...master, I’m going to cum.”

My hips rocked and grinder against his fingers as my orgasm came over me.

“Yeah, that’s good...good girl,” he growled, his cock twitching in my fingers as I continued stroking him. I wanted him to cum, too, to splatter me with his seed, but I sensed he wasn’t quite there yet.

Nonetheless, the orgasm wracking my body was the only thing I could fully concentrate on. My body was wracked with hot pleasure as his powerful fingers drove in and out of my pussy. I jacked his hot, long cock all the meanwhile, gazing longingly into my eyes. “Cum with me master...cum in my hand, please...”

“Not just yet, baby.” He kept stroking me as my climax continued, and when he saw I had recovered, urged me down to my knees. “Let me cum in that pretty mouth of yours.”

I gasped with desire, eagerly kneeling at his feet. I gazed up into his eyes, opening my mouth to receive his hot, milky gift as he jacked his cock with long, slow strokes. He groaned and shot right into my mouth, spurting long, hot jets of cum onto my tongue. I blinked as one hit the side of my chin, and another my neck; I closed my lips over the thick, bulbous head of his beautiful cock, wanting not to waste a drop of that precious cum.

I slurped him down eagerly, all the while gazing into his eyes, seeing the lust he had for me. I loved feeling this way, wantonly sucking down my new master’s seed. I wanted to worship him, to suck his cock all day long, any time he wanted...to let him use my body however he wished.

I released him from my lips, feeling his cum pool in my belly. “Mmmm, baby, you have so much cum for me,” I purred, stroking the last milky drops from his cock.

He stroked my hair, his fingers like silk against my face. I sucked his thumb between my lips, still gazing into his eyes, hoping to please him.

“Good girl...good girl,” he said. “Now I’m going to fuck you.”

My whole body sang with pleasure at his words. I felt alive, the orgasm he’d given me better than any I’d had in my life. Tony could never make me cum like that. ...Tony who?

Thoughts of my boyfriend were replaced by the image of this tall, dominant man standing before me. He was all I wanted, now.

****

Charles

I gathered Clarissa into my arms and carried her into the bedroom. She giggled softly and wrapped her arms around my neck, holding tight. I set her down and stripped off her pants and top, her bra coming next, and panties last. Finally she was naked for me, her perfect little body rivaling anything my imagination could have conjured.

“Damn, you’re sexy, babe,” I purred, leaning in and caressing her nipples with my tongue.

“Mmmmm, all for you, master,” she moaned back.

She spread her legs for me, letting me have access to her aching, dripping slit. I thought about how long I’d waited for this, to finally see Clarissa’s tight, naked body...to finally have it for myself. To have her.

I leaned in and kissed her, hard and strong, dominance rising inside me. She reached for my aching, throbbing cock with both hands and cupped my balls while she circled my thick shaft. Her thumb rolled over the flaring dome, rubbing my precum all over, then sucking it off her fingertip. “Master, you taste so delicious.”

“Do you want a better taste, my little slut?”

“Mmm, yes please.” She leaned in and caressed my cock with her tongue, looking submissively up into my eyes. Her face was perfect as she gazed at me that way, her mouth closing over my dick as she took me deeper. I slid into her hot, wet mouth, watching as she sucked me perfectly, lips closed in a tight seal over my cock. Her head bobbed slowly up and down, and she gave soft moans as she sucked on me.

I played with her incredible soft tits as she sucked on me. My fingers rolled the tiny buds of her nipples, which hardened to points.

She moaned around me, never removing her lips for a second. Damn, this girl knew how to give head. Was that a result of the chip as well, or was she just naturally talented? I decided I didn’t care and put my hands in her hair, rocking my hips back and forth, thrusting deep into her sexy mouth.

“Mmm, mmmmmm...” she purred, sucking long and hard, her cheeks hollowing. Her tongue swirled around my shaft and her lips rolled up and down my length. I felt my balls broiling, ready to shoot hot, thick cum into her mouth once more. But this time...

“Lie back, baby. I want to shoot my load on your tits.”

She eagerly did as I asked, giving me a nice clear view of those naked breasts. I groaned and stroked my shaft in long, thick strokes, spurting hot jets of cum onto her. They splattered over her breasts, painting her body with white, thick semen.

She giggled as my cock twitched in front of her, minutes after I’d cum. “You're still hard, master...Maybe you’d like to fill my tight pussy with that huge shaft of yours, hm?”

She spread her legs and reached for the lips of her pussy, opening them wide with two fingers. I saw that pink, wet center...and I couldn’t hold back.

I took my still-hard, throbbing dick and pressed it to her wet entrance. I fed her inch after inch of cock, filling her slowly but surely. Shoe moaned all the way, her head thrashing side to side as she quivered and came. The second I had filled her to the brim, her whole body wracked with spasms. “Oh my god, you’re SO BIG!”

I didn’t wait, I just started driving deep into her. Thick, long strokes, each one sending her into another train of orgasms. She came continuously, her tight cunt clenching around me, milking me, trying to squeeze every bit of cum from my balls.

I plowed her tight pussy, thrusting in hard and deep. I felt myself bottoming out in her, getting all the way to her womb. I’m going to pump her full of cum. Going to get her pregnant. My hot little co-ed fantasy...knocked up.

“It’s coming,” I groaned. “I’m going to cum.”

“Yes!” she screamed, clutching me tight, her legs wrapped around my ass. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck that hot, thick sperm into me. Knock me up! Knock my slutty little pussy up, oh fuuuuck!”

We gasped together as my cum started to shoot out into her, coating her inner walls. She gazed into my eyes, a look of complete devotion, love, and lust in her pretty brown orbs. I filled her completely; there was so much, even I was in disbelief. I guess when you’ve wanted someone that long, finally taking what you want makes you cum like a firehose.

At least it did me.

When I had finished, finally spent, I leaned in and nuzzled her ear. “Was it good?”

“It was so good, master. I want you to fuck me every day, as often as you want.”

I squeezed her ass in my fingers, massaging her nice, round globes, feeling her cunt still gently milking me. I was still hard inside her. “Good, because I’m going to do just that, Clarissa.”

She smiled and purred happily into my chest.

****

I left Clarissa’s room a few hours later, having thoroughly pumped her full of cum. I came in her mouth, on her breasts, in her horny little twat, in her ass, everywhere. By the time I’d finished with her, she was utterly covered in thick white semen, and obviously she loved it. She had only agreed to let me leave after a long, sensual kiss and a promise I’d return as soon as possible to fuck her good and hard again.

As I was leaving, I saw Tony in the hall, going down toward her room. I smirked. What a surprise he’s in for.

Then, getting a devilish idea, I stopped and turned toward him. If the chip did have some kind of power it had bestowed on me, then I should be able to access peoples’ minds...to influence them. I reached out with my psychic tendrils, attempting to alter his path.

Tony took a step forward. Then suddenly stopped. He turned, like he was confused. “Er...where was I going...”

Forget her, I thought in his direction. Clarissa is...no one to you, not anymore. You’re going home to your dorm.

“Ahhhh, right,” he said, frowning in confusion. “Going back home...”

As if he didn’t even see me, he walked unsteadily back down the hall, going in the direction of the building’s exit.

Wow. That was awesome.

If I could do that, what else could I do with my new psychic powers?

Was it really all because of the chip?

And if so...was there some hidden cost? Something I didn’t know about?

If there was one person who could answer that for me, it would be Dr. Santiago.

****
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“I know all you need, my darling master.”

Her lips encircled my cock once more, those beautiful eyes gazing up at me. I watched her lips working my dick, her cool, soft fingers cradling my balls.

“Yeah, just like that,” I groaned. “Work that cock with your slutty mouth, Elena. You want your master’s cum deep in your throat, don’t you? You want to swallow my hot seed?”

“Mmmmm!”

She sucked more enthusiastically, cheeks hollowing, trying to suck the sperm right out of me. And it was working. I freed her tits from the sweater she was wearing, playing with the heavy globes, pinching her nipples while she sucked on me, making loud, lewd wet noises.

“Play with your pussy while you suck on me.”

She complied with a moan, her fingers going between her thighs and rubbing her horny pussy underneath her skirt. Lewdly she spread her legs, and I watched as she diddled herself right there in her office, sucking on her prized student’s cock. Only I’m not the student now — I’m her master. I thought about what she’d said, about my new powers. I could have as many women as I wanted...all the girls I’d ever dreamed of, ready to suck my cock or get fucked the minute I asked for it.

Ruling His Campus: Part III

Charles

“Knock knock.”

I waited at Elena’s door as she came and quickly opened it, leading me into her office. She was wearing one of my favorite outfits: a tight purple sweater that hugged her generous breasts, revealing enough cleavage to make my mouth water. She’d paired it with a tight-fitting black skirt and heels, the kind that begged me to bend her over the desk and plunge my cock into her right here.

But I needed answers, first.

“How are you, sir?” she whispered, wrapping her arms around my neck. She pulled me into a long, sensual hug...and then a slow, passionate kiss that soon turned heated. It was still kind of strange to hear my teacher — former teacher, at least — call me sir, but of course I enjoyed it. I squeezed her ass and gave it a gentle little slap.

“I’m good. I’ve missed feeling your body in mine.”

“Mmm, I’ve missed you too, master.”

I figured she would resume her original seat across from me, at her desk, but she opted to sit on my lap instead. I was perfectly fine with that.

“Elena, I’m here for a reason.”

She smiled. “Seeing me isn’t enough?”

“That’s a very good reason and I fully plan to use this gorgeous body of yours in a short while. But first, I need answers.”

I explained the situation with the chip to her, every bit of it, right down to my strange dreams.

As she listened, her pretty lips turned downward into a frown, brows knitting.

“Hmmmm, what you’re describing is quite strange, yet familiar.” She pushed off my lap and went to her computer, pulling up a site. She showed me a picture of a silicon chip much like mine.

“Is this what it looked like?”

“Yes, basically.”

She leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs, thinking. “There are other designs much like this, but it seems whatever you created...it has special powers.”

“How do you know?”

“There are certain properties within silicon that allow for...conduction. Brain waves...electricity...it all works together in a mysterious way. If the creator of such a chip were to have particularly strong mental capabilities — which you do — then it could create unexpected results.”

Like fusing with my own mind? I still didn’t see how it was possible.

“Your IQ is off the charts, correct?” she asked, curious.

“Yep. Last time I had it tested, anyway.”

“Well, no surprise there.” She stroked gently up and down the inside of my thigh as she worked at the computer, as if not even aware she was doing it, or that her fingers were nearing my crotch. “You’re exceptional in many ways, Charles.”

Her fingers swept over my zipper, pulling down, then taking my cock out. She started stroking me up and down as she scrolled through the slides on her screen. “You’ve somehow connected with this chip, forced its power to meld with your own mind. Enhanced your psychic capabilities. You’ve heard of augmented reality? This is augmented psyche...to the highest potential.”

“So...” I groaned as her fingers smoothly worked my shaft, sliding up and down the throbbing meat. “You’re saying I can change the world with my thoughts.”

“Yes, exactly.”

“That’s fucking...” I took her hair in my head, forcing her face down toward my dick. “...hot.”

“Mmmm,” she murmured in agreement, happily taking my cock in her mouth.

As my beautiful professor worked my dick with her lips, sliding them smoothly up and down my hard, veiny shaft, I thought about the ramifications. I could now alter reality as I knew it. Just like I’d influenced Tony, wiping his mind of all memory of Clarissa, I could do that with anyone. I held huge power in my hands...I could do anything.

“Is there a price?” I asked, my voice a croak of lust.

She slid her mouth off my cock with a pop. “If you use it too much, it could take a toll. Exhaust your mental capabilities. Basically make you short-fuse.”

I grunted. “There has to be a way around that.”

“Possibly. We’d need to see a specialist.”

“And you know someone...?”

She smiled up at me. “I know all you need, my darling master.”

Her lips encircled my cock once more, those beautiful eyes gazing up at me. I watched her lips working my dick, her cool, soft fingers cradling my balls.

“Yeah, just like that,” I groaned. “Work that cock with your slutty mouth, Elena. You want your master’s cum deep in your throat, don’t you? You want to swallow my hot seed?”

“Mmmmm!”

She sucked more enthusiastically, cheeks hollowing, trying to suck the sperm right out of me. And it was working. I freed her tits from the sweater she was wearing, playing with the heavy globes, pinching her nipples while she sucked on me, making loud, lewd wet noises.

“Play with your pussy while you suck on me.”

She complied with a moan, her fingers going between her thighs and rubbing her horny pussy underneath her skirt. Lewdly she spread her legs, and I watched as she diddled herself right there in her office, sucking on her prized student’s cock. Only I’m not the student now — I’m her master. I thought about what she’d said, about my new powers. I could have as many women as I wanted...all the girls I’d ever dreamed of, ready to suck my cock or get fucked the minute I asked for it.

A harem like that was going to need a house. A mansion. A big, glorious mansion so I could house all my sluts and keep them happy while I conducted business...then returned at the end of the day to their wet, dripping pussies waiting to be stuffed with cock.

The bimbo house, I thought with an inward chuckle.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, forcing Elena’s head down further, my cock pressing into the back of her sexy, soft throat. She moaned with lust, eyes rolling back in her head as she took me deep. I used her face, fucking her pretty mouth relentlessly. “I’m gonna cum. Here it is, slut. Take my load in your throat...swallow it all...”

She eagerly gulped as I shot, spurting down thick jets of semen into her waiting mouth. She sucked every drop out of my throbbing dick, moaning, her hand working frantically at her pussy. I recognized all the signs of her orgasm: flushed cheeks, writhing hips, the lustful moans coming from her lovely mouth. She was cumming at the same time I was.

She finally released my dick from her mouth, letting it slide from her pretty lips. She licked me clean, then pressed a kiss to the head of my cock. “Mmm, you always taste so good, sir.”

I stroked her hair, smiling. “You’ll always have been the first.”

****

After my interlude with Elena, I realized it was time to get on the whole harem building thing. I returned to my little dorm room — now completely inadequate — and took a last look around.

Nothing I really need from here, I thought. I would create all new possessions, clothing... all of it.

I drove out to the countryside, one of my favorite spots, and picked an area to build the mansion. Instead of building it, of course...I just willed it into existence. From my thoughts, the building slowly began to materialize, large, ornate walls rising with a modern style, sleek and masculine. Thick columns in the front. A green, stately lawn. It looked great.

But it wouldn’t be complete until it was packed full of hot women for me to fuck...and that was in the works.

****

“Are you sure there’s no other way to pay?”

I was standing in line at the mall kiosk for a little pretzel shop. They had great pretzels, and I wanted one, and there was a hot older woman standing in line in front of me. She looked to be around 32 or 33, with nice full blonde hair and a pair of breasts that pushed enticingly out from the front of her dress. That dress hugged her form well; I could see, even underneath her jacket, that she had a great body.

The woman sighed, frustrated, clearly. I stepped in to help. “Anything I can do?”

She looked at me with a grim smile. “I forgot my checkbook at home, and they don’t take credit cards.”

“Oh, that’s not a problem.” I leaned in and offered several bills to the kiosk clerk, who looked at them wide-eyed, but didn’t object.

“Er...thanks, sir. Will this be for both you and the lady?”

“Yes please.”

We obtained two pretzels and I escorted the attractive woman from the kiosk toward a few benches nearby. “Thanks,” she said, licking some of the frosting off her pretzel. They had a ton of different choices — sweet, salty, you name it. Jalapeño was the one I’d picked, while she got the frosted one.

“You really helped me out,” she said, smiling prettily.

“Anytime. What’s your name?”

“Summer. Summer Winston.”

“Nice to meet you, Summer. I’m Charles.”

We shook hands, my grip lingering around her small, soft fingers. I noticed the way her hand stayed in mine, clearly quite comfortable, as if it was nothing to be flirting with a stranger in the middle of the mall.

Of course I’d also turned up the alpha presence I exuded, making sure my pheromones were affecting her strongly...lowering all her resistances, including any mental ones. Perks of having that chip in my brain.

We talked for a while. While I fully intended on seducing her, it was nice to just sit and chat. There at the mall, people passed us by, some older couples and younger ones with kids. It was a Saturday, and fairly busy.

“Want to get out of here?” I asked, as we finished our pretzels.

“Sure, I’d love to.”

I took her by the hand, feeling her warm fingers eagerly close around mine. She trusts me already, and we just met. Damn, it’s good to be alpha. I still didn’t fully understand what Dr. Santiago had said about the chip’s power...how it worked, or what it meant...but I was sure of one thing. I could make women want me, make them trust me implicitly...make them spread their legs for me. And that was worth it.

I got Summer out to my car and pressed her small, tight body against the side of it. Crushing her small body in mine, her tits pressed up against my chest. Our lips met hungrily and I sucked on her tongue while she did the same for me.

We broke the kiss after a moment and Summer gasped, “Oh god...you kiss so well.”

She reached down, her small fingers closing over the huge bulge in my jeans. I smiled and caressed the back of her neck with my fingers, stroking up and down. Then my hold became dominant and I pulled her in for another kiss: this one longer and harder.

“I’m going to have you, Summer...I’m going to fuck you. Right here in my backseat.”

She moaned into my mouth, putting her arms around my neck. My hand went into her panties, feeling the wetness there, pooling over my fingers. Damn, this is one horny little slut. I bet she hasn’t been fucked in ages.

That would make my conquest all the sweeter.

****

I got Summer into the backseat, our clothes flying off in wild pieces, neither of us caring about propriety anymore. Now it was all about one thing: getting my cock into her tight, dripping pussy. She laid on her back on the seat for me, spreading her creamy thighs. I kissed up and down along each one, positioning my throbbing shaft at her entrance.

“Oh god, fuck me,” she moaned. “Put it in me and drill me, master.”

There it was, that word that signaled she was fully under my spell. I smiled and began to push inside her, filling her tight hot channel inch by inch. Summer was fucking hot: her wild blonde hair fanned out behind her and her full red lips looked pouty as hell. Just ripe for sucking a big cock. I continued my invasion, spreading her wet, soft pussy lips around my thick shaft, enjoying her moans as I kept on going.

Finally I was buried all the way inside her, my balls flush against her wet mound, my cock giving a twitch inside her. I felt my dick rubbing against her wet walls, the tip probing her cervix.

“Oh god, master, you’re so deep in me,” she purred into my ears, her nails scraping my lower back.

I started to fuck her, withdrawing slowly, then pushing in deep. I began a slow rhythm, building up in intensity, until I was pounding her good and hard. She gazed up at me open-mouthed, the look of a breathless, eager slut, ready to get fucked and filled with cum. That was always the effect of my power: turning women into my brainless bimbos, eager for cock. My cock.

I plugged my fingers into her mouth, watching her suck on them lustfully, moaning around my thick digits. My cock plunged into her dripping hole over and over, the car rocking violently with my thrusts, windows steaming up. The interior filled with our mingled groans of lust and the wet slapping sound of my cock hitting her pussy. I drilled her hard, feeling my balls getting hot. I was ready to pump her full.

But before I could, she grasped me tight and bit down on my ear in passion. “Oh god, master. I’m cumming. I’m cumming on your big, hard cock in me!”

I grinned and held her hair tight in my hands. “That’s right, slut. Cum all over your master’s cock. I want to feel that pussy clenching me.”

She did, beautifully, her cunt holding tight to my pulsing, throbbing shaft. I groaned and plunged in deep, joining her in orgasm, filling her with my thick, hot sperm.

When her pussy was overflowing, I slowly pulled out, watching as my cum dripped out of her.

Summer clearly wanted more. Pushing me onto my back, she straddled me, nuzzling my cheek and neck as she positioned her dripping slit over me. The tip of my cock — still hard — nestled into the velvety flesh of her pussy again. “Mmmm,” she said, biting her lip. “Yes, that’s right...just like that...”

She lowered herself onto my cock, impaling herself. Fuck, I thought. She’s hot. Amazingly hot. I watched her sexy tits bounce as she gyrated on top of me, gasping in pleasure. This was a girl who liked to get fucked and filled. Our tongues slid together as she kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her, feeling her thrusting back against me, trying to get me as deep inside as possible. Our bodies crashed hotly together, the fuck turning passionate and hot. Now Summer was as into it as I was, using my cock to get herself off, clearly loving every second of my dick deep inside her. It was hard as steel, and I let her bounce wildly up and down, our fingers clenching in each other’s hair. “Yesssss...” she groaned. “Yessss, master, fuck me just like that! Oh god it’s so deep!”

I drove my cock in and out of her, feeling her relax and tense as she started gasping in a series of high-pitched squeaks. She was cumming again. I growled possessively and shoved my hips fast and hard, upwards into her, feeling myself start to blast again. “Ahhhh fuck, Summer, I’m gonna shoot again!”

“Yes, master, shoot inside me! Give it all to me, fuck that pussy full of cum!”

We gasped in mutual pleasure as I shot into her a second time, spurting hot jets of cream into her tight little twat. My cock twitched and jerked inside Summer’s pussy, and I slumped back onto the backseat, exhausted in the best way possible.

She lay down on top of me, resting her face on my chest. Her breasts pressed into me, feeling slick with sweat, full and round. I felt them, enjoying the suppleness and sensual feel of them.

We kissed again, softer this time. I tangled my fingers in her hair and said, “Are you ready to go home with me, baby?”

“Yes, master,” she purred. “I’m ready to go anywhere with you.”

****
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Savanna

Samuel

“Now you’re going to get your graduation present, honey. Are you ready?”

“Fuck, yeah.”

I leaned in and let my lips close over the hard throbbing meat, swirling my tongue over the head. Salty, sweet precum filled my mouth and I eagerly took more of him. “Mmmmm,” I purred softly. I had always loved giving blow jobs, but this was different, as if I was on fire, my whole body singing with lust for Sam. He stroked my hair back, allowing me better access, his fingertips playing in my scalp, making me even hornier.

I want to suck him. I want him to fuck me. I want his big cock deep in my horny twat. I want to be his sex slave...

Why on earth was I thinking these things? It was so unlike me... But maybe it had been there all along, and whatever strange power Sam had unleashed was now bringing it out in me.

My head bobbed up and down, my lips soaking his dick in my saliva. With every bob of my head, my pussy pulsed, needing a big fat cock inside it. I held Samuel’s cock at the base, rubbing my fingers over his big, heavy balls, coaxing the cum right out of him.

“Fuck, mom, that feels amazing.” He grunted deeply, stroking my hair and then holding tight, in a dominant, rough grip. He started to thrust slightly upward into my mouth, forcing his cock deeper into my throat. To my amazement, I didn’t gag at all...in fact, his cock in my throat felt like the most natural thing in the world, like my body had transformed just for him, to be his secret sexy stepmom-slut.

The Master Ring: Part I

Samuel

My stepmom and I were going to dinner.

She didn’t tell me about it until the last minute. A surprise graduation gift. I was putting on my bow tie in my room when Savanna came in behind me, dressed in the sexy red dress she’d gotten just for this occasion.

“You look handsome, sweetie,” she said with a smile. “So handsome.”

I turned to look at her. She was gorgeous, with her long blonde hair that fell over her shoulders and perky tits along a slender body. But today she looked even sexier than normal: she wore sheer skin-colored nylons, with high heeled sandals showing her newly painted red toenails. I loved her nylon stockings; call me a freak, but I felt my cock getting hard at the sight. Thankfully she sat down on the bed and hopefully wouldn’t notice I was getting hard.

“You look really beautiful yourself, mom.”

She chuckles. “I haven’t dressed up in a long time.”

“Well, it looks amazing on you, that dress.”

“Only the best for you, baby.”

I loved it when she called me baby.

She stood and came to me, holding out an envelope.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“You’ll have to open it and find out. It’s a present from your grandfather.”

Her dad, Grandpa Michael, was about eighty now, wasting away sadly in a hospital bed. But he was always generous with me and my stepsister Amber; he sent us gifts and birthday cards every year.

“Open it,” mom said, looking excited.

I was excited too. Tearing open the envelope, I found a small note and a little box, about the size of a ring-holder.

The note said:

Dear Sam,

For your graduation, I thought you could use a little something special. You’re the man of the house now, officially, and you’ll need a ring to prove it.

This item is a family heirloom, passed down for generations. It’s not just pretty: it has certain features that I think you’ll find useful.

Remember: take good, good care of your mother and sister...

In every way.

Love,

Gramps

Huh. That was weird. Certain features? What could a ring do? I mean, it’s just a piece of jewelry, right?

I opened the box and revealed a glittering gold ring with a small blue gem inside. Taking it out, I slid it onto my finger and showed mom.

“Wow, that’s gorgeous, honey. Your granddad is so generous.”

“He sure is.” I smiled.

“Well, now you look even handsomer,” she purred, her hands slowly moving up my chest to straighten my jacket and tie. I could swear...there was something different about the way mom was touching me and looking at me now, almost... sexy.

Like she was hot for me.

But that was my overeager imagination, right?

Surely.

Then, to my surprise, she leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear. It could have been a chaste kiss, but the way she did it, letting her lips linger there, just below my earlobe...

And then, if I had any doubt at all, her hand slid down the front of my shirt, resting on my abs just above my now fully-hard cock. The erection pressed into her, rubbing gently against her thigh.

“Mmmm,” she murmured, “you smell so good.”

“Thanks...” I set my hands on her hips, resting them just above the swell of her shapely ass. “So do you.”

Then she kissed me.

Her lips pressed against mine, slow and hot, my cock lurching to life. The kiss was short, and she broke away, gazing into my eyes. I saw a look of pure desire there... she wanted me.

She wants me. Her own son?

I could not question it in that moment. Something had taken hold of me, the same deep-seated desire I saw in Savanna.

I pulled her tightly to my chest, cradling her chin, tilting her head up so I could kiss her good and hard. “Mmmm,” she moaned against me, sliding her arms around my neck. “Mmmmm...mmmmmmm.” She opened her lips so I could probe my tongue inside, sliding it against hers. This was a real kiss, a hot kiss between lovers, and my cock knew the difference. I took her hand and placed it on top of the rock hard bulge, making her gasp in surprise.

“This is what you do to me, mom,” I growled softly.

“Wow, baby...that’s...huge.”

We gazed into each other’s eyes another moment before the doorbell rang. It was our taxi coming to take us to the restaurant.

Mom sauntered out the door, her sexy hips swaying side to side. I wanted to grab them, tear her dress up, and plunge my raging cock inside her. What’s wrong with me? I wondered, unable to figure out why I was suddenly so crazed with lust, or why my stepmother had made an advance. Not that I minded, just...

It seemed so unexpected.

My eyes went to the ring around my finger. It pulsed with a gentle blue light. What the hell...

The longer I gazed at it, the hornier I got.

****

Savanna

The whole ride to the restaurant was fraught with sexual tension.

Though I had always seen Sammy as a handsome boy, the blossoming attraction I felt for him now was like nothing I had ever experienced. I could barely tear my eyes from the huge bulge in his pants, seeing how badly he wanted me. His eyes burned into me all through the taxi ride, his hand resting on my thigh as if promising sinful pleasures later. My skin burned at his touch, and I ached for him to slide his fingers further...to skid them over the wet contour over my pussy underneath my now-soaked panties.

What is wrong with you, Savanna?! Get a grip! He’s your stepson...

In spite of my rational mind trying to convince me, I couldn’t stop thinking about having sex with him.

When we got to the restaurant, I noticed how often we were mistaken as couple. Between the workouts I often put myself through and Sam’s natural maturity and confidence, I was seen as being younger than my years, and he older. So for that reason, no one knew we were stepmother and stepson. I enjoyed the compliments and appreciative glances we received, hanging off Sam’s arm like his date. I didn’t mind one bit.

I don’t think Sam did, either. I noticed something seemed different about him. Kind of sexy and wild, like he was this dark, predatory hot guy waiting to tear the panties right off me. When we danced together, his hands held my hips tightly and possessively. His crotch ground into mine, his throbbing hard cock feeling bigger than ever.

Ever since he put that ring on... Was something truly different about him, or was it just me?

And why did I have this dire urge to take his cock into my mouth and suck, suck, suck?

After a delicious meal filled with teasing banter and flirting, we were ready to officially celebrate Samuel’s graduation. We went outside to wait for a taxi once more. There was a slight chill in the air...Sam noticed my shivering and came to me, putting his strong arms around me. I leaned back into him. His cock pressed gently into my back, his arms resting just below my tits. I enjoyed the closeness, savoring the idea that...what if we really are a couple?

On the car ride back home, I could no longer contain myself. My hand openly touched Samuel’s cock, rubbing over the thick swell in his trousers lustfully. My lips were wet, and so was my pussy, as I leaned forward, unzipping him. The cab had a privacy screen between us and the driver — but the throb in my sex was too powerful to ignore, whether he could see us or not. I took Sammy’s cock out and stroked him slowly up and down.

“Mom...” He gazed at me with that dominant, serious look, like he wanted to ravish me right there.

“Now you’re going to get your graduation present, honey. Are you ready?”

“Fuck, yeah.”

I leaned in and let my lips close over the hard throbbing meat, swirling my tongue over the head. Salty, sweet precum filled my mouth and I eagerly took more of him. “Mmmmm,” I purred softly. I had always loved giving blow jobs, but this was different, as if I was on fire, my whole body singing with lust for Sam. He stroked my hair back, allowing me better access, his fingertips playing in my scalp, making me even hornier.

I want to suck him. I want him to fuck me. I want his big cock deep in my horny twat. I want to be his sex slave...

Why on earth was I thinking these things? It was so unlike me... But maybe it had been there all along, and whatever strange power Sam had unleashed was now bringing it out in me.

My head bobbed up and down, my lips soaking his dick in my saliva. With every bob of my head, my pussy pulsed, needing a big fat cock inside it. I held Samuel’s cock at the base, rubbing my fingers over his big, heavy balls, coaxing the cum right out of him.

“Fuck, mom, that feels amazing.” He grunted deeply, stroking my hair and then holding tight, in a dominant, rough grip. He started to thrust slightly upward into my mouth, forcing his cock deeper into my throat. To my amazement, I didn’t gag at all...in fact, his cock in my throat felt like the most natural thing in the world, like my body had transformed just for him, to be his secret sexy mom-slut.

I wanted to wait until we got home to ride my son’s big, throbbing cock, but I was so wet and so horny, I couldn’t wait any longer. I slid onto his lap, pushed aside the skimpy panties I was wearing, and straddled him. We gazed into one another’s eyes — and in one swift move, I lowered myself onto his huge shaft, impaling myself on his cock.

“Ohhhh shit,” Sam said, shuddering.

“Oh my god, you’re huge,” I groaned. “I’ve never felt a cock as big as yours...master.”

Master? I thought. Where did that come from? Why would I call my son...master?

At this point I didn’t care...and apparently the word had inflamed Samuel’s desires. His nostrils flared and he took me roughly in his arms, fucking upwards into me, drilling that big, hard cock deep inside my wet pussy. “Ohhhh fuck,” he groaned. “You’re so tight, my slutty mother.”

“Fuck that pussy, Sammy, baby. Fuck your mom’s slutty pussy. Fill it up, stud. Pump me full of your big, hard cock...”

I had forgotten how good real sex felt. The best sex of my life, in fact. Every stroke of my stepson’s big cock had my nerves tingling with insane amounts of pleasure. My tits bounced up and down on my chest; he grabbed them, tearing my dress open and sucking. The car ride made it even bumpier, our frenzied grinding making the whole vehicle shake.

“I want to be your slut, Samuel,” I whispered into his ear, bouncing up and down on his cock. “I want to be your sex slave.”

“I want that too, mom.” His fingers clenched around my ass, squeezing. “I want to pump you full of all my loads, every day.”

“How many do you have?” I gasped.

“Three or four, sometimes five or six...”

“Ohhh god.” I realized my life would now consist of taking Samuel’s cum in my ass, my pussy, and my mouth all day long. Maybe on my tits...or anywhere else he wanted to use me. I was now going to become my son’s slutty cumdumpster, ready to take his seed at all times.

“Ohhhhh fuck!” I groaned, feeling my orgasm rising up inside, my body tingling. “I’m gonna cum, Sam!”

“Cum for me, mom. Cum now...my slut.” He grasped my hair tight — and at the same time as my orgasm, as that blissful crash of pleasure...I saw his eyes glow blue with a fierce, strange light. The ring on his fine repulsed with power, intensifying my climax. I was so overcome with pleasure, with the throb of Samuel’s hard, hot cock inside me, I thought I would pass out.

I could think of nothing but this pleasure. Of serving him. Being his slut... forever.

What did that blue glow mean? Was my son changing...and if so, what was he going to become?

“Ohhh fuck,” he groaned, his dick pulsing inside me. I felt him give several hard thrusts and then begin to spurt.

“Yesssss....ohhhhhhhh yes!” I cried out, my pussy clenching around him as he spurted deep into me. “Cum in your mother’s pussy.... yes baby, just like that! Fill me up!”

As his seed filled me, splashing into my womb, I knew this was what I was meant for.

Being bred by my stepson.

****

Samuel

As we returned to the house, I watched mom try to pull her panties back into place, keeping my sperm deep inside her. But there was so much she could hardly prevent it dripping down the insides of her thighs.

We walked into the house together, my hand gently clasped around her neck at the back, in a possessive hold. She was mine now, mine. If the taxi driver had heard us fucking, he either didn’t care or was too embarrassed to say anything, because he just took the cab fare and drove off.

I carried mom up to bed in my arms. I set her down and stripped her dress off, eager to get at those amazing tits of hers. I had the weirdest urge...I wanted to see those tits full of milk, and I wanted to suck it right out of them.

As I caressed her breasts, she giggled in a slutty, brainless way that I loved. “You like mommy’s tits, baby?”

She got on her hands and knees and came up to me, rubbing the full orbs up and down the sides of my throbbing cock.

“Yes, mom, I do. But could you imagine if they were full of milk?”

I expected something weird to happen — like maybe Savanna would freak out and run, or decide to call off our tryst right there. But instead...she shuddered, her eyes rolling back. Then, amazingly...she began to change. Her breasts grew fuller and heavier...completely firm, no sagging at all. They looked like the tits of a ripe little nineteen-year-old, but they were hers.

“Oh my god...” she groaned. “Oh master, that felt so good. What happened to me?”

“I...I don’t know, mom. I wanted your tits to be full of milk, and...”

“They did,” she said, as amazed as I. “I just knew somehow I had to obey you. I needed the body you craved.” She sounded excited and happy, not freaked out.

“How did that...how did it happen?”

“You’re just such a hot, hot man,” she said, rubbing her tits — now leaking milk out of her nipples — up and down my dick. “Having a real, powerful alpha male tell me what to do just forces me to obey.”

Ooooohhhh, shit. I couldn’t think straight with the feeling of her soft breasts rubbing me up and down. Her big tits were right in front of me, completely perfect. No longer questioning, I sat up, locking my lips around her nipple. I sucked long and hard, drawing out the sweet cream I craved so bad.

“Ohhhh fuck, that’s good. Yes, do it like that, Sammy. Mommy loves you sucking her big, hot tits!”

My mouth wen from one nipple to another, sucking and licking crazily. My cock was rock hard, throbbing against her thigh. I put my hand between her legs and felt her soaking wet; her slit was shiny, ready for me to enter her again.

As I moved my fingers along her pussy, the ring came into view. It pulsed with power, and the thought hit me: the ring.

It let me enhance my mother’s breasts...the ring was what made her all slutty, all sexual and ready to please.

It was what made me dominant and alpha, giving me this power over her.

At the back of my mind, I wondered if there was any downside...

But the taste of her sweet, hot milk in my mouth and the sound of her moaning — combined with the hot wetness of her pussy all over my fingers — was too intoxicating. If the ring had any drawbacks, I wasn’t able to think about them right now.

****

Thanks for reading! If you liked this story, check out my author page for more:

Katie Lyke

Or check out a few similar stories:

The Special Code

The Special Chip

Controlling the Classmate

The Alpha App

The Alpha Chip

Table of Contents

The Master Ring: Part II

The Master Ring: Part II | Samuel

“Tell me how you want me, Mom. Say it.”

“I want you, baby...I need you, master.” She gasped under me, her hips rolling against mine; I felt how wet and hot she was, the juices from her pussy coating my cock. “I’ve ached for you to fill me with that huge dick of yours.”

“You want me to dominate you, don’t you?” I took her hair and held tight, pulling her close so I could stare penetratingly into her eyes.

“Yes!” she gasped. “Oh yeah...fuck, Sammy, that’s just right...”

I inched slowly into her, piercing her folds, filling her walls. My cock slid into her in one smooth stroke, and the two of us shuddered together in pleasure. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, being inside her. Getting sucked by my slutty mom was one thing...being inside her was something else entirely. Her walls stretched around me, forced open by the hugeness of my shaft.

“Fuck me, baby,” she gasped, holding me tight. She moved her hips against mine, trying to get me in deep. This was what she was made for, I realized: getting fucked and bred by her stepson. Getting pounded by cock...my cock...

Not dad’s. Not dad’s, ever.

The Master Ring: Part II

Samuel

“Are you ready, baby?” Mom asked, the head of my cock nestling her pussy. “Are you ready to be inside my slutty, horny little cunt?”

“Fuck, yes.” The head of my cock squeezed in further, just starting to poke inside her. I was on top, in the dominant position we both clearly loved. I held her hips and pressed into her, slowly, inch by inch. I knew that if I stopped now, if I pulled out...I could reverse all this. We could go back to a normal mother son relationship. But if I claimed her, if I fucked her good and hard like she was begging me to...

There’d be no turning back. If I shot my load into her, filling my stepmom with thick, hot cream, she’d be my lover permanently.

I’d made my decision. I wanted her. I needed her. And she felt the same.

She gazed into my eyes, her lips parted sexily, her pussy taking my cock inch by inch. “Let me feel it, Sammy. Let me feel every inch of that big, hard cock inside me.”

I slid into her fully and she groaned with relief, my cock buried all the way inside her. God, her mouth felt amazing, as did her cunt when she straddled me on the car ride...but this was different. Being in this position, where I was on top, her alpha master, claiming her dominantly...

This was amazing.

Her inner walls were wet and warm, nice and primed from the previous orgasm, still slick with her juices and the first load I’d given her. She gripped me tight as I rode her, thrusting in and out, making waves of bliss shoot through both our bodies.

“God, it’s so big,” she gasped, her big tits bouncing in time with my thrusts. “Can you feel how big it is, Sam? You’re making mommy’s pussy stretch all around your big cock.”

Her head fell back and she screamed in pleasure, her tits flushed and sexy. I grabbed onto each one of them, rolling them in my hands, sucking hard. More of her sweet milk filled my mouth until I had completely drained her. As I sucked, she shuddered violently, cumming hard with me inside her.

“Ohhhhh god, yes....this feels amazing, baby...I’m cumming on your big, hard cock inside me!”

I kept on hammering into her, thrusting hard and fast. I held her hair tight in my fist, pounding into her. She gazed at me in sheer lust, taken to some other plane with her continued orgasm. I gripped her tits so tight I knew she would have marks on them — and every mark was from me, her new master.

“Cum for me, my handsome son...my master,” Mom purred, her cunt squeezing me expertly. She thrust back against me, milking me in time with my grinding thrusts. “Shoot inside me. Fill up my pussy with your hot, hot cum.”

I realized for the first time we were in mom’s bed...the bed she’d fucked my dad in.

“This is your bed now, baby. You’re the man of the house, staking your new claim. I am yours, lover!”

“I’m gonna cum, mom...here it comes....it’s going to shoot in you...”

I was incredulous at my own power, at the hardness of my cock, seemingly an extension of my very being, throbbing inside my sexy stepmother’s tight walls. The climax washed over me and I shot thick loads into her, pumping her womb full of milky hot cream. She leaned in close as my dick spurted in her, then licked along my ear, her tongue wet and warm and hot. “Thank you, baby...thank you for claiming me, for claiming what’s yours. This pussy is yours now, forever. This bed is yours. This house...and anyone you wish to claim within it.”

Such cryptic words...

What did she mean, anyone I wish to claim within it?

I groaned, the last spurts of cum pulsing out the tip of my dick. Her pussy clenched me as she smiled, stroking along my biceps.

She nuzzled into my neck, bringing me back to the present. “That was amazing, baby.”

“Yeah, it was,” I agreed, stroking her hair.

“You’re an amazing man, Sammy. I haven’t been with a man who knew how to use me that way...like the slut I am...for, well, years.” She laughed softly. “Maybe ever.”

“I didn’t know about that side of you, Mom.”

“How would you?” She grinned up at me. “It’s not the kind of thing a mother tells her son on a daily basis.”

Maybe not, I thought, drifting lazily off to sleep. Maybe not...

****

I dreamed strange dreams, wild fantasies I had never thought of in my waking life. I saw Savanna, her hand curled tight around my arm as I wielded the power of the master ring, defending her from my dad who’d come back to try to claim her.

In the dream, he was my antagonist, seeking to take what was mine. Though in real life, he had long since divorced her, my subconscious still clearly viewed him as a threat.

“Don’t worry,” I growled, keeping mom safe behind me. “He’ll never have you now, Savanna....”

“You little asshole,” my dad cackled, wielding some kind of strange power of his own. His hand raised and he shot a bolt of blue lighting at me, forcing me onto my back. “You’ll never take what’s mine.”

I woke up gasping for breath.

Mom sat up beside me, clinging tightly to my hand. “Baby? What’s wrong?”

“I...I had a bad dream.”

I reached for the tissues beside her bed and grabbed a handful, wiping my forehead with them. Mom looked at me with a worried frown and went to the bathroom. I heard the water running; a minute later she came back with a cool compress. “You had a nightmare, sweetie.” She dabbed the cloth against my forehead.

“Yeah, it was a nightmare, all right.”

She continued to press the cool cloth against my forehead, her touch tender as a mother’s could be. “Want to talk about it?”

“Nah.” I didn’t feel like rehashing my subconscious fear that my father was going to come back and...try to take everything away from me.

“Well...then mommy could think of another few ways to make you feel better...”

Before I could stop her, her hand went to my cock, giving it a hard, slow stroke. The minute her fingers wrapped around me, pleasure shot through my body. “Mommy knows exactly what to do, Sammy. I’ll make all the bad dreams go away.”

“Ohhhh fuck.” Her fingers stroked me up and down, and then her mouth was on me and I could think of nothing else. My fingers tangled in her hair and my hips thrust upward, meeting her sexy soft lips stroke for stroke. The way she moaned, I knew she wanted it as much as I did. All the fear and panic in my dream, all the frustration at my father for overshadowing my life as he had all the years before...it came to the front. I vented my anger into my mother’s mouth, fucking her throat, thrusting hard up into her willing lips.

Then I pulled away, my cock sliding from her mouth with a pop.

“Oh god, baby,” she said, gasping, stroking me up and down lustfully. “You fuck so hard, so much like an animal...I love it.”

I grabbed her full, hot, sexy tits and massaged them in my hands, that dominant drive rising in me. “That’s right, Savanna.” I was eager to coat them in my cum, to see them all slutty and caked with my white glaze.

As I did, the ring on my finger pulsed with blue light. I was starting to get used to that. Any time I got angry, sexual, or any kind of intense emotion, the ring seemed to respond. As if it was clued into my moods... as if it understood me.

“I need to cum,” I growled.

“Where do you want to cum, sweetie?” Savanna asked, her sexy tits squishing together on the sides of my cock, her fingers holding them together. “In my mouth? On my tits?”

“Both.” I slid my heavy shaft between her lips and she relaxed her throat, allowing me into her mouth until my balls were bouncing against her lips with each of my thrusts. I was dominating her...perfectly. So well. So right. Fucking my stepmother was the best thing I’d ever done. My seed traveled from my balls upward into my shaft, and Mom could tell somehow, because she took me all the way to the base in a driving, hard rhythm, her tongue wrapping around my cock perfectly.

“Ahhhh fuck,” I grunted like an animal, burying myself deep inside her sexy throat. Ropes of thick, hot cum shot out of my cock as she slurped me down, eagerly swallowing each burst. I came and came, one burst after another, until my cum was dripping down her chin and lips, into the hollow between her breasts.

She swallowed every drop, licking the head of my cock, then along the shaft, ensuring I was totally clean. “Mmmm, baby...your cum is amazing. Feeling it in my tummy...it’s like I’m on fire with love for you.”

She gazed up into my eyes reverently.

I sat back on the pillows, relaxing. “Goddamn,” I sighed happily, feeling much better now. She lay between my legs, continuing to clean my cock and balls with her tongue, lovingly stroking my thighs as she did.

“I’ll be happy to swallow your load any time, master. Whenever you need to feel better, baby, you just let mommy know.” She gave the head of my cock a kiss.

With that, she moved up to me, taking my head and laying it on her soft, pillowy breasts. I let out a “mmm” sound of pleasure and rest against the delicious mounds, settling happily into my mother’s warm skin.

“You just rest now, baby, and when you wake up, I’ll have another treat for you.”

I can’t wait...

****

I slept blissfully through the rest of the night, Mom’s body rubbing up against mine, warm and naked. I loved the sexy feel of it. During the night I got hard again, holding tight to mom’s breast, and Mom moved her leg, her heart starting to beat faster underneath my palm.

“Oh wow, baby.... Your cock is already growing again. Just feeling how big it is makes me so, so wet...”

I turned her over, rolling her onto her back. She spread her legs for me, letting out a low, desiring moan. I pinned her wrists to the bed and she spread wider for me.

“Tell me how you want me, Mom. Say it.”

“I want you, baby...I need you, master.” She gasped under me, her hips rolling against mine; I felt how wet and hot she was, the juices from her pussy coating my cock. “I’ve ached for you to fill me with that huge dick of yours.”

“You want me to dominate you, don’t you?” I took her hair and held tight, pulling her close so I could stare penetratingly into her eyes.

“Yes!” she gasped. “Oh yeah...fuck, Sammy, that’s just right...”

I inched slowly into her, piercing her folds, filling her walls. My cock slid into her in one smooth stroke, and the two of us shuddered together in pleasure. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, being inside her. Getting sucked by my slutty mom was one thing...being inside her was something else entirely. Her walls stretched around me, forced open by the hugeness of my shaft.

“Fuck me, baby,” she gasped, holding me tight. She moved her hips against mine, trying to get me in deep. This was what she was made for, I realized: getting fucked and bred by her stepson. Getting pounded by cock...my cock...

Not dad’s. Not dad’s, ever.

The dream came back to me and I growled, thrusting deep and hard into her, taking out my aggressions on her body. She gasped and screamed in time with my thrusts, holding tightly to me, begging me to fuck her ever harder and faster. I saw in my mind’s eye my father there, trying to steal Mom away from me, his menacing cackle ringing in my ears. “He’ll never have you,” I growled. “You’re mine, Mom. All mine.”

“Yes, Sammy...yes, baby. I’m yours and only yours...now and forever!”

“Ahhhh, fuck.” I felt my cock bottoming out in her, caressed by the smoothness of her delicious pussy. My mouth sucked one breast, then the other. She wiggled back and forth on my cock — and I saw her shuddering, the signs of her climax bursting forth. Her pussy spasmed around me as she came, her sex contracting around my thick shaft inside her. Stuffed full, her hips lifted up and her head fell back into the pillows.

“Ohhhh my god!” she screamed. “Fill me up!”

I had to, I had to. I couldn’t take the sight of her like that, all sexy and bimbofied, ready to get fucked by her stud alpha son anytime I wanted. I buried myself so deep in her that I grazed her womb, thick loads of cream spurting from my cock. Her body shuddered and spasmed, her cunt holding tightly to my pulsing cock.

“That’s it, baby...that’s so, so good.” She stroked her fingers up and down my sides, whispering softly into my ear. “You’re my master, now and forever...this bed is yours. I am yours.”

Yes.

I knew in that moment, as I nestled between Mom’s perfect tits, her arms warm and comforting around me, that this was how things needed to be.

And I knew that Mom was only the first. I would need more, and more, and more...

****

You’ll never have what’s mine.

All through the next week, my father’s words rang through my head. I kept hearing it over and over.

It was preposterous, I knew. Dad was gone. He’d vanished years ago, off boinking his secretary no doubt.

After all, I’d been the one left to care for mom. And I’d done a damn good job of it, all things considered.

Now that I had graduated, I felt free. The ring gave me more power than I’d imagined. Suddenly it was easy for me to stride into the nearest tech firm and ask for a job — and to my shock, they didn’t just give me a job. They made me VP of sales and marketing.

Well, that was good. A decent start. But I still wanted more.

So, invoking the ring’s power one day, I went into see my sexy boss, Amanda harris. Amanda has luscious brown hair that fell around her slim shoulders. A body to die for, or maybe kill for. Her mouth was perfect, the lips red and pouty, the kind of lips made for sucking cock. Her breasts were large but not obscenely so — though if I wanted, I could make them that way, I realized.

They gave way to a slim waist and tapering, full hips, highlighted perfectly by her black miniskirt. Her legs seemed to go on for days...and her as...fuck me, that ass. I wanted to hold it, to squeeze it...as she walked past me I the hall, my eyes were glued to it, imagining my cock penetrating and going deep, deep, deep, making her squeal in lust as I ass-fucked her over her desk.

“Can I help you with anything, Sam?” she asked pleasantly, turning to give me a smile.

My mind connected with the ring. Make her want me, I invoked, sending subtle pulses of power forth. How I did, I don’t know. But somehow, the ring and I had merged, our essences becoming one. The alpha nature in me had come out fully, and all I had to do was think my commands...exert my will over others.

Make Amanda mine. Make her my horny little slut. In fact, her pussy’s getting wet right now, just looking at me...

I hid my smile as Amanda shifted her weight, looking quite uncomfortable all of a sudden. Her cheeks flushed and she rubbed her legs together, her nylon sheer hose rubbing together enticingly. Her lips parted and she gazed at me with open desire, her eyes flicking to the large, thick bulge in my pants.

“Ummmm...maybe you should come into my office. It’s a bit warm out here, isn’t it?” she asked, giggling — not in a way Amanda Harris would giggle, but like a slutty little bimbo in need of a nice deep-dicking would giggle.

My eyes followed the sway of her ass. I walked in behind her, closing the door — and locking it.

“I don’t think we’ll want to be interrupted,” I said, grinning.

“No...we won’t.” She turned to me, running her hands up and down my jacket, leaning her hot, sexy little body into mine. “I want you all to myself, you hot, masterful man...”

My hands took that fine ass and squeezed, rubbing her horny wet crotch against mine. She gasped as I kissed her hard and hungrily, our mouths coming together in a passionate kiss. My tongue slid over hers, pushing into her mouth, dominating her.

“You want to be a good girl for daddy?” I asked roughly, giving that ass of hers a nice firm spank.

“Yes, master!” she cried, melting in my arms, her big, heavy tits pressing into me. “I’ll do anything you want me to, sir. Own me...dominate me. Command me.”

Fuck. That word, command... Yes, I knew. That was what I lived for. To command hot sluts like Amanda and make them mine, owning and dominating with my huge fucking cock.

“Then let’s get rid of this,” I said, tearing her blouse right open. Buttons went scattering over the floor. “Let’s see these sexy tits of yours.”

She gasped as I tore her bra off, shedding the remnants of her shirt and the thin lacy garment. Finally I had Amanda’s big tits in my hands and grabbed tight, her nipples stiffening under my palms.

“Ohhhh fuck. Daddy...I want you to fuck me...I want you to own me...”

As I manhandled her tits, I imagined them bigger, fuller...with milk creaming out of them like mom’s. The ring’s power surged again and enhanced her, making her body my perfect slut fantasy: big boobs filled with milk, her ass lubed and ready to fuck, and her pussy wet and dripping with girl juice, steaming hot for a nice big cock to push inside. “Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned again. “Don’t stop touching me, master.”

As she dry-humped me through my pants, her fingers running up and down my hard, heavy cock, her cunt gushed vast amounts of fluid.

I knew exactly what I wanted.

“Pull my pants down,” I growled. “Take my cock out.”

She gazed at me submissively, lowering her head and kneeling in front of me. “Yes, master.” She sounded so horny and frustrated; I loved it. My uptight boss was gone: now she was a bimbo slut in heat.

Down at her knees, she tugged my slacks down, holding the waistband of my boxers. As she removed my throbbing cock,her hands trembled. She took in a sharp breath. “Oh my god. It’s hard...so big, master...”

Her hand took me and her thumb rubbed up and down my shaft. My throbbing member twitched, her eyes going wide with shock. Thick drops of precum slid out from the swollen head of my cock, dribbling down her fingers.

“Can I suck on this, daddy? she asked, gazing up at me pleadingly. “Can I make you feel better?”

“Yes, angel. Put it in your mouth.”

“Yes...mmmmm, yes, sir.” There was the slightest flicker of hesitation in her eyes — as though somewhere underneath, she questioned what was happening. With another surge of power, I exerted my will once more, ensuring that she was fully under my control.


She shivered, as though freed from some kind of prison, finally liberated to be the slut she’d longed to become. The change came over her face instantly — she was into this, into me, 100%.

My boss’ sexy lips closed around my cock. Inch by inch, she slid her beautiful face down my shaft, taking me deep. But not deep enough. “Be good,” I said dominantly, “And take the whole thing in your mouth.”

“Mmmm.” She murmured her assent and took me all the way inside, my cock disappearing into her throat like it was no challenge at all. Her head started to bob up and down, her tongue slowly moving over my skin, the strokes pleasurable and hot. Her fingers went between her thighs and I knew she was rubbing her hot, horny little pussy.

“You can’t help yourself, can you?” I asked, chuckling roughly. “You get so wet with my big, pulsing cock down your throat that you have to touch yourself, don’t you, my hot little pet?”

Sliding free of me with a pop, she gasped, “Yes, daddy. You’re the biggest man I’ve ever had in my mouth...or anywhere,” she said, gazing up at me with pure lust. “I can’t stop imagining how it would feel to have this big, thick cock inside my pussy...if it would even fit!”

“Then it’s time,” I said, picking her up in my arms and carrying her to the desk. “Let’s find out if it will fit, baby.”
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“I want you to use me, big brother. I want you to fuck my body into submission.” She unbuttoned her blouse one button at a time, teasing me, the lacy cups of her bra coming into view. She lifted them up, revealing the soft, perky mounds and the hard nipples. “These tits...they’re yours now. Yours to do as you like.”

Seeing my stepsister’s naked breasts, seeing her offer herself to me this way, ignited something in me. All the excuses, all the reasons this was wrong... it just vanished. All I could think was I have to fuck her.

I growled deep in my throat, taking Amber’s tits in my hands. As I touched them, they grew, becoming almost Photoshop quality, model quality, porn star quality. Larger, fuller, bouncier. Like she’d had a fucking boob job right there on the spot. She gasped as sensation overcame them, my fingers roughly squeezing the nipples, then mauling her heavy tits in my hands.

“Oh god, they’re so sensitive,” she moaned. “What did you do?”

“It’s my power,” I growled. “It changes people.”

She shuddered and I knew she was cumming right there, just from me squeezing her tits. Her legs pressed together, like she was trying to control herself — but when I gave her nipples another firm, sharp squeeze, she squealed and totally lost that control. “Ohhhhh god,” she moaned, clutching my legs tightly for support, her body wracked with spasms.

I took her breasts firmly in my hands and squeezed them along the sides of my cock. She squealed in delight and purred, “Ohhh yes Samuel... fuck those big titties... you’re sliding your cock between my tits, it’s so good...”
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“Go slow, master,” Amanda begged. “I’ve never had one in me this big before.”

As I carried my hot boss to her desk, I swept papers and things off, sending them scattering. My grip tightened on her and I set her down, grinning savagely. The alpha dominance in my was strong, burning like a fire.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. Daddy’ll be nice and slow.” At least at first, I thought, smiling. By the end of it, she’ll be begging me to drill her hard and fast. “Now let’s get these clothes off you.”

As she tore her skirt and panties off, I felt how excited she was. Her pussy was shaved perfectly, a tiny little triangle of hair over her wet, glistening cunt lips. The pink folds were slick with need as I pressed the head of my cock inside her, rubbing it up and down her slit, teasing her.

“Ohhhh daddy,” she moaned. “Don’t make me wait. Don’t tease me, master...”

I grinned. I’m allowed to have a little fun, aren’t I?

Then, as I fed her inch after inch of cock, her body reacted like she’d been hit by lightning. “Ohhhh sir, that feels so good.” Her face turned to a look of pure bliss as I drove in deep, splitting her open, her tight, hot walls gripping me, sealing around my dick. Soon I was buried inside to the hilt.

“Ohhhh fuck!” she squealed. “This is amazing. I never knew it could feel so good...”

I pulled back out a little, enjoying my tormenting, slow dance in and out of her tight cunt. Amanda had not been very nice to me in my few months at the Brooks Banking Company, generally treating me with scorn, despite my instant promotion. Maybe she envied me that — whatever the reason, she’d looked down her nose at me. At least until today.

Now, everything between us had changed. She gazed at me with unbridled desire, her head thrown back in pure pleasure. I ground the tip of my cock around her clit in circles, teasing her, sending her to the edge of climax — but then keeping her there, not letting her cum. Instead I filled her to the brim once more, plunging deep inside her.

“Ohhhhh god!”

I did it over and over, teasing her until she was a quivering, aching mess, desperate to cum. She clawed at me desperately, her tight, hot cunt taking me perfectly, squeezing around my dick. “Please, master, please...drill me hard. Give it to me good! I need it so bad!”

“As you wish, my pretty slut,” I growled, grasping her hair in my fingers. I plunged in deep and hard — and she came instantly. As I slammed against her clit, she went over the edge, shuddering and writhing, her squeals filling the room. “Ohhh god, daddy. Oh my god, master... I’m cumming! I’m cumming on your big, hard cock in me!”

I drilled into her tight and fast, fury rising in me. She was frustrated, sure — but so was I. All these weeks of wanting to fuck her, and now I finally was. I wanted to cum, to pump my seed deep into her and knock her up. As her tight walls spasmed around me, my cock felt harder than it ever had before. Every time I thrust into her, my balls grew hot. I knew it was just moments before I’d shoot long and deep.

“Cum for me, master.” Amanda sensed my impending climax and gazed at me with a primal, animalistic expression, like a wild woman ready to get pumped full of sperm. Her tits bounced and mashed against my chest. “Cum in me. Fill me. Breed me. Pump that pussy with your sperm...give me your babies...”

“Ahhhhh, fuck.” I couldn’t handle that. The idea of my boss pregnant with my babies was the hottest thing I’d imagined. Hot waves of pleasure shook me to the core, and thrusting several hard times into her, I finally let go, releasing my seed into her wet womb.

I came and came. I had never flooded a woman like this, not even Mom. I spurted endlessly into her walls, coating her womb with creamy thick cum. She held me tight, legs locked around me, nails driving into my shoulders. “Oh fuck,” she moaned, eyes rolling back in pleasure. “I can feel you shooting in me. It’s so deep and hot. You own me now, sir...you own me body and soul.”

Her head came to rest on my chest as I came down from the intense orgasm. I knew that was true: I did own her. She was my slut, my bimbo, my whore. My boss? No longer, because I had plans to take control of this company and become CEO. She would be owned by me in every way, my perfect bimbo fuck toy. I had ruled her pussy with my cock; I controlled her mind with my ring. With my will.

I was master.

****

It took me a long time to fully sate myself with Amanda. I fucked her everywhere: on her desk, at my house in my bed, in the car on the way there, courtesy of yet a mother stunned taxi driver. And every time I filled her with my seed, she got more and more slutty, ever eager to do new sexual things with me. Soon she was begging me to plug her ass before she went to work, or keep her buzzing with a vibrator in her pussy all day as she waited for me to come and fuck her.

She was horny and nasty and I loved it.

But the power of the ring on my finger was becoming insatiable. Soon it wasn’t just Mom and Amanda: it was random girls I picked up from the club. My own employees from Brooks Banking, where I was now CEO. Girls I’d dated off and on in college, now desperate for me to plug them with cock. Random women I seduced, seeing them walking past me on the street and pulling them into alleyways for a quick, hard fuck. I loved the conquest. I was addicted to it. So much that I was having a hard time focusing on anything else in life — and that bothered me.

Mainly because later that week, I caught a glimpse of my father.

He was walking down the opposite side of the street, some new woman on his arm. He’d always been a womanizing bastard — not that I was any different, now. But at least I remained faithful to the women I fucked, keeping them in my bed and tending them nightly. I had a harem; he had conquests and he dropped them the minute he was done.

I swore he saw me, his eyes turning to me, that seedy grin of his in place as usual. He had that stupid silver hoop eating I’d always hated, thinking it made him look cool with in reality it just made him look inane.

He gave his slutty girlfriend’s ass a squeeze, still grinning my way. I realized there was no way he’d recognize me: I was wearing shades. I looked hot and masculine now, with a strong sturdy body and cut, hard jawline. I was bigger, stronger, dwarfing his lanky frame. I was a true alpha male, not the scrawny guy I’d been the last time we met.

So he’s still here.

In spite of my nightmares about him, in real life, in the flesh, he was far less intimidating. First, there was no way he could take me in a fight. Secondly, why would he want to? He probably didn’t even remember me, much less want to take Savanna or anyone else away from me.

Nonetheless, I decided to pay a visit to Gramps in the hospital that day. He was the one person who always reassured me when I was troubled about something.

“Your dad’s just a lost soul who never found his way,” said Grandpa, giving me one of this sad smiles. “Unlike you, my boy. You seem to be enjoying that ring.”

“I am, Gramps. The only thing is...and that’s why I’ve come to visit you...I — I can’t focus on much of anything except...”

“Sex?” He chuckled.

“Yeah.”

“That’s the one downside. That, and the slow drain on your morality.”

“What?”

“The ring comes with a cost. I guess I didn’t mention that in the letter. If you don’t master it, it will master you. You’ll start to become a slave to it...to where all you can do is grab the nearest available piece of ass and stuff her.”

I stared at Grandpa, stunned he would talk this brazenly. But at least he was being honest. “So...did you wear it, then?”

“Yes.” His eyes flashed with something — memory, sadness, and perhaps regret. “For a time.”

“What made you take it off?”

“Well, I met your grandma. Your stepmom’s mom.”

“And she changed your mind?”

“I guess by that point, I’d sowed my wild oats.”

I rubbed my jaw, thinking. The power of the ring was immense. There was no way I could give it up, or would want to. It’d changed my life for the better in so many ways.

“I know what you’re thinking. You don’t want to give it up, right?”

Grandpa’s eyes twinkled like he knew something.

“No, I don’t, Gramps. Honestly, it’s been the best gift in the world. It’s brought me a lot of happiness.”

“Then let me tell you something. There’s a way...a way you can control it. But you have to overcome your greatest fear and you have to use the ring to do it.”

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

“When you think about the one thing that scares you most: what is that?”

I blinked, then said immediately: “Losing Mom.”

“And how would you lose her?”

I growled, “Dad would come back and take her from me.”

He nodded. “So that’s your greatest fear. And if you use the ring to overcome it, you’ll gain power over it.”

I still didn’t understand. “But this ring...where does its power come from?”

“An ancient shrine. A sit-in Japan. Your great great GREEEAAAT grandfather brought it back years ago during the war.”

I was about to ask which war before he continued: “The ring was fashioned to give warlords and kings their dominance over the clans of East Asia. It was passed down for generations. Your great-great-great grandad found it one day in some ruins. Brought it home...used it...needless to say, he had no trouble finding a wife at that point, and passing on his legacy.”

Legacy. So the ring wanted me to ... overcome my fears and gain my legacy.

“You’re starting to see how it all fits, aren’t you, my boy?” he asked, seeing the comprehension in my gaze.

“Yes, Grandpa, I think I am.” I patted his shoulder. “Thanks for the pep talk. Now I know exactly what to do.”

****

I drove back home, feeling a hell of a lot more certain of myself now.

The ring had come to me, my inheritance. I would use it and master it. I would face my greatest fear, and win.

Then, I would fuck and breed all the women I desired...I would have heirs. Sons who could carry on the line for me when I was long gone.

As I pulled into the driveway, I noticed a strange red car. I frowned. Who the hell is that?

Entering the house, I found it dark. Normally Savanna would be in the kitchen, cooking up a delicious dinner for me. Wearing just an apron... or nothing at all.

But she wasn’t.

She was gone.

I found a note on the table.

If you want her...

Come to 555 West Drivoll Ave.

She’ll be waiting.

Unless you’re too much of a coward.

I growled, shredding the note.

I knew exactly who it was from. He had seen me on the street, that bastard.

And he had taken mom, just like I’d feared.

“Samuel?”

I heard a stunned voice behind me, looking back to see my stepsister, Amber. She looked shocked as I did. Superbly hot, but shocked.

Amber had long been a feature in my fantasies. With long, luscious blonde hair and a figure that was shaped like a goddess, she made men instantly hard. She worked as a fashion designer, and as a consequence often wore the latest trends, always looking sleek and gorgeous. Today was no exception: her slim, tight-fitting black skirt, nylons, and heels made her lower body look like any guy’s wet dream, while her torso was encased in a sleek blue sweater that hugged her generous breasts. On her throat was a silver chain, dangling between her cleavage, and her slender neck was graceful and beautiful as ever. Her lips were done with some light red lipstick and her cheeks rouged slightly, enhancing her natural beauty. Her eyes had that dusky, smoky shadow that I loved so well. The sight of her standing there, breathless and stunned, made me instantly hard.

“Where’s mom?”

“She’s been kidnapped,” I said, showing her the crumpled note pieces in my hand. “Dad took her.”

“What?!”

“He gave me the address.” The numbers burned into my brain, a vision of red hatred. “I know where to go and I’m going to get her back.”

Amber dropped her bag and came to me, sliding worriedly into my arms. We had always been close. Affectionate. There had even been one time she had kissed me... a little more than what was sisterly.

The memory came flooding back now as she melted into my arms, her soft body pressed to mine. “Oh god, I’m so worried about her,” she whispered, her head buried in my chest.

“It’s okay, sis. We’ll get her back.”

She looked up at me with tearful eyes. “You promise?”

The fashion exec was gone, replaced by the stepsister I’d grown up with, the scared little girl who needed reassurance. “I promise.”

I stroked her hair, comforting her. Gradually, the tension and fear melted from her posture and she nestled into my arms again. “Thank you, big brother...I always feel so much safer with you around.”

“I’ll keep you safe from him, sis. I promise.”

As we stayed in our embrace, my cock gradually rose to full height, brush Amber’s thigh. I knew she had to feel it. I couldn’t help it: she felt so soft and perfect. I hadn’t used the ring on her, but god did I want to. I’d ached to plow her tight cunt for years, but never had the courage to make a move on her. Not to mention, it would have been so wrong.

But Amber clearly didn’t think so, not anymore. As she turned up to me, a sensuous smile came over her pretty lips. Her hand went to my chest, rubbing slow circles, then further down, to my stomach. Lower still, to the huge bulge in my pants, which she caressed lovingly, biting her lip.

“Wow, big bro...you’re really hard down here.”

“Sorry, Ambs...I couldn’t help it. You just...have that effect on me.”

“Sorry?” She sank slowly to her knees, her eyes never leaving mine. Her fingers, slender and delicate, lowered my zipper. “Don’t apologize. Ohhhh, don’t apologize, Sammy. You’re giving me what I’ve been waiting for, all these years.”

“Amber! Are you sure? I...”

I couldn’t say anything else because the next thing I knew, she had taken hold of my throbbing erection, and was sinking her mouth onto it.

“Ohhhh fuck.” The feeling of my sister’s warm, wet mouth closing around my cock was too much. I watched her eyes close in pleasure as she licked around the tip, forming a tight seal.

“Mmmmm,” she purred, sucking slowly up and down. Her eyes fluttered open again, locking on mine as she smiled.

Her lips left my cock with a pop, and then she licked the remnants of precum dribbling from my tip. “I’ve wanted to taste you for so long...and god, you taste so good...sir.”

I knew my alpha essence was affecting her; there was no way I could prevent it. The minute a woman tasted me, or even smelled me, getting a whiff of my pheromones, she was infected. I suspected in Amber’s case, like mine, it was a situation of long-buried lust. We had wanted another for years: the ring was just now giving us the opportunity to realize that desire.

“I want you to use me, big brother. I want you to fuck my body into submission.” She unbuttoned her blouse one button at a time, teasing me, the lacy cups of her bra coming into view. She lifted them up, revealing the soft, perky mounds and the hard nipples. “These tits...they’re yours now. Yours to do as you like.”

Seeing my sister’s naked breasts, seeing her offer herself to me this way, ignited something in me. All the excuses, all the reasons this was wrong... it just vanished. All I could think was I have to fuck her.

I growled deep in my throat, taking Amber’s tits in my hands. As I touched them, they grew, becoming almost Photoshop quality, model quality, porn star quality. Larger, fuller, bouncier. Like she’d had a fucking boob job right there on the spot. She gasped as sensation overcame them, my fingers roughly squeezing the nipples, then mauling her heavy tits in my hands.

“Oh god, they’re so sensitive,” she moaned. “What did you do?”

“It’s my power,” I growled. “It changes people.”

She shuddered and I knew she was cumming right there, just from me squeezing her tits. Her legs pressed together, like she was trying to control herself — but when I gave her nipples another firm, sharp squeeze, she squealed and totally lost that control. “Ohhhhh god,” she moaned, clutching my legs tightly for support, her body wracked with spasms.

I took her breasts firmly in my hands and squeezed them along the sides of my cock. She squealed in delight and purred, “Ohhh yes Samuel... fuck those big titties... you’re sliding your cock between my tits, it’s so good...”

Her breasts squeezed around my shaft, pillowy mountains of pleasure that swelled around me. My cock made slick noises as I thrust between her sexy breasts, grunting in pleasure. “I’m gonna cum, sis. I’m going to splatter you with it...”

“Yes, Sam. Fuck my tits and spew your hot cum all over them. I want to see it...want to feel it. Dump that thick load on me, big brother!”

I groaned, dominant power surging within me. In this moment I owned Amber, and her sexy boobs in my hands just proved it. The idea that soon I would be inside her pussy, pumping her full of cum the same way... It was too much, and I started to spurt. Thick jets of cream pulsed out of my cock, splattering her breasts, coating her in my cum.

She gazed up at me adoringly, holding my cock steady as the last pulses of cum leaked out. She put her lips over me and sucked hard, ensuring that every last drop went down her smooth throat.

“Mmmm, big brother, you taste so good.” She licked along the sides of my shaft, licking it clean. Coated in my cum, she looked hot as hell; it was everywhere. On her tits, her face, her hair...

I had marked her.

Amber was mine.

And soon, I would reclaim Savanna as well.

****
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I stood up, kissing my stepsister’s taut, firm stomach and breasts. I tore off the rest of her clothes, taking her bare breast into my mouth, sucking hard on the nipple. That chain between her breasts dangled, flashing in the light overhead.

Her back arched as I sucked on her tit, her fingers caressing my hair. Her legs wrapped around me, and we came together, kissing long and hard, tongues entwining.

When I pulled back, I saw the hunger in her eyes. “I want you, big bro.” Her hands ran down my face and chest. “I have for a long time.”

“You have?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “Longer than I can remember.”

Then... if she still remembered...

It wasn’t the ring affecting her now. Oh, sure it had changed her breasts and enhanced her, but the lust she felt for me...

That was real.

I lined my cock up with her slit, pushing forward slowly. She gasped as her walls parted around me, her body shuddering with pleasure. As I moved deeper, her fingers clenched my arms, holding tight. “Yessss brother....oh god, your cock is so big in me. Going so deep. It feels amazing...”

Then I was all the way in, impaling her on my cock. She shuddered in pleasure, a powerful orgasm ripping through her. “Who owns you?” I growled into her ear.

“You do,” she whimpered, her body pressing against mine. “Only you, Sam. You’re my master. My big brother, my protector...and my master.”
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I watched in amazement as Amber slid her skirt down, removing it in one swift toss. She spread her legs, her fingers sliding up and down the lace panties she was wearing, showing a dark wet stain. She was ready and she was wet. My nostrils filled with the delicious, aroused scent of her pussy, her face flushed as she slid her finger around her engorged clit.

“Would you like to taste me, big brother?” she asked, her pussy clenching around her fingers. She rubbed herself without shame, then offered her fingers to me with a smile.

Fuck, yeah. My cock was so hard I thought it would break. I considered slamming my hot stepsister up against the wall and plunging my dick into her right there, but somehow I wanted to draw this moment out. I had longed to touch her sexually, to be with her this way, for years...

Now finally I had that chance.

Seeing the soft curves of her breasts, the smoothness of her thighs, her full, pouting lips and that pussy, glistening and open to me...

It was a fucking dream come true.

But part of me had to wonder: was this her, or had the ring’s power taken hold?

Did my sister, deep down, want me as bad as I did her?

Maybe I’d never know. All I knew right now is that she wanted me, and any thought that what we were doing was wrong? Not even there.

All she cared about in this moment was submitting to my cock. She wanted to pleasure it. To suck it. To get fucked by it.

I took her finger and sucked it between my lips, my tongue swirling around her small wet digits. She tasted amazing. She watched with wide eyes, moaning as I slurped on her juices.

“That’s not enough for me,” I said, smiling. “I need more.”

She yelped in surprise as I bent down, taking her by the hips and ripping those tiny lace paints right apart. Her cunt was perfectly shaven, gushing with wetness. She gazed at me with lust and submission, a look I positively loved on her. I parted her thighs, setting her on the kitchen table. “I need to taste you...right here, where all this delicious juice is coming from.”

She spread her legs for me, parting her thighs, groaning in submission. Spread before me like that, flushed and warm, she looked amazing.

Mine. All mine.

I buried my face in her sweet, delicious folds, licking up and down like a man possessed. The minute my tongue touched her clit, she came, clutching my hair, spasming violently.

“Oh my god!” she screamed. “Sam!” She writhed in my grasp. “Oh fuck, big brother...I’m cumming...”

I held her hips, licking harder. Every time my tongue slid over her wet, engorged, puffy lips, her pussy gushed more. She was babbling with lust, calling my name in passion, her cunt walls clenching around my tongue. She came a second time, her eyes glazed, her breath ragged. Her taste was sweeter than I ever imagined, and the more I tasted, the more I craved.

As she finally came down from the peak of her orgasmic bliss, I stood up, kissing her taut, firm stomach and breasts. I tore off the rest of her clothes, taking her bare breast into my mouth, sucking hard on the nipple. That chain between her breasts dangled, flashing in the light overhead.

Her back arched as I sucked on her tit, her fingers caressing my hair. Her legs wrapped around me, and we came together, kissing long and hard, tongues entwining.

When I pulled back, I saw the hunger in her eyes. “I want you, big bro.” Her hands ran down my face and chest. “I have for a long time.”

“You have?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “Longer than I can remember.”

Then... if she still remembered...

It wasn’t the ring affecting her now. Oh, sure it had changed her breasts and enhanced her, but the lust she felt for me...

That was real.

I lined my cock up with her slit, pushing forward slowly. She gasped as her walls parted around me, her body shuddering with pleasure. As I moved deeper, her fingers clenched my arms, holding tight. “Yessss brother....oh god, your cock is so big in me. Going so deep. It feels amazing...”

Then I was all the way in, impaling her on my cock. She shuddered in pleasure, a powerful orgasm ripping through her. “Who owns you?” I growled into her ear.

“You do,” she whimpered, her body pressing against mine. “Only you, Sam. You’re my master. My big brother, my protector...and my master.”

“This is the only cock you’ll ever have inside you again.”

“Yours, only yours!”

I pulled out, rubbing her slit with the tip, and she pressed back against me desperately.

“Beg me, sis.” I took a handful of her incredible, luscious hair. “Beg for your stepbrother’s cock.”

“Please, baby...please...I need it, Sam! I need you to make me the slutty little sister I am. Show me just how dirty I am.”

I growled in lust, shoving her down against the table. Her body was pinned beneath mine, my thrusts powerful and hard. My rhythm grew, becoming driving and intense, all the years I’d ached to be inside her finally coming to the fore. All my frustration at wanting her, yet being unable to have her — now I could.

As often as I wanted. Whenever I wanted. Amber was mine.

“Mine,” I growled. “All mine.”

The ring pulsed. I could feel its bond trying to claim me, to master me...but I forced my own will over it, keeping hold of myself, controlling my driving thrusts into Amber’s pussy. I spanked her ass hard, pulling her against me, and she moaned in pleasure.

“Oh fuck yes, fuck yes, Sam...” Her nails scraped my back. “Cum in my pussy! Fill it up with your hot, virile seed. I’m going to cum too...ohhhhh fuck!”

I groaned, and so did Amber, our moans of lust filling the air. My cock throbbed inside her as her pussy clenched me, body shuddering in orgasm. I fired thick ropes of cum into her wet, tight walls, spurting so much it overflowed from her sexy, creamy cunt.

“Ahhhhh, fuck,” I groaned, happily spurting my last remnants of the huge load I’d saved up for her. “Finally.”

“Finally,” she agreed, kissing me softly and tenderly. Her legs moved up and down my body. “Thank you, big brother. Thank you so so much. That was incredible.”

I smiled. “Yes it was.”

***

After resting up and sharing a meal of hearty soup that Amber made — she was a great cook, by the way — we prepared for the confrontation. I knew there was no way around this. We’d have to go straight in. My father had laid a trap, or...set the bait, or whatever he wanted to think of it. But I was prepared. I had the ring. I had Amber.

She was resourceful. She came up with a plan to infiltrate his house from the back entrance — and since she had keys, we could do that. If it worked, we’d be able to get Savanna and get out without any problem.

We left late that night, around ten pm. She knew that my dad sometimes went out, usually to pick up some hooker, or however he convinced women to go home with him. I growled my disapproval in the car.

“You know I’m nothing like him, right?”

Amber caressed my thigh. “You’re nothing like him, Sam. You’re a real man, a stud. He has to pay women to fuck him.”

The question crossed my mind: did dad know about the ring? He had to. Grandpa had told me it was passed down from one man to another in our family line.

So why hadn’t dad gotten it?

Too late for questions now. We arrived at the street leading down to my father’s house. I pulled up along the curb, in case he was home, not wanting to alert anyone to our presence.

The lights were off, though. No one’s home.

Amber’s plan worked. We snuck around back — not that we probably needed to — and she unlocked the deck entrance. Inside, the house was just as dark. We looked around, trying to find some trace of life.

“Savanna?” I called. “Mom?”

I heard a muffled moaning sound.

“Down here,” I beckoned, Amber quickly following. We hurried down the dark hallway to the last room on the left. I opened the door.

Inside was a four poster bed. It was dark except for one small lap on the dresser. Tied to a chair in the middle of the room was Mom: unmistakably, her long hair falling bedraggled down her shoulders.

Fuck, I thought. How long has she been tied up in here?

I hurried to her, removing the blindfold and gag from her mouth. “Mom?” I asked worriedly. “Are you okay?”

She looked like she had seen better days. Her eyes were haggard and her skin pale and drawn. But she was alive, and she looked relieved as hell to see me.

“Sam,” she gasped. “God, I’m so glad you came.”

“That fucker,” I growled. “He’s going to pay for this.”

I freed Mom’s hands, cutting the rope off them with my pocket knife. I helped her stand. Once she was upright, her arms went around my neck and she hugged me tight.

“Thank you for coming for me, baby. I was so afraid you wouldn’t.”

Her soft breasts pressed into me, and the same relief she was feeling flooded into me, as well. “I’d never leave you, mom. You’re my first.”

She smiled, and then leaned in, kissing me long and hard. I kissed back, our tongues mingling, a soft moan coming from her throat.

My cock was instantly hard, feeling her body against mine, smelling her delicious, warm scent. I had missed her. A lot.

“Well, well, well.”

I heard an all-too-familiar chuckle at the doorway. Mom and I broke our kiss, my eyes fixing on the familiar lanky frame.

“Dad,” I growled.

“Hate to break up the little love fest, but you’ve got something I want.”

Amber stepped in beside me, her fingers wrapping around my arm both protectively and fearfully. Mom did the same, her gaze locked on my father, eyes shooting daggers of pure rage in his direction.

“And that would be?”

“Two gorgeous women.” He came toward us and I stepped forward, putting my arms in front of my stepmom and stepsister.

“You’ll never have them. You only got mom because I was off my guard. No longer.”

I raised my hand, the ring shining brightly. I coaxed forth its power, willing my father back.

To my shock, it worked. A pulse of shockwave force hit him, sending him back. He hit the wall, groaning in surprise.

“What the fuck —”

“That’s right, asshole. You know the family legacy you were supposed to inherit? I got it, instead. Because Grandpa knew you were bad news, he saved it for me instead.”

Now it was becoming clear. Grandpa had saved the ring because I was the kind of man who would protect and cherish my women, not treat them like dirt the way dad would.

My father’s eyes blazed with rage. “You think you’re hot shit, you little prick? Well, guess what. You’re not the only one with special powers.” He stood up, his face twisting into an ugly grin. “Asharr, lethaga, tenadriis!”

Whatever language he was speaking...I have no idea what it was. But I do know that the whole floor began to shake, and the walls as well. I was locked in place suddenly, completely unable to move or speak.

What the fuck did he do...?

My father let out a malevolent laugh. “Yeah, that’s right. Try and break free of that.”

His gaze turned to Amber, then Mom. The last thing I knew was the sound of screaming before I passed out, the entire world going black.

****

I woke to the sound of the sea and the feeling of waves lapping at my feet. I’d been dumped on the beach. Apparently my father figured he’d just humiliate me and kidnap my women. Then dump me out in the middle of nowhere, presumably to drown.

But I didn’t, I realized, quickly getting to my feet. They were bare — and my ring was gone. I was standing in just a t-shirt and jeans, utterly powerless, and stranded in buttfuck nowhere.

I looked around, shivering. The night was cold. I treaded forward, away from the lapping waves, heading to what I hoped was civilization. There was a small beach house not far away, with a couple of lights on.

I need a plan. I’ve got to get them back... I’ve got to get the ring back, too.

My finger felt empty without it. I’d lost my power. I couldn’t be alpha anymore.

I’d lost Mom. And Amber. I felt like screaming, or maybe punching something. I was so fucking angry. How could I not have seen this coming? It was just like my dream.

My father had stolen everything that mattered to me. My greatest fear had been realized. I’d thought...I’d thought I could master the ring, defeat my father in its presence, and instead he had taken it from me.

God knows what he’ll do with it.

Images of my beautiful stepsister and gorgeous stepmother, forced against their will to service my dad, filled my mind. They wanted to serve me, not him. I was the rightful claimant of our family legacy. Dad was just a bastard who used women then discarded them.

Lost in my troubled thoughts, I approached the beach house door and knocked. “Hey, anyone home?”

A moment later the door opened. A beautiful woman, maybe about mom’s age, was standing in the doorway, looking shocked. “Oh my...I didn’t know anyone was out here. Are you lost, sweetie?”

“No, just...It’s a long story.” I shivered, clutching my arms tight around myself.

“Well, geez, come in. We’ve got a fire going. Let’s get you warmed up.”

The woman led me inside, putting a warm robe around my shoulders and taking me in to where a fire blazed. She and her husband — their names were Ralph and Julie — quickly got me into better shape, giving me warmed up remnants of their dinner. As I munched hungrily on the beef pot roast, I told them my tale from start to finish. Either they’d believe me or think I was full of shit and call the cops...but they seemed to believe it.

“Incredible,” Julie said, rubbing her hand gently over my shoulders. “I’m amazed you made it through all that.”

“Yeah, that’s something.” Ralph drank his coffee, frowning. “I can’t believe your dad would do that. What a jerk.”

“We have kind of a bad relationship,” I said dryly. But no matter. I’m going back, and I’m going to reclaim what’s mine.

We talked a while longer and Ralph finally excused himself to go put cut some more firewood. Julie sat down next to me on the couch and I took the chance to fully let my gaze roam over her. She was gorgeous: beautiful full lips, blue eyes, a smile that melted your heart. She was sweet, and kind, two things I only saw in my mom and Amber. Her tits were big, spilling out of her robe slightly, and I kept getting flashes of creamy thigh under the thin red fabric.

“Is there anything we can do?” she asked, rubbing her hand gently over my shoulders again. I’d told her of my plans to go back and find dad the next day.

“You’ve already been too kind. There’s nothing more I could ask.”

She bit her lip. “Well, in that case...maybe you could do me a favor. It’s a lot to ask, but...”

“Anything, Julie. I want to repay your kindness.”

Shyly, she looked up at me. Damn, what a milf, I thought. She had to be mom’s age or a little younger, but she was in great shape, and super hot. My cock had been half-hard since coming into the house, and now, intimately close in front of the fire, her sweet scent filling my nose...I rose to full.

“My husband, Ralph...he’s a great guy. Super sweet. It’s just that...Well, he had an accident, and he kind of...” She leaned in close and whispered, even though Ralph wasn’t in earshot. “He can’t have sex anymore.”

“Oh, wow.”

“He knows I have a really strong drive. I’d never cheat on him, but we agreed that if someone ever came along we really trusted...”

I blinked. Was she really suggesting...?

“You don’t know me, you can’t really trust me,” I said, stunned.

“No, but you’re obviously a good-hearted guy. Everything you did for your mom and stepsister — and getting stranded like you did, forced out by your dad.” Her hand moved slowly down my chest, resting on my left pec. “I do trust you, Sam. Implicitly. I don’t know why, but I just do.”

For a brief second, the question crossed my mind: could the ring’s power have somehow stayed with me? Was I still alpha?

I put my hand over hers. “Julie, you’re a beautiful, sexy woman. I’d love to spend the night with you. If Ralph’s okay with it, of course. I’m just amazed you’d want to be with me, though.”

Her fingers slid further down, running lightly over the large bulge in my jeans. “You’re the hottest guy who’s been out this way, Sam. The only guy I’ve really been attracted to, aside from Ralph, for years.” She rubbed up and down my cock. “I know you could satisfy me in a way no one else could.” Her lips teased my ear. “Will you come to bed with me, sir?”

All it took was that one word. Sir. The long-dormant dominance, the alpha drive I’d feared was gone...it was ignited in an instant at Julie’s proposition. I growled softly and threaded my fingers in her hair, pulling her in for a long, deep kiss. My tongue probed her mouth, and she gasped, melting in my arms. My hand went to her breast, feeling it through her robe, and she pushed it further into my grasp.

When I finally broke the kiss, I grinned at her and said, “Hope that answered your question.”

She giggled and put her hand over mine. Her giggle turned to a whimper of lust as she used my fingers to tease her nipple; I quickly took the initiative and began massaging the tender bud, coaxing it out of her robe. The kiss resumed, hot and passionate, to the sound of the fire crackling beside us.

Maybe this won’t turn out so badly after all.

****
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My former professor gazed at me in pure submission, not a trace of resistance anywhere in that beautiful gaze. I loved the effect I now had on women. Being able to command, to use my will to override any thought that what we were doing was somehow dirty or wrong...

Would she have resisted anyway? I wondered. She seems so eager to get fucked. Unless that’s just my pheromones.

I couldn’t ponder too long, because Eva took my cock in her mouth, her lips sealing tight. Inch by inch I slid into her hot mouth and she suctioned me perfectly. How did she know how to do this so well? Another side effect of my power?

I groaned. In my mind’s eye, I pictured her doing exactly what I wanted. I closed my eyes, seeing her mouth moving up and down my shaft in just the right way. I willed her to do it, as if touching her with my mind.

To my amazement, when I opened my eyes, she was doing it just like I’d hoped. As if I’d somehow connected with her mentally and planted the right way to suck my cock into her brain. I was controlling her, I realized, with my thoughts and mental visions. She was responding. Was that because she was insanely smart, a Ph.D.? Was her mind more responsive, more attuned to my brainwaves or something?

“Ahhh, fuck, that’s good,” I groaned. He hands caressed my swollen balls and she sucked up and down, her head bobbing.

Her mouth came off me and she stroked me up and down with tiny fingers. “Your cock is amazing, master. I can’t believe what I’ve been missing out on. And your taste...it’s fucking addictive.”

I stroked her hair, then grasped it tight, forcing her head back down onto my shaft. I began to fuck her throat, thrusting into it with strong, heady thrusts. She moaned from somewhere deep inside her, yielding to me, letting me use her mouth as my own personal fuck toy.

“You are mine now, Eva. Mine forever.”
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After telling Ralph what we were going to do, Julie led me into her bedroom. I was shocked that he’d agreed to let me have her for the night, agreeing to sleep on the couch. Damn. This guy’s giving me his super hot wife for the night? Guess things aren’t so bad without the ring after all.

On the one hand, I was eager to get back to town to go after my mom and Amber. But on the other, I knew it was too late to start anyway, and I needed a good night’s rest to recover. If that meant recovering with my cock buried in a gorgeous milf...

I was okay with that.

Julie gazed up at me with sheer desire. We were in her bedroom, the bedroom her husband would have fucked her, if not for his mysterious accident. What, did his penis fall off or something? I couldn’t help but wonder what would have rendered him incapable of having sex, but I was sure as hell glad the opportunity had presented itself. Julie was a knockout.

“Mmmm, you smell so good,” she purred, getting on all fours and crawling up to me like a woman in heat. “I can’t wait to taste you.”

She unzipped my jeans and freed my cock, gasping as it slid free. The purple head was fat and dripping with precum. “Oh my god, you have a huge cock.” She stroked along the sides of it, smoothing the clear lines of arousal up and down my hard shaft. “I’ve ached to have a hard cock like this inside me.”

Either this girl was slutty by nature or I still had some of that old alpha kick inside me. Because the way she was going on...She leaned forward, lips parting, her breath teasing the head of my dick. The lipstick she was wearing was red, and I could just picture how hot it would look when she had my fat dick between her lips. The sight of it made me throb, and throb hard. The second her tongue slid over the base of my cock, circling slowly, I had to grasp the sheets to keep from grabbing her hair and forcing my dick into her throat.

“Fuuuuuck,” she whimpered, her voice filled with deep emotion. “That’s the most amazing thing I’ve tasted in my life. Ohhh Sam, your flavor is addictive...”

“Suck me,” I growled, fingers tightening in her hair. “Suck my dick, now.”

Eagerly, Julie complied, gazing up at me submissively. Her eyes were gorgeous as she took my cock deep in her throat, letting her muscles relax until I was buried all the way inside. Either she was well-practiced or my alpha power remained, burning away her gag reflex, to where she could nothing but suck, suck suck. And fuck did she know how to do it.

Her head bobbed in my lap as though the only thing that mattered was ensuring my pleasure. My cock went deep inside as she moaned around me, closing her eyes in bliss. She removed me from her mouth with a pop and whimpered sexily, “I love how hard your cock is in my throat. It feels so good, giving you this pleasure.” She sucked on me again, then let her tongue slide around the head of my cock. I watched as all the signs of orgasm overcame her, her body flushed and tingling, her thighs rubbing to gather to relieve the pressure. Her horny pussy was buzzing, overflowing with her juices, her clit throbbing as she came from sucking me off.

Her lips and tongue moved to my balls, coating the heavy sac in her saliva. It felt incredible. I loved seeing her service me like this, watching her inner slut come to the fore. All this without any help from the ring — or from anything.

Maybe that’s the whole point, I realized. I do have hypnotic power over women. Maybe the ring was just a way to see that for myself.

What if I didn’t even need it?

“Where would you like to cum, sir?” purred Julie, stroking my cock while gazing up at me. “On my tits, or in my mouth?”

“All of the above.” I growled, getting up to my knees. “But right now...between those hot, creamy thighs of yours.”

“Inside my pussy?” she squealed in delight.

“Yes.” Spreading her legs, I pinned her to the bed and thrust deep inside, feeling my cock bury deep within her hot inner walls.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she cried, her lustful moans filling the air. Her cunt clenched me tight; finally, a dominant alpha’s cock was in her, the thing she’d craved for so long.

Not just any alpha. Her master.

As I thought it, I felt my eyes blaze...the ring’s power was still inside me somehow. Blue light surged from my body, glowing around my hands briefly, then flickering to a dim aura. If Julie noticed she said nothing, too lost in her sexual rapture to care about anything but cumming.

“Oh my god!” she cried out, her legs clutching tight around me. “Make me cum, master!”

Master.

I growled, my hand going around her throat, the other tugging her bra down, exposing her firm, creamy tits. I sucked hard on the left and then the right. I loved using her like this — and it was obvious she loved it as much as I did.

“You like me fucking you?” I grunted, thrusts fast and hard. “You like me treating you like a slut?”

“Yes, sir. I love it.”

From her panting, breathy voice, I knew she was telling the truth.

“Cum in me, sir. Fill me deep. I want to be your whore forever...I’ll leave Ralph for you...I’ll do anything you want!”

Was she saying that in a moment of passion, or was she serious? I had to wonder. Would she really leave her husband, her commitment, just so she could get spread and fucked by an alpha? Was my sexual hold that powerful?

Only time will tell.

Her legs locked behind me, forcing me deeper into her. She ground her hips against me, milking my cock. “Make me yours, master. Fill me up.”

“Fuck,” I growled, my hand tightening on her throat. She gasped and gazed up at me with pure bliss, her pussy spasming around me in a heady climax. I came at the same time, waves of pleasure flooding me, my cum splashing into her hot, sexy pussy. I grunted an thrust deep, pulsing my load into her fertile sex. Her arms and legs held me tight and she kissed me long and hard, her pussy milking me dry.

When I’d emptied my balls into Julie’s hot cunt, fully drained, I finally relaxed, lowering myself onto her creamy tits. She nestled me there, her pussy still giving the occasional orgasmic spasm, sending pleasant feelings throughout my cock, into my whole body.

“God, that felt so good. I haven’t been fucked like that forever.”

My hands came up to her breasts and tickled gently. “I hope you want more, because I intend to fuck you all night.”

She giggled happily. We tussled on the bed for a while...until the tussling turned to me grabbing her hips and plunging my cock into her from behind. Her moans filled the air all night. I know Ralph had to have heard. Honestly, I didn’t care anymore. All that mattered was pumping Julie full of sperm, and by the end of the night, her pussy was overflowing with it. Her mouth was, too. Her inner thighs were dripping it... her tits were, as well.

She was a cream-filled slut, and she couldn’t be happier.

****

The next morning I awoke to the delicious aroma of cooking eggs and bacon. Julie had prepared a feast for me. Orange juice, toast, and oatmeal, too. “You need your strength for the mission ahead,” she told me, rubbing my thigh as I ate.

Ralph sipped his coffee, seemingly quite happy. Maybe that his wife was happy. I wasn’t sure. Either way...I guess I’d done them a favor.

Before I left, Julie pulled me aside, saying, “I think we need to drain these big, heavy balls of yours one more time before you go, don’t you, sir?”

I smiled and allowed her to go down on me. She sucked me long and hard, bobbing her head eagerly at my shaft, gazing up at me with those submissive, gorgeous eyes. “If you weren’t married, I’d have you to come with me.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned, releasing my cock. “I’m so addicted to your taste, I don’t know if I can live without it.”

“Fuck.” I put my hands on her hair, thrusting into her sweet, hot mouth. “Your mouth is so good...that’s it, suck on me, slut. Suck that big dick...Just like that. Like the good little whore you are.”

My hands formed fists in her hair as I pumped into her mouth. Her throat yielded beautifully for me, her hands holding me tight by the waist. “Here it comes...” I groaned. I shot thick jets of seed into her pretty mouth, watching as she swallowed every drop as though it was the best thing she’d ever tasted.

“Thank you, master,” she purred, licking her lips and fingers clean.

“You’re welcome, pet.”

I gave Julie a last long kiss goodbye and headed off, eager to resume my journey.

****

I had to take a bus to get back to town. How dad had managed to dump me on some remote beach, I had no idea. But one thing I did know: I was paying a visit to gramps, first.

Imagine my shock when I found he was no longer in the hospital.

“Your granddad’s been transferred,” the nurse told me. “A hospital in California.”

As in, on the opposite side of the country.

“And who arranged this?”

“One...Peter Morris.” She looked up from the sheet to me. “His son, it seems?”

Fuck. So dad was keeping me and Grandpa separated.

“Thanks,” I said through gritted teeth. Guess I’m on my own.

I went back to my house, mulling in silence for a time. Julie’s blowjob had taken the edge off my tension, but I was still stressed. I didn’t want a repeat of the other night. I needed to get Savanna and Amber back. I needed to win.

But how? Without the ring, dad had all the power.

My phone suddenly buzzed. I picked it up to see the caller. Eva Reynolds, it read.

My heart sped up a bit. Ms. Reynolds had been one of my teachers in college. I’d trusted her and liked her — plus, she was superbly hot. I’d definitely had a bit of a crush on her. With full dark brown hair she often wore pinned in a bun, she had full, sensuous features of Latin American heritage. She was often stern, but had a softer side that came out on occasion. I’d been one of her favorite students.

Her body...well, her body was smoking hot. She’d wear tight miniskirts and heels, along with blouses that did nothing to hide her ample cleavage. I’d often imagined sliding my hand underneath her skirt, reaching in and finding a pair of lacy panties, and her pussy dripping for me underneath...

“Hello?” I answered.

“Sam,” she said, breathless, on the other end. “I’m so glad I caught you. I need your help.”

****

Turned out that my former teacher needed me to assist in moving boxes. I carried them out of her old office into her car. She was packing up, getting ready to start a new job at a university across town.

“Professor Reynolds,” I asked as we drove over that way, “Can I ask for your help with something?”

“Call me Eva.” She smiled. “And of course you can.”

My eyes fell to the swell of her breasts, shown very enticingly under the pale pink blouse she was wearing. I could see the outline of her bra underneath. Lace, I guessed.

“I’m in a bit of a bind. My dad, he...he has these powers, and...”

I explained the whole story to her. Her eyes went wide. I thought she might not believe me until I brought up the ring.

“You say this ring has some kind of enhancement power?”

“Yeah. It changed me...made me alpha. Gave me the confidence I needed in life.” I looked grimly out the window. “And now it’s gone.”

Eva’s hand went to my thigh. “You don’t need a ring to be confident, Sam. You already have that inside you.”

Her touch made me shiver. Damn, I was hot for her. Just one more glance at those perfect cock-sucking lips of hers and I was fully hard, just sitting next to her in the car.

“Think about it. You want to defeat your dad, right? Get your mom and sister back? Well, you’re going to have to be creative. And I think I might just be able to help you out.”

Her fingers brushed lightly over my cock, which was throbbing hard in my pants. “And...what would you need in return, professor?”

“You’ve already been a dear, helping me move these boxes. Let’s finish with those, and then...”

She licked her lips, eyeing my throbbing hardon. “I can think of at least one thing you can do that would really help me out.”

****

After moving the boxes as she’d asked, we headed over to the new office she’d set up. Once inside, Eva tossed her hair back and put her hands on her hips.

“I think we need to celebrate.” She popped open a bottle of champagne and poured two glasses, offering one to me. She gave me a flirty look and toasted.

“To your new job?” I asked.

“Mhm. And...” She came in close, rubbing her hand gently up and down my groin. “To us.”

“Us...”

Before I could question what that meant, she wrapped her fingers around my neck and pulled me in for a hot kiss. Her lips felt soft and buttery, her sweet strawberry shampoo and citrus scent filling my nose. Oh fuck, I thought, smelling her sexy, aroused smell from her panties, the scent so hot my cock began to throb. I’ve got to be inside this woman.

She took my fingers and led them underneath her skirt, just as I had always dreamed. Up they went, drifting over the gusset of her panties; she gasped as I made contact. “Oh god...I’ve wanted you so long, Sam.”

“You have?” I asked, incredulous.

“Yes...I couldn’t have you because you were my student...but not anymore.” She ground her hips into me, my fingers sliding into her silky hot wetness. “Now I can have you. Or should I say... you can have me.”

She licked beneath my earlobe.

My essence, I realized. Whatever it is inside me that affects women...it’s working on her, too. It worked on Julie. Even without the ring.

“I’m going to fuck you, professor,” I purred into her ear. Now I was taking control, as I’d longed to.

“Oh god,” she moaned, clutching her skirt, rubbing her thighs together like she was forcing herself not to grab my hand and rub her horny pussy into it. “I need that so badly, Sam. I need you to fuck me now.”

I ripped her tight skirt down her legs, tugging it like a wild man. I was in that craze, needing to be inside her, to pound her tight pussy till she came and came.

She was wearing a pair of light pink lacy panties, matching the color of her shirt. God, they were dripping. I tore them off as well — and then, there was nothing but her perfect shaved pussy, bare and ready for me. I breathed in deep, smelling her scent. It was so heady, so incredible... my cock twitched as I breathed in her fragrant juices.

“Seems you’re ready for me,” I said, the commanding tone returning to my voice. “Ready to get fucked. I’m going to stretch you, Eva. You’re going to cry for my cock to stuff you. You’ll be so full you can’t take it...and yet you must take it,” I whispered into her ear, tangling her hair around my fingers.

“Ohhhh fuck yes,” she moaned, lifting her head. Exposing her neck to me gave me the opportunity to lick a long trail up the side of it, then bite gently, marking her as mine. She shuddered and I plunged two fingers inside her. That was it: she came hard and violently, her breathing ragged, her legs rubbing together. My fingers rubbed hard up and down her clit, teasing it with full, unrelenting strokes, intensifying her climax. I wondered when she’d last cum; from the looks of it, it’d been a damn long time.

Obviously her husband has no idea what to do in bed. Staggering to think considering just how fucking hot she is.

But then, Julie’s husband... I smirked. I guess a real alpha is in demand these days. A guy who knows how to use his cock, and how to please a woman right.

“This is only a hint of what’s to come,” I whispered, my lips at her ear. My fingers kept on stimulating her, another going deep inside to find her G-spot. Her head falling back, she moaned lustfully, my other hand going to her breast and squeezing. Her arm went around my neck and she purred:

“Ohhhh, Sam....”

How long I’d ached to hear her say my name like that, in the heat of passion.

She reached behind, feeling for my cock. I freed it from its confines, letting her rub up and down, taking a fat drop of precum into her palm. She shook in my arms, trembling as another climax approached.

“Suck it,” I growled. “Suck it off your fingers. Taste me.”

With trembling fingers, she raised her hand to her lips and sucked it off each one. Her beautiful full lips parted, her fingers entering them. The second she tasted me, she moaned and shuddered violently again, a second orgasm taking her. “Oh my god....that tastes so amazing, master.”

Her voice changed, becoming breathy and vapid, like she’d forgotten everything.

Everything but how to fuck. And how to please her man.

Me.

I turned her around, forcing her to her knees. “Suck,” I commanded, my dick waving in her face. “Suck your master’s cock.”

She gazed at me in pure submission, not a trace of resistance anywhere in that beautiful gaze. I loved the effect I now had on women. Being able to command, to use my will to override any thought that what we were doing was somehow dirty or wrong...

Would she have resisted anyway? I wondered. She seems so eager to get fucked. Unless that’s just my pheromones.

I couldn’t ponder too long, because Eva took my cock in her mouth, her lips sealing tight. Inch by inch I slid into her hot mouth and she suctioned me perfectly. How did she know how to do this so well? Another side effect of my power?

I groaned. In my mind’s eye, I pictured her doing exactly what I wanted. I closed my eyes, seeing her mouth moving up and down my shaft in just the right way. I willed her to do it, as if touching her with my mind.

To my amazement, when I opened my eyes, she was doing it just like I’d hoped. As if I’d somehow connected with her mentally and planted the right way to suck my cock into her brain. I was controlling her, I realized, with my thoughts and mental visions. She was responding. Was that because she was insanely smart, a Ph.D.? Was her mind more responsive, more attuned to my brainwaves or something?

“Ahhh, fuck, that’s good,” I groaned. He hands caressed my swollen balls and she sucked up and down, her head bobbing.

Her mouth came off me and she stroked me up and down with tiny fingers. “Your cock is amazing, master. I can’t believe what I’ve been missing out on. And your taste...it’s fucking addictive.”

I stroked her hair, then grasped it tight, forcing her head back down onto my shaft. I began to fuck her throat, thrusting into it with strong, heady thrusts. She moaned from somewhere deep inside her, yielding to me, letting me use her mouth as my own personal fuck toy.

“You are mine now, Eva. Mine forever.”

I groaned the words out, her lips closing tight around me as I came. My balls throbbed and thick jets of cum spat from my cock, shooting into her wet mouth. She squealed in pleasure and sucked down every last drop, ensuring that none of my precious seed was wasted.

When her mouth finally came off my cock, I watched as droplets of cum slid down the corner of her lip. She eagerly picked them up with her fingers and sucked them off. She swallowed the last bit and gazed at me with pure bliss.

“Good girl,” I purred approvingly.

“Thank you, master. I love the taste of your cum.”

To think she was mine. Eva was not just mine to fuck...everything was mine. Her brilliance, her ability to solve problems...I knew if anyone could help me get back my mom and sister, it was her.

As if reading my mind, she got to her feet. “I know you’re itching to get that big fat cock into my pussy, master. But first...I have something to show you.”

She went to her desk and pulled out a small glowing device. It beeped softly as she keyed some strokes. Then, pulling up a map, she typed in MORRIS RESIDENCE and my father’s house came up.

“You...you can track him?”

“Yes. And I can do more than that.” She smiled confidently. “I can disable every alarm in the house. I can shut the whole security system down. I can free your mom and sister.”

“You can?”

She nodded. “But before I do, we’re going to have to get inside. You don’t want your dad getting away before you can deal with him properly.”

She was right. If we were going to go in there, it was going to be the final showdown. Me and dad...head to head...the last time.

And this time, I was going to win.
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“Yes,” she whispered, gazing up at me in pure submission. “Master. Fuck my mouth. Fuck my slutty mouth...your mother’s mouth.”

Forcing her mouth back onto my cock, I started thrusting again, fucking upwards into her hot, tight throat. “Mmmm, mmmmm,” she moaned around me, cupping my balls, sucking greedily. Her lips were perfect, working me inch after inch into her throat as she bobbed her head in my lap. Mom purred in bliss, her gag reflex totally gone. Another perk of whatever power I retained. From the ring or otherwise...made no difference. It was just an effect of my alpha dominance.

I stroked her hair and pulled it away from her face, watching her mouth bob lustfully up and down. My muscles tightened as I grew closer to my peak, Savanna feeling it as well. Her rhythm became steady and harder, eager. “It’s coming. It’s coming, mom. My load...it’s coming...are you going to swallow it?”

In answer she moaned her assent, picking up speed and sucking me harder. Her fingers squeezed my balls — like she was trying to coax the cum right out of me.

“Ahhhh, fuck,” I groaned, the climax hitting me hard. My stepmother gave a satisfied, soft groan in her throat, my dick spurting and throbbing in her mouth. My cum filled her sweet, hot mouth, shooting over and over, my balls draining right into my stepmother’s mouth.

The Master Ring: Part VI

Samuel

“This is it,” I said, my cock nestling against Eva’s hot, tight folds. “Spread for me.”

Bent over her desk, her pussy wet and glistening, lips glistening with arousal...

I had seen fewer sights that were this hot. She shook, her elbows leaning on the table, standing up on her toes to display her ass and pussy even better for me.

“You exist for my pleasure now, Eva,” I hissed into her ear, giving her ass a nice swat. She gasped in pleasure and pain combined. “You belong to me. My property. My pleasure. That’s what you care about...do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she gasped. “All for you...my body, my mind, my heart. I exist for your pleasure.”

“Good.” Leaning forward, I pressed my cock deeper into her folds. Her ass stuck out toward me, as if asking me to come in deeper. I did, and she sighed in pleasure, giving a satisfied, delighted little moan.

“Ohhhh my god,” she gasped, my cock impaling her in one swift stroke. “Ohhhh fuck.”

She was the tightest woman I’ve ever been in. Her pussy was like pure melted butter around my cock, caressing me, her inner walls sliding slow and smooth around my hard, throbbing dick. I groaned, overwhelmed by heady pleasure.

“Jesus, Eva, your cunt feels like heaven.”

“Mmm, fuck it, master. Fuck that tight pussy. It’s your pussy.”

I thrust into her, pounding deep and hard. Soon I had built up a rhythm, our combined gasps and moans of lust filling the room. I stroked into her hard and fast, thrusting as deep as I could go. In between, I swatted an squeezed her ass, watching her butt cheeks turn red. My finger found her tight little pucker, playing with her private entrance.

“Ohhhh shit,” she moaned, my finger sliding into her ass. “I’m gonna cum if you do that, Sammy!”

“That’s the idea.” I grinned, massaging her asshole with my finger as I pounded her tight slit.

Then she was cumming. Her body shuddered, fingers gripping the desk tight. I watched as my former teachers tight, sopping pussy took my dick over and over, her ass clenching around my wet digit. As I fucked her ass with my finger and her pussy with my cock, she came hard, shuddering violently and screaming my name.

“Ohhhh master. Ohhhh, Sammy! Sam...fuck me! Fuck me, own me, pound me!”

I groaned, feeling her inner walls tightening around me. I couldn’t hold off any longer. I pushed in deep and held myself inside her, pumping thick loads of cream into her tight cunt. At the last minute I pulled out, watching as my dick spat more cum across her ass and lower back, my semen staining her pretty skin lewdly.

She reached behind, her fingers going to her cunt where my sperm was dripping out. She gathered some onto her hand and sucked lustfully on her digits, moaning like the horny slut she was. “Ohhh fuck, you taste good. I need your cum, I fucking crave it,” she moaned.

I fully intended to give her plenty of it, every day.

****

An hour later, we were cleaned up and ready to go. It took a bit of convincing — Eva was determined to get my cum in every part of her body, and on it — but I insisted. Time was of the essence. “Besides,” I said, caressing her neck, my fingers closing around the back of it as I held her possessively. “We’ll have plenty of time to fuck after I save the world.”

She grinned and leaned in to my kiss, meeting my lips. Our tongues tangled, the kiss nice and hot, her breasts rubbing against my chest. I couldn’t resist squeezing the left one, feeling the nice round orb under my fingers.

“I hope you’ll keep that promise, master.”

Together, we drove to the address on her GPS. Apparently she’d rigged up some kind of system where she had control of all the electronic functions in dad’s house, or any house she could pull up with coordinates. I was in amazement — but then, Dr. Reynolds had plenty of tricks up her sleeve.

When we got there, she shut the lighting system down, and flicked all the locks to OPEN. That made it easy to get inside. And this time, I was wearing a special wristband that gave me a protective magnetic field — again, courtesy of Eva. If dad tried any shockwaves, I’d be immune.

“You really are even dumber than I thought,” he said, his voice echoing from the top of the staircase. His eyes glowed eerily in the dim light. “You came back?”

“Yep. And this time, I’m going to win, dad.”

My eyes went to his finger, where a dim blue light glowed. My ring, I realized. He has it.

To my shock and horror, Savanna was beside him, kneeling at his feet. Her arm was around his leg, and she rubbed her cheek on his calf sensuously, as if eager to perform his desires. On his other side was Amber, her fingers caressing his thigh.

He’s changed them, I realized. With my ring, he’s corrupted their minds.

“You should leave, Sam,” Amber’s voice rang out, harsh and dismissive. “You have no business here.”

I could hardly believe what I was hearing. But there it was: my stepsister, once telling me she loved me and was willing and eager to serve... Now telling me to get the hell out.

“What did you do to them?” I demanded, staring angrily into my father’s eyes.

He chuckled. “The same thing you did. I made them mine.”

“Bastard.”

“Am I?” He stared directly back at me. “I’m only doing what you would, after all.”

“I’m nothing like you.” I started forward, watching as dad raised his hand, only to have the shockwave’s electric pulse flicker harmlessly off me, thanks to Eva’s defense field. “I care about the women I claim. I make sure they’re happy, taken care of. You just use them and discard them.”

My boots rang out on the steps, heavy thuds as I came up toward him. He looked shocked that his magic hadn’t worked on me.

“What’d you do, you little ass...”

Eva was right behind me, her fingers curling around my arm. “Now’s the chance. Take him down.”

I raised my hand toward dad and repeated the same words he had used on me: “Ashaar, lethal, tenadriis!”

Instantly he flew back, slamming into the wall. Mom and Amber blinked in surprise, their faces changing, as though released from the mental hold of dad’s spell. “What...what happened?” Mom asked, stunned.

“I reversed dad’s spell.” Pulling her and Amber to their feet, I felt mom’s arms go gratefully around my neck. “He’d changed you, enslaved your minds. Eva helped me figure it out — and how to fix it.”

“I’m so glad you came, big brother.” Amber hugged me as well, giving me a long kiss on the cheek.

“This isn’t over,” my father growled from the corner, struggling to his feet.

“No, I think it is.” I raised my hand and sent a final pulse of power, this one sending him another several feet back. He groaned, then collapsed in a heap.

“Is he....dead?”

“No,” I answered. “Just unconscious until the cops get here. He’ll be taken away and locked up...hopefully forever.”

I went to dad’s unconscious form and removed the ring from his finger. It glowed blue as I cradled it in my palm.

Do I even need this anymore?

I tucked it into my pocket. Maybe someday, when my heir came into the picture.

If I had a son, I’d treat him right — not the way dad had treated me.

****

I drove us home. Everyone was quiet, to my surprise. I’d expected Mom and Amber to be elated, now they were free, but they both seemed withdrawn.

“Everything okay back there?” I asked, looking in my rearview mirror.

Savanna turned to me, giving me a woeful smile. “It will be, Sam. Eventually...”

I gritted my teeth. That bastard did something to them. I know he did.

I questioned mom about it after we returned home.

“Mom, did he...rape you?”

She shook her head. “He didn’t...He tried. He controlled me, he controlled Amber. But somehow, even underneath all of that, I still had a remnant of myself. I wouldn’t suck his cock, no matter how much he wanted it.” She gazed out the window sadly, and my heart went out to her. “Amber refused, too. So he imprisoned us. He put us in a cell and there we waited.”

“Jesus, mom. I’m so sorry.” I put my hands on her shoulders and felt her lean into my touch.

“The important thing is you came for us, Sam. And we’re back with you now.”

She turned to me, her beautiful eyes gazing up into mine. She put her arms around and kissed me, slow at first, our lips brushing together. Then longer and harder, her tongue tangling with mine.

When she pulled back, slightly breathless, she said, “You’re nothing like him, Sam. You know that, right?”

“I hope not.” I couldn’t keep the bitterness out of my voice. “What if he was right? That what I do is the same as what he does?”

“You’re nothing like him.” She repeated herself firmly, setting her hand on my chest. “You’re kind to women. You use your power to enhance our desires, to make us feel good...not to enslave us and maltreat us.”

My hands rested on her lower back, then went further, to the swells of her ass. I squeezed gently, eliciting a small moan.

“Maybe you’re right,” I murmured. “I hope you are.”

As I gazed into her beautiful blue eyes, I knew what I had to do to prove it to myself.

****

I made my way downstairs, Savanna following me. “Everyone,” I announced, addressing Amber and Eva, “I’m going to destroy the ring.”

“What?” gasped Eva in shock.

“It’s time. I need to prove to myself that I’m not like dad. And if there’s power in this thing...it’s not the kind of power that can be used for good.”

“But Sam...you said it changed your life. You said it made you happy.”

“What made me happy was having the three of you. Mom, Eva, Amber...You satisfied me and gave me your trust, your bodies. Your hearts. That meant something huge to me.” I held up the tiny gold and sapphire jewel, knowing it was time to get rid of it for good. “But now I’ll just have to take the risk — that things will be the way they were before.”

We drove to a local metalsmith and had him smelt the ring down to nothing but a pile of melted goo. “Shame, that,” he said. “Thing really was pretty.”

But not worth it, I thought, feeling no remorse at all. Not worth it.

****

I expected things to revert, for Mom and Amber and Eva to go back to their lives before. For the whole adventure to undo itself, and I would go back to the normal, boring guy I was.

But somehow, Mom was right. I was different. Whatever power I had must have developed within. I didn’t need to prove myself to the ring, didn’t need it at all. The only thing I needed was what I already had: my own heart and soul.

I noticed that women just as eagerly gave in to my desires, though I was far more vigilant about using my alpha presence. Girls would often come up to me on the street and flirt openly with me, even in front of their boyfriends. It could be a bit awkward at times, but nothing a smile and “No thanks” couldn’t handle.

Instead, I kept myself happy with Amber and Mom. I’d see Eva now and then for a nice, hot, passionate fuck, but it was just sex with us. I knew she eventually wanted to get married, and released her from my hold so that she could go on with her life.

Amber on the other hand was all too willing to stay with me, acting as one half of my “wife harem;” Mom was eager to be the other. They shared me, quite happily, and the three of us co-existed in domestic bliss. I started a company that dealt in electronics and computers, while Mom was a stay-at-home housewife. Amber took up her former passion for fashion design, becoming quite successful in her own right.

One day when she was at work and it was just me and Mom at home, I came up to Savanna and put my arms around her. “Are you happy, mom?”

She turned to me and smiled. The joy and sparkle had come back to her eyes after the incident with my dad, now that several months had passed. “I couldn’t be happier than I am with you, baby.” She reached down, rubbing up and down the tent in my pants. “In fact, I was thinking...” She giggled softly. “I should have your babies.”

I growled softly and grabbed her ass, my cock raging hard. “Yeah, I think that’s a great idea, Mom.”

She straddled me on the bed, rubbing her fingers up and down my hard chest. “I love you, sweetheart. I’ll always love you...and always belong to you, you know that?”

“Yeah, mom. I know.” I sat up, cradling her tight in my arms, my cock rubbing her pussy. “I will always protect you. No one will ever take you from me again. Not dad...not anyone.”

She whimpered softly into my neck, my hands moving up and down her body. I helped her out of her bra and panties — well, I say helped but really mean ripped, when it came to the latter. Sometimes my strength got the better of me. Thankfully she just giggled, lightening the mood.

“It’s nice to see you laugh.” I smiled.

My hands went to her tits and began to rub, massaging and squeezing the full naked orbs in my fingers. They were firm, yielding a little underneath my digits. I smelled her sex, wafting from between her creamy thighs, the delicious aroused scent making my dick throb.

“It’s time....” Mom reached for my jeans, tugging them down, freeing my thick, hard cock. “Time for me to worship this delicious, throbbing shaft of yours again, baby.”

I groaned as her fingers circled me, stroking. “I’ve missed this, mom. Missed fucking you.”

“I missed it too, son.” She lowered her mouth onto my cock, sucking several times lustfully, her wet lips feeling like pure heaven. Sliding off with a pop, she smiled at me. “More than you can possibly imagine.”

She lowered her face onto me again until her nose was absolutely buried in my crotch, her face pressed tight against the pulsing shaft.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. I was amazed how easily, how well she took me into her throat, as deep as I could go. She was worshiping my balls, squeezing them needfully and tugging a bit. My hips thrust forward and I grasped her hair, grunting primally, fucking her mouth.

“Yes,” she whispered, gazing up at me in pure submission. “Master. Fuck my mouth. Fuck my slutty mouth...your mother’s mouth.”

Forcing her mouth back onto my cock, I started thrusting again, fucking upwards into her hot, tight throat. “Mmmm, mmmmm,” she moaned around me, cupping my balls, sucking greedily. Her lips were perfect, working me inch after inch into her throat as she bobbed her head in my lap. Mom purred in bliss, her gag reflex totally gone. Another perk of whatever power I retained. From the ring or otherwise...made no difference. It was just an effect of my alpha dominance.

I stroked her hair and pulled it away from her face, watching her mouth bob lustfully up and down. My muscles tightened as I grew closer to my peak, Savanna feeling it as well. Her rhythm became steady and harder, eager. “It’s coming. It’s coming, mom. My load...it’s coming...are you going to swallow it?”

In answer she moaned her assent, picking up speed and sucking me harder. Her fingers squeezed my balls — like she was trying to coax the cum right out of me.

“Ahhhh, fuck,” I groaned, the climax hitting me hard. My stepmother gave a satisfied, soft groan in her throat, my dick spurting and throbbing in her mouth. My cum filled her sweet, hot mouth, shooting over and over, my balls draining right into my mother’s mouth. I thought she would have to remove her lips from my cock to breath, but no, she sucked right down every drop. She cleaned the last few bursts of my load and sucked slowly up and down my shaft, then ran her tongue around my cockhead. “God, you came so much. And it is so, so delicious, baby.”

She spread her thighs, showing me her sexy, wet, perfectly shaved cunt. “Look how horny and wet I am from having you in my mouth,” she whimpered, rubbing her pussy needfully. “See how bad I need you in me?”

I growled in response, my dick never going soft. I needed to pound my stepmother hard, fucking her right into that mattress til she squealed and came.

Her slit was shining with juices, lips puffy and swollen.

“I need you, need you, Sam. You turn me on so much. I want you to pump me full of your cum...make me pregnant, my son.”

Fuck. I could not argue with that...no way in hell. The thought of pumping my stepmother, sexy as hell stepmother, full of baby-making cream...yeah, that was a thought I was addicted to. My cock gave a pulse at the idea, which she saw, smiling.

She laid back and spread her legs wider. “This is what you were made to do, sir. Fuck sluts like me full of cum and make us climax over and over. Force us to submit. Force me.”

“But it’s always because I love you, you know.” I said this as I mounted her, getting on top, lining my cock up with her entrance.

“Yes,” she whimpered, running her hands up and down my body. “I know that, and so does Amber. So does Eva. We love you in return, master, and know you’ll always protect us.”

I groaned at her words, sliding in to the hilt with a single thrust. Mom cried out in pleasure as I slid into her tight, hot walls, feeling them wrapped around my cock. “Fuck. That’s amazing,” I grunted. She welcomed me inside her, her inner muscles clenching tight.

As I rode her, grasping her hair, she panted and cried out. Mom’s nails dug into my back, my cock spreading her wider and fucking her deeper, pounding good and hard. Fucking her like the slut she craved to be.

“Use my pussy, master. Fuck it hard. It’s your pussy, and you can have it whenever you want!”

I granted, feeling her grip me tight as I pounded her into the bed, my strength forcing her into the mattress. She thrust her hips back against me, meeting my strokes with her own.

“Yes,” she gasped into my ear. “Fuck me hard. Get that load deep, so deep inside my pussy.” I felt her contracting around me, her climax hitting her just as hard as mine was. We orgasmed together, my cock spurting hot cream into her. Her heels locked around me, pulling tight as her inner muscles clenched. It was as though her pussy was sucking the cum right out of me, draining my balls into her womb. “Ohh god, Sam. Ohhhh my god.”

She kissed me, her lips tender against my ear, my whole body heaving from sexual exertion. “Oh baby...my son...my master. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, mom.” I thrust the last few times into her, draining the rest of my load. I gave a few slow, long strokes, ensuring my cum was deeply nestled inside her pussy. We gazed into one another’s eyes, connecting in that moment in pure love...the love of two people after amazing sex. The love of a master for his submissive. The love of a son for his mother...and of a man for his wife.

“You’re my wife,” I murmured. “My mother and my wife.”

She purred happily into my chest, falling into blissful sleep. I soon joined her.

Everything is going to be all right now.
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He gazed deep into my eyes, as if deciding something. Then his voice took on a trancelike, hypnotic tone. “You love me,” he murmured, still caressing my hair and neck. “You love me more than anyone else in your life. You are devoted to me...as my wife and the mother of my children. As my bimbo, my slut...ready to give me your body whenever I please.”

His words soothed and calmed me, filling me with a warmth I never had known before. I knew deep down that it was true, everything he said. “Yes...I love you, Greg. Only you. As my husband and master.”

His hand caressed my throat possessively. He tapped something into the tattoo on his wrist, and a small, slender golden necklace came into being within his hand. I marveled at the glittering color, watching as he slid it around my throat.

“This is my gift...and my claim.” He fastened around me. “When anyone sees this locket, they will know.”

I smiled and closed my hand around the pendant. It was small with a red engraving. “I love it.”

“Good.” He cradled my face in his strong palm and kissed me.

The kiss started slow at first, then built in heat. Soon his lips were possessing mine, his tongue sliding into my mouth, and me parting my lips to let him in further. I wanted every part of his strong, masculine body around me and inside me. I stroked his cock, the horny, unabashedly slutty side of me coming forth. He brought that out in me now.

Soon he was spreading my thighs, his talented mouth moving to my cunt. He licked up and down my dripping pussy lips, slurping on my juices. “Oh god,” I moaned. “Your tongue inside me, master...oh, it feels so good.”

The Alpha Tattoo: Part I

Greg:

There was no denying it: John’s wife was hot.

John and Rhia Dragner were my neighbors. John worked for a local farming company, while Rhia was a stay-at-home wife. I assumed some day they planned to have kids, but in reality, I wanted to knock her up myself.

Seemed pretty weird, huh? But with her long blonde hair, shapely figure, big tits and perfect ass, she had the kind of body that made you hard instantly. She was also sweet and friendly, often waving to me when I was outside working in my yard or something.

I never had much luck with women, though. In reality, I was too busy with my work to invest time in dating. A friend told me about wearable tattoo he’d gotten, one that let him control his phone... and other things.

I didn’t know what he meant when he said other things, of course, until for the hell of it I went out and got one myself.

It was a small silvery design that went around my left wrist. Just three tendrils of silicon, looking in the shape of a chip — a sort of electronic pattern. I pressed it a few times and pulled up a little screen where I could interact.

What would you like to do?

I typed in: Go home.

And helpfully, it keyed in the location to my GPS, so I could drive home without a problem.

The app seemed to work fine. Nothing weird. At least, not until later that week.

****

I was outside working in my yard. I noticed Rhia outside. John was always gone during the day, so she worked outside in the garden a lot. For the hell of it, I pulled up my tattoo app — and focused it on her.

Target obtained. What would you like to do?

Huh, I thought. Target obtained?

That was weird. But I typed in: Get her to want me, sexually.

I also added: Ramp up her sex drive.

And: Put her in my control.

I pressed enter, expecting nothing to happen.

So you can imagine my complete shock when she suddenly stood up and turned around, her gaze fixing on me. She came up to me seductively, her hips swaying, a tempting smile on her pretty lips. Lips that would look amazing wrapped around my cock.

“Hi there, Greg. You’re looking handsome today.”

Before I could answer, she took hold of my belt and leaned in — and then her lips were pressed to mine, cutting off my words.

“Mmmm,” she moaned softly, her tongue meeting my own. Her hands moved up and down my body — and mine did the same to hers, coming to rest on her full, supple ass.

She broke the kiss and gave me a coy, enticing smile.

I was in shock. But just to test what I was suspecting...

I lined my display up with her and the wearable app showed: Target acquired. What would you like to do?

I typed in: Revert all changes.

After pressing enter, a sudden change came over her. She blinked at me, quickly removing her hands from my shoulders. “I...um...Greg? What’s going on?” She laughed nervously, straightening her clothes.

“Nothing, I...” I realized in this moment I was at a critical juncture. Be a wimp and refuse my destiny, or embrace it?

I looked down at my tattoo and typed in: Give my voice power over her.

“You came over to give me some cookies, remember?”

She blinked, like she was trying to remember. Of course hadn’t come to give me cookies...but apparently, my trick worked.

She suddenly smiled and said, “Oh, right. I remember.” She giggled. “Let me just go bake some right now.”

She started back toward her house. As she did, I typed in: Redo original changes.

The command finished, I saw that her hips started to sway enticingly and she looked over her shoulder, blowing me a kiss.

****

I went back into my house and waited for a while, amused — and turned on. My cock was hard from the thought of having sex with Rhia, which was undoubtedly about to happen. Sure enough, she was back an hour or so later with a plate of chocolate chip cookies arranged on a plate.

But it wasn’t the cookies that caught my eye.

She’d changed outfits. Now she was wearing a sexy low-cut t-shirt and a skirt that barely covered her full, delicious ass. I saw a glimpse of white panties underneath — that I planned to rip off shortly.

“I brought you your cookies as you wished,” she said, smiling pleasantly, her voice insinuating that she’d do anything I wished.

“Come in.” I stepped back and allowed her inside, the cookie smell filling my nose. My eyes went to the sway of her hips and the delicious, sexy sight of her ass in that skirt.

She went into my kitchen and set the cookies down. Then she turned to me, leaning back against the counter, clearly displaying herself for my pleasure.

“What would you like me to do now, Greg?”

Her breasts pushed together as she asked the question in a throaty, enticing voice.

“Get down on your knees and suck me.”

It wasn’t something I’d have said to anyone else, but now, something dark and dangerous filled me. I didn’t feel like the scrawny loser I’d been before. I felt strong, powerful, and in control.

Rhia clearly heard that — and responded. I saw a submissiveness in her posture and expression as she knelt down before me and unzipped my jeans. Taking out my thick, hard cock, she began to stroke me up and down. I typed in a command: Make me alpha.

Instantly, my cock began to grow in Rhia’s hands. It became thicker and harder than ever, and longer. She giggled. “Wow, you’re so big, sir. I had no idea.”

I felt changes in my body. My chest felt hard and muscular, and my jaw felt chiseled and strong. My hands — now larger and bigger, too — went to her hand and pressed her mouth down onto my shaft. “Suck,” I ordered, my voice deep and dominant.

She quickly obeyed. Her tongue swirled around me, licking the head of my cock. She closed her lips around me and gazed up into my eyes, moaning softly. I forced her head down further, taking me deeper, my dick bottoming out in her throat.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. Her saliva coated my cock, her head bobbing on my thick shaft as her fervent sucking clearly began to affect her.

“Stand up for me.”

She did.

I reached to her skirt, tugging down the sides. Sliding her panties aside, I felt her shaved, smooth pussy lips. Shaved for me, or her husband? I wondered. Me, of course.

She was amazingly wet, her fluids coating my hand. She gasped as my fingers slid inside her, exploring her silken walls. “I need you,” she gasped, shuddering. “I need you inside me...” Her hand rubbed up and down my cock, stroking me, spreading my precum and making it even slicker.

I grasped her silky hair and pulled her in for a rough kiss. She returned it, breathing hard against me. Then I turned her over, pulling her panties down roughly and bending her over my kitchen counter.

“Fuck John for bringing you here, making you tempt me every goddamn day,” I grunted. I lined my cock up with her slit and pushed inside. Her pussy squelched inward as her walls took me inside easily, my thick, large shaft filling her up.

“Ohhhhh,” she groaned, shuddering with a sudden orgasm as I impaled her. Her whole body quivered in pleasure and she clutched the counter with her red-nailed fingers. I pulled back and then thrust in again, penetrating, owning and opening her.

“This is where I belong,” I grunted, pounding her hard with my thick shaft. “Inside your pussy.”

“Yes...yes, yes...” she moaned. “Yes, master. You belong in my pussy. You belong in me...always...”

I watched her tight, sexy little ass bounce as I fucked her. Finally I was fulfilling my long-hidden fantasy of having sex with my neighbor’s wife. But it was more than sex...I was owning her, dominating her. She was now my hot little bimbo slut, thanks to the tattoo on my arm.

I could do anything I want, I realized. Have any woman I wanted...

“Oh Greg...Greg...It’s like my pussy was made just for you,” she gasped, her tight walls sliding around me like melted butter. Every thrust into her tight channel brought me closer to the edge, and I knew it did the same for her.

I took her full tits into my hands, filling my palms with the swaying globes. She gasped as I pulled her upward, her back pressing into my chest as I fucked her while squeezing her tits. I pulled on the hard nipples, tearing her shirt down to expose them.


I slid out of her and carried her into my living room, her arms sliding around my neck. She kissed me as we went, her lips putting a trail of moist presses to my jaw and neck. Then I laid her down on my couch and spread her open, getting between her creamy, smooth thighs. I guided my throbbing, twitching shaft into her again, watching as her pussy swallowed my dick.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Fill me up, sir. Fuck your little horny slut.”

“You belong to me now,” I said, my voice overtaking her as it had before, washing her mind of all the former memories she had. “Forget about your husband. Forget John. You’re my wife...my property. And you will have my babies.”

“Yes!” she gasped, feeling every thrust of my cock, which I pushed into her to punctuate my words. “Yes, Greg! Only you! My lord...my master...my husband! Make me pregnant!”

I grunted and fucked harder, the idea of knocking up Rhia’s tight body too much for me. Her legs open, pussy taking me long and deep, milking me, was the most amazing thing I’d ever experienced. I measured her depth with slow, rhythmic insertions, and then faster ones, watching her face contort in pleasure as the heightened sensations took us to the edge.

“Fuck me!” she gasped. “Ohgod!”

Her arms tightened around my neck as I drilled her tight cunt. I felt her cumming again, her pussy spasming uncontrollably. The sensation was too much; I growled into her ear, “I’m cumming, Rhia. I’m going to fill your tight, slutty pussy with my sperm.”

“YES!” she screamed, her whole body thrashing with pleasure as I pumped deep jets of cum into her. “Oh GOD! I feel it in me, so thick and hot! Inside my womb! Knocking my slutty little pussy up with your hot seed, master!”

I kissed her long, stashing on her mouth as we came together. And that kiss lasted, and lasted, until I had pulsed every last bit of my hot, virile cum into her tight body.

****

Rhia

I woke several hours later, curled in a warm blanket on Greg’s couch.

He was awake and tending the fire, which blazed in the hearth comfortingly. My body felt amazing — thoroughly fucked, his seed leaking out of my mouth, my pussy and my ass. We had continued our lovemaking into the night, his stamina blowing my mind.

I sat up, holding the blanket to my breasts. I watched the muscles in his strong back as he worked the fire. “Is there anything else you wish of me right now, master?”

He turned, startled at the sound of my voice. “I didn’t know you were awake.”

I smiled. “Just woke up. And to a very pleasant sight,” I purred, my eyes roaming his chest and stomach...and lower, to his half-hard, and very thick cock. There was a dark patch of hair above the long, thick rod, his balls heavy and full once more. It amazed me how quickly he recovered — just a testament to his incredible alpha power, of course.

He came to me and sat down, caressing my hair and my cheek. I leaned into his touch, smiling.

“You know I’ve been alone all these years,” he confided. “Without a wife, without a lover.”

“I’ll be all that and more for you.” I was ready to do anything he wanted. Be anything he wanted.

He gazed deep into my eyes, as if deciding something. Then his voice took on a trancelike, hypnotic tone. “You love me,” he murmured, still caressing my hair and neck. “You love me more than anyone else in your life. You are devoted to me...as my wife and the mother of my children. As my bimbo, my slut...ready to give me your body whenever I please.”

His words soothed and calmed me, filling me with a warmth I never had known before. I knew deep down that it was true, everything he said. “Yes...I love you, Greg. Only you. As my husband and master.”

His hand caressed my throat possessively. He tapped something into the tattoo on his wrist, and a small, slender golden necklace came into being within his hand. I marveled at the glittering color, watching as he slid it around my throat.

“This is my gift...and my claim.” He fastened around me. “When anyone sees this locket, they will know.”

I smiled and closed my hand around the pendant. It was small with a red engraving. “I love it.”

“Good.” He cradled my face in his strong palm and kissed me.

The kiss started slow at first, then built in heat. Soon his lips were possessing mine, his tongue sliding into my mouth, and me parting my lips to let him in further. I wanted every part of his strong, masculine body around me and inside me. I stroked his cock, the horny, unabashedly slutty side of me coming forth. He brought that out in me now.

Soon he was spreading my thighs, his talented mouth moving to my cunt. He licked up and down my dripping pussy lips, slurping on my juices. “Oh god,” I moaned. “Your tongue inside me, master...oh, it feels so good.”

“Mmmm.” His hand closed around my ankle possessively as he licked and sucked at me furiously. His fingers spread me wide and he played with my clit using his tongue. He brought me to the very edge of orgasm, and then moved back as my body shuddered under his powerful command.

“Now I’m going to fuck you...to fill you again.” He took his thick, throbbing cock and split me open with it. I cried out, clutching his broad back, my nails driving into his shoulders.

“Yes! Fuck me! Pound my pussy! Use me, master!”

The chain round my throat glittered in the firelight as he pumped me with his big, driving cock. As his hand closed around my throat in a possessive hold, I felt positively giddy with pleasure, all my thoughts disappearing.

All I knew was that I needed to serve him, forever.

“Use me...” I moaned, breathless. “Use my body...fill me with your hot cream...”

He grunted, pumping hard into me. As his sperm burst into my womb, I came powerfully, his cock sending shivers of pleasure through me. Feeling his hot seed inside me ratted my orgasm to the highest peak. “Oh god...I’m so full of your cum...master...”

He kissed me hard and tangled his fingers in my hair. “My pet. My Rhia.”

I yielded to his kiss, loving him, desiring him...

Submitting to him completely.

****
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Karen

Greg

My pussy gripped his cock tight, holding onto him like a vice. I was spread-eagled before him, and his thick cock buried into my shaved cunt over and over. I gasped as he thrust his hips forward, making me feel every slide of his huge dick inside my walls. His thick tip kept pressing into my womb, nudging it, as if preparing it for the huge batch of cum he would bathe it in. I gasped with pleasure and delight, amazed at how much he was stretching me.

“Oh god....oh god...” I moaned, clutching his arms tight as I came suddenly. My hips bucked and thrashed as he fucked me harder and harder, the orgasm bursting through my whole body. When it subsided, he moved back and then thrust forward steady and hard, relentlessly fucking me, sending me into another state of orgasmic convulsions.

He just kept going, hammering into me. My tight walls pulled and gripped him. “Yeah,” he moaned, holding my legs spread wide. “That’s a good girl. Take your master’s big dick in your pussy. You’ve wanted to get fucked by me for ages, haven’t you, Karen?”

“Yes,” I agreed, holding tight to his wrists, barely able to keep my grasp, he was drilling me so hard and fast. “Yes, baby. My love...my master. For ages.”

The Alpha Tattoo: Part II

Greg

It was early morning when the sun began to rise. It seeped in through the blinds, filtering over my face...and Rhia’s. I saw her sleeping peacefully, curled up against me, her soft, supple body warm and naked.

I kissed her shoulder, admiring the golden locket around her neck. Why I had thought of that, or how...I didn’t know. It had just come to me, out of the blue. An idea, a thought. A desire.

This thing is changing me, I realized.

The tattoo wasn’t just reading all my desires and spitting them out when I commanded.

It was actively altering how I thought about the world.

I rose, quietly so as not to disturb Rhia, and moved to the window to look out. There was a light sheen of snow on the ground, but it was clear otherwise. I decided to go for a run, as that inevitably helped me think.

As I did, my feet hitting the pavement repeatedly, I realized I now had the power to change destinies in my hand. I ran by John’s house — John, who’d had a beautiful wife (now in my bed) a day ago — and thought about how his life had changed.

Rhia wouldn’t even remember who he was, not that he would ever find her.

I tapped into my tattoo screen: Have John forget his former wife.

Because I wasn’t feeling totally cruel, I added: Let him find someone else.

Not that I wouldn’t end up taking her, too.

That was one of those pesky thoughts, those urges... that not only did I want to conquer and claim as many women as I could, I wanted to rob my neighbors of their wives.

To take them into my bed and give them a good, hard fucking. Make them scream my name and beg me to pump them full of cum.

What was it in me that compelled me to do that? Was I just a sick fuck, some kind of pervert?

Or was there some larger purpose to what I was doing?

I finished my run and returned to the house. Rhia was still slumbering, so I got online, browsing through my emails.

I decided then and there that I was tired of being at the bottom of the ladder at my company... and typed in: Make me CEO. I got another email shortly later stating that the company head was stepping down, and Greg Bender was getting promoted.

Heh, I thought. That was easy enough.

I saw another email. It was from Karen Lewos, a highly attractive co-worker of mine. She was trying to determine if there was company interest in a party.

I’d always had the hots for her. She was a bit older, about thirty-two, and definitely a milf. I decided it was time to take matters into my own hands and pay her a visit.

****

A short time later I arrived at Karen’s house, which wasn’t very far from mine. I knocked on the door and was greeted by the attractive blonde woman, her eyes lighting up with a smile as she recognized me.

“Well hi, Greg, it’s good to see you.”

I gently typed into my tattoo screen: Bimbofy Karen and make her want me.

As I had hoped, the changes were immediate, taking effect instantaneously. Karen’s body began to grow in the right places — her breasts getting bigger, her lips fuller and poutier, and her clothes turning to tight, slutty versions of what she’d been wearing before. Her blouse was now very revealing, showing her cleavage enticingly, and her hair changed as well, curling in soft waves around her neck. Her skirt had become shorter, and her shoes had changed from house slippers to a pair of fuck-me pumps.

She giggled and said, “Would you like to come in?”

“Yes.”

I entered the house, shut the door behind me, and pressed her against the wall. She gasped as I kissed her neck and at the base of her throat, the weight of my body pressing into hers.

“When did you get so...so masculine and strong...”

Her hands went to my arms and began to squeeze and rub up and down my biceps.

I smiled.

Her hand traced down my abs. “Mmmm,” she purred. “You’re so incredibly strong...so hot. So powerful.” I took her lips in a hungry kiss and ravaged her mouth, making her feel helpless in the way I knew she craved.

“God, I need you so bad,” she murmured. Her hand went to the front of my jeans, feeling my dick up and down, freeing it from its confines.

I was ready to fuck her...and fuck her hard.

****

Karen

I slid my fingers up and down Greg’s thickening cock, and in a very short time it was hard as a rock. “Mmmm,” I groaned, feeling so horny for him I could practically taste his sweet cum in my mouth already. “It’s so hard. I love it...” My other hand went to his sperm-laden balls, cradling them gently. “I love the way it feels. So soft, but so hard at the same time.” My hand stroked him up and down, loving the way his cock felt between my fingers.

To do this when my husband was so nearby seemed dirty, even wrong. Yet I loved it, finding that it made the whole experience more exciting.

Greg leaned back, clearly enjoying the feel of my fingers stroking his big dick. I leaned forward and began to lick up and down the thick, long shaft. “Mmmm, I can see this precum leaking out on my hand. I can smell it...so manly...so warm. So delicious.” I tasted it and was immediately thrilled, feeling a shock of pleasure go through my whole body, from my pussy to my breasts, deep in my core. “I can’t war for it to shoot. There’s going to be so much cum, it’s so big and hard.”

He began to play with my nipples, tugging on them through my shirt. I groaned softly in desire and leaned forward to give him better access. Then I leaned forward, my lips pressing his swollen head, then spreading out, sliding down over the contour of his thick mushroom head.

My tongue rolled over his huge, throbbing knob and he groaned as my saliva bathed his cockhead. I did it lovingly, wanting to worship my new master’s cock appropriately, yet also wanting to please him. He stroked my hair and gave me the best compliment imaginable: “That’s a good little slut, Karen. You’re doing perfect.”

A pulse went through his dick and I knew his precum was leaking further; I didn’t wast a drop. I mewed softly, “Mmmm,” as his delicious fluid oozed into my mouth.

“That’s it, Karen. Suck it out of me. I’m going to cum soon, and I want you to swallow every creamy, delicious drop. Understood?”

“Mmmm-hmmm!” I purred.

I pushed my bra down and put my breasts around his thick cock, rubbing up and down, enhancing his pleasure. He groaned at the sight of my big tits sliding up and down around his massive dick. “Fuck,” he groaned. “Just like that...yesssss....”

He took my head and forced my mouth around him again, making me take his big cock in my mouth. I sucked up and down along his length, trying to take as much of hims s I could.

“Fuck,” he grunted again, clutching my hair as he pushed his throbbing dick down my throat. The hot, thick semen burst into my mouth, his delicious seed sliding onto my tongue. Several ropes shot into me, and I sucked every one down, devouring his delicious seed.

As I swallowed, his thick cum slid down my throat, warm and thick, and I loved thinking about how his fertile seed was in my tummy. I moaned softly in contentment as I sucked on him, my pleasure so great that I thought I would cum myself, right there in my panties.

But my new master was not about to let that happen. His cock slid from my lips, dripping, his semen seeping down his powerful shaft and from my mouth as well.

He picked me up in his arms and kissed me, making me moan with pleasure. His kiss was hot and intense, and coursing pleasure went through my body, pooling in my pussy.

He set me on the bed — the same one my husband slept with me in — and tore off my clothes. When he got to my little skimpy black panties, he reached for them and tore them in two, making a rip sound that filled the room.

I gasped and giggled at the same time — though the look in his eyes quickly silenced me. He reached down and took my ankles into his hands, my legs pulled high in the air. His huge, throbbing cock nestled between my glistening folds, and as he pushed forward, my dripping cunt lips spread to circle his invading cock.

“I’m going deep in you now, my slutty little bimbo whore. Are you ready for it?”

“Yes, master,” I heard myself saying, breathless as his cock filled me. “Fuck your whore, your slut...fuck me as hard as you want!”

His long thick cock forced relentlessly into me. I could not stop him if I wanted to...which I did not. All I wanted was to get fucked — and fucked hard.

My pussy gripped his cock tight, holding onto him like a vice. I was spread-eagled before him, and his thick cock buried into my shaved cunt over and over. I gasped as he thrust his hips forward, making me feel every slide of his huge dick inside my walls. His thick tip kept pressing into my womb, nudging it, as if preparing it for the huge batch of cum he would bathe it in. I gasped with pleasure and delight, amazed at how much he was stretching me.

“Oh god....oh god...” I moaned, clutching his arms tight as I came suddenly. My hips bucked and thrashed as he fucked me harder and harder, the orgasm bursting through my whole body. When it subsided, he moved back and then thrust forward steady and hard, relentlessly fucking me, sending me into another state of orgasmic convulsions.

He just kept going, hammering into me. My tight walls pulled and gripped him. “Yeah,” he moaned, holding my legs spread wide. “That’s a good girl. Take your master’s big dick in your pussy. You’ve wanted to get fucked by me for ages, haven’t you, Karen?”

“Yes,” I agreed, holding tight to his wrists, barely able to keep my grasp, he was drilling me so hard and fast. “Yes, baby. My love...my master. For ages.”

He turned me on my hands and knees and entered me from behind. His thrusting cock was soon shuttling in and out of my sopping wet cunt, making lewd squelching noises that filled the room. If my husband were to come in, he would have witnessed Greg’s powerful thrusting abdomen as he filled me over and over. “Yes, baby. Fuck that tight pussy,” I gasped. “My husband could never fuck me like you do. Oh, it’s so good!”

I had never been crazy about doggy style sex before, but getting it from Greg was the best thing in my life. I felt so submissive, so forced...like I was a willing toy for him, a receptacle for his cock. And I wanted to be, which amazed me the most.

“Oh shit...fuck...” he groaned. “Get ready.”

My nipples stood at tight points as my powerful lover and master fucked into me. He grabbed them as he came, pulling my body back against him, making me cry in pleasure as the first rope of cum burst forth from his cock, splattering directly into my womb. Another came...and then another...and then another. With every burst my pussy was filled more and more, until I felt his hot cream dripping out around me, leaking from my pussy. Soon my womb was completely coated in his seed and I knew I was most likely pregnant.

“Fuck...that’s so hot,” I gasped. “Your hot semen in me, filling me...your big cock is still twitching in me, your cum so deep in my womb...your slut’s womb.”

“Mmmm.” He kissed along my ear and neck, rubbing my breasts with his big, powerful hands.

I had no more need to care about things like work, or my job, or my husband. All I cared about was getting fucked and pumped full of Greg’s sperm. Having his babies. Letting him use my pussy and my mouth and my ass...my whole body for his pleasure. Every part of me just existed now to get filled with Greg’s big cock.

I giggled happily at the thought, reaching down and feeling my pussy still full with his twitching dick. It felt amazing, my fingers stroking up and down the life-creating member, knowing he would be filling me with babies from now until the end of time.

“I love you, master.”

****

Greg

Hours later, Karen was lying on the bed on her side, curled up happily, sound asleep. My cum leaked from her tits, her mouth, her ass, and her pussy, which I had filled multiple times.

As I watched her sleep, running my fingers through her silky hair, I knew I had added a beautiful addition to my collection of bimbo sluts. God, she was hot. My hand moved lower over her hip, squeezing her sexy ass gently.

My desire was now insatiable. Karen was one...Rhia had been the first... they were both mine now.

But I needed more. I was ready for more.

I used the alpha tattoo to key in my commands, bringing Karen back home with me. Soon I had a room set up for both her and Rhia. They would take turns cooking for me and cleaning house, wearing wonderful slutty outfits that showed off their sexy tits and butts. I enjoyed coming him and feeling Rhia’s breasts in my hands, or squeezing Karen’s ass and then sliding her panties to the side to fill her with my cock. Sometimes I would just bend her over the kitchen sink and fuck her, hearing her gasps of pleasure as she dropped plates and dishes into the water, unable to control them or concentrate with me deep inside her.

One day at work, in my new office (which had a big glass window overlooking the city), my secretary came in. “You have a meeting at 3, sir.”

“With whom?”

“Brittany Walsh.”

“And she is...”

My secretary showed me a picture. Brittany was not just the sexiest woman I’d laid eyes on, she was also accomplished and smart. CEO of a rival company, I decided then and there to seduce her. Nothing gave me more pleasure than taking a highly- accomplished woman and turning her into a cock-crazed bimbo.

I smiled. “Good, that meeting is still on. Where am I to see her?”

“In the conference room. She’ll be waiting.”

Waiting indeed. Of course, she had no way of knowing that in a few hours, my big dick was going to be plowing her tight little pussy.

****
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Brittany

Greg

“Mmmmm,” I purred, sucking inwards, his huge cock filling my mouth. I moved my face forward, filling my mouth with his big shaft, feeling it slide down my throat. The insides of my cheeks became hollow, providing the perfect sheath for his cock.

“Fuck...that’s amazing,” he groaned. He put his fingers on my hair and began thrusting up into my mouth, filling my throat with his thick meat. I drew my head back and swirled my tongue around his tip, then moved forward again, taking him deep in my throat. As he took control, dominantly forcing himself down my channel again, I felt waves of pleasure. I loved being his little face-fuck toy, ready to be used in whatever way he wanted.

“Oh god...I’m gonna cum,” he groaned. He thrust in deep, sliding his big dick between my lips, then pressing all the way into me. I purred in delight as my mouth filled with his thick cum, its potency and silky richness feeling amazing. I swallowed the first load — but then another came, quickly filling again as he spurted into my mouth. I kept sucking, harder and harder, just wanting to swallow all of it that I could. My cheeks bulged with his tasty, delicious goodness and I swallowed again, and then again.

The Alpha Tattoo: Part III

Greg

“Brittany will see you now, sir.”

My attractive secretary flashed me a smile and gestured to the conference room. I gave her a quick pat on the butt and headed inside.

As I’d hoped, Brittany Walsh — the accomplished, sexy CEO of Waterworks, a rival firm, was sitting in her chair, legs crossed.

“You’ve kept me waiting,” she said impatiently.

“Oh, have I?”

“Indeed you have.”

She uncrossed her legs, showing me a brief glimpse of silky black panties underneath, but no bare pussy.

Time to change that.

I reached for my tattoo, and keyed in: Bimbofy Brittany.

The command worked instantly. Brittany’s already-sexy body became even sexier, her boobs getting bigger, lips fuller and poutier. Her mind, of course, was undergoing a change: turning from the accomplished professional woman to a slutty cock-sucking bimbo, ready to serve her master’s needs.

And I am that master, I thought.

I smiled. This is going to be fun.

Brittany immediately shifted her demeanor, perking up, her nice tits pointing straight toward me. She put on a pretty smile and seemed much more demure and submissive; the hyper-bitch mode from before had melted. “Greg, sir...what can I do for you today?”


“You can start by taking off those panties and showing me what you have underneath.”

She smiled obediently and stood up, sliding her skirt sensuously down her creamy thighs. Her panties went next, dangling around her heels, showing me her perfectly shaven pussy mound. I wanted to lick it, spread it and fuck it, to watch my thick cock spear into it and make her cum, over and over. I wanted to impale Brittany’s tight little body on my cock right there in that chair.

“Bra next. Hell...just strip for me completely...but leave the heels,” I instructed.

She readily complied. Every piece of clothing was shed except for her fuck-me pumps. She was left naked, standing there with her big tits bouncing, her curly red hair falling in waves around her shoulders. I came up to her and took her big tits in my hands, squeezing and massaging each one, watching as her lips parted in pleasure and her pussy juiced.

“You look sexy as hell.”

“Mmmm, so do you, master.” She reached down, rubbing up and down my crotch, massaging my thick bulge. “And I can’t wait to get my lips on this.”

****

Brittany

It was hard to believe...I had gone from being a driven, focused CEO to a cock-crazed slut in all of a few minutes. But I knew, deep down, there was only one thing I needed to care about now: Greg’s big cock. Pleasing him. Stretching my cunt wide to let him get just the right angle to penetrate me.

I wanted to see cum stains all over my dress. I wanted his big cock in my mouth, my pussy....everywhere he wanted to put it.

Standing naked for him like this, his hands mauling my tits...it was erotic and hot. I loved feeling like a servant, like a slave, ready for my master to use as he pleased.

He leaned in and kissed me, holding my throat possessively. My pussy juiced as his strong fingers closed around my neck, his tongue invading my mouth. I gave a whimper as his dominance asserted over me; I had never been so horny my life. Though I had been a born-and-bred feminist, something about this powerful, masculine man just made me weak in the knees. I forgot all my feminist leanings and just made myself ready for him to use me as he wished.

“You’re so fucking sexy, I don’t know if I can control myself,” he purred into my ear.

My fingers rubbed up and down his huge cock, which swelled in my hand. “You really think so, baby?”

“Fuck, yes.” His hands massaged my naked breasts more, thumbs rolling over the nipples. I heard myself gasp softly and watched as his hands moved down my body, fingertips sliding along my soft thigh. His fingers moved higher and higher, tips brushing over my pink, glistening pussy lips. “Mmmm, these are all swollen and puffy,” he murmured, running his fingers over my mound. It was hot and slick, ready to be invaded by his cock.

“I want you to pound me, master,” I moaned into his ear. “Into the desk. Into your mattress. Wherever you want. All day long...all night long.”

He slid his middle finger into my hot cunt and I gasped as he started to slide his finger around, stirring my warm, copious juices. “Mmmm...sounds good to me. I love how wet and soft it is inside you...” He licked my neck. “I’m going to make it even wetter and gooier after I fill you up with my cum.”

“Yes,” I gasped, holding tight to his strong shoulders, spreading my legs wider for him.

“Over and over. One load after another. But that’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? To be my walking cum receptacle?”

“Yes!” His finger probed me more, my hips tilting, letting him get deeper inside my dripping pussy. “Oh god, yes! Ohhhhh....”

I leaned back against the conference table and let my legs open more for him, and he lodged himself firmly between my thighs. A second finger slid inside me, starting to work me well.

“That’s right, Brittany. My pretty little whore. Grind your hips on your master’s fingers.”

He soaked his index finger in my juices, then slid it round and round my sensitive clit. I moaned in my throat, deep, my eyes closing, his thrusting fingers going harder and deeper into me.

Greg smiled deviously at me, plunging his fingers up into me as far as he could. “Oh god...I’m going to cum....” I moaned loudly. My body suddenly broke into convulsions as I came hard, the climax scorching. As I did, Greg kept sliding his fingers along the soft wetness of my walls, his other fingers teasing my clit as it throbbed with pleasure. My legs quivered and flopped, moving in and out, my climax just going on and on, tremendous in its intensity. Greg’s fingers drove me wild as he lewdly stirred them inside my pussy. Finally my orgasm began to subside and my hand instinctively went to his crotch, rubbing up and down the massive organ in his pants.

“Master...that was amazing,” I breathed, gazing up into his sexy, intense eyes. “I want to have your cock in my mouth. Please, can I suck on it?”

“Yes, Brittany. Take your mater’s cock deep into your slutty little mouth.”

I sank down before him, feeling my juices dripping down my thighs as I knelt. My fingers moved his zipper down slowly, and I bit back a gasp as I closed my hand around the massive tool inside his jeans. God, he was so big and so hard. I loved it. His dick throbbed in my hand. As I took him out, I saw his salty, sweet precum dripping down the side of his cock and sniffed deeply at it. It smelled amazing, so masculine and strong. I licked it, taking it into my mouth, then sliding my warm wet tongue up and down his big shaft. He watched me with a pleased expression, allowing me to service his enormous, incredibly handsome cock.

My pussy twitched with delight and anticipation as I stroked up and down his large shaft. I knew I would love the taste of his cum and was eager to get it into my mouth, feeling it travel down my throat and into my belly. I pressed my lips to the hot tip of his cock and moved my mouth forward, lips stretching to accommodate his huge mushroom head. God, he was so big! My mouth just kept opening further until it was spread over his enormous girth.

“Mmmmm,” I purred, sucking inwards, his huge cock filling my mouth. I moved my face forward, filling my mouth with his big shaft, feeling it slide down my throat. The insides of my cheeks became hollow, providing the perfect sheath for his cock.

“Fuck...that’s amazing,” he groaned. He put his fingers on my hair and began thrusting up into my mouth, filling my throat with his thick meat. I drew my head back and swirled my tongue around his tip, then moved forward again, taking him deep in my throat. As he took control, dominantly forcing himself down my channel again, I felt waves of pleasure. I loved being his little face-fuck toy, ready to be used in whatever way he wanted.

“Oh god...I’m gonna cum,” he groaned. He thrust in deep, sliding his big dick between my lips, then pressing all the way into me. I purred in delight as my mouth filled with his thick cum, its potency and silky richness feeling amazing. I swallowed the first load — but then another came, quickly filling again as he spurted into my mouth. I kept sucking, harder and harder, just wanting to swallow all of it that I could. My cheeks bulged with his tasty, delicious goodness and I swallowed again, and then again.

Finally I sucked firmly at his tip, taking the last morsels of his cum...cum I could never have enough of.

“Good girl,” he gasped, petting my hair. “Very, very good girl.”

****

Greg

I gazed down at the beauty on her knees before me. She was fucking hot. That long hair, tits amazing, heavy and full...nipples high and proud. I reached down, tweaking her areolas, smoothing them over with my fingers. I sucked on each one and watched as her pussy grew even wetter, ready for me to plunge my big, hard cock into.

There was an adjoining back room where I kept a bed, just next to my office. I splayed her out on it and rubbed my hard cock up and down. I pressed it over her wet slit and said, “Are you ready for this, my pretty slut? Ready to take this cock inside you?”

“Fuck, yes.” She gasped as my dick spread her open, impaling her inch by inch on my tool. “Yes! YES!”

Her fingers grabbed onto me, clutching hard as I entered her wet warm depths.

I grabbed my tie and tore it off, securing her hands above her head. She moaned as I bound and secured her, ensuring she could only be positioned as I wanted her to, laid out for me as my personal fuck toy. I slid two fingers down over her soft pussy lips. The moisture started seeping down my fingers and I licked each bit of it up, then nudged my cock against her once more.

“Here it comes...here it comes.” I suddenly impaled her in one swift move, plunging my cock deep inside.

“Oh god,” she gasped. Her fingers came up around my shoulders and squeezed tight. “You’re so big in me. It’s so good, and so deep...fuck me master, fuck me!”

I began to slide in and out, my throbbing shaft filling her tight wet walls over and over. Soon she was quivering and shaking under me in pure bliss, her tight quim sucking to my cock like a golden, buttery fist. I plunged into her over and over, hearing the lewd squelching noises made by her lovely pussy. Her slut pussy. This pussy that was now mine.

From CEO to slut. It almost sounded like a movie title. I grinned in satisfaction and closed my fingers in her hair. “Take it, slut. Take that cock deep. Spread your walls around me. You like getting fucked by your master, don’t you?”

“Oh god, yes, Greg! Your big dick is so deep in me, I just want you to fill me up! Force me to have your babies, pump that cum deep and hot in my womb!”

I groaned at the thought of knocking up this sexy and accomplished CEO, then taking her back home to become part of my harem. I moved her to the other side of the bed, this time on her hands and knees. I wrapped my hand around my shaft and plunged it inside her, pressing the big cockhead into her, stretching open her pussy.

“Oh goddddd,” she moaned from somewhere deep in he throat as I forced myself deeper. She grabbed the bed and gritted her teeth as I made my cock go deeper, mercilessly stretching her walls.

“Fuck, you’re so wet and hot and tight.” I watched my thick cock disappear into Brittany’s gripping hole. I flex forward, driving the hard prick deeper into her clutching pussy. Her pussy lips were tightly stretched around me, gripping tighter than ever.

“Fuuuuuuck,” she moaned. “It’s so big and so hard! Oh my god!”

I started to thrust deep. My cock went deep into her slick walls until I got to her cervix. Firmly and slowly I opened her up, the point where no man had ever gone so deep inside her. And then with a final thrust, I drove the last inches into her, my hips slamming her as my hard, hot dicktip brushed up on her womb.

“Fuuuuck!” she screamed. The feeling of my cock within her made her cum again, her body blossoming with sensation, rippling with pleasure. Then she slumped lie a rag doll, the mind-numbing pleasure of getting fucked overdoing her.

I flexed back and forth and pounded into her, fucking hard. “Oh god, master....no....yes....ohhhhhhhhh....” she wailed, twitching and quivering as another powerful orgasm shook her. She was shaking and gasping, body just continuing one long orgasm that seemed endless.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “I’m gonna fill you. Gonna pump your tight little pussy full of cum.”

“YES! DO IT!”

I thought she was finished climaxing, but she gasped as more tremors raced through her overwhelmed body. She gripped the sides of the bed as my powerful shaft shot into her relentlessly, flooding her cunt with my virile seed. I held myself deep in her and felt her sexy, talented pussy milking me, taking every drop from my buried cock. I had never cum so hard in my life, and knew this was only the beginning of what we would have together. I just came and came, my thick masculine dominant cream shooting into her steaming pussy. As our orgasms subsided, I leaned forward and possessed her mouth in a hungry kiss, smashing my lips to hers.

She responded in kind, eagerly kissing me back, yielding to the dominance of my kiss. My cock was still within her, splurging out the last bits of cum. Finally it gave a twitch and I pulled out, watching my seed leak down her pussy mound to settle and pool at the base of her cunt. Anyone who came in to this room would see it — assuming anyone else ever came in here.

“Yessss,” she purred. “You fucked me so good, master, so strong and powerful...it was amazing.”

I smiled and kissed her some more. “Glad you enjoyed it. Because you’re coming home with me, where I can fuck you as much as I want, whenever I want.”

She gazed up at me dreamily. “My whole life’s desire.”
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Brittany

Greg

I growled and pinned them to the table. “Rhia, get my cuffs.” I wanted Karen bound and strapped down, wanted her to be my helpless fucktoy. Right now.

My second slut returned with the cuffs as ordered, Karen still moaning loudly as I sucked on her clit and pleasured her nipples. When I had the cuffs in hand, I clasped them around Karen’s wrists and bound her to the table, turning her over so I could get full access to her holes. I blindfolded her as well, ensuring she could see nothing, that she was just a tied-up pussy and ass ready for me to fuck and fill.

“Put your fingers in her mouth,” I ordered Rhia. Fuck her pretty face with your hand while I fill her back holes.”

“Yes, master.” Rhia smiled at me and clid her fingers up and down Karen’s sexy mouth, and I watched as my tender little slut’s lips took Rhia’s fingers.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, her moans getting louder as I rubbed my cock up and down her slit.

“You love this, don’t you? Feeling so helpless. Being a delicious little fuck toy for me and Rhia. Spread these wet lips...let me get my big dick into them so I can pump you full of sperm.”

The Alpha Tattoo: Part IV

Greg

I felt her warm hands moving down over my chest, her breathing getting harder.

Brittany and I were in bed together, at my home, the night after I had claimed her at her office. We had fucked all night, and I had filled her with my cum, ensuring she was as bred as possible.

I looked down between her legs, seeing her mound. I rubbed it slowly, enjoying the look of pleasure in her eyes. She smiled and rubbed her cheek against my chest. “Mmmmm...I love the way you feel, master...so good and hard.”

Her hand encircled my cock and began stroking. We kissed, our tongues tangling, and my tongue slid into her mouth dominantly. The kiss was both sexual and loving at once.

I pulled back to look at her. Not only was she sweet and sensual, she was beautiful. She had the look of an intelligent woman...but who only cared for her master’s pleasure. I had made sure that she still retained her memories and capability as a CEO, but was under my control fully, wanting to be my slut. Her pussy and mouth and ass were always willing and ready for me to fill.

“I like the way you taste...the way you feel,” I murmured against her lips.

“I like the way you feel, master.” Her fingers slid up and down my cock and her other hand moved up and down my shaft.

“Your hands feel amazing.” I thrust upward more into her closed fingers, feeling her silky skin caress my shaft. “Suck it,” I said, forcing her head down toward my groin. The impending dominance in me came forth and I felt the need to get her lips around my cock, to shove into her pretty, sexy throat.

Her head started to bob up and down under the covers. It was then I heard the door open and looked over, seeing Karen come in.

“I was wondering if you wanted breakfast, master.” She smiled at me, wearing just a pair of tiny pink panties a tiny pink top to go with it. It showed off her gorgeous, full breasts. I could see her dripping slut underneath the panties, which just barely covered her mound. “Are you interested in pancakes?”

“Only if I can eat them out of your cunt,” I groaned, Brittany’s sexy mouth working me up and down under the covers.

Karen giggled, seeing what was very obviously happening to me. “Of course...I’ll be back soon.”

Meanwhile, Brittany’s hot mouth was working me up and down. Her lips pressed around my swollen tip, spreading out and sliding up and down, my broad thick head touching against the back of her throat. A pulse went through my rock-hard dick, and I felt her suck all my nectar right out the tip.

****

Brittany

Feeling my master’s throbbing cock between my lips was the most incredible feeling imaginable.

Not only was he big and strong in my mouth, but his cock tasted amazing. It was sweet and salty at the exact same time, the perfect combination. The taste and smell of his precum incited something in me, something that was often dormant. Desire. Need. Lust. A willingness and craving to submit. I ached to spread my legs for him, I needed it the way humans needed to breathe air. I craved to have his cock fill my pussy, to spread me, fuck me and pound me, drill me full of his thick and virile cum. I needed him to knock me up, so I could stay home all day and be pregnant with his babies.

“That’s it, slut,” he purred. “Suck it all out of me. I’m going to cum soon. Swallow every bit of my hot cum down. It will soon be in your ass as well...”

My ass. Yes. That was exactly where I wanted him.

I slurped thirstily on every drop of his hot seed filling my throat. As his semen settled in my stomach, he withdrew his powerful dick from my mouth. No, it didn’t go soft; it stayed rock hard and ready to pound me.

“Get on your hands and knees and spread those ass cheeks for me.”

I did eagerly, feeling my pussy juice at the thought of him going in my ass. I was so wet, I felt my liquids dripping down my inner thighs as his cock tip probed my anus. His cock rubbed up and down my pucker and his fingertip surrounded it with the lubrication coming from my pussy. Slowly he began to enter, pressing in gently, making sure he could get inside me fully but without causing too much pain.

I gasped and inhaled as he pushed in, squealing in surprise, “Ohhhhh.”

“You’re doing well, Brittany...your master is pleased with how well you’re taking this big cock in your ass.” Though it was hard to fit him all inside me, the very thought that I was giving him pleasure was enough to make my pussy start to spasm.

Inch by inch his big cock filled me. When he was fully inside my ass, I felt my body quiver and shudder with a massive orgasm. “Ohhhhh, ohhhhhh!” I screamed, clutching the sheets, knowing Karen and Rhia could hear us downstairs. What were they thinking, knowing I was being fucked in the ass by our master? Were they jealous? Were they turned on?

His big cock began massaging my anal passage back and forth as he got a stroke going. The friction had me cumming incessantly, my orgasm just continuing on and on. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. I squeezed the sheets so hard my fingers turned white.


“Ahhhh,” he moaned, clutching my ass, then slapping it hard. “I’m balls deep inside your ass. Jesus, it’s so fucking tight and hot. I’m gonna fuck it hard, fuck that sexy ass...then fill it with my cum.”

He spanked me again, making me squeal in surprise and pleasure, and then he started pounding me. His balls slapped my ass as he fucked me there hard. It went from being painful to amazing in just seconds. I moaned as he pressed his balls to the sweet round globes of my ass, fucking me hard in my tight rear channel.

“Fuck, yeah. Squeeze me there baby. Keep it up,” he grunted. “Take your master’s big dick in your ass.”

“Yes!” I screamed. “Fuck me there, love! Fuck me hard in my ass! I love it so much.”

His hand went down to my pussy and his thumb began to work at my clit. I started to cum in just seconds, calling out, “Ohhhhh!” at the top of my lungs again. “Yes! Fuck your slut! Fuck your bimbo slut’s ass...fill it up with your cream, master!”

As my tight hole clenched around him, my ass milked him of every drop, ensuring he was well-drained into me. “FUCK, YES,” he groaned, holding my ass tight as his dick spurted into me. I had never felt so full, so full deep in my ass. It was amazing and hot, giving me a kind of satisfaction I never thought possible.

“Oh god...oh yes, baby,” I heard myself calling. It was so strange to me, thinking that this was my new life, as master’s bimbo. Yet it was perfect at the same time. A life where I never worried about anything. All I had to do was get fucked.

And I was fucked so, so well.

****

Greg

After leaving Brittany thoroughly plowed and filled with my cum, I went downstairs for breakfast. The sight I arrived to was one that had me instantly hard: Karen, legs spread, her cunt filled with a nice plump pancake as I had asked, and Rhia nearby, spreading whipped cream on top.

I chuckled.

“Well, if this isn’t just what a man needs to see when coming into his kitchen.”

Rhia smiled. “Mmmmhm. She’s ready for you, master. And this cream...well, you can lick it off, but you’d better replace it with some of your own, hm?”

I grinned.

Karen just writhed back and forth, clearly horny beyond belief, her cunt waiting to be stretched. I went close, massaging her breasts, squeezing the full mounds — which were now naked — with my hands. “Ohhh yes master,” she breathed. “I want you to fuck those tits...maul them...”

I tweaked her nipples. “Yes, but when I finish with this part first.” I leaned down and licked up and down the sides of her dripping pussy lips which held the pancake in place. I enjoyed her moans as my tongue slurped along the passageway, ensuring that I licked as much of her dripping pussy juice as possible.

I grinned and took the pancake into my teeth, tearing off a big bite. I ate it, enjoying the delicious combination of her juices with the sweet flavor and fluffy taste. “Mmm, that’s one hell of a way to eat pancakes.”

Both girls watched as I devoured the fluffy pastry from Karen’s cunt. When I had eaten it all, I licked up and down her tender, soft pussy lips, lapping at them copiously. She clearly loved what I was doing, because her body writhed in passion and her fingers clutched my hair.

I growled and pinned them to the table. “Rhia, get my cuffs.” I wanted Karen bound and strapped down, wanted her to be my helpless fucktoy. Right now.

My second slut returned with the cuffs as ordered, Karen still moaning loudly as I sucked on her clit and pleasured her nipples. When I had the cuffs in hand, I clasped them around Karen’s wrists and bound her to the table, turning her over so I could get full access to her holes. I blindfolded her as well, ensuring she could see nothing, that she was just a tied-up pussy and ass ready for me to fuck and fill.

“Put your fingers in her mouth,” I ordered Rhia. Fuck her pretty face with your hand while I fill her back holes.”

“Yes, master.” Rhia smiled at me and clid her fingers up and down Karen’s sexy mouth, and I watched as my tender little slut’s lips took Rhia’s fingers.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, her moans getting louder as I rubbed my cock up and down her slit.

“You love this, don’t you? Feeling so helpless. Being a delicious little fuck toy for me and Rhia. Spread these wet lips...let me get my big dick into them so I can pump you full of sperm.”

“Mmmmm!” she said again, as my dick spread her tender cunt around me, making her get wider, nice and stretched.

As I entered her, starting up a rhythm, I tugged on her nipples. Making them sore and hard. I reached into my shirt pocket and withdrew the clamps I had saved from my bedroom, fastening them tight to Karen’s nipples. She squealed in pain and pleasure as each one was secured to her swinging tits.

Meanwhile Rhia was having a lovely time of things, really getting into fucking Karen’s sexy mouth. “You like this, don’t you? Having master’s big dick in your pussy, your horny little wet pussy, while I use my fingers in your face. Suck those fingers, slut. Suck them good and hard.” A darkness and come to Rhia’s voice, one I found that I liked, as she used Karen’s mouth for her pleasure while fingering her sexy pussy through her panties at the same time.

“Make her suck you off,” I ordered. “Make her lick your wet cunt while I fuck her.”

And so Karen was skewered between us, her tongue lapping greedily at Rhia’s pussy as I plowed her tight wet hole. My finger moved around her asshole at the same time, massaging the tender pucker. She groaned louder as she realized I was going to enter her there.

“Mmmmm...mmmMMMM!” she squealed as my finger impaled her, my cock still drilling her pussy good and hard. She was so full; Rhia’s pussy was stuffed into her face, her lips slurping hungrily, and at the same time, I was pounding her pussy with my huge cock, making her squelching cunt take me lewdly. It made amazing wet noises as I drilled her tight hole. I used my finger to plunge in and out of her ass, and soon she was quivering and shuddering, being so totally filled and fucked.

“Yes, that’s it, slut,” I grunted, slapping her ass and squeezing. “Cum with Rhia’s pussy in your mouth. Cum with my cock in you.”

“MMMMMM!” Karen sang, her lips still slurping greedily at Rhia’s pussy through the smaller woman’s gasps of delight.

She held tight to Karen’s hair, forcing her head at the right angle to eat her cunt. “Yes, you’re such a good little slut, Karen. You eat pussy like a pro. You were just born to be a fucktoy. Master’s slutty little fucktoy, your pussy made to be pumped full of cock.”

Karen could only shudder as she was fucked into oblivion. I just kept on pounding her right through her orgasm, making her squeal with passion and pleasure. There was no easing up; our fucking was relentless.

When she had finished cumming, I saw Rhia getting closer, her gasps becoming longer, her fingers tightening in Karen’s hair. “Yes...that’s it...just like that,” she gasped. “Lick that pussy, whore. Lick it right there, suck my clit....OH FUCK,” she gasped, thrusting hard into Karen’s mouth. I watched as she came, copious juices flooding Karen’s lips.

“Fuck,” I grunted. “I’m gonna shoot, too.” I held her tight ass, cock thrusting deep as I probed the deepest parts of her womb, ensuring I had a nice tight angle. Karen squealed with sexual pleasure as I pumped her full of virile cum, likely getting her pregnant if she wasn’t already. I knew that my sperm was potent; and so did she, so did Rhia. Each one of my sluts existed to take my sperm, to be walking cum-receptacles for me, and Karen was certainly doing her fair share of it.

I groaned — as did Karen — as the last of my seed pumped into her, spurting hot into her tight wet walls. Her pussy massaged my cock, milking me of every drop as her ass quivered around my hand.

Rhia leaned in and I took her by the throat, kissing her good and hard, leaving her breathless.

That was one hell of a fuck, I thought. One hell of a morning. I need this...need it every day.

It was my destiny to be a master, to be master of the world, of all my bimbo sluts. And I knew before long, I would need another.

***

As it turned out, it was just a matter of time before one opportunity presented itself. I was heading to my office when I passed by a particularly attractive new employee: an intern named Shannon.

Cute, perky, and blonde, just the way I liked them...Shannon was the perfect prospect.

She’d look fucking amazing stuffed full of cock, I thought, eyes wandering up her tight little body under her short dress and fuck-me pumps. It was time to make a new conquest, and I was looking at it.

Shannon glanced back and flashed me a smile.

Oh yeah...this is going to be fun.

Thanks for reading! If you liked this story, check out my author page for more:

Katie Lyke

Or check out a few similar stories:

The Special Code

The Special Chip

Controlling the Classmate

The Alpha App

The Alpha Chip

Table of Contents

The Alpha Tattoo: Part V

The Alpha Tattoo: Part V | Greg

Shannon

Greg

He chuckled. Sliding the tip of the dildo up and down my pussy, he looked up and said, “You’re the horniest little slut I’ve ever seen. You’re just desperate for a big dick to fill you, aren’t you?”

“Yes....”

As I started to speak, he slowly inserted the cock inside me, making my words cut off. I gasped and let out a sharp moan, feeling the object sliding deeper into me. I raised my left leg to give him better access. There I was, in just my heels, in the middle of my alpha boss’ office. He had stripped me, tossing my clothes in a pile, and was now inserting a huge dildo into my dripping cunt, filling my wet walls inch by inch. The big object slowly worked its way all the way inside me, and soon I felt so stuffed, I began to quiver with the beginnings of an orgasm.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Oh god, oh god....”

“You can cum, slut. Cum for me like a good girl, all over this big dick in your pussy. Soon it will be my dick, so you need something to stretch you out.”

The Alpha Tattoo: Part V

Greg

My attractive new intern, Shannon, was cute, perky, and very blonde. Exactly how I liked my women.

She walked by, flashing me a smile. I gave her a nod and looked her over, my eyes sweeping down her svelte body. I’m sure she didn’t miss it.

In fact, I swore she gave a little sway of her hips as if to entice me further. Or was I just imagining that?

Doubtful, I thought, smirking to myself. I don’t usually imagine these things.

I keyed up the console for my tattoo and typed in: Sluttify Shannon.

Right there before my eyes as she walked past, her breasts began to get larger and her ass a bit, too. Her hips not only retained that sultry sway, but made it more pronounced. She dropped her pen and stack of papers and put her hand to her lips, gasping. “Oh dear...I seem to have gotten so clumsy...silly little me.”

It was now going to be hard for her to remember any of her former life, any of the in-depth statistical analysis and mathematical formulae she had known so well before. No, there would be no memory of that now for poor Shannon. All she’d be able to remember? How to spread her legs to take my cock just right, and the best angle to let me penetrate. How to hod her throat so I was able to shove my dick down nice and deep and pump her belly full of sperm. Shannon was a bimbo now, and very soon, going to be my full-time slut.

****

Shannon

As I passed by Greg’s towering, masculine form, all I could think was how badly I wanted to got down on my knees and worship him. Worship his chest...his hands...his hard, waiting cock. I wanted it in my fingers, in my lips. I wanted and needed to feel him inside me, as deep as he could go.

There was something about this man that was different. So completely, utterly dominating and sexy. I just wanted to call him master.

I guess he wanted the same thing, because just moments later, I felt the irresistible pull to go to him. He turned and went into his office, and shortly after his secretary notified me that he wanted to see me.

I walked into his office, feeling slightly nervous but oh so eager to please. He was standing there tall and handsome, making me weak in the knees the second I saw him. “Master...” I murmured softly.

“Come here, Shannon.”

His deep voice rang out and I went to him, feeling in a trance. As I melted into his arms, he circled my waist, pulling me close. He kissed me along the side of my neck, sending tingles up and down my body. I raised my head to give him better access, squeezing his strong shoulders and biceps, feeling his hands knead my breasts. He began to undo my blouse, removing the buttons one by one. Then he slid it off my shoulders, my bra following, the cups sliding down my tits as he took it off me and tossed it aside.

He gazed at me with a hungry smile. His hands went to my breasts and squeezed each one, then he licked around the tender points of my nipples, making them hard. I bit back a moan and caressed his hair and neck, feeling his lips suckle my breasts. As he did, my pussy juiced, getting wetter with every pull of his lips on my nipples.

“Master,” I gasped again. “Your mouth is so hot. So good.”

“Glad you like it, slut.” He slapped my tits gently, then harder. “These big boobs of yours are gonna get fucked soon.”

My sex creamed at the thought of his big dick between my tits. He sucked a last time on my left nipple and released it with a loud sucking noise, kissing his way down my taut, firm tummy. “And soon,” he said, “This belly is going to be swollen and pregnant. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Getting knocked up with your master’s big dick spurting hot cum in your tight slut pussy?”

“YES,” I gasped enthusiastically. “Yes, yes!”

He unzipped my skirt and pulled it down, my panties coming next. My pussy was so wet it was dripping, the juices coating my inner thighs. He left me in my heels as he put my leg over his shoulder and began to feast at my wetness, licking up and down my puffy cunt lips. He spread them with his fingers, making me squeal in pleasure, his hot tongue rubbing up and down my folds.

“Yep, nice and steamy in here,” he said, pleased. “Good and wet to take a nice big cock.”

As if to prove his point, he removed a thick dildo from his pocket and coated it with my juices, rubbing it up and down my slit. Soon it was completely covered, and ready to be inserted inside me. My pussy throbbed with need, wanting the big object to fill me so bad. “Oh please, master...put it in me...please....”

He chuckled. Sliding the tip of the dildo up and down my pussy, he looked up and said, “You’re the horniest little slut I’ve ever seen. You’re just desperate for a big dick to fill you, aren’t you?”

“Yes....”

As I started to speak, he slowly inserted the cock inside me, making my words cut off. I gasped and let out a sharp moan, feeling the object sliding deeper into me. I raised my left leg to give him better access. There I was, in just my heels, in the middle of my alpha boss’ office. He had stripped me, tossing my clothes in a pile, and was now inserting a huge dildo into my dripping cunt, filling my wet walls inch by inch. The big object slowly worked its way all the way inside me, and soon I felt so stuffed, I began to quiver with the beginnings of an orgasm.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Oh god, oh god....”

“You can cum, slut. Cum for me like a good girl, all over this big dick in your pussy. Soon it will be my dick, so you need something to stretch you out.”

His words conjured up the thought of his huge, throbbing member going inside me, even bigger than this dildo. I gasped and clutched his shoulders as he worked the dildo in and out of me. “OHHHHHHH,” I cried, holding onto him for balance, my whole body shuddering in pleasure. I came hard, my pussy spasming around the dildo, the big cock moving in and out of me lewdly, making wet squelching noises as he worked it.

He smiled, slowly withdrawing the thick member, lifting it up and watching as my juices dripped off it. “Horny indeed.”

He set the dildo aside and looked at me intently. “I’ve got to fuck you. Getting inside that hot, tight little cunt of yours...that is number one on my priorities.”

I licked my lips, preparing myself for whatever he had in store. “Be my guest, my master....I’ll do anything you want.”

He looked into my eyes deeply for a moment and I felt that trancelike state coming over me. As if willed to do it, I moved back, spreading my body for him, my big tits heaving up and down as I showed him pussy. It was still dripping heavily, my juices getting more flowing as I prepared for the thought of his massive cock spearing into me.

“Fuck, you’re hot,” he said, and my eyes went to the huge bulge in his jeans. He lowered the zipper and took his massive prick out. It stood up like a thick rod before him, but before I could admire it he picked me up in his strong arms and lifted me right up. I gasped in surprise. He set me down on the desk.

He tugged his jeans down and freed his swinging cock. The huge, enflamed head of it rubbed my slippery pink cunt lips, and he gazed into my eyes, holding the back of my neck possessively. “You’re mine, baby...mine now and forever. My beautiful little bimbo slut Shannon.”

He captured my lips in a breathless kiss, my words cut off with a gasp. My head swam as I felt this powerful, incredibly hot man’s possessive hold on me; all I wanted to do was get fucked by him and pumped full of his hot cum. His tongue slid into my mouth and I moaned, yielding to him, opening wider.

“Mmmmm,” I moaned, as he released my lips. “Oh, master...I want your cock in me so bad. Please fuck me. Fill me with your cum. Pump my pussy full of it.”

“I’m going to do just that...and I’m going to breed you, Shannon. Are you ready to get knocked up by your boss?”

“Yes,” I whimpered urgently, feeling his thick cock rub up and down my slit. “Yes, please, sir.”

He pushed forward and my slick lips spread around him. His big cock impaled me, and I was made helpless, a wanton slut for him, ready to be used however he wanted...impregnated, left in the floor in a puddle of cum...anything. I wanted it all.

“Greg...sir...ohhhhhh, I.....” I tried to speak but couldn’t, lost in the delicious sensation of being stretched so wide. My cunt was so needy, throbbing for him. I brought my knees up; I needed to be as open as possible to take the huge size of his throbbing cock.

“Ohhhh fuck,” I moaned, my head falling back as he went deeper and deeper, my insides so completely stretched, I felt he would tear me open. He pressed further into me, my hot wet tunnel yielding reluctantly to the strong assault of his massive erection. My sounds, my moans, were both pain and pleasure, as I could never have imagined taking something this big. The dildo had been big, but nothing in comparison to my boss’ huge cock.

Deeper and deeper he went and my whole body was set on fire. I felt I might pass out from the tingling delight and incredible sensations flooding me. “Go slow, master,” I urged in a whimper, clutching his powerful arms. My fingers were slender and tiny against his muscled biceps. “I’ve never had one this big before.”

He grinned, looking down at the full four or five inches of cock in me, and the other five or so still outside. My glistening pink petals circled his throbbing dick, clutching tight.

“You’ll soon grow used to the size,” he said in that deep, alpha voice that sent chills down my spine. “Soon your pussy will conform perfectly to my cock, and every inch of it will fill you whenever I want.”

“Yessss,” I hissed, feeling my body already starting to adjust, my pussy closing beautifully around his wonderfully hard organ. “It’s so big and hard. Throbbing in me.”

My legs spread wider for him. His cock throbbed more as he pushed in deeper, my walls massaging his engorged shaft. My juices ran down over his shaft as he began to slide out, and then push in again, going a little further every time until he was all the way inside.

“AHHHHHH,” I cried, wailing as his massive rod forced its way inside me, my tight cunt yielding to him. My hot, wet juices flowed from deep inside me to bathe over his big cock, letting him have access directly to my womb, where his hot thick seed would soon spurt, making me pregnant.

“Fucking hell,” he groaned. “You are one tight, slutty little whore.”

His words sent me over the edge. Being called a whore, his whore...it was just too much. To think I had been reduced from an accomplished college girl on her way to a great job, to a slutty whore ready to get fucked by master’s big prick...to bend over and take it from him whenever he wanted....

It was the most erotic thing in my life.

I came right there. “OHHHH FUCK!” I cried, thrashing under him. His huge cock stretched and filled me so deep. My body was overwhelmed with sensation, tiny bolts of electricity starting deep in my cunt and pulsing out throughout my entire body. “So gooooood,” I moaned, convulsing on his dick. His cock touched inside me, at my cervix, and I was in disbelief how high and deep it was reaching.

My hot, sexy master started fucking me like crazy now, his powerful abs thrusting forward as he drilled me. I pushed his shirt up, wanting to see those big muscles, loving the sight of them. I could see the place where our bodies joined, his hard masculine one probing my soft feminine one. His power and dominance was overwhelming.

The desk shook, papers and files falling to the floor as he pounded me into it, my butt perched at the edge. My juices rolled out of me, coating his big balls, some sliding down my mound to coat the desk surface. He grabbed my hips, holding me tightly in place, impaling me as deep as he could with each stroke. I heard myself moaning and crying out passion as I started to cum again.

He didn’t stop; he just kept fucking me. His probing cock slammed deep into me as my cunt squeezed down on him. His balls throbbed as he started to cum, giving a deep grunt. His fingers tightened in my hair and he slammed deep into me, semen blasting out of him and straight into my tight wet walls.

“Fuck,” he growled, holding me tight and gazing into my eyes. I felt his massive alpha dominance as he coated my insides with his sperm, filling me all the way up. He felt so hard in me. My muscles milked and squeezed him, getting as much of his alpha cum as I could. His cock kept on spitting into me, spurting thick gobs of cum into my pussy, basting my womb.

“I can feel it, sir,” I breathed, lightheaded at the thought. “I’m getting pregnant. You’re making me pregnant, right this second.”

Even as I said the words, I could imagine how it was going to be...

His office, filled with pregnant secretaries, interns, and female employees of all rank... all pumped full of his cum, pregnant with his babies. The ones who weren’t pregnant would soon be, wearing sexy, slutty fuck-me pumps and tight skirts, no panties, skimpy tops ready to be shredded by his massive hands. Big breasts ready to be mauled by those same hands, then full of milk to let him suck.

He would be our master, and we would be his harem.

“You can fuck me like that whenever you want, master...anytime you wish.” I stroked his cheek, gazing up with adoration into his eyes.

He smiled. “I plan on it.” His cock gave a last pulse, one more hot jet of sperm filling me, making me gasp.

I just knew he had made me pregnant. His pregnant little bimbo slut. I just knew it.

****

Greg

One year later

As I walked up and down the halls of my office, I saw what I had dreamed of. My slutty harem, most of the pregnant and the few who weren't, ready to become so. They gave me inviting smiles, each one hoping to be picked as my afternoon fuck, ready for me to pull into my office, tug her panties down, and stuff her dripping pussy full of cock.

The situation was the same at home. Rhia, Karen, and Brittany were all spread and tied and ready for me when I got home, each gasping and moaning as I drilled my hard cock into their mouths and pussies. Thanks to the alpha tattoo, I had now claimed the women I desired, and they would breed my heirs, my legacy.

I smiled as I caressed Rhia’s face, kissing her in the throes of passion, my cock deep inside.

It had all started with her.

****
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Roger

I was stirring the pot with spaghetti sauce when I heard footsteps behind me. I hummed a small tune and looked back, smiling.

“Oh, Roger...” I gasped. “Roger?”

I knew it was my stepson, but he looked so different. He had changed into a t-shirt and jeans, both of which appeared to be positively bursting with his huge musculature. His pecs and arms were rippling, covered with a dark dusting of hair. His jaw was masculine and strong, his eyes fixed on me in a hungry and possessive way. That look made me weak in the knees...and then my eyes swept low to his crotch, where there was a huge bulge.

Even bigger than normal.

My god, how big is he? I thought. My pussy wetted instinctively; I couldn’t stop myself.

He came toward me and put his hand to my jaw, caressing it. “I have to have you, mom. Now.” His voice was a rough growl; he had become so dominant, so alpha. He pressed between my legs with his muscled thigh, knocking my feet apart and pushing me against the counter. I gasped as he kissed me, filling my mouth with his tongue, making me moan in pleasure. My head swam as I realized I was going to get fucked.

Fucked by my alpha, studly, dominant stepson.

Before I could do anything, he picked me up and set me on the counter. His hands went to the sides of my dress — rrrrriiiiiip! right through the fabric, tearing the little shreds to pieces. He tore it straight down the center, revealing my black lacy panties, covering my soaking wet mound.

The Alpha Network: Part I

Phoebe

There were so many times I looked out my window, wondering how things could be different.

My husband...he was a good man, but he wasn’t right for me.

But his stepson, a handsome, accomplished young man named Roger...

Well, Roger lived with us as well. He was two years into college, studying to be a fitness trainer. He was cocky, with a grin and... to be honest? A big cock.

I knew because of the bulge he often sported in his pants.

But as his stepmom, I could never tell him how my pussy would juice when he was around, when he came into the kitchen and pressed his big bulge into my ass, reaching for a cup above the counter. He would grin and say, “Sorry, mom...just need to grab a dish.”

And I would gasp, feeling his erection pressing into me. How is he always hard? I would think.

But he had girlfriends...plenty, one always coming over.

How could I possibly get him to notice me...to want me? Maybe he already did, but how could I orchestrate getting that big, hard, meaty cock of his into my pussy to scratch the itch?

I found the answer one night when I was online. I looked through numerous websites, trying to find some relief. I looked at sex toys and vibrators, but none could compare to what I envisioned Roger’s big dick looking like.

Then I stumbled across a special social network for people looking to hook up. Only this one was a bit different. Mesmerize Your Mate, it was called. Can’t get him in bed with you? Just send one message. The next thing you know, he’ll be ready to give you all the pleasure you need.

I thought about it. What did I have to lose? Worst case, he never read the message and nothing happened.

I signed up and selected one of the pre-designed messages to send. I also made a profile, using my photo and name. I really didn’t think I had anything to lose.

The message read:

Dear NAME [Roger],

Someone wants to see you! A little up close and personal. As in...she wants to spread her tight little pussy and have you probe her with your big dick. Interested?

Just press YES if you are.

The message looked good, so I hit send. My heart raced as I realized it would soon be in his inbox. It was sexy and definitely enticing.

The thing was, what did the name of the site mean, Mesmerize Your Mate? Where did the mesmerizing part come in?

The longer I stared at the screen, the longer I stayed on the sight. I rolled through pictures of all kind of couplings: hot men and women, younger women and older men, and younger men with older women. I saw one photo of a hung, hot young guy pushing his huge dick deep into a hot milf with blonde hair. As she got fed the large cock, her legs were spread wide, like her lips, her mouth a perfect o of pleasure.

I wanted to be her, so bad.

If only my tits were bigger...and my ass...maybe he’d notice me.

I didn’t even realize, but as I was thinking it and staring at that website, my breasts started to grow. I didn’t notice anything was weird until my bra snapped open.

I looked down in a gasp. My tits were huge! Big and full, just ready to get the nipples sucked. I tweaked them in amazement, feeling shocked — yet pleased.

I stroked down my firm, flat tummy and felt that as well. There was a tiny belly button ring in the middle, making me giggle. Where did that come from? It didn’t matter really; I knew Roger would love it.

My hand slid further down, to my moist, sexy cunt lips. Wow, I was wet. So wet...and they were so puffy and full. I slid one finger inside me, gasping, imagining it was his. My butt felt so big, busting right out of my jean shorts. I took them off, along with my panties, leaving wet stains on the chair where my horny cunt pressed into it.

“Oh god,” I moaned. I suddenly couldn’t remember anything...couldn’t think of anything except Roger’s big cock. I wanted to suck it and to fuck it. I ached for the moment he would get home and desperately hoped he’d decide to probe his stepmother’s pussy with that huge tool...

****

Roger

“Mom, I’m home.”

I took my pack off, tossing it to the nearby couch. I looked around and saw most of the lights were off. It seemed weird mom wasn’t in the kitchen fixing dinner, where she normally was about this hour. Dad as clearly not home either.

Even though she wasn’t my real mom, Phoebe and I got along great. Hell, she was definitely a milf, someone you’d look at and think she was ten years younger. She was sexy as hell, with long strawberry blonde hair and a nice tight body. But when I saw her descending the staircase, my eyes went wide in shock.

Phoebe wasn’t just hot, now, she was...downright slutty.

She was wearing this tight little dress, one that showed a huge line going down her front, so that her navel was almost exposed. Her tits were huge, full, framing either side of the dress. It held with a small fastener around her slender, beautiful neck, looking dangerously ready to fall at any moment and release those huge tits from their casing. On her feet were a pair of heels, the kind that just begged you to put her legs in the air, spread them, and fuck her good and hard.

Her hips...wide, full, and perfect. Her ass seemed bigger and sexier, like I could grab a handful and spank...like I could spread those cheeks and shove my dick in deep. God, I wanted to. I was hard just thinking about it. As she came close to me, giving me a sultry smile, she purred, “I’m so glad you’re home, honey. Would you like something to eat?”

Yeah, mom, I thought. Your pussy...

“Nah...I’m good. Just gonna go wash up and check my messages.”

“Okay,” she said, sliding her red-nailed fingers up and down my bare arm, the nails raking my skin gently. It made goosebumps go up and down my skin. “I’ll be in the kitchen fixing dinner. Where I belong,” she said with a giggle, which struck me as slightly odd, yet sexy and breathless at the same time.

I couldn’t tear my eyes from the sway of her perfect ass as she disappeared into the kitchen. What the fuck is going on? I wondered.

I shrugged, realizing that I definitely had no clue, but liked it anyway. I pulled up my messages when I got to my room, sorting through them on my computer. I found an invite to a social media site: Mesmerize Your Mate. Huh. That was weird.

You have one new message! It read, when I logged in using the guest code.

When I pulled up the message, the screen suddenly flashed blue and pink. Bright lights filled my mind, and I felt my thoughts changing. I heard a low growl filling my throat and felt my muscles bulging. My cock grew bigger and harder, busting out of my jeans. The need for sex filled me; all I could think was grabbing one of my usual hookup girls and shoving her over my bed, tugging down her panties, and stuffing her full of my cock. For a nice, good, hard fuck.

That’s...weird...

Was about all I could think before my mind went blank, and instinct took over.

Phoebe

I was stirring the pot with spaghetti sauce when I heard footsteps behind me. I hummed a small tune and looked back, smiling.

“Oh, Roger...” I gasped. “Roger?”

I knew it was my stepson, but he looked so different. He had changed into a t-shirt and jeans, both of which appeared to be positively bursting with his huge musculature. His pecs and arms were rippling, covered with a dark dusting of hair. His jaw was masculine and strong, his eyes fixed on me in a hungry and possessive way. That look made me weak in the knees...and then my eyes swept low to his crotch, where there was a huge bulge.

Even bigger than normal.

My god, how big is he? I thought. My pussy wetted instinctively; I couldn’t stop myself.

He came toward me and put his hand to my jaw, caressing it. “I have to have you, mom. Now.” His voice was a rough growl; he had become so dominant, so alpha. He pressed between my legs with his muscled thigh, knocking my feet apart and pushing me against the counter. I gasped as he kissed me, filling my mouth with his tongue, making me moan in pleasure. My head swam as I realized I was going to get fucked.

Fucked by my alpha, studly, dominant stepson.

Before I could do anything, he picked me up and set me on the counter. His hands went to the sides of my dress — rrrrriiiiiip! right through the fabric, tearing the little shreds to pieces. He tore it straight down the center, revealing my black lacy panties, covering my soaking wet mound.

I gasped as he put his fingers to the sides of my panties and tore them right off, the little fabric shredding like my dress under his powerful grip. He tossed it aside and came closer, his huge dick pointing straight at my hot, wet pussy. His big cockhead rubbed up and down my folds, enticing the slippery pink pussy lips so bad I ached.

“Ohhhh god, Roger, I’ve wanted you so long.” My fingers dug into his powerful biceps.

He leaned back and tore his shirt off, exposing his thick, rippling chest. “Wanted you too, mom...bad. Now, I’m going to have you. Gonna fuck you good and hard,” he growled in my ear, grunting in a primal, dominant way that turned me on so much I shivered all over.

I clutched him, knowing that what was coming next would be the most intense, sexual, mind-blowing experience of my life.

****

Roger

I rubbed my cock up and down my stepmother’s hot, wet pussy. I couldn’t wait to be inside her. I just knew it was time...time for me to claim what was mine.

At the back of my mind, something in me wondered what was happening — how this was all possible. But honestly, I didn’t care anymore. I just knew I was about to fuck her, and it was the hottest thing in my life.

I laid my fingers on her full breasts, squeezing them. Her skin was so soft under my hands. I sucked the left nipple into my mouth, licking around the point, loving her gasps and moans of pleasure as I did. She caressed my head, being soft and gentle at first, then squeezing tight as I sucked hard on her pointed nipple.

“God...they’re so big,” I said. “Bigger than I ever imagined.”

They were so round, not drooping or sagging, and sat high on her chest. Her areolae were pink and warm, just right for licking and sucking on. Pebbled and delicate. They got bigger — and wet — as I used my tongue and lips on each of them, making her pussy juice even more.

“Going to fuck you now, mom.”

“Yes, baby...be inside me...fuck your mother’s tight pussy.”

Inch by inch, I pushed forward, making her cunt lips spread around me. I was amazed she could take me, I was so big and throbbingly huge, yet her pussy juiced like crazy. As I entered her, her fingers dropped to where my cock was pulsing in her, and she traced her fingers slowly over my length. Her pussy clutched at me and I watched as her flowing, delicious juices slid down over my shaft. I pushed the last four inches into her — and then I was balls-deep inside my stepmother, our eyes locked. Her fingernails drove into my shoulders, grasping as tight as her pussy did around my cock.

“Fuck me, stud...fuck me hard and fill me with that hot, creamy cum inside your big balls.” She purred the words into my ear, making shivers of delight run up and down my spine. Her nails stroked slowly along my arms.

I began a rhythm, stroking in and out of my mother’s tight cunt. We held eye contact, the lust we felt for one another mirrored in our gaze. I fucked her with a bit more power, picking up my speed, and heard the noise of her pussy juicing around me as I did. Our lips met and we kissed hard and hot and passionately.

“So big,” she gasped. Her head fell back as she ground her hips against me, fucking against me, trying to get me deeper and deeper.

“Ohhhh god,” she moaned loudly. As I gave a powerful thrust forward, she came suddenly, her whole body convulsing with her climax. She shuddered in passion and pleasure, her mouth open. I stared in awe and wonder at the horny slutty bimbo I was fucking, amazed she was my own stepmother, yet never happier. I just wanted to fuck her forever.

I grunted, thrusting in hard and deep. I was consumed by a primal rhythm, clutching the back of her hair, at the nape of her neck, claiming her with my thrusts. My cock slid in and out of her tight channel, her walls rubbing smoothly against me, making my cock feel amazing. I felt my balls tighten and get hot, knowing I had a huge load to pump inside her.

“Mom, I’m gonna cum. Going to fill your pussy up.”

“Yesssss,” she hissed. “Please do, baby. Give me all that hot cum of yours. I want every drop inside me. I want you to fucking make me pregnant.”

“Ohhhh shit.” Her words sent me over the edge. The thought of knocking up my slutty, sexy stepmother was too much. I thrust in deep, my cock brushing her womb as I spurted thick jets of cream into her.

She came again, screaming, “OHHHHH GOD,” my cock still jetting wads of cream into her. I had never cum so much in my life. Maybe it had something to do with that message...that social network thing. Maybe it had changed me, made my balls fuller than ever.


Whatever the reason, they were ready to fuck her — and every other bimbo slut I could claim — full of babies.

She convulsed around me, her pussy still clenching me. We kissed again, her arms tight around my neck. I stayed inside her a long time, just enjoying the way we were kissing, our lips smacking gently together as my cock gave its last spurts of cum into her womb.

Finally I pulled out, watching the trail of white semen trickle down her pussy lips. “Fuck, that’s hot,” I said, and she smiled at me in agreement.

“Thank you, baby. You’ve made your mother a happy woman.”

Her legs slid up and down the back of my thighs and she kissed me some more, both gentle and sexual in the way she held my face.

“I need you in my bed tonight, mom,” I said.

“You’ll have me. There...and any other time you wish. I’m yours to fuck as often as you want.”

I planned to take her up on that offer.

****
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Roger

“Want it bad, don’t you, my pretty girl?”

“Fuck yes, master. Fuck me with that huge dick...give it to me!”

I started up a stroking rhythm, my cock sawing in and out of her wet, tight little pussy. In and out I plunged, forcing her to take me. I held her down on the desk, my hands pinning her wrists, ensuring she was completely captive, trapped by my invading cock. She gazed up breathlessly into my eyes, punctuating my thrusts with moans and squeaks of pleasure. “Ohhhh goddddd!” she screamed, cumming hard around my dick as I pounded into her.

Her head rolled side to side, her cunt spasming. Here she was, my little bimbo slut, controlled by me completely and utterly. Dominated. Owned. My slut. My property. Her pussy kept squelching as I thrust into her, forcing my dick as deep as it would go.

She thrust back up against me as I fucked her, holding her legs spread wide. “Ohhhhh....” My cock began to hit her clit, sending her into another series of powerful shudders. She was cumming again, and this time it was making her mouth fall open, her eyes glazed over in pleasure. I felt her pussy beginning to change, to shift so that it fit my cock completely. There was no more doubt about the fact that her body would accept me whenever I demanded.

The Alpha Network: Part II

Roger

Little did my stepmother know, she was unleashing the beast when she sent me that message.

Mesmerize Your Mate was the social network. Getting your desired target into bed was the goal. In the process, you would gain enhancements after sending or receiving a message; for women, enlarged breasts and butt, increased vaginal lubrication, enhanced estrogen and appearance in a sexual way. Making you more enticing to the opposite sex.

For men, it was increased testicle size, increased penis size, bigger pecs and abs, biceps, and musculature all around. Deepened voice and hard, masculine jaw. Everything that made you desirable to women.

I received that second set of benefits, of course. And as a consequence, I was not only banging my hot stepmother Phoebe on a regular basis...

I was able to get with as many women as I wanted. All I had to do was send them a message with my invite from the social network, and they would be “bimbofied” as the site called it.

Oh, and another perk of the site, for long-time users? The ability to use a hypnotic voice to induce a trance state in others.

Meaning...I had gained the ability to “hypnotize” women I wanted, simply with my voice, my dominance, and my masculine, alpha presence.

As the months went by and I graduated college, becoming a full-time personal trainer and opening my own fitness studio, I began seeing more female clients. Often I would take them into the back. Then I could have some private time with them, able to do what I pleased.

There was one particularly attractive new member of my gym. Her name was Emily, and she had a nice figure...soon made nicer as I began training her.

Her breasts began to push forward more and get larger, and her butt bigger as well. She was quite giggly and sexy around me, trying to entice me no doubt.

I’d added her to the alpha network, so she was starting to experience the effects...enhanced breasts, lips, sex drive...all of it.

“You’re looking great,” I told her with a smile, setting my hand on her lower back. We were in my office, where I was quietly talking with her.

“Thanks. It’s all because of you,” she said, gazing adoringly up into my eyes.

I put my hand on her cheek and cupped it, guiding her chin up. “You’ve been a good student. You learn so quickly.” Her big tits were falling and rising wonderfully within her nice full sports bra, and they seemed to just be dying for my touch. My voice grew low and hypnotic. “Want to thank me, for real? Let’s start with a kiss.”

She nodded helplessly, totally under my control.

****

Emily

As I gazed up into my handsome, dominant trainer’s eyes, I knew I would do anything he said. Yet I trusted him completely, and wanted him to do anything he wanted with me. He wouldn’t hurt me...he wanted to make me feel good, I knew that much.

My lips parted and my breathing grew fast. I waited to see what he’d do next...which was to look down further along my breasts, where my cleavage was. His hands came to the sides of my bra and pulled down, letting my full mounds spill out. He squeezed them rough and hard, sucking on the full orbs, making me feel weak in the knees, my pussy juicing.

Then his lips came to meet mine, and I was lost in Roger’s powerful kiss. His mouth was warm and rough like the rest of him. I clutched tight to his powerful biceps, his tongue feathering between my lips, tongue finding mine.

“Mmmm,” I moaned into his mouth, softly. His tongue roughly dominated my mouth as the kiss turned hot and passionate. He cupped my breasts and squeezed them, his strong hands bringing me immense pleasure.

Then his hands moved down to my waist, and to my ass, squeezing my round butt in his big palms. I purred deep in my throat, “Mmmmm,” Again, and pressed up against him, whimpering in his embrace. His mouth was so powerful, so experienced, making me tingle everywhere. And his hands...they felt so great on my tits, nothing like the men I had dated before.

“Oh Roger,” I gasped, as he released my mouth from the kiss. I felt his huge cock under his gym shorts as he pulled me close, his hand on my ass making my pussy press his cock. I whimpered as I felt his swelling bulge, putting my hand up and down along its length. It excited me so much; I couldn’t believe how hard it was.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, looking down at him with immense curiosity. My whole body was on fire with need for him. My hand circled around the stiffening cock beneath his pants. “Wow, it’s huge.” I said the words delightedly, exploring his cock with my fingers.

Roger looked at me with a level, intent gaze, his face confident and masculine. He took his shirt off, revealing his rippling pecs and abs. He then positioned his feet at shoulder’s length, putting his hands on his hips, his pose dominant. “Get down on your knees in front of my cock. Take it out.”

I obediently did as he said, my eyes lining up with his huge bulge against the front of his shorts.

“Take your bra off. Panties, too.”

I complied, removing my clothes, allowing my full tits to swing free before his eyes, my naked pussy dripping so much it was making my thighs wet.

“Good girl...now take my cock out.”

My hands shook with excitement and trepidation. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, or how horny and brainless I felt. Totally under his control, so eager to do what he wanted. So eager to please, and to get fucked and filled.

My fingers closed around the thick bulge of his cock, feeling his soft skin covering the rigid dick. It was so hot. Slowly, I drew him out of his shorts, watching as his huge cock unfurled before my eyes, his huge mushroom head thick and intimidating. I gasped in shock as I stared at the monstrous cock, his large shaft at full swell. He had to be more than nine inches...maybe ten...and as thick as my wrist.

I had never seen such a big, beautiful, hard cock. At his tip, his precum began to leak forth, dripping erotically down the side of his silky masculine skin. My pussy ached more as I watched his precum slide down, my juices flowing copiously down my thighs. I licked my lips, needing to get that cock in my mouth so bad.

“Suck me, baby,” he purred, his deep alpha voice igniting my desire. “Suck all your new master’s cum right out of his dick.”

I reached for him, my fingers about to close on his thick shaft when he shook his head, giving me a disapproving look. “No hands this time. Only your mouth, slut.”

Hearing him call me that made me even hornier, my pussy juicing fresh. The thought of servicing his huge cock right here in his office... down on my knees like a wanton slut... god, it was so hot. I dropped my hands down to my lap and leaned forward, allowing my lips to circle around his cock. I felt heat coming from the tip, which continued to drip his precum thickly. I licked up and down the side, my tongue swirling, taking the delicious manly fluid into my mouth. I let the flat of my tongue go up his rod as his precum pooled on my tongue. Then I kissed the very tip of his cock, gazing up into his eyes as I sucked around him slowly. “Mmmmm,” I purred. “Your cock tastes so good in my mouth.”

He pushed my head forward, forcing the large dick back into my throat. I groaned in pleasure, allowing him to use my slut mouth as his toy, his means of getting off. He face-fucked me like that for several minutes and I felt my pussy throbbing, tingling, as if I could cum right there just from sucking his cock.

Then he removed his massive tool from my lips, leaving it dripping with my saliva and his precum. It dangled dangerously before me. “It’s time,” he said in a deep, resonant voice, picking me up and setting me down on his desk. He spread my legs, opening me up so I was extended up in the air, spreading me for his assault.

He leaned forward, his massive cock pressing against my pussy lips, which were slick with my arousal. My lips spread open, circling around his huge cockhead as he pushed inward, his engorged cock entering me slowly and wonderfully.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “You’re splitting me open.”

****

Roger

Watching Emily’s tight little pussy take my cock was hot as hell. She moaned and thrashed, her legs in an obscenely wide position, my throbbing cock going inch by inch into her sopping, pulsing cunt.


“Ohhhhh,” she moaned loudly, her pussy getting stretched by my hardness. I pushed in inch by inch.

“Yes,” I said, smiling. “That’s what I love to see. That first struggle...the way you struggle to take me, resisting...then letting me all the way in, surrendering and letting me all the way inside you.”

“Oh god,” she moaned again, clutching my arms. “It’s so hard, so big. I don’t know how I can take it. I feel so filled.”

I stopped when I got all the way in, my thick, hard cock giving a pulse inside her. She thrust her hips up against me, telling me she was definitely mine to take...to fuck good and hard, as I wished.

“Want it bad, don’t you, my pretty girl?”

“Fuck yes, master. Fuck me with that huge dick...give it to me!”

I started up a stroking rhythm, my cock sawing in and out of her wet, tight little pussy. In and out I plunged, forcing her to take me. I held her down on the desk, my hands pinning her wrists, ensuring she was completely captive, trapped by my invading cock. She gazed up breathlessly into my eyes, punctuating my thrusts with moans and squeaks of pleasure. “Ohhhh goddddd!” she screamed, cumming hard around my dick as I pounded into her.

Her head rolled side to side, her cunt spasming. Here she was, my little bimbo slut, controlled by me completely and utterly. Dominated. Owned. My slut. My property. Her pussy kept squelching as I thrust into her, forcing my dick as deep as it would go.

She thrust back up against me as I fucked her, holding her legs spread wide. “Ohhhhh....” My cock began to hit her clit, sending her into another series of powerful shudders. She was cumming again, and this time it was making her mouth fall open, her eyes glazed over in pleasure. I felt her pussy beginning to change, to shift so that it fit my cock completely. There was no more doubt about the fact that her body would accept me whenever I demanded.

I thrust into her harder and faster, making the desk rock with my intense thrusts. As I pounded her, I felt the need to pump her full of cum getting stronger. “Going to cum...going to fill you up,” I growled. “Make you my slut. My property. Going to breed you...”

“Yessss!” she cried. “Please, master. Fuck me full of that hot, creamy cum of yours. Make me pregnant! Your pregnant little bimbo slut!”

I pounded her harder and harder, then thrust in all the way, holding my cock deep inside. I shot huge loads of thick sperm into her waiting pussy, coating her womb with it.

As I gazed down at my gorgeous little slut, the way she was splayed so sinfully, legs open, my cum leaking from her slit...

I knew I had finally found my calling.

To dominate as many women as I could, through the alpha network.

****

Phoebe, my hot stepmother, and Emily were just two of my harem members. I knew I needed more; just the two of them wouldn’t be enough.

I had the urge...the urge to breed, to knock up as many girls as I could. I surfed through the listings on the alpha network, Mesmerize Your Mate, and selected some of the hottest girls I found.

A pair of friends who had signed up for the site together, Allison and Mallory were hot as hell. They were milds, with big tits and smooth, creamy thighs. I showed up at their house as requested by the website, ringing the doorbell.

Allison greeted me with a smile, her full red hair falling down her shoulders in beautiful waves. I could tell she had already been changed by the site; her tits were bigger than ever, bursting forth on her smallish, petite body. Mallory soon joined her at her side, with long brown hair that was the perfect length for grabbing and twisting in my fingers while I plowed her tight cunt.

“We were hoping you’d show up.”

****

Minutes later, we were in bed together, the two of them facing me with a smile. Mallory grinned and stroked my cock up and down, her small fingers looking even tinier compared to the huge shaft in her hand. “Wow...master...you’re even harder and bigger than I thought, seeing your photo on the site.”

“Mmmm, yes he is,” agreed Allison.

They took turns licking and sucking on my shaft, getting me harder than ever. I smiled and leaned back, enjoying the attention, but knew it was soon time to fuck. I wanted my hands on those big, full milf tits, and I wanted to pump them both full of hot jets of sperm.

Allison went first, spreading her pussy for me, leaning over on all fours. Her big tits pressed into the linen sheets as she opened her pussy to me, gasping as I felled her with my dick. I held the massive shaft in place as I entered, going as deep into her squelching pussy as I could.

“God, it’s big,” she moaned. “Mallory, you’re going to love him.”

“I already do,” moaned my second slut, her fingers stroking me and guiding my entrance into her friend. “He’s so thick and hard.”

I held Allison’s tight ass, slapping it as I rode her, thrusting in fast and deep. My penetrations set off her climax almost instantly; she began shuddering and moaning. I held her big, pillow tits which bounced as I thrust into her, spearing my huge shaft into her tight little body.

“Oh god! Oh god!” she was soon crying, her fingers clutching the sheets as I pounded her.

When I had filled her with a nice thick creampie, I shifted to Mallory. “Time for you, slut. Ready to take this big cock in your cunt?” I stroked myself up and down, still hard despite just blasting a big load in Allison.

Mallory nodded, licking her lips eagerly. “Oh fuck yes...come on, master. Get that huge thing inside me. I can’t wait for you to split me open.” She laid back, spreading her legs for me, opening her dripping cunt lips with two fingers.

I plunged inside — and heard her gasp instantly, in response, orgasming powerfully as my cock filled her up. She was even tighter than Allison, her cunt clenching me beautifully, those tight, wet walls hugging my cock like a buttery hand.

As I stroked into her, I gazed at Allison’s spent form, her legs obscenely draped one over the other, cunt dripping white fluid.

Mallory juiced all over my cock, her fluids leaking over me, coating my cock as I pounded her. I thrust in hard and deep, hearing her moans and cries of pleasure. She came powerfully, and soon, so did I, thrusting in to full and pumping her full of my sperm.

Then I withdrew, watching my two well-fucked bimbo sluts lying there on the mattress, panting in pleasure. “Oh god,” moaned Mallory. “I’m so sore...he fucked me so well, I’ve never felt like this.”

“Me neither,” said Allison.

I smiled. The evening was just getting started. Thanks, mom, I thought. She’d given me the best gift of my life with that message from the alpha network.

****

Thanks for reading! If you liked this story, check out my author page for more:

Katie Lyke

Or check out a few similar stories:

The Special Code

The Special Chip

Controlling the Classmate

The Alpha App

The Alpha Chip

Table of Contents

The Alpha Network: Part III

The Alpha Network: Part III | Roger

Janet

Roger

“Spread your legs.”

She did, obediently opening, allowing me to slide the dildo up and down her dripping slit. God, it looked sexy like that...all wet and waiting for me to probe inside her sweet cunt. I licked along the side of her ear and made her shiver. “Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned, feeling me start to press the thick object into her, wanting to get her as full as possible.

Inch by inch I fed the big dildo into her body. Her pussy spread to take it, opening slowly, the wet folds providing just enough resistance. I loved the act of penetration, going inside a woman with a thick object and watching as she gasped in pleasure, trying to take it. “You’re doing so well, my pretty little slut,” I murmured in her ear. “Just a bit more...good girl...” Then I had the dildo all the way into her, and began slowly pushing back and forth with it, letting her get adjusted to its size.

“Oh god...sir...it’s so big inside me.” She held tight around my neck and raised her hips, trying to get the big cock deeper in her. She bit her pretty lip and then I kissed it, taking her mouth in a hungry kiss. She kissed back deeply, giving soft moans into my mouth, clearly loving what I was doing.

The Alpha Network: Part III

Roger

“Isn’t there some way you could bring all of them in?”

I listened idly to the conversation that Janet Waterson, my VP of exercise managment, was having with one of her main contacts.

I sat in her office, reclining on one of her leather-backed chairs. My eyes roamed down Janet’s body as she talked. It was a nice body...very nice...and very faceable. Her ass was shapely and her tits pushed out well, not huge but still very large. Enough that it would be easy to take a handful and maul and suck on them.

Janet had long brown hair with blonde highlights. She clearly put thought into her appearance, choosing tasteful and classy makeup. I reveled in the thought of putting my cock down her throat and turning that makeup to a dripping mess on her face while she gagged on me.

She’s the next one, I realized. The next one I have to have.

After my most recent conquests, including my sexy milf stepmother and two hot girls I found on the alpha network, I was ready to take the next step.

And Janet was looking very, very fine.

“Fine, thanks. I’ll talk to you later.” She hung up the phone, sighing. “Unfortunately, sir, I won’t be able to get in the shipments you requested on time.”

“Shipments of weight training equipment?”

“Correct.” She gave me a regretful look. “It just won’t be in on time.”

“That’s okay.” Thanks to the power invested in me via the alpha network, I didn’t even need to send her an invite. I just had to use my hypnotic state to entrance her...to control. Draw her in, then convert. “Please come here, Janet.” Exercise machines were the last thing on my mind; I wanted to fuck. Janet, precisely.

She blinked once in surprise, then came toward me obediently. I immediately felt the link between us; her eyes remained glued to mine, completely under my thrall.

“Take your clothes off, Janet,” I murmured. “I’d like to see you naked.”

She giggled softly. “Yes, sir.” Obediently, she stripped, removing each layer of clothing — shirt, bra, shorts, panties. She was left in just the running shoes she had worn in.

“Take those off too.” I watched her, seeing the velvety wetness of her cunt lips, the fullness of her swinging breasts, the deliciousness of her full hips and ass. Janet was definitely a hottie. “I want you naked.”

She removed her shoes and socks and stood before me, bare. I beckoned to her, patting my lap, and she sat down in it. I could sense her arousal, saw the increase in her breathing as she wrapped her arms gently around my neck.

I ran my hands over her full breasts, closing my fingers over them. God, they were amazing. She didn’t need any enhancements. But the mind control I was now exerting over her would ensure that for the moment, she was focused on sex.

As in, pleasing me. Being a complete and total slut for me. That was all I wanted, in the end.

I would need her to eventually go back to knowing what she did for her job — important data, facts, and figures that were relevant. But for now, all that could dissipate and she could fix her mind on blowing me and getting probed by my cock in every one of her tight holes.

Her big nipples fit her large breasts just right. I took one in my hand and sucked on the end of it. She gave soft moans and squirms, clearly enjoying what I was doing. My other hand went between her thighs to her pussy, rubbing up and down the wet mound. She was juicing heavily at my sucking and touching, clearly ready for me to fill her with my cock...or any other object.

“Ohhh, sir, that feels so good,” she said in a breathy moan.

She caressed my head as I licked and sucked on her tender nipples. Soon they were incredibly hard and wet from my saliva. My cock was throbbing in my pants, achingly hard at the sight of her tender young body. Her leg began to rub over it, and soon her hand went there as well, massaging me through my pants.

“Sir....Your cock is so hard. And so big,” she gasped.

I smiled and removed her tit from my mouth. “We’re going to fuck, Janet. Right now.”

“You’re going to fuck me...” She sounded hypnotized and breathy. “You’re going to fuck me.”

“Yes, I’m going fuck you. In your pussy...your breasts...your ass...every tender little hole and part of your body, babe.”

To punctuate my words, I squeezed her big breasts together and gave them a last long suck. Then I removed a large dildo from my pocket. (Yes, if you’re wondering: I did just carry one around. You need it when you’re constantly fucking beautiful women.)

“Open,” I commanded, rubbing it against her bottom lip. Sensuously, she took it into her mouth and sucked slowly on the tip, wetting it with her saliva. I enjoyed the sight immensely: Janet sucking on the tip of the big flesh-colored dildo, her full lips closed around it. It made soft sucking sounds in her mouth as she licked and sucked on the thick object, getting it nice and wet.

When she had gotten it the way I wanted, I removed it from her mouth and lowered it to her pussy. “Spread your legs.”

She did, obediently opening, allowing me to slide the dildo up and down her dripping slit. God, it looked sexy like that...all wet and waiting for me to probe inside her sweet cunt. I licked along the side of her ear and made her shiver. “Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned, feeling me start to press the thick object into her, wanting to get her as full as possible.

Inch by inch I fed the big dildo into her body. Her pussy spread to take it, opening slowly, the wet folds providing just enough resistance. I loved the act of penetration, going inside a woman with a thick object and watching as she gasped in pleasure, trying to take it. “You’re doing so well, my pretty little slut,” I murmured in her ear. “Just a bit more...good girl...” Then I had the dildo all the way into her, and began slowly pushing back and forth with it, letting her get adjusted to its size.

“Oh god...sir...it’s so big inside me.” She held tight around my neck and raised her hips, trying to get the big cock deeper in her. She bit her pretty lip and then I kissed it, taking her mouth in a hungry kiss. She kissed back deeply, giving soft moans into my mouth, clearly loving what I was doing.

“Mmmm, mmmm,” she went, responding vigorously to my gentle thrusts with the dildo. I watched as her pussy took it, spreading out and then in as I probed, fucking her wet cunt with the big dick. Finally I had had enough and I knew I needed to be inside her, the real thing.

I withdrew the thick dildo, watching as it slid out of her body, now wet with her copious vaginal fluids. I smiled and set it aside, then turned to her directly. “Janet, it’s time for you to suck my cock.”

She slowly got off my lap and murmured like she was in a trance: “Yes, sir.”

****

Janet

I watched with round eyes as Roger reached for his zipper. My heart pounded. He slowly drew it down, freeing his thick, huge erection. His cock was so enormous I gasped: it was hard and menacing, and if I had thought the dildo was large, his dick was twice as thick and long.

I ached to have it in my mouth, in my pussy, anywhere he wanted to put it.

I sank down to my knees before him, knowing that above all else, I needed to worship my master. Worship his cock. He sat above me like a god, the thick throbbing cock swinging gently back and forth like a dripping monolith. I took it in my hands and then into my mouth, slowly sucking around him, closing my lips to take his fullness. It was difficult because he was so big, but I only cared about pleasing him. Soon my mouth was stuffed with cock, sliding up and down his huge pole. I took him deep, as deep as I could, moaning around his vast width and size.

“Mmmm, mmmm” I went as I sucked on him, feeling his cock thrust down my throat. It felt amazing...wonderful...like I was finally being used the way nature intended. As a horny, brainless slut, ready to be fucked by my dominant master.

Finally he removed his cock from my mouth, leaving me gasping and so horny I thought I would cum right there.

He picked me up and threw everything off my desk, sending papers flying as he set me down on it. Spreading my legs, he angled his cock at my pussy, the thick probing member approaching menacingly. He guided it to my wet hole and his entry made me gasp in pleasure and shock.

“Oh god, you’re so big!” My fingers dug into his shoulders, gripping tightly for support. It was all I could do to spread my cunt wide enough to take him.

Slowly in and out he stroked at first, letting me get used to him. “You like your master’s cock inside you, don’t you, my pretty slut?” he purred into my ear.

“Yes...master...fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard. Give it all to your slutty little bimbo slave.”

His big cock filled my channel. He rode the wet walls of me, and I wanted him there so much. We kissed passionately and I knew I would never again be taken so well...so fully.

He squeezed my bouncing tits, holding them in his big hands, mauling them. My pussy juiced around him, feeling so full and incredible, the sensations coursing through my body. “Oh yesssss master,” I moaned. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Pound your slut’s tight pussy just like that!”

He growled and grabbed my hair in a possessive, dominant hold, drilling into me hard. “Gonna fuck you good and hard...gonna fill you up.”

“Yes! Do it, baby! Pump me full of your cum. Make me pregnant...”

He groaned and thrust in deep to me, our bodies connecting tightly. I felt myself spasming around him, orgasm hitting me as the first spurts of his cum started to pulse into me. I gasped with each pulse; I couldn’t believe how much he came, his semen just flowing endlessly, like a river inside my womb. My pussy clenched around him. “Ohhhh god yes,” I screamed in ecstasy. My fingers clutched his broad back, his hair, his thick muscles. “Make me cum...make me cum....baby....”

He kept on shooting, still filling my pussy with his thick, virile seed. When he was finally spent, he heaved a sigh of pleasure and moved back a bit, bringing us face to face. He kissed me long and hard, then removed his bruising lips, holding my face in his hands. “Now you’re mine...my slut, to use whenever I want. My bimbo slave...part of my harem.”

“Yes, master,” I moaned obediently. I would give my body up for this incredible dominant man any day. “Anything you want, whenever you want.”

He withdrew his big cock from me, letting his semen slide sinfully down my pussy, dripping between my spread thighs. We reveled together in the sight of it, knowing his potent swimmers were on their way to my eggs right now, undoubtedly fertilizing his baby.

I wanted to be pumped full of his cream in every hole. Made pregnant. Pregnant, owned, and dominated. Spread and fucked.

I was addicted to cock, thanks to my new master, Roger.

****

Roger

When I look back on the months and years that unfolded, my harem growing, I feel more grateful than ever to my stepmother Phoebe.

She truly loved me. How could she not have, to give me a gift like the alpha network? With it, I had access to as many bimbo babes as I wanted. I started obtaining more women, fucking them senseless and dominating them, giving them the rough sex they craved. I’d spank their tight naked asses and plunge my cock deep inside their dripping pussies. Soon I had knocked up about half the women on the site, and none of them seemed to mind.

In fact...they all seemed extremely happy with the fact.

I would sometimes have them stay at my house, though in general, they kept their own routines and homes to live in. Usually they would continue living with their husbands, but I would still fuck them and impregnate them. Thanks to the mind control powers of the site, I could simply brainwash their husbands into thinking the child was legitimately theirs, not a stranger from a sex website.

I chuckled as Phoebe sank to her knees in front of me one afternoon, smiling up at me as she licked and sucked on my cock. I stroked her hair and said, “I love you, mom.”

“I love you too, baby. I’d do anything for you.”

I know you would. You brought me this power, after all.

I allowed her to service me, her lips moving up and down my shaft. Then I took her into the bedroom and stripped her down, kissing her from breasts to her belly, licking her nipples until they stood out as hard points from her sexy body.

She stripped me as well, kissing my chest and stomach, licking her way down my body. I spread her legs and lined myself up at her entrance. She gasped as I filled her; we were in the bed she shared with my dad, who was generally never home...again, another perk of my powers. I sent him on trips or found reasons for him to be away so mom and I could fuck. I kept her pumped full of sperm as much as possible, so much that it would be leaking down her thigh through her panties as she spoke to my father in the kitchen; him none the wiser.

But now we were alone. I slowly pushed my cock in and out of her wetness, enjoying the long, slow fuck. “I love you, my sexy Roger...my baby...”

She kissed along my neck and cheek and I fucked her harder. “I love you too mom...love you so much.”

“Love you...love you...fuck me....fuck me...” she gasped the words as her orgasm built. I kept on moving inside her pussy, pumping faster and harder. Soon she was spasming on my cock, her wet pussy clenching me, her sex milking me of every drop. “Ohhhh god,” she moaned, shuddering powerfully as her orgasm crashed down on her.

Hers triggered mine and I shot thick jets of cream into her, pulsing my seed deep into her womb. Soon her pussy was overflowing with my cum once again; filled to the brim, pregnant and sexy. We kissed tenderly, lips pressing against each other, my tongue invading her mouth dominantly. She moaned at my aggression, the way I fucked her raw, taking her ass, her pussy and her mouth, fucking her between her breasts as well. By the end of the night she was covered in sperm and happy as ever.

The alpha network had been the best gift in both our lives, and would bring us pure pleasure.

****
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Kimber

I’m going to get fucked, I realized, pussy tingling. David’s going to stuff me full of cock, and I’m going to cum so hard I might pass out.

I rubbed his hard cock as he smelled my panties, precum sliding down the side of his huge shaft. “I’m going to give you a nice supply of that pussy juice every day, baby,” I cooed, licking up and down the side of his cock. “And you can fuck me anywhere, anytime, that you want.”

I marveled at his intense hardness and heat as my hand gripped the blood-engorged shaft, my free hand cupping his massive balls. I swooned with pleasure, my pussy juice coming copiously from my cunt and dripping down my thighs as I kneeled before my new master. My spine tingled with desire as I began to slowly pump my hand up and down. “Now, honey....Momma’s going to help you get all those thick, creamy loads inside your big balls out. As many as you need.”

The Alpha Watch: Part I

David

I had just gotten back from fencing class. It was a great workout, helping me build upper body strength and confidence. Plus it was tons of fun.

I swung open the door to my apartment and dropped my gym bag on the floor. I headed into my kitchen to fix a protein shake, mentally running through my list of things to do for the next day.

As a grad student, I was busier than ever. I had a nice job lined up as a fitness trainer. I suspected it would keep me busy and be pretty enjoyable too.

If only I had time for a girlfriend or something, I thought, sipping my shake. I gazed out the window, watching the first hints of snow falling on the ground.

A knock came at the door, surprising me. I went to answer it and peeked through the side window — it was my stepmother, Kimber.

My heart raced and my cock gave an unexpected lurch in my pants. The thing about Kimber...well, she was fucking hot. She was also not that much older than me. She had married my dad a few years ago, and we had developed a friendly relationship since then. I doubted she knew how much of a raging crush I had on her — but maybe she did.

“Mom?” I asked in surprise, opening the door.

“Hi, babe,” she purred, walking in past me, carrying her purse and a small gift bag. “Sorry to drop in on you like this, but it’s almost Christmas. I wanted to surprise you.”

I closed the door and turned back to her. Damn, she was hot as ever. Her long blonde hair was pulled up in an attractive bun today, pinned elegantly at the back of her head, showing her long and graceful neck. Her perfect, round ass swayed beneath her tight, clinging white dress. She set her purse down on the chair and turned to me, smiling.

“You look like you haven’t seen me in years. Come give your mother a hug,” she said sensually, her hips shifting, breasts full and inviting under her tight white neckline. My cock throbbed again, and I prayed my gym pants would hide my growing erection.

I walked to her and she reached her arms out for me. We embraced, her hands moving slowly up and down my back, and she gave a little sigh of pleasure. She smelled amazing, sweet like perfume and strawberries and shampoo. I couldn’t stop myself from taking a deep inhale of her scent, my lips brushing her cheek.

“Mmm, you feel good,” she purred. “So strong. Have you been working out?”

“Yeah, just got back from a fencing class.”

“Well, I can tell.” She squeezed my bicep and gave me another smile.

“So what brings you here?” I forced my eyes to stay on hers, though I couldn’t resist a brief glance at her amazing cleavage. “You said you had a surprise?”

“Mmmmhm. Two things. One...” She reached into her bag and pulled out a small box. “This, which you have to open tonight. It’s your Christmas present.”

I smiled. “And the other?”

“I’m in town for a date tonight.”

“A date?” I felt a surge of jealousy. “Really? With who?”

“Well it’s not a date date...” She giggled. “Your father wouldn’t approve. But I am meeting with a young man, about your age, for a business proposal.”

“Oh...well...that’s great, mom.” I was definitely jealous, but that didn’t stop my cock from lurching to full attention as Mom swung around, showing me her incredible, sexy ass. It was just the right shape and size. With that blonde hair and stacked tits, she was the hottest woman I’d ever known. She licked her lips sensuously, and I couldn’t stop myself from picturing those lips wrapped around my dick, moving slowly up and down.

But she would never want me that way. I wasn’t man enough...not alpha enough. I guess not the way she wanted her guys to be.

And anyway, I was her stepson...

****

We spent the next few hours talking and catching up. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her tits...her lips...her incredible, sexy thighs, which she kept flashing at me (intentionally or not?) throughout our talk. I didn’t miss the way her eyes kept flicking to my crotch, where my cock was standing out, rock hard.

“I think you should open your present now,” she said in that sensuous voice that I loved.

“Now? You sure?”

“Yes.”

I reached for the box and opened it, shaking off the lid. Inside was a small black watch, looking sleek and modern, designed like one of those fitness trackers. It had the date and time displayed in bright blue digital numbers, as well as a small button on the side that said, PRESS ME.

“Wow, it’s really nice, mom. Thanks.”

She watched intently. “Put it on. Try it.”

I did, snapping it around my wrist. Curious, I reached for the button — and pushed in.

The minute I did, I felt myself starting to change. My abs grew, as well as my chest and biceps. I felt stronger...powerful...a sense of heat and dominance rising within me. Suddenly all the things that seemed out of reach — like making a move on my stepmom — seemed entirely possible.

“It suits you,” she purred.

“Does it?” Even my voice sounded deeper and more masculine.

“Yes, very much.” I watched as she uncrossed her legs, giving me a view of her parted thighs. I caught a glimpse of a small white triangle which I guessed was her panties.

“Then I should tell you, mom....I think you’re one incredibly gorgeous woman.” That was something I’d never have said before...but now I felt different. Like I could say anything I wanted.

She giggled and blushed. “That’s so sweet of you, honey. Do you really mean it?”

I got up and went over to her, putting my arms on either side of her chair. “Yes, mom...I do.”

Then I leaned in and kissed her — and it wasn’t timid or soft. It was a hot, hungry kiss, my mouth claiming hers.

She moaned, responding instantly. “Mmmm...” Her fingers moved up and down my shoulders and neck, clutching me for support.

It was time to give her the fucking of a lifetime.

****

Kimber

“Mmmmm,” I moaned breathlessly, my handsome stepson’s lips claiming me in a hard, hot kiss.

What he didn’t know was that the watch he’d just put on was imbued with special powers.

The power to change...to make him the alpha god he’d always craved to be. It would make his pheromones so powerful that any woman around him would instantly want to suck his cock, to turn into his horny little sex-crazed bimbo. The way my pussy was juicing, I knew the alpha watch was taking effect.

David’s strong grasp on me made me weak in the knees. He smelled amazing...so manly and powerful. His scent was intoxicating, flowing through my entire body.

“Now...let’s just get this nice big cock of yours out...” I went to his gym pants, rubbing up and down the big boner, feeling my mouth water. “Oh my god,” I moaned in shock, his rigid dick coming into view. It was huge. Bigger than anything I had ever imagined. It was way bigger than his father... at least by two inches, coming in at nine or ten. I tried to imagine getting inside me and was trembling in both fear and anticipation. It was as big as my wrist, maybe bigger.

“Oooh, Davy, baby...you need some relief, don’t you, sweetie?” I asked, curling my fingers around the big throbbing meat. I stroked my hand slowly up and down his cock, gazing up into his eyes. Something in his gaze just made me want to obey, to do anything he said.

“Yes, mom. I do,” came that booming, alpha voice. It made my pussy juice even more. “But first, take those panties off and let me smell them.”

I almost came right there from his powerful command. Standing, I slid the panties down my thighs, removing them one leg at a time. I gave them to my son, watching as he took them to his face, smiling at their damp, silky texture. He breathed deep and I saw how my scent affected him, his eyes taking on a dark and hungry look.

I’m going to get fucked, I realized, pussy tingling. David’s going to stuff me full of cock, and I’m going to cum so hard I might pass out.

I rubbed his hard cock as he smelled my panties, precum sliding down the side of his huge shaft. “I’m going to give you a nice supply of that pussy juice every day, baby,” I cooed, licking up and down the side of his cock. “And you can fuck me anywhere, anytime, that you want.”

I marveled at his intense hardness and heat as my hand gripped the blood-engorged shaft, my free hand cupping his massive balls. I swooned with pleasure, my pussy juice coming copiously from my cunt and dripping down my thighs as I kneeled before my new master. My spine tingled with desire as I began to slowly pump my hand up and down. “Now, honey....Momma’s going to help you get all those thick, creamy loads inside your big balls out. As many as you need.”

“Good, because I’m going to cum a lot, mom.”

I shivered with pleasure at his words, placing a tender kiss on the tip of his massive cock. My lips eased open, taking in the throbbing size of his member, my hot wet mouth sinking down over his shaft.

He groaned in pleasure, watching as my lips stretched around his massive member. I was dizzy with lust and need for him, my lips stretching and stretching, his rigid cock going deeper into my face. I had never sucked a cock this big. The feel of my son’s enormous dick in my mouth sent me over the edge. I had become so aroused by his change, by his voice and scent, and the taboo thing that was happening between us, that I came right there on the spot. Sucking his cock triggered an orgasm deep in my needy cunt, my lips closing tight around his enflamed cockhead. “Mmmmm....mmmmmmm,” I moaned warmly while his swollen cock moved through my lips, my hips twitching and shifting as my release tingled through me.

“Keep sucking,” he urged, fingers sliding through my hair and then clasping dominantly. He removed my bun and let my hair fall down around my shoulders. “Suck hard, mom. That feels good.”

I lifted my stretched lips off his red-hot cock, which was slick with his precum and my saliva. “Do you like the way I suck you, David? Would you like me to take this big dick deep in my throat and suck on it until you shoot a big, hot load of cum into me?”

“Yes,” he groaned, forcing the big shaft into my mouth again, his hands closing over my head. I loved his newfound dominance, the way he could just take control. This was as new for him as it was for me...and I could see we were both loving it.

My cheeks flushed as I slurped and sucked at his huge, pulsing stiffness. I locked my ova led lips wetly around his thrusting, swollen erection. “Fuuuuuck,” he growled, thrusting his meat into my mouth. My hand gripped his base, squeezing and milking his monstrous dick beneath my fingers, which were tiny in comparison.

I could not believe I was sucking my son’s cock this way, but I couldn’t control myself. I was in a trancelike state, overwhelmed with lust, with the need to have him fuck my every hole. I wanted him in my mouth, my ass and my pussy. I had transformed into his slut, wanting more than anything to suck cock, to get a steady dose of his semen on a daily basis. I needed it. I felt dizzy with excitement the second I’d taken his huge member into my mouth, and now I was sucking hard, harder than ever. My cheeks suctioned in and out, the pressure increasing along his veined throbbing shaft inside my pursed lips.

“Yeah, mom, that’s the way.” He clenched his fingers in my hair, riding my mouth, fucking it. My gurgling, slurping sounds filled the air. My cheeks puckered out and in as I drove my mouth up and down his huge cock, my blonde hair falling around my face. Precum and saliva dripped out around the corners of my mouth, wretched so tight, trickling nastily down my son’s veined shaft.

“Ohhhh fuck,” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum....GONNA CUM....” He grabbed my head tight and thrust his big dick to the back of my throat, pulsing jets of semen into me. My pussy spasmed and creamed as I knew I was going to be sucking down his cock juice soon enough. Sucking on his aching prick as hard as I could, I desperately cradled his balls and stroked his shaft, trying to coax his thick, hot load from his balls.

“YEAH, SUCK IT, MOM,” he groaned, his first rope of semen spitting forth. It exploded inside me, erupting, spraying shots of milky thick cum down my throat.

“Mmmmmmmm,” I moaned, forced to swallow, loving both the sensation of his masterful dominance and being on my knees like this, servicing my stepson’s cock. I saw the watch on his hand pulse with power, knowing that it was even now making him more alpha and more dominant than ever. His potent seed shot down my throat, filling my stomach with a warmth I craved. His seed was thick and rich, and I knew it was overflowing with masculine essence. It was so good that I orgasmed again, my pussy tingling and spasming, body erupting in shivers.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” he said as he removed his cock from my lips, falling back to sit on the sofa.

His cock stayed hard, drips of semen sliding down it, along with my saliva. “I’m glad you enjoyed it, baby,” I said, gazing at him with desire, his cum trickling from my swollen, red lips. I felt it sliding down my mouth and brought my fingers up to catch it, not daring to waste a single drop of my master’s delicious seed. My fingers ran around my chin and lips until I’d taken all his hot cum into my hand; then I took it to my mouth and licked. I sucked every drop of his hot cum from my fingers.

“Your cum tastes delicious, baby. I want more and more of it. Have you got another load for your slutty mother?” I asked, rubbing up and down his strong thighs, giving his still-hard cock another kiss and a lick.

“Yes, but I want to pump it into your pussy, mom.”

I almost came again at his words. Biting back a moan, I nodded obediently. “Yes, baby. Your momma wants you to fill up her cunt with your hot, potent cream.” I stood up and leaned in to him, feeling his hand caress my breasts. I whispered in his ear, “I want you to breed me...fill me up...make me pregnant.”

He groaned at my words and squeezed my ass, rubbing my body up and down against his. My naked pussy slid along his thick cock and I knew that in moments, I would be impaled on him.

That watch...

Seems it was the best present I could have gotten him, I thought wickedly.

****
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“I think she wants a taste of you, David...a nice, hard, throbbing taste.” Kimber’s voice came from behind me, a sexy purr where she sat on the bed.

“Good, because she’s going to get one.” I grinned and watched as my stepsister sucked on my thumb. I added a second digit, then another, and another, until she was sucking on three of my fingers at once. She moaned around them, her saliva dripping from my hand.

I withdrew my fingers from her mouth and kissed her, claiming her lips in a hard, hungry kiss. I kissed her hard, making her moan, rubbing her sexy tits under her blouse. She whimpered into my mouth, letting me plunder her soft lips with my tongue. I tore the blouse right off her, freeing her breasts, making them swing with the sudden release.

“I need you to fuck me, big brother,” she said urgently, sinking to her knees before me. “I’ve never needed anything so bad in my life.” As she spoke, she rubbed up and down my hard cock, stroking and worshipping my shaft.

The Alpha Watch: Part II

Kimber

I gazed at David’s hard, hung cock. God, he was big. Thanks to the watch around his wrist, he’d been changed into a dominant alpha version of himself. One who had pheromones that could reduce a woman to a cock-crazed, slutty version of herself, ready to suck him off or spread her pussy lips to receive his big shaft.

I shivered in anticipation as I measured the length of his huge dick. Over ten inches! My hands trembled as I guided the tape measure along his pulsing shaft, which had never gone soft from where I had sucked him. He was over seven inches of girth, I realized, as I wrapped the measure around his enormous, trunk-like cock.

My pussy flowed with juice as I thought about taking that huge pussy-destroyer inside me. I had thought David’s dad was well-hung, but he was nothing compared to his son. Jesus, I thought. He’s fucking huge.

The watch had probably lengthened him a bit, of course, now that extra testosterone was flooding his veins. The huge stiff thickness and length of his member had my pussy itching with need and delight at the idea of feeling his monster cock probe areas within me, deep, that no one had ever touched before.

“Is it big enough for you?” he asked in that deep, sexy voice of his.

“Oh honey...it’s more than big enough. It’s huge...so much bigger than your father.” I stroked my hand in amazement up and down it for a moment, feeling my breath catch. My heart raced as the measurements clicked inside my brain. I stood, taking a breath to calm down, then put the measuring tape aside.

“Let’s go upstairs,” he said, getting up and pulling me into his arms. I giggled happily, like a schoolgirl, my body so tiny compared to his. Except for my tits, of course...those were nice and big.

As he took me into the bedroom...his bedroom...I felt fresh juice flowing through my cunt. My stepson is going to fuck me. Going to probe me with that huge, hard erection. Going to stick it deep in my pussy...satisfying my need for big, hard cock...

He set me down on the bed and we kissed again, tongues meeting hotly. My warm tongue ran over his lips and I purred at the taste of his salty, masculine skin. I felt his cock give another twitch as I rubbed it up and down, eager to have that giant pecker inside me. It throbbed in time with his heart, the pulses going through my hand, triggering my desire.

“Are you ready to fuck me, my sexy, alpha master?” I purred. “Are you ready to put that huge cock so deep into me, touching places that have never been touched before?”

“Yes,” David growled, slapping my ass roughly, then giving it a sharp squeeze.

I giggled again with pleasure. “Then you decide how we’ll fuck, son...any way you like. You can have me any way you want.”

“I want you on your back,” he said, getting between my legs, pinning me to the mattress. “And I want this dress to stay on while we fuck.”

I shivered at his words. He was a dirty boy, indeed. The two of us were going to have so much fun together, every day. I ran my fingers up and down his hard body, helping him get his shirt off.

I brought one leg up, rubbing the inside of my calf up and down his taut, sexy muscles, feeling his powerful ass and the back of his thigh against my skin. I caressed his back as we kissed again, his hands squeezing my breasts roughly. I knew I was unable to resist, forced to submit to every one of my dominant son’s desires.

I drew my legs apart and up, sliding the dress up, showing him the dripping lips of my pussy. I could picture how I must look to his gaze: spread and ready for him, my heels digging into the bed, knees drawn up and apart. He stared at the hot steaming center of my cunt. I teased him with the sight of my wet naked snatch, rubbing up and down my pussy lips, then slowly drawing them apart with my fingers, holding my gaze on him all the while.

“How would you like to be deep inside here, baby?” I asked in a breathy voice, rolling my knees to the sides. My pussy lips split open, juice sliding down between my parted lips. I watched David’s cock give a lurch as he gazed at the sight of my wet pussy open before him.

“I want it,” he growled lustfully. “Want it bad, mom.”

“Then come take it, sweetie. This pussy is yours to fill with as many loads of cum as you need, every day.”

His nostrils flared and he moved forward, leaning over me with that menacing cock hovering just inches above me. I reached out, taking the rigid member with my tiny fingers, bringing the hard red head down to my dripping slit. I rubbed it up and down my pussy lips, which were slick beyond belief, then inserted it slowly between my cunt lips. I gasped in shock as he began to slide it forward. “Please...be slow, baby...I’ve never had one this big inside me.”

He watched as my pussy sucked on the tip of his cock like a small, wet mouth, his length inching forward inside me. Then our eyes met again and he began to push forward more, his hips driving the huge monster deeper into me. My pussy was firing signals off everywhere inside my body, making me go crazy with lust.

“Yessss,” I hissed in pleasure. He started sliding his cock slowly back and forth, working it deeper inside me. I raised my leg and opened myself further to him, curling my thigh around his muscled ass. “Okay baby...just a bit more to go...that’s it. Push harder. I want you to keep going until you get every last inch inside me, master.”

He pinned me to the bed, holding my wrists down, gazing deep into my eyes. I felt controlled, dominated, forced to take his huge cock in my cunt. It was amazing, delicious — the best feeling imaginable.

“Ohhhhhh,” I groaned as his broad cockhead split open my pussy. He drove forward, splitting me, deeper and deeper, making his way mercilessly and forcefully into me. My hands clutched the sheets tight, my deepest recesses stretching and finally parting, giving him access to my cervix. He fed the last two inches of his cock into me — and then I moaned loudly. “OHHHHH FUCK.” His powerful, plundering cock triggered a deep, intense orgasm within my cunt. My body shook on the sheets, thrashing as huge waves of pleasure rolled over me.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “That feels incredible.”

I couldn’t answer. My mouth remained open as he started plunging into me, his cock splitting me open time and again. My pussy squelched wetly around him, the juices flowing from me lubricating his huge prick. My pussy grasped and worked him, holding tight to the massive shaft inside me.

My hips rolled against him sensually as he thrust forth into me. His sperm-lading balls slapped against my wet mound, our mingled groans filling the room. I knew I would be taking his huge cock a lot from now on, and was already getting used to the massive feel of him inside me.

He turned me onto my hands and knees and started plowing me from behind. His long thrusting cock shuttled in and out of me, sending me into more massive orgasms. I thought he would never end! Finally, he held my hips and thrust in deep, grunting, “I’m cumming, mom.”

“YES! Baby. Give it to me. Give me all that hot seed...fill your mother’s tight pussy!”

He did just that, flooding my womb with semen. I felt so hot, so filled, and the sensation alone was enough to trigger another orgasm within. My whole body shuddered with pleasure as I felt his dick pulse and twitch inside me, brushing up against my womb, painting it with his fertile swimmers.

As he curled up behind me, holding me tight in his arms, his hands closed over my breasts. His cock remained within me as we both drifted into peaceful sleep. I felt blissful, even high, as if I had just tasted the best drug on earth. I knew I was addicted to my masterful stepson, and to his thrusting cock.

Already that hot itch was back, filling my pussy...

****

David

When I woke, mom was still curled up in my arms.

She slept peacefully, her naked body feeling amazing inside my embrace, my cock still snugly inside her pussy.

It had gone soft during sleep, but the minute I took a deep inhale of her sweet scent, I quickly hardened. She gave a soft sigh of pleasure as my rod began to grow stiff inside her tight wet cunt lips once more.

But before I could enjoy it... I caught a sight that stunned me.

My little stepsister, Leah, standing in the doorway. She was open-mouthed. In her fingers was a small white bag — with a red bow — which she dropped.

“What...what on earth...”

I knew I had to think fast. It was clear that I’d been fucking mom; her face and tits were covered in my cum, and my groin was still thrusting lightly under the covers, probing her pussy with my cock. I stilled my movements — and realized the glowing watch on my arm was still ticking.

PRESS ME, it read invitingly. I did...and aimed it at Leah at the same time.

Instantly, waves of soft green light began to emit, flooding toward my stepsister. I watched incredulously as her pretty 18-year-old face was turned to that of a cock-sucking bimbo, her lips looking even poutier and puffier than before, her light brown hair fluffing out around her shoulders. Her slim body filled out, breasts getting bigger, thighs getting nice and creamy, pussy soon dripping copiously under her outfit. That outfit...a skirt she’d chosen, along with a blouse, had been quite conservative and modest on my once-mousy sister’s body. But now...it looked positively sinful, busting at the seams to contain her swollen breasts and sexy ass, both of which were begging to be fucked.

I had just bimbofied my stepsister, and now I was going to fuck her.

I slid out of mom and stood, my dripping cock swinging menacingly. I beckoned to Leah, who came toward me as if in a trance.

“Come, sis. It’s time for you to join us.”

Leah obediently nodded. Damn, she looked fucking sexy. Her shoes had even changed, becoming stiletto heels, fuck-me shoes, rather than the frumpish sneakers she had on before. They made her legs look beautiful and long like Kimber’s.

My stepmother was watching from the bed, a wicked smile on her face. Part of me wondered if she had somehow orchestrated this whole thing. But most of me was focused on the enticing sight of Leah, who was gazing up at me with sheer desire.

I smiled and reached to her sexy lips, running my thumb over them. She sucked it slowly into her mouth, licking around my digit, her eyes never leaving mine.

“I think she wants a taste of you, David...a nice, hard, throbbing taste.” Kimber’s voice came from behind me, a sexy purr where she sat on the bed.

“Good, because she’s going to get one.” I grinned and watched as my sister sucked on my thumb. I added a second digit, then another, and another, until she was sucking on three of my fingers at once. She moaned around them, her saliva dripping from my hand.

I withdrew my fingers from her mouth and kissed her, claiming her lips in a hard, hungry kiss. I kissed her hard, making her moan, rubbing her sexy tits under her blouse. She whimpered into my mouth, letting me plunder her soft lips with my tongue. I tore the blouse right off her, freeing her breasts, making them swing with the sudden release.

“I need you to fuck me, big brother,” she said urgently, sinking to her knees before me. “I’ve never needed anything so bad in my life.” As she spoke, she rubbed up and down my hard cock, stroking and worshipping my shaft.

“You’re so big,” she whispered, her hand slipping up and down my cock, rolling in a circle around me. She licked softly along the side of my shaft, her little pink tongue coming out to caress my cockhead.

“That’s it...that’s the way,” mom urged, sitting forward on the bed, looking sexy as hell all cum-stained and sluttified. “Suck your big brother’s cock. Suck it deep...take it in that slutty little throat of yours, Leah.”

Leah’s lips closed around me tight, moving slowly up and down my shaft. I groaned as she took me into her sexy mouth, moving up and down, head bobbing slowly. Her eyes remained glued to mine. Up and down she went. Her lips caressed me, soft moans coming from her mouth and throat.

I held her head, starting to fuck her sweet mouth. Mom urged us on from where she sat, telling Leah, “Yes, suck that big cock,” and things like that. I saw my sister’s sweet lips sliding up and down my shaft and saw her quivering, the signs of an orgasm clear. She was cumming right there, the little slut.

I chuckled and took her off my cock, wanting more. “I need to fuck you, Leah, and if you keep sucking me like this, I’m going to cum.”

She giggled with pleasure as I picked her up and carried her to the bed. I tore the rest of her clothes off, spreading her sexy legs, enjoying the delicious, enticing sight of her wet snatch revealed before me. I licked it up and down, slurping hungrily at her juices.

“Oh yes, big brother, just like that,” she moaned, hands clutching my hair. “Lick my cunt...lick it so good...”

Mom meanwhile was watching the whole thing, leaning over eagerly, a pleased smile on her face. She reached for my dick, stroking up and down as I ate Leah’s cunt. Her fingers felt amazing, massaging my shaft so well.

Then it was time. I removed my lips from Leah’s pussy and guided my hard cock to her entrance. Our eyes met as I slowly pressed into her, feeling her virginal cunt walls taking me slowly, her gasps as my huge dick pried her filling the air.

“Oh god, you’re so big,” she cried. “He’s so huge!”

“Yes he is,” agreed Kimber. “Huge and thick...and his cum is so hot and virile. It’s going to be inside your womb soon, making you good and pregnant.”

I groaned at the thought of knocking up my sexy little stepsister. My cock began to slide in and out of her, moving between her slick cunt lips. With each thrust she moaned harder, her pussy grasping me perfectly. I shoved hard into her, making the bed squeak as I pounded her tight pussy.

“Yeah!” she cried. “Give it to me big brother, just like that! Fuck your horny little bimbo sister’s twat! Stick that big prick up my cunt...oh fuuuuuck!” she screamed, cumming hard around my shaft. I felt all her nerve endings and muscles squeezing tight around me as she climaxed, her fingernails digging into my arms.

I pounded her deep and hard, then probed the edge of her womb with my cock. I grunted and held myself inside, pumping thick jets of cream into her. “He’s cumming,” she moaned lustfully, tits moving fast up and down with her breathing. “He’s shooting me full of it!”

Kimber smiled. “Good boy,” she purred, stroking her fingers over my shoulders and hair. “Knock your little sister up...then you can have a turn on me.” She licked my ear sensuously.

I panted, filling Leah’s tight cunt with sperm. As I finished, I pulled out, watching my white cum trickle down her open pussy lips. She used her fingers to stroke upwards, letting more of my white semen slide down, all of us in amazement at how much there was.

****

Needless to say, I spent the rest of the day breeding my stepmom and stepsister.

Getting them nice and full of cum.

Pregnant, too.

I suspected I’d be using this watch for plenty more conquests in the future, as well.

Thanks for the Christmas present, mom...
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She bit her lip and I could tell her willpower was fading as fast as mine. “Do you really think I’m sexy, baby?”

Her legs spread a bit more and she tugged just slightly on her skirt, moving it up so I could get a better look at her creamy thighs.

“Yes, Mom, I do.” My fingertips ran slowly up and down the inside of her soft thigh, the warmth of her skin making my cock swell to full. I reached to her panties underneath the skirt, gently moving them aside. My fingers brushed over her pink, glistening pussy lips. “You feel a bit swollen and puffy here...and very wet.”

“Think that could have anything to do with how you pounded me so hard into your mattress last night?” she whispered, licking gently along my earlobe.

“Mhmmm....and look, you’re all wet inside here too.” I probed gently inside her cunt, my middle finger going deep. I was amazed to feel a hot, gooey sticky sensation. “Wow, mom...you didn’t wash my cum out, did you?”

“No, baby...I wanted it inside me all day. I wanted to feel you leaking out on my panties.”

The thought of my sexy stepmom walking around with a giant load of my cum inside her pussy was the hottest thing ever, sending my erection into full-on rage mode. I knew I had to fuck her then and there.

I backed her against the wall, hoping no one would find us, but not really caring that much either. I kissed her long and hard, feeling her gasp into my mouth, her hands coming up to squeeze my shoulders. I felt us both shaking as I reached down, undoing the zipper of my slacks.

“I’ve got to be inside you,” I growled softly.
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Shit, I thought, waking up to the sound of the alarm clock. What time is it?

I reached over, picking up my cell phone. I realized the alarm was coming not from that, but from Jason’s clock on the bed beside me. Wow. I didn’t set my alarm. That never happens...

But then, neither did anything like what had happened last night.

I looked down at my body, seeing the white evening gown I’d worn when my 20-year-old stepson (recently turned billionaire) had fucked me to the point of completely passing out.

My dress was covered with dried, crusty cum stains and patches over the material. My fingertips touched the torn place over my left breast — where Jason had roughly pulled at it, tearing it to pieces to get at my naked body. Hearing that ripping fabric had fired up both him and me, and I’d quickly pulled his mouth to my breast as he pounded me into the mattress good and hard, his giant cock filling and stretching my wet, needy pussy with every strong thrust.

I have never been so well-fucked, I realized, stretching in satisfaction. My body ached deliciously as I looked over at Jason’s muscular sleeping form.

As his stepmother, it was up to me to set guidelines. I needed to to give both of us enough rest so that he could pump me full of as many loads as possible. I stroked up and down his thigh gently, my fingers wandering closer that ever-rising cock, its incredible size, girth, and stature taking my breath away yet again.

I smiled to myself at the warm slippery sensation between my legs, realizing I could still feel his massive wad of semen inside my pussy. Yes, he’d dumped that inside me last night...along with several more loads as well. He had utterly covered me in his spunk, and I could not be happier.

I rose, getting up to go to my dresser. I pulled the dress off, my body feeling amazing still, tingling all over. I looked through my drawers and traced over the lingerie inside. It would be sexy as hell to put some of that on for Jason, I thought. A shiver ran down my spine as I touched the lacy, satiny garments, eroticism charging through me. I pictured dress in those sexy outfits while the two of us wen tout to dinner, then letting him tear my dress off to find them underneath when we returned to the house late at night. I wanted to put it on...to give him a nice morning blowjob while wearing it. I reached down and gave my abused, puffy pussy a slight rub, slipping my middle finger into my pussy. I bit my lip and thought of how hot it would be to tiptoe into Jason’s room, slipping my full, red, puffy lips over his morning erection, sucking hard and slow until he gave me a delicious creamy mouthful right from the source.

I checked my cell phone again, sighing. I had to be in to work soon. My job was demanding — as a member of an up-and-coming intelligence agency, quickly making its mark on the world of undercover data gathering, I had to be prompt. I also had to be smart.


Thankfully, the massive loads of cum my stepson had gifted me with would satisfy my carnal urges...which tended to pop up throughout the day.

****

Jason

I woke up and found my stepmother gone. She had left for work, writing me a small note which I picked up from the bedside table.

Dear Jason,

There’s some leftover bacon in the fridge and eggs on the counter. Fix yourself a nice meal this morning.

I have big plans for you tonight.

XO,

Mom

P.S. I can still feel the contour of your thick, hard cock inside me. My pussy has been tingling all morning.

She’d left a big red lipstick kiss on the bottom as well.

My heart raced and my cock hardened at the memory of our sex last night. Who would have thought a young, good-looking guy like me would be fucking his mother? I put on my suit and tie and headed to work, the secret of my illicit affair with Amber sending thrills through me.

She had gotten together with my dad several years ago, then ended up divorcing him. She and I had always been close... very close. Then, last night, that intimacy had finally been consummated.

How’d it happen? I thought, sipping my coffee at my desk and musing. I looked out the window at the city skyline. How did I get so lucky?

The answer was simple: Mom and I had spent all night talking, out late together at a restaurant. She’d confided in me, sliding her fingers up my thigh, and then those fingers had brushed my cock. She’d told me about her feelings...feelings she couldn’t hide any longer.

Feelings I reciprocated, a hundred percent.

Then we’d gone back to the house and I’d stuffed her pretty throat, breasts, and pussy with my cock. She had begged for it, telling me what a hot hung stud I was, how she had been dying to have my cum in her mouth for years. How she wanted a daily diet of it.

I would be all too happy to give her that.

Since we worked in the same building, I took the opportunity to visit her at lunch. She was down at the cafeteria; I spotted her, and she smiled. I pulled her aside, taking her to a small alcove where we could have privacy.

“Mom, last night was fucking amazing.”

“Yes, baby, it was. But you know, we have to be careful. I don’t want people getting the wrong idea.”

As she spoke, she shifted her weight, a glimpse of one long, slender leg slipping out from beneath her tight, short skirt. My eyes flicked down instantly, then upward again, seeing her smile.

“You nearly wore me out last night, Jason. I think we should back off a little bit.”

“Didn’t you like it, mom? I was hoping we could do it again.”

“No...no that’s not what I mean at all. I loved it.” She gave me a teasing, sexy smile, rubbing gently up and down my stomach. “I loved the way you were deep inside me like that, so deep I could feel you throbbing against my womb.” She purred the words softly against my ear. “But we need to pick our times and places carefully. Lay some group rules. For one, no sex at work...and for another, no sex around your family.”

I nodded, though I knew that was one rule I was going to be breaking.

“Tomorrow is the weekend, so we’ll have a whole two days to ourselves. Can you talk your little sister into staying over at your dad’s?”

Lauren, my stepsister, often stayed with me during the week. She was in college but still bummed around, not wanting to get her own apartment. “Yeah, no problem. She likes staying at his place anyway.”

“Okay, sounds good. Meanwhile, let’s try and keep things at a low burn tonight. I’m so worn out, I don’t know how I’m going to finish my workday. I want to sleep soundly tonight so I’ll be ready to get stuffed with your big cock again this weekend.” She punctuated her words with a gentle rubbing motion up and down the bulge in my slacks. “Does that sound good, sweetie?”

“Sounds great, mom...just not sure I can wait until then.” My gaze dropped to her slightly spread legs, the motion of her hand entrancing. “You’re so goddamn sexy, I can’t control myself.”

She bit her lip and I could tell her willpower was fading as fast as mine. “Do you really think I’m sexy, baby?”

Her legs spread a bit more and she tugged just slightly on her skirt, moving it up so I could get a better look at her creamy thighs.

“Yes, Mom, I do.” My fingertips ran slowly up and down the inside of her soft thigh, the warmth of her skin making my cock swell to full. I reached to her panties underneath the skirt, gently moving them aside. My fingers brushed over her pink, glistening pussy lips. “You feel a bit swollen and puffy here...and very wet.”

“Think that could have anything to do with how you pounded me so hard into your mattress last night?” she whispered, licking gently along my earlobe.

“Mhmmm....and look, you’re all wet inside here too.” I probed gently inside her cunt, my middle finger going deep. I was amazed to feel a hot, gooey sticky sensation. “Wow, mom...you didn’t wash my cum out, did you?”

“No, baby...I wanted it inside me all day. I wanted to feel you leaking out on my panties.”

The thought of my sexy stepmom walking around with a giant load of my cum inside her pussy was the hottest thing ever, sending my erection into full-on rage mode. I knew I had to fuck her then and there.

I backed her against the wall, hoping no one would find us, but not really caring that much either. I kissed her long and hard, feeling her gasp into my mouth, her hands coming up to squeeze my shoulders. I felt us both shaking as I reached down, undoing the zipper of my slacks.

“I’ve got to be inside you,” I growled softly.

“Oh god,” she whispered, feeling my hard cock rub up and down her pussy. Between my precum and her wet, oozing cunt, I had no trouble getting inside. Even though she was tight, I easily worked my cock into her dripping snatch, filling her to full in one swift thrust.

She gasped at my sudden entry. I pinned her to the wall with my body and my cock, impaling her against the hard surface. We stayed like that for a second, eyes locked, her breasts pushing into my chest, her mouth open. Her leg went around me, clutching tight against my ass, trying to get me deeper inside her.

“Fuck me,” she moaned softly.

Holding her wrists against the wall, I slid my cock back and forth slowly, teasing and tormenting. Trying to make her wait. But I couldn’t do it for long; the sight of my hot mother trapped against the wall with my dick inside her was too much. I started thrusting hard and deep, filling her with long, penetrating strokes.

“Oh god, you’re so big,” she gasped, clutching tight to my shoulders.

So much for no sex at work.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned, letting her legs wrap tighter around me. Her hips tilted up, allowing my hard cock to easier penetrate her. I got deeper inside with each stroke, stuffing her to the brim. Her pussy juiced around me; I began nudging her clit with each thrust, sending her into shockwaves of pleasure.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, biting down hard on my neck. Her nails raked my skin. I plunged in and out of her horny twat, feeling her tight wet walls clench around me. She came as quietly as she could, spasming around my dick deep inside her, my thrusts continuing relentlessly.

She had unleashed a sexual fury inside me, and now I needed to fuck her until she couldn’t see straight.

I looked down, seeing her sexy legs wrapped around me, seeing the place where our bodies met, her juicy pussy taking my hard cock. I groaned at the sight and heard her whisper, “Cum in me, you big stud. Fill your mother up. Give me a big load to get me through the rest of the day...”

“I’m cumming, mom. I’m cumming in your pussy...”

She gave a sharp moan as my dick began to pulse inside her. Torrents of cream shot out, filling her tight, dripping snatch. She came around me, her pussy still spasming, clenching tightly, milking me of every drop.

We gazed into each other’s eyes and she kissed me, nursing my bottom lip. She sucked on it slowly, then released, the same way her pussy sucked and released me, over and over, in and out, holding tight to my dick like a second mouth.

****

Amber

As my stepson’s thick cream slid out of my achingly pleasured pussy, I realized my no sex at work rule wasn’t going to happen.

“You can have me anytime you want...whenever you want...wherever you want,” I purred into his ear.

“I thought you said rules,” he said, smirking.

“I did...but you just fucked me so well, I can’t deny you any longer.” He was a muscular, dominant young man who knew just what he wanted and how to take it. I couldn’t deny him. He had just forced me to submit, and I had loved it.

My phone started buzzing, going off like crazy. I sighed and realized it was time to get back to work.

“Sorry, baby, but I have fires I need to put out.” I kissed his cheek, giving his cock one last squeeze. “This weekend...”

“Sooner,” he growled lustfully, squeezing my ass tight, making me gasp.

“Sooner,” I agreed, feeling my knees weaken. I’m turning into his pet, I realized. His horny, slutty, bimbo pet. It’s like my son is making me into his sex-crazed mother — well, he is!

I pulled my panties up and pulled my skirt down, tucking my blouse back into place. I adjusted my hair as well as I could, hoping it didn’t look too obvious that I’d just gotten fucked. We left separately from the alcove, me taking one staircase, and him taking another. I gave him a brief glance over my shoulder and saw his wicked smile, which only made my pussy juice further.

I knew that night I would be taking him however he wanted. I ached to have his big dick in my mouth and his huge, sperm-laden balls in my hand. I’m addicted to my son’s cock, I realized. Addicted to his dominance, his alpha presence .

“Hi, Amber,” said a voice behind me. I turned and looked, seeing a young man I worked with. He was charming and good-looking. His name was Ralph.

I knew he had a crush on me. Wonder what he’d think if he found out Jason had just left me with a creamy load of cum that is now dripping down into my panties, and down my thighs. “Hi Ralph. What’s up?”

“Just wondered if you’d heard the latest reports on the Manson case.”

“No, I haven’t. Catch me up?”

He filled me in as we walked back to the office. I had to step carefully to keep Jason’s cum from leaking out of my pussy. Ralph seemed to notice and asked if everything was okay.

“Yes, just fine, why?”

“You’re walking funny. I thought maybe you’d hurt yourself or something.”

“No...just these darned heels. They’re a bit tight.”

As Ralph followed me into my office, I smiled wickedly to myself. Heels, indeed.

If only he knew.

****

My meeting concluded, I headed back to my car, hearing my phone buzz on the way. I had a few texts from Jason, telling me what he wanted me to wear that night and where we were going for dinner. I realized any control I had tried to exert before was slipping; I was going to be the submissive one in this relationship, because deep down I wanted it, and because my stepson naturally knew how to take control.

I’m going to give him everything he wants.

****
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“God,” my hot, sexy stepmother breathed, eyes going wide as saucers. “Even now...even though I’ve had you inside me...I can’t get over how big you are.”

“It’s because of you, Mom. Do you like my cock?”

“Yes,” she said, transfixed by the sight.

I put a pillow down for her and guided her to her knees. “Just kneel before me and work it. Feel it in your hands....good girl.”

Compliantly she obeyed, getting between my spread legs, taking my cock in her hands and stroking gently, caressing my balls. Though we had fucked, what we were doing now felt slower...more sensual and somehow more intimate. I used that same hypnotic voice and was pleased to see she responded like she was in a trance.

Her small, delicate hands traced up and down the length of my thick cock, making me bite back a groan. What a contrast: her slender, pale fingers against the massive, throbbing shaft that looked obscene in comparison. Then her fingers curled around my full girth over the outer sheath, and she gave a small gasp of pleasure.

“It’s so soft...but so hard at the same time.”

“All because of you.”

His Property: Part II

Jason

I couldn’t get enough of Amber.

My sexy, stacked stepmom knew just how to tease me, and she was having fun doing so.

Fortunately I’d arranged for the two of us to go out that night together, where I could wine her and dine her, then take her back home and fuck her senseless. I planned to probe her pussy, ass, and mouth with my cock a thousand times, filling her with cum and splattering her everywhere with it.

But our dinner date was still a way off, which meant I had to occupy myself in the meantime.

Thankfully, I’d asked her for a pair of her used panties into my pocket before leaving the house that morning. She had given me a pair with a giggle, tucking them sexily into my pocket and kissing my cheek. Something to tide me over, I’d told her.

Sure, we’d had a midday fuck at lunchtime, when I’d filled her tight cunt with another load of my sperm. But until I could do it again, I needed relief.

I closed my office door and locked it, pulling down my shutters. Sitting at my desk, I pulled the panties from my pocket. They were white and lacy, a pair I’d bought for her shortly after we started having sex.

I brought them to my face. The material was cool and sexy, feeling naughty against my skin. Her delicious, natural scent came into my nose, firing my cock to full mast. I turned them inside out and gazed at the wet stain on the lining of the gusset. Pressing it to my nose, I inhaled deeply. Shit, I thought, the scent like electricity to my brain, making my sex drive surge. She smells fucking amazing.

The forbidden, sexy odor of my stepmom’s pussy sent waves of pure bliss to my cock. Letting my tongue run against the stain, it seemed I could taste her for real, her essence coming alive to me. I licked along the fabric and tasted the naughty flavor of my mother’s pussy.

I stroked my cock slowly up and down, imagining she was here now, riding me. I closed my eyes and took as much of the sexy flavor into my mouth as I could.

Rrrrriiiing.

“Damn,” I muttered, knowing I had to answer it since technically I was still working. “Yes?” I answered gruffly.

“Client downstairs to see you, Mr. Graves.”

“I’ll be down in a minute.”

I looked at my stepmother’s wet panties longingly. Now that I’d been interrupted, I knew I was going to be fucking her extra hard that night.

****

Amber

I made a stop by the house to change and freshen up before going out with Jason. I saw that he had had some things delivered — several gift bags with items that I suspected he wanted me to wear that night.

I reached in and discovered a gorgeous red evening dress that was backless, the straps going around the neck elegantly. He’d paired it with a set of stiletto heels that matched. I’m sure he wants to see these flailing in the air while he pumps me full of cock, I thought wryly, my body tingling at the idea. I wanted to wear them, wrapping them around his muscled body and driving them into his ass while he pounded me.

In the second bag I found a pair of sheer thigh-highs with a lacy, intricate band at the top of each one. The cover showed a model who looked quite sexy wearing them. I wondered if I’d ever compare.

“You’re going to be way hotter than she is, you know.”

I startled, looking back in surprise to see my handsome stepson standing in the doorway. He nodded toward the picture, as if completing my question.

“Jason, I didn’t know you were coming home.”

He stood there with his hands in his pockets, watching me. I saw the huge bulge in his slacks and knew he was as charged, sexually, as I was, holding these intimate garments.

“Try them on.”

I held his gaze, my fingers trembling. I removed the lacy hosiery from its casing and gently rolled it up along my bare feet to my calves, then upward to my thighs, until I had completely sheathed my leg in the sexy stocking.

I did it with the other one, the whole time holding Jason’s gaze.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he breathed. The bulge in his pants was so big now, I thought he would split the crotch right open.

I couldn’t resist teasing him a bit and gently slid my fingers up and down the edge of my knee, letting my thighs part. “I guess you’ll want to take them off me, too.”

He took in a shuddering breath and exhaled. “You’re tormenting me, Mom.”

I grinned wickedly. “Let me go try these on.”

****

Jason

Mom returned a few moments later. She was wearing the outfit I’d gifted her, the dress, the heels and the stockings. It clung to her body tightly, showing her narrow waist and flowing outwards over her perfect, wide hips. The way the fabric hugged her, it seemed like it was caressing those incredible fuckable hips and thighs of hers. My eyes wandered the outline of her legs — so shapely — down to the stockings, which were sheer and dark, adding a subtle, exciting quality to her figure. The heels made her legs look absolutely beautiful. Though she was short, the heels gave her legs a toned, sensual look that made me want to lick and suck them. The dress came low enough to give teasing hints of her cleavage, while at the same time pushing forth her large, incredibly sexy tits. Again, very fuckable.

My cock was raging in my pants by now and it was all I could do to resist going over to her and tearing the whole getup off her then and there. But I really, really wanted to take her out to a nice dinner before I fucked her ten ways to Sunday.

She sauntered over to me and took a seat beside me, filling my nose with the delicious scent of her perfume. She stroked her fingers through her hair sensuously. “How do I look?” she purred.

“Incredible,” I whispered, completely awestruck.

She leaned in and I felt her huge tits press against me, another surge going through my dick. Her fingers moved slowly up and down my arms, and then the next thing I knew, we were kissing.

I took control, feeling the urge to dominate rising in me as the sexy, voluptuous woman who was my stepmother pressed her hot lips and tits against me. Her lips were so soft, my tongue running over them, pressing the crease. Slowly she parted, letting me inside, my tongue featuring deep into her mouth. Her hands briefly gripped my arms, then slid up the front of my chest, wrapping around my neck.

“Mmmmm,” she purred, giving a soft moan of pleasure as my tongue rolled against hers. I let it stroke against the soft membrane, then pulled back in a teasing way, letting her follow. Her tongue followed mine, coming into my mouth and there, our tongues moved against one another. My hands moved down further and then I was cupping her full, sexy ass, feeling the strained fabric of the dress trying to contain it. We had been dancing a dance for control...but now, as my fingers caressed her gorgeous ass and I held her in place, dominating her with the kiss, I felt her slump against me complete submission. The kiss was deep and hot, but full of sinful promise for waited later tonight.

“Mmmmhhhh,” she moaned again, kissing me back hotly. Her hands moved up and down my back and shoulders, clutching me tight as I caressed her tongue with my own. Finally I broke away and felt her breath hot against my face, and fast. Her eyes held a look of pure pleasure...and desire.

Her hand moved to my crotch, rubbing slowly up and down my bulge. “Wow...I guess you really do like this outfit.”

“Yes.”

“Need me to take care of this for you before we go to the restaurant?”

“If you don’t, I’m going to end up with a huge cum stain on my pants.”

She giggled like a schoolgirl, obviously loving the effect she had. I was more than willing to indulge. Even though I ached to just pick her up and set her on the edge of the table, rip her panties off, and fuck the hell out of her, I had to go slow or the night would explode too fast.

She slowly took me out, seeing the massive erection she had caused. I saw the pleased, thrilled look in her eyes at the thought of jacking off her stepson who’d gotten super hard at the sight of her in the sexy outfit I’d chosen. I shoved my pants down, and then my underwear, freeing the massive swinging cock I knew she wanted.

“God,” she breathed, eyes going wide as saucers. “Even now...even though I’ve had you inside me...I can’t get over how big you are.”

“It’s because of you, Mom. Do you like my cock?”

“Yes,” she said, transfixed by the sight.

I put a pillow down for her and guided her to her knees. “Just kneel before me and work it. Feel it in your hands....good girl.”

Compliantly she obeyed, getting between my spread legs, taking my cock in her hands and stroking gently, caressing my balls. Though we had fucked, what we were doing now felt slower...more sensual and somehow more intimate. I used that same hypnotic voice and was pleased to see she responded like she was in a trance.

Her small, delicate hands traced up and down the length of my thick cock, making me bite back a groan. What a contrast: her slender, pale fingers against the massive, throbbing shaft that looked obscene in comparison. Then her fingers curled around my full girth over the outer sheath, and she gave a small gasp of pleasure.

“It’s so soft...but so hard at the same time.”

“All because of you.”

She seemed to like that, continuing her gentle stroking up and down of my huge cock. I saw her tongue come out and lick her lips, and then she leaned forward — and that same pink tongue licked the side of my cock. She slid her tongue up and down, her movements achingly slow, her eyes flitting teasingly to mine.

“Wow, that’s hot...” I groaned. “Keep going.”

She kept eye contact with me as her lips moved up and down my cock, leaving a shiny wet ring. Soon she was taking me deep in her throat, and I put my hand on her hair, thrusting upwards into her sexy mouth. She let me use her, fucking her face. “Yeah...that’s it,” I grunted dominantly. “Take that cock down your throat, my little slut...feel it deep, deep, deep.”

She moaned around me, obviously loving my dirty talk. I watched her body quiver and shake as she began to cum. I knew her well enough by now to recognize the signs.

“Ohhhh fuck,” I groaned, as she massaged my balls and tried to coax the cum right out of them. “I’m gonna shoot...here it is, mom...SUCK IT!”

She tightened her lips around me, moaning lustfully as I shot thick wads of sperm into her pretty mouth. Jet after jet propelled out of my dick, panting her throat and tongue. She swallowed eagerly, the sound of her gulps only serving to heighten my intense sexual charge.

Finally she swallowed the last of it, but there was so much that she ended up with droplets trickling down the corners of her mouth. She wiped it with her fingers and sucked them clean.

I stared at her, panting, slowly recovering.

“Yep,” she said, patting my thigh, then stroking it sexily, fingers grazing my still-hard cock. “This outfit works as intended.”

****

Eventually we made it to the restaurant, after a quick cleanup at home. I suspect people thought we were a couple; just a hot older woman and a guy ten or twelve years younger. We certainly got our fair share of looks — or at least Amber did, being as superbly hot as she was in that dress.

All the while I kept thinking about my plan for her. To make her my willing, eager cum-slut, ready to service me whenever I pleased. I knew she wasn’t quite at that point yet, but the idea was to get her there, in whatever way I possibly could. That meant more of the lingerie and hot outfits, which I knew made her feel sexy. Beyond that, she seemed to respond best when I just took control, like I had during our lunchtime sex session.

We sat together in the booth, side by side so I could feel her velvety soft legs during our meal. My hand would rest on her thigh, occasionally sliding upwards, slowly stroking back and forth. Between my physical touch and the soft words of romance and flirting I whispered to her, complimenting her on how sexy she looked, she was positively buzzing with arousal and excitement by the end of the night.

We danced slowly on the floor together, her arms going around my neck and holding tight. Her body was a perfect fit to mine, molding just right against me. My hands rested on her lower back for a while, and the feel of her soft, full breasts pushing into me made my already-hard cock swell to full. It pressed into her and I knew she felt it from the soft gasp she gave, her lips nuzzling my ear.

“This is so nice,” she murmured. “I love being with you like this.”

“So do I,” I purred, rubbing my hands over the soft swell of her sexy ass. I wanted to be inside that ass...preferably tonight, but I didn’t really care when, just as long as it was some time. “You smell amazing.”

“Mmmmmm,” she murmured, my hands kneading the firm flesh of her behind. “I think we should pick this up at home, don’t you?”

“Why, do you have something you want to do that we can’t do in public?” I asked teasingly.

“Maaaaaybe.” She gave me a flirtatious smile.

I was still awestruck that this gorgeous, sexy woman was my mother, and that I was going to get to fuck her tonight.

****

We were barely into the house before we were tearing at each other’s clothes — or more accurately, I was tearing at that dress, desperate to get it off her. I had held back as long as I could, forcing my lust to remain at bay. But I couldn’t wait any longer.

The dress tore clean apart and my stepmother gasped, clutching my shoulders as I sucked hard on her delicious, full nipple. The left one first, and then I tore more of the dress, going to the right.

“It cost so much!” she gasped.

“It’s replaceable,” I growled. “Fuck the dress. You’ve been tormenting me all night. I need to fuck you, now.”

She moaned as I nursed each of her nipples, my eager mouth sucking on her like a desperate man receiving life-giving nectar. I almost thought fresh sweet milk would come from those nipples, and maybe even wanted it to. I squeezed and fondled her large, heavy tits, then picked her up in my arms and carried her to the bedroom.

I tossed her down onto the bed and grinned at the little giggle/gasp she gave in surprise. She started to straighten herself but I was on her like a panther seizing its prey, pressing my heavy body down on hers. I tore the rest of the dress to pieces, powered by sheer savage lust for the sexiest woman I’d ever known. I needed to be inside her so bad I could taste it.

“Yes....yes....” she purred as my lips moved down her throat and chest, over her smooth, flat stomach, coming to rest between her tender thighs. I spread them with trembling hands, so hard I was aching, the sight of my mother’s wet pussy sending shocks through me.

“God, you’re so sexy,” I groaned, my tongue licking up the front of her sweet, wet cunt, slurping lustfully at her copious juices.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she gasped, clutching my shoulders, her thighs spreading more for me. “Yes...lick that pussy, baby...it’s your pussy....you can lick it and fuck it any way you want.”

“Mmmmmm.” I planned on doing just that. I sucked one tender wet pussy lip into my mouth, then released, then did it again, eliciting a gasp from her each time; then did it to the second one. Then I sucked hard on her clit, laving the tender bud with my tongue, and felt her shudder with climax.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, her beautiful, sensuous body shivering and shaking on the sheets. Her head fell back and she rocked her pussy against my face, clutching me tight, riding my face through her orgasm.

When she had finished I rose up, and of her own will she took me in her mouth, sucking me long and hard. She knew exactly what to do; her mouth and hands stimulated me better than anyone ever had. “Mmmm you taste good,” she whispered. “You’er so hard and so big for me, aren’t you, baby? Are you ready to fuck your mother’s pussy?”

“Yes, mom, I need to. Now.”

Taking control, I guided my cock to her entrance and pressed slowly inside. We both groaned at my entrance as she was so wet, so damn wet. It made it easy for me to slip into her, my cock sheathed inside my mother’s tight pussy. “Oh yes,” she moaned. “Yes, Jason, just like that...just like that....” My deep insertions into her depths made her moan and squeeze tight against me, around me, massaging my cock with her wet inner walls.

My swollen, throbbing cock throbbed inside her, pushing her apart, going deeper and deeper. I took her on her back, legs apart; I took her on her side, holding her sexy body from behind, her breasts filling my hands. She moaned and cried out as I pounded into her, making her orgasm time after another. I couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t...just couldn’t. I buried my face in her sweet neck and groaned, “FUCK, MOM. HERE IT COMES....”

“YES, BABY! CUM IN YOUR MOTHER’S PUSSY!”

“Ohhhhhhhhh SHIT!”

I thrust in deep and pumped thick jets of cream, spurting so hot and deep that it triggered another climax in her. Her body rocked and shuddered with pleasure, my dick pumping into her, pulsing and spurting, sperm overflowing and sliding out of her wet, tight pussy.

We went all night; her riding me, taking my cock in her tight cunt; me in her ass from behind, plowing deep into that tight hole. She had me between her tits; she had me in her mouth. When we were done, she was covered in my cum; it was everywhere. Her hair, her face, her breasts, seeping out of her pussy...deep in her womb, likely making her pregnant. In her belly, where she had swallowed one load after another.

Exhausted, we finally collapsed together with her lying on top of me, and drifted into slumber.

****

When I woke up mom was smiling at me.

“What is it, mom?” I asked, stroking her hair. “What makes you so happy?”

“That you’re with me, baby...as my husband...my man. My alpha. My master.”

I grinned and caressed her smooth body, kissing her softly and lovingly. I already felt myself rising to attention again.

Yes, I thought. That’s perfect. I am my mother’s alpha. My mother’s dominant husband.

****
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The Master Chip Part I: Awakening

When I woke up, I felt a warmth at my crotch and heard soft sucking sounds. My eyes flickered open, my head pounding. “Unnnnh,” I groaned. “What happened?”

I looked down, feeling a throb in my groin. A good kind of throb. My eyes widened in shock: Rachel was there, her lips wrapped around my cock, moving up and down as she sucked me.

She smiled up at me and released me with a pop. “You’re awake. I’m so glad, sir.”

Then she went back to sucking. I was going to respond but could think of nothing but the warm, wet mouth working up and down my shaft. I realized it looked very big in her mouth — bigger than ever before. Then I realized everything about me was bigger...my muscles. My abs. My biceps.

I felt my jaw and it was hard, with stubble — not the scrawny, skinny geek jaw I’d had just moments before.

“What happened...?”

Rachel didn’t answer. She just kept sucking, slurping lustfully on my cock. Her red lips moved up and down, leaving a trail of saliva, my cock shining from it.

She released me again and stroked me up and down with her perfect fingers. She groaned like she was achingly horny and rubbed her tit. “I need you so bad, master. I need you now.”

The Master Chip Part I: Awakening

For whatever reason, Lisa had always been the most desirable woman I knew.

About ten years older than me, she was my teacher at college. I was studying computer science — an ultra-geek — and she was my professor.

Lisa was hot. Her name was technically Professor Richards but she wanted us to call her Lisa. A definite milf, I had a suspicion she was at least married if not someone who had kids. But that didn’t stop me from wanting her.

I got a raging hardon every time I would see her enter the lecture hall. She wore professional attire; perfectly-ironed skirts and blouses that hugged her ample bosom. She would sometimes bend over her lectern to type something on her laptop or adjust her slides. It was at these times I fantasized about going up behind her, tearing her skirt down, and plunging my hard cock inside her pussy. Or maybe just spanking her until she was soaking wet. I wanted inside that sexy ass of hers, but hated myself for it.


I knew it was wrong to want her this way. Still, I did.

Little did I know I would ever have the chance to actually fuck her. That chance came sooner than I thought.

****

It all started one night when I was working on my end of semester project. I was in my dorm room, alone, crafting a silicon chip I would submit at the end of the week. I soldered on a piece of metal — and it suddenly sparked, making me draw my hand back in surprise and pain.

“Ow,” I yelped.

I watched the hot metal ooze out over my components. Damn, I screwed this up.

I sighed and rubbed my forehead. So much for my A grade.

“Something wrong?”

I heard a voice from the hallway and turned back. A girl who had a room a bit down from me — her name was Rachel — was standing in my doorway. Rachel was on the swim team and was extraordinarily hot. With full breasts and a cute smile, she was curvy but not fat, just the right amount of weight on her to make her...extremely enticing.

“Uh...I kind of messed up something with my project.”

She came over to me and looked at the metal that was hardening on my chip. “Yikes. That doesn’t look good.” She reached forward. “Here, let me fix it for you.”

It was raining outside. Thunderstorm, actually. As she reached forward, her tits spilling over my arm, a huge streak of lightning filled the sky. Electricity shot up my power line and into the chip, sending sparks flying. We both screamed in shock, the electric charge sending me flying back. My head thudded against the wall.

The next thing I heard was Rachel’s voice in the distance...

Then it all went black.

****

When I woke up, I felt a warmth at my crotch and heard soft sucking sounds. My eyes flickered open, my head pounding. “Unnnnh,” I groaned. “What happened?”

I looked down, feeling a throb in my groin. A good kind of throb. My eyes widened in shock: Rachel was there, her lips wrapped around my cock, moving up and down as she sucked me.

She smiled up at me and released me with a pop. “You’re awake. I’m so glad, sir.”

Then she went back to sucking. I was going to respond but could think of nothing but the warm, wet mouth working up and down my shaft. I realized it looked very big in her mouth — bigger than ever before. Then I realized everything about me was bigger...my muscles. My abs. My biceps.

I felt my jaw and it was hard, with stubble — not the scrawny, skinny geek jaw I’d had just moments before.

“What happened...?”

Rachel didn’t answer. She just kept sucking, slurping lustfully on my cock. Her red lips moved up and down, leaving a trail of saliva, my cock shining from it.

She released me again and stroked me up and down with her perfect fingers. She groaned like she was achingly horny and rubbed her tit. “I need you so bad, master. I need you now.”

Master? What the fuck?

She opened her bra and showed me her naked breasts. They looked amazing. As delighted as I was by this new development, I was also shocked.

I sat up, my head still a little woozy. “Rachel...what happened?”

She looked puzzled. “What do you mean, sir?”

“The chip. When the lightning hit — what happened? And why are you calling me sir?”

“Because I worship you. Your body, your cock...your incredible self. You’re just so fucking sexy...and hot...” She rubbed up against me, her breasts looking so amazing I just had to cup the left one, feeling it soft and supple in my hand. She gave a satisfied gasp at my touch.

All I could think was somehow...the electricity from the charge...had it changed her? Altered her brain?

But why was I different, too? My body looked different — all masculine and hard, like I’d been working out nonstop for the past three weeks. (Trust me, I hadn’t.)

I decided for the moment to stop questioning it and enjoy what she was offering. She straddled me, sliding up and down against my cock, leaning forward to kiss me. I returned it, taking her hair in my hand and feeling her tongue press against mine. A sense of dominance ignited in me; I needed to fuck, to use, to spank and control. I gripped her hair harder, taking control of the kiss. I tugged gently on her hair, her head falling back, exposing her neck to me.

“You want me to own you, Rachel?” I purred, lips kissing up and down her neck.

She gasped as I licked along her smooth skin. “Yes, master...I want you to own me. Use my little slut body. My pussy, my mouth, my ass....all my holes are open to you, ready for you to take me.”

“Good, because I’m going to do just that.” I tore the remnants of her shirt and bra off, freeing her tits, sucking the left nipple into my mouth.

She moaned into me. Her hands caressed my neck and hair. “Suck it...suck my nipple, sir...”

I slurped on the tender bud and mauled her tits. I stood and easily carried her in my arms over to my bed. I tossed her down on it and ordered, “Strip,” as I stroked my cock, still wet with her saliva.

She quickly complied, revealing her shaven pussy and smooth thighs for me. I smiled and got between them, pressing her into the mattress. “Good girl....” My cock nudged her entrance, then slid easily inside her. She gasped in shock at my size — and then pleasure as I filled her.

“Oh my god... Jared...you’re so big in me...Your cock is huge in my tight pussy.”

I began to stroke in and out, looking down at where our bodies joined. My cock looked huge sliding in and out of her, working her slick pussy, making her squeeze around me. She moaned in time with my thrusts. “Fuck me...fuck me...It feels so good.”

I held her wrists and pressed them into the mattress, pounding her hard. She gasped and moaned louder — probably loud enough to be heard through the walls, but I didn’t care. I could only think of the need to fuck her, to breed her, to fill her with my cum. She came with me inside her, spasming on my cock, calling my name over and over.

I grunted and tugged tight on her hair, pressing my cock inside her deep. “Here it comes...take my load in your pussy...”

“Yes!” she gasped, still bunching with my thrusts. “Fill me up!”

We panted together, bodies heaving. She rested on the mattress and I watched her lovely form, seeing my cock slip from her pussy. I wanted her all over again... to do things with her I had never done with anyone.

Where had this lust, this dominance, even come from?

I looked back over at my desk. The chip was still there, but it had been totally fried. There was just a tiny sliver of metal left on the desk.

Leaving Rachel, I moved to it, taking it into my hand and inspecting it. A tiny piece of silicon, barely bigger than a cracker — yet inscribed with some kind of strange rune.

Not a rune, I realized, upon further inspection. Instructions.

Place in your palm until dissolved. Then touch the desk or any hard surface — and witness the power of the Master Chip.

Huh. The master chip?

Master...

Rachel had called me that.

I pressed the small square of metal into my hand and waited. As it had described, the metal began to dissolve, sinking into the surface of my skin. I didn’t feel any different, just a slight tingling on my palm.

Touch the desk or any hard surface...

I turned my hand over so the flat of it was facing the desk and pressed down gently.

Instantly a tiny screen came up, displayed over the surface of the wood. WELCOME, JARED. How’d it know my name? PLEASE INPUT YOUR COMMAND.

“Uhhhh...”

I wasn’t sure at all what to do.

But then I looked over at Rachel’s sleeping form. Her pussy was still wet, oozing my cum. Her breasts were nice...but could be bigger. So I drew the letters onto the desk.

Make Rachel’s tits larger.

Pressed enter.

I watched in amazement as her breasts seemed to expand right there before my very eyes. They grew larger, more swollen, as if with milk. I was seized by the desire to suck them and find out.

But the flashing screen drew back my attention. WHAT IS YOUR NEXT COMMAND?

Wipe her mind, I typed. Fill her brain with only one desire: to serve me. Spread for me. Be my perfect sex slave.

Pressed enter.

Then smiled and snuggled in next to her, awaiting the time when she would wake up... and hopefully be what I had typed.

****

“Oh master.” Rachel was bent over my desk in the dorm, taking my cock up her ass. “That feels so good. Please stick it in deeper.”

In the past two weeks we had been inseparable; her constantly wanting me to fuck her. To fill her with my cock everywhere. If I was busy doing something else she’d get down on her knees and beg to suck me. Thankfully my course load was light that semester or I would’ve gotten nothing done.

The chip allowed me all kinds of power I had never imagined. I was suddenly able to do incredible things — run marathons. Win friends through my new charisma enhancements. Get rich, owning my own company. I typed in Finish computer science degree with all As and watched my grades soar, graduating at the top of my class.

Of course Professor Richards noticed. “Lisa,” she said as I visited her office one afternoon, smiling at me. She seemed different toward me — much more cordial and even a bit flirtatious. “Please, call me Lisa.”

“Okay, Lisa.” I sat down in the offered chair across from her.

She pushed her hair back and crossed one beautiful leg over the other. “So you’re enjoying being free from school, I take it?”

Her blouse was open a couple buttons, my eyes drawn down to the swell of her cleavage. Discreetly pulling up the screen on the chair of my arm, I typed in: Make Lisa strip for me.

I added: And super horny, as well.

As we chatted, I watched the changes come over her. She showed signs of being flustered, reaching for her neck and rubbing, unbuttoning her shirt a few more buttons. “I’m sorry...I’m just feeling quite hot,” she breathed. “Do you mind if I take my top off?”

“Not at all.”

I closed the office door. It was amusing she hadn’t even thought of that.

When I turned back her blouse was off and she was sitting in nothing but her bra. “Still really hot...think I need to take my bra off.” Her face turned even more flushed. “I know it’s inappropriate, but...do you mind?”

“Of course not.”

She shifted in her seat, squirming a bit. Her eyes flicked to my groin as she unsnapped her bra at the back, removing it and spilling out the full globes. They were capped with beautiful brown nipples that I was dying to suck on.

“Maybe you’d like if I just...did this...” I knelt down and cupped her breasts in my hands, hearing the soft moan of pleasure she gave.

“Yes, that’s good...oh, we shouldn’t be doing this but...your hands feel so good....” She bit her lip, eyes flicking again to my bulge. As I massaged her full, creamy tits, she reached forward and rubbed my cock through my pants. “Wow, so big...so hard.”

“Suck me.”

She got down to her knees, sinking before me, gazing up at me submissively. It was like that simple command unleashed something inside her, the dormant slut who’d been waiting to come out. She freed my cock with a smile and stroked me up and down, smoothing the glistening drop of precum all around my head and shaft. She took a lick and made an “Mmmm” of pleasure. “I’ve wanted you in my mouth for so long.”

I couldn’t respond because the next thing I knew, my teacher’s hot lips engulfed my shaft. God, she felt amazing. Her warm wet mouth began to suction me, sliding up and down my throbbing rod, taking me deep into her throat. I groaned with pleasure and allowed her to cradle my balls in her soft hand. She raised my cock and licked around the base, then sucked my left nut into her mouth. She did the same for the right, glancing up at me from time to time as if seeking my approval.

“Good girl,” I murmured, taking her head in my hands. “Now go deep...let me use your throat for my fuck toy.”

She let me press my cock into her willing mouth once more, taking it in. She gagged just a tiny bit but quickly adapted. I realized I should’ve typed Make her a perfect throat-flicking slut into my little app but decided I could teach her manually.

I started to fuck her mouth in earnest, my balls slapping her chin as I thrust into her pretty face. She moaned around me, flushed and obviously starting a small orgasm just from having me inside her sweet mouth. “Yeah,” I grunted, driving deep. “That’s it...let me fuck that pretty throat of yours. Feels so good...so warm and wet...so hot...”

“Mmmmm.”

She started playing with her tits and her pussy, rubbing herself closer to the edge. I grinned and encouraged her. “Come for me, my pet. Make yourself cum while you suck your master’s cock. Soon this cock will be in all your holes, filling you up...”

“Mmmmm!”

As she came, visibly trembling and shivering with her orgasm, I spurted thick jets of cum into her mouth. I grunted at the sensation and felt her swallow every bit of my load.


When she was done I raised her up to her feet and kissed her. “This is just the beginning. Soon your pussy will be filled with my seed as well...and your ass...”

She kissed me back, long and hard, melting into my arms. “Yes, please sir...give me your cock. Give it to me everywhere. I need you inside me.”

We both knew this was only the beginning.

****
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The Master Chip Part II: Claiming

My dirty fantasies were getting me hard. My dick was bulging through my jeans as I lay on my back beneath the sink. I heard Sharon’s footsteps as she came back in the room — and then a second later, the sound of her setting down a glass.

“Brought you some tea,” she said.

“Thanks, mom.”

I pulled up my screen to type in my command for fixing the sink. As I did, the thought crossed my mind. Fucking Sharon...it wasn’t out of the question now. I could easily just type it in...make her my sex slave...

Make Sharon horny for me.

I felt a soft hand on my thigh, rubbing gently. “You know...you don’t have to work so hard, baby,” came her soft voice.

I chuckled to myself and put away my screen. I looked out and saw Sharon’s eyes, full of lust. She continued to rub up and down my thigh, hand just inches from my cock.

“Well if I’m not working, mom...what else would I be doing?”

She grinned and bit her lip. Her smooth hand rubbed over my hard shaft, making her give a little intake of breath. “You could come out here with me...”

I slid out from under the sink — and felt her arms go around me. We kissed, passionately, her lips warm against mine. God, I’d ached to kiss her like this — and now here she was, ready to be mine. Forever.

The Master Chip Part II: Claiming

“Yes, please sir...give me your cock. Give it to me everywhere. I need you inside me.”

The words I had been longing to hear from Lisa’s sweet lips for such a long time.

The first time she spread her legs for me, leaning back on her desk, I felt the blood rush to my cock and my heart pound in my ears. She was incredibly beautiful and sexy, her pussy dripping for me. I leaned and licked up and down her wet puffy outer lips, savoring the taste of her juices. Enjoying her moans of pleasure as I fed from her pussy. My tongue delved inside her, exploring her velvety soft sex.

She grasped my hair and moaned. “Yes please...lick my pussy, Jared. It feels amazing...Oh god.”

I played with her clit, using my tongue, swirling the tender bud. She gasped and thrust her hips upward to me.

I released her pussy from my mouth and set my cock against her slit. We both watched in fascination as my thick shaft filled her, entering her inch by inch. Slipping my cock into my teacher’s slippery, warm pussy was pure heaven. Our lips locked and we stayed connected like that for several moments, bodies pulsing hotly against one another. I squeezed her tits with my hands and she moaned.

“Yes, master. Fuck me. Slide your big cock in and out of my pussy. Do it, my master....please...”

My hands glided up and down her silky back, squeezing her meaty ass globes and kneading them with my fingers. I started lowering and raising myself, my cock spearing into her. We touched and kissed gently at first and then hotly, increasing in passion and friction. I needed more than just her pussy...I slid my finger gently up and down her tender pucker, then inserted it into her asshole. She gasped, “Yes, yes....yes...” and grasped my shoulders, nails driving into me as I fucked her with my cock in her pussy and my finger in her ass. I drove my finger into her an deployed with her small hole alternatingly. She squirmed and moaned, her sounds of pleasure getting louder as she drew nearer to the edge of climax.

“Ohhhh...put it in my ass...put your big cock in my ass,” she gasped.

Her hands spread her cheeks to allow my entry. I used my saliva and her juices to ease myself inside her. Watching her waiting for me to put my cock into her ass was a huge turn on; my cock stiffened to a straining rod of pure lust. Slowly I pushed into her, getting past her tight ring, hearing her moan a loud “Ohhhh” as I inserted myself into her. My cock tingled as I slid into her, feeling her ring closing around me. Her ass was stretching to the limit to accommodate my full, pulsing shaft.

“Yes baby....yes...you’re in me...I wanted you in me so long...inside my ass, your big cock...” Seeing my thickness splitting open my sexy teacher’s ass — the ass I had fantasized about for so long — made me groan. I grasped her hair and began to thrust in and out of her, no long run control; I was giving in to the sensations coursing through my whole body, unable to stop myself. I fucked her tight ass and made her squeal with pleasure; the more I drove into her, the easier it became, and soon I was drilling her hard. My balls started slapping her ass cheeks and I played with her pussy, making her shudder with a powerful orgasm. “Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god!”

I didn’t care if anyone could hear us through the thin walls — and she clearly didn’t either. My fingers slid in and out of her wet pussy as I pounded her ass, the tight hole stretching around my dick. She came a second time, squeezing and milking me, moaning as I pushed in deep and hard.

“I’m going to cum,” I groaned.

“Cum in me, master...cum in my ass! Shoot it in hot and deep!”

I pulsed hot jets of cum into her; there was no more erotic sight in my life than watching my dick shoot into my teacher’s tight little butt. I pulled out and watched my creamy sperm trail down her bottom, her pussy still clenching from her orgasm.

She turned and got to her knees, taking me in her hand.

“What are you doing?” I asked in disbelief.

“Cleaning you up. Master’s cock needs to be nice and clean for the next time you’re ready to use me.” She gazed submissively up at me as she licked and sucked the remnants of my sperm off me, then smiled.

Wow.

I hadn’t even programmed that part in.

****

With Lisa now in my harem, as well as Rachel, I had two hot girls eager to service me. I no longer needed to live in my dorm, obviously; I bought a house in a secluded part of the state, about ten minutes from a beautiful vineyard. I had a balcony overlooking the area, which was lush with forest and hills.

Lisa came up to me one evening and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Feeling happy, master?”

“Mhm.”

She set her chin on my shoulder and gazed out with me. I felt her breasts press into my back. I turned and put my hands on her shoulders, surveying the tight, skimpy bikini I’d had her wear.

“You look good enough to eat.”

She giggled softly and kissed me. I loved that now the only thing she existed for, the only thing she wanted...was to get fucked by me. To service me. To suck my cock just the right way.

I’d developed a way of silently projecting my input to the chip. I would pull it up via the wall or another flat surface and then simply key in the strokes as discreetly as possible. The result was that I could basically alter the world around me in about two seconds flat.

I pulled my screen up and typed, Make Lisa’s breasts bigger...and full of milk.

I watched as her tits enlarged, growing swollen and heavy. I knelt down and felt each one, smiling at my enhancements. She moaned as I lowered her bikini and freed the hardened nipple. I sucked each one, drawing sweet milk from her.

“That’s it, master...oh, so good...sucking my tits like that...milking me...”

I smiled. I stood and kissed her.

Then I took her into my arms and carried her upstairs, where I used her all night. My cock was everywhere in her — her mouth, between her breasts, in her pussy, in her ass. I took her in all positions...ceaseless, ravaging and dominant.

I had truly come into my own.

****

As I woke the next morning, I heard the chirping of my cell phone. I picked up and saw a message from my stepmom.

She’d asked me to come over and see her.

I kissed Lisa and got in my car, driving over there. Mom owned a small ranch-style house about an hour’s drive away. We had a good relationship, talking often and supporting each other. After divorcing my dad, she was playing the field about dating-wise, though she hadn’t hooked up with anyone seriously.

My stepmom was hot. She was maybe ten or twelve years older than me — she married my dad young — and had doted on me from day one. Maybe she hadn’t had lots of resources or financial means, but she made up for it with love and attention. “Oh, Jared, we need to make sure you’re ready for the first day of school” and she’d drop me off, waiting until I was totally out of sight before she drove off. Making sure whenever I got a fever she was at my side, nursing me through it.

As she opened the door, I felt my heart give a leap. She was sexy as ever. Wearing just a tight pinup dress that hugged her form perfectly, her strawberry blonde hair fell in curly waves around her shoulders. She had a little makeup on, not much — but her lips were full and red. I couldn’t get the thought of them wrapped around my cock out of my mind.

“Hi baby,” she said, wrapping me in a hug. “I’m so glad you could come over.”

“No problem, mom. Everything okay with the house?”

“Yeah, just...I’m having some trouble with the sink. I know you’re really handy with things like that, so...do you think you could fix it for me?”

“Sure.”

She padded off to grab us some iced tea while I lowered myself to the sink. I fiddled around with the pipes a bit then realized I could fix it with just a few taps on my keyboard. Thank god for this chip, I thought, smirking.

As I was working, thoughts of Sharon’s sexy body entered my mind. The way her hips swayed as she walked, her ass on display. Those full breasts of hers, so round and perfect, begging to be sucked and fucked. I saw myself spreading her creamy thighs and devouring her wet, sopping cunt.

Her lips moved down my neck and chest. Then she was unzipping my my jeans and taking my cock out, rubbing it up and down. Her hand was soft — incredibly so — around my thick shaft. Her fingers were warm, stroking me gently toward the edge.

“Get on me,” I urged. “Straddle me and take my cock in your pussy.”

She did what I wanted, lowering her panties to reveal her dripping slit. She settled herself over me, her wet pussy spreading around my stiff rod, my precum sliding down the head and lubricating her acceptance of my cock. Inch by inch I filled her, watching as she gasped in pleasure.

“Oh god...you’re in me.”

She sank fully down onto me, my balls connecting with her soft wet pussy lips. I felt my cock bottom out inside her and gazed up into her eyes. It was hard to believe I was inside my stepmom...about to have sex with her. Make her my permanent submissive, ready to accept me whenever I wished.

“I’ve wanted this so long,” she gasped as my rod moved inside her. “Wanted you in me.”

“You have?” I asked, surprised by that. I never knew she had wanted me.

“Yes. I’ve ached for you...longed for you. All these years.”

She raised up on me, pussy wetly sliding, then sank down again, making us both gasp. My hands went to her hips.

“How long?”

“Since you went to college.”

I groaned at the thought. She had wanted me all these years.

She raised her dress up further so she had better access to ride me. She began to gyrate and ride my cock, hips moving in time with my thrusts. I tugged the front of her dress down, revealing her full, sexy tits. I sucked on them while she rode me, feeling my cock slide in and out of her, plunging deep inside while sucking on her nipples.

She gasped and cradled my head as I nursed her. To my amazement, creamy milk began to flow from her tits, which I consumed eagerly. Perhaps the effects of my power...whatever had changed my body...was also able to bring about changes in the women around me. Indeed, my stepmom’s breasts had seemed to get bigger, and with every thrust into her, it seemed that she got sluttier and hornier. She was rocking wildly on my dick, bouncing in passion, her pussy clenching on me.

“Oh yes, oh yes,” she moaned. “Just like that, baby...I love it when you fuck me that way....wanna feel your dick shooting in me...”

I held her hips and drove upwards into her, fucking her hard. “Here it comes,” I grunted, feeling my orgasm build. As I shot thick streams of cum into her, I felt her pussy spasm. She was cumming on my cock.

“Yes! Yes!” she screamed, mouth open in lust. “Oh my god....yes....fill me, baby! Pump that hot cream into my pussy! Make me pregnant!”

The thought of knocking up my hot stepmom was too much. I groaned and pulsed more seed into her, my cum leaking down around my cock inside her.

As our orgasms subsided, I lay back on the floor and she collapsed against my chest, panting.

When we had recovered I turned her over, pushing her dress up over her ass. Panties down, pussy dripping, she looked incredibly hot like that. I slowly pushed my cock into her pussy, coating it with my juices — then began to play with the pucker of her ass, rubbing it up and down.

She gasped. “Oh yes....go inside me there, baby...enter my ass with your thick cock, please, I want it in me there...”

I gave her what she wanted.

My cock slid into her tight little pucker, the hole squeezing around me. I groaned as the thick shaft filled Sharon’s asshole, her pucker squeezing around me. When I was in her to the hilt, balls pressing against the thick globes of her ass, we both groaned in ecstasy.

“Oh my god,” she breathed. “It’s so big, I feel so full...”

I started at a slow pace, penetrating to her depths. Making each insertion deep and long, hearing the sounds of pleasure becoming from her lips. She took my cock as far in her ass as I could get. She seemed to love every second of it, her tits swaying in time with my thrusts. “Oh fuck yes....Jared, baby...fuck your mother’s ass...fuck my ass...just like that, oh god...”

She was cumming again.

I filled her with hot jets of seed, my semen spilling out of her ass, there was so much. I collapsed back onto the floor, exhausted. She wiggled her butt on me and smiled, curling up against my side.

“Did you enjoy yourself, baby?”

“Yes, mom...I did. Very much.”
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“I get the feeling you want me, Jared.”

“I do. Do you blame me? You’re a beautiful woman. Intelligent, hot...you’ve built this company from the ground up.”

My compliment seemed to affect her. Her cheeks flushed slightly and she smiled. “Yes, I have.” Standing up, she moved right into my personal space, her hands going to my jacket. “Are you going to give me what I need?”

My fingers tangled in her hair, grasping in a possessive hold. I knew deep down, Rebecca wanted to submit. Powerful women often needed to, one way or another.

She responded with a soft gasp, yielding to my touch.

“I’ll give you more than that,” I growled.

Our lips met. The kiss was hot and intense. Her fingers clutched my jacket. Tongues entwining, the kiss seemed to heat the whole room, filling it with heavy breathing.

Rebecca broke away and started to undo her buttons. She showed me her full cleavage under her lacy bra, removing her blouse. I tugged the cups down and let her breasts spill free, sucking each pointed nipple hard.

She groaned, the sensation going directly to her pussy. “I need you to fuck me, Jared. Bend me over this desk and put your fucking cock up my pussy. I’m so wet for you right now.”

The Master Chip Part III: Dominating

Sharon lay on one side of me and Lisa on the other. I was snuggled between their bodies, happily.

Sharon’s ass was cuddled into my groin while Lisa’s breasts pressed up against my back. My mind went to the night before, when we had fucked...all night.

I smiled and squeezed my stepmom’s sexy, full breasts. I had drained them of milk once more, finding they quickly filled up again after just a few hours. I thought of how she would slurp on my cock, lustfully taking me deep in her throat, then letting me fuck her creamy tits. Lisa would pleasure my mother as well, using her finger to rub my stepmom’s tender asshole, gently inserting her finger inside.

“Mmmm,” I heard my teacher say from behind me, gently adjusting her position. She kissed my shoulder, seeing I was awake. “Morning, master.”

“Morning yourself. Sleep well?”

“I did. Like a baby.”

Sharon began to stir, hearing us wake. My cock was erect and pressing her pussy entrance, which was wet around me. I slid inside her, hearing her gasp. Lisa chuckled softly behind me, her hands moving along my shoulders and giving a gentle squeeze.

“Yes, master...fuck your mom’s pussy. Fuck her pretty cunt...slide in and out...just like that,” Sharon cooed in my ear. Sharon began to shiver, clearly in the beginnings of an orgasm as I sawed in and out of her hot cunt.

“Ohhh...ohhh god,” she moaned. “Fuck me. Just like that, baby. Yes. Your cock is so big. Filling me up....”

I grunted and pressed in, feeling her spasm around me. I squeezed her breasts, still amazed at how sensitive she was.

“Spurt in her master...cum in your mother’s cunt,” murmured Lisa. Her leg was wrapped around me, slipper pussy rubbing up and down my thigh.

Her clit bumped against my muscle and she gasped, breasts rubbing up and down my hard back. “Mmmm, master...I’m going to cum too...”

The three of us moaned in pleasure; I spurted hot into Mom’s pussy as she orgasmed around me, pussy milking my cock. Lisa hugged tight to my body as I felt her cunt spasm on the back of my thigh, her body wracked with shudders.

“Ohhhh... “

“Ohhhh god.”

“Yes, fill me up!” screamed Mom as I pulsed hot jets into her, splashing her womb with my cum.

The three of us lay together for several moments, kissing and fondling one another.

Finally I slipped out of bed, leaving the two of them together, tangled in the sheets, cuddling and...likely doing other things as well.

As I dressed, pulling my white shirt around my shoulders and buttoning it, I watched them. It was interesting that they had now grown so close — even physically. I thought it was good. I liked Sharon having a companion while I was at work during the day; and the same for Lisa. Knowing they could keep each other company and prepare for my return...

It was good.

I finished getting dressed and checked my morning messages. I had several including one from my secretary, who said I had a meeting at four. I went to work and spent the day preparing, getting my notes together as well as my powerpoint.

I headed into the meeting and instantly rocked the floor. I knew the execs would be impressed; I’d done my homework and knew everything I needed to about our company’s products. We were going to revolutionize chip development; soon, I hoped, we would be manufacturing chips similar to the one that had “malfunctioned” when Rachel touched it.

A malfunction that ended being the best thing in my life.

As I spoke, I noticed a particularly attractive young executive with her legs crossed one over the other. She watched me with a faint smile, as if amused by what I was doing. At the end of my talk she came up, gathering her papers and leaning toward me. “Nice presentation.”

“Thanks, Ms...”

“Howard.” She offered her hand. “Rebecca Howard.”

She had long red hair that fell in waves around her shoulders, as well as a tight-fitting blouse and skirt. She looked hot as hell.

What I wouldn’t give to see her down on her knees, sucking my cock...

I reached for the screen to call up my chip.

“Oh no you don’t.”

She put her hand on my arm.

“What?”

“I know what you’re up to. I know the technology you’ve developed. I didn’t get my job as a top-level exec for nothing.”

She smiled mysteriously.

“So, what, you’ve been spying on me or something?”

“Not exactly. Let’s just say I have my ways.”

She leaned in close, her red lips just inches from mine. “I’ll be keeping an eye on you, mister.”

Her hand lingered on my arm, her touch igniting a throb in my cock even though I knew she was trying to challenge me. Her gaze remained locked on mine, that smile fading...replaced by a look of sheer determination.

A battle of wills? Fine. I smiled back. “Two can play at this game.”

“We’ll see.”

She turned and walked out, her hot little ass swaying from side to side. I couldn’t help thinking what it would be like to be inside that ass, filling her with my driving cock.

Soon enough, I decided. I’ll find a way.

****

The rest of the day basically proceeded as normal, though I was highly distracted by the thought of Rebecca. I got my secretary on a new mission for me, searching out to find all I could about her.

As it turned out, she worked for a firm nearby, doing the same kind of tech development for male and female enhancements that I was doing. Only hers had a more pharmaceutical edge; she developed pills using special biotechnology that allowed the user to ingest the pill and then reap the same benefits as, say, my chip.

I did a bit more digging and found out she wasn’t lying; she held one of the top positions in her company. She apparently had some kind of implant that made her resistant to the effects of similar tech.

Which meant all I needed to do was develop a command that would override it.

And how to do that?

I smirked. Pulling up the screen on my app, I typed: Create an implant that will override Rebecca’s defenses...and make her my horny slut, begging to suck my cock.

Pressed enter.

Immediately the air around me shimmered, as if connecting with some kind of invisible electromagnetic field. A small chip materialized on my desk, just the right size to be ingested, implanted, or otherwise taken into the body and immediately harnessed.

Perfect. Just need to get this into Rebecca, and my plan will be complete.

***

I scheduled a meeting with her for later that week, deciding it was the best way to get her to take the chip.

I found her in her office waiting for me. She was wearing a similar outfit to the one before, with a tight-fitting top that showed off her cleavage, along with a short skirt giving me a nice glimpse of thigh.

“So you finally showed up,” she said with that familiar hint of challenge.

“Yes, I did.”

I moved around to her, reaching for her shoulders and rubbing them gently. The chip was in my pocket.

Surprisingly enough, she didn’t stop me or pull away. Instead she leaned into my touch somewhat. “You know you shouldn’t be doing this.”

I heard the faintest trace of desire in her voice. Suddenly I wondered if my plan was necessary. Is she attracted to me?

It had never occurred to me anyone could want me except with the use of enhancements.

“There are a lot of things we shouldn’t be doing...really, even seeing one another in any capacity is a violation of our company contracts. Isn’t it?”

She gave a slight nod.

She turned to face me, her eyes meeting mine. “I get the feeling you want me, Jared.”

“I do. Do you blame me? You’re a beautiful woman. Intelligent, hot...you’ve built this company from the ground up.”

My compliment seemed to affect her. Her cheeks flushed slightly and she smiled. “Yes, I have.” Standing up, she moved right into my personal space, her hands going to my jacket. “Are you going to give me what I need?”

My fingers tangled in her hair, grasping in a possessive hold. I knew deep down, Rebecca wanted to submit. Powerful women often needed to, one way or another.

She responded with a soft gasp, yielding to my touch.

“I’ll give you more than that,” I growled.

Our lips met. The kiss was hot and intense. Her fingers clutched my jacket. Tongues entwining, the kiss seemed to heat the whole room, filling it with heavy breathing.

Rebecca broke away and started to undo her buttons. She showed me her full cleavage under her lacy bra, removing her blouse. I tugged the cups down and let her breasts spill free, sucking each pointed nipple hard.

She groaned, the sensation going directly to her pussy. “I need you to fuck me, Jared. Bend me over this desk and put your fucking cock up my pussy. I’m so wet for you right now.”

My cock throbbed at her words.

She stripped off her skirt and lowered her panties as I freed my erection. I grasped her and bent her over the desk as she wanted, revealing her dripping slit. My fingers moved along the crease of her sex, coated with her velvety wetness.

She gasped. “Oh god...Put it in me now, just do it...please, I’m begging you...”

I smirked, enjoying the feeling of power. “Begging me for what?”

“Your cock...”

“Your cock, who?”

She shuddered. “Your cock, sir.”

“Mhm.” I ran my hard tip up and down her slit, coating it in her wetness. I inched it inside her, parroting the wet lips of her pussy around me. She took it, spreading around me, her pussy yielding to my invasion.

“Oh my god,” she gasped when I was all the way inside her. “You’re so big. I’m so full...”

I slid my fingers into her mouth, and she closed her lips around them. I began to saw my cock in and out of her, fucking her slow and deep, dictating the pace. “You want to be dominated.... filled...fucked like a whore?”

“Mhm!”

“You want me to fuck you hard and fast, make you scream for my cock?”

“Mmmm!”

She nodded vigorously, pressing back against me with her cunt. It juiced on my cock, letting me slide even deeper with each penetration. I could not get over how horny she was — and I hadn’t even used the chip!

I tore off my tie and bound her hands with it. I gave her the full length of my cock, full force, feeling her grow wetter and wetter as I plowed her. She clearly loved every second of it, screaming her pleasure; the bindings had intensified her need to cum. She quivered and spasmed on my cock, soon experiencing a powerful orgasm.

I grasped her hair and drilled her even harder. I kept on fucking her right through her orgasm. “Yes baby,” she screamed. “Fuck me hard like that. Plow that little pussy. It’s your pussy, sir...”

I gazed down at the globes of her ass, shaking with each thrust I gave. As I wetted my finger and gently inserted it in her ass, she cried out and grasped the desk with her bound hands, cumming a second time.

I loved making her lose control. Seeing her do it without even needing to use the chip...

Who else could I have like this? I wondered.

My balls suddenly gave a throb as I felt the need to cum. “Fuck...here it comes...”

I pulled out and held my cock, spurting thick jets of cream on her lower back and buttocks. She looked hot like that, dripping my seed, exhausted and panting from being so well-fucked. She looked back and smiled at me, taking some of my cum in her fingers and licking them clean.

When the two of us had cleaned up and gotten dressed again, Rebecca surprised me. I was buttoning my shirt and she came over to me, taking my face and kissing me. It was a hot, but gentle kiss, the kiss of a lover.

“Thanks for that,” she murmured. “It was really hot.”

“Yes, it was.”

“Here’s my number.” She scribbled it down on a post-it and stuck it in my chest pocket. Then she gave me another quick kiss and went back to work.

Wow. A woman who wanted to get fucked by me, no strings attached...no need for a chip... My mind reeled. This had never happened before.

I felt her number in my pocket as I walked down the street and smiled to myself.

****

When I returned home, I thought about what had happened with Rebecca. I sat at my desk, considering how eager she had been.

Lisa entered my bedroom, coming behind me and kissing me. “Have a good day?”

“Yep. Pretty great.”

She massaged my shoulders, removing my jacket so I could change into something more comfortable. I put on my jeans and t-shirt, returning to my seat to work on my computer.

I felt Lisa’s soft face against my leg. Under the desk she was taking out my cock, her warm, wet mouth gently enveloping it. I groaned softly and stroked her hair. I couldn’t believe how my life had changed — for the better.

I had two beautiful women in my home and one who was willingly having sex with me...

“Mmm, master. Your cock is so delicious.” Lisa’s head bobbed up and down between my thighs as I went to work developing my newest chip. I felt her tongue swirl around the head of my cock, then her lips sealed over me again. I grunted and reached for her hair, pushing her face down onto me.

“Like that...suck it deep, slut.”

She took me all the way to the back of her throat, moaning in pleasure. I thrust upwards into her mouth, feeling her warm lips around me over and over. She cradled my balls, sucking the left one into her mouth and then the right. She released the heavy sac with a pop and gazed up at my adoringly.

“Good pet,” I said. “Now take me in your mouth again and suck me until I cum.”

“Yes, master.”

She sheathed me in her warmth once more, slurping hungrily on my cock. Up and down her lips went, her moans loud and eager. She sucked on me like it was the best thing in her life, as though her one aim was to receive my cum.

I grunted as I felt my seed boiling up from my balls. Holding Lisa’s head, I thrust deep to the back of her throat and shot thick loads of cum into her mouth. She swallowed every bit of me, her throat working to take my load inside her.

When she had finished she gazed up at me in bliss. “Your cum is so sweet, master. So delicious. I love the taste of it.”

“Good.” I stood and held my hand out to her. “Come with me...it’s time we had some fun with Sharon.”

She giggled and accompanied me to the bedroom. My stepmother was waiting, bound and naked as I had requested. Her slit was dripping for me.

I spent the whole night filling them both with my cock, drawing orgasms from them both and filling them with my cum.

When I was sated, I lay with my two sluts curled up against me. I still wanted Rebecca — as more than just a fun project. I wanted her here, in my bed permanently...

As part of my harem.
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“Are you pleased, sir?” she asked, holding my strong shoulders.

“Yes, I am pleased. The world has become the way I wanted it to. I own more companies, more technology, more power than I ever thought possible.” I brushed my hand over her left nipple, teasing the clamp and drawing a shiver from her. “My wife is the most beautiful, horny creature on her. How could I be happier?”

She smiled and came in for a kiss, arms threading around my neck. She was small and soft against me, giving a soft moan of pleasure as our tongues met. I caressed her breast with my hand, playing with the tender bud. My cock throbbed with the thought that this woman was mine completely and utterly. My toy, my property. My love.

I slid her panties the side and took my thick cock out, guiding her onto me. She spread her legs and straddled me, taking me deep inside her. She gasped as my hardness filled her pussy, the thick shaft pushing up into her belly.

“I love you, master,” she whispered, gazing into my eyes.

The Master Chip Part IV: Mastering

I felt tense.

As I walked past my open glass window that morning, contemplating my day, I knew I needed something.

Rebecca and I had continued our encounters. One after another. We’d seen each other time and time again...the sex super hot, the tension between us almost scathing. When we touched and kissed, it was like the whole affair was new again. When I was inside her, pounding her tight pussy, she screamed with orgasm after orgasm and clenched around my cock. Crying out for me to dominate her and pull her hair, slap her ass and tits, call her a whore. She loved that rough treatment.

But for me, somehow, it wasn’t enough.

I needed her to be my slave completely.

You could say it was the darkest and most unfathomable part of a man’s personality. His sexuality. To want a woman to be his slave, sexually? Maybe it seems wrong.

Yet somehow I knew it was freeing. The look in my stepmom’s eyes, in Lisa’s...it was pure bliss when they were sucking my cock or pleasuring me, or riding me. Hell, even if they were just doing the dishes in their skimpy outfits, pussies wet in anticipation of my return.

They loved their submission.

Wouldn’t Rebecca feel the same?

I knew I had to find out.

****

I didn’t see her again for several weeks. She was busy with work. When I finally did see her it was at a company party. Everyone at my firm was invited.

When I saw Rebecca, she was dressed in a slim form-fitting red dress that showed off her hot, tight little body. I finally got her alone when she was finished shmoozing with the locals and pressed her against the wall.

“I need you,” I breathed into her ear, rubbing my hands up and down her hips.

She gave a half-gasp, half-moan of desire, hands clutching my shoulders. “I need you, but we can’t...not here...”

I took the chip out of my pocket. It was time. I just knew it. I pressed it into her palm as we kissed; she looked tame with surprise, but the tiny silicon implant absorbed too quickly into her skin for her to pull away.

I watched the look in her eyes change. It went from cool and in control to submissive and horny. She squeezed my shoulders and smiled up at me, seemingly completely calm now. “Master...I’ve been waiting for you to find me. So long...I’m so horny for you.”


She took my hand and slid it down the front of her skirt into her panties. She gasped as my fingers found her wetness. “See....this is how much I want you.”

I pulled her into a side room and closed the door. We were completely alone. I unzipped her skirt and slid it down gently, grinning as I revealed her panties. There was a big wet stain in the crotch. I leaned in and smelled deep, then drew them down. Her scent was enticing as hell.

I licked her wet slit, drawing a gasp from her. She spread her legs for me, hooking her creamy thigh around my neck. I delved into her dripping cunt with my tongue and fingers, plunging them deep inside. The noises she made as I frigged her horny pussy to orgasm were incredible; sheer lust, gasps and moans of delight.

“Yes, master. Lick that horny wet cunt...so good... so wonderful...I’m going to cum on your tongue, sir...”

“Mmmm.” As I slurped her juices, taking them in my mouth and fluttering my tongue over her clit, she shuddered violently, cumming right there with my face smashed into her pussy. I held her hips and licked her through the orgasm until she had recovered.

“Oh master...please put your cock in me...I need it,” she begged, sounding so unlike the Rebecca I knew. And so much like the perfect little slut fuck-doll I had hoped to create.

I smiled and laid her on her back on the conference table, unzipping and removing my cock. I was hard as hell, throbbing and huge. I rubbed the precum dripping from my tip up and down my cock, coating it and then pressing into her hot, wet pussy. She gasped as I entered.

The contact of my cock sliding in and out of her pussy made us both gasp. It felt so much more primal...so much more real, fucking like this. Knowing she was now giving into me completely, allowing me to take control. I pressed all the way inside her, my cock bottoming out; she gripped my arms and moaned.

“I can feel you so deep, master. Your cock is so big in my pussy....oh god...”

I slid in and out of her, watching my cock spread her wet lips, seeing her pussy clutch around me. I smiled and gripped her throat in a dominant hold. “You want this always, don’t you?”

“Yes...”

“My cock in you, all your holes available to me whenever I wish.”

“Yes, master.”

“Your body mine, my fucktoy, for me to use whenever and however I please.”

She gasped in response, getting wetter and wetter as I stroked in and out of her. My full shaft was penetrating her with every entry — and she responded by thrusting back against me, her legs widening to take me deeper. “Fuck me with your big cock,” she gasped, experiencing a powerful orgasm right there on the spot. She held me tight, pushing me deeper into her center. I held her down and fucked her right through her climax, making her scream in pleasure.

I turned her onto her stomach and bent her over the table, feeding her the full length of my cock once again. Over and over I stroked in and out of her, making her squeal with delight. My cock looked huge impaling her like that, forcing her to spread for me and take me. “Ohhhhh,” she would gasp every time I pushed into her. “Ohhhh, master, it’s so good...so deep in me...”

I groaned in pure passion. Seeing this sexy, strong woman yielding to me...turned into my submissive slut... it was the ultimate turn-on. Seeing her take my cock up her twat like a whore, begging for me...totally under my will, dominated in both mind and body. I could not have imagined anything better, and the throb in my balls was verification of that.

“I’m going to cum...pump you full of my seed...”

“Yes, master!”

I pushed in deep and spurted a thick stream of cum into her, filling her horny pussy. She squeezed around me, milking me of every drop. I knew she was trying got drain my balls, getting every last strop of precious cum into her womb. Her fertile womb, ready to hold my heirs...my sons...who would carry on my legacy, bending women to their will and making them horny, submissive sex slaves.

****

The party ended a few hours later. I brought Rebecca home with me; she had no more need to go to her place, as she was now completely dominated by my will. I should perhaps have had qualms about so easily conquering her, but I didn’t.

All I knew was the pleasure of putting my cock into her and giving her those long, strong strokes that made her scream with ecstasy. She loved it as much as I did, giving me an adoring look as we drove home. My hand was on her thigh, rubbing gently; her legs spread unthinkingly, as if trying to get me to go down there and put my hand into her panties.

I chuckled and slipped my fingers into her wetness. I felt the remnants of my cum leaking out of her as well as her own juices. She let out short breaths as I played with her inner lips, sliding my finger around her clit.

“You like this, don’t you?”

“I love it, master.”

“You wanted it all along. To be dominated. Fully...to let go in your mind, as well.”

“Yes, I did.” She looked at me, her expression changing slightly. “You knew it all along. That underneath everything I wanted you to change me, to make me yours more than just what I could give you freely.”

“Why do you think it was me?”

“Because you’re a true alpha.” She pressed her cunt deeper into my hand, taking my wrist and putting me deeper inside her. I was amazed how far I could go, or how easily her pussy stretched to accommodate me. She gave a soft gasp and said, “There is a certain order in the world. That order is for dominant men like you to rule over women. Sexually, in the household, in all aspects of life. Now you’ve claimed me as one of your own, I’ll serve you however you wish.”

Images of her in a nice little french maid outfit, doing “chores” while waiting for me to come home and pump her full of sperm filled my mind.

I keyed into my chip screen: Make a room for Rebecca at the house.

When we got back to the house, I showed her the new room. It was done in the style she liked: simple and elegant, with a special bed that had bindings implanted in the headboard.

She smiled at the sight of it, passing her hand over the smooth wood. “This is for me, hm?”

“Yes, all for you.”

I came up behind her and put my arms around her, kissing her shoulder.

“It’s lovely, master.” She leaned back into me and purred happily; my hands caressed her full breasts.

“I wonder how these would look swollen with milk, with you pregnant...”

She shivered slightly. “I’d love it. You knocking me up, filling me with your heir...Keeping me pregnant all the time.”

“All the time,” I repeated, squeezing her breasts through the dress.

“Barefoot and pregnant. Yours, serving you around the house all day.”

“Ready to take my cock inside you when I get home,” I grunted, pulling the skirt up and her panties down, angling my cock at her dripping slit.

“Ready for you always, master....Ohhhh!” She cried out as I filled her again, plunging my thickness into her wet cunt. In and out of her I drove with my shaft, spearing her over and over. Her body was bent over the bed; I pinned her down, fucking her dominantly and hard, giving it to her rough the way she liked it.

“Yes, master! Yes!” She grasped the sheets, her whole body bouncing in time with my thrusts. “Fuck me like I’m your brainless bimbo slut...oh fuck, yes...drive it deep in me, that big cock in my pussy...”

“Ohhh, fuck.” I pounded her hard, making the whole bed shake. The legs began to scoot along the floorboards, making a thud, thud sound as we fucked. I groaned and held myself all the way inside her, pumping her full of thick jets of cum.

As I did, I felt her orgasming around me, her pussy clenching me. It was amazing how well in tune our bodies were. As if we had been made for one another.

I kissed her, holding her throat. Stroking gently. “You’re my good slut, Rebecca. My perfect slut...”

“Thank you, master.” She gazed into my eyes. “I love you.”

I hadn’t expected to hear those words, but smiled when I did. I stroked her hair and realized deep down, I loved her as well. I think I had the first moment I set eyes on her.

Which was strange. Was I even capable of love? I’d transformed into an alpha male dominant, making women my property, my slaves... but had I proven myself worthy of love?

Only time would tell.

****

As the weeks went on, my business grew more successful. Sharon, Lisa, and Rebecca tended the house during the day and were ready to be fucked when I got back at night. Sometimes I would have all three of them; sometimes I would just take one to my room, or perhaps two.

Sometimes I bound their breasts, having their nipples aching and ready for me to suck. I enjoyed tying Sharon up while she watched me fuck Lisa or Rebecca. Seeing my stepmom bound and helpless was one of my greatest turn-ons.

I realized that the love Rebecca spoke of was part of me, as well. Even if our relationship was...different...we were still a family.

I loved each of my women; Rebecca as my wife, loving and faithful; Sharon as my stepmother; sexual and mature, providing a kind of motherly love; and Lisa as my teacher and pet, ready to serve me at all times and also show me things I had never discovered.

Through each of them I found new ways of seeing the world.

The chip, over time, changed as well. It became part of me, to the point where I could key in commands simply with my thoughts. After a while, building up my company, I invested more in R&D for this kind of brain-computer interface. Soon I was equipping men who came to me, seeking the same sort of control over women they wished to dominate. I screened them all to make sure they were suitable candidates. The technology itself was not cheap.

One day when I was in my office (I had brought Rebecca) I sat looking out the window, surveying my empire.

I was pleased with my accomplishments, with everything that had transpired.

My wife came to me and sat on my lap. Her nipple clamps underneath the blouse she wore protruded slightly. “Are you pleased, sir?” she asked, holding my strong shoulders.

“Yes, I am pleased. The world has become the way I wanted it to. I own more companies, more technology, more power than I ever thought possible.” I brushed my hand over her left nipple, teasing the clamp and drawing a shiver from her. “My wife is the most beautiful, horny creature on her. How could I be happier?”

She smiled and came in for a kiss, arms threading around my neck. She was small and soft against me, giving a soft moan of pleasure as our tongues met. I caressed her breast with my hand, playing with the tender bud. My cock throbbed with the thought that this woman was mine completely and utterly. My toy, my property. My love.

I slid her panties the side and took my thick cock out, guiding her onto me. She spread her legs and straddled me, taking me deep inside her. She gasped as my hardness filled her pussy, the thick shaft pushing up into her belly.

“I love you, master,” she whispered, gazing into my eyes.

“I love you, Rebecca.” My fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her in for a hot kiss. I began sliding in and out of her, rocking her on my lap. She ground against me, angling her pussy just right, the way I had taught her, to give me maximum penetration. My finger played with her tender rosebud. I pressed inside her ass, fucking her in each hole, making her cry out in passion into my mouth.

“Come for me, sweet Rebecca. Cum on your master’s cock.”

She shivered and experienced a powerful orgasm right there, her whole body shuddering with pleasure. It gave me pleasure to know I controlled her so utterly, so thoroughly, that I could make her orgasm on command. I continued fucking up into her, my cock going deeper and deeper with every thrust.

I groaned and filled her with cum, shooting thick jets into her pussy. We kissed tenderly as my seed spilled out of her, her womb overflowing with my cum. No doubt she was pregnant by now, or very near to it.

I put my hand on her belly. “Are you ready to bear my child?”

“Yes, master.” She gazed at me with pure submission and adoration. “Every time you fill me with your hot, virile seed...I pray that I’ll become pregnant.”

I smiled and kissed her once more.

Life was truly perfect.

****
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Jake

“Master...my Jake...my son....Your cum tastes so delicious.”

He chuckled and stroked my hair. “Glad you like it.”

“I’d love a daily diet of it, sir.”

He seemed to like that idea, pulling me to my feet and squeezing my ass. “You would, would you? A daily diet of your stepson’s cum?” His warmth near me, his strong hands massaging my ass, and his lips at my neck...my pussy gushed freshly at his words. I felt insatiable, so horny I was going mad with the need to be fucked.

“Please, love...please put it inside me...I need you to fuck me, Jake.”

He turned me, bending me over the sink and hiking up my dress. I didn’t have panties on underneath, so his warm, thick fingers instantly contacted my swollen cunt lips. I gasped as I felt his digit invade me; biting my lip, I pressed back on him, feeling behind where I knew his groin was. As I suspected, his cock was hard again, swinging and ready to penetrate me.

The Magic Phone: Part I

Clara

My stepson, Jake, just loved to trash his room.

Even though he was a grown man now, with a job and a life, he lived at home with me and his dad. Although dad was usually gone, probably off fucking his slutty secretary.

My husband’s infidelity should have bothered me, but it really didn’t. I suppose that was the first sign I was no longer in love with him; we occasionally had sex, but it was passionless. I felt nothing. When I found the rolled up condoms and little gifts his secretary had left him, my suspicions were confirmed. Undoubtedly, it was because she was way hotter than me; I was past my prime. Used up. Frumpy. Old.

I stayed with him, though; what real choice did I have? I hadn’t been in the workforce for years. Plus, I didn’t want to lose Jake. He could be annoying at times, but I loved him like he was my own son.

If I could just get him to pick up his room...

I sighed, collecting dirty laundry and putting it into the hamper. Picking up wrappers and old boxes. I found some nude magazines in the corner and sighed. Well, I guess he is a hot-blooded young man. What can I expect?

I noticed he had left his phone in the corner. Huh. That’s odd. He usually takes that with him everywhere. I picked it up, taking it to the dresser where I started to set it down.

The screen flickered. It flashed a bright pink light, surprising me. I found myself compelled to look — and saw a hypnotic swirl on the screen.

That’s...weird...

I heard a voice in my mind.

“You are meant to serve.”

I was suddenly seized with a strange sensation, my body feeling weak, my knees turning to jelly. I sat down on the bed, trying to steady myself. “What is...going on?”

Everything changed.

I felt...different.

My breasts swelled, becoming heavier and feeling full, the nipples protruding. I gasped softly, my pussy suddenly feeling tingly and aroused. My mind settled on a memory of Jake: here on this very bed, one time when I had caught him masturbating. For whatever reason, all I could think of was his huge, hard cock, and his hand wrapped around it. I had the deep desire to suck it...and to serve him...

Just like the voice said.

****

Jake

“I’m home, mom.”

I took my jacket off, looking around. No one was there. Dad was usually off at work, so that was no surprise; but usually mom was here, or one of her friends. She had people over sometimes to play cards or have coffee with.

So it was weird to find the house totally silent and empty.

I went into the kitchen, pulling out some stuff to make dinner. I wasn’t the greatest cook ever, so sandwiches would have to do.

“Hello, Jakey.”

I heard my stepmom’s sultry purr behind me and turned.

What I saw made my jaw drop — and my cock instantly hard.

“What...mom...”

She was totally different. Her breasts pushed out from the tight little blue dress she was wearing. It barely covered her full hips and butt, which now looked incredibly sexy. This morning when I’d left for work she’d been a frumpy housewife; now she looked like a glamour model, or a porn star, or maybe both.

Her hair was full and brown with blonde highlights, her makeup done perfectly. She was way more attractive than I had ever remembered. Had she just gotten a makeover or something? When had her breasts gotten so big?

And why was she looking at me like...like I was a hot young guy she wanted to fuck, and not her own stepson?

She came up to me, hips swaying, licking her lips erotically. “You’ve been gone all day, love...and momma’s been home alone...all by her lonesome.”

“Home...alone?”

She put her hand on my stomach, rubbing it up toward my chest, giving me a pouty look. “Mmmmhm. And now you’re back, I was wondering if you might have something for me...”

“What’s th — ohhhh.”

I cut off as her hand went to my crotch, rubbing my bulging hardon. “Mom, this can’t be right...”

She unzipped me, withdrawing my cock and smiling. “You really are my big, big boy...”

****

Clara

The look on his face was priceless.

Jake had no idea what was happening. For that matter, neither did I. All I knew was I was horny, so horny, and I wanted my stepson to fuck me.

It seemed wrong...it was wrong...but I couldn’t think of anything else. Ever since I had gone to his room and picked up that phone, my pussy had been dripping. The only cock that would satisfy me was Jake’s.

I placed my lips around his thick shaft — it was much bigger than I expected. I licked up and down the hard, silky tip, feeling his precum begin to drip. It tasted sweet and delicious. “Mmmm...”

He groaned and ran his fingers through my hair. “Mom...you can’t do this...but...god, it feels good...”

“Just give in, baby. Trust me...everything will be okay.”

My words sounded hypnotic and different — I could see they were affecting him. I continued to talk to him this way as I sucked on his big cock, soothing him, telling him it was fine for us to be this way. “I want to serve you...I want you to be my master, Jake.”

He stared down at me in surprise. “What?”

“I want you to own me. To have me. My body is yours completely, love, for you to use any way you want. Whenever you want.”

His surprise turned to delight, and then something dominant seemed to take hold. Maybe the same power that was changing me was doing the same to him. Indeed, I noticed his stance seemed taller...his muscles larger...his whole body more powerful. His fingers tightened in my hair and he said in a deep voice, “Suck me, mom. Take your son’s cock deep.”

Urged on by his words, I eagerly took him deeper in my mouth, moaning softly as I did. I found that I was now an expect cocksucker, able to withstand the largeness of his member; something I could never do before. On my knees, at my stepson’s crotch, sucking his big dick in the kitchen, my pussy gushing...I felt like a total slut. And I loved it.

He did, too. He smiled, holding my hair and caressing it one minute, then tightening his fingers and fucking my mouth dominantly the next. He grunted into me and thrust his big cock between my lips. His large member throbbed between my mouth, sending tingles in my pussy; I couldn’t help but play with myself, trying to ease the ache in my sex.

I licked and sucked on his big member, wanting it in me. I flicked my tongue across the head and then engulfed it, my lips pressing his hard flesh. He groaned and cried out, “Mom, I’m going to cum.”

I could only moan around his cock, hoping he would understand how badly I wanted him to cum in my mouth. How much I needed his hot seed dripping between my lips. He thrust into my throat and started spurting, thick gobs of cum flowing from his tip. I thought I would choke but I didn’t; it seemed in my new form, I knew exactly how to take him so I could swallow every drop. I sucked and sucked, swallowing his hot seed, the taste igniting even greater passion inside me. As he sent the last spurts into my mouth, some of his thick cream dribbled from the corners of my mouth. I took it in with my tongue and swallowed, not wanting to waste a drop.

I gazed up at him reverently and he bent down, kissing me.

“Master...my Jake...my son....Your cum tastes so delicious.”

He chuckled and stroked my hair. “Glad you like it.”

“I’d love a daily diet of it, sir.”

He seemed to like that idea, pulling me to my feet and squeezing my ass. “You would, would you? A daily diet of your son’s cum?” His warmth near me, his strong hands massaging my ass, and his lips at my neck...my pussy gushed freshly at his words. I felt insatiable, so horny I was going mad with the need to be fucked.

“Please, love...please put it inside me...I need you to fuck me, Jake.”

He turned me, bending me over the sink and hiking up my dress. I didn’t have panties on underneath, so his warm, thick fingers instantly contacted my swollen cunt lips. I gasped as I felt his digit invade me; biting my lip, I pressed back on him, feeling behind where I knew his groin was. As I suspected, his cock was hard again, swinging and ready to penetrate me.

I spread myself for him as I felt him take hold of his big dick. “Here it comes, mom. I’m going to fuck you...your son is putting his cock in your pussy...”

“Yes, baby! Put it in me! Fuck me with that big, hard dick! Ohhhhh god....”

As he put it in, I felt the tip spreading me wide, pushing deep into my wet walls. His long shaft penetrated me and I grabbed the sink for balance. My pussy seemed desperate for his cock, clenching around him, making lewd wet noises.

“Oh god, it’s so big...Fill me, master...fill me...”

He squeezed my tits, grunting as he pushed inside me. I lowered and raised myself on his stiff pole, feeling him thrust up inside me. He took control and began forcefully fucking his stepmother’s pussy; my cunt wrapped around his cock, holding tight to him, our bodies slapping together, gasps of passion filling the room.

I looked down and saw our bodies joined. His cock was inside my pussy, so hard in me, spearing me. I held the sink tightly as I felt a violent orgasm overcoming me. I squealed in lust, my tits swaying as he bounced me on his hard cock. I had never felt so full, so impaled, so helpless. I wanted to be helpless...bound...tied up, made to service him. Forced to suck him. Forced to be used by him.

“Oh god, Jake. I’m cumming. You’re making your mother cum...”

“I’m cumming too, mom. Oh, shit. Here it is...” He thrust in several times, deep, pressing up deep inside me. My tight channel squeezed his width. He plunged and pounded — and then he stayed, his balls pressed against the round globes of my ass. His cum coated my inner walls, spurting hit inside me, making me gasp. My orgasm was drawn out, shudders wracking my body. Thankfully he was there behind me, holding me, or I would have collapsed from the pleasure.

We stayed like that, locked together, his cock slowly softening inside me. He pulled out and I felt such a wet stickiness on the insides of my thighs, so wrong, so amazing. He turned me to face him and held my jaw in his hands, kissing me softly.

Then dominantly. His lips possessed mine. I knew he had changed.

That whatever had altered me...it had taken him, too.

Made him alpha.

He gazed into my eyes, and said, “Mom...you’re going to be my slut, now.”

The way he said it there was no room for argument; not that I would have wanted to argue.

“All I want is to serve you, baby. To be your sexy mother slut.”

He smiled. “I like the sound of that.”

He slapped my ass. I giggled.

“Maybe I should get cleaned up, then make us a real meal, what do you think?”

He nodded. “Sounds good. And when you change, wear something sexy. Some nice white lingerie. Lacy and hot. So I can tear it off you later.”

My pussy creamed at the thought. I loved the idea of dressing hot for my son. Teasing him in my lacy bra and panties. I would have to buy new ones; my wardrobe right now was anything but sexy. I did, however, have a few decent things I could select for him.

****

Jake

What kind of guy gets as lucky as I have?

I come home thinking it’s going to be a normal night, and the next thing I know, I’m balls deep inside my hot, hot mother.

While she was changing, I played around on my work phone. My other one was still upstairs. I realized then I’d left it there that day.

Shit, I thought. That app I downloaded last night. Babe Maker, or whatever it was called. There’s no way it could have actually worked, right?

The app’s description promised that anyone who picked it up would be instantly transformed. Made into a hypersexual, eager-to-fuck version of themselves.

Had it really changed my mom like that?

I remembered another part of it: that it could change people who came into proximity with the person. So anyone who touched or interacted with mom could also be slutty — or alpha.

While Clara cooked dinner, I looked at my reflection. My jaw had changed, becoming harder, slightly more rough and stubbled. My muscles were larger, pushing out of my shirt. My cock...yeah, that was definitely bigger too, though I had already been about eight inches. Now I was longer and thicker in girth, coming to probably nine inches.

The kind of cock most guys would kill for. My balls were larger and heavier, too. You could say...well-hung.

I looked like a powerful, dominant alpha male...the kind of man women would beg to service. To get fucked by.

I could tell a difference in my sex drive. While I watched mom at the kitchen counter, stirring the casserole, her ass swaying under the tight little skirt she’d selected, my dick raged to life again. I came up behind her, massaging her full globes in my fingers, pressing my cock against her ass.

“Mmmm,” she said, pressing backwards into me with a smile. “Wow, you’re horny again, aren’t you, sir...”

“Yep. I’d love to be deep inside that sexy, tight, hot, wet pussy of yours.” I purred the words into her ear and heard her moan.

She dropped the spoon into the casserole and picked it up again. I could tell she was having trouble keeping her hands steady as I slowly rubbed my cock up and down her full bottom. She couldn’t help herself; she ground her hips back against me, trying to get me inside her.

“Nnnnhhh,” she moaned, frustrated. My hands went to her tits and squeezed.

“Good sluts know how to wait. When I’m good and ready, I’ll fuck you. And you’re a good slut, aren’t you, mother?”

She gasped. “Yes, baby...I’ll be good for you, I promise.”

I rubbed my cock against her ass some more and gave her full, heavy tits a final squeeze. I breathed in deep at her neck; she smelled sweet and good, like roses and cream and all the wonderful things mothers should smell like. I also smelled her arousal; it was strong, her scent still rich in my nose. I wanted to bury my face in her pussy and lick that sweet, wet center of hers...And I told her so, making her shiver.

“But later,” I said, smiling. “For now, I need food. Your master needs his dinner...”

“Coming right up, baby.” She smiled at me and got back to her cooking.

As we ate, the heat and sexual tension between us simmered. I was still in amazement over what happened. But silently, I was thanking my lucky stars she had found that phone.

****
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Elizabeth

I felt the hardness in his pants pressing into me, at my stomach. It made me gasp. He was big; I knew that much. The temptation was for me to touch him, right then and there, to stroke his cock like a dripping wet slut, which was exactly how I felt.

“Touch it,” he said, sensing my thoughts. He leaned back, giving me that hot stare again.

Seeing that I was too afraid, he took my hand and guided it to his jeans. He let me rub up and down, feeling the thick, hard flesh in his pants. I bit my lip, stifling a moan. My pussy was so wet I felt my panties growing quickly soaked. I wanted his big, hard cock inside me.

“I have the strong need to bend you over this desk and fuck you right here,” he growled, “But I’ve been wanting to take you out to dinner. For a long, long time.” He chuckled. “So we’ll do that first.”

My nipples were very erect; he noticed and began to massage my breasts through my blouse. His strong hands there made me gasp again. “Oh god...why am I reacting to you this way?” I whispered.

He chuckled. “Because deep down you want this as much as I do, Elizabeth.”

The Magic Phone: Part II

Elizabeth

I drove to the university as normal that day. I had a full day of teaching classes. I’d worn my usual professional attire: a short, crisp gray skirt and blouse, with a single silver necklace around my throat. As I navigated the streets, I thought ahead to my lesson plans, thinking through what I would teach.

The first class went normally. The second...I noticed something different.

As I was lecturing, I spotted a young man in the audience. He was startlingly attractive, with a handsome jawline and great features. I was rarely turned on by a student — which I assumed he was — so it surprised me. He was also very familiar. I could have sworn I knew him from somewhere.

After the class ended, he came up to me. Chairs shuffled as students filed out. When it was just the two of us, he approached and smiled.

“Hi, Professor Blake.”

Nervously, without thinking, I adjusted my hair and smiled back. “Hi there. Are you new to the class?”

He chuckled. “I guess you don’t remember me.”

“Should I?”

He held out his hand. “Jake Harold. From your last year’s graduating class.”

Jake! I was stunned to recognize him. The Jake I remembered had been lanky and a bit shy, definitely awkward, but very smart. A likable young man, for sure. Nothing like the hottie that was getting me going; as he shook my hand, his warm grip ignited something in me, making my pussy tingle.

Get a hold of yourself, Elizabeth, I told myself. Why are you thinking this way...?

“It’s nice to see you again, Professor.”

“Call me Elizabeth.” Feeling flustered, I put my things into my laptop bag, looking for an excuse to busy my hands.

“Elizabeth. That’s a really nice name.”

I smiled. “Did you want to see me for something?”

“Yes, actually. I was wondering if you could join me for dinner tonight.”

It was a bold, brazen request. He and I both knew it. Had any other student asked me, I would have flat-out refused.

But there was something about Jake, now. Something completely irresistible...something that drew me in. I realized he was coming around the desk, closing the distance between us. I didn’t stop him when his hand brushed mine, his touch igniting that spark in me again, making my sex grow wet.

“You’d like me to come to dinner...?”

“Yes, I would.” He leaned in, his hands running gently up and down my arms. My breasts pressed into his chest, the contact making me even hornier. Suddenly I wanted nothing more than to get on my knees, taking the huge cock I just knew was in his pants out, and suck on him until he came in my mouth.

I never had thoughts like this. But there was something so hypnotic about his voice, his gaze... His eyes burned into me. His touch was gentle yet dominant, somehow possessive. I knew I couldn’t refuse him.

“Yes...I’d love that,” I murmured, gazing up into his eyes.

“Good. I’ll pick you up at eight.” He leaned in close and I smelled his strong, masculine scent; it was pleasant and fresh and commanding, slightly like cologne and spice, and also something deep and powerful. His lips touched my neck and I exhaled softly. Instead of pulling away, I actually raised my chin higher, allowing him better access to my neck, which he kissed softly.

“You’ve changed,” I murmured, putting my hands around his strong arms. I felt his biceps underneath, the hard muscle flexing beneath my touch.

“Yes, I have.” His hands went to my ass, squeezing and massaging. I would never have let anyone else do this — except maybe my husband — but with Jake, I was all too ready to let him use my body however he wanted. My pussy juiced as he squeezed and kneaded my flesh, his lips placing light kisses along my neck. I felt dominated, even though he had forced me to do anything; I wanted to submit to this man.

But why? My rational mind screamed for control, trying to piece through what was happening. I knew somewhere inside that this was too fast...that Jake was my student...that we shouldn’t do this...I was married...

But I couldn’t resist him. I simply couldn’t. On the contrary, I had the burning, completely undeniable need to give myself up to him. To be claimed by him sexually.

I felt the hardness in his pants pressing into me, at my stomach. It made me gasp. He was big; I knew that much. The temptation was for me to touch him, right then and there, to stroke his cock like a dripping wet slut, which was exactly how I felt.

“Touch it,” he said, sensing my thoughts. He leaned back, giving me that hot stare again.

Seeing that I was too afraid, he took my hand and guided it to his jeans. He let me rub up and down, feeling the thick, hard flesh in his pants. I bit my lip, stifling a moan. My pussy was so wet I felt my panties growing quickly soaked. I wanted his big, hard cock inside me.

“I have the strong need to bend you over this desk and fuck you right here,” he growled, “But I’ve been wanting to take you out to dinner. For a long, long time.” He chuckled. “So we’ll do that first.”

My nipples were very erect; he noticed and began to massage my breasts through my blouse. His strong hands there made me gasp again. “Oh god...why am I reacting to you this way?” I whispered.

He chuckled. “Because deep down you want this as much as I do, Elizabeth.”

He kissed me then, and my head swam. His lips possessed mine. My hands went around his shoulders, feeling his strength and supportive frame. I felt protected, desired, and dominated all at once. I loved it.

I hadn’t been kissed like this in forever.

His crotch pressed into mine, the hard bulge making me moan. I wanted it in me. I stroked him more readily, now, feeling bolder. My mouth opened wider for him, and his tongue slid into my mouth, caressing mine. His hands continued to work at my breasts, making me hornier than ever.

He broke the kiss. We were both breathing hard. “I don’t want to go too far yet. We’re saving some of this for our date.” He smiled.

I blushed. “You’re really taking me on a date?”

“Yes, I am.”

At the back of my mind, something protested. What was it...oh, right. I was married.

I didn’t care, not now. All I knew was that I wanted to please Jake. He wanted to take me on a date and I was elated at the idea.

“See you tonight.”

With a last kiss on my neck, he released me, giving me that hot stare.

Then he disappeared, leaving me breathless and wet, my shirt slightly unbuttoned, my hair a bit mussed, and my lips red from his kiss.

****

Jake

I picked Elizabeth up at her house as I had designated. She was waiting for me, giving me a soft kiss on the cheek as I led her down the driveway. Her husband was off on some business trip — not that it would have mattered anyway. With the magic phone having its impact on me and my stepmother, the aura was strong. I was alpha. My sexual pull on women around me was undeniable and irresistible.

Which was good, because I had desired my sexy former professor for a long time. Going after her was something I’d never thought possible. It seemed all my dreams were coming true.

She wore a low-cut dress, backless, black, shapely. It hugged her slim but curvaceous figure, making her breasts accentuated in a way that I found immensely pleasing. She was not a very tall woman, being only about 5’3” or so, and quite petite. I loved her size; small women were the best to fuck, as I was coming to learn. I liked the contrast between a tight little pussy and my thick cock splitting them open.

I also liked the feeling of power and dominance as I drove with her ned tot me. I put my hand on her thigh and felt her shiver slightly at my touch. She was affected strongly by the aura I was giving off. Her hand stroked mine gently and she even spread her legs a little as I slid my hand toward her pussy.

This version of Elizabeth was nothing like the reserved professor I remembered. I knew it was because of the app, of course. She was only behaving in this horny, fuck me as soon as you can sort of way because of my alphaness.

But I sure as hell wasn’t complaining.

I guided her into the restaurant, keeping my hand on her lower back. We sat and talked for a while, then ordered, sharing a bottle of wine. She seemed totally at ease with me, her large blue eyes gazing into mine. We sat close; I continually massaged her thigh throughout the meal, or touched her shoulder, or caressed her cheek. She let me touch her however I wanted; she leaned into each caress. She spread her legs as my hand wandered further inward along her thigh. She gasped as my fingers found her wetness, playing gently with the dripping lips of her pussy. I inserted a finger inside her as she sipped her wine; her eyes widened and she gave a small moan into the glass, but I knew no one noticed.

I grinned.

****

Elizabeth

Feeling Jake’s fingers inside me was incredibly arousing. The wine spread heat along my neck and made me feel a pleasurable tingle inside. But when I felt his fingers invade me, I couldn’t stop myself from growing wetter. I leaned in toward him, wanting more of him inside me.

The wine also served to make me bolder. I leaned in toward his ear, my lips touching it. His pleasant cologne filled my nose as I whispered: “I want more than your fingers inside me, sir.”

“What do you want inside you?” He smiled, caressing the back of my neck with his other hand.

“Your cock.”

“Mmmm...and what would you do with it, if you had my cock right now?”

He took my hand and placed it on his bulge underneath the table. God, he was hard. So hard, and so big. I could feel the throb of his meaty shaft and ached for it deep in my pussy. “I would suck it, sir...Move my lips up and down your hot, hard shaft...feel your meat in my mouth...”

He gave a satisfied chuckle and leaned back, letting me massage his cock with my fingers.

Our waiter brought the food and we ate. It was a delicious dinner. Having Jake’s company only made it better. As we dined, he whispered sweet, sexy little promises to me about how he would ravish me when we got back to his place. By the end of the meal I was so turned on, I thought I would explode.

Jake seemed to notice and as we got to the car, he pressed me against it from behind. My breasts shoved into the hard metal as he put his hands on my hips, making me gasp with desire. “You want me inside you, don’t you, my lovely little slut?”

“Yes, master...” My hands went to the windows and I felt his cock rubbing my ass. His hands went to my skirt and he raised it up, sliding my panties to the side. I heard his zipper and second later, felt the rubbing of his tip along my dripping cunt.

I moaned out loud. Wantonly, sluttily. “Ohhhh, Jake...please...please don’t tease me...”

He slid the hardness of his tip up and down my pussy lips. Then slowly he inserted himself, my cunt eagerly accepting him, taking him in. My walls clutched around him as he moved back and forth, withdrawing and then pushing in again, only going about halfway or so. Every time I felt his hardness in me, I gasped again.

He tore down the top of my dress, tugging my bra up, freeing my breasts. They pressed into the cold glass, my nipples hard little point. He began fucking me in earnest, his body thrusting against mine on the car. I couldn’t believe he was taking me this way; it was so raw, so risky; anyone could see us out here. Yet the very thought of that excited me — the fact that we could be spotted at any moment. Someone could see my master fucking me... my master.

“Jake....oh god. Your cock is so big.”

“Take it,” he groaned. “Take it deep in your pussy, Elizabeth. Clench it tight around me.”

I did what he asked, squeezing his thick meat with my cunt. The pleasure increased for both of us, our mutual groans filling the air. He took me hard against the car, fucking into me. The deeper his cock went, the closer I got to the edge. My orgasm was just seconds away when he grabbed my breasts, pulling me back against him, squeezing my nipples hard.

“I’ve been waiting to fuck you for a long time,” he growled in my ear. “Feel your hot, tight little body in my arms...feel your pussy clutching my cock like this.”

“Yes...” I gasped. “Yes, sir. It feels so good. I want you to cum in me. Fill me up, please...”

His cock pushed in so deep I thought he would split me right open. I felt his fingers at my sex, spreading me wide, making me take him impossibly deep. He pounded me hard, sending me over the edge, making me cum all over his huge cock inside me.

“Yes, Jake...my lord...my master...I’m cumming...make your horny little slut cum on your big cock...”

“Fuck.” He grunted, thrusting deep, his tip pressing into my womb. “Here it comes. Take my seed...take it all.”

I felt his hot cum gushing into me, flooding my insides, coating me with his virile sperm. I was not on the pill; my husband and I rarely had sex these days, so I saw no need for it. If he came in me now, I would very likely get pregnant. I knew Jake’s seed was powerful and potent, due to him being the alpha, dominant god that he was.

“Oh god.” I shuddered, feeling his cock spasming into me. My pussy juiced around him, our combined funds trailing down my thighs. I felt his huge dick give several more strong spurts, then he pulled out, his semen staining my thighs.

I reveled in the sensation, just enjoying the feeling of his cum inside me and on my skin. I had the irresistible urge to turn and take his cock into my mouth. So I did. I knelt down at his groin and and kissed his strong abs and stomach, then took his cock in my mouth, sucking him clean.

He groaned and held my head. He never went soft; he got even harder as I sucked on him, feeling his delicious, warm cock between my lips. I slurped lustfully on him and took him deep into my throat. He started to fuck into me, holding my head and thrusting.

My lips seemed to know just what to do, widening around him, my head angling at the right position to take him deeper and deeper. Mmmmm, I thought. This is all I ever want to do...have his big dick down my throat, so full and warm... My pussy juiced at the thought of being his sex slave, ready to take him wherever he wanted.

He pulled me off his cock and I told him. “Make me yours, sir...your slut, ready to do your bidding at all times. I wanna suck your cock...and take it in my pussy....in my ass...Wherever you want, baby.”

He grunted, holding his thick shaft, spurting a second time. His cum drenched my face and my tits, spewing onto me. I didn’t waste a drop, licking the sweet and delicious white cum my fingers.

“You’re a good girl,” he purred, caressing my hair, stroking my scalp with his fingers.

I smiled and leaned against my master’s thigh. This was where I belonged.

He picked me up, carrying me to the car and settling me inside. “Where are we going, sir?”

“Home,” he said, getting in on the other side and starting it up. “So I can fuck you good and proper, in my own bed.”

I trembled with excitement at the thought.

****
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Jake

“Are you wet for me, my sexy little pet?”

I shivered at his question. “Yes, sir. I am.”

“Let’s see.”

He slowly unzipped my skirt and pulled it down, just enough so he could slip his hand inside my panties. I gasped as I felt his strong fingers in my wetness, his index finger swirling inside me, playing with my clit. “You are wet, such a naughty girl.”

I gasped and ground myself gently against his fingers. I wanted something bigger. My hands dug into his strong shoulders, feeling the muscle beneath.

He smiled, sensing my lust, and tugged down my bra. My nipples and breasts swung free. He gazed at them with desire, then looked up to me. That look ignited such wetness and tingling in my pussy, I thought I would go crazy.

His lips closed around my left nipple and sucked hard. I cradled his head, feeling incredible sensation in my cunt. Just this morning I had come into work thinking it would be a normal day; now my skirt was half down, panties soaked and tugged to the side, my blouse open, bra down...my boss sucking on my tits.

The thought was hot enough to send fresh waves of sensation through me. My clit buzzed and tingled. His lips made soft sucking sounds as he suckled me; his tongue swirled around my nipples. Somewhere in the back of my mind came the thought that this was the strangest workplace I’d ever been in — that clearly, all the women here had given up their power, putting it in the hands of the men. Especially my alpha boss, Jake Harolds.

The Magic Phone: Part III

Sarah

I was just out of college and had gotten my first job. I worked at a tech firm that did some...shall we say, top secret apps. They ranged from dating apps to personal fitness — with the emphasis on relationships and dating. I was fine with that; I’d been a natural matchmaker in college, hooking my friends up successfully, even watching two of them get married.

The only thing was, I noticed some strange events around my office. For one, there was an odd dress code. Female employees had to wear short skirts (short defined as above the thigh) and tight-fitting blouses, with lacy bras underneath and two buttons (at least) that were open. The result was that most of the women looked...well, slutty. That wasn’t a huge deal to me, except for the other things.

It was my boss. He was very handsome; tall, rugged, a chiseled jaw, muscles sleek under his dark suits. Deep voice. Dark blue eyes that just drew you in and made you feel like you were in a trance. I definitely had a crush on him and suspected most of the women in the office did as well.

The strange thing was...sometimes he would call one of the women into his office. The door would close...and an hour or two later she would emerge, giggly and happy, her hair mussed, her blouse even more unbuttoned and skewed, her skirt sort of half-pulled up along the thigh, her lips red and swollen.

In short, she looked like she’d just gotten very well fucked.

Of course, I had no idea what was going on, until one day he called me in.

“Yes, Mr. Harolds?” I asked. My eyes flicked over the name plate on his desk: Jake Harolds, CEO.

“Could you close the door, Sarah? I’d like to meet with you privately.”

My heart raced, palms sweating a bit as I complied. I pulled my skirt down a bit, turning back to him.

“Come up to my desk.”

He sat there looking very handsome, smiling slightly, his powerful, masculine aura just exuding from him.

“Do you like working here, Sarah?”

“I do sir, very much.”

He took me in with his eyes, making me feel both nervous and excited. I realized my pussy was growing wet from his intense stare. His gaze swept over me, moving up and down my body. He held his hand out, beckoning to me.

“Come here.”

I stepped close into his arms, giddy with the chance to make physical contact with this handsome man. Nothing at all struck me as odd about it; it just seemed normal. Heck, it seemed more than normal...I wanted it, so badly. Wanted him.

He smiled as his hands caressed me, moving up and down my body. They came to rest on my ass, squeezing gently. Then his fingers unbuttoned my blouse, going through one button at a time until my belly button showed. I heard my breathing growing faster, my heart pounding in my ears.

He leaned in close, breath hot on my neck. I smelled his warm, masculine scent, both comforting and extremely attractive. “Are you wet for me, my sexy little pet?”

I shivered at his question. “Yes, sir. I am.”

“Let’s see.”

He slowly unzipped my skirt and pulled it down, just enough so he could slip his hand inside my panties. I gasped as I felt his strong fingers in my wetness, his index finger swirling inside me, playing with my clit. “You are wet, such a naughty girl.”

I gasped and ground myself gently against his fingers. I wanted something bigger. My hands dug into his strong shoulders, feeling the muscle beneath.

He smiled, sensing my lust, and tugged down my bra. My nipples and breasts swung free. He gazed at them with desire, then looked up to me. That look ignited such wetness and tingling in my pussy, I thought I would go crazy.

His lips closed around my left nipple and sucked hard. I cradled his head, feeling incredible sensation in my cunt. Just this morning I had come into work thinking it would be a normal day; now my skirt was half down, panties soaked and tugged to the side, my blouse open, bra down...my boss sucking on my tits.

The thought was hot enough to send fresh waves of sensation through me. My clit buzzed and tingled. His lips made soft sucking sounds as he suckled me; his tongue swirled around my nipples. Somewhere in the back of my mind came the thought that this was the strangest workplace I’d ever been in — that clearly, all the women here had given up their power, putting it in the hands of the men. Especially my alpha boss.

It’s true, I realized. Now it all made sense. The things I’d seen — glimpses I’d caught behind half-closed doors, of men in powerful positions (VPs, Chairmen, Board directors...) sitting at their desks. Usually an attractive secretary or assistant (because that’s all we women could get promoted to) would be on his lap, getting sucked or fucked. One time I walked right into a meeting and saw an attractive blonde secretary with her lips parted, gasping softly, sitting on her boss’ lap. I realized in that moment his cock was in her, her skirt pushed up and her panties moved to the side, his thick member squishing in and out of her.

It was the most erotic thing in my life. I could have left, of course, but I didn’t. Why? Because something in me was deeply aroused...curious...horny.

I wanted to be that girl, having her boss’ cock deep inside her as she worked, or sat in a meeting or...

Jake’s hand suddenly came around my neck, rub bin the back of it. “Suck my cock, Sarah. I want to see those pretty lips around my shaft.”

I eagerly sank to my knees, taking out his huge, hard dick. I stroked it lustfully, feeling the throbbing, hot meat in my hands. I licked along the side; he was warm and salty-sweet, his precum dripping readily. My pussy tingled as I serviced him, my head bobbing. I felt the juice squishing out of my pussy, I was so turned on, so desperate for him to fuck me.

“Suck it...suck it hard. Be a good slut for your master.” His voice turned rough and dominant, making me quiver inside. I cradled his balls in my hands and licked along each one, sucking them into my mouth. Then I took his cock deep in my throat, not caring if I gagged. I just wanted please this incredible, sexy, powerful, dominant man. He pushed my head down, fucking upward into my face, forcing his cock deep.

Yet instead of being difficult, it was incredibly pleasurable. His cock seemed to stretch my mouth to its limits, and I loved feeling so full that way. I loved the way his tip touched deep in my throat, and I loved feeling used like a slut, my mouth just a tool for his pleasure. I was quivering on the verge of orgasm just from sucking my new master’s cock.

My head bobbed, lips making wet sucking sounds. His groans filled the air as he neared his orgasm. I felt his hot seed begin to spurt and he growled, “Suck it all down...swallow your master’s cum.”

I happily did so, feeling the sweet hot liquid slide down my throat. It filled my belly, leaving a creamy warmth inside me. I licked my tongue and fingers clean, ensuring I had gotten all his tasty seed.

He breathed heavily, looking at me with approval. He pulled me to my feet and kissed me long and hard, making me moan softly against him.

“Good girl. You suck cock very well.”

I smiled at his compliment, leaning into his touch as he caressed my hair. His touch was gentle at first — and then he spun me around, making me squeak in surprise. He tugged my skirt and panties down, bent me roughly over the desk, and plunged his still-hard cock inside me.

“Oh god!” I cried, feeling him impale me. I orgasmed right then, cumming hard, his cock throbbing inside me. He held it there, deep, as I spasmed around his heavy length.

He chuckled. “You’re cumming on your master’s cock...feels good, doesn’t it?”

“It’s amazing...oh god, sir...it’s so good.” I held tight to the desk, feeling my orgasm spread through me, the bliss so overwhelming, I felt light-headed.

Then he began fucking me, sliding his big dick in and out of my pussy. His hands gripped my hips, his meat filling me over and over, making my inner walls spread to accommodate him.

He turned me around so he could see me, pinning my wrists to the desk. I wrapped my legs around him, trying to get him deeper inside me. “It feels so good, master...your cock so deep in me.”

He smiled and kissed me, holding my throat. He sucked on my tongue. I moaned in pleasure. Everything he did made me fill with that tingling, electric sensation; I was high on pleasure. I was getting fucked by a true alpha stud.

“Fuck, it’s so big,” I gasped, bouncing in time with his thrusts. He grabbed my tits, squeezing hard and sucking on them. I gripped his cock with my pussy instinctively. “You’re so big...you’re stretching my walls all around your big dick, sir.”

“You like a huge cock in you, Sarah? Feeling your master’s dick filling you up?”

“Yes, master. I love it!”

He pounded me harder, making me scream with pleasure. My cunt squeezed tight around him as I came again. He grabbed my breasts and pounded me even harder, making the desk shake with his thrusts. Then he held himself deep inside me and spurted hot jets of cum, making me tremble with ecstasy.

“Oh yes...I can feel you cumming in me, master. Oh my god!”

His orgasm triggered more waves of pleasure in me, making me quiver with pure bliss. He buried his face in my breasts, breathing hard, his muscular body moving in time with his breaths.

When he recovered, he pulled out of me, leaving his thick white cum dripping out of my pussy. I gazed down, seeing it, marveling at how much there was. I scooped some with my fingers and tasted, again filled with that delicious warm feeling as his cum filled my throat and stomach. But having it in my pussy...that was the most heavenly thing of all.

He had marked me, made me his. Painted my womb with his seed. Now I understood why all his secretaries came out giggling with their clothes in disarray.

He was fucking them. This whole office was his harem.

I understood why, of course. Master was so sexy, so hot. His body was that of a god. All I wanted to do was get down on my knees and worship every inch of him.

But he had other plans for me. He helped me get dressed and caressed my butt again, holding it in his hands. He kissed each of my breasts and said to my surprise and delight, “I’m taking you home with me tonight, Sarah. Would you like that?”

“Oh yes, sir. I’d love it.”

****

As he promised, Jake escorted me out after the workday was done. Well, I say escorted, but he actually carried me to his car. I was tiny compared to him and giggled, putting my arms around his strong neck. He clearly enjoyed holding me, enjoyed the power he had over me and my body. He liked the response he drew from me, the way his alpha male, testosterone-laced presence made me wet every time he came near. All he had to do was get close to me and I was gushing in my panties, ready to take his cock, his tongue, his fingers, whatever he wanted.

He had an enormous house. It was stately and fine, with long high windows and pillars. It was very welcoming inside. He had two other women there with him, his stepmother Clara and a former professor, Elizabeth. They were dressed...well, slutty. Both wore tight-fitting skirts and halter tops, showing off their full breasts and lacy bras underneath. It was obvious that Master enjoyed slutty outfits, and I hoped I would soon be able to dress that way for him too.

He introduced me to his other wives and caressed my ass again. He obviously enjoyed doing it, and I liked when he did. I leaned back into his hand, feeling his strong arms go around my waist. We stood together in the foyer, watching as Clara and Elizabeth cooked dinner. It filled the house with a delicious smell, that of roast chicken and vegetables. They had set the long wooden dinner table with place settings and candles, and a fire was lit in the hearth. Outside the snow fell; it was cold and dark out, making me even happier to be in the house, in Jake’s arms.

“Are you glad to be here, my pet?” he murmured, kissing my shoulder.

I leaned into his embrace, my hands resting on his. “I’m very happy, sir. I love it here.”

“Then you’ll be happy as my property, mine to use anytime I wish?” His hands went to my breasts, rubbing them gently, squeezing them together and releasing, squeezing and releasing. His grasp stimulated me, making me wet, making me feel powerless against his dominant hold. I loved that; it took my breath away.

“Yes,” I gasped. “I want to serve you. I want to be your slut, your property. I’ll do anything you wish...dress the way you wish...service you all the time.”

“Will you agree to bear my children as well? To give birth to my heirs, when I impregnate this lovely womb of yours?” His hands moved to my stomach, resting lightly there.

I shivered with pleasure at the idea. “Yes, Jake. I would love nothing more than to become pregnant by you.” The thought of his huge cock spurting in me...making me pregnant...

My pussy juiced at the thought.

****

Jake

By now I had not only acquired my own office and business, where I trained slutty secretaries and gave all my friends the women of their dreams...

I had also acquired three extremely hot women of my own. Clara, Elizabeth, and now Sarah.

She was so soft and pliable in my hands. My cock was fully erect, pressing into her ass as we stood there, my hands caressing her. I loved how she responded to me, her tits so full in my grasp, the nipples hard. I squeezed them and made her give those soft little moans I enjoyed so much.

“I want to fuck you right here,” I growled softly into her ear. “Want to fill you with my cock.”

“Please, do it, Jake,” she moaned.

While Clara and Elizabeth were just in the next room, cooking dinner, I took Sarah over to the couch and bent her over, sliding her panties and her skirt down, rubbing my hard cock against her entrance. She gasped as I pressed the tip inside, entering her slowly this time, wanting to fill her inch by inch, feeling the hardness of my cock spreading her around me.

“Oh god, Jake. It’s so big,” she gasped.

“You’re tight.”

As her pussy squeezed me, I felt a sudden tenderness and closeness to Sarah. Something about her — her purity, her submissiveness — pulled at me inside. I realized she was not only an insanely good fuck — she was the kind of girl I could fall in love with.

Buried balls-deep inside her, all I knew was that I needed to pump her full of cum. Claim her. Make her mine, and no other man’s.

As I plunged into her tight pussy, I thanked my lucky stars I’d come across that app. Not only had it transformed two of the hottest women I’d ever known, but it also brought me a new one, in Sarah. One I was quickly falling for.

I just hoped she would feel the same about me.

“Yes, Jake...fuck me...”

I gazed down at Sarah’s hot, tight little ass on the couch. Her butt jiggled as I fucked up into her, her hips just the right size. She was small, which I liked; petite women were perfect for spinning on my lap while I was deep inside. I gripped her perfect ass cheeks, leaving a deep red mark.

“Yes, master,” she gasped. “Spank my ass...mark me...make it red....”

I slapped her ass some more, spanking her good and hard. With every stroke, her pussy juiced more. I smiled to myself at the implications. She would be loads of fun upstairs in bed, where I could tie her down and fuck her good and hard.

I watched her pussy gushing more around me and knew I needed to see into her eyes, to watch her while I fucked her. I slid out of her and picked her up, carrying her to the couch and laying her on her back. I settled between her thighs — which she eagerly spread for me — and inserted myself again. We both moaned as I sank into her hot wet flesh.

“What a sight,” I heard Clara gasp behind me. I glanced back, seeing my two wives watching. I smiled to myself, feeling my harem was truly complete. Elizabeth was there as well, touching herself, her hand tubing up and down her wet slit underneath her skirt.

“So hot,” she agreed. “Watching Master fuck his new slut.”

I grunted as I felt Sarah’s pussy tighten around me. I turned back, seeing the look of pure lust in her eyes. Her fingers closed around my arms as I pounded into her, her body welcoming my cock deeper with each thrust.


“Yes,” she gasped. “Cum in me, sir.”

I felt her quivering around me, her body wracked with shudders as she came. Her orgasm triggered mine and I held hands with her, locking our fingers — though my other hand closed possessively around her throat.

“I’m cumming, Sarah. Master’s filling you with his cum.”

She gazed at me in wide-eyed rapture, her tits moving fast with her breathing. I spurted into her, filling her, pumping hot jets of cum into her womb. Splashing deep inside, I knew my seed was likely making her pregnant.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Fill me with your cum...knock me up, my sexy master. Give me your baby.”

I groaned at the thought of Sarah’s tight little belly turning round with pregnancy. I pumped even more sperm into her, my cock twitching inside.

When I was finally finished, I slowly recovered, gazing into her eyes. She smiled up at me and stroked my chest. “I love you, Master.”

I knew now I could say the words and mean them. “I love you too, Sarah. My sweet slut.”

I kissed her tenderly.

From behind me, Clara said, “Welcome to the family.”

She and Elizabeth stood together, gazing happily at us, looking at Sarah with a welcoming smile.

“That’s right,” I said, knowing all their bellies would soon be round with my babies. “We’re a family.”

My sweet, slutty little family.

In my pocket, the phone buzzed. The phone that had made all this possible.

I smiled to myself.

****
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Jason

Adam took off his shirt, revealing his rock hard chest and abs. He let me stroke his body, my fingers wandering over hard sinew of their own accord. I licked and sucked his chest, tasting his skin. He stroked my hair, pushing me lower. “Unbutton your blouse.”

I did as he asked, kneeling down, removing each button willingly. As I did, my thoughts turned more and more toward how to please him, and further away from right or wrong. There was no right or wrong, just pure pleasure. The office music, the sexy low jazz that played all day, certainly cast that kind of feeling; and that very mantra, There is no right or wrong, just pure pleasure, was displayed above every hallway.

Maybe I had been brainwashed. Did it matter? I let out a soft giggle, deciding not. I was enjoying what I was doing, and that’s all that mattered.

“Let me see your tits.”

I pulled my bra down, showing Adam my full breasts and pointy nipples. They were hard and swollen, eager to be sucked. His fingers teased them, tugging and squeezing, making me gasp. My pussy was tingling crazily by now, and my panties were soaked.

Adam took his big cock out, showing me the huge, heavy shaft. It was veiny, the tip slightly pinkish and very large and inviting. “Suck it,” he commanded.

I eagerly complied.

Stroking him up and down a few times, I gave a tentative lick, and then another. His cock tasted sweet! I was amazed. I had only given blow jobs to Matt, and never really liked it all that much. But Adam’s cock was different. It was big, and full, and hard, and it stretched my lips to capacity. My mouth was soon stuffed full of cock, and it was amazing. My pussy creamed as I bobbed my head up and down, taking him deeper, realizing that I now knew expertly how to suck cock.

How I knew that...I wasn’t sure.

The Magic Phone: Part IV

Megan

“Hang on, Matt, I’ll be right down.”

My boyfriend was picking me up to take me to my new job. It was my first day as an administrative assistant at Pleasure Hills.

The company was a brand new tech firm that had just started up in my town. There were loads of interesting people there — young hot guys, sexy women, and everyone seemed to be having a great time.

The only thing that puzzled me a bit was that the women dressed really slutty — there was just no other way to put it — and the men were all really ripped, handsome hunks.

Oh well, I thought cheerfully, I’m not going to complain.

I smiled at Matt and kissed him on the cheek, heading inside.

“Have a good day, baby,” he called.

If he only knew what was going to happen to me, he wouldn’t have been so cheerful.

****

My day proceeded as normal. I filed some reports, answered the phone, and tended to all the other matters I needed to take care of. Around 11, I got ready to take my lunch break, when I heard a knock on the door.

“Oh, hi, Mr. Ross.” My heart fluttered a bit. Adam Ross was one of those super hot guys from down the hall. He had a high-ranking position — CMO, I think — and was known for being super-ballsy and able to woo even the toughest new clients.

He could sure woo me, I thought. Geez, Megan. What’s gotten into you? You’re acting all horny and slutty just like all the other women here. And you even have a boyfriend...

“Hey there, Meg.” Adam flashed a white smile and closed the door behind him as he entered the small office where I worked. My area was adjoined to Mr. Dawson, the CFO, as I served directly under him.

“Anything you need from me?” I asked, sounding more submissive and subservient than I meant, but I just couldn’t help myself.

He grinned, his eyes sweeping down my body. I should have felt invaded, or ogled, or something...but his stare just made me hot. I liked the way he looked at me, in truth.

“Yeah, actually.” He came up to me. His handsome, stubbled jaw quirked into that smile again and he examined my outfit. “I like the way you’re dressed today.”

I breathed out nervously and smiled back, absently pushing back my hair. The movement made my breasts stick out a bit more. “Oh, thanks. I’m glad you like it.” I was wearing my usual tight-fitting blouse and skirt (above the knee) as the company requested.

“Sure do.” To my amazement, he reached up, putting his large, strong hands on my breasts. I was shocked — and felt instant heat and wetness in my pussy.

I opened my mouth to protest, but instead of a protest came a moan. It was very soft. But definitely a moan, and definitely an encouraging one.

He rubbed them, still smiling at me. The fabric of my blouse rustled under his hands. I bit my lip, gazing into his eyes. All I could think was how handsome he was, and how much I wanted him.

I want him to bend me over and fuck me, just like the slut I am...

I gasped. What kind of thought was that? Not one I would have...

But in this office, everything was different.

Adam took off his shirt, revealing his rock hard chest and abs. He let me stroke his body, my fingers wandering over hard sinew of their own accord. I licked and sucked his chest, tasting his skin. He stroked my hair, pushing me lower. “Unbutton your blouse.”

I did as he asked, kneeling down, removing each button willingly. As I did, my thoughts turned more and more toward how to please him, and further away from right or wrong. There was no right or wrong, just pure pleasure. The office music, the sexy low jazz that played all day, certainly cast that kind of feeling; and that very mantra, There is no right or wrong, just pure pleasure, was displayed above every hallway.

Maybe I had been brainwashed. Did it matter? I let out a soft giggle, deciding not. I was enjoying what I was doing, and that’s all that mattered.

“Let me see your tits.”

I pulled my bra down, showing Adam my full breasts and pointy nipples. They were hard and swollen, eager to be sucked. His fingers teased them, tugging and squeezing, making me gasp. My pussy was tingling crazily by now, and my panties were soaked.

Adam took his big cock out, showing me the huge, heavy shaft. It was veiny, the tip slightly pinkish and very large and inviting. “Suck it,” he commanded.

I eagerly complied.

Stroking him up and down a few times, I gave a tentative lick, and then another. His cock tasted sweet! I was amazed. I had only given blow jobs to Matt, and never really liked it all that much. But Adam’s cock was different. It was big, and full, and hard, and it stretched my lips to capacity. My mouth was soon stuffed full of cock, and it was amazing. My pussy creamed as I bobbed my head up and down, taking him deeper, realizing that I now knew expertly how to suck cock.

How I knew that...I wasn’t sure.

But I knew I liked the feeling of being on my knees, servicing him. I liked his hands on my head, forcing me to take his cock deeper into my mouth. I liked his grunts and groans as he came closer to his orgasm. My lips slid up and down his thick meat, and with every sensuous slide of his cock in my mouth, I got closer to cumming, myself.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned. “That feels amazing, Megan. You’re a good little cocksucking slut.”

I smiled around his cock in pleasure. I wanted to say Thank you, sir, but I was too busy choking on his dick.

“Fuck,” he grunted again. “I’m gonna cum. Swallow it, slut...”

I opened my throat, preparing to take his load. His hot cum jetted down my throat, filling my stomach as I swallowed. His semen tasted amazing, sweet and hot, filing me with warmth and vitality. It increased my horniness, making me want to get fucked all the more.

He pulled out, his cum dripping down my lips; I quickly rescued the escaped droplets and sucked them down. I licked my fingers clean.

Adam smiled and held my chin in his hand. “Good girl.” He zipped his cock back up, to my disappointment, and put his shirt back on. “I’ve got a meeting, but I’ll be expecting to see you later.”

“Where, sir?”

“In my office, at four o’clock.”

“Of course, sir.”

I remained on my knees submissively, waiting for him to depart.

When he had left I refastened my bra and blouse, adjusting my clothes into position. Then I flipped off the light and headed down to the lunchroom, feeling giddy with happiness. The other girls at the table greeted me, each sharing that same just fucked look.

I wondered how many mouths, tits, pussies, and assholes had just been deposited with the virile cum of one of the male bosses here.

I just hoped I would be used more. Preferably by Adam, or...hell, it didn’t matter. All the guys here were hot studs.

****

Jason

“How many orders did you place?” I held the phone to my cheek, only half-paying attention as my secretary went on.

The rest of my attention was placed on the attractive young woman downstairs eating lunch. I saw her through the glass window. She was new here, no doubt; with long flowing blonde hair that fell around her shoulders in waves, I felt a stir in my cock. I wanted her.

You said you’d wait, I told myself. You said you’d wait until the next prototype was out.

I looked back at the plans on my desk. They were for a special app users could download that would “sluttify” any girl who used it, or make a dominant alpha male out of men who did. Meanwhile, of course, I’d done extremely well in the field of sexual enhancement architecture; in our building, we’d done it all. Every curve and wall was intended to arouse, to titillate. There were nude male and female statues placed around the building. I had pheromones released through the vents. I played sexy music on the speakers. Basically, behind closed doors, everyone was fucking.

Everyone but me.

Why? Because of this stupid self-restriction clause I’d placed on myself.

My friend Jake, who headed up a similar company, had told me about some of the problems he’d been having. Instead of just amazing sex all the time, he was finding himself without the ability to focus on — well, anything but sex. He’d decided to cool it for a while, though I knew he was still fucking that sexy little harem of his.

I realized he was right. With every girl in my office ready and available, just eager to have me tear her panties down and plunge my big cock inside her, it was hard to get anything done. Thus, I had imposed a no sex restriction on myself, at least for the next week.

But this new girl was going to make it hard.

Using my window’s zoom in feature, I enlarged my view of her, getting up close. I saw her name emblazoned on her wristband (As we had all our employees do): it read Megan Reynolds.

Megan. Well, Megan was a hottie, and she was tempting me right out of my promise to myself. My throbbing cock was evidence of that. With her sexy blonde hair, full breasts, pouty pink lips, and long red nails that would be amazing grazing down my back while I pumped her with my cock...

Yeah, she was tempting me all right.

I sighed and hung up the phone. I couldn’t pay attention to anything. All I knew was I needed to cum, and preferably in Megan’s mouth, or pussy.

I pushed the button on my phone and growled, “Amber, schedule Megan Reynolds to see me this afternoon.”

“She has a prior appointment, sir.”

Damn. “With who?”

“Adam.”

Shit. I hated taking one of Adam’s — we alpha guys had a sort of understanding that one woman you claimed was your property unless you gave her up. But Megan...there was something about her. I just had to have her.

“Change her schedule. Have her come to me instead.”

“Of course, sir.” My secretary’s submissive, eager-to-please voice came through readily on the line.

I knew she’d let me fuck her — Amber, that is. But I wasn’t in the mood for Amber. Megan had a charm, a pleasantness I hadn’t seen in many of the girls here. And I wanted it for myself.

“Four o’clock,” I murmured, eyeing the large round timepiece on my wall. “I’ll be waiting.”

****

“I’m sorry, sir, Megan can’t attend as promised.”

Amber’s voice interrupted me a few hours later, where I was bent over my tablet.

“What?”

“She’s going to meet with Adam, as planned.”

“Didn’t you change her schedule?”

“I put in the request, but it seems not to have taken effect.”

I frowned. Seemed weird. Normally all my schedule changes went through as they were wired directly to my employees’ phones.

I growled softly, clenching my fist in frustration. I was angry, frustrated. My cock was still hard, too.

“All right...Thanks, Amber.”

I picked up my gear and headed home for the night. On the way I grabbed some burgers for me and Rachel, my stepsister. She was living with me until she got a steady job of her own.

When I arrived, the house was dark. I walked in, looking around. “Rache, are you here?”

I heard a soft beep and looked down. On the counter was a phone — one of my old ones that I used before taking over Pleasure Hills.

Huh, that’s weird. I noticed that the screen was flashing pink. At the top, the phone read, TRANSFORMATION COMPLETE.

Transformation? I wondered. What transformation...

“Well hello there, brother.”

I heard a sexy, sultry female voice behind me and turned. Rachel was standing there, wearing just a tight little pink tank top and shorts. “Bring me something good to eat?” she asked, coming up to me, stroking her hand gently over my chest.

Holy shit. My stepsister was hot. She had gone from her old “I’ve been lying around the house all day” look to pure sex kitten. Her boobs pushed out, cleavage tight and inviting, her hips full and swaying. Even her scent and changed, becoming sweet and delicious, filling my nose as she came in close.

“Wow, uh...sis...you look different.”

Her arms went around my shoulders and she kissed my cheek. “Mmmmhm.”

We’d always been close, but now she was touching me in a way that was decidedly sexual.

And I was super turned on by it.

She started kissing me, soft and around my mouth. I knew I needed to fight, to resist, not to just let my own sister make a move on me...but the press of her breasts into my body was too much. I was still turned on from the office, and my cock strained in my dress pants, angling right toward Rachel’s tight body.

She put her hand on it, squeezing my rod. “Feels good, doesn’t it? Bet this is what you’ve always wanted. Your little sister’s hand on your cock.”

She unzipped me and took the thick shaft out, her eyes going wide. Then she smiled, as if pleased. “Wow, Jason. Your cock...your cock is really big.”

“Is that a good thing?” I asked, teasing.

“Ummmm...yeah. It’s a good thing. It’s a very good thing.”

She got to her knees and licked along my length, taking me into her mouth. She gazed up into my eyes, her beautiful brown orbs fixing on mine. I pushed my fingers through my sister’s long brown hair, teasing the soft locks. She moaned around my cock, lips wetly sliding up and down; I watched as my length disappeared into her mouth over and over. I felt my tip pressing against her soft throat. The sight made my balls ache.

“Bet you like that, don’t you? Your brother’s big cock down your sexy little throat...”

She made an “mmmm” of assent, my fingers rubbing her scalp. She clearly enjoyed the massage and stimulation.

She released me from her mouth and stroked my hardness several times up and down. “I know what you need after a long hard day at work, big bro. You need a hot, tight, wet pussy to fuck...”

She rose up and turned, pulling her shorts and panties down, exposing her dripping cunt. Bending over, she moaned, “Please, put it in me, Jason. Please.”

I took in the sight, feeling my cock throb at her offering. I couldn’t believe my sister was acting so slutty — or that I was so desperate to fuck her. But I took my cock in hand, rubbing it up and down her dripping slit.

“Tell me exactly what you want, Rachel. Tell me...”

She gasped at the contact. “Please...I need my big brother’s huge dick inside me...fucking my tight slutty pussy....”

I grasped her left hip and guided my cock into her, feeling it sink into hero wet, hot walls. We both moaned as I entered her fully. Then I began fucking her, sinking into her wetness over and over.

She gave little gasps and pants as I plunged into her, her breasts pressing into the table. I pulled her tight shirt up so I could see them naked, and squeezed her nipples, making her squeal in pleasure. My big dick sawed in and out of her, balls slapping against her flesh.

“Your cock is so big,” she gasped.

I pulled her panties to the side, watching them bunch around her flesh, the sight of her tight, rosy little pucker turning me on more. I wanted to be inside my sister’s ass, and knew I would, soon enough. My finger toyed with that tight hole, making her “mmmm” again and press back against me.

Soon she was grinding back onto my cock just as eagerly as I was plunging into her. Our fucking reached a crescendo, the kitchen resounding with our combined moans and groans of lust. I squeezed her ass, feeling my cock probe in and out of her depths, sinking into her tight cunt over and over.

“Yesssss,” she squealed. “Fuck that tight pussy. Fuck your slutty sister, Jason! Fuck me hard!”

I grasped her hips, pounding into her. Her gasped moans rose up to a high-pitched wail of pure lust as she came, spasming on my cock. “Oh god!” she screamed. “You’re making me cum!”

As she spasmed on my cock, I could hold back no longer. Images of Megan filled my mind, and I saw myself pumping her full of cum, too. I knew I needed to fuck her the same way I was fucking Rachel.

“It’s coming, sis. My load is coming...right into your tight little pussy...”

“YES! Give it to me, big brother! Pump me full of your hot, thick sperm!”

I jetted into her, pulsing inside her pussy, filling her with my cum.

As we stayed there together, bodies locked, my cock deep inside her pussy, we panted. I squeezed her ass one last time and withdrew, watching my cum trickle from her pussy. She lay there, still gasping, her tits swollen and full against the table, hands clutching the wooden frame.

My sister looks like she just got fucked. Good and fucked, by her alpha stud brother.

My eyes flicked to the phone, where it still glowed pink. I saw the words: INSEMINATION COMPLETE.

Was it tracking us? Was the phone what had made Rachel all horny and slutty, desperate for her own stepbrother to have sex with her?

More to the point... Could either of us fight this newfound lust?

As her eyes met mine, I knew the answer was no.

I would be drilling Rachel’s tight cunt all night long.

****
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Megan

Jason

She gazed at me with willing, submissive eyes, sliding her arms around my neck. As she relaxed in my grasp, her full breasts pressing against me, I took pleasure in her soft little sigh of containment.

She wanted to be with me as much as I wanted her. I knew it.

I could tell from the way she nuzzled and kissed my cheek, from the way she gazed at me, with such love and tenderness as I had never seen from any of my bimbo girls. I stroked up and down her sexy, full hips — then tore her blouse open, kissing lustfully along the tops of her breasts.

“Mmmm...yes, kiss me there, master...”

I pulled down the cups of her bra, exposing the tender nipples. I sucked them into my mouth and slurped them with my tongue. She gave little breathy pants of enjoyment, caressing my hair and neck.

“I need you Megan, now.” I gazed into her eyes and saw the same need reflected there.

The Magic Phone: Part V

Jason

I needed Megan. That much was for sure.

But how was I going to get her?

The hot little blonde had completely evaded me. And that was new for me.

I sat in my home office, gazing out the window. As I watched my neighbors file out into their cars that morning (as I was staying home, telecommuting), I noticed the wife of one of my neighbors kissing her husband goodbye. The husband was pretty average-looking, but the wife was hot.

Very hot.

She had reddish-blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail and great features. Model-quality, really. Her figure was trim, not too tall but not short. She had nice breasts, tucked into a sweater that came just to the swell of her perky ass in jeans that showed it off very well.

My cock began to stir. I realized I wanted this woman. Cynthia, I remembered. I’d met their family a couple times; they’d even brought me chocolate chip cookies when I was first moving into the neighborhood.

I decided to pay her a visit later that day, while her husband was off at work...and I was at home, right across the street, just hanging out.

I looked at my phone. The pink app was glittering and inviting, just waiting for me to press and use.

****

“Hello?” Cynthia answered the door with a smile as I rang the bell. “Oh, hi, Jason.”

“Hi, Cyn. How are you?”

We exchanged pleasantries. As she gave me a brief hug, the alpha presence inside me started working its magic. I knew that thanks to the phone, it would take effect on Cynthia right away.

“Doing great...” She looked at me up and down, her eyes taking on a dreamy, horny appearance. Her smile turned subtle and sensuous. “Would you like to come in? I’m just baking some cookies.”

“Thought I smelled something. Yes, I’d love to.”

I followed behind as she led me into the kitchen, my eyes glued to the sway of her pert behind. My nostrils filled with the delicious aroma of fresh-baked chocolate chip cookies. That, coupled with the view of Cynthia’s sexy body, which I was about to ravage, filled me with pleasure.

She took them out of the oven, bending over and giving me a great view. She set them down on a trivet and came over to me where I sat on one of the barstools. “I hope they please you, Jason.”

“Call me sir.”

She giggled. “Yes, sir.”

She slid into my arms like we were old lovers, apparently forgetting the fact she had a husband. The magic phone’s power tended to cause that effect. I squeezed her ass, then slid my finger over her lip, inserting it gently into her mouth. She sucked on it readily, licking around the tip, sending a throb of desire through my balls.

“You’d like me to take you right here, wouldn’t you?” I murmured, kissing up and down the side of her neck. I squeezed her full breasts in my hands. Cynthia smelled amazing, sweet like strawberries, and her perfume was very mild. I breathed in her hair, the scent of her shampoo filling my nose, her body pressed against mine. Her arms went around me and she gave a soft moan.

“Yes, sir. I want you to take me right here.”

I squeezed her ass again, feeling the round globes in my hands. “I’d like to be inside you here...bend you over, fill your tight little ass with my cock.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “I want that too.”

I spun her around, pulling her roughly against me. I tore open her shirt, exposing her bra, which I tugged down to let her breasts spill free. She reached behind herself and wrapped her arm around my neck, letting me squeeze and fondle her breasts, my erection pressing into her from behind.

Who would have thought I’d be sitting here at my hot neighbor’s barstool, with her between my legs as I felt her up? If it hadn’t been for that app on my magic phone, I never would have done it.

But thanks to Jake, I’d gotten here. I made a mental note to thank him someday.

I squeezed and massaged Cynthia’s breasts, her blonde hair falling over her shoulders. She ground her ass back against me, feeling behind for my cock. She stroked it up and down with her soft fingers. “I want you inside me master,” she gasped.

That sounded like a good idea to me. Standing, I bent her over the counter, tugging her yoga pants down. Her panties went next, pooling around her thighs, the fabric bunching up. Her dripping, slick pussy lips were right there, ready for me. I rubbed my fingers up and down, feeling her writhe back against me, hearing her gasps of pleasure. She clutched the counter for support.

I pressed my cock into her wetness, entering her slowly.

“Oh god,” she moaned.

I watched as my meat filled her up, pressing inside her. Her warm, wet walls clutched me as I pushed in all the way, balls making contact with her flesh.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You feel amazing. So slick and velvety.”

“Mmmmm, yes,” she gasped. “Your cock is so big, master. Fuck me, please,” she said, her voice urgent.

I slid in and out slowly, stroking into her, enjoying my control of the pace. Seeing my thick cock slide in and out of Cynthia’s wet cunt was a huge erotic charge. I felt the urgency to fuck her good and hard rising in me. This dominant need had gotten stronger the more I used the app.

“Yes,” she hissed, my fingers pressing into her clit. “Make me cum, master. Make your good little slut cum...”

“Are you my good little slut, Cynthia?”

“Yes!” she screamed. “I’ll be your good slut forever...I’ll do anything you want...”

I smiled and pulled out of her pussy, using her copious juices to lubricate her tight little ass. I slid slowly into her, feeling her pucker spread around me, hearing her gasp and groan as I filled her tightest of holes.

“Oh god...you’re going in me there...in my tightest of holes...”

“Bet you haven’t even let Robert fuck you here.”

That was her husband, of course. I waited to see if there was any reaction, if she even remembered who he was.

She froze momentarily, then gave a laugh. “Robert? Hell, no. You’re the only one who gets to fuck me there, master.”

I smiled and probed deeper into her hot, tight little anal channel. Finally I was into her all the way, her warmth surrounding my cock.

“Oh god,” she groaned, grasping the table.

“Fuck.”

I slid out a little, then in again, slowly forcing her to accept me deeper, to widen out around me. Soon I was pounding her tight little ass hard, hard, hard. She was moaning and writhing around me, clutching the table. “Fuck my ass,” she cried. “Fuck your slut’s tight ass. You’re going to make me cum...ohhh...”

I felt her shudder violently and pressed my fingers against her pussy. Toying with her clit, I heard her cry out several times in passion. Her body shivered as she orgasmed, her ass milking me.

“Yeah, that’s it...cum on your master’s cock...my cock deep in your ass...”

I thrust in hard and groaned, filling her with spurts of cum. She screamed in pleasure. “Oh god, so much inside me, so hot....so good...”

We stayed together panting, our bodies locked. My cock slid out of her and left a wet trail leaking from her ass. The sight was hot, enough to make me grin, my balls giving another throb of lust for her.

“Are you ready to come with me to your new home, pet?”

She turned to me, kneeling at my feet and smiling leaning her cheek against my thigh. “Yes, master. I’m ready to do anything for you.”

****

I had a new possession, but as much as I tried to convince myself, Cynthia wasn’t my deepest desire.

Megan was. And she was evading me.

I phoned in to my secretary, trying to find out more details. “Any word on Megan’s schedule yet?”

“She’s still completely booked, sir.”

Damn. This was weird. Normally any time I wanted a girl, all I had to do was put in a request and she was mine. There were no overbooked schedules.

I’d had enough. I was going to take things into my own hands.

I entered the control room, where each girl’s schedule was displayed on a large pink screen. The panel glowed. I knew that messing around with it could result in some problems, but I was willing to take the chance.

I tapped around on the screen and pulled up Megan’s file. It had some info about her, things like date of birth, bust size, hips size, etc. A pretty picture of her when she’d first entered the company, as well.

Then I noticed it: a flag icon below her image.

TAGGED.

What did that mean?

I pressed the info tab to see what she was tagged for.

PRIMARY USAGE: EMPLOYEE CODE 14438.

I recognized that code. It was Adam’s.

He had somehow overridden my program, making it so he had exclusive access to Megan.

I almost growled out loud with fury.

“Amber,” I said, controlling my voice just barely, as I spoke into my phone, “I need to meet with Adam, now.”

****

Megan

One minute I was happily sucking Adam’s cock, down on my knees before him, while he sat working at his desk.

The next, he was answering his phone — and then cursing and thudding his hand on the desk. “Goddamnit,” he growled.

“Sir?”

“I’ve got to go. Megan, stay here.”

He zipped himself up and thundered out of his office, slamming the door behind him.

I stared after him, confused.

Getting to my feet, I stood by the desk, my eyes drawn to the window. I looked down at the cityscape below as I waited for Adam to return. I realized in that moment there was nowhere else I wanted to be: my life was here, with this company. I loved being a pet to Adam, or to any other man who wanted me.

Yet deep down, I craved something...a certain gentleness, or maybe love. I guess it was silly. I’d just always been a romantic at heart, thinking I would get married to the boy of my dreams someday.

The door suddenly opened several minutes later, startling me. I looked back, fastening my blouse. It was open and my bra was skewed from where Adam had been playing with my breasts earlier.

Another man came in — I recognized him instantly. Jason Pratt, the head of the company.

“Oh...excuse me, sir. I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were coming...”

He held up a hand and closed the door behind him. “Don’t apologize. It’s fine, Megan.”

He came over to me. He was definitely the handsomest guy here. With his deep blue eyes and sexy smile, it was day to see why all the women were creaming their panties over him. But I saw something else in him, too — a certain kindness. Once I saw him helping out a secretary in the hallway, giving her directions. Another time I watched him coaching one of his male employees patiently through the introduction process. He struck me as someone who was patient, forgiving, and kind...but also intensely dominant.


Like he’d take you over his knee and spank you if he wanted.

The idea of that made me shiver. My eyes went to his large, strong hands, and my pussy grew wet.

“Megan, I owe you an apology.”

I blinked up at him in surprise. “What do you mean, sir?”

He sat down at Adam’s desk, motioning for me to do the same.

“As you know, all of our employees are required to follow protocols. Those are in place both for your protection, and ours.”

He folded his hands, looking troubled.

“Unfortunately, Adam Ross violated that protocol. Instead of allowing you to be shared with other members of the company...he hijacked the software, changing your schedule, keeping you all to himself.” His eyes flicked over me as he said this, making butterflies in my stomach. “Though I can see why he would want to.”

I blushed at his compliment. “Thank you, sir.”

He patted his knee and gestured for me to come over to him. I did, moving around the desk to sit on his lap.

He stroked my hair back, exposing my neck. “Adam won’t be coming back, I’m afraid.”

My eyes widened. “Will he be punished?”

“Disciplined, yes. He’ll be leaving the company now.”

I wasn’t sure whether to feel disappointed or not. On the one hand, Adam was gone. On the other...I was now sitting on the lap of our CEO, who was even more attractive...and he was looking at me like he wanted to eat me up. He also had a huge bulge in his pants, one that made my sex clench and my mouth dry. I wanted that hard cock inside me.

I wanted Jason — more than anyone.

“I need you, Megan,” he whispered in my ear, still stroking his fingers through my scalp. “I’ve needed you since I first laid eyes on you.”

I leaned into his touch, aching for it. Feeling like a puddle of mush in his hands. I was so horny for him — but more than that, I wanted his affection. His love. His approval.

I wanted him to master me.

****

Jason

With Megan finally in my arms, I felt like I finally had what I had been longing for all this time.

She gazed at me with willing, submissive eyes, sliding her arms around my neck. As she relaxed in my grasp, her full breasts pressing against me, I took pleasure in her soft little sigh of containment.

She wanted to be with me as much as I wanted her. I knew it.

I could tell from the way she nuzzled and kissed my cheek, from the way she gazed at me, with such love and tenderness as I had never seen from any of my bimbo girls. I stroked up and down her sexy, full hips — then tore her blouse open, kissing lustfully along the tops of her breasts.

“Mmmm...yes, kiss me there, master...”

I pulled down the cups of her bra, exposing the tender nipples. I sucked them into my mouth and slurped them with my tongue. She gave little breathy pants of enjoyment, caressing my hair and neck.

“I need you Megan, now.” I gazed into her eyes and saw the same need reflected there.

“Please, baby. Take me now.”

She stood and pulled down her skirt and panties, exposing herself to me. Leaning back, she spread her legs, allowing me to see her dripping wet pussy. The sight made me groan. Taking my cock out, I rubbed up and down my hardness, desperate to plunge myself inside her.

I lined myself up at her entrance, slowly easing into her dripping wet slit. “Oh yes,” she groaned. “Fill me up like that, master. Your cock is so big...”

“You’ve wanted this a long time, haven’t you, Megan?” I growled, grasping her hair. I pressed all the way in, then slid out, slowly fucking her, teasing her with my cock.

“Yes,” she squealed. “I’ve wanted it so long.”

I began powering into her fully, my cock splitting her open. Every thrust brought her closer to her orgasm — and within moments, she was spasming on my cock. I smiled and turned her over, pressing her into the desk.

It was fitting, fucking her on my former colleague’s desk. Since he fucked up the rules, he got fired. And I took the prize he’d tried to steal from me.

I plowed into Megan’s tight pussy, holding her by the hair. She liked it when I pulled on her blonde locks, grinding back against me with her hips. She squealed in ecstasy, her pussy squelching around my big cock in her. The full veined length drove in and out of her pussy; I watched as it disappeared and reappeared, hearing her breathing get faster with every insertion.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Fuck me!”

Holding her hips, I powered into her. Finally I was there, the moment I had dreamed of. I finally was balls-deep inside the one women who had eluded me all this time.

But no longer.

Grunting, I pushed inside and held myself against her womb, spurting thick jets into her body. She cried out and came with me, her cunt clenching and milking me just right.

I turned her to face me and said, “Kiss me.”

She eagerly complied, letting me slide her tongue into her mouth, taking control. I held her throat, stroking her silky, soft skin.

“You’re mine, now, pet.”

She gazed up at me in perfect submission, my cock giving a last twitch inside. “Yes, master. I’m yours forever.”

****
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“You’re a good girl...A very good girl, Elsa.”

She whimpered, “I just want to please you, sir.”

“And you will. Feel this...what you’ve done to me.” I took her hand and put it on my cock, making her eyes go wide.

“Oh wow, it’s so big.” She sank to her knees and began to stroke me through my jeans. “Can I suck it, sir?”

“Yes.”

I watched as the sexy co-ed I had fantasized about for years started sucking on my cock. It was amazing, seeing this dream, this fantasy I had entertained for so long finally coming to life. How was it possible? Was Elsa really doing this? Had I really changed, becoming the alpha male I’d dreamed of being for so long?

The book, I realized. It was an instruction manual. For becoming an alpha male...for turning girls into submissive bimbos.

Those words had melted on the page because they’d melted right into my mind.

I groaned as Elsa’s sweet tongue caressed my shaft, moving up and down my tip. She licked along the length of me, then sucked me in between her pouty full lips. My hand went to her breasts, squeezing, watching as her tit-flesh pressed out from behind her lacy white bra cups.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, her mouth still working my cock. Up and down she went, like she couldn’t get her face stuffed full enough.

The Magic Book: Part I

Being a student kinda sucked.

True, I was going to one of the best business schools in the country. I was in training to become an entrepreneur, to start my own company. I worked hard, poring over my books every night. You could say books dominated my life. I read since I was a little kid, finding myself transported to magical lands, pretending I was the hero who always got the girl in the end.

Of course, it never worked out that way in real life.

Until, at least, I found a book that did change things.

****

I was up late in the library one night studying. A super cute classmate of mine, Elsa, came by. She was carrying a stack of papers — probably something she was bringing to her professor.

“Oh, hey, Matt.” She gave me a brief glance. I knew she wasn’t into me — I was a nerdy kind of guy with glasses and I was way, way too skinny.

“Hey,” I said awkwardly. “Um...need help?”

“Nah, I’ve got it, thanks.”

She smiled and headed off to join her professor — a good-looking young guy whose demeanor made Elsa instantly change. She was giggly around him, flipping her long brown hair back, giving him flirty looks. The professor grinned at her, giving her the kind of look that suggested he’d be taking her home and stuffing her full of his cock that night.

If only I had that way with women.

I sighed and got up to get a snack, leaving Elsa and her professor to their “work.”

****

Twenty minutes later I had a sandwich and coffee and was going through my class notes. I frowned as I realized there were a bunch of books I hadn’t gone through. I was pretty old-school — not bothering with ebooks or anything — because I liked the smell of the library, liked being surrounded by vast tomes.

But this was one time I didn’t feel like it.

I got up, heading to the business section. I perused the titles, my fingers brushing over them. “Aha,” I murmured. “Accounting 101.”

Wow, that sounds riveting, I thought dryly.

As I was about to take it out, something caught my eye. A book next to it — bright pink. Not the kind of book you’d usually see stacked in the drab business titles. I pulled it out, curious.

REALIZE YOUR DREAMS, it said in big gold letters on the cover.

Realize your dreams? That’s a weird title for a book.

I tucked it under my arm and headed back to my nook.

I flipped through the pages. The words were weird...almost like gibberish. The first page read IAOREIGH, WURM, PLAIDAN.

Then, as I finished reading, the words suddenly blurred — then vanished.

What the hell? I thought.

I frowned, leafing to the next page.

This one was different. In bright gold letters, it said:

To obtain control, simply will your desire. Use of the will requires training and discipline. Over time, you will become more skilled. Soon, all your desires will be within reach.

Again, as I read the words, they became blurred and disappeared. But this time, I felt a strange crawling sensation in my skull, like someone was etching something on it with a pen.

Then the words disappeared.

There were more instructions — an arcane sort of guide on how to become the man you’ve always wanted and how to score with women. The weird thing was that all the words were in that gibberish format again. I read them, and as I did, I felt...confident. Stronger. It was strange, but I definitely felt something.

I turned the page again and saw a strange rune of some kind. It looked like a giant letter “B” and had a picture of a pretty young woman underneath.

She was smiling at the camera, with full blonde hair and very nice breasts, emphasized by her rather skimpy, tight-fitting shirt.

Nice pic, I thought, smirking.

I flipped through the rest of the pages, but they were all blank. Feeling disappointed, I closed the book and went back to accounting.

A while later, I fell asleep.

****

When I woke up, I felt a gentle hand on my shoulder and realized Elsa was there. I turned, seeing her looking down at me.

“Hi, Matt.”

“Hey...what time is it?”

“Almost midnight.”

I yawned and stretched. “Wow. I lost track of time.”

She giggled softly. “Me, too.”

I looked past her, but the professor was nowhere to be found. “I thought you went home with Dr. Edwards?”

She blinked, as if confused by the question, then shrugged. “Nah, I wanted to wait for you.”

“For me?”

She smiled.

I realized her hand was still on my shoulder. She caressed it gently. I also realized her usual disinterested tone was gone — now she was looking at me the way she used to look at her professor.

Interested. Flirty. Even...sexual.

Her breasts, barely covered in her light blue sweater, were pointed right toward me. They were nice and full, and I could see the lacy cups of her bra under the neckline.

“You were really waiting for me?”

She flipped her hair back and smiled. “Does that surprise you?”

“Yeah, a bit.”

She squeezed my bicep.

My bicep.

I realized my arm felt weirdly...strong. Like there was actually something there.

Instead of just my twig like upper arm, I looked down and saw bulging muscle popping out of my t-shirt. My chest was bigger, too. I felt my jaw...hard, and thick. Not lean and thin like it had been before.

I wasn’t just a bony little nerd anymore.

I was a big muscle dude.

And Elsa was leaning in, feeling me up, her hands running over my shoulders. “You’ve been working so hard, Matt. I think you need to take a break. Maybe come and hang out with me a bit.”

She purred the words into my ear, her voice soft and breathy.

“Come hang out with you?”

“Mhm. Would you be okay with coming back to my apartment?”

“Uh...yeah. Yeah, I would.”

She leaned in, nuzzling my neck, taking a deep breath like I smelled great or something. “Mmmmm....okay then,” she said, giggling happily. She reached for my hand.

****

Twenty minutes later we were at her apartment.

“Let me get you some wine,” she said, her hips swaying sexily as she walked into the kitchen. I was still in disbelief that this was happening — but getting more and more okay with it as the minutes ticked by.

I followed her in. Taking a seat at the bar, I looked around her small apartment. It was clean and tidy, much like Elsa herself.

She’s more than clean and tidy. She’s fucking hot.

I wanted her. My cock throbbed to life at the sight of her tight bottom in her jeans as she poured us wine.

In a move that I never would have contemplated before, I stood and went to her, putting my hands on her hips. I purred into her ear, “I bet that isn’t all you want to get me.”

She wriggled her ass back against me, her perfect bottom nestling against my cock. “Oh?”

“Yeah, like...” I put my hands on her breasts, squeezing them through the fabric of her sweater. “Like these.”

She giggled. “You like them, sir?”

“Yes I do. Very much.”

She turned in my arms, her soft, perfect little body melting into mine. I put my hands on her ass and squeezed, enjoying her soft pants of lust. She leaned in — and I put my hand on her jaw, angling her head up until our lips met.

The kiss was just right, everything I had imagined. Elsa was not just beautiful, she was warm. And lovely. Her body fit just right in mine, now that I was big and muscled, now that I could pick her up and carry her easily to the bar.

Which I did. I set her down on the countertop, kissing up and down along her jaw. “You’re a good girl...A very good girl, Elsa.”

She whimpered, “I just want to please you, sir.”

“And you will. Feel this...what you’ve done to me.” I took her hand and put it on my cock, making her eyes go wide.

“Oh wow, it’s so big.” She sank to her knees and began to stroke me through my jeans. “Can I suck it, sir?”

“Yes.”

I watched as the sexy co-ed I had fantasized about for years started sucking on my cock. It was amazing, seeing this dream, this fantasy I had entertained for so long finally coming to life. How was it possible? Was Elsa really doing this? Had I really changed, becoming the alpha male I’d dreamed of being for so long?

The book, I realized. It was an instruction manual. For becoming an alpha male...for turning girls into submissive bimbos.

Those words had melted on the page because they’d melted right into my mind.

I groaned as Elsa’s sweet tongue caressed my shaft, moving up and down my tip. She licked along the length of me, then sucked me in between her pouty full lips. My hand went to her breasts, squeezing, watching as her tit-flesh pressed out from behind her lacy white bra cups.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, her mouth still working my cock. Up and down she went, like she couldn’t get her face stuffed full enough.

I picked her up and brought her into the living room, setting her on the couch. Pinning her, I reached into her panties, feeling her soaking, aching slit. She gasped suddenly.

“Oh god, Matt. That feels amazing. Your fingers...”

She cradled my head as I sucked on her tits, kissing my way down her body. My hands went to her panties, pulling them down the sides of her perfect, smooth thighs. They bunched around her ankles as I took them off, one foot at a time, taking in the sight of her dripping pussy.

She was so wet for me, it made my balls throb.

Though I still had no idea how this was happening, I was not about to question it. Her eyes, like mine, went to the place where our bodies joined, as I took my cock and pressed my tip into her steaming wet center. Inch by inch, I filled Elsa’s pussy, pushing my dick into her tight cunt.

“Ohhhhh,” she gasped. “Fill me up, sir.”

I grunted. My hand went to her throat, closing in a dominant hold. I began to fuck her, sliding my thick cock in and out of her cunt.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” she gasped. “Pound my tight co-ed pussy!”

“You want this cock, don’t you? More than you ever wanted Professor Edwards’,” I growled.”

“Only you, master. Only you!” Her pussy clenched around me with every outcry, her nails raking down my back. “You’re the only one I want!”

As she said the words, I gazed into her eyes — and felt something in my mind. A deep, dark urge. To penetrate not just her body, but her brain, too. I wanted to unlock Elsa’s deepest psyche...and to mold it the way I wanted.

I probed her brain the way I probed her pussy. I felt, somehow, inside her thoughts. I could see her history, her youth and her college experience, all the guys she’d spread her legs for. I saw her old vision of me — as I was before.

I wiped it clean.

I replaced that thought with the way she saw me now...a powerful, virile alpha male, the only one she’d spread her legs for. I ensured that she would be submissive to me and me alone, wiping away all memory of Professor Edwards, of all her past boyfriends, and replacing it only with the need to serve one man.

Me.

As I altered her thoughts, she gasped in pleasure, her body responding to my possession of both her body and her mind. She spread her legs wider for me, welcoming me deeper inside.

Now I was going to claim her, to make her completely mine. “I’m going to fill you, Elsa, to fill you with my cum. You’ll be my own, perfect little slut. Forever mine to use, however I want, whenever I want. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, master!” she gasped. “Fuck me full of your hot, sexy sperm! Pump me full of it! I wanna feel it inside me!”

Her nails drove into my back, mouth open in lust as I plowed her tight channel. I watched her tits bounce, giving each one a good, hard suck as I felt her start to orgasm around me. Her pussy clenched, spasming and twitching from the hard drilling my cock was giving it. It juiced around me, making lewd wet squelching sounds.

“Ohhhh!” she screamed, milking my cock. I drove in deep and held myself there, cementing our union. My cock spurted thick jets inside her, cum splashing out into her womb. I claimed her inner walls, her pussy, her whole body....everything about Elsa was mine now, forever.

We locked eyes and in that moment, I knew she felt it just as I did. Being inside her was so fucking hot...it felt amazing. Pumping her full of cum? Something I never thought I’d do, but thanks to that book, I was now fulfilling my dreams.

Just like it said...

She gazed up at me submissively, caressing my neck and shoulders. “I can feel it in me,” she purred. “All your hot cum. It’s so thick, so potent...”

As I pulled out, I watched my white cum trickling from her sopping pussy. She took some in her fingers and licked it, smiling happily at the taste. “Mmmm, I love your sweet, delicious cum, master. I want you to fill me with it everywhere...my ass, my tits, my mouth...make me your little cumslut,” she begged pleadingly. I couldn’t believe my long-time fantasy girl was suddenly asking me to shoot my loads on her tight coed body.

****

Elsa and I fucked all night. I took her every way I wanted: her hands and knees, my cock up her ass; her down on her knees before me while I fucked her huge, sexy tits. She slurped on my dick and swallowed every drop of my cum. By the end of the night it was flowing from her pussy, her ass, and her mouth. It was in her hair, streaking all over her body...it was everywhere. She looked like my perfect little cumslut, the way she’d asked.

I sat on the edge of the bed, watching Elsa sleep. Her personality seemed the same, only now she was submissive to me and no one else. That’s what I’d wanted, and that pink book in the library had made it possible.

I curled up behind her, wrapping her body in my arms. She gave a slight purr of pleasure and cuddled back against me, our breathing becoming rhythmic together. I cradled her breasts, marveling at their weight and feel, their pillowy softness. I thought about how as a geeky loner, I had missed out on this feeling. For so many years.

How now, I had everything I’d wanted.

My mind reeled at the possibilities. What about Ms. Daniels, the sexy science teacher I’d had a crush on? What about Jenna, my ex, who treated me like dirt?

What about Sarah, my off-limits stepmother who was hot as hell, but who’d never fuck me...simply because she was married to my dad?

I kissed Elsa’s neck, and knew that my sleep would be restful that night. This book had given me the greatest gift in my life:

The ability to have any woman I wanted.

****
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“Yes, master. I need your big cock in me. Please, please put it in!”

I lined myself up at her entrance, my large shaft soon coated with her juices. I sank inside her, feeling her tight walls embrace me like a warm hug. When I was all the way in, we both moaned, my hands pressed on the shelf above her. Had anyone come by, they could have seen us — me standing above her, behind her, my cock impaled deep inside her sexy coed pussy. Her butt up in the air, pussy squeezing around my big dick. Her tits swinging below. I filled my hands with them and squeezed, tearing her shirt down, freeing the full breasts and pinching her nipples.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Fuck me, master.”

I filled her mouth with my fingers and she sucked on them as I gave her my dick, hard and steady. I pounded her horny cunt, feeling her push back against me, trying to get me as deep as possible. It was hard to believe all this had come about from that pink book — the book she had been in possession of. How had she gotten it? What was she going to do with it? I didn’t know — didn’t even care, right now. All I knew was I needed to pump her full of sperm, and make her mine.

The Magic Book: Part II

Matt

Morning brought snow.

I saw it outside as I opened my eyes, the cloudy sky showering down white fluffy crystals. Man, it’s good to be inside, I thought.

And warm.

Very warm. Thanks to the toasty body I had curled in my arms.

Elsa’s slumbering form felt great against me. Her body was naked under the heavy, soft blanket that kept us protected from the chill of the room. Wish I had a fire in here.

As I thought it, suddenly, I heard a strange grinding noise at one end of my bedroom. I looked down — and my eyes went wide.

There was a hearth with a fireplace where there had been none before. And the fire was now blazing hotly, spreading its warmth over me and Elsa.

Whoa. Is that because of...

The mind powers.

The book.

I pulled the covers back slightly, my gaze taking in the sight of her naked body. God, she was sexy. She had little red marks where my fingers had pressed hard into her skin during our animalistic fucking. Her bare slit was wet and shining, right between her thighs, as if begging me to slide my cock inside her whenever I wished.

And right now, I did.

I angled my dick into her pussy, easily invading her tight, wet warmth. She gave a soft gasp as I entered, feeling her perfect pussy sheathe me in its confines. She felt amazing: tight, wet, and hot. I rested my hand on her hip, just holding myself inside her, feeling our bodies merge and connect.

“Mmmmm...feels good,” she murmured in a soft, sleepy voice. She moaned softly as I started to thrust into her, her pussy grinding back against my cock, getting me deeper inside her.

My hands filled with her tits. “I’d like to wake up this way every morning, with your tight cunt squeezed around my cock.”

“Mmmm, yes, “ she purred. “Yes, master. I’d love it if you fucked me full of your hot, thick cum every morning.”

I stretched her aching walls around my shaft, making her give soft cries as I pushed into her. My cock filled her wet slit, the thick shaft sliding between her tight channel. Her thighs closed together, making it even more pleasurable for both of us as her cunt milked me.

My fucking turned rougher and harder. The urge to dominate rose inside me. I thought of the magic book, of the power I now commanded, knowing it was going to my head. I could do anything, now. Not just fuck girls...I could change the very fabric of reality.

I turned Elsa onto her back, moving on top of her so I could see her perfect little body under mine as I fucked her. She gazed up at me breathlessly, reverent, the perfect submissive slut. Her hair splayed out behind her on the pillow and my fingers tangled in it, caressing her scalp. My dick probed deeper, pushing inside her as far as I could go, feeling her pussy tightening around me.

“Yes...yes....” she breathed. “Fuck me...” She gasped, her hands clutching my biceps. “Your cock feels amazing inside me, Matt.”

I sucked on her nipples, cradling her tits, watching her head fall back in sheer pleasure as she relished my attentions. I licked around the hard bud, the left one and then the right one, sucking hard on her breasts. Her pussy juiced more at this, so wet that my dick slid in and out faster and faster.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “I’m going to cum.”

I kissed her then, long and hard, and I knew that she felt my desire.

She returned the kiss, eagerly wrapping her arms around my neck, moaning softly into my mouth. I plunged into her hard and fast, drilling her with my rock hard cock; and moments later, she came, her pussy spasming and shuddering all around me.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned against me, my tongue probing hers. I felt her softening and yielding in my arms, my sheer dominant fuck bringing out the submissive quality within her. I squeezed and fondled her breasts as my cock drilled her, pounding her right through her orgasm.

My cock twitched inside her, spurting hot jets of cum. The thick fluid pulsed out of me, my balls draining inside her womb. I felt it splashing inside her, her walls filled with my sticky hot cum.

I thought of her fertile body beneath me, the idea that I might be impregnating her. Surely...as alpha as I was now, that exact thing would be taking place at this very moment. I had never dreamed of even having sex with a woman, much less getting her pregnant.

Yet Elsa was beneath me, legs spread, gasping with pleasure as my seed dripped into her womb.

“You’re having my baby,” I whispered. It was as much a statement as an exclamation of surprise on my part.

Her eyes filled with bliss. “Oh yes, master...I can feel it right now. My pussy is overflowing with your fertile cum. I just know you’re making me pregnant this very second.”

The idea of that...of knocking up her, and every other woman I desired...raising my legacy, my heirs...

It made my cock give a final twitch and spurt, making Elsa gasp.

****

By the time I left the house that day, it was almost three pm. Elsa and I spent most of the day fucking. Then she asked if she could start cooking me a feast — hot pasta fagioli soup and bread with butter, green salads, and as much beer and breadsticks as my heart desired.

I chuckled. Now I had a woman who was ready to get fucked (by me) as often as I wanted, and who was at home, making all my meals, cleaning my house, and happily serving my knees. I thought about the outfit she had chosen — a skimpy little skirt (no panties), a pair of fuck-me heels, and a tight blue top with lacy bra (great for ripping open) underneath.

I thought about going home, bending her over the counter, taking in the sight of that sweet, dripping wet pussy...and just plunging my hard cock inside her. I almost turned my car around right there.

But I had other things I wanted to do, as well.

It was hard to wrap my mind around the idea that I was now master of my universe. Anything I wanted, anything I needed, I could easily obtain. Just by using my mind powers.

I need to go get that book, I realized. Can’t let anyone else have it.

I had left it in the library, putting it back on the shelf.

So I returned, sorting through the accounting tomes again. I looked and looked — but the little pink book was gone.

Shit.

That meant someone else must have found it and taken it.

What did that mean? Could two people have the same power? Was there someone else out there right now, realizing their own mental potential?

I felt grim at the thought.

****

Melissa

I watched him from my spot in the library. I knew it was him — he had an aura around him.

At first this had seemed like a great idea. Just approach...just ask what he was going to do with it. But now that I saw him in person, my whole body was on fire for him.

Still, I knew I had to bite the bullet.

“Um...excuse me,” I said, approaching him reluctantly. “I just wondered, were you looking for this?”

He turned, his dark, alpha eyes burning into me. It felt like he was undressing me right on the spot. I wasn’t bad looking — I had been a cheerleader in high school and now had a spot on the college varsity volleyball team — but I felt self-conscious under his gaze.

I held the small pink book out to him. “Your name was in here. You had it bookmarked.”

He took the book from me, his fingers grazing mine. “Yes, I was looking for this. How’d you find it?”

“I was just studying and had to grab an accounting book.” I giggled — not something I normally do. “I’m a business major. I think I recognize you from my last class.”

He gave me that look again, like he was devouring me from head to toe just with this gaze. His eyes lingered on my breasts and I unconsciously pushed them out toward him.

“Yes, I remember you. Melissa, right?”

I was thrilled he remembered my name.

Then his hands closed around my shoulders...and I could think of nothing else.

He smiled down at me and I felt a deep warmth inside. In my mind, it was as if I could hear the words...

Worship him. Do everything he wants. Love him. Serve him. He is your master.

I knew, without the tiniest doubt, these words were true.

“You’re very pretty, Melissa.”

I giggled again. “Thank you, sir.”

He tilted my chin up and angled my head toward him, leaning in to kiss me. When his lips met mine, I felt giddy. My head swirled. I felt overcome. I couldn’t think of anything but this dominant, powerful man — how did he get so alpha? He was just a scrawny little nerd before — and his intense kiss. His lips dominated mine, his tongue probing into my mouth. I eagerly met his tongue with my own, allowing him deeper inside me. I heard myself moan.

The kiss was rough and sexy, heat spreading from my lips all the way down my body. He put his hands on my breasts and squeezed, pressing me into the library shelves. We were alone — he could do anything he wanted to me.

I ached for him to.

My pussy was dripping by the time his kiss broke. Panting, I gazed up at him in sheer desire. “Master, please...”

“Please what, Melissa?”

“Let me suck your cock.”

He nodded and I sank to my knees, knowing that above everything else, I needed his thick meat in my mouth. I didn’t care about anything beyond that. I needed to serve him, to please him. I wanted his thick, sweet cum dripping out of my lips.

I unzipped his jeans and took out his huge manhood. His cock was perfect, shaped just right and throbbingly hard. I stroked it up and down and licked the side, caressing him with my tongue. I tenderly swirled my tongue around his cockhead and then sucked him in between my lips. As his large member worked in my mouth, my head bobbing, I became incredibly aroused. My pussy was wet — dripping — my panties completely soaked.

I whimpered his name as I stroked under his balls to his shaft, sucking on his big cock. I sucked hard on the spongy knob, feeling his large, throbbing meat in my mouth. I had never imagined feeling this way — so perfect. So completely at peace. This is how it should be, I thought. Your master controls you. Controls everything.

As if on cue, his booming voice said, “Cum for me, Melissa. Cum with your master’s cock in your mouth.”

Uncontrollably, I began to shake and shudder. I couldn’t help myself. My whole body was wracked with spasms, my pussy firing with violent pulses of pleasure. I moaned around his cock, unable to stop sucking though I was in the throes of orgasm. I came at his command.

He caressed my hair and then pushed himself deeper into my mouth, using it as his fucktoy. I came harder, my orgasm prolonged from the feeling of being used, of being his slut. “Good girl,” he said. “Take that big dick in your throat. Your horny, slutty little mouth look sexy as hell with my cock in you. Mmmmm...”

“Mmmmm,” I echoed, holding his large muscled thighs, feeling his dick touch the back of my throat. He fucked my mouth raw, making tendrils of salvia drip out around the corners. I didn’t care; all I knew was that I was serving him, that I pleased him.

“Gonna cum...” he grunted. “Master’s going to cum in your mouth. Swallow it, slut.”

I fastened my lips tight around him, preparing myself for the onslaught of his thick cum. He spurted hot jets of it into my throat and every drop was sweet, delicious. I swallowed eagerly, devouring my master’s cum, feeling it pool warm in my belly.

When he had finished, he withdrew from my mouth, leaving a trail of cum at my lips. There I was, on my knees in the library floor, kneeling at Matt’s feet. Knowing only him as my master, my god...my alpha. His cum in my belly, in my mouth.

I just hoped he would put it in my pussy as well.

I gazed up at him and said, “Please, master. Give me your baby. Impregnate me. Fill my tight, horny little slut pussy with your cum.”

****

Matt

Hearing Melissa’s plea was enough to send my cock jerking to life again. It twitched and rose, coming to full mast, ready to do exactly as she was asking me.

I picked her up, spinning her small, nubile body in my arms. I pressed her into the library shelf, tugging down her shorts and panties. She was soaked in there, gasping as my fingers manipulated her pussy lips and her clit. “You’re ready for your master’s cock inside you, deep in this horny little twat. Aren’t you?” I spanked her ass, making her squeal.

“Yes, master. I need your big cock in me. Please, please put it in!”

I lined myself up at her entrance, my large shaft soon coated with her juices. I sank inside her, feeling her tight walls embrace me like a warm hug. When I was all the way in, we both moaned, my hands pressed on the shelf above her. Had anyone come by, they could have seen us — me standing above her, behind her, my cock impaled deep inside her sexy coed pussy. Her butt up in the air, pussy squeezing around my big dick. Her tits swinging below. I filled my hands with them and squeezed, tearing her shirt down, freeing the full breasts and pinching her nipples.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Fuck me, master.”

I filled her mouth with my fingers and she sucked on them as I gave her my dick, hard and steady. I pounded her horny cunt, feeling her push back against me, trying to get me as deep as possible. It was hard to believe all this had come about from that pink book — the book she had been in possession of. How had she gotten it? What was she going to do with it? I didn’t know — didn’t even care, right now. All I knew was I needed to pump her full of sperm, and make her mine.

I closed my hand around her throat, holding her like a caveman, fucking her full of my big, throbbing cock.

“Yes, master. Fuck your horny slut. Fuck my pussy. Fill me with your sperm!” she gasped. I filled every part of her with my cock and my fingers — her ass, her mouth, her pussy. I got her down on her knees and fucked her big tits, thrusting my cock up between them. Then I set her on the nearby study table, spreading her legs and sliding into her warm pussy again. She was so wet it was easy for me to enter, and to fuck her hard and fast.

Her legs and arms wrapped around me and she held me tight as I pounded her. I was seized with animalistic desire, needing to own, to claim, to possess. To impregnate. I heard her moans getting higher and higher, my balls slapping her flesh. She started to climax, her pussy squeezing me tight. “Ohhhhh....ohhhhh!” she moaned.

I thrust in deep and held inside, my cock bottoming out inside her. “Here it comes...take your master’s seed,” I groaned. “Feel it. Feel me fucking a baby into you.”

“Oh god!” she moaned. “I can feel it hot in my pussy! You’re doing it...you’re knocking me up!”

My dick pulsed in her, spurting thick jets of cum. Coating her fertile womb. Giving her my seed...my heir.

My legacy.

When it was finished, I kissed her long and hard, claiming her mouth with my tongue. Her fingers slid up and down my powerful neck, back, and shoulders. She returned my kiss eagerly, submissively, gazing up at me with pure love and desire.

“I love you, master.”

I smiled and caressed her hair. “You’re a good little slut, Melissa.”

I knew in that moment she was just the second. I would have more...And more.

My power knew no bounds.

****
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“You taste so sweet, baby. So good. My love...my master...”

I took control, seizing her hair and pushing her toward me. My large cock slid down her throat but she didn’t even flinch; she opened her mouth wide, letting me use her like the toy she had craved to be all these years.

She isn’t here to think...she’s here for me to play with.

As I looked down at her, I saw everything change in her expression. Gone was her careful, composed demeanor and the professional nature she once had. Now the look in her eyes was pure lust. As my cock slid up and down her throat, occasionally stopping as I allowed her time to breathe, she moaned and sucked hard on me, writhing and reaching between her legs.

“No touching yourself,” I commanded. “Wait until I touch you.”

“Mmmmm,” she said obediently, removing her fingers. I saw the difficulty it required not to play with her horny little pussy; she was wet as hell.

Finally I pulled out of her mouth, seeing how I had made a mess of her face and not even cum on her yet. Her makeup was smeared and her saliva running over her mouth and my cock. But she looked happy as hell, having taken her new master’s cock.

The Magic Book: Part III

Matt

I woke up with Elsa in my arms on one side, and Melissa curled up behind me on the other. Nestled between their two sexy bodies, I was happy.

But happiness never lasted. If I knew anything, it was that.

I tried to ignore the thought, nonetheless. I wanted to experience this, to savor it in all its glory. After being a loser, a nerd, and an outcast for so long, finally having two beautiful babes in my arms was the best dream I’d ever had...come true.

I gazed down, seeing my cum splattered over Elsa’s thighs. Peering back over my shoulder, I saw stains of it on Melissa’s rising and falling breasts, moving with her slumbering, peaceful breathing.

I had fucked them both well. Very well. And they were both happily tucked into my arms.

Yet there was still another conquest I needed. Someone I craved beyond all else.

Sarah, my stepmother.

I had ignored the possibility of ever getting together with her. Even though she was long-divorced from my dad, I figured she was probably dating other men now. As hot as Sarah was, she had to be.

Just picturing her hot, tight little body had me hard. She was petite and slender. She was also super smart. The kind of woman who looked fragile at first glance...but then you realized she was both really hot and capable.

I could undo that with one phrase, now, thanks to the magic book.

All I had to do was speak my will...for Sarah to become my hot, sexy bimbo slave...make all that information disappear from her brain.

The information from her master’s degree...of her former husband, my dad...of any guys she might be involved with.

Make it so that all she knew was me, my cock, and my desires.

I had grown so had by now that my cock was rubbing up against Elsa’s wet slit. She was rubbing back against me, making soft “Mmmm” noises and trying to get me into her pussy. She reached behind her, and took my cock, guiding it into her wetness, giving a gasp and sigh of pleasure as I entered.

I slowly moved in and out of her, stroking into her tight channel with my cock. I felt completely enveloped inside her. She turned her head to me and I kissed her, feeling Melissa’s breasts press into me as she stirred, feeling our rhythm.

“Mmmmm....” My second sexy little slut began to moan, her wetness coating my thigh where she had her leg draped over mine.

“Yes...master....take me....love me....” gasped Elsa as I slid into the silky wetness of her pussy. Melissa reached around, her fingers finding where my cock moved into Elsa’s body, and her fingers started massaging my sac and the shaft as it moved in and out. The added stimulation was incredible, enhancing the delicious feeling of fucking Elsa.

Melissa leaned over further — and her fingers pressed on Elsa’s clit, making my bimbo slut spasm in pleasure. “Oh god,” she moaned. I held her body in my hands — put my hands on her breasts, squeezed, and clutched tight, feeling them bounce and sway as I thrust hard into her.

Soon she was spasming on my cock, going wild from the rapid thrusts I was giving her.

I was in heaven.

****

Elsa

As I felt the even, repetitive thrusts of my master’s cock into me, I knew I was where I needed to be. He turned me onto my back and we kissed longingly and deeply, him eating at my mouth. His tongue delved into my mouth and I responded with my own gentle swipes, feeling his dominance invade me. Melissa used her smooth fingers to pleasure us both, massaging Matt’s cock or rubbing my pussy while he fucked into me, hard, hard, hard. The sensations coursing through my body were incredible and hot; I came so many times I lost track.

Finally, as the big cock that filled me started to twitch and thrust deep, I knew Matt was close to cumming. He sucked hard on my breast, then released it with a pop. “I’m gonna shoot...going to pump you full,” he groaned.

“Yes, love. My master. Do it. Pump your sperm into my tight wet pussy!”

He groaned and started to shoot into me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him tight, holding him in me, feeling his big cock twitch and pulse. The throbs of it inside me were incredible, sending me into another orgasm. As I came, he kissed me, and then Melissa did, her lips feeling soft and supple against mine.

I laid back on the pillow, thoroughly fucked and feeling completely satisfied. I watched as Matt — quickly hard again — began to take Melissa, turning her onto her side and fucking up into her. She soon filled the room with moans much like mine, high-pitched and breathy as our master pumped his driving cock into her.

He came a second time, filling her with his seed, leaving both our pussies dripping.

Finally he pulled out, collapsing on the bed beside us, lying on his back. He smiled and kissed each of us tenderly. Then possessively, spanking her butt, then mine.

“You two are my best little bimbo sluts, aren’t you?”

“Yes, master.”

****

Matt

As much as I loved fucking Elsa and Melissa, I knew it was time to go after Sarah. I needed her, needed on a damned primal level.

I returned to my family home later that afternoon. Knocking on the door, Sarah answered a short time later. She was wearing a nice, low-cut blouse and a pair of slacks that emphasized both her professional demeanor and her sexy ass.

“Baby,” she purred, smiling at me happily. “You’re home.”

She pulled me into a tight embrace. I took the opportunity to slide my hands down her back to her waist, and as I did, I thought...

Make Sarah want me. Make her mine, sexually...romantically. Make her want me and only me.

I knew that would be enough to trigger the book’s power.

And sure enough, as Sarah pulled back, the look in her eyes changed. As her eyes swept down my body, then met mine again, I saw a look in them that could only be described as pure desire.

“Wow, you’ve really filled out, Matt.” She squeezed my bicep, then let her fingers massage it gently. “Looking hot. Very hot.”

“So are you.”

She giggled. Of course if she hadn’t been influenced by me this way, she would never have told me I looked hot...

Or would she? Hell, Sarah and I had always flirted. Even subtly. Things like little touches when we would go into the kitchen and be talking together. I would come up behind her and hold her in my arms, and more than once I had a hardon. At those times she never said anything to discourage me, only pressing her butt gently into me.

Now, though...

She was hitting on me, and there was no denying it.

“Come into the kitchen. I’ll make your favorite hot chocolate.”

We sat at the counter and talked for a while. After we had caught up and I had sipped my hot chocolate, Mom came over to me and slid onto my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck.

“I’m so glad you came home to see me,” she whispered, her lips touching my ear and neck.

“I came back for more than that,” I said, squeezing her round butt as she straddled me, rocking slowly back and forth on my lap.

“You did?”

“Yes.”

She pulled back and gazed into my eyes — but I was the one who circled her neck with my fingers and pulled her in for a slow, deep kiss.

She moaned softly and opened up to me right away. I felt her body relaxing into mine, soft and perfect. I deepened the kiss, tilting her head back and sliding my tongue into her mouth. There was something dirty and wrong about doing this to my own stepmother, yet at the same time it was really hot.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. I squeezed her ass with my hands and then moved my hands to her breasts, opening her shirt and undoing her bra, freeing her large breasts. They swung free in my hands and I squeezed each one, sucking the nipples into my mouth and releasing with a pop.

“Ohhhh god,” she moaned, caressing my hair and neck. “That feels amazing...Please, fuck me, Matt. I need you in me.”

I watched as she spread her legs for me, revealing a large wet spot on her panties. I reached into them, rubbing up and down her slick, wet lips. She was so wet and so horny for me, it amazed me.

But then, the power of the magic book had started to seem normal to me now. Why be amazed? It was simply something I had been given — my destiny.

“Suck me,” I ordered. “Get down on your knees and suck on my cock.”

She quickly complied, already becoming my mindless, cock-addicted bimbo. Her mouth, slick and warm with saliva, enveloped my cock, making me grunt in pleasure. She lapped away at me, her hands roaming my thighs. She swirled her tongue around the engorged tip of my cock, occasionally changing up he emotions to provide me more stimulation.

“You taste so sweet, baby. So good. My love...my master...”

I took control, seizing her hair and pushing her toward me. My large cock slid down her throat but she didn’t even flinch; she opened her mouth wide, letting me use her like the toy she had craved to be all these years.

She isn’t here to think...she’s here for me to play with.

As I looked down at her, I saw everything change in her expression. Gone was her careful, composed demeanor and the professional nature she once had. Now the look in her eyes was pure lust. As my cock slid up and down her throat, occasionally stopping as I allowed her time to breathe, she moaned and sucked hard on me, writhing and reaching between her legs.

“No touching yourself,” I commanded. “Wait until I touch you.”

“Mmmmm,” she said obediently, removing her fingers. I saw the difficulty it required not to play with her horny little pussy; she was wet as hell.

Finally I pulled out of her mouth, seeing how I had made a mess of her face and not even cum on her yet. Her makeup was smeared and her saliva running over her mouth and my cock. But she looked happy as hell, having taken her new master’s cock.

I liked being in her mouth, but I wanted something more. I picked her up and spread her over the kitchen table, opening her legs up for me to see. I slid her panties down her thighs and revealed a quivering, dripping cunt.

I licked along her smooth, wet lips. She was shaved and perfect, her juices delicious in my mouth. She moaned and writhed underneath me. “Fuck your whore, master. See how wet I am...dripping for you, baby....put your big cock in my pussy, please.”

The tip of my cock pressed to her lips and stretched her tight hole. Soon she was taking me in bit by bit, her pussy sucking on me like a warm, wet mouth. “I want to feel your thick cock flood my walls with your hot, hot cum,” she gasped.

“You’ll get your wish, slut,” I growled, advancing further until my cock was into her up to the brim.

She shuddered as I was all the way inside her. “My pussy feels like it will tear apart from you, you’re so big. I love it,” she moaned.

I pulled out slowly again, feeling her groan as much as hearing it. Then I sank into her again, vigorously, thrusting in hard. She yelped in surprise, pleasure and pain, feeling friction throughout her whole body. I found a rhythm and began to fuck her tight cunt faster, feeling her juices flow copiously around me.

“You’re so big...oh god...”

“You love it, don’t you?” I pounded her pussy harder, my hand tight around her throat, making her gasp with pleasure. I dominated my sexy stepmother, making her tits swing with my thrusts, her legs clenching tight around me.

“Fuck, yes! Baby, oh god....give it to me! Fuck that tight pussy, your slut mother’s pussy!”

I groaned, feeling her fingers rub her clit as my cock pounded her. They brushed against my thick shaft, making it feel even better.

She screamed in time with my thrusts and soon the room was echoing with our groans and gasps of pleasure. Her body thrashed as her orgasm took her, pussy clenching my cock. My relentlessly pounding made her whole body tremble, and her fingers drove into my arms, nails raking me. “I’ll take anything you give me, master! Anything!”

“Anything?”

“Yes! I’m your slutty little cock-hungry bimbo, my love! Fuck me hard, fill me with your cum!”

I groaned and thrust deep into her, enjoying the delicious feel of her pussy squelching around me. The thought of knocking up my fertile stepmother’s tight body was intense; I felt my balls throb and twitch and was soon spurting thick gobs of cum into her.

“Yes!” she screamed, clutching me tight with her legs and arms. “Fill my pussy! Fill it with your hot seed! Knock me up! Give me your baby, master...”

“Ohhhh fuck.” I groaned as I thrust in hot and hard, my cock still spurting inside her sexy womb. She milked me of every drop, ensuring I had thoroughly coated her insides with my cum.

When it was done, we kissed, our lips and tongues meeting fervently. Finally I had achieved my goal; finally my stepmother, my sexy Sarah, was in my arms, pussy overflowing with my sperm. Probably pregnant by me.

It was my dream come true.

****

When I had taken Sarah several more times, we were both finally exhausted. Thanks to her great home-cooking, there were plenty of leftovers in the fridge. I figured we’d dig into those later and for now, would just enjoy some snacks. Naked, I walked to the kitchen and found some, bringing a plate of cheese, olives, and paté upstairs for us to feast on.

“I’m so glad you came for me, Matt,” she said adoringly, caressing my body as I came back to bed.

“You really are?”

“Yes.” I looked into her eyes, trying to determine if this was truly Sarah talking, or just the power of the magic book.

I decided it was probably both. Yes, she loved me, and yes, she wanted me. But deep down, I had unlocked her inner slut, the part of her that wanted to come out and could not, because of her professional training, her college education. Everything that kept her clamped inside the confines of what was societally appropriate — and obviously, being a cock-hungry bimbo didn’t fit that description.

I kissed her lips, savoring their flavor and feel.

She was mine now.

My harem was complete, all thanks to that one pink book I had found on the shelf.

****
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