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JOHN'S WIFE AND DAUGHTER attended him closely as he lounged on his throne in his new home, considering his next move. 

Violet, his wife, sat on his right arm and leg, tits docked against his hard bicep. Milk spilling down her gorgeous body from overflowing breasts. 

Blair, their adopted daughter whom John had known for her whole life, preened on his left arm in a similar position. 

Both of them could have passed for sisters now. Startingly beautiful. The kind of women who didn't stop traffic, but instead manifested traffic disasters, whenever they stopped to adjust a strap on their permanently high heels on the sidewalk. Long dark hair. Busty. Thin. Tall.

They stroked him in tandem, their hands looking so tiny despite their long limbs and digits on the massiveness of his Cock. They worked the head with gusto, moaning, whimpering, cooing, always so amazed at what their Man of the House had become.  

Nearly the entire town belonged to him now. John's throne had grown and grown over the last few weeks. 

But there was one piece missing—his hottest daughter. Isabel. 

For the family to be whole, he needed her as his newest, best addition to his harem.

* * * * *
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“THIS IS GETTING OUT of hand,” said Henderson. “With just one helmet, I think it's overcompensating.”

Snow nodded. “Y-yeah.”

“I think all the helmets together, they put a limit on who had them. Like different points of a net. The power was distributed. But with just one in operation...he's taking over the whole thing.”

“Yeah he is.”

Snow wasn't paying attention. She was watching the surveillance, watching John and his harem, and touching herself openly. She had come to work in lingerie and heels today. Young, and redheaded, the ensemble fit her well. 

There was something wrong with that. Something Henderson knew. But he couldn't...couldn't quite put a finger on it. 

It was this smell. All throughout the town. This crazy fucking smell. This scent. It made it so hard to think.

“Shut up, okay?” said Snow. “Or I won't let you watch me anymore.”

“Y-yes ma'am,” he whimpered.

Henderson had been her superior in this operation, but that wasn't true anymore.

He just knelt, in the corner, far away from the property he had no right to touch. His dick used to get so hard at women like her. Now he just looked at her, hopeless, his dumb penis barely able to get stiff as he wished and wished he knew what was going on. 

* * * * *
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JOHN HADN’T SEEN HIS daughter, Isabel, in almost a year. 

She was his adopted daughter—part of his family with her adopted sister. Brought from two different families into his own. Now, they were both just barely eighteen and looked like real sisters, though Isabel was the true prize. 

She was a gymnast and they had sent her away to a private school known for its gymnastics team. But now it was summer, and time to come home—and time for Isabel to stay home, with Daddy, forever. 

Now, standing outside his old home, he saw her in front of a moving truck directing traffic. 

He had moved everyone out of the home and into a beautiful residence in the hill district over a week back. He cleared out all the elaborate mechanical apparatuses and electronics that had grown up as the Helmet's influence grew. Now his old home was just part of the ruse to draw Isabel in, and moving out was a good opportunity to spread his control to another part of town. The house had been cleaned thoroughly. His girls were all fantastic cleaners, like good home harem house pets should be. 

Isabel wore tight black ankle high-heeled boots and low-riding cut-off jeans, and a crop top that showed off her delectably carved midriff and her braless breasts. It was warm outside but there was a stiff wind that tussled the immense mane of her jet black hair and pressed her white top against her shapely bosom, revealing how erect her nipples were. 

Before she left, she had been the single most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. He'd had so many feelings about her that made him feel so guilty and ashamed.

Now that he saw her as an adult...she was even more gorgeous. And now that he had changed, he knew what he deserved, and shame and guilt no longer troubled him.

Three young men obediently filed in and out of the house, piling up her possessions while she stood on the lawn with her phone, mindlessly scrolling. 

“Isabel? Uh, babe? We’re done here.”

She put down her phone just for a moment. “Oh. Good work. I’ll see you in the fall, okay?”

“Oh. But uh. You said...you’d give us a little something...”

The “little something” he referred to was clear from the way he looked at Isabel. She pretended not to understand. 

“I know! And I’m so grateful. Really. Thanks. See you later!”

She pointed to their truck and then went back to her phone. A ruse of her own, though—when they left, dejected and shuffling their feet, she stared, and the stare could have cut through diamond it was so toxic and hateful. Demeaning. Superior. She looked at them leave like she would a collection of contemptuous slime. 

John continued to watch; she waited outside for something. A dog ran by with its leash trailing behind him. Isabel watched it go, watched it turn the corner. A woman, panic-stricken, ran up a few seconds later. 

“Miss! Ma’am! Did you see a dog run by? Which way?”

Isabel pointed in the wrong direction with a big, earnest, helpful smile. 

“Thank you!”

The woman ran off and Isabel laughed and then bit her lip, shuddering slightly. 

Enjoying it. Small levels of cruelty. 

John's Cock stiffened.

Finally, what she waited for arrived—some food from a local restaurant. It looked like a large salad. The driver—a young man with acne pizza-facing his features—stared openly at Isabel’s heightened features. Cheekbones. Jawline. Big brown eyes. 

He stumbled out the price in a squeaky, honking voice.

“Yeah...” Isabel shook her head. “I’m not paying. Is that okay?”

“Um. Um. But you...you ordered the food.”

She smiled brightly. It looked so earnest; John knew it wasn't. 

“And you gave it to me! Wasn’t that nice of you? I really appreciate it, okay? And maybe we can work on something later?”

“Like...like you and me together? Like a date!”

Her head tilted like she spoke to a child. “Oh my gosh! That’s an idea, isn’t it! But I’m really hungry now, right? So...I’ll just see you later, okay?”

“Yeah! It’s no problem. I’ll just...I just got a nice tip earlier, so I can cover—”

Isabel walked into the house and shut the door in his face. He turned away, walked away, stopped, and then walked all the way to his car. 

It was like a spell she put on people. John liked watching it. In fact, he was hard as he had ever been, watching his beautiful daughter have her way with them all just because of the way she looked. More than once, she had turned that charm on him and fucked with his head. 

But she wasn’t going to be able to do that anymore. 

He strolled up to the door and knocked. 

“Like I said, I’ll see you later if you’re nice, so—” Isabel stopped in her tracks after opening the door.

Her jaw dropped. Lust flashed over her young, gorgeous face. A kind of pained, confused expression at the sudden heat in her belly, inner-thighs, and pussy. Her nipples—softening after she went back inside—immediately hard again now and harder than they’d ever been. 

“Guh.”

It was clear she didn’t recognize him. John looked thirty years younger than he did the last time Isabel saw him, and a musclebound, ultra-fit version of his thirty years younger self, at that. His physical attraction wasn’t the only factor—he emitted pheromones now. Strong, magnetic pheromones that encouraged a basic attraction and desire to please from women, and a need to cower and surrender from other men. 

It was good to be him right now. 

“Hey,” said John. 

“Um. Hi. You're hot. I mean I'm hot. I mean. Um. I'm. You're—muscles.”

She put a hand to trace his pecs and abs. He didn't stop her. They were hard and defined, like carved stone. She pushed harder, as if not believing they were real, and he flexed.

A giggle escaped her mouth, delighted and utterly aroused. He could smell how wet she had gotten.

“I’m Parker,” he lied. “I live down the street. I’m new. I’d like to take you out to eat. What do you say?”

She nodded dumbly. A trickle of arousal escaped her tiny cut-off jeans. 

John smiled; this would be fun. 

* * * * *
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THEY WENT TO A NEARBY diner that John had already staked out. They were served immediately, shown to one of those tables on a pedestal next to a window that showcased who was eating in the diner. Of course they would want to showcase Isabel; John did. The surrounding conversation was at the appropriate levels—not too loud and not too soft, about mindlessly ignorable subjects. 

Isabel walked with him the whole way. He offered her his arm and she snuggled right in, leaning hard against him. Her hands roaming over his chest, his biceps, his forearms. She especially liked his forearms. Her long fingers explored the divots there with small gasps of wonder.

She was lost in a giggly, head-over-heels full-teenage crush with him, and John liked that a fucking lot. It would be a shame, almost, to alter the mood once he told her who he really was...but of course he would. 

Eventually.

They sat down and she leaned over, baring her sumptuous cleavage, and propped her gorgeous face on her hands and just stared at him with big, moony eyes. 

“I-I’m Isabel,” she said, giggling. “I’m sorry. I didn’t even say. How stupid of me.”

“I knew your name, Isabel,” he said. “Everybody in town knows you. They talk about you.”

“They do?” she seemed pleased. “What do they say?”

“That you’re gorgeous. That you’re a force to be reckoned with. That...well.”

He pretended to not want to say.

“What?”

“They’re scared of you, mostly. They talk about you the same way they talk about, I don’t know, hurricanes. A virus. Something that fucks people up.”

She didn’t have the wherewithal to hide her pleasure at that. Something else his pheromones did—they encouraged the truth. 

“Really?” Her smile was one of her best features. “How fun.”

“You like that. That they fear you.”

Now she realized what she had said. She tried to backtrack slightly. 

“Well. I mean.” She giggled. “Doesn’t every girl want to be talked about a little?”

“You can be honest with me. I’m not like those other pussies you’ll find out there. I’m not a wimp, Isabel. I can take a strong woman. You want them afraid of you. You like their fear.”

Her eyes widened and she leaned in further. One hand snaked around his. “What if I did? Would you like that?”

“It serves my purposes rather well.”

“Your purposes, oh yeah?” She grinned. “What purposes are those?”

“Oh, to take over this town, I think. Turn it into my own personal breeding factory. Weed out the chaff. Celebrate the strong and the beautiful. Things like that.”

She snickered a bit, thinking he was joking. “Your own personal breeding factory?”

“Or fucktoy factory. That kind thing.”

“Wow.” She smiled and giggled and rolled her eyes a bit. “That’s a big thing to tell someone you just met.”

“I feel like I’ve known you for a long time, Isabel.” He took both her hands in one of his; he was big. “Don’t you?”

She gulped. A delectable pink flush crawled up from her breasts to her sexy, suspension-bridge clavicles up to her throat muscles and cheeks. 

“I do. Yeah. I thought...I thought it was odd. But I really do.”

“Play your cards right,” he smiled, “and maybe I’ll make you a supervisor in my factory.”

“A supervisor?” She sniffed. “You better make me CEO.”

“I’m the CEO. You can be COO. Or CFO. Something like that. Depending on how good your...presentation is.”

His eyes traveled deliberately up and down her body. As they did, her grip tightened on him. She raised an eyebrow and bit a lip slightly. She knew what he meant. 

“Oh yeah? What about her?”

With a long finger, she pointed to a redhead posted by the bar at the diner eating a salad by herself. She wore a smart navy business suit with a short skirt and tall heels. 

“Would you breed her?”

“I don’t know, fellow executive. What do you think?”

“I think...hmm. If you’re going to be this breeding stud, if you’re going to fuck everyone, we really only want the cream of the crop, don’t we? She could stand to lose about ten pounds. Then she can apply.”

“Only ten?”

“Fifteen.”

“Would you say that to her face?”

Isabel laughed. “I’d be happy to. I don’t give a fuck who she is. I’m going to be her boss anyway, aren’t I?”

“You will if you keep up this attitude. What about her?”

He pointed to their waitress. A very pretty brunette with a heavy bust and a permanently-affixed empty smile. 

John took great enjoyment watching Isabel stare, processing, deciding, judging. She was gorgeous while she thought. 

“I like her breasts. They seem fertile, since you’re making a breeding factory. But something’s missing. I don’t want to fire her though. Do you need decorations?”

“You want her to be a decorator?”

“I thought she could be a decoration.” Isabel smiled. “You know—put her in a tight outfit, have her pose permanently. Isn’t that what a fuckdoll would do?”

“I guess they’ll do whatever we tell them.”

Isabel’s pussy was getting really wet and he could tell she was a little confused by it but also didn’t mind much. She was caught in a trance as old as time—dangerous flirtation with a hot stranger. Everything felt possible to her; everything felt care-free and quirky and fun. It was fine just to talk about this kind of thing if it meant she got to keep talking to Him.  

Her willingness to explore this—according to her, roleplaying idea—right away had him hard and stiff as fucking steel rebar.

“Come here.”

He shifted around in the booth and pulled her over to him with his hand on her thigh. His hand was large and he was strong and she was very willing; he tugged her with ease. The slick puddle left behind between her legs made a soft squeaking sound as she slipped over. 

“That’s better.” His hand slipped up her inner thigh. He could feel the heat of her pussy on his pinky. “Isn’t it?”

She just stared at him for a few moments, amazed at his strength. He felt her pussy quivering, getting wetter. The smell of her honey flowing was sweet and filled his nose.

It was clear the way he had moved her had driving home the lay of the land for her. There was more at play here than just flirting. He was fucking serious. And he had the strength to back up his claims.

“A-am I your girlfriend now?” she asked quietly. Her eyes went down low. “I-I’d like to be your girlfriend.”

So vulnerable, so suddenly. His Cock throbbed, urging to be let loose from his pants. Urging to be inside her. He wanted to fuck his daughter stupid. 

“I have trouble tying myself down to one girl,” he explained. “You can be one of my girlfriends. What do you think about that?”

Her composure returned slowly; a flash of anger and jealousy in her gorgeous face. Her lips so close to his. 

“I think you’d be stupid if you didn’t make me your top girlfriend, then,” she said. “Unless you actually have girls who are hotter than me?”

He did in some ways, none of them natural. Violet and Blair had both been heavily modified to be gorgeous by the same VR helmet that he was going to fuck up Isabel’s brain with once he’d had his fun. 

Violet was definitely bustier. Blair was definitely more innocent, with wider eyes. 

Isabel already—without any modification—was thinner. Tighter. Taller. And her face was completely unmatched in any girl John had ever seen. 

“I think you’re the most beautiful girl in the world,” he said, “and you are my girlfriend.” He squeezed her leg. “Whether you fucking like it or not.”

She groaned and slid her legs open wider, which pushed his hand deeper against her slit. She liked that kind of talk. Good. 

“Tell me more about your breeding factory. I’m starting to think you’re kind of serious.”

“What if I was?”

She looked at him intently, biting a luscious lip. “You fucking are, aren’t you?”

She knew she should be afraid; run away maybe. But instead she leaned in.

“I have an offer for you,” he said. “I’ve laid it out in my head.”

“You’ve been thinking about it a long time.”

“Yes.”

“You’ve been thinking about me.”

“Yes. Very much.”

Her hand slid down to his bulge in his pants. She gasped softly and then moaned. Innocence again—vulnerability. “I-I’m a virgin.,” she blurted.

“I know.”

“You know?”

“I can smell it.”

She waited for him to show that he was joking. When he did not, she gripped his bulge harder and began to stroke, finding it easy to do with the length and girth of him and the fabric of his pants. Precum spilled against his pants, making her strokes stickier, clingier, hotter. It was all slick action; no friction, just pleasure.

He watched her face. That beautiful face. Cooing. Admiring. Smiling at him. Checking with him with her eyebrows—is this right? Like this, baby? Is that good?

It was; it was; it was.

Eventually she turned her voice back on: “This is the most sexual thing I’ve done with a boy.”

“I’m a man.”

She groaned and stroked him harder. 

“Still. The most. Ever” She moaned again. “It’s so fucking good. I think I might cum.”

His hand shifted and he slipped against her folds, pushing her panties aside. Her body melted into his; she was lost. 

She was his. 

An orgasm, quick and short and peppy, raced through her system. Nothing like the orgasms he would give her later. She recognized it as one of the best she'd ever had. Her body pushed into his further. 

She decided she was in love with him. Her eyes told the whole story.

“I...I did cum,” she whispered. 

“Good.”

Surprise that she still was so fucking horny touched her face. But she clearly didn't care.

“Tell me your offer.”

“I’m going to run this city. Probably the region; maybe the state. However much I think I can do without drawing too much attention.”

Isabel drank him in. Believing him. Knowing he told the truth. Good. 

“Every last piece of commerce and enterprise will belong to me. All that money will funnel directly to me. You’ll be wealthy beyond anything you ever imagined. We’ll go on vacations that make the Hamptons look like a trip to the fucking antelope exhibit at the zoo.”

“Oh.” Her hand fiddled with his zipper, freeing his Cock. 

Isabel’s hand was on her father’s Cock, stroking it beautifully. Expertly, even though she was a complete virgin. 

“You’ll dress in the finest clothing. Yves Saint Laurent? Versace? Hermes? Yours. Diamonds. Furs. Heels. That’s your life, from now on. Forever.”

“Forever?”

“I’m fifty-seven, Isabel.”

Her hand stopped stroking; though it remained on his cock. “Shut the fuck up.”

“No.”

“You look—you look...you’re so fucking hot, though.”

“I know. You love it.”

“Yeah.”

“You love me.”

“I think I might. Fuck. Ungh.”

She started stroking again, staring into his eyes. Admiring his chin, his shoulders, the thickness of his chest and abs.

“Then believe me. You’ll be immortal. With me. At my side. Fucking up whoever you want to fuck up. Running whatever you want to run. Ruining whoever you want to ruin. It will all. Belong. To you.”

“And to you.”

“You’ll belong to me, so yes.”

“I’ll belong to you?”

An obvious protest. But in her eyes, that glimmer of hot interest. John could tell she imagined it right away—on her knees, decorated in lingerie and fine jewelry, crawling up one thigh, wrapping her hands around his body, his Cock, leaning in to slide her lips over his length.

“I don’t give handouts. I expect something for what I’m offering. Immortality. Eternal youth. Eternal beauty. Eternal wealth. All your desires manifest, no matter how dark or twisted. I’ll give you whatever you want.”

“But...”

“But. You’ll marry me.”

She giggled. She hadn’t expected a marriage proposal so soon. Or today. Or kind of ever. 

“What else?”

“You’ll be my slave.”

“Your slave?”

Again, she stopped stroking. This time her hand drew away, though it still lingered on the thick, heavily-muscled flesh of his thighs. She understood now what he said by “belong.” Her pussy pulsed near him, sending out heat. Cranking up the humidity in the diner.  

“I have a process. You’ll subject yourself to it. Willingly. You’ll make yourself mine. Your orgasms tied with my pleasure. Your happiness tied with my hardness. Your serenity tied with service to me. And in return, I’ll give you everything you could ever want.”

“Wouldn’t you decide what I want, in that case?”

“With some of the girls, that’s true. But with you...there’s a special program I want to execute. I don’t want your mind wiped. I just want to make sure you’re obedient. Wet. Willing.” He pushed his hand into her slit. “Always. I want everything you think of to always come back to making me hard.”

She gulped. She could see his hardness. Even now, it was difficult for her not to re-wrap her fingers around the perfect pillar of his manhood and then sink down her entire body on top of it, sliding her luscious lips against the hardness and holding fast, wrapped around it like a mast in the storm of her lust. She felt a compulsion to rub her jaw up and down its length, to celebrate the beauty of her face by decorating his Cock with it.

“This is...this is crazy.” She sat back slightly, crossing her arms. “This is totally crazy. I don’t even have...I mean, what about...I mean, fuck.” She licked her lips, staring still at the massive hard-on sprouting from his lap. “You could just be...some fucking...hunk with a big cock and a magnetic personality, right? So like, fuck. Maybe I’ll be your girlfriend, but you’re really...this joke is...fuck.”

She trailed off, watching precum spurt from his cock. It needed someone to slide fingers over the succulent dollop, to spread it into the cockhead and then work it into the shaft, to slide her lips over and taste it and smile and moan and take it deep down her throat...

She had moved up onto one leg, pushing forward on the booth.

“Proof?” said John. “Of course. Here.” 

He snapped his fingers for the waitress to come over. 

“How can I help you?” she said, giggling and looking at John’s cock with big eyes. 

“Show us your tits, babe.”

She gulped. Indecision wracked her pretty features. “Oh. I don’t...uh...”

“I’m telling you, Alexis, drop the act. Show Master your tits.”

A delighted smile crossed her face. “Yes, Master.”

She ripped her blouse open, revealing the heavy, bouncing mammaries underneath. 

“Do you like them, Master?”

Isabel’s mouth was open. She struggled for a moment, looking around the diner. No one was commenting on this. No one treated it like it was anything out of the ordinary. 

Holding up one well-muscled arm, John snapped his fingers. The sound rang clearly through the entire building. 

“Everyone, shut up.”

All the voices stopped.

“Turn this way.”

They all looked. Smoldering gazes full of lust.

Isabel seemed to notice for the first time that all the other people in the diner were women. All the customers, all the wait staff, all the kitchen staff. Really lovely, busty, beautiful women with hopeful earnest smiles as they looked in John’s direction. He had been guessing that Isabel was too self-obsessed—and obsessed with him—to pay much attention to anyone else, and as it turns out, he was right. 

“You’re fucking kidding,” said Isabel.

“I am not.”

“They have to do what you say.”

“They want to do what I say,” said John. “So much so that it feels like they have to.”

“Someone could disobey you if they really wanted?”

“It’s possible. But their minds are so soaked in constant orgasms, I can’t imagine it actually happening.”

Her fingertips began the slow crawl over his thigh back toward his cock. She was tentative at first, but once she felt the easy correctness of her hand there, her palm filled with his shaft and she stroked once more. 

“Bring them in front of us.”

This was almost a command from her, which John didn’t like. He preferred to think of it more of a beckoning. But, even so.

“Say please.”

She’d always had trouble with please and thank you, growing up.

She let out a low, needy growl, pushing her body against his with full-force. Her tits sliding up and down his thick bicep. “Please. Bring them in front of us, please.”

Her request started slightly sarcastic, the way teenagers do—please. But by the second please it had become earnest. It felt good to submit to him, to ask him. It felt good for a beautiful woman like her to make a request of a man like him: a man who could clearly deliver whatever it was she desired. 

It did not take long. Several slaves moved the furniture out of the way—the tables and the chairs and the stools—and before long more than two dozen beautiful women stood before them both. They had taken away the table at John and Isabel’s booth as well, so there was no obstruction of their view of their Master’s Cock. Isabel’s eyes were liquid with desire. 

“Tell them to obey me, please.”

“Obey you?”

“Do you want me to be your wife or not? You’re a king, right? Their king? So I’d be their queen. Don’t you want to know what I’d do with that kind of power?”

He really fucking did. 

“As long as we’re in this diner,” said John, “obey Isabel’s commands as if they are my own.”

“Yes, Master,” came the chorus. 

Isabel looked at him, stroking him, needing him. John’s cock strained in her grip; only by the force of his enormous will was he not spraying the first few rows of the gathered harem in waves of his thick cum.

Isabel addressed the crowd. “Refer to me as Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” came the chorus. 

She giggled delightedly, stroking John more. He felt even closer to cumming. She liked it right away, right away. Without any training or suggestion. Just because the opportunity was there. Because she knew she was untouchable; because she the strongest man she’d ever even heard of backing her up. 

If he was the Alpha Hunk, she was the Alpha Bitch. His harem leader. He had no compunction about replacing Violet with her—Violet's daughter—and Violet would never complain. He simply wouldn’t allow her to. 

Isabel continued. “All of you, kneel.”

They did. Isabel groaned. 

“You two, kiss.”

They did right away, a redhead and a dark-haired Latina, kissing like long lost lovers reunited after years. To the best of John’s recollection, they were actually close to sixty years-old and vicious business rivals running competing salons in town. Now they looked like barely eighteen virginal goddesses with heavy, heaping tits and bright skin and melty eyes. 

Isabel wrapped her whole body around John, climbing into his lap completely. Her young, fresh body grinding tight on his chest and hip and side. 

“I can make them do anything?” she asked, stroking intently. 

“Anything.”

“You won’t mind?”

“Never.”

“What if it’s...bad? What if I'm mean?”

He took her by the glorious lines of her jaw. “As long as you’re by my side, Isabel, I don’t give a fuck what you do to them. They don’t matter. Only you matter. They’re toys for us.”

She kissed him then as hard as anyone ever had. Harder. She melted her entire body against his. Her beautiful lips pressing into his, their tongues slipping across each other as they moaned needfully into each other’s bodies. All the while, stroking, urging, needing to feel his hardness under her hand. Like he was a giant vehicle and his cock was the stick to control it with.

“Now,” said Isabel, pulling away. A hot wet bridge of saliva between their lips broke off and dripped down into her tits. “You two, the kissers.”

They stopped to listen, rapturously look at Isabel. 

“You,” she pointed at the Latina. “Slap her. And choke her. And don’t stop.”

John watched the Latina obey. One hard slap—and then choking. 

And then choking.

And Isabel was stroking.

The other girl's face getting purple.

And she kept choking. 

And Isabel kept stroking. Stroking and choking and stroking, all mixed up. Running together. 

“Oh my god,” moaned Isabel. “Oh fuck. She'll really...she'll really...she'll fucking do it, oh my god...”

Isabel, riding his cock with her hands, came as she watched.

John came too, watching the gorgeous, cruel face of his daughter contort in such beautiful ecstasy. As he thought he would, he covered the first two rows of gathered harem with the spraying thick ropes of his cum. Isabel watched it, breathing hard, cumming, clearly in disbelief at the volume.

In front of them, the sadistic display continued. The one girl looked nearly done-in.

“S-stop,” she said, to the choking girl.

It was clear to John that this wasn't because she was done with it so much as it was because she simply got tired of the noise. 

They did stop right away. Both went directly back to kneeling before them. No complaining. No comments. Even the choked girl managed to keep herself quiet despite how much she heaved and sucked in air. Isabel leaned over with long fingers and gathered up some heady, heavy cum from his Cock and slurped it down, winking at him as she did. 

His forever, now that she had tasted it. She just had no idea. His taste was fundamentally addictive. He couldn’t be a kind master to the town at large, because they all needed his cum, and there were too many of them to provide for. Many would be in constant pain, constant need, constant states of desperation. 

God, she made him hot.

An evil queen. He’d be fostering the worst parts of all her narcissism. Encouraging her to delve into the deepest, darkest, most fucked-up elements of her brain to give them free reign on the world.

And he didn’t give a fuck.

In fact, he rather liked it.

In fact, he loved it—because all that power she had meant nothing without him. He was the source of her power, her control, her diabolical acts. Which meant everything she did, he was responsible for...and they’d never have any consequences because he was far too careful and too powerful for that. 

“I’ve almost come to a decision,” she said, sliding off his body. Sizing him up, still. Biting her lip as she did. “But I have a request first.”

“Okay.”

“I need you to teach my family a fucking lesson. Especially my dad.”

John grinned.

* * * * *
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THEY ARRIVED BACK AT his house—his old house—after about a forty-five minute walk. 
The house was actually only ten minutes away, but John and Isabel kept stopping to make out madly when he got tired of not having his tongue down her throat. 
She stopped willingly, needfully, achingly. He pushed her against trees and bark scraped her skin; she didn’t care. He stopped her in front of old people, children, neighbors; she didn’t care. All she wanted was him now. She molded against his body, rubbing her tits tight against his chest, tighter with each and every step. 

Whispering adoration, moaning, giggling, smiling. 

John was aware—painfully, with his Cock straining and bulging and pulsing every time the thought really came to the forefront—that he hadn't even put the helmet on her yet. 

Her outfit was in total disarray. Her bra disposed of somewhere along the way. Her panties disintegrated from tugging, fingering, and gushing and then torn away with a few stray pieces of fabric still sticking out from the tiny coverage of her ass-hugging shorts. The button of her shorts undone, her blouse mostly undone, body on display and yet somehow all the clothes were still tight and presenting her youthful beauty to him.

John had, in the weeks since coming into the fullness of his power, done what anyone in his position might have done—he had gathered a very large harem, and then needed money and space for them. So he mindfucked a few bank managers and accountants and basically everyone who was rich or influential, and had them sign away their lives to him. Some of them were homeless now, with no place to go. It would get cold outside soon. 

John got hard thinking about walking by their chattering, freezing bodies, his girls in fur, their penniless lives unable to stop him. 

Depending on how cruel he felt, he might let those money slaves keep the memory of their independence. Just to really drive it home what he had now that he was able to take from them.

Because if there was one thing he had learned—one thing that Isabel already knew from birth, which was so fucking hot to him—it was that all that mattered in this world was what you were able to take from others.

And if you were strong enough to take something? You should. Just like he was going to take his daughter’s virginity. 

They stopped again in front of his old house; the one where he'd fucked Blair for the first time, where he had first gathered his harem. 

He had already prepared Violet and Blair to be there; he would have taken Isabel here even if she hadn’t requested it. It only made him harder that she had. 

His hand slipped up her ass, gripping it hard between the cheeks. He gripped her jaw with his other hand, holding her tight, fingers crawling down to her nimble throat. 

“You’re going to show them, aren’t you?” she asked. “Show them who’s in charge? Show them that you own me now?”

“I will.”

“Good. I hate them. All of them. I want them to suffer for making me hate them.”

She kissed him deep, clearly thinking she was in full view of whoever was home. It was late afternoon, and she was used to everyone being present at that time. The wide windows of the house would have a clear view of the two of them. 

“Let’s go.”

Still gripping her tight by the ass, he led her up into the house. She motioned awkwardly for a moment, looking for keys on her person, but John opened it and just stepped inside. 

“Honey? I’m home.”

Violet greeted him in high heels and lingerie. She called it her “housewife look.” The lingerie sported lace frills around the waist, highlighting how spectacularly tiny the circumference there had become due to the VR helmet’s influence. John would have been surprised if her waist was more than 18 inches around. 

Those hips blossomed spectacularly into beautiful, wide, child-rearing hips going down, and a massive bosom already leaking sweet-smelling milk on top. Her tits presented cleavage perfectly encased by a white bra, each tit deliciously hugging the other, delivering a smooth elegant canal in which expensive diamonds draped. She wrapped her arms around John and greeted him with a long kiss, her cunt hungry against his thigh. 

“It’s been so long, darling,” she moaned. “You haven’t fucked me since this morning...”

It must have felt like an eternity to her. There were plenty of girls he didn’t fuck—he owned several neighborhoods at this point—and he really could only make time for seven or nine a day, and really only three could share his bed at a time. 

The ones he owned who didn't get to fuck him lived in constant agony. Needing his cum, but not getting it. He liked that, and he knew Isabel would like it too.

Isabel watched him, tugging at his arm, trying in her sudden confusion to pull him away from Violet. He was tempted. Isabel was more beautiful, more exotic, but Violet was definitely more seductive at the moment. After all, she had been reformatted from the DNA-up to become his absolutely perfect slavewife, eager to obey his every desire and anticipate his every need. 

Her hands—Violet’s—were already unleashing his Cock, stroking him as she always did upon greeting him, looking at their daughter standing behind him. 

“Oh, you found her,” said Violet. “How wonderful, John.”

Her use of his name was intentional, obviously. She wanted to let Isabel know. 

“John?” said Isabel. “I—I don’t understand...”

He didn’t care. He pushed Violet up against the wall, making out with her harder as she tugged on his cock. 

“You’ll fuck her,” Violet moaned. “You’ll fuck her correctly. You’ll teach her.”

He would. He’d wanted Isabel for so long. His perfect home life. He already took Violet and fucked her brain beyond recognition. He did the same to Blair—only, she had really done it to herself, what a good girl. She—Blair—snuck up on Isabel now as the beautiful statuesque teen watched in slow realization of what she was seeing. Then, John had taken the whole fucking neighborhood, and the adjoining ones. Driving the men out. Making the women hotter; making the women his. 

This was what the fuck he deserved. This was what the fuck he had earned from a lifetime of toil and doing the right thing.

Now, he got to do the wrong thing, with no consequences. And he couldn’t think of anything more wrong than fucking Isabel. 

Violet’s cunt was so available to him. Hot like an oven. Sweat drizzled down both their bodies. He could take her right there while Isabel watched—while his daughter watched. Blair knew what to do. Blair would keep her in place. 

But instead, he stopped, and pushed Violet down to the ground. Right away, Violet did her duty, obediently sucking her MasterHusband with gusto. Heavy strokes, urgent kissing, long deepthroating. 

Isabel, clearly a bit thrown and scared, decided to retreat. She turned and saw Blair, who closed the door and turned, posed, popped one foot up, and smiled. 

“Hey sis. How are you?”

Isabel screamed. 

* * * * *
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“YOU’RE MY DAD,” SHE said.

Her beautiful eyes were so wide. She still had trouble believing. That was okay. They had all the time in the world.

“That’s right.”

“You’ve been him. You’ve been you. This whole time?”

“Yes.”

Blair’s head hit the table underneath him. This conversation, this reveal, excited him and so he bucked his hips a lot. Blair was having a great time. She and Violet traded spots briefly, expertly, letting Violet lead. 

They used a table at Isabel’s request. He explained that his wife and daughter needed his cum; she asked for at least a table so she didn’t have to confront everything at once. Violet and Blair hidden from view, though their cocksucking was still quite audible.

John liked indulging her. So they sat in the dining room. Isabel was so close to him that her legs pushed against Violet. Pushing against her mother during fellatio. John bucked his hips again, grunting. 

“So your name isn’t Parker. It’s John.”

“Yes.”

She shook her head. Thinking back. Groaning. 

“This whole time?”

“Yes.”

“Even when I...even in the diner?”

“When you stroked me off so well? Yup.”

“But...” she shook her head. “I don’t understand. I love you. But I hated you.”

“I’ve changed, Isabel.”

“You were a loser.”

“I know.”

“You were old. And kind of fat. And bald. And you...Mom treated you like shit. Only Blair liked you at all and that’s because she felt bad about you.”

Before, these words would have stung John. But he was too self-assured now to be hurt by the truth. Everything Isabel said was accurate; he had no reason to dodge. 

Beneath him, Violet traded off once again with Blair on his Cock. He didn't have to see; he could feel the differences in their lips. Blair led now, so sensitive and mewling as she adored him.

“That’s right.”

“Now you’re...now you’re a fucking hunk. And you taste so good. You feel so good. You kiss so good, fuck.” She shook her head. “I made out with my fucking Dad.”

“You did. You also stroked me off.”

“God.”

Her hands ran against her gorgeous teenage body, uncontrollably shivering with lust. Fingers squeezing into her blouse, across her tits, over erect nipples and goosepimpled flesh. She shuddered, eyes low. 

“Why the fuck does it feel so good?”

“Because I’m a real fucking man, Isabel. The kind of man you’ve waited for. The kind you deserve. You want to make me happy. You want to make Daddy happy. You always have. You just never thought of me as Daddy.”

“I didn’t.”

“I was a disappointment.”

“Yes.”

“Now I’m what you want. Strong. Capable. Robust. You know I can cum in you for days and fuck Mommy so hard she’ll never be able to talk shit about me, poisoning your mind. You know I’ll fuck the pity right out of Blair and all her codependent gesturing, and you know nothing will stop or get in the way or interfere at all with all that heat you need to feel for Daddy. Don’t you?”

Isabel’s hips flexed as he spoke, lifting up off the chair. Her thighs sliding into Violet’s face. With the smallest of gestures, John sent Violet over to their daughter’s crotch. Violet’s fingers nimbly dismantled the buttons and zippers of Isabel’s shorts. Pushing in. Breathing on her daughter’s cunt. Needing to get closer. 

“Y-yes,” said Isabel. “I n-need that.”

“And our bargain, Isabel. Do you remember our bargain?”

She whimpered, pushing her pussy—so wet and hot—against Violet’s face. Violet began to lick. The sounds were soft and earnest and rhythmic. 

“Y-yes.”

“Tell it to me. Show me you understand.”

“I’d be your slave. Your queen, is what you said. In charge of the others.”

“Yes. Because deep down, you loved me this whole time. You needed to love me. You just needed me to be what you loved.”

“Y-yes.” She started to moan. “I w-wanted a Daddy who was worthy of me.”

“Keep going. Tell me about our deal.”

“You told me I could treat them all how I wanted. No consequences.”

“Go on.”

“You said I’d be immortal. Eternal. Wealthy. Forever. Beautiful forever.”

Violet’s tongue was doing real work on Isabel. A flush had taken hold of all of her pristine pale skin. She writhed in the chair across from John but still held his gaze. 

“And what did you want in return?”

Blair climbed up higher on John’s cock, crowding his lap. Visibly sucking him off in front of Isabel now. There were no more complaints. Isabel saw it, on the edge of her own orgasm from her mother’s tongue, torn between staring into the eyes of the hunk her Daddy had become and the tongue-slurping loveydovey blowjob that Blair delivered. 

“I wanted you to teach my family a lesson.”

“What do you think, Isabel? Have we learned our lesson?”

She whimpered and nodded. 

“I didn’t hear you, Isabel. Speak up.”

Behind Isabel, two girls walked in. Kelly and Rosie, another mother-daughter pair that John had mindfucked completely. Bimbo dolls obsessed with their appearances and with pleasing Daddy. They held the VR Helmet that had transformed his life. Portable now, and the mindfucking process in real-time nearly instant. Inside the helmet, his girls reported, time stood still. They would be inside its confines for ten million years of worship of His Cock for every thirty seconds it was on. 

Violet put it on every night for hours, sometimes with his Cock deep inside her throat. 

Isabel saw them coming, and quivered, hands grasping at Violet’s hair. She needed to cum so bad. 

“Y-yes!”

“Yes, what?”

Her head was lolling from Violet's tongue. “Yes, Sir!”

“Try again.”

“Yes...” she gulped, patting Violet's head, as if somehow she could get her to slow down.. “Yes, Master!”

He jammed his cock down Blair's throat, so hard Blair yelped with the suddenness. Violet, sensing his lust, licked Isabel even harder.

“Again.”

“Y-yes, Daddy!”

“Do you accept my offer?”

Her body thrashed; orgasm hitting her hard from Violet’s efforts. 

“Y-yes!” she screamed. “Y-yes! Yes Sir! Yes Master! Yes Daddy!”

The helmet came down. She went from thrashing to motionless in less than a second. 

* * * * * 
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LATER THAT NIGHT. NIGHT completely fallen. Isabel in the bed before John. 

All around her, kneeling before the bed, were his other slaves—or some of them, anyway. Kneeling. Softly chanting his name, chanting Master. 

Isabel didn’t need to have the helmet on for five and a half hours—she would have been “cooked” in under a minute. 

But that’s why it was hot. Violet kept stroking John, whispering in his ear how much hotter Isabel would be if they kept going...kept going...kept going...

It was the kind of logic that worked well on John.

Her body, beautiful before, now had become something that transcended humanity. A beauty so oblique that it defied logic. Long limbs with fingers stretching down deep into the long supple meat of her thighs. A gap between those thighs that, even when she walked, you could fit a grapefruit between. A tiny, defined torso and waist with hips that extended out into shocking width, somehow obeying the golden ratio even with her tits so large and robust.

Kneeling, wearing lingerie now dripping-wet with her tit milk and pussy honey, her hair puddled down in the bed in a deliciously dark black mass of delight. She stared up at him, knowing him completely—knowing he was her Daddy.

He stood at attention before the bed, before her, and so did his Cock. Violet at one side, Blair at the other, both of them stroking him intently. Also in heels and lingerie. Both of them statuesque, tall, busty, grinding into his body with care and adoration. Every so often he would cum, his spray washing over the faces of the rotating medley of girls kneeling before him, and every girl in the room would cum with him—save for Isabel.

She didn’t get to cum until he was inside of her. 

“Please, Daddy...” Isabel moaned, gesturing toward him. “Please, my King. Please come fuck me?”

Oh, he definitely would. 

He landed on the bed kissing her, pushing her back. Blair and Violet crowding him. The whole family together at last. 

“Fuck me, Daddy!” she moaned, over and over again.

Chanting it. Like she was in a cult. 

Her legs bunched up underneath his chest as she presented her virgin, teenage pussy to him. 

Her cunt was so slick that he entered her right away. Pushing past her virginal resistance. No barriers anymore. 

Her entire body shuddered in the quick pain and then overwhelming pleasure. Tightening around his length. Made for him. He could feel her body bulge from the huge cock he entered inside her. Mommy and Blair right there next to her, their plush lips touching hers.

“Isn't Daddy so fucking good?” Blair asked. “Isn't he amazing?” 

And Violet, pushing on his hips, pushing him in to fuck his daughter harder—fuck their daughter harder: “Fuck her, Daddy.”

And Blair, pushing with Mommy, needing him to fuck her sister so hard, to fuck her correct like he had fucked her: “Fuck her, Daddy.”

And the slaves gathered in the dark room—each one more than enough to drain a man dry in an hour’s time, and none of whom would ever be able to satiate the massive godhood he now sported as well as the tight teenage goddess he now plunged into with thrust after thrust:

“Please, Master. Please, Master. Please, Master.”

None of the sounds in the room over twenty-five decibels. 

Isabel's mouth opened and closed, barely able to form words. Her eyes locked on to his. Worshiping. Adoring. All the love he'd ever wanted from his daughter given to him now. He was every man to her, every male. Her hips bucked up into his each time he thrust into her tight young body. His big bulge filling her up, overfilling her. 

Precum and her own orgasmic juices dripped through the bed. The sheets soaked through from the milk pouring from Violet and Blair as they ran their slick dripping bodies all over John and Isabel. 

Kissing his daughter, kissing Isabel, John felt the urge to cum become too much to resist, even for him. He needed to breed her, cum in her, make her pregnant. Make her his, forever, permanently. Even more than what the Helmet did. 

“Gonna fucking cum,” he growled against her face. “Gotta cum. Gotta cum. Gotta cum...”

She nodded and urged him and begged and pleaded and John could not hold back at all any longer. 

He came inside of her. His cum unleashed like a fountain of warmth inside her body. Their bodies twisting up in orgasm, and Violet and Blair cumming too at the same second. Grinding their bodies on their Daddy and Daughter and Sister all in the same moment, brought together by his unstoppable Cock. 

For a moment after he was done, John just let his still-hard Cock sit inside her gushing, pulsing pussy.

“I love You, Daddy,” Isabel whispered. “My Husband. My King. I always loved You so much.”

He couldn’t help himself; just to fuck with her a little. Have his fun for a while; he had all the time in the world. 

So he kissed her on the forehead. “I know.”

* * * * * 
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“Y-YOU GOT HERE EARLY,” said Henderson, opening the van door to see Snow inside already.

He had been planning to shut it all down today. Something was so wrong. He couldn't stop thinking about how worthless he was. About how badly he should just do what a real man said. But w-wasn't he a man?

It was the helmet. John and the helmet. He had to shut it down.

But Snow was here already. 

“Yes,” she said, dismissive. “I just uploaded a virus to sabotage every other helmet in distribution.”

“Y-you did?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “They'll all be subservient to Master's now. He'll have the only helmet in existence. Isn't that wonderful?”

She turned to look at him, disgust on her face. Henderson felt pure despair. 

“Shouldn't you like, I don't know. Find a bridge to jump off or something?”

He knew she was right. There was no place for him anymore. Henderson gulped. 

# # #
[image: image]


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:

Bimbo Pill – New Wife

A virgin’s sexy mad science plan to turn her crush’s wife into a bimbo backfires, and she has no choice but to make herself an even sexier bimbo to compete!

Bimbo Processing Unit – Needy Boss

The VR Helmet can make even the snobbiest boss turn into an eager, submissive slave...especially if she’s secretly fantasized about such a thing forever!

Bimbo Pill – Hot Crush

Sexy Rhonda has a sexy plan to turn her crush's wife into a bimbo to make him less interested in being married...but it backfires horribly. And sexily.

Bimbo Processing Unit – Hot Household

John discovers a VR helmet that provides him an escape from his dull, loveless marriage. But when the helmet makes the women in his life kneel before him, the fantasy becomes an amazing reality!

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 Lilith 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.

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

Craving Gangs of Men

TWENTY scintillating stories of gorgeous babes being drilled by gangs of hardcore, hard-bodied men!

Harem Maker – The Bundle

His dream girl becomes something more when she starts gathering women to worship his cock...but is it too good to be true?

Craving Overflowing Cups

TWENTY stories of delicious, milk-filled goodness, each story prominently featuring lactation and more!

Hypno Headphones – The Bundle

Chanel is a born bad girl, so when she’s mind controlled to be a perfect slave, all she wants to do is encourage her new Master to gather all the hot barely legal school girls he wants!

Just 18 Fantasies

EIGHTEEN sexy stories of BARELY EIGHTEEN babes desperate to be fucked as hard as possible by strong alpha studs. 

Bimbo Genie - The Bundle 

Airhead sex genie Zanthia is obsessed with cock, but forbidden to touch, so she lives vicariously through the wishes of one Master after another. But will she be ever be able to satisfy her craving?

Forbidden Cravings – A Bundle

TWENTY stories sampling treats and tricks from all over the Nadia Nightside catalogue!

Bimbo Office – The Bundle

The FULL story of the gorgeously mindfucked Delilah and her mission to become her Master's Number One Bimbo Office Pet!

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!

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! 
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        Robert's restaurant job has him exhausted and overworked, not to mention overstimulated by the gorgeous, scantily-clad women who work with him and seem dead-set on teasing him to death. Using their good looks and hot outfits, they always manage to convince him to do more work for them. But when he meets a new patron late one night, everything changes. She's gorgeous and she wants to serve him; she's fertile and she wants him unprotected; she's in love with him and swears she's a magic succubus who will obey his every command. And for some reason, she looks exactly like the hot chef who has denied Robert for so long…
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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:
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