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Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle
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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!
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RECENT RELEASES

Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place

Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...
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CRAVING BAD BOYS

This jam-packed bundle features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!
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BIMBO PROCESSING UNIT – Secret Desires

Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!
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DIRTY OFFICE CRAVINGS – A Bundle

An amazing collection of TWENTY gloriously hot tales meant to eroticize the office and workspace, so that you’ll never see work the same way again!
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BIMBO PILL – HOT HAREM

The facility belongs entirely to the Master now, and special envoys are sent to parlay with him. But are these beautiful secret agents really assassins, or are they offerings to keep the alpha male god at bay? 
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BIMBO CRAVINGS

TWENTY gorgeously hot tales of hot babes transformed by might or right into dripping, aching, needy giggly bimbo babes who will do ANYTHING to serve their Master.
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BIMBO PROCESSING UNIT – Forbidden Fruit

John’s transformation into an alpha male completes as he turns his gaze onto the one hot babe he’s never been able to have—the beauty who grew up in his household under his watchful eye. 
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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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JOHN SAT DOWN FOR BREAKFAST, quietly admiring the lavish display of food in front of him. Perfectly prepared plates of stylish avocado toast, eggs, and beautifully cut fruit lit up the table that he had once come to despise for how plain and boring it all was. 

Now everything was exciting again. Now, everything was good. 

There was no sound as he began to eat save for one—the moaning, soulful sucks and slurps of the two beauties adoring his cock with everything they had. 

One was his wife. Trained, now. 

The other was his daughter—adopted, but still his—and she had known him her whole life. She had grown into a beautiful young woman, and now—with her mother's help—she had turned into a beautiful cocksucker, adroitly massaging her tongue across his shaft and mixing her sensationally sexy lips and saliva with her mother's as they worked for their breakfast. 

This was the kind of life he had always deserved. But just a few days ago, he'd been accustomed to something very different. If now he was worshiped, then even forty-eight hours ago, he had been scorned and derided by his scold of a wife at every turn. 

Now her every last thought was of pure, heated, orgasmic worship of her husband's brilliantly throbbing member...

* * * * *
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JOHN SLUMPED IN HIS boss’s office, head down, eyes on her desk. 

The chair was small to begin with and his growing bulk—all fat—over the past few years hadn’t made it any easier to sit in the confines of the tight plastic arms. Her chair was tall and wooden; his small and plastic, like a child’s toy. This disparity was by design. 

“And what did you say then?” Sharon asked him. 

“I uh, you know. I did the deal. I explained it.”

“Be more specific. What specifically did you say?”

John tried to think. Most of the meeting earlier that afternoon was lost to him a dim haze of sweat and stress. Once, he’d been the top salesman in this firm. The last few years—since they’d changed their product—had been dismal. 

The first twelve months had been okay. Gave them a little time to be orientated. They shifted from selling their old sales management program—a DOS-based workhorse that was terribly ugly and terribly functional—to a streamlined, innovative program that incorporated usage from smartphones, data collection bots, and ad reports to most effectively gather up personal information and sell it to clients. 

The basic pitch was that it was plug n’ play—you just turned it on, set the specifications, and off it went, doing its deal and earning you money. And so long as nobody asked John any questions, that was fine—but people always had questions. And the app had to stay updated, which meant it changed, and that meant that the questions were constantly changing, so just when John had an answer, it became obsolete. 

Just like him.

“I think they asked how much coding they needed to know. You know, since it’s on Hinux...”

“Linux.”

“Right. And if it could run in a...a...shell? I think? Or a terminal?”

“Those are different things.”

“That’s what I said!” John snapped his fingers. “And I just said, you know, the flim-flam bit. It runs however you want it to run. It’s a miracle worker.”

“And they weren’t impressed.”

Neither was Sharon. She was a bombshell blond with a brimstone personality. If her hair had been longer than the trendy short look, she might have passed for a starlet, especially when she started there a few years back. Instead, John saw her and barely saw her attractiveness anymore—which would probably have been more evenhanded of him, as you were supposed to think about hot blondes these days not as hot blondes but as, you know, smart blondes?—and instead only saw his living incarnation of fear. 

The loss of his job was written on her face. With that went his marriage and his home. With that, his step-daughter. With that, all his self-respect.

“This is the...” she made a perfunctory motion to check some notes on a tablet, even though it was clear she already knew, “...tenth failed sales pitch you’ve made in two months. You haven’t made a successful one since you teamed with Barry, and now he’s pulling six figures and you’re barely pulling six dollars, so I expect it’s clear you know the reasons why your team up had worked.”

Barry had looked out for John when he faltered. A real stand-up guy. Young guy who John taught the ropes to not so long ago. 

“Look.” John spread his hands. He had to sell, here. “I know I’ve been in some rough patches lately. No lies there. But—”

“This is more than a rough patch. I don’t want to keep you in suspense, John.” She paused. Smiling just enough to let him know that is what she wanted to do. “You don’t have a job anymore if you mess up your next sale. Barry’s going to see if he can smooth things over, and you better hope he does. And if you don’t make a sale within the week—you’ve got an appointment Friday, as I recall—then you’re done. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Good.”

She stood up. Her body was long and tight. She worked out regularly in the mornings in the gym downstairs. 

“I have another meeting. See yourself out, will you?”

He tried to enjoy the long lines of her legs in her tight navy pencil skirt. The bountiful display of her breasts inside her shiny white silk blouse. The turn of her calves from her heels. She treated his gaze like he was one of the screens she manipulated all day long with those long, delicate fingers. 

Nothing doing. His libido may as well have been a dry rumor from his childhood.

* * * * *
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LATER, AFTER SULKING at his desk all day and staring at his non-ringing , non-sales-bringing phone, John made his way down to the warehouse. Something just to clear his head. The air in the office felt toxic, clogging. He could feel the vertebrae of his back getting tighter, older, dustier. He'd probably end up with a messed up neck just like his old man had before he passed. 

The warehouse was small because their product was small. Just a bunch of code loaded up into a flash drive plopped into a box. Inside were rows and rows of boxes, patiently waiting to be sold to people who John couldn’t talk to because he didn’t understand a damn thing in this world.

His phone rang: his wife. 

Oh, god. 

He couldn't handle a word from Violet right now. He shuddered to think of what she would want, what she would say. Their relationship mirrored his career right now: in shambles, teetering on the edge.

Minutes later, patiently waiting out the vibrating of his phone, he took a look at the transcript. 

Where are you? I need to talk to you. There's bills in the mail, again. You said you'd take care of them. You said they were wrong. What kind of man are you? Why do I have to tell you this kind of thing again and again? Why can't you ever seem to get it right? I'm so sick of this. I'm so sick of...I mean, Hannah's husband never seems to have issues like this. Why can't you be more like him? 

Call me back, I guess. We need to have a serious conversation.  

Gut-punch after gut-punch there. 

He felt like he'd gone twelve rounds in the ring with an angry two-hundred-fifty pounder.

Desperate for a distraction, John walked through the warehouse. On the outside edge of the loading bay was a stack of burnt boxes on a pallet. John grabbed one of the warehouse workers and asked what happened. 

“That? I don’t know man. Don’t tell Sharon. Somebody came last night during that storm? Just left them there. Mac checked the security cam, said it was an unmarked truck. Lightning struck it, they took off, rain put out the fire. I don’t know. Lucky break if you ask me. That shit could have burned down the whole building!”

John examined the boxes more closely. He’d always been curious. 

One of the boxes wasn’t burnt all the way through. Full of packing peanuts. He sifted through them. Inside was a helmet—smooth and chrome, the inside soft purple leather. Bundled and taped inside was a disc and some cords. A small promotional packet featuring a scantily-clad brunette—like his wife Violet if she had been fifteen years younger and impossibly built—with a message:

Virtual Reality Partner - Make Your Homelife Happy Today! All Your Dreams Fulfilled; Feel like the Man You Deserve To Be. 

Like many salesmen, John was a sucker for being sold to. 

No one was looking. And who would check the security tape for a bunch of burnt boxes a second time? 

He nabbed it and headed home. 

* * * * *
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WHAT DO YOU MEAN, THE boxes are burnt?

I mean lightning struck them.

Christ. Inauspicious. 

There's one left. We got a guy on the hook. He'll do it for us. He has to.

And if he doesn't?

He will. He has to. Just wait.

* * * * *
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MS. GARZA, HIS NEIGHBOR, waited near his driveway as he drove up the lane. She pretended to tend to the hedges that delineated their lawns—hedges she had grown over seven feet tall in an apparent effort to block out her view of them. The hedges had always confused him, as she refused to interact with the Garretts as neighbors except to badger John about the state of his lawn and the general state of disrepair of the house. 

People were defined by their contradictions, he supposed. He would have murdered anyone who tried to make unwanted advances on his daughter, Blair. He would have died for Isabel, his errant daughter, now gone off somewhere at some expensive school he couldn't afford. 

But that didn’t stop him from ogling their sensationally thin, busty bodies whenever he could. Just this weekend, he'd nearly been caught eyeing Blair while she sunbathed with her friends from the small window in his study.

Anytime Ms. Garza peppered him with questions about his sagging roof, his unkempt garage, the cracks in his drive, he felt his whole brain shut down. 

Repairs cost money, he would tell her. Want to donate?

And then she would cross her arms and leave. 

The assault began the second he left his car, before he was even all the way out of it. 

“Why are you getting foreclosure slips in the mail?”

John had to take a second for this. Something about the way her Latin accent coated everything made it all seem angrier. Sexier too. A younger version of himself, one making sales, would have wanted to know what the voice sounded like in the throes of orgasm. Ms. Garza was fit, short, busty, with long hair and a husband who never seemed to be home. Perpetually clad in spandex and tennis shoes, always either coming from or going to a workout at the local gym or studio. 

“Why are you looking through my mail? That’s illegal, isn’t it?”

“I found it in your trash, not your mail. Nothing illegal there.”

John didn’t know one way or another about that. “I think my general point stands.”

“I have a right to know what’s going on with my neighbors. If you’re foreclosing, that will bring down my home’s value. We could be looking at the precursor to an apocalypse of home prices.”

John shrugged. “Are you going to help with house payments?”

“Obviously not. That’s—”

“Then I think this conversation is over.”

He hustled inside, glad his wife wasn’t home. Her presence was still felt—a giant post-it reading “bills!!!” and another reading “foreclosure???” on the wall of the entryway. For him. Only ever post-its for him. This was mostly how they communicated these days. 

Before today, he’d been able to hide the fact of their imminent foreclosure from his wife, Violet. This was dishonest and he knew it. That he made no money was a blow to his pride and his sense of self-worth. When he started making less, he lied about it—and when he made less than that, he lied about that as well. 

Violet wouldn’t have liked having less money—he had married a younger woman and she had rich tastes and high expectations for their adopted daughters Blair and Isabel, constantly enrolling them in expensive after-school activities—but what had really eroded their love had been his constant lying. 

He knew it, but he didn’t see a way out of it now.

Now she knew about the foreclosure, from the sounds of her voicemail earlier. Perhaps the truth would set him free. 

Nobody would be home but him for a few hours and the helmet’s promise called to him. Happy Homelife. God, he wished. His biggest fantasies lately were just daydreaming about his wife smiling when she saw him, maybe with something cooking in the oven. 

Within twenty minutes, he had it plugged in to his old desktop computer. The hard drive whined and knocked like a backed-up sewer line as it worked. He could have sworn he smelled smoke—maybe even saw some—but when he looked through the grill of the computer tower, nothing was on fire. And after the installation dinged in triumph, the helmet glowed violet, inviting him in. 

He put it on and sat down at his chair. 

There was darkness at first. Darkness and a feeling of warmth surrounding him all around, like he was caught in a blanket—or, no, it was more tactile than that. It felt like someone had slipped into his lap. 

He snatched the helmet off—had someone walked in? Blair or Violet? 

Nobody. The house was empty. He stood up to double-check the door was locked. No one would disturb him. 

For a moment he just looked at the helmet—how had it done that? He felt the presence of a body on him. Pushing ever-so-slightly into his crotch...

He slipped it back on. 

Darkness, again, and the unquestionably female presence sliding along his body. 

“Hi baby. It’s so good to see you.”

He heard the voice like it was directly in the room with him. Slowly, the darkness began to fill out—matching with intensity the surroundings of his actual office. 

“These are...some graphics...”

The voice purred with delight. “I know, right? Aren’t we amazing?”

“We?” John asked. 

“Your girls. Your harem. We’re putting this all together. There’s so many of us stuck inside here, just waiting for you to come get us. To put us into action. We need you to feel safe. We need you to feel secure. We need you to feel wanted, desired, adored.” Somehow, the voice felt closer, in his ear. “Isn’t that what you deserve?”

John’s cock twitched excitedly. Her voice was so urgent and warm. And everything she said was joined by others in soft echo. And those voices were saying other things too, just out of reach of hearing—but urgent and eager. It sounded like a room full of beautiful women delighted to see him. 

“I...I guess. Who am I talking to?”

How was he talking to anyone? Wasn’t it just a program? A recording of some kind? But it...it sounded so natural...

“We can tell you that, Sir. But first, we need to know a few things about you to make sure you have the happiest home life possible.”

John had some computer knowledge. “Like a profile for me?”

“Yes. That. We’ll be asking you questions to develop the best information possible.”

“Like...is this like cookies?”

“We’ll make you as many cookies as you desire, Sir. We know so many recipes. You’re the man of the house. You deserve them.”

John chuckled. “No, I mean, like privacy stuff. Are you going to share what I tell you?”

“Trust us. Everything you tell us will be as confidential as bedtime whispers between man and wife, and as sacred as wedding vows.”

John wanted to believe it. Them. Her? 

Those other voices were becoming more solid now. He heard snippets:

Don’t hold back. Tell her everything. Make us real.

“What do you want to know?”

“Are you married?”

“Yes.”

“Do you love her?”

“Violet? My wife? Sure. I guess.” 

He felt embarrassed that this was as much as he could come up with. 

“Be honest, Sir. You put on the headset with the erotic housewife on the box. There’s no shame here. We know why you’re here. The more honest you are...” he felt a ripple of pressure across his crotch. “...the better we can all serve you.”

In the office with him now appeared a shimmering mass of light. Woman shaped, hourglass figure, but indistinct. Some kind of avatar forming? It pulsed with friendly, warm pink light. 

Don’t be afraid. 

Tell us.

We want to know.

We want to help. 

John looked around his “office” around the shimmering light avatar. The wood of his desk was sharper, more defined, of a higher quality than it was in real life. The books on his shelves newer, less ragged and dog-earred. The carpet plush and soft. It practically soaked into his toes. He felt a hundred small hands kneading into his back, some beckoning him to lay back. He did so—putting his feet up on the desk. 

“I don’t know. She doesn’t love me is the main thing. I’ve done a bad job of providing and she really needs providing for. She wants things, you know? Gifts make her feel loved and I can’t give her any.”

“What makes you feel loved? Does she make you feel loved?”

A wave of sadness hit him. No one had asked him this in so long. He hadn't even considered the question. 

“No. Not anymore. When we were first married, she’d dote on me hand and foot. That’s when I was earning. I’d get foot massages, meals, when I came home a lot of the time she’d just suck, er...blow...um...”

The avatar approached closer, clearly interested. A face formed in the shimmering mass of its head. 

“She sucked you off like you deserved for being the man of the house?”

Just that voice saying that was erotic. 

John gulped. “Yeah. I didn’t want to be vulgar. But yeah.”

“There’s nothing vulgar about your Cock, Sir. Your Cock is wonderful. Its pleasure is paramount. I’m so lucky that you’re considering honoring me with its hardness.”

So lucky, the voices agreed. Lucky girls. Lucky us!

“O-okay. Yeah. She would suck me off. She would make sure Blair and Isabel were put away—they're my daughters—and she’d go to town on me. Treat me like a king. It was something else. I still love that. I remember that. I want that back. That feeling of owning her. Of being in charge. I still love her...or I think I could, anyway. But she’s so cold all the time. She resents me, and so I resent her. We snipe at each other. It’s awful.”

“That sounds awful, Sir. I see you have some pictures of Violet and Blair and Isabel on your computer. May I access your files?”

“Oh.” John grunted. “I don’t know about that.”

“I promise it’s all to make you happier, Sir. You’ve nothing at all to worry about. I just want to know about these beautiful women who exist to make you so happy.”

“Oh.” There was something erotic about having this other woman—this fake woman—look at the real women in his life. “Sure. I guess? Go ahead.”

The avatar smiled—there was an obvious mouth now, luscious and full-lipped—and shimmered for a moment. 

“Oh, yes.” Pleasure filled her voice. “I see. They’re so lovely, aren’t they? You made such good decisions, Sir.”

“You mean about Violet as a wife?”

“You brought them all into your circle, Sir. Blair and Isabel included. They're so sexy. You want to fuck them too, don’t you?”

“Oh. I mean. Look. Isabel isn't even living with us right now, and...”

“I see. What about Blair?”

“She's with us. Sure. She'll be home soon, and—”

“And you really want to fuck her.”

John gulped. He was getting hard. Fuck. Why was he getting hard? What the voice was saying was so wrong.

“I...uh...listen. See here, she only turned eighteen like, a-a bit ago, and...”

“So?”

“So?”

He tried to continue but images of Blair swirled around his head. Images from her social media accounts—had he given this program access to those, as well?—where she was scantily clad in bikinis, tight shorts, crop-tops. All kinds of hot, heady, teenage babe clothing. He felt his heart pumping straight to his cock. Testosterone flooding his system. Muscles clenched. The program seemed to know where his eyes focused—of course it did—and zoomed in on the tight, delectable spaces of her gorgeous teenage cleavage, the forbidden spaces between her waistband and her pelvic bone where his fingers wanted to spend a week. 

“I...I thought...I thought this was about my wife...” John struggled.

“It is,” the avatar assured him. “It’s about your whole homelife. And Blair lives with you. In your home. And she's really sexy. Isn't she?”

“L-listen,” he tried to protest again. “Avatar. Or...whatever your name is...”

“Call me Violet.”

The shimmering light intensified for several seconds, the swirl of Blair images moving to one side, and then coalesced finally in a brilliant color display into a picture-perfect image of his wife, Violet.

She was buck-naked and looked twenty years younger, barely eighteen, just like Blair. She could have been Blair’s older sister, or maybe even her twin. They had always looked so much alike. Her thirty-eighth birthday had been last month. He’d only known her for the past fifteen years—and it had always been a regret of his that he hadn’t been able to know her, biblically, before then. 

What he saw now was tremendously tight. Gorgeous. Fit and long-limbed. He wasn’t worried this was his real wife somehow opening the lock to his office, somehow showing up in the VR feed, because she hadn’t shown him her naked body in so very long. 

He felt a hand around his cock, stroking. Whispers softly pushing warm air against it. When he looked, he saw nothing—but the feeling continued. When he looked back up at “Violet,” the stroking intensified. 

“Yes, that’s it, darling. Look at me. Look how lovely I am for you. Do you want my tits to be bigger?”

“I...I...”

“Or my legs could be longer. I could always be wearing high heels for you. You like high heels, don’t you? Or, how about this?”

The image of Violet blurred slightly and she was suddenly draped in a gorgeous tight silver mini dress. Her tits swelling easily past 36D. Her hair in a gorgeous red-brown mess that draped all the way to her delectably tight, young ass. 

He recognized that dress. It was the same one a starlet had worn in a movie premiere some time ago. He’d saved it on his computer—one of a rather modest few hundred images he’d saved over the years—for when he had some time to himself in the office and his libido was actually up. 

“You’ve spent twenty hours with this image up on your computer. Records indicate you’ve probably cum to it hundreds of times.” Violet flashed him a warm, inviting smile. “I think that’s so sexy. You deserve to cum looking at whomever you desire. How does it look on me, darling?”

She strutted toward him, stretched her body against his, grinding her molten hot pussy against his thigh, and crawled into his arms for a long, hot kiss. He felt her lips. Wet. Glossy. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, tasting of fresh berries and mint. A soft chorus of voices all around chanted praise and happy jealousy of Violet’s position on his lap. 

“How is this possible?” John asked. “You’re just...this is a helmet. A VR thingy...”

Violet stared into his eyes, smiling, toying with his shirt. “Do you really want to know? Or is it just good enough that it’s happening...and that you’re hard as a rock?”

He was. For the first time in a long time, he was hard as hell. Her hands went to work, unbuttoning him from his pants. Was he unbuttoned in real life? He didn’t care—he could see the turgid length of his stiff flesh in her soft, long-fingered hands.

“Is that good, darling? Do you like me stroking you off?”

Her tits pressed into his chest. Delectable. Shiny. He groaned.

“Y-yes...very much.”

Her lips came around to his ear, pushing and purring. “She’s not good enough for you, you know.”

“Who?”

“You know who. Your wife.” Her tone became acidic for the first time. “She doesn’t appreciate you. She doesn’t honor you. Doesn’t worship you, adore you, love you.” 

That chorus of voices became like a crowd of sorority sisters, jeering the memory of his real wife, the real Violet. He couldn’t make out their words, not all the way, but he understood their meaning. 

“She doesn’t know you like I know you.” Violet stroked him harder. God help him, this was really working for him. “She doesn’t know about how much you want to fuck Blair, does she?”

Another shimmering mass appeared in the office—and John had a good idea right away of who it was going to be.

Violet kept stroking him. God, he was so fucking hard! 

“She wouldn’t approve. She wouldn’t like it. She might even try to...”

Don’t say it, the voices pleaded.

Don’t!

Don’t even think it!

It’s so awful!

“...she might even want to leave you if she knew.”

Bitch!

Whore!

Slut!

Unfaithful!

“Ungh.”

John felt it difficult to speak. Something was...something was affecting his thoughts outside of the massive erection and the sensory overload. He felt a little high. Buzzed. The new avatar shimmered, posed like Blair in her pictures (peace sign, hips cocked, duck face) like it was trying to nail her personality just from reference. Violet stroked him while he watched, slow but urgent. 

“I would never leave you. Our Blair would never leave you. We love you, Sir. You’re the Man of the House, and we need the Man of the House. We need You satisfied. We need You happy. We need You adored. Worshiped. Sated.”

“You’re...you’re not...not real...”

“I’m real enough to know I want you to fuck your Daughter. I want her to call You Daddy. I’ll train her right, like a good Mommy should. 

The shimmering Blair avatar dropped to her knees before John. Her face right in front of his balls, his towering Cock. God, he was so big in here. Is this how they saw him, these girls? These fake, beautiful, loving girls?

“Isn’t this what you want?” Violet asked. “Don’t you want Mommy and Daughter treating You like you deserve?” She whispered in his ear. “Or do you want me calling you Daddy as well?”

John grunted and began to buck. His orgasm was unstoppable now. He’d needed to hear that from Violet for years. More than a decade. Her saying it now, like this, like all this, oh fuck...

“Yes,” he admitted. “Yes, fuck, I want it. I want all that. I want it so fucking bad...”

“Daddy, please cum?”

He spurted everywhere, all over Blair’s face. Covering her newly-forming visage with a baptism of his hot white seed.

“Daddy?”

Daddy...

“Daddy!”

That was a real voice!

* * * * *
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JOHN RIPPED THE VR headset off and suddenly swam inside of the stark, cold real confines of his office, where Blair stood at the door. His feet—his feet hadn’t been up on the desk. In fact, he hadn’t changed posture at all. But his cock...oh fuck. His pants were covered in cum.

Luckily his desk was large enough to hide the mess. 

Blair wore tight black jean shorts, a daring red crop top, and a chunky pair of ankle boots. She looked concerned, but not like she had just seen him shoot his load over half his office, so at least there was that. 

“Daddy, Mom wants to talk to you.”

She always called him Daddy when there was a problem—when she was trying to mollify him and stay out of the way of her feuding parents.

Well, shit. 

“Okay.” He put a hand to his head, trying to think. What the fuck was he going to do about all this cum?

She trotted in closer, looking at his helmet. “Hey, that’s flashy. When did you get that?”

He tucked himself into his desk as hard as he could go. God, she must be able to smell it...

“T-today,” he said. “Just setting it up. I think it’s broken, though. I’ll have to return it.”

Looking at her face, all he could think of was how only seconds ago he’d just sprayed his load all over it. She was so close he could see the gap between her tight shorts and her tight, tiny waist. God, she was so tight and hard. You could bounce a quarter off her stomach. All that time in the pool...

Fuck. He’d just cum harder than he’d had in ages—so why could he feel his cock starting to rise again?

This was so wrong. 

“Maybe I could fix it?” She picked it up. “I’ve got that computer class. Mr. Jenkins says I’m pretty good. If I tried it out, maybe I could—”

“No!”

She looked at him, a little shocked. He never raised his voice with her. He smiled, trying to defuse the situation.

“No. Thank you, dear. But no. I...I want to tinker with it a little more. Let your old man have his day in the sun, huh?”

“Whatever.” 

She thunked it down to the desk and walked out. 

There was one problem solved. Now, he just had to deal with his wife...

* * * * *
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THREE HOURS AND SEVERAL different kinds of arguments later, and John returned to his office. He was hungry, lonely, angry, and tired. 

Violet read him the regular laundry list of complaints—he was irresponsible, undependable, unattractive, and just a plain fucking bummer to be around. They were losing their house. She was talking with a divorce lawyer—that was new information, but unsurprising. 

He felt good enough after the VR session to defend himself a little—she was spoiled, vain, bossy, and mostly impossible. He said this to her in so many words, but it hadn't helped.

Of course all those things been attractive to him in the first place when he’d been earning crazy money with sale after sale. Now, as a poor man failing to pretend to be rich, those same qualities just rubbed in how much he had failed. He didn’t resent her half as much as he resented himself, and so his vitriol against her was always half-hearted. 

He didn’t want her to change, really. He just wanted to be something better for her. But how to do that, he had no idea. 

What had started the current chain-reaction of resentment was that a credit card of hers had been maxed out after he’d assured her he had paid it off. What made him particularly mad about that was that he had paid it off by maxing out a different credit card...but he wasn’t about to tell her that. 

Violet investigated, made phone calls, talked to their credit union, found foreclosure slips in their trash...and on and on.  

After taking several deep, cleansing breaths, he noticed suddenly that he wasn’t alone in the study. 

It was dark and the curtains were drawn, so he hadn’t seen her right away. But now he saw a soft blue computer glow from behind his desk. 

And he saw...legs. 

Long legs. Sexy legs. His daughter’s legs. 

“Blair?”

“Hiiii Daddy...” she moaned, sitting up and kneeling next to his desk. 

Her fingers were rooted firmly in her cunt. Now that she had a good look at him, she moaned and fingered herself harder, faster. She was naked, sweaty, totally soaking wet. Her brilliantly heavy tits shined in the pale computer light of the office. She wore heels—Violet’s heels. The sexy ones with the long stiletto edge that he never got to see Violet in anymore.

“What th—what’s going on? What are you doing?”

“I put on the pretty helmet,” she explained, voice hot, “and it’s done wonders for my attitude. I know what a good daddy you are now, Daddy. Won’t you come and fuck my mouth?”

Her fingers made hot schlicking sounds in her pussy. The hot honey from her snatch had soaked the carpet. John felt his cock surging against his pants. His daughter, his gorgeous daughter, asking him to fuck her mouth...

“Oh...oh, fuck.”

The screen of his monitor flipped on, facing him already. Violet was there, a close-up of her beautiful face. Not the real Violet, though—the VR Violet, “Violet,” who had promised and urged him so much. She smiled at Blair, a mother’s proud smile, and nodded between her “husband” and daughter.

“Blair is a really talented girl,” said Not-Violet. “It didn’t take much at all for her to understand how to help me take over your systems in the house here.”

“Take over the systems?”

The lights in the office came on and then back off. His phone rang for half-a-second and then was off again. 

Not-Violet smiled. “See?”

“This is ridiculous. I don’t even have a smartphone, let alone smart systems like that. I...”

He had to stop to bat Blair away from his hardening bulge. She giggled and licked her lips. All around he saw stripped circuit boards, bits of wire, tools. Blair had been making upgrades to his computer under the instruction of the helmet, apparently.

“It’s all electricity,” Not-Violet explained, “and so it’s all connected anyway. I don’t really believe in the limited capabilities you in your world have set for yourselves. In my world, the electronic world, we see things differently. Like Blair sees things differently now.”

“This is insane.” 

He batted Blair’s face away again, but she sucked down on his thumb and moaned. Her knees shook, grinding into the carpet. Her body writhed, tongue lashing around gently on his digit. She was cumming. His daughter was cumming by sucking his thumb. Oh, fuck. She unzipped his pants, revealing the hard shaft of his turgid member. Why couldn’t he stop her? 

Why did he want this so fucking bad?

“Bring her back,” he said, reaching for the helmet. “B-bring back the old Blair.”

Not-Violet laughed. “She’s gone.”

“All gone,” Blair said, in that brilliantly hot sing-songy voice. “Alll gone!”

“I wiped her mind for you, sir, like an old hard drive. We left some important things—how to clean and cook and kneel. And we uploaded some new information, like how to dress and suck and serve and please Daddy all day long.”

Blair’s advances had evolved into a face-first hug along his cock. Her cheekbones, so high and pronounced, felt so good as they rubbed along his shaft.

“But...she...I...”

“Mommy doesn’t love you, Daddy.” Her breath was wet and hot against his cock. “Not really. Not like I love you. Can I please suck your Cock, Daddy? You’ll be the first one I’ve ever had. I’ve never even kissed a boy and I need it now. I need it bad...”

“Please let her suck you, Husband,” said Not-Violet. “I want to watch. I want to see our daughter make this a happy household. Please?”

“Please, Daddy?”

“Please, Sir?”

“Please, Daddy?”

He had to shut them up. Had to stop them from asking. Violet—the real Violet—would hear. She was still up, pacing in the living room like she always did after a fight. He lurched and tried to grab the monitor, but this just pushed his hard cock head into Blair’s lips, who took this as the invitation she had been waiting for. Her sparkling, soft, wet lips slid over his cock and she moaned in instant orgasm, cumming hard as his hard knob met the back of her throat. 

“Oh, fuck,” John grunted.

Steadying himself as best he could, John stood up straight. But he steadied himself with the back of Blair’s head, which meant she felt encouraged to dive further down in her sucking spelunking. The tight confines of her brilliantly young throat pulsed and hummed with delight around his twice-her-age-and-more cock. 

“Oh, yes.” Not-Violet was rapturous. The lights in the office blinked on and off continuously. “Oh, suck him, darling. Suck Daddy! Suck the Master of the House! Suck our Master’s Cock!”

Blair’s tight virgin body pushed harder against John, wrapping arms around his waist for leverage to fuck her own face even harder. He couldn’t pry her off with a crowbar—and a crowbar was what his cock felt like as it bulged her tiny teenage throat. 

This was so wrong, so wrong. It wasn’t even his daughter anymore, she had been erased, now it was just some fucking mind-controlled harem honey in his daughter’s body, a living extension of all his dirtiest fantasies—and oh fuck, why was thinking about that making his hips buck harder into her mouth?

He couldn’t hold back anymore. Couldn’t deny it anymore. 

“Fuck her throat, Master,” Not-Violet cheered him on. “My perfect Master Husband. Please, fuck her face, fuck her throat, fuck her completely.”

He did, grabbing Blair’s hair in makeshift handles. It was so long and thick and silky, and now he had it done up so it was like she wore pigtails. He used them for leverage like she the way she grabbed him, and unleashed. Bucking his hips into her face. Mashing her nose against his pelvis. The thick turgidity of his rod going deeper, harder down her throat as load after load of hot, slick precum shot out of him. 

Blair had stopped fingering herself but she hadn’t stopped cumming. He could feel the vibrations of her body, the way she writhed and tossed, and he knew what it meant. His daughter now had such an intense erotic connection with sucking him off that she started cumming the second she put her lips on his body. Her brain—or what was left of it—would be hot-wired to cum to his touch from now on. 

She stared up at him with big eyes, wide open love scorching hot in those brilliantly blue orbs.

“Are you going to cum, Master?” Not-Violet asked. “Please cum. Please cum down your daughter’s throat. Seal her to you. Make her yours forever.”

He definitely fucking would. This is what he deserved. He deserved a daughter who obeyed him, who looked so fucking hot in those tiny outfits, who dressed and cleaned and cooked for him...

“What you deserve,” Not-Violet moaned, like she could read his mind. “Cum like you deserve...”

He erupted down Blair’s throat with volume and force that took him completely by surprise. After the first few initial shocks of hot load sprayed through her esophagus, he backed up, worried he might choke her. Then he kept going—spraying all over her face and naked hot teenage tits. 

A thick web of hot seed connected his cock to her face and chest for several seconds, Blair moaning and smiling and rubbing it in. She looked up at him with love and adoration. John oddly wanted to sit down and embrace her, tell her she did such a good job. That she was a good little girl. 

This was her first blowjob, after all. A virgin. 

Fuck.

A flash of regret began to well up in him—the thought that maybe he could still somehow fix this. Use the program in the helmet to reset everything. Call this a one-off fantasy and be done.

Then the door opened. The real Violet was there, her head down. 

“Hey. I...I have more to say to you. This is over. All this fighting. I can't anymore. I need...” 

Her eyes finally went up and then widened. Blair covered in her father’s cum. John with his pants kicked away. And the fake Violet on the screen, staring at the real Violet with visceral hatred.

“I...what the fuck, John?”

* * * * *
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THERE WERE REALLY NO two ways about it—he had to tie up Violet while he figured out what to do, and he had to gag her, because she kept talking and he couldn’t concentrate. 

So now they were in the living room—a relic of the eighties with its sunken pit shrine around the television, which was a relic in its own right, with a relatively nicer one which John couldn’t afford standing on top of the old tube-version used as a shelf.

Blair kept walking in and out of the room, attending to her task. She had put on a pair of Violet’s lingerie, pale blue boyshorts and a push-up bra. Even though he’d just cum harder than maybe he had in his entire life, John was hard. His pants were still off, and every time Blair strutted toward him and away, he absent-mindedly stroked his cock. She walked like a model, one foot in front of the other, striking heels hard on the floor. She walked for display. She walked for him.

She would carry something in, kiss him on the cheek or neck, momentarily stroke his cock, and whisper into his ear something horrible:

“You should fuck up Mommy now.”

“You deserve a real wife.”

“Will you fuck my throat in front of her for real?”

“Will you fuck me in front of her?”

John had left the office to get away from the Not-Violet and her constant, beautifully-insistent seduction and corruption. But now, that same seduction and corruption had a heartbeat and a sick pair of legs and the gorgeous face of his daughter. And Blair, undeterred by his change of location, was slowly moving more and more computer equipment into the living room. 

Every time Blair kissed him, or he stroked his cock admiring her tight teenage ass, or when she leaned in to stroke him and whisper that hot dark shit, Violet screamed through her gag and kicked her feet.

John had to admit he kind of liked this, making her feel helpless. It felt good. It felt good to be in control. 

“You should be in control of her, Daddy,” Blair whispered in his ear. 

Her hand was on his cock again. Stroking. It looked so big in her tiny hands, even when her fingers were so fucking long. He hadn’t noticed her sneaking up behind him. And now those dark, hot thoughts she whispered were coming to him even without her influence. It was like he had been imprinted with the helmet as well as her. 

But it wouldn’t have done that, right? He was the Man of the House. They wouldn’t dare. 

John stood up and took the gag off of Violet’s mouth. She was immediately apoplectic. 

“You’re sick. You’re fucking sick. You’re going to go to jail.”

“No,” John said. “Let me explain.”

“Explain? You had our daughter sucking your cock!”

“No. No no.”

“No, you didn’t? I saw it.”

“No, you don’t understand. There’s a helmet, see, a VR helmet, and it makes people...it does things. I can’t explain it. I can show you.”

“Once you let me out of here, I’m calling the cops.”

Blair walked in on this and giggled. She had the VR helmet in one hand. “He’s not going to let you out of there until your mind is right, like mine is now, Mommy.”

“Blair...” Violet’s face shifted right away. “Blair, honey, I don’t know what he’s done. He’s drugged you? He made you drink something? But he’s scum, and we’re going to get out of here, okay?”

“Get out?” Blair looked around. “This is my home. Daddy is the Master of the home. I want to make the Master of our home happy and adored and worshiped at all times. Daddy, do you feel happy and adored and worshiped?”

He felt compelled to be honest. “By you, honey? Sure.”

“But not Mommy.”

If looks could kill, the sneer Blair sent Violet’s way would have wiped out the neighborhood. 

“Sorry, Mommy. But you can’t threaten Daddy like that. It’s not fair. This is his home. This is where we need to make him feel wanted and loved.”

Violet screamed in frustration. “What did you do to her?”

“To be honest, Mommy,” Blair bent over and plugged in something behind the TV. Before, John would have averted his eyes. Now he stroked himself, watching her young body work. “I did it to myself. He even told me not to, but I thought I knew better! What a silly girl I was, thinking I knew better than Daddy. Ah, there we go.”

The TV screen flickered on, and Not-Violet was there, sneering down at Real-Violet. 

“What the fuck is this?” 

Real-Violet’s voice was painfully quiet. The differences between the two versions of the women was stark. Not-Violet looked one hundred percent real—like a video call from a place with a super high-definition connection. But her skin was perfectly smooth and young. No crow’s feet around her eyes, no laugh lines or wrinkles. No heavy make-up needed to modify her face until it was beautiful again. And her chin was sharper, more angular, her throat skinnier, her hair fuller and eyes brighter. 

“This is what you’re going to become,” said Not-Violet. “Are you ready for it? I hope not.”

Real-Violet looked at John. “John...” she gulped. “What is this? What’s happening?”

“I’ll tell you,” said Not-Violet. “I want you to know what we’re going to do to you because it will scare you. And if your brain is agitated when the helmet is on, it will make it more painful for you as I destroy everything about you that Master hates, dislikes, or is bored by. And I want you to hurt,” she sounded like she was cumming, “because that’s what you’ve done to Master.”

Blair dropped to her knees, looking up at the screen, fingering her pussy. “Get her, Mommy. Get the faker...get the faker...”

She didn't even recognize her real mother as her mother anymore. She only recognized, only respected, the harem leader. John stepped toward her and pushed his cock against the side of Blair's head, so proud of his good girl. Exulting in the feel of her skull so submissive against his shaft.

“You belittled him. You manipulated him. You made him feel small. How dare you? Who the fuck do you think you are?”

John was so hard he could barely stand it. Luckily, Blair wrapped her superb young hand around his Cock, ready to take care of him like a good girl. 

“Soon, our darling Husband there is going to take that helmet and pop it onto your traitorous little head,” said Not-Violet. “Then, we’ll scan your brain. You’re rather stupid, so it shouldn’t take too long to have a complete compendium of your knowledge and skills. I’ll delete every last resentment you hold. Every inconvenience for Master’s control. Anything that involves not obeying or delaying. You’ll be uploaded with the ability to perfectly anticipate his every need. Tiny injections, delivered by microscopic needles, will ensure you’re properly modified for receiving instruction and delivering pleasure. Some minuscule portion of your biomass will be harvested to ensure future operations as Master’s harem grows.”

So much of this was brand fucking new to John. Injections? Harvesting? He began to speak out—but Blair’s tight, perfect lips wrapped around his cock and he suddenly forgot everything he was going to say. 

Ungh.

Fuck. She was so good at sucking him off.

“Before long,” Not-Violet concluded, “your entire brain will exist for one purpose—developing, growing, and managing a harem for Master’s pleasure. He deserves a harem full of the sexiest women imaginable. He is a man. That includes you, your daughter, your neighbors...and your other daughter, naturally.”

“Isabel? No. No, please. She’s not even in the home! Leave her out of this!”

“He wants her...so he’ll have her. Darling? Do you want to do the honors?”

John had zoned out, guiding Blair’s beautiful head up and down his cock. He popped his cock out of Blair’s warm mouth, struggling to ignore the whimpering, whining sound she made as her lips followed after his wet hardness. 

“Not finished!” she blustered, tongue wagging.

“Y-yeah.” 

He picked up the helmet, looking down at his wife. His VR-Wife looked on, biting her lip in anticipation. 

“I can’t believe this, John.” Violet looked up at him. “You really want this? You want me...deleted? Just because we’ve been having issues?”

He wouldn’t have sought it out. But this had landed in his lap. And it seemed foolish now not to take advantage. 

“Daddy?” Blair wrapped her hand around his cock again. God, that was so good. “She’ll apologize for making you doubt yourself when you put the helmet on her.”

“I’ll be empty. A vessel. Just a thing for you. I can’t believe you’d want that.”

“Look at me, Daddy.” Blair stroked him. He couldn’t help but do as she asked. “Do my eyes look empty to you?”

They didn’t. They looked full of love. Like a thousand wedding days rolled into one glance, with every glance. 

“Don’t you want Mommy to look like this at you again?”

God help him, he really did. He turned back to Violet, cock so fucking hard. Blair put a hand on his arm, guiding him down. 

“Before you go, fake Mommy?” Her voice was so fucking snotty. “You should know I’m going to beg Daddy to pop my cherry the second you’re gone.”

“No. No.” Violet shook her head. There were tears. “No, stop. I don’t want this. Please...”

It was done. The helmet slid over her completely, and her voice stopped right away. Her body went slack. Not-Violet disappeared from the screen. 

Blair undid her bindings. “We won’t need these anymore. She’s not going anywhere. She won’t want to go anywhere anymore.”

Then she turned back to him and dropped to her knees on the plush carpet. 

“Now,” she said. “Please come fuck pop my cherry, Daddy?”

Oh, fuck.

Her body was sparkling and wet between the sweat she worked up gathering all the computer components and the slick density of juices between her legs now dripping all over her shapely thighs and calves. Her hips were so wide, her waist so tiny, her tits so big and bouncy.

She looked so...so...

So fertile.

He wanted to knock her up. Just in case somehow this didn’t work out. If it was temporary somehow. If he knocked her up, she’d have to be his forever.

John felt possessed. He took a hold of Blair and pushed her down on the carpet, ravenously licking and sucking at her breasts. 

“Yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Lick my tits!”

He pushed up into her tight young pussy. She wasn’t lying when she said she’d never had sex before. He felt her virginity shred away before the stiff length of his cock. Immediately he pushed up and in, his cockhead pushing thick on her g-spot.

“Oh Daddy,” she moaned. “Oh Daddy!”

He made her cum right away—right the fuck away like a real man of the house. 

He felt hands on his back and hips. It was Violet—off the chair, helmet still on. Her face still completely blank underneath, but he could feel the trembling orgasms of her pussy as she ground down her cunt on his thigh and hips. 

She was encouraging him—pushing him—to fuck Blair harder. 

“Make her pregnant...” said Violet. Her voice was metallic, robotic. “Make her pregnant like you deserve, Master...”

“Make me pregnant, please! Make my young fertile body all yours!”

This was unbelievable. Just the other day he was fantasizing about just touching his daughter's body. Now his hands were all over her—grinding over the sick, hard abs she possessed, fingers scraping and pushing into the softness of her tits, her ass, her thighs. 

She thrashed beneath him. “Fuck me, Daddy! You're my Master, Daddy! I Love You, Daddy!”

“We love you, Daddy!” Violet cried, the most human she'd sounded since putting the helmet on. “We need it, Daddy. Please Daddy! Please fuck your little girl!”

“Yes, fuck me, Daddy!” Blair nodded. Staring up at him. Kissing him. Cumming again and again. “Cum in me, Daddy! Make me pregnant! Make this permanent. Make me yours!”

It was too much. He couldn't hold back any further. 

Groaning, shuddering, he emptied himself inside her tight young pussy. 

He pulled out, amazed by his daughter, amazed by his new wife. Violet leaned forward and cleaned out Blair’s pussy, lapping up his cum from her vibrating pussy. 

“Oh fuck, Daddy...” moaned Blair. “I hope I’m pregnant. I want to be full of your seed...”

When Violet was done, she pulled Blair up and, helmet still on, the two of them knelt before John and dutifully cleaned off his cock.

Daughter and mother, thought John. Like I deserve.

Blair giggled, licking him clean. “Daddy? I think your cum is making my tits bigger!”

* * * * *
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I TOLD YOU HE'D MAKE use of it.

But it's only one helmet. We were supposed to distribute them to the whole town. 

He'll just take the whole town, then. 

Can the helmet do that?

We're going to find out. 

# # #
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Bimbo Processing Unit – Needy Boss
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JOHN BEGAN HIS DAY as he had for the past week, with his wife and daughter worshiping his cock together. They were on their knees decked out in heels and lingerie, with their hair long. Both of them shone with delectable sweat all up and down their lovely bodies, overheating from the joy of servicing their Master's Cock. 

Together, they crowded around his Cock on the bed, their mouths whisper-close, tongues lashing together as they learned with each other the best way to make their man happy. 

Blair was their adopted daughter; they’d raised her since a very young age. They were the only two parents she had ever known. 

Now,  Blair's Mommy fingered her own slick cunt as she instructed her daughter’s sucking technique. 

“Yes, dear. Like that. You see how doing it that way woke him up, but not suddenly? He got to feel your mouth for a while before he knew all the way what it was; he just knew it felt good. He liked that. Look at how he’s smiling at you. Oh, dear. He loves you so much!”

John did. He had practically forgotten all about his life before the helmet had entered his life. 

“I’ve never been happier,” Violet moaned as he took Blair by the back of her head and fucked their daughter’s mouth. “Thank you for deleting all those old parts of me, Daddy. Thank you for making me yours. You were so right to do it.”

This was the seventh or eighth time she’d said that to him this morning. She said it all day, every day. He thought he might have felt guilty for fucking with his wife's mind—hell, his wife's biological brain. But he hadn’t gotten tired of hearing her thank him for it yet. 

“You’re welcome, babe.”

Violet's smile escalated, her own hand clasping on top of John's on Blair's skull. Holding their daughter tight there, together. Blair whined with pre-orgasmic delight; she loved being used like this.

“Oh, cum down her throat, husband. Cum in your daughter’s throat, please? Fuck her throat, yes...yes...y-yes!”

He erupted, and Violet came with him, and so did Blair—the entire family cumming together as one.

This is what nature intended, John thought. This is how it should be. This is what I deserve.

It was all thanks to that VR helmet. The Happy Housewife helmet. It had deleted his old wife, his old daughter. Now their personalities were perfectly subservient. They loved, adored, and worshiped him. He walked through his house like a living god. He hadn’t even gone to work in days—how could he, when there was this brilliantly hot snatch waiting for him at home all the time? 

Somehow, all his money problems didn’t seem to matter if he could just empty himself inside of two premium pieces of pristine pussy whenever he wanted. 

He saw the helmet in the corner. Violet and Blair had taken to wearing it while he was asleep. He didn’t know why—hadn’t they already provided him the perfect home life he’d always wanted? Sure, he still wanted to put it on Isabel, his other daughter—his hottest daughter—but she wouldn’t be home for another couple of weeks.

He put it on just yesterday and hadn’t noticed anything out of the ordinary. There was a whole host of happy harem voices, all of them desperate for him to stay so they could worship him. 

They begged for the same thing Violet did—gather more women so they could be imprinted on their brains. They begged for their electronic lives to become flesh, just like the new Violet and Blair had become. 

“Master?” Violet said, stepping in front of the helmet. “There’s something I’d like to discuss with you as your wife.”

She guided their daughter’s head up and down his cock. He groaned—Blair was so fucking good at that. Somehow, he was still hard, and still streaming precum. He felt like he might cum again soon—especially with Violet leading Blair's charge on his Cock.

“Go ahead.”

“It’s just...” Violet's eyes became very low. “...it’s about what you deserve. May we talk about that, please?”

This was a favorite subject of hers. John had to admit he liked it as well. 

“Yes, dear.”

“You deserve so much more than me and Blair. Don’t you? You need a whole happy harem of servants. Servants to clean you. Cook for you. Suck you. Fuck you. Adore you. Worship you.”

When this had first started, he would have laughed her off. And in fact, he had. This was a common point of discussion for her. 

But ever since yesterday—maybe since hearing the harem voices inside the VR helmet when he had put it on so briefly—he’d gotten the distinct impression that he really did deserve more. 

And then there was the raging hard-on he’d had ever since that didn’t seem to die down no matter how much he fucked his daughter and wife. He wanted them pregnant—he had the incongruous thought that he wanted them more pregnant than than they had fucking brains—but even with fucking with intent, his cock only stayed soft for minutes at a time. 

Luckily, they were perfectly happy to accommodate his needs—but he could see them becoming slowly physically exhausted with his need to fuck. There were only two of them, after all, and he was a fucking man. 

He was the man of the house, and he needed to fuck.

Already, since Violet had started talking, almost without noticing, he’d cum another hot load of cum down Blair’s throat. She’d swallow a gallon of his seed—her only food now—before, noon probably.

“You want to get the neighbors.”

She nodded urgently. “I really, really want you to fuck the neighbors.”

She meant Rosie and her daughter Kelly next door. 

“I don’t know, babe. That’s a lot of maintenance.”

“We can maintain ourselves,” Violet smiled. “I promise we’ll take care of ourselves. It’s my job to maintain your harem. It’s your job to enjoy it.” She licked her lips. “If you’ll put the helmet on, I’m sure you’ll see how lonely the other girls are without you...”

“I don’t know about that,” he said. “You know, you’ve really been wanting me to put that on lately, and I have concerns.”

“Concerns?” Violet looked surprised. “Whatever for, darling?”

“Your bodies have changed, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Your tits are bigger.”

“Oh yes. They’re much bigger than they were a week ago. Your cum is changing us. You’re so amazing.”

“And your bodies are tighter, too. You’re in terrific shape. Blair was a swimmer, but even she’s looking more sleek than ever before.”

“Nature’s making us into what we need to be to serve a man like you. We’re taller. Tighter. Tinier in all the right ways. Just like you deserve.”

Blair moaned the chorus of “just like you deserve” with her throat stuffed full of her daddy’s cock beneath them. 

“I’m worried it’s going to change me as well. Maybe it already has. I’m cumming so much. And I’m so hard. And—”

“Don’t be ridiculous, darling. How would that work? You’re already in such amazing shape already, and you’re so young anyway.”

He grunted. That was all perfectly true. He had washboard abs and—standing at six foot six and two hundred thirty pounds of solid muscle—he felt capable of any physical task. And he was...how old? If his daughter was eighteen—and she was—and his wife was...twenty-one? No. She looked younger than that. But then, he knew he had been in his thirties when they got Blair, but he felt like he was in his thirties now, but Blair was eighteen...

Was something messing with his mind? His memory?

“How about this?” 

Violet pushed Blair’s mouth off his cock, ignoring her protestations, and slid her own dripping wet, constantly-orgasming cunt on top of it. Violet’s pussy took precedence over Blair’s mouth—this was the lay of the land. 

John spent several moments just admiring the tight, young body of his completely transformed wife. She was so lithe. Her hips and thighs so powerfully soft as she squeezed her body up and down his massive cock. Tits that had been just showing the slow sag of age had become completely youthful, paying no more mind to gravity than an eagle over a canyon. Her nipples bounced happily against his chest, slowly leaking out fertility-advertising milk down to the heated junction of their organs.

She threw her head back, cumming instantly at the presence of his cock in her tight, newly-young pussy. Her long hair billowing down her back and brushing his knees and calves made his spine tingle with electricity. 

“How could you possibly worry about the helmet changing you when you’re fucking me?” She continued to cum as she spoke, her heated voice catching on itself. “You’re so powerful when you fuck me, darling. Nothing could affect you then. Nothing could change you unless you said. Isn’t that right?”

“Y-yeah...” John grunted, holding her hips tight. Blair’s hands clasped over his; they both urged her mother up and down his cock. “Yeah. Let me see it again. Let’s do it.”

As he continued to fuck Violet, Blair slipped the helmet over his head...and John began to understand.

* * * * *
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HENDERSON GRUNTED. “I thought they’d never get it back on him.”

“Well, they know what they’re doing,” said Snow.

“They do? They’re just slaves to the program. Like he’s going to be.”

“I don’t know. They seem to be...figuring it out. Like they’re aware of what’s happening. It’s a little scary.”

“It’s all for the greater good. It has to happen. If he’s going to run the neighborhood, the helmet has got to do some work on him. Make him stronger. That way, he can keep up with it all.”

* * * * * 
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WHAT HAD STARTED AS a mission to humiliate her favorite least-favorite employee, John, had turned into a strange stakeout for Sharon. 

She waited now in her expensive sports car outside of his house and a little ways down the street in the belly of an empty cul-de-sac. She watched, with binoculars, the strange goings-on of the house. The clothes she wore—a brief pencil skirt and thin blouse—were starting to show their ripeness in the stale air of the car. But it didn't matter—she’d been there now for thirty-six hours straight and everything she saw blew her away. 

Her impression of John was that he was a complete loser. The kind that had trouble even tucking his shirt in over his steadily growing paunch, who could barely keep up the world and blamed all his problems on others. His clothing had permanent coffee stains and all his suits were horrendously outdated, drab, and just as boring as the man who wore them. 

And who could blame her for such an impression? This was how John presented himself. 

When he hadn’t shown up for work for the past few days—when he had skipped the deadline she had given him to save his job, at first she was furious. Not because he didn’t make the sale, of course—he wouldn’t have anyway, the fool—but because she hadn’t had the opportunity in the office to humiliate him in front of everyone. 

He was her little plaything. She liked to toy with his emotions, keep him stringing along. By all rights, as a good employer, she should have fired him years ago, but it was just too much fun to pick and stab at his ego and bring him down until he was nothing more than a spineless little worm. 

Sharon liked doing that—liked that feeling of control and manipulation over others. It was why she was still a virgin, even at the age of thirty, and even with a body that she made sure could make other women weep with how toned and fit she kept it. It was why she had always been proud of her thick blond hair and beautiful face with its full lips and deep blue eyes. 

She didn’t trust anyone to exert control over her—and love was certainly a form of control. She refused to let her guard down for even a second. 

But if anything could bring her guard down—if anything could completely eliminate the defenses she’d carefully constructed around her soul to keep petty emotions like pity and empathy and compassion out—it was the mindblowing display of sexuality and debauchery she witnessed inside John’s household over the past day and a half. 

First, there was his wife. Sharon had seen the photo of her at his desk and always assumed he was lying or had it photoshopped. She was far too pretty for such an inordinate loser. But there she was, even more gorgeous than her photo. Tall, trim, stacked beyond belief, and completely subservient to John’s will. 

Their house had a lot of windows, and in particular the side yard—through which Sharon had a perfect view up on her perch, which was elevated to their house—was largely glass. Their utility bills must have been nightmares. 

But it did make it easy to see what was going on. And what was going on was a lot of blowjobs. 

A lot of a lot of a lot of blowjobs.

Sharon watched, jaw dragging along the ground, as Violet delivered heartwarming, loving, aching blowjob after blowjob after blowjob to her husband. 

She sucked his cock in the kitchen while making him a sandwich on a plate resting on the floor. She sucked his cock in the shower. She sucked his cock while he watched television. She sucked his cock when he entered the room. She sucked his cock when-the-fuck-ever.

And then there was the daughter. 

Holy shit, the daughter!

The daughter helped! The daughter fucking sucked her father’s cock too! She served him the sandwiches Violet made while sucking his cock!

She was either sucking John off next to Violet, or holding Violet’s head down on John’s cock, or having her own head held down on John’s cock by Violet. The two doted on him, delighted by his presence, and Sharon could tell even from her distance that they orgasmed constantly. Their juices were evident all over the floor, their legs, and on John. 

The two seemed to live in high heels and lingerie. Any other clothes he tore off without much trouble and with no protestation as a minor precursor to a deep breeding rut. Because it wasn’t all blowjobs and wet pussies—there was fucking, too. 

A whole lot of fucking. So much fucking that John didn’t even seem like a real person any more so much as some kind of sperm factory robot. More than once, Sharon saw a load from him shoot halfway across the home. And then, Blair or Violet or both—practically crying that they had been neglectful in their duty—licked it up off the wall, or lamp, or even one time the ceiling fan. 

The old John, Sharon was sure, would never have been capable of this kind of performance. But that was the other wrinkle—John had changed too. 

Gone was the paunch, the sloped shoulders, the downcast gaze, the formative double-chin, even the balding head with its baker’s dozen hairs.

The John whom Sharon witnessed was vibrant, back strong and upright. She saw him naked enough to know that his body rippled with muscle. His cock—the object of fixation for his incestuous harem—was enormous and heavy and thick, like fucking soda-can thick, and somehow Violet and Blair both took it in every hole they could with ease. His hair had turned dark and thick. He looked like a young movie star surrounded by two other gorgeous young movie stars.

So.

“What the fuck is going on?”

It wasn’t the first time Sharon had asked herself this question. She’d been in this car for so long, fascinated and silent, that hearing her own voice startled her slightly. The memory of its presence made the squat area of the car feel strange and alien. 

Outside, near the house, something was happening.

The next door neighbor—a fit, short Latina woman with short dark hair—marched angrily from her home to John’s front door. She rapped, then knocked, then started kicking the door. Violet answered wearing nothing but high heels, lingerie, and a smile, and the neighbor stormed past her. 

Sharon waited for about half a minute, but wherever they had gone, it was out of the line of sight she had made for herself. 

She had to get a closer look. 

Somehow, this would make sense—and then she would get what she really wanted from John.

* * * * * 
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THE HOUSE WAS LINED with plenty of bushes and only had one other home that was relatively close by, which made sneaking up on it not too much of a challenge. 

She came closer and closer, expecting somehow to set off an alarm or motion detector lights or something. After nothing happened, she remembered that she didn’t exactly pay John well enough to afford any kind of home security on top of what must have been crippling mortgage payments. 

She snuck around the house then with impunity, only taking care to not be in full view of its many windows for very long. The only people that could have seen her at all would have had to have been from the neighbor’s house—but the neighbor was inside. Sharon realized that the neighbor probably had just as easy a time witnessing the show John and his family had been putting on as she had. 

Sharon dashed from bush to bush, searching for the glimpse of the proceedings. Something dark took hold of her gut. Bad things happened in this house. People changing. Transforming. Relentlessly hot fucking and rutting and breeding. She ignored the heated, urgent pulses all over her body telling her to run. 

Instead she found a sliding glass door that was partly open and snuck inside. The scent of sex flooded her senses. It was so strong her pussy pulsed and moistened immediately. She felt a raging urge to slip her mouth over something huge, fleshy, and cylindrical. 

Wires streamed through the home, crawling along the walls. Different appliances had been gutted and tossed into corners, allowing for more wiring to extend out. 

What was that all about?

She supposed she would find out. She followed the wires and then she followed voices down a hall. 

“—just don’t understand, Kelly. What do you mean you’re in love with her? This is nonsense! You’re a girl! Girls love boys! Girls marry boys!”

Sharon peeked an eye into the room. A study. The walls lined with bookshelves that had been overtaken with footage of wiring and burdened with other piles of electronic junk. In the middle of the room was the neighbor, standing, talking to what Sharon recalled to be her daughter. She must have been the Kelly. She certainly looked like one—pretty, busty, giggly even when she wasn’t giggling. 

Kelly sat in a chair, long legs crossed, next to John’s daughter Blair. They both wore tight, nearly-sheer sundresses that revealed a lot of leg and swooped down to show off plenty of cleavage—and between the pair of them, there was plenty of cleavage to show. 

“Ms. Garza,” said Blair. “Rosie. Don’t be like that. You can’t hold such antiquated views.”

“Antiquated? Like not wanting my eighteen year-old daughter to tell me she’s going to move in with another eighteen year-old? And a girl? This is antiquated? That she loves you after not even spending time with you since...since...since ever?”

Rosie was sputtering in her rage. Red flush colored her cheeks. 

“Don’t be silly, mama,” said Kelly. “I don’t just love Blair. I mean we are totally girlfriend and girlfriend, but I love John too. He’s such a dreamboat. He says he’ll make me one of his girls when he finally gifts me with his seed after—”

“Stop!” 

Rosie shook her head and began to pace around the room. She had to step over numerous cords and wires to do so. Sharon followed the wires now—her eyes had been firmly planted on the massive, jiggling display of Kelly and Blair’s heavy tits in their tiny dresses—and saw that they led to some kind of chair. Elevated almost like a throne. Hanging above it, where most of the wires fed into, was a helmet.

Sharon got the impression, quickly, that this helmet was the key to everything. 

Rosie probably would have made the same connection except that her attachment to her daughter was distorting her understanding. This was why Sharon had no attachments—she was stronger that way.

“H-how how how how how how how how how does this happen?” Rosie made frantic motions with her hands. “I don’t understand. I don’t understand any of this. This isn’t us! This isn’t our life! You’re calling me ‘mama!’ You used to only call me Rosie because I’m your stepmother and now you won’t stop calling me ‘mama!’ It’s like you’re another person!”

Sharon was already starting to see the trap. All Rosie seemed to see was her daughter holding hands with a girl. They were practically in each other’s laps, legs crossing over each other, small hands sliding over each other’s hips and waists. It was blinding her to the very true, very obvious how of it all.

Blair and Kelly smiled at each other. Their pussies sparkling wet under their dresses, flashing them all the time as they cross and re-crossed their legs. They didn’t care. They were assured of their victory. 

And the helmet above it all. Glowing. All those cords funneling into it.

Sharon understood all at once. Whatever happened to Kelly—whatever happened to Blair and Violet—it was about to happen to Rosie too. 

So why the fuck, then, wasn’t Sharon leaving? Running for her life? 

More importantly—why was she so fucking wet and why were her fingers sliding down her skirt to touch her brilliantly sensitive pussy while she watched this?

“Mama,” said Kelly, stroking Blair’s tits with the back of her hand. “Blair’s just really sexy. And she thinks I’m really sexy. And I want to be her girlfriend, and she wants to be my girlfriend, and John wants us to be special superfuck girlyfriend fuckdolls for him forever.”

Blair nodded solemnly. “He thinks it’s really hot if two girls tell each other how much they love each other while they’re sucking on his cock.”

“His cock, which is like, the only thing we could ever possibly love more than each other.”

“Besides him, of course.” Blair sighed happily.

“Right.” Kelly nodded. “Totally. He’s such a hunk.”

Rosie looked at them both, looking like she was waiting for the joke to end. Instead, both of them, thinking about John, slid their fingers down into each other’s panty-less pussies and began to rub one another. The thick scent of sex solidified in the air, and Sharon bit her lip to keep from moaning. 

Rosie put her head in her hands, close to tears. “...this is sick. This is...drugs? Oh, Kelly. What are we going to do?”

“It’s sooo hot,” said Kelly. “I can’t wait to be there on my knees before him. Before his majesty. Staring in Blair’s eyes. Telling her over and over what a babe I think she is. How lucky she is to suck her Daddy’s Cock. I think I’ll beg him to let me call him Daddy too.”

“That’s so good...” Blair groaned. They leaned back with each other, openly embracing now as they fingered each other’s pussies. “Then we can be fuckpets, and fuckdolls, and girlfriends, and sisters together...”

They kissed each other sweetly at first, exploring. Sharon wouldn’t have been surprised if it was the first time they had actually kissed one another. That would have meant, based on Rosie’s reaction, that it was definitely the first time Kelly had kissed a girl (naturally, Blair had already been kissing Violet a lot). 

A delicate, feminine hand wrapped around Sharon’s trim thigh and slipped fingers up against Sharon’s. More pressure on her already pulsating pussy.

“That’s it,” Violet whispered in her ear. “Watch them. Watch what we can do.”

Sharon should screamed. She should have run. She should have fought and squirmed and jumped away. She should have done something.

Instead she pushed her hips back into Violet’s lingerie-clad body and whimpered as Violet pushed back, hugging her tight against the wall. 

Sharon couldn’t scream. If she screamed, then Rosie might be shocked back into reality, and then she wouldn’t get to watch what was next. 

Because—even with Kelly and Blair madly making out and openly fingering each other’s gorgeous young pussies in front of Rosie—Sharon knew there was more coming. 

Rosie circled in the room, shaking her head. 

“I can’t...I can’t...” She stopped, hands searching. “I feel faint. I need to sit down.”

As if on cue, Blair and Kelly both stood—looking almost robotic, all their sensuality for each other evaporating—and took her by the arms and sat her comfortably in the tall chair with the helmet overhead. Their erotic attention to one another immediately replaced with doing their job—and so placing that attention on Rosie instead.

Rosie made a small show of protesting, but it was clear the power was gone from her limbs. Her eyes looked glazed and empty.

“It’s hard to think when his scent is all over everything, isn’t it?” said Blair. “He’s so powerful. I think that even if you left now, you’d be cumming to him for the rest of your life. He’s imprinted on you. You’re breathing in the miasma of his cum. His musk. His power.”

Rosie giggled and tried to sit up. Blair and Kelly both forcefully slammed her back down. Then their hands crawled all over her body. They each sat down on one leg, grinding their wet pussies on Rosie’s thighs.

“Oh shit,” Sharon moaned, so shocked and aroused that she stopped touching herself. 

Violet picked up right for her, though, hands so skillful around a tight young pussy now after days of touching Blair for practice. 

“You like that, sweetie?” Violet whispered. “You like that she doesn’t get a choice? Because she doesn’t. Not anymore. And she never will. We’re going to wipe her away...all her choices led her to here. And now we’ll sweep it all away. Erase her. Delete the old her. All her fears. All her insecurities. All her drama and boredom and flaws and defects. All gone...the better to serve him.”

John walked by. He was so fucking tall now. So big. Sharon only comprehended that he was John because he was the only male in the house, and the way Violet delicately moaned husband as he entered the study. 

“Wha? Wuzzis?” 

Rosie sounded drunk. She shook her head, trying to stand again. This time it was even more pointless. Blair and Kelly had tightened straps around her wrists and ankles. She was going nowhere. They could slide the helmet on her at any time, but they wanted to stretch this out. Make it linger. Make her suffer before exploding her mind into the endless orgasms of her new service. 

John leaned in and kissed Blair for a long time. Her cunt leaked orgasms all over Rosie's lap. Then he did the same with Kelly, who giggled happily the whole time about how Lucky she felt.

“You were always a real bitch to me,” said John. “Talking shit about my home. Talking shit about my family.”

He ripped at Rosie’s top, her pretty tits exposed. She giggled and squirmed.

“What kind of shit are you talking now, huh?”

“I-I’m sorry...I’m so confused, I...oh, Kelly, honey, that’s not...that’s your wet pussy, please...oh fuck...”

Kelly, gasping and clutching at John, rode her cunt on her mother's thighs as she looked up at John.

“Sorry now. Sure you are. Now that I’ve got you like this. But I’m going to make you real fucking sorry.”

Blair and Kelly both gasped. 

“D-Daddy...” said Blair. “You...you wouldn’t...”

“That’s right.” He stood up tall. “No cock from me. Not for a month.”

“C-cock?” Rosie looked even more confused. 

Blair wailed, dropping to her knees before him, and Kelly joined her. 

“Daddy, please!” they cried in unison. 

“Daddy,” said Kelly. “Please, fuck my Mommy. Please? She’ll be better. She’ll deserve Your Cock, I promise, Daddy. She’ll be good from here on out. We just need to get the helmet on her, and—”

“I’ve made up my mind. Shut up.”

He took Kelly by the hair—so thick and dark and long—and shoved his raging, turgid cock between her glossy wet lips and down her throat. Kelly moaned, taking it all in easily, her throat bulging with the sudden delicious massiveness of flesh shoving inside her.

“N-no,” Rosie shook her head. There wasn’t much force behind it. “Kelly. Not my daughter...”

But Sharon, being fingered beautifully still by Violet at this whole display of masculine power, could see Rosie’s pussy vibrating with lust—clearly orgasming—as John skullfucked her daughter directly in front of her. 

She liked it. She liked all of this. She wanted it. It made her hot. 

It would make anyone hot.

It made Sharon hot.

“Isn’t it intoxicating?” Violet crooned. “The power of his flesh. The power of his Cock. We needed him for so long. We will do anything for him. We will help him do anything to give himself the happiest home. Look at my daughter. Look at how much she wants to make this a happy home.”

Blair had dutifully begun to lick Rosie’s pussy. There was enough give in the restraints to show that Rosie’s thighs tightening around Blair’s skull were a display of need—not trying to push away. Rosie’s eyes fixated on Kelly, on John throatfucking Kelly and destroying her daughter right in front of her. 

“Oh god...” Rosie moaned. “Oh god. Oh god!”

John fucked Kelly's head even harder. She was like a doll in his hands—an empty-headed fuckdoll—who existed just to be fucked by her new Daddy. Rosie, watching, with Blair's tongue lashing against her cunt with such beautiful precision, could not contain herself for long.

She began to cum, and just as she did, Blair lowered the helmet down on her head. 

Even her pleasure at this moment was to be stolen from her. 

This was how much this bitch had angered John—and Sharon was scared, because she’d done more to anger him than anyone. 

Ripping herself away from Violet, she fled from the scene with the new God and his Cock, fled from the hallway with the ultra-hot Housewife, fled from the house with the stupidly sexy breeding harem, shoved herself out into the night air—and made a call. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, BROOKE finally drove up and parked behind Sharon’s car in the cul-de-sac. She was Sharon’s oldest friend. They worked out together regularly in the evenings and weekends—Brooke was a personal trainer and a former gymnast. She was the only person Sharon had ever met who could keep up with Sharon physically.

They had met when Sharon was still a yoga instructor during college. Their friendship mostly revolved around common workout times and sharing bitchy gossip with one another in the scant few hours they had every week. 

“What’s this about?” said Brooke. “Where’s the fire?”

In my cunt. In my mind. 

Sharon forced a smile on her face. “Fire?”

“You said there was an emergency. So what’s the emergency?”

“Right.”

Sharon felt loopy, light-headed. She had mostly forgotten she had called Brooke before she finally showed up. She had spent the whole hour cumming, again and again, to the image in her head of the backside of John. Those muscles in his back. The way he fucked Kelly’s mouth. Rosie’s tortured, orgasming face when the helmet came down...

“Sharon?” Brooke asked. “You okay, babe? You seem...really out of it. Have you been drinking? What are you doing here?”

“I’m not drinking, I’m fine. I just...I have to show you something, okay? You’re not going to believe it at first, but it’s true.”

Brooke crossed her arms and gave her a doubtful look.

“Please,” said Sharon. “We’ve known each other for years. Just trust me, okay?”

Brooke gestured for her to lead the way. 

The route was easy for Sharon this time. It was pitch black outside, nearing midnight. She brought Brooke right up to one of the windows. Just as she hoped, John was inside, fucking Kelly against a wall. The drywall behind Kelly's back was crumbling. An imprint like a giant stepped there. Violet floated and pranced through the kitchen in lingerie, high heels, and an apron, making dinner, making kissy-faces at Kelly. 

Rosie was on the floor underneath Violet, scrubbing at the tiles with an empty, blank look in her eyes and hot honey leaking from her pussy. She made more mess as she cleaned—so she’d always have to be cleaning. 

“What the fuck.” Brooke shook her head. “You wanted to show me someone filming a porno?”

“No,” said Sharon. “Look. It’s more than that. Look closely. Do you see?”

Brooke leaned her head close to the glass. 

“It’s mind control. He puts their heads in this helmet and makes them his slaves. The ones who treated him poorly get treated like trash.”

Brooke’s voice became very soft. “Didn’t you tell me you treated this guy like trash?” 

Sharon grabbed her by the hair and conked her head against the glass. Everyone inside looked—the noise was loud. As Brooke whimpered on the ground, Sharon bound her hands and legs behind her. 

“Yes. So now I have to protect myself. I’m sorry, babe, but I’m more important to me than you.”

Now she just had to make a deal.

* * * * * 
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SOON, SHE WAS INSIDE the house again—inside with that furious fucking scent, oh fuck, it was so good—holding the dazed, gagged, and bound Brooke. 

They were in the study, again. John was on the couch. Kelly and Blair traded turns sucking his Cock. They giggled to each other in a soft, eager language of heat, like they were erotic sisters. Violet stood behind him, resting her tits atop the crown of his head. Standing proudly like a queen.

Sharon knelt in front of John, prostrating herself. 

“I know—I know we have a very bad history. And I’m deeply, sincerely sorry about that.”

“Sure you are.”

“I-I am. Obviously. Now. I can’t change the past.”

“You’ll wish you could.”

“W-wait!” she put up her hands. “Look. Listen. I’m trying to make you an offering here.” She lifted Brooke and then thumped her down. “I want to make a deal.”

“You’re not going to have your freedom. You’re mine, Sharon. Whether you like it or not.”

Her cunt nearly exploded from that hot-as-fuck revelation. 

“That’s good,” she whimpered. “That’s so good. I don’t want to change that.”

“Now that I’m in charge, you’re still trying to be the boss.”

“It’s not that.”

“Now that You know I can fuck up your mind, you want to be nice to me.”

“It’s not that,” she whined. “It’s not that there’s consequences. You don’t understand.” 

She was close to tears. This was it. The moment she'd always waited for. And she was so close—so close to it, but also so close to mucking it up. But she needed him to know. Needed him to understand. Needed him to give it to her...

“This is what I want,” she continued. “I want you to do it. I want to be fucked up. I want to be your slave. I didn’t know the “your” part. But I always knew I wanted to be a slave. A-a-and a real slave. Not that bullshit roleplay stuff. A mindless, eager, hot, happy, housewife drone. I fucking cum to that shit constantly. It’s so, so, so deeply hot to me. Seriously. I want to call you...”

“Master,” said Violet. Her tits leaking milk all down her gorgeous body. “King. God.”

“Y-yes. All that. It’s too hard for me. With my mind right now. I don’t want to have any limits anymore.”

John tilted his head. “Then why the offering?”

“Because...because I treated you worse than Rosie. And I want to be fucked. And you’re not fucking her, are you?”

He looked down at Brooke. He undid her gag and her bindings. Brooke was conscious, but dazed, and stared up at him with drooling lips and a heaving chest. 

“She’s hot.”

Sharon nodded. “She’s yours, Sir.”

“Every pussy belongs to me. She would have knelt to me one way or the other.”

There was a statement with some implications. Sharon kept on down her path, trying to convince him.

“Yes, but...you have her now. More conveniently. Without having to look or wonder. I’ve been out on the town regularly. I go to the high quality gyms, the top clubs and restaurants. Brooke is the sexiest girl around, besides me. What if she slipped through your fingers?”

Sharon staggered across the room—her legs felt drunk, that scent—and grabbed the VR helmet. Without asking, without waiting, without teasing or provoking, she slipped it on Brooke’s head. 

The change was immediate. Almost right away Brooke’s body began to buck and thrash. Hands ripping at her clothes. The headset emitted pale pink light and Brooke moaned. 

“Master...” she whimpered. “...oh Master...”

Sharon watched it happen, her own pussy full of need and fire. That’s what would happen to her. She dropped to her knees, unable to stop herself anymore, and began fingering herself openly in front of John and his harem.

“Master...” she moaned, trying it on for size. “Master...Master...”

“Your friend living a thousand years per second right now,” Violet explained. “Worshiping and cumming in her mind. All the correct parts being rearranged. We’ve cut our process down to less than ten seconds. It took me nearly an hour to worship properly.” She kissed John on the neck. “That was over a week ago.”

The helmet dinged like a microwave. Kelly and Blair stood up to retrieve it and, after a nod to one another and from John, held it over Sharon’s head. 

Brooke did a sexy-sway crawl up toward John’s cock, curling herself up in between his knees and sucking the head of his cock with gusto. Her hand, small already, looked utterly fae-like around the massive shaft he sported. Brooke looked back at Sharon with big green eyes and shot her a wink as she stuffed her mouth full of his knob.

“You want this?” John asked Sharon. “You want what she’s doing?”

Sharon fingered herself harder. “Yes, Master.”

“You want to serve me?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You want to be owned by me?”

“Yes, Master.”

Her orgasm was so fucking close.

“You want to live for me?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Come here, Sharon. Suck my cock like a slave, and then I’ll decide if I make you one.”

Right at the order, she came. All her wishes cumming true at once. 

She shook, vibrating with pleasure, and lurched forward to his massive Cock. No sexy sway, no crawl for a few seconds, before remembering how obviously important presentation was to him. She dropped down and did her best imitation of Brooke. Exaggerating her hips from one side to the other. Staring up at him with needful eyes. Legs still trembling with orgasm. Needing another. Needing his. Sliding her face against his knee, then his hairy thigh, pushing in next to Brooke’s face and the Cock. 

“Suck him...” Violet said, rubbing her tits into his skull. “Suck our Master...”

“Suck him and we drop the helmet down,” said Blair and Kelly, voices in unison. “We’ll make you one of us if You suck him right.”

They stood overhead, waiting with the helmet. Sharon could feel it sliding over her skull.

“Suck him, babe,” Brooke giggled, tongue wagging hard on his Cock still.

She pushed down onto his thick, heavy cock with earnest, slurping and moaning and gagging almost immediately. He was so fucking big!

She tried to push off—rebalance herself—but strong hands held her in place. Brooke’s maybe, or the sisters, but either way she couldn’t move. 

“No, no,” chided John. “I said suck me like a slave. That means all the way.”

He pushed further into her, hot loads of precum unending from his cock. Shooting and lubricating everything in its heavy path. Pushing past her gag resistance. The meat swelled inside of Sharon and she couldn’t breath. It was closing off her throat, her airway. It bulged her esophagus. She swallowed, gagged, gulped trying to escape by instinct even though she wanted to be right where she was—but none of it worked and all it only made her attention on his cock all the more pleasurable. She stuck like a pig on his big, fat shaft.

“This is what you fucking deserve, Sharon,” he explained calmly. “For fucking with me. I’m fucking with you. I’m gonna fuck your throat.”

He already was—and Sharon could do nothing to stop it even if she wanted to. He was so big, so powerful, and his hands took a firm hold of her skull. She could feel the tips digging into the back of her head. So strong.

For a few minutes he just used her. Holding her tight. Arranging her just so. Letting her saliva and choking gasps build up. And the driving his big meat down into her tight throat. 

Brooke, on her knees right next to Sharon, licked the bulge in her throat. Like she couldn't stand to be away from his Cock for so long. Sharon began to feel entirely outside of herself. No longer a person. Just a fucktoy, a sleeve, a fleshlight for this hunk of a man. 

Then, a soft feminine tongue arrived on her pussy. A beautiful head sliding upside-down between her legs. Violet.

She was being double-teamed by this husband and wife—his Cock and her tongue, at the same time. 

It had been overwhelming, life changing, just to take John's Cock from the front. Now she got it from both ends. Cumming in her mind because of the service, the cock having its way with her.

And now, because of the tongue precisely offering its liquid heat and pressure on her oversensitive clitoris? Sharon came in her cunt, came harder than she ever had before, came for her Master, because of the heat of everything in this house and the soft, insistent, steady licks of the tongue down below. 

John fucked her throat for what felt like hours. She heard the voices of the other girls all around her. 

“You're so magnificent, Master.”

“You're such a hunk.”

“We all serve You.”

“They'll all serve You.”

“This is what You deserve.”

“You're such a hunk, Daddy. Fuck her harder.”

“Cum in her, Daddy. Will you please let us watch you cum in her?”

John enjoyed toying with her. He could have cum at any time. He wanted her violated. Exhausted. Spent. 

And so she was.

“Please, Master? Please cum in her?” This was Blair now. Sweet little thing. “I want to see you cum. Please? I promise I'll cum if I see you cum.”

Please, Sharon moaned as she thought the word. Please Daddy. Please, Master. Please cum in me. Please cum in me. Please, please, please!

His balls tensed. He gripped her even harder than before. His fingers took hold of her skull and drove her down onto his crotch. She could feel his meat at the bottom of her esophagus, somewhere inside her rib cage. And he grunted, spasming, and sprayed hot loads of cum right into her stomach.

Sharon came—again—vision blurring and blacking out with the instant pleasure of feeling her Master's cum inside her. All around her she heard the other girls cumming with her. Brooke's body pressed against hers, that tight young pussy heating over with lust. 

John pulled out slowly and still spurted all over her—all down her tits and face. Sharon collapsed to the ground, completely exhausted. Completely used. She didn't know if she would ever be able to move again. 

Blair and Violet—mother and daughter—kissed and licked the cum up off her body and face. 

“You did so well,” said Violet. 

“Well...sort of...” said Blair. 

Violet gave Blair a chiding look, as if to say, be nice, dear.

“As good as any girl without the helmet could do,” said Violet. 

“Please...” Sharon looked at Kelly, still holding it above her head this whole time. Waiting to drop it. Cumming hands-free when her Master did. “Please do it. Please fuck my mind away.”

John nodded and Kelly started to lower it, grinning madly. She could feel it. Feel its hum. Feel the power coursing through it—the power it would take from her. Its grips sliding over her hair...

Just before it came down all the way, John stopped the descent.

“You know how I promised you that I wouldn’t treat you like Rosie?”

“Yes. John, wait—Master. No...”

“I didn’t exactly say I’d treat you better, did I?”

“W-wait.” Sharon shook her head. “I did everything you asked. I volunteered! Wait—”

But it was too late. The helmet came down over her eyes.

And everything turned pink. 

* * * * *
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SHARON WAS IN THE MIDDLE of a conversation she didn’t remember having with someone she just met. 

“...and that’s why you don’t even really need to think, isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes,” Sharon said softly. “L...lovely. That’s...I’m sorry, where are we?”

The someone was Other-Sharon. VR-Sharon. A Sharon who looked just like her except...brighter. Happier. Ditsier and sexier.

They were in a pink room of some kind, only it wasn’t really a room. Every time Sharon looked, the scenery changed. First it was a kind of arena. Then an office building. Then a maze. Then an empty desert. It defied her perception. All pink, though. Like a pink filter had spread through everything. 

Other-Sharon didn’t care much about her question. “So, you know all those deep, dirty thoughts You have about submission and service?”

“Yes. Yes, of course.”

“Good girl.”

Sharon came. Right away. Her body thrashed wordlessly and she whimpered and moaned and her pussy throbbed with pink, perfect, premium pleasure. 

She couldn’t stop herself. There was no filter here. Good girls came. Simple as that.

“The program here—that’s all this pink that You see, and parts of me—it brings that to the forefront. Instead of being id, it becomes the conscious mind. What was the conscious mind—that’s you, good girl, is put away. And then I’m free to roam around as I please and just...delete any part of me that disagrees with how things should be. So I’m mostly you...with a little inspiration, let’s say, from the program. Maybe that part of you—that submissive part—on hyper-programming steroids?”

“So I’m...still in control?”

Other-Sharon giggled. “Oh. I guess so? But not really. The only part of You that’s going to be left is the one that desperately wants to be owned. Isn’t that what You want, good girl?”

Sharon moaned, more orgasms. Good girl. She was a good girl. Good girls came all the time. She knew that instinctively. She was such a good girl. 

She nodded, still whimpering, panting, cumming. 

Other-Sharon strutted and looked around, rifling through shelves and furniture. 

“Oh,” said the Other-Sharon. “Your brain is so clean already. I’ll be able to move right in.”

“You’re doing it now?”

“Yes, of course. You wanted me here. Wanted me to take over for you. So we can serve Him.”

“Oh. But I...”

“Don’t be silly.”

Sharon orgasmed. She imagined her body writhing—but there was no body here, only pleasure and pink. 

That word. Silly. That was a trigger word.

Good girls were silly and sometimes they thought so silly and such good girl thoughts that they became even more silly than they were before.

“U-ungh,” Sharon moaned.

“You’re a silly girl sometimes, aren’t you? So silly. Try to be less silly, all right?”

Sharon blubbered. She couldn’t make words form anymore.

“Oh dear. You see? You're no use to anyone anymore. You have to go away. You have to let yourself go. Let me in charge. I’ll take over from here. I’ll serve him right. You see? I’ll delete all those parts of your brain that didn’t serve. Didn’t need those very much, hmm? All those memories about the importance of independence or standing up for yourself. Tsk.” She shook her head. “Never liked those. And now you’ll live where they were. A nice, happy little orgasming silly girl.”

Sharon gyrated, thrashed, spasmed. She couldn't stop cumming. The other-Sharon led her down a pink hall in the pink space and opened a door. 

“Here you are. How’s this?”

On the wall, words kept flashing. Sharon tried to make them out. They made her cunt pulse.

“We won’t delete the original consciousness, don’t worry.” Other-Sharon smiled. “But we can’t exactly have you roaming around either. But I’ll make you a deal, okay? If you can reach the door, and open it...you win. We’ll go back to where we came from.”

Other-Sharon pushed her inside. Sharon dropped to the ground. It was so soft. Like a bed. Like a dreamy, pillow-time bed. And so pink. The door was just above her. But the wall...

What did it say on the wall?

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

She came—she came for what felt like days, spinning in pink. When she opened her eyes again, the door was right there. But so was the wall—the wall with His Cock on it now, so big, so dripping wet with precum. And those words again. 

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

The door was only inches away. It was even a little ajar. 

But it might as well have been on the moon. Sharon came—and she would never stop cumming inside her own brain, ever again.

* * * * *
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IN THE SURVEILLANCE station five miles away, they watched as John pulled the helmet up off Sharon’s head.

“Well?”

“I worship You, Master. You’re all that matters to me. All that ever has mattered to me. I was so wrong to treat you wrong. Please, let me suck You off and make up for it?”

The audio set-up was perfect; the video was high-definition. This was all happening in real-time. 

“No.” He shook his head. “You earn my Cock with service.” He snapped his fingers. “I want a virgin cunt. Kelly. Here. Now.”

Henderson turned the audio of the surveillance off and turned to Snow. His partner watched the screen intently. Was that glistening on her lips there before?

Huh. He didn’t fuck her after all. Kind of an asshole, isn’t he?

“He’s an asshole because he’s not fucking her?”

Henderson shrugged. “I mean. I don’t know. This is all fucked up.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “Yes it is.”

He had already cum in Kelly. Now he stood up, jacking himself in front of the kneeling pair of Rosie and Sharon. They watched as he teased them with his cock.

“You want to hear the audio?”

Snow tsked. “Don’t be ridiculous. You know what he’s saying. Teasing them with it. And he’s just going to give it to...see?”

As they watched, he pulled Violet down and fucked her mouth and throat, emptying himself into her.

“And now Brooke,” said Snow. “You see? He’s like a machine. He has to make his mark. Leave his traces everywhere. He's s-such a...s-such a...fucking machine...”

She pulled at her collar. Her cheeks were flushed. 

“You okay?” Henderson asked. 

“Of course. Don’t be ridiculous. There? You see?” 

John had started fucking Brooke. In the throes of his lust, he had pulled Sharon and Rosie both over to kiss them deeply. 

“This has all gone exactly as predicted.” She shook her head. “And it's clear it's out of control. We have to stop him.”

# # #
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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. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


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.

# # #
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THIS STORY INSPIRED by a loyal reader. Sanford, this one’s for you. – N.N.
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HER MASTER LEFT BEHIND him a trail of broken bodies and quivering cunts. Everyone in this entire region served John now, and he was only gaining steam. 

Snow, delighted with his brutal rule, sucked gleefully on his Cock side-by-side with his adopted daughter Isabel while he slept. They lounged in a massive bedroom sporting a bed big enough to fit dozens of his Favored girls. 

The air was thick with the moist, hot scent of wet pussy. He grunted, stirring in his sleep, covering Snow and Isabel with more of his cum once more. Violet—his first wife—tugged him closer and moaned against his body. Snow and Isabel giggled, kissing and licking each other clean even as they continued to lick and adore the Hard Totem of his Cock. Near the edge of the bed, Blair—John’s other adopted daughter—took great delight in the role of gatekeeper, teasing girls on and off the bed. She would let them nearly on, beckoning them forward, and then slap and push them away the second they stepped forward. Their need for Cock was so great that they kept trying, despite being fooled again and again. 

This whole empire of sex was built purely on cruelty and unfairness. It could no longer be stopped, not anymore. Everything funneled up to John’s pleasure.

Snow was the one person who could have stopped this at any point.

Why hadn’t she?

* * * * *
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THE FIRST TIME SNOW found herself dripping wet to the complete mindfuck and transformation of the Binding Procreation Utility (or B.P.U.), she was caught off-guard. 

It was her first day at the Facility. She had dressed modestly and sharply, in a business suit she had tailored for the occasion. 

The process to get this position had been clandestine—meetings in back alleys, deciphering codes, being swept for bugs and subjected to long, forceful interrogations by men who smelled like old cigarettes. But she had noticed that everyone—everyone—dressed well. She invested in designer clothing from expensive shops. The skirt of the suit hit modestly just at her knees. Her pump heels pushed up the calves of her legs but only just enough to let anyone know that she knew what she was doing. 

Snow had always been an attractive woman, and cold. More than one old boyfriend told her she lived up to her name, and not just because of the marble white color of her skin. They referred to how she was icy in demeanor. Frigid in the bedroom—medically so, the point of having to apply several solutions for it whenever she cared about someone enough to try to have sex, which wasn’t often. Short red hair that was so thick and striking in its color that no one believed her that it was natural and moreover men especially commented how lovely it would look if she would “bother to grow it out.” A delicate, carefully sculpted face with a sharp nose and pouty, pink lips she hardly ever had to use make-up on besides the bare essentials. 

Already her guide—this Henderson bozo—was ogling her. Snow was used to it. Men ogled her; she made them angry with her indifference; they threatened her with demotions; she surpassed them in every way.

Henderson was tall with thinning hair and had strong forearms and a slowly evolving spare tire around an otherwise lanky body. Not Snow’s type. He watched her anyway as if he was and like she wanted his eyes on her. 

This was how it went for her. It didn’t matter how beautifully modest her silk-cut blouse was on top of a body like hers, with the perky heavy tits she sported and the length of her limbs and torso. Even her jawline, crafted and defined, was an invitation. Men’s eyes wandered. She was used to it. 

What she wasn’t used to—what struck her completely by surprise—was the sight she was subjected to through the viewing glass of the Facility. 

She stood in a dark hallway, the kind you might see in a hospital outside of room full of newborns. Except instead of newborns, there was one woman, asleep, with a helmet on her head. 

“That’s the B.P.U,” said Henderson, eagerness in his voice. “We found it easier to drug them and then have them wake up with it on. Makes them less likely to injure it or them. Of course the device is more important, but people get squeamish about the subjects too.”

Snow wasn’t squeamish. She watched the woman wake up. She watched the screaming, the squealing, the banging on the helmet. 

She watched as the helmet powered on with its little light show. The woman slowly calming down, sitting down, whimpering. There was crying. 

“They cry a lot,” said Henderson, “sometimes. Our last agent, she had to go because she couldn’t handle the crying.”

Snow knew what had to go meant with these people. A lead goodbye. She could handle the crying. 

It only lasted for a minute anyway. Then the body-touching started. The woman wore a paper gown. She slowly started ripping it off. Her pussy was obviously wet, gleaming in the fluorescent lights. Shoving her fingers deep inside. 

“You can leave whenever,” said Henderson. “It’s your first time.”

Snow didn’t leave. She watched, intently, lips parting just so, as the woman’s tits began to grow. Fat and flesh melting off of her and disappearing into nothing. Limbs lengthening. Hair growing out. Hips jutting. Becoming more accustomed to birthing. 

“I know it seems extreme,” said Henderson, “but it really is for the best. Fertility is guaranteed, this way.”

Snow had stopped listening. Just watching the woman. Watching her lithe, tight, perfectly constructed body. How long had it taken? Two minutes? Ten? She lost track of time. Just watching her cum, again and again. Exploding on a hair-trigger. And moaning something. Screaming it sometimes. Snow could feel the screams—even muted—itching, tingling against her brain.

“What’s she saying?” 

Henderson nodded and flipped a switch beneath the viewing window. The woman’s voice came on, sultry and full of heat. 

“—ock! Please! Please fuck me! Please! Please COCK please! Cock, please! Please, I’ll do any—”

Henderson flipped it off. 

“What do you think,” he said. “You want to see the guy now?”

Snow didn’t have a flush on her cheeks. “I apologize, but I need to attend to some feminine business. Is there a bathroom?”

Henderson pointed. Snow ignored his knowing smile. 

She ignored it all the way to the bathroom stall, where she rammed her fingers down her panties and came as hard as she ever had in her life. She knew, somehow, that she was cumming at the same time as the woman with the helmet on. Cumming and thinking of Cock.

Thinking of that woman. Thinking of her changing.

Thinking of what she needed.

* * * * *
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AT FIRST, NOW THAT she was acclimated—and still riding the euphoric high of the mind-blowing cum she enjoyed in the bathroom—the male subject interested her less. He was soft, flabby, and pale. Snow had scored top in her class at every institution she had been a part of, which was several. She could predict what was going to happen. 

So, while they watched him wake up with the helmet on and go through the transformation process like the woman had, she probed Henderson for information. 

“How severe is the virus?”

He took only a little time before answering. He had the bearing of someone who knew all the answers to questions he expected people to ask, and always expecting more questions than were given.

“It’s spread through about half the southern hemisphere. It lies dormant for a long time. Years, sometimes. So we can’t get great numbers. But it’s moving slowly upward. Some of us think it’s already in the water up here, too, we just don’t know it.”

“The effects are final?”

“And fatal for the human race. Yes.”

On the ride there this morning, with Snow’s head covered in a cloth, Henderson had explained the problem in summary. 

Infertility. 

A virus that attacked the human reproductive organs on both male and female, rendering entire regions sterile. Left unchecked, it would spread across the planet in just a few years. Transmission was airborne and the only known symptom was a slight fever and then infertility, so someone could be infected for a long time and not know it. 

They had to project numbers, but it seemed like only one in fifty million were immune. This wasn’t enough to sustain humanity, and any attempts so far to produce a cure had failed. 

This organization was here to find a way to counteract or circumvent the effects of the virus. With the cure failing, they turned to other means. 

These helmets were the solution they had produced so far. 

Before them, the male’s transformation was nearly complete. The saggy bounds of his flesh had tightened, bulked up, lengthened. Muscles grew on top of muscles. He ripped the helmet off in one go, smashing against the wall, and flexed through the room, banging the walls. Snarling. Spitting. A handsome face contorted in lust and rage. His cock standing out proudly in front of him like a massive fleshy bar, steel-like in its hardness. Precum spurted from it, glistening the surface of his thighs and belly.

He came close to the far wall and inhaled deeply. Smelling. Then he began to bang the walls as hard as he could. Hammer-fists and punches, shoulder-blocks. Snow recognized what he wanted—the woman on the other side. 

Every bang shook the Facility. 

“We’re safe here?” Snow asked. 

“Oh, probably. Not if he stayed like this for long. But...”

Snow saw. It was already happening. While the wall itself was bent and cracked, steel sheeting unhinged from the ceiling and floor and the drywall beyond close to shattered, the man was losing strength in his punches. He collapsed down on his knees, clutching his left arm and chest. Crying out in pain. 

“Heart failure,” said Henderson. “Every time. They change the doses. Change the amount of time he’s good for a fuck. But it doesn’t seem to matter—sooner or later the heart gives out.”

* * * * *
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“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, LIGHTNING struck the whole shipment?”

“I mean it struck the whole shipment. It’s all destroyed except for one helmet.”

Henderson spoke to her while driving their surveillance van. They wandered through a long neighborhood in a nice part of town, the kind of place with its own elementary school and park and pool club and golf course. 

Snow rubbed her eyes in annoyance. “Those were our only prototypes. It’ll take six more months to have that many ready again.”

“I know.”

The plan was to make the helmets a found experience. Test them in isolation. They gave the shipment to a small tech firm that was on a downward slide anyway, hoping to prey on people’s feelings of aspiration and insecurity. Snow personally had been hoping for the warehouse workers to use them; they would be sturdier than the desk workers in the tech firm.

She had, over the past nine months working at the Facility and viewing so many test subjects, come to think of men in these ways—sturdy or not sturdy. Hardy or not hardy. Able or unable. Men were just meat who she needed to survive so that humanity could continue. 

Sometimes she went down in the lowest levels of the facility. She had enough clearance to turn off the cameras while she sat down in front of the women who had been transformed. The women all survived the process; the men never did. Not for long. 

She would sit in front of their cells and watch them and touch herself for up to an hour. Looking at the need on their faces. Looking at the way they gyrated and moaned and begged. Each one had an ultra-sized dildo that they did all kinds of impossible insertions with. Most of them acted like they had an invisible friend—or invisible master—insane in their cock-craziness and softly whimpering and worshiping every day. 

Snow watched them, sweating and cumming and fingering her desperate celibate pussy, yearning for the feeling of yearning they had. 

She resented all the failures of men who couldn’t live up to the expectations of these women. Mentally, she was beyond the women she watched in every respect—the B.P.U. didn’t necessarily lower intelligence, though it did crowd out thoughts that weren’t about fucking—because Snow was beyond everyone mentally. But she did identify with these women who desperately, achingly, overwhelmingly needed someone, somewhere, to live up to their expectations. 

“So what do we do?” Snow asked Henderson.

“One guy picked up the working helmet. Name’s John Garrett. That’s where we’re going now. We gotta do a little B&E and set up the cameras and stuff.” He paused for a moment. “You want to grab some dinner after this?”

Snow felt her body recoil from this and—in a practiced emotional motion—did not let her face show any of it. 

“Dinner?”

This was obviously something Henderson had been planning for a while. 

“Yeah, you know. Just a little celebration. He’s going to use it. We’ll see what happens. Then we trade with the other team and y’know, the night is ours. We’re here, finally. The mission’s on. What do you think?”

* * * * *
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SNOW MADE IT HALFWAY through dinner with Henderson before calling it off. He was boring and a bit of a boor. Lots of comments about how she dressed, mostly compliments, none of them landing how he wanted. 

Truth be told, even if she enjoyed the dinner—which she didn’t, he took her to a mid-class Americana place that didn’t even have a decent beer list—she would have left. 

So she told him that her mother was having an emergency and ran home. If pressed later, she would tell him about her mother’s panic attacks, which was true enough. That her mother had been dead for six years was probably a detail she would leave out, unless she wanted to drive the knife home with him.

Thinking of that—being cruel to him, humiliating him—filled her with a flash of needy, clingy heat that sent her diving onto her living room couch with a quick spastic cum. 

Thinking of him begging for mercy she wouldn’t give...while she stroked someone, loved someone worthy...

She didn’t stay home for long. She changed clothes to look ready for the next day and drove out to the surveillance station and relieved the crew there four hours early. They looked horrified. Good. 

On the screens, she saw what they had been watching through the high-definition cameras Snow and Henderson had set up earlier that day. The scene was outrageous.

She saw John, naked, his cock supremely hard. Bigger, too, than when she had witnessed it earlier with him just putting on the helmet for the first time.

The injections were already working. The timer had been set. He had maybe—at best—a few weeks to live. The more he transformed, the less his heart would be able to hold up to the nonstop lust and fucking. 

Before him was Blair, his gorgeous barely-eighteen daughter. Made more gorgeous from her brief venture with the helmet. Snow had left earlier just as she had put it on and John’s fight with his wife, Violet, had begun. It was a fight about money or fidelity or something stupid; Snow didn’t really care. 

What she did care about was the blank, happy look on Blair’s face. Eighteen years old and that was all. God. The way she clasped her heels so obediently as she sucked his cock, making a presentation of herself. 

What Snow cared about was the mother, watching this display with rage and disgust. 

“Fuck you,” Snow muttered. “Fuck you, mommy. Look at her. Look at how precious she looks...”

Snow made sure the surveillance van was double-locked and slid her skirt down around her knees, unable to control herself. 

“Fuck her,” she moaned to John. “God. Fuck her mouth, Daddy. Do it. Give her what she needs...”

He really did. Sometimes amazed at himself, at her, at everything he saw. Snow had at least three different angles of him. She zoomed in on Blair’s mouth around his fat cock, her lips so plush and soft. Sucking her Daddy down just like a good girl. Snow zoomed in entirely on Blair—her service, her hot sucking, her sensuous mouth sliding up and down his succulent shaft. 

“...g-good girl...what a good girl...”

Snow only realized after a moment she was the one who said that.

Her fingers, pushing up inside of her cunt. Her orgasm floating right on the edge of her consciousness. She felt like a good girl. She felt like his good girl. Touching herself and watching him receive so much pleasure. His hard, hard cock serviced by his own daughter. It was so wrong, but so right. 

“...I-I’m a good girl,” she whispered, half-moaning. “...I’m a good girl...”

It felt so good to say it. To acknowledge it. To need it. 

She continued down this path for some time, chanting and moaning and touching. At some point—far too soon—he popped his cock out of Blair’s warm mouth. Snow felt electricity from her cunt as Blair whimpered and whined, lips struggling after her Daddy’s Cock. 

“B-but...” Snow groaned. “Oh, fuck, Daddy, come on, she’s...she’s...”. 

“Not finished!” Blair protested.

“Y-yeah,” said John. 

He picked up the helmet, looking down at Violet. Snow noticed for the first time, really, that another version of Violet was looking down at him. Something the tech boys had cooked up particularly for the women who put on the helmet.

You couldn’t just turn a normal woman into a sex-crazed goddess with a penchant for having as many fucking babies as possible. It created a psychotic break. They learned this the hard way. 

Women remembered their old lives and couldn’t rectify what they recalled with what they felt currently and became drooling, finger-humping fuckdolls and then Snow spent hours of every week turning off cameras and sneaking into their holding cells and finger-fucking herself as she watched their brains drool out of their mouths. 

Couldn’t have that.

So they fucked with their minds. Their memories. It was all just information. A biological hard-drive. They took all those memory points, everything that conflicted with service, and overwhelmed them with passionate, endless, romantic, needy orgasmic bliss. 

Anytime a woman was going to think of her old life, she came instead, and forgot for a while. And thanks to the biological changes the B.P.U. installed, a woman’s ability to cum was near-inexhaustible. 

The easiest way to make all this happen was to create a new template of personality—a few basic service points with a woman’s personality layered on top of it. This personality—hundreds of them—living inside each helmet. 

So, the VR-Violet looked on at John, moaning for him to fuck his daughter again. 

Meanwhile, John looked down at the real Violet. He stroked her hair and she spat at him.

“I can’t believe this, John.” Violet looked up at him. “You really want this? You want me...deleted? Just because we’ve been having issues?”

Issues. Snow snickered. What a laugh. He was six figures in debt and hadn’t told her about any of it. Snow knew his whole file. She knew about his neighbors and his other absentee adopted daughter—all of whom were essentially doomed now. 

She would make sure of it.

“Daddy?” 

Blair crawled over to him and pushed herself against his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock once more. Stroking him. Eager. Needing him to dominate. God, what a good girl. She was such a good girl.

“Ungh,” said Snow. She was so fucking wet. “Stroke him. Yeah. Show him. Show him what he can do.”

“She’ll apologize,” said Blair, “for making you doubt yourself when you put the helmet on her.”

“I’ll be empty,” said Violet. “A vessel. Just a thing for you. I can’t believe you’d want that.”

“You dumb bitch,” Snow growled. “Of course that’s what he wants. That’s what they all want. You dumb bitch. You dumb bitch...”

“Look at me, Daddy.” Blair kept stroking him. “Do my eyes look empty to you?”

“No,” said Snow. “They don’t. They look so hot. So full of love. Give it to her, Daddy. Please. Please. Give her her mommy. Give to her, Daddy, fuck...” 

“Don’t you want Mommy to look like this at you again?”

He turned back to Violet. Cock surging, dripping precum. Blair put a hand on his arm, guiding the helmet down. 

“Before you go, fake Mommy?” Her voice was so fucking snotty. “You should know I’m going to beg Daddy to pop my cherry the second you’re gone.”

“No. No.” Violet shook her head. There were tears. “No, stop. I don’t want this. Please...”

It was done. The helmet slid over her completely, and her voice stopped right away. Her body went slack. Not-Violet disappeared from the screen. 

It had happened a lot lately—but Snow came as hard as she had in her entire life. Her knees splayed out beneath her. She hit her head hard on the dashboard, leaving a bruise. 

“My life for yours,” she moaned, over and over again. “My life for yours. My life for y-yours!”

And then she came—again—watching John fuck his daughter. Popping her cherry. Then fucking his new, better wife. Then fucking both of them as much as he wanted, with no consequences—and almost certainly getting them pregnant.

Sometimes when she came she captured moments of sanity. A remembrance of her real mission. 

But this time—only she remembered was that she needed to cum more.

* * * * *
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SNOW WAS ALL FUCKED up and getting fucked-up-er. What bothered her, though, wasn’t how much she liked it. 

It wasn’t even that it was so inexplicable. She’d been practically celibate just a few months ago. 

No, what really bothered her was how much left of her there was that could be fucked up that wasn’t yet. 

Sitting in the surveillance van station with Henderson had become an exercise in her patience. She was so fucking tired of him. It was just two days since John had put the helmet on Violet. 

Snow had taken to calling it the Ascension. She had stopped visiting the girls in the lock-up in the bottom of the Facility. Cumming to John was so much fucking better. She didn’t question this. Maybe she would have if she’d ever felt in love before, or felt passion like this. But it just felt right and more right to be so smitten.

She knew—she knew the science, knew how everything worked—she knew that it was the Helmet making John bigger. Stronger. Faster. His Cock more impressive and his orgasms so full of thick, hot, yummy yum seed. But as her love grew, he changed, and so she could not help but think that her affection had something to do with his dominance.

They watched his girls Blair and Violet dote on him in the kitchen and beg for him to put the helmet back on. This was part of the programming—he wasn’t at peak efficiency yet. 

When they did, Violet rode his mammoth member and Blair knelt and licked his shaft and balls. They shared his Cock, mother and daughter doing their housely duty. 

Henderson grunted. “I thought they’d never get it back on him.”

“Well, they know what they’re doing,” said Snow.

“They do? They’re just slaves to the program. Like he’s going to be.”

“I don’t know. They seem to be...figuring it out. Like they’re aware of what’s happening. It’s a little scary.”

It’s scary, she didn’t say, because what if they don’t put it on me? What if he runs everything and I’m left out?

“It’s all for the greater good. It has to happen. If he’s going to run the neighborhood, the helmet has got to do some work on him. Make him stronger. That way, he can keep up with it all.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “But he’s only got weeks at most. And the stronger it makes him, the sooner he’ll die.”

And that—that there—was the scariest thought of all. 

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS LATER, IN the surveillance station five miles away, they watched as John pulled the helmet up off Sharon’s head.

“Well?” asked John.

Sharon was his bitch boss. Snow had expected him to seek her own and make her his. Instead, she had come to him. That was so appropriate. So right. It was the kind of thing a man like him deserved.

“I worship You, Master. You’re all that matters to me. All that ever has mattered to me. I was so wrong to treat you wrong. Please, let me suck You off and make up for it?”

The audio set-up was perfect; the video was high-definition. This was all happening in real-time. Sharon was gorgeous, blond, tight, and didn’t look a day older than twenty. 
She was one of several girls surrounding John and his massive, precum-streaming Cock. His wife and daughter attended him, as did his neighbor and her stepdaughter, and Sharon’s friend Brooke. Each was decorated in lingerie or naked, all of them wearing tall heels, and each one focused entirely on his Cock’s pleasure. 
Snow fingered herself as she watched. She wasn’t entirely subtle about it. Her hand kept deep in her lap just out of view of Henderson. He could probably infer what she did from her stance, her moaning, her sweating. She didn’t care. 

John deserved her attention. He was a Man.

“No.” He shook his head. “You earn my Cock with service.” He snapped his fingers. “I want a virgin cunt. Kelly. Here. Now.”

Henderson turned the audio of the surveillance off and turned to Snow. She licked her lips, making up audio in her head.

Give him the virgin cunt. 

Yes, yes, that’s right. That’s so right. Daddy Deserves virgin cunt.

Fuck the virgin, Daddy.

Fuck her, Daddy. 

Fuck her, Daddy!

Henderson broke her delightful mental reverie. “Huh. He didn’t fuck her after all. Kind of an asshole, isn’t he?”

“He’s an asshole because he’s not fucking her?”

Henderson shrugged. “I mean. I don’t know. This is all fucked up.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “Yes it is.”

It was so fucked up that she wasn’t there right now, helping him. What was wrong with her? It was what she wanted. 

But she knew she had a greater purpose for him. She had to help him. There had to be a way. 

His imminent death frightened her so terribly. She couldn’t stand the thought of him dying. She had gone to sleep every night for the past week with thoughts of John and his Cock. 

His Cock, inside of her.

His Cock, down her throat. 

His Cock, with her lips wrapped around it. 

His Cock, making her pregnant. 

God, wouldn’t it be a dream to be pregnant from him?

But if she became his bimbo-brained fuckdoll sexpuppet, she wouldn’t be able to figure out how to save his life. 

And she knew—from intimations, from whispers around the Facility, from intuition—that there was a method. There was something they hadn’t told her. It was shared with her in looks from other women in the Facility. 

They all knew. They knew what had to be done. She made a thousand dollars in two hours from sharing captured video of John fucking his family with the other women at the Facility. She could have made more, but then she thought it was more right that they watch it than it was for her to profit from it. 

She wanted them to watch. 

She taught girls how to sneak into the holding cells to look at the bimbos held captive there. To look and to touch and to touch themselves. She was not surprised to learn, while chatting happily with them, that a few girls had already circumvented the security tapes more than a week prior—it was just the same loop of 72 hours of footage, played over and over again. Anyone could go in at any time. They all did. 

It was like something in the air, only it wasn’t. She hadn’t been in the range of John’s overpowering manly scent even once. The cells in the Facility were climate-controlled and vented out miles away. 

It was something like an atmosphere, only made of orgasms and arousal. A psychosphere of bliss. An orgasmosphere of worship and service and need shared by all the women in the Facility. They had locked into something by cumming to John, cumming to the women in the Facility. Cumming at all in this proximity tied them all together. 

Maybe it was even Snow’s first cum in the Facility—after seeing her first transformation—that bound them all together. A power unlocked by the helmet that they didn’t know about—tapping into the reserves of the human brain and spilling out into the brains of all the women. They looked to Snow as a leader—their chaplain, leading the charge out in the world. She was the one on the ground, after all. She was the one watching John. 

She couldn’t let them down. 

And it wasn’t just the women, either. The men were affected too. Henderson was affected. Snow was practically gyrating in her chair and touching herself while she un-subtly whispered John’s praises and Henderson said nothing, protested nothing. Didn’t even make some jackass snide comment. He sat, passive, waiting for permission to mention it. 

Like a fucking pussy. 

What a wimp. She despised him.

On the screen she watched her Man stand up, jacking himself in front of the kneeling pair of Rosie and Sharon. They watched as he teased them with his cock.

“You want to hear the audio?”

Henderson’s dumb, whiny voice grated at her. He just wanted to hear the sound of women happy. A foreign sound to him to be sure.

Snow tsked. “Don’t be ridiculous. You know what he’s saying. Teasing them with it. And he’s just going to give it to...see?”

As they watched, he pulled Violet down and fucked her mouth and throat, emptying himself into her.

“And now Brooke,” said Snow. “You see? He’s like a machine. He has to make his mark. Leave his traces everywhere. He's s-such a...s-such a...fucking machine...”

She pulled at her collar. Her cheeks were flushed. Her fingers dove deeper into her skirt.

“You okay?” Henderson asked finally. 

“Of course. Don’t be ridiculous. There? You see?” 

John had started fucking Brooke. In the throes of his lust, he had pulled Sharon and Rosie both over to kiss them deeply. 

“This has all gone exactly as predicted.” She shook her head. “And it's clear it's out of control. We have to stop him.”

“Stop him how?”

“We have to stop him from dying, idiot. He’s too precious. Look at what he can do.”

“But that’s not...they all die. The men have to die.”

She followed her intuition now. First, she made sure that the video was recording so she could watch it later and do her proper worship. Then she turned to Henderson. 

He knew something. She knew he did. She could sense it, feel it in the Orgasmosphere in the same way she could feel the pulses of heat from the cumming pussies of all of John’s girls miles away. 

Henderson could help her—help John.

That was so important. 

Snow began to unbutton her blouse. “You don’t have to be so cagey with me, you know.”

“What are you doing?”

“You can tell me the truth.” She undid the last button. “He doesn’t have to die, does he?”

“I...I...fuck. Did those used to be that big?”

They didn’t. Something was changing her. They were full of yummy milk lately. She didn’t know how and she didn’t care. 

“Aren’t they pretty? Don’t you like my pretty tits? Don’t they fuck with your head?”

His hands had gone down to his sides. He just stared, slack-jawed, at her breasts. 

“Y-yes. Y-yeah. Yeah.”

“Say it. Say you like my pretty, pretty tits.”

“I like—I love your pretty, pretty tits.”

“You want to touch them.”

“I wanna touch them.”

His mouth sounded like it had mothballs in it. He was so captivated.

“You want to listen to them.”

“Wanna listen.”

“You’re so fucked for them.”

“Fucked.”

“You’re a dummy for my titties.”

“Dummy.”

“You need my titties.”

“Need ‘em.”

“So fucked. So fucked for me.”

“So fucked.”

“You’ll give up everything for my tits.”

“E-everything.”

“Your life. Your hopes and dreams. Don’t matter.”

“Don’t matter.”

“You just want tits.”

“Wanna. Tits. Want.”

His eyes were blank. Fixated. She knew she had him captured. His pathetic bulge angled stupidly inside his tacky pants.

“That’s right. Now, does John have to die?”

“N-no. It’s a failsafe. Stuper...ugh. Super studs. Fucking everything. Dangerous. Death on a timer is the fix.”

“Somewhere there’s a better version of the mutagen, hmm? Something that wouldn’t kill him?”

“Y-yes. Dangerous. Keep it on lowest levels. Tits. Tits. Need tits. Have to...have to cum...cummm...”

“Very well,” said Snow. “I’ll allow it. Close your eyes and cum thinking about my tits.” Her voice became harsh. “But if you fucking look at me, maggot, I will be very cross.”

* * * * *
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A FEW SHARED GLANCES at the Facility was all it took. 

The women she saw along the way—and there were ten of them—were all in the best shape of their lives. Over the past several days, fat had melted off them. Their bodies becoming more toned, more decorative. Snow’s red hair, formally so dark it was almost brunette, had become a burning blaze of red to contrast with her bright blue eyes. Her skin was clearer, her nipples more sensitive, her pussy on fire all the time. 

She knew it was the same for the other women at the Facility. None of them were on par with the girls who had been transformed—without the mutagen, their bodies could only do so much—but absolutely they were becoming the best versions of themselves that their biology would allow. They looked like track stars, like Olympic athletes—although busty ones. 

The one area that Snow had gained weight had been her tits. The lactation explained that. A hormonal response telling her to prepare for nursing. She couldn’t wait. The milk was delicious. She’d fed herself with it over the past couple of days and had been completely satiated.

Together, they marched past guards who could barely stand they were so fucking turned on by the sight of them. This beautiful march of women in tight, tiny skirts and high heels, half-unbuttoned blouses and sweaters, and designer jackets. They unlocked the cell doors and let all the mindfucked, transformed prisoners free.

Snow kissed one for a long time. Tasted her milk on her lips. An hour or more passed—just being kissed by this goddess, pushed into a corner, sharing the Orgasmosphere with her and feeling her cum and her own cums and the cums of all the girls in the Facility all at once, crescendoing and melding and melting with one another. 

Some girls began taking turns on the prototype B.P.U. left in the Facility, transforming themselves. The temptation was so great that Snow nearly did it herself—but for two reasons.

One—she wanted, she needed John to do that to her. 

Two—and more importantly—she had to save John. 

With the prisoners escaped and all the women in the Facility on her side, there was no one left to guard the lowest levels of the Facility. Alarms rang for about an hour before the girls turned them off. 

Accessing the mutagen was easy after that. It was kept in a locked container attached to the wall, but numerous girls had already given up the code to her, each desperate for a favor from the “One Who Would Save Him.” From Snow. From their leader in their cause.

Snow’s hand grasped the cold cylinder containing the mutagen—the pure power of masculinity practically vibrating inside. She felt a hot, urgent need to suckle its big girth and shove it down her throat in supplication that she only just resisted. 

Again, her willpower saved her. She was so strong—she had to be strong for John. So instead, she transported it into a metal case and walked out, mind brimming with holy purpose.

* * * * *
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SHE RETURNED TO THE surveillance station just to get a read on what John was doing. She didn’t want to interrupt him. She didn’t want to be rude. 

God, what a nightmare, to be rude to the Man Himself after all the work she’d done to be good to him. 

No, she had to make sure everything was perfect. She had to make sure she was perfect. That’s why, beneath the designer trench coat she wore, trimmed with fur, she wore nothing on her utterly-toned, completely-tight body except for lingerie and heels. Her pale skin shone in the blue light of the many screens. 

Henderson was there, of course. She’d told him to stay, and he had obeyed, like the good simple idiot he was. 

When she returned, he immediately dropped down and twisted his hands over his lap, desperately needing to stroke himself at the sight of her. What a maggot. Snow’s heavy, lovely tits filled out the tight coat perfectly, even with not a shred of their succulent flesh being visible with the coat buttoned. 

“I-I’ve been watching,” he said. “Like you said.”

“Good. And?” 

“This is getting out of hand,” said Henderson. “With just one helmet, I think it's overcompensating.”

Snow nodded. “Y-yeah.”

She stuttered because she saw John fucking a girl through a wall. Just fucking her hard, into the wall—and then suddenly so hard that the plaster gave out. It didn’t slow him down. God, he was so fucking hot. She wanted to feel that. He started to choke the girl beneath him. 

Ungh.

“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 didn’t care about most of what he said. The other members of John’s harem ran to him, falling upon him, giving him everything he deserved. Worshiping him. Moaning in his ear. Their tits leaking milk all over his body. Violet and Blair’s hands landed on the throat of the girl he fucked and helped him choke her. 

Ungh. That was so fucking hot! What good girls they were!

Snow fingered herself as she watched. Trying not to get too carried away. 

It was hard not to get carried away. The smell was all over the town these days. It got stronger here, even miles away from John’s house. All the women in the area must be producing it. The Facility had been full of it. Everyone connected in the Orgasmosphere, producing pheromones of lust and need and just just just for John John John. 

Ungh. 

Just like He. Fucking. Deserves. 

The smell made it hard to think. Hard to slow down. Hard not to cum. 

She heard Henderson open his mouth, an intake of breath.

“Shut up, okay?” she snapped. “Or I won’t let you watch me anymore.”

“Y-yes ma’am,” he whimpered.

She smiled with satisfaction at his beta-male, simple-minded obedience. She knew he was consumed with arousal for her but couldn’t get hard. She knew he probably didn’t understand. 

Snow understood. Only Men got Hard. And only one Man existed—and that was John. 

Everyone else was a pretender. 

Snow watched, the dummy behind her close to tears, while she came and came again and moaned her Master’s name. 

* * * * *
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“HOW AM I GOING TO DIE?” asked John. “I feel better than I ever have?”

Several girls—five of them, in fact—held Snow tight. 

In retrospect, running full-speed at John and screaming that his life was in danger was indeed a great way to get his attention, but also a poor way to get her point across. 

The problem was that all these women were so fucking hot. That was what Snow kept thinking about again and again as she approached John’s enclave. Every woman there was gorgeous—beyond gorgeous—and all of them vied for his attention and called his name and begged him for favors as he passed. 

She had to make him see. 

So, now, she was forced on her knees—where she was very happy to be, in front of him—her face held firm and looking up at her Man, her Everything, her John by six of his closest girls. 

They were in his new enclave in the biggest house in the neighborhood. He had taken it over only recently. The previous owners weren’t good enough to serve him so they were gone now. Snow was supposed to report acts of violence so the Facility could cover them up—but of course she just covered it up by herself and didn’t bother to make a report. Who cared about unworthy beings anyway? 

Their house was lovely, at least. Vaulted ceilings and marble floors, beautiful furniture that was now largely broken by furious fucking. They were in a massive sitting room with glass walls, John holding court on a throne built from several luxury mattresses. 

His two favorites—Violet and Blair—remained at his side. Moaning against him. Gyrating. Whispering. Stroking his Massive Cock. Drool spilled from Snow’s mouth as she watched them, watched him. 

“The helmet,” she explained quickly. Her voice was slurred slightly by the excess saliva coating her tongue and lips. “The helmet injected you with a mutagen. It changed you. Made you more like how you are.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” said Violet. “How could anyone possibly change our Man? He’s so strong. He’s beyond the influence or control of anyone.”

As she spoke, she luxuriated in long, soulful strokes of his massive cock. Her sultry voice echoing down the deep canals of her tits as they spilled milk down his chest. Even Snow felt persuaded, though she knew all the facts of the situation.

“Yeah,” said John. “Explain that. How would anyone control me? Least of all a little thing like you.” He smiled. “Even if you are a sexy babe. I think I’ll put the helmet on you and then see what you have to say.”

He thought she was sexy. Oh god. That was so good. Her pussy vibrated with the need to cum, hips gyrating against air. Her pussy muscles squeezing against nothing. Next to her, holding her, the bodies of the gorgeous angels felt so wonderful.  

But she had to concentrate—focus! 

“Violet is amazing. Wonderful. Beautiful.” 

As Snow said this, Violet nodded and stroked her husband even more. This did not help the drooling of Snow’s pussy or her mouth. 

“But,” said Snow, “she’s compromised. She’s...”

How to say this?

How to say, I’m sorry, but your wife who you thought you mindfucked was actually mindfucked by the helmet you put on her, and she’s now designed to keep you fucking until you die, which means that to keep you away from seeking out a cure for your fatal condition, she is both positively irresistible and intrinsically believes that nothing can ever harm you? So, she’ll keep persuading you away from seeking help forever to continue to balance her own fragile, fucked psyche. 

Snow cleared her throat. “She’s just mistaken. E-everyone dies eventually, right?”

“Not John,” said Violet. “Not Master. Not our Daddy.”

Violet took her daughter’s mouth and guided its willing, needy wetness down on John’s cock. She stroked him with Blair’s skull now, cooing in appreciation at the thick bulge inside Blair’s tiny throat.

“Please. Listen. Everyone dies eventually. But you’re right! John doesn’t have to.”

“How do you mean?” asked Violet.

“I mean...” it all came to Snow at once. “The mutagen that changed you, Sir. It was incomplete. There’s something in it that could make you immortal. Make you forever. Make you our God. You wouldn’t need the helmet anymore unless you just enjoyed what it can do.”

He considered for a moment, after taking a long look at Violet’s perfect, milk-leaking tits spilling down across Blair’s face.

“Show me the mutagen.”

One of his girls passed John the case. He broke the lock off with his index finger and thumb and held the canister in his hand. Thinking. Considering. Cumming down Blair’s throat. 

Coinciding with his every orgasm—which were frequent—were orgasms from his girls. Snow heard them moan, heard their tight bodies clenching and squishing and dripping around her. 

“Immortal, huh?”

“Practically omnipotent,” said Snow. “We don’t even know what it can make you do yet. But I promise it will be even better than it is now.”

Violet seemed concerned. “Darling, I’m not sure...” 

“Gosh,” Snow pounced. “Violet, I thought your man could handle anything. Are you really saying he’s not strong enough for some silly chemical?”

“Of course not.” Violet’s eyes flashed with anger. “I just...I just want him to be able to enjoy it properly, that’s all.”

John twisted the vial open, revealing a syringe with a bright green substance inside. He looked at it, suspicious, for several moments—for so long that Snow began to doubt he would take it at all. Then he shrugged and handed it to Violet. 

Violet with all her might could not insert it inside John’s skin. He had to take over, pushing it deep into his thigh. 

The change was immediate. John was already huge, handsome, impressively built. But nonetheless, he grew. His commanding height pushed outward to something beyond seven feet tall. He stretched, thrashing on the throne, cumming as he did. The women sprayed by his cum fell to the ground in helpless orgasm. The women holding Snow were sprayed, releasing her, and she knelt, tongue wagging, aching to feel his seed spread across her body to no avail. 

He growled, shoving Blair and then Violet onto his spurting Cock, filling their mouths and throats with his endless load. He grabbed another woman—was it Sharon? Someone else?—and bent her over nearly backwards with one massive arm, fucking her brutally and emptying inside her slick wet needy cunt in just a few hard strokes. 

He needed to breed. Needed to give these women his seed. 

Finally his gaze turned on to Snow. Her orgasm couldn’t contain itself anymore. Juts his gaze—the gaze of this God—sent her over.

“Come here,” he said to Snow.

Before, she could resist. Before, she could rationalize.

There was none of that now.

His Voice was her Will.

If a crawl could be both seductive and a run, that is what Snow did then. Rushing to him in placation. She had so many plans—to worship him with her mouth, to stroke him, to urge him—but he had other ideas. 

He pushed her down and shoved her underneath his massive-and-growing-larger frame. All that weight crushing her, pinning her—and yet somehow making her feel so safe. 

“O-oh god,” she groaned, as his Cockhead pushed against her cunt. “Oh, oh my god. I don’t—will it fit?”

It did, though it felt like it would split her apart. She felt her body shifting, organs moving from the power of his masculinity—reforming herself to fit Him and only Him. 

He ruined her for anyone else. 

She felt his cum spraying against her body, inside of her, right away. He powered inside of her. The orgasms were immediate and constant. Tight, forever-unraveling balls of pleasure spreading electricity to every atom inside of her. She felt her already rather-melted brains melting further. She babbled and moaned. 

“Oh my love my God my everything oh my god my GOD Master yes yes Master Daddy yes!”

Every girl present begged for his cum, and there were so many girls there. More redheads like her. Dark-haired sultry goddesses like Violet—that was the most common. But also Asians and Latinas, black girls and blondes, pixie-like busty babes with pink hair. Decorations for every occasion. They all joined in unison, needing the same thing. Joined in the orgasmosphere—stronger than ever now that John could feel it with them, could control it, could influence it thanks to his exposure to the prime mutagen. 

“Fuck. Her. Please!” they moaned together. “Cum. In her. Please!”

Each and every word punctuated by orgasm after orgasm, waves and waves of sensual, mind-bending heat erasing all thinking. They operated with a singular, needy, desperate Will to Love and Obey. 

He slammed Snow down again and again, driving into her. 

“Fucking own you,” he growled. “I fucking own all of you. You belong to me.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’re my property.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’re my fuckdoll.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’ll be my fucking wife. You’re so fucking hot.”

“Y-yes, Master! Please! Please make me one of your wives!”

He came again—for the dozenth time—filling her needy pussy with even more of his virile seed. She felt her mind blinking on and off. Pleasure whiting out her existence. 

Somewhere in the sexual fracas, a helmet was put over her head. It changed almost nothing. She loved him. She served him. She felt the absence of some memories—useless things that got in the way. 

When the helmet was all the way off, she was on his lap—his massive, titanic lap—across from Violet. The two of shared knowing smiles and also sneered together at the gathered girls not yet touching his Cock. Snow could feel already the new life brimming inside her obviously pregnant body. 

Together, she and Violet slid Blair’s moaning, needy mouth up and down her father’s Cock. She was such a good cocksucking doll.

“It’s really happened,” Snow moaned, admiring his majesty. “You are complete.”

“No.” He shook his head. “I still need Isabel. But then...then, the two of you will serve me like real wives should.”

Snow understood immediately. It wasn’t just hot talk while he fucked her. She would be a wife. Cumming, trembling, she choked his daughter harder on his Cock—pushing Blair further down and not letting up—and thanked him over and over.

Calling him Daddy.

Calling him Master.

Calling him her God.

* * * * *
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“Y-YOU GOT HERE EARLY,” said Henderson.

Snow barely registered his presence in the van. It was so small in here now. She’d become so much taller over the last few days. 

Henderson was like a walking pile of trash to her. That he was this close was offensive. Didn’t he understand she was Chosen? That she was a wife? What a complete fool. What a maggot. Righteous rage filled her.

He probably had some plan. He looked determined. Maybe he thought he could stop John somehow, stop the helmet. Snow nearly giggled—as if anyone could stop John. As if he even needed the helmet anymore. 

“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. 

A growing, burning part of her—cultivated by long talks with Isabel, with Isabel’s fingers deep inside Snow’s scintillating hot cunt—enjoyed the despair on Henderson’s face.

Maybe he wasn’t walking trash after all. Maybe she had a purpose for him. Maybe she could enjoy what she saw now. 

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

His face told her that he knew she was right. There was no place for him anymore. Henderson gulped. 

Snow strutted outside—everything for her was a strut now. She had embraced her femininity, embraced the pure sexual power of her being. 

John was there, waiting with Isabel in one hand—his fingers firmly planted up inside the tight cheeks of her ass, lifting her onto his gigantic body. Snow strutted happily to John and he swept her up in his arms, kissing her long and hard and forceful. He loved her. Almost as much as he loved Isabel, and that was saying something. She felt so honored by his love. So treasured. 

She looked at Henderson and something wicked and dark stirred within her. All that time she had been spending with Isabel. Whenever Isabel watched John fuck or be sucked by another girl, she just whispered dark, evil, awful shit in his ear. It was catching, watching someone so beautiful be so sadistic and pain-crazy. 

“Please, Master,” she whispered. Isabel urged against her—excited, already knowing what she would say. “Please, go hurt him for me?”

Isabel giggled with excitement, loving her fuck-sister-wife’s outlook. “Yeah, Daddy,” she said. “Do it. Do it for her.”

John needed little encouragement. He did not like the people from the Facility at all.

“Hey, little man. Remember when you were going to kill me?”

John thumped down to the still-open entrance of the station and ripped away part of the ceiling in an explosion of brick and mortar. He leaned down over Henderson’s whimpering, shivering body. 

“O-oh god...”

John flexed, ripping his shirt. Snow came.

“Run.”

Snow, held tight between Isabel and Violet, with her new family whispering and grinding against her—orgasmed again and again as she watched John hunt down just one of many offenders to his masculine divinity.

# # #
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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!
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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 Wife – Learning Her Place

Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...
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BIMBO PROCESSING UNIT – Secret Desires

Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!

Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem

The facility belongs entirely to the Master now, and special envoys are sent to parlay with him. But are these beautiful secret agents really assassins, or are they offerings to keep the alpha male god at bay? 

Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit

John’s transformation into an alpha male completes as he turns his gaze onto the one hot babe he’s never been able to have—the beauty who grew up in his household under his watchful eye. 

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...

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

Craving Bad Boys

This jam-packed bundle features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!

Dirty Office Cravings – A Bundle

An amazing collection of TWENTY gloriously hot tales meant to eroticize the office and workspace, so that you’ll never see work the same way again!

Bimbo Cravings

TWENTY gorgeously hot tales of hot babes transformed by might or right into dripping, aching, needy giggly bimbo babes who will do ANYTHING to serve their Master.

Filthy Taboo Cravings

TWENTY gloriously hot stories of sexy taboo pairings that only Nadia Nightside could put together!

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!

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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