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A hot preview…

I grinned wickedly, stroking her hair lovingly. "Good girl, Rebecca. Good girl. Now get up on your knees."

Without hesitation, she raised herself onto hands and knees. I slid off the bed and positioned myself behind her. Grabbing a fistful of blonde locks, I forced her head down so that her ass stuck out high above the mattress. I gave it a slap and watched appreciatively as she squeaked in surprise and flinched away instinctively. I brought my hand down twice more on each cheek, leaving bright red handprints.

She moaned softly, squirming beneath me as I continued to spank her reddened rear. As I laid down another hard blow, my free hand reached forward to tease her swollen clit with slow, deliberate strokes. The mixture of pleasure and pain proved overwhelming for her, sending her into fits of ecstatic thrashing.

My eyes wandered to where my fingers danced across her most sensitive areas. "Fuck..." I breathed, gazing intensely at her quivering pink hole. "You're dripping wet, slut."

I pushed two fingers inside her slippery entrance, fingering her roughly as she cried out loudly in pleasure. She whimpered as her cunt walls tightened around my digits, and soon she began bucking furiously against my touch, trying desperately to climax again. Eventually, her orgasm built to a crescendo, and her entire body shuddered violently beneath my relentless assault. When finally she relaxed, she fell limply forward onto the bed. She buried her face in a pillow and sobbed weakly, trying futilely to stifle her whimpers as her orgasm receded.

The Bimbo Machine Part 5

The next day, while Rebecca slept soundly, I decided to get started on my research into how to ensure I could continue brainwashing my beautiful 'wife.'

After a quick shower and breakfast, I spent some time reviewing Rebecca's blog.

"It's important to me that I take care of my husband's needs in bed," read one entry. "I've noticed that a lot of women my age are more focused on their own pleasure, but that just seems selfish to me. I feel like it's a woman's duty to ensure her husband is completely satisfied."

I couldn't help but smile, as I imagined how that attitude would translate once I had control over Rebecca's mind. My wife would become my personal slave. I would make her perform for me, live out any fantasy I could imagine, and all she would do was thank me for the privilege.

It was clear that Rebecca's desire to submit was something that had been growing in her for a while. Her blog was full of stories about her past. She'd had an affair with a professor when she was an undergraduate, and then another with her boss while she was a young professional. Both affairs had been discovered by her husband at the time, and both ended in divorce.

I could only imagine the guilt she felt, and how much she wanted to make up for it. By the time I was done with her, my stepmom would have no memory of the man who had been her husband. She would know only me and her duty to serve me.

As I read through her blog, I noticed a recurring theme. Rebecca's ex-husbands were always controlling and dominant, but also abusive.

"My first husband used to hit me when he was angry," she wrote. "He never apologized, either. He'd just tell me that if I kept upsetting him, he'd do it again. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised when he cheated on me, since he never took my feelings into account."

That was something I knew I could never do. I couldn't stand the thought of hurting Rebecca, physically or emotionally. Even though she had only been mine for a short time, I already felt a deep sense of love and devotion for her. I wanted her to be happy, even as I made her my personal fucktoy.

With that in mind, I turned to the Internet, doing my best to find out if there was a way to keep a woman in a hypnotic trance without constant work.

One site mentioned something called a "post-hypnotic trigger", a word or action that could put a person back into a trance, no matter how long they had been out. It was perfect. All I had to do was find a way to plant a post-hypnotic suggestion, and I would have Rebecca wrapped around my finger forever.

The question was how to do it.

As I searched for ideas, I came across a page devoted to hypnosis porn.

"Hypnosis porn is a new genre of erotic videos that features women being hypnotized into having sex," it read. "The idea is that the woman is put into a trance and then told to have sex with the person controlling her mind. It's a very popular genre, especially among men who want to see their wives or girlfriends submitting to them."

There were several links to free videos, and I clicked on one of them. The video showed a blonde woman sitting on a couch, talking to a man. He was telling her that she was getting sleepy, and soon she was slurring her words and having trouble keeping her eyes open.

Finally, he told her that she was in a deep trance, and she agreed.

"What's your name?" he asked.

"Becky," she said.

"And who am I?"

"You're my master."

"That's right. And what are you going to do for me?"

"Whatever you want, master," she replied, her voice taking on a breathy quality.

"Good girl," the man said. "Now take off your clothes."

The woman began to undress, slowly and seductively. Once she was naked, the man told her to pleasure herself, and she did so, rubbing her clit and moaning.

I paused the video, unable to tear my eyes away from the image. Becky's breasts were full and perky, and her pussy was shaved bare. She looked like she was enjoying herself, and the man who was controlling her clearly enjoyed the show.

But it was the look on her face that really got me. Becky looked so peaceful and relaxed, even as she masturbated. I wanted to see that same look on Rebecca's face.

I resumed the video and watched as the man ordered the woman to suck his cock. She obeyed immediately, taking his thick shaft deep into her throat. She gagged and choked, but she didn't stop.

"That's it, Becky," the man said. "Choke on my cock like the good little slut you are."

She continued to pleasure him, and I could see that her hand was still busy between her legs. The man was clearly getting close to cumming, and I couldn't blame him. Becky's mouth was incredible, and her blowjob was wet and messy.

Finally, the man came, shooting his load down Becky's throat. She swallowed every drop, licking his cock clean.

"What a good girl," the man said. "I think you deserve a reward."

"Thank you, master," Becky replied.

"Come sit on my lap," the man said.

Becky climbed onto the man's lap and began to ride him. He held her hips, guiding her movements, and soon the room was filled with the sound of their flesh slapping together.

"Do you like that, Becky?" the man asked. "Do you like riding your master's cock?"

"Yes, master," Becky moaned. "Your cock feels so good inside me."

The man began to play with her tits, squeezing and pinching her nipples. Becky cried out in pleasure, and I could see her juices coating the man's cock.

"Cum for me, Becky," the man commanded.

"Yes, master!" Becky screamed, her body shuddering as she came hard.

The man kept fucking her, and I could tell he was getting close. His breathing was heavy, and his thrusts were becoming more erratic. Finally, he groaned and emptied himself inside her, filling her pussy with his cum.

I closed the video, my heart racing. My dick was hard as hell. The whole thing was so incredibly erotic - imagining controlling a woman's mind, through hypnosis, to get her to perform any twisted sexual fantasy I had.

I wanted to try it with my stepmom.

I knew that if I did, I would need to be careful. After all, I didn't want to hurt her, or push her too far. But the thought of watching her lose control, giving herself completely to me, was too tempting to resist.

I spent the rest of the morning researching more about hypnosis and how to do it. There was a lot of conflicting information, but one thing seemed clear: it was possible. If I could find a way to put Rebecca into a trance, I could do whatever I wanted with her.

That night, I called Rebecca and told her to come meet me in my bedroom, and I waited for her there, completely naked.

Finally, there was a knock on my bedroom door. I opened it, to find Rebecca standing in the hall. She looked like she was about to go to the gym, wearing a pair of black yoga pants and a loose tank-top that revealed her stomach.

"Come on in," I said.

"You wanted to see me?" Rebecca asked.

"Yes," I said. "I've come up with a new hypnosis experiment."

"What is it?" Rebecca asked, stepping into the room.

"I'm going to put you into a trance," I explained, "and see how deep it takes us. I'm also going to hypnotize you to do things that you might not normally do. How does that sound?"

Rebecca bit her lip, and I could see the arousal in her eyes. "I'm excited," she said. "It sounds really sexy."

"Good," I said, pulling her in close and kissing her lips.

She returned the kiss, her tongue darting out to caress mine. We kissed deeply, our bodies pressed together.

I broke the kiss and took a step back. "Take off your clothes," I commanded.

Rebecca did as I said, slowly removing her top and then sliding her yoga pants down her long legs. She stood before me, wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and matching thong.

"You're beautiful," I said, taking her in.

"Thank you," Rebecca said, blushing.

"Lay down on the bed," I instructed.

She did as I asked, lying back against the pillows. I took a moment to appreciate the view, her round, firm breasts, the curve of her hips, and her smooth, shaved pussy.

"Close your eyes," I said.

She did, her long eyelashes fluttering.

I began to talk her through the relaxation technique, my voice low and steady.

"You're getting sleepy," I said. "Your muscles are relaxing, and you feel yourself sinking deeper and deeper into the mattress. You're so relaxed, so calm. There's nothing else in the world but you and my voice. You're floating, drifting, falling deeper and deeper into the trance."

As I spoke, I could see Rebecca's body begin to relax, her breathing becoming slow and even.

"That's it," I murmured. "You're doing great. You're in a deep, deep trance, and you're going to do everything I say. When I count down from ten, you're going to open your eyes, and you'll be in a deep trance, ready and willing to do anything I tell you. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she whispered.

"Good," I said. "Let's start now. Ten...nine...eight...seven..."

I counted down, and Rebecca's eyes fluttered open. They were glassy and unfocused, and she stared up at me, waiting for instructions.

"How do you feel?" I asked.

"I'm in a deep trance," she said, her voice monotone. "I'm ready and willing to do anything you say."

I couldn't help but grin, loving the power I had over her.

"Sit up," I said.

Rebecca sat up, her back straight and her legs crossed.

"Do you like to play with yourself?" I asked.

"Yes," she said.

"Show me."

Her hands drifted down to her pussy, and she began to touch herself, her fingers circling her clit.

"Tell me what you're thinking about," I said.

"I'm thinking about you," she said. "About how you're going to make me cum. About how I'm going to do anything you want."

I stepped forward, stroking my cock as I watched her pleasure herself.

"Good," I said. "You're a good girl."

"Thank you," she breathed, her eyes fixed on my cock.

"Are you ready to obey my commands?" I asked.

"Yes," she said. "I'll do anything."

"Good," I said. "Then lay down on the bed and spread your legs."

Rebecca did as I asked, laying back against the pillows and spreading her legs.

I moved forward, climbing onto the bed and positioning myself between her thighs. I stroked her clit, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her.

"Do you want me to fuck you?" I asked.

"Yes," she moaned.

"Then beg for it," I said. "Beg me to fuck you."

"Please," she breathed. "Please fuck me. Please fill me up with your cock."

"Good girl," I said, before lining up the tip of my cock with her pussy.

I pushed inside, inch by inch, feeling her wet heat envelop me. She was so tight, and she felt so good. I wanted to take my time and savor the feeling, but I knew I couldn't. This was just a test, and I needed to see how much control I had over her.

I began to thrust, pumping my cock in and out of her, and she moaned and writhed beneath me. Her hands reached up to grab my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin.

"Are you close?" I asked, pounding away at her.

"Yes," she whimpered. "Yes, I'm so close!"

"Then cum," I commanded. "Cum for me, right now."

I felt her pussy clench down on my cock and I knew she was cumming. Her entire body shivered as she rode out her orgasm, spasming beneath me.

As soon as her orgasm had subsided, I pulled myself out of her.

"Now I want you to crawl over to the mirror," I said.

"Yes, sir," she said.

"Good girl," I said, patting her on the ass.

She crawled over to the mirror, and then turned around to look at me.

"How do you look?" I asked.

"Beautiful," she said.

"Good," I said. "Now get down on your knees and give me a blow job."

"Yes, sir," she said.

She knelt down in front of me and began to suck my cock, taking it all the way into her mouth. She bobbed her head, and I could see her saliva dripping down my shaft. It felt so good, and I knew I wouldn't last long.

"That's it," I murmured. "You're a good girl."

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked my cock, and the pressure building inside me was almost too much to bear.

I grabbed her by the hair, yanking her off my cock. She stared up at me, wide-eyed and open-mouthed.

"I want you to swallow every drop," I said.

"Yes, sir," she said.

I gripped my dick and began to stroke it hard and fast. My orgasm crested, and I came, shooting my load all over her face, covering her in my hot, sticky cum.

"Fuck," I groaned, watching as the ropes of white landed on her cheeks, nose, and lips. She caught some in her mouth and swallowed hungrily.

When I was finished, she licked her lips, savoring the taste.

"You're amazing," I said, looking down at her.

"Thank you," she said, smiling up at me. "You were great, too."

My gaze lingered on her for a moment before I reached for the mirror again.

"Look deep into this mirror," I commanded, turning her toward it.

"Yes," she breathed.

"What do you see?"

"A beautiful woman," she answered. "She looks happy and satisfied. I'm glad I could give that to her."

I chuckled softly. "I'm glad you could, too. Now I want you to go to your room and lay in bed until I tell you otherwise, okay?"

"Okay," she said, standing.

She gathered her clothes, pulling on her tank-top and yoga pants. She left my room without another word, and I watched her go with a smile on my face.

She looked happy, sated, and above all, compliant.

I knew I was on the right track.

And soon, I would have total control over Rebecca.

***

Over the next few days, I continued to experiment with different ways to hypnotize Rebecca. We tried trances put into place through a trigger word or a sound, like the ticking of a clock. Some attempts were more successful than others. One night, when we were having dinner, I said a command word and instantly got her to do the dishes. Unfortunately, after I gave her an order to stop, she kept cleaning the kitchen. I had to manually put her back into a trance, which didn't end up being sexy at all.

At the end of our hypnosis experimentation period, I could confidently get Rebecca into a light trance with a post-hypnotic suggestion that made her horny as hell. After trying several different phrases, I settled on saying that she was getting "so wet and warm." It always worked, without fail. She'd start breathing a bit heavier and I could see desire and lust growing in her eyes. It was the most reliable way I found so far to get her ready for sex at any time of day.

I just hadn't figured out how to take things further. How could I have complete and absolute control over her?

I had to figure out something. I wanted her to do more than just get turned on.

I wanted her to do everything.

***

One day, Rebecca was out running errands, leaving me home alone. In her absence, I did some research and reading online. It turns out there are plenty of resources about how to take control of a woman's mind through hypnosis. Apparently it's been happening for a long time, although not quite in the way I wanted. Hypnotists are often using their powers to help women quit smoking, or lose weight, but these ideas didn't excite me. Why would I want Rebecca to give up one of her vices when I could get her to indulge them with me?

I kept searching the internet and found a thread of discussion where people were brainstorming suggestions. Someone had apparently hypnotized his girlfriend into thinking that every time she saw a peacock, she'd instantly become desperate to be fucked, or something like that. Another commenter replied that she wished he'd done it to her because it sounded hot as hell.

That piqued my interest, and I started digging deeper. The idea of giving someone a hypnotic command and having them unable to resist seemed almost too good to be true. Could it work with Rebecca, though? She wasn't really a fan of birds. If I suggested she start seeing them differently, would it take hold?

I had to try.

Once she got home from running errands, she came straight into my bedroom.

"Hi," she said, smiling. She closed the door behind her and began to take off her clothes.

I could already see that her eyes were glassy and unfocused, meaning that the suggestion had worked. The moment I told her she was "getting warm and wet," she would immediately slip into a light trance state.

"Sit down in that chair," I said, gesturing toward the chair in the corner of my room.

She did as I asked, settling into the chair. Her movements were slow and deliberate, her body obviously under my control.

"Good girl," I said, standing above her. "Now I'm going to tell you a story, and you're going to listen to every word, okay?"

"Okay," she said.

Her voice was calm, smooth. There was no hint of hesitation in it.

"Whenever you hear me say the words, 'so beautiful,' you will enter a trance and your mind will open up to whatever I'm saying. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she breathed, tilting her head to the side.

I had to stifle a grin. That was one of her sexy poses, something she always did when she wanted me to ravish her. But I wouldn't, not yet. First I had to test the suggestion.

"Rebecca," I began, "you know how you love to play with yourself and make yourself feel good?"

"Yes," she murmured.

"And you know how sometimes, when we're out in public together, you can get horny and want me to fuck you right then and there?"

"Mmm, yes," she sighed, closing her eyes.

"Every time you hear those words - so beautiful - you're going to go from that place. You're going to be hot, and horny, and ready to obey whatever I tell you, and all you're going to think about is what you're wearing. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she answered slowly, keeping her eyes closed.

My heart pounded in my chest as I tried to keep my breathing even. I'd never done anything like this before, and it was exciting as hell.

"Repeat it back to me," I said.

"Every time I hear you say those words," she said, "I'll become warm, and horny, and I won't be able to stop thinking about my clothing."

"Good girl," I crooned.

Rebecca squirmed in her seat, clearly enjoying the praise.

I licked my lips, trying to contain my excitement. Now we were going to test it out. I knew that I had to do it properly, in a way that would replicate what would happen in real life. I took a deep breath and walked over to the chair. I bent down and started kissing Rebecca on her neck and shoulders.

"Oh, yes," she breathed. "That feels so good."

"You like that?" I murmured into her ear. "You want me to keep going?"

"Please," she said. "Don't stop. Make me feel good."

I trailed kisses down her collarbone, and across her chest. She tilted her head back and sighed, giving herself over to the pleasure. I slipped a hand between her legs and began to rub her through her yoga pants. Her thighs squeezed my wrist as her pussy became wet.

"So beautiful," I whispered in her ear.

Her breath hitched, and I felt her body stiffen. Her eyes shot open, and I saw them glaze over for a moment. And then she seemed to regain her composure.

"Mmm," she moaned, leaning in for a kiss.

But I pulled back.

"How do you feel?" I asked.

"Good," she said. "Horny."

"And what are you wearing?"

Her gaze went down and I could see that she was taking in the clothes she wore. I was doing it. It was actually happening.

"The red tank top I got yesterday," she said.

"Perfect," I said, unable to hold back my grin.

She didn't seem to notice that I was excited, too entranced in what she was wearing.

"So beautiful," I repeated.

A low moan escaped her lips as her eyes fluttered closed again. I began kissing her neck once more, my hands roaming her body. She melted under my touch, letting out little sighs of pleasure as I explored every inch of her. I moved my lips to hers and we kissed deeply, our tongues dancing together in perfect harmony.

"Mmmm," she moaned, pulling away and staring up at me, a dazed expression on her face.

"Tell me, Rebecca," I said. "Are you getting warm? Are you feeling horny?"

"Yes," she breathed. "God, yes. I'm so horny."

"Good girl," I whispered in her ear, nibbling on her earlobe.

She let out another low moan and arched her back, pressing her breasts into my chest. I cupped one of her tits and began to knead it, reveling in its firmness and softness.

"And what are you wearing, Rebecca?" I asked, teasing her nipple through her top.

"The red tank top I got yesterday," she gasped, squirming in the chair, "and a pair of grey yoga pants."

"Perfect," I said. "Now you're going to show me exactly what I want you to do. How you're going to please yourself when I tell you to. So stand up."

She stood, and I could see the flush of desire on her cheeks and neck, and I knew she was fully under my control.

"Take off your shirt," I ordered.

She complied immediately, reaching behind her and pulling down the zipper of her top. It fell away from her shoulders and landed on the floor with a quiet thud. Her full breasts were bare underneath, her nipples already hard and taut. She stared at me, waiting for her next instruction.

"Now touch yourself," I said. "Tease those pretty little tits for me."

She ran her hands over her chest, squeezing her tits and rubbing her nipples, letting out a little moan as she did so. I watched in fascination as she played with herself, getting more and more turned on by the second.

"That's it," I said. "Keep going, play with yourself, make yourself feel good."

She bit her lip and pinched her nipples, closing her eyes and tilting her head back slightly as she enjoyed the pleasure. Her tits jiggled slightly as she fondled them, and I resisted the urge to reach out and touch them myself.

"Good," I said, keeping my tone firm and commanding. "Now take off your pants."

She shimmied out of her yoga pants, revealing a sexy pair of red lace panties that clung to her hips and ass. She stepped out of the pants and stood in front of me in just her underwear. I couldn't help but stare at her gorgeous body, admiring every inch of her.

"Beautiful," I breathed. "Now play with that sweet little pussy for me."

She wasted no time. Her hands traveled down her toned stomach and into her panties, beginning to stroke her wet mound. She let out a soft moan as she touched herself, her eyes locked on mine.

"That's it," I said, barely able to control myself. "Do what feels good. Get off on showing me how beautiful you are."

She started to grind against her hand, rolling her hips in a slow, sensuous rhythm. Her breath came in short gasps, and I could tell she was close to cumming.

I watched with rapt attention as she pleasured herself, unable to believe that she was doing it in front of me, doing it because I commanded her to. The thought made my cock grow painfully hard, and I had to resist the urge to order her onto her knees to suck me off. No, this wasn't the moment to do that. First, I wanted her to cum on command.

"So beautiful," I murmured. "So fucking sexy."

Her eyes closed, and her movements became faster and more frantic. Her hand was now moving in a blur as she fingered herself, and the only sound in the room was her labored breathing.

I knew she was almost there.

"That's it," I said softly, "cum for me, show me how horny you are. Show me that tight pussy dripping wet."

She gasped loudly and let out a cry as her body shook and convulsed, the orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave. She shuddered and moaned, and her hand never stopped moving through it all. I watched in awe as she came undone right in front of me, putting on an incredible display.

Finally, she relaxed, and her hand withdrew from her panties. She stared up at me, panting heavily, her eyes glazed over with pleasure.

I couldn't help it, I needed to have her. I leaned down and captured her lips in a passionate kiss, our tongues tangling together in a dance of desire. She tasted sweet and warm and I felt like I could drown in her taste forever. She let out a low moan and kissed me back hungrily, her arms wrapping around my neck and pulling me close.

After a moment, we broke apart, both of us catching our breath. Her cheeks were flushed and her hair was messy, but she'd never looked more beautiful.

"Good girl," I said, unable to hold back my grin. All too well I knew her next reaction.

Sure enough, her breath hitched at my words.

"Oh God," she whispered, closing her eyes and taking deep breaths. "Please, fuck me."

She stared up at me, biting her lip, her body trembling slightly. She was still under the power of the suggestion, still desperate and needy for me. And I'd be lying if I said I didn't love every second of it.

"Please, what?" I asked, raising my eyebrows. I had to hear it again.

"Please, Master," she whispered, lowering her gaze submissively. "I need you inside me."

My cock throbbed at those words and I groaned softly. There was no denying how hot it was to have this control over Rebecca, even if I'd never tell her that. Instead, I grabbed her roughly by the arm and pulled her closer to me. She looked up at me, startled for a moment. But then she smiled, as if remembering she was there to obey me. She ran her hands down my chest and abs, feeling every hard ridge and muscle.

"You're so gorgeous," she breathed, kissing my neck and chest. "You're so perfect."

I growled and gripped her hair, pulling her head back so her throat was bared to me. I leaned down and kissed her neck, trailing my tongue along the sensitive skin there. She shivered and let out a soft sigh of pleasure, her hands running up and down my back.

I slid my free hand between her legs and cupped her pussy through her soaked panties. She gasped and arched her back, pushing into my hand. I began rubbing her mound gently, feeling her clit swell beneath my touch. She moaned and spread her legs wider, letting me get deeper access.

I slipped two fingers into her pussy and she cried out, clinging to my shoulders. I started fucking her with my fingers, thrusting deep and hard, and she bucked her hips against me. Her nails dug into my back as she panted and moaned in time with my movements.

"God, yes," she groaned, throwing her head back. "Fuck me harder, please."

I obliged, driving my fingers into her hot cunt faster and deeper. She whimpered and writhed under my ministrations, and I felt her pussy walls tighten around my fingers as she grew close to another climax.

"I want your cock," she panted, her eyes squeezed shut. "Please, fuck me!"

She was begging for it, and I knew I couldn't deny her any longer. I withdrew my fingers and pulled my pants down. My cock sprang free, throbbing and twitching in the air.

"On your knees, slut," I grunted.

Rebecca immediately dropped to her knees, not taking her eyes off of my hard dick. She stared up at me through hooded eyes and licked her lips.

"Give it to me," she pleaded. "Please, Master, fill me with your cum."

I grabbed her by the hair and positioned her in front of me. She opened her mouth obediently and I shoved my cock down her throat without hesitation. She gagged and choked a bit at first, but quickly recovered, allowing me to slide my length all the way in until her nose was pressed into my pelvis. I held myself there for a moment, enjoying the warmth and wetness of her throat. She looked up at me through watery eyes and wrapped her arms around my waist.

I began to thrust in and out of her mouth, using her like a sex toy. She took it with gusto, her head bobbing up and down eagerly as she sucked my cock. It felt incredible, and I knew I wouldn't be able to last long.

As my thrusts became more erratic and frantic, I felt the familiar sensation of an orgasm building at the base of my spine. I pulled out of her mouth abruptly and began pumping my shaft with one hand, aiming the tip at her face. She knelt there submissively, staring up at me with lust-filled eyes as I jerked off over her.

"So beautiful," I repeated. Those two words would do it again; that much I'd learned.

Sure enough, Rebecca's expression shifted instantly, changing from a look of intense pleasure to something more vacant and blank. She stared at me as I jacked off, waiting for my seed to shoot onto her skin. I felt the pressure building and mounting inside of me, until finally I couldn't hold it back anymore.

I let out a loud groan as my orgasm crashed over me, my cock erupting like a volcano. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her face and neck, coating her smooth skin in white. I kept stroking as I came, making sure every drop landed on her body. When I was done, I leaned down and kissed her lips gently, tasting my salty fluids on her mouth.

"Good girl," I murmured against her mouth. "You're so fucking good at this, so beautiful..."

She shuddered against me, letting out a low moan as she came back to herself, cum dripping from her cheeks. The sight of her, coated in my seed, was almost enough to get me hard again immediately. But I needed time to recover.

I stepped away from her and began to walk around the chair slowly, appraising her like a piece of art. She turned her head and followed my movements, never taking her gaze off of me. As she spun, I could see my seed dribble down the curve of her cheek and onto her collarbone. My cock stirred again as I watched the sticky fluid drip down her chest and into her cleavage.

I stopped in front of her once more and looked down at her, loving the way she looked on her knees, covered in my cum. She stared up at me with pure adoration, and I knew I could get used to this view.

"That's perfect," I said, grinning down at her. "You're such a good girl for me, aren't you?"

"Yes, Master," she answered, her voice barely a whisper.

I leaned down and cupped her chin gently, tilting her head up to look at me. She smiled and bit her lip as our eyes met.

"Such a good girl," I repeated softly, trailing a finger through the cum on her neck. "I love you like this. You look so pretty when you're coated in my jizz, don't you?"

Rebecca's eyes fluttered closed and she nodded eagerly. I wiped more of the sticky fluid onto my finger and placed it at her lips. Her tongue darted out and she sucked my finger clean greedily. When she opened her eyes, they were full of need, begging for more.

I withdrew my finger from her mouth with a wet pop and stepped back again, continuing to walk around her in a slow circle. I admired every inch of her gorgeous body, from her tousled dark hair to her red lips, flushed cheeks, and the sticky cum dripping down her skin.

Finally, I stood in front of her again and knelt down, leaning close until our faces were just inches apart. I reached down and took her hand gently in mine, pulling her up to a standing position.

"Follow me," I said quietly.

I led her out of the room and down the hallway toward the bathroom. When we reached the door, I turned and looked at her.

"Go shower yourself clean," I whispered. "And come find me in my room once you're done."

She nodded obediently and turned into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. I couldn't help but chuckle to myself as I walked back to my room. It was surreal to think that Rebecca was now under my complete control, and the fact that it had been so easy to do...that really was a game-changer.

I flopped down on my bed and looked at the ceiling, trying to imagine what I might make her do next. The possibilities were endless. As I pondered what to do with my newly acquired slave, my cock twitched at the thought of Rebecca naked in the shower.

After what seemed like forever, the bedroom door finally opened. I glanced up, unable to keep the smile off of my face. There she was, wrapped in a towel, her long hair dripping wet. She closed the door behind her and started walking towards me.

"Come here," I said, gesturing towards my bed. "And let the towel drop."

She obeyed silently, tossing the towel away as she came closer to me. She was breathtaking, her slender curves highlighted by the soft light of my bedside lamp. I sat up as she reached the bed, running my hands over her smooth skin. She gasped as I grabbed her ass and pulled her close, kissing and nibbling her stomach gently.

"Such a good girl for me," I murmured, feeling her tremble under my touch. "You look so sexy all fresh and clean..."

She moaned softly as I moved lower, pressing my lips to her mound. I ran my tongue along her wet slit, tasting her delicious juices. I looked up at her and saw she was watching me closely, biting her lip, her expression one of pure lust. I spread her pussy lips apart with my fingers and traced slow circles around her swollen clit. She arched her back and whimpered, clearly needing more than what I was giving her.

"Tell me what you want," I ordered. "Beg me to make you feel good."

"Please, Master," she said, her voice strained. "I want you to fuck me. I need to feel your cock inside of me."

Her words made me groan with desire. I stood up suddenly, causing her to take a step back. I gripped her shoulder tightly and forced her onto her knees on the ground, my other hand grabbing her throat. Her eyes widened with shock as I used my thumb and forefinger to tilt her head back, baring her neck. She was breathing heavily now, staring at me with a mixture of fear and excitement.

I leaned down and bit her earlobe hard. She yelped and shivered in my grip. I ran my tongue across the shell of her ear as she trembled beneath me.

"So fucking beautiful," I whispered. "And now I'm going to make you my little slut."

Her breath hitched as she realized what I meant by that, and her cheeks flushed even deeper red. But instead of resisting, she spread her legs wide for me, offering herself up completely. I couldn't help but let out a laugh. She really was incredible.

"That's it, slut," I growled in her ear. "Just stay like that and don't move. Let me do all the work."

I positioned myself behind her and lined up my throbbing cock with her tight entrance. Without warning, I plunged into her slick folds, forcing every inch of my thick length inside her. She screamed in surprise, but held still, letting me fill her up completely. When I bottomed out inside her, I stopped, waiting for her body to adjust to my size.

"Now," I commanded, "fuck yourself on my cock while I watch. Show me how much you love getting pounded like a dirty little whore."

She obeyed without hesitation, starting to grind against me as I stared down at her from above. She looked so vulnerable on her hands and knees like this, unable to resist me or fight back. As she rode me, she threw her head back and began to moan loudly, her cries echoing throughout the room. I could tell she was getting close already, and I had a feeling this wouldn't last long.

"Come for me," I growled, holding her hair in one fist.

My words triggered an explosion inside of her, and she arched her back, screaming my name as her climax washed over her. It only took a few more thrusts before I was right there with her, grunting and spilling my seed deep inside her cunt. I filled her pussy with every drop of my sticky cum, making sure she felt every bit of it. We rode out our orgasms together, and once it was over, I pulled out of her and stood up shakily. She stayed on her knees, panting heavily, with a dazed expression on her face.

I grabbed her shoulder roughly and forced her to stand. Then I bent her over the bed and slapped her ass hard, enjoying the way it jiggled under my palm. I looked down and saw that her pussy was dripping with a mixture of our juices, and my seed was leaking out of her swollen cunt. I couldn't resist the urge to reach between her legs and run my fingers along her slit, scooping up some of the wetness and then bringing it to her mouth.

"Lick your filthy pussy clean," I ordered.

She wrapped her lips around my fingers hungrily, sucking every drop of the sweet nectar from them. When I was satisfied, I pulled my hand away, wiping the excess on her tits. She stared at me expectantly, waiting for her next orders.

"Lay down," I said, patting the bed. "I want to see you spread wide open for me."

She obeyed instantly. The sight of her obediently lying on my bed made my cock twitch again, and I knew this wouldn't be our last night together like this. I watched as she slid her legs apart, giving me a perfect view of her cunt.

"Keep those legs open," I growled. "And keep fucking yourself until I say otherwise."

She moaned in response and started rubbing her clit with one hand, never taking her eyes off me. I moved closer to the bed and sat down in front of her, staring intently at her sex. I placed my hands on her knees to prevent her from closing her legs and began stroking myself lazily as I watched her masturbate.

As she worked her fingers across her wet folds, I noticed she would occasionally pause and slip a finger into her ass. I smiled to myself as I realized what she was doing. She wanted me to fuck her ass, and she didn't think she could ask for it.

"Beg me for it, slut," I said, grabbing hold of her legs and pulling her to the edge of the bed, so my cock was right below her pussy. "Tell me what you want."

"Please, Master," she pleaded, continuing to finger her own ass. "I want to feel you in my ass. Please fill me up back there."

I grunted and pushed my hips forward, sliding my cock slowly into her tight hole. She whimpered as I filled her ass up completely, pushing deeper until her cheeks were resting against my thighs. I looked down at her pussy, seeing our fluids mixed together in a sticky mess. It looked perfect.

"You're going to keep fucking yourself while I pound your little whore ass," I commanded. "I want you to look at me when I fill your ass with my cum. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Master," she panted, fingering herself faster. "Please cum inside me."

I gripped her hips tightly and started to pound her ass without mercy, using my grip on her legs to pull her body onto my cock over and over again. As I fucked her, she cried out in pleasure, begging me to keep going and make her cum again. I continued thrusting harder and harder, until I could feel my balls tighten and my orgasm coming. With one final, brutal thrust, I buried my shaft deep inside her and shot rope after rope of thick jizz into her asshole. As she felt my hot cum coating her insides, she screamed with ecstasy and climaxed too, her entire body shaking violently as she came all over her hand and the bed. I pulled out of her slowly, watching as my seed trickled from her puckered hole.

"Now clean yourself up," I ordered, letting her legs fall away from my waist. "You've made quite the mess on my sheets."

"Yes, Master." Rebecca quickly stood, still panting heavily as she stumbled toward the bathroom. When the door closed behind her, I leaned back on my arms and laughed. There was no way she was pregnant yet, but I couldn't help but love the idea. I was going to give her everything her husband never did - and more. She'd never be lonely again.

She would be mine forever.

***

A short time later,  Rebecca came back into the bedroom, her face and hair freshly washed and her eyes full of anticipation. I sat up on the bed, and took in how sexy she was. Her hair was starting to get wet from the shower, making her look even sexier, and her skin was still flushed. She looked like the embodiment of femininity.

"What do you want to do now?" she asked, smiling at me.

I smirked back and patted the space in the bed next to me. "Come lay down," I told her, "and tell me more about you."

"Of course." She walked over and crawled onto the mattress, laying down so that her head was on my thigh. "I'm happy to answer any questions you have for me. What would you like to know?"

I looked at her as she settled in, watching the rise and fall of her chest. My fingers itched to caress her, but I pushed that urge down. There would be plenty of time to touch her again later. "Tell me about your first time," I said, stroking her hair. "When was it? How old were you?"

"My first time having sex?" She tilted her head, her brows furrowed slightly. "Let's see...that must've been in college."

"Oh yeah? How old were you, like...18?" I chuckled softly. "I bet you couldn't wait to get started."

Rebecca bit her lip as she thought. "Um...actually, I was twenty. I started dating this guy, Jason, right after high school, and I was too shy back then to do anything too crazy. We didn't start doing anything physical until the spring semester of junior year."

"That's cute." I smiled down at her. "So how'd that happen? Did he finally get sick of being your platonic friend and decide to fuck your brains out one night?"

She laughed nervously before answering. "No, actually...it was pretty much me who initiated it. After a long night of drinking, we ended up stumbling back into my dorm room, and we just went for it." She sighed and continued. "But, it wasn't like I planned it or anything. It was an accident."

I nodded. "Sounds like you're telling the truth."

She grinned sheepishly. "I wouldn't lie to you, Master."

Her admission of honesty made me smile, but inside I felt a pang of sadness for Rebecca. The fact that her first sexual encounter was a drunken one night stand meant that she hadn't had any proper experiences with men before, only lust-driven trysts that left her empty and alone. That made me think, though; I wondered if that explained some of her reluctance in giving in to her own urges during my first attempt to seduce her.

"Alright," I said, running a finger down her cheek. "What about your kinky side? What sort of things do you enjoy most?"

She blushed bright red. "Oh, gosh...you want to hear about all that?"

I nodded. "Sure. It'll help me learn what you like."

She swallowed hard before speaking again. "Um, well, there are a few things...I've always enjoyed having my hair pulled," she admitted, closing her eyes for a moment. "And I love being called nasty things. You know, like slut or whore or whatever. If someone was degrading me, that would make me feel so turned on, like I'm their personal toy."

"Interesting." I continued running my fingers through her hair, admiring her silky locks. "So you like it rough, then? What about spanking?"

"Absolutely." Her eyes sparkled when she answered.

"Good," I said, smirking. "How about anal? Do you like it when guys stick their dicks into your ass?"

"God yes!" she exclaimed excitedly, then immediately looked embarrassed. "Sorry..."

I laughed, shaking my head. "Don't apologize. I want you to be completely honest with me. Your pleasure is mine too, after all." I paused, then added, "So...have you ever taken a cock up there before? Besides me, of course."

"Yes." She bit her bottom lip and met my eyes. "My ex-husband really enjoyed playing with my butt. He used to love forcing his cock deep inside me, even when I said no."

My eyebrows raised. "Is that right? And did he just do it once? Or did he force his dick up there every chance he got?"

Rebecca giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. "Every chance he got."

"Interesting..." I pondered this new information. "What about toys? Do you have any of those? Do you use them on yourself?"

She blushed deeply but nodded. "Y-yes. My favorite is this big pink dildo that vibrates. It makes me feel so good when I use it."

I chuckled. "What else? What other naughty little secrets are you hiding away?"

"I-I don't know." She looked shyly up at me, her cheeks still crimson red. "I mean...there's not really much I can say besides that I really like the idea of being a slave for someone."

I blinked, taken aback by her admission. "A slave?" I repeated. "Really?"

She nodded slowly. "Yes. A submissive who serves someone without question or hesitation. Someone whose only purpose is to fulfill another's needs."

It took a few seconds for what Rebecca meant to sink in. When it did, it took all I had not to start laughing hysterically. The idea of my prim and proper suburban stepmother having such desires made me want to fall off the bed and onto the floor. And yet, despite how ridiculous the concept sounded at first, the more I thought about it, the more I realized it fit perfectly with who she really was. A quiet, obedient woman who craved attention from those around her. How could anyone pass up an opportunity like that?

"Fuck, that's hot," I whispered, staring intently at her.

She looked surprised. "You think so? Seriously?"

I nodded emphatically. "Oh hell yeah. Fuck...I knew you were kinky as shit, Rebecca. But slave? I never expected that one."

Her lips curved upward slightly as she gazed up at me with wide eyes. "You're serious? You honestly don't think that's weird?"

I shook my head. "Not at all. It explains everything."

She giggled nervously. "God...if only my old friends could see me now."

"Mmm..." I hummed quietly, running my fingers down her cheek again. "Tell me more."

She closed her eyes and smiled, relaxing under my touch. "Okay...so, back when I was younger, I used to live with these two girls. We shared an apartment together, and it was great because we were always having fun together. But then one day, I overheard them talking about something they wanted to try. Apparently they'd read this article online about how being submissive during sex was supposed to help improve relationships and strengthen trust between partners. Anyway, I didn't believe a word of it, but I figured, why not give it a try anyway?"

Rebecca paused, taking a deep breath before continuing. "So after that, whenever me and my girlfriends got together for our weekly movie nights, one of us would always suggest a porno for us to watch. It became this unspoken rule that whoever picked the movie would get to tell everyone what to do, and nobody could refuse. And every single time, without fail, that person chose BDSM videos."

I burst out laughing, shaking my head. "No fucking way! That's hilarious!"

Her smile broadened slightly. "Yeah. So anyway, it got pretty intense sometimes. Sometimes we wouldn't even make it through the whole movie before getting carried away. There was this one night where we watched a bunch of lesbian scenes from various videos, and one of the girls suggested that we roleplay as dominatrixes. Obviously, we didn't know much about actual BDSM, so we just did what felt natural to us. So...for the entire evening, we pretended to be rough with each other. To punish one another by teasing us mercilessly."

"Jesus Christ." I stared at Rebecca incredulously. "So wait, are you telling me that you actually have experience being a sub?"

She shrugged bashfully. "Sort of? I mean, it wasn't a serious thing or anything. Just playful fun between friends."

I licked my lips, grinning widely at her. "Holy shit, this is too good to be true. Now I can't fucking imagine you any other way."

I leaned forward, cupping her chin gently in my hand. Her gaze met mine, and she blushed as she saw the desire written clearly across my face. "I'm going to fuck you hard," I growled, stroking her lower lip with my thumb. "I'm going to turn you into my perfect submissive sex slut, and pump you full of cum. Hell, I might even make you pregnant. Do you like that idea?"

She moaned softly and nodded, squirming on the bed beneath me. "Yes, Master, please put your huge cock in me and get me pregnant."

I let go of her face and slipped my fingers between her legs, sliding them over her slick folds. She whimpered and closed her eyes as my fingertips grazed her clit, sending tingles of pleasure racing up her spine. Her body shuddered slightly, and she gasped when I slid one finger inside her tight pussy.

"Master," she whispered, her voice shaky with arousal. "Please don't stop. It feels so good..."

I curled my middle finger upwards, rubbing against the spongy ridges lining her vagina wall. She cried out, arching her back off the bed. As I continued to tease her clit with my other hand, she bucked wildly against me, clawing desperately at the sheets beside her head. It didn't take long before her screams drowned out all else, filling the entire room with ecstasy.

When Rebecca came down from her high, she stared blankly at me for a second or two. Then, suddenly, she smiled brightly. "Holy shit."

"Good girl," I purred, removing my fingers from within her pussy and placing them on her cheek. She instantly nuzzled them and took them into her mouth, suckling on them eagerly.

"God damn." I chuckled softly. "You are such a slut, Rebecca. A dirty little whore who craves cock more than air itself. Am I right?"

She nodded obediently.

"Good." I gently stroked her hair, gazing intently at her. "So tell me what else you enjoy, aside from getting railed in every hole by anyone who asks nicely."

"Um." Rebecca glanced away briefly. "I've always been interested in bondage too."

I smirked. "Oh? And why's that?"

She giggled softly and bit her lower lip. "Because it makes me feel sexy. Like...helpless and exposed and vulnerable and totally at someone else's mercy. When you're tied up and can't move, there's nothing you can do except wait until the person who has complete control decides what to do with you. Sometimes that means they'll hurt you or humiliate you. Other times, it means giving you exactly what you want, but forcing you to beg and plead and bargain for every single minute of pleasure they allow you to experience. In a way, being restrained kind of strips you of your free will."

I swallowed hard, unable to hide my excitement. "Fuck. You are a natural sub, Rebecca. I fucking love that. Do you like feeling helpless, like you have no power over yourself?"

Rebecca nodded vigorously, blushing deeply. "Yes, Master! More than anything!"

I leaned closer and kissed her passionately, letting our tongues tangle together. My hands moved downward to grab her firm tits, squeezing and kneading them roughly. She whimpered softly into my mouth as I continued to grope her breasts, her hips bucking slightly against my leg. I broke away from her lips to suck on one nipple, teasing it between my teeth and earning another cry of bliss.

Then, without warning, I shoved her down onto the bed. She stared up at me with wide eyes, biting her lower lip. As I climbed atop her, pinning her wrists above her head with my right hand, she moaned loudly, squirming beneath me.

"Spread your pussy for me," I growled. "And guide my cock inside you."

She obeyed immediately, parting her legs and taking my shaft in her right hand. She slowly guided my member toward her entrance, moaning softly when the tip brushed against her sensitive folds. When the tip nudged against her cunt, she inhaled sharply, her back arching. "Master..." she whined pleadingly. "Please don't stop. PLEASE DON'T STOP FUCKING ME!"

Her cries sent shivers down my spine. I slid my free hand along her smooth skin, caressing her body from neck to knee, and then began pounding into her fiercely. Her mouth fell open as her tight pussy wrapped around my thick rod, swallowing inch after inch of my meat. I buried my cock deep within her with every thrust, grunting in pleasure every time my balls slapped against her ass.

"Yes, fuck yes," I grunted through clenched teeth, ramming myself deep enough inside her to reach the end of her tunnel. "You're such a dirty fucking slut! I bet your ex-husband loved watching you squirm under him like this."

Rebecca let out a shrill scream of pleasure as her orgasm overtook her. She writhed wildly on the bed, grinding against my pelvis frantically. A loud splat sound filled the room as she gushed juices all over my dick, coating us both in sticky liquid.

"Holy shit," she moaned, collapsing limply beneath me. "Oh God..."

I smiled wickedly, grabbing her hair and pulling her head backwards. I stared directly into her eyes, holding her gaze until she whimpered pitifully.

"That's better," I snarled, releasing my grip. "Now get those tits out for me."

Without hesitation, she reached behind herself and unclasped the hook keeping her bra on, tossing it away carelessly. Her perfect double-D breasts bounced free, jiggling wildly as she shifted in place. She cupped her mounds in each hand, pushing them together. "Like this?"

I gave her an approving nod. "Much better. Now play with your tits for me."

She nodded eagerly, squeezing and kneading her breasts as she kept her nipples erect and firm between thumb and forefinger. Soon, she found herself breathing heavily again, panting and whining as she toyed with herself for my benefit.

"Such a good little whore," I growled, leaning closer and kissing her lips hungrily. She moaned into my mouth as I slipped my tongue past her teeth. Her hands dropped down to stroke my cock, working their way along its length as I continued thrusting inside of her.

When we finally broke apart for air, I grinned mischievously at her. "Want me to fill that sweet little cunt with cum? Make it so hot and sticky that you can't stand straight? Or would you prefer it go somewhere else instead? Maybe all over those gorgeous tits of yours?"

Rebecca panted loudly, closing her eyes tightly as she tried desperately to control her lustful urges. After several seconds, she opened her eyes halfway and stared up at me pleadingly. "In-inside me, Master, please...I want your seed in me..."

I smiled wickedly. "That's what I thought."

I grabbed her shoulders, flipping her over onto her stomach and forcing her face down into the mattress. Her ass raised into the air instinctively as I pressed myself against her from behind, wrapping an arm around her waist. My other hand grabbed a handful of hair and jerked her head backwards, causing her to gasp sharply. She tried twisting around to look back at me, but couldn't quite manage it.

Suddenly, she stopped squirming. I stared intently at her smooth, perfect skin, admiring her tight little body. The urge to pound into her until she begged me to stop welled up within me. But instead, I decided to have a little more fun with her first. I released her hair, leaning down and pressing my lips against the nape of her neck. Rebecca let out a soft whimper as I traced circles over her flesh, sending shivers running through her body. Then, when she was least expecting it, I sank my teeth deep into her shoulder, biting down hard enough to bruise.

She gasped sharply, shuddering violently beneath me. Before she could recover, I slammed myself forward, driving my cock into her tight pussy in one swift movement. She cried out, clawing desperately at the sheets beside her head. A rush of pleasure rushed through me as my balls slapped loudly against her thighs with each thrust. Within seconds, her cries turned into screams of ecstasy, reverberating off the bedroom walls and filling the space with noise.

The sound made my dick pulse, sending waves of bliss flooding over my entire body. I pulled back slowly, savoring the sensation before plunging myself once again into her warmth. Rebecca shrieked with every penetration, shaking uncontrollably beneath me.

"Goddamn, girl," I grunted, ramming myself deeply within her. "You are a dirty fucking slut."

My fingers dug deep into her flesh as I rammed myself forward with increased ferocity, grunting with every thrust. She writhed helplessly beneath me, moaning and gasping for breath as my cock pistoned in and out of her cunt. Her screams rose to an ear-splitting level as her climax overtook her, bringing her whole body into spasms of ecstasy. She wailed my name over and over again as my orgasm approached, flooding her insides with thick spurts of cum. I let out a loud cry as I came, shuddering uncontrollably atop her quivering frame. When finally we collapsed together, panting heavily, her pussy twitched around me, milking out every last drop of jizz that my balls had left.

We lay there motionless for several minutes, enjoying the afterglow together. I glanced sideways at her, admiring her flushed face and heaving chest as she tried to recover from what we'd just done. Slowly, she lifted her head slightly from the pillow and opened her eyes. They were glazed over with desire, filled with longing. "Master...please don't stop. Please fill me full of cum."

I grinned wickedly, stroking her hair lovingly. "Good girl, Rebecca. Good girl. Now get up on your knees."

Without hesitation, she raised herself onto hands and knees. I slid off the bed and positioned myself behind her. Grabbing a fistful of blonde locks, I forced her head down so that her ass stuck out high above the mattress. I gave it a slap and watched appreciatively as she squeaked in surprise and flinched away instinctively. I brought my hand down twice more on each cheek, leaving bright red handprints.

She moaned softly, squirming beneath me as I continued to spank her reddened rear. As I laid down another hard blow, my free hand reached forward to tease her swollen clit with slow, deliberate strokes. The mixture of pleasure and pain proved overwhelming for her, sending her into fits of ecstatic thrashing.

My eyes wandered to where my fingers danced across her most sensitive areas. "Fuck..." I breathed, gazing intensely at her quivering pink hole. "You're dripping wet, slut."

I pushed two fingers inside her slippery entrance, fingering her roughly as she cried out loudly in pleasure. She whimpered as her cunt walls tightened around my digits, and soon she began bucking furiously against my touch, trying desperately to climax again. Eventually, her orgasm built to a crescendo, and her entire body shuddered violently beneath my relentless assault. When finally she relaxed, she fell limply forward onto the bed. She buried her face in a pillow and sobbed weakly, trying futilely to stifle her whimpers as her orgasm receded.

Once I had thoroughly pleasured her, I took hold of her hips and lined my throbbing cock up against her cunt lips. I pushed forward firmly, forcing her apart as I invaded her pussy, filling her to bursting with my thickness. Her cries grew louder as she writhed wildly beneath me, clawing at the sheets for leverage as my rod slammed relentlessly into her deepest reaches. Within moments, she threw her head back and screamed my name, shuddering violently as she climaxed once more.

But I wasn't done yet. I continued thrusting fiercely for another minute before finally erupting within her. My balls tensed as my load spurted inside her already stuffed womb, painting the insides white. When I finally pulled out of her, her entire cunt was coated with thick ropes of seed, which ran freely down her thighs. She gasped sharply as she realized just how much of my jizz she'd taken in, and collapsed completely onto the bed, unable to do anything but lay there and quiver.

The sight sent me reeling. I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around Rebecca, holding her close. "You did so well," I murmured reassuringly. "Now tell me, Mom... who do you belong to?"

Rebecca's eyelids fluttered as she gazed up at me dreamily. "Y-y-you, Master!" she panted. "Always..."

"Good," I said approvingly, kissing the top of her head lovingly. "And what do you want me to do?"

"Fuck me..." she begged. "Fuck me senseless!"

I smiled wickedly at my slave. "You're such a filthy whore...I guess I'll have no choice."

With that, I flipped her over onto her back and positioned myself above her. Grabbing both of her ankles in my left hand, I raised them high above her head, spreading them wide. Then, I slammed my hips downward hard enough to send shockwaves through her whole body, pounding my entire length deep into her womb with every thrust. She let out an unintelligible scream as my cock drilled roughly into her pussy, filling her completely and stretching her tight opening to its limits. In a matter of seconds, I reduced her to a twitching wreck beneath me, helplessly pinned in place while I savagely used her cunt.

After several minutes, I stopped abruptly, staring intently at her beautiful face. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her orgasm approached, and she opened her mouth as if to speak, only to emit a high-pitched whine instead. She trembled violently as her climax hit, her back arching upwards involuntarily and causing her tits to bounce wildly atop her chest. The sight alone was almost enough to set me off again, but somehow I managed to restrain myself until she came down from her peak before emptying yet another load deep inside her womb.

She fell limp on the mattress, gasping weakly for breath as I rolled onto my back beside her, pulling her close and stroking her hair gently. As she stared up at me blearily, I smirked smugly at her.

"So..." I purred softly. "Did you like it?"

Rebecca blinked a few times before nodding slightly, her cheeks flushed pink. "Mmm yes!" she mumbled incoherently, nuzzling against my chest.

I grinned widely as I pulled her closer, wrapping my arms tightly around her. "Then we should definitely do it again."

My mother gazed lovingly at me, sighing happily. "Of course, Master," she whispered contentedly, planting soft kisses all over my neck and shoulders. "Anything you want. Always."

And so, we no longer needed the Bimbo Machine. I had mastered the art of hypnosis, and used it frequently on my beautiful stepmom. She did anything and everything I wanted, and we were both incredibly happy. In bed... and in love.
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