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Part One: The Therapist


“Thank you so much for your patience,” the therapist said with a smile, crossing one leg over the other. “We’ve been going through a lot of renovations this week. Everyone’s really overwhelmed. I appreciate you being willing to work with us, Mr. Pierce.”

“Not a problem at all,” I said, matching her smile with one of my own. “And please - call me Bryce.”

“Of course, Bryce. “I’m Dr. Tanaka, but you can call me Yui. We certainly don’t have to be formal in this room - I want my patients to feel relaxed and at ease here.”


God, what a babe
, I thought, looking the slender Asian woman up and down. Dr. Yui Tanaka was indeed a gorgeous woman, even in her business-like outfit and black stockings. Long legs, tight body, elegant but not too showy - she was one of those women who made looking well-put-together seem effortless. She looked even better than the picture on her website had led me to believe. I knew I’d made a good decision in choosing her as my foothold into this place.

“So you told my assistant Soojin,” the therapist said, her voice dripping with sympathy, “that you’re having a struggle with addiction.”

I nodded. “Absolutely. Struggle
 is the exact word I would use.”

“I want to make one thing perfectly clear before we get to know each other, Bryce. I see dozens of patients every month, men and
 women. And absolutely none of them are ‘strange’ or ‘weird’ or ‘perverted’, no matter what issues they might be having. Whatever you are going through, you can tell me about it, honestly and openly - without judgement. This room is a safe place for you to open up about your problems. You’re not going to shock me, and you’re not going to disgust me. I want you to know that you can tell me anything
. Do you understand?”


She’s good
, I thought, nodding. DAMN good
. I’d been a therapist myself for years, although never a sex therapist specifically, and her “making the patient feel at ease” speech was just about the best one I’d ever heard. It was almost kind of a shame that I didn’t have the kind of problem she was equipped to deal with.

“I’m hearing you loud and clear, Yui,” I said, shifting in my seat. “And I’m assuming that everything we say in this room stays
 in this room?”

To her credit, she hid her look of surprise well. She’d forgotten to mention that part, which was a staple of the intro spiel. Was she already wondering if I knew more than I let on? I was tempted to sneak a peek under the hood and find out, but I held back. It was more fun that way.

“That’s true,” she said, glancing down at her notepad. “So let’s get the facts out in the open, Bryce. Your addiction.”

“It’s a little embarrassing,” I confessed.

“That’s perfectly alright.” Fuck, she really was
 good. Just the right amount of empathy in her tone. “Like I said, none of your answers are going to shock me. How many times a week would you say you masturbate, Bryce?”


You’re about to be wrong about that ‘shock me’ part
, I thought mischievously.

“Hmm?” I cocked my head like I hadn’t fully understood the question. “I don’t, Yui.”

She stared at me for a moment, confusion showing on her face. She hid it well, though. “I thought you said you had an addiction?”

“I do,” I explained. “A sex addiction. A bad one, really.”

She met my gaze and gave me a curt nod. “Um, alright then. How often every week would you say you view pornographic videos?”

“Oh, I’m not really into those,” I explained, giving my knee a little slap. I almost chortled with glee when she gave a start like I’d slapped her. “Not that there’s anything wrong with them, mind you - as long as everyone’s getting paid and not doing anything they’re uncomfortable with. I guess...I guess I just don’t have a lot of time
 for them.”

Dr. Tanaka cleared her throat. It was obvious she was on unsure footing here - she’d never dealt with a patient quite like me before. I could almost see the wheels turning behind her head as she tried to figure me out. Was I lying to her, pranking her? Or was something else going on?

“I’m afraid I don’t quite understand,” she finally said, leaning forward with a sympathetic smile. “Most of my patients - well, they find themselves unable to stop watching pornography, or they touch themselves at inappropriate times. You don’t have any issues like that?”

I shook my head. “No, Yui.”

“But you’ve told me you have a sex addiction,” she said flatly. She was just starting to lean to the ‘this patient is lying to me’ side of the equation, I could tell.

“I do,” I told her, wanting to end this phase of the dance. “I have a lot of sex, Yui.”

Comprehension dawned on her face. “I understand now,” she said, chuckling as if she were chiding herself for being silly. “You feel you’re having sex too frequently with your partner
.”

“Partners,” I corrected.

The look of understanding on her face vanished. “Excuse me?”

“My main
 partner is a girl named Alexandra,” I explained, the familiar rush tingling through me as I took control of the conversation away from Dr. Tanaka. “She’s a few years younger than you. The two of you would probably get along well, in fact. You’d love her - she’d be a field day for you. All kinds of Daddy issues. She’d be a goldmine for your therapy sessions…”

“I’m...I’m not comfortable with the direction this conversation is taking,” Dr. Tanaka stammered, glancing at the door. “We’re discussing your addiction, Bryce, not your...your relationship…”

“But that’s part of it,” I said, silencing her with a gesture. “As for how often we have sex, I can’t remember exactly. It’s probably around five or six times a day, depending on how I’m feeling or how much we tire ourselves out. It’s not just me and Alexandra, though - it’s lots of girls.” I let my eyes travel over Yui’s body. “Pretty much any girl I find fuckable, to be honest.”

There was no doubt in Dr. Tanaka’s expression as to what I meant by that. “I see,” she muttered, glancing helplessly at the door. As if what was behind it could somehow save her.

“I’m sure you do,” I said, clearing my throat. “You’re an extremely good-looking woman, Yui. I’d like to see a little bit more of your body. Why don’t you show it off for me?”

She had her hands at the buttons of her blouse before she could stop herself. “Wait,” she moaned, shaking her head like she was trying to clear it. “Why am I doing this?”

I leaned forward, resting my hands on my knees. Then I pushed
 into her mind, widening the pathways I’d been teasing throughout our entire conversation. Yui’s mouth dropped open, her eyes rolling back into her head with only the whites showing as my control hit her.

“Because you’re horny
,” I explained, unable to keep the smirk off my face. “You can’t even remember the last time you were this turned on, Dr. Tanaka. Your tight little kitty is boiling over the longer you sit there, watching me watch you. Why don’t you show it to me?”

“I...unnngh
,” she panted, her hands gripping the sides of her skirt. She tugged it up over her waist, straddling the chair as her lacy black panties came into view. A patch even darker than the fabric spread across it as Dr. Tanaka soaked herself with feminine juices.

“Good girl,” I said, getting an idea. “Why don’t you put the edge of the skirt in your mouth for a second?”

Her eyes went glassy as she bit down on the fabric, tugging it upward. It was a perfectly naughty shot: her legs hanging over both arms of the chair, her face flushed as she showed off her creamy thighs and the growing wet spot over her pussy. I took my phone out of my pocket and snapped a quick photo.

“Oh yeah,” I said, sending the message. “Alexandra’s going to love that. Now, why don’t you crawl over here, Dr. Tanaka? I think the two of us ought to get closer.”

The faint flickers of resistance in her face weren’t enough to stop her from sinking to the floor. She made her way across to me on all-fours, back arched like a cat as she crawled. Her eyes were full of disbelief, like she was desperately trying to convince herself that none of this was happening.

With her gorgeous body between my knees, I slipped a thumb between her lips - and pressed down as hard as I could on the pleasure
 button in her mind. Her head rolled back on her shoulders, her back arching like a bow as she stuck her big ass in the air. Her thighs quivered, knees knocking together as an orgasm like nothing she’d ever experienced coursed through her young body. When she came down, she seemed surprised that she was sucking on my thumb, swirling her tongue around it without even thinking.

She spit it out and looked up at me. “What are you?” she asked, her eyes filled with fear and wonder.

“Why, Dr. Tanaka,” I said, cupping her chin. “I would’ve thought you’d have figured that out by now. I’m just like you. I’m a therapist.”

Her eyebrows knotted together. “You...you are?”

“Yes,” I said with a little laugh. “One looking for a new place to operate, in fact. Which was why I booked this appointment at your clinic in the first place.”

Tension rocked her body. Cords of muscle in her neck stood out as she tried to reassert control, to resist the incredible pleasure filling her.

“Go ahead,” I said, gently taking hold of your wrist. “Touch yourself. You know you want to…”

She held out for another few seconds, then with a desperate whimper she shoved her hand into her panties. Her eyes shut tight as she moaned, riding her fingers. Her hand became a blur beneath the dark fabric, rubbing herself like a shameless little whore.

“Of course, seeing your picture on the website didn’t hurt the selection process,” I said with a chuckle. Yui kept on moaning, the sound and smell of her masturbation filling the room. “Having a sexy little princess like you to kickstart my new practice with was definitely
 a bonus.”

When her eyes opened, there was a totally new expression on her face. “Princess? You...you think I’m a princess
?”

“Of course you are, sweetheart,” I grunted, reaching down and grabbing a handful of her ass. Before she could protest, I lifted her off the ground and into my lap. “And a sexy little princess like you never needs to sully her own hands inside of her pussy. Daddy will do that for you.”

I tugged her panties to the side and slipped two fingers into her dripping snatch. The moans that came out of Yui’s mouth made the ones she’d done while touching herself seem like whispers. There was a very real danger that anyone sitting out in the waiting room would hear her. Fortunately, I’d already planned for that possibility.

“There you go,” I said, pumping the digits in and out of Yui like a cock. “You can stop thinking now, Dr. Tanaka. I’m going to take care of everything from now on. Your clinic belongs to me.”

“What?” Her eyes opened, the last little bit of the old Yui flickering in them. “But I worked so hard
 on it!”

For mouthing off, I gave her a quick spank on her ass. She moaned and trembled around me, her inner walls quivering.

“Don’t worry, you’re still going to work here,” I explained. “You see, you’re going to be a naughty
 little princess, Yui. All these women come to you for help with their issues, to help them be normal. But you’re
 going to make them even more perverted, aren’t you?”

Her cheeks flushed as my power hit her. “Yesss
,” she moaned, giving into it. “That’s soooo
 hot…”

“Isn’t it just,” I growled, unfastening my belt. “They come to you desperately, knowing this is the only
 safe place where they can talk about their wicked, dirty urges. And instead of helping them, you’re just going to corrupt them even more.”

“Until they’re totally broken!” Yui grasped the thread of it instantly, arching her back as she slammed her hips down on my hand. “I’ll mind fuck them until they’re completely insane! Oh fuck that’s so hot I’m gonna cum…
”

A moment later, she did. Yui’s inner walls clenched around my fingers, a flood of juice coating my hand as she unraveled. She buried her face against my chest, moaning and writhing as the pure, sweet pleasure coursed through her body. I flickered around her mind here and there as she rode her peak, making it a little bit stronger but mostly just watching her brain turn totally evil.


I can’t believe I never thought to do this before
, I thought, pulling my cock out of my pants. How many practices have I opened? How many clinics? But I always did it by myself. I never thought to give the staff my fetishes and see what they could do with them…


My relationship with Alexandra had changed me in more ways than one. I was going to have fun here - a lot of fun.

“Thank you,” Yui murmured against my chest as the pleasure finally abated. “Thank you for corrupting my mind, Daddy. I can’t wait to psychologically torture my clients and let you mind fuck them…”

My cock throbbed against her thigh. I wanted to fuck Yui so bad I could already taste her pussy - but I wasn’t done solidifying my power over this place yet. There was one more girl here I needed to bring into the fold.

“Why don’t we get started, then?” I asked, brushing a lock of hair out of her face. “Call your secretary, Dr. Tanaka. I’m eager to meet her.”

A wicked grin lit up Yui’s face. She leaned back, way
 back, gripping me with her thighs as she reached out for the call button on her desk. I admired the way the position made her breasts look even more luscious as she flexed.

“Soojin,” Yui purred huskily. “Get your ass in here, right now.”

The door opened, and Dr. Tanaka’s secretary entered. She was of a similar build to her boss, though clearly a few years younger - straight out of college. Her hair was shorter, and dyed a shade of platinum blonde that made her look more than a little trashy. I wondered why Dr. Tanaka had hired her, then decided it didn’t matter. She was hot, and she’d be even hotter once I convinced her to make a few changes.

Her eyes widened when she saw her boss sitting in my lap, face flushed with afterglow. “Dr. Tanaka?” she gasped, choking on the word as her eyes widened. “What are you doing?”

Yui laughed loud and long, her hair cascading down her back. “Soojin, I want you to meet Dr. Pierce. He owns our clinic now. And me.”

Soojin stared at me like someone losing their mind. “I’m calling the police,” she blurted, reaching for the door handle.

I cocked an eyebrow. “Stop
,” I commanded, pressing down hard on her pleasure and submissiveness centers. “Close the door. Then come join your boss.”

Slowly, with a look of confusion, Soojin shut the office door and sank to her knees. Unlike her boss, she didn’t make the crossing on all fours, instead shuffling from knee-to-knee. I might have gotten angry at that, if Yui wasn’t like a live wire in my arms - grinding against my cock, whimpering with pure need.

“Do to her what you did to me,” Yui begged, her tongue grazing my inner ear and making me shiver. “Fuck that little bitch’s mind. Make her so confused she doesn’t know if you’re her Master or her King…”

That sounded like a wonderful suggestion. I met Yui’s eyes for a moment, then turned to her assistant as she made her way haltingly across the floor. Muscles most people don’t have contracted inside my skull as I worked my will upon her.

With a slowness that was as delicious as it was agonizing, Soojin’s expression began to change. By the time she was halfway to us, her thighs were knocking together from quivering so much. By the time she reached my chair, she looked at me like I really was
 her King - like the most important thing in the world was serving me.

With a smirk, Yui slid down my body and parked her cute ass to one side of the chair. She gathered up Soojin’s blonde hair in her hand and guided the girl onto my cock, forcing her face down between my thighs.

“There you go,” Yui growled, showing a savagery I’d only suspected she was capable of. “Take it all, you beautiful bitch. Show Master how much you love his cock!”

At first Soojin gagged gently around my girth, then her throat relaxed. Faster and faster she bobbed up and down on my prick, working up a thick lather as she gave herself up to the task completely. The friction felt amazing; her lips were so tight around me that I swore sparks flew up and down my cock as she blew me.

“Is she doing a good job?” Yui asked sweetly, sounding for all the world like the girl’s boss, asking for a good review. “Does her sweet little mouth feel good wrapped around your cock, Sir? Is she treating that big fucking dick the way you want her to?”


Fuck, she’s such a natural at this,
 I thought. A little TOO good, even. Maybe I shouldn’t be so eager to introduce her to Alexandra…


The two of them would either get along like a house on fire or tear each other apart trying to be my favorite. I have to admit, I was a little curious to find out which it would be.

“Yes,” I groaned, thrusting my hips upward to meet Soojin’s lips. “Why don’t you help her out, Yui? Get down there and really show her how it’s done?”

“Yes, Master,” Yui whimpered, removing my cock from Soojin’s mouth with a wet little pop
. A moment later my cock was in both of the women’s mouths, shared between them as they made out hot and heavy, and I groaned as I thrust between their faces.

It went on like this until I could feel my balls pulsing with the need to cum. Yui must have felt me getting close as well, because she suddenly leaned back and grinned up at me like the naughtiest idea had just occurred to her.

“Sooj,” she said, stroking the younger girl’s blonde hair. “Are you on the pill?”

She gave her superior a wide-eyed look of confusion. “No, Dr. Tanaka. My...my boyfriend and I use condoms.”

“You don’t have a boyfriend anymore,” I grunted, my cock giving a jerk. “I’m
 your man now. Every inch of you belongs to me, Soojin.”

She shivered with lust. “Yes, Master.”

Yui grinned wickedly. “I’m so glad you said that,” she purred. “Although I feel bad for the poor guy you made wrap his cock up in that icky latex. Did he never to feel your tight, wet pussy wrapped around him bare?”

Soojin shook her head. “I didn’t...we
 didn’t want to get pregnant…”

Yui laughed low in her throat. “I bet you want to get pregnant now
 though, don’t you?”

Soojin’s mouth dropped open, and I could see the images unfurling behind her eyes. Her young body bred by my seed - swollen with my heirs. Every man who looked at her would know exactly how she’d spread her legs, how she’d let a man cum inside of her without protection. It touched something deep and primal in my brain, and a bead of precum rolled down my shaft at the thought.

“I...I would never
 make you wear a condom, Master,” Soojin said, trying to ward off the question. “If something happened because of that, then...then that’s just something that would happen…”

I shook my head. “Nuh uh. Not good enough. Admit it, Soojin - you want
 me to get you pregnant. You never let another man fuck your tight little cunt bareback because you never found one good enough
 to fuck a baby into you. Isn’t that right?”

I looked into her eyes and made it come true. She swallowed hard, nodding. “Yes, Sir.”

“Prove it,” I grunted, patting my thighs. “Show me how wet you are, little girl. Spread that soft pink pussy for me…”

Soojin spread her legs wide and arched her back, thrusting her ass into the air. Yui tugged the younger girl’s panties down to her ankles, then grabbed her hips and parted her folds with her fingers. Soojin gasped and whimpered as her boss’ fingers grazed her clit.

“She’s so ready for you,” Yui said. “So fucking wet. I can’t wait to watch you pump her full, Master.”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I picked Soojin up and carried her to Yui’s desk, knocking the things on top of it to the floor with a wave of my hand. I parked Soojin’s pert ass on the side and spread her legs wide, her ankles locking behind my hips.

“Mine,” I growled. Then I slammed my hips forward and entered her, filling her cunt in one rough stroke.

Soojin cried out helplessly, rising to meet me with her back bent as I bottomed out inside of her tight, welcoming channel. Her walls wrapped around me, slick and hot. Between that and the way these two womens’ mouths had been treating me a few moments ago, it was hard to keep from just burying myself as deeply as I could inside of her and exploding.

The sounds of skin-on-skin filled the room. The desk shook beneath me as I pummelled Soojin’s cunt with stroke after hard stroke, shaking her body like a leaf. She met me perfectly, slamming her cunt down on my cock every time it filled her.

Suddenly there was a pressure at my back. Yui, with her naughty little tongue, watching the whole show.

“It’s so hot to know you own us both, Master,” she whimpered, grinding herself against me from the back. “Every fucking decision we make belongs to you now. Like when to have babies
.” Her tongue snaked out, teasing my inner ear. “Blow inside of her, Master. Pump her little whore cunt full of your seed. Make her a Mommy whether she wants it or not…”

Fuck, I was so close. The heat, the tightness - it was fucking incredible. I’d missed doing this so much. Even Alexandra couldn’t quite quench the desire for new conquests, new women turned submissive and pliable.

“I’m gonna come,” I growled, my cock jerking inside of Soojin. “Cum around my cock right now
! Make your fucking pussy perfect for me!”

Soojin looked like she only had one foot in reality at that point. “Yes, Master!” she screamed, her inner walls clenching around me. “I’m...I’m...ahh oh fuck…
!”

A flood of wetness coated my cock as Soojin sailed over the edge. She spasmed again and again, her heels digging into my sides as she pulled me even deeper inside of her. Sparks flew from my shaft as I buried it hilt-deep inside of her and reached the peak. My rhythm broke and I pumped madly, grunting like an animal as I came.

Burst after burst of liquid lava filled Soojin’s cunt. My knees shook as the pleasure cascaded over me, the sheer release of it like a dam bursting in my mind. As it enveloped me, I lashed out with mental muscles and grabbed hold of both women’s brains, ramming their pleasure centers ever harder than my cock inside of Soojin’s cunt. Their screams of pleasure were sweet as I poured the last of my load into Soojin’s waiting, fertile womb.

“Good girl,” I grunted as I came down from my peak. There was a wet squelching sound as I pulled out of her sloppy cunt, leaving trails of cum dribbling down her thighs. “Fuck, you’re so perfect. I’m so glad I chose this place…”

When I turned, Yui was staring up at me with a brilliant smile. “I love this,” she purred, taking hold of my cock. “I love you
. You deserve to be worshipped
, Master. Every single one of my patients ought to be calling you God.”

Fuck, that sounded so hot.

“I want you to make a list of those patients,” I said as Yui stroked my shaft. “Every one of them with a pussy, at least. I want to know what they’re here for, what kind of perversions they’ve got in their head. I want to know exactly how to mind fuck them.”

“I cannot fucking wait
,” Yui giggled, sounding as happy as any woman I’d ever met. “I’m going to help you. These people trust me, Sir - in a lot of cases, I’m the only
 person they trust enough to discuss their problems with.” She sank to her knees, slapping the head of my cock against her rosy cheeks. “We’re going to fuck with their heads so much, Sir.”

“It’s going to be awesome,” I agreed, grabbing a handful of her hair for leverage. “Now suck me off, Dr. Tanaka
. Show me what a good little cocksucker my new second-in-command can be…”

She took to her task eagerly, swallowing me all the way down to the balls. My nails dug into the back of her scalp as I coaxed her deeper, not so much wanting more as demanding
 it. And Yui gave it to me. She was a wonder, this girl.

“I’ve always wanted a follower just as twisted as me,” I confessed, my cock already twitching and spurting against her tongue. “You and I are going to have so much fun together, Yui!”

She pulled off me with a wet little sound just as I reached the peak. She batted her long lashes at me and opened her mouth, sticking out her cute pink tongue.

“Cum on my face, Dr. Pierce!” she begged, every inch of her body desperate with need. “I want you to shoot all over me! I wanna be bathed in your fucking load…!”

A moment later, she got her wish. Sparks flew in my field of vision as my cock erupted, spraying burst after burst of hot, sticky seed onto Yui’s face. She groaned as it hit her like she
 was the one cumming, writhing with pleasure as I deposited my entire load across her face and breasts. She lapped at it as bliss coursed through me, gently stroking me from the base to get every last drop out of my balls. When she was finally done, she kissed the crown of my cock, swirling her tongue around it like a fucking whore.

“Dr. Tanaka,” I groaned, leaning back in my chair. “It will be my very great privilege to take control of your practice.”

Yui giggled. “No, Master,” she purred, sucking the seed off the head of my cock. “The pleasure is all mine.”


I’d better watch myself around these two,
 I thought, basking in the sight of Yui cleaning my cock with her tongue. They might be even more fucked up than me.


“Sweetheart?” I said, raising my voice. “Come on in. It’s done.”

Both women turned as one as the door to Yui’s office opened. The girl who entered was even shorter than them - slender and lithe, a former high school cheerleader turned bimbo goddess. Her babydoll dress clung to her curves, showing off more than it hid, and her platinum blonde hair cascaded down her back. She hadn’t cut it since we moved - I liked a nice long handle to hold on to while I fucked her throat, pussy or ass.

“Oh my goodness,
 Daddy,” Alexandra whimpered, surveying the two freshly-fucked women on the floor. “It looks like you had so much fun! These girls gave you so
 much pleasure, didn’t they?”

“They did,” I said, pulling her into my lap. “Soojin. Dr. Tanaka. I want you to meet Alexandra. Babygirl, this is Dr. Yui Tanaka and her assistant Soojin.”

She barely spared a glance at Soojin. Alexandra and Yui’s eyes met, and a spark passed between them. Some form of mutual recognition - an understanding that both of them were more
 than just another fuck toy for their Master to pump and breed.

I watched that recognition darken both of their expressions, and a thrill shot through me.

“So you’re the one who calls him Daddy
,” Yui said with a perfectly fake smile. “It’s so nice to meet you. I’m going to be helping Master run this office - he owns it now, along with everyone in it.”

“Of course he does,” Alex whispered, sizing the woman up. “Don’t worry - Daddy doesn’t mind sharing his toys.”

“I’m sure he doesn’t,” Yui said with a predatory grin. “I’m sure we can work out a schedule that suits us both.”

“What were you thinking?” Alexandra asked.

“Me as his office slut,” Yui said with an I’m such a bad girl
 giggle. “You as the nice, submissive housewife waiting for him after a long day with dinner and a blowjob…”

Yui must have thought this was exactly what we’d always done. She wasn’t prepared for the look of anger on Alexandra’s face. Or the cold, cruel laugh.

“You don’t understand,” she said, clutching my thighs possessively. “I’m
 Daddy’s secretary. Always
.”

Yui pulled a face. “You wouldn’t know the first thing about running this place,” she said flatly. “Little girls like you ought to just stay on your back, not dealing with facts and figures…”

“Daddy, maybe you should put a baby in Yui,” Alexandra hissed. “In fact, I think you should breed her right fucking now. Then she can take an early maternity leave and get fat on bon-bons while her belly grows-”

“You fucking bitch
,” Yui snarled.

“Just bring it,” Alexandra panted, rising from my lap-

“Girls!
” I yelled, silencing them both. “This is not happening. The two of you will
 work together to make this practice a success. Do I make myself clear?”

Both women shared an acid look. Then, slowly, they nodded.

“Yes, Daddy,” Alexandra whispered. I’m your favorite,
 her mind screamed. You brought me with you! I’m your little girl forever!


“Of course, Master,” Yui said smoothly. I can’t believe you wasted your time on this blonde cunt,
 she thought at me. You KNOW I’m the one for you, Sir. I love hypnosis just as much as you. Let’s torture all our little sex addicts together, then have your faux-daughter for dessert...



Oh shit,
 I thought, staring from one woman to the other. Two sluts, and only one could be my favorite.

Let the games begin...


Part Two: The Rivals


As soon as I set foot inside of my office, I knew something was wrong.

It wasn’t because Alexandra was sitting behind the front desk, the steaming mug of coffee she’d made just for me sitting by her side. We’d already agreed she’d be my secretary at our new location - the smiling face to welcome guests into the clinic. Dr. Tanaka hadn’t liked it, but she’d gotten to keep her title as ‘owner’ in exchange, even if everyone knew the place was my property now. Besides, the old secretary was currently lying in bed with a pregnancy in her belly and the kinky shit Yui and I put inside of her in her head.

It wasn’t because of the way Alexandra was dressed, even if the skirt she had on was so short she’d practically be flashing her pussy to our patients whenever she stood up. That was just the way she dressed, and no amount of firm talk or spankings could keep my babygirl from dressing naughty to please me. Hell, she liked
 the spankings.

No, the problem was that there was only one
 person waiting to greet me. Dr. Tanaka - Yui - was nowhere to be found, and that sent a chill of unease up my spine that I did not need for my first day at my new location.

“Good morning, Daddy!” Alexandra beamed as she looked up from the desk, holding out the mug of coffee. “I made it just the way you like it. You’re going to need to caffeinate - this place has so
 many patients! We’re going to be so busy today!”

“I know we are, babygirl,” I said, stepping forward and letting my shadow cover her. “Where is Dr. Tanaka?”

The look Alexandra gave me was so innocent, you could almost believe she’d never met the woman before.

“Doctor...Tanaka
?” Alexandra’s voice shot up an octave as she pretended to scan some papers on her desk. “I’m not sure, Daddy. I think she must have called in sick or something. Or she just didn’t call at all - which means we can fire her, right?”

I sighed and shook my head. My princess was a lot of things - a champion cocksucker, the owner of a world-class pussy, the best submissive I’d ever tied to a bed - but lying was not one of her talents. More to the good, honestly - if she could deceive me, she’d be unstoppable.

“Babygirl,” I said, a note of warning entering my tone. “You’d better not be about to tell me you hurt that girl.”

Before I could say anything else, Alexandra slammed both hands down on the table. “She is such
 a bitch,” she hissed, tears springing into the corners of her eyes. “If you’d heard the things she called me when I got here this morning, Daddy, there’s no way
 you’d let a little skank like that worship your cock…”


I have to stop this before she ends up giving herself a conniption
, I thought with a grunt.

“Princess,” I growled, cutting her off mid-sentence. “Quiet
.”

Her mouth snapped shut like it was on a hinge. She looked hurt as she stared up at me, clearly upset at being robbed her chance to plead her case. I felt an unexpected tenderness when I looked at her face. She cared about me so much, even if she occasionally chose unhealthy ways to show it.

“Listen to me, babygirl,” I explained, putting a hand over hers to show I wasn’t mad. “We cannot get rid of Dr. Tanaka. I need
 Yui.”

Her mouth twisted into a pout. “You didn’t need anyone at your last practice,” she protested, sounding like the brat she could sometimes be. “It was just you and me, Daddy.”

“I know, Princess - and when I met you and made you mine, I had about a dozen patients at my clinic. Have you seen Dr. Tanaka’s patient roster? It’s way, way
 more than a dozen.”

Her eyes widened. Clearly she hadn’t actually started looking at the paperwork or the computer system yet. “That’s a lot,” she said in a girlish whisper.

“It is. Most of them are women. And unlike the women I treated, they didn’t sign up to work with a male therapist - they chose Dr. Tanaka. So most of them won’t be comfortable switching over to me right away. Not until Dr. Tanaka - Yui - gets inside their heads. Do you understand?”

She didn’t look happy about it, but she nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”


Good
. “This place is a lot bigger than our old clinic - so it’s a lot more work. But that means more money. Not to mention more patients.”

She nibbled her bottom lip. After a moment, the angry look left her face and she broke out into a smile. “You’re gonna have so
 many girls who want to fuck you, Daddy. I can’t wait
 to share them with you.”

“I’m glad you understand now,” I said, my face growing stern. “Now what did you do with Dr. Tanaka?”

She stared up at me, eyes the size of saucers. Her mouth formed a tight little line, pressed until it was almost invisible. “You can’t be mad at me,” she whispered, shaking.

“I’ll be madder if you don’t tell me right now,” I warned.

She held my gaze a few moments longer. Then she hung her head and sighed. “Alright,” she said, getting to her feet. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

She took me by the hand and led me to the broom closet. Yui was inside, tied to a chair with a pair of Alexandra’s panties stuffed into her mouth. Her face looked terror-stricken as the door opened until she realized it was me. Once she did, she slumped over with relief, her shoulders shuddering with silent sobs.

“Jesus,” I muttered, untying the knots. “Were you going to leave her in here all day?”

Alexandra looked completely stricken. “I hadn’t really thought that far,” she said, rubbing one shoulder with a wounded expression. “I said I was sorry.”

“No, I’m
 sorry,” I said, taking out Yui’s gag. “I’m sorry she did this, Yui. I told both of you to get along together, and it’s clear that only one of you were listening.”

Yui gagged a bit as the fabric left her mouth. She licked her lips, the dryness fading as she began to speak.

“It’s alright, Sir,” she said. To my surprise, her voice was completely free of anger. “She didn’t know what she was doing.”


Hmm
, I thought. I think I have an idea what you’re doing
. Although it was clear that Alexandra didn’t - a glance over my shoulder confirmed that my princess looked completely poleaxed at this turn of events. After a moment, her amazed look faded and she smiled.

“I’m so sorry, Yui,” Alexandra purred, all sugary-sweet forgiveness. “I made a mistake. I just get really
 possessive when it comes to Daddy.”

Yui looked completely accepting of this, but I knew better. She hasn’t accepted your apology
, I thought, looking into her dark eyes. She just knows better than to lose her temper in front of me. God, I really need to watch myself around this girl
.

One girl had just shown herself to be completely incapable of controlling her emotions - so the other decided to go for brownie points. I admired Yui’s self-restraint. If I’d been tied up in a closet, I absolutely would have taken the opportunity to lose my temper. But now, she made herself look like the better woman.

“What time is it?” Yui’s eyes widened with worry. “My 9:30 is going to be here any minute. Emma’s not already in the waiting room, is she?”

I glanced at my watch - thankfully, we had plenty of time. “Nobody’s here but the three of us,” I said, loosening the strap around Yui’s waist. “Your time in here is probably a lot shorter than you think. Sitting around in the dark tends to distort the sense of time for most people.”

She nodded like I was dispensing wisdom instead of just chatting while untying her. “Good. I would’ve hated to have to reschedule her. She’s definitely our most promising prospect, Sir.”

“Oh yeah?” A grin rose to my face. “What’s she in for?”

A wicked little giggle spilled from Yui’s lips as she stood up. “Impulse control. Touching herself in public, sleeping with strange men...the works. With my help, she’s managed to restrain herself for nearly a month now.”

“Wow.” I was impressed. “That’s damn fine work.”

Her grin widened, growing wickeder. “I was thinking today would be a good day for her to relapse.”

I grinned and slid my hands down to her ass. “You’ve been her guardian angel,” I growled, squeezing the firm flesh beneath the fabric. “And all this time, you were the fucking Devil in disguise. I’m so proud of you!”

She giggled and placed a kiss on my cheek. “Want me to text you when she’s ready?”

“Absolutely,” I said with a nod. “Just take care of the front until she arrives. Alexandra and I are going to be in here.”

Alexandra’s eyes widened in fear, but the look on Yui’s face was nothing but confusion. “In here? In the closet
?”

“Yes,” I said with a smirk. “Alexandra needs to be punished.”

“Oh,” Yui said, her face lighting up. “Oh
. Well, I’ll leave you to it then, Sir.”

“Thank you, darling,” I told her, knowing every compliment I tossed Yui’s way made Alexandra burn with jealousy. I was rapidly discovering that I liked playing both women against each other. Besides, I was in a confined space with two very beautiful girls - if I didn’t get some release soon, I wouldn’t be able to think straight. Two birds, one stone
, I thought, glancing at Alexandra’s trembling form. This should be fun
.

Once Yui left, I closed the closet door behind us. Alexandra and I were alone in a confined space, with a lightbulb dangling from the ceiling proving the only light. Me, her, ropes, and a chair.

“I said I was sorry, Daddy,” Alexandra whimpered, completely submissive now. It was like flipping a switch - the confident woman who’d lock a rival in the closet on her own initiative was nowhere to be seen. “Please don’t hurt me…”

“Oh, don’t make that face,” I said. “I know damn well you can’t wait for me to discipline you. You think I don’t know why you’ve been such a bad girl today? You want
 this, babygirl.”

She squeezed her thighs together, a little of the fear leaving her expression. “Maybe a little bit,” she admitted, glancing at the chair and the rope. “But I’m always a little
 bit afraid, Daddy. You’re such a beast sometimes. If you ever really lost control, I don’t know what might happen to me…”

Grinning down at her, I put a hand around her neck.

“And yet you keep on testing me,” I said, watching her pretty cheeks flush with heat as I put pressure around her throat.

“Oh fuck, Daddy,” Alexandra gasped, writhing against me. “You’re making me so fucking wet…”

“You’re already wet,” I said with a smirk. “Now bend over that chair, little girl. You wanted to put Yui in there, now it’s where you’re
 going to spend some time.”

Whimpering gently, she put one knee on the seat of the chair and stuck her round, pert ass into the air. Just like I’d figured from seeing her behind the front desk, this made her skirt hike up almost all the way to her belly. The swell of her ass was clearly visible, along with the swollen lips of her tight, dripping slit.

“Tsk tsk,” I grunted, letting my hand graze her ass. She tensed up at the touch, anticipating the pain. “You can stick panties in your co-worker’s mouth, but you can’t wear them to work?”

“Those were
 my panties,” Alexandra admitted. “I took them off and shoved them in her mouth.”

I felt my eyebrows raise. “Very
 bad girl,” I said. “And you’re getting so turned on by how bad you’re being. Look how fucking wet you are…”

It was a bit of misdirection, calculated to make Alexandra think I was about to stroke her needy little slit. Instead, I slapped her ass cheek as hard as I could. The slap of skin-on-skin filled the small space, followed by Alexandra’s squeal.

“Daddy!” she whimpered, her pussy gushing as the flesh of her ass reddened. “That hurt!”

“You knew this was what you were going to get when you planned this,” I growled, starting to lose control. “You wanted to piss me off, and it worked. I’m going to enjoy watching you try and sit comfortably behind that desk this afternoon with your bruised ass cheeks, princess.”

“You’re so mean!” she protested, wiggling her perfect ass at me. “You’re so
 mean-”

I brought my hand down again, on the other cheek this time. Alexandra screamed, her voice jumping from pain to pleasure in a single octave. “Fuck!”

“Bad girl,” I growled, my cock grinding against the back of Alexandra’s thighs as I spanked her over and over again. “Bad little fucking slut…”

I lost control. My hand came down again and again, each time harder than I dared. At the same time, my cock shot precum into my boxers as I ground it against Alexandra’s boiling pussy. By the time my anger cooled, my little princess’ ass was bruised black and blue.

She seemed to realize I’d gone over my usual line as well. She trembled like a leaf as my hands moved from her ass to the back of her head, gripping her tight as I admired my handiwork.

“There,” I said, turning her around to face me. “I think that’s more than enough punishment for a bad girl like you, isn’t it?”

Alexandra’s voice was rough from screaming. “Yes, Daddy,” she whined, grinding her pussy against the chair. She didn’t dare sit down with her ass so bruised - she must have been thinking I’d fuck her from behind. “Please, I need you inside me so baaaad
. Fill me with your cock, Daddy, please…”

It was what I always did after spanking her. But this time, I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I don’t think I will.”

If I’d thought she looked shocked before
, I hadn’t seen anything yet. Alexandra stared up at me with tears in her eyes, like she’d come downstairs Christmas morning to find the whole house empty. “Daddy?”

“No, Princess,” I said, my voice turning firm. “You really crossed the line today. You could have seriously hurt Yui. All for some stupid rivalry the two of you can’t seem to get over. Behavior like that doesn’t get rewarded, babygirl.”

“Daddy!” There was an edge of panic in her voice. “I need to cum, Daddy. Please
, please I’m so sorry, just please put your cock all the way inside of me and cum! I’m so wet and ready for you…”

“Trying to dirty talk me isn’t going to work,” I grunted. Honestly, it was only one day of punishment. She was really being a brat about this. “You’ll get off, Alexandra - tonight
. Your punishment for the rest of the day is to walk around unsatisfied. That way you’ll remember - just like you’ll remember what a bad girl you were every time you sit down for the rest of the week.”

Her eyes flickered back and forth, then a realization hit her. She stared up at me with a disbelieving look. “You’re not going to get off, then, Daddy?” Tears spilled down her cheeks. “I’ve been such a bad girl that I can’t even make you cum
?”

The sound of my belt unbuckling filled the room. “Of course not, princess,” I assured her, stroking the side of her face. “You can never be that bad. You’re going to gag on Daddy’s cock.”

Relief flooded her. “Oh, thank you Daddy,” she whimpered, smiling up at me. “Thank you for letting me get you off…”

With a grunt, I pushed past her lips and filled her mouth. The warm, wet heat of her throat coated my cock and I growled with pleasure. Alexandra was so happy not to be completely denied that she didn’t gag a bit - her throat relaxed, taking me all the way to the balls like a good little girl.

“This is going to be hard and fast,” I grunted, thrusting my hips forward. “I need to get off inside of you now
, babygirl. I have appointments to keep. But don’t worry, I’ll make it up to you later once you’re off punishment…”

Alexandra’s eyes rolled back in her head as I fucked her throat, stretching her lips around my girth. Every thrust inside of her mouth felt better than the last, until my balls were practically vibrating against her chin with the need to cum. Her tongue swirled around me, adding pleasure to my strokes as I grabbed her head with both hands and used
 her like the naughty little fuckdoll she was.

“Gonna cum!” I announced, the wet sounds of Alexandra’s sloppy blowjob building to a crescendo. “Fuck, I’m gonna shoot! You’d better take every fucking drop, you gorgeous bimbo slut…!”

Alexandra’s eyes glinted with the challenge. That was one skill I never
 had to worry about her lacking.

The pleasure was so sweet I nearly passed out as release rushed over me. It was my turn to be loud as I pumped burst after burst of hot, sticky seed down my babygirl’s throat. I lost my rhythm and just buried my cock as far as I could inside of her mouth, thrusting until I saw her neck bulging from the swollen, spurting crown. By the time I was done, a torrent of cum was working its way down Alexandra’s chin, her cup overfilled with my seed.

There was also a huge wet spot on the chair. Alexandra’s frustration shouldn’t have turned me on so much, but it did. Maybe having Yui around was making me even more kinky and fucked up.

“Ohhh, that felt so good,” I grunted, grabbing the thread of teasing my princess. “You have no idea how much better
 that feels, princess. So amazing to have that course through your body, relieve all that pressure
 built up inside. Fuck, I feel like a new man…”

Alexandra whined with frustration. She wanted to cum; she needed it - but I wasn’t about to give in. Even after the fantastic blowjob she’d given me, I was resolved to stick to the punishment.

“What do you say, angel?”

Alexandra wiped her mouth. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“That’s right. Now don’t you dare
 touch yourself, little girl. No one is pushing that pretty little pussy over the edge except Daddy - and that doesn’t happen until after this place closes shop for the evening. If I find out you got yourself off behind that desk, I really will
 get upset. You understand?”

She clearly didn’t like it, but she understood. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good. Now go work the front desk like a good little girl. I’m going to check on Dr. Tanaka and her patient.”

Emma’s patient file was one of the few that I’d already perused - she’d been part of a select group of Dr. Tanaka’s patients Yui thought would make a good “fit” for my harem. Her presentation was exactly what Yui had described: compulsive masturbation, an obsessive need to fuck strangers, and total inability to control her impulses. Oddly, Dr. Tanaka hadn’t been able to find any triggers in her background or childhood to cause the condition. It was like someone had flipped a switch in her mind - somewhere halfway through college she just turned into a cock-craving slut who’d fuck an entire football team at a frat party.

Deep in the back of my head, I wondered if she’d run into someone like me. But the far more likely explanation was that there was
 no answer. Sometimes people spent their whole lives pretending to be something they weren’t, and it ended up being the smallest thing that triggered their slide into debauchery. Like a pebble rolling down a hill turning into an avalanche.

Either way, the picture in the file told me all that I needed to know: young, blonde, and curvy. Her and Alexandra would look absolutely gorgeous lying next to each other in matching lingerie.

I arrived at Yui’s office at what must have been the climax of their therapy - the sounds of moaning were clearly audible from the other side of the door. Sessions like this were supposed
 to be secret and locked, but the door opened for me easily as I stepped inside.

Both women were naked from the waist down, playing with themselves. Well, one of them was - Yui had two fingers buried in her tight Asian cunt, flicking her clit while she spread her inner folds. Emma’s hands were clenched together just over her dripping pussy, a look of utter agony on her face.

“Please, Dr. Tanaka,” she begged, her voice frayed to the very edges of insanity. “I don’t know why you’re doing this! I want to be a good person, I want to be normal
! I don’t want to be a fucking pervert who’s a slave to these urges anymore…”

Yui laughed, cruel and wicked. “You think that’s what I’ve been helping you do?” she asked, mocking the young blonde. “You’re an addict
, Emma. A dumb little bimbo slut who can’t stop thinking with her needy little pussy. Now stroke yourself, whore. I want to watch that wet little kitty cum at my command…”

Emma started to reach for her slit, defeated - then she saw me. Her eyes went wide with fright as she realized there was a man she’d never met before standing in the room.

“What the fuck
!?” Her surprise nearly gave her the strength to run. As it was, she was halfway out of her seat. “Dr. Tanaka, there’s a man here-”

“I know
,” Yui purred, stroking herself harder and faster. “This is Dr. Pierce, Emma. He’s the new owner of my clinic - and me
. Don’t you want him to own you?”

“N-no!” she cried, shaking her head. But that was already beginning to change.

“Emma,” I growled, pushing into her mind. “Fuck, you’re even hotter than the pictures Yui gave me. You’re going to make a perfect addition to my stable of girls.”

Emma’s jaw trembled. “I...I have to get out of here,” she blurted, looking down at her legs as if she didn’t understand why they weren’t moving. “You’re all crazy...you’re all perverts…”

“Touch yourself
,” Yui purred, rising up onto her knees in her chair. She reached over and pulled my belt off in one smooth motion, freeing my cock as it stiffened to its full length. “Don’t I look so fucking sexy with Master’s dick in my mouth? Doesn’t it make you want to just frig your little cunt senseless, you stupid whore?”

“Dr. Tanaka knows what she’s doing,” I grunted, groaning as the head of my cock entered Yui’s mouth. “She’s always right. If she says you should be masturbating, then you should be touching your pussy, Emma.”

“I can’t
,” the girl begged. “Please I can’t, I’ll never be able to resist again! I’ve worked so hard to get clean, I can’t give up now! I know you’re in there, Dr. Tanaka - help me
! You’ve got to come to your senses and help me fight this crazy man…!”

Yui chuckled with pleasure around my cock, pulling off of it only to stroke me harder.

“I can’t fight anything,” she said, winking at Emma. “I’m a worthless little addict, too. I’m not some brave, powerful woman who can help you, dear. I’m just a horny little slut who can’t resist Master’s cock…”

A groan of pure despair left Emma’s lips. She was so close to giving in, I could feel it.

“Look how turned on I am!” Yui hiked up her skirt as she stroked my cock, showing off her bare pussy and wet thighs. “I can’t stop touching myself, Emma - even when I’m serving Master.”

“You shouldn’t have
 to stop touching yourself,” I grunted, stroking her hair. “You should do it all the time. Even if people are watching. Even if you’re in public.”

“It feels so good
,” Yui agreed, staring deep into Emma’s eyes as she fingered her slit. “So good to give in. Just realize you’re a worthless little whore already, so you can come worship Master the way you were meant to…”

For a few more seconds, I thought Emma might have been strong enough to resist. Then her will collapsed like a house of cards.

With a squeal, she buried her fingers in her snatch. She arched her back, thrusting her pussy in the air as she squeezed her hand tight, welcoming it inside of her. Juice dripped down her thighs as her fingers pumped again and again, filling her cunt as the dam burst inside of her head.

“I’m so bad,” she panted, lost to pleasure. “So bad, so bad, so bad…”

“That’s right,” Yui said, coming up next to her. “You are
. You’ll never be able to stop now. Your cunt controls you, Emma - you’re nothing more than a worthless little skank who’s addicted to jilling off…”

“I’m gonna cum,” Emma panted, her face contorted in desperation. “No, fuck, please no…”

“I think we’ll keep her this way,” I said proudly, looking over my newest conquest. “I like the idea of having a girl who just can’t stop touching her pussy.”

“Yeah, fuck, like she just shoves her hand down her skirt all day, no matter who’s watching?” Yui laughed. “Fucking hawt
!”

“Oh fuck yes ohmigawd I’m cumming…
!”

Emma reached the edge and soared right over, crashing into the biggest orgasm of her life. Over a month of abstinence had left her on the ragged edge, and combined with the way Yui teased her mercilessly, I was a little surprised she didn’t pass right out from the pleasure. Still, I’d never
 seen a woman cum like her before - she even squirted all over her thighs, soiling herself with her feminine cum like she was showing the world what an addict she was.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. My cock was out; it was the easiest thing in the world to pin Emma down and ram
 myself inside her to the hilt, filling her still-spasming pussy to the brim. Her mouth opened and a brand-new scream of pleasure filled the room as the first cock she’d had since Yui’s treatments bottomed out inside of her, ringing her g-spot like a fucking bell. Her walls clenched around me as a second orgasm coursed through her, her legs locking behind me and welcoming me all the way to the base of her fertile womb.

“Good girl,” I growled, staring down at her as I fucked her mercilessly. “Now touch yourself.”

The realization was slow, rising to her features with agonizing grace. Her fingers found her clit and started to rub it - gently at first, then faster and faster as my cock pistoned in and out of her. Little gasps of pleasure spilled from her as I fucked her harder, her pussy making deliciously wet sounds as I filled it with my shaft.

“That’s right,” I whispered, staring deep into her eyes. “There’s no escape. Even when you’re getting fucked. Some alpha male is banging your brains out, and you can’t stop thinking about how good
 it would feel to have your fingers on your clit, can you?”

It broke Emma. “Yes!” she sobbed, riding my cock as hard as she could. “I can’t fucking stop! I’m so fucked up! I’m obsessed with touching myself, and I was so fucking close
 to getting back control…!”

“I have control now, Emma,” I growled, burying myself inside of her to the hilt. “Now cum for me. Cum all over my cock and seal your fate, you worthless little stroke addict…”

She tried to stop herself, but her body betrayed her. It wanted to feel good, and so she did. Her back arched as she came, tears rolling down her cheeks as her pussy clenched around me in time with her rapid heartbeat. A moment later I felt myself let go, erupting all over her inner walls as I shot my load deep inside of her cunt. I held my cock for a long time there after, making sure every drop from my balls stayed where it belonged.

“Yui put the idea of breeding in my head,” I explained to Emma as she came down from her peak. “Ever since, I just love the thought of making you girls pregnant. What do you think, Yui - could pregnancy maybe help our Emma get over her addiction?”

Yui barked a short, mocking laugh. “Never. If anything, it’s going to make it worse
. Emma’s going to be reaching under her big, swollen belly to rub her clit constantly for the next nine months, Master. She’ll probably be frigging herself while she’s giving birth to your heirs!”

“That sounds hot,” I said with a grin. “What do you say, Emma?”

The girls shoulders shook in silent sobs as the last remnants of the person she used to be faded away. When she smiled, she was completely given over to her addiction. She was a perfect little harem girl, just the way Yui and I wanted.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe. “Thank you for showing me that there’s no way I can escape my addiction. The only thing I can do is be you and Dr. Tanaka’s good little whore for the rest of my life.”

“Perfect,” I said, clapping my hands. “Emma, is there anyway I could bring you home with me tonight? I have this girl I fuck who got punished this morning, and I’m feeling a little bad about it. I think a third might spice things up…”

She nodded - and, with a shamelessness I found amazing, slid her hand right under her skirt and began to play with herself.

“Of course, Master,” she said, her hand pumping like masturbating in front of us was the most natural thing in the world. “I’d be more than happy to do any sexual things you’d like. Why are you two staring at me?”

Yui and I shared a look. “No reason,” I said, my smirk growing wider. “Also you’re going to be working here from now on. Yui will get you set up with the details.”

I left the two of them to it and headed back to the broom closet. I’d left Alexandra hanging, and I wanted to take out a little bit more frustration before I finally let her off the hook.


She’ll love Emma
, I thought, chuckling. Total opposite of Yui. Someone she can boss around and treat like her subordinate. Maybe that’ll get those two out of each others’ hair for a bit.


I had no way of knowing it at the time, but the rift between Yui and Alexandra was far from over. In fact, it was about to get even deeper...


Part Three: The Virgin


There was something special about becoming the first and only man to possess a woman.

Not that it’s something I’d come to expect, of course. I was a modern man - I understood that women no longer needed to be shrinking violets until their wedding day, and honestly, good for them. Pretty much every woman I’d worked my magic on at one of my practices was the veteran of multiple relationships, and the same held true at my newest clinic as well. Dr. Tanaka had taken both male and female lovers (the latter I sometimes enjoyed having her tell me about while I fucked her brains out on her therapy couch or in the broom closet). Even my sweet little princess Alexandra wasn’t completely untouched when I took control of her life and became her owner - after all, why would she be? These women were hot commodities, and they could hardly be blamed for enjoying their bodies.

So I wasn’t some cro-magnon man, insisting that the woman I threw over my shoulder and dragged to my cave had to be completely free of interactions with the opposite sex. But if I was being honest with myself, it was
 something that bothered me on occasion. No matter how many women I had worshipping me, there was one thing I’d never had the privilege of doing - I’d never taken a woman’s virginity. I’d never been the first man to claim her gorgeous, mint-condition body - never been the only
 sexual experience she’d ever want or need. And most of the time, I was okay with that.

It wasn’t until Miranda showed up in my office that I realized what I was missing.

xXx

“Master,” Yui whispered, gesturing at me from the doorway of her office. “Could you step in here for a moment? There’s something I really need to talk to you about.”

I stopped midway down the hall and followed her into the office, closing the door behind me. I had no idea what was going on, but Yui sounded more excited than I’d ever heard her - so it had to be big news.

“What’s going on?” I asked. I was curious to hear what seemed to have her so animated, but also a little bit wary. Over the last few days, the feud between Yui Tanaka and my assistant Alexandra had intensified, to the point that the two women were rarely seen in the same room together. I knew that Yui hadn’t forgotten that on her first day, Alexandra tied her up and stuffed her in a broom closet. And I knew damn
 well she hadn’t forgiven that, despite all appearances to the contrary. I’d been expecting Yui’s counterattack for some time, tensing for it the way Alexandra tensed up before a spanking.

To my surprise, however, it was like the feud had completely slipped her mind. “I had a major breakthrough with a patient today,” Yui said, practically humming with excitement.

My heart pounded harder in my chest. In Yui’s vocabulary, major breakthrough
 was code for someone is ready to join your harem, Master
. Gaining a new conquest was the greatest thrill I could imagine, and it was even sweeter when a woman as gorgeous and twisted as Yui delivered it to me.

“Tell me more,” I said.

She grabbed a patient file off her desk and thumbed through it. “Do you remember Miranda?” she asked.

I did, vaguely. The name carried an impression of cherry-red lipstick, dirty-blonde hair and a low-cut tank top. I remembered her being kind of trashy-hot.

“What was her course of therapy?” I asked. I wasn’t sure what had brought her to Dr. Tanaka’s clinic originally.

“Intimacy issues,” she said, parking her ass on the side of the desk. “At first, her problems were probably linked to antidepressants, but she flushed those a few months ago without improvement.” Yui trailed off, then crossed her arms underneath her breasts and shot me an awkward look. “I’m about to confess a professional failing,” she admitted.

“There’s no shame in that,” I assured her. “Even the best therapists make mistakes.”

“Yes,” she said. “But this was a big
 one. We’d been talking about her problems with her latest boyfriend - she mentioned giving him digital stimulation, and occasionally oral stimulation-”

“Wait. Digital
 stimulation?”

“Handjobs,” Yui said with a little pout. “She jerked him off, but that’s not the point.”

“Very well,” I said, my eyes traveling up and down Yui’s body. The thought of her
 giving me a little ‘digital stimulation’ certainly had me all hot and bothered. “What is the point?”

Yui sighed. “I thought she was just reluctant to express that level of commitment with her boyfriend,” she said, sounding a little regretful. “I brought up that she’d never had vaginal sex with this man, and then she dropped a fucking bomb
 on me. It’s not just him
.”

Again, I didn’t understand. “What do you mean?”

Yui leaned forward, her voice dropping in volume but picking up in excitement. “I mean, she hasn’t had vaginal sex with any
 of her boyfriends. Master - she’s a virgin
. Miranda is a fucking virgin! Her pussy is completely untouched - I don’t even think that she’s
 touched the fucking thing…”

The room swam in front of me. My heart felt like a fucking jackhammer. “She confessed to you that she’s never been intimate with a man in that way?”

“Never! I know, I could barely believe it! When I realized I could bring you a woman who’d never fucked any other man to be your harem slave, I got so fucking wet I nearly pulled an Emma right in front of the slut!”

I chuckled heartily at that. Emma was another one of our patients; one addicted to masturbation. Instead of curing that addiction, Yui and I had made it worse - then hired her to work at our clinic. It was a running joke that the girl would shove a hand into her panties at the drop of a hat, completely helpless to stop from degrading herself in front of everyone. Watching her do it turned me on greatly.

“So what did you say?” I asked. “Tell me you didn’t scare her off.”

“I booked a special session with her this afternoon,” she said, practically rubbing her hands together. “I told her we needed to follow up on this, and had her clear the rest of her day. I want you to be in that room, Master. I want to watch you take Miranda’s virginity. I’m fucking soaking
 at the thought of you owning her life.”

I was more than a little excited at the prospect, myself. Okay, I had a raging hard-on at the idea.

“Tell me about it,” I growled, unfastening my belt. “I want you to tell me exactly what you want to do to Miranda, Yui. Spread those legs for me while you do it.”

Yui grinned and settled back on the desk, arching her back. She lifted her legs and put her heels on either side of the desktop, her skirt riding up so that I could see her black, lacy panties. True to what she’d told me, they were soaking wet with her juices.

“I want to watch her crawl to you,” Yui purred, her voice thick with need. “On her knees. I want to watch her beg you to fuck her - literally beg
 to have you ram your big cock deep inside her tight, virgin pussy. I want to watch you blow your load inside her spotless cunt - mess it up with your seed, leave her fucking dripping
 with it…”

“You just know
 a virgin like her isn’t going to be on birth control,” I growled, sliding Yui’s panties to the side. The crown of my cock grazed her inner thigh, then met the slick warmth of her folds and slid into her heat. Yui bit down on my shoulder, muffling her cry of passion as she arched her back and shifted her ass into the air to meet my thrust.

“She’s not,” Yui gasped, her eyes closed tight as she rode me. “I verified that myself. You might get her pregnant the very first time she gets fucked, Master. You might breed
 her as you’re taking her virginity! Isn’t that so fucking hawt
?”

“Sounds like the hottest thing in the world,” I gasped, bottoming out inside of her. Her walls wrapped tighter around me with every thrust, her softness like heaven around my thick, throbbing hardness. I jackhammered my hips, shaking the desk as I sought out the spongy wall of her g-spot. When I found it, Yui’s nails dug into my back so hard they drew blood.

“I’m gonna cum, Master!” Yui bit down on my earlobe, her voice ragged with need as she approached the edge. “I’m gonna cum all over your big fucking cock! Fuck, you’re tearing me apart with it, Sir…!”

A moment later Yui crashed into an absolutely filthy climax. Her walls quivered around me like her cunt was undergoing an earthquake - one that made every inch of her tighter and wetter. A flood of juices coated my cock, giving me the ability to drill even deeper into her as I brought myself to the peak through her screams. I bore down on her hips tight enough to bruise, holding her ass with both hands before lifting her right off the desk. She lost all control; I was using
 her now like a living fuckdoll, filling her with hard, fast strokes that built me right to my peak.

“You’re not on birth control, either,” I said with a smirk, sweat standing out on my forehead. “You’re just as likely to get knocked up as Miranda - or Soojin. You’re not worried you’re going to end up on maternity leave like your pretty little assistant?”

Yui’s face was pressed against my chest, her face flushed with afterglow. When she looked up at me, her expression was filled with so much love and devotion that my heart skipped a beat.

“I would be thrilled
 to have your babies, Master,” Yui whimpered, every motion of her pussy sending sparks through both of us. “I just don’t think it’s in the cards. They told me...it’s not impossible, but it would be very
 hard for me to get pregnant…”

I’d heard things like this before. They’d been true for other
 men, maybe, but never for me.

“I get what I want,” I growled, tugging a handful of Yui’s hair. She cried out, her mouth dropping open as the mix of pain and pleasure coursed through her. “And what I want is for every woman who serves me to give me heirs, Yui. Not just the bimbos. You think you’re ready for that?”

“It’s what I was made for
,” Yui cried, clinging to me so tight it was like she was afraid I might not be real. “Please breed me, Master - fuck a baby into me! Pump my pussy full and make me a Mommy…”

I could do that. In fact, I couldn’t stop myself. An entire SWAT team could have burst into the room just then, guns drawn, and I wouldn’t have been able to resist burying myself as deep as I could inside of Yui’s heavenly pussy and shooting my load.

Yui unraveled around me, another orgasm tearing her apart as my seed painted her inner walls. The balloon of pleasure inside of me burst, all of it releasing in a flood. It ripped away the rest of the world and shrunk it to that perfect point of connection between our bodies. I kept on thrusting, even as I poured my nectar into her womb. Yui’s pussy was just too fucking good
 - I couldn’t get enough of it. I was as addicted to her as Emma was to getting herself off in public.

When I came down from my peak, Yui was laughing happily. “Ah, that’s the best
,” she purred, her hands tightening around my shoulders as she giggled at me. “A nice hard fuck is the most invigorating experience between patients. Don’t you agree?”

“Glad you enjoyed it,” I said, giving her ass a squeeze. “When does Miranda get here?”

She shot me a shocked little look. “Holy shit, you’re insatiable, aren’t you? You just got finished pumping me full, and you’re already thinking about sticking that hard cock inside a new girl.”

I pulled her close. “I like having lots of girls to stick my cock into,” I growled into her ear. “You like it, too - don’t lie.”

“I do
,” Yui mewled, her head rolling back on her shoulders. Her long hair cascaded down her back, a little messier from the raw, primal sex. “I like making you happy, Master. I hope I can keep making you happy for a very long time.”

It was impossible to miss the implication in that statement. I’m the favorite
, Yui seemed to be saying. You’re going to want me around when you pack up and move on to the next group of horny patients.
 I wasn’t entirely sure if that was true, but what was true was that I’d had more fun with Yui so far than I had just about every other woman I’d ever enslaved.

Slowly, my hand came up and encircled Yui’s throat.

She gave a little gasp as my fingers tightened around her neck, but otherwise relaxed and waited for me to do or say whatever I wanted. How is she so fucking good at this?
 I thought. She was made to be my right-hand girl. Maybe she’s right - maybe she IS a better choice than Alexandra…


Something to think about. But just then, I wanted to remind her of her place.

“Is that what you want?” I asked, tightening my grip as I looked into her eyes. Yui’s thighs clenched together, her pussy boiling over as I showed her exactly how much power I had over her. “You want to be the queen?”

“I want,” she gasped, her eyes filling with pleasure, “what you want, Master. Whatever
 you want.”

“You want me to pick you to run this place,” I grunted, getting an idea. My hand slid between her thighs, two fingers slipping into her freshly-fucked pussy. Yui squirmed in my grip, the pleasure overwhelming her as I found the nub of her clit and rubbed it while pumping the other fingers in and out of her - all while choking her, too.

“Yes
,” she confessed, only the whites of her eyes showing. “I want to be at your side forever, Master. I’ll be the Queen - and you’ll
 be the God. All our girls will kneel before me - and I’ll kneel before you
, worshipping you like the holy fucking alpha male you are…”

God damn
 that sounded amazing. Yui was offering me everything I’d ever wanted. I just had to know I could trust her - and that there was some way I could promote her without pissing Alexandra off.

“You’ll obey me in everything?” I snarled. The pressure around her neck grew every time I spoke. A cord of muscle in her shoulder flexed as her head was lifted, the sinews tightening as I came close to pulling her under. “You’ll do whatever I say, without question - no matter what?”

Yui could no longer speak, but I saw her mouth the words: Yes, Master
.

A cruel smirk spread across my face. “Cum for me, Yui,” I commanded, choking her so hard she was going to have a necklace of bruises. “Cum hard for me and pull all that seed I put inside you into your womb. Make your fucking pussy pregnant for me. Prove to me that I own your body, and I might just let you own my harem…”

Yui closed her eyes tight as she came, her scream turned into a high-pitched whine by the fingers around her neck. Her face flushed a deep, rich crimson, then darkened to blue as she quivered and shook in my grip. Trails of wetness coursed down her thighs as my words produced the strongest, sweetest pleasure she’d ever experienced. I knew her innermost core was welcoming my seed, giving it a home - letting it breed
 her young, fertile body.

When she was finally past the peak, I let go of her. Yui sank to the floor, gasping and sputtering. For a moment I worried I’d gone too far - but when she looked up at me, still on her knees, she looked like I was her King and I’d just agreed to knight her.

“Thank you, Master,” Yui whispered, rubbing her neck. “I won’t squander this. I’ll prove to you that I’m the girl you’ve been looking for your entire life.”

I reached down and rubbed her cheek, my fingers coming back wet with her tears. “I’m starting to think you just might be that,” I said, sounding surprised. “Damn you’re so fucking perfect, Yui…”

Eventually she stood up, some of her professionalism returning. She smoothed down her skirt, arranged her hair into a neat bun with chopsticks, and reapplied that had run down her cheeks as I fucked her. If it hadn’t been for the red, angry bruise around her neck, you could almost believe that Yui wasn’t
 a deranged kinkster who’d just gotten choke-fucked.

There was more I wanted to say to her, but almost as soon as she’d cleaned herself up a little red button on her desk began to flash. Yui’s eyes widened as she saw it - she pulled out a mirror and gave herself a quick once-over.

“She’s here,” she said, her voice betraying her excitement. “Mi-raaaan
-da!”

Awesome. I was excited too. I’m going to sit in the waiting room,” I told Yui, reaching for the door. “I don’t want Emma or Alexandra to scare the poor girl off before we get her in here.”

“That’s a good idea,” Yui said with a giggle. “Reach in her brain and make her nice and calm for me, Master. Oh, and could you maybe deaden her sense of smell a bit? It’s still really
 obvious someone just got finished fucking in here…”

“Can do,” I said with a laugh of my own. “Make the place presentable.”

By the time I made it to the waiting room, Miranda was sitting on a sofa filling out a form on a clipboard. I took a seat of my own, letting my gaze travel up and down her body as she worked.


Damn
, I thought appreciatively. What a knockout
.

Even if she weren’t an untouched virgin, I would’ve been over the moon about adding a girl like Miranda to my collection of babes. Like the song said, I liked my women a little on the trashy side - and Miranda looked like the kind of girl who’d drink you under the table at a honky-tonk bar then take it in the ass in the backseat of your car afterwards. The paradoxical fact that she’d never even slept with a man just made the fantasy sharper and hotter.

As I watched, she brought the clipboard up to the front desk and handed the form to Emma. The fact that Alexandra wasn’t taking care of secretarial duties should have triggered something in the back of my mind, but I was so focused on the two women that I wouldn’t realize until much later. By then, it would be too late.

“Oh,” Emma said with a smile. “You’re Dr. Tanaka’s special session this afternoon, right?”

Miranda nodded. “Yep.”

Emma flashed an awkward smile. Then her hand went into her pants.

“There’s, um...there’s no additional co-pay,” the blonde whimpered, closing her eyes tight and rocking her head back on her shoulders. Her fingers pumped beneath the fabric faster and faster as she rubbed herself. “Since you’ve already...ohhh
...been here today…”

The wet sounds of Emma fingering herself filled the room. I let Miranda’s face fill with horror for a few moments, then pushed
 into her mind.


Don’t freak out,
 I commanded her. You’re curious, but not upset.
 That would do.

“Are…” Miranda looked like she wanted to be angry and couldn’t figure out why she wasn’t. “Are you alright?”

“Oh yeah,” Emma whimpered, her hips rocking back and forth as she masturbated. “I started thinking while I was talking to you about how good it would feel to be touching my clit, and then I just couldn’t stop myself! Master could fix me, but he likes me degrading myself and being all helpless in front of patients. It’s so awesome!”

“I...I see,” Miranda said, with a face that clearly said I don’t
. “Should I sit back down, or…?”

Just then the door opened. Yui shot Emma a patronizing look and rolled her eyes. “Hello, Miranda. Sorry about our new hire. We’ve had a lot of restructuring going on lately - thank you so
 much for being so understanding…”

The two women disappeared into Dr. Tanaka’s office. I glanced over and Emma and winked. The girl barely noticed; she was knuckle-deep in her dripping slit, completely helpless to stop from rubbing her cunt.

Just before she came, I judged that I’d waited long enough and followed Yui. There were no moans from the other side of her door as I made my way down the hall; just the peaceful sounds of conversation. I wondered what they were talking about.

“Oh, excellent,” Yui said as I entered. “Miranda, this is exactly who I was just telling you about. This is Dr. Pierce.”

A look of recognition flickered across her face. “Oh! I just saw you a minute ago-”

“You’ve been looking for me your entire life,” I said, pushing into her mind as I stepped closer. “That’s why you’ve never spread your legs for any man before - you’d never found one who was good enough. Who deserves to own you.”

Her cheeks reddened as the full force of my words hit her. “How do you...you told him
, Dr. Tanaka?”

“I’ve been consulting intensely with Dr. Pierce for some time now,” Yui said with a little twist to her lips. “Very
 intensely. In fact, he’s in charge here now. He’ll be handling your problems from now on - not that you’re going to have any.” She leaned forward, fixing Miranda with a look of jealousy. “You’re going to have so
 much fun being Master’s pet,” she purred.

“What the fuck?” Miranda tried to rise from her chair, but the changes I’d started in her brain were already doing their work. She didn’t want to leave - she didn’t want to do anything but stare at me, her body getting more and more turned on. “This is fucking...unf
...fucking crazy…”

“What’s crazy is that a woman as gorgeous as you has never felt a man come inside of her,” I said, spreading her legs. My hands went to the button of her jeans and she arched her back like the thing was a live wire, groaning with pleasure.

“Dr. Pierce,” Miranda panted, helping me pull her jeans off. “Good lord, oh fuck
 Dr. Pierce…”

“Please,” I grunted, tugging her panties to the side. “Call me Master.”

Yui took up a place at Miranda’s side, rapidly removing the rest of the luscious blonde’s clothes. Soon she was down to her bra and panties - my assumption about her trashiness was verified by the fact that they didn’t even match.

“Just give in,” Yui purred, her tongue snaking out to caress Miranda’s ear. “You’re doing such a good job, Miranda. You can trust me
. I’m the only one who’s safe to trust. This will make you a better person.”

Miranda looked like she wanted to be angry but was too turned on to stop herself. “Taking his cock
 will make me a better person?”

“Absolutely,” Yui said as she unfastened Miranda’s bra. “It’s done wonders for me, sweetheart. You’re going to feel so much better once you give yourself to a man. Once you have Dr. Pierce’s cock inside your pussy, you’ll never want it to be empty again…”

The head of my cock nestled into her folds, pushing gently but insistently. Miranda reared back on me, arching like a bow, her mouth open wide in a posture of disbelief and pleasure.

“You want this,” I growled, slamming mental tendrils down on all her pleasure centers at one. Her nipples stiffened to points, her already dripping slit gushed with juice. “You were built
 for this, Miranda. Give in and let me take control of you. Let me make all those anxieties go away, forever. No thoughts means no worries, no cares. Just submission.”

“Just pleasure,
” Yui added. She had her hands around Miranda’s breasts, mauling them and squeezing them together like a porn star waiting for the camera. “Just cumming over and over again around Master’s god-cock, losing your mind like a good little whore…”

“Girl,” I growled, dropping Miranda’s name entirely, “I am about an inch and a half away from entering your virgin fucking pussy right now, and if you don’t tell me you want this I might not be able to keep myself from just taking it
…”

Her head lolled on her shoulders. Her heavy-lidded eyes settled on me, then traveled down to the spot where my cock pressed against her channel. I felt something inside of her give, like the plates of the Earth shifting before a quake.

“It’s so big
,” she panted, nibbling her bottom lip. “Fuck, it looks like it’s gonna fuckin’ kill me…”

“I assure you it isn’t,” I grunted, grabbing a handful of her hair. God, she smelled so good. “It’s going to make you feel amazing. Gonna make you the woman you were always meant to be-”

“Fuck me
,” Miranda whimpered, breaking fully. The last of her resistance crumbled as her hips began to move in earnest, trying to get more of me inside of her. “Fucking fuck
 me, Master, fuck my fucking brains
 out…!”

That was more than enough for me. I grabbed Miranda’s ass with both hands and rammed
 myself inside of her, burying my cock to the hilt in one smooth stroke. There was a moment of resistance, a flicker of pain in Miranda’s expression as her virginity was ripped away, then nothing but pleasure as her walls wrapped around me.

I gasped as I bottomed out inside of her, shocked by her tightness. I’d been with women before - lots of them, including the woman holding Miranda’s shoulders and whispering filthy things in her ear as she got fucked for the first time. But I’d never experienced anything like this. What Miranda lacked in experience she more than made up for in enthusiasm and natural talent - every movement of her hips was as perfect as if she’d trained to take my cock her entire life.

“You’re mine now,” I growled against her ear, pummelling her body with thrust after hard thrust. “I’m never letting this pussy go, Miranda. Fuck you’re making me feel so good. You’re giving me so much goddamn pleasure - I can’t believe how wet and tight you are for me.”

“Oh my gawd
 it’s so good,” Miranda whimpered. Her glazed eyes and flushed cheeks reminded me of someone who’d taken a few too many bong hits - whatever grip on reality she still had was tenuous, washed away by raw, primal pleasure. “Oh fuck keep pounding me harder, Daddy! Fuck my tight little pussy, make it yours!”

The word Daddy
 sent thoughts of Alexandra into the back of my mind, but I still couldn’t focus on them. The world had shrunk to Miranda’s flawless body beneath mine, the sound of her moans, the smell of her horny pussy and the feeling of my slick cock penetrating all the way to the entrance of her womb.

“I’m gonna come,” I said, turning her face to the side. “You want me to put this load inside you, slut? Want me to spray all over your virgin walls?”

To punctuate the sentence (and to make things hotter), I gave her cheek a stinging slap. Miranda cried out in shock, but her pussy clenched around me even tighter as the pain coursed through her. I had no idea which of us was going to cum first, but it was going to be close either way.

“Yes! Fucking shoot inside me,” she babbled, clinging to me desperately.  “I wanna feel you cum! I’m gonna...oh fuck I’m about to cum here it fucking comes…”

In the end, Miranda won, but it was almost the other way around. A moment before I let go, her walls pulled glove-tight around me as she unraveled. Miranda arched her back, her ass going right off the couch as she climaxed. Yui laughed and buried her face between Miranda’s thighs, lapping at the blonde’s swollen, pulsing clit with her tongue as she sailed over the edge. The sight of Miranda cumming was fucking beautiful. I gave one more hard pump inside of her and let myself cum, the pleasure soaring higher and higher inside of me like a loosed balloon as I went into the stratosphere.

Miranda felt my eruptions from the inside, jets of liquid lava spraying with intense pressure against the walls of her cunt. She locked her legs around me, keeping me in place as I deposited every drop of my spunk directly into her fertile, virgin womb. When it was finally over I pulled out of her and leaned back, gesturing for Yui to clean me up. She came forward on her hands and knees, giggling with pride as she slid me into her mouth.

I watched Miranda watching me. Her face glowed with an almost angelic light as she watched the woman she trusted deep-throating my dripping cock. Cum oozed from her pussy, staining her thighs as it leaked from her overfilled slit.

“Thank you,” she finally whispered, her hand traveling between her thighs. “I’m a woman now, Dr. Tanaka. I’m...I’m so happy!”

“Who else do you thank?” I grunted, my hand on the back of Yui’s head.

She blushed. Holy shit she was still capable of blushing. “You,” she purred, pressing her tits together with her arms. “Thank you for making me a woman, Daddy. Yui was right - I’m so glad you’re in control of my life now…”

I was glad, too. But my gladness was alloyed with panic - because the word Daddy
 made me think of Alexandra, and having just blown my load inside of Miranda’s pussy I could now think again.

I pulled Yui off of me roughly, gesturing at the door. “Find Alexandra,” I grunted, my own expression reflecting the surprise in her face. “She wasn’t outside earlier. She’s missing.”

“She probably just took a nap,” Yui said, but she got up and did what I said. Once we were alone, Miranda crawled over to me and nuzzled her head against my chest.

“I love you,” the blonde purred, running her tongue slowly across my sternum. “I love you so much, Daddy. I want to make you feel so good…”

Slowly her head moved lower, then lower
. Wet heat enveloped my cock as she took me into her mouth, sucking at the crown and working her way down my shaft. The big vein in the side of my cock throbbed as her lips reached it, pulsing as she took me even deeper. I hummed low in my throat and pressed my fingers against the back of her head, helping her along.

An entire life of only pleasing men with her mouth had turned Miranda into an experienced, enthusiastic cocksucker. I was in for a treat. In moments, I was already at full hardness inside of her, the crown of my cock pressing against the back of her throat.

But my pleasure was short-lived. The door to the office opened and Yui walked in, an ashen expression on her face. She handed me a small piece of paper.

I read it, then read it again. The edges of my vision turned red.

“You know what this says?” I growled, turning to Yui. Miranda kept on sucking me, but I barely felt it now. My focus was elsewhere - on the rage building in my core. “Have you read it?”

Yui nodded, shaking like a leaf. I realized that I’d never seen her truly
 afraid until that very moment.

“She’s gone,” Yui said, her lips numb around the words. “And she blames you. She says-”


“I know what she says
!” I grunted, thrusting forward and filling Miranda’s throat. “Call a meeting. Right now. We’re going to figure out where she went to, and bring her back. Right fucking now
.”

The fact that I was currently getting my dick sucked didn’t even seem to register to Yui. “Yes, Master. We...we do want
 her back, yes?”

I glared at her, but she didn’t yield.

“I’m not saying I don’t want her here,” Yui explained, her lip trembling. “But if she’s gone...will you forgive her? Or is she gone for good?”

I thought about it. For all of two seconds.

“She’s not going anywhere,” I said. “She’s mine
. And trust me, Yui - when she gets back home, she’s getting a punishment like you wouldn’t fucking believe
.”

Yui’s face broke out in a grin. “I’m looking forward to it, Master.”

So was I. But first, I had to find her.


Part Four: Daddy’s Girl


“Please calm down, Daddy,” Miranda begged, her fingers wrapped tight around my shaft as she stroked me. A thin trail of precum stretched from her bottom lip to my swollen, pulsing crown, swaying with her words. “Just let me make you feel good, please! Let me help you forget about that awful little slut?”

I leaned back on the couch and sighed, tangling my fingers in Miranda’s hair. My body was completely relaxed - a few minutes ago, I’d just blown one of the biggest loads of my life inside of Miranda’s tight, virgin pussy, and now I was experiencing the wonderful things she could do with her mouth. The problem was, my mind was anything but
 relaxed.

“God, I’m such a slut,” Miranda said with a giggle. She stuck out her long, pink tongue and ran it up my shaft, swirling it around that sensitive spot on the underside of my head. She looked like she was enjoying sucking me off more than anything else in the world. “You took my virginity ten minutes ago and I’m already trying to get you hard so you can do it again. I’m fucking drooling
 over this big cock!”


This is exactly what I’m talking about
, I thought, watching my cock disappear down Miranda’s throat. She gagged gently around it, then came off with a gasp, stroking me harder. I should be fucking loving this. Alexandra stole the joy I should be feeling right now
.

“You made me this way, Daddy,” she purred, a twinkle in her eye. “I was such a good girl before I met you. I never spread my legs for any guys, no matter how much they begged...but I’ll spread for you anytime.
 My fucking pussy belongs to you now.” She sucked around my crown for a few moments, then went back to stroking. “You think I should get a tattoo, maybe? Property of Dr. Pierce
 right above my clit?”

“Something like that,” I admitted. I couldn’t lie, that sounded hot as hell. “But first we have to get Alexandra back.”

Miranda’s expression darkened. “We will, Daddy. I wish you’d let me get a few whacks in on her once we do…”

Up until very recently, Alexandra had topped the list of my all-time hottest girls ranking. Normally my MO in a new city was always the same - start a psychology practice, build a harem of sexy, mentally-broken babes, then skip town whenever the heat started to build. I’d never taken a single woman with me, no matter how
 much I enjoyed their company or their bodies.

Alexandra had changed all that.

She was the first woman I felt comfortable bringing along with me. The only person to see multiple cycles of the way I chose to live. And now she’d left me; betrayed me and run off leaving nothing more than a few scribbles on the back of a napkin. You don’t love me anymore, Daddy - I’m not your favorite
. That sort of maudlin tripe.

For a while, I couldn’t put my finger on the way I was feeling. But as I watched Miranda put her all into giving me the sloppiest, most enthusiastic blowjob she’d ever performed, it hit me. I was hurt
. Alexandra had actually hurt me: something I’d never expected a woman to be able to do. It was why I always kept them at arm’s length, even as I explored their darkest, kinkiest fantasies.


No one should have that kind of power over me,
 I decided, grabbing both sides of Miranda’s head. Never again. I’ll show that cheating cunt the meaning of commitment…


Before I knew what I was doing, my hips were slamming forward. Miranda gagged around my length as I fucked her tight little throat, her eyes rolling back in her head as she struggled to get air. I didn’t care; at the moment I didn’t give a single solitary fuck about her comfort level or her pleasure. I wanted to use
 her, to take out the frustrations that rightfully should have been taken out on Alexandra’s hot body.

“Fucking whore,” I growled, losing control and just grabbing Miranda by the shoulders to fuck her harder. “Thinks she can fucking walk away from me, after everything we’ve been through…!”

The door opened behind me, breaking my reverie. It was Emma, another one of our patients-turned-bimbos. She took one look at my thick cock buried balls-deep in Miranda’s throat and let out a desperate whimper. A moment later her hand slid beneath her skirt as she shamelessly rubbed her cunt, unable to stop herself from masturbating. It was Emma’s addiction, and my therapy had made sure she had zero self-control when it came to personal sexual boundaries.

“Yui’s coming in just a minute,” Emma whimpered, sweat beading on her forehead as she furiously jilled off. Her eyes never left Miranda, focused intensely on the trashy blonde as she bobbed up and down on my cock. “She’s making, ahhh fuck
, phone calls. Trying to...oh shit I’m gonna cum...
find your girlfriend oh fuck cumming! Cumming!
”

Emma tossed her head back and screamed with pleasure as she came. Juice dribbled down her thighs as her needy pussy boiled over, clenching around her fingers. Those fingers didn’t stop. They’d probably never
 stop, at least not as long as I was getting a blowjob - the presence of anything sexual nearby was an instant trigger for Emma’s addiction. She couldn’t look at someone receiving pleasure without thinking how nice it would be for her
 to feel good - and out came the fingers.

It was hot as fuck.

A moment later Yui appeared in the doorway, looking flustered. Her eyes widened when she saw how I was mistreating Miranda. I let go of her head and leaned back against the couch with a grunt, feeling a little ashamed. I really must have looked like a beast if even a twisted slut like Yui was shocked at my behavior.

Miranda coughed hard, sputtering as her mouth came off of my cock. “Oh, Daddy
,” she said when she was able to speak. “Goddamn you’re such a man.
 I’ve never had anyone with enough balls to degrade me like that. Unf
.”

“So fucking hot,” Emma agreed, her hand a blur beneath her skirt.

“All of you stop,” Yui said, her eyes narrowing. “Restrain your whorish selves for thirty seconds, please. I have news for Master.”

I sat up straighter. Miranda tensed up, her hand slackening around my cock. Even Emma stopped rubbing herself, startled into stillness by Yui’s proclamation.

“Speak,” I said through gritted teeth. “I’m not in a patient mood.”

I expected her to tremble like the others - but instead, Yui grinned like a cat with an entire bowl of cream. She did a quick once-over of the room, savoring whatever victory she thought she’d won. It annoyed me, but a moment later when I heard what she had to say, I forgot my annoyance. She’d more than earned it.

“Alexandra is on her way back to us,” Yui said with a shrug. “Soojin and I called her an Uber.”

Everyone in the room relaxed in the same instant. The fist that had been clenched in my stomach since I read Alexandra’s letter loosened a finger, and I nearly slumped over.

“She’s safe,” I said, my anger at her leaving in the first place set aside for the moment. “Thank God.”

“She ran home,” Yui said, reveling in the words. “Like a little brat. She couldn’t even run away
 right - Soojin found her with her bags half-packed, crying on top of her suitcase like a total baby.”

Yui looked like she was on top of the world. I understood why - as far as she was concerned, she’d won
. The ongoing rivalry between her and Alexandra had never cooled down, although it had mostly gone unacknowledged, and to her mind, this new development had just won her the gold medal. The choice is obvious,
 she seemed to be saying. One girl runs away and pouts like a spoiled little princess. The other one tracks her down, brings her back to you practically wrapped in a bow - oh, and were you enjoying that virgin trailer park queen while you waited?


I couldn’t deny that Yui looked very good in comparison to Alexandra right now. But I was no closer to deciding which of them was my quote-unquote ‘favorite’ - if I ever did. At the moment, I had far more pressing concerns in mind.

Like discipline.

“When is she getting here?” I asked. “Are you sure she’s on her way, Yui?”

Yui flashed that teacher’s-pet grin again. “After Emma joined us, I took the liberty of signing all the girls up for this phone app.” As she spoke, she took her cellphone out of her pocket and opened a program. A map of the city filled the screen, with several icons highlighted with a pale white border. On closer inspection, they were faces - Yui’s face, Emma’s face and my own were clustered around the same building, while Alexandra’s was moving steadily across the city towards us.

“That’s ingenious,” I murmured, staring at the screen. “Wait - you signed me
 up for this, too? Without telling me?”

“It’s easy enough to get access to your phone,” Yui said with a giggle. “I swear, Master, when you’re between a girl’s legs getting yourself off I could bring a live bear into the room and you wouldn’t notice…”

She had a point. I did tend to get tunnel vision where my girls were concerned. “Thank you,” I said, checking my own phone to make sure I had the app as well. I did. “I can always keep track of you with this. That’s awesome. But aren’t you a little bit concerned about your privacy?”

All three girls shared a look, grinning.

“We don’t deserve
 privacy, Daddy,” Miranda whimpered, drooling at the sight of my cock. “We’re your property
.”

“And you deserve to know where your property is at all times,” Yui added, helping Miranda back onto my dick. “Any time - day or night.”

“I love it,” Emma whimpered, her hand tensing unconsciously. “Thinking about you controlling me that way just makes me wanna touch myself…”

“Go for it,” I said, finally relaxing. “In fact, I command you to. Why aren’t you rubbing yourself right now, you dumb little slut?”

Emma squealed as her fingers returned to her needy cunt. Yui laughed and rolled her eyes, while Miranda bent back over me and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock.

Finally, finally,
 I was able to enjoy it. My hips shot upward, filling Miranda’s throat as she bounced up and down on my cock. All the while, I kept one eye on my phone - watching the tiny icon of Alexandra’s face getting closer and closer.

I managed to hold off from coming until the icon crossed the street and pulled up in the parking lot. Then I leaned back and pulled my cock out of Miranda’s mouth, my cock already beginning to jerk and spurt as I erupted all over her face. Thick white streaks of cum coated Miranda’s chin as I painted my load across her, bathing her in spunk.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Miranda purred, running her tongue from the base of my cock to the tip. “You were so-”

“Get out,” I grunted, not wanting to deal with it. I had other things on my mind - Alexandra things. “Go help Emma out with her cravings. Make sure that Alexandra is brought to me the moment she arrives.”

Miranda didn’t look put out in the slightest being treated this way. Hell, she seemed to expect it. “Yes, Daddy,” she said, that sweet southern twang in her voice as she sashayed out of the office. She hadn’t even cleaned my cum off her face and cleavage. Maybe that would be Emma’s job.

A few moments later, the door opened. Yui strutted in, arms crossed beneath her breasts with the smuggest grin on her face. Trailing behind her, somehow managing to look both chastened and pissed off, was Alexandra.

I wasn’t ready for the emotion I’d feel when I saw her again. There was relief, there was anger - there was the almost-overwhelming desire to bend her over the desk and fuck her brains out right then and there. Somehow I restrained them all.

“Here she is, Master,” Yui said, rolling the syllables over her tongue like pieces of candy. “I’ll leave you to it. Unless you want me to help out?”

“No,” I grunted. “Make sure this office stays private for a while, Dr. Tanaka. Maybe cancel the rest of our appointments for the day.”

She answered this with a curt nod. “Yes, Master.”

Then Alexandra and I were alone.

I let my gaze travel up and down Alexandra’s lithe, coltish body, taking in the upset but clearly unrepentant form of my princess. She was dressed very simply, in a t-shirt with the logo of some indie band and a pair of white jeans. Although even in casual mode, she couldn’t resist a pair of six-inch fuck-me heels.

I stared at her, waiting to see which one of us would break and start talking first. I knew damn well it wasn’t going to be me.

Moments passed. Her lip began to tremble beneath my gaze, finally deepening into a full-on pout. “Aren’t you going to say anything, Daddy?”

Something about her tone made my vision turn crimson. I forgot everything, all of it dropping out of my mind except for how incredibly angry
 I was at her. I heard my teeth gritting together inside of my mouth.

“I don’t think that word is appropriate for you to use anymore,” I said.

There was nothing I could have said that could’ve hurt her more. Her haughty facade crumbled. A look of utter shock and disbelief stole over her features as she sank to her knees. She locked eyes with me, desperately searching my face for some sign that I didn’t mean what I said. When she didn’t, I could practically feel
 her heart break in two.

“I...I made a mistake,” she said numbly, her eyes taking on a thousand-yard stare. “Dadd...Sir.
 I just made a mistake…”

“No, I
 made a mistake,” I said, my voice growing more ferocious. “I should have taken away your memories and sent you back to your old life like all the other girls. I was an idiot - I thought you were different
, babygirl. I thought I had a partner!”

Tears streamed down her cheeks as her sobs filled the room. “I’ll be good,” she begged, only now seeming to understand the gravity of the situation. “I won’t fight with Yui anymore! I’ll let her be in charge, I’ll kneel to her and kiss her feet and do whatever else you want me to do! Just please, please
 don’t make me leave you, Daddy!”

I couldn’t stop myself. I slapped her - slapped her hard
, full across the face. For Alexandra, the physical pain was minimal, but the emotional pain couldn’t have been greater.

“I told you not to call me that anymore,” I said coldly.

She let out a whine and buried her face against the floor, her shoulders shaking. “I’m sorry! I’m so fucking sorry! I didn’t mean it, I didn’t mean any of it! I’m a stupid, bratty little whore and I didn’t mean any of it
!”

The door to the office opened a crack. Yui’s eyes peered at me through the gap.

“Is everything alright?” she asked, her eyebrows betraying the alarm she was fighting to keep off of her face.

With a grunt, I slammed the door. “Do not
 disturb,” I growled, slamming my palm against the wood. “God, is everybody
 doing this now? These girls call me ‘Master’, but it turns out I’m the stupidest fucking man on Earth!”

Pressure around my leg made me look down. To see Alexandra on her belly in front of me, clinging to my ankle. Her face was just over my shoe, tears dripping onto the leather. Her body shook like a leaf, her lips trembling like she’d just been told someone she loved was never coming back.

“Please
,” she whispered, the word so desperate and intense that my heart thudded against my ribs. “Please don’t do this.”

“You betrayed me,” I grunted, shifting my weight. “Those things you wrote in that letter - you can’t just take those back, Alexandra.”

“I didn’t mean them,” she sobbed, pressing her cheek against the side of my foot. “Please, I’m so sorry…”

“I know,” I said, my anger draining away. In its place came a weird, freeing feeling. I could do whatever I wanted with Alexandra now. My emotional attachment to her was a lever she could use against me - now there was nothing holding me back. “You just thought you’d throw a little tantrum, make ‘Daddy’ miss you so much he begs to take you back. That’s not how this works, Alexandra.”

She noticed the change in my voice. Every muscle in her body went slack as she realized what was coming. Then, with a clarity I found a little bit terrifying, she lifted her head and stared up at me with the most desperate look I’d ever seen.

“I will do anything,” my princess whispered. “Anything.”


I considered it. The temptation to keep Alexandra as my harem girl was intense. I couldn’t deny that I loved the things the two of us did together. She understood me, or seemed to understand me, better than any girl who’s mind I’d ever altered. Then I thought of the things she could have done while she was running away. The plans she could have upset.

“It’s very dangerous for you to leave,” I said, peering down at her. “I explained all this to you when I made you my right-hand girl. We have to leave whenever there’s trouble, then set up shop somewhere else. If in the middle of your tantrum you’d decided to, I don’t know, call the police, or post a video about me on the internet - that’s the kind of trouble even a powerful guy like me can’t get out of…”

“I would never
 do that,” she said, looking shocked. “I promise.”

“You also promised you’d never leave me,” I said flatly. “Look how that turned out. You risked everything because you were jealous of another girl. You risked my life
 because you couldn’t handle me giving compliments to another woman.”

“I fucked up,” she admitted. “I really, really fucked up. But if you’ll give me just one more chance, Daddy - I promise I’ll be best girl ever from now on-“

She clapped a hand over her mouth. She’d said Daddy
 again. And that, more than anything else, convinced me of what I had to do. She just had no impulse control. Sure, Alexandra would be a better person if I gave her a chance - for a while, at least. Until she slipped up again.

“Come here, babygirl,” I said, finally letting the heat enter my voice. Now that I was committed, there was no reason not to enjoy it. “Daddy needs your sweet little pussy, Princess. Daddy needs to feel it around his cock right fucking now…”

Alexandra sobbed as I lifted her into my arms, but she clung to me desperately as I tore her top off with my teeth. I carried her across the office, laying her down on the couch and tugging her jeans down her creamy thighs. She let out a moan and spread her legs, her hot little tongue rubbing against my neck.

“Daddy,” Alexandra whimpered, finally allowed to use the word freely. She moaned it against my neck like she’d never heard it before and was trying it for the first time. “Daddy, Daddy, Dadeee
…”

I couldn’t fucking take it anymore. With a grunt I lifted her ass and mounted her, pinning her against the couch with my strength. I let out a low, primal growl as my cock drove into her, sinking hilt-deep in one perfect thrust.

“Fuck!
 Oh Daddy, yes, fuck my tight little pussy! It’s so fucking wet for you, Daddy, so ready for your cock! Fuck me as hard as you want!”

I buried my face in her tits and just pounded as hard as I could, giving myself up completely to the rush. We knew each others’ bodies so well. Both of us knew exactly how to drive the other wild, exactly where to touch and what angles to hit. For a few minutes the two of us just fucked
, primally hard and completely unprotected. It was almost like the old days.

“Open for me,” I commanded, grabbing a handful of her long blonde hair. “Open up for me, little girl.”

Alexandra panted from her exertions. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d fucked me this savagely, and she was definitely working up a sweat.

“I thought I already
 spread for you,” she whimpered, either not understanding or not wanting to. “Want me to go even wider, Daddy? You wanna get all the way to the bottom of my pussy?”

“Not that,” I grunted, stroking the side of her head. “Here
.”

I pushed
 harder, slipping into her mind. It was always a strange feeling, penetrating a woman’s psyche while also fucking her tight cunt. I was inside of Alexandra in more ways than one, and the intimacy of both combined always made me tender and emotional. Almost
 always. Today was an exception.

“You feel so good,” I panted, thrusting between Alexandra’s thighs with hurricane force. “I’m feeling what you’re feeling, babygirl. Shit, I almost believe you really have changed…”

It was her chance, and she knew it. She wasn’t about to let it pass.

“I have
 Daddy,” she begged, putting every ounce of trustworthiness she could into the words. “I love you so much! Please, please cum in me…”

“When you cum,” I said, ignoring her words, “you’re going to get tired, angel. So very tired.”

Her brows knit together. “Daddy
,” she moaned despairingly. “Daddy, no…”

“When you cum,” I said, raising my voice to be heard over the wet squelching sounds of our sex, “You’re going to tuck all your memories of me in the back of your mind, babygirl. Way, way
 in the back. All of it will be like a dream - a sexy dream that you don’t even remember the details of any more. Just that you might have had it.”

“No, no I won’t cum,” Alexandra yelled, battering my chest with her fists. “You can’t make me!”

“But you’re already so close,” I said, a teasing edge in my voice. My hips slammed forward harder, even as my power ticked the pleasure centers in her mind. The harder she tried to hold back, the better she felt. “I’m pumping in and out of you like a piston, babydoll. Look at that big cock disappearing inside of you - stretching your tight little walls around it. Going right to the bottom of your princess parts. Grip it tighter, baby - grip it so hard with those thighs that you can’t stop yourself from going over the edge…”

“No!” Alexandra bit down on my wrist, trying to distract me. “No, I’m not gonna cum. I’m not gonna...not gonna cum all over your cock...your big cock...oh fuck no
…”

I could feel her heart, hammering like a hummingbird as she rode the edge. She clung to it desperately, like a rock climber with one handhold keeping them from falling into the abyss. She’d stopped rocking her hips on me, but it didn’t matter - the angle of me on top of her let me go balls-deep with every thrust, her pussy gripping me like a glove. There was no way she could hold out, no way to stop her body from going over the edge.

“It doesn’t matter what you want,” I said, wrapping my fingers around her throat as we both approached the peak. “It only matters what I
 want. And I want to feel you cum all over me, Princess. Make everything nice and tight for Daddy to shoot his seed in you! Cum for me now
!”

No matter how badly her brain didn’t want it, her body did. It betrayed her. Alexandra’s eyes filled with disbelief as they rolled back into her head, her back arching like a bow as she trembled in the first throes of climax. When it finally hit her, it was like a bolt of lightning - every inch of her practically rippled with pleasure. She writhed in my arms, still protesting as her pussy boiled over with pleasure.

A moment later, my own release hit. The dam inside of me burst and I pumped load after load of thick white cream into Alexandra’s pussy, filling her hole with my spunk. I kept my hand around her throat - not squeezing tightly, just holding her there, making her look at me.

I could already see the tiredness setting in. The person she was faded behind her eyes, rolling back into the person she was about to become.

“But I love you
,” she protested weakly, her lips stretching in a sleepy smile. Then, with a yawn, she closed her eyes and nodded off.

I watched her for a long time, guilt pouring out of me like the cum dripping from Alexandra’s slit. Then I pulled out of her, got her back into her clothes, and poured myself a drink. Only once my hands had stopped shaking did I press the intercom button.

“Yui, come in here please,” I said, keeping my voice neutral. A few moments later, the door opened and she walked in, a worried look on her pretty face.

“Is everything alright, Master?” Yui asked, clearly dying to know what had just happened in here. Her gaze slid to the sleeping Alexandra, curled up in a cute ball on my couch. “You certainly tired her out.”

“It’s not natural,” I said, glancing up from my drink. “You don’t have to worry about waking her - she’ll be out for a while. Which is good - she’s liable to be very, very confused when she first wakes up.”

I watched as a horrified expression settled on Yui’s face. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to put two-and-two together and realize what I’d done.

“Master,” Yui said, her throat suddenly dry, “I’m at your beck and call. I hear and obey every command you want to give me. But…”

I pursed my lips. “But?”

Yui cleared her throat. “Is that really...necessary
? It hurts me just to ask, I promise you.”

She stared at me as I took a sip of my drink. “You know, Yui,” I said, shaking my head, “you’re a wonder. An hour ago you couldn’t wait
 to be rid of Alexandra - now you’re campaigning for her to stay?”

Yui’s gaze traveled over the sleeping girl. “She makes you happy,” she said after a moment. “I just want you to be happy, Master.”

I understood. She was giving me an out - a way to undo this without losing face. She must have thought I’d take it. That my anger had burnt itself out when I came inside of Alexandra, and now I’d be prepared to make nice.

Nothing could be further from the truth.

“What would make me happy is you and Soojin getting her out of here,” I said, not looking at Alexandra. “I don’t want to see her again.”

I’d never seen Yui speechless before. Her lips formed a tight little line as the wheels behind her eyes turned, processing this new information.

“I have her information on file.” Her voice was as cool and businesslike as if we were talking about the utility company for the office. “It’ll be easy to get her back into her old apartment before she gets too confused. Assuming it hasn’t gone back on the market, of course.”

“If it has…” I grit my teeth. “Just make it happen. Spend whatever needs to be spent. Just...just put her back the way she used to be. Understood?”

“Of course, Master,” Yui said with a little bow. “I’m happy to obey.”

She didn’t pick Alexandra up by herself, of course. Yui was the top of the heap now, my right-hand girl by default. In a few minutes Emma and Miranda were there, balancing Alexandra’s weight between them like they were moving a particularly heavy piece of furniture.

That was how Alexandra left my practice - like a piece of furniture. One that no longer matched the rest of the decor.

I grabbed Yui by the shoulder as she was preparing to leave. Emma and Miranda had already taken Alexandra to the car. “One thing,” I said, keeping my voice low.

Yui’s face was placid, but her body tensed beneath my grip. “Yes, Master?”

“Two things, actually,” I said, amending my thought. “First - no one in this office calls me Daddy
 anymore. It’s Master, Sir, King -
 whatever you girls want. Just not that.”

Yui nodded eagerly. “Of course, Sir. I understand completely.”


“Second
,” I grunted, my fingers gripping tight enough to bruise, “make sure word of this gets around. I want every girl here to know - if any of them think of betraying of me, or stepping out of line...what I do to them will make what just happened to Alexandra look like a fun vacation. Got it?”

“Yes, of course,” Yui said quickly. “I’ll make sure of it.”

I let her go. “Leave me,” I said.

The door closed, and then I was alone. Just me, the pleasant ache in my limbs, and my kingdom.

A kingdom short a queen.

Slowly, I turned that thought over in my head. Then I grinned.


I haven’t been going hard enough on this,
 I thought, chuckling to myself. Now, with that ball-and-chain gone, I can really cut loose.


I wasn’t going to get a replacement for Alexandra - I was going to get a dozen
 fucking replacements. And I was going to make sure none of them were capable of rubbing enough brain cells to do anything more than worship me for the rest of their lives.

I picked up the thick patient folder Yui had left on my desk and got to work. It was time to do some fucking psychotherapy.


Part Five: The Hucow


“Before we begin,” I said, sitting up a little straighter in my chair, “I just wanted to thank you for your flexibility in allowing me to conduct this session today. We’ve had to move a lot of things around with Dr. Tanaka being out of town this week, and I know you were expecting her to be your therapist this afternoon. I know it’s not the easiest thing in the world to share problems of this nature with a member of the opposite sex, so - thank you, Kirsten. Thanks for being so open-minded.”

The woman sitting across from me didn’t look open-minded
 at all. She just looked desperate.

“I don’t care that you’re a guy,” Kirsten said, shaking head. “It wouldn’t matter to me if you were a...a green-headed alien, Dr. Pierce. It doesn’t matter who I talk to, as long as they can help me with these
!”

She didn’t have to tell me what ‘these’ were. I’d been staring at them since she walked in. I’d done a lot of fun things with the opposite sex in my time building and operating these clinics - having the ability to alter womens’ bodies
 along with their minds let me turn my kinkiest fantasies into naughty experiments - but I’d never seen a woman with breasts like Kirsten’s.

“So those are, in fact...natural?” I asked, keeping my tone diplomatic. “I only ask because we have a number of clients who are into body modification surgeries. Nothing wrong with that of course, it's just not usually so...extreme.”

She shook her head sadly. “No, these are real,” she said, grabbing a handful of each glorious tit and hoisting them upward. “They look like bolt-ons, though, don’t they? Like something a...a porn star would have.”

They certainly did. I crossed one leg over the other, hiding how excited the thought of seeing them unveiled made me. That would come later.

“Interesting,” I said, nodding with the correct mix of sympathy and professionalism I’d picked up from years of working with clients like Kirsten. “I assume then that you’re looking for some way to shrink them? A referral for surgery, perhaps?”

Kirsten shook her head. Her long blonde hair hung in her face, like she’d forgotten how to take care of herself in the aftermath of her expansion. I’d get her back on the right track. She’s really going to be something
, I thought with pride. I’ll get Miranda to give her some beauty tips. I like that overdone, kind-of trashy style of makeup she has
…

Ooops. Kirsten was shaking her head, staring down ruefully into her cleavage. “I don’t think that would help,” she said, sounding like she was talking more to herself than to me. “I think...Doctor, I think something inside
 of me is doing this.”

I thought the same thing, too, though I didn’t want to alarm her yet. “Tell me how this started,” I said, leaning forward. “And before you do, I just want to remind you, Kirsten - you’ve come to the right place. You’re safe here, you’re in the hands of experts. Everything you say inside these walls will stay inside of these walls, and none of it is going to shock or repel me. Trust me, I’ve heard it all.”


There
. Not quite as good as Dr. Tanaka’s spiel, but Yui was busy hundreds of miles away putting my former secretary Alexandra back into her old life. I didn’t want to think of Alexandra, especially while I was with a patient, so I slammed the door on that line of thought and returned my attention to Kirsten.

She gave her cleavage another deep perusal as she rehearsed what she was going to say. I didn’t blame her - she had the kind of rack women would kill for. I’d be entranced by it, too.

“I woke up like this,” she finally said. “Well, not like this
 - it didn’t happen all at once. One day I was in the shower, getting ready to start the day, and I just noticed that my breasts were...bigger
 than they were the night before.”

I nodded respectfully. “Go on.”

“At first I just ignored it,” she said with a sigh. “I thought it was hormonal - I was getting my period or something. I’d just changed my brand of birth control a couple weeks before, too, so I used that as an excuse for why they were bigger and more sensitive. I probably used that excuse a lot longer than I should have, to be honest.”

I immediately seized on something she’d said. “You changed your birth control,” I told her, gesturing with my pen. “I’m assuming then that there’s a boyfriend in the picture, as well?”

“Yes,” she said. “Andrew. We’re...not together now, though.” She pulled a face.

“Oh,” I said, a little shocked. “I’m sorry to hear that. Was all of this-” I gestured at her chest, “too much for him?”

 


A strange little smile lit up her face. “No, uh...actually, he was thrilled. I mean, I wasn’t exactly flat-chested before, but he’d always been a breast man. The bigger they got, the harder it was for him to keep his hands off them - and the harder it was for me to tell him to stop.” Her head lolled back on her shoulders as a glazed look of pleasure settled on her face. “The sex we had those first couple of weeks, Doctor...it was intense
. Like we were making porn instead of making love. And my tits...God, he worshipped
 my big titties. The bigger they got, the more he loved them. I never did anything with them in bed - I wasn’t big
 enough up here for him to slide his cock between them, but once I grew I ended up titfucking him every night! Sometimes just randomly when we were sitting on the couch. It was like a fog came down over my eyes, and the next thing I knew I was on my knees in front of him with his cum all over my tits and his hand in my hair. It felt so good…
”

I’d settled back in my seat through all of this, digesting it. My eyebrows shot up to my hairline as her story unfolded. I was more than a little shocked. It definitely wasn’t out of the ordinary for women to speak so frankly and erotically on my couch, but they usually only did it under the thrall of my power. I hadn’t so much as touched
 Kirsten’s mind, yet here she was lustily recounting stories of titfucking her boyfriend like a brainless bimbo.


Something happened to you
, I thought with a little grin. And I’m pretty sure I know what it is.


“Forgive me for interjecting,” I said, even though Kirsten had trailed off and was staring down at her bodacious ta-tas. Patients just liked to hear me say things like that. “But it sounds like you were enjoying the expansion of your breasts quite a bit. From your own words, it brought you and your boyfriend at the time much closer together - and gave you some much-needed sexual fulfillment.”

“It certainly did that,” Kirsten said a little huskily. There was a flush to her cheeks that was from far more than just embarrassment. “There was just one problem, Doctor. They didn’t stop. They kept on growing.”

“That wasn’t the worst of it, though,” I said knowingly, scooting my chair a little closer to her. “Was it, Kirsten?”

Her eyes widened. They filled with confusion, as if she were asking me how did you know a thing like that?


“No,” she admitted. “It wasn’t.”

I nodded, the picture of masculine stability and understanding. “How large were they when they first started producing milk, Kirsten?”

Now her face was
 flushed in embarrassment. Kirsten turned her head, unable even to meet my eye as she did the mental math. She crossed her arms beneath her massive breasts, a motion which made them even perkier than before.

“About two weeks after this all started,” she said in a tiny voice. “They were already too big for any of my bras - I ordered a bunch of new ones online, but by the time they got there they were already too small for me. Andrew didn’t mind, though - at this point I wasn't wearing a bra, or a shirt, or anything
 that kept him from playing with my tits. I was playing with my tits too, Doctor, all the fucking time. I was doing it while he was at work, upstairs rubbing them while I touched myself. That was the first time milk came out of them.”

My intense gaze settled on her as I leaned forward. “Did you try the milk, Kirsten?”

She pouted, her brows knitting together. “I was so horny,” she panted, the scene unfolding behind her eyes as she spoke. “At the time I just thought, what the hell
? I was so shocked when milk started coming out of my nipples, like that’s only supposed to happen when women are pregnant, right? I don’t know what I was thinking. I just grabbed one and slipped the nipple in my mouth…”

She broke off, covering her face with her hands. “It. Was. So. Good.
” she admitted, shame-faced.

I straightened up, squaring my shoulders. “Kirsten, I want you to know that nothing that has happened to you is without precedent. You are not the first person who’s gone through a thing like this - far from it.”

Her face brightened. “I’m not?”

“No. Many women have found that psychosomatic changes affect their breast development. Alterations in stress, diet - growth hormones added to food, that sort of thing. It’s the most natural thing in the world for your breasts to be making milk, Kirsten - that’s not at all unheard of, even if you’re not currently pregnant.”

I made a mistake - but the word currently
 slipped right under Kirsten’s radar. She was too distracted by the fact that someone was finally listening to her.

“So you can fix me?” she said, her hands dropping into her lap.

I nodded. It wasn’t a lie - I could absolutely ‘fix’ the ‘problem’ with Kirsten. Only I didn’t want to. And I didn’t think she wanted me to, either. “I’d like to hear a little more, first, before we talk about solutions. What happened to ‘sour’ your relationship with your boyfriend? No offense.”

“None taken,” she said with a giggle. “Once I got my milk in, things got...weird. At first he was kind of freaked out, but then I got him to taste it. Oh my God
 I’d never seen him so turned on before. He went from zero to full hard-on in about a second. After that, all we did was fuck and drink, Doctor. I mean literally
.”

“I don’t doubt it,” I said sagely. “The milk that women in your condition produce is frequently...well, it’s quite an aphrodisiac. Any problems a person tends to have in the bedroom - trouble getting or maintaining an erection, difficulty orgasming - all tends to get cured rather suddenly. With some rather surprising effects.”

“Surprising
 is the right word,” she said. It hadn’t escaped my notice that Kirsten wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples make visible impressions against her top from how hard they were. She was getting turned on listening to herself talk. That was fair, as I’d gotten hard listening to her long ago. “We fucked all night - and I mean all
 night. Other than a couple breaks for him to...is suckle
 me the right word? Other than that, he was constantly in me, on me - cumming in my cunt, all over my face and tits. I kept drinking the milk, too - every time I started to flag, started to think that we should stop fucking and just figure things out, one little taste and I’d be like a fucking animal
 all over again! It was so wild, so fucking primal
. I’ve never felt anything like it before or since.”

As she spoke, I finally reached out and touched her mind. And as I pushed past the conscious level and began to check her out in earnest, I found exactly what I’d been expecting.

Fingerprints. Not physical ones, of course - mental
.

I’ve always known that I was not alone in the universe. My abilities to manipulate and alter women are incredibly rare, but not unheard of. To my trained eye, there are even signs that several famous people throughout history - Rasputin, for one - may have had the power I possess. So it’s not unheard of for a woman who’s already had contact with a mind controller to end up as one of my patients, although it’s never something I’m expecting. Each of us leaves a different pattern behind on those we’ve touched, as unique and representative of the controller’s personality as a handwriting sample.

The person who’d done this to Kirsten was neither as experienced or skillful with their powers as I was. They’d used a hacksaw to achieve the results they wanted, rather than my nimble scalpel. Unfortunately as I probed a little bit deeper, I couldn’t find what I really wanted to see - a subliminal memory of Kirsten’s first hypnosis session. She’d have forgotten it, of course - whoever did it would have commanded her to forget - but it would still be there, beneath the layer of awareness. Usually, in any case. But I had no such luck here.

Was the boyfriend the mind controller? And if so, was Kirsten his first? Had he selected her to be one of his many women, then molded her into a busty lactation machine, or had he come into his powers after starting to date her and been unaware of his own actions? The answer made a difference to me. If he was someone who’d been at this for a while, I wanted to meet him. I’d never had a conversation with someone like me before, and I wagered it would be fruitful to compare notes.


Oh well,
 I said with a mental sigh. If it was the boyfriend, he’s long gone. And if not, if Kirsten ran into some random man during her day who decided to give her those tits on a lark...then maybe I don’t want to run afoul of a man or woman like that
. They might make life rather unpleasant for me.


I tucked all that away in the back of my head. It bore further thought, of course, but now was not the time. Right now I was going to turn my attention to Kirsten. And all the wonderful things she could do for me.

“So the boyfriend is gone?” I asked, throwing a quick Hail Mary pass at some information. It didn’t really matter one way or the other, but it would have been nice to know who’d been inside Kirsten’s mind. “He just ran off after all that?”

“He left a note,” Kirsten explained, sounding confused. “But it barely made any sense. It mostly just said that he’d left and wouldn’t be coming back. That’s when I started to look at these
 and realize that, well...nothing is normal about this! Something is very, very wrong with me, Doctor. I really hope you’re telling the truth about being able to fix me.”

“I can,” I said, mentally confirming my suspicions. Definitely the boyfriend
. I’d have to follow up on it later. “But there’s one more thing I need from you before we proceed, Kirsten.”

She spread her arms, looking desperate. “What else could you possibly want? I’ve told you everything-”

“I need,” I said, cutting her off, “to taste your milk.”

She looked shocked. At the same time, her eyes came unfocused for a moment, and I could swear her thighs ground together beneath her leggings. “No you don’t,” she whispered, shaking her head in disbelief. “There’s no reason you need to do that…”

“I need to sample it and find out what kind of effects it has,” I told her, my voice never wavering from its clinical certainty. “It’s important, because it will tell me what kind of cow you’ve been made into, Kirsten. Besides, you want
 me to milk you. You’ve been desperate for it since the moment you walked into my office, since you saw a man sitting across from you on the other side of the table.”

Her mouth dropped open. “That’s not true,” she whimpered, her voice tight with need. “I’m not a cow
, Dr. Pierce. I’m a human woman!”

“If that’s true,” I said sardonically, “then why are you dripping right now?”

She gasped, looked down - and saw the spreading, dark patch over her left nipple. A moan of frustration escaped her lips, then she bit down hard as her hand strayed to the fabric.

“I’m so full,” she mewled, pressing her fingers against the side of one breast. “I’ve been so fucking swollen
 ever since my boyfriend left, Dr. Pierce. I’m so fucking sore - I’ve been squeezing the hell out of my tits every morning and it’s not helping…”

“That’s because having a man milk you is different
 from doing it yourself,” I explained. “Causes your brain to secrete a whole different set of chemicals. Now get over here.” I patted my lap. “Give me those big udders like a good little cow.”

She looked like she wanted to be mad at me, but was too turned on do so. Slowly she walked around to the other side of the table and scooted into my lap. This close, I could feel the heat rolling off of her in waves, like an oven with an open door.

“Alright,” she whispered, pulling her sweater above her tits. “Just...just for medical science, Dr. Pierce…”

“Is this
 for medical science?” I growled, letting my erection grind against her thigh. She let out a moan as she felt it press against the fabric between her legs, arching her back and presenting her flawless tits to me. As huge as they were, there wasn’t a single hint of sag - they were as perfect and perky as a college cheerleader’s, just so much larger in size.

“Mr. Pierce,” she babbled, dropping my title from her feverish brain. “I’m s-scared of what might happen if you drink from me…”

“I’m scared of what might happen to you if I don’t,” I murmured, wrapping my hand around one of her flawless mammaries. At that slight touch her nipple erupted, spraying a thick jet of milk across my shirt. It was ruined now, but that didn’t matter - I’d get Emma to bring me a new one later.

The effect on Kirsten was immediate and extreme. Her eyes went wide, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as the pressure inside her tit released. Her hips rocked back and forth, grinding against my leg as she shamelessly gave herself over to the pleasure.

“Good girl,” I said, praising her. “You’re going to be such a good cow for me, Kirsten. You see, I need a cow like you in my harem. Half my women are pregnant, and from how much I fuck them it won’t be long before the other half of them are, as well.”

Kirsten blinked rapidly, struggling to regain control of her senses. “Your harem
?” she asked, shocked. “Pregnant?”

“Yes, I have lots of girls,” I said, stroking her nipple. “But rest assured, none of them have tits like you. Udders,
 really, is how you’re probably going to start thinking of them soon.”

It was clear from the way she was reacting that playing with her tits was giving her pleasure. I gathered it was probably more than sliding my fingers into her cunt would have - although she was definitely rubbing that against me just as hard as she could.

“They’re not...not udders,” she protested weakly, even as more milk sprayed into my lap. “They’re breasts
…”

“They’re sexy as hell is what they are,” I said with a smirk. “I would love
 to slide my cock between these puppies, Kirsten. I think you’d like it, too - really
 like it. But first, I want to try this milk.”

At the words, Kirsten lost all control. She grabbed the back of my head and held tight, helping guide my face into her heavenly cleavage. I found her nipple with my mouth - the one I hadn’t stimulated yet, the one that was at full fucking pressure - and sucked the tiniest little bit.

Hot, rich milk flooded my mouth. Kirsten was right - it did taste good. Way better than good.


Holy hell
, I thought, my mind swept away on a tide of bliss. I might not be able to give the girls this. Gonna keep it all for myself…


“Oh fuck Dr. Pierce, oh holy fuck!”


Kirsten screamed with pleasure, pressing her tit harder against my face. “Drink me, fucking milk
 me, I’ve fucking missed this so much! Oh shit I’m gonna cummmm
….”

 


A moment later, the flood that soaked her leggings and my thigh let me know that she had. I kept on sucking her greedily, swallowing mouthful after wonderful mouthful, and only let up when my stomach informed me I was close to getting full.

“Kirsten
,” I growled, my mouth leaving her nipple. “You weren’t lying. You taste incredible. You’ve been turned into the best sort of hucow.”

Her orgasm had put her right on the edge - on the verge of accepting what she was. “I...oh fuck,” she whimpered. “Why does being a cow sound so fucking hawt
?”

“Because that’s what you are,” I said, like she was the dumbest girl in the world. “It’s what you’re meant to be. You’re going to provide milk for all my harem girls, and then for my heirs. Sure, most of my girls will make milk like you, but I’m going to be so busy fucking them all or having them run my businesses that they won’t have the time.”

“That...that sounds so good, Dr. Pierce.” Kirsten’s eyes went glassy with delight. “So hot…”

“Please,” I said, stroking her hair, “Dr. Pierce is so formal. Call me Master.”

She nodded slowly. “Yes, Master.”

I chuckled. It had all been so easy. “Very good, Kirsten. I’m starting to understand why your boyfriend left you, by the way.”

She wasn’t expecting that - the abrupt change in subject nearly shocked her back to her senses. “What?”

“He drank
 from you,” I explained, laughing to myself as I squeezed her tremendous titties. “Your milk has some very potent effects, Kirsten. They’re working on me as we speak.”

She stiffened in my arms. “Master?”

“For example,” I said, a look of savage command in my eyes, “remember when I told you this was a safe place for you to talk about your problems, that you could trust me? Turns out I lied. Every second that this milk stays inside of me, Kirsten, it’s starting to change my perceptions of you. I’ve already started considering you a little less than human. I don’t care
 about your wants or needs anymore.”

“Oh no,” Kirsten muttered, trying to get off of my lap. She couldn’t. “No, no, no…”

“Your milk makes anyone who drinks it think of you as a dumb, brainless little hucow cunt,” I said, relshing the words. “Just the smell
 of it was affecting me earlier. All you are is a pair of big udders to milk and a couple of soft, tight holes to fuck, Kirsten. I think I’m going to stop calling you Kirsten soon, by the way. I’m going to forget the word, and thing I’ll be able to call you is cow
.”

“Fight it, Master!” Kirsten begged, even as her tits leaked all over me and her pussy did the same. “Please! I’m a person!”

“I don’t think so,” I murmured, grabbing a handful of her hair and wrapping it around my fingers. “In fact, I don’t think you
 think so, either. You want
 this, don’t you, cow? You wanna be my good little milkslut. Good little breeding cow…”

Cow’s lips trembled. She seemed to be trying to come up with words to say, only that was silly. Human cows like her couldn’t speak. They only existed to be fucked, milked and bred - all for my pleasure.

“M...Moooo,” she whispered, tugging off her leggings. “Moooo…
”

“Good cow,” I grunted, slapping her udders together. “Now get on top of me and ride that cock while you give me that milk…”

A look of utter relief filled Cow’s face as she grabbed my cock around the base and guided it into her. I sank home in one smooth stroke, groaning with relief as her tight, wet walls enveloped my cock. Her big tits bounced up and down in front of my face as I upthrust into her cunt, and I grabbed one tightly. It sprayed a thick jet of milk right in my face, dripping down my chin.

“Good cow,” I repeated, buffeting her pussy with thrust after thrust as I milked her tits dry. “Let’s get all that milk out of you. Make you feel so much better - so happy…”

She did
 look happy. Cow slammed her hips down harder and harder on me as I squeezed her tits, spraying milk all over the room. Finally I couldn’t resist any longer and bit down on one of her sensitive nipples, sucking it hard. A new, warm stream of her perfect cream cascaded down my throat and my pleasure hit the stratosphere.

“I’m gonna cum,” I growled, wrapping a hand around her cow throat. “Gonna cum inside that cow cunt. We’ve got to get you fitted with a tight little choker, don’t we? Stick a bell on that fucker so everyone can hear the milk wagon coming…”

The woman who until a few minutes ago had thought of herself as Kirsten reached the peak and sailed right over. As she did, my mental tendrils wrapped around her mind like a vise, burning her new life into her DNA. Pleasure like nothing she’d ever felt coursed through her body, too much
 pleasure for a human mind to process. It scorched her thoughts, left nothing but pure animal pleasure and the desire to serve - to be milked, and fucked, and bred.

A moment later I crashed through my own climax and let go, my hips still pumping between her legs like a piston. Thick hot cream of my own erupted from my cock, filling her spasming, dripping channel with fertile seed.

“A big belly to go with those big udders,” I said, slapping her cheek. She stared placidly back at me, just like she always would from now on. She was enraptured, completely in love with her new life. She couldn’t have been happier. “Everything should be big on you. Like a big fucking cow. God your pussy is so tight. I can’t wait to ruin it…”

When I came back to myself, my new cow had her snout wrapped around the head of my cock and was sucking it clean. Droplets of milk spilled from her udders, dripping onto the floor as she licked my cock and up down with abandon.

“Moooo,” she whimpered helplessly. “Moooo
…”

I laid back and grinned. I knew the word meant Master
 for her.

A minute or two later, I heard the sound of the door opening behind me. I didn’t even bother opening my eyes - the feeling of the warm, wet mouth around my cock felt so good that I didn’t want it to end. I’d blown such a big load that I could hold back for quite a while, just riding the sensations.

“Master?” Oh good. The little twang in her voice let me know it was Miranda. Emma would almost certainly have already been masturbating, and therefore completely useless.

“We have a hucow now,” I said, putting my arms over my head. “She’s fucking amazing.”

I could hear Miranda smile. “I can see that, Master. May I be in charge of her? Us country girls know exactly how livestock ought to be treated…”

I liked the sound of that. “Absolutely,” I told her. “Sounds like fun. You think we’ll need to brand her?”

I opened my eyes to see Miranda sizing the hucow up. She ran her hands up and down her flanks, then spent quite a lot of time testing the firmness and roundness of her teats.

“God, she’s going to make so
 much milk whenever she’s full,” Miranda purred. “We definitely won’t need to spend any money on creamer at the office.”

“You won’t need coffee
,” I said with a laugh. “Yui will make the official announcement once she gets back, but this harem is going on an all-milk diet from now on. At least for a while. This shit is amazing
, Miranda.”

She knelt down and put her mouth to the hucow’s nipple. There was still more than enough milk in there for her to get a good mouthful. She swallowed, hesitantly at first...then her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body shook, thighs squeezing together as she came.

“Holy shit,” Miranda gasped. She looked at the cow with a new expression in her eyes - one brought on by the milk. It was meaner, and sexier. “I think we will
 need to brand this bitch after all, Master.” She gave the hucow’s ass a hard spank, grinning as she winced and mooed. “Can’t let a producer like this get used to soft treatment...”

I couldn’t wait for the rest of my harem to feel the same way. This was a game-changer.


I’m not going anywhere
, I thought, looking around my office. Fuck moving around. I can stop anyone who comes sniffing for dirt on me - this is my home now. My Kingdom. And I’m never going to stop adding sexy fucking sluts to my harem…


It was a nice thought. Unfortunately, it wasn’t true. I was riding so high on the milk that I couldn’t see the clouds on the horizon - clouds that would bring a storm of trouble to my office sooner than even a mind controller like myself could guess...


Part Six: The Harem


I always get nervous at parties.

You probably think that sounds silly, coming from me. After all, a guy with my abilities should be comfortable anywhere, right? With a snap of the fingers, any gorgeous woman there would suddenly be bending over backwards for me, happy to do anything I wanted to make me feel more at ease. And there are always
 gorgeous women at parties. So what gives?

The truth is, my power to influence the thoughts and feelings of the people around me becomes more difficult to use in crowded spaces. It’s like juggling - two or even three balls are easy enough to keep up in the air, but controlling more than that takes a very talented performer. It’s a strain
 on me, mentally - which is part of why I chose the one-on-one experience of a therapy session as my preferred way to add new members to my harem. Trying to hold on to one person’s thoughts in a large-scale event like a concert is like plucking a needle out of a haystack - if the haystack is also
 floating down a rapidly flowing stream at the same time.

But Dr. Tanaka insisted we give the girls a present after all their hard work. And when she suggested it was also
 a great opportunity to give them all some of Kirsten’s special bimbo milk, I really started warming to the idea…


She really does look like a queen,
 I thought, watching Yui strut across her apartment. A smile lit up her face when she saw me. A queen holding court, if not necessarily one on the throne.


Yui’s throne was my bed. Or the couch in my office, the broom closet at the end of the hall - whatever happened to be handy. With her formal rival Alexandra out of the picture, there was nobody willing or able to challenge her dominance as my right-hand girl. And that was just the way she wanted it.

Oh, there were some beauties at the party, of course. Miranda lounged across Yui’s couch, in a tight white crop-top and a pair of thigh-high cowgirl boots. It was almost impossible to believe the sweet Southern beauty had been a virgin when she’d walked into my office - her body was built for sex, made to please men. One
 man in particular, now that I’d unlocked her inner slut. Her hand grazed Yui’s ass as the Asian passed, as if to say looking forward to getting you out of that outfit later.


My secretary Emma stood over in the kitchen, gently rocking back and forth. Her eyes were shut tight, her head rocking back on her shoulders, and although the bottom half of her body was hidden by the countertops it was obvious that she was busy touching herself. I didn’t mind - I’d put that addiction in Emma’s head, ripped away her self-control so that the slightest thought of sex made her unable to keep her hands out of her greedy, dripping pussy. Considering how my girls were dressed, a glance at them was enough to send Emma into an erotic tailspin. She’d be doing this all night: or at least until I decided to start the next phase of the fun.

Not invited to the party was Kirsten. Even now, this far away from her, it was tough to think of her as anything but Cow
. My brain kept slipping off the name, wanting to demote her to less-than-human status. Kirsten was a hucow, a gorgeous big-titted bimbo who lived for nothing more than being milked, fucked and bred. Fortunately (or unfortunately, depending on how you looked at it) for her, her milk had an effect almost as strong as my power - anyone who drank it became unable to see her as anything more than an animal, something to be slapped around and fucked for fun. I was a little ashamed of the way I’d treated Cow - I mean Kirsten
 - but that didn’t stop me from turning into a sadistic fuck every time I got a mouthful of her milk straight from the teat. I always left her udders and snout bruised, the way a good little cow deserves.


Speaking of cows,
 I thought, grinning as Yui approached the center of the room. Kirsten might not be here tonight, but she’s definitely gifted us with some party favors.


“Fellow employees,” Yui purred, catching the attention of the other women. She rolled the syllables over her tongue, savoring her triumph as the de facto
 leader of my harem. “Or whores
, I should say,” she added with a giggle. “Thank you so much for coming tonight.”

Miranda chuckled and set her boots on the floor. She kept her legs spread, though, as if she wanted me to be constantly aware of her skintight Daisy Dukes with no panties on underneath.

“What else were we gonna do?” she said, a hint of a twang in her voice. “Let you have Master all to yourself this weekend?” Her smile let us all know what she clearly thought of that.

Yui took it in stride. “Our office has recently suffered a loss,” she said, couching the news about Alexandra’s reassignment in the most vague possible terms. “But we have gained so much
. We’re expanding week-over-week in ways I never thought possible. And we’re closer than we’ve ever been - we’re almost like Master’s family
. Even though we’ve had to say goodbye to certain personnel-”

“Good riddance,”
 Emma called from the kitchen, her voice tight with pleasure. “You didn’t need her anyway, Master! She was such a...oh fuck..
.an...ahhh
…”

Miranda sighed good-naturedly and rolled her eyes. “Girl, will you please
 come in here and take your pants off?” She gestured to the cushion next to hers on the couch. “All of us know exactly what you’re doing in there, sug. You do it about a hundred times a day!”

Emma’s face burned with embarrassment. “I can’t…” she whispered helplessly. “You’ll all see! I’ll be so degraded - even though that’s what Master wants...”

That kinda was what I wanted from Emma - but I liked where this was going. “Come on and sit down with the rest of us,” I commanded, gesturing with my eyes. “Miranda is right - just take your pants off. You don’t have to hide from us, Emma.”

Timidly, Emma made her way into the living room. Her hand never left the valley between her legs, even when Miranda grabbed her leggings and tugged them down her creamy thighs.

“There
,” Miranda said. “That’s better.”

Emma looked from girl to girl in disbelief, her gaze finally settling on me. “You...you don’t mind?” she asked. “I can just...just do this
 while we’re all talking?”

I nodded. And Miranda immediately seized the initiative.

“Hell,” she purred, her voice fringed with even more twang than usual. “Why don’t you let me help you with that, sugar
?”

Before she could protest, Miranda slipped a hand between Emma’s bare thighs and pushed two of her fingers into the blonde’s sopping-wet cunt. Emma’s own hand went to her lips, stifling her groan of passion as the former virgin expertly found her clit and began to rub it back and forth.

“There you go, sug,” Miranda purred. Emma curled up next to her, her barely legal body pressed against Miranda’s as the older woman rubbed her cravings away. “Hey, check out the look on Master’s face. He’s getting really
 hard watching you, Emma. I think we might have to keep this one bare from the waist down all the time, huh? Keep her nice and open every hour of the day, nothing between you and her soft, wet pussy…”

“I know you two are eager to get my pants off,” I said with a smirk. “But Yui really does have something important to say first.”

Miranda made a sour face. “Well shit, she better get on with it,” she grumbled, her wrist pumping between Emma’s thighs. “Miss coed’s starting to feel like she’s gonna unravel if I keep up this pace!”

“I can...I can hold onnnn
,” Emma whimpered, her hips rocking back and forth on Miranda’s fingers. “If what Yui has to say is really important.”

Yui crossed her arms under her breasts - always a sign that she was getting a little impatient - but the smile on her face didn’t waver. She really is good
, I thought for the umpteenth time. Why did I fight having her in charge for so long
? It was funny how easy it was to get over an ex when you were surrounded by three beautiful women with absolutely no sexual inhibitions.

“You’ve all been doing a great job,” she said, pausing for emphasis. “So far.”

Eyebrows shot up around the room. Including mine.

“I’m not being a bitch,” she added with a giggle, the corner of her mouth turning up in a smug little grin. “I’m very, very
 pleased that you all took such good care of Master while I was away. And when it comes to the clinic, I couldn’t be happier. You’ve each stepped up your game and showed me what you’re really capable of. I appreciate all of you, and I love
 all of you.”


Damn
, I thought, for far from the first time. How much did she rehearse that?


“Why do I feel a but
 coming on?” Miranda asked, her fingers still pumping rhythmically between Emma’s thighs. “Not that I’m not glad for all the lovin’, Yui.”

Yui nodded in Miranda’s direction. “Changes are coming,” she explained, “and I’m afraid I’m going to start asking even more
 from each of you. Master controls your minds, and owns your souls, but his dominion over this harem won’t really
 be complete until he owns your bodies as well.”

“He...oh fuck
...totally owns my body,” Emma purred, her face wracked with spasms of pleasure. “Honest!”

Yui nibbled her bottom lip. “I’m talking about your fertility
,” she purred. “Your wombs, ladies.”

I let out a little grunt and spread my legs. It was no secret that I liked filling the bellies of the women I brought into my harem with my heirs - Yui’s former assistant Soojin was at home right now, swelling more with each passing week. Yet so far, even though I was cumming inside of each of my girls multiple times a day without protection, no one else had been properly bred yet.

A clever look flickered across Miranda’s eyes. “I think I know exactly what you’re going to say,” she purred, her free hand coming up to cup Emma’s breast as she finger-fucked the co-ed. “Is this the part where I start talking, Yui?”

“I don’t understand,” Emma whimpered, slamming her hips down on Miranda’s fingers.

“We’re going to be adding more women to Master’s harem,” Yui said smoothly. “A lot
 more women. And unlike the girls we’ve brought in so far, there’s not going to be a delay before their wombs are pumped full of Master’s virile seed.” She nodded at the door. “You can come in now.”

The door opened - and Kirsten entered, crawling across the floor on all fours.

An instant later, the word Kirsten
 fell out of the back of my head. My earlier regrets about the way I’d treated her evaporated, like a glass of water on a scorching-hot day. A gorgeous, brainless, vapid little hucow was making her way towards me, and all I wanted was to fuck her tight little cunt and suck on her udders.

“Meet our newest arrival,” Yui said, more for Emma’s benefit than anyone else’s. “Her name, which I just cannot think of right now because I’m so goddamned horny looking at her, is not important. We’re calling her Cow.
”

“She’s a good one,” Miranda said with a chuckle, nuzzling Emma’s shoulder. “You’re gonna love her, sugar.”

“From now on, the clinic is implementing a two-drink minimum,” Yui said, her voice briefly lapsing into professionalism. “Every employee will be required to drink at least two cups of hucow milk while on the clock - or spend an equivalent amount of time sucking from those sexy fucking udders…”

Yui’s face flushed crimson as she finished her sentence. It was clear that Cow was having the same kind of effect on her that she did on me. Miranda and Emma, who hadn’t drunk from her yet, looked confused in comparison.

“I’m all for using K…
 the way she deserves,” Miranda said - the name she spoke slipping off my consciousness as she said it - “but what’s that going to do? Other than make everyone horny, which I don’t have a problem with.”

“Me either!” Emma chimed in, her voice suddenly shooting up an octave. “Oh fuck don’t stop Mommy I’m gonna cummm
…”

“Mommy,” Miranda said with a little laugh. “Yeah, I like that. Cum for Mommy, baby - cum all over Mommy’s fingers…”

A moment later Emma did. Yui stopped trying to speak and just watched, her eyes filling with lust as the gorgeous blonde’s slit quivered and clamped around Miranda’s digits. A flood of wetness poured down her thighs as she unraveled, whimpering and squealing as pleasure coursed through her barely-legal body. When she was finally down from her peak, she slumped against Miranda, cooing like a satisfied puppy.

“Like I was going
 to say,” Yui said with a smile, “Cow has changed everything for us. As most of you know, I am unable to serve Master in a very important way - I’m infertile. Can’t have babies.”

“That’s so sad,” Miranda said, licking her fingers clean. “I never knew that. It must hurt to watch Master pumping so many fertile cunts full with his big hard cock, knowing it can’t happen to you…”

Tears sprang to Yui’s eyes. I almost rose from my seat - but as it turned out, I misjudged the reason for her emotion.

“I’m not anymore,” she said, her voice breaking. “I had a feeling after the first time Master and I drank that milk. I went to the doctor, and…”

She couldn’t hold back anymore. She turned to me, tears flowing freely down her face.

“Master,” she said, her voice filled with joy, “I’m fertile
!”

My mouth dropped open. “What wonderful news!”

Miranda looked just as happy as I was. Emma actually cheered. There were even moos
 from our friend on the floor.

Now that the secret was out, Yui’s speech grew more and more excited. “Not only am I capable
 of having babies, Master, I’m actually more
 fertile than most women. You should feel my pussy right now - it’s like a fucking oven
! Warm, sticky, and oh so fucking ready
 to take your seed!”

“You’re serious,” I said, leaning forward. “The milk did this?”

“My gynecologist said she’s never seen anything like it,” Yui confessed. “I’m basically walking around in full-on heat all the time
, Master. If all of our girls drink from those glorious udders - well, all of them are going to spend the rest of their lives constantly pregnant
 for you. Doesn’t that just sound awesome?”

It did. And in that moment, all I could think was how happy I was that I could breed Yui’s hot, perfect cunt. “Come here,” I said roughly, unhooking my belt. “And you two - get drinking. Now
.”

To call the look Yui gave me bedroom eyes
 would have been a grave insult. It made the lustiest look a bride ever gave her husband on her wedding night look drab and disgusting in comparison.

“Oh, Master,” she moaned, straddling my lap with her creamy thighs. “I’ve been waiting for this moment for so long. My body is ready for you…”

I wrapped my hands around her hips, but just then there was a little cough from across the room.

“Um,” Miranda asked, giving me an awkward glance, “not to put a damper on the party, but shouldn’t at least one
 of us keep our lips off the milk? Somebody’s gotta remember that this is a human being named K
……, not a human cow…”

The name slipped right out of my mind again. “Sure,” I muttered, the image of Cow’s milk dribbling down Miranda’s chin and between her tits filling my mind. “But not you. You’re her handler - I want
 you to degrade her like a fucking animal. Emma!”

The co-ed jumped. “Yes, Master?”

“You’re going to restrain yourself,” I commanded, making the decision that would change our harem forever. The storm clouds on the horizon were starting to make thunder, but I still couldn’t hear it. “In this one thing, at least. You might not be able to keep your fingers out of your cunt, but you will
 keep that special milk out of your mouth. Got it?”

Emma nodded eagerly. “Yes, Master - as long as I can keep frigging my cunt whenever I want, I’ll do whatever you say. Can I really go without any clothes or panties from now on?”

I laughed. “Not only can you, I fucking command
 it. Now feed your new Mommy
 some milk while I fuck a baby into Yui’s pussy.”

At that, I turned my attention back to the woman herself. Yui had already stripped down to her bra and panties, two lacy black things that revealed more than they hid. Her dark stockings rubbed against my bare thighs as she tugged down my boxers and pulled out my cock.

“So big,” she purred, wrapping her hand not around my shaft but my life-giving balls. “So swollen. All of this is for me, right, Master?”

I nodded, meeting her eyes. “You’re damn right. Get on this dick, Yui - it’s past
 time you were carrying my heirs.”

The look on her face as she guided the head of my cock into her roughness was pure awe. My swollen crown pressed against her folds, stretching them around the tip as I sank inside of her. Yui hadn’t been lying - she was hotter and wetter than I’d ever felt her, her entire body focused on super-charging her fertility. Just for me.

“More
,” I growled, giving myself over completely. “Now!
”

I grabbed her ass with both hands and slammed her down on my cock. The head of it rammed the floor of her pussy as I bottomed out inside of her. Her silky walls wrapped themselves around me, tightening as I thrust upwards all the way to her womb.

Her eyes never left mine as we settled into a hard, driving rhythm. Little expressions of pleasure flickered across her face with each thrust, a mixture of bliss and agony as I stretched her out from the inside. Behind her, I caught a glimpse of Miranda burying her face between Cow’s massive udders - but Yui grabbed my cheek and refocused me on her.

“Look at me while you put a baby in me,” she whispered, her voice as intense as if she were begging for her life. “Please, Master. It’s the only thing I’ll ever ask you for…”

With a smirk, I complied with her request. As she whimpered, her lips closer and closer to mine, I grabbed her hips with both hands and held her down on me. It gave me the leverage to go even deeper, to hit her from angles that made her eyes roll back in her head and her toes curl as I pumped in and out of her cunt like a piston.

“I cannot wait,” I whispered, my lips grazing her ear, “to ruin you, Yui.”

“Oh yeah
?” It was said in a tone of rapture, her eyes closing tight as her pleasure built. “Is that what you want, Master? Has all this just been a game to you?”

“Yes,” I said, not really meaning it but wanting to see the look on her face. To make it even hotter. “You’re so young and tight, Yui. Your pussy is perfect, world-class
. And you can trust me, because I’ve had lots and lots of them…”

My fingers tightened in her hair as I drove deep, sliding into her hard enough to cause sparks as we both reached the edge.

“...so it’s going to be a privilege to wreck yours,” I gasped, my cock jerking inside of her. “Leave you a stretched-out husk, barefoot and pregnant for years. All used up! Wrinkles all over that pretty face, that tight, slick pussy gone forever! Fuck you’re going to be so fucking ruined
 when I’m done making you pump out babies, you gorgeous bitch…”

Yui tossed back her head and howled
 with pleasure as she came. A moment later, her own unraveling triggered my own. It was impossible not
 to cum with her dripping wet walls clenching around me, rippling in time with her heartbeat as I pumped her cunt full of seed.

I leaned back and let it happen, feeling the thuds as my load sprayed across her inner walls. Yui bore down on me one last time, taking me deeper than deep as she welcomed my seed into her fertile womb. Letting me own her in the most primal, ancient sense of the term. She was mine now, mine forever, and soon every man who looked at her would be picturing exactly what had led to that swollen belly and heavy, pregnant tits.


Fuck,
 I thought, finally seeing the rest of the room. Speaking of tits…


My hucow was up on the opposite couch, and Miranda was having a fucking field day with her. She sucked greedily at her thick, swaying udders, drinking her dry. Milk covered her face like she’d just gotten out of a bovine gangbang, dripping down her bare breasts and pooling between her thighs.


Oh shit.
 There was a woman between those thighs. Emma, who was obeying my command not to drink a drop of milk while she ate Miranda out. She wiped the milk away as she worked, carefully avoiding her fingers as her tongue expertly massaged Miranda’s swollen clit. Her face was buried in pussy, even more so as Miranda pumped her hips upwards.

“That’s right,” Miranda gasped, pulling off of the udder only to squeeze until it sprayed her in the face. “Stupid cow
. That’s all you fucking are! I’m gonna fucking brand
 you when we get back to Master’s office - does that make your dumb cow cunt squirt, bitch? Are you cumming your stupid bimbo cow brains out thinking about being Master’s property, or are you too brain-dead to even picture it?”

“Looks like the milk is doing its work,” I said approvingly.

Miranda stopped spanking the hucow’s udders and looked at me like a kid with their hand caught in the cookie jar. Then her face broke out in a wide grin.

“Damn right,” she drawled, wiping the milk from her chin. “I can’t believe I ever used to think of this as a woman
, Master! I mean, talk about stupid beliefs! I don’t even remember the name
 I used to call her - it was probably some dumb shit anyway…”

“It’s not important,” I agreed. “Bring her over here. I need a drink.”

Miranda nodded and grabbed the hucow by the scruff of her neck. “Come here
,” she growled, her former gentle demeanor replaced with pure malice. God, I loved how mean everyone got with a bellyful of milk! “Master wants some milk, and he always
 gets it straight from the fuckin’ source…”

In moments I was drinking, pleasure flooding my consciousness as warm cream coated my tongue. For a little bit I lost myself, concentrating on nothing but the mechanical feeling of sucking, swallowing, then sucking some more. When I finally came back to myself, I was only a little surprised to find my cock buried hilt-deep in the hucow’s cunt.

“Fuck it harder,” Miranda said lustily, spanking the hucow with whatever she had on hand - a thick book from Yui’s library. “Fuckin’ use
 that cunt, Master!”

“I’d rather use yours,” I said, tucking the teat away. “You’re just as fertile as Yui now, remember? Time for both of you to be baby bump buddies.”

“We’ll look so fucking cute together,” Miranda said, her eyes lighting up. “Fuck, put that cum inside me already, damn it!”

Still grinning, I rose from the couch and grabbed a handful of Miranda’s hair. Then I dragged her over to the nearest piece of furniture and tossed her over, heedless of the noises coming out of her mouth.

“Spread for me,” I commanded, watching as she parted her thighs and spread her folds with her fingers. “Yeah, just like that. I can go so deep when I’m fucking you from behind…”

Soon I was showing her exactly
 how deep I could go. My balls slapped against the backs of Miranda’s thighs as I filled her with hard, savage thrusts, wasting zero time in pushing myself up to the peak. This wasn’t about getting her off, or showing the other girls how hard or how long I could fuck. This was about my
 pleasure, about not holding back, and most of all about blowing a thick load alllll
 the way inside of Miranda’s womb.

Even after multiple orgasms, it didn’t take long for me to feel the pleasure build to a climax. I grabbed the back of her head with both hands, forcing her to arch her back like a bow as I drilled her with primal, savage force.

“Gonna fill you the fuck up!” I grunted, pushing past the point of no-return. “Gonna breed that tight little pussy, gonna own you like I do all the others…”

“Own me
,” she begged, her mascara running down her face in nasty smears. “Own
 my pussy, Master! Fucking mark
 me, make me yours forever! I live for your fucking cummmmm!”

No red-blooded man on Earth could hold back with a woman screaming words like that in his ear. Especially with such a tight, perfect pussy wrapped around his dick. Miranda had barely gotten to the word ‘cum’ when that’s exactly what I did: exploded inside of her in a long, powerful orgasm that left me gasping. I couldn’t believe how much cum erupted from me, spurting into her womb in thick, creamy bursts. I’d thought my balls were tapped out, but my girls were able to get every last drop out of me.

“Is that it?” Yui asked when I finally opened my eyes. “Would you like anything else, Master?”

I glanced up. Emma was still waiting, her fingers buried knuckle-deep inside of her slit, but she hadn’t had her fertility boosted by the milk. And then there was the creator of all that creamy milk…

“All for now,” I gasped, barely able to keep my eyes open. “I think I’m dry. You girls are fucking crazy…”

All four of my harem girls curled up around me, giggling. There was so much female flesh on me and surrounding me that I felt at peace in a way I never had before. It was an incredible sensation; one I never wanted to leave.

In retrospect, that was the high-water mark. The absolute peak. Even though I’d add tons of women to my harem, it never got sweeter or purer than that party.

Of course, the world came crashing down the very next day, so I might be a little biased.

xXx

“Master?”

I stepped into the office and paused, feeling more than a little confused. Yui was behind the secretary’s desk, watching over the waiting room. Only Yui never
 did that. That was why she had so many girls underneath of her in the first place - so she could concentrate on the work that kept this place profitable.


Something’s wrong,
 I realized. Something really bad
.

“What’s going on?” I asked, hanging up my coat. The weather was getting colder all the time - it wouldn’t be long before it was Christmas. I was looking forward to spending the holidays with my girls. “Is everyone alright?”

“The girls are fine,” Yui said, her face pale. “There’s...there’s a new patient here to see you. A special referral.”

I cocked my head to the side. “That’s it?” That was all? That wasn’t a big deal in the slightest. It had to be more.

Yui swallowed hard - and gestured at the only occupied seat in the waiting room.

My heart stopped beating.

Alexandra stood up, her eyes filled with desperation and longing. A patient’s longing. Not
 a harem girl’s.

She was dressed more conservatively than I’d ever seen her. She doesn’t recognize me,
 I realized, ice filling my gut. She doesn’t have a fucking clue who I am
.

“Oh my God,” she said, her voice almost completely unlike the one I knew. “I’m so glad to meet you, Dr. Pierce. I really, really
 need your help.”

“You’ve come to the right place,” I said. My lips felt numb. My heart refused to beat. Oh fuck,
 I thought. Oh no, fucking no…


“She was referred here by a specialist,” Yui whispered behind me. She sounded almost apologetic. “There was no one else in the network who could handle her - nowhere else for her to go…”

“No one can help me,” Alexandra whispered, her hands shaking. “They all keep saying I’m crazy - that I’m making it all up! But it’s real
, Dr. Pierce. Please, please
 I just need someone to believe me…”

“I believe you,” I said, meaning it. Because I was the one who’d fucked her up in the first place.

What the fuck was I going to do now?


It wasn’t out of the ordinary for me to see a patient multiple times. Even if they didn’t join my harem, women who’d had the experience of one of their deepest fantasies coming to life in a private session ended up feeling linked to me. It wasn’t at all uncommon for them to show back up at my office, weeks or months later, practically begging for a second taste of my power. Touching their most primal desires changed
 them in some way, although never as much as I expected - since unless they joined my harem, all of them inevitably returned to their old lives at some point. So in a way, I shouldn’t have been surprised to find Alexandra sitting across from me, her hands folded nervously in her lap as she waited for our session to begin.

But she was different. So
 different.

I knew her intimately. I’d shared women with her: pressed her face into a patient’s pussy while spanking her and calling her my good little girl
. I’d seen her watch another woman deep-throat me, her eyes filled with a mixture of approval and jealousy as she waited for her turn to take me between her lips. I’d had dozens and dozens of lovers, but none of them had shared my life as deeply as Alexandra. None of them had ever been my partner. None of them had ever known
 me.

Now she didn’t know me at all.

“So,” I said, biting back a sigh as I looked her up and down. “You were referred to me from Dr. Klein’s office?”

She nodded meekly, her eyes still on her feet. I wanted to get up and scream at her, to demand to know who this weak little tart was and where my gorgeous, clever, sensual princess had gone. Only I knew too damn well where she’d gone - because I sent her there. I’d let Alexandra hold power over me, too much power, and as a consequence I’d erased her memory of her time serving me. She’d betrayed
 me, turned against me. Ran away and nearly brought my whole house of cards crashing down.


I have to remember that
, I told myself, trying not to linger on her long blonde hair and her sleek body. But it was damned hard to remember the bad things she’d done with the good sitting right in front of me.

I let a little bit of that old command enter into my voice. When I spoke, it was almost like the old days when I was disciplining her for being a bad girl.

“Were you?” I grunted. “Or weren’t you?”

To my surprise, she didn’t shrivel up the way I’d expected. Instead, she turned those beautiful blue eyes on me. Her gaze was piercing.

“Kind of,” she admitted, a blush rising to her cheeks.

That was news to me. “Kind
 of? You either have a referral or you don’t, P...miss Pereira
.”

I’d never referred to her by her last name before. It felt foreign to me, like I was doing something unnatural.

She blushed deeper, the fingers of one hand digging into the palm of the other. “Dr. Klein didn’t want me to see you,” she said in a little voice, those eyes never leaving mine. Almost as if they were searching for something. “She said that you’re different. That the girls who come to see you end up…”

“Different?
” I asked, completing her thought. She nodded. “Isn’t that what you want, though, Alexandra? Isn’t that what she wants?”

“She pretty much just wanted to get rid of me,” Alexandra said. “She realized she couldn’t help me. No one
 can help me. I’m broken. There’s...there’s something wrong with me!”

Tears were starting to dribble down her cheeks, smearing her makeup. And still she didn’t break her gaze, didn’t look away. Why?

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest like a madman trying to break down a door. “What do you think is wrong with you, Alexandra?”

Her lips formed a tight little line. Her shoulders shuddered in silent sobs as she tried and failed to master herself. A tear formed a thin little line down her chin, reached the dimple there I’d blown my load across so many times and fell to the carpeted floor.

“Why don’t you tell me, Dr. Pierce?” she asked, her face filled with an emotion I couldn’t place. “Don’t you recognize me?”

The world froze. With a supreme effort, I managed to keep my shock from showing on my face.

“I...don’t understand what you mean,” I finally said, feigning befuddlement. “Have we met before, Alexandra? I know I have a lot of patients, but I tend to remember them.”

Her face fell. Now she looked away - looked away and started to sob in earnest. “You...you don’t know me?” she asked, wiping her eyes. “No, of course you don’t. Why would you? I’m so stupid, so fucking stupid
…”

“You are not
 stupid,” I snapped, slipping into my gruff Daddy
 mode so easily that Alexandra sat up straight like she’d been slapped. “Don’t say that. You’re just confused and upset, which are two perfectly normal things for a young woman in your condition to be.”

“But it’s you
!” Alexandra leaned forward, searching my face for some sign of recognition. “It has to be! When I saw your picture online, saw that you operated a clinic like a half hour away from me, I knew it had to be you...oh God I really am
 going crazy, aren’t I? This place isn’t like the one in my dreams at all...it’s all messed up...”


Oh fuck.
 The pieces were starting to click together in my head. Even though I’d erased her memories of our time together, of ever being my patient in the first place, there was some sort of...of remnant
 of them in her subconscious. And they were driving her mad.


How did this happen?
 I asked myself, watching her sob. Usually my power is so clean, so clinical - I don’t leave loose ends like this…


There were only two options. Either I’d done this on purpose out of subliminal anger, because of some desire to hurt her the way she’d hurt me - or I’d been counting on this fuck-up to bring her right back to me. Which was it? Because one thing was clear, deep in my heart of hearts - I still wanted this woman. I wanted every part of her: mind, body and soul. Badly
.

Which was why I squared my shoulders, mustered up my courage, and took the plunge.

“You’re not crazy,” I said, setting my clipboard on the table. “And you’re not broken. Or if you are, you’re only broken because...because I made you that way.”

Alexandra’s eyes went as big as saucers. Her lower lip trembled as she absorbed the information, like she was almost afraid to believe that I said what I’d just said.

“You do
 remember me,” she murmured. “Why don’t I remember any of this, Dr. Pierce?”

Hearing her call me Doctor Pierce
 instead of Daddy
 was almost as weird as referring to her as Miss Pereira
. I wanted to back her up, to make
 her use the right term. Instead I shook my head and got to work.

“I’m going to be honest with you,” I said, clearing my throat. “I think you deserve that, Alexandra. The only thing I ask is this: please don’t leave. Not until we’ve finished talking - until I get a chance to explain everything.”

“I wouldn’t dare,” she said, a look of wonder stealing over her features. “You’re telling me...fuck, I’ve been waiting to hear this for so long! I can’t believe it’s true - I can’t believe it’s real…”

“It is,” I said, bracing myself. “You used to be my patient, Alexandra. Not at this clinic, though - which is why you remember being somewhere different. I moved around a lot in those days: going from place to place, never seeing more than a few patients at a time. Making just enough to get by, to get me to the next city. That...that all changed when I met you.”

She nodded eagerly. “You said I was your patient,” she whispered, a flush rising to her cheeks. “But I was more
 than that, wasn’t I? Don’t you dare lie to me!”

I shook my head. “I won’t,” I said. “Not anymore. Yes, you and I had a...a relationship. But there’s things I need you to understand, Alexandra. I’m not like most people. And our relationship wasn’t like most relationships, not at all.”

“I sense that,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I...I know there was something wrong
 about it, Dr. Pierce. Or at least, something most people would think is wrong. But I can’t stop myself from feeling drawn
 to you.” Abruptly she stood up from her seat, wringing her hands together. “Can I sit next to you on the couch?”

I smiled. “Nothing would please me more, angel.”

A tremor passed through her body when I said the last word. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth dropping open into a perfect little ‘o’ as the term of endearment triggered her pleasure.

“Mmph
,” she purred, settling in next to me. “I can tell we had fun together. Did you call me angel
 all the time, Dr. Pierce?”

I shook my head. God she was so close, I could smell her perfume. Everything about her was so good. I wanted to tear those boring clothes off her and put her back in a slutty little outfit where she belonged.

“Sometimes,” I said. “There was also sweetheart and babygirl. But more than anything, I called you my princess
…”

Alexandra trembled with pleasure. It took everything I had not to grab her right then and there, pull her into my lap and have my way with her.

“Yeah,” she whimpered, her voice tight with lust. “Yeah, I really like that! What...what did I call you? I need to know, please
! Was it...was it Sir?
”

“Every now and then,” I said, putting a hand on her thigh. “When there were other people around to hear, mostly. You see, we covered up our relationship by making you my secretary.”

She nodded like this was a suspicion I’d just confirmed. “I bet I was a good one. Flirty and naughty. What did I call you when we were alone?”

I swallowed hard. Time to find out if I can really fix this mess,
 I thought.

“Daddy,” I whispered.

Alexandra melted
 against me. If she didn’t have an orgasm when she heard that word, the amount of pleasure that coursed through her lithe young body made the distinction purely academic.

“Oh fuck
,” she whispered, her head against my shoulder. “Daddy.
 Yes, that’s so right - I love
 calling you Daddy…”

A spasm of guilt shot through me. It would have been so easy to take advantage of this - to just push
 into Alexandra’s brain, make her my sassy little bimbo all over again, and fuck her brains out on my couch. But something inside of me made me hold back. Some tattered remnants of my own moral code, as vague and half-forgotten as Alexandra’s memories.

“There’s something you need to know, babygirl,” I grunted, hating myself for even saying it. “Before we go any further.”

She batted her thick lashes at me, her lips pursed in a pout. “Yes, Daddy?”


Here we go
. “You didn’t exactly enter into this relationship with me by choice.”

I saw surprise enter her face. Slowly, in ways that left me agonized with the desire to touch her, she scooted back a few fractions of an inch on the couch. She still stayed very, very close though - which was a good sign.

“What do you mean?” she asked, her eyes wary.

I cleared my throat again. I was starting to make a habit of it. “Surely you must have figured this out by now,” I explained, feeling a little sheepish. “I’m not an ordinary man, Alexandra. I have...powers.”

She cocked her head to the side. I couldn’t tell if she was pleased or displeased by what I was saying. “What kind of powers?”

“Well...let me show you,” I said, almost losing my cool when Alexandra flinched. “I’m not going to do anything you’re not comfortable with! I’m just going to show you the kinds of things I can do. How is the temperature of this room feeling to you right now?”

She made a face, clearly not expecting the question. “It’s fine, I guess,” she said. “Room temperature, or something close to it.”

I smiled and pushed
 gently into her mind. “It’s getting very, very cold in here,” I said, tweaking the dials on the way her body experienced temperature. “So cold you’re going to need a jacket soon…”

Suddenly Alexandra was trembling, her body shaking like a leaf. She rubbed one arm with the other, her face filled with shock. “What the fuck-”

“Now it’s hot,” I said, cutting her off. Another push
 moved things in the opposite direction. “So hot that you’re starting to think you’d feel better if you took off some of those clothes…”

She started to reach for her top, and caught herself. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she said, her eyes narrowing cleverly. “Okay, I think I understand what you mean. You’re...you’re in my mind, aren’t you? Altering the way I see things?”

“Something like that,” I said, keeping my tone neutral. “I thought you’d be more shocked, actually.”

Alexandra shrugged. “I think part of me knew. But…”

My heart jumped in my chest. “But what?”

A smile spread across her face. “I don’t think it works quite the way you think it works, Daddy. You pushed things inside of me, sure - but they were things that were already there. They weren’t invented out of thin air.”

I don’t think I could have been more shocked if she’d just reached across the couch and slapped my face. “I hypnotized
 you, babygirl,” I said, putting it baldly for the first time. “Even if you had...fantasies
, I’m the one who made you put on those dresses - who made you call me Daddy while you were sucking me off for the first time. Who made you get so wet and giggly at the thought of sharing another girl with me that you helped me bring more sexy patients into it, until we had a whole harem…”

Alexandra started to laugh. “Is that what this clinic is, Daddy? Your harem?”

I nodded. “Pretty much every girl here worships the ground I walk on. And if you think I’m some kind of good progressive guy who believes in furthering their careers and keeping them on birth control - I’m not. I’m breeding
 all these women, babygirl. Busting inside them raw every day, getting hard just thinking
 about stretching their bodies out with my heirs…”

“And I was queen of all that,” Alexandra said with a groan, nibbling her bottom lip. “A Slave
 Queen. That sounds so fucking hot…”

“It was,” I said ruefully.

Alexandra paled. A bead of sweat stood out on her forehead as her pupils shrank to pinpricks. “I did something, didn’t I? Something bad.”

“It was pretty bad.”

She started to tremble. “Something unforgivable
?”

I sighed and pulled her closer. “At the time - I thought so,” I said, looking her up and down. “Now I’m not so sure.”

Something like hope flared in her eyes. “So, you’ve got the harem here. All the girls, all the power. All you need now is a Queen, right?”


Yui wouldn’t be too happy about that,
 I thought. Then I realized that Yui would feel whatever damn way I wanted her to feel.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, staring down into her eyes. “Do you want
 that? Remember, babygirl - this relationship is built on a lie. I’m not some nice guy who charmed you out of your panties and talked you into calling me Daddy full-time. I’m a mind controller
.”

She thought about it. I could see the wheels turning behind her eyelids. Then she came to a decision - and when she smiled up at me cutely, I knew exactly what it was going to be.

“I don’t remember everything
,” she whispered, clutching my hand. “But those impressions I’ve been carrying around are starting to get a little clearer. I remember what my life was like before I met you, Daddy. And I know damn well what my life became after
 I left you. No thanks to all that
. It was terrible being alone. I was so, so
 lost without you! I want you to take me back, Daddy. I want to be your good little girl again - I want to meet these women I helped you make into your harem girls. And I want to help you breed them.”


That sounds so perfect,
 I thought, holding her. “But you never chose
 this, babygirl-”

“We don’t choose a lot of things that happen to us,” Alexandra said, looking me firmly in the face. “But that doesn’t mean that all of them are bad. I can’t change what happened to me any more than you can - so there’s no point in going around feeling sad and beating yourself up about it anymore, Daddy. Especially when the person you’re having those feelings about is sitting in your lap begging to fuck you.”

Something clicked in my head. That made a lot of sense.

My hands slid down to her ass. “You’re begging to fuck me? I haven’t heard any begging.”

Alexandra’s face lit up like Christmas morning. She knew now that she was going to get exactly what she wanted.

“Please
, Daddy,” she whimpered, tugging at her sweater. “Please get me out of these ugly, boring
 clothes and fill me with your cock! Please make me your good, sweet little whore forever…!”

“Yes,” I growled, grabbing a handful of her hair and kissing her hard. “Yes I will.
”

At the same time, I pressed down on all of her pleasure triggers with my mind and hit them at once. Alexandra unraveled in my arms. Pleasure like nothing she’d ever experienced coursed through her body, searing her soul - and undoing the changes I’d made to her memories weeks ago.

“Ohhhhh
,” she groaned, her back arching more and more as she climaxed a second and a third time. Multiple orgasms were needed to make a girl like Alexandra change so much, and watching her in the throes of passion had always been one of my favorite visual images. My cock throbbed against her thigh as she soaked my lap, her pussy boiling over.

When she came down from her peak her mouth smothered mine, her tongue going deep as it found mine. Then she broke the makeout session with a gasp, looking me right in the eyes.

“Daddy
,” she said, her eyes brimming with tears. In that moment, I knew she was back.

“Babygirl,” I groaned, kissing her even harder. She was mine,
 mine and she’d be mine forever now. I was never letting her go, never letting her out of my sight again.

My hand reached down and cupped her ass, making her moan. Alexandra nibbled my bottom lip, hard enough that I tasted blood.

“It’s so good to be back,” she said, grinning at me. “What did I miss?”

I thought it over for a second. “We got a cow,” I said, watching with pleasure as her brows shot up. “A sexy human cow who gives the girls lots of milk. It makes them super horny - and super fertile.”

“I can’t wait to taste this milk,” she said with a giggle. “But first, I need this dick inside me!”

That sounded more than good to me. “Let’s get you out of those clothes,” I said with a rakish grin. “I don’t think we saved any of your outfits, angel. You might have to go around in just your bra and panties for a while until we can arrange a shopping trip.”

“I’ll go naked if that’s what you want,” she said, meaning it. “Anything, Daddy. I promise I’ll never be a bad girl again.”

I knew she wouldn’t. But I wasn’t going to let her
 know that for at least a little bit.

“Prove it,” I growled, giving her ass a spank. “Show me that gorgeous body, Princess. Show Daddy what he owns.”

In a flash Alexandra’s clothes were in a pile in the corner of the room. Last to go were her panties, which in contrast to the rest of her outfit were at least lacy and sheer. I grabbed her wrist as she started to tug them down.

“Keep them on,” I grunted. “Daddy’s about to fill you so full that they get all sticky with my cum. Then you’re going to walk around in them all day. That’s the first part of your punishment.”

“If that’s part one,” Alexandra groaned, tugging the fabric to the side, “then I can’t wait
 for part two…”

My cock looked even bigger than usual as the head entered her tight little slit. It stretched around me, juice dribbling down my shaft as I slowly pushed into my babygirl. Her eyes rolled back in her head, fingers rubbing at her clit as her wet walls clenched around me, gripping me tight.

“Oh Daddy
,” Alexandra moaned, her head lolling back on her shoulders. “Oh fuck I missed this so much…!”

“Not as much as I missed it,” I said, groaning as her heat enveloped me. She felt so fucking good around me, so tight - so much like home. I grabbed her ass with both hands and thrust forward, the crown of my cock hitting her back walls as I bottomed out inside of her. “You’re so fucking perfect, Princess. I love filling your special parts with my cock.”

She rocked back on me, locking her heels behind my hips. A casual observer from across the room might have thought she was only sitting in my lap, if they were seeing us from the back.

“Oh fuck, Daddy, you’re all the way at the bottom of my pussy,” she groaned, grinding herself an inch up my shaft before slamming her hips down. “You’re all the way inside of me…”

Holding her tight, I started to pump. The wet squelching sounds of primal fucking filled the room as I rocked my babygirl back and forth, filling her with stroke after stroke. As I grew more confident, I went harder, upthrusting faster and faster between her legs as I drove all the way to the base of her womb.

“Daddy I’m gonna cum
,” Alexandra panted, clinging to me for dear life. “Don’t stop, Daddy, I’m gonna fucking cum all over your cock!”

A moment later her inner muscles clenched as hard as they could around me, a flood of juice coating my cock. Alexandra screamed
 as she came, howling like a live wire was running down her back. She gripped my shoulders so tightly that her nails dug into my skin, but I don’t think she even noticed. I watched the pleasure course through her, still thrusting as hard as I could, not giving her a moment’s respite as I used her tight teen body.

As she came down from her peak I reached between her legs and pulled the ass of her panties to the side. It spread her cheeks, revealing her tight little pucker, and my already-slick thumb stretched it out as I slid the digit into her most private channel. A newer, deeper groan left Alexandra’s throat as I tested her backdoor, running my thumb this way and that inside of her ass.

“You’re so tight back here, princess,” I grunted, another inch of my thumb driving into her silk. “It’s been so long since I’ve felt your hot little asshole stretched around my cock. I almost forgot how fucking good
 it feels…”

“Oh fuck, Daddy, that feels so wrong!” Yet Alexandra rolled her hips in a circle as I played with her ass, helping me get even deeper inside of her.

“Does it hurt when I do this?” I asked, adding a second finger.

“A little,” she admitted, biting her lip and blushing. “But it feels so good, too, Daddy! It’s wrong, but I like
 it!”

I couldn’t restrain myself any longer. My sweet princess’ cunt was dripping and wet, more than ready to take me all the way home - but the feeling of her silky walls around my fingers made me want her ass even more.

Putting both hands beneath her ass, I lifted her up and adjusted the angle of her hips. My cock slid out of her soaked, still-throbbing pussy, then pressed against the tightness of her pucker. Lubed up with a mixture of mine and her juices, it was easy to stretch the super-tight walls around my crown and slowly, lusciously push deeper.

“Oh fuck Daddy you’re so big
,” Alexandra moaned, settling on me. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt you this fucking hard before…”

I don’t think I’d ever been
 this hard. I was like an iron girder as I slid inch-by-inch into Alexandra’s ass, stretching her walls around my girth. She was so smooth around me, and even tighter than her pussy. I’d been close to surging over the peak when I felt her cum all over my cock, and now it was a physical struggle not to lose my load.

“All the way,” I growled, grabbing her hips with both hands for leverage. “I want to be balls deep inside that sexy ass, babygirl. Give that ass to Daddy…!”

I bottomed out inside of her - and my cock instantly began to jerk. Alexandra felt it and her eyes went wide. Then she grinned from ear-to-ear and rocked her hips, slamming her ass down on me faster and faster.

“Cum for me, Daddy,” Alexandra begged, her voice shooting up an octave as she gave me the hottest, tightest anal of my life. “Shoot that load in my tight little ass! Fuck my fucking asshole up, Daddy! Leave me dripping with that fucking load…!”

The world went white as I reached the point of no return and pushed right through. The pleasure was so hot and sweet it was like a bolt of lightning shooting through my body. My cock erupted deep in Alexandra’s asshole, the spurts like tiny detonations against her inner walls. Her ass tightened around me once, then twice as the pleasure crested, until I wasn’t able to do anything but hold her tight and pour each and every drop of spunk in my balls directly into her.

When I finally came down from my peak, I pulled out of her with a gasp. Her panties slid back across her ass, a dark stain spreading across the lacy fabric as my seed dribbled out of her asshole. I watched it with pride, holding her close, just feeling the pulse of her heartbeat as my cock slowly deflated against her thigh.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Alexandra whispered, tears falling on my shoulder. “I love you so much. I’m so happy you took me back.”

“Welcome home, babygirl,” I said, wrapping an arm around her waist. “I’m never letting you leave again.”

The door opened, and the clicky sound of high-heels filled the room as Yui entered. I glanced up just in time for her to see us curled up together on the couch. She let out a huge sigh of relief, running a hand through her long black hair.

“Oh thank God
,” Yui said, the word ending in a giggle. “I was really worried you were going to send her away again, Master.”

I regarded her evenly. After all, she was the de facto
 leader around here now. “You’re okay with this?” I asked, my fingers tightening defensively around Alexandra’s shoulder. “I thought you’d be pissed.”

But to my surprise, Yui just shook her head. “You’ve been miserable
 ever since she left, Master,” she explained, setting a folder full of papers down on the table. “All us girls have noticed it. Even Kirsten’s milk hasn’t been able to cheer you up - and that shit’s like fireworks and party balloons in my head for hours
 after I have a glass.”

“It’s okay,” Alexandra said quickly, cutting off my unspoken question. “I’m not in charge around here, Daddy - not anymore. This is Yui’s clinic, and I wouldn’t dare
 tell her how to run things.”

A slow smile spread across Yui’s face. A look of mutual recognition passed between the two women.

“We got off on the wrong foot,” Yui said. “But both of us love Master.”

“We’ll figure things out,” Alexandra agreed with a little giggle. “I’ll never tie you up and put you in a closet again, that’s for sure. Unless that’s what Daddy wants…”

“Actually
,” Yui said, bending over her documents, “you might be able to help me with this, Alexandra. A little light bondage may be exactly what the doctor ordered when it comes to these two.”

I glanced at the open file folder. Two gorgeous, fresh-faced young co-eds stared up at me from the page. One had the high cheekbones, celestial nose and bright, intelligent eyes I associated with upper-class daughters of privilege, while the other looked like a tanned, toned instagram model with messy brunette hair.

“This is Samantha,” Yui said, pointing at the prissy-looking girl. “And this is Tana.” Her finger lingered on the tanned co-ed’s features longer, as if she preferred them. I couldn’t blame her, although both women were beautiful. “They’re in a relationship, and they’re also in quite the bind.” The corner of her mouth turned up in a smirk. “Pun intended.”

I looked in amazement from Yui to Alexandra and back again. The two of them were...working together
? It almost beggared belief.

“You okay with this?” I asked Alexandra, balancing her on my knee like a true princess. “Helping me and Yui plan the session?”

“I’d be honored to,” she said, sharing a grin with Yui. “If you’ll let me, Daddy.”


Things are going to work out after all
, I thought. Look at these two. If they can bury the hatchet, then just about anything is possible
.

The three of us settled in, my load still dripping into Alexandra’s panties as we planned our first couples’ counseling session. If I was worried about anything at all, it was that the truce between my princess and my right-hand girl wouldn’t last long enough for me to enjoy it.

I was worried about the wrong thing.

The bond between Yui and Alexandra was stronger than ever - but Samantha and Tana were trouble. And by the time they finished their first session at my office, nothing would be the same...
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Augmenting: The Magic Glasses


The Magic Glasses



When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 





Return of The Magic Glasses



When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 





Tales of the Magic Glasses



With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 





Family of the Magic Glasses


Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!


Cheat Code


Cheat Code: Volume One



Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of 
control and dominanc
e
 
over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes 
work in the real world
!
 





Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the 
geeky goddes
s
 
who frequents his store to the 
bratty waitres
s
 
who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his 
submissive bimbo fantasy
! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning
?



Roommate Control


Roommate Control: A Novel



For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with 
two hot babes
 
would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both 
bubbly cheerleader
Casey and 
buxom science nerd
 
Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 





But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and 
wearing practically nothing
whenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his 
perfect mind control fantasy!
 





But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 





Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control
 
series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!



Roommate Corruption


Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella



Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 





But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 





But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 





Roommate Corruptio
n
 
is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series
.



The Demon Prince


Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One



Vance has a list. 





On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 





Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail
?



Free Use Bimbos


Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series



The plague changed everything. 





Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 





Kat
e
 
was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 





Desmon
d
 
is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 





Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 





Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbo
s
 
stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes
!



The Corrupter


The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy



Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to 
enter the minds of those around him
, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past to
corrupt good girls into naughty sluts
, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three 
truly twisted
 
tales that will stay with you long after the last page! 



About the Author

Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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