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Priya, Part 1

She sat in the little office and smoothed her skirt. It was an old, musty room; a town this small only really had one office building, and it felt like it was on-loan from the 1970’s. Not for the first time since coming to Banraith County, Priya felt uncomfortable.

It wasn’t just that she was used to the hustle and bustle of New York City, the concrete jungle with its looming skyscrapers and its sleek, modern offices. That was certainly part of it, yes. And it wasn’t just that Priya was a woman of Indian descent, with a smooth brown complexion, wearing a professional white blouse and black skirt that nonetheless complemented her thin figure, her hair cut short in a modern style. Though, again, that was part of it; rural areas tended to be more white and traditional, making a woman like Priya something of a novelty.

No, the main reason for the discomfort was that, no matter where she went in this town and who she met, Priya couldn’t shake the feeling that everyone here was in on some big secret she wasn’t privy to. That alone would be unsettling enough, but rather than seem suspicious or standoffish to the outsider in their midst, the people of Banraith County instead appeared to be… amused by her.

And it wasn’t the condescending amusement of those old men who owned the newspaper, or the cruel amusement of high school bullies. It was more like they found her to be some sort of innocent, and they couldn’t wait for her to learn the secret they were all in on.

Priya shuddered to think of it. She considered leaving, going back home to New York, but… no. No, she’d come this far. The story was here, she knew it, and if she didn’t get it then some other reporter would.

A strange cult in Rural America; this story had the potential to make her career.

“I’m sorry for the wait, Ms. Dara.”

She stood and extended her hand to the man who entered the office, smiling warmly while she silently sized him up. Martin Leeds had been a high school biology teacher until not that long ago, and he still looked the part. Messy brown hair, a pair of glasses, an unassuming face… And yet, everything she’d learned said that this man was the centerpiece of the local cult, the object of worship among the people of this County.

He shook her hand as she replied to him. “It wasn’t a long wait at all, Mr. Leeds,” she said. “Your secretary was very accommodating.”

That was true as well. Angela was a freckle-faced young woman with long light-brown hair that she kept in a ponytail. She’d been warm and friendly to Priya, apologizing profusely for Mr. Leeds’ lateness, serving her tea… She’d also, Priya had noted, slipped at one point and referred to her boss as her “Master.” Priya had pretended not to hear it.

“I’m sure she was. Angela’s such a doll.” Martin sat down behind his desk and leaned back in his chair. “So, how can I help you, Ms. Dara?”

“Well,” Priya said slowly. She tried to pick her words with care. “I was hoping to ask you about your… influence in this town.”

Martin’s smile widened. “You know,” he said, “I’ve been wanting to tell this story for a while. Sure, Ms. Dara. I’ll tell you everything…”

Priya turned on her tape recorder as he began his tale.


Martin’s Story, Part 1

As you no doubt already know from your investigations, I was a teacher at the local high school until not too long ago. Once I’d had bigger dreams. When I was young, I wanted to be a big time researcher. Then I went for the more realistic goal of college professor. Then I was eventually forced to come back home and settle for being a high school teacher. Biology has always been my passion, you see, but the thing about teaching the same lessons year after year to a bunch of students who couldn’t care less is that it can eventually burn out even your greatest loves.

So I have my personal projects. One of which was studying the algae over at Grosman Pond. I go down there once a month to take samples, analyze them in my personal lab-- I set one up in my garage, you see… It probably sounds like the definition of boring to you, but it makes me feel like a young researcher again. And sometimes a student will help me collect the samples; usually for extra credit.

That was how it went down back in June. Maria was one of my AP students, a senior who could go places once she graduated. Her grades, honestly, were perfectly fine, but she didn’t want to risk senioritis and seeing them plummet in her last month of high school, so she volunteered for the extra credit of helping me collect my algae samples that weekend.

What I remember from that day is mostly a blur. I waded out into the water in my rubbery boots and overalls-- think a fly-fishing getup, essentially-- and I started collecting samples. But my boot slipped on something, and I fell into the water. Hit my head on a rock down there, and the whole time I thought I could feel… something wriggling about all around me. And then, just as I lost consciousness, I felt that wriggling inside my skin.

When I came to, I was in the hospital. It turns out Maria had jumped in and dragged me out of the pond, then called for the ambulance. I was rushed to Banraith Hospital. Apparently, I died at some point and had to be resuscitated. But when I woke up? I felt fine.

In fact, as I soon discovered, I was more than fine.

The first person I saw upon waking up was the nurse. Linda. She’s a pretty girl; red hair and fair skin and a round, symmetrical face. A bit meaty, but that just gives her the kinds of soft curves and assets that drive men wild. Waking up and seeing her, even in those scrubs, well… I was attracted to her. Obviously.

I’ll admit, it had been a while since I’d been with a woman. Since before I came back home, actually. Small town like this, where everyone knows each other? Anyone I was interested in either was already married or fixing to get married or getting ready to leave. And in my half-asleep state, I looked at this pretty nurse and I thought: “what I wouldn’t give to fuck her.”

That’s when something very strange happened. First, I felt that wriggling sensation again. A second later, Linda stiffened and sniffed the air. I couldn’t tell what she was smelling, but those emerald eyes of hers drifted shut and she took a long and deep breath, a smile upon her lips. She looked almost like she was drifting away into slumber, right there in my hospital room.

When her eyes opened, they zeroed in on me. I saw her tongue lick those plump lips of hers. Her pupils dilated. There was need in her face, and I felt my dick stiffen beneath my hospital gown. I wanted this woman. Badly. And what’s more, she clearly wanted me.

Linda approached me, swaying back and forth, as if in a drunken haze, and I reached out a hand to touch her. I stroked her face, and she leaned into my palm, eyes closing as she purred in blissful contentment. I pressed my thumb against her lips, and she sucked on it happily.

I felt her tongue brush against my skin, and then I felt the wriggling sensation once more. But this time it was localized in my thumb, and I felt something slide in the space between my flesh and my thumbnail. You’d think it would be painful. Honestly, a part of me winced because I fully expected pain. But there was no pain. It was just a strange, odd sensation.

Then the wriggling was gone. Linda pulled away from my hand, her eyes focused on me once more, and she swallowed, whether in nervousness or anticipation, I couldn’t say. Her hands, so soft, drifted down my body. Her fingers found my cock, standing hard and at attention, and she began stroking it in my hospital gown.

“The door,” I said, somehow having enough presence of mind to need privacy, but not enough to question what was happening.

Linda nodded and stepped away from me, only long enough to shut the door to the hospital room, and then she was at my side again. She pulled the hospital gown up over me, and brought her head down between my legs.

Oh, how can I describe the feeling of her mouth on my cock? The wet warmth of her tongue? The soft suction of her lips? It was heavenly. It was divine. She blew me right there in the hospital room, sucking on me and worshipping me like I was her god, and from my dick I would deliver to her a blessing.

My hands found her head, my fingers entangled in her crimson hair. She sucked me greedily. Needily. Like I was all the air she needed. She breathed me in, and I held her head against me. My hips began thrusting upward, almost of their own accord, until I was fucking her mouth, using her face like a fleshlight, and she moaned in a kind of ecstasy I had never heard before.

It was like my using her was fulfilling her in some way. Like this was all she ever needed, or would ever need.

Well, like I said, it had been a while, and I didn’t last long at all. Just a few moments after I started fucking that nurse’s face, I felt the rising tension in my balls, and I released into her throat. She swallowed and gulped me down, unwilling to waste a single drop of my cum.

When she pulled away, I felt myself drifting back into unconsciousness. My final sight before my eyes closed was Linda, smiling down at me, eyes reverent and... Submissive somehow. I had no idea at the time, but I had just claimed my first slave.

*

When next I woke, I assumed that the incident with Linda was nothing more than a pleasant dream. The nurse was no longer in the room, and I assumed my mind must have just invented her.

I mean, it had to be a dream, right? Why would a nurse just give me a blowjob for now reason?

For the next few hours, things were dull.

Nurses shuffled in and out of the room, attending to their tasks and making sure my vitals didn’t drop. Sometimes they’d sniff the air curiously the same way the nurse in my dream had, though they never acted anywhere near the way Linda had.

It was almost noon and I was getting hungry. Lunch would be served soon, but I’d been informed that it would have to wait until after the doctor had spoken to me. Luckily, it wasn’t long before she walked through the door.

Dr. Anna Locke was a tall woman; easily over six feet tall, with a thin, athletic build. Her dirty blonde hair was pulled back in a no nonsense ponytail, and she wore blue scrubs under a white lab coat, a stethoscope around her neck.

“Mr. Leeds,” she said, flashing me a friendly but professional smile. “My name is Doctor Locke. I wanted to talk to you about the x-rays we took while you were unconscious.”

I nodded, and she closed the door, giving us privacy. I hadn’t noticed when she’d come in, but Dr. Locke was carrying a folder, and from it she pulled out a few x-ray photos, which she put up on the light on the wall.

Climbing out of my bed to get a better look, I was suddenly struck by a strange sensation. I felt that someone… familiar was nearby. Actually, now that I thought about it, I’d been feeling this ever since I’d woken up that morning, but it had been so faint that I hadn’t noticed it. But now I suddenly knew with certainty that somebody was in the building, and that that somebody felt almost like…

Linda.

“Now, I don’t want you to be alarmed…” Dr. Locke said, as she turned on the x-ray light. “But this is definitely unusual, to say the least.”

I blinked as the photos came into view, unsure at first what I was seeing. There was my skeleton, obviously. The x-rays showed my skull and my ribs and the bones of my arm, but there was something else there. Like strings running through my skeletal system, wrapping around the bones and connecting everything together.

No, not strings, I realized. They almost looked like thin tentacles. I suddenly recalled that wriggling sensation, and then I felt it again, just under my skin.

Dr. Locke hesitated, sniffing the air. When she turned to look at me, she almost seemed dazed. But then she shook it off. “Please, remain calm, Mr. Leeds,” she said. “As far as we can determine, some sort of parasite entered your system while you were submerged in the pond. We’re not sure what it is; none of us have ever seen it before.”

I was calm, I realized. I should probably have been panicking at the notion that some kind of unknown parasite had invaded my body, but the expected emotions didn’t come. My mind just accepted it like it was normal.

“Oh,” I said, sensing that Dr. Locke was waiting for some kind of response. “I see.”

“We’re going to do more tests,” the doctor said. “See if we can figure out what it is, how much danger it presents to you, and how we can remove or kill it. How are you feeling? Do you feel any different?”

The parasite wriggled beneath my skin. “No,” I lied. “I feel fine. Normal.” Dr. Locke frowned, then she sniffed the air again.

Were her eyes looking glazed?

Something very strange was going on here, and still the expected fear and panic didn’t set it. Mostly I just felt an almost detached confusion and… curiosity? I felt the tentacles wriggle again, and Dr. Locke closed her eyes and took an even deeper breath, letting out a small moan of pleasure. It made me think of Linda.

I could still feel her, and I decided that I wanted her here with me. If the doctor was now going through whatever the nurse had, I wanted to ask her some questions. No sooner had the desire for her presence formed in my mind that I was suddenly certain that she was headed my way.

After a few moments, the door opened, and Linda slipped in, closing it behind her.

She smiled at me, then saw Dr. Locke, eyes half closed and swaying back and forth. “Oh,” she said, “are you doing it to her too?”

“It seems so,” I told her. “What exactly did I do to you?”

Linda put her finger on her chin and thought about it. “I’m not sure,” she admitted. “I smelled someone coming from you; something delicious and… hot. And then you put your finger in my mouth and I swallowed something. And then I needed to obey you. To serve you. Please you. And then I swallowed your cum and… Oh, I felt our connection.”

She stepped forward and leaned against me, eyes closed as she breathed in my scent. Almost by instinct, I put my arm around her, holding the busty redheaded nurse close to me, feeling the warmth of her body against mine. My cock began to harden.

“I belong to you now,” Linda told me, her voice soft. “I’m yours to command, forever. No matter what. You’re my… my Master.”

The word lit a fire within me. I’d never imagined something like this happening, but now that it had… it felt right.

I let go of Linda and took a step toward Dr. Locke. Her eyes snapped open, and she looked down at me, conflicting emotions written across her face. The woman had a good four or five inches on me, yet in that moment she seemed almost impossibly small.

“Pheromones…” she whispered.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I figured it was something like that. How do you feel, Doc?”

“I… I…”

“Yes?”

“I need…” she shook her head and bit her lip. Her eyes were blazing with desire, but she still fought it. “I… no… I can’t…”

“You can,” Linda said behind me. “Once Master claims you, you’ll feel complete. Aren’t you tired, Anna? Don’t you feel like something has been missing all your life? Well it’s here now, and all you have to do is give in.”

The doctor shook her head. “You’re my patient,” she pleaded. Her eyes drifted downward, to the tent in my hospital gown. “It’s wrong...”

She didn’t sound fully convinced.

I took another step. She didn’t back away. She just stared at me, trembling, biting her lip, fear and desire at war in her eyes.

Giving her no more time to think, I grabbed her roughly by the hair and pulled her face down to mine. Our lips met, and all resistance in her body melted away. She practically fell into me, moaning in hunger.

I broke the kiss and, still holding her hair, growled in her ear: “Clothes. Off. Now.”

The time for thinking had passed. We’d now been seized by something more primal and animalistic. The rational parts of our brains retreated, and our instincts and our lusts took control.

Dr. Locke dropped her labcoat to the floor, then began pulling her off her scrubs. She moved swiftly, arms and legs shaking, her body shuddering in anticipation. I pulled off my hospital gown.

We stood, naked, looking at each other. The doctor’s breasts were small, but firm. Her blonde pubes were neatly trimmed into a triangle shape, and her sex glistened with arousal between her legs. I absent-mindedly stroked my cock as I took in her body, and her blue eyes locked onto my member. I swear I saw her start to drool as she watched me.

Once I’d taken in her full nakedness, I couldn’t wait any longer. I grabbed the doctor and threw her down onto the hospital bed, my cock twitching in gasped in surprise and delight. And then I was on top of her, the head of my cock positioned at her tight, wet entrance.

“That’s it, Master,” Linda moaned. “Fuck her…” She was sitting in the chair beside the bed, scrubs discarded, rubbing her pussy as she watched me take another woman. I grinned savagely at her, and then turned my attention back to Dr. Locke.

“Mine,” I growled.

“Yes…” she moaned. “Yes, Sir… Yours. I’m yours. Please…”

I plunged into her.

The doctor’s eyes widened and she arched her back, crying out in pleasure and joy as I penetrated her. I grabbed her by the throat and kept her head against the mattress as I pulled out and then thrust back into, eliciting another moan from her lips.

From there, I started to pick up the pace, fucking her tight cunt while she gasped and moaned and thrashed beneath me, eyes rolling to the back of her head as she cried out in orgasm, and then did so again and again.

At some point, I felt a pair of heavy breasts against my back, hard nipples pressing against my skin. I laughed and turned my head to kiss Linda, who had pressed body against mine and held me as I fucked the doctor.

“Yours…” Dr. Locke gasped. “I’m yours… Your bitch! You slut! Your whore! Oh, yes, Master! Fuck your slave! I belong to you! This cunt is yours! My holes are yours to fuck whenever you please! Yes, Master! Yes, yes, YES!”

I felt the pressure building, and all at once I let loose, spraying her insides with my cum. The doctor screamed in pleasure and fell back as my parasite-infused semen worked its way through her system.

That’s when the door flew open.

“What the FUCK!?”

I turned to see two doctors and a few nurses. All stared at us in shock. The male doctor in the lead was the first to recover. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

The parasites within me began to wriggle, and I smiled, understanding settling over me. I slid out of Dr. Locke and stood, my cock still hard despite the recent ejaculation.

“Now, let’s all just calm down,” I said.

Everyone seemed on edge, but I saw their eyes dilate as they breathed in my pheromones.

“Girls?” I asked. “If you would?”

Linda smiled and stood. Behind me, I heard the bed move as Dr. Locke did the same. Both approached the group. I watched as Linda reached her hand and touched the lead doctor’s face, pressing her finger between his lips. His eyes became glazed immediately as the parasites spread their influence.

I watched the crowd, held in place by my pheromones, as Linda and Dr. Locke, my two slaves, my two Queens, spread the parasitic infection around, binding these people to my will. My eyes fell on a cute young brunette nurse toward the back. As Linda deposited the parasites in her mouth, I sent a mental command.

My redhead smiled at me and guided the brunette through the room to me.

“What’s your name?” I asked. Her hair was a light shade of brown, and there was a cute dusting of freckles over her face.

“Angela,” she said, her voice timid.

“Kneel, Angela,” I told her. “Suck my cock.”

She nodded and sank to her knees before taking me into her mouth.

I looked over to my x-rays, enjoying her ministrations as I considered them. We would need to eliminate the evidence of this, but I didn’t think that would be a problem. These people were now all under my influence, and between myself and my two Queens (soon to be three; I stroked Angela’s hair), we could produce more than enough parasites to put the whole hospital under my control.

Yes… I was the King now. And I had every intention of expanding my dominion.


Priya, Part 2

“That’s…” Priya started to say, but trailed off. That’s really fucking hot. Where the hell had that thought come from? She shook her head and tried again. “That’s insane,” she said. “You expect me to believe a story like that?”

Martin Leeds just smiled at her. “What’s so unbelievable about it?”

“What’s…?” Priya started. “E-Everything! You really expect me to believe that you’ve got, what? Some sort of parasite that turns women into your mind controlled sex slaves? And what was that nonsense about queens?”

“Oh right,” Martin said. “I didn’t explain that, did I? The parasites in my body have three main abilities: the first are the pheromones. My body continuously produces a number of airborne chemicals which induce sexual arousal and submissive behaviors in those who breathe them in, you see.”

Priya bit her lip and shifted her legs. She felt… warm. That was true. Wet. Her nipples were hard against her bra and her breath kept catching in her throat. But that was to be expected, wasn’t it? Listening to a story like that? Anyone would be turned on, especially when hearing it from such a strong and… commanding… man. There didn’t need to be any weird scifi shenanigans to explain that.

“The second and third lie in their power to produce more parasites,” Martin went on, seemingly oblivious to Priya’s condition. “There are two types, you see. The first, what I call the Drone Strain, is produced all throughout my body. It can be given to someone through simple contact. Say, a finger in the mouth. Once inside a person, the Drone Strain will render them utterly submissive to anyone with a higher strain of infection. My own, I’ve termed the King Strain. And the second type I can produce…”

“The Queen Strain?” Priya asked.

Martin’s smile widened. “Correct,” he said. “You’re a very clever girl.”

It was such a condescending thing to say. It was the sort of thing that would have infuriated Priya coming from any other man. So why did she shudder in pleasure when he said it?

“The Queen Strain is like a lesser version of my own King Strain,” Martin explained. “Those infected with it are submissive to me. In fact, they’re connected to me. I can always feel them in my consciousness, and they can always feel me. But what makes the Queen Strain truly interesting is that it can also produce the Drone Strain. So my Queens can infect others, just as I can.”

Priya shook. It was hard to think. Mr. Leeds smelled so good... But none of this was real, right? Everything he was saying was just some mad doctrine for his cult. It had to be.

“How do you… infect people with the Queen?” Priya asked, though a part of her thought she may already know the answer.

Martin grinned, showing his teeth. “The Queen Strain,” he said calmly, “lives within my semen. All someone has to do is ingest it, and they are infected.”

Priya shook her head. “You’re crazy,” she insisted, though to whom she was insisting, she wasn’t sure. “None of this is true.”

“But Ms. Dara,” Martin said, leaning back in his chair, a smug expression on his face, “surely you know that’s not the case. After all, I’m not the first person you’ve interviewed, am I? And I’d wager that everything I’m saying lines up perfectly with everything else you’ve been told.”

She shuddered again. That was true; Martin Leeds was not her first interview subject. In fact, just yesterday she’d interviewed Maria Wells, one of his former students. What was it Maria had said…?


Maria’s Story

So, you want me to tell you about Ma-- er, Mr. Leeds? Alright, that seems easy enough.

Mr. Leeds was my AP Bio teacher last year. I always thought he was kind of cute. I mean, not all guys pull off glasses, but his just kind of fit him, you know? So yeah, I thought he was cute, but not in like, a hot-for-teacher kind of way. At least, not at first.

I’ve always been a driven person. I know that most people look at me, and they see the blonde hair and the big tits and the nice ass and they think, “oh, look at that bimbo,” and I’ve always hated it. I used to cut my hair real short because of that-- shorter than it is now, actually. And I would wear the worst, most shapeless clothes I could find. Can you imagine me hiding these puppies from the world? I was absolutely doing that all throughout high school.

But I wanted to prove myself, show how smart I was. So I studied hard and I worked hard and I got into all the AP classes I could. Like I said, I was driven, and I needed to be the best. So when no one else volunteered for that last trip up to Grosman Pond, I figured, hey, a few extra points wouldn’t hurt.

Oh, yeah. Mr. Leeds used to study the algae at Grosman Pond. He took a sample every month, and he’d give extra credit to any student who’d spend their Saturday morning helping him with that.

So anyway, it was this nice warm Saturday morning. School would be out in a couple weeks, I’d been 18 for about four months, and college was just around the corner. I didn’t think anything all that interesting would happen that day. I figured that Mr. Leeds would wade into the collect some samples, hand them over to me to label, then collect a few more. And at first, it looked like that was exactly what was going to happen.

Then he tripped on something and went under the water.

Well, as you can probably imagine, I fucking panicked. I mean, I was just spooked at first, but then he didn’t come back up, and I started freaking out. I jumped into the pond and dragged him out and he wasn’t responding, so I called 911 and tried to remember how to do CPR. It’s a minor miracle he survived.

I didn’t end up visiting him in the hospital. My parents were a bit freaked by what happened, and honestly I was too. I kept imagining that if I went to visit him, I’d walk into the hospital room and he’d just… be lying there, and not breathing. He’d be dead. I even had nightmares where that happened.

But then I heard that he was out of the hospital, and I decided I should at least pay him a visit at home.

Yes, I knew where my teacher lived. It’s a small town! Everyone here knows everybody else. Well, mostly. I don’t know everyone but I know most people and I know where to find them.

Anyway, where was I?

Oh, right. The day I went to visit Mr. Leeds. The day everything changed.

I had a date with Tim that day. Tim was kind of my boyfriend at the time. We hadn’t really done much of anything, but I liked him, and I’m pretty sure he liked me, so I was excited to see him. But I still had an hour to go before I had to meet him, so I decided to drop by Mr. Leeds’ house and see how he was doing.

My first surprise happened a bit after I knocked on his door. The door opened and it wasn’t Mr. Leeds. Instead, there was this woman standing there. Her hair was all a mess, and she had to adjust her glasses because they were all askew. She smelled like… well, I wasn’t sure at the time what I was smelling, except that it was weirdly familiar and stirred strange feelings in me.

“Oh, are you one of the students?” the woman asked.

“Yes?” I said. “I’m Maria. I was with Mr. Leeds when he fell.”

The woman blinked, and then smiled. “Oh, wonderful! I’m sure he’ll be happy to see. Sorry, I was just helping him get settled back in. I was just on my way out when you arrived.”

I noticed for the first time that she was dressed in hospital scrubs, and I realized that she must be a nurse. But she was out the door and down the driveway before I could ask her what her name was.

So, she was a little weird, but I guess it made sense that a nurse would help Mr. Leeds get home safe and settled. As far as I knew, he didn’t have any family in town.

She’d left the door open, so I walked inside and closed it behind me. “Mr. Leeds?” I called out.

And then he was there, at the top of the stairs, wearing a bathrobe. “Maria!” he said. “What brings you here?” He started walking down toward me.

“I wanted to make sure you were alright,” I explained. “I was pretty scared, you know. I thought you’d drowned!”

He was a few steps away from me now, and I could smell him. Holy fuck. He smelled amazing. I’m not even sure how I could describe it. Cinnamon? No, that doesn’t cover it. There was definitely a spice to it, though. And something sweet mixed in as well.

I couldn’t help it; I took a deep breath. A dim part of my brain wondered if I was being weird, if Mr. Leeds would see me sniffing at him and wonder if I was high or drunk or something. Hey, that’s what I assumed teachers always thought whenever one of us acted weird.

But the thing is, most of me didn’t care. Most of me just wanted to take in that amazing smell and bask in it.

Before I knew it, he had his hand on me. He just… held my face. Cupped my chin and my cheek. It felt so good. I actually surprised myself when I closed my eyes and purred. I wanted Mr. Leeds to keep touching me, all over. I wanted him to make me feel good. I wanted him to make me his woman.

And then he let go of me, and he didn’t say anything. He just turned around and started walking back up those stairs.

It was so hard to think. Every time I tried to focus my thoughts on anything, they just kind of swirled away. The only things I could concentrate on were how hot I felt, how wet I was, how hard my nipples were…

I don’t think I even realized I was following him up the stairs until I was already at the top.

“You’re a beautiful young woman,” Mr. Leeds told me. He didn’t look back at me. He was still walking, down the hall, to his room.

“Yes” was the only reply I could give. I mean, really, it was the only reply I could give. Everything he said was just right. How could I disagree with any words that left his perfect lips?

“I’ve noticed that about you before,” he went on. “But I always pushed those thoughts away. They were inappropriate. I was your teacher, you were my student…”

“Oh.” I felt disappointment welling up within me. My vision started to blur with tears.

“But now things have changed.”

I blinked the tears away, and I dared to hope. Was he saying what I thought he was saying?

But in the back of my mind, some nasty little voice was asking questions. Why was he acting like this? Why was I acting like this? Why did I want so badly for him to throw to the ground and rip my clothes off and fuck me like a beast? I’d never felt like this before, never wanted this before. But now it was all I could think about.

And why did he smell so fucking good?

“Something changed when I fell in the pond,” Mr. Leeds explained. He held open the door to his bedroom for me, and I walked in.

Immediately, the smell hit me, and I almost collapsed.

It was overwhelming, powerful, perfect. I smelled sex. I smelled pussy-- the smell that wafted up from between my legs when I touched and played with myself. And I smelled something else too, unfamiliar but enticing. It reminded me of dough or freshly cut grass. My mouth watered, and I was filled with a need greater than I had ever felt before.

“I was changed,” Mr. Leeds continued. He grabbed my arm and pulled me up to my feet, guiding me to his bed. “I was improved. I became a King. And a King needs his Queens…”

His mouth met mine, and I swear my brain exploded.

All of my thoughts just broke. There were no thoughts, no memories, no desires other than to keep kissing Him, keep enjoying Him. He kissed me, and I kissed Him back, and it was the most wonderful kiss I’d ever had.

I felt His tongue against mine, and my body shuddered. I actually had a miniature orgasm just from kissing Him. And I wanted more. My entire body was burning up. My pussy was dripping with my need for Him. Every part of my being was crying out for Mr. Leeds to take me, claim me, own me.

When I felt his hands against my breasts, I pressed myself against them. I’d never done that before. Whenever a boy had tried to touch me like that, I’d pulled away. Even Tim hadn’t gotten to second base yet.

But Mr. Leeds? My tits were His to play with. His palms pressed against them, and then they pulled away. I whimpered because I needed His touch so badly, but then I felt His hands snaking their way under my shirt, against my bare skin. His fingers danced beneath my bra, against my tits, my nipples.

Fuck.

I came again, knees giving out beneath me as I nearly collapsed from the sudden and powerful orgasm that rocked through my body. I had to rely on Mr. Leeds to keep me from falling to the floor. And He held me tightly, and in that moment I knew that He would never let me go.

I was going to be His woman. Forever.

How perfect was that?

My brain was so fogged over with arousal and yearning that I was barely aware of anything that was happening. I just knew that His hands were all over me, and then I was in His arms, and He was dropping me onto His bed. I’m not sure when He got my clothes off. Maybe He’d started taking them off while we were making out, or maybe He stripped me down on His mattress. But suddenly I was naked, for the first time in front of a man, and my legs were spread and I must have been leaking a whole damn lake onto that bed.

But if I was, He didn’t care. He climbed on top of me and looked me directly in the eyes, and I melted at the possessiveness I saw there. I was His. No one else’s. Tim? Fuck Tim. He was nothing compared to Mr. Leeds. Martin. I belonged to Him, and Him alone.

And I do belong to Him. And I always will.

Nothing can compare to the experience of feeling His perfect cock slide into me for the first time. I was so wet and so turned on that it didn’t even hurt. I just felt His cock head press against my lower lips, and then He was entering me, filling me. Oh God, I came again just from the feeling of Him inside me. I’d never felt so full or so complete!

He pushed until He was completely inside me, and I came. I came just from Him bottoming out in me. I thought it couldn’t get better than that. But then it did.

Because then He started fucking me.

Sliding out that cock and then thrusting back in… and with every thrust I felt pleasure ripple through my body. It filled me, broke me, shattered me. He started out slow, but then sped up and I hardly even noticed, because my entire body was ablaze with the joy and the ecstasy of being His.

He fucked me, and He fucked me hard. I was screaming something. Maybe I was crying out for joy, or babbling incoherently, or maybe I was just making noise because I had no other way to release the pleasure that filled me as orgasm after orgasm flooded through my body.

One of His hands found my throat, and He squeezed me tight, and I knew that He was claiming ownership of me. I relished it. I tried to wrap my legs around him, but with each orgasm they shook and shuttered and I could barely control them. My body was not mine anymore; it was His. He was my Master, my Owner, my Everything. All that I was, all that I am, and all that I ever will be now belonged solely to this wonderful, powerful man.

And then I felt His cock spasm inside me, and His warmth filled me, and I came screaming once more.

I blacked out. The sensations blasting through my body were too much for me to handle and my brain just shut down for a bit. When I came too, Martin was holding me in His arms.

He felt so warm. So strong. I snuggled up against him and closed my eyes. If I could have, I would have stayed there in His arms forever. This was where I belonged. Right here, with my Master.

But that kind of perfection can’t last for long, and I groaned in annoyance as the doorbell started ringing. Martin climbed out of bed first, and I immediately missed His arms around me. He paused getting dressed, noticing my need, and just smiled at me.

Fuck, I almost came again just from seeing that smile.

He left the room to go see who was at the door, and I reluctantly started dressing myself. I didn’t want to; I wanted to stay there, naked, wet and ready for Martin to use whenever He felt like it. But I knew I couldn’t do that. At least, not yet. Things weren’t ready for us to live that life yet. But soon. Soon.

“Maria!” Martin’s voice carried up the stairs through the house. “Tim’s here for you!”

I frowned. I didn’t care about Tim; I had Martin now. Tim was just some little boy, and Martin was a man. My man. My Master. And why was Tim here anyway?

I checked the clock on my phone. Oh. That was why. We’d been fucking for over an hour. Was it really that long? The time had just seemed to breeze by. There were a bunch of missed calls and texts from Tim.

Sorry babe, I couldn’t answer the phone. I was busy having my pussy drilled by my Master.

I smirked. Imagine telling Tim that.

Just as Master said, Tim was waiting at the door downstairs.

“Hey Tim,” I said, smiling.

“Maria!” my boyfriend, well, I guess ex-boyfriend now, exclaimed. “I was worried sick about you! Where have you…”

He trailed off. It wasn’t hard to guess why. Both me and my Master were looking disheveled and we probably both reeked of sex.

But I just smiled sweetly, and then I put my hand against his face and stuck my finger in his mouth.

Tim’s first instinct was to jerk away, but then he tasted it. Something was unfurling out from beneath my fingernail, swimming through his spit and through his head and into his brain.

I giggled as Tim’s eyes glazed over. I wasn’t even sure how I knew I could do that now; it was just instinctual.

“We’re over, Tim,” I told him, pulling my hand away. “But you’re not sad about it. Go home.”

He nodded dumbly, then turned around and left. I closed the door, and immediately Master’s arms were wrapped around me, and I could feel His big hard cock pressed against my butt.

“Now,” He said, breath hot against my neck, “are you ready for round two, my little slut?”

I giggled again. I was more than ready.


Priya, Part 3

The memories of what Maria had told her swirled about in Priya’s head. Try as she might, she couldn’t find any contradiction between the girl’s story and Martin Leeds’. In fact, they lined up perfectly.

Did that mean it was true? He was host to some parasite that turned him into a sex god? That everyone in this county was doing his bidding?

That was horrible. Terrifying! It was… it was…

It was so fucking hot.

Some distant part of Priya realized that her hand was between her legs, gently rubbing at her panties beneath her skirt. She was spread out, lewdly exposing herself to Martin Leeds. She felt flushed, her nipples rock hard against her bra. Priya was breathing heavily, and she was so very wet.

Need it, she thought. Need to be fucked.

Martin Leeds smiled at her from behind that desk of hers. He showed no sign of being uncomfortable with her current state, no sign of being uncertain, of lacking control.

Control… Yes, Martin Leeds had an abundance of control. This whole situation was under his control. Powerful men like him practically had an aura of control. They could do whatever they wanted, and nobody could tell them otherwise.

If he wanted to, he could grab her right now, bend her over his desk, and fuck her until she was crying out and cumming like a dumb, slutty bitch.

Almost as if he could read her mind, Martin’s smile broadened.

“Now,” he said, his voice even. Controlled. “I never did finish my story, did I?”

Priya heard herself whimper.


Martin’s Story, Part 2

A week after I’d left the hospital, I had myself a small and stable harem of devoted Queens. Each of them had infected friends and family and coworkers, and so I was not at the center of a network of loyal drones as well. I had power, real power, for perhaps the first time in my life.

But it wasn’t enough. I wanted more.

So far, my conquest of the county had been haphazard and slipshod. I’d taken the hospital and I’d taken my student, but I needed to expand my powerbase. No, not even expand yet. I had to build my powerbase.

And to do that, I set my eyes on one man: Kyle Rickenbach.

It would be fair to call Rickenbach the most powerful man in Banraith County. Certainly, he’s the wealthiest. He’s a man of country clubs and cardigans, wheeling and dealing on the golf course and depositing his cash on some off-shore tax haven. He’s also the county mayor, a position he’s held for a decade due to no other residents having the cash to run a successful campaign against him.

So how does a high school science teacher meet with the most powerful man in the area? Well that part was simple. Turns out that all sorts of doors open for you when a beautiful and brilliant doctor is at your beck and call.

Dr. Anna Locke wasn’t the wealthiest doctor, but she was familiar with the country club a county over that Rickenbach often frequented, and she knew him and his wife. It was simple for her to arrange a meeting.

“They’ll be expecting you for lunch tomorrow, Sir,” my tall and beautiful Queen told me the day before the meeting, sitting on my couch and sipping her glass of water. She was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, her hair loose and around her shoulders. My girl had gotten off her shift at the hospital just an hour before.

“Excellent,” I said, sitting down next to her. Anna cooed and leaned her body against mine, and I couldn’t stop a smile from forming on my lips as I reached an arm around her and held her close.

I’d never imagined I’d be in this position, in control, with gorgeous submissive women all around me, mine to command. To use. It was intoxicating, understanding how much power I now possessed, how different my life would be from this point on.

No more meek and meager Mr. Leeds. From now on, I was in charge, and whatever I desired was mine for the taking. The thought made me hard.

Anna noticed. Her eyes fixated on the bulge between my legs and she licked her lips. Well, I certainly wasn’t cruel enough to deny her. I unzipped my pants as she lowered her head, and before long my hard cock was inside her mouth.

She moaned around me, head bobbing up and down. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the warmth of her mouth, the feeling of her lips and tongue up and down my shaft. My hands found her head, and my fingers became entangled in her hair. She moaned more, louder. She was enjoying this almost as much as I was.

And why shouldn’t she? Anna was fulfilling her purpose. She could have no greater experience, no happier action, than allowing me to use her holes.

So use it I did. I groaned and gripped her hair tightly. Anna answered by shuddering and moaning once more, the vibrations of her pleasure travelling down my dick. I felt tension rise in my balls as she orgasmed simply from servicing me, and before long I was filling her mouth with my cum.

She swallowed, gulping it down and relishing it like the sweetest of nectars. To her, it was. Anna continued suckling and licking my cock even as the last spasm left it and it began to soften in her mouth. Finally, she pulled her mouth on me, and gave my dick a gentle kiss before sitting back up.

“I’m so happy you own me,” she whispered.

I chuckled. “I’m happy I own you too.”

*

The next day, Anna and I went to meet with Kyle Rickenbach. I was dressed in the best suit I could manage, which on a teacher’s salary is not much. I’d decided to forgo a tie and unbutton the top few buttons, aiming for a more casual look. Anna, by contrast, wore a gorgeous blue dress, and walked on heels that raised her height to that of an even more towering amazon than she already was.

Anna rode shotgun as I drove us to Rickenbach’s home. It was only a few minutes into the drive that she spread her legs and began lazily playing with herself under her dress.

“You’re going to own everything,” she moaned. “You’re going to own everyone. Every woman you see who you desire will happily bend over for you and allow your perfect Master Cock to fuck her brains out. Oh! You’ll be so powerful, Master! You’ll own all the sluts you want and no one will be able to stop you!”

Needless to say, the idea excited her. Anna spent the whole ride playing with herself, moaning to fantasies of me ruling the whole county as a king, alongside my harem of devoted Queens. She spoke of lines of women, skirts hiked up, all bent over as I inspected them. Each one would yearn to be the pussy I chose to fuck. They would pray to whatever god would listen that I would thrust into their wet cunts, but the only god they could imagine anymore would be me.

I wondered: would I be a benevolent god? Or a wrathful one?

By the time we arrived at our destination, both Anna and I had lost track of how many times she’d made herself cum.

Kyle Rickenbach’s manor was just as impressive as I’d imagined. It was an old plantation house, pristine white and surrounded by beautiful green lawn. Anna made herself presentable before we left the car, and it wasn’t long before we were brought to a patio and a table there.

Our host greeted us with warm politeness and shook our hands. That’s when we struck.

His pupils dilated as soon as he grasped my hand. I smiled at his blank face and sent a mental command to Anna. With a savage grin, she stepped forward, grabbed Mr. Rickenbach, and kissed him. The drone parasites entered his system, and he was ours.

“What the FUCK!?”

I wasn’t expecting the woman’s voice. I turned to see who it belonged to, and the breath was instantly knocked out of me.

Kyle Rickenbach had a trophy wife, and she was the kind of trophy wife who knew she was a trophy and had no compunctions about putting herself on display. Perfectly toned body, lightly tanned skin, jet black hair that fell in luscious curls. She wore a yellow sundress that drew attention to her proud and perky tits; tits that I imagined her husband had spent a pretty penny on. Her face had the look of a woman in her 40’s or 50’s who’d had work done; surgery to sculpt her and reduce the signs of age. But it worked for her. She was a perfect cougar goddess, a creature that had stepped directly out of a lingerie shoot.

And she looked furious.

“Kyle, what the hell!?” she demanded. Anna broke the kiss and giggled. Kyle, for his part, seemed far too out of to respond to his furious wife.

I wasn’t.

“Mrs. Rickenbach,” I said calmly, pushing out pheromones as I did, “please, there’s no need to be upset.”

She blinked. Took a deep breath. The rage melted from her face and was replaced with confusion. “There’s… not?” she asked.

“There’s not,” I confirmed. “See, we were just establishing the new way of doing things, that’s all.”

“New… way…?”

“Yes. Please understand, Mrs. Rickenbach-- I’m sorry, what’s your name?”

“Peggy…”

“Please understand, Peggy, that I am a King, and my lovely Anna here is one of my Queens. Your husband was simply pledging his fealty to us.”

“I… what…?” She shook her head. “That doesn’t… I don’t…”

“You don’t need to worry,” I assured her, stepping forward. She didn’t seem to notice that I was drawing closer to her. “You’ll never need to worry about anything ever again.” I reached out and cupped her cheek with my hand.

“I won’t?”

“You won’t,” I confirmed. I pushed my thumb between her lips, and she sucked on it almost instinctively. “I take good care of my Queens.”

Anna squealed with delight behind me, and I smiled at this beautiful trophy wife. She closed her eyes, still sucking, letting the parasites flood her being and rewire her brain.

“Now,” I said, pulling my thumb from Peggy’s mouth, “what are you?”

“Yours,” she breathed. “I’m yours, Master.”

“Good girl.”

She moaned and shuddered, a small orgasm rippling through her body at my praise. Gently, I guided her over to the table and bent her over it, hiking up her dress and pulling down her panties.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” I told her. “I’m going to fuck you right in front of your husband.”

“Yesssss… fuck me, Master! Show my husband how a real man fucks a woman!”

I unbuckled my pants and glanced over at Kyle and Anna. My slave queen was open masturbating, her lips parted as she worked her fingers in her cunt and watched me through a haze of lust. Kyle was staring in awe, rubbing at his crotch.

“Does it turn you on?” I asked him as I slid my cock into his wife’s wet pussy. “Does it excite you to see your wife fucked by another man?”

“Yes sir,” he groaned.

“Oh!” Peggy gasped as I bottomed out in her. “Thank you, Master! Thank you for using me! Thank you for fucking me in front of my worthless husband!”

I laughed and pulled out, then thrust back into her. This time she cried out, her body shaking. I wrapped her hair in my fist and started fucking her in earnest, all while she cried out in thanks and praise, cumming her brains out on my cock.

“Thank you, Master! Thankyouthankyouthankyou--!”

I pulled out and flipped her over, ripping her dress in half as I did so, exposing her tits to the air. “No bra?” I asked. “What a naughty slut.”

“Yes!” Kyle groaned. He had his pants down and was jerking himself off as he watched me dominate his wife.

“I am a naughty slut!” Peggy agreed. “I love it when men look at me. It gets me soooo wet when I turn them on!”

I thrust back into her, and she screamed in orgasm. But I didn’t relent, I fucked my newest slave with abandon.

At some point, Anna climbed onto the table and sat above Peggy’s face, and the woman wasted no time in burying her tongue in her fellow slave’s cunt. I still didn’t let up. I fucked her as hard as I could.

And when I came into her little slave-cunt, Peggy screamed in pleasure before passing out.

I looked over at Kyle. He had cum all over his fist, and was still pumping his softening dick.

“Well, Mr. Rickenbach,” I said. “Let’s talk business.”


Priya’s Story, Part 4

Priya’s fingers plunged into her wet cunt, while her other hand squeezed her tit over her the fabric of her shirt and bra. She felt hot. The reporter took heavy, deep, gasping breaths. Her skin was flushed and every part of her body burned with need.

“This… this story is impossible,” she insisted.

Martin Reed just smiled at her. “Is it?” he asked. “I suppose that, yes,, it certainly must sound that way. But you must admit, it’s also pretty hot. In fact, you can’t seem to resist touching yourself to it, can you?”

She bit her lip. Priya had lost control of this situation; she realized that. She’d let herself become so fucking horny. And now she needed to cum. But she couldn’t.

Why couldn’t she cum?

“Anyway,” Martin continued, “I’m sure you don’t need me to explain what happened next. With the Rickenbachs under my control, they spread my influence over all the local wealth and power. Meanwhile, my other Queens infected everyone in their social circles as well. It wasn’t long at all before I had the whole county under my power. I’ve been the undisputed lord and master of Banraith ever since, attended to by my loyal harem of Queens.”

Priya whimpered. Why did this insane story have to be so hot?

Martin sighed. “The thing is, though, that I hunger for more. I want to extend my reach, expand my kingdom. And, yes, I want to add to my harem. The truth is, I’ve been looking for a new Queen for a while now; one that I can use to spread my infection outside the county borders, to more influential people. Say, for example, to a major newspaper?”

“No,” Priya gasped. She tried to stand up, but stumbled, catching herself on the chair. “No…”

“You’ve been basking in my pheromones all this time,” Martin told her. “If you leave now, do you really think you’ll be able to satisfy yourself?”

Priya shook her head, tried desperately to clear it from the sexual fog that had descended upon her mind. “I won’t…” she pleaded. “I won’t be your queen…”

Martin’s smile shifted into a predatory grin. “That, my dear,” he explained, “is not your decision to make.”

Summoning all the willpower she could, Priya threw herself away from Martin Reed, stumbled to the door to his office, and threw it open.

His secretary, Angela, that freckle-faced woman, stood right outside. Priya nearly barreled into her trying to leave. Angela just smiled at her.

Didn’t he say she used to be a nurse? some part of Priya wondered. But then her mind went blank and wondered no more as Angela grabbed her head and kissed her directly on the lips.

Priya forze, stiffened, and then relaxed. She felt Angela’s tongue probe its way between her lips and welcomed it eagerly, moaning into the secretary’s mouth. Then Angela withdrew, and Priya whimpered with need.

“She’s ready for you, Master,” Angela said.

Strong hands gently took Priya’s shoulders, and Mr. Reed guided her back into his office. Priya walked in a daze, not comprehending what was happening, her brain caught in a thick fog through which no thought seemed to penetrate. All she knew, all she could understand, was that this felt good. It felt pleasant. As Mr. Reed stripped her clothes and laid her dark body down over his desk, she accepted it.

Why would she resist this? It felt too wonderful to just let it happen.

“You’re going to be my new Queen,” Priya’s Master told her. She nodded and moaned. His cock pressed itself against her pussy.

She felt him penetrate her, and Priya cried out as the orgasm washed over her, and her will and her independence shattered. She was His now. Master had claimed her, and she would always be His slave, His possession, His toy.

“Yes, Master!” Priya screamed as His cock plunged into her wet and hot cunt. “Thank you, Master! I’m yours! I’m yours!”


More Books by Ben Bawarao

Church Girls Fall

Piper and Julia are best friends. They have been since childhood. Piper is the daughter of a preacher and Julia is engaged to the preacher's son; Piper's brother. From best friends to sisters... it looks like they're fated to be in each other's lives.


Though, perhaps not as they imagined.


After offending a mysterious gothic beauty with their stuck-up, holier-than-thou attitude, the two girls find themselves targeted by the beauty's husband; a rogue hypnotist with sinful ambitions for the two church girls. If they can't escape his clutches, they'll find themselves corrupted and degraded into sex-starved bimbos, flaunting their bodies and living a life of sin and hedonism.


Can the two escape this scandalous fate?


Do they even want to? 

The Cuckold’s Revenge

Stephen thought he had a good life. A beautiful wife, a well-paying job just out of college... but all that comes crashing down when he discovers his boss and his wife in the throes of passion!


But all is not lost. A beautiful hypnotist approaches Stephen and reveals that his boss has been using hypnotic mind control techniques to get women in bed with him; and she's more than willing to teach Stephen those same techniques. There's only one catch: he has to help her get revenge on the very same man who stole his wife away!


Now Stephen must enact his plan for vengeance, and along the way he's going to build a harem of slutty coeds, sexy maids, and bimbo models to help him! 

Reunion

It's been 10 years since high school, but it feels like it was yesterday.


Some were the masters of the class; Tom the quarterback, Chrissy the cheerleader... Others were clearly driven, like Rene the class president and valedictorian.


Then there was Collin Grey.


Heads turn when the loser, bullied mercilessly by the likes of Tom, walks into the high school reunion, Rene at his side. There'd been rumors that the two had gotten married, but even so, most people weren't prepared to see it. Least of all Tom, but it doesn't matter. He plans to show Rene what a real man can do, just like he did at that graduation party 10 years ago.


But what he doesn't know is that Collin and Rene have plans of their own. In the years since high school, Collin has become a master hypnotist, and Rene his adoring submissive. As the two return to their old high school, they have only one thing in mind:


Revenge.


Passions, sex, and erotic hypnosis all come together in this tale of love, vengeance, and closure! 

Touch Disease

Xavier is living a dull life, working as a phone repair tech while mourning a lost relationship.


But when a electrical discharge sends a shock to his system, Xavier awakens within himself an incredible power: the ability to control the mind of anyone he's touching!


With this power, no one is out of his league; not the sexy coed, or his cute coworker, or even the rich prudish Christian! Every single one of them will soon succumb to Xavier's power and beg to become his toy, his bimbo, his plaything!


But with such incredible power, Xavier should be careful; after all, it's only a matter of time before such power goes to his head...


TOUCH DISEASE is a tale of hot, steamy encounters, unconventional romance, and erotic mind control! 
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