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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.
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RECENT RELEASES


Harem Maker – The Professor


Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...

[image: ]




FERTILE CRAVINGS –
 A Bundle


TWENTY gloriously sexy tales of hot beauties who need to breed and the alpha males who are all too happy to make their day!


Harem Desires – A Bundle


Ever dreamed about harems of beautiful women serving one lucky guy? These TWENTY stories are just for you.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...
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HAUGHTY QUEEN FANTASIES


TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.
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HAREM MAKER – THE GYM
 Bunny


Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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HAPPILY SLURPING MILES’S
 Cock behind the desk of his office, Delilah conveniently realized a Perfect Truth.

Her big, perfect young 36D tits spilled out of her blouse, leaking urgent hot milk all over her Master’s lap, so that she was constantly coating his manly length with her saliva, her milk, and licking up his precum and endless stream of cum. His Cock had no refractory period, no need for rest. Her body was tight, gorgeous, and completely owned by Him. She dressed for Him; strutted for Him; sucked for Him and Him alone.

Miles had The Cock, and the The Cock was all that mattered to her.

These Perfect Truths revealed themselves to her fairly often when she sucked Miles off. This only made sense to her; he was her God, after all, and Gods were full of Truths.

And Cum. Her God filled
 her with Truth and especially cum
 all the time. Glorious, sticky, warm, yummy cum that made her
 cum and drilled all her spare braincells to bits until she was a brainless babbling bimbo babe who wasn’t good for anything but fucking, sucking, and serving.

Just like she liked it.

The Perfect Truth she realized then, on her knees in her Master’s office, was this:

There’s dick, which was kind of lame, and then there’s Cock—which is mindblowing, important, and necessary for happiness.

Only her boss Miles had Cock.

And Delilah didn’t a fuck
 about dick her whole life; she hadn’t even hardly had a boyfriend.

But now? Now, she Lived
 for Cock...and that meant she lived for her Master.

She happily sucked up and then back down, moaning and urging her leaking tits all over his thighs, realizing that this was her salary now. That cumshots down her throat were bonuses. That her wages were basically just pretty clothes and jewelry to wear so she would be fucked more.

Her tight young body urged against his knees, heavy tits sliding into muscular man thighs, as she willingly choked herself harder on his Cock. She needed him to understand just how badly
 she needed him, needed the Cock—how badly she needed to serve
.

It hadn’t always been this way. In fact, just a week ago, her life had been much different...but Delilah was delighted that it had come to this.
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DELILAH WASN’T SURE
 how it had come to this but she was mad as hell about it. Not for the first time, she stood dumbstruck in a pair of tall heels that she was barely comfortable in, making copies.

Ivy League educated. Interned for years. Expert in web campaigning. Reads a new political strategy book every week. Somehow—here. Making copies for pretty much her worst enemy.

Somehow, despite all her terribly hard work for nearly a year of her life, she had been somehow positioned as the “office manager”—a role which meant in this particularly small office she was a glorified secretary—for a man she absolutely loathed.

And by “loathed” she meant all kinds of things—hated, despised, held in complete contempt, would prefer to murder, and so on. She held regular fantasies about his death. Most of them involved stampedes by various zoo animals.

In fact, Miles Abram was pretty much the definition
 of a man she hated. A chauvinist bully who treated other people in his life like disposable objects and somehow got away
 with it all because he was just...somehow...lucky! It drove her insane.

To top it all off—he had her
 job somehow. After a virulent campaign fraught with drama, he was the councilman for St. Gilbert’s 3rd District.

That job by all rights was supposed to be hers.
 And somehow, here she was, in front of the copying machine and making fliers for some town meeting that he
 wouldn't even bothering showing up for.

That Delilah should have his job was no idle exaggeration. Being the campaign manager for Barbara Clayton—a progressive female candidate who had won
 the nomination, who had all but won
 the office—Delilah had worked her tail off for a year. She canvassed, she made phonecalls, she organized polls and managed interns and arranged interviews. She had done everything
.

When Barbara dropped out suddenly a mere three weeks
 before the date of the vote, citing a sudden illness, she should have by all rights thrown all her support Delilah’s way.

And Delilah was a shoo-in as a candidate as well. She was educated, with a graduate’s degree in Political Science from Berkeley. She was friendly, with a famously good rapport with the press and local communities. And she was good-looking to boot, with the kind of body that showed she tried and the kind of face that was pretty but didn’t put people off from being too severe or that implied that she was an airhead.

Sophisticated, smart, and looking both; she would have been a home run.

Instead—instead
!—Miles Abram came back from some weird vacation in South America after missing more than half the campaign and insisted to Barbara that he’s the man for the job.

And even worse, Barbara listened!
 She loved
 the idea! She seemed to love Miles
, actually—like, in an intimate fashion. Those long soulful looks. The way she giggled and played with her hair. The strange moaning sounds that Delilah had heard when Barbara visited Miles’s office (which used to be Barbara’s office).

The only reason Delilah adamantly refused to believe Barbara was romantically involved with him was that she knew to a certainty Barbara played solely for the other team—meaning she had seen Barbara hit on girls at bars when they had gone out with each other after long days of campaigning.

Now Delilah stood, dressed smartly in her last-day-of-work outfit, a modest and respectable brown skirted suit with a brief jacket and cream-colored button-up blouse, taking a breath at the copy machine and mentally preparing to enter Miles’s office.

“You going to do it or what?” Mona chided her.

Mona was their intern. The real secretary of the office, who barely even needed to have a job since Delilah and the industrious Bonnie—in the middle of rearranging their entire list of donors by gender, height, and weight for some weird Miles-related reason—were more than capable of handling every last part of the work the district needed.

Which was lucky, because it didn’t seem like Miles himself did any work outside of long cigar-smoking sessions with the other councilmen.

“Of course I am,” said Delilah. “I’m just preparing. It’s important to be prepared. To know arguments and—”

“Counter-arguments, yes. You said.”

Mona’s brief foray into interests of life outside of her phone receded and her attention snapped back, fingers shimmying along her screen. She played some game where you built a castle and a town and defended it from multi-colored walking rocks.

The only reason Mona had this job at all was because she planned to return to college come January when the semester rolled around again, and she wanted the PoliSci credit and the blip of political service on her CV. She didn’t care about St. Gilbert, or Miles, or Delilah, or anything really outside of mindlessly scrolling on her phone every day. She was young and blonde and very pretty and every day she put up with more and more from advances from Miles and his Overwhelming Cock.

Delilah paused. Hand on the knob. Her fingers slowly but urgently tugged at the hard roundness. A soft moan escape her plush lips.

That was funny.

Overwhelming...Cock?

Why had she...thought that? Why were her cheeks flushed all of a sudden?

Delilah pushed the thought aside—you know, like taking that Cock and just adjusting it to one side so You can moan His name like He likes
—and opened the door, feeling suddenly weak.

This happened every
 time she stepped into the office. The sudden heat of her cheeks. The confusion. The heat between her legs—urgent, needy, empty heat, the kind of sopping wet heat that needed something hard
 and strong
 and thick
 to fill her up right away.

Animal heat.

Moaning heat.

Mindless, empty, bimbo-headed heat.

This wasn’t her first attempt at quitting.

The first was right after the inauguration—the same night, in fact. But she hadn’t been strong enough; her meek knocks at the door hadn’t been loud enough to break Miles from his revelry, and when she peeked inside she saw him clearly receiving a blowjob from some beautiful blonde.

The sounds stuck with her. The moans
. She was getting off from sucking him. The way she practically whinnied
, like a pleased horse gallivanting in the country. 

By the strangest coincidence, the blonde wore the same exact dark blue skirt and blood-red heels that Barbara had been wearing. Delilah wanted to tell her about the amazing coincidence, but hadn’t been able to find her anywhere at the party.

The blowjob incident only solidified in Delilah’s mind that Miles wasn’t worth working for. All that labor for some pig who would receive oral sex where he worked? That’s not
 what Delilah went to six years of schooling for.

But as much as she hated to admit it, the incident stuck with her in all the wrong ways. A stronger woman might have stormed in, blown apart the entire “celebration,” demanded something—justice, a payoff to keep quiet, a transfer to a different posting, something! Instead, Delilah felt awash with the naked wet heat of the moment, even a bit, well...understanding
.

Miles had accomplished something really
 hard; he had been elected! He was important
 now. Even if he didn’t deserve it...he had done
 it. Didn’t that deserve her respect? Shouldn’t she let this sleeping dog lie?

Going after him might hurt her career, after all. Nothing mattered to Delilah more than her career.

Of course, none of that explained the hot, vibrantly orgasmic dreams she had that night, dreaming of cheering on the girl sucking him off.

Or being
 the girl sucking him off.

Or begging
 to be the girl or even one of many
 girls sucking him off.

Before Miles had returned from his trip to South America, Delilah wouldn’t have considered herself a very sexual being. She had her self-imposed mandatory orgasm about once a month just to keep all the engines running how they should so that in case
 she met a man she liked, she wouldn’t be some frigid sex-abhorring bitch. She had to think of the future, after all.

But ever since seeing/hearing/smelling that fantastically long painfully urgent sexy-as-fuck blowjob from the suspiciously Barbara-like blonde, Delilah’s sex drive had become a sex over
drive.

First, by herself in her bed, fingers moving tentatively and purely as an exploration experiment, she just came to thinking of a handsome man receiving a blowjob in an office.

That was really nice. It was innocent
. The handsome man could have been anyone. The blowjob could have come from anyone
. It didn't have to be Miles. It didn't have to be her.

Then, glistening, moaning, heated, wet, she came thinking of her
 giving a blowjob in an office. She imagined a dark billionaire with hidden passions that only she could unlock. That got her going really well.

But then, sweating, tossing, turning, she came thinking of sucking off Miles
 in the office. It hadn’t started that way, this fantasy—it had been the billionaire. But then she imagined Miles’s handsome face just for a second, and her pleasure intensified a hundredfold, her fingers sinking so fucking deep
 into her needy cunt and her clit feeling like it had caught fire...

Then, barely able to form words, she imagined asking to suck him off. In the middle of an office day—just sliding into his office wearing nothing but a smile and a pair of sexy fuck-me heels and asking pretty please, sir, can I suck your cock just how you like?

And then after that, asking to cum again. Asking to please slide her hot, sexy, high-educated lips around the slick hard knob of his sensational cock until her brain was so thoroughly fucked that she could barely walk, until every first and last thought on her gorgeous manager-turned-secretary mind was please, Daddy, let me suck it more?


And all of that was just the night after the inauguration. Last Tuesday.

She took the day off to think. Determined to set her brain right. Instead with all the free time she came three times as much as she had the night before, barely taking ten steps from her bed—seemingly satiated entirely by orgasms—and regularly had to clench a pillow between her teeth to keep from moaning Miles’s perfect name too many times.

The next day, Thursday, she dedicated herself to the cause. She got her mind right with a cold shower. She had a heavy dose of caffeine with a double espresso dumped into her usual coffee from the cafe down the street. Wearing her strictest, blackest outfit, she marched right into his office, fired up her finger to the air, gathered her breath—and then looked at his handsome face and completely melted and asked if he would like her to get him some coffee.

He would. And he told her that she looked rather smart in her outfit; that it really showed off her figure.

The chauvinist pig. Like she cared
 about what he thought!

And clearly he was being dishonest anyway; Delilah had worn a dozen
 other outfits that had shown off her figure better, and she spent the following Friday and Monday showing him just that. Monday night, cunt dripping as she casually picked out the next day’s outfit, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror.

Slightly hunched over in her underwear. Her svelte thighs slick from juices accumulated since her drive home where she went over and over again all the different ways Miles had spoken to her. His voice was so sexy
.

Everything about him was so. Sexy
. Delilah didn’t understand it. Before his trip to the tombs in South America, he had been a decent enough fellow. Ignorable. Nobody she would have really bothered with. He had been beneath
 her in the office! A little older than her, but still not as educated, with only a Bachelor’s, and at some nowhere school she hadn’t even heard of.

A forgettable sort with a forgettable face.

When he came back, though, he had changed. Delilah wouldn’t have recognized him as Miles unless he had said it was him. His thin hair had filled out and was now a shining gold mass perfectly styled on top of his head. His jawline had broadened; his body had filled out so that every inch of him thrummed with high-intensity muscle; his blue eyes were brighter and almost hypnotic to look at.

His voice stuck
 in her head; his smell fucked up her sense of direction and definitely her sense of right and wrong; and his Cock—which she had no prior information on—was nearly always visible in his tight form-fitting trousers as a massive never-soft bulge.

Delilah’s mouth had become like some kind of reverse punchline to a joke. Mouth waters all you want, just add Thought of Cock.

So—there. Seeing herself in the mirror. Fingers halfway into her cunt, seven different outfits on the bed as she tried to determine which would garner her the most compliments from Miles, she had an epiphany: something was wrong
.


He
 was wrong.


He
 had changed her.

He had...had convinced
 her somehow. Changed
 her. Changed Barbara, even!

She had to get out of there. No two weeks notice; no need for a recommendation. Just in, out, goodbye.

She would tell him in person, though. She owed him that much.


Owing
 him turned her on; she had to cum about it. She slid her fingers up her red-hot pussy and moaned his perfect name and begged him to fuck her and begged him to fuck up her mind about leaving and begged him to make her suck his beautiful gorgeous massive Cock and thought about him starting a ledger of Blowjobs Owed—Times She Turned Him On in the red and Blowjobs in the black.

After two hours of seven quick dreamy orgasms, her mind was made up—she had to leave.

Today was Tuesday. One week—one week
 since Miles had been elected. One week since her life had become some kind of weird vociferous fuck-dream that began and ended and punctuated every day with high-pitched moans and loving orgasmic screams dedicated entirely to her new boss.

But no longer! Not today! She was powered up like never before.

Steeling herself, Delilah grabbed the knob—Knob—
and walked in, trying to hold her breath.

Inside, Miles sat behind his desk, feet up, relaxed. Like he was waiting for her to come in.

Oh god, she thought suddenly—what if he was? What if this—her rejection of him—was all part of his plan? What if it was all a way to bring him pleasure, to see her squirm and have all these misgivings?

She powered through anyway, storming right up to his desk and politely sitting down.

“Oh, hey babe,” he said. Casual. In control. “No coffee this morning?”

“No
!” she nearly screamed. So much willpower expended all at once. “No, no coffee, not now, and not ever again!”

To his credit, Miles looked a bit taken aback. He put up his hands in surrender. “Listen, Delilah...”

“I’m quitting,” she said. “As of...”

Say right now. Say right now or you don’t mean it!

“As of right. Now.” She had to force the words out. “I’m done. Right after this conversation. I’m out of here and you’re not seeing me anymore.”

His feet came down entirely now. He leaned forward on his desk. It was a powerful pose; shoulder muscles popping, biceps swelling against his shirt.

“This is disturbing news, Delilah.” He shook his head. “We really need you. The office won’t work without you here.”

Invisible tendrils tugged so hard at Delilah that she nearly fell to her knees. “Th-that’s...too bad.”

He stared openly at the curve of her breasts. Mindlessly, her hand went to the blouse and unbuttoned the top two buttons. By the time she realized what she was doing, she would have felt foolish to undo it, calling even more
 attention to her tits if she buttoned it all up again. Well—she wouldn’t! He would get this tiny
 substantial peak of her glorious cleavage and that was all!

“It really is,” he agreed. “You’re spectacular. I know I joke with you some and boss you around, call you babe and stuff, but I really value you, Delilah. As a co-worker. We wouldn’t have won the campaign without you.”

“You’re damn right.”

“I know it.” He sighed. “I should have been more upfront with you about my plans. I’ve got so much to do, so much to say
...so much we should accomplish. But you’re so intimidating...I didn’t know how to bring it up with you. I think I was afraid of being outclassed.”

She twirled her hair and counted it an astronomical success when she suppressed the giggle that came along with it; nothing could stop her smile, though. “Outclassed? By me?”

“Sure. I mean, I know you’re leaving at the end of the day and everything, but honestly, nobody at this office can do what you do. Especially not me. I mean, look. We’ve got Bonnie. She can run numbers all day, in her sleep practically, but she’s got no mind for strategy. And Mona is...well. She’s not really ever “here,” is she?”

Delilah, feeling the compliment in his words swell, felt her brain get strangely fuzzy. He said end of the day
. But she
 had said right now
. Hadn’t she?

Well, it would only be an extra few hours. And it would be awfully fair
 of her to deliver him some kind of strategy plan. And she was looking so fine
 in this outfit, and didn’t she want his eyes on her just a little more? And...and...

“Delilah?” Miles snapped his fingers. “Are you okay?”

Something had happened. Time had been lost. Her fingers were halfway buried into her snatch through the front of her skirt. Very quickly she checked—eyes darting everywhere—he hadn’t seen. Impossible for him to see unless he had been leaning all the way forward on his desk. He had a big desk just like big, powerful men deserved.

And Miles was a big, powerful man who deserved everything
 he wanted. She moaned slightly, looking at the office clock.

Fifteen minutes had passed.

What?

How?

She felt crazy. Then she thought about how clock
 sounded a lot like Cock
 and she giggled, sliding back, her fingers reaching again toward the insides of her hot thighs...

Miles snapped fingers. “Babe? You all right?”

She stood up shakily, not sure of what to think.

“Y-yes,” she said. Her body felt she had cum at least once. Her brain felt like it was awash in that warm soggy post-orgasm glow, and her thighs felt slick; her pussy moist. Another button had come undone on her blouse. A little drool ran down her lips and chin to the top of her tits; shiny and sparkling. She left it there. It would call too much attention to wipe it away now.

“So. You’ll have that plan for me at the end of the day, right?”

“Yes, sir. Of course, boss.”

She began to walk out, barely cognizant of extra-sexualized sway she added to her hips. Just as she touched the knob, a thought occurred to her.

Knob.

Like a Cock.

Like HIS Cock.

Touching His Knob.

Touching His Cock.

Cock. Cock. Cock. Oh fuck, I need Cock so fucking bad...

“Really,” she said, “i-if you want me to do a good job of it, I’ll need more than just today.”

Miles sounded chipper. “How long do you need?”

“Why don’t you just count this as my two weeks notice? That way...”


I have plenty of time to still finangle my way into sucking Your Beautiful Big Fucking Cock
.

“...that way I can do it right.”

“Sure. Two weeks sounds fair. Thanks, babe.”


Babe
.

She moaned. “Yes, Sir.”

She capitalized the S on purpose; knowing what it meant
 for her to do that. What she was doing to her own brain.

“And you’ll have that coffee in just a few, right?”

“Of course, Sir. Coming right up. I’m so
 sorry you’ve had to wait.”

Delilah walked out and saw Mona with an eyebrow raised.

“So. Are you done?”

She could give an answer later. Delilah rushed to the bathroom, fingers already sliding down to her searing-hot cunt before she even locked herself into a stall.
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THE LEVEL OF HIS CONTROL
 over her was mysterious and unquestionable.

Towards the end of the day, after her seventh or eighth cum in the stall—counting was so
 hard when her braincells were popped every second by the puncturing thought of Cock—Delilah became convinced again that she would either have to leave the office to preserve her mind or she would become a sex-obsessed fuckdoll eager to deliver herself to Miles as a personalized office sexpet.

Before, she had only considered the first part of that equation—she had to leave
.

But what if she stayed by choice? It would still be her choice
, wouldn’t it? Why not make that choice while she still could?

What if she stopped giving a fuck that she cared so much about Cock?

Didn’t it feel good
 to obsess about his Cock?

Wouldn’t it feel good
 in her mouth? In her cunt?

One incident drove this home for her in a way she would not have expected.

She was at her desk, fingers toying with an erect nipple through her largely unbuttoned blouse—she kept giggling, thinking of how it was “unbluttoned”—and imagining Miles’s Cock.

She wasn’t getting any work done. Instead she was closing her eyes in her small cubicle, leaning forward into her fingers—which was fine, because she wasn’t fingering
 herself at her desk, she was just letting her hungry cunt and needy clit slide against her fingers—and imagining the shape of his Cock.

The size of it. The taste of it.

She knew the smell already—it filled her nostrils, filled every breath she took. His musk stuck to her clothes, followed her home, stalked her in the bedroom and shower no matter how much she bathed and fucked herself silly in the shower and moaned his name.

She rather liked it; it was masculine and smoky, a bit like cedar and campfires, and it crowded her tongue and filled up the fast-emptying contents of her brain.

People began to file into his office—several in one hour, as a matter of fact. Bonnie must have arranged them to come in while Delilah was on one of her frequent bathroom cum breaks.

Bonnie, who Delilah actually had a silent understanding with now. Bonnie, the married older woman with the massive tits who had been coming into work clearly wearing corsets underneath her skimpy blouses for the last week.

Bonnie, who had been there in the bathroom three times already when Delilah stepped out from a needy, moan-filled cum session, who winked at Delilah and nodded with understanding.

Bonnie, who Delilah had seen googling “How to divorce your husband and leave him with nothing but the clothes on his back.”

Bonnie had short auburn hair that grew by inches every day over the last week and, while over forty, seemed to be getting younger by the day.


Not young enough
.

The thought was strange but it was pressing—it found a hot spot in Delilah’s mind and rubbed there like her fingers on her slick button clit.


Not young enough to be a good Sexcretary for Miles
.

Ungh.

All his servant girls ought to be pretty and young and already that way and tight tight tight their cunts need to be soooo tight and she's NOT good enough.

“Ungh.”

Now Delilah was actually vocalizing her moans.

The first person to file into Miles’s office was actually his old girlfriend, Lily. She was a hard-nosed journalist with an emphasis on social justice in the workplace.

Delilah admired her—and not just the gorgeous thrill of her devastating cheekbones or her lovely jet black hair or the way her blue eyes sparkled. Though of course Delilah did
 admire all that because lately all she saw when she saw women was their aesthetic qualities—how much they would or would not
 please Miles’s Cock.

A lot of time was spent for Delilah hoping she pleased Miles’s Cock. Despite all her promises of quitting, she had several packages of expensive high-end clothing arriving at her house that afternoon, ordered in a cum-fueled haze over the weekend while she imagined herself dressing up and giving the Cock its own personal fashion show.

Delilah admired Lily for her articulate arguments and the poignant, timely nature of her articles, which had first run in the St. Gilbert Gazette
 and then regularly found wider circulation in the larger, national papers.

Lily had managed to bring down four different CEOs in the last year, all of whom now faced life-crippling charges of sexual harassment, blackmail, and embezzlement (as these women were often used by the CEOs to hide them immorally-gained funds).

Lily went into Miles’s office clearly furious—a house of fire. Mona, who was supposed to be his gatekeeper
, for god’s sake, didn’t even call Miles to let him know that she was coming in.

Delilah would have to fix that; there was no use in being an office manager of an unmanaged office, by god, and even if she was only going to have this job for another two weeks, she wasn’t the kind of person who would just do a job poorly.

No, no Sir.
 It was do a job right or not do it at all.

Fifteen minutes later, Lily left the office with a kind of glassy look on her face. She had a tape recorder in one hand that she mumbled into incoherently. Her beautiful lips a bit slack. Thick hair disheveled and let loose out of her ponytail. Tugging and tearing at her stuffy sweater and loose blue jeans as if they were somehow unsatisfactory, unpleasant.

Delilah logged this away, filing it delicately into a file marked “Miles's Cock Runs Women's Lives and Isn't That Hot?”

It was clear that Lily had been affected
 by him the same way that Delilah had. Maybe even worse for Lily because she actually had
 seen his Cock before—and now it was more powerful than ever.

The next visit was from a pair of detectives. They had questions for Delilah. She was Near-Cum, a state that she had started to acquaint with more blissful than any other save for Cumming Itself. Edging had become something between a pastime and a hobby for Delilah in the past twenty-four hours and she found it difficult to believe she would ever want to do anything else ever again with her life.

She was young and beautiful and sexy as hell; why not edge all the time, even at work? Why not do it when grumpy detectives wanted to ask you questions?

She was not, needless to say, purely in her right mind.

Both detectives were women. They stood uncomfortably at the front of Delilah's cubicle, clearly aware that Delilah touched herself. If her urgent crotch-thrusting motions weren't enough evidence, there was the trickle of sweat on her brow, her shuddering breath, the dilation of her eyes, the flush on her cheekbones...

Delilah had kind of lost her touch on subtle
.

All Delilah could see was that one was clearly Worthy
 of the Cock and the other was Not
. This was based on physical appearance only. She sized them up, rated them, and cataloged the information away for future use.

“My name is Detective Grant,” said the first. She was blonde, with strong feminine features and bright blue eyes. “This is my partner, Detective Primm.”

Delilah only bothered to look at Grant. She was rather beautiful, in a severe way. Primm was beneath her notice entirely, and Delilah didn’t bother trying to hide it. Shows her for not being Worthy of the Cock.

They asked her, while she barely hid her arousal thinking of the One Cock that had started to rule her entire life, about the death of some local millionaire who had apparently left all her inheritance to Miles.

“Her
 inheritance?” Delilah asked. “A lady millionaire?”

“An heiress herself,” said Primm.

Still Delilah didn’t look her way.

There were an awful lot of women, Delilah thought, circulating in Miles’s life. Like he had arranged it for himself. Like some kind of giant game to amuse himself. So...powerful. So strong. So much potential worship for His Cock. She moaned softly.

“Are you all right?” Grant asked her.

“I...yes.” Delilah was sweating; her entire body flushed. The Near-Cum taking over. She kept licking her lips, thinking of them sliding over the Cock. “I...I’m not feeling entirely well. A fever. I probably shouldn’t have come—” CumCumCum
 “Ungh.” She gulped. “
Arrived to work today.”

“I see,” said Grant. “He hasn’t been spending any money, lately?”

Delilah shook her head, barely cognizant of the rest of the questions. No, no displays of wealth. No flagrant spending or debts that he owed. She watched the two of them, disappointed and clearly creeped out by her stilted, moaning tones walk into his, His
 Office...and then, ten minutes later, walk out like Lily had.

Glassy.

Dazed.

Blank.


Especially
 the blonde. Especially
 Grant. The Worthy One. The uglier one looked out of it—Grant looked straight-up mindfucked
.

That was hot.

This was when Delilah's revelation came:

He had done that to her, too.

He had mindfucked Delilah.

For a week now at least, maybe longer.

She thought of Mona, who seemed bored
 but otherwise unaffected. Dressing in smart, lovely outfits but nothing more scandalous than a normal teenager might wear to work—short skirts and tights, calf boots with a slight heel, tight sweaters on a thin frame.

Nothing like Bonnie and her marvelously aggressive series of corsets, building an arsenal of ever-growing cleavage that seemed like it could contain the entire city of St. Gilbert. Nothing like the silk and leather and lace Delilah had arriving that afternoon.

She thought, in her cubicle, looking at Mona from behind her own desk, of taking Mona into Miles’s office by the arms. Pushing her down onto her knees. Holding her down. Holding her down for Him
. Making her look at His Cock. Making her watch as Miles did his thing—whatever he did to fuck up a girl's mind. Begging him to do it.

Maybe Mona would struggle in her grip. Probably
 she would. Try to squirm away, threaten to call the police. But Delilah would hold her tight regardless—hold her while Miles took out his Perfect Cock. Delilah would hold her the whole time—hold her down and not let her go while Miles did whatever he wanted. While his stiff, erect, perfect Cock shoved against Mona’s unwilling, resisting f-f-face a-a-and—

“Holy Fuck,” Delilah moaned, opening her eyes, about to cum. “Holy Fuck, Miles...!”


She moaned, bucking, legs thrashing, and barely contained a scream as an earth-shattering cum delivered itself. Like a lightning strike down her body, from her crown to her toes, electric current shattering every nerve and neuron. She whimpered, tearing up as she held in her exclamation, as pleasure annihilated the vestiges of her resistance to Cock.

Mona looked right at her from across the office, confusion and embarrassment in her eyes. And beyond, in the desk just behind her, Bonnie looked at her with understanding and gratitude, like—“oh shit, we can cum at our desks now?”

Delilah staggered—still not having finished cumming, slick juices making her thighs hot—up to her feet. It had all become so perfectly clear in her head. Crystal. Like she was in a glass display case in a collection just for Him.


Ungh
.

At first she thought she was running to the bathroom once again. But, she took a hard right turn and steered directly out the door, back home.
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“IT’S NOT LIKE YOU DON’T
 have a choice,” she said to her gorgeous, dolled-up reflection. “Because you really do. You can either serve his Majestic, Eternal, Perfect Cock, or you can be miserable for the rest of your life.”

She was alone at home in front of her mirror. She had dressed herself up for him—exclusively for him—entirely in new, way too expensive clothes.

Her entire adult life, Delilah had saved money. She was a frugal spender, and even went so far as to curtail restaurants and groceries when doing so would have put her overbudget for her monthly gasoline bill. Being a public servant paid, but it didn’t pay well, and a career full of internships and a hell of a lot of student loan debt meant she had quite a while to go before she would be spending with any kind of comfort.

So why—why why why why why—had she spent over three grand on pretty clothes to make Miles happy when she had all-but-decided to quit?

Was it because now, standing in front of the mirror wearing a Yves Saint Laurent silk blouse, Stella McCartney Blazer, and leather Balmain mini-skirt with hard rock silver buckles, she truly understood what it meant to be a Trophy?

Was it because with four-inch Casadei heels on her feet—the kind with those gnarly-hot silver metallic blade stilettos—she knew what power a man must feel to have someone who looked like her in an outfit like this utterly supplicating herself before him?

The silk blouse tugged at her tits, which felt like they had grown somehow in the last hour. Her hair, already long and dark chestnut and beautiful, looked shinier than ever. The tight pull of the skirt delivered an achingly gorgeous view of her thighs.

“I'm so pretty
,” she said to herself, kind of stunned.

As she watched her reflection, something sensational happened. She watched herself come alive
. Strutting towards the surface of the mirror. Giggling and laughing at her.

“You really are pretty,” her reflection said.

“I...I am?”

“That's why he wants you.”

She didn't stop to think that it was crazy in the deep cray-cray way to talk to herself like this. It made perfect sense—her mind was splitting apart, so why not have her actual appearance do it too?

“He wants me...”

She moaned. Thinking of him
 wanting her
 hadn't quite crossed her mind with all of her
 wanting him
. But she really
 wanted him to want her.

“You will be miserable without him, you know,” her reflection said. “Without Knowing
.”

“Knowing what?”

Talking to her reflection would have seemed ludicrous a week ago. Doubly so if the reflection motherfucking talked back
. Now it seemed perfectly normal in the orgasm-overloaded spaces of Delilah’s brain. Her thoughts flowed like slow, sweet syrup.

“Knowing his Cock
. Knowing the Taste of it. The Feel of it in your pussy. You need it, don’t you, baby? You Need. That. Cock. It’s okay. It’s just us. Just me and...well, me. Say it. Say you Need That Cock.”

“I...” Delilah whimpered. She whispered, “I Need
 That Cock.”

“That’s right. You do. Didn’t that feel good?”

It so fucking did. Delilah nodded.

“Good girl. You’ve been looking at this all wrong, sweetheart. But I can help you.”

“You can?”

“That’s right. Just let me be in charge. He doesn’t want some serious-brained mindfucked sweetie who’s so stupid
 she can’t even tell that he’s brainwiped half this fucking city already
 into sucking his Cock whenever he wants, probably. He wants an accomplice
.”

“Accomplice?”

“A partner in crime. A confidant. Someone to share with. Someone to fuck up girls with him. Wouldn’t that be hot?”

Delilah’s fingers were stuffed inside her pussy, thumb skillfully maneuvering around her clit. She had “forgotten” to put on the I.D. Sarrieri panties she bought.

“Do you get it? We’re the fucking first victims
 of his, stupid. A Man
 like Him?” Mirror-Delilah bit her lower lip and moaned; she was fingering herself too. How odd... “Even if he doesn’t get away with it—and he probably will, did you see him fuck up those detectives?—he always, always
 gets his first victims! That's how these power games go on! That’s how these things work. If anyone's going to stop him, and like, I completely fucking doubt
 they will because he's super
 smart and a real fucking hunk, it's going to be someone waaaay down the line. So we’re fucked
, my dear. Completely. Why not actually get fucked
 while we’re being fucked? Why not lean into this a little? Why not just...forget to mind?”

“Forget...”

“That’s it. Just don’t mind. Just be a bad. Fucking. Girl. For Daddy.”

“Oh. Oh fuck.”

“I know
. I know, sweetie. Daddy left, didn’t he? He left because you weren’t bad enough and neither was Mommy. Daddy wanted to do whatever
 he wanted but Mommy wouldn't let him and it fucked. You. Up. But you can be bad now, can’t you? You can be bad for your new
 Daddy, can’t you?”

This was central for Delilah. This was a complete insurrection; all her values, all her fighting, all her efforts to prove what a self-sustaining woman she was centered around her need to never need Daddy again.

But now she could have a Daddy.


Now
 Daddy would fuck
 her if she begged him nice enough...

“Oh fuck
.” Delilah’s need to cum was tangible, like a third-party in the room with her and her
. “Oh fuck, oh Daddy...”

“Give in. Say you don’t care. Say you want it
. Tell me...” her reflection pushed against the glass. Her erect nipples sighing into themselves. Delilah’s breath fogged the mirror. “Tell me you want Daddy to fuck up everyone and everything he wants.”

Delilah did; everything changed.
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AN HOUR LATER SHE WAS
 back at work; it was after hours, but Miles’s light was on and she knew he was still there.

She stopped in the bathroom on the way there, already a bit nostalgic for the cums she’d had earlier. But she knew, already, that all her cums would be office
 cums from now on.

She hardly recognized herself in the bathroom mirror.

When the day began—when the madness of actually trying to quit
 this dream job where she could suckleslurpworship the Cock of the Man she Worshiped All. Day. Long had taken hold of her—Delilah had classified as “Truly Pretty.”

She was the kind of girl that men saw and dreamed about taking home to Mom. The kind of girl who, in jeans and a jersey, could melt a heart at a local sportsball game. The kind of girl that got hit on at bars if she wasn’t alone, who looked hot enough for men to want to see her naked but friendly enough to make them think they actually could
 get with her.

Now, though?

Now, Delilah categorized only as “Spectacular.” “Surface of the Sun Hot.” “Mind-Meltingly Gorgeous.”

Delilah looked at her reflection and saw looking back at her a being who existed Purely to Make Cocks Painfully Hard and Loved
 everything about it.

Miles’s Cock was magic and she was completely and utterly right to Worship it. Its magic had stuck to her, infiltrated her, corrupted her, changed her. She was so fucking glad
 she had submitted to it; its power was so overwhelming that the thought of actually trying to stand up to it—or it even thinking
 that she was trying such a foolish idea—filled her with dread.

But she didn’t have to be filled with dread. All she had to be filled with from now on for the rest of her gorgeous, cock-pleasing life was Cock, Cock, Cock
.

She wore the same outfit as before; but now she fucking rocked
 it. Her body’s exaggerated proportions were now what clothing designers drew as ideal; she might as well have been a pair of tits on sticks. Her legs had grown several inches, long thighs leading into supple calves that balanced so easily in her ultra-high heels that she might have been practicing gymnastics in them for her entire life.

She had, for funsies, done a few cartwheels in the parking lot in her six-inch heels. There was ice on the ground; she had no trouble with balance whatsoever.

Abdomen muscles had grown and hardened, gifting her with an utterly flat fatless belly that displayed the latest in crushing hip and pelvic bone aesthetics. Her clavicles pushed forward and together, almost forming their own kind of understated, shiny cleavage above the hefty display of her brilliant new tits.

And what tits they were. Her breasts, formerly perfectly respectable B cups, had jiggled their way into blouse-spilling D cups that felt like even more would be on the way soon. They felt full of milk; Delilah hoped they were.

She had a fervent, feverish fantasy of sucking Miles’s Cock with milk spilling out of her tits and covering his Cock with her saliva and tit milk at the same time so that some other Favored soul—Mona perhaps—would be able to lick up all her sweet liquids off Daddy’s amazingly hard Perfect Eternal Cock.

Her face and hair had changed also; they took her from the “Possible Porn Star” potential of her new rocking bod to “Goddess on Earth” status. Her bafflingly beautiful blue eyes blazed like twin neophyte suns; her cheekbones sported such devastating curvature that they send reverberations through the spacetime continuum and probably gave ancient sculptors second thoughts about their masterpieces.

The thick line of her hair rose inches above her head, adding more height onto her already considerable frame, and all of silky smooth chestnut mane was free of tangles and soft as liquid. It draped down to the curve of her tight, bubble-butt. Every part of her screamed delightful femininity.

Delilah bit a lip, looking at herself, needing to cum just from her own reflection, and then strutted off toward Miles office. On the way, she sent a text that she had written earlier, smiling at the gift she was about to give herself and Miles.

Polite knocking at Miles’s door and then waiting to be told to Enter. It was Important—so
 Important—to follow directions.

Especially from Him
.

“Yes?” she heard his voice. “Come on in.”

She entered, heart swelling when she saw him. He sat at his desk, examining a stack of print-outs. Warm, fresh heat gathering in the underside of her throat, needing to taste him there, to feel His Bulge pushing her flesh around as it pleased.


Ungh
.

“Delilah?” he asked, in that thrilling, hot, low voice of his. “What’s this about? Say, you look sharp, babe.”


Ungh
 again. The compliment drove all conscious thought out of her like horses before a chariot.

Halfway to his desk, she felt an uncontrollable urge to drop to her knees. Down she went, crawling the rest of the way, hips swaying, drool gathering in her mouth and spilling down her lips. Hands ripping at her blouse, tearing it away until the other thing left on her tight torso was her delectably hot push-up bra.

That blouse had cost more than half a month's paycheck. She didn't care. Only him looking at her tits mattered.

“Damn,” he said. “Look. At. You.”

Yes. Look at me look at me want me want me LOOK at Me, Daddy please!

Quickly she poured her arms and head into his lap. Moaning. Cooing against his shaft. Lips rubbing against the outline of his bulge beneath his pants. Her Near-Cum High took over the preciously small real estate of her mind, crowding all rationality and logical function. She existed as a Sexual Engine, a being of pure heat and need.

“Please don’t fire me, Sir,” she moaned. “I Know you were going to.”

He took her head in his hand, stroking her. Petting her like a kitten. She purred and giggled and bit her lip and stared up at him with eager blue eyes.

“You were the one who threatened to quit, Delilah.”

“And you would have fired me for it!” She stared up at him like she knew that she should. Good girls stared up at Men; Men with Cocks like Miles were so fucking important. “Please. Don’t.”

Her lips continued to press firmly against his bulge, pushing up and down. Her tongue tasting his precum as it soaked through his pants. It barely registered with her that she turned him on—Miles was always Turned On; his Cock was Always On. It was The Cock; it was Hard and Ready, always.

“You want to keep your job now?”

“Please
.”

He began to unzip. The smell of the source of his musk—his MuskSource, his Source, His Cock, The Cock—
unraveled her. She came immediately, legs thrashing against his desk, mouth pressing firmly against bulge and thigh and knee as she moaned his name and came.

The orgasm felt like it lasted for hours, her reality unwrapping itself as she stared up at Miles and felt urgent dark cosmic forces of worship, love, and adoration sinking ever deeper into her soul. She felt like she was flying with only the fact of His Cock keeping her on the ground.

After several days of this unending pleasure, her body and brain rewiring themselves to His Circuitry, she realized he had only just
 reached the bottom point of his zipper, and only just
 began to unleash His Cock from their container in his pants.

Several cums passed; it might have been ten thousand years in Delilah’s newly fucked up world. Time became a kind of rumor that she had heard about in grade school; something better to forget all understanding of. She felt decades fly by in seconds.

A drop of hot, needy drool fell from her lips to the top of her perfect heavy tits over the period of centuries. And all that time, looking at His Cock, his Beautifully Hard Cock, its veins and girth and length overwhelming her gentle, soft, impossibly servile mind.

“Please
,” she said again, surprising herself with the familiarity of her voice. It felt like her own voice should be a stranger; she had not heard herself in so very long. “I...don’t care
.”

“Don’t care about what?” he asked.

“About what you’re doing.”

“What do you mean?”

A ripple of displeasure was present in his voice; she had to assuage it.

“With the others. I saw them. I see you. I see...everything. I’m the office manager. With Bonnie. With Lily. All of them. I think it’s hot
. You’re fucking up our minds. I don’t care
, Sir. I want
 it. I want You to.”

His Cock dragged against her cheek; Delilah moaned.

“This...this is not something I expected.”

“Huh?”

“You liking it. You being...into this. You always seemed like such a stuck-up bitch.”

“Y-you...you’re powerful
,” she explained. “You’re clearly going to win
. Just...don’t leave me behind.” Her lips dared to kiss the shaft—The Shaft
 of The Cock
. He didn’t push her away. Didn’t make her stop. She dared for more, tasting him, loving him, licking him. “Let me win with you. Please.”

Thick hands cycled through her sensational mane of hair. “You want to be mine, huh?”

“I so fucking do...” She licked up and down the length of his shaft. “It’s just...why haven’t you done any work on Mona?”

He tsked. A sore subject. “It’s that fucking phone of hers,” he said. “I can’t get this to work unless her focus is on me.”

“I can help you with that.”


That
 really elevated his interested. He grabbed her by the hair now, lifting her off her knees and pressing her face firmly against His Cock.

“You can?” His voice choked with arousal. “You want to?”

“Fuck yes, Sir. Fuck yeah, Daddy.” Another hard grab and push—he liked
 that, liked being called that. Good
. That was so fucking good
. “I’ll bring her in here. I’ll fucking throw her phone away. I’ll hold her down for you and let you do whatever you want. We’ll force
 it on her, Daddy. We’ll do it together. Fuck her mind up for You until she’s slobbering for Your Cock like a good girl and doesn’t know the difference between—mmmph!”

She couldn’t say anymore because he shoved his Cock into her surprised, utterly willing mouth. She slurped him down with complete eagerness. It was so fucking good
. Her entire body had rearranged itself to take Him. Her esophagus sucked down hard on his Cock head, all her being rolled up into pleasing His Cock.

He jammed harder and harder into her. She noticed him standing up to fuck her face harder. She was just an object to him; just a hot toy for him to use. That was so good
.

Thick, heavy hands clung to her pretty, empty skull. Using her. Abusing her. Her hands clasped onto the muscular cheeks of his ass and held on for dear life.

“God,” he said. “I never thought you'd go for this. And fuck
 you're so good...”

She was good. She was good for Daddy
. Delilah was so blisteringly happy. She kept cumming, over and over. A puddle of her lust gathered around her knees.

He had no reason to hold back and Delilah didn't want him to. It felt like he had been holding himself in all day long.

“God,” he said. “Fuck. You're going to make me..gonna make me...”

Delilah moaned with eager need. She was going to make Daddy cum
!

“Y-yeah, babe,” he grunted. “Gonna come right down your filthy little throat.

His blast coated her mouth, her tongue, her throat, her esophagus. Heavy white seed sprayed deep into her stomach and filled her with his blessed, salty warmth. She came, again and again she came, thinking only of His Pleasure, His Cock, His Blessed Presence, and what a fucking lucky good girl she was.

Then he kept going. Still
 hard. Delilah moaned with surprise and eagerness.

“Gonna...fuck.” He groaned. “I’m gonna fucking fill you up, babe.”

She was so enchanted with the idea that when the knock on his door came, it surprised her. Even though she knew who it was; even though she had invited
 who it was.

Well, invited was a liberal term. She had threatened Mona with termination of her college credit if she didn’t show up immediately.

“Mr. Abram?” she heard Mona's voice. All she saw was Miles's crotch and Cock, though. “What’s going on? Delilah texted me and told me to come right away, but I don’t see her anywhere, and...”

Delilah overheard Mona’s slow, breathy inhalations as she loudly, slurpily, removed herself from her new Master’s Cock.

Mona sounded confused. “What’s going on?”

Delilah stood up from behind Miles’s desk, wiping her mouth and adjusting her bra-less titties. Somewhere in the fray they had been lost. Her heavy tits leaked milk. Delilah was so happy; she was hoping
 they would leak milk. Now she truly looked as fertile as she felt. God—soon Miles would be able to fuck babies
 into her belly. Ungh.

“Oh my god!”

Mona shrieked and began to back up, hands looking for the door.

“Calm down,” said Miles. “Come here. Delilah was just helping me with something. Look at this.”

“Look at...what...?”

He had his Cock out, obviously. He held the lamp over it; let Mona get a good look. How hard it was. How long and thick. The bulging girth of it. The heavy veins, the massive balls underneath. The glean and glistening of Delilah’s saliva running up and down his Godlike length.

“Look at it, Mona.”

“I don't want...don't want to...Cock...”

“That's right,” said Miles. “Look at my big fucking Cock, baby.”

“It...it’s so big,” Mona whispered. Like she was in church. “So pretty.”

Delilah stepped behind her to lock the door, just in case. Her willingness to hold Mona down were no idle words; a big part of her was really fucking turned on by the thought of that being necessary.

But seeing Mona looking at Master’s Cock, she knew that the wheels had already started turning in Mona’s head. Like the presence of Miles’s Cock had already laid out all the groundwork of seduction and all she had needed was a shove in the right direction.

Delilah could shove as well as anyone. She kissed Mona’s ear and neck, sliding her hand around the pretty young blonde’s body.

“So big,” she whispered in Mona's ears. “So pretty.”

“Delilah?”

“Kneel for him.”

Mona struggled down, tried to get up. “N-no. No. I don’t want to...oh fuck. He’s so big
...”

Miles came closer. Delilah snatched up a big handful of Mona’s hair and held it out for Miles to take. She watched his Cock spurt lovingly from this action of devotion. The hot liquid landed on Mona’s thigh. She slid it up with a finger, face full of interest, and sniffed.

“Oh god.” Like she was in a restaurant inhaling her favorite dish. “Oh. Fuck
.”

Delilah grabbed her, spread her legs apart with her own, and positioned her to be spread eagle before Miles. They sat down like that—Delilah with her legs spread open wide, holding Mona tight against herself. Mona pressed backward into Delilah's heavy tits and heavenly body.

“W-Wait,” said Mona as Miles came down on the ground with them. “I’m not sure. I-I-I oh fuck, You have
 to put that in me, please, please
...”

It was all he needed to hear. His Cockhead pressed hard against her entrance and then shoved inside.

“Oh my god wait,” Mona started. “Oh my god I'm a virgin please oh god don't stop keep going yeah yeah yeah...!”

He wrapped one arm around Mona and the other around Delilah. His Cock—already slick from his precum and Delilah's saliva—easily slid inside of Mona's dripping hot wet virgin cunt.

They formed a hot fuck sandwich very quickly. Delilah tugged him further inside of Mona and begged him to keep going faster, harder, deeper into the teen beauty. Milk sprouted from her heavy tits, slathering all over Mona's back. Meanwhile, Mona couldn't get enough of his impregnating cock in her belly.

“Yes!” She looked deep into his eyes, experiencing that long mindfuck for the first time. “Yes, please keep going! Fuck me harder!”

Delilah badly wanted to be fucked by Miles. She lived for it now. But her pussy’s needs weren’t as great as Miles’s Cock, not as great as His Cock’s needs. He was more important, always.

Miles bent them both over and buried them underneath his massive manly musculature and His Big Cock. He drove into Mona relentlessly, fucking her bare pussy with all he had.

“Fuck me, Sir,” Mona begged him. “Fuck me good
, please!”

“Yeah, Daddy,” Delilah moaned in his ear. All that milk dripping down Mona's body, making her shiny and wet. “Fuck her. Fuck her so
 good. Fuck her pregnant.”

Two brilliantly gorgeous beauties begging for his cum. Begging for him to cum in one
 girl. Begging him to be the man he knew he deserved to be.

It was too much for him; he could only stand to not empty himself for so long, and with Delilah begging on top of everything else, he had to release.

Groaning, groping Mona’s body up and down, he came.

A flood of his virile seed—so soon after emptying into Delilah—delivered into Mona's tight young fertile body. She moaned with orgasmic pleasure—and so did Delilah. All three of them cumming at the same time and all for the same reason—for Miles's pleasure.

He had arrived into the next stage of his ascension. He was becoming something much more than a simple man.

Delilah was delighted with this. She could sense it as well as Miles. Mona seemed completely spent by being fucked and cumming, but Delilah still needed more.

She pushed herself on top of Mona’s gorgeous body, spreading her legs—needing that unprotected Cock. “Daddy...will you fuck me next?”

He smiled and nodded and kissed her deeply.

As he pushed her down next to Mona, the blonde already obediently cooing and kissing Delilah, all Delilah could think of was how much they really
 needed a third beauty to worship Master with them.

All she could think of was how much her Master deserved
.
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Bimbo Office: New Girl
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“P

lease? I promise I’ll be good at it. I promise You’ll like it. Please, Sir? Please, Master?”

His former ex-girlfriend knelt down before him, begging to suck his Cock. Her knees pushed anxiously together, pressing into the floor. Every part of her hot young body did everything it could to make herself presentable, desirable, fuckable.

Just a few months ago, she had broken his heart. Left him because he would “never make anything” of himself.

Now he was a city councilman. Now he ran an office. Now he had two other gorgeous mindfucked office fuckpets aching and eager to obey his every last command. They were docked on either arm, tits rubbing up and down his biceps, whispering dirty thoughts into his ears with his ex on her knees.

“Make her beg more, Master,” said Delilah, on one arm. She had masterminded this whole affair.

“Make her beg for an hour.
” This was hot blonde Mona, her hand skillfully stroking her Master's Cock already. “Make her watch me
 suck you off instead.”

Lily, his ex-girlfriend, was desperate for a command from him. She would cum the second he told her to suck him off. That was the power he held over her.

Any part of her that had broken up with him—her new Master—had been erased. Forgotten completely. If you suggested to her now that she had done something like that, she would have completely denied the possibility. If she saw video of it, she would have broken down in tears, wondering what could have caused such a terrible circumstance.

“Please.” Lily clutched her hands together. Praying to him. Her cunt vibrating in heat because of his nearness.

He owned her—mind, body, and soul.

She would beg for his forgiveness. She would continue to beg to suck his Cock. She would beg to be his slave.

And all because Delilah had taken the initiative—because she wanted to be Miles’s Perfect Slave. His Top Bitch. His Number One Girl.

Miles nodded at Delilah, and with his approval, Delilah guided Lily’s willing, pretty mouth onto his Cock. The office filled with feminine moans. All three beauties were all so turned on by his Cock. Whenever it was Hard, they were Happy.

Delilah came from watching this mindfucked girl’s mouth become violated on his amazingly hard shaft. Lily came—as she knew she would—by following orders. Their orgasms matched, crescendoing together, their bodies vibrating and writhing in wet, hot, dripping unison. All of them grinding, moaning, pressing into their Master and whispering how much they needed and loved him and only him.

Delilah looked at the man she loved—the Only Man Alive to Her—and thought of how strange and hot it was that all this was set into motion only the day before.
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THE MORNING OF THE
 day before, Delilah sat on top of the desk, legs crossed, looking down at Mona. Conversely, Mona sat in a chair looking up at Delilah with open, blank eyes. It was obvious that Mona was hypnotized by Delilah’s gorgeous gaze, her entire beautiful visage. To Mona, Delilah was all that was woman, and it was easy to see why.

Though they were at the office, Delilah could have easily been on the red carpet somewhere in her tiny Valentino dress and red-hot five-inch heel Gucci ankle boots. The boots were soft calf leather with a silver chain sliding from the outside in.

They smelled like money. Their boss—their Master—Miles mindfucked anyone and everyone he wanted, and so he had a lot
 of disposable income. That meant Delilah had a pretty much endless bank account to spend on pretty, expensive clothes.

With a body like hers—tall, leggy, busty, achingly thin, effortlessly fit, with gorgeous long hair and a face that could stop air flight traffic—she felt she deserved a new pretty outfit for pretty much every single day she was alive.

Miles was all too happy to bankroll this.

“Anyway,” the gorgeous Delilah said to Mona, who stared up at her blankly and with no small amount of adoration, “you don’t really need
 college.”

Mona wore a tiny plaid tan skirt and mega-hot Balenciaga thigh-high knife boots.

“Don’t need college.”

Her voice was empty, like her head.

“Not like you need Master’s Cock.”

Mona blushed, biting her lower lip. Her legs spread automatically, as if she were programmed (which she was) to open her legs and touch herself at the merest mention of her object of worship—Miles’s Cock.

Miles was their boss, but he was much more than that. Delilah and Mona both interchangeably referred to him as their Master, their Owner, their God, their King, and their Daddy, depending on the level of their arousal and how many times their tight, toned, tit-heavy bodies had been wracked to bits by cunt-shaking orgasms that day.

Usually, the more orgasms they had meant the more they would run the terms together, so by the end of the day, proclaiming him as their DaddyGodKing was perfectly within the realm of possibility.

“Master’s...Cock.” Mona’s smile was gorgeous.

In fact, everything
 about Mona was gorgeous. Miles had taken care of that—about Mona’s appearance and Delilah’s too.

Before he took over their lives, they had both already been more than a little attractive, both rather inundated with offers from eager men whenever they ventured out into the world.

Now, however, they were both certified stunners
, the kind that looked like they had walked straight off of magazine covers. Their hair was thick—Delilah's deep chestnut brown and Mona's blond—and long and impossibly shiny. Their skin bloomed with healthy vibrancy, free of any blemishes or marks. Their tits bounced happily without bras. Their abdomens were tight; their bellies were flat; their faces were lush and lustful and their eyes bright and empty of any thought save Obeying and Worshiping Master.

Delilah wasn’t sure how it had all worked, how her body had changed. She didn’t need
 to be sure—all she needed to do was Worship Cock. But why that was, and how that was, were more than a bit beyond her to put together.

From the best she could tell, Miles went to some ancient tomb in South America as a normal twenty-something and came back with the confidence, body, and Cock of a God.

It only made sense, then, that something had happened in that tomb. He had been inhabited by some spirit of masculinity, or made some kind of offering, or cast some ancient spell...

In the final accounting, it didn’t matter. All that really mattered to Delilah these days was that she was gorgeous, that she adored Miles, that she adored His Cock
, that she got to go to sleep with her lovely young mouth wrapped around its massive girth and got to wake up with hot cum in her belly and more of his Cock to suck (usually with Mona’s gorgeous face right there with her so that the two of them could start their hours with long, easy, soulful make-out sessions on top of Master’s Cock).

“That’s right,” Delilah said to Mona. “If you go to college, think of all that time you won’t spend worshiping Him. Think about that. That’s called opportunity cost. You’ll miss out on blowjobs, babe. Lots of blowjobs.”

“So many...blowjobs.”

Mona, drooling now, looked up at her and repeated dumbly what she said; this was happening kind of a lot lately. Like Delilah had the same kind of influence that Miles had over her, to a lesser degree.

Mona’s brain seemed to drain right out of her ears whenever she and Miles were alone in the room together. One day, he had experimented and convinced her that her name was actually Marlene instead of Mona; later he tired of it and switched it back. It so thoroughly fucked with Mona's reality that she had asked Delilah just yesterday when they thought they would see that cutie Marlene again.

“You’ll quit college. For Master.”

Mona nodded. “I’ll quit for Master.”

“You don’t need to go.”

“I don’t need to go.”

“You don’t want to go.”

“I don’t want
 to go.”

But the point remained that the influence Delilah held over Mona—and the point to which Delilah was able to think for herself and not feel so Cock-cravingly overwhelmed that she couldn’t even add two and two together—was a gift from Miles to exclusively Delilah.

The other women he fucked didn’t seem to share this privilege: the ability to think independently. And Miles fucked a lot of women. Even Bonnie—the official office secretary, who Miles didn’t fuck at all—
was getting so stupid she couldn’t even put together the office coffee without YouTube tutorials every morning.

Delilah felt rather proud of that, actually. The corrupting, body-altering influence of Miles’s Cock meant that Bonnie got hotter every day. The once-attractive fifty year-old now looked like she was barely pushing thirty, if that, with tits that seemed to grow with every passing hour. Yet Delilah’s cruel streak, activated for no other reason than that Bonnie wasn’t naturally
 young like herself and Mona, meant that she didn’t want to see Miles fuck Bonnie.

And so he didn’t—because Delilah whispered in his ear about how fun it was to make Bonnie suffer for his Cock only to never have it, how sexy it was to make Delilah flaunt what she had and what Bonnie wouldn't get, how cruelly hot
 it was to visibly fuck Mona from his office while Delilah stood by the blinds and made sure Bonnie watched.

And all that time he got harder and harder because Delilah stroked him beautifully and said he deserved more. Deserved younger
. Deserved hotter
. She whispered heat into his ear about the hot fucking casting call she was going to hold for models to come to his office exclusively to pick the hottest women in the city to Serve. His. Cock.

She meant every word, of course. The casting call would be next week. Preparations were already underway.

“Repeat it back to me, Mona.” Delilah smiled, slowly uncrossing her legs. “All of it. And I’ll let you lick me.”

Delilah didn’t wear panties, of course. They just got in the way. Miles fucked her at work at least three times a day, and that was only if he wasn’t out most of the day fucking up lives of other influentials in the city. He’d be mayor soon, and then governor, and then President. He’d need a wife—someone stately, serene, gorgeous. A perfect aching dark fuckpet to whisper hot evil things in his ear and tell him everything he wanted to know so that his rule could be perfect and absolute.

She thought of all kinds of dark and wicked acts for him. Delilah wanted to hold his Cock while he ordered drone strikes; to moan and beg and suck him off during a state of the union address. Anything at all that he wanted, that would make him feel powerful, she wanted to give him.

There wasn’t a doubt in Delilah’s mind—she was the wife he deserved, even without a ring on her finger.

Mona looked at Delilah’s pussy—her stately, serene, gorgeous pussy—and the drool that had begun to develop formed a slow line from her lips down to her chin.

“Nnnng.” She moaned, leaning forward.

Delilah put a long finger on her forehead, holding Mona back. “Nuh ah ah. Repeat it back. All of it.”

“Y-yes, Mistress. You are my Mistress, Mistress. I am your slave. Miles comes first. He always
 Comes First. But otherwise I belong to You. I’ll do what You say. I Worship You. You are a Goddess. I’ll do anything You say. I’ll quit college. I don’t need it. It just gets in the way of blowjobs. I don’t want to go.”

This was out in the open, right in view of the foyer of the office where visitors came. Bonnie sat at the front desk, obediently looking forward, not even allowed to touch herself. Lips quivering. Breath shaking and hot.

Bonnie wanted to touch her clit desperately. Delilah had taken care of that, had told her, “You want to touch yourself desperately all the time. When I'm around. When Miles's around. When we're not
 around. All you want to do is finger yourself stupid and cum.”


She also told Bonnie she wasn’t allowed to do just that except at the very end of the day before bed.

So as Mona came forward, her soft wet teenage tongue sliding up Delilah’s pussy, earnestly searching for her clit and finding it after only a few probing licks, Delilah moaned extra loud. Letting Bonnie know what she was missing.

They had gotten to work at about 7 that morning; Miles liked to start early.

It was now 7:15 AM.

Delilah had a wonderful feeling about today.
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AT 8:15 AM, DELILAH’S
 wonderful feeling had turned into a bad one.

After Mona finished licking Delilah’s pussy, bringing her to the absolute peak of feminine excitement (which was only so much, as the difference between a Mona-Delivered Orgasm and a Cock-Delivered Orgasm was like that between atomic fusion and an atomic bomb—and the difference between an orgasm Delilah had from Sucking Cock [which she had every thirty seconds or so while Sucking Cock, without fail] and Miles Fucking Her with His Cock was like that between a hydrogen bomb and a full-on supernova), she and Mona knelt down onto the office floor and crawled their way into Miles’s office.

He was prepared for them, as always. Legs spread apart a bit, just barely a crack of room between his shin and the edge of the desk so that their tight, young heated bodies would have to press against him to get into position. The silk of their blouses and dresses pushing to one side. Their tall heels clicking together. Their silly young bodies giggling with delight as he played with them using his feet and shins like he might a pair of kittens. All the while the heady scent of his arousal filling their noses, their rapidly dissolving brains.

There underneath his desk, they sucked their Master’s Cock for a beautiful thirty minutes. Sparkling pink tongues sliding up and down the length of his shaft, small long-fingered hands adoring his heavy balls. Their sexy plush mouths creating a pleasant vacuum effect from interlocking on the head from either side, the two beauties madly making out on top of his Cock. They were nearly as turned on by each other as they were by him.

The whole time his precum leaking down. Every lick made them high, brainless. Every taste annihilated thoughts and memories of life before Miles, replaced with memories of only servitude. Delilah knew, for example, that she hadn't sucked Miles's Cock in college—that they hadn't even gone
 to the same college—but all the same her brain provided her with regular images of her in a small dorm room wearing designer underwear and giving her young God a glorious blowjob while he played video games. Another memory where she manipulated a cadre of nerds into writing term papers for her and for Miles so that the two of them could go off on a ski trip together and fuck by fire light for a hot four-day weekend in the mountains.

All unreal, all completely based entirely in fictions Delilah wasn't even reading. And yet slowly these dim recollections became full-on flashbacks until they were fully-fledged back story, hard anchor points which Delilah began to wrap her life, philosophy, and understanding around.

Miles wasn't just her lover; he was her only
 lover. He was the first Cock she had ever tasted, the only one she had ever wanted
. Sucking him off in the morning at work was a long continuation of a dynasty of servitude that had begun with her own sexual awakening which, more and more, felt like it pre-dated even her college years.

Had she been a high school cheerleader, being drilled into a locker underneath the stadium by Miles?

It made a lot of sense
...but had it really happened?

Did it even fucking matter, if it was what she believed now?

Delilah and Mona once upon a time had a lot non-Miles related brain cells, folds in their brain that had nothing to do with kneeling and sucking cock. Mona even knew Calculus
 at one point.

Now the only thing she calculated was how long Delilah would hog all of Miles’s cum when he finally erupted. The answer was as much as Delilah wanted.

When her Master came, Delilah's lips wrapped exclusively around his cock, sucking and surging down and up, knowing that her Master’s Cock was extra sensitive when he came and it was important that his sensation neither stop nor become too intense. She moaned rapturously, feeling his hot seed spray straight into her stomach, filling her with a warmth only rivaled by when he came into her cunt directly.

When most of his orgasm had passed, and only the small after-spurts remained, Delilah allowed Mona to have her share. This was just mere cups compared to the hot gallon of cum Delilah took in, but nonetheless Mona swallowed them down with zeal and gratitude.

As they cooed and slowly marveled at His Impressive, Still-Hard Shaft and the unending stream of precum that flowed from it like a fountain, the two beauties talked and moaned to each other. Their soft, silky, lilting voices became interchangeable; they both thought the same things.

“His Cock is so wonderful.”

“His Cock is the best
.”

“We’re so
 Lucky.”

“You’re so pretty.”

“I know. You’re so pretty. That’s why we get to adore him like this.”

“It’s so fucking easy for us. I love sucking his Cock so
 much. He’s a God. He is
 God.”

Now it was time to be a little mean; Master liked that.

“We’re so much prettier than Bonnie. She’ll never
 get to be back here with us.”

His Cock twitched so hard precum splashed wildly onto Delilah's heavy tits.

“What a stupid cunt. I bet we could get her to believe he’ll actually let her suck him off today. We should make her think so and then beg to suck Daddy off in front of her.”

“He’ll let us. He always
 lets us.”

This kind of talk made Miles heated—them talking about their superiority, their arrogance, their vanity. If in this world, these two unattainably hot beauties cared about themselves first and foremost, how sexy they were, how hot they made each other, how no one else could touch how pretty they were—then it meant all the more if the One Thing uniting their personalities was that they needed, worshiped, obeyed, and adored His Cock.

That was Power. Owning their Vanity. Owning their Arrogance.

Delilah loved being this object of Power for him.

She rode that buzz all the way out of the office, fully planning on implementing her little “Mock the Cunt” plan with Mona. She exited Miles’s space how she always did—crawling half the distance to the door, then slowly moving upward ass-first in an elaborate yoga-like pose so he could see how wet he’d left her cunt.

For other women, it would have been difficult to move so gracefully in the tall platform heels that Delilah sported—for her, it was natural as breathing. The folds of her brain that had formally been devoted to useless things like shame or traffic laws were now wired entirely for showing off for Daddy.

But, outside the office, her plans changed.

The richest man in the city, Pedro Paolo had arrived in the office and spoke in low tones with Bonnie. Clearly trying to make an appointment and bully Bonnie. Pedro looked like if a fire hydrant had spray-painted itself tan and ran a jewelry conglomerate. Stocky, classless, but obviously rolling in dough.

More importantly, he walked into the office with his wife, Helena Paolo—who was hands-down the most beautiful
 woman Delilah had seen in her entire life.

She was exactly the kind of gorgeous that Delilah was. She was tall and tight, her body ridiculously toned, every part of her tiny in all the right ways. Her breasts were heavy and perfect, twin tear drops of fuck-me flesh, with a massive elaborate wave of jet black hair framing an angelic face.

All that gorgeousness—and she hadn't even met
 Miles yet.

Miles, who made Delilah into a living sexdoll, who had made Mona into a walking wet dream, who had somehow de-aged Bonnie without even fucking
 her.

What would he do to someone like Helena Paolo?

Delilah’s good feeling evaporated, replaced with sudden fear. It wasn’t hard to pinpoint the exact nature of the bad feeling; after her recent conversion from erstwhile appreciator to full-blown worshiper of the One and Only Cock on Earth, she had hardly experienced any bad feelings at all.

In fact, most of her feelings had been orgasmic. Those that hadn’t been orgasmic could easily be categorized as heat, giggles, or sneering superiority to other women and “men” she came across who didn’t measure up to the exacting standards of her Master’s Amazing Cock.

This was the first woman that Delilah had ever seen in her entire life who had made her feel ignorable
. One look at Helena—and how Helena looked around at the office—and it was clear that she gave negative
 fucks about anyone present. That included Delilah.

Little more than a week had passed since Delilah had transformed into the perfect office fuckpet of Miles Abram.. Delilah had spent that week sucking his cock, being fucked, cleaning and cooking for Miles at his apartment in the skimpiest lingerie possible, and cheering Miles on while he fucked and mindfucked the dead sexy Mona.

“Now see here,” said Pedro. “You’re going to let me in there, now. I don’t have time to waste. I’m not going to spend any more of it talking to some bimbo
 who’s talking to me about a meeting
 he’s having. Those two—” he pointed at Delilah and Mona, “are not critical
 to this city’s planning! Don’t lie to me.”

His wife seemed to be rather amused with his blow-up. He stormed past Bonnie, who protested meekly, knees wildly pressing together to hold in what Delilah assumed was several hours worth of needing to cum.

Helena followed after him, eventually, clearly bored. She looked used to being bored with him. Delilah gulped as the door clicked shut behind her; that gorgeous bitch was about to become really un
bored, that was for sure.

“Who was that?” Mona asked.

“Pedro Paolo is the richest man in the entire city,” Bonnie explained. “His wife is some model fresh on the scene. I think they married out of the country; she was too young for a marriage here until just a few months ago.”

“She’s
 eighteen?” Delilah asked, incredulous.

“Yes.”

Delilah shook her head. “She looks so...put together.”

Bonnie shrugged. “Some girls get all the luck.”

Mona giggled. “Especially when they’re not old shoes like you, Bonnie.”

As upset as Delilah was, it made her heart melt to hear Mona tearing down Bonnie like that. Obedient. Sneering. Arrogant. Just like Master wanted her.

That Helena was eighteen threw Delilah for a loop. She had that kind of timeless beauty that some true once-in-a-lifetime stunners had that meant their real age was hard to place. Classic beauty in the cheekbones and nose and exotic in the eyes and lips. Delilah’s pussy was on fire just from thinking about her.

And now that girl—that complete stunner, that bombshell—was alone in the office with Miles. Miles, her Master. Her King. Her Daddy. Her God—her God who she so badly
 wanted to be Officially Attached to, to be His Wife, His Accomplice.

His Dark Partner.

And he was alone in an office with the most beautiful woman Delilah had ever seen, and Miles’s entire
 deal was making beautiful women realize how badly they needed to Worship. His. Cock.

From inside the office, she heard shouting for a little bit. Then the shouting died out. Then she heard the deep, rumbling tones of Miles’s voice. He was such a fucking man—he could turn anyone over to his side. After about fifteen minutes, the couple walked out.

Pedro, who had seemed like some barely-containable bear earlier, now looked tame as a young puppy. His eyes big, brow heavy with sweat, his face slack and empty. He looked like he might have a stroke. That would make Delilah really hot—to watch someone die who Miles had essentially killed. She would love that; she would cheer him on.

Anyone who he said had to go just had to go
, and that was that.

As they walked out, Helena deliberately distanced herself from Pedro, going so far as to slap his hand away at one point. Miles’s influence already working on her heavily
.

She strutted deliberately, this sexiest woman on earth, this complete and utter goddess come to life, doing her best to make Miles look at her as she walked away. She turned, smiled, and played with her hair, biting one lip with obviously heated need.

Delilah looked, and Miles definitely
 looked.

He definitely
 liked what he saw as Helena exited the office.

Delilah could smell his precum gathering in a hot puddle beneath his desk; the presence of it made her own orgasmic need begin to build. Daddy would need a fuck, soon—but he’d only be thinking of Helena while it happened.

Strategic, Delilah pulled in Mona and pushed her toward Miles. Mona obediently, automatically dropped to her knees in the office. The same precum scent hitting her harder than it hit Delilah.

“What’s this about, babe?”

She didn’t answer, pure intent on her mind.

Delilah bent Mona over on the desk and spread her legs wide. Skirt slid up, tits crushed on the mahogany. Cooing, moaning, she took Miles’s Cock and slid it up inside Mona’s cunt and gave out a soft throat cheer at the penetration.

Miles—in the middle of being all-but-autopiloted into fucking the mindfucked pussy of a gorgeous nineteen year-old blonde who would win any beauty contest this side of the Mississippi—barely seemed to register. He was still staring at the invisible trail that Helena had left in his office.

“Daddy?”

“Yeah, babe.” He was distant; his mind in the clouds. Fucking Mona like someone else might play on their phone.

“Daddy, do You want
 to fuck?”

His hands came down on Mona’s tiny waist. She was so thin his thumbs touched while his digits flexed on the desk.

“Yeah,” he said. “Fuck...fuck yeah.”

Just as Delilah had suspected, he fucked Mona different
. She had seen him fuck Mona for being Mona. She had even seen him fuck Mona for thinking of Delilah, when she was making him hot about all the minds she wanted to fuck up for her DaddyGodMaster—and she so certainly did
.

But this was more brutal. More urgent. More needy and fast. He could hold off from coming for as long as he wanted. Sometimes he did just to make Delilah into a drooling, brainless, ditzy mess for a few hours because he liked to show off his power that way. She loved that too.

But now he fucked Mona hard
. Every thrust powerful. A piston from a heavy engine.

“That Helena sure was something, wasn’t she?”

His voice was guttural and low.

“Y-Yes, Sir.”

Delilah felt jealousy spiking; she couldn’t control it.

It wasn’t that she didn’t want Miles to fuck Helena. She did. She really
 did.

She just didn’t want Helena to take her
 place. The Favored Place. The Wife
 Place. The Accomplice
 Place. The Confidant
 Place.

That was what was terrifying. That was what made Delilah decide what to do next.

“Helena,” he said again, fucking Mona harder. “Helena...Helena...”

Delilah resisted; she Knew
 what he wanted. But she held out, not saying unless he Ordered—

“Say her name,” he said. “Say You want me to fuck her.”

The violation was immediate and earth-shattering, and made all the stranger and hotter because she couldn’t say no and because Miles said it she didn’t want
 to say no and she in fact felt pure unrivaled sweaty heat from complying.

“Helena!” she moaned in his ear. “Fuck this cunt like You’ll fuck Helena, Daddy. You’ll fuck
 Helena. You’ll fuck her so
 good. Oh fuck
 her, Master, Please?”

He didn’t last long after that. It was too much. This gorgeous hot dolled-up mindfucked super-beauty begging him to fuck Helena—the
 Helena who had just fucked up his world and turned his every need upside down.

She watched him from behind, cumming herself, head clearing just slightly as the pleasure escaped her. She watched his hips slowly power down, his big hands running down Mona's tight yummy body, watched Mona's own body unravel itself from the hyper-pleasured yogic clench that his fucking had powered her into.

Delilah loved Miles too much to let him go to Helena. She
 had to be the Dark Partner, the Confidant, the Evil Accomplice.

There was something she had in her back pocket, something she had been thinking about for a while now.

At the end of last week, Miles’s old girlfriend Lily had come to visit and it had clearly thrown Miles for a loop. He even sometimes moaned her name while Delilah sucked his Cock.

Well. Delilah would see what Lily thought about becoming Miles’s mindless fucktoy forever. Then
 who would deserve to be his Accomplice?

Delilah. Delilah, and not
 Helena.
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FOR THE BRIEFEST OF
 moments, Delilah had second thoughts.

She was considering all manner of terrible actions. Things that could get her arrested or worse—taken away from the Cock. She tried to go for a walk outside to clear her head.

Her heels clicked against the hard marble of the office and then resounded pleasantly on the concrete outside.

In the fresh air, away from the heavy musk of the office, always filled with so many pleasant and escalating smells—Cock, Cunt, Milk, Cum—her head began to clear. She decided she would go to her car and go to the lingerie shop. Nothing would make her feel better than knowing she could look good in a pair of skimpy, barely-there underwear—and, to make it all even better, she could shame the other clerks for not looking as hot as her or recruit one of them for Master's Cock.

Then, she would suck Daddy’s Cock all night long and beg him to make her his wife.

He wouldn’t go back on his word; he was too much of a man for that. So, if she could just convince him that way...then she didn’t need to do the insane thing that was brewing in her head.

“Oh, ma’am?”

The voice was clearly Helena’s. Delilah hadn’t heard it yet, but no other woman could produce a voice that simultaneously clear, sexy, sultry, and vulnerable like she had. There was an accent to it, something exotic and European that automatically made Delilah's blood boil with desire.

Delilah turned to see—as she suspected—Helena approaching her.

“Hi. I’m Helena Paolo.”

She held out a hand. Delilah practiced all her available willpower and simply looked at it. A beautiful woman making an offer like that really was hard to resist; Delilah had some impression of the effect she herself must have had on other people for the first time in a long time.

“I know who you are.”

Helena slowly put her hand down. She even made that
 look graceful, like she had never intended to have it out to begin with.

“Miles Abram...he’s your boss, is that right?”

“That’s right.”

Helena bit her lower lip. “He’s really...something. Isn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“He’s like...I’ve never met a man like that.”

“No.” Delilah crossed her arms. “You haven’t.”

“Is he attached?”

Delilah took a second to answer, and then Helena filled that hesitation.

“No. No, of course not. A man like that? Even if he’s fucking someone...it’s not exclusive. He’s fucking whoever he wants, huh? He’s probably fucking you.” Helena seemed to see her for the first time. “God. Oh, yeah. He is
 fucking you, isn’t he? Wow. How could he not? You’re hot. Is he good?”

Try as she might, Delilah couldn't scowl. Helena was just too fucking pretty
, and Delilah was ingrained to treat all pretty little things like they belonged to Master already—which was probably true in this case.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

Helena's look said that she very much could
 believe her. That she wanted to believe her.

Delilah got the distinct impression that Helena was testing her—finding out if she were friend or foe. That this was a woman who was used to other women being catty to her because of the way she looked. That she valued loyalty and consistency above all else. And Delilah, if she were to make an enemy now, was going to make one for life.

She could also make an ally—similarly for life. But Delilah knew if she did that, if she let Helena in, then that would mean letting Helena take control. Already—smelling Miles’s musk on the exotic beauty—Delilah wanted to lick her. Touch her. Finger her and even beg
 her to lick Delilah’s pussy.

Helena continued. “I can...is it okay to tell you?”

No! No No No! You fucking bitch!

“Yes.” Delilah smiled her best charming smile. “Of course.”

“I can feel
 him still. Like...against my skull. I can like...I can almost feel his Cock
...like it’s fucking the folds of my brain.” She licked her lips, a flush creeping down her gorgeous pale white neck. “That sounds like a little fucked up, I know. But I just can’t...shake it. It only feels like it’s getting stronger. Like time-release heroin or something.”

It would have been easy to hug Helena. To bring her in. To make her drink Delilah's hot titty-milk and rap with her about the glories of serving Miles's amazing Cock.

Instead, Delilah sneered. “It sounds like you’ve got a lot to think about.”

Delilah began to walk away.

Helena tried to hurry after her, but Delilah rushed into her car. She thought she heard a plea in Helena’s voice.

“Talking about it just makes it hotter,” she said.

Delilah got in her car.

“Don’t you feel it too?”

Buckled her seat belt. Turned the key; the car roared to life.

“Tell me you feel it too!”

Zooming out of the parking lot, Delilah smacked hard against a curb.

The scariest thing about Helena was how lived-in her luxury felt; the way her aura screamed her privilege. Like she was born in it—which she very probably was.

When Delilah was transformed, she had
 been incredibly pretty. Then she became
 spectacular—and that was, she suspected, only because she had embraced the change.

But Helena? Helena was already spectacularly gorgeous. The only area at all where Delilah had her beat was tit-size, and Delilah suspected heavily that would change the longer Miles’s influence worked on her.

The episode only strengthened Delilah’s resolve. Prison be damned, she had to risk it.

For the love of her Master, she had to kidnap and mindfuck his old girlfriend.
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BY NECESSITY, THEIR
 plan was simple. Mona was too stupid these days to follow a complicated plan, and Delilah was too elsewise furious with Helena’s intrusion in her life to come up with anything intricate. They worked with all the subtlety of a sledgehammer.

Luckily, Lily was already fairly mindfucked and distracted from meeting Miles the week before. His influence didn't wane; it only grew. It was either fucking you up or fuckin you up more
.

Ungh. That was what Delilah LOVED about her Man. 

At 5 PM, Delilah sent a text to Lily: I’ll tell you everything you want to know about Miles. Meet me tonight, 7 PM
.

Lily had been trying now for some time to get Delilah to turn on her boss. There was a similar problem with those cops that kept stopping by. They knew
 something was up about Miles. They knew
 he was guilty. They knew
 that all his good luck and great circumstances couldn’t be explained away like he kept doing.

But when it came to crunch time—to actually calculate that he had all these gorgeous women in his office bending over backwards to please him, and how did that all make sense...something blocked their understanding.

Maybe it was just the surrealist horror of it all—maybe they didn’t want to admit that anyone could be as clearly powerful as he was and get away with it. Maybe they were just too practical and didn’t want to imagine any kind of supernatural explanation.

Or maybe—and this was Delilah’s favorite explanation—they simply weren’t Worthy to Understand the True Extent of His Glory like she was.

She had figured it out, after all. She had discovered that worshiping Miles’s Cock was the Way and the Truth, the One Path toward enlightenment. She was, so far, his only
 fucktoy who had discovered that on her own.

As far as she knew, anyway. As long as he hadn’t made her think that was what happened—which she decided was hot anyway.

But that was why she had to protect her spot against Helena. She had to let him know that she valued being a fucktoy who brought him home other hot fucktoys to adore him. Didn’t He Deserve That?

She thought of His Cock. Beautiful, Thick, Glorious, Long. Drenched in precum and saliva. Ungh.

Yes. He did.

She sent Lily the details with her apartment’s address. She lived in a neighborhood with lots of trees and a bar on the corner. Her apartment, one of three in the building, had turned into what was essentially now a giant closet and laundry room now that Delilah spent most of her days and nights with Miles. He liked his quarters clean, though—no piles of cum-stained clothes, no ultra-soaked panties, no milk-scented lingerie push-up bras.

So all that kind of clothing found a residence in Delilah’s apartment. She had been meaning to get Mona or maybe even Bonnie onto cleaning it up and organizing for her. It’s also where Delilah directed all her new packages of clothing, which were now as regular as the mail itself. She had spent upward of six figures of Miles's insane influx of money on new clothes since becoming Miles’s fuckdoll full-time.

It was important that she understand how little her money meant. He'd made her close down her bank accounts. She was completely dependent on her Man.

Once she mentioned casually that she would pay for a pair of Louboutin heels; she thought that would please him. Afterward, Miles didn’t let her suck His Cock for a whole three hours.

She learned her lesson—she didn’t pay. Ever.

She got the message, and even took her famous initiative: the following morning, she produced paperwork to liquidate all her holdings and transfer it over into his possession. It was a mere drop in the bucket compared to the kind of cash he had around, but symbolically, it pleased him. She got to suck him off then for three hours.

Delilah remembered these things as she waited for Lily to arrive, sitting in the darkness of the apartment and idly touching her clit. She toyed with the special surprise she had waiting for Lily, enjoying its amazing vibrations. Everywhere around her were boxes and bags of new clothes and piles of fuck-stained outfits. Mona was with her, in hiding, as planned.

Finally, at 7 o'clock sharp, Lily knocked at the door.

“It's open!”

Lily stepped inside. “Hello?”

“In here!” called Delilah.

Lily hovered toward the doorway. Delilah could intuit how she was feeling. All the boxes she saw. The heavy scent of cum. The heat of Delilah and Mona’s pussies working overdrive. Delilah could see her perfectly, but Lily couldn't see them.

“I...I’d like it better if I could see you,” said Lily. “If you could come out into the light.”

“Of course,” said Delilah. “Just a second, though! Come on inside.”

Delilah had been specific in her instructions. Mona knew exactly what to do.

The door slammed shut as Lily came inside. Behind it was Mona; stalking her like a villain in a horror movie. Lily yelped and turned. Before she knew what was happening, Delilah and Mona were on her, taking her, dragging her to the chair already arranged in the living room.

They ignored Lily’s screams. It was easier than Delilah thought it might have been. Master’s cum made strong and resilient to the cries of other women; how fucking fun.
 It felt so good
 to hold Lily down against her will.

Quickly they had her tied up; they used soft restraining ropes Delilah had bought from a boutique bondage shop, so her skin wouldn’t chafe. The ropes would hold, though; it wasn’t a kink if you could just get out of them.

They hadn't hurt
 Lily at all; they had just restrained her. Delilah wouldn't have been surprised, in fact, if Lily hadn't gone along with it a little bit.

Master's cum had changed Delilah's body in so many surprising ways. She could smell Lily's arousal now. Some part of her, however small, wanted
 this to happen.

Once she was arranged and sitting and blubbering trying to get out of it, Delilah sat on her lap.

“Stop,” Lily blubbered. “J-just stop. Whatever you want, you can have it, I don’t care. Just d-don’t tie me up
 like this fuck you’re pretty
...”

Lily squirmed tremendously while Mona wrapped her ankles up in more of the same rope. She whimpered, staring down Delilah’s blouse into her amazing cleavage. Delilah stroked her face and nodded, softly kissing Lily's forehead, pushing long fingers through her hair.

She was really pretty, Lily. Bright green eyes. Dark hair. She looked like a princess on the cover of those old racy fantasy novels, only dressed up like a modern reporter in a smart Henley sweater and tight leggings. Delilah toyed with her heavy tits in the sweater and Lily moaned and tittered helplessly.

If Delilah didn’t know better—and she certainly didn’t—she would say that Lily had something of a hidden kink for being tied up like this. And certainly, everyone
 had a kink for Delilah sitting in their lap. She was a fucking gorgeous woman, after all.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” said Delilah. “Mona and I are trying to do something nice for Master.”

“M-Master?”

Lily seemed dazed already. Maybe it was the panties Mona had grabbed, soaked in Master’s cum, that she had tied together in a necklace and placed around Lily’s neck. Delilah felt her cunt on fire from their proximity, and she had a tolerance
 for it. It must have been frying Lily’s brain like nothing else could.

“You know, Miles? The One Male? The True God of this Earth? The fucking fantastically big-Cocked Alpha who you broke up with because you’re a stupid bitch?”

“I...I didn’t...what? He didn’t have a...c-cock?” Her voice slurred.

“He does now. And he knows how to use it. And you’re going to know how to please it.” Delilah took out her special surprise from her own cunt, slick with her juices and heavy with her scent. “This is a vibrating egg. It goes in your pussy and I can control it remotely.”

Lily gulped. “Y-you can't. This is wrong.”

“Is it really? Do you think that way? Truly?”

Lily seemed lost in Delilah's eyes. “Truly?”

“Yes. You feel that way. Truly.”

“I feel that way,” Lily moaned. Her lips grasping for Delilah's. “Truly.”

“You truly want to do what I say.”

“I truly
 want to do what you say.”

Delilah's body flooded with power—the power to make others compelled to obey her. All this power, and it was all for Miles
.

“Do you want to know what it feels like?”

“What it feels like? I...yes. I...I don’t know.”

“Do you want to kiss me?”

Lily nodded eagerly. “Yes. Very much.”

“Of course you do, sweetie. I’m the prettiest girl you’ve ever seen, aren’t I? No one is prettier than me.”

“No one.”

“You want me to be your hot kissing girlfriend, don’t you?”

“Mmmph. Yes. I want to kiss you so bad...”

Delilah leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. Lily kept moaning.

“...prettiest...girl...kissing girlfriend...”

“You want more than kisses from me. Don’t you? You want me to make you cum?”

“I...I...I’ve never...not with a girl...”

Delilah pushed her tits up into Lily's face. She shoved them so that the cum-stained panties were right on top of them; Lily had to experience both to experience one.

“You want me to touch your pussy? Someone as pretty as me? You want me to lick you? To kiss you all over?”

“Y-yes.”

Delilah leaned in and kissed her softly and slowly. Mona mewed from her kneeling position, clasping Delilah's leg and rubbing up and down. Lily's lips were soft and tasted like strawberries. Her tongue searched inside of Delilah's, softly fruity, probing and needy.

Finally, Delilah pulled away.

“Did that feel good?”

Lily nodded, nudging forward. “M-more, please. You’re so pretty. Every time I see you, all I can think of is sex. Fuck, you’re so pretty
...”

“Ask for the vibrator and we can kiss again.”

Lily's will was gone now. She nodded desperately. “Please. Please, put it in me.”

“Good girl. Mona?”

Mona inserted the vibrator into Lily’s waiting, willing pussy.

Right away, Delilah giggled, kissed Lily briefly on the mouth, and stood up.

“Wait...” said Lily, mouth searching after Delilah. “I don’t understand. Where you go? I wanna....I want
 it, I want itttt...”

Like a little girl. Soon she would be Daddy
’s
 little girl, forever. Just like He Deserved.

The vibrator had an app on Delilah’s phone so that she could control the pulses. She toyed with it a bit now. Turning it up and watching Lily squirm. Turning it down and watching her pant. Pulsing up, pulsing down.

“F-fuck!” Lily moaned.

Delilah stripped down naked. Taking her time. Keeping her heels on, but everything else gone. She brought Mona over to her pussy, bundled up her hair, and slid Mona's pretty face against one slick thigh.

“You want some of this?”

“Y-yes!” Lily’s tongue searched forward, licking phantom cunt. “Please!”

“You have to watch, first. Get it right. You have to watch very carefully.”

Mona went to work. Delilah pulsed the vibrator in time with Mona’s careful, perfect licks. The pleasure between all three of them syncing up.

“Watch, Lily.”

“...watch...”

“Are you watching?”

“...watching. Yes...”

Mona's skillful tongue continued on as Delilah dripped all down her chin.

“We’re going to fuck up your mind, Lily.”

“Fuck up...my mind...?”

Delilah was triumphant. “We’re going to fuck up your mind. We’re going to make you a fuckdoll for Master. We’re going to make you beg to apologize to him. Beg to suck his cock. Beg to be his brainless bimbo barbie babe. We’re going to fuck. You. Up.”

Lily whimpered.

“Do you want that? Do you want his Cock?”

“I...I don’t know...”

“Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to be a special hot fuck sister with Mona and me?”

“Y-yes. Fuck yes...I want your pussy so bad...”

Delilah flipped through her phone and cast to the television—a massive wide screen on one wall that Miles had paid for—a video Mona had taken days before of Miles fucking Delilah. Delilah vamping for the camera—smiling, winking, moaning, playing it up. She hadn't known it was for this, but it all made sense now. Technology was so brilliant these days.

“Oh, god,” said Lily. “That’s you. He’s...fucking you.”

Delilah grabbed the last piece of the puzzle, moving herself and Mona out of Lily's field of view. The only light source in the room was the wide screen; everything else was in darkness. Like a fucked-up erotic dream being beamed into Lily's head.

“Fuck yeah he is. He's probably getting me pregnant. Look at my fucking titties leaking all over him. God, he makes me so
 turned on. Watching him fuck me is going to fuck you up, Lily.”

“Oh god...no...my brain...I can't...think...”

Her tits leaked now, hot milk ready to drink. She leaned forward and re-positioned until she could drip some down Georgia's face, starting at the side of her forehead. It would slide slowly all the way into her mouth. It smelled delicious.

“Yeah. It’s all we’re going to do until your little brain is as fucked as mine. Oh, and there’s this too.”

The last piece of the puzzle was a pair of headphones, already playing mindfuck audios recorded by Delilah. She placed them on Lily's head and then—finally knowing she was finished—shoved Mona into her pussy and sat back on the couch. Watching her handiwork. Watching Master fuck her. Watching herself fuck Lily's mind with Master fucking her.

Ungh.  

Lily tried to protest a little longer. Weakly.

“No. Please
 no...n-no. No, I don’t want this. I don’t want...”

The audio had been recorded by Delilah that afternoon. It was a simple loop of about thirty seconds that she spliced with her words and a recording of Mona’s voice while she fingered herself to multiple orgasms.

Serve Him.

Obey Him.

Worship Him.

Love Him.

Serve Cock.

Obey Cock.

Worship Cock.

Love Cock.

And so on.

The whole time, Mona obediently and dutifully licked Delilah's pussy. Delilah came again and again and again, looking at her own beautiful face cumming to her Master's Cock inside of her. She felt like she was high and she probably was—Miles's Cock was a drug and she was the number one addict. Eventually, Lily’s pleas for help died down.

“You did it, Mistress,” Mona said to Delilah. “You really fucked her up for Master.”

Delilah had.

Lily had stopped resisting entirely. She huffed cum-stained panties, whimpered and orgasmed, and moaned out just one word:

Cock.

Cock.

Cock.
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THE NEXT MORNING, DELILAH
 dressed like she thought Miles’s Ideal Wife would dress.

She had on a stunning white Tom Ford dress and a blistering pair of Dolce & Gabbana ankle boots. The dress dipped deep into her cleavage, a long narrow V-shape, and did nothing to hide the outrageous curves that being Miles's bimbo fuckslave had offered her.

As Miles entered the office, Delilah was already there waiting for him. She lit up to meet him, wrapping her legs around his waist and kissing him madly.

“Hey babe,” he said, squeezing her ass. “You look great today.”

The compliment immediately made her cum as all compliments from Master did. His Approval was so important. She moaned and bit a lip, trying to concentrate.

“Master,” said Delilah. “I have a gift for you.”

He smiled at her. “I know. It’s about that time, isn’t it?”

Obviously he had the wrong idea right away. What other kind of gift could she mean, after all? It was about 8 AM and every morning for more than a week, 8 AM meant Delilah adored her MasterGod’s Cock. It took all of Delilah’s available willpower to stop him from unbuckling his pants.

“N-no,” she stuttered. Smiling. Nervous. “Please. Let me show you.”

She snapped her fingers, and as planned, Lily entered the office.

They planned it so Lily wore a slightly hotter version of the same outfit she had worn when she broke up with Miles: a sexy pink skirt, black skintight thigh-high boots with skyscraper heels, and a dark brown over-sized sweater that highlighted how small and fuckable her frame was.

“H-hello, Master,” said Lily.

Miles looked taken aback; the outfit was doing its work.

“What's this about?” he asked.

Delilah nodded at his ex. “What do you have to say for yourself, Lily?”

Lily gulped. “I-I know we were like, um, dating at some point? I forget all the details. I forget things all the time now. Mistress Delilah tells me I’m going to forget my entire life soon.”

Miles looked at her. “Mistress
 Delilah, huh?”

“You love it. Shut up.”

He smacked her on the ass. “It’s hot as fuck. Good work.”

Lily had a velvet collar around her neck. Delilah tugged at it.

“Keep going, slave
.”

Lily nodded, looking up at Miles with big eyes. “I should never have broken up with You, Sir.”

“That’s fucking right
.” Delilah couldn't help herself. She kissed Miles's neck, bit his shoulder.

“I should have never said things were over,” Lily continued. “I should have begged You every day to stay on Your side, at Your side, loving You. I should have begged to be yours all the time.”

Miles's Cock was out. Right away, Delilah began stroking it. Loving Him. Supporting him in this difficult time. Hot milk began to pour from her tits, wetting down her clothes. He paused to look at Delilah—the look was loving, paternal, longing. He was really
 impressed with her.

“What else?” said Miles.

“Please...let me be Your slave?” Miles's Cock pulsed in Delilah's hand. “Let me be Yours? Let me belong to You, please? I worship You. I-I don’t understand it, but You’re God to me. I feel like You always
 have been God to me...

Miles looked at Delilah, eyebrow raised. Her body trembled with his approval.

“You used something on her,” he said.

“I used lots of things. Audio. Visual. Scents. Everything I could think of.”

“Wow. Delilah...this goes above and beyond.”

Delilah was so fucking wet. She needed him to cum.

“Fuck her mouth, babe. Fuck your ex's mouth. Take what you deserve.”

He didn't need much encouragement. Delilah shoved Lily down to her knees and pushed her forward up into his Cock. A moment's hesitation, and then independent reporter Lily was lost forever, and bimbo fuckslave secretary Lily was born, moaning over Master's Cock and weeping in gratitude.

“Th-thank you, Daddy!” she whimpered. “Thank you, Master! Thank you SO much!”

Some of her words were hard to make out. Her tongue waggled up and down his Cock. Her form was more enthusiastic than precise; Delilah would have to fix that soon.

One aspect of Delilah’s new life was that her senses were sharper than ever. Her body had been, at this point, after taking in so much of the Holy Nectar that was Her God’s Cum, rebuilt entirely from the ground up.

So when Helena arrived outside to spy on them, she heard her outside. She had little doubt that Miles knew about it too—or at least knew someone
 was there. But Lily’s lush mouth around His Cock was enough to distract him.

And of course Helena showing up was all part of the plan—all part of Delilah establishing her control. She was the one who had told Helena to be there, who had strategically emptied the office of the other girls so that Helena could watch in privacy. It was all timed perfectly.

She knew that outside, Helena—perfectly hot stoic Helena—was already fingering her cunt to what she was watching. Delilah put her hand on the back of Lily's head and started stroking the beauty's face up and down her Master's Cock. Delilah's tits, so heavy and wet already, spilled milk down Miles's side as Lily pleasured him.


This is what I do,
 she wanted to scream. This is what I do to other women whenever the fuck I want. You better stay clear or I'll do it to you, too. I'll erase your mind until you're my fucking living fleshlight to use on my Master's Cock.


“Fuck,” said Miles again. “Delilah. This is so good, babe.”

“Good enough for a wife?” Delilah asked.

“A wife?” he laughed a little. “Are you serious?”

He demurred, but his Cock leapt. Lily squealed as her body lifted off the ground from his pulsating hardness.

Delilah straightened. Her hand pumped Lily’s face up and down his Cock. Droplets of her milk splattered sexily on Lily's face.

“That’s what I want, Miles. You didn’t have
 to leave me with so much of my mind, did you? Mona’s lucky if she has a sentence that’s more than ten words. Lily is certainly just as mindfucked...”

“I’ll remind you that you
 fucked up Lily.”

He fucked her mouth harder, matching his thrusts with Delilah's measured strokes.

“But that’s my point, don’t you see? If you wanted, I’d be a brainless, drooling mess all the time.”

He smiled cockily. “You’re a brainless drooling mess whenever I want, doll.”

Her cunt vibrated. She really wanted
 to be a bimbo fuckdoll for him whenever he wanted.

“I know
. But you also decided to make that not
 happen. When you could have. That’s a message. What you decide and what you don’t
 decide are equally important. You let me keep my mind so I could do things like this for you.”

She moved Lily’s mouth more urgently up and down now. Lily sounded low on air. Delilah didn't care.

Miles grunted, clearly impressed with Lily's efforts. “You’ve got me at a bit of a disadvantage, doll.”

“It’s only fair,” said Delilah. “You have me at a disadvantage all the time, don’t you? The way you fuck with my mind. With all our minds. You could be behind all of this, even me bringing Lily to you.”

“It never occurred to me, actually.” His breath catching. “But it’s hot as fuck.”

“Please? I’ll be a perfect wife. I can’t cook or clean very well, but I’ll make sure Lily can, and anyone else we need I’ll make sure to enslave for you, and...”

He caught her and kissed her passionately. His fire surprised her. Her milk spilled down their torsos.

“I’ve gotta cum,” he groaned. He pushed Lily to one side. She collapsed, exhausted from the double-fuck she experienced. “I want to fuck my fiance.”

Delilah was on him in a minute. Her cunt so slick and ready; his entire foot-plus Cock slid up into her with complete ease and right away she was cumming. “D-do you mean it?”

“Fuck.” He slammed her up and down his cock. Using her the same way they used Lily’s head. Lily’s hot saliva making his cock even slicker inside of her cunt. “Yes. You’ll be my wife. I’ll buy you a ring tomorrow.”

“S-say it again, Master?” she begged him. Knowing Helena was listening, watching. “Say it loud?”

“You'll be my wife,” he slammed into her. 

Every thrust into her cunt broke Delilah's mind apart and put it back together again. Her heavy tits bounced underneath him, more milk spreading all over the office.

“You'll
 be my wife.”

The massive Cock he sported bulged her belly. Long ago her insides had rearranged to make room. She was so fucking fertile and unprotected that she knew she'd be pregnant from him soon enough. She felt like she ovulated constantly.

“You'll be
 my wife.”

Delilah screamed his name—all his titles. Miles, Master, King, Daddy, God!

“You'll be my
 wife.”

Delilah held on for dear life; he had never been so worked up before. His hot load was on its way.

Cum in me please. Cum in me, cum in me, cum in me, oh god cum in meeee

“You'll be my wife.
”

He emptied himself entirely into her hot willing fertile cunt. She begged him on, legs squeezing while he drained completely into her body. Underneath them, Lily licked up the leftovers.

Outside, she could hear Helena’s moans as she came. No doubt equal parts anguish and adoration—knowing that Delilah would be ahead of her forever, now.

Delilah smiled, whispering loving thoughts to her husband-to-be.

Everything was going according to plan.
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Bimbo Office: Promotion
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T
hey were in a honeymoon suite in the most expensive hotel on the planet. Five body-perfect girls knelt before him, whispering pleas and begging to be his.

Each one had spectacularly huge tits, tiny waists, wide fertile hips, and gorgeous faces. All had long hair and sparkling young skin and fresh tight cunts that would stay tight and hot and permanently wet. Their gorgeous, hefty breasts spilled over with milk that lubricated their caresses and kisses. Each loved their Master completely. Each needed him more than anyone else.

They all loved each other, these girls; they were a sisterhood of service and devotion to their living God and his Holy Cock. Each one wore nothing but lingerie, diamonds, and heels. Each one had enough hot jewelry on them to fund small third-world countries for months.

Each of them could break the hearts of billionaires around the globe and fuck up the global economy just with a few winks and some carefully positioned smiles. The only thing more important to any of them than each other was His Cock.

But only one of them really Deserved
 His Cock. The one in the middle. Helena. In the bright white bridal lingerie.

And so the Master chose Helena, because he always chose Helena, and she spread her legs wide and urged him in.

“Oh Master, thank
 you,” she moaned. She could bring down nations in seconds with a plea like that, and she used all her wiles and all her beauty and all her ability just to make her Master Hard.

“You're so fucking big
,” and he was. “You're so fucking strong
,” and he really
 was.

He was so strong that when the rest of the girls climbed onto him, pushed against his body and Helena's and pressed them together like one living symbiotic groupfuck-hug, he barely noticed their weight. All he did was look into Helena's perfect face and groan and kiss her hard and make her fertile, tight body shiver with delight from the enormous width and length of his gigantic GodCock filling her up to get her pregnant.

Just to Helena's right, wearing bright red silk lingerie, was Delilah, who had worked tirelessly to make this all happen—whether she knew it or not.

You see, not so long ago, Delilah thought she would be his bride—the lucky, lucky, luckiest
 girl who received all his cum first.

But he hadn't married Delilah; he'd married someone even better. Someone even hotter
. And Delilah was quickly forgetting that she had ever wanted it any other way.
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SOME WEEKS PRIOR, DELILAH
 marinated in the certainty that nothing would ever change the fact that Miles would marry Delilah. It was the only
 way she wanted things to be, and her Master in his generosity had given that certainty to her.

Another model, the seventh one that day, strutted down the stone runway in the middle of Miles’s newly refurbished office.

The model—her name was Alexandra, per her sheet—was tall and beautiful and thin. She wore black lingerie and a pair of gorgeous heels with gold buckles. Her dark hair was made up perfectly. The heels snapped sharply as she strutted, stroke a pose, and smiled right at Miles.

He smiled right back. There was a lot to smile about. Delilah had taken care of that; she wanted Miles to always
 have a reason to smile. He didn’t always have to, but she always wanted him to be able
 to smile. To have something pretty to look at to remind him of how great and powerful he was, all the fantastic delicious power he held.

At his feet, between his legs, was his ex-girlfriend Lily. Her heels clacked too, but against the inside of his desk as she softly sucked his Cock while he watched the models walk.

Delilah sat next to him wearing a stunning Gucci blazer. Very professional. Her lack of a top inside of the blazer was probably less professional, but no one was complaining—Delilah looked absolutely stunning in whatever she wore and most of the time very quickly hypnotized others into doing her bidding with about thirty seconds of eye contact and toying with her gorgeous long hair and heavy tits, which pressed heavily against the smooth silk fabric of the blazer.

She leaned over and touched the clipboard in Miles’s hands with one long perfectly manicured finger. Whispering in his ear. An observer, like the model Alexandra, might think that she was conferring privately with him about the performance they had just seen.

In fact, Delilah had leaned over to surreptitiously hold Lily’s head down on Miles’s Cock, slowly making her gag and choke.

“I love that sound,” she said to her fiance, in reference to the choking sounds that Lily made. “Do I have to let her off Your Cock this time?”

Lily began to lose consciousness. Her automatic nervous system kicked in, making her body thrash. Delilah’s grip was like iron; Miles had made her strong. He had to, otherwise the sheer bulk of his immensely muscular, powerful body would crush her during one of their marathon fuck sessions.

“Maybe I can just keep her there while You drink up this hot teen thing on the runway, Master,” Delilah suggested. Her tongue lashed softly, quickly, against his ear. Her voice was a dark whisper containing all the dark cosmic urgency of stars collapsing into black holes. She was his dark partner, his Accomplice, and she loved it that way. “Maybe she can just choke until we replace her.”

Miles shifted, groaning inaudibly, and came into Lily’s throat, but then he was always cumming. His refractory period didn’t exist anymore. He came whenever he wanted—and Delilah made sure he wanted to cum a lot
.

“That’s enough,” he said, gently. Delilah relaxed her grip on Lily, who swallowed as much as cum as possible while still continuing to suck Miles down.

And then Miles said louder: “That’s enough. Thank you.”

The model Alexandra’s smile turned slowly into a look of confusion. “Are you talking to me?”

“Yes. We’re not interested.”

“But...” she looked truly puzzled. “But I’m...but...I can...I smell
 it. The c-c-Cock. I would...”

She took a tentative step forward. Delilah stood up immediately, towering over her from several feet away and in heels both more expensive and taller.

“Stop. Right. There.”

If she came any closer, Delilah would fuck her up. And not just physically, either—psychologically. She’d make her wish she wasn’t born. She had already targeted every area of imperfection that Alexandra possessed—every hint of flab, every wrinkle, every split end in her hair.

It was all well and good to want Miles’s Cock. Every
 girl wanted that. But he had given this bitch an order
. And if she didn't obey, Delilah was all too happy to use her own Cock-Gifted Beauty to destroy
 her mind.

“I..um...” Alexandra curtsied wildly, tears brimming in her eyes. “I-I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm just...I'm sorry.”

Alexandra looked like she was going to become sick. Delilah felt warm inside, watching Alexandra's entire psyche march to the precipice of sanity. She wanted to watch it jump, wanted to watch Alexandra go insane from the need for what Delilah had daily, nightly. What she was guaranteed
 thanks to the heavy, gaudy, massively expensive ring on her finger.

“Next!” Delilah called.

It took the carpenters, masons, and handymen about three days to do all the work of completely refurbishing the office. Originally, they had estimated a couple of months, but then Delilah had smiled and flirted with them, and then Bonnie had given them “secret” blowjobs for every day ahead of schedule they finished, and so with lots of overtime and lots of extra contractors (money was never an issue for the Abram office), the work was completed in record time.

Their office now had a completely revamped look. The only office with walls was Miles’s—everything else was one long open-floor plan. He could see
 everyone—which meant he could see his girls. The ceilings had been extended upward, pipes and vents now visibly jutting through the high beams. New, sparkling marble flooring clicked happily when met with the hard-striking ends of expensive designer heels.

And outside the newly revamped office was a long line of beautiful young women—the most gorgeous in the tri-state area. This was who had answered the modeling casting call with extravagant promises of payment that Delilah had no intention of following through on.

The only payment they needed—that anyone
 needed—was the chance for Cock. It was impossible for her to consider that someone might not think that was good enough.

Alexandra shuffled off, demoralized and with tears beginning to stream. Seeing her like that made Delilah wet. The girls waiting outside saw Alexandra leave, sobbing, and every single one of them squared their jaws and straightened their shoulders. Desperate to hold their resolve; desperate to make the best of this opportunity. From the moment they entered the office, it was no longer about money—it was about Cock.

They could smell it. They could taste it in the air. And they needed it.

The problem with Alexandra was that, while she was perfectly pretty, Master already had a pair of perfectly pretty
 slaves in Mona and Lily. They were both pretty with a little something
 extra, a je n'ais ce quoi that put them above and beyond.

Alexandra had been dime-store pretty, and certainly, Master would eventually own her cunt completely (and probably already did. Miles was only becoming more powerful, and Delilah was willing to bet that Alexandra was rushing right that second to the bathroom to fingerfuck her disappointed brains out and would have scintillating hot fuckdreams for the next week and a half that would ruin her for any other so-called “man” for the rest of her life)...but right now he deserved Top Shelf
.

And Alexandra wasn’t Top Shelf, so she had to go.

The lie was that this whole audition was for a commercial. Using Lily’s connections at the newspaper, they had been able to perpetuate this lie via social media, promising a ridiculous salary for very little work. It had been reported as if Abram was crazy for offering this much for so little; like he was stupid. People were always willing to believe politicians were stupid. This made it easy to cover up the fact that this particular politician was in fact a sex-obsessed virile fuckstud probably imbued with the ancient powers of some kind of mystical breeding force.

Sometimes Delilah was struck by how strange it all was—that she was so brilliantly healthy, in shape, with such amazing tits and such a perfect face just because she happened to have met Miles in a mid-sized city political campaign for office. Now it seemed like he would be mayor before long, and governor after that, gathering women all the while. Growing his harem, growing his power, growing his Cock
.

Ungh.

The next girl strutted in and immediately owned
 the room. Delilah sat up immediately to see her. Miles did too, thunking Lily’s head on the underside of the desk. Lily's quite audible moan was half pleasure, half pain.

This new girl’s walk was unreal, swaying hips in that slightly exaggerated but still completely natural way. She had practiced. Her face was classically gorgeous. Timelessly gorgeous. High cheekbones and soft lips, a sharp nose and big, expressive green eyes. She looked like a 1940s movie starlet, like a classical femme fatale.

Delilah checked the dossier. Her name was Emma.

She stopped, posed, and sneer-smiled in exactly the right hot way. Letting it be known that she was perfectly happy to smile, but only for the right
 kind of Man.

Delilah felt her heart beating fast. Her hand was on Miles’s Cock—openly stroking the shaft that wasn't deep inside Lily's mouth. Rubbing her milk-heavy tits onto Miles's well-built arm. Milk leaked out from her blazer, probably ruining the expensive clothing. It didn't matter; Miles paid for everything. And Delilah was unable to stop herself in the midst of her arousal and the arousal of her man.

Emma saw what Delilah did because of course she did. Her sneer-smile turned into surprise, but she wasn’t moving. Her pose remained still—arm at an angle, hips cocked to one side, a leg forward. Delilah locked eyes with her. It was from a distance, but her gaze was her gaze, and it was powerful.

It was hot to her that they both had green eyes; something in common. In fact, with the way they both had deeply vibrant chestnut hair, it was almost like they could be sisters.

“Like a little sister...” she whispered.

“That’s what You want, huh?” said Miles. “A little sister fuck to help Daddy’s Cock?”

Delilah melted. It drove her wild to hear him talk like that. She nodded, biting a bottom lip. She bit harder when she saw Emma doing the same. Miles’s power taking hold of her.

First he would turn her on; his scent and presence did most of that. He was an impressively handsome man. Women immediately wanted
 him. Wanted to feel his thick, hard chest. The immovable objects of his shoulders. The massive turn of his biceps. The strength in his hands.

Then, using Emma's arousal as fuel, he would fill her mind with all kinds of viciously hot images. Images of him fucking her against a wall. Images of her begging to suck his Cock. Images of the two of them caught underneath bedding and wrapped in each other’s arms with his enormity slowly pumping inside of her, making her promise after promise of powerful eternal love.

Delilah watched Emma’s eyes glaze over. All of this hitting her at once. Miles's power had only grown in the time Delilah had known him, and when he had turned Delilah's life upside down, he had already been quite powerful.

“Master,” Delilah said, hand slick-sliding up and down Miles's Cock, “she's really pretty.”

“Yes she is.”

“I want to see if she's worthy for You, Master. I want to see how she does in the test.”


He nodded eagerly. “Do it,” said Miles. “I want to see her in action.”

Delilah almost began to hurry off, but Miles slapped her hard on the ass and tugged her back toward him in the same motion.

“Make it unfair
,” he said.

Delilah smiled and nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. She knelt down underneath the desk, barely controlling the wet drool forming in her mouth from her proximity to her Master's Cock. Lily, barely cognizant, didn’t even seem to notice as Delilah took her heels away from her. A few seconds later, Delilah was back up on her feet.

“Here,” she said, walking to Emma. “Try these on. They’re taller.”

“T-taller?” Emma was dazed; Miles doing his work on her brain. Locking eyes with her. Emma touched herself openly.

“And prettier. Put them on.” She handed Emma a small package of lingerie from off Miles's desk. “And put this on too. We have one final step of the audition for you. We’re going to bring in some of the other girls.”

“Other girls?”

“Yes. We’re going to see how you shape up next to them.” Delilah gave her a quick but lingering kiss on the cheek, then on her neck. “Don’t worry, sis. You’re going to do great.”

“I feel...” Emma's voice was tight, like she might cry. “I feel like I'm going crazy. I think you're married to him but I think I'm in love
 with him a-and—”

Delilah kissed her softly on the lips and shushed her with a finger. “Give in. The more you give in, the better you'll feel. The better it will be
. Give in to his Cock, and it will all
 make sense. Do you understand?”

Emma nodded, green eyes wide with gratitude. She got dressed quickly behind a screen. It wasn’t that she didn’t want Master to see her naked; it wasn’t that Master didn’t want that either. But everyone agreed without speaking, just knowing, that it would be better to wait
. Wait until he decided for real; wait until they were going to fuck.

The screen was there strategically for this modeling audition and also just generally; Delilah certainly had used it plenty of times just to show off different outfits. He didn't like seeing the transition phase; he wanted to see complete
 looks.

Delilah called Mona through the intercom to send in the other two girls and send the rest home. Shortly after, two pretty things named Clarice and Sandra walked in. They had been earmarked early on and told to stay. The last two hours had been the happiest of their lives, thinking they had a chance to work in Miles’s office. Close to him, close to Delilah. Close to the Cock.

They walked in and stood on either side of Emma—who stood tall and proud in her lacy blue lingerie and designer heels. Sandra and Clarice, meanwhile, wore the bog standard black underwear and bras and the trash big box style heels they had come in on. 

“We’ve narrowed it down to the three of you,” said Delilah. “It’s been a tough process. And there’s still a tough decision ahead. Only one can progress to the final round.”

They looked uncomfortably at Emma. Emma sort of sneered, sort of smirked in their direction. Like she couldn’t believe her luck. Her sneer won out, and Lily moaned audibly, another thump filling the room from underneath Miles's desk where his surging Cock had thumped her skull against the desk.

Emma was a quick study. Her sneer became more pronounced, clear and terrible judgment filling her expression as she looked at Sandra. Another, harder thump from Miles's desk and a strangled moan from Lily.

Delilah bent over at Miles's desk and slid her hands across his incredible body. Her fingers unbuttoned his shirt, sliding over the washboard abs underneath. “Little sis is learning quick,” she said.

“She is.” He kept his voice conspiratorial, like her. “Walk them through it.”

“Now,” Delilah raised her voice. “We thought we would give you a chance to argue your case. Which of you thinks she’s going to be the winner?

Sandra was several inches shorter than Emma and just a tad overweight, though she carried it well. Clarice had short hair and a cute face; guys would probably hit on her at bars thinking they had a shot even though they really didn't.

Emma, meanwhile, was clearly Emma—taller and bustier and more beautiful by every margin.

“I mean...” Sandra began, shaking her head. “It’s obvious you want
 her to win.”

Delilah smiled. “How so?”

“I mean...look at her.”

Emma tossed her hair back, smiling beautifully. “Yeah, Daddy. Look at me.”

“No, I mean...” Sandra started to tear up. “You gave her heels and lingerie.”

Delilah pretended not to understand. “You’re in underwear, aren’t you?”

“But not lingerie
! It’s different!”

“Do you really believe you deserve
 lingerie?” Delilah made a show of confusion. “When you compare yourself...to her?”

“Isn’t it funny,” Emma tossed her hair, “how losers always make such excuses for themselves?”

Miles grunted. Lily’s head smashed against his desk again; this time Delilah heard a crack. It would have been the wood; Lily’s head was in no more danger of breaking than a titanium sarcophagus.

“And what do you think, Emma?”

“It's obvious what I think,” she said. “I'm better than both of them. Both of you
.” She addressed them directly. “I mean it's obvious that this is all about fucking. This is all about his Cock
. And the two of you don't deserve
 it like I do. And if this is all about his Cock, about making Him
 happy, then why the fuck are you even here
? Like, should you even actually be alive? Wouldn't it just make sense for you two to go jump off a bridge somewhere?”

Another hard crack—and this time the desk was clearly breaking apart. Miles was squat-standing, thrusting hard into Lily's head and using it to split apart the hard walnut of his desk. Lily would have a headache tomorrow, but that was all; they'd have to replace the desk, though.

“Look at him, you stupid fucking cows.” Emma sneered and laughed. “Look at how bad he fucking wants me. You're going to go to bed tonight begging God
 that anyone
 would want you as much as he wants me. He's going to give me everything
.” She winked at Miles. “Aren't you, Daddy?”

He was beyond ready for her.

“Get over here. Others, leave. Now.”

His commands were terse but clear. Sandra and Clarice, sobbing from Emma's words, fled the room.

Emma, meanwhile, crept on top of his desk and crawled erotically toward him, moaning and gasping, pleading as she came nearer. Miles tossed Lily to one side.

“N-need it...” Lily moaned weakly.

She'd had a mainline to the nectar of the Gods and she'd never have enough—but she mattered less
 now that Emma was around.

The shift in hierarchy was that quick, that precise—Emma, by virtue of nothing else but being hot, had quickly risen to Delilah's second-in-command and Miles's second favorite.

All that mattered was making his Cock Happy.

Emma was bent over on all fours in front of his cock. Her hands framing the massive crack where Lily's skull had split the desk. Looking up at Miles with bright green, needy eyes. Delilah took Emma by the hair and pushed her down between Miles’s Cock. He groaned and came almost immediately, shoving deeper into her mouth and throat. The bulge there pulsating as he came more and more—often and heavy. His balls, grapefruit-sized, slapped against her chin.

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master,” Delilah urged him. “Look what I made for You.”

“It’s all for Me,” he said.

She nodded urgently. “It’s ALL
 for You.”

“Gotta fuck her.”

Miles was normally talkative, jocular, even garrulous. But when he needed to fuck bad
, his vocabulary sunk down to nothing. He pulled Emma up and—using just one hand around her waist—slammed her into the nearby wall and shoved himself up into her cunt. His cock shredded her lingerie, pushing deep inside her with no resistance from her gorgeously wet virgin pussy.

Just like that he fucked her. His massive hard-on driving up into her tight young fertile body. No resistance. Nothing stopping him. Mindfucking Emma further with every thrust of his hips.

Emma's face was a contortion of ecstasy. She had been cumming since the second she saw his Cock. Right now, Delilah knew, she experienced the singularity.

This was the term Delilah had come up with to describe how Miles's Cock made time stop. Delilah knew
 she was in her early twenties. But the first time she had tasted her God's Cock had lasted for thousands of years. Before Cock, her will had been a tower of stone.

But after Cock, she understood that tower was a sandcastle, kicked over before the awesome, universe-bending power of the Cock. Her couple of decades of free will were annihilated by thousands and thousands and thousands
 of years of constant orgasms wrapped up inside of just a few minutes, all the while only picturing Miles and his Holy, Precious, Perfect Cock.

“Fuck him, little sis,” Delilah moaned.

She believed it. Emma was her little sister. She even believed it knowing it was something she believed
—knowing that Emma once upon a time hadn’t been her little sister.

But there they were, the memories entering her mind: Emma and her having sleepovers in pajamas. Those pajamas getting sexier and sexier every year until they were both eighteen and they just started wearing lingerie. Learning to make out with each other.

Putting pictures of Miles on each other’s desktops, on their smart phones, in their tablets. Talking about how much they loved him, how much they wanted to be lovestruck Cockslaves for him. How they wished he was their Daddy; how they wanted to snuggle into his bed every night and snugglesuck his Cock until he would never leave them.

As Miles drove his Cock into Emma, Delilah locked eyes with her little sister. Needing to hypnotize her for Master.

“You love
 him, Emma.”

“I love
 him.”

“He’s everything to You.”

“He’s everything to Me!”

Miles bit her shoulder, making his mark.

“You need him to get you pregnant.”

“I need him to get me pregnant!
”

Delilah's hot milk poured down their joined bodies, lubricating their fucking.

Miles fucked her harder, deeper.

“You're a slave.”

“I'm a slave.”

His thrusts so quick and often now.

“You're his
 slave.”

“I'm his
 slave.”

He came in her, but he kept going. Cumming
 didn't make him tired; only being tired made him tired, and Master took a long
 time to get tired. One of Emma's orgasms from feeling him shoot inside her was simply met with another, and another, and another.

And on and on. Instituting obedience. Instituting control.

Emma came, again and again. The whole time, Delilah was there, dripping milk, gazing in her little sister’s eyes, hypnotizing her to be even more in love with their Master.
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IT TOOK EMMA ALL OF
 ten minutes to recover completely from having her entire reality fucked by Miles’s Cock.

That spoke to their Choice—that she was really
 meant for this kind of work. She followed after Delilah happily, humming and smiling, automatically staring down at Mona and Bonnie like she was their superior.

Delilah, suddenly realizing that nepotism was rather hot, decided she agreed with Emma’s assessment. She was
 their superior. If Delilah didn't have the ring on her finger, she'd be marginally afraid that Emma would be her
 superior. Being fucked by Miles only made the gorgeous green-eyed beauty even tighter, hotter, and sexier than before. Her tits already had grown. They'd be leaking milk soon how he liked.

Emma wore a tiny hot blue velvet a-line velvet dress. A collar decorated her delicate neck. She and Delilah walked through the office as Delilah explained Emma's new job as secretary.

Bonnie overheard them from her desk. “What’s all this for, anyway? Why do we need a new secretary?”

The beautiful dirty-blond babe who would have turned heads anywhere had good reason to ask; she did her job admirably already. The problem was she was just too old
. Even though she barely looked twenty-five, if that, Master and Delilah both knew that she had started off well over forty. And that just wouldn't do—not when Master could own younger
 hot cunt and enslave it.

Delilah relished her response. “To hire your replacement, duh?”

“My...what?”

“Your replacement.” Delilah was enjoying this. The surprise on her face. “Well, not really your
 replacement. But my
 replacement. As Master’s wife, I’m not going to be office manager anymore. I’m more of his...harem
 manager. So Emma is the new office manager. And Lily is still kind of just a general fucktoy? And that means Mona is taking your job.”

“Wait,” said Mona. “Then who’s taking my job?”

“Interns are replaceable because they’re not needed, sweetie. You’re being promoted to secretary.”

“Oh!” Mona clapped her hands. “Yay!”

A month ago, Mona was on the fast track to graduating with honors from an Ivy League college with a degree in Political Science. Several scouts had been in contact with her to put her on the fast pipe to political office by the time she was twenty-five. Now, gorgeous blond big-titted Mona could barely work her smart phone and was deliriously happy to be the cocksucking fuckpet of a megalomaniac with a harem fetish.

Delilah bit a lower lip. God, she loved her Master so
 much.

“But...I’m being replaced?” said Bonnie. She looked close to crying.

Miles walked out now, adjusting his tie and the massive bulge in his pants. Immediately, Emma snuggled up to him, still clearly basking in the afterglow of having her virginity taken by the Only God on Earth. She started kissing and whispering right away. Her knee traveled up his thigh and then into his bulge, rubbing it with intent.

“You’re old,” said Delilah. “And you’re fat. You’re being replaced by someone younger. Someone prettier. Though it isn’t exactly hard
 to find either.”

Bonnie probably weighed one hundred twenty pounds, and thirty of that was her tits. Delilah was being intentionally mean, and it felt terrific.

“But...I...I left my husband. I...I turned down other jobs! I sold my house and g-g-gave you all the profit. I’m living in a studio on Bollowick Boulevard! A-a-and all those dicks I sucked for you...for Him!
”

“Gross!” Delilah laughed. “Like, Mona and I know we could never
 touch a Cock that wasn’t Master’s. But you like, volunteered!
”

Emma snuggled up tighter to Miles, acting scared at what was being said. Like a monster had appeared on the big screen. Someone sucking the “cock” of someone else
?

“You told me to volunteer! You said he would appreciate it! You said...you said...!”

“’You said, you said.’” Delilah mocked. “You’re like a broken record. Isn’t that what you old
 people say? Didn’t you used to have records? I bet you still do. Instead you set a record of dick-sucking in an office. What a whore.”

“Hold on,” said Emma. “This
 is who I’m replacing?”

“Yeah. Doesn’t she suck?”

“I mean, totally.” Emma looked at Bonnie in disbelief. “I’m almost kind of insulted, to be honest.”

“Blame her,” said Mona. “She’s the one who sucks so bad.”

“I...worked...really hard...” Bonnie gulped.

“At sucking, apparently.” Emma giggled. “Like, literally!”

Delilah smiled. Emma would fit right in with Master’s harem of catty vain arrogant fuckdolls.

Miles was clearly enjoying this. His hand was deep inside of Emma's ass crack, fingers working her pussy from behind. Only he was strong of will enough to keep them all in line, and he did it easily.

“Come on now, girls,” said Miles. “Be kind. Maybe she can still work for me somehow.”

“Please!” Bonnie dropped to her knees.

“For free,” clarified Delilah.

“Y-yes!” Bonnie begged. “Anything for you, Master!”

“Yeah. We’ve been looking for a cook.”

“I can cook!”

“And someone to do the laundry.”

“I can launder! I can do both of those things!”

Miles pretended to think about it. He ran a hand up and down Emma's chin. She swooned over his touch.

“Delilah's right, though. We can’t afford to pay you.”

Delilah snorted. Miles could afford to pay thirty Bonnies whatever salary they asked for for three hundred years straight before breaking a financial sweat.

Bonnie dared to ask. “W-will...will you fuck me? Finally?”

“Not if you ask like that,” Delilah rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so gauche. Show up at our house tomorrow and try to be better
, Bonnie. Or we will
 replace you.”

Bonnie nodded, wiping tears away.

“Gather up your desk, and get the fuck out of here. My little sister doesn't want
 to see you anymore, and she gets what she wants.”

Bonnie was gone in less than the time it took Delilah to say those words. She wobbled out of the office, still only cumming once per day as according to Delilah's instructions. They all erupted in laughter when she left. Miles, still, holding Emma tight, pulled Delilah in for a long sweltering, hot kiss.

“You’re fucking evil, babe.”

Delilah wrapped her arms around his thick neck. “You love it.”

He nodded. “I really do.”

Life was just nearly perfect—only a few loose ends left.
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THERE WAS A BIT MORE
 business to take care of. Delilah just couldn’t let sleeping dogs lie.

At noon that day she met Helena for coffee. Helena had been and still was the single most gorgeous woman Delilah had ever seen. Delilah just
 edged her out, after more than a month of Miles’s cum and Presence and Cock had changed her.

That used to worry Delilah, but not anymore.

They sat down across from each other at Belle’s Cafe
 in the North Quarter, each of them dressed impeccably. Delilah still wore her business “suit” from that morning, her tight leather skirt making love to her thighs as she sat cross-legged across from Helena. Helena wore a tight white summer dress that hugged her ample bosom and barely hid any part of her sensational legs. The dress was Tom Ford, unless Delilah was mistaken.

To Delilah’s mild annoyance, Helena only looked down at her coffee. This would have been much easier if Delilah could lock gazes with her, hypnotize her, and be done. But Master had given her all sorts of tools to acquire hot pretty things for Him.

No reason to get upset.

Delilah’s presence was much like her Master’s, and already other people at the cafe stopped what they were doing just to watch her. Just to think thoughts of obedience, acquiescence, surrender to her will.

They were weak. But Helena was strong; that was why Miles Deserved her.

“I just think...I think I must be going crazy.” Helena stirred cream into her coffee slowly, lazily with a spoon. Distracted. Her voice, coated in her sultry exotic accent, stirred up the cream of Delilah's desire.

“How so?”

“I want it to be real. I want him to be in charge. I want him in charge of my entire life. But it can’t be real. It just can’t. Men have wanted me my whole life. It’s how I define myself, honestly. Every chapter of my life is one disappointing man after another, beginning with my father. After that it’s just...buying me endless gifts, praising me for my beauty. Begging me to pay attention to them. But Miles doesn’t do that.”

“He doesn’t have to.”

“No. He’s powerful
. I’m married to the richest man in this state and even he doesn’t even touch
 the kind of power Miles is sporting. It’s so fucking...”

“Hot.”

Helena leaned forward. Inhaling Delilah’s scent deeply. “Yes. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. I...when I’m alone, I touch myself...and I...”

“All you can think about is him?”

“Yes. Of course, that. But more than that.”

“It feels like he’s the only
 one you’ve ever cum to.”

“Yes. You know what I mean, don’t you? He did this to you?”

“Have you been with any other men?”

“I’m married.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“I...” Helena tilted her jaw slightly. “Pedro and I are waiting for the right time. Or, we were
. Whenever I’m around him now, I feel sick inside. Like I ate bad sushi. I feel like vomiting whenever he tries to touch me. Meanwhile he’s more of a sick lost puppy than ever. He’s like a worm
 around me now. Yesterday I said I hated his hair and he shaved it all off. Can you believe that?”

Delilah could.

Miles wanted to fuck Helena badly. This whole game with Emma was, in all reality, just a distraction. Emma was gorgeous, and her attitude was even better, but there was something special
 about Helena. He would say her name while he came down Delilah’s throat.

She needed him to have her. She needed Miles to fuck Helena, and then fuck Delilah again, and then he would see that Delilah was better. And if Delilah got Helena for him, if she was the architect, that would prove once and for all that Delilah was his perfect
 Partner, his dark accomplice, his co-conspirator.

Cock-Conspirator?

“He is real,” said Delilah. “Miles is. Everything you’re thinking.”

She took a risk now. Helena had leeway. Helena could run away. Her willpower was strong. Stronger than Mona or Bonnie’s, certainly. Definitely stronger than Lily’s.

Emma, so naturally arrogant, had clearly wanted
 what Miles had to offer, so willpower was sort of hard to see with her.

But Helena? Helena could go either way if she wanted to...up to a point. If she spent more time with Miles, though...if she had too much alone time like Delilah did, she would fall. Every woman would fall before Miles’s Infinite Might. Delilah’s Cunt sang with the thought.

Helena stopped stirring her coffee.

“You’re serious?”

“He’s fucking us up. He fucked us all
 up. He made me hotter. Sexier. Taller. Tighter. He made me into exactly what he wanted.”

Helena looked up at her now. “You...you let him?”

Delilah laughed. “Think about what I just said. You think there’s any ‘letting’ about it? He made a decision. After that, it was only a matter of time.”

“But...you’re different. Than the others. They're so vapid. You're not.”

“When I realized it was too late...when I realized he was going to fuck my life no matter what, I decided to embrace it. And I’m the better for it.” She waggled a finger with the ring.

“Oh, gosh!” Helena looked at her hand for the first time. “I didn’t see before. I feel rude. That’s beautiful! He must...wow. He must be...”

“Completely smitten? Totally in love with me? Needs me as a partner?” Delilah smiled and did a low, sultry moan. “He completely is. But he’s rather taken with you, too.”

“But he has so many.”

“And he deserves more. He deserves beautiful women adoring him.”

Helena’s face blushed. Small pink tongue darted out to wet her lips.

“It’s not just
 Cock that you’ll get, either. Though that’s incomparable. I’ll never be sick again, for one. Never infirm. Never old. I’ll be young and gorgeous and everything he wants, forever. For as long as he wants. He is
 God, Helena. Shouldn’t you serve him now, while you have the chance?”

It took Helena a long time to respond. From the flush of her cheeks, her deep breaths making her bounteous breasts swell against her tiny blouse, the bead of sweat on her forehead, it was clear that she was turned on.

Delilah always turned girls on for Master.

Finally, they locked eyes. Delilah had been searching for Helena’s direct gaze this whole time. Now she was able to see directly into her soul.

“O-oh...” said Helena, her gaze going blank.

Delilah felt her own body relax as Helena locked on with her. Before, Delilah felt threatened. But now she had the rock. Now, she wanted to take initiative. Wouldn’t Miles love another pretty slave? Of course he would.

And if she whispered kindly, wouldn’t he make sure that Delilah was always prettier than her?

“It’s easy to understand, isn’t it?” said Delilah.

Helena sat up straight, staring deep into Delilah’s eyes.

“It’s easy to understand.”

Delilah spoke before really thinking about it. “So easy.”

She began to speak again, but Helena spoke the thoughts on her head without her even saying.

“He wants me.”

“He wants you,” said Delilah.

Their connection was so strong at this moment that Helena was almost clairvoyant, picking thoughts from Delilah’s head before she said them. Her eyes were so dark and liquid. Like the dark eyes of a perfect dark accomplice. Delilah's cunt turned molten.

“He Deserves Me.”


“He Deserves You.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“We should be our Best
 for Him.”

“We should be our Best
 for Him.”

Delilah realized that she didn’t know who had spoken last. Their gaze, their locked eyes, green and dark, filled her lust-soaked brain. Was she leading, or was Helena? Did she care?

She heard the distant schlicking sound of fingerfucking; a sound she knew very well at this point. It was echoey, though. Helena was touching her cunt, that was clear. But more than that.

Multiple fingers, multiple cunts. If she possessed periphery vision, she would have noticed the pretty waitress falling down on her knees and moaning and touching herself, watching the hypnotic art show between Delilah and Helena. Other guests at the cafe did the same, touching themselves and breathing fast.

One man fell down, clearly having some kind of heart episode. Nobody helped him; nobody cared.

Their gazes transfixed just like Helena and Delilah’s were.

“He Deserves the Best
 at His Side.”

“He Deserves the Best
 at His Side.”

“You Know I’m the Best.”

“I Know You’re the Best.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Me
.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve You
.”

Delilah again wasn’t sure who was speaking. It felt like they said each phrase at the same time, competing. Willpowers fighting each other.

Who would win? The virgin girl born beautiful with men begging after her to give up money and spend every last dime on her since before she was of age? Or the go-getting power-hungry demoness that Delilah had become?

More words were spoken. Competing, sliding. Their legs intertwining. Thoughts kept pouring into Delilah’s head, thoughts that she poured right out into Helena’s. They climbed toward each other, knocking over the table. Their voices intermingling and becoming a single, porous, worshipful song. Their heat building: orgasm approaching with every verse.

Surrender.

Obey.

Give in.

Love.

No More Will.

Only Willingness.

Surrender. Surrender. Surrender.

Helena’s beautiful face filled up her brain; Delilah knew her own body and face filled Helena’s. They came together and the whole cafe exploded in moans. A few women screamed. The man who’d had the episode wasn’t moving and still no one cared, no one moved. Goddesses in their midst; they daren’t even speak unless spoken to.

Delilah was sweaty. So was Helena. She was in her lap, or she
 was in her
 lap. Their legs criss-crossed together, heavy tits pressing into each other’s, foreheads nuzzling and lips mere millimeters apart from one another. Delilah felt love swelling inside of her for this beautiful creature. All she wanted to do was give her to Miles.

“So...”

Helena bit her lip. As she did, it brushed slightly against Delilah’s. The tingle of pleasure was almost tangible; like a magic wand running up and down her back. The whole cafe shuddered with her.

“We’re set, then? Like you said?”

Like she
 said? Delilah’s mind reeled. Hadn’t it been Helena? But, then...they had both been speaking so much...she knew plans had been made...

“Yes.” Delilah nodded. “Tomorrow night.”

Helena extricated herself from Delilah’s grip and kissed her lightly on the forehead. “I need to go look into a mirror for a while,” she said. “Figure things out. I always have so much clarity when I can look at myself.”

Delilah watched her strut away, openly admiring the turn of her ass. She tried to brush away the uncertainty of the meeting. She was going to be Miles’s wife; he didn’t want an uncertain
 wife.

She could trust Him. She could trust the ring.

Couldn’t she?
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THE NEXT AFTERNOON
, Delilah was on Miles’s lap, silently and considerately stroking his Massive Cock while he sorted through some paperwork. Every few seconds she would whisper something right on the edge of his hearing—You’re So Incredible. I Love You, Daddy. You’re My Only Man. I Exist For You. Every Other Boy is So Useless. You’re The Only Man.
—and so on, just something sweet for him to hear if he decided he wanted to hear her.

It was his
 decision whether he wanted to pay attention to her, after all.

She wore a devastatingly tight blue dress from Stella McCartney, Alaia platform booties, and enough ice to pay for a small third-world country.

Suddenly, the cops busted through the door of Miles’s office with guns in their hands. Emma staggered in behind them, hands up, eyes clearly glassy from cumming.

“I’m sorry!” she said. “I was looking at a picture of Maste....err...Boss, I mean. And they kind of just snuck by, and...”

“You fingered yourself for like two minutes straight while we tried to get your attention,” said Officer Grant. “My partner yelled at you and slammed her fist down on your desk.”

“You try not fingering yourself when you work here!” Emma stamped a high-heeled foot. “He’s really fucking something
, god. I mean, I got to suck his Cock for like an hour this morning and I’m not
 supposed to finger myself for the rest of the day until he wants to fuck me? Is that really what you expect in a working environment?”

Officers Grant and Primm didn’t know how to respond to this.

“Emma,” said Miles. “Leave us. These officers just want to ask a few questions, don’t they?”

Pouting beautifully, Emma strutted out, making sure to bend over at the waist to grab something imaginary on the way out so Master could admire her tartan skirt-clad ass.

After the door shut, Primm shook her head. “Actually,” she said. “We’re here to arrest you. We’ve got all the evidence we need, and...”

They stepped closer to the desk and saw that Delilah had not stopped stroking his exposed Cock this entire time.

Tonya Grant was tall, imperious, platinum blonde. A Slavic goddess. A Valkyrie. Primm was short and stout, built more like a fire plug than a woman. Together, next to one another, they looked like the number ten.

Grant wore tight fuck-me leggings and a pair of ankle boots. Her leather jacket was cut short and all she had underneath was a barely-there sheer silk blouse. She was ready to fuck
, and that Primm didn't see it only meant she was as stupid as she was unattractive. Probably, Delilah considered, being near Miles's Cock in weeks past had made Primm a little more
 stupid, which only made Delilah more aroused.

“Would you mind not
 doing that?” Primm asked.

Delilah winked at her, continuing to stroke. “Who, me?”

A hot spurt of cum shot from Miles’s Cock. Delilah leaned over and licked it up, making sure every drop went down her eager throat.

“You’ve interrupted my fiance and I in a very intimate moment,” said Miles. “I don’t see a reason for her to stop just because you decided you wanted to talk.”

“But she’s...she’s...” Primm stuttered. “I mean, she’s, just like, she’s...”

“She’s stroking my Cock.”

“His large, important, handsome Cock,” Delilah demurred.

They could see it clearly over the edge of his still-not-repaired desk; Miles’s desk was rather tall and they could still see it. It was impressive
.

“Would you please stop?” Primm asked. Her voice was quiet.

Grant was suspiciously quiet during all this; like she didn’t want him to stop at all.

Delilah had already put most of two and two together. Though she was cunning, being around Miles’s Incredible Cock was distracting. Seeing Grant’s face now, though—the lust, the need, the beauty
 she possessed—she put it together.

Grant was Affected. And if she was Affected
, that meant she was Worthy
.

She hadn’t put her gun away, but it was obvious why she still had it out. Obvious to Delilah, anyway.

Primm shook her head, trying to clear it. Delilah knew that wouldn’t work.

“T-this is madness! We’re not here to talk! We’re here to arrest you. You are hereby under arrest. You need to come with me or, h-h-handjob or not, fuck-You’re-so-big
, we’re going to-to-to...”

Delilah snuggled up tighter, putting her hot body on display and made her strokes even longer and more frequent. The schlock sound filled the office. His Cock was shiny in the high lights. Every flaw of Primm was exposed in the same way that every hot detail of Delilah and Detective Grant was on display.

“To...to...fuck. Tonya...” Primm put a hand to her head. “I think I’m being drugged. Help.”

She slumped down in the nearby chair. Grant cast a sneer her way and then raised an eyebrow at Miles; he spurt cum again. This time Delilah was ready for him, her hot lips locking on to his massive head and slurping him down.

Grant shook her head. “I’m not fooled by any of this, you know.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes. You’re acting like you just want a bunch of fuckpets, but there’s a lot more at play, isn’t there?”

“I don’t know what you mean, Detective.”

“Sure you do. The other eight city council members and
 the mayor haven’t shown up to work in a week. They’ve all got some crazy flu. The doctors don’t know what to do with them. It’s not an election year—the election just
 ended—and every donor you have has already maxed out their legal contributions. They’ve even started a SuperPAC just for you that’s worth something in the millions. More than half of those donors have sold their houses in the past week to create funds. They’re going to live in squalor just to give you money.”

Miles smiled. “I’m going to jail for creating a loyal following?”

“Oh, that. No. We have reason to believe you murdered Taylor Fountaine to acquire all her money. There’s some unidentifiable compound in her blood. Our forensics team was working on it but they’ve all...decided they had better uses of their time.”

Probably, Delilah thought with Miles’s beautiful Cock in her mouth, they were exposed to the concentrated source of Worship that Miles dumped into that woman’s body and became worshipers themselves.

“It’s obvious you’re fucking with all their heads,” said Grant.

“Y-yeah!” Primm’s voice slurred, body still slumped “How did you ever think you were going to get away with it?”

Tonya strutted toward the one side of the desk. She posed like the models from the day before. Flashing cleavage, tilting jawline, all angles and elbows. Eyes lingering on Delilah as she suckled and stroked.

“You're so fucking dumb
,” she snapped at Primm. “He didn’t think he was going to get away with it
.” She bit a lip. “That implies that he thinks that he’s got something to hide. But that’s his—that’s your
 game, isn’t it? You don’t think you have anything to hide.”

“No,” said Miles.

“You don’t think you have anything to be ashamed of.”

The love in her eyes was liquid ambrosia. Delilah ate it up, stroking her God easily and happily as she ever had.

“No.”

“You’re amassing money and followers and beautiful women to worship You. Like You’re some new God.”

“Yeah!” said Primm. She looked utterly dazed, barely comprehending what was happening. “What do you say to that?”

“I don’t know, Detective Grant.” Miles smiled. He popped Delilah off his Cock, turning with the meat pointed right at Grant. “What do you
 think of that?”

“You know what I think.”

Miles insisted. “Say it.”

Grant dropped to her knees, biting a lip, moaning. “I think it’s super fucking hot. I want to join you. I want to worship Your Cock, Master. I can be police chief if you want. I can fuck up this whole town for You. You are my God. I worship You. I've worshiped you for so long.
 Please,” she moaned, hands tugging at his thighs. “Please let me suck your Cock
.”

“Wh-what?” Primm tried to jump up from her chair and instead floundered along the ground.

His presence had nearly paralyzed her nervous system

Detective Grant stood up and kicked Primm's gun away from her into the corner. No reason for any accidents.

“We’re putting you under arrest, Betsy,” said the gorgeous detective.

“I don’t understand.”

“Technically, it’s for conspiracy. Trying to frame an upstanding member of our political community. But really, it’s just because you’re too ugly to be his fuckpet.” Grant smiled at her new Master. “Isn’t that right, Daddy?”

“Fuck. Yes.”

His breaths became heated. He was always turned on, always ready to cum. But some of his cums were just punctuation marks, like periods. And some were exclamations
. And an exclamation built up in him now.

“Y-you can’t do this,” Primm moaned as Grant handcuffed her. “You won’t get away with it.”

“Sure we will.” Grant laughed. “You’re so fucking stupid. Didn’t you see the hospital? Half the nurses belong to him. They’re just putting sugar water in the IV of the mayor. He'll probably be dead in a day or two. Miles runs everything
. He may as well run me.” Grant turned her gun onto Primm. “Or we can take care of you in a quicker way.”

“Y-you wouldn’t. We've been partners for years!”

“I so fucking would.” Grant licked her lips. “Do you want me to, Sir?”

Delilah’s strokes increased in frequency and heat; nothing had turned her on more than seeing this.

“Fuck
 yes,” Delilah moaned. “Oh god, that would be so hot.”

Miles considered for a long time. Perhaps he was only letting himself feel Delilah’s loving strokes for a time, enjoying the scene as an art piece, like he might something in a museum.

“I could say she was arresting arrest...” Tonya licked her lips. It was obvious what she wanted. “We have witnesses. They always believe what the cops say in this town anyway.”

It was clear she only wanted to escalate for him—to do even more than he had ever hoped to ask for. To impress him. Delilah loved her for that—for wanting to make her Man
 happy.

“No,” said Miles finally.

Instantly, Delilah felt her desire to see it go away. She didn’t want violence, necessarily. She wanted willingness
. And Grant had shown plenty of that.

“I don’t want to have to clean the floors,” he explained. “We just refurbished this whole place. Besides...there’s no reason to. The more crazies we have locked up telling their crazy story, the less people will believe anything legitimate.”

“So you didn’t kill the heiress?” Delilah asked.

“Kill her?” He snorted. “That old bat was crazy about me.”

Delilah nodded with understanding. “Of course she was.”

“She had a heart attack, poor dear, thinking about me. That’s one of the reasons I started changing your bodies.”

Delilah tweaked a nipple; her tits had grown three cup sizes since Miles took over her life. “That
’s
 the reason, huh?”

He smiled as Tonya crawled over to his Cock and Delilah guided her willing lips down on him.

“One of them.”
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DELILAH STOOD AND WAITED
 patiently as Miles spoke to Pedro Paolo at the Paolo estate. She had dressed to the nines, wearing a red Alexander McQueen dress and black skintight thigh-high Casadei leather boots. Her heavy tits filled the dress completely, overfilled it, swelled every time she took a breath. She was a heavenly image, and she knew it.

They were inside the Paolo manor at the far edge of the city. Delilah stood in the drawing room on her six-inch heels next to a statue of an angel, putting it to shame. The manor had the entire arrangement—a massive iron gate, brick walls, several green acres with the centuries-old house in the middle.

Helena had been nowhere since they showed up. Miles had been inside the study talking with Pedro for about fifteen minutes. There had been quite a lot of shouting at first, and then for the last ten minutes, nothing but Miles's imperious voice and a lot of sobbing from Pedro.

Once, Pedro might have called himself a man. But now Miles existed, and all other men were fucking canceled. And Delilah—glorious statue-shaming Delilah—was going to be the one and only Real Man's one and only fucking Wife.

Miles exited and kissed Delilah deeply, pushing his hands up her thighs, making her cum as his tongue slipped down her throat. He had his way with her, like always.

“H-how did it go?” she asked breathlessly.

She could hear Pedro still sobbing inside.

“It’s done,” said Miles, pushing Delilah up so her legs wrapped around his torso. “He signed the papers. We’ve already scanned them to the judge and she’s signed off on them as well. Helena is a free agent.”

He continued to walk with Delilah wrapped around him, clearly triumphant.

“That’s wonderful, darling. And his money...?”

“Also belongs to me, naturally.” He looked around. “So does this house. I don’t know if we’ll move in soon, though. His stuff is rather ugly.”

A voice called from on top of the stairwell. “I always hated it.”

Helena came down the stairs. She wore a stunning silver Oscar De La Renta gown, clearly more expensive than anything Delilah had ever worn. Straps wrapped up her long, long legs in criss-cross fashion all the way up to her thighs: custom-made six-inch heels that couldn't be bought in stores. A stunning array of diamonds and platinum adorned her neck, her ears, her pill-bottle thin wrists.

He unceremoniously dropped Delilah to one side, dumping her down on her ass to the ground. Helena squealed with delight and hopped into his arms, taking Delilah's place completely—right down to how her tall heels interlocked just above his ass so he could feel their weight against him.

She and Miles kissed for a long time. They kissed like they fucking meant
 it. Delilah, on the ground, watched them kiss and felt fear gripping her heart.


He was just excited about the deal
, she thought. He just really likes her dress, that's all.


But the kiss continued, and she watched Miles lose himself in it. Exposing himself. A real, open vulnerability on his face as he stroked Helena's gorgeous cheekbones and jawline with a gentle finger.

“Now we can be married, darling?” Helena asked him.

“Of course.”

Delilah couldn't believe her ears. “I...what?”

Miles gently let Helena down and she immediately clung to his side, draping one knee up his thigh and stroking her hands up and down his hard body. Unbuttoning his shirt, moaning as she cooed and pressed fingers into his hard chest and arms. Heavy milking tits docked against one arm.

This reminded Delilah of something but she couldn't think of what...

“You’ve always been second-fiddle to Helena, Delilah,” he said. “You remember. You came to me, asking me to help you make her my wife.”

“I...but I...have the ring...?”

She held up a hand. Miles bent down and gently took the ring off her finger.

“I know, doll. You wanted to hold on to it for Helena. You were being such a dear about it. You said it made you feel cute. Important.”

Delilah struggled. The ring did
 make her feel important. It was important because she was going to be his wife!

But if that was true, why was he saying it was Helena
? Miles always knew the truth. She always had to trust Miles...

Why was she feeling so fucking dumb
? Wasn’t she smart?

“But I...I smart!” She stumbled on her words. “No. No
. I. Am. Smart! I have a graduate degree!”

Helena openly sneered at her, stroking his now-exposed Cock in front of her. A complete reversal of fortune.

“Of course you do, sweetie. You’ve got a grad degree in sucking Daddy’s Cock. Don’t you?”


Nnng
. She really did. She LOVED
 sucking Daddy’s Cock.

“But...but I love you. I LOVE You. I’m...You’re my everything.”

“I know, babe.”

He didn't even look at her. He was looking at Helena, drinking her in as she stroked him, moaned to him, whispered to him.

“I thought I was your...partner. Your accomplice.”

Delilah was close to tears. He was ignoring
 her. Ignoring her! She was—she was going to be his wife!

Helena frowned. “I don’t like this. She looks sad. She's too pretty to be so sad.”

“Right?” Miles nodded. “I thought I would enjoy it more if she had her role reversed. But I have grown fond of her.”

“Maybe we could have a special spot for her?”

He looked at Helena with new appreciation.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m your partner, aren’t I? Your Real Wife.”

“Fuck yeah, you are.”

They kissed for a long while and Delilah felt the shame and jealousy only intensify inside of her.

“I’m the most beautiful?” Helena breathed. “The hottest and sexiest? The one you need more than any other?”

He gripped her ass hard and kissed her again. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

“But maybe...I have an accomplice of my own.”

Miles grunted. He seemed to like this. His hard cock ran across her leg.

“I suggest nasty, awful, dark ideas, to you. And maybe she
 suggests nasty dark ideas to me, and then some of them filter through...”

He nodded. “The best of all possible worlds.”

“Just like You Deserve.”

They looked at Delilah, who waited with her heart in her throat.

“What do you think, Delilah?” he asked. “Are you willing to belong to Helena?”

“Y-yes!”

Miles was on board. That was half the battle. But Delilah shuddered; she knew that Helena had to twist the knife in a little. She would do the same, after all, in her situation. She had
 done the same. To Bonnie. To Lily. To Mona and Emma. She even tried to do it to Helena. It was only right that she get it back a little.

“And
...” said Helena, lip curling. “You were never going to be his wife in first place, were you?”

“No.”

“No, what?
”

Delilah understood immediately. “No, Mistress.”

A shock of arousal hit her at saying the word.

“Look into my eyes, Delilah.”

Delilah was. They were gloriously dark; it was like looking into the infinite abyss of the cosmos.

“I’m better than you.”

“You’re better than me.”

“You're just a stupid bimbo
.”

“I'm just a stupid bimbo.”

She said the words and she believed; Helena's control was immediate and complete. Delilah was a stupid, stupid
 fucking bimbo.

“You were always just a bimbo.”

“I was always just a bimbo.”

“He was always going to name me as his wife.”

“He was always
 going to name you as his wife.”

It was a relief to say it; a weight off her shoulders.

“You don’t deserve to be his wife.”

“I don’t deserve to be his wife.”

She was just a stupid fucking bimbo, after all.

“I’m his TrueWife.”

“You’re his TrueWife.”

“I’m your Mistress.”

“You’re my Mistress.”

Bimbos needed a mistress. This only made sense.

“You’ll mindfuck anyone I say to serve me and love me.”

“I’ll mindfuck anyone you say to serve you and love you.”

“You love
 me.”

Delilah so fucking did. “I Love
 You!”

Helena took Delilah by the hair and pushed Delilah's hypnotized, bimbofied mouth onto Miles's Cock, sliding her barely-willing lips over his shaft to fuck up Delilah's brain even more.

Just before the orgasms started—before Delilah's brain turned off completely, for good, she heard her Mistress brag to her Master: 

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master. Look what I made for You.”
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AS THE SIX OF THEM
 entered the limo, the wedding bells from St. Taylor’s—the largest church in the city—rang so loud they vibrated the plush leather seats.

Miles was followed by his new, young, perfect wife—Helena.

Her dress cost millions—or, it would if Miles actually needed to pay anyone anymore, which he definitely didn't. Willing and eager loveslave labor was the most powerful economical force in the world, and Miles had an increasingly unlimited supply.

Trailing her were her bridesmaids—Mona, Lily, and Emma, helmed by the Maid of Honor, Delilah.

Each was dressed to the nines. They wore backless, tight gowns held in place purely by the prestigious purity of their perky tits, with long slits on the sides. Their hair draped in waves down their backs, soft and silky smooth. Each stared only at Miles, completely in love. Jealousy burning in their hearts that they weren't Helena—which was how Helena and Miles liked it.

Their jealousy made him hard and her wet.

Bonnie was the driver. Delilah and Mona, cackling wickedly, closed the window on her so she couldn’t see in the back.

“Delilah.” Helena, wrapped on Master’s lap in their seat, nodded at her.

It was all she had to do. It was all a Mistress
 should have
 to do for her accomplice. Right away Delilah sprung into action, arranging the girls for maximum pleasure of her Master and Mistress.

They all agreed that young Emma—such a lovely and vain addition to Master’s Harem—had the filthiest mind of nearly any of them. She was always encouraging Master to go deeper, darker, to feed his most primal urges on all of them and never look back. So she took position on his left side, moaning into his ear about what a GodKing Handsome Stud he was.

Lily took the other side, to give Master variety. Her dirty talk would be mournful, regretful, jealous. She would malign herself for not seeing him for the God he so Clearly was. She would beg for his forgiveness. She would beg him to fuck the girl who was so clearly better than her in all ways—Helena.

Of course, Lily—and all of them—were complete knockouts. If they walked down a street by themselves in downtown L.A., they would have been scouted for modeling or acting in less than the amount of time it took to make a cup of coffee.

For someone as gorgeous as Lily to insist that she wasn’t good enough, that she deserved shame for thinking she could have been worthy of being his girlfriend, let alone breaking up
 with him, really turned Miles on. Knowing that difference. Feeling the Contrast between reality and fantasy that he now controlled.

Mona had been practicing her Ball, Cock, and Cunt Adoration for well over a month now since becoming Master’s sex-obsessed blonde slave. So Delilah placed her underneath Helena, between Miles’s legs. There, Mona used her skilled tongue to worship her two deities, tongue licking around his balls and slurping up any of the many, many juices that dripped down in the sexual melee.

Delilah—as Prime Accomplice—got prime position behind her Master. Her heavy tits serving as sexy, hot, softly milking pillows for him to rest his head on. Her sexy high heels dragging and biting into his thick torso. It would have hurt or bothered some lesser man, but of course he was anything but
 that.

Helena then climbed onto Miles's Cock—no easy task, considering it was now greater than a foot long and thicker than a coke bottle—and slid down with a cunt that was eternally wet. Her tits dripped hot milk that slid down into their joining.

“Fuck him, Mistress,” Delilah moaned in her ear. “Oh god, yes, fuck him! Fuck our Master!”

They all cooed in complete awe. Each one burned with the need to be Helena—but just as their was only One Cock, there was also only One Cunt.

And the One Cunt was Helena's, as she got first pick of who got to ride Master's Cock—and so often she jealously and rightfully chose herself.

Her pussy walls tightened as she slid up and down, coaxing hot load after load into her fertile, unprotected pussy. She'd be pregnant in no fucking time and Delilah herself came thinking of this goddess even more gorgeous as a her body swelled with fertility.

Their voices became a chorus:

“Please fuck her, Daddy.”

“Cum in her, Master.”

“Fuck her harder
, Sir.”

“I'm so sorry
, Daddy.'

“She's so fucking right for you, Master.”

“You taste so good
, Master.”

“She's so beautiful and so yours.”

“You deserve her, Master.”

“You deserve us all
, Sir.”

“You deserve everything
, Daddy.”

“Fuck her harder, please?”

“She needs Your Cock.”

“We all need Your Cock, Master.”

“You're my King.”

“You're Our
 King.”

“We Love You, Master!”

“We Love You! Oh fuck, we love you so much Daddy!”

Again and again, Master came—and so they all came, together. Moaning in his ear. Loving him, urging him, adoring him to cum even harder.

Their sex was wild and wanton. Pure indulgence. Five women moaning and begging for their Master's love while he gave it all just to one of them. And the more he gave to Helena, the more the rest begged him to give her even more.

They were in love with him and in love with her and in love with his love for her. The pleasure of their Master and Mistress was theirs as well, tenfold over.

The limo continued on and there was a slight pause in the action—the fucking downgrading to more of a pussy-snuggle as Helena continued to ride Miles's Cock but just wasn't bouncing up so hard that her skull deformed the limo ceiling anymore.

Delilah was so, so happy—she was her Mistress's Accomplice, and that was all
 she had ever wanted. This whole plan had been all about making Helena Miles's wife and becoming her perfect dark partner, her willing co-conspirator.

Emma whispered something in Helena's ear, and Helena giggled. The two of them looked at Delilah with evil in their gorgeous eyes. Delilah felt fear grip her cold in the overwhelming heat of the limo.

“Darling,” Helena nuzzled her jawline against Miles and stared down at Delilah. “I’ve been thinking. Isn’t Emma much more beautiful than Delilah?”

He nodded, looking at Delilah only briefly before settling on Emma. He maneuvered around and took Delilah’s head and shoved it down on his Cock.

“Tell me more.”

“It’s just, I think Emma has so many fantastic
 qualities that would make her a better office manager than Delilah. Delilah might work better as...I don’t know, a secretary or even a maid. You know, we've been thinking about it so much, Emma and I, and...”

Delilah knew they were saying more, saying things that directly concerned her. But she couldn’t focus with Miles’s Cock in her throat. She was exhausted. Sweaty. Covered in the juices of her Master and Mistress and sucking Daddy’s Cock.

She was where she belonged.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


What's next?
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WHAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:


Harem Maker – The Professor


Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...


Hypno Headphones – The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...


Harem Maker – The Gym Bunny


Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM
 Girl


Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Bad Girl


The hyper-gorgeous, hyper-talented Chanel is hypnotized by the most evil man she's ever met. But what he doesn't know is Chanel is evil too, and she doesn't mind being mind controlled so long as she gets to indulge in her evil desires...
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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FERTILE CRAVINGS –
 A Bundle


TWENTY gloriously sexy tales of hot beauties who need to breed and the alpha males who are all too happy to make their day!


Harem Desires – A Bundle


Ever dreamed about harems of beautiful women serving one lucky guy? These TWENTY stories are just for you.


Haughty Queen Fantasies


TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.


Kinky Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!
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FIRST TIME FANTASIES


TWENTY delectably devilish tales of achingly hot virgins finding true love (and LOTS of cums) in their first coupling with hyper-hung studs and lucky nerds.


Alpha Male Fantasies


Men belong on top—in charge and dominant. In these twenty stories, they definitely are, and don't care if a girl says “no.”


Naughty Fantasies


Try a sampler of twenty different series, each with their own kinks, surprises, and delights!
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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Bimbo Office - A Bundle
? Then you should read Bimbo Processing Unit - Hot Household
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Bimbo Processing Unit - Hot Household]


Down-on-his-luck salesman John just can't catch a break. He married a wife who only wants him for money--which he hasn't been making--and he's losing the respect of his household, including the gorgeous young Blair. Then he finds a strange helmet that gives him the home of his dreams--the women are beautiful versions of the ones he already knows, desperate to dress up for him, please him, and make him as hard as possible. But it doesn't stop there. The personalities of these artificial women can be implanted in the real world, in the real
 women...and his fantasy can come to life if he just slips the helmet on their heads...

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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